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The Decisions We Make... 

 

  Space: the final frontier.  Across time and space many beings have stood on their worlds 

and looked up to the night sky and wondered; what is out there?  This drive to know what 

is around them leads to the inevitable first steps into space.  Some even spread out from 

their planet to other worlds taking with them their culture and way of life.  One species to 

do this was Humans.  From a single planet they spread out and would become the driving 

force behind a great federation, which would join other similar minded planets together.  

The United Federation of Planets became a leading power in its region of the Milky Way 

galaxy driving forward scientific knowledge and striving for peace and cooperation with 

its many neighbours. 

  On a planet at the edge of Federation space a human man sits down next to roaring fire 

with a group of other beings.  They are a mix of species from across the known space 

whose families have come to settle on this colony world.  The human stands out due to 

his age for he is surrounded by boys and girls that have yet to reach the age where they 

can shed those titles and be referred to as adults.  Much older than the others he leans 

back and looks straight up at the night sky. 

  “Have you seen such a brilliant sight?” asks the old man, a smile creases his wizened 

face.  “It’s easy to forget how beautiful it is when you’re in the city, all those lights 

drowning out the stars.” 

  “You’re seen plenty of them before, haven’t you?” asked a human boy. 

  The old man looks down at the boy and with a twinkle in his eyes replies, “You can 

never look up at the night sky and not be amazed.” 
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  “No, I mean…you were in Starfleet weren’t you?  At least that’s what my mum says.” 

  The old man chuckles to himself.  “Who am I to argue with your mother?” 

  “What was it like?” asked a Bolian youth. 

  “What do you think it would be like?” 

  The Bolian stammered and a young girl took over the answering.  “It would be an 

amazing experience.  It would be hard but worth it.  You know, to know that you are 

doing something that makes a difference.” 

  “Where did you serve?  Was it on the Enterprise?” 

  The man shook his head.  The famous flagship was always the first ship thought of.  

“There are many more starships in Starfleet then just the Enterprise, though sometimes it 

does seem like she’s the only ship in the quadrant.  A lot of these ships have crew that are 

just as good and have just as many stories to be told.” 

  “Yeah, like which ones?” 

  “Have any of you heard of the USS Swiftfire-A?” 

  There was a chorus of no’s from the group. 

  “The Swiftfire was a good ship, with a good crew.  Though aren’t they all?  It served 

some of the Federation’s most testing times.” 

  “Is it still around?” 

  “The Swiftfire-A?  No.  Not even sure if there is a Swiftfire in the fleet still.  I like to 

think there still is a ship carrying her banner out there somewhere.”  He waved up to the 

sky as he said this and looked up.  He stared out across the stars as if looking for some 

sign to answer his query. 

  “Why did you leave?  I’ve heard of people serving in Starfleet well into their hundreds.” 
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  The man smiled a knowing smile, as if he had been expecting the question.  “What have 

you heard?” 

  “I heard it was because you lost your ship and they drummed you out,” he replied. 

  “No, it was because he stepped in and changed the development of another race,” 

argued a Tellarite. 

  “Well, I heard it was because you went crazy and nearly blew up a space station.” 

  The man let out a loud laugh.  “The rumour mill never does disappoint,” he said 

between laughs. 

  One of the girls spoke up over his laughing.  “So which is it?  Or it is something else?  

Was it good or bad?” 

  “That wouldn’t be for me to decide.” 

  “What does that mean?” asked the Bolian. 

  “We all make decisions.  Some are measured, others are forced.  When we make them 

we try to do it with the most amount of information possible and with a prediction of the 

results.  We do this because we know we only have one chance at it.  Then once we’re 

done we judge it by our standards, but in the end that means little.  It will be up to others 

to judge and comment on these decisions and when the history books are written it won’t 

be your view that is used, it is always someone else’s.” 

  “I don’t understand.” 

  “You all remember reading about the Dominion War?  During that conflict you had 

people making decisions that would risk hundreds of lives.  Decisions that could see then 

painted as villains or heroes.  Take the Cardassian Damar for example, what do you think 

of him?” 
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  “He was a hero.  He rebelled against the Dominion, helped end the war and freed his 

people.  He is one of the greatest Cardassians to ever live,” replied the only Cardassian 

among the group.  He was not surprised by this somewhat romantic view of Damar. 

  “His actions directly led to the death of over a billion Cardassians on Cardassia Prime, 

most of them civilians.  No matter the cause, it is a massive death toll.  What about the 

fact that for over a year he was the head of the Cardassian Union in the war against the 

Federation Alliance?  That his actions saw the deaths of millions of beings across the 

quadrant.  Or that he nearly led to the Dominion’s domination of this quadrant when he 

found a way to bring down the minefield at the Bajoran wormhole and allow for 

unlimited Dominion reinforcements from the Gamma Quadrant?  Or that he was 

complicit in the Dominion having a foothold in this quadrant to begin with?  Or the fact 

he killed an unarmed woman?” 

  “When did he do that?” spat out the Cardassian venomously. 

  Again he was not surprised by this.  It was a fact that had been buried under the surface 

of the legend that Damar had become since his heroic death during the final moments of 

the war with the Dominion.  He had not been witness to the event but he had gained a 

significant insight into it years after the event. 

  “It was around the time the Federation won back Deep Space 9.  The Dominion was 

evacuating the station and Damar was looking for Dukat, the current leader of the 

Cardassian Union...” 

 

* * * * 
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  Damar skulked around the corner like a shadowy agent of the Obsidian Order.  He had 

found Gul Dukat in the presence of his daughter but instead of immediately going to get 

them and usher them to the evacuating transports something made him pause around the 

corner.  Out of sight he listened to their exchange.  As he did he heard Ziyal’s shocking 

confession.  She had freed the saboteurs that had disabled the station.  She had let down 

the Cardassians and more importantly she let down her father, Dukat. 

  Damar had been a pathetic excuse for a Guardsman, more interested in self-pity then 

during his best for the state before Dukat had been assigned to the sorry vessel he had 

served on.  Dukat had awoken something in him he thought long lost; pride and belief.  

Dukat had initiated training and practice to get the best of the crew and Damar had 

revelled in it.  It was an honour to serve under a man of Dukat’s stature, though former as 

it was at the time.  But that did not matter, Dukat was a great man and you had to be a 

fool not to recognise it.  He had proved it when he led them in capturing a Klingon B’rel 

class Bird-of-Prey.  He had the courage to face the weakness of the Detapa Council and 

take the war to the Klingons.  He was a hero of the union, despite it cutting him loose.  

  Dukat had taken him under his wing, possibly seeing in him potential, maybe just to 

have an ally.  He had sworn an oath to see the union back to its former position; to 

dominance, with Dukat.  They had done so by joining the Dominion, with their fearsome 

Jem’Hadar they had secured the Union and extended its borders.  Despite the current 

setback Damar had faith Dukat would once again turn it around and Cardassia would 

reign victorious over its enemies. 

  He could not believe what he heard from Ziyal.  He had always harboured some doubts 

about her.  She was not a Cardassian, not really.  Her blood was stained with the 
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weakness and inferiority of Bajoran heritage, she could not hope to be half the woman a 

fully Cardassian woman would be.  He had told Dukat not to trust her and that the 

despicable Bajoran Major Kira would further corrupt her, use her Bajoran side to her 

advantage for the enemy.  Dukat would not listen, he had given up everything for the 

Ziyal and that blinded him.  All men had a weakness and Dukat’s was Ziyal. 

  Damar peeked around the corner.  Dukat had his back to him and Ziyal was too focused 

on her father to notice him.  She said her goodbye and started to walk away.  It was for 

the best Damar realised.  She had weakened Dukat but no longer.  She paused and turned 

back to Dukat and called to him.  To his horror Dukat stepped forward, seemingly blind 

to her lies and treachery. 

  A voice from his past sounded in his mind.  “Let this be a lesson.  Next time press the 

trigger.”  

  Damar stepped out of his hiding place and trained his weapon, which had somehow 

gotten into his hand.  A golden beam of death crossed from him to the young woman.  It 

struck her cleanly in the chest.  She staggered back a step into the wall and fell. 

  “NOOOOO!” yelled Dukat spinning to face him. 

  Damar was suddenly out of his trance.  He stood there in the corridor weapon still 

raised, hardly believing what he had just done.  It seemed to take him forever before he 

could get his mouth to work.  “You heard her.  She’s a traitor.” 

  The anguish on Dukat’s face was almost too much for Damar.  His superior turned his 

back on him and rushed to the prone body on the floor.  He picked it up into his arms and 

whispered to it. 
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  “We’re out of time, sir.  The last ship is waiting for us,” he explained, grabbing Dukat’s 

arm to help him to his feet. 

  Dukat growled at him and shook him off.  Damar stared in his eyes and no longer saw 

the man he admired.  All he saw was a broken individual crazed by the death of his 

daughter.  The leader of destiny had died before him just as surely if as that disruptor 

blast had struck Dukat instead of his daughter.  This was not how things were meant to 

turn out. 

  “I love you, Ziyal.  Do you hear me?  I love you,” muttered Dukat pathetically to his 

deceased child. 

  Damar knew that Dukat would not follow him now or ever.  Damar took one last look at 

Dukat and opened his month to say one last thing before recanting.  There was nothing 

left to be said between them.  With that Damar turned and hurried to catch the transport 

leaving Dukat to whatever fate the Federation would force on him. 

  He reached the docking port; the two Cardassian Guardsmen standing by the airlock 

lowered their weapons as they saw him approach. 

  “Get onboard, it’s time to leave,” he ordered. 

  “What about Gul Dukat?” asked one of the Cardassians. 

  Damar’s jaw set as he looked directly into the eyes of the Cardassian soldier.  “He’s not 

coming.”  He saw a look of confusion on the Cardassian’s face and saw the questions just 

below the surface, but Damar’s hard gaze kept him from asking them.  The Cardassian 

soldier nodded, a look of sorrow crossing his face briefly.  Damar put his hand on his 

shoulder to comfort him.  The soldier could not know what had happened but he knew 
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that one of the Union’s greatest leaders would no longer be there to guide them.  “We 

need to get out of here before the Federation reinforcements arrive.” 

  The Cardassians boarded their vessel and it was soon disconnected to the accursed 

Terok Nor and retreated back to Cardassia Prime. 

  Damar was glad that Weyoun and his Founder had already left on another ship.  He 

would not want to explain this to the Vorta right now.  Damar knew that Weyoun would 

not have accepted him just leaving Dukat on the station for the Federation to capture.  He 

would have sent out Jem’Hadar to kill Dukat and Damar could not face the death of his 

idol, mentor and friend.  He did he think the Federation would be able to get anything out 

of the grief stricken former leader of Cardassia anyway.  He would just have to convince 

Weyoun of that fact when they next spoke.   

  As the ship made its way back to Cardassia questions raced through Damar’s mind. 

What now for Cardassia?  Just hours ago he was sure of the outcome for his people, now 

the future was as murky as before they had joined the Dominion.  Who could possible 

lead his people now Dukat was gone?  Who had the strength and will to stand up for the 

Cardassian Union?  He did not know.  As these questions whirled around his mind there 

was one question at the back of his mind.  One he did not want to think of, he did his best 

to ignore it in the hope it would fade away, but it continued to niggle at the back of his 

mind.  He denied the question, but he knew that it would work its way to the fore and 

once he did he would have to face it and the consequences it would drag with it. 

 

* * * * 
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  “He murdered a woman?” said the Tellarite in disgust. 

  “Murder suggests there was something illegal in his actions,” he said.  “In context, 

under Cardassian and Dominion law, the summary execution of enemies of the state and 

traitors is acceptable.  So by that law he did not do anything wrong.” 

  “That’s not right,” stated one of the human boys shaking his head.  “How can that be 

right?” 

  “There you have one of the most fundamental problems of life.  Matching the legal and 

cultural aspects of what is right with your own morals and ethics.  We are all shaped by 

our experiences.  Just as what came before influenced Damar in his decision to press that 

trigger that day, those event also helped shape the person who would later turn on the 

Dominion and help the Federation and its allies win the war.” 

  He looked over to the Cardassian boy.  The boy’s eyes stared at the ground as he poked 

around the dirt with a stick.  The boy had entered a stony silence during his tale and was 

now processing what he had heard, whether it would have any effect on him was still to 

be seen.  He had known more than one Cardassian to flatly refuse to believe the tale, no 

matter what evidence was presented to them. 

  “What about you, how will the history books remember you?” said one of the girls 

breaking the silence. 

  “I don’t know if I’ve done...or will do anything worth noting in a history book, but we 

all make decisions that will be remembered by our friends and family.  Depending on 

what you believe in your afterlife might also take these things into account.” 

  “Like what?” 



Star Trek: Swiftfire 
The Verdict of History 

17 

 

 
17 

  He sat back and glanced back up to the sky as he accessed his distant memories.  “I 

think I come up with a few examples if you want to listen to an old man gabber on?” 

  There was a chorus of yes’s from the group.  He adjusted the way he was sitting for a bit 

more comfort, he had a feeling he was going to be jabbering on for a bit to come. 

  “Well where to start?  I guess the beginning is a good place.  Now, this happened years 

ago to someone I once knew...” 
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What Little Girls are Made Of  

 

  Most of the population of New Seattle on Penthara IV considered the Ridge to be the 

bad part of the city.  Most people would avoid going through it at night.  It was home to 

drug dealers, thieves and gangs since the city’s early days.  It was built to house the 

transient population of new colonists to the world looking for a fresh start.  It had a 

shifting population of people often down on their luck, which attracted a certain criminal 

element and it had developed from there.  It was said that all criminal activity in the city 

could be linked back to the Ridge. 

  Terri Renu wandered through this pretty rough neighbourhood in the city.  Despite the 

fact she was only fifteen and alone she did not have to worry about someone robbing her.  

She saw several people size her up as a mark but once they saw the ridges on her nose 

they normally just gave her a look of disgust.  She had no doubt they thought she was 

pathetic, a penniless and valueless little girl.  What could they take from her?  Bajorans 

had nothing but a silly religion.  All they were good for were begging and praying…both 

which seemed to just irritate others.  That is why no one would bother to rob her. 

  That did not mean someone would not just take her to harm her just because they could.  

For that reason she had a small personal stunner with her.  If anyone tried to take her by 

force would be in for a shock. 

  The reason she was in this part of the city was because she was a Bajoran, or to be more 

precise because she was an orphaned Bajoran.  Fifteen years ago she and her parents, plus 

other Bajorans were smuggled off their planet by the crew of a freighter.  The ship had 

been attacked by a Cardassian warship and while the freighter managed to escape her 
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parents had been killed during the confrontation.  They were saved by the arrival of a 

Starfleet ship and given shelter.  None of the other survivors had been in a state to take 

care of her so a human couple adopted her.  No one knew who she was or the names of 

her parents, so she was named Terri by her adopted parents.  They also did not know 

when her birthday was and ever since the day that they had found her was used to 

celebrate her birthday. 

  Since then she had lived a pretty privileged life of a Starfleet brat.  For most of it she 

had lived on a starship with her parents, until they left the service when she was twelve 

and settled in New Seattle.  It was around then that she started to take an interest into her 

past and her biological parents.  Her parents had always been open with her about her 

heritage and with their help she attempted to learn what she could.  The problem was that 

with Bajor annexed by the Cardassian Union they could not get the information she 

wanted.  They had tried several Federation services and departments but the Cardassians 

just blocked any attempt to probe into her past and family.  After a year of this she had 

decided to try and work around this problem by going outside normal channels. 

  The biggest obstacle in her way was that she would need money, in particular latinum.  

As with many Federation citizens her parents did not have any so neither did she.  So she 

had to find a way to gain the finances she would require and it had taken her two years to 

get to a point where she was sure she had enough to serve her purposes. 

  She found the address she was after; it was a large apartment building.  It had been 

difficult to find the right person.  She had started with petty thieves and worked her way 

to more and more disreputable people until one knew of someone that could help her.  

She had contacted him and he had sent back a simple message with contact details.  She 
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came to the apartment number and knocked on the door.  The door opened and she 

stepped in.  It was not overly bright inside and it was a bit warmer then what she 

considered comfortable. 

  “Continue down the corridor,” said a voice. 

  Terri cautiously did as she was told; her hand was in her pocket tightly wrapped around 

her stunner.  She reached the end and found a room with a large table with a single 

person at the far end.  Her jaw dropped as she recognised the being as a Cardassian.  She 

saw a brief look of surprise cross the Cardassian’s face. 

  “Thought you’d be a Bajoran…didn’t think you’d be a child,” he said, the disgust in his 

voice was not hidden well. 

  Terri ignored that and tried to appear confident and reassured.  “I’m old enough to pay 

you.” 

  The Cardassian stared at her for a few silent seconds.  His gaze pierced into her as if 

willing her to run and hide.  She stood there motionless, fighting the thought in the back 

of her head that told her to get out of there.  When it became obvious she was not going 

to run away the Cardassian’s gaze relented. 

  “So you want information from Bajor.” 

  She nodded.  “I want you to find out who I am.” 

  The Cardassian looked at her like she was simple.  “I’m going to need a bit more than 

that.” 

  “My family escaped on a freighter from Bajor fifteen years ago.  It was attacked by a 

Cardassian patrol ship and they were killed.  Starfleet rescued the survivors and I was 

adopted by a couple on the ship.” 
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  “Poor work by the patrol ship,” muttered the Cardassian. 

  She ignored the remark.  This was her first experience with a Cardassian and she could 

see they were everything that people said about them.  They are disgusting, rude and 

hateful.  “Here are the Starfleet records of the incident.  Plus my medical records with my 

DNA.” 

  She handed over a padd with the information to the Cardassian.  He took it and looked 

through the documents quickly. 

  “I should be able to get you something with this information.  Now, my fee.” 

  “I’m willing to pay you one bar of latinum,” she said. 

  The Cardassian scoffed and tossed the padd onto a table next to him.  “I hope you are 

joking.” 

  “Why? What do you think you should be paid?” 

  “Three bars.  This information is very valuable to you; it should be worth that amount.” 

  “I don’t have that much!” she cried.  “Do you know what it took to get the amount I 

have?” 

  The Cardassian rolled his eyes.  “I don’t care.  This is what I get for dealing with 

children…you are meant to bargain!  You start out low and then I go high, and we adjust 

until we reach a figure we agree on.” 

  “Oh, one bar and five strips.” 

  “Two bars and ten strips. 

  “One bar, ten strips.” 

  “Two bars.” 

  “One bar, fifteen.” 
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  “Two bars,” he repeated. 

  “What you said two bars before!” 

  “I know, I’ve hit my floor and I’m not going any lower.  You can either afford it or you 

can’t.” 

  Terri was growing tired of these games.  She could just afford two bars.  “Fine.  Two 

bars.” 

  “I’ll take one bar now and then the rest when I return; even if I don’t return with the 

information you want to hear.” 

  “What’s stopping you from just taking my latinum and never returning,” she asked. 

  The Cardassian smiled at her, causing her to shiver.  “You’d just have to trust me.  Plus 

I have a reputation to uphold, in this business your reputation is everything.  So do we 

have a deal or not?” 

  She had no choice.  If she wanted to discover anything about her past this was the only 

way she had.  She nodded. 

  “When will that be?” 

  “I’m due back on this rotation in three months.  It will be then.  The latinum.” 

  Terri handed over the bar of latinum she had.  The Cardassian briefly inspected it and 

was satisfied it was a real.  She stood there waiting for a minute before the Cardassian 

looked back up and noticed she was still there. 

  “Now it is time for you to leave.  Remember don’t tell anyone about our little 

transaction.  If I get a hint that someone else knows and I’ll make you wish you died with 

your parents on that freighter.” 
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  Terri just nodded.  By the look on the Cardassian’s face she did not doubt that he would 

do unspeakable things to her if he was given a reason.  She turned and hurried out of the 

apartment and back onto the street. 

 

  For several nights after her meeting with her ‘private investigator’ Terri found it 

difficult to sleep.  Her mind raced with possibilities and thoughts of the past and the 

present.  Failing to get any sleep she got up and headed into the kitchen to get something 

to eat. 

  As she sat at the counter eating a sandwich her father entered the room. 

  “I thought I sensed someone eating a sandwich,” he said as he walked over.  He grabbed 

the bread and spreads Terri had left out and started to make himself a sandwich.  He 

layered large quantities of jam onto his slices of bread. 

  “Dad!  Mum said you have to cut down on sugar!” 

  “Well, you’re mums not here right now,” he said with a wink as he took a big bite out of 

his sandwich.  The pressure from his bite pushed the jam out the sides of the bread and 

over his hands.  Terri gave him a look of disgust but he just smiled contently and nodded.  

“So what are you up at this hour for?” 

  Terri averted her eyes as she thought about what to say. 

  “Come on, you can tell your old man.” 

  “What do you think about Cardassians?” she asked. 

