
Previously in Star Trek: Arcturus… 

 

The Federation starship USS Arcturus pays a visit to the colony world of Avalon, a planet whose society is based upon medieval-era 

Europe on Earth and home of the starship’s young navigator Ensign Galen DuLac – who recently suffered a mental breakdown 

caused by exposure to subliminal messages of hate against non-Avalonians from his brother Arthur and the bigoted, xenophobic 

ranting of his former cabinmate John O’Brien that caused the young man to attack non-human crew mates – where two of DuLac’s 

closest friends aboard the starship, the Vulcan Solak and the Efrosian Baael, to pay a visit to the priest Father Arthur DuLac at his 

church – disguised as Satan and his minion Beelzebub, and with the help of the Horta Navahrish  – to scare him into regretting the 

mischief he has caused aboard the ‘skyship.’ 

 

Meanwhile, superstitious security officer Tristan Phobos has meddled in his own cabinmate’s personal property with unexpected 

results, and the first shipmate he encounters is Baael.  As Solak and DuLac beam back up to the ship following the conclusion of the 

Avalonian Games, the pair has a curious encounter with the seemingly-crazed Efrosian. 

 

And now the conclusion… 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier… 

These are the voyages of the starship Arcturus! 

 

Star Trek: Arcturus 
 

“Day Of Reckoning – Part 2” By Michael S. Cohen 

 

 

 “Alert!  Alert!  All decks, alert!” 

 Commodore Eric Johnson answered the klaxons.  “Johnson here.  Report!” 

 “Maddox, sir.  There’s been a disturbance in Rec Deck 5.  Records Officer N’aghari has been beaten.  Medical’s already on 

its way.  He doesn’t look good!” 

 “Identity of assailant?” 

 “There were no witnesses, but...  Solak, what…?”  Maddox was suddenly cut off. 

 Good grief, another traitor or maniac loose aboard his starship??  And Solak??  He would need an army of rampaging tigers 

to stop a Vulcan like Solak if he was the one responsible.  Or a herd of elephants...  or...  or a Marine! 

 “Major Copeland, assemble a team and stop Solak.  Shoot to incapacitate!  And get a medical team to Rec Deck 5!” 

 “Copeland here, sir!  Right away, sir!!”  Johnson cut off the intercom.  The turbolift door then opened, admitting Deltan 

xenobiologist Iona Hanlon. 

 “Mister Hanlon, you were not summoned to the bridge!”  Johnson fumed.  “Return to your station!” 

 “I need no summons... Mon cher.”  Hanlon ran her hands wantonly over Johnson’s body.  Oh, no!  Those noxious Deltan 

pheromones!  Johnson felt a terrible pain in his cranium as his own hormones percolated wildly.  His exposure to a heavy dose of 

radiation aboard his last ship, the USS Ascension, had left his body, especially its endocrine system, badly damaged.  He fought off the 

pain. 

 “Hanlon!  Get off this bridge or...” he grabbed her by the arms.  It was then that he noticed her eyes appeared white and 

pupil-less.  “What the hell...?”  Hanlon wrenched herself loose and bolted for the door, barely escaping capture by an alert security 

officer. 

 “Johnson to all personnel,” the commodore said into his intercom once again.  “Find and detain both Solak and Iona 

Hanlon!”  It took him a few seconds, but while attempting to repeat his orders, Johnson realized that his communications had been cut 

off.  He fumbled with the control on the arm of the command chair, but to no avail. 

 “Make no attempt to communicate, Eric Johnson,” a feminine voice said through a speaker on the science station console.  

“All will be revealed at need.”  The console then shut down.  Johnson thought he recognized the voice, but the slight French accent 

confused him.  It was similar to Hanlon’s, but...  That was when it occurred to Johnson that Hanlon, like many Deltans, normally 

spoke Standard with an accent similar to those native to Earth’s Indian subcontinent, not France!  And those white eyes...!  What was 

going on??  He turned back to the science console. 



 “Mister M’Rakshasa, were you able to trace the origin of that last communication?” Johnson demanded of the young Caitian 

at the science console. 

 “Yes, sirrr,” M’Rakshasa purred softly.  “It originated frrrom auxilarrry contrrrol.” 

 Johnson leapt from his chair and headed for the turbolift, but was blocked from entering by the exiting occupant – Solak. 

 “Non, monsieur,” Solak said loudly.  “You will go nowhere.”  Again that French accent!  And yes, Johnson noted that Solak 

too had the pupil-less white eyes!!  What was happening aboard his ship?? 

 Without warning, a phaser bolt struck the Vulcan.  He slumped, freeing Johnson. 

 In the doorway of the other turbolift stood Marine weapons specialist Arkoth D’Kethlorr, an efficient if somewhat overly-

aggressive Zaranite.  “Your condition, sir?” he asked. 

 “I’m all right.  Get Solak to sickbay and find Hanlon!” 

 To the bridge crew’s amazement, Solak regained consciousness and arose!  “Fools!” he shouted.  “You cannot injure one 

who is already...!” 

 As D’Kethlorr moved to shoot at him again, Solak dove into the turbolift and disappeared.  Adjusting his phaser, the Zaranite 

prepared to pursue the Vulcan. 

 “That phaser setting goes no higher than ‘heavy stun,’ Mister!  Is that clear??” Johnson ordered. 

 D’Kethlorr reluctantly returned the weapon to a lower setting as he replied, “Sir, yes, sir!”  He then entered the turbolift in 

pursuit of Solak.  At almost the same moment, the other turbolift opened and DuLac exited.  For the first time in weeks, the ensign 

was wearing a Starfleet uniform instead of either sickbay fatigues or Avalonian garb.  He looked around the bridge.  Even now, 

Johnson managed to smile. 

 “Welcome back, Mister DuLac.  You may assume your post.” 

 DuLac made no move toward the navigation console, but continued to survey the bridge.  He finally looked directly at the 

science console and rushed over to M’Rakshasa’s side. 

 “What is this?” he asked, pointing to the console’s computer interface.  “Is this a ‘computer?’  Did it cost many credits?  Do 

you know how to make it work?  May I try it?” 

 M’Rakshasa was bemused.  He had heard about DuLac’s enormous curiosity, but he had also heard that people normally 

found it endearing.  At present, the boy did not know when to be quiet!  Trying to ignore the continuing barrage of questions, he 

looked pleadingly at the commodore.  “Sirrr?” 

 “That’s enough!!” Johnson snapped.  “Report to your quarters, Mister!  You want to be treated like a child?  Fine; I’ll...  Oh, 

no!” 

 As DuLac turned toward the Commodore, Johnson could see for the first time that DuLac had the same white pupel-less eyes 

and was speaking with a French accent.  But before Johnson could react further, a disheveled and bruised but obviously fit security 

chief Maddox arrived on the bridge. 

 “DuLac, too!” were Johnson’s only words. 

 The highly-trained officer immediately drew his Persecutor-24 and lunged at DuLac.  To everyone’s shock, DuLac collapsed 

in tears.  “Ma Mere, S’il tu plait...,” he sobbed piteously, hiding behind Johnson’s command chair, babbling in fluent French, a 

language DuLac had – to the best of the commodore’s knowledge – never been exposed to!! 

 “Hold it!”  Johnson commanded.  Cautiously, he approached the Avalonian. 

 “Nobody’s going to hurt you.  Why are you doing this?” 

 DuLac’s tears slowed.  “Je... I.. have never seen a spaceship...  Where am I?  Where are mes mere and pere?” 

 A thought occurred to Johnson.  “What is your name?” he probed. 

 “Je m’apelle Etienne Mubarek.” 

