
Previously in Star Trek: Arcturus… 

 

In Earth year 2288, the Federation starship USS Arcturus NCC-1807 is assigned a mission of historical research, using the slingshot time 

warp method to travel back to Earth’s late-1960’s in an attempt to learn the origin and purpose of the being known as Gary Seven. 

 

As the time warp began, something unexpectedly goes wrong, and rather than warping three hundred years into the past, the Arcturus 

finds itself nearly eighty years in the future.  Intercepted by the starships Odyssey and Surak II before they could reach Earth, the Arcturus 

and her crew are escorted to the fringe of the solar system where they undergo numerous medical exams and interviews in an attempt to 

determine if the ship can be successfully returned to its proper period of time or if the crew must remain in the 24
th
 century.  When 

historical research reveals that a member of the crew may play an instrumental part in preventing the alliance between the Federation 

and the Klingon Empire, Commodore Eric W. Johnson makes the decision that he and his ship must stay in the future, a future that seems 

uncertain to them now. 

 

And now the continuation… 

 

 

 The next morning, on the Arcturus’ phaser practice range, Maddox arrived to meet Solak at the entrance. 

 “Good morning, Solak.  I’m ready for practice,” the security chief said. 

 “Excellent, David.  I have a phaser I brought over from the Surak ready for you.”  Solak handed the small device to Maddox.  It 

was half the size of the Phaser I from the 2260’s that Maddox had seen in Academy texts. 

 “This?!?  This tiny little thing is a phaser?!?  I thought you said these phasers were more powerful than my Mark IV!” 

 “They are,” Solak assured.  “This particular phaser model has one-point-five times the energy potential discharge as your Phaser 

IV, and has a battery core that will last for approximately twice as long.  This phaser,” Solak explained, pulling a somewhat larger design 

referred to by some members of Starfleet as the ever-popular ‘Dustbuster,’ “has one-point-five times the energy potential discharge of the 

old phaser rifle from your original era, again with twice the charge.” 

 “This is what weapons have come to in eighty years?!?  Toys!” 

 “These phasers are hardly toys, David, as you well know,” Solak said as Maddox turned the small hand phaser over in his hands, 

staring into the beam emitter.  “And you may wish to point that particular end away from your face before firing.  Although the phaser is 

only set on stun, it would still be quite painful if you were to shoot yourself at that range.  If not to your head, then to your pride, at least.” 

 “What do you mean ‘I should turn the phaser around’?  How am I supposed to know which end is which?  This thing’s smaller 

than my old wrist communicator!  The only difference between this side and the other is that there’s a little grid on--oh!” 

 As Maddox made his intuitive leaps, Solak instructed the range safety officer on the type of targets he required.  Upon activation 

of the range, ten humanoid-shaped targets appeared one by one in various positions and distances.  Maddox valiantly fired at the ten 

targets, holding the weapon in a tight two-fisted grip.  He hit one squarely in the center, winged two of them, and totally missed the rest. 

 “Piece of trash!” Maddox fumed, almost ready to throw the phaser at the final target.  “Who could hit anything with this design?” 

 Solak raised his own phaser.  “Observe.  The design is actually superior for one with the appropriate training.  Reactivate the 

range program.”  As the targets reappeared, Solak destroyed each one with perfect shots to center of mass.  Maddox just stared at his 

former shipmate. 

 “This design stinks!  I can’t shoot with this!” he fumed. 

 “Of course you can, David.  All it takes is the proper training and practice.  We will continue training again tomorrow.” 

 “Uh, yeah, sure,” Maddox said as Solek turned and left the phaser range.  Maddox then turned toward the range safety officer. 

 “You!  Up there in the booth!  Send out another... twenty targets!”  Maddox waited for the targets to emerge from their hidden 

hatches.  As the first one appeared, he dropped his ‘modern’ phaser and un-holstered his trusty old Mark IV.  Nineteen shots fired and 

nineteen targets destroyed.  The twentieth target remained undamaged initially.  Maddox then allowed a look of mild concentration to cross 

his face as he engraved a ‘smiley-face’ with pointed ears on the head of the target with his Mark IV along with a small ‘bull’s eye’ on the 

chest area of the target.  He then turned away from the range for a moment, taking a deep breath before quickly spinning and immediately 

firing his weapon, destroying the final target with a laugh.   

