
Captain’s log, stardate 58408.8: 

While exploring an uncharted system in sector 489, the Dauntless has developed engine 

trouble.  We are currently awaiting aid to help repair the warp core. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Peter J. Koester strode into main engineering.  The multi-level room, dominated by the warp core 

and twin coolant pipes at its center, was a hive of activity.  The entire engineering staff, and many of the Starfleet 

cadets aboard the Dauntless for their training cruise, worked in open panels, consoles and conduits, yet the 

compartment seemed unnaturally quiet with the warp core off-line. 

 The captain walked over to where only the legs and feet of his half-Klingon Chief Engineer were visible 

sticking out of a conduit opening. 

 “How goes the war, Lieutenant?” Koester asked. 

 “Is that you, Captain?” Lt Dar responded as he heaved himself out of the conduit, instructed one of his 

engineers to continue the troubleshooting, then dusted off his hands and uniform as he stood to speak to Koester. 

 “Sorry, Captain, but the whole situation has me baffled.  For no reason we can figure out, the anti-matter 

injector simply froze up.  Less than thirty minutes later the deuterium injector did the same.  It’s a good thing, 

though, it didn’t occur the other way around or we’d likely have blown ourselves up.” 

 “How are the batteries holding up?” 

 “Well, if we continue to conserve as much power as we can, shutting down all unnecessary systems, the 

batteries will likely last another 36 to 48 hours,” Dar reported.  “I’ve already ordered all holodecks and holosuites as 

well as replicator units on decks 1, 2, 3 and 12 through 26 shut down until further notice, plus all quarters and 

staterooms are on half-power right now.” 

 “Very well.  We’re expecting the USS Bellerophon to arrive with aid within ten hours.  They’re carrying a 

special team that will assist you and your engineering staff.” 

 “I don’t see what they’ll be able to do that we’re not doing already,” Dar commented.  “Besides, we 

honestly hope to have the core back on-line within the next eight hours.  But they’re welcome to try and help.” 

 Koester nodded agreeably, then ordered, “Carry on.”  As Dar returned to his troubleshooting, the captain 

figured it best to stay out of Engineering Division’s way and left the engine room. 
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Several hours later… 

 

 Captain Koester looked up from the padd he was reading when the intercom bleeped. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester,” said the voice of Second Officer Kevin Fry.  “The USS Bellerophon has 

arrived and reports they’re ready to beam over the engineering support team.” 

 Koester looked up at the old-fashioned ship’s chronometer mounted on the wall beside his desk and 

remarked, “They’re over an hour early.”  He then touched his intercom and replied, “Thank you, Commander.  Have 

Mister Dar meet me in transporter room two to greet them.” 

 Moments later the doors to the transporter room swished open and Koester walked in.  He was pleased to 

see Dar already waiting. 

 “Energize when ready,” Koester nodded to Chief Blackman at the control console. 

 “Transporters are synchronized.  Energizing,” the Chief reported. 

 On the platform, two beams coalesced into the forms of two men.  One was human with curly tan hair and 

the insignia of a Senior Chief Petty Officer on his gold collar.  The other was a tall Vulcan man wearing a suit.  The 

Vulcan smiled as he recognized Captain Koester. 



 “Well, well… Captain Koester!  What a pleasant surprise to find you walking these decks again,” the 

Vulcan said as Koester stepped forward with a smile of his own to offer the new arrival a handshake. 

 “Talk about surprises…?” Koester responded.  “Welcome back, Mister Bloom.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next few minutes were spent getting reacquainted.  Jeff Bloom, former Chief Engineer of the 

Dauntless-74658 and original Chief Science Officer of the 75310 was understandably surprised to find Koester back 

in a captain’s uniform.  Koester was equally as surprised to see the human-raised, emotional Vulcan out of uniform 

and in a civilian suit. 

 “Shortly after you transferred off the Dauntless, I decided to retire my Starfleet commission,” Bloom 

explained after introducing his companion, Chief Miles O’Brien.  “I was offered a teaching position at the Academy 

and I’ve been working with Miles ever since.” 