 “Where is DuLac?” 

 “Qui?” 

 “Translation!” Johnson called to communications officer Penji Fil.  “Activate the universal translator!” 

 The Catullan complied, activating the subroutine on the communications console, and DuLac’s words became fluent 

Standard.  Johnson found it interesting that the mysterious woman who had deactivated the science console when he tried to alert the 

crew to Solak and Hanlon’s condition, was not preventing him from speaking with DuLac.  He then turned his attention back on his 

navigator. 

 “Where is DuLac?” Johnson tried again. 

 “Who?” the youth asked in reply. 

 “DuLac…  Galen DuLac.  The person whose body you’ve... borrowed!” 

 ‘DuLac’ looked ready to cry again.  “Why are you angry?  I only want to go home!  I want my mommy and daddy!  I don’t 

know anyone named DuLac!” 



 Johnson beckoned Maddox to holster his P-24.  “This one doesn’t seem to be dangerous,” he said.  “Maybe we can get some 

answers out of him.”  He turned back to the boy.  “How old are you?” 

 “Almost seven, Monsieur,” ‘Etienne’ answered proudly. 

 Johnson switched on the intercom on the arm of his command chair, hoping that his mysterious hidden female ‘friend’ would 

not intercept it.  Apparently she did not.  “Medical,” the commodore said casually.  “Send someone from psychology to the bridge.” 

 The medical officer on duty acknowledged.  A short time later, Ian Valtirr arrived on the bridge.  The Deltan surveyed the 

situation before asking, “DuLac again, sir?” 

 “Yes and no,” answered Johnson mysteriously.  “Check him out… psionically.” 

 Valtirr nodded, then moved beside DuLac and gently and unobtrusively placed a hand on the youth.  The astonishment on the 

Deltan psychiatrist’s face was evident.  With a look of disbelieving shock still on his face, he stepped over to Johnson and said, “There 

is no other way to describe this, Commodore.  I’m sensing a second presence within DuLac’s mind.  For lack of a better term I would 

have to say DuLac is... possessed!” 

 “Possessed?” Johnson said with a tone of disbelief.  “Whatever’s going on, Solak and Iona Hanlon have been affected by it 

too.  And I suspect there’s at least one more – a female familiar with Auxiliary Control.” 

 “Has there been any specific course of action by these people?” 

 Maddox answered for him.  “So far Solak has apparently attacked a transporter technician, and I know he went after me and 

is probably the one who attacked N’aghari.  We had to transport him to sickbay.” 

 “N’aghari?!” Johnson exclaimed.  He then activated the intercom once again and said, “Sickbay, this is the bridge.  What is 

the status of N’aghari?” 

 “T’Sendra, sir,” the voice of the Vulcan medic responded.  “Mister N’aghari is seriously wounded, but should recover with 

treatment.” 

 “Well done, T’Sendra.  Keep me posted.  Johnson, out.”  The commodore then breathed a sigh of relief.  T’Sendra was not 

only a physician, but a Vulcan Ton Shi – a type of chiropractor of extreme competence and skill. 

 In sickbay, T’Sendra switched off the intercom.  She then turned and stared at N’aghari where he lay on the exam bed.  

“Indeed, you shall recover with treatment,” she addressed the unconscious man, her voice taking on a slight French accent.  “That is 

why treatment must be withheld.”  Her pupil-less white eyes shone brilliantly from the light of the diagnostic monitor. 

 

* * * 

 

 Back on the bridge, Eric Johnson was puzzled.  So far, Solak, Iona Hanlon and Galen DuLac were the only personnel 

suffering from this ‘possession.’  Then there was also the matter of the mysterious woman in auxiliary control.  Making sure he had 

control there was the first step.  He hoped that the woman had not left ship’s communications off-line. 

 “Bridge to auxiliary control.  Report.” 

 “Auxiliary control.  Marsha Thorne here, sir,” a woman’s voice responded, thankfully absent of the tell-tale French accent. 

 “Mister Thorne, are you alone?  Is there anyone else in there with you?” 

 “I relieved Lieutenant Lithir not two minutes ago, sir.  I think she said she was headed to sickbay.” 

 “Security, this is Commodore Johnson,” he said, switching the intercom setting.  “Find Lieutenant Lithir!  Have her confined 

to sickbay!  Johnson out!”  The commodore then sprinted toward the turbolift.  Several minutes later, he arrived in sickbay.  Lithir had 

evidently not yet arrived or been escorted by security.  The only two crew members present were the still-unconscious and critically 

wounded N’aghari and Dr. T’Sendra. 

 “N’aghari’s condition?”  Johnson queried of the Vulcan. 

 “Unchanged, sir,” T’Sendra replied. 

 “Keep me posted.” 

 “Acknowledged.”  Johnson exited. 

 T’Sendra’s clear blue eyes transformed to a gleaming pupilless white.  “Fool!” she mocked.  “So easily deceived.  Now all of 

you shall pay!”  And she began plotting her next move. 

 

* * * 

 

 On deck five, Marine Arkoth D’Kethlorr had Solak cornered.  “We will put an end to this – now!!” the Zaranite cried through 

his survival suit, leveling his phaser at the Vulcan. 

 Just as D’Kethlorr prepared to fire, the ravishing Deltan science specialist Iona Hanlon walked across his path. 

 “Non, non, Monsieur,” she murmured to him.  “Let us not fight.  Let us seek l’amour...”  She stroked his arm. 



 D’Kethlorr tried in vain to shake off the woman’s powerful pheromones, which were affecting him in spite of the suit he was 

wearing.  “I must... not...!” .Against his own will, he dropped the phaser and Solak bolted away.  D’Kethlorr moaned and Hanlon 

giggled. 

 

* * * 

 

 Once again on the bridge, Johnson resolved to end this nightmare.  “Computer!” he said. 

 “Working!” came the mechanical reply. 

 “Feeding in all data concerning the recent... aberrations aboard this ship, extrapolate the following: What is the common bond 

between crew members Iona Hanlon, Solak, Galen DuLac and Briana Lithir?  Additionally, are there others aboard who would fit 

those parameters?” 

 “Working...”  The computer conducted several calculations before responding, “No apparent connection.  Possibility of link 

with other Arcturus personnel.” 

 “Explain.” 

  “All are among the crew members most likely to encounter departmental commanders, especially Marine Company 

Commander Achilles Carey Copeland and chief science officer Baael V’ahhst-Ohrrne’-Dagon.” 

 No, no, no!!  Not Copeland again!!  It also suddenly occurred to Johnson that two other crewmen interacted frequently with 

Copeland and the anti-social Efrosian as well, if only by coincidence... 

 “Vespasian Trent and Tristan Phobos, report to the bridge immediately!” 

 Within several minutes, Trent arrived, his ever-present whip in a quick-release holster around his waist.  “Sir?” he 

acknowledged.  No white eyes, no accent. 

 “Trent,” Johnson said, continuing to study the man.  “Have there been any... unusual events where you’ve been today?” 

 “Just unusual, or unusual for the Arcturus?” Trent asked tongue-in-cheek, then added, “No, sir.  Nothing I am aware of.” 

 “Very well.  Dis...  Wait!”  Johnson realized that Phobos had not arrived.  “Have you seen Mister Phobos recently?” 

 “No, sir.  I’ve been reassigned to a different shift in anticipation of a possible transfer to the Marine Company, so we rarely 

interact anymore.” 

 “All right.  Dismissed.”  Trent, still puzzled, turned and left. 

 “Computer,” Johnson said to the still-active computer.  “Scan Tristan Phobos’ quarters.  Are there currently any occupants?” 