 “Superior design, my posterior!” he muttered to himself.  “Nothing beats a Mark IV!”  The smiling security chief then wheeled 

about and happily left the range. 
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 After taking their thirty days of leave, the majority of the Arcturus crew returned to the grounds of Starfleet Academy for 

refresher training.  One of the most notable absentees was the starship’s former Quartermaster, Lieutenant Val’ri Raiajh, who had resigned 

her commission almost as soon as the ship had moored in spacedock.  Rumors among the crew were that she had impulsively gotten 

married after a whirlwind romance with one of the counselors that had come aboard from the starship Surak and as a result already had a 

child, as impossible as that sounded. 

 As classes for the Arcturus crew resumed, in some cases crew members requesting cross-training in divisions other than their own 

because of the changes that had occurred over the decades, the members of Arcturus’ science department began their first general refresher 

course in – what else – the sciences. 

 “...Therefore, with the new Zaranite innovations in phaser technology, we have reduced the total size of the weapons by over 

eighty percent.”  The class instructor casually looked up at the chronometer on the wall and said, “Oh, it seems our time is up for today.  

Remember, I want you people to prepare a list of innovations to warp drive that have occurred over the last twenty years by tomorrow.  

We’ll see each other then,” the Benzite lieutenant finished as his class wrapped up their belongings. 

 “This is crrrazy!  When arrre we going to use this stuff on a starrrship?  We’rrre in sciences.  This inforrrmation is forrr 

engineerrrs and securrrity officerrrs, not geneticists,” M’Rakshasa, the Caitian science officer complained to Khazakh, the instectoid 

chemist. 

 “Yeszzz, I’m inclined to agree.  I’m a chemiszzzt, not a weaponszzz tinkerrerr.  If I’m going to blow szzzomeone up, I’ll do it 

with chemiszzztrry and bombszzz, not phaszzzerrs!” 

 What appeared to be a small boulder in the aisle next to M’Rakshasa turned toward the pair.  “->Tchht<- I know what you two 

mean.  I study the geological composition of planets, not defense structures!” Navahrish the Horta said through his vocorder before he 

shambled off. 

 One by one, the lecture hall emptied as the Arcturus crew members  headed to their temporary quarters on campus. 

 In his quarters in the dorm building that had been turned over for the use of the Arcturus crew, Commodore Johnson was relaxing 

and preparing for his new course on command strategies.  He was reading a moderately interesting article about an emergency attack 

procedure called ‘The Picard Maneuver’ and a possible defense against it when his electronic door chime sounded. 

 “Come in,” Johnson called, hoping it was good news; something like his next class being canceled.  He felt hopeful at the thought 

– how he hated being back on a school schedule.  He then felt himself shudder at that feeling.  These were the thoughts that ran through the 

minds of Academy plebes, not full-fledged starship commanding officers.  But now he was both commander of the Arcturus and a virtual 

freshman again.  Both his natural dislike of textbook learning, as opposed to actually doing, and his pride from commanding a ship like the 

Arcturus combined to form a hatred of taking these Academy refresher courses.  He laughed at himself for thinking of things this way as 

the door opened. 

 “Commodore, I would have a word with you,” said the guttural voice of Braacht the Tellarite.  The former billeting officer was 

now in charge of the entire starship crew’s supply office in the 24
th
 century. 

 “What do you want, Braacht?” 

 “I just got a message from Starfleet Command stating that they’re going to issue the crew new uniforms and archive the old ones! 

 That’s the biggest waste I’ve ever heard of!  Our old uniforms are still perfectly serviceable.” 

 “Look at it this way, Braacht.  Maybe they’ll keep these old things in a museum,” Johnson said, looking over at the maroon 

uniform jacket sitting over the back of his desk chair.  “Or maybe they’ll alter them and redesign them into new uniforms.  I’ve heard the 

new replicators can actually break down old matter and reconfigure it into new things as a way of saving energy.” 

 “You might just be right, Commodore.  But just in case you aren’t, I’ll send Starfleet Command a message with your 

suggestions!” 

 “If you’d like, Braacht, you may even take credit for the ideas.” 