  Her father took a seat.  “I thought this might come up.”  She gave him a look of 

confusion.  “The FNS is abuzz with reports that Starfleet is mobilising the Seventh Fleet 

for a deployment along the border.” 
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  She had not heard that, but galactic politics were not her interest at the moment.  “So 

what do you think of them?” 

  She saw him take in a breath as he measured his response.  “I don’t agree with a lot of 

the actions of their government and military.” 

  “What about them as a people?” 

  “I haven’t met many face to face.  The ones I have met have been in the military.  They 

have the stereotype of arrogance and the ones I met matched that.  Let’s put it this way, I 

wouldn’t invite them over for a sandwich,” he said stuffing his mouth with more of his 

sandwich. 

  “Few civilised species could handle watching you eat, dad,” she joked.  “Could you be 

friends with one?” 

  “What happened to your people is wrong, dear.  Your parents’ death was a tragedy and 

the Cardassian military are responsible for it but it doesn’t mean they are all monsters.  I 

have no doubt that there would be people…many people that disagree with what has been 

done but they live under a military dictatorship.  Their culture frowns on going against 

the system…it doesn’t excuse their behaviour but it makes it understandable.  Humans 

were once like that and probably Bajorans as well.  But we changed for the better and we 

have to hope they will recognise their mistakes, learn from them and be positively 

influenced by it.” 

  She wondered how much of that her father actually believed and how much of it was 

just him been diplomatic.  “Okay.” 

  “I know you want to know about your past and don’t think we will stop trying.  It is just 

going to be difficult and take time.  Just keep hope, darling.” 
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  She nods. 

  “Okay, now I better be going back to bed, a policeman needs his sleep.  Don’t want 

those criminals to get the better of me!  Goodnight, Terri.” 

 

  Nearly three months after she met the Cardassian she received a brief message.  All it 

said was a date and an address.  On the day she had to meet him she snuck into her 

parents’ room.  In the back of their cupboard was a small safe, one that she wasn’t meant 

to know about and she was definitely not meant to know the combination.  She had long 

ago figured it out and looked inside of the safe and realised why her parents did not want 

her to know about it or its contents. 

  She inputted the code, praying that her parents had not changed it for some reason.  The 

safe popped open and she reached in and pulled out only one item.  She looked at the 

device that she held in her hand and pressed a button, there was no response.  She looked 

back into the safe and saw the other component she needed and grabbed it.  She clipped it 

into place and was rewarded with the low noise of the hand phaser powering up. 

  She closed the safe and quietly exited her parents’ room.  She had to leave soon if she 

was going to make her meeting with her ‘private investigator’. 

 

  It was in the same building as before but the apartment was different.  She entered it and 

found the Cardassian waiting. 

  Before she could ask he said, “I got what you were after.” 

  “How much?” she asked. 
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  “More than enough, lucky for you none of the files were marked by the Obsidian Order.  

If they had been you could expect the price to double, the last thing I need is the Order 

after me.  Though I doubt you care.  You are Letac Vari.  You’re mother was Letac Gigi 

and your father was Letac Marrus, no siblings but you have some uncles, aunts and 

cousins still alive on Bajor.  No birth date.  You were registered two weeks before you 

escaped, but that means little.  The registrars only went out so often and they were only 

concerned with indicating the changes in population, not when these things happened.  

The full details are on this padd.” 

  The Cardassian held up a padd.  It looked like it might be the one she had originally 

given him.  He placed it on the table and slid it closer to her, she was quick to pick it up 

and look through the information. 

  A sense of joy and relief flooded through her as she skimmed through the information.  

“Thank you.” 

  “Just pay me,” said the Cardassian dismissively. 

  Terri paused and nodded.  She pulled out a small bag from her pocket and tossed it over 

to the Cardassian.  The throw was not very good, going off to the left of the Cardassian.  

The bag hit the edge of the table and spilled its contents onto the floor.   

“Clumsy Bajoran peasant!” said the Cardassian angrily.  He moved to pick them up and 

saw they were in strips.  “You couldn’t just give me a single bar?” 

  “It’s what I have.” 

  He shot her a look.  “I guess I should be happy that you have any latinum at all.”  He 

knelt down to pick up the strips and continued to speak.  “I also included a bit of 

information about the Cardassians that let you escape.  The captain of the patrol ship was 
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charged with neglecting his duties; he was found guilty of course and sent to work at a 

labour camp on Bajor.  They said he shouldn’t have run when the Yamaguchi responded 

to the freighter’s distress call, though going against an Ambassador class ship with his 

patrol ship would have been suicide…probably why I never joined the military.  He 

didn’t even last a week at the labour camp, one morning the guards found him in his bed 

with a makeshift knife jammed in his neck.  That should teach him not to…” 

  The Cardassian paused as the low whine of a powering phaser.  While he had been 

distracted Terri and moved from her seat and around the table to get a clear line of sight 

on him.  She then pulled out her borrowed hand phaser and pointed at him. 

  “I see.  What do you think you’re doing?” he asked surprisingly calm, though he keep 

the rest of his body perfectly still. 

  Terri’s jaw set.  “I’m getting my revenge.” 

  “I see,” he said slowly as he straightened himself up.  “Cardassians killed your parents, 

you kill a Cardassian…you can’t actually kill the person responsible given he is already 

dead but any will do.  Can’t fault that logic.” 

  “Shut up!” she shouted with venom, letting all the hate she had for the Cardassians 

come to the surface. 

  The Cardassian slowly got to his feet.  “Do you really think you have what it takes to 

pull that trigger?”  An evil sneer crossed his face.  “Can you kill someone, Vari?” 

  Anger burned through her veins as the Cardassian used the name her parents had given 

her.  Her parents they had killed!  “Don’t call me that!” 
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  “That’s your name.  This Terri Renu is just a disguise humans gave you to make you 

think you’re one of them and not a worthless little Bajoran girl that should be in a labour 

camp doing her duty for Cardassia!” 

  The Cardassian took a step towards her. 

  “Don’t!  I’ll shoot you.” 

  “Then do it!” he stepped forward again.  “Show me what you are made of little girl.  A 

Cardassian at your age would know what to do.  They would pull the trigger and kill their 

enemy.  We teach them to be strong and to be brave.  Killing a Bajoran isn’t a crime; it’s 

a privilege for us!” 

  “Shut up!  Shut up!” she cried.  Her hand was shaking uncontrollably, she did not know 

if it was fear, nerves, anger or all three. 

  With another step he was close enough that he was almost touching the phaser.   

  “Ah, Starfleet issue!  Who does it belong to, Haley or Mark?  My guess would be Mark.  

He used to be a security officer in Starfleet; I doubt he’d leave without his favourite 

phaser.  How do you think he would feel if he knew you, his daughter was going to use it 

to murder a Cardassian?  I doubt he’d lose any sleep over my death…but you will.” 

  The Cardassian slowly leant down so the phaser was in line with his neck. 

  “There, you can’t miss now.  This will kill me quickly; you won’t have to worry about 

me thrashing around screaming in agony as I slowly die.  Show me how brave Bajorans 

are!  Press the trigger, just a light touch and it will be all over.”  The Cardassian closed 

his eyes and waited.  “DO IT!” 

  Terri jumped in fright.  The Cardassian opened his eyes a look of disgust back on his 

face.  “I didn’t think so.”  He roughly grabbed her hand and ripped the phaser out of it.  
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He then pulled her close to him.  He tower over Terri and his face was so close that his 

hot breath assaulted her face. 

  “That’s the difference between us, between Cardassians and Bajorans.  You Bajorans 

are nothing but helpless sheep in a galaxy of wolves.  You try to be wolves but it is just 

play acting because you are soft, weak-willed and simple.  I really should kill you for this 

little incident, but I think you will suffer more living out your life knowing your people 

are slaves, a pathetic race that no one cares about and only feels pity for.” 

  With a push he sent her sprawling onto the floor.  Terri looked up as he pulled out the 

phaser’s power pack and tossed the weapon back to her.   

  “If you ever need any more information from Bajor, contact me…though next time the 

price will be higher.  Think of it as a penalty for pulling a weapon on me.  Now, get out 

before I change my mind.” 

  Terri got to her feet.  Her face burnt with embarrassment and her heart pumped as if it 

was going to explode.  She took one last look at the Cardassian and then hurried out of 

the apartment and headed for home. 

 

  Terri took a few days to go over what she had found out.  The final events played again 

and again in her mind.  She had found out who she was but who was she now?  Who was 

she going to be?  She had gone forward to her parents with what she had discovered.  She 

had edited some of the events.  She just told them she went through a private investigator, 

she left out that it was in fact just a greedy Cardassian. 

  They were a bit upset that she had not involved them.  Plus the fact she snuck into the 

Ridge on at least two occasions nearly made her mother faint.  Her father was more 
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interested in how she had raised the money.  She had to tell them about several of the 

items she had taken to sell or trade.  Though she thought he seemed impressed she had 

raised over two bars of latinum.  She gave them the reminding strips and slips so they 

could replace some of the belonging she sold. 

  They had asked her what she wanted to do next.  She was not sure.  They asked her if 

she want to go by her real name.  She was not sure.  They had let her think about it.  That 

was what she was doing in her room.  She stood in front of the mirror just staring at 

herself. 

  She had decided that she wanted to join Starfleet.  The encounter with the Cardassian 

had filled her with so much rage and hatred; she did not want more children to experience 

it.  The best way was to help the galaxy be a better place for all and that was what the 

Federation was doing.  That was what Starfleet was doing. 

  That just left her with her name.  She had decided on what to do by taking into account 

her old life (no matter how short it was) and her new.  In the end that seemed like the 

only right things to do.  They only way to honour those she had not known and those she 

had only known. 

  She now sat in her room with the padd that the Cardassian had given her.  Her parents 

had raised the question about her name.  Now she knew what her real name had been did 

she want to change it?  She stood and made her way to the mirror in her room.  She stood 

in front of it and looked at her reflection. 

  “Letac Vari,” she said. 

  She then repeated the name a few more times.  It did not seem to fit her, it did not sound 

wrong but it did not sound right either. 
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  “Terri Renu.” 

  That was the only name she had known until a few days ago but it no longer seemed 

appropriate.  It was her but it was not. 

  She did not know which one to choose and she stood at the mirror repeating both names 

to herself.  Then she was struck by a very simple notion and in an instance she knew what 

her name was and who she was. 

  “Terri Letac,” she said with joy and pride.  “I am Terri Letac.” 
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The Horseman of the Apocalypse 

 

  “…we face an immediate danger.  The detractors can no longer claim that it is not real, 

the scientific community is in agreement, the climate is warming at an unnatural rate and 

the is one major cause.  Us.” 

  “That was Professor Romow Luth today at the climate change conference.  Professor 

Luth rose to prominence a year ago as an outspoken voice in favour of environmental 

issues.  Since then he has led several pioneering endeavours to limit the effects of ‘global 

warming’ on the planet.” 

  “It’s hard to believe that Earth once was in the same position.  Teetering at the edge of 

the abyss,” said Lieutenant Jonathan Masters. 

  “We might be enlightened now but that is only because we have learnt from the 

mistakes of the past,” replied Captain Neville Ella. 

  Masters picked up the datapadd that was on the table in front of him.  He was in the 

captain’s ready room on the USS Winston, the ship he had been on since he graduated 

from the academy five years ago.  He had recently been promoted to a full lieutenant and 

was recently assigned as the ship’s primary tactical officer. 

  He looked at the padd and the image of a man.  “I find it hard to believe a person with 

his experience in pre-warp civilisation study would go so off the rails!” 

  “It can be hard to stay neutral when you’re in the thick of it,” replied his captain. 

  Masters looked at the image on his padd and compared it to the image on the screen.  It 

was easy to recognise both men as the same person, the species he was studying were 

near-human with the only major difference an inverted “v” shaped brow ridge. 
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  He read a couple of points on the padd for a second time.  “This isn’t just a break of 

neutrality this is a blatant disregard of the Prime directive!” 

  “There is no denying that fact and that’s why Command has sent us.  I want you to 

organise a four person team to go to the planet and make contact with the professor.” 

  “I’ll start working with Commander Whiting…” 

  “The commander won’t be going on this mission,” interrupted Ella. 

  “Oh,” said Masters surprised.  “Who will lead the team?” 

  “You will, lieutenant.” 

  “I don’t think…I’m just a lieutenant, sir.” 

  “We’re not going to war here; this is a simple asset retrieval mission.  Low risk, perfect 

for my new security and tactical chief.  That is unless you don’t think you can handle it.” 

  “Yes I can, sir.  I…look forward to this opportunity.” 

  “I thought you might.  Now, get planning and organising your mission we’ll be in the 

system in nine hours.” 

 

  The time seemed to pass quickly as Masters prepared his team.  He chose two security 

officers and an engineer to accompany him.  It was once this was all done that time 

seemed to slow to a crawl.  The team waited in the type-6 shuttlecraft as the USS Winston 

travelled closer to the planet. 

  “Lieutenant Masters, we’re in position for you to launch.” 

  “Thank you, Alex.” 

  “Good luck, Jono.  Try not to lose the shuttle; I don’t want to drive all the way back 

here to pick you up.” 
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  Masters guided the shuttle out of the shuttlebay, exiting at the rear of the ship.  In front 

and flanking them were the rectangular nacelles that were common to all Norway class 

ships.  Once he was clear of the ship he watched the sensors as the Winston headed back 

out of the system.  They had been on a mission when Starfleet Command and sent them 

orders to send someone to the planet Lanzling.  However, their current mission was not 

something they could just leave for a few days, in fact they really should not have 

brought the team all the way to the planet but Command was insistent that the Federation 

observer had to be extracted as soon as possible.  The captain had decided that Masters 

was the best person to lead this mission, since the commander was needed for their 

original mission and his services as a tactical officer were less crucial. 

  He guided the shuttle into the planet’s atmosphere; they were high over one of the 

planet’s poles.  Reports had few people in this area of the planet and given it was winter 

the people there weren’t likely to be out stargazing.  Once in the atmosphere he would be 

able to fly the shuttle to their site.  He followed the night and flew at the edge of space.  

He kept an eye on his sensors and made sure the jamming was working.  It would not be 

good for the locals to detect the shuttle. 

  He brought the shuttle to land in a woodland area that appeared deserted.  They were 

over a hundred kilometres from their target zone but they had a transporter installed in 

the shuttle to beam the team around. 

  “Engage the chameleon,” he ordered. 

  The shuttle was now invisible to the naked eye.  The ship projected a holographic 

projection that hugged the skin of the shuttle to make it look like nothing was there.  It 

hid you from visuals but any half way decent sensors could detect the ship, luckily that 
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was not an issue on this planet.  He just hoped no one walked into the side of the shuttle 

whilst it was parked.  The mission would become much more complicated if they had to 

start stunning the inhabitants. 

  “Okay, time to find us an ‘alien’.” 

 

  Masters and another security officer sat in what he considered would be a trendy café.  

The two Starfleet officers looked anything but, they were dressed in muted suits and both 

looked rather plain.  Their waitress brought them their drinks and Masters paid her.  He 

of course did not really have any money but it was easy enough for the small replicator 

they brought with them to produce the currency used on the planet. 

  It was fraud but he doubted that it would ever be discovered and they were only adding 

a very small amount into the economy.  It was a necessary evil. 

  “There he is,” said the security officer. 

  Masters glanced over and saw their target.  He was walking towards the building his 

apartment was in.  Finding where Luth lived was not difficult.  They had beamed into the 

city and simply got themselves access to a computer terminal and searched the databases 

until they found his address. 

  Masters stood up and headed after their target telling his partner to wait at the café.  He 

followed the professor into the apartment and just managed to catch the lift the professor 

got in.  He went up to the same floor and got out of the lift and followed him to his 

apartment. 

  “I think we should talk,” he said. 

  Luth turned and look at him slightly confused.  “Sorry, do I know you?” 
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  “No, but I know you, Maxwell Dirit.” 

  His surprise was evident on his face as he heard his real name. 

  “I was wondering when someone would pay me a visit.  Shall we go inside?” 

  Masters nodded.  Dirit/Luth opened the door and walked in.  Master carefully followed 

and let the door shut behind him.  Dirit placed his bag down and turned to Masters. 

  “So you’re here from Starfleet I assume…” 

  “Lieutenant Masters.  Do you know why I’m here?” he asked.  No point beating around 

the bush. 

  Dirit let out a laugh.  “Of course!  You’re here to extract me because I’ve broken 

Starfleet’s precious Prime Directive!” 

  “The prime directive protects lesser developed species from undue influence from the 

sudden injection of foreign ideas, concepts and technologies.” 

  “Ha!  It is there to protect the Federation from getting itself involved in the plight of the 

needy.  So we can sit in our ivory towers and look down and shake our heads at those 

foolish savages below!  Have you seen any of my reports about this planet?” 

  Masters nodded.  “I have.” 

  “What have I predicted for this world?” 

  Masters did not need to think hard.  Dirit had made the same assertion in half a dozen 

reports.  “You state that the planets unrestricted abuse of the environment and use of 

fossil fuels has caused some damage to the environment.” 

  “Some damage!  This world is dying!  They have stripped and poisoned it for decades 

with little care of the consequences.  This world is in the process of accelerated global 

warming.  They have pumped carbon into the atmosphere as if was going out of fashion.  
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What is worse is that they have ignored the signs!  They have a greed that would make a 

Ferengi blush!  To them the environment is an obstacle to wealth and has to be beaten 

into submission!” voiced Dirit passionately. 

  “It isn’t our mission to save them.” 

  “That’s right it isn’t!  Because they don’t have warp drive yet so they are unworthy of 

our time!  We have the skills and the resources to save this world!  We could deal with 

global warming in six months if we wanted to.” 

  “By giving them advanced technology.” 

  “Yes!  The fact is we don’t even need to give them the latest, it could be two centuries 

out of date and it would make a difference.” 

  Masters needed to bring them back to the matter at hand.  “I’ve reviewed some of this 

planet’s documents.  You’ve advanced their renewable energy programs by decades.  

You’re also become the leading advocate for that issue on this planet.  You’re mission 

here was to study and observe, not reroute the course of their development and history.  

I’m sorry but you’re mission here is now official over.” 

  “I knew you would say that.  I’m sorry to hear it.” 

  Before Masters could do anything Dirit pulled out an innocuous looking black device 

and pointed it at him and he barely saw the tip shot out and hit him.  Suddenly Masters 

felt his entire body spasm.  It was like he was been electrocuted.  He tried to get away but 

he could not, he collapsed on the floor shaking uncontrollably as he passed out. 

 

  Dirit had to hurry.  It had been strange to hear his name again; he had spent a long time 

under his Luth persona.  Masters was alone but it would only take a few minutes for the 
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rest of his team to figure out something was amiss and then they could beam him off the 

planet.  He had to hurry to his lab, not the government lab he was given but his original 

lab when he took on the guise of a scientist.  It was in a building he owned under a false 

name, which had allowed him to redesigned part of it into a secure area just for him.  It 

was there that he kept his Federation technology and where he did a lot of work.   

  He had prepared it for this occasion; the lab was shielded from standard Federation 

sensors.  There he could spend a few hours and gather what he needed before he would 

disappear for a while.  He had prepared a way to keep in contact with the scientists and 

the necessary people to make sure that his projects could keep progressing while he was 

in hiding.  Starfleet would eventually give up and he could return.  He doubted that 

Starfleet would deploy a vessel to look for him for more than two weeks.  The longer it 

was on station the higher the risk it would be detected. 

  He went to round a corner and bumped into another person. 

  “Watch where you’re going!” said the man angrily. 

  “Sorry,” he muttered and hurried on.  He did not have time to get into an argument on 

the street. 

 

  Masters felt a sting on his cheek and opened his eyes. 

  “Lieutenant!” he heard someone call, quickly followed by sharp stings to his cheek. 

  He realised someone was hitting him and turned his head and raised his hands to protect 

his face.  Someone grabbed his hands. 

  “Are you okay, lieutenant?” 

  He finally recognised it as the voice of one of his team.  “He stunned me.  Where is he?” 
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  “I saw him leave in a hurry.  I thought about following him but the way he was out of 

here told me he had done something to you, so I got the tracker on him.” 

  Masters patted the man on the shoulder.  “Good work.  Start a search of this place.  We 

need to collect anything that can link him to the Federation.” 

  He pulled out his communicator.  It had been refashioned into a mobile device that was 

common on this planet; it reminded him of the old 23rd century models, except you had 

to hold it to you ear to hear it clearly.  “Masters to shuttle, are you getting the tracker?” 

  “Yes, lieutenant.  It’s on the move.  Do you need assistance?” 

  “No, keep an eye on the tracker and tell me when he stops.” 

  Masters stood up.  The other officer was scanning the room with his tricorder.  He 

started pulling out draws looking for any hardcopies of files that the tricorder might miss.   

 

  The guard drank his hot drink and sighed.  It was another boring late shift and he was 

having trouble keeping his eyes open.  While the work was dull it at least helped him pay 

his bills and at a minimal amount of effort. 

  There was a sudden ringing that made him jump.  He reached over and picked up a 

handset and placed it to his ear. 

