
 “Ante up!  Pair a jacks or better ta open.” 

 Four hands threw chips into a pile on the center of the table.  Gunnery Sergeant Christopher Alan “Olly” 

O’Laughlin grinned malevolently around his ever-present cigar as he dealt the hand, passing cards to Chief of 

Security Major Sean Elliot McIntyre, Assistant Chief of Security 1
st
 Lieutenant April Mendez, Corporal Anthony 

Jones and finally his own hand. 

 Late shift was always quiet in the Marine barracks, located in the aft secondary hull of the starship 

Dauntless.  It was often during this time of night, after all the weapons had been maintained and inventoried, all the 

uniforms cleaned and pressed, all the boots spit-shined, that a group of the Starfleet Marines which made up the 

security department aboard the starship would gather together over the poker table. 

 The game progressed, the pot steadily growing, and only one player, Corporal Jones, had folded his hand 

when the door behind McIntyre’s seat swished open and shut and a pair of legs appeared within the circle of light 

cast by the room’s single light fixture directly above the table.  Jones cast a glance at the new arrival and his eyes 

widened in surprise as he jumped to his feet. 

 “Attention on deck!” the corporal yelled. 

 “As you were,” Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the Dauntless, ordered before anyone else 

around the table besides Jones could react.  “I was just making my last tour of the decks for the evening and I 

decided to come down here and see what was going on.”  He looked around the mostly darkened room with mild 

curiosity.  “You know, it’s funny, but I always pictured you Marines down here late at night taking turns punching a 

replicated side of beef or something.” 

 “Oh, then you shoulda been down here Tuesday night, sir,” O’Laughlin said with a chuckle, perhaps only 

half-joking. 

 “Mind if I join in?” the captain asked, taking another step closer to the card table.  The four Marines 

exchanged surprised looks but it was the Gunny who spoke. 

 “Not a’tall, sir.  Pull up a chair.  We’re always glad to welcome a new pigeon… er, player… Sir!” 

 Koester dragged another chair over to the table while the others finished off the hand they were playing, 

O’Laughlin raking the pot over to his growing pile with an evil chuckle when he won.  As the captain sat down 

between O’Laughlin and McIntyre, the major passed a pile of chips to him and the Gunny offered him the deal. 

 “Five card draw, jacks wild,” Koester announced as he dealt the cards.  “Ante in.”  The players all tossed in 

their chips and picked up their hands. 

 “What kinda cards do you call these, sir?” O’Laughlin asked as he pulled his well-chewed cigar from his 

mouth, used the same hand to lift up his camouflage cap, worn backwards as usual, and scratched his thinning 

blonde hair. 

 “I call them whatever Lady Luck sends you, Sarge,” replied the captain.  “Raise.”  The rest of the players 

tossed in their chips and threw down cards.  Koester watched as O’Laughlin replaced his hat, bearing the anchor and 

globe of the old 20
th

 century United States Marine Corps, still backward, on his head and resumed chewing on the 

stump of his unlit stogey. 

 “Sergeant, I’ve known you for a number of years now,” the captain said as he dealt the draw cards.  “I’ve 

read your service record, as amazing and vague as it sounds, but I’ve come to realize I don’t know all that much 

about you.  For instance, why do you always wear that old hat?  And I don’t think I’ve ever seen you without that 

cigar of yours.  What really brought you to the Dauntless?” 

 O’Laughlin’s face flushed slightly, and it was the closest anyone in the room had come to seeing the 

Gunnery Sergeant embarrassed. 

 “Actually, sir, I don’t really like to talk about myself much,” O’Laughlin said, stalling. 

 “Come on, Gunny, I’d love to hear that story,” prompted Corporal Jones.  “You must have had a lot of 

great adventures.” 

 “Yeah, Gunny,” chimed in McIntyre.  “Tell us.  Don’t force me to make it an order.” 

 O’Laughlin sent a venomous look, just short of insubordinate, toward McIntyre, at which the major merely 

smiled, then sighed in resignation. 

 “Okay, fine,” he grumped.  “I can see I’m outgunned here.  You really want to hear it?  Fine.  This is my 

story…” 
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 I was born in 1964 and raised in south Brooklyn, New York.  Not the besta neighborhoods, but I managed 

to survive pretty good.  Never made any real close friends, never seemed to fit in anywhere.  Too rough for the ‘nice’ 

kids, too much of a conscience for the gangs.  I dropped outta high school when I was sixteen.  Spent a couple a 

years hangin’ out on the street barely managing to stay on the right side of the law when in 1982 I found my 

callin’… at the recruiting office of the USMC! 

 My twelve weeks in boot camp at Parris Island were the happiest time of my life.  When I reported to my 

company, I finally knew where I belonged.  I leaned my job and I did my work well, which earned me a number of 

fairly quick promotions.  I was a Sergeant by the time I was twenty-one. 

 Unfortunately my temper got me into trouble from time to time.  Used to get into fights with my non-coms.  

Spent a little time in the brig.  I even lost my stripes more than once.  In fact, it got to a point where I used ta sew my 

sergeant’s stripes right over my corporal’s chevrons so it would be easier ta change back later on. 

 Then came the war… 

 In 1990, the tin-plated dictator of some insignificant little third-world nation started rattlin’ his saber.  

Unfortunately that’s not all that got rattled. 

 

 

November 1990 

Aboard USS Peleliu LHA-5 

In the Persian Gulf 

 

 Recently promoted Sergeant Christopher O’Laughlin shut off the shower head, opened the curtain, grabbed 

his nearby towel and ever-present cigar, then proceeded to squee-gee down the shower walls to prevent mildew as 

he always did. 

 After dressing in his camouflage utility uniform, the sergeant started heading toward the mess deck for 

lunch when a sailor walking by briefly caught his attention.  A few minutes later, chuckling to himself and meal tray 

in hand, he sat at one of the mess tables with his fellow Marines. 

 “Y’know, I just saw the strangest thing,” O’Laughlin said to Corporal Matt Bakon, his closest buddy 

aboard the Peleliu.  “These navy standards must be getting’ real lax, ‘cause I just saw a sailor on deck with hair 

hangin’ halfway down his neck.  I know these navy guys can be sissys, but this guy looked like a girl!” 

 A couple of other Marines at the table tried to hide their guffaws as Bakon cracked an embarrassed smile 

and said, “You haven’t heard yet, have you, Olly?” 

 “Heard what?” O’Laughlin asked as he shoveled his lunch into his mouth without ever removing the 

always-present cigar. 

 “The women,” Bakon explained, causing O’Laughlin to stop eating mid-bite.  “During the last perstrans a 

couple of days ago they brought aboard the first of the new female crew members assigned to this ship.” 

 O’Laughlin stared at Bakon for a moment, his mouth agape, then looked down at his tray of food, pushing 

it away as if he had lost his appetite. 

 “Women?  Aboard my ship?!?  As part of the crew?!?!?  How can they do this to me??” the sergeant 

wailed.  “Women don’t belong aboard ships!  Women shouldn’t be in combat!  Women should just stay home 

makin’ babies or somethin’!  The next thing you know they’ll be assignin’ a woman to our company!” 

 “Well, actually, Olly…,” Bakon started to say when 1
st
 Lieutenant Tuet, the Marine company commander, 

walked onto the mess deck with another Marine following close behind. 

 “Attention on deck!” Corporal Bakon announced before the lieutenant could tell him to carry on.  When the 

Marines had returned to their seats the company commander spoke. 

 “Sorry to interrupt your meal, men, but I wanted to introduce the new arrival.  Men, this is Private First 

Class Sonia Hodges.” 