 “Scanning,” the computer replied.  “Negative.  Not detecting any life-signs.” 

 Johnson again activated the intercom, noting no problems like had occurred earlier.  Obviously, the mysterious woman in 

auxiliary control, whom he now assumed had to have been Briana Lithir, had not caused any permanent damage to the 

communications system.  “Attention all hands, this is the Commodore.  Initiate a class-one search of the ship for Tristan Phobos.  

Major Copeland and Lieutenant Commander Baael, report to the bridge immediately.” 

 Within moments, the turbolift opened and Copeland arrived.  “Sir!” he greeted, saluting smartly.  No, Copeland appeared to 

be unaffected. 

 “Copeland, have you seen Mister Phobos recently?” 

 “Trisk?  Nope!  Sorry, sir.” 

 HA!  At least someone aboard the ship was behaving normally!  “Thank you,” Johnson said.  “Maintain an increased security 

alert status until further notice.  Dismissed.”  Copeland likewise turned and left. 

 “Sir, if you do not require me further, may I return to sickbay?” 

 Johnson looked over, suddenly remembering that Dr. Ian Valtirr was on the bridge. 

 “Sorry, Ian.  Just a minute.  I may still have need of your abilities,: Johnson replied, looking back toward the turbolifts again.  

Now where was Baael???  It was beginning to look like, whatever was going on, Baael was affected by it too. 

 “All hands!  Extend the search to include Lieutenant Commander Baael as well.” 

 It was no time at all before the intercom on the arm of the command chair buzzed.  Johnson activated it. 

 “Searching for Commander Baael will not be necessary, Commodore.”  Johsnson recognized T’Sendra’s voice. 

 “What happened??” he asked. 

 “Mister Baael was brought into sickbay only moments ago.  He is unconscious but stable.  My preliminary findings suggest 

he is suffering from an intestinal virus.” 

 “Thank you, T’Sendra.  Bridge, out.” 

 “Sir,” hissed an unusually-agitated Valtirr once Johnson had deactivated the intercom.  “I need to get to sickbay NOW!  And 

I urge you send a security team with me!!”  The Deltan was positively ashen-faced! 

 “What is it??” 



 “Baael couldn’t have an intestinal virus!” Valtirr explained.  “Efrosians don’t suffer illnesses like that!  Their body 

temperatures are too low for such a virus to survive and propagate!  I surmise that Baael has taken control of sickbay and is holding 

T’Sendra hostage!” 

 “Go to red alert!” Johnson commanded into the intercom.  “Security, send an armed team to sickbay.”  He then looked at the 

Deltan man and said, “Let’s go, Ian!” 

 Minutes later, Johnson and Valtirr were greeted outside sickbay by a quintet of security personnel, including Vespasian 

Trent.  “Phasers on stun.” Johnson ordered.  “Let’s go!” 

 Entering, the group was shocked to see Briana Lithir, Iona Hanlon and Solak all surrounding a bed in which Baael was lying.  

Valtirr had been wrong!  Baael was indeed ill – or worse. 

 “Make no move, Monsieur, and drop your weapons!” cried Lithir, a phaser gripped menacingly in her hand, pointed directly 

at Johnson and Valtirr, her eyes that ghostly-white. 

 “We weell kill if necessary,” Solak declared, his own phaser directed at Baael.  Sure enough, the phaser was set to kill!  

Johnson ordered his group to drop their phasers. 

 “Commodore,” a voice behind Johnson spoke.  Johnson whirled.  There stood T’Sendra, a phaser in her hand, her eyes as 

white as Lithir’s and Solak’s!! 

 “Why are you doing this?” Johnson demanded. 

 “You dare ask this after what you have done??” T’Sendra shrieked.  “You have desecrated a sacred icon.  You will all pay!” 

 “What icon?  Desecrate??  What are you talking about??” 

 “Enough of your lies!  Leave, or face... face...”  T’Sendra’s body trembled.  She slipped to the floor and her white eyes 

darkened to normal.  She dropped the phaser to the deck and weakly said, “Leave here.  She is strong...  May not… succeed in... 

maintaining... control...” 

 Solak abandoned Baael to run to T’Sendra’s side.  “Felicia!!” he cried. 

 Johnson wrested the phaser from the distracted Solak’s hand, switched the setting to stun and fired.  The Vulcan slumped.  

Unlike earlier, he did not rise again.  Valtirr then tackled the distracted Lithir while Hanlon took no action.  She could not, as 

Vespasian Trent had drawn his whip and bound the Deltan woman with it. 

 “Sir,” Trent said.  “Please protect yourself and Doctor Valtirr.  I also respectfully suggest your place would be to determine if 

there are any other victims of this malady.” 

 Trent was right.  Besides, Baael’s life was at stake.  He and Valtirr left sickbay and returned to the bridge.  There they found 

the forgotten DuLac still walking around, firing a barrage of questions at everyone around him!  Oh well, at least this one was not 

holding a phaser on innocent people! 

 “Computer, add T’Sendra to the list of those affected,” Johnson ordered.  “Now what’s the common connection?” 

 “Unchanged at this time,” the mechanical voice replied.  DuLac stared, awed at this device. 

 “Gal... Etienne,” Johnson quickly corrected himself.  “What are your mother and father’s names?” Johnson asked the youth, 

seizing this overlooked opportunity. 

 “Felicia and Jacques, sir,” he answered respectfully. 

 “Computer, run a records check on Jacques and Felicia Mubarek of...”  He returned his attention on DuLac.  “Where do you 

live?” 

 “I... I don’t know.  Don’t be angry!” he pleaded. 

 “Are you from Earth?” 

 “Of course, sir!  Isn’t everybody?” 

 Johnson ignored the child’s obvious ignorance.  “Is it warm or cold where you live?” 

 “Oh, very warm!” 

 Valtiir cut in.  “What sorts of things do you learn in school?” 

 “Oh, many things!  We talk about President LeClerk, pledge to the flag of...” 

 “Okay, we understand,” Johnson cut him off. 

 “Wait!” cried Valtirr.  “The flag of what?” 

 “Why, the United African States!” 

 “Computer, now make that records check!” Valtirr instructed. 

 “Working...  Affirmative...  Mubarek family, Jacques and Felicia...  All but one family member deceased Earth year 2267...  

Cause of death: hovercraft accident...  Surviving child adopted by maternal grandparents, deceased 2273 of natural causes...” 

 “Computer,” Johnson asked, “what is the name and whereabouts of the one survivor?” 

 “Working...  Sole family survivor: Francois Jericho Nathaniel Mubarek...  Resided with maternal grandparents until their 

deaths...  Travelled to planet Vulcan for studybefore receiving appointment to Starfleet Academy...  Graduated class of 2283, assigned 

to starship exploration duty.” 



 Starship??  “Which ship is Francois Jericho Nathaniel Mubarek assigned to?” 

 “Working...  Assigned to administrative division, USS Arcturus NCC-1807.” 

 WHAT?? 

 “Computer, I practically hand-picked this crew!!  There’s no one by that name assigned to this ship!” 

 “Working...  Francois Jericho Nathaniel Mubarek legally changed his name in 2278.” 

 “Changed it to what?” 

 “Working...  Current legal name of Francois Jericho Nathaniel Mubarek is N’aghari.” 