  “Security desk.” 

  “I want you to seal the building.  I’m going to be running a test and it would be best if 

no one else were inside.” 

  The guard did not need to ask who it was.  Professor Luth was a global celebrity plus he 

was the only person who regularly worked during the late hours in the building.  “Is it 

dangerous?” 
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  “Only if something goes wrong.  I’m the only person in the lab but I need you to keep 

monitoring the entrances and make sure no one enters or comes near the lab without my 

say so.  If anyone turns up turn them away.” 

  This was a familiar process.  This was not the first time the professor had run some type 

of experiment that he did not want anyone else to be around for.  But he was not going to 

question Luth; the man was working on saving the world after all.  “If they say that you 

invited them?” 

  “Turn them away; I don’t want anyone in this building other then myself and you.” 

  That was a bit different; he had never asked him to clear the entire building before.  

Luckily there were only a few cleaners in at this time.  They would not be happy but too 

bad. 

 

  “Nice lab you have here.” 

  Dirit froze as he heard the voice.  He slowly turned around and faced the lieutenant.  He 

saw a phaser in his hand. 

  “You found me,” he said simply. 

  “Coming to your lab wasn’t the smartest thing to do.” 

  “I thought the bio-dampener I had installed here would buy me some more time.  Force 

you to run fruitless scans trying to find me,” he explained. 

  “We noticed that, luckily it didn’t block simple electrical signals like the one from the 

tracker we got on you.” 

  That explained how the lieutenant had found him so quickly.  Dirit wondered when it 

was placed on him.  It could have been at any time today, it might have been slipped into 
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his food earlier, a passer-by might have just slipped it on his clothing or the lieutenant 

might have put it on him while they were in the lift together.  It was a moot point at this 

point; the fact was he had been found. 

  The lieutenant walked around the room looking at the contents.  He was careful to keep 

some distance between them and his phaser never wavered from Dirit.  He stopped at a 

large device. 

  “This looks like a satellite.” 

  It was time to gamble.  Dirit knew that his only chance was to make the lieutenant see 

reason, to see that what he was doing was the right thing.  He could not do that if he kept 

details to himself. 

  “It’s a weather control satellite.” 

  A look of shock came to the lieutenant’s face.  “You’re building a weather control 

grid!” 

  “Can you think of a faster way to save the planet?  The system will negate the worst 

effects of climate change.  It won’t stop it but it will buy time.” 

  The lieutenant looked at him as if he was crazy but did not say anything else as he 

moved on.  He moved to the device Dirit had been standing next to, he motioned for him 

to step back. 

  This time the lieutenant did not need any help in recognising the device.  “What the 

hell!  Is this a replicator?” 

  “A very primitive one,” he admitted.  “It was not easy to engineer one.  I had to look 

back to the very first designs to find one simple enough that their level of technology 
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could handle.  That said we’re still struggling to get it to actual replicate even the 

simplest items.” 

  Concern lined the lieutenant’s face.  “Anything else?” 

  “Over in the corner is the beginning of a transporter.” 

  The lieutenant shook his head in disbelief.  “You were going to give them all this 

technology?” 

  “You make it sound easy!” he scoffed.  The lieutenant had no idea who far he had gone 

to do this, the amount of work it had taken.  “But essentially, the answer is yes.” 

  “You’ve done this type of work before, you know as part of these Federation sponsored 

missions you have to abide by the prime directive.  Do you have any idea what you are 

doing?” 

  “Of course I do!  I am saving these people!  This technology will stop this civilisation 

from collapsing, from dying!” he said passionately. 

  “As long as the person who controls this technology is interested in saving the planet.  

All this could be used as weapons!  Remember I’ve read your reports; these people are 

nowhere near united!  All it would take is for one group decided to they can wipe out the 

crops of another nation and you’d be faced with mass starvation!” 

  “I would still retain control.  I’ll build in safeties to stop such a thing happening.” 

  “What if you are incapacitated?  A few replicators could equip an army!  Transporters 

could be an equally dangerous weapon.  What if some anti-government group got their 

hands on one and beamed a bomb into a government building?  Or if the government 

used it to assassinate or abduct people at will?  You could unleash a scale of terrorism 
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and fear on this world the likes it has never seen!  These people cannot be trusted with 

this technology.  Not at this stage, not when they are so fractured.” 

  “Lieutenant, the situation on this planet is far worse than is stated.  If you have your ship 

analyse the atmosphere you’ll see how close the planet is to the point of no return.  They 

cannot stop it with their technology, nor will they be able to develop sufficient 

technology in time.  This is the only way to guarantee this people’s survival.  If they die it 

will be our fault.” 

  “No it won’t.  We didn’t tell them to exploit their planet in the fashion they did.  We 

didn’t tell them to develop at an unsustainable rate just to satisfy their greed.  They are in 

this situation because of their choices.  It is not our place to fix it for them.” 

  “But we are in a position to fix it!” 

  “Yes we are but we won’t.”  The lieutenant then pulled out a communicator.  “Beam the 

target away.” 

  Dirit tried to get out one last word before the transporters gripped him and he was 

beamed away. 

 

  Masters was alone in the lab.  When the shuttle had beamed Dirit away it had beamed an 

object in his place.  He picked it up and put it on a workbench. 

  He pulled out his communicator and called the security desk.  “Is everyone out of the 

building?” 

  “All but me and you, professor,” replied the guard. 

  It had been easy to tap into the building internal communication system and with a little 

voice modulation he could sound like anyone he wanted.  “I need you to leave.” 
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  “Why?”  

  “Something went wrong…wrong enough that it could go boom.  I need you to call the 

authorities and get them to set up an exclusion zone, a big one…don’t let anyone enter, 

this whole building could go.” 

  “What about you?” 

  “I can’t leave.  The only chance to control this is if I stay.” 

  Masters used his tricorder to monitor the situation.  It soon showed that the building was 

empty.  He waited for the authorities to turn up and keep people from getting close.  He 

could not wait for too long as they would no doubt try to send someone in to check on 

him.  He returned to the device and pressed the activation button.  Then he beamed back 

to the shuttle. 

  

  The guard talked to the head law enforcement officer at the scene.  No one had been 

able to get in contact with the professor.  They were considering sending someone in to 

check on the situation. 

  “The guy messed with power generators…I don’t think that would be a good idea,” 

argued the guard. 

  “Look, we don’t know anything out here.  The sooner the situation is cleared up…” 

  There was a loud rumble and the shattering of glass.  He ducked and turned to see the 

building fold in on itself. 
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  High above the destruction a small craft crossed the sky unnoticed.  Masters checked the 

sensors as they registered the building’s destruction.  He moved back towards the rear of 

the shuttle were a lone and solemn figure sat with his head in his hands. 

  “Did you know that people on Earth use to believe that the end of the Earth would be 

heralded by four men riding in on horses?”  Dirit then looked up and stared directly into 

Masters’ eyes.  “Looks like for the people of Lanzling there was only one horseman and 

now he rides off on his steed to leave them to their fate.” 

  Masters locked eyes with Dirit until the man finally broke contact and returned his head 

to his hands.  Masters turned to face the front of the shuttle and saw the starry sky ahead 

of them.  He imagined that the cold emptiness in front of him matched what he felt 

inside. 

 

  “Investigations are continuing into the cause of the explosion that was powerful enough 

to level the entire building.  There was only one casualty, Professor Romow Luth, famed 

environmental scientist.  He has been reported to be in the building at the time, 

apparently remaining to try to keep the device from destroying the building.  He is being 

lauded as a hero for giving the few cleaning staff and security guard in the building 

sufficient time to get clear before the explosion.  The police are not ruling out…” 

  “You did the right thing,” said Captain Ella as he paused the transmission that the 

Winston had intercepted from the planet. 

  “I followed orders but as whether it was right is another question.  I could have doomed 

an entire species.” 
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  “If we didn’t interfere they would be on this path anyway.  We can’t be responsible for 

the entire galaxy.  The fact is this world is already better off.  They know of the problem 

and they have a number of ways to improve their situation.  It will take time and if they 

come through it they will be better off as they would have learnt the lesson and figured 

out how to save themselves.  They would improve their technology, their society, their 

view of what is around them.  You haven’t doomed them; you’ve given them the chance 

to be greater then what they are now.” 

  Masters looked at the transmission, Dirit’s final words to him as they left the planet 

echoed loudly in his mind.  “I’ll try to remember that.” 
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To Seek and to be Found 

 

  Jasis looked out across the capital city of Eorath from her balcony.  Large gleaming 

structures rose high into the sky and aerial vehicles and hovercraft zipped between them.  

Her accommodation had the most spectacular view of the city or so she was told.  The 

Eorathites were proud of their capital.  It was a symbol that was meant to impress visitors 

with their power and wealth.  However, as a representative of the Dominion, Jasis had 

seen many such cities and was not so easily impressed. 

  The Dominion was a vast interstellar empire built in the name of the Founders and run 

by her people, the Vorta.  Blessed by their gods, the Founders, they were given a purpose 

in the Founder’s glorious mission to bring order to a chaotic universe. 

  She was on Eorath as part of that mission.  The planet had been selected to become a 

base for the Jem’Hadar, the Dominion’s genetically engineered soldiers, due to its 

strategic location near the territory of the T-Rogorans.  The T-Rogorans were an 

aggressive species that over the centuries had formed a fair sized empire aided by the 

conquest of several other planets.  The T-Rogorans could no longer be permitted to 

operate independent of the Dominion and Eorath would be the launching point of an 

invasion.  Her particular role was to assess the Eorathites and decide the best method to 

bring them into the Dominion. 

  Jasis looked across the city’s skyline and smiled.  She was almost god-like in the role 

she was playing.  The fate of this planet rested solely in her hands.  She could see them 

peacefully absorbed into the Dominion or she could see their cities burnt to the ground.  

She revelled in the feeling of power, the one true measure in the universe.  The strong 
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ruled the weak and there was no doubting that the Dominion was strong.  That alone was 

enough to warrant its domination over others.  It was simply the way things were meant 

to be. 

 

  Jasis bowed graciously to her escort as he left her.  She was inside the grand hall, the 

main and most spectacular function area in the capital.  The Eorathites were holding a 

special function to greet new visitors to their world.  Jasis had a similar event when she 

had arrived and had enjoyed it and she enjoyed the opulence of such events.  She knew 

that many Vorta would find such frivolity to be wasteful and pointless; she understood 

that these types of events had their place.  It was perfect for meeting the most important 

people in a society and gaining access to them.  Also there was much food and drink to 

relax the tongues of these people and granted a fantastic opportunity to gather 

intelligence.  She could also use such an event to develop relations with officials and use 

them to further her and therefore the Dominion’s goals.  However, that was not her 

mission tonight.  She had already done what was required to gather the bulk of the 

information she needed.  She was simply here to observe. 

  It was not long before the function really began.  There was a toll that signified the 

arrival of someone of importance.  She looked up and saw the High Minister of Eorath, 

the elected leader of the world, at the entrance to the room with several other individuals. 

  “We welcome the High Minister and Captain John Steele with the delegation from the 

United Federation of Planets,” called out the speaker. 

  She was unfamiliar with the name and watched as the group entered the hall.  They were 

dressed in similarly styled clothing with some colour differences.  She was surprised to 
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see that the small group of four following the High Minister appeared to represent at least 

three species.  One of them with a light blue skin colouring had a ridge that tracked 

through the middle of its hairless head almost as if to separate it in half.  Another was 

also bluish but had a very different facial structure with deep set eyes and a pronounced 

brow and nasal area.  The other two were plain and from their features they looked to be 

either Teplans or Yaderans. 

  The Teplan and the Dominion had clashed two centuries previous.  As punishment for 

their resistance the Dominion had infected the surviving population with the Blight, a 

genetically engineered disease that was incurable.  She did not notice any of the telltale 

signs of the Blight so rejected the notion that they were Teplans. 

  Yaderan was a real possibility.  They were a species that was conquered more recently.  

In fact Yadera Prime was the closest Dominion controlled world to Eorath.  She knew 

that some Yaderans fled before the Dominion tore down their empire and conquered their 

homeworld.  These Yaderans could have formed an alliance with the two blue species.  

She would soon discover whether this was the truth or not. 

  Once the delegation started to mingle Jasis followed them and observed.  She stood near 

the various members of the group but did not directly getting involved instead listening 

intently to their conversations.  She had quickly learned that the two she thought could be 

Yaderan were not and referred to themselves as Humans.  She had also learned that the 

blue being with the lined face was a Bolian and the other blue being was a Benzite.  They 

were all part of a body called, “Starfleet”, which was the exploratory arm of the 

Federation.  They had arrived just that day on a ship, the Proxima, which was named 

after a star close to the Human’s star system.  She did not recognise the name so could 
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not use it to pinpoint the location of this Federation.  The ship was a Nebula class vessel 

and from some of the guests, particularly the few military officers present, the Proxima 

was a large and impressive looking craft. 

  Jasis’ interested in this Federation grew as she listened to the delegation.  She had yet to 

listen to their leader, the Human Captain John Steele.  He had the most impressive group 

surrounding him and the High Minister was practically glued to him.  At one point when 

she glanced at him she noticed that he was looking in her direction.  After catching him 

twice more she was sure he was looking at her and let him catch her also looking at him.  

She smiled to herself.  The outfit she wore was indeed an eye catching one.  It was 

sparkling and flowed over her feminine physique alluringly.  It also showed just enough 

skin to entice an interested party. 

  She excused herself from the group she was with and walked to a long table that had a 

selection of food and drink.  She scanned the table slowly, looking for something she had 

not tried before. 

  “This is a very fine spread the Eorathites have laid out.” 

  She looked to her side and saw that Captain John Steele standing by her. 

  “The Eorathites are a very generous people,” she replied with a smile. 

  “That they are.  Let me introduce myself, I’m John Steele,” he said.  He stretched out 

his hand towards her and smiled warmly.  

  Jasis accepted his hand.  “I am Jasis.  It is a pleasure to meet you John Steele.” 

  “Mind if I join you?  In my culture it is considered rude to allow a lady to stand on her 

own at a party.” 

  She continued to smile at him.  “You are most welcome to, John Steele.” 
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  Jasis continued to smile sweetly at Steele.  She had lured enough men in her lives to 

know when one was interested in her and Steele was definitely very interested in her.  

She was about to reply when another Eorathite official appeared and interrupted her.  It 

took several minutes before he moved on. 

  “Sorry about that.  The curse of being an honoured guest.” 

  “There’s a balcony that overlooks the city.  There would be less people there then inside 

if you wish a reprieve from the Eorathites.” 

  “That sounds great,” he replied and Jasis led the way.  “I take it you are a guest here on 

Eorath?” 

  “Yes.  I’m from a planet called Kurill Prime.” 

  Kurill Prime was the location of the Dominion’s largest cloning centre and many Vorta 

were from that planet.  In fact she was originally from Kurill Prime, though only a few of 

her subsequent clones were created there.  She was the twelfth clone of the original and 

she was created on a planet at the other end of the Dominion after the death of her 

predecessor, who was killed during the conquest of a hostile planet.  It was a minor detail 

that Steele did not need to know. 

  “So does that make you Kurilli?  Kurillian?  Kurillite?” 

  She shook her head.  “My species is called the Vorta.” 

  “I’m human, if you didn’t already gather that from my science officer.” 

  Steele was obviously referring to the Bolian in the group; she had heard him say he was 

a science officer on their ship. 

  She nodded and gave him a slight smile.  “He is quite the talker.” 
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  “He is particularly excited by this function.  Our other first contacts have been rather 

low key affairs compared to this.  This is a dream assignment for many officers on my 

ship, being on one of the first ships to undertake an extended exploration mission to this 

region of the galaxy.” 

  They had reached the balcony and before them was the glittering city. 

  “It is a beautiful city,” she commented. 

  “It is, if you like this kind of thing.” 

  She gave Steele an inquiring look. 

  “I’m from a small colony world.  The entire population of that world would be easily 

less than that of this city.  Our main city was much smaller than this, more wide open 

spaces.  No matter how many fantastic cities I see they can’t compare to that small, 

humble city.” 

  “Your home will always hold a special place in your heart,” she said.  “So you were not 

born on your species origin world?” 

  “Earth?  No.  This city reminds me of it a bit. A big complex city full of beings and 

vehicles.  A place where everyone is rushing around to get things done.” 

  “So your United Federation of Planets is an alliance between Earth and its colonies and 

the worlds of the Bolians and Benzites and their colonies?” 

  “It is much more than that.  There are over one hundred and fifty Federation members 

and several times that in colonies.  All spread across 8,000 light years.” 

  Jasis was shocked by this news.  If Steele was telling the truth the Federation was an 

entity whose size the Dominion had yet to encounter. 
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  “It must be a great and powerful empire to control such a vast territory,” she 

commented. 

  “The Federation doesn’t so much control as it guides.  Member world maintain their 

own governments and have representation on a council that governs the entire 

Federation.” 

  From Steele’s answer it was a cooperative regime, which if true spoke of great skill by 

its members to be able to maintain relations despite the number of voices and different 

views.  Given its nature would be threatened by the Dominion’s existence and in turn it 

was a threat to the Dominion’s order.  It would have ideas that could spread to Dominion 

worlds and make controlling them all that more difficult. 

  “Are you okay?” asked Steele. 

  Jasis realised he had asked her something but she had not responded.  The worry and 

concern she felt would be on her face. 

  “I’m fine,” she said, smiling to enhance her answer. 

  She glanced around and saw they were practically alone.  The only other people on the 

balcony were not even facing them.  She realised that her decision to attend this function 

was more crucial then she could expect.  There was a new threat out there, one that the 

Dominion possibly knew next to nothing about.  She had to get more information and she 

knew of only one way. 

  She suddenly grabbed Steele’s arm.  Before the surprised Human could speak she 

tapped a hidden control on her bracelet and felt the familiar touch of a transporter beam 

wash over her. 
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  “Lower the force field,” order the Vorta. 

  First Aral’hartra immediately acknowledged the order from Rona’toran Jasis and 

lowered the force field to the holding cell.  The occupant remained seated on the bench 

seat at the rear of the cell.  Rona’toran Jasis entered the cell.  She had changed back into 

standard Vorta garb since returning.  Aral’hartra was still unsettled by Jasis’ ease with 

wearing the clothing of those ignorant of the Founders’ blessings despite serving under 

her for all thirteen months of his life.  He had once questioned the Vorta about this matter 

and her response was immediate, he was reduced to Second.  Luckily his demotion did 

not last long with the new First giving his life for the Founders a few weeks later. 

  Apart from this unusual behaviour he found the Vorta Jasis to be an acceptable 

commander.  She was clever and cunning without being particularly condescending to the 

Jem’Hadar she commanded, unlike some of the other Vorta he had dealt with.  She was 

also fair and not petty as shown by her re-promoting him to First.  From other Jem’Hadar 

units he learnt that Jasis had a favourable reputation among the Jem’Hadar.  While the 

order of things dictated that he would always answer to the Vorta he was relatively 

pleased to be reporting to Jasis. 

  “Captain Steele, I would like you to show me which star your world orbits,” she asked. 

  The human’s, head rolled lethargically, his mouth slightly agape and his eyes were 

glossy.  They had pumped a drug into the cell prior to lowering the force field.  It made 

him placid and prone to suggestion.  That was the only reason he was not in the cell with 

the Vorta.  Steele was no threat. 

  The Vorta placed a padd in his hands and the human looked down at it, shook his head 

and mumbled. 
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  “What did you say?” asked Jasis. 

  “Not there,” he replied. 

  “What do you mean it’s not there?” asked the Vorta sounding annoyed. 

  “Not there,” he repeated. 

  “Why?” 

  “This is the Gamma Quadrant.” 

  “Yes, so?” 

  “Alpha Quadrant,” he replied. 

  Jasis looked at him confused and then reached over and pressed some buttons on the 

pad. 

  “Can you locate your world now?” 

  The human nodded and his hands slowly fell over the padd.  He felt contempt for the 

Human.  A Jem’Hadar would never allow himself to be captured.  Victory was life and 

failure was death.  There was no middle ground.  That was the order of things. 

  Jasis took the padd off Steele and analysed the result.  She initially looked confused; 

obviously it was not the answer she had expected. 

  “The drug has failed,” she said. 

  “I do not believe so, Rona’toran.  The subject is exhibiting all the signs of the drug 

taking effect.” 

  “Then how do you explain this?” said the Vorta forcefully handing him the padd. 

  Aral’hartra looked at the results.  The location for the Human’s planet was tens of 

thousands of light years away on the other side of the galaxy.  He could not explain it. 

  “You said that their ship only had a standard warp drive,” said Jasis. 
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  Aral’hartra nodded.  “Our scans of their vessel only showed a technology on par with 

our own.  No unusual events were recorded when the ship arrived either.” 

  “Did you scan the correct ship?” 

  Aral’hartra felt his anger rise.  The Vorta was questioning the competency of the 

Jem’Hadar under his command and therefore his.  “Of course.  The ship was broadcasting 

a clear identification signal.  It identified itself as the USS Proxima of the United 

Federation of Planets Starfleet.  There can be no mistake.” 