 “Engineering to Leftenant Dar.  Please report to main engineering,” said the voice of Amanda Windsor 

over Dar’s combadge.  Dar excused himself as Koester offered to brief the two visiting engineers up in his ready 

room.  Once there, the captain offered each a cup of coffee from a carafe his yeoman had brought up from the 10-

Forward lounge, since without power the replicators on the bridge level had been shut down, then began filling 

Bloom and O’Brien in on the sudden warp core difficulties before asking what brought two Academy professors all 

the way out to sector 489? 

 “Actually, we were already on our way here to conduct a performance review of our students,” O’Brien 

answered between sips of his steaming beverage.  “But once we heard about your difficulties, we figured we would 

offer our assistance.” 

 Before Koester could comment further, the door chime sounded. 

 “Come.” 

 As the door slid open, Lt Dar walked in, a grim look on his face and a small object in his right hand. 

 “We have bigger problems than I first figured, Captain,” Dar said as he placed a polished metal sphere the 

size of a marble on the captain’s desk.  Bloom picked it up and studied the object as Dar offered an explanation. 

 “Engineering crews are finding these things, hundreds of them, attached to both the matter and anti-matter 

injector units.  They’re at least a partial cause of why the injectors froze up.” 

 “What are they?” Koester asked, taking the sphere Bloom offered to him and looking closely at it. 

 “I can tell you what they’re not,” Dar said.  “When Cadet Faggio first discovered them, we thought perhaps 

it was a byproduct of some strange form of metal fatigue or decomposition, but we scanned them with tricorders and 

determined they’re made of some form of metal unknown to Federation science.  There’s no way it could be caused 

by a breakdown in the elements of the injectors themselves.” 

 “So where did they come from?” O’Brien asked, taking his turn to study the sphere. 

 “Well, we did a new scan of the injectors and found even more microscopic versions of these same spheres.  

And the strangest part is they’re growing.” 

 “What?” Koester, Bloom and O’Brien all said in unison. 

 “You heard me right.  They’re growing.  And apparently ‘feeding’ off the injector’s base component 

elements.” 

 Koester’s face paled as he realized the gravity of the situation. 

 “You mean…?” 

 Dar nodded, and finished the captain’s sentence. 

 “…If we can’t figure out what these things are and how to get rid of them, they’re going to cause an 

uncontrollable breech of the antimatter pods in less than twelve hours.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental: 

On what should have been a happy occasion, the return to the Dauntless of her original 

Chief Science Officer, we are now realizing we’re in a lot more trouble than we 

originally thought. 
 

 



 Captain Koester stood with Lt Dar, Lt Windsor, Cadet Faggio, Chief O’Brien and Professor Bloom on the 

lowest deck of the Sovereign-class starship.  It was here that the emergency antimatter generators, the injector 

assembly and the all-important anti-matter pods, the ship’s vital interstellar fuel supply, were located.  Dar was 

presently halfway inside a small access cover normally only removed during the construction of a starship or during 

major overhauls, bare centimeters from where the anti-matter would be ‘sprayed’ into the dilithium intermix 

chamber to react with deuterium to form the high-energy plasma which powered all the ship’s systems.  The half-

Klingon engineer held a tricorder in one hand and a sonic cutting tool in the other as he attempted to remove the 

mysterious nodules from the assembly. 

 “I’m knocking the larger ones loose, but according to the tricorder readings, I’m not even budging the ones 

so small we can’t see them with the naked eye.” 

 Carefully crawling out of the access cover, Dar wiped the sweat from his semi-ridged brow and tapped his 

combadge. 

 “Are you having any luck, Spot?” 

 Fourteen decks above, where the matter injector would normally ‘spray’ ionized hydrogen atoms into the 

top of the warp core, the Daminian Lt Spot inspected the nodule spheres growing there.  As a non-corporeal being, 

the first of his race to join Starfleet, Spot was able to interface directly with key ship’s systems and had the ability to 

reach areas of the ship most solid life-forms could not. 

 “I have been able to determine that the number of spheres attached to the matter injector has doubled in the 

last hour, Mister Dar,” the Daminian’s mechanical-sounding, British-accented voice said through the engineer’s 

combadge.  “Other than that, all I am detecting is a slight high-frequency vibration I have never encountered before.  

It is having the effect of giving me what you corporeal humanoids would call a ‘slight headache.’” 