 Good grief!!  Now things were beginning to make sense!!  Johnson exited the bridge and dashed to N’aghari and Phobos’ 

shared quarters.  Entering, the Commodore immediately noticed shards of ceramic or porcelain all over the floor, a shelf on N’aghari’s 

side of the room oddly empty.  Johnson remembered that N’aghari possessed abilities similar to those reputed of voodoo priests.  One 

of the major beliefs of voodoo practitioners was that spirits could be housed or trapped in jars.  Was that the ‘desecration’ that 

T’Sendra had spoken of?  There were now three problems left to solve.  First, why were these particular people targeted for 

possession?  Second, were there any others that were unaccounted for?  Third, where was Phobos?  Was he the ringleader of this 

insane ghost-family?  He remembered how superstitious Phobos was! 

 “Computer,” Johnson said, activating N’aghari and Phobos’ terminal.  “How many members of N’aghari’s family were killed 

in that hovercraft accident?” 

 “Working...  Eight.” 

 Oh, brother!  Eight of those maniacs running around his ship??  So far, five had been accounted for.  Now to locate the other 

three!  The key to this was to determine what Galen DuLac, Iona Hanlon, Solak, T’Sendra, and Briana Lithir all had in common.  

Surely these possessions were not random!  Was it physical strength?  Unlikely.  While Solak and T’Sendra were Vulcans and Lithir 

was a Cygnian, members of the two strongest Federation races, neither DuLac nor Hanlon possessed unusual strength.  Besides, there 

were better candidates if strength was a deciding factor, such as Vulcan science specialists T’ashara and Selek. 

 Johnson consulted the computer again.  “Computer, describe the hobbies and interests of the five ‘possession’ victims.  Give 

only common ones, plus aspects of their lives that could link them to N’aghari.” 

 “Working...  Subjects all share interest in history, philosophy, religion...” 

 “Stop!”  Religion??  Yes, DuLac often did invoke the ‘Holy Father’ when he was under stress.  Briana Lithir had once 

mentioned a ‘Goddess’ when something had surprised her.  T’Sendra had studied the Vulcan discipline called Kolinahr and Solak was 

enough of a philosopher to be considered ‘religious’ while Hanlon was a Deltan, and Deltans almost literally worshipped their own 

bodies.  There was still one factor that did not add up.  Why, then, had the spirits of N’aghari’s family not taken control of Baael??  

Baael was an Efrosian Warrior-Priest, as was fellow Efrosian Isaiah Ben-Taarch Tammuz of the medical department.  If anyone was 

likely to be...  OH, NO!! 

 “Sickbay!” Johnson roared into the intercom.  The only response was the sound of someone opening the channel.  Then, 

blood-curdling screams!  “Security!  Send an armed team to sickbay and the bridge.  Anyone with bright white, pupil-less eyes is to be 

detained and held in the brig!”  It was a silly statement, but what else could he have said?? 

 Johnson rushed out of N’’aghari’s quarters and rushed to sickbay.  When he arrived outside the door, the Commodore was 

informed that the door had been jammed shut, so one of the security team was cutting through with a phaser.  Eventually, the man 

succeeded. 

 Upon entering, the group noticed the first security team unconscious, but breathing and unwounded.  One member of the 

second team, Marine corpsman Logan Whitehorse, examined one of the guards, Vespasian Trent, more closely. 

 “Drugged, sir!  The attacker knew what he was doing, though.  They’ll be all right in a few hours.” 

 Johnson was somehow not surprised to find that Baael had disappeared from sickbay, though the still badly injured N’aghari 

was still present.  The whole earlier scene had been a ploy!  All of a sudden, the scream Johnson had heard earlier over the intercom 

occurred again.  He and the guards left their unconscious comrades and ran into the next room.  There, Lieutenant (JG) Idrisu was bent 

over the battered body of the missing Tristan Phobos.  Johnson wondered what Idrisu – a science officer – was doing treating a 

patient??  Then another horrible scream came from Phobos’ bed.  Johnson realized to his horror that Idrisu was not treating Phobos, he 

was torturing him!!  The young Deltan’s hand lay on Phobos’ head.  He was apparently force-feeding the security specialist his own 

emotions, using his Deltan skills! 

 “Non!” Phobos – one of the few actual French-accented Arcturus crewman cried.  “I deedn’t know!  Stop zees!  Please!!” 

 “Do what he said, Idrisu,” Johnson ordered.  “Now!”  The Commodore leveled his phaser at the Deltan. 

 Idrisu turned, his pupil-less blatantly evident.  “Intairfere wiz me and I will keell this criminal now,” he threatened. 

 Whitehorse fired his phaser.  The Deltan slumped. 

 “Well done, Whitehorse!” Johnson praised.  “Get Phobos to safety.” 

 Whitehorse turned, then fired his phaser at the other guards!  Johnson whirled.  Oh, oh! 



 The now-possessed Whitehorse threw his phaser away and grabbed the unprepared Commodore.  The bear hug began to 

crush him. 

 “I weell not kill you, Monsieur – yet.  You will take us to Earth or all of you will die!” 

 “What do you want on Earth?!?” 

 “You kidnapped us!  We will be returned – NOW!” 

 “We kidnapped YOU?  You’ve tortured one man, beaten two others and tried to kill us!” Johnson protested furiously, despite 

Whitehorse’s incapacitating strength. 

 “Should the criminal expect mercy from his victims?  Return us… NOW!!!”  Whitehorse’s grip tightened.  “Now!  NOW!! 

N-O-W!!!!” 

 Seconds later, Johnson was able to breathe.  As he collected himself, he noted Whitehorse was unconscious on the deck and 

Idrisu was gone. 

 Then Johnson noticed T’Sendra was standing over him!  Out of the frying pan, into the fire!  No!  Her eyes were their normal 

blue! 

 “I have achieved control, sir,” she stated.  “I also know the situation.” 

 “You’re a bit late, T’Sendra,” Johnson smiled weakly.  “I’ve already figured it out.”  He recovered and holstered a phaser on 

his hip. 

 “Not in its entirety, sir.” 

 “All right.  What’ve you got?” Johnson asked. 

 “The entity within me is the mother, Felicia DuPont Mubarek.  She is a Vodun – what you would call a Voodoo priestess.  

Only she is aware that she and her family are deceased.” 

 “They don’t know they’re dead?!?” 

 “Correct, sir.  They truly believe that they are alive and have been kidnapped.  Hence their understandable if illogical 

behavior.” 

 “Any ideas how to stop them?” 

 “As you have seen, each entity can migrate from being to being.  However, you will also note that they have restricted 

themselves to individuals who profess a religious-like faith, such as myself, Idrisu, and Baael.  Find and isolate all religious 

individuals and you will limit their mobility.” 

 “Great!  Religious discrimination!  That bastard O’Brien will love that!” 

 “The other solution would be to shield those individuals from possession.” 

 “How?” 

 “Prepare their minds.  I, for instance, volunteer to use the Vulcan mind fusion on those whom you designate.” 

 Johnson was amazed.  Vulcans did not make such an offer lightly.  T’Sendra was certainly making up for the harm she had 

caused, though it certainly had not been her fault.  

 “The completion of this task will be simpler and more difficult simultaneously.” 

 “Explain?” requested Johnson. 

 “It will be less difficult because not all of the Mubarek clan are aggressive.  There is, for example, the youngest child, 

Etienne.” 

 “True!  I’ve met him!  He’s in DuLac.  All he’s done is ask a lot of questions!  Not much difference from the un-possessed 

DuLac.”  Johnson smiled at this (weak) attempt at humor.  T’Sendra brought him back to reality. 

 “The main source of difficulty is Baael.” 

 “Why?” 

 “Baael possesses mental shields.  When invoked, he becomes invulnerable to mental attack.  He apparently tried to employ 

this talent upon possession, but approximately .784 seconds too late.  Therefore, the foreign entity managed to assume control, and has 

gained the benefits of this null-psionic ability.” 