  “Then how do you explain his answer to the question of the location of his world?” 

  “I cannot answer,” he admitted, though it pained him to admit any failure.  “Why do you 

not ask him?” 

  He saw fire in Jasis’ eyes at his response.  It was the response of someone that was 

angry and not thinking of the consequences.  However, the Vorta did not press the issue 

and turned back to the Human. 

  “If your world is so far away how did you reach Eorath?” she asked. 

  “The wormhole.  The Bajoran wormhole.” 

  “What is a wormhole?” 

  “A shortcut.  It’s a conduit outside of normal spacetime that connects two points.  

Travel through a wormhole is much shorter than the distance between the two points.” 

  “So your Federation is not native to this region?” 

  “No, we are in the Alpha Quadrant.” 

  Aral’hartra could see the Vorta’s mind spin with the possibilities.  He did not really care 

for the hows and whys of this.  All he cared about was fulfilling his duty to the Founders. 
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  “So your vast Federation is connected to our region of space through this wormhole?  

How long have you been are extending your influence into this quadrant?” 

  “We have been exploring this side for a year.  We…we are explorers.” 

  “You have no designs for this quadrant?” 

  “People are thinking of colonising this region.  The Federation is always open to new 

members.  One day we hope to unite everyone under the Federation.” 

  There is was.  Aral’hartra did not need to be a political man to understand the 

implication of the last statement.  The Federation wanted to unite all under its banner, 

much as the Dominion sought to.  That created an impasse.  Aral’hartra knew that as soon 

as the words left the Human’s mouth that there would be war between the Dominion and 

the Federation.  War was what he was bred for, his reason for existing and the chance to 

take part in it made his soul sing. 

  At that moment the internal communication system sounded, “Rona’toran Jasis, we 

have a vessel pursing us.  It is demanding that we drop to impulse and surrender the 

human.” 

 

  As soon as Jasis stepped onto the attack ship’s bridge the Second surrendered his virtual 

display device to her.  First Aral’hartra was close behind her and took the second display 

device off another Jem’Hadar. 

  “Confirmation of the pursing vessel?” she ordered. 

  “It is the USS Proxima.  It is still widely broadcasting its identity,” reported the First. 

  “Tactical assessment?” she asked. 
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  “Their vessel is larger and more heavily armed then our ship.  Given our earlier and 

current scans of the ship outrunning it might not be possible.” 

  “So we wouldn’t be able to defeat the vessel.” 

  “I did not say that,” clarified the First.  “If the ship proves to be susceptible to our 

phased polaron beams we would have a significant advantage despite the size and 

armament differences.” 

  “What about capturing the vessel?” 

  “We detected seven hundred and thirty-one beings onboard.” 

  “We are vastly outnumbered.” 

  “Numbers alone do not dictate a battle.  Tactics, combatant’s skill and tenacity are more 

important indicators.  In that the Jem’Hadar are superior.” 

  Jasis knew this was no idle boast.  The Jem’Hadar were bred to be the most fearsome 

army in the galaxy.  Despite the numbers she had supreme faith in the Founders’ creation. 

  “Drop us to impulse,” she ordered.  “Raise shields and ready weapons.” 

  They did not have to wait long before the other ship arrived.  Its own shields and 

weapons were ready.  The Jem’Hadar attack ship swung around to face the larger 

Federation vessel and it responded with a phaser blast. 

  “Target their bridge,” she ordered.  “Destroy it.” 

  The attack ship pulled up and got above the Federation vessel before it fired its 

weapons.  The phased polaron beam passed through the Federation vessel’s shields and 

struck the raised section that was the bridge.  The first blast was quickly followed by 

several others.  The hull around the bridge erupted inwards as one blast struck, causing a 
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secondary explosion that tore a hole into the hull.  The Federation vessel continued on its 

course and did not fire as the attack ship passed over it. 

  “First, can you board the vessel?” she asked.  The situation would be confusing on the 

ship but that would not last long. 

  “Given our weapon’s effectiveness against their shields, I believe our transporters will 

bypass them as well.” 

  “Organise a boarding party and gain control of that ship immediately,” she ordered. 

  The First quickly left the bridge.  She did not need to issue any other orders, this was the 

Jem’Hadar’s territory, and they knew what they had to do and how they could achieve it.  

She watched the large ship as it continued on its original course, the only sign of damage 

was the fires from the hole they blew into the hull where the bridge once was.  With the 

loss of the bridge and the senior officers no doubt the rest of the crew were confused as to 

what to do.  It was all she and the Jem’Hadar needed.  She was soon notified of an 

incoming transmission. 

  “Rona’toran, we have secured the ship’s engineering section and are in control of its 

systems,” reported the voice of her First. 

  “What of the crew?” 

  “They are weak, Rona’toran.  The removal of life support to several decks quickly 

garnered their surrender.” 

  “Excellent work.  The capture of this ship could prove to be invaluable in the coming 

times,” she replied.  “You have done the Founders proud, First.” 
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  Jasis stepped in front of the holding cell’s force field so that Steele could see her.  His 

eyes burned with hatred, especially since her previous visit when she notified him of his 

ship’s capture and the death of some of its crew. 

  “I’ve been reviewing files from your ship’s computers,” she informed him.  “It looks 

like everything you told me was the truth.  It is amazing to think that one spatial anomaly 

could connect our two disparate regions.” 

  “You didn’t need to kidnap me or kill a hundred and twelve people on my ship!  I would 

have given you that information to back up my claims!” he ranted, standing up and 

walking within centimetres of the force field. 

  Jasis’ features did not change and she continued on.  “Do you know what my first 

response was when you told me about this wormhole?  To destroy it.  However, that is a 

short term fix.  I would prevent your people from interfering in our affairs but who knows 

where your Federation would be technologically in the decades or centuries before we 

meet again?  You are particularly inventive.  We could lose our technological advantage 

and that could mean that our goal of bringing order to the universe would be impossible.” 

  “Is that what this is all about, your sense of order?” 

  “Then I thought that maybe I should take my ship and visit your Federation and tell 

them to stop using the wormhole.  The problem is without a blockade of our side it would 

be unworkable.  Once a blockade is set up your people would get nervous and would 

likely destroy the wormhole themselves.  Then once again we come back to the initial 

problem.” 



Star Trek: Swiftfire 
The Verdict of History 

61 

 

 
61 

  “Jasis, listen to me.  The Federation only wants peace with others.  We are explorers just 

seeking out knowledge.  If you let me and my ship go I will take a message to my 

government and we’ll steer clear of you.” 

  “Do you know what decision I came to?”  Steele threw up his hands at her continual 

refusal to acknowledge what he was saying.  “Nothing.” 

  “What do you mean nothing?” said Steele obviously confused. 

  “I’m going to do nothing.  In fact I’ll advise my superiors to do nothing, to give the 

wormhole a wide berth.  You and your crew have given us another advantage, the 

advantage of knowledge.  We know you exist but you know nothing of us.  So you’ll 

keep sending ships through the wormhole and we will watch, learn and prepare.  Then 

once we are ready we will visit upon your quadrant and bring it to order.” 

  “Jasis you don’t have to do this!” 

  Jasis almost felt pity for Steele’s lack of understanding and could only think of one 

reply, “It is simply the way things are meant to be.” 
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Olympia Descending 

 

  Lieutenant Commander Jase Collins, personal log stardate 48767.23.  After a long eight 

year exploration mission of the Beta quadrant the Olympia is finally heading back to 

Federation space.  It has been a very long time out here in the wilderness and I’m 

looking forward to getting back home and enjoying a bit of Federation civilisation while 

the Olympia under goes its lengthy maintenance work. 

  Especially looking forward to getting back in contact with my girlfriend.  I haven’t 

talked face to face with her for eight years.  Unfortunately our long range communication 

system has been down for the last month so we can’t send any messages until we’re back 

in Federation space and well within the subspace relay network. 

  It is a bit disappointing to have to return from our exploration, we made quite a few 

gains.  I think we’ve also travelled the furthest from the Federation into the Beta 

quadrant than any other ship before us.  That’s a nifty record to have.  But we need to get 

back home and get patched up.  It isn’t safe to go wandering the galaxy when only half 

your systems are working! 

  This time next week, we’ll be in Federation space.  I wonder how much has changed in 

our time away. We are all counting down the days. 

 

  “The Rutharian sector, are we the first to travel through here?” asked Commander 

Gatsby, the Olympia’s first officer. 

  “No, several ships have been through the area in the past.  None did much.  It’s a pretty 

empty sector,” replied the science officer. 
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  On tactical was Lieutenant Commander Jase Collins.  A tall man with dark hair he had 

served on the Olympia since the day he left the academy.  For their mission he had 

worked at tactical for all eight years.  “Captain, I’m getting an odd reading on the 

sensors.” 

  “What?” asked Captain Lisa Cusak. 

  The Olympia’s commanding officer swivelled around to face Collins, flicking her short 

dark hair from her face.  She had celebrated her fiftieth birthday just a year before and 

was a very experienced officer.  Collins reminisced about the event; it was a big party 

and was sure that they had kept up the residents on any planet or ship within four light 

years of the Olympia during the event.  There were many a sore head the next day. 

  Collins shook his head in exasperation.  “I’m not sure.  It seems to be coming from a 

nearby star system.” 

  “Is it a ship?” inquired Gatsby as he unconsciously tugged at his beard.  The commander 

had only grown it in the last year and had developed the odd habit as if to check that it 

was still there.  It was also no secret that after this mission it was likely that Gatsby 

would leave the Olympia.  Captain Cusak had made it clear that she would petition 

Starfleet Command that he be given his own command.  Many thought that he grew the 

beard because it made him look more captain-like. 

  “No…at least not one the computer recognises,” he replied.  Collins had learned not to 

cross that off the list.  Several times in their journey he had ruled a reading out as that 

coming from a starship only to be completely incorrect. 

  “Transmissions from a planet?” added Cusak. 

  “No…it’s just an energy reading.  There isn’t any discernable signal.” 



64 Jonathan Rofeta 
 

 
64 

  “This sector is uninhabited,” joined in the science officer.  “There aren’t really any 

planets of sufficient value or quality to warrant colonisation.” 

  Cusak took this all in.  Collins did not have to guess what she would say next. 

  “Let’s check it out,” she ordered causally. 

  Collins felt a slight wave of unhappiness sweep around the bridge at the order. 

  “What’s a day or two when you’ve been gone for eight years,” commented Gatsby also 

picking up on it. 

  The crew were all very eager to see their friends and family again and the excitement of 

returning increased as they got closer to home.  However, they still had a general mission 

to fulfil to explore, right now they might not be terribly happy with that mission but they 

would complete it because they were Starfleet personnel. 

  The flight controller changed the Olympia’s course to the system.  Collins monitored the 

readings the entire way.  He also checked to make sure that the shields and weapons 

systems were ready just in case.  During their exploration mission they had engaged in a 

few minor skirmishes, thankfully the ship and crew had been up to the task in each 

occasion. 

  “It’s coming from the forth planet,” he reported as they got closer.  “I’ve never seen 

anything like this!  It appears to be an energy barrier that is surrounding the entire 

planet!” 

  “Like a type of shield system?” asked Gatsby 

  Collins checked his sensors.  “I don’t think so.” 

  The Olympia arrived in orbit of the planet.  A blue swirling mass stretched over the 

planet.  It was strangely beautiful. 
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  “Readings?” asked Cusak. 

  “Definitely doesn’t look to be artificial.  That’s an L class planet under there and I’m 

not getting any significant signs of life down there,” said the science officer. 

  “So it is a naturally occurring energy field?” asked Gatsby. 

  The science officer nodded. 

  “A high intensity scan of the barrier would yield better results,” said the science officer.  

“We should be then able to discern the makeup of the field as well as a likely source.” 

  Cusak nodded her consent. 

  Collins yielded control of the ship’s sensors to the science officer.  The officer was 

quick to set up the sensors. 

  “Scanning…now.” 

  The science officer had barely finished speaking when the ship lurched violently.  

Collins was thrown forward into his console, hitting it hard enough to wind him as the 

lights on the bridge suddenly went out.  When the lights returned they were accompanied 

by loud alarms. 

  “Report!” yelled Cusak. 

  Several of the crew were down and by the angle on one of their heads, at least one was 

dead.  Collins, still at his station replied, “Engines are down!  Power is fluctuating!” 

  “Engineering, can you get the engines back!” called Cusak over the internal 

communications system.  There was no reply.  “Engineering!” 

  Collins brought up the internal sensors.  “I’m reading lethal levels of radiation in 

engineering…no lifesigns!” 

  “Get engines back now!” yelled Gatsby. 
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  “A surge of metreon radiation has overloaded the engines.  They are offline.  It also 

caused the breach in engineering.  We are losing altitude!” called out the flight controller. 

  “Emergency thrusters!” 

  The flight controller was quick to respond.  Collins watched the approaching sea of blue 

as the ship headed towards the energy field.  “Thrusters are ineffective!” 

  By the look of anguish on Cusak’s face it wasn’t hard to figure out her next order.  

“Abandon ship.  All hands, abandon ship.”   

  “We won’t have much time, captain,” said Gatsby. 

  Cusak made her way to a nearby station.  “Maybe if we reroute the…”  She didn’t get to 

finish as the console exploded in her face.  A power overload caused several EPS units to 

explode in the ceiling and walls.  Sparks rained down on the crew and flew across the 

bridge. 

  “Captain!”  Gatsby rushed to his fallen superior officer, laying next to the destroyed 

science console and checked for breathing and a pulse.  “She’s alive.  Collins, help me 

get the captain to an escape pod!” 

  Collins and Gatsby carried the captain off the bridge and through the emergency exit.  

The turbolifts were down due to the power fluctuations.  Collins realised that with the 

power issues they were having transport and communications would be chaotic, which 

meant that in all likelihood most of the crew were not going to be able to make it off the 

ship. 

  They got to an escape pod and the surviving bridge crew piled in.  The last to get in 

were Gatsby, Collins and the captain.  As they made their way to get into the pod they 

heard a call.  From the far end of the corridor was a small woman carrying a larger man. 
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  “Take the captain!  I’ll go help her” said Collins pointing to the struggling woman. 

  Gatsby initially looked like he was going to argue but didn’t.  “Good luck!” said Gatsby 

as Collins let go of the captain. 

  “Thank you, sir.” 

  Gatsby got the captain into the pod and the hatch soon closed behind him. 

  Collins ran to the two crew members.  He grabbed the man’s other arm and took most of 

the weight off the woman.  He recognised the woman as one of the nurses on the ship.  

They carried the man to an escape pod and got him in. 

  Collins looked down the corridor for more crew but did not see any.  The ship was 

shaking violently and there was little doubt that it had entered the planet’s atmosphere.  

He stepped in and closed the door; they did not have much time. 

  “Strap in!” he ordered. 

  He hit the controls and the escape pod launched. 

 

  The Olympia looked like a giant metal rock falling.  Its hull was red hot from the 

friction of entry into the atmosphere.  Under the ship a small pod launched from the hull.  

The pod shot away from the ship and curved away.  As it did it flew through a cloud of 

debris that had broken away from the ship.  The debris peppered the small pod.  Smoke 

spewed from the pod as it headed towards the rocky surface. 

 

  Jase Collins raised his aching head.  He found that he was on the floor of the escape 

pod.  He looked around and saw the nurse by the body of the man they had helped on the 

ship. 
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  “What happened?” he asked. 

  She turned around.  “When we hit the surface you hit your head and were knocked out.” 

  “That explains the headache.  Nurse Feeman, isn’t it?”  The nurse nodded.  “What about 

him?” 

  “He took a severe impact to the head.  He’s out and I’m getting low readings on the 

medical tricorder.  He likely has haemorrhaging in his brain, but with this emergency 

medical kit there isn’t anything I can do other then monitor him.” 

  Collins recognised the man as Chief Petty Officer Willis, a technician who specialised 

in transporters and replicators.  “Did you carry him from sickbay?” 

  “No, I was just in the hallway near him when we…we…”  She paused.  “What 

happened?” 

  “We were hit by feedback from the energy barrier around this planet.  It disabled our 

engines and gravity pulled us in.” 

  “Well, when that happened he was struck in the head by a piece of the ceiling.  When 

the evacuation order can through I picked him up and carried him.  Do you think many 

people made it off?” 

  Collins considered lying to her.  “No, the ship was crippled and there wasn’t much 

time.”  Sadness flashed in Feeman’s face.  Collins felt his own heart weighed down by 

what he had said, they had spent eight years together and made many close friendships.  

“Well, the pod is intact more or less.  We can shelter in here for a while.” 

  “Hopefully,” said Feeman.  “Though some of the lights have been flickering.” 
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  Collins moved to the escape pods control console and brought up diagnostics for the 

pod.  It did not take him long to find the problem; while the pod was structurally intact 

the power units had been damaged. 

  “Is it bad?” 

  Collins took a minute before he replied to check again.  “We probably have eight to ten 

days at the most before we lose power.  Though someone should be here before then.” 

  “If someone got a signal out,” said Feeman.  “The pod’s communication system is fried, 

the combadges only return static and there’s the distress beacon.” 

  She pointed to what looked like a pile of scrap.  This was very bad news.  The Olympia 

had not been able to get out a message before it went down so it was up to the escape 

pods to get a message out for help.  He walked over to the beacon and knelt down to go 

over it. 

  “I know at least one other pod was launched, but I don’t know if it survived so we can’t 

rely on them getting the word out.  I might be able to get this back together and working.” 

  “We’ll need to be rescued before life support gives out.  That’s an L class world out 

there and we’ll need to use tri-ox compound to survive once the life support in here is 

gone.” 

  “How much do we have?” 

  “300ccs.  We’ll need 15 ccs every four hours.” 

  Collins quickly did the maths and frowned.  “I see the problem.  Have you left the pod 

since we crashed?” 
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  Feeman shook her head.  “No, I couldn’t risk it with Willis’ injuries and you 

unconscious.  Plus we have plenty of emergency rations, including water to last so I 

didn’t need to forage.” 

  Collins nodded and looked down at the beacon.  “Okay, best we hold up in here in case 

rescue comes.  I’ll see if I can get this beacon back together and transmitting.” 

 

  Clara Feeman gripped the Type 2 phaser as she heard a bang against the hatch into the 

pod.  There were several more bangs until it swung open and in stepped a dripping white 

clothed being.  It quickly shut the hatch behind it before it unclasped and removed its 

helmet.  Feeman relaxed as the familiar face of Lieutenant Commander Collins was 

exposed. 

  He gave her a quizzical look.  “Expecting someone else?” 

  She gave him a slight smile.  She had spent almost a full day as the only conscious 

person in the pod and it had been unnerving.  It was like she was the last person on the 

planet, add to that it was a strange planet and your imagination could run away with you. 

  “Find anything?” she asked. 

  After three days Collins had finally given up on fixing the communication system or the 

distress beacon and had decided to go on a little exploration mission of the surrounding 

area.  To do so he wore one of the EV suits that were stored on in the pod, which meant 

he could go outside the pod and not diminish their tri-ox supply. 

  “I think I’ve found the ship.” 

  That was surprising news.  “Where?” 

  “My tricorder indicated that it’s probably two or three days walk from here.” 
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  “So it’s too far.” 

  Collins shook his head.  “I don’t think so.  If I cannibalise some of the other EV suits I 

should have enough parts to allow me to get there and back.” 

  This did not sound like an especially good plan.  “What about us?” she asked referring 

to herself and Willis. 

  “It would be too much for Willis and us to carry him all that way.  Best you both stay, 

plus if rescue does arrive they are more likely to notice the escape pod then three figures 

trudging across the planet.” 

  “What about the pod’s power?  Don’t we only have five or six days left?” 

  “Best case scenario is that I find a shuttle or another escape pod that I could fly back 

here in two or three day’s time.  Next best is that I find more supplies, a portable 

generator, a distress beacon or some tri-ox and walk back.  Without me the tri-ox will last 

longer and if you do lose power you’ll still have a full supply.  But try to conserve as 

much power as you can to further stretch it out.” 

  It was clear Collins was going to do this.  It was risky but Feeman knew it was better 

than sitting around and doing nothing.  “What if you don’t find anything?” 

  “Then…then…I don’t know,” he admitted.  “But I’ll find something.  The tricorder 

seems to indicate several very large pieces of debris out there.” 

  Feeman nodded her head.  She only had one question left.  “When do you want to 

leave?” 

  

  Collins trudged through the mud.  It had rained for almost his entire journey and the soft 

surface made it harder and slower going then he would have liked.  At the moment it was 
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raining so hard that he could barely see a hundred metres ahead of him.  He checked his 

tricorder and saw how much further he had to go.  It probably would not make it before 

night so he would have to stop. 