 “You have my infinite thanks, sir.  You always were the rational one on the ship!” Braacht finished as he left the room and 

Johnson went back to his article. 

 

* * * 

 

 A few weeks later, the Arcturus crew had appropriated one of the Academy’s larger lecture halls so that Commodore Johnson 

could hold an all-hands meeting.  The hall was noisy with crew members – some of whom had not seen each other in the weeks since 

returning to the Academy – talking, until Commodore Johnson, Admiral Ackermann, and Captain Solak stepped up on the stage at the 

front of the hall.  Almost immediately, all chatter ceased. 

 “I realize we are in the eve of heading out to our various respective training commands,” Johnson pronounced.  “For a short time, 

our crew… our family… is being split up.  Some of you are heading for very prestigious assignments; Mister Maddox to the Excalibur, 

Mister Lithir and Mister Fil to the Fearless, Mister Kale and Mister Arbelo to the Enterprise-D, while Admiral Ackermann and I will be 

undergoing PCO training aboard the Charleston.  However, that has raised some concerns among several of you as to what our final 

disposition will be once we all finish our refresher training.”  This led to several murmurs of agreement among the gathered crew of more 

than 400 beings of various species and description before Johnson continued.  “Due to our unique situation and with the help of our once 



and again current Mission Operations Officer, Captain Solak, who has apparently developed some new strings to pull in Starfleet during 

our absence, Starfleet Command has put their most creative and intelligent minds together and have come to the following decision: As I’m 

sure you are already aware, Starfleet has decided it would be prohibitively expensive to upgrade the Arcturus to current technological 

standards.  There is no possibility of her rejoining the fleet permanently.  However, Starfleet is not going to split us apart.  At least, not yet. 

 Starfleet Command will assign us all to a new starship USS Arcturus, registry to be NCC-1807-A.  This new ship will take approximately 

one more year to complete construction, so in the meantime, once we have finished our refresher training here in San Francisco in a few 

weeks, we will be assigned to a one-year training cruise within the boundaries of Federation space aboard the original Arcturus, sort of ‘on 

the job’ training that Starfleet calls the ‘Rapid Integration Program.’  As I said, the Arcturus cannot be brought completely up to current 

standards, but will have enough upgrades installed by the time we are ready to begin our ‘training cruise’ that we will be able to familiarize 

ourselves with the new technology, Federation and Starfleet procedures, and the new member worlds of the Federation.  Think of it as a 

second ‘shakedown cruise.’  I am told that once we reach the end of that year, we will return to Spacedock, where we all will be transferred 

to the new USS Arcturus.”  It appeared that several of the crew were going to ask questions, but Johnson cut them off.  “Starfleet will not 

tell me what class of vessel the new Arcturus will be except to say our number of crew will nearly double, capable of carrying a full 

contingent of new crewmen and their families.  Our ranks and positions in the chain of command will remain as they were before we left 

the 23
rd

 century.” 

 “Will we be able to assist in the upgrade of our original ship, sir?” asked chief communications officer Setton To’Lock Arbelo.  “I 

would prefer to personally oversee the modifications made to the communications system.” 

 “Likewise, before our mission, Lieutenant Tammuz, my bionicist, was in the middle of a new project.  He mentioned that he 

wanted to get back to the ship as soon as is possible to see if his research could be salvaged,” added Dr. Arcadian. 

 “According to Starfleet Command, most of the work will be complete before we finish our training here at the Academy,” 

Johnson replied.  “All I’ve been told is once we report back aboard, we will have our first mission of our new time period.  I’m not sure 

what they have in store for us, but it will probably be something that will push our ship and crew to the limit, while assuring our survival, 

though the same mission could be completed with no effort by one of the new ‘Galaxy-class’ explorers I’ve been reading about.  After all 

the tests we have been through, the training we have participated in since our return, and how we’ve conducted ourselves to this point, they 

know what we’re capable of and they know what we’ll need as training.” 

 Johnson waited for any additional questions.  As the room started getting noisier again, he realized there were lots of unanswered 

questions, just none directed specifically at him.  With a nod toward Admiral Ackermann and Captain Solak, he stepped off the stage and 

out the door of the lecture hall, leaving his crew to ponder their mutual future together. 

 

To Be Concluded… 

 