 Disaster!!  How could they exorcise this entity without killing Baael?? 

 Johnson stared hard at T’Sendra.  “You seemed to be firmly in the control of the mother earlier.  What happened to her?” 

 “She is ‘imprisoned’ within my mind.  There is no danger of her escape,” she smiled. 

 The Commodore turned, but then did a double-take.  “Are you aware of what you just did??”  He glared at her, whipping out 

his phaser. 

 “I stated ‘she is...’” 

 Johnson cut her off.  “I’m talking about that smile!” 

 “Ah.  As in this behavior?”  She smiled again!! 

 “And since when do Vulcans smile?!?”  Johnson’s fingers tightened on the trigger. 



 “They do if they understand Vulcan customs as I do,” T’Sendra explained calmly.  “When I attained Kolinahr, I shed my 

emotional baggage.  I also came to realize that, as a Ton Shi, I must possess not only skill but what humans term a ‘Bedside Manner’ 

if I am to aid a patient.  There is no illogic in modifying one’s behavior to assist another.  It might... amuse you to watch me treat a 

Tellarite, for example, in the near future.” 

 Johnson re-holstered the phaser.  Her argument was flawless, if strange.  The duo exited. 

 Johnson and T’Sendra arrived back on the bridge, and not a moment too soon.  Baael, Iona Hanlon, Idrisu, Logan 

Whitehorse, DuLac, and Solak were all present.  Baael, Hanlon, Idrisu, and Solak were pointing phasers at the crew! 

 “I know what’s going on!” Johnson yelled at the top of his lungs, hoping to distract the group.  He achieved his goal, but 

quickly wished he had not.  All four of the phaser-wielding invaders dropped their weapons and advanced upon him menacingly.  

T’Sendra slumped.  Johnson feared her control was slipping!! 

 “Non, non,” cooed Hanlon.  “Allow me.”  She sauntered to Johnson’s side and began stroking his arms.  “Let us be... 

reasonable, mon chère...” 

 “Not this time!”  Johnson batted her away.  A growling Idrisu flew at the Commodore, his fists flailing.  Idrisu possessed no 

abnormal strength – under normal circumstances – but now his rage-induced power was frightening. 

 The bridge crew bolted from its respective stations and prepared to assist Johnson.  But Hanlon, now recovered, simply 

smiled at them.  “Sit...  There is time for all things...”  She let her Deltan pheromones wash over the bridge.  The crew relaxed…  All, 

that is, but the gamma shift communications officer Eklavdra D’estaigne.  Luckily for Johnson, D’estaigne’s had relieved Fil of the 

watch and, being female, she could not be affected by Hanlon’s abilities.  She continued to advance upon Hanlon. 

 “Jean-Paul, mon frère, help me defeat this strumpet!” Hanlon implored. 

 Idrisu ceased his attack on Johnson and stepped toward D’estaigne seductively. 

 “Ma chéri, let us... speak of l’amour...”  He reached for her arm, his pheromones flowing. 

 “Yes...,” D’estaigne murmured.  “I can’t resist...  I...  I love you... I can’t resist...”  Idrisu smiled while Johnson groaned, his 

only hope – gone! 

 D’estaigne took Idrisu in her arms... then promptly flipped him over her undamaged left shoulder!!  “I can’t resist hitting 

anyone who’d fall for the oldest cliche in the book!  Pheromone resistance implants were one of my first... ah… adjustments!” 

 Johnson smiled in relief, until an angry voice caught everyone’s attention. 

 “Children!  Enough!!  You as well, Jacques!”  T’Sendra had evidently lost her battle for control of her body.  But what was 

her body-napper Felicia DuPont up to? 

 “Felicia!  These criminals must die!” cried Solak. 

 “Vengeance, Jacques??  What good is this to a dead man?” 

 “But we are not dead!  We have turned the tables upon these villains!” 

 T’Sendra shook her head.  “You obviously do not understand.” 

 DuLac turned from his intense study of the bridge computers.  “Maman?!” 

 “Correct, Etienne.  I am here.” 

 ‘Correct?  I am here?’  Johnson picked up on the idiosyncrasies.  What kind of a way was that to speak to a child?  

Something was still wrong with T’Sendra! 

 “Sometheeng is wrong!  Mothair…!  Fathair...!” Logan Whitehorse now declared.  “I do not feel... well.” 

 Johnson realized something.  Perhaps the deceased Mubarek family did not even know what they were doing!  If they could 

mistakenly believe that they were still alive, perhaps they were unaware that their consciousness were not in their own bodies?? 

 “That console has a reflective surface,” Johnson remarked to Whitehorse, gesturing toward the auxiliary systems station.  

“Look in it like a mirror,” he offered.  Whitehorse moved to comply.  What he saw stunned him. 

 “Sacre Bleu!” he cried.  “What has happened to me?” 

 As Whitegorse froze in shock, T’Sendra lunged to his side!  She attached her hand to his face and started reciting, “I am 

T’Sendra.  Your consciousness is inhabiting another’s body.  Enter me now and join your mother...” 

 Logan Whitehorse’s face appeared to be in great pain for a moment.  Suddenly, his pure-white eyes turned to deep brown and 

he collapsed to the deck. 

 “Forgive the deception, Commodore,” T’Sendra remarked.  “I never lost control of Felicia.  I simply wished these individuals 

to believe I had.” 

 A relieved Johnson could only nod.  “Can you get these others out of here?” he asked. 

 T’Sendra turned to DuLac.  “I have no wish to traumatize you, Etienne.  Will you free Mister DuLac voluntarily?” 

 ‘Etienne’ shook his head.  “I don’t understand, Mademoiselle.” 

 T’Sendra drew a deep breath.  “You are... away from home,” she began, carefully choosing her words.  “Your mother is 

waiting for you.  Simply come to her.” 

 “Maman!” cried DuLac, running to the Vulcan. 



 “No,” T’Sendra stopped him.  “Simply think of her.  Let her... love... guide you.” 

 ‘Etienne’ appeared to concentrate as T’Sendra continued to speak softly.  DuLac, like Logan before him, soon slumped to the 

deck.  But unlike Whitehorse, DuLac rose to his feet almost immediately.  “...Lord Commodore?” he said, staring at Johnson.  “I 

remember not entering here...” 

 “Easy, Galen,” Johnson commanded the freed youth. 

 “Now it becomes more difficult, sir,” T’Sendra warned, staring meaningfully across the bridge.  Sure enough, the remaining 

bridge crew were still incapacitated by Hanlon and Idrisu, while Baael was now confronting D’estaigne.  Holding her by her damaged 

right arm, the woman was fighting valiantly both to escape and to simply avoid screaming from the horrible pain.  Meanwhile, Solak 

turned his attention on T’Sendra. 

 “Return my wife or die!” he shouted. 

 Calling upon the awesome Vulcan martial arts skills possessed by his host, he lunged at T’Sendra.  The Vulcan woman 

assumed a defensive posture. 

 “Harm me and what becomes of your spouse?” she quired. 

 “If one hair of her head is harmed, your death will be agonizing!”  He aimed a vicious kick at her side. 

 “Kasumi?” T’Sendra mused. “Then the only result can be death.” 

 “Yes, woman.  Yours!” 

 “Your action is illogical.”  She dodged Solak’s flurry of attacks.  The battle raged for several minutes, the skill of both 

combatants too similar to allow anyone to intervene.  Had the possible consequences of this battle not been so final, everyone would 

have gasped in awe at the exchange.  The chiropractor matched Solak’s every blow.  Were it not so deadly, the grace of the two 

combatants would be nothing short of gorgeous!! 