  It was too dangerous to walk at night so he simple plonked himself down in the mud and 

rested.  His once white EV suit was dulled with dirt and mud despite the rain.  After two 

days in the suit it was feeling gritty and it had developed its own unique aroma.  At times 

he had been forced to take off his helmet to either eat or replace a component to keep the 

suit functioning.  That was already a rush against time to get it done and the helmet back 

on before the high levels of carbon dioxide took their toll.  There was also the issue of 

waste, the suit could only handle limited waste extraction and less said about that the 

better. 

  The rain was starting to ease.  As it did visibility improved and not far away he noticed 

that it looked like the ground came to an end.  He slowly made his way to the edge and 

looked down.  He was at the edge of a cliff.  He looked out ahead of him and in the misty 

distance below he spotted the wreckage and confirmed it was the Olympia.  He felt a rush 

of excitement to be within sight of his objective.  It was close but he wouldn’t be getting 

down from where he was.  He looked around in both directions and just saw continuing 

cliff face. 

  This was a problem.  He could not see anywhere where it would be safe for him to 

traverse the distance down the cliff face. The question was which way to go?  There was 

nothing to suggest one way over the other.  Plus time was not exactly at a premium and 

he could not afford to spend a lot of time searching for a way down, since it would likely 
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take him probably the better part of a day to get to the bottom.  That give birth to the 

question, what was he going to do? 

 

  The hatch to the pod swung open and in stepped the dirtiest being Feeman had ever 

seen.  She could barely make out Collins’ features through his dirty helmet face plate.  He 

pulled his helmet off. 

  “You’re back!  But I thought it would take a day or two more…does that mean you 

found a working ship?” she asked excitedly. 

  The look on his face immediately dampened her excitement. 

  “No, we’re on some sort of plateau above the ship’s location.  There is a vast cliff face 

that stretches for kilometres and I tried walking for hours in both directions but I couldn’t 

see a way down.” 

  “You didn’t make it to the ship.” 

  He shook his head.  As he undid the EV suit a funky smell filtered out into the pod, 

which in turn did not exactly smell of roses after a week of habitation.  “It might have 

taken days to find a way down; I had to make a decision.  I could search for a way to the 

ship and take away any chance of getting back here or I could return.” 

  Feeman saw the pain on his face.  It would not have been an easy decision.  If he pushed 

on he might have made it to the ship but might never make it back to the escape pod, 

leaving her here alone with no knowledge of what had happened to him. 

  “What happened?” he asked. 

  She was going to ask what he was talking about but saw him looking to the blanket 

covered individual. 
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  “He died yesterday.  There wasn’t anything I could do.” 

  Collins ran his hand through his damp hair and sighed. 

  “What now?” she asked. 

  “Now, we have to wait and hope someone comes to save us.” 

 

  Final log, Jase Collins.  We stretched our power for ten days before it gave in and then 

we stretched our tri-ox to last nearly three days, one day more than if we took the 

recommended dosage but now we’ve just taken the last of the tri-ox.  We are going to die 

here.   

  I tried to get to the ship but it was not possible.  Outside not far from the ship you’ll find 

the grave of Chief Petty Officer Ian Willis who died of injuries sustained while 

evacuating the ship.  Inside you’ll find Clara Feeman and me; we’ve both compile last 

words that we’d like given to our loved ones. 

  We plan to knock ourselves unconscious with a cocktail Feeman has put together.  Since 

we’ll be unconscious we’ll need less oxygen and we’ll probably last longer.  We don’t 

expect it to make any difference but at least it will be a bit more dignified. 

  I don’t know if a message ever got out or if anyone will ever find us but just know that 

the crew of the USS Olympia died in service to the Federation.  They died in continuing 

Starfleet’s mission to explore the galaxy and increase our understanding of the universe.   

  I’d like to make special mention of Nurse Clara Feeman, who carried an injured 

member of the crew from the ship to an escape pod and then for nearly a week looked 

after that crew member and did her utmost to help him survive.  Hampered by a lack of 
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supplies and equipment she was unable to save him but her effort and commitment was 

astounding. 

  There is little left for me to say here that I haven’t compiled in my final words.  I really 

wish I had been able to get to the ship; maybe I gave up too easily…that if I just kept 

looking I would have found a way down.  I can’t think like that, I had the equal chance of 

not finding a way down and dying alone out there when my oxygen supply gave in.  In the 

end I think I made the right decision…I guess I have to believe that because it is the one I 

die with. 

  Goodbye, tell my family I love them. 

 

  “Are you ready to do this?” Collins asked. 

  Feeman was sitting next to him on the floor of the pod, leaning against the wall.  She 

slowly looked around.  “I was hoping for a dramatic last second rescue.” 

  “That will come when we’re asleep.  We’ll open our eyes and be in a brightly lit 

sickbay,” he said with a smile. 

  Feeman returned the smile, though it did not quite stretch to her eyes.  “You don’t 

believe that do you?” 

  Collins sighed and shook his head.  “No.  It’s been too long.  If someone could get a 

message out they would have and a ship would have arrived days ago.” 

  “We’re going to die,” said Feeman as a matter of fact, with not a hint of fear or sorrow. 

  “Yes.” 
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  He saw a tear run down her face with his answer.  She then wrapped her arms around 

him and squeezed.  “I’m glad you tried.  I’m glad you came back as well.  I don’t know if 

I could handle this if I was alone.” 

  “It’s okay,” he said as soothingly as someone who was feeling the effects of carbon 

dioxide poisoning could do.  He raised the hypospray so that Feeman could see it. 

  Feeman stared at it for a few seconds before speaking.  “I’m scared.” 

  Collins hugged her tighter.  “So am I.” 

  More tears flowed down her cheek and she nodded. 

  “Close your eyes,” he said. 

  “Goodbye Jase,” she whispered. 

  “Goodbye Clara.” 

  Jase pressed the hypospray to her neck.  It took a few moments before her body went 

limp.  He put a new dosage into the hypospray and raised it to his neck.  He waited a few 

seconds just to see if there would be a last second reprieve.  Nothing came.  He pressed 

the hypospray to his neck and let the drug take its effect.  As he lost consciousness he 

wondered if anyone would ever know what happened to the Olympia and its brave crew. 
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Chariots of Korvat  
 

 
  “No doubt you all have heard the rumours.  Unfortunately they are true; the Klingons 

have broken the ceasefire.” 

  That drew an immediate reaction from the crowd.  Wing Commander Maxine Benton 

waited a second for them to get it out of their system.  It had only been weeks since the 

ceasefire between the two powers after three months of brutal fighting.  The Klingons 

had thrown everything against the Federation and in true Federation style they had been 

slow to respond.  The Federation Council had still hoped that they could talk the 

Klingons out of fighting, even after they destroyed half a dozen Federation facilities and 

bases in the Archanis sector.  Starfleet had spent most of the time fighting on the back 

foot, however just before the ceasefire the fleet had managed to strike several crucial 

blows against the Klingon Defence Force but the respite was still very welcomed.  As 

such everyone had hoped for the best of the ceasefire. 

  “We have reports that at least four Klingon Battlegroups are on the move.” She brought 

up the map behind her.  She was standing at the front of the main briefing room, a large 

space that could hold all the pilots on the USS Barton.  “The Fourth managed to get 

around our defences and have attacked the colony at Belis IV.  The Third is engaging our 

forces along the border, deploying forces on Federation worlds and outposts.  More 

importantly the Second and Sixth have pushed our forces from the Archanis sector.  The 

Fifth Fleet is busy rounding up the Fourth so the Twentieth has been given the task of 

bottling them in Archanis.” 
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  “We’ll be outnumbered,” pointed out one of the pilots.  “The Twentieth isn’t one of the 

biggest fleets.” 

  “The Twelfth has also been deployed to assist and will join the Twentieth as soon as 

they can, however that is not our main concern.” 

  “Then what is?” asked the same pilot. 

  “The Korvat system.  The colony on Korvat III is under assault by forces from the Third 

Battlegroup.  We are tasked with driving the Klingons off and securing the system.  This 

system is crucial, if we lose control the Klingons will be able to flank our forces moving 

against Archanis.” 

  “Why bother with the planet, they could flank the fleet without taking the planet,” 

pointed out another pilot. 

  “They could try but we would know they were coming.  Korvat III is responsible for 

much of the Federation’s surveillance of this sector of the Klingon border.  If it falls, we 

lose our eyes and ears.” 

  “How many tactical wings will be going in?” 

  “None.  It will just be the 3rd Cruiser wing.” 

  “Eight ships!  Is that all?” exclaimed a shocked pilot. 

  “Well, luckily the Klingons only have 12 ships in system and four are assault transports.  

As you can see they only have a De’nat, two K’vort Chas, two B’rels, two Brakt and a 

Kelirax scout.  Nothing too tough for our forces.” 

  “We might be able to defeat that force but holding the system with just eight ships is 

going to be tough.” 
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  Benton had to agree with her colleague.  She did not like their odds.  Even a small group 

of Klingon ships would be an issue as their cloaking devices gave them a distinctive 

tactical advantage.  She had tried to argue with Captain Bindo of the Barton for the rest 

of the tactical wing to join them if the colony was that important, but it was no good.  The 

decision had been made and they were the ones that had to live by it. 

  “Good thing we are as tough as they come,” she replied with false bravado.  She moved 

the briefing along and brought up the attack plan.  “The colony desperately needs our 

help, I know this isn’t the ideal situation to be going in but these are our orders and we 

will follow them.” 

 

  Benton checked her systems for the tenth time.  She was waiting at the fore of the one of 

the Barton’s immense shuttlebays under the ship’s saucer section.  The Canberra class 

was a large vessel, one of the largest Federation carriers in service.  The Barton’s current 

complement was the 101st Fighter Wing, a modest size wing of six squadrons. 

  “We’ll be out of warp in 10 seconds.  Prepare to launch on my signal,” said the fighter 

operations coordinator. 

  A few seconds later the large shuttlebay doors opened and before them all she could see 

was planetscape. 

  “You are go for launch, happy hunting!” 

  Benton throttled up her engines and left the bay into space.  When she was clear of the 

Barton she adjusted to her planned course.  They were in close orbit of Korvat III; the 

Barton had dropped out of warp close to the planet on the far side from the Klingon’s 

location.  She checked her sensors but they were not giving her anything useful, which 
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was a good sign.  The attack on the Klingon’s position had already begun and the other 

cruisers were pumping out jamming and interference to help cover their arrival and to 

inhibit the Klingon’s sensors.  The planet was also providing a natural shield from enemy 

sensors.  Her wing would be on top of the Klingons before they detected them. 

  They flew on the edge of the planet’s atmosphere.  As they rounded the planet they 

started to receive targeting data.  The fighters had their active sensors offline to help keep 

them stealthy, so they were relying on a feed from the other ships on the location of the 

Klingon ships.  Benton was pleased to see that the Klingons still did not seem to have 

noticed their presence and none of their ships were vectoring towards the fighters. 

  Her squadron’s target was one of the assault transports.  These ships would be providing 

most of the transporter support for the ground forces, reinforcements and equipment.  

There were priority targets for the attack. 

  The fighters finally reached the point where hugging the atmosphere was no longer 

useful.  Benton pulled up her fighter and made a beeline for the assault transports.  The 

Klingons would definitely detect them now but only one ship, the De’nat class battle 

cruiser was in a position to defend the transports and it would not be enough. 

  Benton made sure her photon torpedoes were armed and ready to launch as she locked 

onto her target.  Under the hull of her fighter was loaded four torpedoes, she selected two 

and fired them. The rest of her flight was quick to follow.  Eight torpedoes closed on their 

target and impacted.  Explosions blossomed on the transport’s shields.  Klingon assault 

transports were notorious for their strong shields and hull. 

  She switched to phasers and opened fire.  The other fighters in her flight did the same as 

they made their lightning pass.  She pulled up and guided her flight over the top of the 
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transport.  She watched her sensors as the other three flights from her squadron made 

their runs.  She kept an eye on her sensors and was pleased to see them register secondary 

explosions from the transport and then it breaking apart. 

  With her target down she checked on the others.  All four transports were out of the 

fight.  The De’nat that had remained near the transports was currently tied up with 

dealing with the two squadrons assigned to attacking her.  She noticed that two Klingon 

ships had disengaged from the battle with the rest of the cruiser wing and were falling 

back to help the De’nat.  Thankfully all seven Starfleet ships were still functioning. 

  She switched to the wing’s frequency.  “Forge and Nullarbor squadrons, you are clear to 

enter the atmosphere and start ground support operations.” 

  Two squadrons vectored away from the battle towards the planet.  Benton checked her 

sensors and saw that the USS Musashi was also vectoring in.  The large and powerful 

Wambundu class heavy cruiser had easily pushed through the Klingons, just as they had 

predicted in the briefing.  The lighter Klingon force was having trouble holding back 

some of the larger Starfleet cruisers. 

  She again opened up a channel to her other squadrons.  “Let’s see if we can’t take out 

that De’nat before the Musashi gets here.  All fighters engage!” 

  Benton vectored in on the large Klingon battle cruiser.  She selected the remaining two 

external torpedoes and targeted the ship.  She got a positive lock and fired. 

 

  “What a sight, Lead.” 

  “Couldn’t agree more, Two,” replied Benton as out towards the very distant Korvat III. 
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  The wing had secured the space around the planet.  The battle had seen all but one of the 

Klingon ships destroyed, the IKS N’Vark, a K’vort Cha class cruiser had retreated, no 

doubt to rally reinforcements for a counter-attack…or a counter-counter-attack as it 

would be.  The small Starfleet wing now prepared for this inevitable attack. 

  She could not see Overcome Two, they were too far apart but she could see him and the 

rest of the group on her sensors.  The entire force of fighters and shuttles where strung 

out around the third planet forming a huge grid of interlocking tachyon transmitters.  

They had formed a very sizeable tachyon detection grid, a system which had proven itself 

useful in detecting cloaked vessels.  The idea was that the grid would discourage lone 

Klingon ships from harassing the wing as it went about supporting the ground operations 

on Korvat III. 

  The Klingon assault forces were basically defeated but pockets of resistance still held 

out.  The ground forces were dealing with that and the wing had landed a fair number of 

extra personnel to assist in repairing damage, securing the colony and dealing with 

casualties. 

  Being part of the grid was dangerous work.  If a Klingon ship decloaked and attacked 

they did not have much time to respond.  Shuttles were especially at risk as they did not 

have the defences or weaponry to fight back.  So the shuttles were gradually been 

replaced by specially prepared probes.  The six squadrons were spaced out so that four 

squadrons were that the compass points with a squadron above and below.  If the 

Klingons tried to burst through an area they covered they could at least converge and deal 

out some damage.  Several ships from the wing patrolled areas covered just by probes 

and shuttles, ready to fire at a moment’s notice. 
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  “We have action in the grid.” 

  Benton checked her sensors.  It was not near them, it was nearly at the other side of the 

planet from her location.  All ships were sharing sensor information and she easily found 

the breach. 

  “The Dangar Falls is moving to engage,” came a voice over the tactical channel from 

the USS Dangar Falls. 

  Benton’s sensors showed the Niagara class fast cruiser moving towards the detected 

breach of the grid. 

  “Target locked.  Firing now!” 

  Several torpedoes appeared on the sensors quickly followed by phaser fire.  The 

torpedoes homed in on their target and exploded in what seemed to be empty space, 

though secondary explosions proved otherwise. 

  “ Dangar Falls to wing.  We have a confirmed kill.  Most likely a Bird of Prey or fast 

attack ship,” reported a different voice Benton recognised as the ship’s captain over the 

wing’s tactical frequency. 

  “Expect a few more probes of the grid,” came the voice of Captain Bindo of the Barton.  

“Hurry and get those shuttles out of the grid.  All fighters, be prepared for attack.” 

  “Squadron leaders report status,” Benton ordered.  She got back a chorus of replies 

stating the fighter wing’s readiness.  “Benton to Barton, all fighters are prepared.” 

  “ Capricorn has a target,” came the report from the Zodiac class starship. 

  “ Kingsford Smith has a bite!” called the captain of the Yeager class vessel. 
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  “We have two contacts in our area of control!” Benton checked the sensors.  That last 

call came from the Sabre class, USS Lu’ghara.  The Klingons were definitely testing the 

grid. 

  “They’re firing on the probes!” reported the USS Kwaio.  Benton watched her sensors 

as the Cheyenne class vessel quickly responded to the attack. 

  The Klingons finally started to attack the grid.  As they destroyed the probes it created a 

hole in the field.  However due to the number of transmitters in the grid they could lose 

of a few would not seriously compromise the grid.  The Klingon ships utilised hit and 

fade tactics, briefly decloaking to attacking a probe and then recloaking, most of the time 

before a Starfleet ship could respond.  It was a slow assault designed to wear down the 

grid to the point where it would be sufficiently weakened to make it unfeasible. 

  “Contacts!  Breaking formation!” came a desperate call. 

  Benton checked her sensors and saw one of the fighter squadron’s formation splintered.  

A number of other contacts appeared; Klingon attack fighters.  Now decloaked they 

headed towards Korvat III. 

  “Moving to pursue.” 

  “Negative, Banshee.  Reform and hold position.  I repeat, reform and hold position.  I’m 

moving up the Musashi and Morisot to intercept,” ordered Bindo. 

  The USS Musashi and its much smaller Sabre class brethren had remained close to the 

planet with the Barton.  The two ships quickly moved to intercept the Klingon fighters.  It 

appeared to be a squadron, which would not be easy for the two ships to deal with.  She 

watched her sensors and saw Banshee slowly reform into the grid. 
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  So far the Klingon’s tactics pointed towards a small group, probably not much bigger 

than the 3rd Cruiser wing.  They did not seem confident that a direct attack would be met 

with success so they were focused on destroying the grid so that their cloaks could be 

used to full effect. 

  Benton kept an eagle eye on her sensors.  Her hands were ready to immediately send her 

fighter into evasive manoeuvres if the Klingons decided to attack her area.  She was on 

edge and hated it.  She wished the Klingons would just attack and get it over with. 

  Then as if someone was reading her mind a ship decloaked near the Barton and opened 

fire.  It was a Vor’cha class attack cruiser. 

  “What the hell?  How did it get so close?” asked her wingmate. 

  Benton was not exactly sure but if she had to make one guess she would have said it was 

when the Klingon fighters had buzzed Banshee squadron and broken its formation.  The 

time between that and when they reformed into the grid might have been long enough for 

the Vor’cha to sneak in. 

  “I don’t think the other ships can help her!” 

  Benton checked this comment and found the pilot was right.  Most of the other ships 

were concerned with the probing of the grid and two of the ships were currently engaged 

against a number of fighters.  The Barton was on its own.  “Barton we are inbound!” 

  “Negative, hold your position.  Keep the grid intact.”  

  “Say again, Barton,” she requested. 

  “Hold formation, Wing Commander Benton.  That is an order,” said Captain Bindo 

clearly. 

  “Lead, the Barton is getting hammered.  We have to do something.” 
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  Benton had been given an order to hold her position; however that order went against 

what she believed she should do.  The ship she was assigned to was under attack and it 

was outmatched.  She was conflicted with what she should do.  Though she was not one 

to be indecisive she knew she had to make a decision, so she made one. 

 

  “I’m getting an emergency beacon.  Five is EV.” 

  Benton breathed a sigh of relief as she received the status on one of her pilots whose 

fighter had been destroyed.  The battle had deteriorated since she had made the decision 

to ignore Captain Bindo and move to help the Barton.  With the hole in the grid left by 

her squadron several Klingon ships had snuck in and had flanked the other ships in the 

wing.  With the grid compromised Bindo had ordered the other fighters to abandon their 

position and join the fray. 

  So far the Klingons had kept the Starfleet wing disorganised.  With their hit and fade 

tactics they had kept the wing spread out, not allowing them to gather together to fight as 

a larger unit.  She was not sure how many Klingons were attacking, it was hard to keep 

track of when they kept cloaking and decloaking, but she knew that there were at least six 

Klingon ships in play. 

  Benton fired her phasers at a Suv’tIS class fighter she was pursuing.  The Suv’tIS was 

the main Klingon attack fighter.  It was larger than a Danube class runabout and had 

twice the firepower of the Peregrine she flew.  The fighter avoided most of her fire and 

replied with its aft disruptor.  The Suv’tIS’ rear facing disruptor was annoying; it made it 

difficult to destroy the fighter from behind.  She kept at the fighter with her phasers, 

dodging the return fire when she could.  She managed to beat down the rear shields and 
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immediately fired her micro-torpedoes.  A brace of these small projectiles ripped into the 

rear of the fighter, shredding it apart. 

  She swung her fighter around and made her way back towards the Vor’cha that had 

started it all.  It was still functioning and was still harassing the Barton despite the fighter 

attention it was receiving partly thanks to the arrival of additional Klingon ships and a 

number of fighters.  The Barton’s shields were weakening and Benton was not sure how 

much more it could take. 

  She checked her weapons’ store.  She was down to her last two photon torpedoes; once 

she used those her ability to damage the larger Klingon ships would be severely 

hampered.  She fired her last torpedoes and saw them impact the cruiser’s shields, doing 

no significant damage.  She pulled away and started a large loop to line up for a phaser 

run. 