 As soon as Spot had made his report, Cadet Joellen Faggio opened up her tricorder and scanned the area 

around the lower injector.  The Betazoid nodded as she reported, “I’m detecting the same vibration here, fluctuating 

between .95 and 1.2 gigahertz.”  She then moved close to Bloom and O’Brien, her two Academy engineering 

instructors, and the three started debating quietly off to one side. 

 “Well, what are your suggestions, Mister Dar?” Captain Koester asked, not sure what options remained at 

that point. 

 “We could always eject the core.  Let Bellerophon tow us back to spacedock,” Dar said.  “But I’m reluctant 

to do that.  We’re down to less than 24 hours on the batteries, and a small Intrepid-class starship like the 

Bellerophon would take at least a couple of days to tow us to the nearest base.  I’d rather core ejection be a last 

resort.  We need something that’ll remove all the nodules, the ones we can see and the ones we can’t, all at once.” 

 “Our cadet may have your solution,” Chief O’Brien said as the side discussion ended.  “But we’ll need to 

use one of your labs to develop it.” 

 “Our labs are your labs,” Koester replied.  “What’s the solution?” 

 Bloom looked at his former commanding officer and said, “According to these new readings, we may be 

able to disrupt the vibration these nodules are producing.  In effect, killing them.” 

 “Are you saying these things are alive?” the captain asked, looking once again at the sphere he had carried 

down from his ready room. 

 “Not alive like we define life, Captain,” Faggio explained.  “More like how rust forms due to oxidation.  If 

my theory pans out, we can ‘stunt their growth’ and knock them off the injectors all at once.” 

 “How long?” Koester inquired. 

 “Maybe a couple of hours,” Bloom replied. 

 “Get to work.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Three hours later, Koester, Dar, Faggio, O’Brien and Bloom were gathered around the matter injector.  

Faggio held a tricorder which had been modified with a pulse scanner to interface directly with the injector assembly 

and create the so-called anti-vibration she had theorized. 

 “She’s a smart one, that girl,” O’Brien told Dar with a hint of pride.  “Be careful.  She’ll be coming after 

your job before long.” 

 “So what will happen to these nodules once we… uh… kill them?” Koester asked. 

 “We have the transporter in cargo bay one locked on and ready to beam them off the ship the instant the 

nodules come loose from the injector,” Dar explained. 

 “We’re ready here,” Faggio reported. 



 Both Koester and Dar took a close look at where the equipment interfaced the injector, then the captain 

nodded. 

 “Proceed,” he ordered. 

 “Commencing anti-vibration, frequency: 1 gigahertz.” 

 The captain almost thought he could feel his teeth vibrating as Cadet Faggio started her equipment, though 

he knew it was actually impossible. 

 “So far no effect,” Bloom reported, scanning with a normal tricorder. 

 “Give it a moment, Professor,” Faggio said, making adjustments on her equipment.  Suddenly the modified 

tricorder beeped. 

 “Frequency locked in.  1.21 gigahertz!” 

 Bloom smiled, still a strange expression to see on his Vulcan features even after all these years, the captain 

thought, as he reported, “The spheres are dropping off!  The cargo transporter is beaming them off the ship.”  Less 

than a minute later, Bloom added, “I am now reading all the nodules on the matter injector are gone.  The injector 

assembly has some minor metal degradation that will need repair in a shipyard facility, but it should be functional.” 

 Dar immediately tapped his combadge and said, “Engine room, this is Dar.  Test the matter injector 

assembly.” 

 The small group heard a low hum for a second, then Lt Windsor’s English accent replied, “We’re getting 

green lights down here, Leftenant.  The injector is functioning.” 

 A small cheer went up amid the group as handshakes passed around. 

 “Let’s get to work on the other injector,” Dar said with a smile. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few minutes later, Captain Koester was back on the bridge where he stood talking to Commander Kevin 

Fry, his Second Officer, who sat in the command chair. 

 “We should be able to get underway again in a few minutes, Mister Fry,” he said. 

 “I’ll have all watch stations stand by,” Fry replied just as an alarm sounded at the engineering console.  Lt 

Alan High looked at his display, his eyes wide with shock. 

 “Captain, I’m reading an anti-matter buildup in the warp core!  Breech immanent in forty five seconds!” he 

said.  Immediately the captain slapped his combadge. 