 A look of abject terror covered O’Laughlin’s face as he awkwardly excused himself from the table and ran 

for the nearest weather deck railing, mumbling under his breath, “Dammit, how can they do this to me?” 

 “You’ll have to excuse the Sergeant, Private,” Bakon apologized.  “It seems he still hasn’t quite caught up 

to the future.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 About eighteen months later, after the brief Persian Gulf war had ended, during one of my rare periods 

with good evals when I had managed to hold onto my stripes for a while, I was assigned to special project security 

at Fort Belvoir, Virginia, not far outside of Washington DC.  We were there mainly to provide security for a highly 

classified project… 

 

 

August 1992 

Fort Belvoir, VA 

 

 Recently re-promoted Sergeant Christopher O’Laughlin shut off his barracks room shower, opened the 

curtain, grabbed his nearby towel and ever-present cigar, then proceeded to squee-gee down the shower walls to 

prevent mildew as he always did. 

 He quickly dressed in his camouflage utility uniform before rushing out to the base auditorium for a special 

briefing being given on the project his platoon was assigned to guard, a joint Department of 

Defense/NASA/European Space Agency venture.  In truth, he was not at all interested in the brief, full of facts and 

figured being presented in a droning monotone by scientists with thick glasses and IQ’s higher than O’Laughlin 

could probably count, but it just seemed the auditorium was the most logical spot to meet up after duty with a couple 

of buddies, Sergeant Wilkens and Gunnery Sergeant Armi, and as usual he was running late. 

 The Gunny was waiting just inside the door of the base auditorium, which was filled to standing room only 

by military brass, top scientists, civilian contractors and select non-com enlisted.  O’Laughlin paid little attention to 

the brief, which had started before he arrived and which made mention of things which did not interest him, like 

fusion reactors, stasis chambers and something called the DY-100, all under the code name ‘Project: Deep Freeze.’  

Instead he continuously searched the room, looking for Wilkens. 

 A few minutes later, O’Laughlin noticed Wilkens slip through a door across the room as he vaguely 

registered the words, “Are there any volunteers?” being spoken somewhere.  He raised his hand in the air to draw 

his fellow sergeant’s attention. 

 “Very good!  Thank you, Sergeant,” an older scientist standing at the podium on the stage said, gesturing 

toward O’Laughlin.  “Are there any others?”  No one in the room moved.  Instead, just about every set of eyes were 

focused on Sgt O’Laughlin. 

 “Err… Um… I… Uh…,” O’Laughlin stammered as a younger scientist and two MP’s made their way 

through the crowd to O’Laughlin. 

 “Name, rank, current assignment?” the bookish scientist asked. 

 “Um… Err…,” the Sergeant continued to stammer, as he realized he still held his hand in the air.  Gunnery 

Sgt Armi and Sgt Wilkens, who had just managed to make his way through the crowd, looked at O’Laughlin with a 

mixture of shock and admiration. 

 “Congratulations, you son of a gun,” Armi said, slapping O’Laughlin on the back, then adding, “…I think.” 

 “Name, rank, current assignment, please!” the nerdish-looking scientist asked again, a bit more forcefully, 

holding a pen to the clipboard in his hand. 

 “Uh… O’Laughlin, Chirsopher A… Sergeant, United States Marine Corps… 5
th

 Division, 1
st
 Platoon, on 

special assignment.” 

 “Well, congratulations, Sergeant,” the scientist said with a slight sneer as he wrote down the information.  

“If you will just follow these MP’s we’ll get you set up in your new special assignment.” 

 Sudden realization caught up to O’Laughlin and his voice regained its usual strength. 

 “Hey, waydaminute!  I don’t want no new assignment.  I’m happy where I’m posted now!” 

 Subtly the MP’s and the scientist started O’Laughlin moving out of the auditorium as people around them 

started wishing the sergeant good luck. 

 “It’s a temporary reassignment,” the scientist explained.  “It’ll only last five weeks at most and you’ll be 

right back with your platoon.  In fact it will seem like it will be over in no-time.” 



 “But I’m not up to it,” O’Laughlin pleaded.  “I haven’t been getting’ all the rest I need lately.  I’ve been 

feelin’ tired and sluggish.  Not eatin’ right.  I’ll never be able to make it through some tough new assignment.” 

 It was against O’Laughlin’s nature to malinger, but his excuses were all he could think of to try and get out 

of the unexpected reassignment. 

 “Then you needn’t worry, Sergeant,” the scientist assured him as the four men finally exited the 

auditorium.  “All we want you to do for us for four weeks is sleep!” 

 “Sleep?” O’Laughlin asked as the doors swung shut behind him. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Yes, sleep,” said the same older scientist who had been speaking at the podium two hours earlier.  He had 

been introduced to O’Laughlin as Dr Jackson Roykirk, one of the lead scientists attached to the DY-100 project. 

 O’Laughlin had spent the first ninety minutes signing non-disclosure forms before being lead to a lab few 

people knew existed built six stories underground with the sole access being a single elevator within the base 

administration building.  After having the sergeant sign what seemed like a phone book’s worth of forms and 

changing his cammo uniform for a sterile looking white jumpsuit (but refusing to turn in his well-chewed cigar 

which still protruded unlit from the corner of his mouth, or his cammo hat which he wore as usual facing backward) 

Dr Roykirk and his assistants gave O’Laughlin a brief tour of the lab facility, which included both a prototype fusion 

reactor in a seal room at the far end of the lab and four cryogenic stasis sleep chambers in a smaller room between 

the reactor and the lab control room. 

 Dr Roykirk explained the procedure to O’Laughlin; How they would place him into one of the chambers, a 

design being developed for a new class of interplanetary spacecraft, and put him into a dreamless slumber for four 

weeks while they monitored his vitals throughout the process. 

 “Well, what if the reactor fails?  What if the laboratory loses power?  Do I wake up?  Do I die?” 

O’Laughlin asked in quick succession, still trying desperately to find a way to un-volunteer. 

 “Don’t worry, Sergeant, the lab is hooked into both the reactor bus and the local county power grid.  

Nothing can go wrong.” 

 “Yeah, right.  That’s what they always say,” O’Laughlin mumbled to himself. 

 

* * * * 

 

August 22, 1992 

Project: ‘Deep Freeze’ Laboratory, Ft Belvoir, VA 

 

 Two days later, having spent the entire time since being escorted from the auditorium being fully briefed 

and prepared, still unable to find a way out of volunteering the entire time, and with still no other volunteers to the 

project, Christpher O’Laughlin was placed inside one of the cryogenic stasis chambers, which looked oddly like a 

large aquarium built into the far corner of the cryo-unit lab wall, two on each side of the room arranged like bunk-

beds. 

 As he laid down on the extended pad, O’Laughlin still refused to turn over either his hat or cigar to the lab 

assistant.  He stubbornly kept the hat on his head, atypically facing forward for once, while he slipped the cigar into 

a pocket of his coveralls. 

 “Jeez, this is like being sealed in a coffin!” the sergeant remarked as the pad retracted into the wall of the 

unit and the glass hatch swung up into place.  “There’s more room in a bunk aboard a gator-freighter!  If you guys 

think I’m gonna…” 

 O’Laughlin’s words were cut off as the hatch sealed in place.  Dr Roykirk let the sergeant rant for a few 

moments before picking up a microphone connected to a speaker inside the cryo-unit. 

 “Calm yourself, Sergeant.  Everything will be alright.  You won’t even feel the passage of time.  To you, 

four weeks will seem like a pleasant night’s sleep.” 