 “You cannot win, Harlot,” Solak spat.  “This host is an expert martial artist!” 

 “Host?” T’Sendra questioned with surprise.  “Then you are aware of your true condition!” 

 “My wife taught me well,” Solak boasted.  “Obviously she found a way to take over the body of one of our kidnappers and 

conveyed that skill to me as well!!” 

 Both T’Sendra and Johnson were confused by ‘Jacques’ statement. 

 “I do not know where my body lies,” Solak continued.  “But I am sure it is safe from you!  After I kill you, I will find it and 

reunite with my family.” 

 “That is illogical.  Your chance of victory against me is less than 32.348 percent.” 

 “Does the term ‘Scarlet Belt in Asumi’ mean anything to you?” 

 “It does,” T’Sendra admitted. 

 “This is the penultimate rank in this host’s chosen Martial art.” 

 “Correct.  However, I also possess the scarlet belt – with a gold sash.” 

 “WHAT??”  ‘Jacques’ froze, utterly astonished. 

 “You are also obviously unable to perform your host’s movements to full effect.  That is the reason that I have not employed 

the full power of the discipline.” 

 Solak wavered.  “You cannot win!  You are evil...!” 

 “You are deceased, Jacques Locartier Mubarek,” T’Sendra countered.  “You and your family were killed in a hovercraft 

accident twenty standard years ago.”  She reached out and grabbed the Vulcan while he was frozen in indecision and performed the 

same kind of meld as she had on Whitehorse earlier.  Solak slumped forward into T’Sendra’s arms and his eyes reverted to their 

normal brown. 

 “I proffer gratitude, T’Sendra,” Solak stated.  “Though the entity has not yet departed my mind, I have achieved dominance.” 

 The crisis was almost over and most of the bridge crew breathed a sigh of relief.  Only Baael remained a problem, and he was 

badly outnumbered.  He stared back at Johnson and his crew as he continued to maintain his grip on D’estaigne. 

 “Commodore!” D’estaigne called out.  “It is not over!  One of them is still missing!”  Baael tightened his grip on the 

woman’s maimed right arm.  Unprepared, she finally cried out in pain, prompting a cruel smile on the possessed Efrosian’s face. 

 “Missing??  Which...?”  Then Johnson remembered.  “Lithir!!”  At that very moment, the entire ship lurched violently to 

starboard. 

 “Criminal leader!” a harsh feminine voice spoke through the intercom speakers, the same voice as the woman who had been 

in control of auxiliary control earlier.  “Free my family or we all die!” 

 Johnson surmised that Lithir had somehow regained control of the auxiliary control room again.  From there, she caused the 

ship to lurch again. 

 “Idiots!  Like so many men, you always forget that women have brains as well!” 

 While everyone was distracted by the starship’s sudden maneuvers, Solak managed to sneak closer to Baael unnoticed.  At 

the right moment, he clamped his hand on Baael’s head.  “Release this victim,” he commanded.  “You do not belong here.” 



 Baael whirled on Solak.  “You fool!” he bellowed.  “I am invincible!  Now watch as this one suffers the consequences!”  He 

yanked D’estaigne’s arm again, but instead of a scream, there was the horrible sound of bones snapping.  The possessed Baael found 

himself holding only a dismembered arm.  He had torn the appendage right off the woman’s body!!  Baael howled madly, his face 

now as white as his eyes due to sheer terror. 

 D’estaigne’s mutilated shoulder bled profusely for several seconds before trickling to almost nothing, as if by magic.  

D’estaigne slipped to the deck – pale, obviously weak, and now perspiring furiously.  “I won’t lose control,” she murmured.  “I 

won’t!” 

 “Sickbay!  Emergency on the bridge!” Johnson called out. 

 “You brainless male chauvinist pig!” Lithir’s voice taunted from auxiliary control, sounding much like the sexist former 

Arcturus crew member Aerina Lorrass.  “Again you forget that I have control of your precious vehicle and its communications 

system!” 

 “Are you a murderer?” Johnson demanded.  “This woman will die quickly without proper treatment!” 

 “You should have thought of that before you kidnapped us!” 

 T’Sendra held up her hand, gesturing at the intercom by Johnson’s seat.  The Commodore nodded. 

 “Monique, we have won,” she stated.  “The Vulcan I have claimed was too weak.  I am in complete control.  Let us be 

generous in our victory.” 

 “Oui, Maman,” ‘Monique’ conceded, a tone of victory in her voice.  “I will allow you to speak with your doctors, Monsieur.  

Then we will punish you!” 

 Johnson then spoke again, “Bridge to sickbay.  Respond!” 

 “Sir,” a weak voice whispered in reply.  “P-p-please boost your gain and… and connect me to the entire ship.” 

 “N’aghari?!?” 

 “Yes, sir.  I know… what is going on.  I can... end this.” 

 Johnson did as requested.  “Go ahead,” he said. 

 “Ho Arabis... K’harrr l’eiai Mrrabiss Caramonnikkhh Kol L’archh’monich...” the Haitian began to sing in a strange language.  

The words were beautiful, haunting. 

 “Maman, make him stop!” the voice of Lithir moaned pathetically. 

 “I regret the necessity of deception, but I am not your parent,” T’Sendra explained. 

 In auxiliary control, an enraged Lithir tried to shut down the intercom system, but N’aghari’s chanting seemed to freeze her 

in place.  A minute later, a young Efrosian entered the bridge carrying a medical kit.  It was Isaiah Ben-T’aarch Tammuz, Baael’s 

protege.  He immediately started treating D’estaigne while Johnson motioned for silence from everyone. 

 Relentlessly, N’aghari continued his chanting.  It took some time, but eventually the bridge crew heard a thump from 

auxiliary control.  Unexpectedly, there was a second thump on the bridge as Solak collapsed.  The Vulcan was quick to return to his 

feet. 

 “Forgive me, Commodore,” he offered.  “I was unprepared for the entity’s abrupt departure.” 

 Finished with D’estaigne, Tammuz moved over to Baael.  “As you have helped me, Ha’Moreh, now shall I assist you.”  

Murmuring a swift prayer, Tammuz activated his telekinetic power. 

 “I... need Vulcan help,” he called to both Solak and T’Sendra moments later.  The two moved to his side.  Waves of force 

battered the area of the bridge surrounding Baael.  Tammuz asked the Vulcans to force Baael to his knees.  They did so easily, using 

their fabulous Vulcan strength. 

 “You taught me this, V’aahlicchh Dagon.  Please forgive the pain,” Tammuz said.  He concentrated, mentally forming a 

beam with his telekinetic power, aiming it at Baael.  Using it like a psychical scalpel, he blasted his mentor, working around Baael’s 

mental shields.  “The Vulcan mind meld…  Now!” he exclaimed. 

 T’Sendra led the attack, but Solak’s powers were greater, considering T’Sendra’s exhaustion at the moment.  Several minutes 

passed.  Baael struggled violently, but to no avail.  The relentless trio battered his mind. 

 “Kill me and you lose your friend!” Baael growled. 

 “You still do not comprehend, Mustafa Mubarek,” T’Sendra explained.  “That body possesses mental shields.” 

 “Be silent.  Your words are meaningless!” 

 “They are critical.” 

 “I know what has happened.  I’ll see him dead before I leave!” 

 “He will die – and you will be obliterated.” 

 “Liar!  I will simply acquire a new body!” 

 “Negative.  His mental shields work in both directions.  Perhaps you cannot be exorcised, but you are likewise trapped within 

Baael.  If he perishes, you yourself will be destroyed.” 