 “Bridge to Dar!  What’s happening?” 

 Down near the anti-matter injector, Bloom and O’Brien helped Cadet Faggio to her feet, dazed slightly 

from the feedback overload that shorted out her modified tricorder, which now lay smoking at her feet.  Dar tapped 

his combadge to reply. 

 “Dar to bridge.  We had just started beaming the nodules away from the anti-matter injector assembly when 

it spontaneously began injecting anti-matter into the warp core uncontrollably!  It was like knocking a water faucet 

with a sledge hammer!  We have to eject the core!” 

 “Get your people out of there!” Koester ordered.  “We’ll eject when you’re clear!” 

 “No time!” Dar yelled.  “Eject the core now!” 

 “Warp core breech in twenty five seconds,” the ship’s computer announced. 

 The captain had little choice.  Avoiding the gaze of his crew around him, Koester instead looked directly at 

Lt High and ordered, “Eject the core.” 

 Seconds passed before High looked up again and reported, “Core eject mechanism off-line!  Recommend 

going to warp, maximum speed, to relieve some of the pressure build-up.” 

 “You heard him, Mister Hyland,” the captain shouted to the cadet manning the helm.  “Ahead maximum 

warp!  I don’t care which direction!” 

 Hyland acknowledged the order and within seconds the Dauntless blasted into warp speed. 

 “Warp 4…  Warp 6…  Warp 8…,” Hyland reported, sighing in relief when High announced the warp core 

breech had been narrowly averted.  “Warp 9…  9.5…  9.7…  9.8…  9.9…  We’re at maximum, sir.  Warp 9.95.” 

 “Well, we can’t stay at this speed forever.  We’ll wind up blowing up the ship one way or another,” Koester 

said.  He then looked up toward the ceiling and said, “Computer, location of Lt Dar?” 

 The computer bleeped, then responded with the familiar female voice, “Lt Dar is en route to sickbay.” 

 Koester exchanged looks with Fry before heading to the nearby turbolift. 

 “Keep me apprised of any changes,” he ordered as the doors swished shut. 

 Moments later Koester entered the doors to sickbay.  The three biobeds were already occupied by Chief 

O’Brien, Professor Bloom and Cadet Faggio.  Over at the examination table, Dr Rasa Palin, the Bajoran Chief 



Medical Officer, and the ship’s Emergency Medical Hologram had just placed Lt Dar inside the examination 

enclosure. 

 “What happened, Doc?  How are they?” the captain asked with concern. 

 As the EMH continued to work on Dar, pressing a hypospray to the Chief Engineer’s neck, Dr Rasa 

addressed the captain. 

 “The Professor, Chief and Cadet Faggio all suffered minor first degree burns.  Mister Dar’s injuries are 

more severe.  Mainly second and third degree burns and some radiation exposure.  Apparently the warp core heated 

up to several hundred degrees before the magnetic constrictors could compensate.  I’ll need to keep Mister Dar here 

for a couple of hours, but the others are cleared to go.” 

 Nodding, Koester moved over to speak to the other three patients. 

 “What happened?” he asked. 

 “We’re not sure?” the emotional Vulcan man replied.  “The matter injector cleaning worked exactly as 

planned.  But as soon as we started working on the anti-matter injector, the anti-vibration device we created shorted 

out.” 

 “Could it have had something to do with the injector being the anti-matter side, and thus protected with a 

stronger magnetic field?” the captain inquired. 

 “No, sir,” O’Brien answered.  “We designed the equipment to interact with the nodules, not the injector 

assembly.” 

 “Captain?” 

 Koester moved over to Faggio’s bed, where the cadet was leaning up on her elbows. 

 “What is it, Cadet?” 

 “This may sound strange, sir, but the feedback my equipment experienced…”  Faggio paused, sounding 

unsure of herself for a moment before finishing, “Well it almost seemed like a directed attack.” 

 “An attack?  By something intelligent?” 

 “No, sir.  Just before it occurred, I sensed something.  Something akin to emotion but much more primal.  

Perhaps feral.  It felt like…”  The Betazoid cadet struggled to find the right words before finally saying, “It felt like 

pure rage.” 