 The doctor nodded toward his assistants at a nearby control panel and monitored readouts on the indicators 

attached to the cryo-unit.  He smiled as a soft blue light covered O’Laughlin’s entire body and the sergeant’s eyes 

closed, his body stopped moving and the heartbeat monitor slowed to less than two point five beats per minute. 

 “Sweet dreamless, Sergeant,” Roykirk said softly, then walked over to his assistants.  “What are the 

indications?” 



 “Everything is as anticipated, Doctor,” said the female assistant, Dr Hall.  “Heartbeat is continuing to slow 

toward the expected rate of one beat per minute.  Brain-wave patterns have become almost unreadable.  He’s in 

perfect hibernation.” 

 “Very good.  I just wish we had managed to recruit at least one other volunteer so we could record the 

variables for age, health and physical condition.  Perhaps on the next test phase we can ask General Braddock to 

assign us a few volunteers.” 

 As the two assistants nodded, the male assistant, Professor Mora, changed the subject of their discussion. 

 “Will you be present for the entire four weeks of the experiment, Dr Roykirk?” 

 “I had intended to be,” Roykirk answered as he marked readings onto a clipboard and analyzed the trends.  

“However I must leave on Tuesday for the Jet Propulsion Laboratory in California.  The government has given me 

the go-ahead on Project: ‘Nomad,’ and I must start the ball rolling.  I’m going to leave you two in charge here while 

I’m gone.  It should only be a few months.” 

 

* * * * 

 

September 4, 1992 

Project: ‘Deep Freeze’ Laboratory, Fort Belvoir, VA 

 

 The first indication anyone in the lab had that anything was wrong was the red indicator light on the 

electrical breaker panel. 

 “We just lost the county power grid,” Prof Mora announced. 

 “Switch all systems to the fusion generator as primary until we find out what’s going on,” Dr Hall advised. 

 With the flick of a switch, all the labs power systems were turned over to the prototype reactor designed to 

generate energy for decades, perhaps even centuries, aboard far-reaching interplanetary spacecraft. 

 “All systems nominal,” Mora reported.  “Now lets call topside and find out why the grid went dark…” 

 The assistant’s sentence was cut off by the sudden sound of a klaxon alarming throughout the lab, followed 

by flashing red lights above each door. 

 “Hell of a time for a fire drill.  They know we have to continually monitor the test subject,” Hall grumbled. 

 “Come on, let’s check in with the drill monitor quickly so we can get back here,” Mora said. 

 “Are you sure we should both leave the lab together?  Maybe I should stay here and monitor…” 

 “The sooner we both get checked in, the sooner we both get back and continue the diagnostics,” Mora 

contradicted.  “Come on, it’ll only take a couple of minutes.” 

 Dr Hall shrugged her shoulders, knowing Dr Roykirk would not like the idea of the lab being left 

unattended, even for a couple of minutes, but she had to admit her lab partner was correct.  The sooner they both 

checked in with the drill monitors the sooner they could return to their work. 

 Both assistants sealed the main lab’s airtight door, punched the code to lock it into the nearby keypad and 

walked into the elevator as the doors slid shut.  With a whirr, the elevator started up toward ground level six stories 

above. 

 Three minutes later the entire lab shook briefly and gently.  A moment later dust puffed out between the 

closed elevator doors and slowly settled onto the otherwise clean and sterile anteroom floor.  All else remained 

undisturbed. 

 On the surface, however, forces loyal to the far-east dictator Khan Singh had launched an attack on the 

eastern coast of the United States, intended to keep the freedom-loving country out of what many of the recently 

revealed genetically-engineered supermen considered an ‘internal affair,’ drawing the nation into the ever-widening 

Eugenics Wars.  A nuclear explosion equivalent to five of the Hiroshima bombs had wiped Ft Belvoir, as well as 

much of the surrounding state, off the face of the map. 

 

* * * * 

 

 From what I’m told, Dr Roykirk survived the war, working in California to eventually build and launch the 

Nomad space probe.  Work on the DY-100 continued at a different facility across the country in Nevada.  And 

everyone wrote off ‘Deep Freeze’ as a loss, destroyed in the war. 

 

* * * * 

 



381 years later… 

 

TO: Professor H Feld      DATE:  June 9, 2373 
 Director – Department of Archeology 
 Daystrom Institute 
RE: Report on Recent Archeological Find, North American Continent, Earth 
 
Construction crews in the northern Virginia area recently uncovered an unknown entrance to an 
underground complex in an area that had been uninhabited since the late 20

th
 century. 

 
Artifacts found at the site identified the area as having been part of Fort Belvoir, which according to 
surviving historical records was destroyed along with much of the District of Columbia and Arlington area 
by a low-yield tactical nuclear device during the opening days of Earth’s Eugenics Wars.  The area lay 
dormant, due to high radioactivity, for several years following the wars until vegetation began to encroach 
and the area was left to natural reclamation. 
 
Archeological teams, contacted by the construction crews on the sight of a new office complex, have 
made preliminary surveys into the intact complex, located over twenty meters below the surface.  These 
surveys indicated the complex served as a lab for experimental equipment associated with the 
development of the late-20

th
/early-21

st
 century Dy-100 and 500 class spacecraft. 

 
A specialized team is being assembled to enter the main lab as soon as next Tuesday. 
 
Dr R Robinson 
Associate Director of Archeology 
Daystrom Institute 
 

* * * * 

 

 The Daystrom Institute’s archeological team stood before the sealed door of the main lab with the same 

sense of anticipation Howard Carter must have felt as he stood before the entrance to the tomb of Tutankhamun over 

four-hundred and fifty years earlier. 

 There were five people present for this historic occasion; a human female, two human men, a Betazoid man 

and the leader of the team, a Vulcan.  One of the humans carried a holo-cam to record the event for later analysis 

and study. 

 “I’m registering low-level power emanations,” one of the archeologists reported with amazement as he 

scanned the surroundings with a tricorder.  He brushed the dust away from the keypad beside the door and smiled 

when it revealed a dimly lit red light. 

 “Who wants the honors?” the lead archeologist asked, holding up a phaser-torch and gesturing toward the 

lab’s sealed lock.  A moment later the team’s most junior member, the Betazoid, at the urging of the other team 

members stepped forward and took the proffered tool. 

 “Stand back,” he warned as he donned a set of dark safety goggles and proceeded to slice through the lock 

with the torch.  With a clink, the lock broke apart and a weak though recognizable alarm started to blare incessantly.  

Then the door suddenly swung slightly ajar as the positive pressure inside the lab pushed it open for the first time in 

almost four centuries.  The team members exchanged glances as they swung the door open fully and the junior 

member stepped inside. 

 “What do you see?” one of the human men asked. 

 The Betazoid man peered deeply into the now-open room and whispered in an awestruck voice, 

“Wonderful things.” 

 The lab remained immaculate, sealed off from the rest of the world as it had been.  Not a speck of dust lay 

on any surface.  The archeologist with the tricorder continued to scan as he followed a trace signal to a nearby 

control console and found the switch to silence the alarm. 

 “It’s incredible,” the Vulcan lead archeologist commented as he looked around the lab while other 

members of the team started scanning, recording and analyzing the various controls and readouts. 

 “Doctor, I’ve found the source of the power,” one team member said as he reverently took a seat at one 

console.  “An early first-generation fusion reactor is tied into all systems.  But according to the readings here, the 



deuterium tanks are nearly depleted.  The reactor would have shut down within the next three to six months if the 

complex had not been uncovered when it was.” 

 “What do you suppose they were running a fusion reactor in a hidden lab at a military base for?” the lead 

archeologist asked. 