  Suddenly several torpedoes flashed into view and impacted the Vor’cha followed by 

several large phaser blasts.  The Vor’cha’s shields gave way and the phaser blasts sliced 

into the hull.  The attack continued with another brace of torpedoes and phaser fire 

resulting in the Vor’cha separating amidships. 

  A large grey starship cruised into view; it was an Ambassador class starship.  Benton 

spotted the ship’s registry, NCC-46664, and a smile came to her face, the cavalry was 

here. 

  She hailed the ship.  “Good to see you, Mandela!” 

  “Looks like we arrived just in time for the party.  Let’s see how the Klingons enjoy 

facing the entire 24th tactical wing.” 
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  Benton could not help but smile as the other ships from the tactical wing entered the 

fray lead by the wing’s lead vessel, the USS Mandela.  She resisted the urge to do a 

victory roll and moved into formation behind the Mandela as it moved to engage another 

Klingon warship. 

 

  “Reporting as ordered, Captain,” said Benton as she stood at attention in front of 

Captain Joseph Bindo’s desk in his ready room. 

  The Battle of Korvat was over.  The arrival of the rest of the tactical wing had quickly 

and decisively resulted in a Federation victory.  Several Klingon vessels were destroyed 

before they decided to retreat and now the tactical wing was holding station in the 

system.  The 24th had only been allowed to return to assist the 3rd Cruiser Wing thanks to 

gains made by other Federation forces along the border. 

  “At ease, Wing Commander.  Do you know why you are here?” 

  “Yes, sir.  I disobeyed a direct order from you during the battle.” 

  “Yes you did.  I ordered you to hold your positions in the grid.” 

  “Sir, the Barton wouldn’t have survived if Overcome didn’t fall back.” 

  “Damn it, Maxine!  I gave you an order to hold your position and you ignored it!  You 

put the entire operation at risk by breaking formation and allowing the Klingons to sneak 

through and flank our positions.  The rest of the 24th was inbound to reinforce our 

position.” 

  “Sir, I did not know that.  I also doubt the Barton would have lasted that long if my 

squadron hadn’t arrived to draw the Vor’cha’s fire.” 
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Benton saw Bindo’s stern expression soften slightly.  “I agree.  This crew owe you their 

lives, but that doesn’t excuse your actions.” 

  By the look on Bindo’s face she knew that he was going to punish her for her actions, 

she might as well get straight to it.  “What is going to happen, sir?” she asked. 

  Bindo passed over a padd to Benton.  She looked at it and saw it was transfer orders. 

  “The 99th will be joining the 11th and 42nd squadrons at Starbase Mariner back at Mars,” 

he said. 

  “The 99th is Overcome squadron.  That’s my squadron, sir,” she said confused. 

  Bindo nodded.  “I’ve been sitting on a request from the Starfighter Command to have 

one of my squadrons reassigned.  I was leaning towards sending Forge squadron but this 

recent incident has forced my hand.” 

  “Sir?” said Benton still confused. 

  “That’s the best I can do,” Bindo said with a sigh.  “I’ll have to put in a formal report on 

your actions today and if you stay under my command I can’t gloss over your 

insubordination.  You’d probably be looking at losing your command and a demotion.” 

  “That would ruin my career!” 

  “I know, this way you’ll keep your rank but take a small backwards step in your career, 

but at least it isn’t a fatal one.  This incident will be a minor footnote in your career and 

not a glaring black mark.” 

  Benton let the news wash over her.  The Sol system was the major hub in the Federation 

and many careers benefited greatly from been assigned to the system; however a fighter 

pilot was not one of them. 



90 Jonathan Rofeta 
 

 
90 

  “This will stall my career.  The opportunities for promotion in this type of assignment 

are low.” 

  “Exactly, that why this is a form of punishment,” said Bindo sternly.  He immediately 

softened.  “However, squadrons assigned to Mariner also have a high rate of transfer onto 

starships.  This small wing you’ll command would be perfect for a newly built 

Steamrunner or El Dorado from the fleet yards.  Hopefully within a few months you’ll be 

shifted back onto a starship.” 

  It then dawned on Benton how much the captain was still trying to help her.  The 

assignment was not one that she wanted but it had a high chance of then getting back into 

the action on a starship.  Her time on the Barton was definitely over but at least her career 

was still afloat. 

  “I understand.  Thank you, sir,” she said meaning it. 

  “It is the least I can do.  You’ve been one of the finest officers under my command, 

Maxine.  I’m not thrilled to be letting you go but I don’t want to see your career in ruins 

over a choice that I and I’d bet many other commanders would have made under those 

circumstances.” 

  Benton looked back at her transfer orders. The 11th and 42nd or Oasis and Puma 

squadrons were basically now her new command.  They were not squadrons she was 

familiar with but that just meant they would make names for themselves under her 

command.  It was a new challenge; one that she had to admit was a tad exciting. 

  “So when do I leave?” she asked. 
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  “The Barton will be returning to the Utopia Planitia yards for repairs.  That means you 

don’t official transfer until we enter the system.  Luckily that gives you plenty of time to 

say your goodbyes.” 

  Benton smiled.  “It does, sir.” 

  She had made a lot of friends on the Barton and it was sad to have to move on but it was 

done.  She would have to break the news to her squadron as well; she knew that they 

would not be overly pleased with the news but a squadron was like a family.  Squadron 

loyalty was normally above all else.  They stuck together and all of them knew that 

despite ignoring Bindo’s orders they had done the right thing in saving the Barton.  That 

was what really mattered to Benton, that she had done the right thing. 
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A Magnificent View 

 

  Hadris slumped against the wall and slid to the floor.  She almost did not notice the 

burning pain in her right side as she did.  All she could focus on was the fact that she was 

dying.  That she was going to die.  She wondered when they found her if they would 

understand why?  She felt tired and her eye lids seemed to increase in weight with each 

passing moment.  As they slowly fell she could not help but think about the events that 

had led up to this point… 

 

  The alarms were getting to Commander Hadris; she silenced it from the control station 

at her position on the bridge.  Again the shields had just about failed, she could not count 

the number of times they had now.  The crew knew they were under heavy attack and all 

the alarm did was fill the bridge with distracting noise. 

  “Lieutenant, we need some help from the rest of our wing!” called Hadris as the Monash 

shook from the impact of weapons’ fire on her shields. 

  “There’s no one to get help from, the Lucas was destroyed several minutes ago,” replied 

the Operations officer. 

  Hadris’ heart sank with that news.  The Lucas was the last ship in their wing, leaving 

only the Monash remaining.   

  “Send out a general call for assistance then.” 

  “Doubt it would get any response.  There are only twenty ships left…”  The operations 

officer paused as the bridge shook violently before continuing.  “And all are under heavy 

attack!” 
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  “Just do what you can,” she said.  “Don’t worry, well make it through.” 

  That was a devastating result of the battle so far, plus it still had not finished.  The 

Seventh Fleet had marshalled four tactical wings in the Tyra system to engage the 

Dominion and blunt their push into Federation space.  However, their intelligence had 

woefully underestimated the Dominion’s strength.  They were told to expect sixty to 

eighty vessels, in reality they found themselves outnumbered over two to one.  Despite 

this they had still attempted to complete the mission since numbers alone did not decide 

an engagement, but they helped.  Add to that the fact that the Klingon Ninth Battlegroup 

was hitting an important Dominion base in Sector 432 at the same time as part of a two-

pronged strategy to halt the Dominion’s advance.  There was no doubt that if they just 

disengaged here the Dominion fleet would turn back to support the base, which would 

have sent out a general call for reinforcements by now.  If these Dominion forces here 

had been allowed to turn back that attack would be forfeit.  In the end there was really 

only one option, fight it out, delay the enemy and destroy as many of their ships as they 

could. 

  They had sent out their own call for reinforcement from the rest of the Seventh fleet.  

The only problem was the rest of the fleet was nowhere near their position.  This attack 

was meant to catch the Dominion by surprise, but it seemed the Dominion had managed 

to get prior warning and prepare an adequate response.  The Seventh had fought valiantly 

but the Dominion’s numbers were the deciding factor today. 

  “Captain, we’re getting the order to start the retreat,” reported the operations officer. 



94 Jonathan Rofeta 
 

 
94 

  Captain Sevel was a picture of calm on the bridge.  His Vulcan heritage held back the 

swirling mass of emotions that would be inside him at this moment.  After three months 

of success against the Dominion, the Seventh had been taught a tough lesson in warfare. 

  “Coordinate with the nearby Starfleet ships for an organised retreat…or at least as 

organised as is possible.”  The flight controller nodded his acknowledgement of the 

order. 

  The captain’s words were apt.  Their retreat was far from organised and by the time the 

surviving ships had entered warp, fleeing from the Tyra system there were only fourteen 

vessels left. 

 

  The blaring klaxon woke Hadris from her slumber.  It took her a second for her brain to 

kick into gear and realise it was the red alert signal.  She jumped out of bed and rushed to 

her dresser and grabbed a uniform.  She dressed with a speed of years of experience from 

combat drills and actual battles.  She picked up her combadge and ran towards the door 

but never made it. 

  There was an almighty sound and the deck heaved violently under her, throwing her off 

balance and causing her to fall to her knees.  She heard a sickening screech behind her 

and turned to see the wall of her quarters that ran alone the outer hull suddenly tear away.  

The atmosphere from the ship rushed out through the gaping wound in the vessel.  The 

torrent of wind pulled her back and sent her tumbling through the air towards open space.  

Hadris screamed as she was sucked towards her death, but it was drowned out by the 

wind and the alarms. 
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  The mood on the Monash was almost completely opposite from just a few days before.  

The loss at Tyra and the general sense that the Federation was losing the war had sapped 

the ship’s morale.  The Monash had been the sole survivor of her tactical wing from the 

battle and had been reassigned to the 254th.  Before Tyra the ship’s morale was rather 

high, they had enjoyed three months of success against the Dominion and their only 

retreats had been forced on them by the shifting of the lines around them rather than by 

the Dominion reigning victorious over the Seventh.  The Seventh’s victories in those 

three months had helped keep the rest of the fleet and the Federation believing in victory 

and Tyra had shattered that.  If the Seventh could not stop the Dominion, then who 

could? 

  That was then this was now and things were different, the Second and Fifth Fleets had 

succeeded in Operation Return.  They had recaptured Deep Space 9, regained control of 

the Bajoran wormhole and sent a Dominion fleet that numbered over a thousand vessels 

into retreat.  The Dominion’s ceaseless advanced had stopped.  They were now holding 

their lines instead of expanding; allowing the battered Federation and Klingon fleets a 

much needed reprieve and a boost in morale. 

  More people on the Monash were smiling now with the sense that the war was still 

theirs to win.  Commander Hadris enjoyed this new sense of optimism in the crew.  She 

was also happy because she knew one of the captains that had taken part in the Operation 

Return and after some effort and managed to finally get a hold of him over subspace. 

  “Captain Masters, it’s good to see you.” 

  Captain Masters' face split in a wide smile.  “Hadris, it is always a pleasure.  You’re 

being a bit formal today, should I be concerned?” 
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  Hadris smiled.  “No, I’m just showing my respect for a true Federation hero,” she 

replied bowing her head. 

  When she looked back up she saw Masters roll his eyes.  “You know I hate that kind of 

thing!” 

  Hadris laughed, it was good to see her old friend.  The last time she had seen him he had 

been full of doubt about his place in the universe following the loss of the previous vessel 

he was posted to.  Despite the fact he had a bright future ahead of him with his promotion 

and receiving his first command he had contemplated leaving the service.  It was good to 

see him in a better frame of mind, as she had thought command had been good for him. 

  “I’m just having some fun.  I’m glad you made it!” 

  Master gave her an appreciative smile.  “Thank you, Hadris.  It was a tough battle, but 

you know more about tough battles then I do.” 

  It was obvious what he was referring to.  “I see you heard we were at Tyra.” 

  “Hard not to know about the ships that made it back.  Did the Monash come close 

to…to not making it back?” 

  From his pause it was obvious that he had a last minute consideration whether or not to 

ask the question.  “No, we got through it pretty well.  There wasn’t a single moment 

during the battle where I thought we wouldn’t make it.” 

  Masters gave her a sceptical look.  “Despite the fact that 90% of the force was 

destroyed?” 

  “Don’t you ever get the feeling despite whatever is happening around you that you will 

be okay?  That’s what I had during that entire engagement, that isn’t to say I wasn’t 

wetting my pants at stages…but I just knew it wasn’t my time.” 
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  “I know what you mean.  During the Hyralan Incident I thought it was my time.”  

Hadris was caught by surprise by that admission.  Master noticed and was quick to 

change the subject.  “I was at Sector 432 that day and I hope you know that the crews 

that took part in that operation really appreciate what the Seventh did that day.  That the 

sacrifices you all made are valued.” 

  Hadris smiled sombrely and nodded in acknowledgement.  “We know.  If only it would 

make losing friends easier.” 

  “You can add more to that list from Operation Return.”  

  By the look on his Masters’ face Hadris could tell that he was not just being general.  

Someone that had both known well had died.  “Who?” she asked. 

  “Melissa McKenzie.” Hadris gave him a look of surprise.  “She’d joined Starfleet and 

was at the battle, her ship was destroyed.  I didn’t even know she had joined, let alone 

that she was so close.” 

  Hadris nodded.  She knew that Masters had mistaken her surprise as a sign that she had 

not known that his old flame from when they were both at the Academy was in the fleet.  

She had known that Melissa had joined the fleet.  They had a chance meeting at a 

Federation starbase a few years ago.  Melissa had told her not to tell Jonathan, she had 

wanted to contact him herself at a time of her choosing, obviously that time had not 

come.  There was little point to bring this minor detail up with him at this point. 

  “One has to wonder what Aida would have made of that,” she said jokingly. 

  Masters shifted comfortably and let out a slight chuckle to match.  “One can guess,” he 

replied. 
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  Aida Lutz had been at the academy with both of them and back then did not have a 

favourable opinion of Melissa.  In fact she had gone to high school with Masters and they 

had been close.  Then something happened between them around ten years ago and they 

now no longer spoke to each other or even of each other.  Hadris had tried many times to 

find out why, from both of them, but neither was willing to explain what had happened. 

  “Finding out must not have been easy.” 

  “No it wasn’t.  I spent so long trying to get over her and forget her.  Then to find out she 

was within reach!  I could have…I could have…I don’t know what I could have done or 

even what I should have done.  I guess that part of my life is truly over.” 

  “Her death is saddening but remember that she died for a cause.  She gave her life to 

make sure that the Alpha Quadrant would be free of Dominion oppression.  Despite the 

sorrow you feel, you should be proud of her and of her sacrifice.” 

 

  Hadris groggily opened her eyes.  She was laying face down on a blackened surface, the 

smell of burnt material wafted into her nose.  She was alive.  She shifted and was 

assaulted by a wave of pain from her right said, causing her to yelp.  The pain was from 

her ribs and her arm.  She needed to get to her feet so she braced herself against the floor 

with her left arm and pushed up to help get to her knees.  As she did she felt the 

disconcerting sensation of something sliding out of her abdomen and then a growing wet 

feeling spread and run down towards her hip as she righted herself. 

  When she did she quickly put her left hand to the wet feeling area of her uniform.  It 

came away bloody, very bloody.  She pressed on where she felt the wound to slow the 

loss of blood.  On the floor was a jagged bit of hull, shiny with fresh blood. 
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  She looked to her limp right arm.  It looked like she had at least dislocated her shoulder.  

It was fairly painful but Risians had a high tolerance for pain compared to many other 

humanoids, such as Humans. 

  She noticed sparks fall to the floor to her right.  She gingerly tilted her head up to see 

where they were coming from and saw the end of the ceiling.  The ceiling ended around 

half a metre further into the ship then her position and the sparks were falling from 

exposed power cabling from between the decks.  All she could see above was 

destruction; she could not even recognise what had occupied the spaces above.  She then 

realised that she could not be in her quarters. 

  Hadris slowly turned to look behind her and all she saw was glittering star field. 

  She sighed, “Oh, this isn’t good.” 

 

  “Reinforce the structural integrity in the starboard pylon,” ordered Captain Sevel. 

  The Monash’s shields had been breached and damaged had been dealt to one of the 

connecting arms joining the warp nacelles to the ship. 

  “Two Norin class ships are moving into our aft quarter,” reported the tactical officer. 

  “Don’t worry about them, focus all fire on that Thalon class warship!” said Hadris 

pointing to the Cardassian warship on the viewscreen.  “Or losing a nacelle will be the 

least of our worries!” 

  The crew followed their orders.  The Monash’s phaser arrays thumped as they lit up the 

space forward of the ship, striking at the Cardassian warship.  The Cardassian ship 

replied with a furious barrage of spiral wave disruptor fire. 
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  “Evasive manoeuvres would be nice,” said Hadris to the flight controller as the ship 

rocked from the impacts of the enemy’s weapons fire on the shields. 

  “With the damage to the connecting arm to the nacelle I have to limit our manoeuvres or 

we risk it shearing off!” he replied. 

  Hadris knew that they would not last long if their manoeuvrability was hampered. 

  “Drop the SIF around the connecting arm,” she blurted out. 

  The captain did not respond, other than to raise an eyebrow.  From the years she had 

served with Sevel that was as good as an order to explain herself. 

  “We’re at impulse and we need the manoeuvrability.  The need for two nacelles isn’t 

that pressing at the moment.” 

  “A logical assessment, Commander.  Go ahead.” 

  Hadris could not keep the smile from her face.  “On my signal turn us hard to port.”  

She turned to the operations manager.  “At the same time drop the SIF supporting the 

nacelle’s connecting pylon.  Ready?”  She waited for both officers to confirm their 

readiness.  “Now!” 

  The stars spun on the viewscreen as the ship turned hard to port. 

  “The nacelle’s away!” called out the operations manager. 

  Hadris let out a little “yes!” as the news came through.  That was tempered by the 

impact of weapons’ fire on the shields. 

  “Helm, reengage the Thalon class warship,” ordered Sevel.  “The Commander has 

improved our odds.  An interesting tactic, Commander.” 

  “Yes, sir.  Sometimes to win you have to be willing to sacrifice something be it your life 

or your starboard nacelle.” 
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  Hadris stumbled towards the room’s exit as the floor shook under her.  The battle was 

obviously still going on and staying on a section of the ship that was missing a large 

section of the hull was not a safe thing to do, plus she needed medical attention.  The 

wound in her abdomen was serious and so was the blood loss. 

  While she could not remember what exactly happened she had figured out that the 

emergency force fields had come online before she had been sucked out, saving her life.  

However, when the hull tore away it must have taken part of the floor from her quarters 

and she had ended up falling through that and down three decks.  She was incredibly 

lucky to be alive after all that.  Though she had this unusually nagging feeling in the back 

of her mind that would not go away. 

  She reached the door out of the room and opened it.  Thankfully there was still enough 

power to open the door but the sight on the other side was not what she had hoped to see.  

The corridor was hazy with smoke and given that it was not seeping into the room she 

was in there had to be a force field in the way.  She rapped her knuckles in the door space 

and a confirmative flicker appeared. 

  “Computer, lower force field,” she ordered, praying the computer would respond. 

  “Cannot comply.” 

  She was glad to hear the computer’s voice but the answer was definitely not what she 

wanted to hear. 

  “Okay, that’s fine.  I’ll just stand here and bleed to death!” she joked without much 

sense of humour.  “Why, Computer?” 
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  “Emergency protocols have been enacted.  Force field is a level 1 emergency force 

field.”  

  The Computer must have sealed the rooms when the hull was breached.  However, with 

the breach sealed the need for this field would not exist.  It was a waste of power to keep 

this force field online. 

  “Computer, can I lower this force field?” she asked. 

  “Authorised command codes are required to lower a level 1 emergency force field.” 

  She could not understand why the Computer was been so pedantic about this force field.  

Requiring command codes was an extreme measure; luckily as First Officer she had 

them. 

  Hadris was about to give her code when she noticed something through the smoky haze. 

  “Computer, report on the structural integrity of the deck above me.” 

  “Structural integrity has been compromised.  Emergency structural integrity fields have 

been erected.” 

  Hadris had soon ascertained that the force field trapping her in was not in fact there to 

maintain atmospheric integrity for the inner sections; it was helping to hold the section 

above her intact.  This meant if she took down the shields even for a second she could 

cause the sections around her to collapse. 

  That left her with a single tough decision.  She could try to save herself and in the 

process cause significant damage to the ship and cause more causalities or she could do 

nothing and stay there and die. 
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  Hadris collapsed onto her bed.  She had never felt so tired in her entire life.  The 

Monash had just limped back to Federation lines after the Battle of the Tibor Nebula, 

another heavy loss for the Seventh Fleet.  The battle had following the hard fought battle 

at Sybaron, which had left the fleet at half strength.  The Monash had taken major 

damage during the battle.  The hull looked a bit like Swiss cheese and they had lost their 

starboard nacelle but in the end they had got through the battle. 