 “Bridge to captain,” said the voice of Cdr Fry.  “Just to update you, Lt High informs me that if we maintain 

current speed, the computer will perform an auto-shutdown of the warp drive in twenty two minutes.” 

 “Will that shut off the anti-matter flow as well?” Koester asked, hopeful. 

 “Unlikely,” Lt High now responded.  “We’ll be right back to where we started, about thirty seconds away 

from a core breech.” 

 Koester looked over at his former science officer, his mouth a thin line, and asked, “Can we go back down 

there and scan for whatever produced this… this rage?  I have a feeling the two are connected somehow.” 

 “I wouldn’t recommend going near the anti-matter injector,” Dr Rasa called out from the exam area.  “That 

area is currently flooded with delta radiation.” 

 “There’s only one crewmember who can do this,” Koester commented as he tapped his combadge.  

“Koester to Lt Spot.” 

 “Spot here, Captain.” 

 “Where are you, Lieutenant?” 

 “Right here, Captain.  At your feet.” 

 Koester looked down at the deck, where the only visible manifestation of the non-corporeal being, a small 

circle of red light, could be seen. 

 “Lieutenant, I need you to take a look around the anti-matter injector.  Cadet Faggio says she sensed what 

may be a life-form down there.” 

 Before the captain could even blink, the red spot was gone. 

 “Aye, sir,” Spot replied. 

 Koester then exchanged looks with O’Brien and Bloom, not sure what else could be done.  He considered 

evacuating the ship, but the lifeboats could not deploy at warp speed and would never get far enough away to 

survive in the thirty seconds before the warp core would explode if the ship stopped. 

 “Bridge to captain.  Eighteen minutes to auto-shutdown.” 

 Koester could do little more than acknowledge.  Then, without warning, Spot returned.  Its glow seemed 

dimmer than usual. 

 “How did you know, Captain?” Spot’s voice said through Koester’s combadge.  When the captain admitted 

it was only a hunch, Spot continued, “It’s a Tavicite.  Another non-corporeal species.  However, unlike most other 

non-corporeal races the Federation has encountered, like the Organians, Metrons and Daminians, the Tavicites did 



not evolve from a highly advanced sentient beings.  They are more akin to wild animals.  Vicious, territorial and 

difficult to deal with.” 

 “What is one doing in the warp core?” Chief O’Brien asked from his biobed. 

 “Protecting its nest,” Spot said plainly.  “As I moved down there to investigate, it attacked.  If I hadn’t been 

half-way prepared, it would have killed me, and likely blown the entire intermix chamber!” 

 “That would explain why Spot is so much dimmer than usual,” said Bloom.  “Are you okay?” 

 “I will survive,” Spot said.  “But now we must figure out a way to deal with the nest.” 

 “Why would a non-corporeal species make a nest in the warp core?” Cadet Faggio asked. 

 “From personal experience, I happen to know the drive plasma is extremely relaxing,” Spot replied.  “To 

the Tavicite, the warp core must seem like a safe, quiet environment.  At lease until recently.” 

 The full implication of his exotic science officer’s statement was finally starting to get through to Captain 

Koester. 

 “If that creature is using the warp core as a nest, then those nodules we’ve been removing…” 

 “Were most probably its eggs, yes, Captain,” Spot concluded. 

 “A non-corporeal race that lays corporeal eggs?” O’Brien asked, sounding very unsure. 

 “It’s not too unusual for non-corporeal species to have some form of corporeal existence, Chief.  The 

Organians, for example, sometimes choose to live entire lifetimes as simple humanoid beings,” explained Spot. 

 “That would explain why those ‘eggs’ started as microscopic specks,” the captain said.  “Now our question 

is, how do we get rid of it…” 

 “Bridge to captain.  Fifteen minutes until auto-shutdown.” 

 “…In less than fifteen minutes?” 

 “Captain, my race has encountered these creatures before,” Spot said.  “If you upset its nest and enrage it, 

there is no simply getting rid of it.  You must kill it!  It is already trying to kill us by damaging the anti-matter 

injector unit.  It attacked me when I went in to investigate.  It will not leave until this ship is destroyed.” 

 A moment passed in uneasy silence until Faggio spoke again. 

 “Mister Spot, you said this creature is non-sentient, like a wild animal?” 