 “Well, according to these status reports,” replied the Betazoid man holding up a clipboard with a stack of 

papers attached to it, “the lab was set up to simulate a long-term interplanetary mission to test certain equipment 

under realistic conditions.  The fusion reactor was backing up the local power grid.” 

 “Interesting,” the Vulcan man said as he walked over to the team member holding the clipboard.  “Does it 

mention what other systems they were testing?” 

 “Yes.  Mark-1 cryogenic stasis pods.” 

 “Over here!” exclaimed the excited voice of the team’s only female member from the next room.  The four 

men all rushed over, lead by the human with the holo-cam. 

 They all leaned down to peer into the cryo-chamber the woman had found, the only one with a faint blue 

light shining through the glass, illuminating a body. 

 “He’s remarkably well preserved.  This must be the test subject,” the man holding the clipboard said as he 

paged through the sheets.  “O’Laughlin, C.A., a sergeant in something called the Oosmic.” 

 One of the human archeologists looked over the Betazoid’s shoulder and pointed at an entry on the paper. 

 “I believe that is the acronym U.S.M.C., what used to be the military branch called the Marine Corps for 

the old United States,” he clarified. 

 “I don’t believe this!” commented the team member with the tricorder, pointing toward the body in the 

cryo-chamber.  “This man is still alive!” 

 Exclaimations of disbelief and amazement filled the lab until the Vulcan lead archeologist pulled out a 

communicator and exclaimed, “We need a medical team down here, immediately!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Sergeant O’Laughlin slowly opened his eyes.  He still felt very groggy, no doubt an after-effect of four 

weeks in cryo-stasis, or whatever those science-geeks had called it.  He tried to turn his head to look around but 

severe nausea stopped him.  Instead he blinked his eyes a couple of times, then looked around the room by moving 

only his eyes.  The effect was still sickening but bearable. 

 “Dammit, they’ve got me in a hospital!  I hate hospitals!” he commented to himself as he noticed the 

monitors and very little else in the room besides the bed he lay in. 

 It was a few hours later, in-between dozing off and trying to move his head from time to time, before he 

was able to actually sit up slightly without feeling like he would lose the lunch he had never even eaten yet.  In fact, 

he began to realize just how hungry he really was. 

 “Hey, I haven’t eaten in a month!” he finally shouted out, hoping to attract someone’s attention.  “How 

‘bout some food here?” 

 A moment later an orderly, a young human woman with blonde hair, stepped into the room and seemed 

surprised to find O’Laughlin awake and grinning at her. 

 “Oh!  I wasn’t expecting you to be up!” she exclaimed.  “Let me get the doctor.” 

 “Wait!  Can I…?” O’Laughlin started to say, but the orderly merely disappeared back out the door.  

“Dammit, I’m hungry!” 

 A few minutes later two doctors, one a human male and the other a human woman, stepped into the room. 

 “Good morning, Sergeant,” the male doctor said.  “You’ve surprised us all with your stamina.  We didn’t 

expect you to wake up for… well, quite some time yet.” 

 “Really?” O’Laughlin said, trying to sound pleasant when all he wanted was a plate of steak and eggs, over 

easy.  “And why is that?” 

 “Well… Because…”  The male doctor seemed to be stuck trying to think of the right answer.  O’Laughlin, 

being naturally paranoid, sensed something was wrong.  He covertly started feeling various places on his own body, 

then sighed with relief when all the expected extremities were determined to be present and accounted for. 

 “Because what?” he finally asked, returning the same false grin the doctors now showered him with. 

 “Because, well…,” the female doctor started to say as she checked the monitor readouts, then looked at her 

colleague.  “Actually, Sergeant, it would probably be better if the counselor answered all your questions.” 

 “You mean questions like how long until I get something to eat?” O’Laughlin asked sarcastically, then 

suddenly felt his stomach drop.  “Counselor?  What do I need with a counselor?”  The sergeant’s appetite suddenly 



disappeared, but the doctors had already grasped onto his previous concern as a distraction.  The male doctor 

pressed what appeared to be an intercom on the wall and spoke into it. 

 “Can we please get an orderly with a breakfast tray into room 1661?” 

 The doctors excused themselves before O’Laughlin could ask any other questions, chatting excitedly 

between themselves about their patient’s amazing recovery while the sergeant grumbled to himself for a moment 

before the same cute blonde orderly walked in pushing a cart with food trays on it.  O’Laughlin was so preoccupied 

smiling at the pretty young woman he failed to notice the cart had no wheels and levitated two and a half centimeters 

above the floor on a humming blue glow. 

 “And what would you like to eat this morning?” the orderly asked as she sat on the edge of O’Laughlin’s 

bed. 

 “Got any steak?  Sausage links?  Bacon, the greasier the better?”” 

 The orderly giggled as she handed O’Laughlin a cup and said, “How about we start you with some apple 

juice instead?”  The sergeant sighed but took the cup and drank it. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few hours later after a not-entirely-filling breakfast that included lumpy oatmeal, a muffin and more 

juice, O’Laughlin was sitting on the edge of his bed for the first time when he was joined by another doctor, this one 

of quite a different demeanor then that displayed by the two earlier doctors. 

 “Good afternoon, Mister O’Laughlin,” the new arrival said, offering the sergeant his hand and instantly 

earning his dislike by not calling O’Laughlin by his proper title.  The sergeant looked at the doctor’s hand but 

refused to grasp it.  “I’m Counselor DeSoto,” the doctor introduced himself, awkwardly lowering his hand after a 

few seconds.  “I was sent to talk to you and help in any way your adaptation to the current situation.” 

 “Which brings us to my first question,” O’Laughlin said with a hint of anger.  “What is my current 

situation?  Why am I in a hospital?  Did something go wrong with the experiment?  Them lab guys never said 

anything about me going to a hospital when it was over!” 

 “Actually, Mister O’Laughlin, the experiment succeeded beyond the wildest dreams of the scientists 

involved!” Counselor DeSoto said. 

 “Then why am I here?” O’Laughlin asked suspiciously.  “And why did my head feel like it was used to 

pound nails when I first woke up?” 

 DeSoto glanced at O’Laughlin’s chart padd a moment before answering, “Your body chemistry was 

extremely low on electrolytes, which caused the nauseous reaction, and had to be balanced both intravenously and 

with the meal you recently consumed.  Your chemistry was undoubtedly off-balance due to the unusual length of 

time you were in hibernation.” 

 “Unusual?  Wadda you mean, unusual?  They told me I would be out for four weeks!  It’s only been four 

weeks!  …Hasn’t it?” O’Laughlin asked, a slight tone of rising panic in his voice. 

 “I’m afraid not, Mister O’Laughlin.” 

 The building sense of confusion that quickly overtook O’Laughlin prevented his anger from building 

further at not being addressed by rank.  He stood up, unsteady for a second before his legs regained their strength, 

and looked at DeSoto instead with suspicious eyes. 

 “How long?  Five weeks?  Two months?  What did them scientists do?  Forget about me?” 

 DeSoto tried to calm O’Laughlin down, but the attempt only made the sergeant more agitated. 

 “I really think we should take this one step at a time, so you don’t suffer too much of a shock,” the 

counselor advised. 

 “I’ve been in combat in the middle of the desert.  I’ve been shot at with bullets, rockets, missiles and 

bombs.  I’ve served aboard a ship for months at a time, with females on-board!  How much more of a shock can this 

possibly be?” O’Laughlin started shouting before finally bellowing, “How long?” 

 The counselor sighed, then answered. 

 “Almost four-hundred years.” 

 The blood drained from O’Laughlin’s face and he stood motionless staring at DeSoto for a moment. 