  Then the word had come through, Starfleet Command was redeploying the Seventh 

Fleet.  She did not know what the commanders of the fleet had said, but she did not doubt 

that they had fought for the fleet to be spared from this duty.  But alas they were the only 

ones that could do it.  The repairs crew had worked triple speed to get the Monash ready 

to deploy with the rest of the fleet.  That had meant little sleep for the crew as they rushed 

around patching up the ship.  Not one member of the crew was spared in getting the ship 

ready. 

  They had launched with the fleet but half way there their repairs gave out and they were 

forced to impulse to make repairs.  They were forced to listen as their comrades engaged 

the Dominion at the Tibor nebula.  It was a pitched battle but the fleet was outnumbered 

and outgunned and far from its best.  In the end the Dominion had dealt them a heavy 

defeat with all but four ships destroyed.   

  It seemed like a pointless loss of life sending a clearly battered and exhausted fleet into 

battle.  She was not even sure what the significance of engaging the Dominion at the 

Tibor Nebula had been.  Despite that she had to believe that there was a reason for what 

they had been asked to do.  She guessed that is what made it so hard to accept the losses 

they had taken, the not knowing why. 
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  Hadris brought her hands to her face and covered it.  “There’s a reason,” she whispered.  

“There is a reason.” 

  Hadris lay in her bed in the dark quietly repeating this mantra. 

 

  Hadris slumped against the wall and slid to the floor.  She almost did not notice the 

burning pain in her right side as she did.  All she could focus on was the fact that she was 

dying.  That she was going to die.  She wondered when they found her if they would 

understand why?  She felt tired and her lids seemed to increase in weight with each 

passing moment.  As they slowly fell she could not help but think about the events that 

had led up to this point… 

  Suddenly the room was awash with a brilliant yellowy-orange light.  She forced open 

her eyes to see a phaser blast slice through space metres from the invisible barrier that 

kept her from been sucked into space.  It was followed by another blast.  It was 

magnificent, she had never seen a ship’s phaser blast this close before and it was a 

terribly beautiful sight to behold.  When it was gone she was left with a view out into the 

darkness of space, it was an amazing view.  She did not get to see this wide a view of 

space from anywhere but back down on a planet, but this was so much clearer and pure, it 

was hard to compare them.  The stars spun as the ship moved and another ship moved 

into view. 

  It took her a few seconds to recognise the ship; it was a Cardassian Aberax class 

destroyer.  The Cardassian warship was less than half the size of the Sequoia class 

Monash but she had heard a rumour that in the previous year of the war a single Aberax 
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had destroyed a Galaxy class vessel on patrol, so they were not an opponent to be 

underestimated. 

  Hadris quietly watched the battle.  The Cardassian ship often left her field of view but it 

was a sight to behold.  The spinning of the ship made it look like the stars were dancing 

and every once in awhile a line of golden energy would crisscross the star field as both 

ships reached out to touch each other.  She sat and admired the view as she felt her life 

draining away. 

  Her eye lids again started to weigh down as her body tempted her to close them.  She 

fought to keep them open.  She knew that she was already dead and it was just her 

stubbornness to let go that was keeping her alive at that point.  Again she wondered if the 

crew would understand that there had been a reason for her death and that she had never 

given up.  That their first officer had fought to see her crew through to the end of the 

battle. 

  The Cardassian ship appeared again.  She saw the reddish-orange glow of photon 

torpedoes zip towards the fleeing Cardassian vessel.  They struck the rear of the vessel 

and the ship exploded. 

  The brilliant explosion bloomed in the darkness of space, casting a pleasant glow in the 

room.  As the fiery spectacle started to die down Hadris smiled one last time, pleased at 

the victory of her ship and its crew.  She no longer felt any pain, just a sense of 

tranquillity and readiness to move on. 

  “Magnificent,” he whispered as her eyes finally closed and she slipped into darkness. 
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One is the Loneliest Number 
 

 
  Did I always feel this way?  I can’t remember.  All I know is that now I don’t really feel 

anything.  It is like my entire being is numb, I don’t feel pain, I don’t feel joy, I don’t feel 

sadness, I am no more than a machine. 

  I look at the others around me and wonder do they feel this way?  I look at their faces 

and see nothing.  They are just blank slates that stare back.  They don’t show any signs of 

how I feel.  I pause and look at a reflective surface to see how I look.  I am the same, I am 

blank. 

  Do they think the same way I do?  Do you think it is strange or do they accept it?  Am I 

unusual because I think this way?  All I know is what I hear in the constant whispers.  

That I have a place and a function to perform and I heed this without question because I 

know that what I am meant to do. 

  I don’t have a problem with that.  Obedience is simply the way of life; it is the right 

thing to do.  To question it is unthinkable because it weakens us all.  To question is also 

to risk been alone and that is unthinkable.  No one wants to be alone.  

 

  I had a dream last night.  I dreamt I was far away from where I am, a totally different 

world, a brighter world.  I dreamt I was walking down a hallway and I pass several 

beings, different beings.  Not like me.  Not like us.  These beings smile and nod in my 

direction.  I even stopped to talk to one, a female.  I felt something when I spoke to her, I 

don’t know how to describe it.  I can’t categorise what it is, to me this feeling does not 

exist…but it did, at least in my dream. 
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  I left the female and made by way to a room of some importance.  It was some sort of 

hub.  In the centre of the room was a chair with a man.  A man I respected and admired.  I 

went to a console.  The console was familiar but it was not right.  It was primitive and 

inefficient, though I don’t notice.  I did things with the console and I enjoy it.  I was 

content. 

  Then I awoke and found myself back here.  Those feelings were gone, just vestiges of a 

memory of a dream.  I miss them. 

  Now I wander around performing various tasks.  It is like I am split from myself.  I do 

as I am told without question.  I feel the need to get things down, efficiently and without 

pause.  But inside my mind I still have these feelings that I don’t share, thoughts I keep 

only to myself.  I gain no satisfaction from anything I do, I just do it.  Is this what 

existence is? 

  What of those feelings from my dreams?  Do they exist?  Or are they just figments of 

my imagination?  They must exist because I know of them.  Why don’t I feel them?  I 

sense that they have no really function where I am.  That these emotions and feelings are 

nothing but a distraction that weakens us.   

  When I finish I am told I am no longer needed.  I return to my section to rest until I am 

needed.  I close my eyes and await the dreams. 

 

  “I can’t believe you said that!” 

  I shrugged.  “What?  It’s just my opinion.” 

  “You think that Captain Picard is a better captain then Kirk?” 

  “Yes.” 
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  Lieutenant Grant throws his arms in the air.  “Did you spend too much time on the 

frozen wastelands of Andor when you were growing up?  Is your brain actually frozen in 

that blue head of yours?  Kirk is by far the greatest captain the Federation has ever seen!” 

  “Kirk was a great man.  He made some important first contacts and won several battles 

but look at what Picard has done.  Picard has faced the Klingons, Romulans, Cardassians 

and the Borg.  He’s even beaten them twice.  Anyway I didn’t say I thought Picard was 

the greatest captain, just greater then Kirk.” 

  “Okay, who then?” 

  “Jonathan Archer.” 

  Grant looked at him with disbelief.  Then started to headbutt his tricorder.  “I must have 

brain damage because you didn’t just say Archer!” 

  “I did.” 

  “Archer is not even in the top five.” 

  “Look at what he did.  He explored the quadrant in a ship that was slower and poorly 

armed compared to the surrounding powers.  He took Earth from a single planet with a 

few insignificant colonies to the driving force of a multi-species Federation in a decade.  

Then he became President of that Federation.  He accomplished more with less than 

anyone.” 

  “I can’t believe I’m hearing this.  You obviously took too many hits to the head while 

you were in the Marines.” 

  “Hey, it’s just my opinion.  If you don’t like it then…” 

  There was an explosion in the background.  Both officers looked at each other. 

  “The shuttle!” 
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  They ran back to where they had landed their small craft.  All they found was a crater. 

  “Damn, this isn’t good,” said Grant.  “The Maximus won’t be back for another day at 

least.” 

  “We have to get out of here,” I said.  “Whoever destroyed the shuttle will probably send 

someone down to check for us.” 

  “Good thing you made us take our phasers with us.  What are you doing?” 

  “Little trick I picked up in the Marines, I’m setting my tricorder to mask our biosigns.” 

  “Too late.” 

  I looked over to see several people beam down to the crash site.  Dread filled the pit of 

my stomach.  One of them saw us and they all turned towards us.  I levelled my phaser 

and fired. 

  “Run!”  I said.  “RUN!” 

  We both broke into a run away from them.  My antennae twitched in fear, I couldn’t 

stop it.  This was probably the scariest moment in my life and I’d been under fire on more 

than a dozen other occasions. 

  In front of us several more beamed in.  I fired two quick shots.  They would box us in if 

we stood our ground.  We had to keep mobile, but that would only last so long.  I turned 

to yell to Grant and saw one beam in right next to him.  Grant screamed as he was 

grabbed.  I raised my phaser to fire and felt a hand grab my shoulder. 

 

  I wake suddenly. There was a buzz around me.  Things had progressed.  We had moved 

on and found what we were looking for.  My dream is still with me but those feelings are 
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not.  I remember them but I don’t feel them, not even a trace.  I know I should but it 

doesn’t seem to worry me.  I move to join the others to prepare for our task. 

  As we wait I feel something.  Deep inside me I feel a sense of shame, anger, and 

betrayal.  It inhabits itself in the pit of my stomach and feels as if it is twisting my 

insides.  I stagger slightly due to the pain and the unfamiliarity to it. 

  This is noticed by others around me.  They turn to look at me, their blank faces showing 

no concern or intrigue.  I hear them ask me what is wrong.  I don’t know how to answer.  

They ask again.  I reply that it is nothing, a momentary lapse.  They suspect that is 

because I have not been adequately rested, that I should return to my section. 

  I tell them that it is not necessary.  Something inside me wants me to keep going.  For 

the first time I feel a drive that is not from the others.  It is from within; it is something 

that I want to do for myself.  This confuses me but I am interested in where it will lead.  I 

straighten up and reiterate that I am ready.  The others accept it and the attention leaves 

me.  Patiently I wait and wonder what will come next. 

 

  This place is familiar.  The bright hallways remind me of somewhere.  I start walking, 

not knowing where I’m going but guided by something.  I come to a set of doors.  They 

are locked.  That means little as I interface with the controls by the door.  We know the 

codes.  Have we always known them?  The door opens and I enter a dark room.  They are 

quarters.  I scan the room. 

  A noise attracts my attention and I move towards it.  I find a female cowering behind a 

bed.  She looks up at me and whimpers.  I reach down towards her and then pause.  I 

recognise her.  I know her.  She is the person from my dreams. 
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  “Computer, lights,” I say, hearing my voice as if for the first time.  Is that what I sound 

like?  It doesn’t sound like I how I remember. 

  The woman’s fear is palpable.  However when the lights come on and she see me her 

fear subsides slightly.  A look of recognition comes to her face. 

  “Yel’tar?  Yel’tar, is that you?” 

  I don’t know, I want to reply.  Is it me?  I try to search for that name but I cannot find it. 

  “Yel’tar, it’s me Vanessa.” 

  Vanessa.  The name stirs up emotions deep within me.  I know that name, I can feel it. 

  “We thought you were dead!  When we returned and found your shuttle destroyed, we 

thought you were dead!  My God, what have they done to you?” 

  What have they done to me?  I stand up and look around.  This is all familiar.  I know 

this place.  The woman stands up next to me. 

  “You do remember me, don’t you?  They can’t take what we had away.” 

  I look back at her.  She reaches up to touch my face.  I want to pull away but I don’t.  

Her touch, it is so familiar.  I close my eyes and remember.  I remember Vanessa.  I 

remember being with her.  I remember her body, her lips, her scent…everything.  With 

comes all the knowledge we have on her.  Some I realise that had to have been sourced 

from me. 

  “Come with me,” she pleas.  “We could make it to a shuttle and get away.” 

  She’s right.  The others wouldn’t chase after a single fleeing shuttle.  If they did I could 

hide it from them.  I know how they think, I could help her escape. 
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  At that moment it all comes rushing back.  I remember everything of my life before.  

What more I can place it within the context of a thousand lives.  At that moment I know I 

have no choice, I know what I have to do. 

  “Van…essa,” I say.  My voice sounds wrong.  It isn’t the voice I hear in my dream, the 

voice I hear in my mind. 

  Joy sweeps across her face.  “Yes, it’s me,” she says as she strokes my cheek. 

  “I…am…Yel’tar.” 

  “Yes!  We have to get out of here.  Once we are safe we can find someone to fix you.  

Someone to make you the man I love.” 

  I tilt my head.  “Love…you.” 

  “Yes, we love each other.  No matter what they do to your mind or body they can’t deny 

what is in your heart.” 

  I reach out to her.  My hand hovers centimetres from her cheek.  She looks back at me 

with love; I recognise it because I have seen it before.  I remember.  A tear rolls down my 

cheek. 

  “It’s going to be okay,” she says to comfort me. 

  I smile.  Something I have only known in dreams and I do it in real life.  She smiles 

back.  I know she doesn’t understand my smile, how could she?  But how do I explain it 

to her?  I can’t, not in mere words.  I am past that point now.  

  How do I explain to her that I know the loneliness she feels, the loneliness that is within 

the soul of all those in the Federation.  They reach out and touch each other across the 

stars to say, “don’t worry, you are not alone.”  They try to fill the void that comes from 

being nothing but a grain of salt within a vast unending black ocean.  They band together 
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to better themselves, but all they are doing is just surrounding themselves with others to 

shield themselves from the night.  To protect themselves from the terror of being alone. 

  I see the truth about them because it is a play that is acted out across the galaxy.  It is 

acted out by those who do not understand its nature.  No one understands it, but we all 

try.  That is what this is about.  It is about understanding, an understanding that can only 

be gained by those fabled perfect beings that many have believed in.  That is what we all 

seek. 

  The Federation is a contradiction.  It seeks this as we all do but it does not accept other 

methods.  It knocks back out offers to belong to something even greater then itself 

because it like all self confessed ‘great powers’ it believes it knows the best way, it is 

arrogant, it is selfish.  It is an impertinent child that slaps back the hand that is trying to 

guide it.  That is why we do not give up, all children need guidance, whether they want it 

or not.  To deny someone the right to better themselves and others would be wrong.  That 

is why we offer the gift, why we won’t stop offering it. 

  The Federation call us monsters.  They fear, hate and revile us.  Their histories speak of 

atrocities that we have committed….it is a biased view.  They don’t see that what we do 

is for them.  That all we want is to join with them and truly be one.  To never be alone. 

  I slowly move my hand until it touches her.  I feel her and in that I feel a connection 

with her.  I know she feels it too, but it is nothing next to what it could be.  What it 

should be.  I looking into her loving eyes and I see myself.  I see the joining of flesh and 

machine.  I don’t see Yel’tar, I only see the collective.  There is only one way to explain 

all this to her. 

  “Resistance is futile.” 
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...And the Consequences We Reap 

 

  “So you see we all make decisions that can have effects much greater then we expect.  

In the end we have to accept the consequences of our actions and learn to live with 

them.” 

  He let that sit with his audience as he poured himself a cup of water.  All this talking 

had left his mouth a touch dry. 

  “You didn’t tell one with you in it,” pointed out one of the girls. 

  He gave the young girl a bemused look.  “Didn’t I?” 

  “No,” she and several others echoed. 

  “Maybe I did but I used a different name, you know, to protect the innocent parties.  Or 

then again maybe I used my real name and you all know me by a different persona.” 

  The Tellarite looked unconvinced.  “Why would you have a different name now?  Do 

you have something to hide?” he asked, or to be more correct demanded in a typically 

Tellarite tone. 

  “Maybe he’s in hiding.  Or that he did something so terrible that he had to change his 

name!” said the Bolian, his excitement rising at the thought of some great mystery. 

  He raised his cup to salute the Bolian.  “Thanks for the vote of confidence.” 

  “If he is anyone he is the Masters character,” said a Devanion girl. 

  “What makes you say that?” he asked, genuinely interested in how she came to that 

conclusion. 

  “You can’t be Yel’tar, Hadris or Collins because they’re dead,” she said counting off the 



Star Trek: Swiftfire 
The Verdict of History 

115 

 

 
115 

names.  “Plus he can’t be Benton, Jasis or Letac since they’re women.  So Masters is the 

only one left.” 

  He nodded with a look of understanding.  She had used reasonable logic to determine 

who she thought he was. 

  “Plus none of the stories take place on the Swiftfire…why?” 

  He shrugged.  “No real reason.  Those are just the tales that came into my mind first.” 

  “Unless you’re purposefully avoiding stories on the Swiftfire because we would be able 

to figure out who you were on that ship,” said the Bolian.  He had to admit the kid had an 

active mind. 

  “Now why wouldn’t I want you to know who I was on the ship?” 

  “Maybe it is tied to why you left Starfleet and we’d be able to find out your secret.” 

  Several of the children started talking at once and over each other as they swapped ideas 

and argued.  Finally one shouted above the rest. 

  “Don’t you guys see what he’s doing?  He didn’t use his name in the stories because 

they are all made up.  In fact he never said he was in Starfleet to begin with.  He’s just 

messing around!” 

  That quietened down the group as they exchanged looks between each other to try and 

gauge what they thought about the latest theory. 

  “So were you in Starfleet?” asked one of the girls. 

  The old man just grinned and shrugged.  It was obvious to the group that they would not 

get an answer out of his on the subject. 

  “What about the stories, did you make the stories up?” asked the Bolian. 
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  “The question is not whether the tales were real but if there is a lesson involved.  What 

does it matter if they are fake as long as they impart a lesson?” 

  This got an almost universal unsatisfied look from the group that showed that they now 

considered the tales to be fabrications. 

  “I guess,” replied the Bolian.  “Still, it would’ve been nice to get a straight answer.” 

  Several of the others nodded in agreement. 

  “Well, it’s late,” he stated.  “You all better get some sleep; we have a lot of walking to 

do tomorrow.” 

  The group slowly started to disperse and retreated into their tents for rest.  He remained 

out by the fire and warmed up a cup of tea.  He was alone for a while before another 

person rejoined him by the fire, it was the Cardassian boy. 

  “Can’t sleep?” he asked. 

  “No, I wanted to ask you a question.  Do you think Damar was an evil man?” 

  He put down his drink and gave his entire attention over to the boy before he replied.  “I 

think he was flawed.  We all make decisions that we come to regret.  It’s hard to go 

through life without wronging someone in some fashion at some point.” 

  “What would make someone kill an unarmed woman like he did?  It isn’t the actions of 

a hero,” said the boy confused.  “You said his decision was shaped by his experiences, 

what could make someone do that?” 

  “The answer to that is birthed years before he made that decision.  Back when Damar 

was younger man with a bright future ahead of him…” 

 

* * * * 
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  Corat Damar stood upright, chest thrust forward, jaw jutting out proudly.  He was the 

picture of a stereotypical Cardassian Guardsman.  He wore his uniform with pride and 

handled himself with the youthful arrogance of a person who thought they were going 

places. 

  For Damar he knew he was going places.  He had been one of the top graduates in his 

class.  His service to the Cardassian Union was excellent and he had visions of quickly 

becoming a gul and commanding his own warship.  Nothing could stop him; he would be 

a hero of the Union and long after he died people would speak his name in awe. 

  “You’re in the Guard and you’re proud of it, we get it.” 

  Damar looked at the speaker.  Peclyar Viscot, one of his oldest and closest friends.  “I 

don’t expect you to understand, Peclyar.  The Guard is the greatest way to serve the 

state.” 

  “What I do also serves the state,” said Viscot.  “But I don’t go throwing it in other 

people’s faces.  Shall we?” he gestured them to walk. 

  Viscot was an industrialist.  He ran a fairly large and successful communications 

company.  Somewhat of a genius he had designed a more resource efficient way to store 

and disseminate communications across a planet.  He had formed his own company and 

won many contract for the government and it had made him very wealthy at a relatively 

young age. 

  “How goes the system upgrades?” 

  “As well as could be expected,” his friend replied with a slight sigh.  “The old system 

was criminally inefficient and it has been a struggle, but the deadline for completion is 
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still intact,” replied Viscot.  His latest contract was to upgrade the military’s 

communication system across all of Cardassia Prime.  “We could always use a new 

worker.  If you’d like to earn some good money for a change I can get you a fairly senior 

position.  You’re talents are wasted in the military.” 

  Damar was smart.  He knew it and he made sure others knew it to.  Viscot had lobbied 

him hard to join him instead of the military but Damar had his site set on glory and on 

Cardassia there was no glory like military glory. 

  “Money is not my driving force, Peclyar.” 

  Viscot rolled his eyes.  “It should be, my friend.” 

  They entered an up market cafe and sat down to a meal.  The two old friends spent the 

time catching up on each other’s lives and that of their common friends as well as 

reliving some old but good memories.  Viscot brought their meeting to an abrupt end. 