 “You are scum!” ‘Mustafa’ taunted.  “I will prove myself superior!”  He attempted to flee, but quickly realized his 

consciousness was as restrained as his host’s physical body! 

 “No!” he pleaded.  “No!  I do not wish to die!!” 

 “Mustafa, you are already dead,” T’Sendra explained patiently. 

 “You lie!” 

 “Do I?” she challenged. 

 “You do!  You must be!” 

 “You have less than one minute, seventeen seconds to leave the body.”  Was T’Sendra threatening him?  Johnson intervened. 

 “You will take no punitive action without my permission,” he commanded. 

 “None is required, sir,” the Vulcan woman explained.  “I believe that you have forgotten Baael’s recent injuries.” 

 Baael’s cerebral hemorrhage!  Good grief, what was all this stress doing to Baael’s brain, Johnson wondered?!? 

 “Confirmed,” Solak piped in – sadly? 

 “What do I do??” ‘Mustafa’ cried in panic.  “What do I do??” 

 “Cooperate,” ordered T’Sendra.  “Doctor Tammuz has provided you with a conduit.  Through that you may enter this body 

temporarily.” 

 A terrified ‘Mustafa’ complied.  Within seconds the Efrosian science officer’s white eyes returned to their familiar sky-blue. 

 A sound like the flapping of wings became audible.  It was all over the bridge. 

 “I believe that we are hearing the disembodied entities,” Solak stated.  “I fail to comprehend why they have not attempted to 

enter other beings.” 

 “One tried to enter me, sir,” Isaiah reported.  “Something yanked it back away. 

 “They... have been... banished, Captain,” said Baael’s weak voice.  “The records officer’s... exorcism forbids... re-entry into 

others.”  Baael then passed out.  That was when Johnson realized he was no longer hearing N’aghari’s voice over the intercom and 

feared the worst. 

 “Doctor Tammuz!  Get down to sickbay and check on N’aghari!  Solak, take D’estaigne down there as well!” 

 “Yes, sir,” both acknowledged as they entered the turbolift, Tammuz also taking D’estaigne’s dismembered arm.  Meanwhile 

Johnson himself reached for Baael. 

 “Wait, Commodore Eric Johnson,” a female voice said. 

 Johnson turned around and faced the source of the voice, T’Sendra.  To the Commodore’s shock and disappointment, her 

eyes were once again completely white! 

 “Do not be concerned, Monsieur,” T’Sendra said in a slightly French accent.  “I now realize our error.” 

 “Your error?!  That’s not good enough!”  He pointed at the puddle of blood on the deck near the turbolift door.  “Look what 

you’ve done!” 

 “Look at what you yourself have done, Monsieur Johnson,” ‘Felicia’ retorted.  “We were resting, harming no one!  Then our 

sacred jars were desecrated!  How did you expect us to behave??” 

 “I don’t understand,” Johnson admitted.  “We did nothing to disturb your resting places!” 

 “Non!  Someone deliberately violated us!” 

 “I think you’re talking about Mister Phobos!” Johnson surmised.  “Whatever he did, I’m sure it was an accident.” 

 “It was no accident!” ‘Felicia’ exclaimed.  “His hatred shines like a beacon!” 

 “Then why attack N’aghari?  He is your own son!!” 

 “That was my error, Monsieur.  In zee confusion of what had happened to my family and I, and as he shares the room with 

the criminal Phobos, I believed him to be equally responsible for our dilemma.  I was mistaken.  He was in no way responsible.”  

T’Sendra’s face took on a softer expression.  “At least let me make amends.  I am, as your colleague mentioned, a Houngan.  Not all 

‘Voodoo,’ as you call it, is evil.” 

 She kneeled down and touched the badly injured Baael.  His pale face slowly returned to a more normal ruddy color.  His 

labored breathing eased. 

 “He will sleep peacefully for several hours.  He will be fine then.  I will do the same for my son and the woman D’estaigne, 

then free your friend, this... ‘Vulcan.’  I too adept – too powerful – for my son’s exorcism to work on me.  Be assured, I could have 

resumed control over this Vulcan long before I made my presence known, but wanted to know all the facts first.” 

 “What about them?” Johnson pointed to the ceiling, where the flapping noise could still be heard. 

 “They will need jars for their spirits.” 

 “Very well,” Johnson said before calling for several jars to be sent to the bridge. 

 Several minutes later, two ensigns entered the bridge carrying a sack and what looked like two butterfly nets.  One of the 

ensigns emptied the sack, which had held eight jars of various sizes and shapes.  One was labeled ‘peanut butter,’ another ‘strained 

carrots,’ a third labeled ‘mayonnaise,’ while a fourth was labeled ‘applesauce.’ 



 The ceiling of the bridge darkened.  So did T’Sendra’s face. 

 “This is mockery!” she screeched as the ensigns swatted the air with their nets.  One actually caught a spirit – if only for a 

second! 

 “Get in there!  Get in there!  Aw, come on!” both were pleading. 

 T’Sendra regarded the both of them.  “You are playing a very dangerous game!” she warned. 

 “Hey,” replied one of the ensigns.  “This was all we could find!!” 

 Johnson forced a very slight smile.  “We don’t generally carry religious urns, Madame,” he asserted almost smugly.  This 

would be revenge enough. 

 The woman was forced to concede the point.  “Very well,” she responded with a sigh.  She then began chanting in much the 

same way that her son had over the intercom earlier.  As the ensigns swiftly closed each jar as a spirit entered it, T’Sendra – still under 

the control of Felicia’s consciousness, then left the bridge. 

 

* * * 

 

 Later, in the briefing room, Johnson held an informal meeting.  All eight former possession victims were present, as were 

N’aghari, Tristan Phobos, Eklavdra D’estaigne, and Isaiah Ben-T’aarch Tammuz.  All of the injured people were now fully healed, 

just as Felicia DuPont had promised.  All, that is, except the still badly-bruised Tristan Phobos.  D’estaigne’s severed right arm could 

not be restored, so it had been replaced with a virtually-identical cybernetic one. 

 “I wish to thank you for your efforts today,” Johnson offered, then looked mainly at the eight members of his crew who had 

suffered possession.  “And to assure you that I hold none of you eight responsible for recent events.”  He activated a recording 

terminal and said, “I offer commendations to Doctor Isaiah Ben-T’aarch Tammuz and Lieutenant N’aghari for their actions in helping 

resolve this incident.”  N’aghari smiled demurely, though internally he also felt responsible for what had happened.  Tammuz showed 

no emotion, though he was pleased that he had not lost control of his still-raw telekinetic talent. 

 “I also recommend Commander Eklavdra D’estaigne receive the Purple Heart for her recent injury.  I also plan to add a 

citation for conspicuous heroism for her outstanding service during this crisis into her service record.”  Silently, D’estaigne renewed 

her vow to be worthy of Johnson.  She would never shirk her responsibilities…  Never! 

 “That’s all I have for now,” Johnson added.  “Misters N’aghari and Phobos, please remain.  The rest of you are dismissed.”  

As the others departed the room, Phobos looked nervously at his quartersmate, while N’aghari’s expression remained passive.  

 “Naghari,” Johnson said once the doors shad swished shut.  “You must advise me on the disposition of your family.  

Obviously, considering what happened, you can’t keep them on the ship!” 

 N’aghari was visibly upset – for him, as he was normally a marvel of patience and stoicism.  “Sir, surely you cannot expect 

me to simply destroy my family.  I may as well die with them!” 