 “This is a joke, right?  You’re joking with me.”  O’Laughlin’s calm quickly melted away to near panic as 

he started yelling, “You’re a liar!  You’re lying to me!  Four-hundred years?!?  That’s impossible!” 

 “I know this must be upsetting to you, Mister O’Laughlin,” DeSoto said as he tried to steer the sergeant 

back toward his hospital bed. 

 “SERGEANT O’Laughlin, you no good…,” O’Laughlin shouted, swinging at DeSoto and cracking him 

across the jaw with his fist.  The counselor hit the floor and O’Laughlin, hospital gown half-open down the back, 



went running out into the hallway.  His sudden appearance surprised the doctors, nurses and orderlies as he darted 

past them, knocking over a few who tried to stop him.  Leaving a trail of bodies in his wake, he ran down the 

hallway and darted into an elevator as the doors slid shut. 

 “Where are the buttons?” he said to himself, searching around desperately.  “How do I get to the darn 

lobby?” 

 His question apparently triggered some circuit, because the elevator began its journey down while 

O’Laughlin paced the small interior like a caged animal.  When the elevator slowed, he stared at the doors until they 

started to slide open and he barreled out, knocking past the trio of guards he correctly assumed would be waiting for 

him. 

 Amidst screams and exclamations, he ran past a crowd that parted at the sight of him, two of the guards he 

had plowed past chasing in close pursuit, until he made it through the lobby and out the main doors.  O’Laughlin 

continued to run half a block until he suddenly stopped dead in his tracks.  He looked around in stunned silence. 

 Above him two tram pods flew silently through the sky as a shuttlecraft took off from a landing pad next to 

the hospital building.  Then to his amazement, two more guards materialized a few meters in front of him, strange 

weapons that looked like small Dustbuster vacuums in their hand pointed at him, as the two that had continued to 

chase him from the lobby finally caught up, the counselor and one of the original doctors close behind. 

 “Come on back to the hospital, Sergeant O’Laughlin,” the doctor said gently.  “I’m pretty sure you’re going 

to want to talk to Counselor DeSoto now.” 

 All his resistance gone, O’Laughlin let himself be lead back to his hospital room. 

 

* * * * 

 

 For the better part of the next year I lived in the hospital, under constant care, counseling and re-

education.  It was while I was staying in the hospital I first learned that Earth was now united, and the whole planet 

was part a’ some vast interstellar organization.  All I could think was, I hope it works better’en the UN.  It didn’t 

take too long for me to understand what had happened, though all the technical aspects of how I slept through to the 

24
th

 century and how all the new technology around here works kinda escaped me.  The hardest part occurred 

almost exactly a week after I woke up in the hospital, when I came to the realization my family… my friends… my 

way of life… my Corps were all gone forever.  They told me when I finally grasped that, right in the middle of one of 

my counseling sessions with Dr DeSoto, I curled up into a fetal position and broke down in tears.  ‘Course I don’t 

remember it that way. 

 

 

 After the first few weeks, O’Laughlin inquired about any items that may have been found with him in the 

lab.  The next day Counselor DeSoto presented him with a box containing the white jumpsuit, his cammo hat and 

the stump of his well-chewed cigar. 

 “Your personal effects were like some sort of time capsule.  The hospital lab was studying these items, in 

hopes of better understanding the environment of the late-20
th

 century,” the counselor explained. 

 The jumpsuit quickly found its way into the nearby trash receptacle.  The hat and cigar just as quickly 

resumed their normal locations. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Over time, O’Laughlin’s natural survival instinct, honed through years of growing up in the tough 

neighborhood of his childhood, convinced him of his need to adapt to the new situation and move on.  On rare 

occasions he spent time away from the hospital grounds on short trips with members of the staff to reacquaint him 

with a planet he no longer knew.  Almost a year after being defrosted, as Olly liked to say, he was released from the 

hospital with an offer to continue his re-education while being supplied with a productive job that would suit his 

knowledge and skills. 

 “No thanks,” O’Laughlin said as he shook the hands of the hospital administrator and all the doctors, 

including Counselor DeSoto, who had aided in his recovery with surprisingly genuine appreciation.  “I need to go 

out there and meet my new world on my terms.”  And with a final good-bye, he stuck his Marine Corps cammo hat 

on top of his thinning blonde hair, backward of course, chomped down onto the well-chewed end of his prized cigar 

and departed without a glance back. 

 

 



 My first few weeks as a new citizen of something the staff at the hospital called the United Federation of 

Planets seemed promising.  A whole new world… err, universe to get to know.  But things quickly took a turn for the 

worse.  No matter where I wandered, it was the same old problem I’d had back in Brooklyn.  I just didn’t fit in .  I 

took to traveling around the continent with the small stipend the hospital had granted me, seein’ places I had visited 

before during my’ first life,’ as I started callin’ the 20
th

 century.  Nothin’ was like I hoped it would be.  And it 

seemed like everywhere I went I had minor run-ins with the law.  Everyplace was just too gentle I suppose.  Usually 

it started in some back-water bar when I would start tellin’ the locals how things used to be before this soulless, 

sanitized, utopian so-called paradise. 

 It was about eight months after I left the hospital in Virginia when I finally arrived in the City by the Bay, 

San Francisco.  I’m not entirely sure what drew me there, except that I had a baby sister who got herself married 

and moved there in 1991.  Since I was told  the west coast had not seen the attacks the east coast had endured 

during the Eugenics Wars I thought maybe, just maybe, there might still be some distant relative a’mine around.  

The day after I arrived I found myself standin’ on the pedestrian walkway at the center of the span a’ the Golden 

Gate Bridge looking across the placid waters far below toward Alcatraz far in the distance.  That’s when the 

realization hit me that I had no idea where to even begin to look for such a relation if they even existed!  And even if 

they did, why would they want an old fossil like me hangin’ around? 

 

 

 Christopher O’Laughlin looked straight down at the waters of the bay below him, recalling how he had 

once heard no jumper had ever survived the plunge from the massive orange bridge and came to a decision. 

 “Maybe there just ain’t a place in this utopia for an old battle-horse like me, and there certainly ain’t no 

place to put me to pasture,” he mumbled dejectedly. 

 With a stern expression, he turned his cammo cap forward, saluted and then grabbed the handrail to climb 

over.  A soft blue glow and electric hum just beyond the rail startled him as his hand was pushed back from the 

edge.  He stood puzzled for a moment, his fingers touching at the air, producing more of the sparkling discharge. 

 “Dammit, one of those force thingies they told me about back at the hospital.  How’s a guy supposed to 

commit suicide if he can’t even get over the damn rail?” 

 More annoyed then depressed now, O’Laughlin stood there contemplating his next action when a trio of 

people, two human and one a strange bald blue fellow with a ridge running over the top of his head and down the 

center of his face, all wearing what appeared to be black uniforms with grey shoulders and colored shirts underneath 

came strolling across the bridge.  They stopped when they noticed O’Laughlin, wearing the strange-looking mottled-

green hat and chewing on what appeared to be rolled tree-bark or old leaves, who stood there staring silently at 

them. 

 “Um… I hope you don’t mind me asking,” O’Laughlin finally said, pointing at the three newcomers, “but 

those look awfully like uniforms.  You ain’t in the Navy or something, are you?” 

 The three newcomers looked at each other in surprise.  None, not even the two humans, had ever heard 

such a strange accent or dialect used on Earth. 

 “These are uniforms, yes,” the blue man replied.  “We’re in Starfleet.” 

 A puzzled look crossed O’Laughlin’s face. 