  “Well, I have to go.  I have a meeting with my division heads in twenty minutes.  This 

one is on me,” he said with a wink as he paid for their bill.  He did like to show off the 

fact he had money, even if in a fairly small way. 

  They said their farewells and Damar remained to finish off his meal.  He was not alone 

for five minutes when another man sat opposite him.  Damar looked up at him 

questioningly. 

  “Hello, Gil Damar.” 

  “Do I know you?” he asked suspiciously. 

  “No, but I know you.  I see you just enjoyed a spot of lunch with Peclyar Viscot.” 

  “I did.  So?” 
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  “A very interesting character Viscot.  Young, ambitious and powerful.  His pursuit and 

accumulation of wealth would make a Ferengi jealous.” 

  Damar put down his eating utensils.  He was not going to allow some stranger to insult 

his friend.  “He has vision and direction.  He is a good Cardassian.” 

  “Is he?” asked the man with the slightest of smiles. 

  Damar’s eyes narrowed.  “What do you imply?” 

  “He has resisted the government from taking significant stakes in his operations.  All 

that power and wealth contained by a single individual can only add to the temptation of 

corruption.” 

  “Peclyar is one of the most honest men I have known.  His commitment to the state is 

unquestionable,” he said, his voice rising as his anger did at the man’s behaviour. 

  “Yet here I am doing just that,” replied the man, his voice measured and calm despite 

Damar’s rising frustrations. 

  “Who are you?  Are you working for one of his competitors?  If you are trying to gain a 

spy in his employ you will not sway me.” 

  “I am from the Order.” 

  It did not have to be said; Damar understood what he meant immediately.  The man was 

an agent for the Obsidian Order.  His spine straightened and he tried to hide his 

nervousness from the man across from him. 

  “The Order has some concerns about his activities and the people he chooses to 

associate with.  Recently we have noticed that his company has had some unusual 

interactions with his competitors and other companies in different fields.  So far nothing 
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substantial has been found, but we feel it is a case of us not having the right access to the 

information rather then it not existing.” 

  The Order had a fearsome reputation and there was no love between the Guard and the 

Order but Damar knew he was far from been a person who could rely on the fact he was 

in the military to prevent the Order from making him disappear.  “What does that have to 

do with me?” 

  “You are close to him.  You have access we do not.” 

  “Are you asking me to betray my friend?” 

  “No I’m asking you to protect the state.  To live up to your oath to defended the 

Cardassian Union from all unwanted influence from entities that would seek to bring the 

downfall of our civilisation and corrupt our ideals,” said the man.  For the first time the 

man’s demeanour changed.  While he spoke something dangerous flashed in his eyes and 

it scared Damar. 

  Damar was rarely speechless but at this moment he did not know what to say to the 

Obsidian Order agent.  The agent returned to his calm and smiling demeanour and placed 

an isolinear datarod on the table. 

  “Here is just some of the information we have collected on your friend.  Review it and 

make your own mind up.” 

  Damar felt his courage return.  The stubborn streak within him that had often got him 

into trouble as a youth and in his early service was never far from the surface.  “I could 

just destroy this and refuse to help you.” 

  “Refusing the Obsidian Order would be a mistake.” 

  “Are you threatening me?” he said struggling to maintain his anger. 
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  The agent laughed.  “Of course I am!  Whether you accept this or not it doesn’t matter.  

The Order has its eyes on Viscot and few survive our intense gaze.  If you get involved 

you would have the chance to limit the damage done to Viscot.” 

  “Damage?” 

  “The Order has many resources to draw on, most would care little for Viscot’s fate and 

would be just as happy as to poison his meal and kill him immediately whether his crimes 

necessities execution or not.  To them suspicion is proof enough of wrongdoing.” 

  Damar gulped.  The agent was making it sound as if Damar was helping for the right 

reasons, that it cared but he had heard enough about them to realise that was always some 

sort of secret agenda to all of their actions.  He did not want to be drawn into it but the 

agent had made it clear that if he did not his friend would probably be found dead in his 

home soon. 

  “Consider your options, Damar,” said the agent.  He stood up without another word and 

left the cafe. 

  Damar did not even watch to see where the man left, his gaze was firmly fixed on the 

datarod on the table.  He no longer felt like finishing his meal so Damar picked up the 

datarod and headed for the exit.  He had no other option. 

 

  “Go right in Gil Damar.  Mr Viscot will be along in a moment.” 

  Damar smiled sweetly at Viscot’s young female secretary.  She knew Damar fairly well 

from his frequent visits to his friend and had no problems with him waiting inside 

Viscot’s office when he asked.  There was also little doubt in Damar’s mind that she also 

had a crush on him.  He was after all a virile young Guardsman. 
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  “Thank you, Breena.  It’s a crime that Peclyar keeps you trapped behind this desk all 

day.  Maybe one of these nights we can get together for a few drinks and get to know 

each other a little better,” he said with a wink. 

  The young woman giggled and he entered Viscot’s grand office.  It was far larger than 

his quarters on his current starship assignment and a lot classier with works of art on 

display, selves with keep sakes and books, no doubt rare and expensive ones at that.  At 

the end of the room was the focal point, a very large and ornate desk.  It was very well 

ordered with a computer station, a few datapadds and personal objects on it.  He made his 

way and sat in Viscot’s chair.  He immediately wished that the Klar-tar’s bridge were 

equipped with these immensely comfortable chairs. 

  He did not know how much time he had so he had to hurry.  He had read through the 

files given to him by the Order agent and all they had was very circumstantial evidence, 

mostly based on him meeting with some ‘people of interest’ to the Order.  No doubt if the 

name was Corat Damar rather than Peclyar Viscot he would have been dragged in for a 

chat with the Order’s interrogators but Viscot was a very powerful individual with 

numerous contacts in both the Detapa Council and the Central Command.  The Order 

could not risk going after him without solid evidence.  Despite the lack of this evidence 

Damar could not help but be somewhat swayed by the pattern the Order showed.  He had 

to see for himself that there was nothing to be found. 

  One of the Order’s biggest problems was that they failed in all attempts to monitor his 

communications or remotely access his computer system.  Viscot was a clever man and 

he was part of the system, he knew how to protect his secrets.  The Order considered that 
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extremely suspicious but Damar did not.  Not even the most loyal Cardassian would want 

the Order to have unlimited access to their personal information. 

  The Order seemed to be relucent to raid Viscot’s home or office.  From the data he had 

been given he found that whoever was investigating had wanted to conduct a raid but it 

seemed his superiors decided that such action against a person like Viscot was too risky 

without more solid proof.  That explained why he had been tapped, if he was caught there 

would be no embarrassment for the Order.  It would be his word against theirs and it did 

not take a genius to figure out how that would go. 

  Getting into Viscot’s computer was easy.  It was protected by a password and it only 

took him two guesses to get it right.  The password had been the name of his first crush 

way back when they were just young children going through their schooling.  At first he 

did not know what to search for, it was not as if Viscot would have files labelled, “Illegal 

activities” if he was up to anything. 

  Damar searched through blindly and was surprised when he found something.  It was a 

simple note that just had a location and a time.  Damar knew that Viscot was a very 

methodical person and all the rest of his notes of meetings included vast amounts of 

information.  This simple note seemed strangely out of place.  It was for that night and 

the location was not one he was familiar with.  He copied the note to his personal 

datapadd. 

  The door to the office suddenly opened and in walked Viscot.  He came to a stop as he 

saw Damar. 

  “Playing company boss?” asked Viscot with a grin. 
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  “You caught me,” he said with fake embarrassment.  “Just thought I’d see how it all 

looks from this side of the desk.” 

  “Just say the word and you’ll have an office like this by the end of tomorrow,” he said 

restarting his walk towards the desk. 

  “Not sure it’s for me,” Damar replied as he stood, surreptitiously logging off the 

computer.  

   “So what can I do for you Damar if you’re not here seeking employment?” 

  Viscot walked around him and Damar moved back to the more appropriate side of the 

desk. 

  “I was wondering if you were free tonight to go out for a few drinks,” he lied. 

  “Unfortunately tonight is not a good night.  I have business,” he said. 

  “Surely you can put it off for an old friend.” 

  “As much as I like to I can’t.  This client is one of those tough nuts.  You understand.” 

  Viscot started up his work station and Damar decided now was the time to make his 

escape.  “Well, if you change your mind you know where to reach me.” 

  Damar excused himself and turned to leave.  He was nearly to the exit and was already 

breathing a sigh when Viscot called him back. 

  “Don’t think I don’t know what you are up to, Damar.” 

  Damar froze in his tracks.  His mind raced, how did he get caught?  Had he changed 

something on Viscot’s computer?  The room was probably monitored; Viscot had seen 

the whole thing.  Possibly excuses flooded him mind, but they all sounded weak. 

  “What?”  he said finally. 

  “Breena is one of my most valued employees.” 
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  He turned back to Viscot.  “Breena?” he asked. 

  Viscot returned a disbelieving look.  “I’m not an idiot, Corat.  Your real reason to visit 

me was to chat up my secretary.  I know what you’re like, you see a pretty girl and you 

lust after them.  Just don’t string her along so that in the end she’ll end up quitting 

because I don’t want to have to start hiring old men just so I can keep them in my employ 

after your visits.” 

  Damar smiled.  “I will be a gentleman.” 

  Viscot’s disbelieving look did not leave his face.  “Just remember I work in 

communications, I could give every woman you’ve broken the heart of your current 

contact information.” 

  “I don’t doubt you would, Peclyar.  Consider me warned.” 

  Damar left his friend’s office and barely registered the goodbye from the lovely Breena 

as he hastily made his way out of the building.  It all sounded reasonable but why was it 

then that Damar could not shake the niggling doubt.  There was only one way he could be 

sure; he had to follow Viscot tonight. 

 

  Damar was sure he felt his heart break as he listened to Viscot talk to an unknown party.  

He should have known as soon as he found out where the location pointed to but he had 

still come up with reasonable excuses to deny the truth.  Now from his concealed located 

he listened as Viscot confirmed everything that the Order agent had claimed him to be 

and Damar could no longer deny it: Viscot was a traitor. 

  He could no longer listen to any more of their treachery and he stepped out of his 

location.  Viscot’s back was to him but the other party spotted him.  A look of panic 
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flashed in his eyes as he fumbled for something in his clothing, no doubt a weapon.  

Damar however had his disruptor out and ready and shot the man before he could pull out 

his weapon.  The man fell; lucky for him he was just stunned. 

  Viscot spun around.  Damar?” he said in shock. 

  “How could you Peclyar?  How could you betray the state?” 

  “Look Damar there’s been some misunderstanding.  I’m not...” 

  “Don’t.  Don’t lie to me.  You just met with a dissident...you are working for the 

dissident movement!” 

  “Damar I wanted to tell you but you’re in the institution we are trying to bring to heel.  I 

didn’t know if I could trust you.” 

  “Don’t talk to me about trust!  I serve my state!  I don’t work against it in darkened 

rooms with criminals!” he waved his weapon at the disabled man on the ground. 

  “We are not criminals, Damar.  We are fighting to defeat an injustice against the 

Cardassian people!  The military and the Order rule us without oversight as they should.  

The military should serve the people, not the other way around.” 

  “So you were going to bring them down?  You would leave us weakened when we have 

enemies at our gates!” 

  “The Federation is only our enemy because Central Command antagonises them!  We 

could have peace with them but they prefer to attack their ships and bases.  Have you 

even seen some of the reports on the size and power of the Federation?” 

  “Just because your enemy is stronger doesn’t mean you should bow to them.” 

  “Who said anything about bowing to them?  This is what I mean, the blindness of the 

military establishment to the idea of peaceful cooperation,” he said throwing his arms in 
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the air in disgust.  “What about Bajor?  How many Cardassians have died on that world?  

How many more must give their lives on its soil?  This is what you get when you let 

arrogance and brutality be your measurements for interstellar relations.  The movement is 

small but we will grow and a change will come.” 

  “How were you helping them?  Shielding their communications?” 

  Viscot nodded.  “I made sure they could communicate without fear of the Obsidian 

Order taking them in the night.  I helped them gather information to aid their cause.” 

  “The Central Command contract...” said Damar with growing understanding. 

  “It was to be the movement’s biggest coup.  Unfettered access to the Central 

Command’s computers and communication system.  There would be no more secrets 

from the people, no more lies about the situation on Bajor or the Federation.  The true 

would get to the people and their eyes would be opened.  Once that happened...the 

movement would be an unstoppable tide.” 

  Damar shook his head in disbelief as he listened to the man he thought he knew talk 

with such passion about tearing down all he had swore to defend.  “I didn’t want to 

believe it when they told me.” 

  “When who told you?” 

  “The Order,” he clarified.  “After our lunch an agent met with me and gave me a 

datarod with what they had on you.  I thought it was a mistake, that you were innocent.  

They wanted me to get evidence on you and give it to them.” 

  “Have you?” 

  “No.  I...I didn’t want to believe it.  I thought I knew who you were, Peclyar.” 

  “You still do, Corat,” he replied and took a step towards Damar. 
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  Damar retrained his disruptor on Viscot that made him pause. 

  “So what now?” Viscot asked. 

  “I have to turn you in,” he said with deep regret. 

  “Wait, Corat.  We’ve known each other since we were children.  If you turn me in they 

will kill me.” 

  “I have no choice.” 

  “Yes...yes you do!  You can let me leave here now.  You can wait until tomorrow to file 

your report and by then I’ll have left Cardassia with my family.  For the sake of our 

friendship please.” 

  Damar stared down the sight of his weapon as it was trained on the man who was his 

closest friend in the galaxy.  He knew what his duty was in this situation; there was only 

one course of action.  Despite this Damar lowered his weapon. 

  “You have until tomorrow,” he said. 

  Relief washed over Viscot’s face.  “Thank you, Corat.”  He came in to hug him but 

Damar brushed him away.  Sadness marked Viscot’s face as he realised that their long 

time friendship was truly over.  “I will miss you, Corat.  Take care.” 

  “You too.” 

  That brought a smile to Viscot’s face before he moved past him and made a hurried exit 

from the room leaving Damar alone with his thoughts.   

 

  There was a sound behind Damar and he spun around, rising his weapon. 

  “Jumpy, Gil Damar?”  He lowered the weapon as he saw the Obsidian Order agent 

appear from out of the shadows. 
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  “You?  What are you doing here?” 

  “’You’?  Is that any way to greet someone?” 

  “It is when you don’t know their name.” 

  The man chuckled.  “Of course.  I’m here to thank you for your help.” 

  “My help?” 

  “You helped the Order bring in a dangerous enemy of the state.  You’ll be glad to know 

he was intercepted not far from here.” 

  Damar’s heart sank.  “You caught him?  Is he alive?” 

  “Of course we captured him!  We are the Obsidian Order.  He has minor injuries but I’m 

sure soon he will wish that he had met a more permanent end.” 

  “How did you know where we were?” he asked. 

  The agent gestured to Damar’s pocket.  Damar rifled through them unsure what he was 

after but when his fingers wrapped around it he understood.  He pulled it out of his 

pocket, the datarod he had been given by the agent. 

  “A simple tracking and monitoring device made sure we knew where you were and 

what you were up to.” 

  “What if I had left it behind?” 

  The agent smiled.  “Would you?” 

  Damar stared down at the datarod.  On it was evidence that his closest friend was a 

criminal, of course he would never let it out of his sight.  Once they knew his location, an 

abandoned building in a rundown area of the city it would have been good odds that 

something was afoot.  They probably had the entire area locked down; as soon as Damar 

had arrived Viscot never had a chance to escape. 
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  “What happens now?” 

  “You can return to whatever you were doing before.  But you should feel very fortunate 

that the Order does not leave anything to chance.  You would not want to have to be 

giving a report to the head of the Order as to why Viscot escaped you.  We have a low 

tolerance for failure.” 

  “What about his family?” 

  “They are been rounded up as we speak for...questioning.  From there the Order will 

decide what to do with them.” 

  Damar did not want to think about what fate awaited them. 

  “Viscot’s business will also come under scrutiny.  I wouldn’t plan on getting a date with 

Breena any time soon; I suspect she’ll be tied up with Order interviewers for some time.” 

  Damar nodded, it was all he could muster at this stage.  Even the agent’s lewd tone 

concerning Viscot’s secretary hardly registered.  All he felt was exhaustion. 

  “Well, there is nothing more for you to do here, Gil Damar.  I suggest you return to your 

residence and await contact from the Order.” 

  “Very well,” he replied. 

  Damar turned and slowly made his way from the room. 

  “Tarat,” called the agent.  Damar paused and turned back to him.  “My name,” he 

clarified.  “You’ll need it for the report you will  do for the Order.  We want it to be as 

complete as possible.” 

 



Star Trek: Swiftfire 
The Verdict of History 

131 

 

 
131 

  Damar stood at attention before Gul Srejac, his commanding officer on the Klaa-tar.  A 

day had passed since he had filed his report for the Order he had been summoned back up 

to the Bel’shan class vessel in orbit of Cardassia Prime. 

  “I must say I’m very disappointed in you, Damar.  You let your emotional connection to 

a single individual blind you to your duty to the state.  It is fortunate that the Order was 

prepared for Viscot to flee the scene.  If they had not...well, let’s not dwell on 

unpleasantness.” 

  “I am sorry to have disappointed you, gul.  I will endeavour to not do so again.” 

  “I’m glad to hear it but you don’t have to worry about disappointing me for much 

longer.” 

  “Sorry, sir?” 

  “You have received new orders, which will be enacted immediately.”  He handed a 

datapadd to Damar. 

  “A military freighter?” 

  “Yes.” 

  Damar shook his head in disbelief.  “This will ruin my career!  The chances of 

significant advancement from such an assignment are next to nothing!” 

  The gul sighed.  “That is the point, Damar.  This is your punishment for failure.” 

  Anger from deep inside him rose.  Fuelled by this situation and the events of the past 

few days.  “Do we now take orders from the Obsidian Order, sir?  They have no right to 

dictate where a Guardsman...” 

  “Consider yourself lucky, Gil Damar.  The Order has made people disappear for less.  

The fact is whether you were on a mission for the Obsidian Order or not, you were 
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willing to let an enemy of the state escape your grasp.  What did you expect would 

happen?” 

  “This is not fair!” complained Damar.  He pictured his future crumbling to dust as he 

wasted away on the decks of a tramp freighter while glory and honour swept past him. 

  Gul Srejac stared directly into his eyes.  “Let this be a lesson.  Next time pull the 

trigger.” 

 

  Damar woke with a start, his brow damp with sweat.  He threw off his covers as he sat 

up.  He had not dreamt about that event since before Dukat had joined the crew of the 

Groumall.  However, now he was awake it was not the image of his old friend Viscot that 

was haunting him.  It was a new image, one he tried to push the image from his mind’s 

eye.  The image of a young woman with a burning hole in her chest slumping against a 

wall, her mouth agape and her eyes wide as she slid down the wall.  Her life’s candle 

extinguished before she hit the floor. 

  He stood and made his way to the washbasin to splash cool water onto his face.  He 

stared at his dark reflection.  He had done his duty.  He had made sure an enemy of the 

state had not escaped the punishment they deserved and as such he had been rewarded.  

He was now Legate Corat Damar, leader of the Cardassian Union.  He had never dreamt 

that he would be the sole ruler of the Union, the person to guide it into the future.  He had 

met his goals and far exceeded them. 

  He should be proud.  He should be boastful.  He should be basking in the glory of his 

position.  He had upheld the Cardassian ideals and the state.  It was what he was trained 

to do, what he spent his life doing.  He had done his duty and he had pressed that trigger.  
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As he stared in his own eyes in the mirror Damar wondered, if this was all true, why was 

it he could not sleep peacefully? 

 

* * * * 

 

  “He regretted what he did?” asked the boy. 

  “Yes.” 

  “Why don’t we talk about this then?  We hide it?” 

  “Sometimes we don’t like to face the whole truth.  We prefer to believe in the neat 

package that is presented before us.” 

  “Did his actions to end the war make up for what he did, for killing that girl?” 

  “How do you make up for taking a life?  I can’t answer that.  Maybe it is best to 

remember Damar as a man, nothing more and nothing less.  A man who was willing to 

stand up for his people.  A man that was able to finally see the faults in the system before 

him and was willing to give his life to repair them.” 

  “Thank you, Jack.” 

  “It’s okay.  Now hit the sack and get some sleep.” 

  The boy returned to his tent leaving the man alone next to the fire.  Jack sat peacefully 

staring into the dance flames for awhile, his mind lost in the past as he finished his drink. 

  Once he had he dug into his pockets, fumbled around for a particular object that he 

never let get too far from his reach.  He pulled it out and held it out in front of him in the 

glow of the fire.  It was a simple almost star shaped object with a delta set on top of a 

rectangle.  It was an old combadge, batter, worn and probably most importantly broken.  
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He looked at the device and rolled it around his hands.  He then leant back and looked up 

at the stars and wondered which ones he had visited. 

 