 “You’ve sacrificed for this ship before,” Johnson remarked.  “You’ve even put your life in danger for people you didn’t even 

know!  Given the circumstances, I have to ask you, perhaps even order you, to sacrifice again!  I can’t have those... beings aboard this 

ship!  If something happens and they get loose again, all this will happen all over!  Can’t you simply bury them somewhere?  Perhaps 

even back on Earth?” 

 “Sir,” protested N’aghari softly.  “I can guarantee that there will be no danger.” 

 “N’aghari, I understand your feelings, but how can you possibly make such a guarantee?  The jars we’ve placed your family 

in are far from unbreakable.  Suppose we were to get into combat and those jars should fall and break again?” 

 “Sir, my family’s bodies are dead, but their spirits are still very much alive.  I cannot simply bury them, it would be like an 

eternity of solitary confinement!  If something were to happen like you say, if they are disturbed by accident, they will understand this 

and simply remain in my quarters until I can procure new soul-jars.  They did not react as they did because they were disturbed by 

accident!  Their anger was kindled because they were deliberately meddled with.”  N’aghari finished by glaring at Tristan Phobos. 

 Johnson, too, stared at the security specialist.  “Which raises your part in all of this, Mister Phobos.  What did you think you 

were doing, Mister?  You endangered this entire ship with your actions!” 

 “Zees entire sheep ees doomed already, Mon Commodore,” Phobos spat.  “And it will remain so as long as zees... Satanist… 

remains aboard thees sheep!” 

 “Naghari’s beliefs are his own affair.  I am having him transferred to new quarters anyway.”  Johnson turned to N’aghari.  

“This isn’t any form of punishment, Mister N’aghari.  A crew member of your rank and position should have their own quarters, and 

you should have received them a long time ago.” 

 “I understand, sir,” N’aghari said.  “But what of my family?” 

 “You seem to be a man of your word,” Johnson remarked.  “If you can guarantee that we won’t have a repeat of this incident, 

I’ll allow you to keep the jars in your room.” 

 “Thank you, sir,” N’aghari replied. 



 Johnson then turned his attention to Phobos.  “Mister Phobos, what you did and the grief that you have caused is 

unconscionable.  I am adding demerits to your service record for invading a shipmate’s privacy, violating their religious beliefs, and 

causing damage to personal property.  You are also placed at the bottom of the promotion list.  Report to Mister Maddox at 0700 

tomorrow to find out what your specific punishment is.  Dismissed!” 

 Bristling, Phobos turned to leave.  “Thees is not the end, Devil-Lovair,” he bellowed as he fled, crossing himself almost 

desperately. 

 Now that they were alone, Johnson looked at his records officer ad said, “I have to admit, Mister N’aghari.  You’ve gotten 

me curious.” 

 “About what, sir?” 

 “Why did you change your name?” 

 “When my entire immediate family was killed, then my grandparents died of natural causes, I felt that I had no one, sir.  

Maintaining the name of a dead family made no sense to me, so I changed my name.  ‘N’aghari’ comes from a dialect of Swahili.  It 

means ‘Lone Searcher.’  My grief nearly destroyed me, so I travelled to Vulcan to learn emotional control.  They also helped me 

develop the religious skills first taught to me by my mother and grandmother.” 

 “I see,” Johnson said.  “Very well.  Dismissed.” 

 “Aye, sir,” N’aghari replied before leaving. 

 

* * * 

 

 The next day, Eric Johnson walked into sickbay, seeking out psychiatrist Ian Valtirr and chiropractor T’Sendra.  He was 

lucky enough to find them both present. 

 “Ian, I think I have a patient for you – Tristan Phobos.  If you can’t deal with him, I’m throwing him off the ship.  His 

superstitions have gone from eccentric to positively dangerous!” 

 “I have more free time now, Eric,” Valtirr crowed.  “So I’ll schedule him as soon as you like.” 

 “What do you mean, more free time?” Johnson inquired. 

 “DuLac is no longer a patient.  Oddly enough, his experience being ‘possessed’ opened his mind.  He’s responded so well to 

treatment he can be back on the job as soon as tomorrow.  I’ll start a maintenance program just to make sure.  I have only one other 

regular patient remaining, and he’s not even formally scheduled yet.” 

 “I wasn’t aware of any other member of the crew requiring your services regularly.  Who?” 

 “Technically, I shouldn’t tell you, sir.  Doctor-Patient confidentiality after all.  Still, as this vessel’s commanding officer and 

seeing that any patient of mine could potentially become a danger...”  He lowered his voice slightly and whispered, “I’m talking about 

Baael.” 

 “Baael?  Somehow, I’m not surprised.  Why?” 

 “While he survived his ordeal physically, he’s falling apart mentally.  The same experience that somehow helped mature 

DuLac has caused Baael to spiral further into withdrawal.  There is a possibility that this is just an Efrosian defense mechanism, but I 

fear he may be in danger of suicide.” 

 Suicide!  Not homicide?  After all the times he had attacked fellow crewmen?  This Efrosian was becoming more mysterious 

by the minute! 

 “Just keep an eye on him, Ian,” Johnson suggested.  “No need to embarrass him further – yet.” 

 “Yes, Eric,” Valtirr replied. 

 Johnson then turned to speak to the other member of the medical staff he had come to see.  T’Sendra was still working with a 

patient of her own, which Johnson now realized was Solak.  T’Sendra placed her hands on the Vulcan man’s forehead and Solak’s 

somewhat-strained face relaxed.  The treatment appeared to be working. 

 “Are you recovered, Solak?” T’Sendra asked. 

 “Affirmative.  I now wish to make a request of you.” 

 “Specify.” 

 “Even during the recent incident, I remember you having stating that you possess the gold sash in Asumi.  Is this indeed 

correct?” 

 “It is.” 

 “I wish to further my education in the discipline.” 

 “As you wish.  We shall begin tomorrow if your schedule permits it.” 

 “It does.  I also wish to consider training in Kolinahr ritual.” 

 “Not possible.  I am not a Priestess and therefore unable to train you in the ritual.” 

 “Understood.  Is it permissible to discuss the ritual?” 



 “It is.” 

 “Tomorrow, then?” 

 “Tomorrow.” 

 As Solak put his uniform jacket back on and departed sickbay, T’Sendra turned to Commodore Johnson.  “May I assist you, 

sir?” she asked. 

 “I wish to commend you on your actions today.  I’ve never seen a Vulcan with skills like yours.” 

 “Thank you, sir.” 

 Johnson was surprised again.  In his experience, Vulcans rarely offered gratitude. 

 “If there’s no problem regarding privacy, I’m curious about what you did with Solak.  In spite of my background in medicine, 

I’m not familiar with Vulcan chiropractic medicine, and I’d like to be.” 

 “Vulcans have the ability to meld with other minds, as you know,” she responded.  “The melding need not be a complete 

mind-to-mind melding, as is most often the case in most documented use of the talent.  I use cursory mental manipulation to calm a 

patient while I also physically manipulate the spine and restore traumatized tissue.” 

 “I hope to see your work in the future.” 

 Now T’Sendra smiled, if subtly.  “You will, Commodore Johnson,” T’Sendra said.  “Perhaps you are familiar with the 

regulations stating that all personnel are required to undergo periodic maintenance with the ship’s Ton Shi, assuming such exists on 

the vessel, on a monthly basis.”  Johnson’s expression revealed that, while he was not certain of the specifics, he knew such medical 

protocols existed.  “I took the liberty of placing you at the top of the list,” T’Sendra explained.  “Your appointment is this afternoon at 

1600 hours.” 

 Johnson groaned. 

 

The End 