 “Starfleet?  What’s that?  Some kinda NASA program?” 

 The question really took the three men by surprise.  Who on Earth could never have heard of Starfleet? 

 “It’s really quite a long explanation,” one of the humans said.  “And I’m sure my colleagues are as curious 

about where you come from as I am.”  He gestured toward the southern end of the bridge and added, “Perhaps you 

would care to join us for lunch and we can all answer each other’s questions?” 

 The suggestion sounded like the best idea O’Laughlin had heard since he had left the hospital all those long 

months ago.  Even better than his suicide idea.  He gestured for the three men to lead the way. 

 “By the way,” O’Laughlin said as he started walking alongside the Bolian man.  “Why are you so blue?  

You cold or something?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “There’s a Marine Corps too?!?” 

 O’Laughlin could not contain his glee.  The three men he had recently met, who introduced themselves as 

Lt Bill Ritter, Ensign Doma and Chief Jack Patterson, had explained over lunch at a sidewalk café near Fisherman’s 

Wharf that Starfleet was the defensive and exploration agency of the Federation.  The former US Marine honed right 

in on the defensive aspects of the organization and learned about the many wars fought during the Federation’s 



history, including two major conflicts with an alien race called the Klingons, a border war that lasted decades 

against the Cardassians and a number of skirmishes with the Romulans, Gorn, Tholians and half a dozen other 

smaller empires.  It was when O’Laughlin asked what happens should a ground battle erupt that he heard the answer  

to his prayers. 

 The Starfleet Marine Corps! 

 “Where do I go to join?” he asked without another word, already getting up from his chair.  It took a 

moment for the three Starfleet members to calm O’Laughlin enough to get him to sit down once again and relax 

enough to comprehend the directions they were giving him to Starfleet Academy.  They had not even finished their 

meals before Olly was ready to literally run over to the academy grounds and enlist. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next morning O’Laughlin sat in an office within Starfleet Command.  In a nearby corner of the room 

stood the Starfleet Marine Master Sergeant who had taken O’Laughlin’s application the previous afternoon.  The 

two now waited for word of approval of the unusual application from Starfleet.  O’Laughlin’s adrenalin was 

pumping and it was hard for him to sit still.  He felt like a kid waiting for his parents to wake up on Christmas 

morning again. 

 When 1
st
LT Rickles walked into the office O’Laughlin almost leapt to attention, but the Lieutenant’s 

somber demeanor quelled Olly’s enthusiasm.  He quickly shook the Starfleet officer’s hand then returned to his seat 

as Rickles sat behind the nearby desk and the master sergeant took his place to the lieutenant’s right. 

 “I have to admit, your record is very… unique, Mr. O’Laughlin,” Rickles started to say.  “Unfortunately, 

I’m afraid you don’t meet the requirements for enlistment in the corps.” 

 “Wadda you mean, sir?” O’Laughlin asked, not entirely sure the lieutenant was being serious. 

 “Well, most obviously, you’re much older then the average recruit, and I’m not referring to your time in 

stasis.”  Rickles referred to the padd he had carried into the office.  “Then there’s your educational background.  

You have no experience with modern weaponry, or even day to day technology.” 

 “But… sir…” 

 “I’m afraid we’re going to have to deny your application.  But thank you for coming in to see us.” 

 O’Laughlin sat, slack-jawed, as the lieutenant gathered his padd and equipment from the desk and stood to 

leave.  The master sergeant looked at O’Laughlin sympathetically a moment before also turning to head out of the 

office as well. 

 “Sir…” 

 The lieutenant looked back at O’Laughlin, who gazed at him with a proud expression. 

 “When I was young… four-hundred years ago… I got into a lot of trouble because no matter where I went I 

found I didn’t fit in.  On more than one occasion I came close to windin’ up behind bars because I couldn’t find a 

place to fit in.  I believe my life was saved the day I found the corps.  A place where I could use my natural talents, a 

place where I made a difference…  A place I found I fit in. 

 “Now, because of my loyalty to the corps, I have found myself in a world four-hundred years ahead of me, 

and once again I don’t fit in.” 

 O’Laughlin stood, took a step closer to the lieutenant and reached out his hand. 

 “Just give me a chance, sir.  Let me prove to you I still have something to contribute.  That I can still make 

a difference.  That there’s still a place I fit in!” 

 O’Laughlin and the lieutenant’s eyes locked on each other for what seemed like minutes.  The master 

sergeant stood by the door watching the silent exchange between them both, hoping what he felt in his gut would be 

the right choice would be made.  Finally Rickles sighed. 

 “Alright, O’Laughlin, I’m probably going to regret this, but you’ve convinced me.  You just bought 

yourself a ticket to Parris Island.”  The lieutenant grasped O’Laughlin’s hand in a strong grip.  “Welcome to…  

Welcome back to the Corps.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 O’Laughlin had never been happier in his life.  After a short shuttle ride across the continent he reported to 

the recruit training base the Marines had used for five centuries.  To everyone’s surprise he excelled beyond 

expectations.  Within a day of arriving O’Laughlin was able to field-strip a compression phaser rifle blindfolded.  

After the first two weeks he was teaching his own instructors on strategies for close-quarters combat and urban 



warfare that had been forgotten over the centuries.  As the end of the twelve weeks of training neared, the final test, 

an off-world training mission under simulated combat conditions, was all that lay between Olly and the Corps. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “This is the situation…,” explained the officer-in-charge of the tactical exercise.  “‘Romulan’ terrorists 

have invaded and captured a Federation border colony.  Your goal is to free the half-dozen hostages at Site A.  

Intelligence reports anywhere from four to ten terrorists at the site.” 

 The officer sat down and one of the non-coms, a gunnery sergeant, took his place at the podium. 

 “Our objective,” explained Gunnery Sergeant Mitchell, the recruit platoon commander, as he pointed to 

various symbols on a map in the briefing room, “is to capture the main assembly hall the terrorists are using as a 

headquarters here.  The platoon will beam down to LZ-Alpha, secure the perimeter of the encampment, capture the 

‘Romulan’ landing party and free the hostages.  You will have six hours within to accomplish this task.  All your 

weapons will be safety-locked on stun.” 

 The recruit platoon had been transported by starship to a small class-M planet in the Dorias system, where a 

small simulated colonial outpost had been built for field training combat exercises.  It was O’Laughlin’s first off-

planet experience and he had gotten a particular thrill from the zero-G combat training enroute to Dorias. 

 “Each squad will be beamed down one kilometer from the objective,” Mitchell continued.  “You will be on 

your own for this exercise, a test of your command abilities in a combat situation as well as the tactics you have 

learned.  If you get into trouble simply tap your combade twice for automatic beam-up.  But keep in mind, failure to 

accomplish the objective because you got yourself helplessly lost or in a hopeless situation like being captured by 

the ‘Romulans’ will result in your squad’s return to week four of basic training.” 

 Outfitted in standard combat gear, with the exception of the cammo hat he refused to give up, O’Laughlin 

and his squad of five other recruits stood ready on the transporter pads.  Moments later the tingle of transport filled 

his body and he found himself standing in the canopied jungle of another world. 

 “Wow,” he whispered before joining his squad under cover nearby to plan strategies. 

 Fifteen minutes later the squad had reached the perimeter of their objective, a small colonial outpost.  It 

soon, however, became clear that not everything was going according to plan. 

 “What the…?!?” said the recruit who scanned the outpost with electronic binoculars. 

 “What is it?” O’Laughlin asked as he reached for the optical device.  Peering through them he could see a 

number of beings moving between the pre-fabricated buildings of the outpost.  They all wore black skin-tight outfits 

and had boney, grey skin. 

 “I admit I’m not exactly an expert on aliens yet, but they don’t look like no ‘Romulans’ to me,” O’Laughlin 

said with a chuckle.  “They look more like rinos.” 

 “They’re Jem’Hadar,” said another recruit as he scanned the outpost with a tricorder.  “I’m reading at least 

a dozen of them, plus the expected ten human life-signs.  And who knows how many are cloaked?  We’ve gotta call 

for beam-out!” 

 A sudden scream from the camp caught all the recruit’s attentions.  The squad watched in horror as another 

Jem’Hadar soldier emerged from what the briefing had identified as the assembly hall and tossed the limp form of 

an unconscious human to the ground, then ordered his subordinate to take another of the humans inside for 

questioning.  The recruits watched for a moment as the unconscious man was dragged away toward a group of 

outbuildings and the doors to the assembly hall shut behind the Jem’Hadar and their latest victim. 

 “We gotta get out of here!  We gotta call for beam-out!” said the recruit with the tricorder in a near-panic. 

 “Belay that!” O’Laughlin ordered in a harsh whisper as he began working on the safety device on his 

weapon, quickly removing the lock from the setting control and proceeding to do the same on the rest of the squad’s 

weapons.  “We can’t just leave those hostages to be tortured.”  He tapped the combadge attached to the front of his 

battle uniform.  “Squad Bravo to Squads Alpha and Charlie.” 

 O’Laughlin spent a few minutes explaining the situation at the outpost to his fellow recruits, how they 

could remove their own safety locks, and his plan to recapture the outpost based on the capture of an enemy 

encampment holding POWs he had participated in during the Gulf War of 1991.  There were a couple of objections 

from recruits who, like the one in O’Laughlin’s squad, wanted to simply call for beam-out.  Their protests were 

overruled by the majority who wanted to stay and rescue the Starfleet personnel who had been captured by the 

dreaded Dominion foot soldiers. 

 A couple of minutes later an explosion went off near the eastern perimeter of the outpost.  Half a dozen 

Jem’Hadar soldiers scrambled to investigate what had happened and to secure the outpost from attack.  Meanwhile, 



two squads of recruits, under O’Laughlin’s command, snuck through the perimeter from the north and moved 

silently and unseen from building to building closer to the assembly hall. 

 “O’Laughlin, I’m reading human life signs in that outbuilding to the west,” reported one recruit, indicating 

a nearby living unit where two Jem’Hadar stood guard by the door. 

 “Phasers on stun,” O’Laughlin ordered.  “Take ‘em down!” 

 Two recruits fired their rifles at the Jem’Hadar, with little effect.  The soldiers were briefly knocked off 

their feet but quickly got back up and ran to attack the squad. 

 “Dammit!” O’Laughlin growled as he quickly shifted his rifle’s power setting and shot two quick bursts in 

succession, the two Jem’Hadar falling at the recruit’s feet. 

 “Squad Alpha, release the hostages and call for beam-up,” O’Laughlin ordered.  “Squad Bravo, frontal 

assault, pattern delta, on the assembly hall.”  He watched briefly in satisfaction as the six recruits of Alpha Squad 

captured and secured the living quarters, then moved on with his own squad toward the hall. 

 “We hafta do this quick,” O’Laughlin advised.  “Charlie Squad’s diversion won’t last much longer, and if 

they followed orders they’re already back up on the ship.” 

 The six recruits quickly surrounded the building, three of them forming a perimeter around the hall, 

O’Laughlin and the remaining two assuming positions near the main door, preparing to kick them in. 

 “Alpha Squad to Bravo Squad,” said a whispered voice from O’Laughlin’s combadge.  “We’ve freed nine 

hostages.  They say there’s only one other person unaccounted for.  All are in pretty bad shape.  We’re beaming 

back up to the ship.  Alpha Squad out.” 

 O’Laughlin grinned in satisfaction, then nodded to his squad-mates. 

 “On a count of three… One… Two…” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Inside the hall, a Vorta watched silently while the Jem’Hadar First was questioning the human that had 

recently been brought in, punching the man across the face between each question that was not answered to the 

Dominion soldier’s satisfaction while another Jem’Hadar stood guard in one corner of the large room. 

 “I’m only going to ask you this one more time,” the Jem’Hadar said in an almost pleasant-sounding voice.  

“What is the purpose of this outpost?  Why did Starfleet establish a post on a planet with no obvious strategic 

advantage?  There must be more than the ten personnel we captured here.  Where are the rest of your personnel 

hidden?” 

 The Starfleet officer, eyes blackened and mouth bleeding from the beating he had so far endured, simply 

looked up at the Jem’Hadar First through puffy eyelids and glared silently. 

 Suddenly, and without warning, the double main doors of the building burst apart inward.  Two Marine 

recruits crouched at each side and O’Laughlin, cammo cap backward as usual, phaser rifle aimed at the First, 

standing between them. 

 “Ding-dong.  Avon lady!” he said with a smirk. 

 The Jem’Hadar soldier’s momentary surprise abated as the guard in the corner raised his own rifle to 

attack.  Without hesitation, O’Laughlin shot first, sending the bulky Dominion soldier through the nearby window, 

and then dived for the deck.  Almost immediately phaser fire could be heard outside as the Jem’Hadar soldiers, 

diverted by Charlie Squad’s initial attack, began to return in force.  Meanwhile, the other two members of the squad 

took down the First and the Vorta before the Jem’Hadar even managed to reach his own weapon.  Within moments 

the sound of phaser fire outside stopped as well. 

 “Thank you,” the officer in the chair managed to croak as O’Laughlin and another recruit helped him to his 

feet and back outside.  The three recruits and their survivor joined the remaining three squad members, around 

whom were scattered the bodies of six other Jem’Hadar. 

 “I can’t believe it!” one of the recruits that had been stationed outside the assembly hall exclaimed.  “We 

managed to kill them all!  Ten Jem’Hadar against six of us and we won!” 

 O’Laughlin, who was about to tap in the code for beam-up into his combadge, looked at his fellow recruit 

strangely, then turned toward the squad member who carried their tricorder. 

 “I thought you reported twelve alien life-signs earlier?  Ten Rinos and one Vorta…?” 

 The recruit nodded and the entire squad without a word immediately took up a defensive stance around 

O’Laughlin and the officer they had rescued.  O’Laughlin again moved to tap his combadge for beam-up when a 

war cry filled the air and the missing Jem’Hadar Third emerged from his cloak a short distance away, his bayoneted 

weapon aimed directly at O’Laughlin, the squad’s most apparent leader. 



 Without even thinking, an instinct honed by years of training and practice, O’Laughlin ducked and rolled 

out of the Jem’Hadar’s line of fire, righting himself onto one knee outside the squad’s defensive perimeter and firing 

his phaser rifle from the hip.  The Dominion soldier looked almost surprised as he stopped motionless only two 

meters from the nearest squad member and looked down at the smoldering wound in his chest before dropping to his 

knees and falling forward, dead. 

 “Squad Bravo to Farragut,” O’Laughlin finally said, breathing heavy.  “Seven to get the hell out of here!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 When the training camp personnel were debriefed on the way back to Earth, we found out the Jem’Hadar 

had come from a ship badly damaged in a battle with a Klingon cruiser near the Bajor sector, which later crashed 

on Dorias II.  Only the Vorta and eleven of the Jem’Hadar crew had survived and they had been ‘interrogating’ the 

Starfleet personnel to find out how often Federation ships stopped at what they believed was a secret staging base in 

hopes of stealing a small ship to return to Dominion territory. 

 That mission made all the difference… 

 

* * * * 

 

Starfleet Academy 

Stardate 52563.5 

 

 Starfleet Marine Corps boot camp graduations were rarely held all the way on the west coast, but this was a 

special occasion.  All the officers and staff of Parris Island were in attendance, including Colonel Parks, the Marine 

Corps commandant, as well as ranking members of Starfleet Command. 

 “Company 146, front and center!” 

 Eighteen recruits came to attention then walked up to the stage that had been erected on the Quad.  As they 

stood in line at ram-rod straight attention facing the crowd before them, the colonel greeted each one, shaking their 

hands and pinning a decoration for gallantry under fire on their uniform before walking over to the nearby podium. 

 “I am a man of few words,” Parks said.  “I only wish to let these recruits know I’m damn proud of them 

today, and prouder still to say they have proven beyond a doubt that they have earned the title they officially assume 

today.  The title of Marine.” 

 The gathered crowd applauded enthusiastically for a moment until the colonel resumed speaking. 

 “Christopher Alan O’Laughlin, front and center!” 

 O’Laughlin, for once seen publicly without his seemingly ever-present cigar or hat, looked nervous as he 

stepped out of line and over to the commandant and saluted.  The commandant chuckled and smiled before returning 

the unexpected salute. 

 “In recognition of your service to the Federation, to Starfleet and to the Corps, and after a thorough review 

of your prior military record, recovered from the computer at the Deep Freeze project, it is my pleasure to reappoint 

you to your prior attained rank, with all the responsibilities and privileges there-of.  Congratulations, Sergeant.” 

 O’Laughlin stood in shocked silence as the commandant handed him a replicated set of 20
th

 century Marine 

Corps sergeant stripes and again shook his hand.  He remembered very little of the day that followed except that his 

head had been in the clouds the whole time. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Shortly after that I received my new assignment attached to an experimental squad under then-Lieutenant 

McIntyre’s command and reported aboard the Dauntless-74658.  It was there I learned old habits die hard… 

 

 

 Recently assigned Sergeant Chrisopher O’Laughlin shut off the shower head, opened the cubicle door, 

grabbed his nearby towel and ever-present cigar, then stood there looking at the dripping shower walls with a frown. 

 “Ah, hell, may as well give it another try.” 

 The sergeant, towel wrapped around his midsection, stepped across his small cabin to the replicator and 

looked at the device dubiously before clearing his throat. 

 “Computer… Replicate a squee-gee for me.” 



 The computer bleeped, then stated, “Desired item is not on file.  Please provide specifications of item in 

question.” 

 “Christ, here we go again,” Olly muttered.  “Computer… Rubber, twelve inches long…” 

 Before he was able to complete the description the computer bleeped again and the replicator materialized a 

slightly more than thirty-centimeter long rubber object. 

 “Dammit!” O’Laughlin growled, then sighed as he picked up the sex toy that had materialized and tossed it 

onto a pile of twenty similar objects in the corner of the room before returning to the shower stall to wipe down the 

walls with his towel once again. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Sergeant O’Laughlin walked briskly through the corridors of the starship Dauntless NCC-74658, on his 

way to the shuttlebay of the Intrepid-class vessel when a sight he never would have believed had he not seen it for 

himself came strolling down from the opposite direction. 

 The being, who’s bug-eyed face resembled nothing more than a huge goldfish, was encased in a special 

suit, painted to match the colors of a Starfleet uniform in the science division.  Atop the suit, completely covering 

the alien being’s head, was a water-filled clear helmet resembling a fishbowl, connected by tubes to a filtration unit 

strapped to his back. 

 “It was bad enough when they let females into the military,” O’Laughlin muttered to himself.  “Now I gotta 

work alongside these weirdo aliens?  This guy looks more like he should be on a platter in crews mess than in a 

uniform.” 

 O’Laughlin fingered his cigar as he watched the being approach, then reached out to grab one of the alien’s 

fin-like extremities. 

 “ ‘Scuse me, but just what kinda creature are you?” the sergeant asked. 

 “Mmm mmmmm,” the being said in a high tone through his liquid environment. 

 “A Picean?  You’re kidding!” O’Laughlin said, seeming not to notice the alien did not speak English. 

 “Mm.  Mmm mmm mmmm mmmmm mmmm,” the fish-like officer said. 

 “Yeah, I’m kinda new here myself.  Still trying to get a hang on all this modern technology.” 

 “Mm mmm?  Mm mmm mmmm mm mmmmm?” 

 “Really?  You can help me learn all this stuff?” 

 “Mmm.” 

 O’Laughlin was actually touched that somebody aboard the ship would be willing to take the old-fashioned 

non-com under their wing… well, fin… and show him how everything worked. 

 “Sgt Olly O’Laughlin,” he said, thrusting out his hand, which the Picean looked at uncertainly with its large 

unblinking globe-like eyes.  “But you can call me Olly.” 

 “Mm mmmm mm,” the being responded, finally touching O’Laughlin’s hand with his fin. 

 “Ensign Stannich?  Excuse me, sir, I didn’t realize you were an officer!”  The two started walking side by 

side down the corridor.  “That’s kinda hard to pronounce.  How about I just call you Fishboy?  Hey!  Maybe you can 

start my education by showing me how they shoot the phasers on this tub?” 

 “MMMM!  MMMM!” Stannich screamed. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “And there you have it, sir.  My life story and what brought me to the Dauntless, and I’m stickin’ to it.  

You pretty much know everything that’s happened since then,” O’Laughlin said over the hand of cards he held. 

 “That was really quite… amazing,” Captain Koester admitted, tossing a few more chips into the pot. 

 “More like unbelievable,” Corporal Jones amended. 

 “You want unbelievable, read ‘em and weep,” O’Laughlin said as he revealed his hand, a full house of tens 

over eights, and started to reach for the large pile of chips that had accumulated.  “I believe the pot is mine once 

again.”   1
st
 Lt Mendez had folded early in the hand and retained a smug grin while Major McIntyre, holding two 

pair, and Corporal Jones with only a pair of Aces both looked disappointed. 

 “Ha ha!  Come to papa!” O’Laughlin chuckled. 

 “Sorry, Sergeant, but not so fast,” Koester said as he placed his own hand down on the table, revealing 

three Kings, a Jack and a two.  “I’m afraid this pigeon isn’t so easy to pluck.” 

 O’Laughlin looked at the captain, confused. 

 “Full house beats three of a kind, sir.  Or at least it did four-hundred years ago.” 



 “Jacks are wild, Sergeant,” Koester reminded the Marine non-com.  “Four of a kind still beats a full house, 

even in the 24
th

 century.” 

 O’Laughlin stared at the captain’s cards while Koester raked the pile of chips over to his side of the table. 

 “Dammit!” the sergeant growled, to everyone’s amusement. 

 Koester passed the deck over to McIntyre, who shuffled and started to deal the next hand.  “Straight draw, 

no wild cards,” the major said, looking pointedly at the captain.  “Ante in.” 

 “Bridge to captain,” suddenly said the voice of Lt Commander Phillip Winters over the intercom.  “Your 

immediate presence is required on the bridge.” 

 As Koester stood up and offered his apologies, O’Laughlin looked at him with a hurt expression. 

 “You can’t leave now, sir!  You have to give me a chance to win my money back!” 

 “Duty calls, Sergeant.  But I’ll be back again some evening.  I promise.” 

 O’Laughlin watched the captain leave and as the door swished shut a gleam appeared in his eye. 

 “Be careful about volunteerin’, sir,” he said at last.  “You never know what it’ll get you into in the end.” 

 

The End 

 