 “That is correct,” Spot answered. 

 “Can it be fooled into thinking its nest is still intact?” 

 “Possibly, but how?  And to what end?” the Daminian asked.  “If it remains on this ship we’re stuck with 

the same problem we started with.  And unintelligent it may be, it will still eventually realize whatever illusion of 

the nest we create is not really its offspring.” 

 “You’re assuming we have to leave it on the ship!” Faggio said cryptically. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Over the course of the next ten minutes, and with the assistance of both Professor Bloom and Chief 

O’Brien, Cadet Faggio managed to rewire and reconfigure her anti-vibration equipment, damaged when she tried to 

clean off the anti-matter injector.  A couple of minutes more and it was installed onto the miniature warp core of the 

shuttlecraft Pearl Harbor. 

 Now Koester, Faggio, Bloom and O’Brien stood in the observation deck which overlooked both the main 

shuttlebay and, in the other direction, space beyond the aft end of the starship. 

 “The Pearl Harbor is ready, Captain,” Faggio reported.  Koester nodded as he tapped his combadge. 

 “Captain to Lt High.  I want you to extend the warp field around the shuttle as it launches.  Don’t let it fall 

out of our warp bubble or the shuttle will be torn to shreds and we’ll be dead.” 

 “Understood, Captain.  Standing by.” 

 Koester then looked over at Bloom. 

 “Open the main door.” 

 As the atmosphere retaining field hummed to life and alarm klaxons sounded, the large main shuttlebay 

door below their feet opened.  Faggio stood by the remote shuttle controls. 

 “Bridge to captain.  Three minutes to auto-shutdown.” 

 “Cadet Faggio, start your equipment.  And pray this works.” 

 Faggio pressed a pad on her console.  Aboard the Pearl Harbor, the thrusters hummed to life and the 

shuttle slowly maneuvered out the shuttlebay door to a position halfway between the shuttlebay and the forward end 

of the huge bussard collectors of the Dauntless’ warp engines, directly over the warp core. 



 “Remember, Cadet, I want you to shove that shuttle out of the warp bubble at the first sign of instability in 

its core.  We don’t need a shuttle exploding in close proximity to the warp nacelles to compound our already dire 

problems,” the captain said. 

 With the press of another touchpad, the modified tricorder connected to the shuttle’s small warp core began 

generating its high-frequency vibration. 

 “Bridge to captain.  Two minutes to auto-shutdown.” 

 “What’s happening?” Koester demanded to know. 

 “It’s not taking the bait,” O’Brien surmised. 

 “Give it time,” Bloom implored. 

 “Time is a luxury we don’t…,” Koester started to say before he was interrupted by a garbled message. 

 “S.ot to Cap…. Koester… I ..ve cond..ted a survey .. the enti.. warp ..re and …. determined the Tavici.. is 

gone!  Rep… gone!” 

 “Bridge to captain.  One minute to auto-shutdown.” 

 “Bridge, Lt High, have you regained control of the injector units?” Koester asked urgently.  The seconds 

that passed were agonizingly slow.  Finally High responded. 

 “Yes, Captain!” 

 “Helm, all stop!  Engineering, perform emergency shut down of the warp core!” 

 “Answering all stop,” Cadet William Hyland replied. 

 Down in main engineering, Lt Windsor adjusted the controls that opened and shut both the matter and anti-

matter injectors.  Slowly, and for the second time in as many days, the warp core went dark. 

 “Warp core shut down, Captain,” Windsor reported.  “We’re on batteries again, but back up to an 85% 

charge.  We’re safe for another few days.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental: 

Specially adjusted sensors have confirmed our Tavicite is now at home in the Pearl 

Harbor’s mini-warp core, where it apparently believes it is tending to a ‘nestful of eggs.’ 

Most of our core damage has been repaired and the warp core is back on-line and 

operating normally. 

Our only problem now is to figure out what exactly to do with our new, unwanted pet? 
 

 

 “Must we kill it, Captain?” Cadet Faggio asked with concern. 

 “Well, Cadet, you seem to have all the answers,” Koester said.  “What do you recommend we do with it?” 

 “Lt Spot said we’re not far from Tavic II, where the Tavicites originate.  If we warp into the system with 

the shuttlecraft in tow, I can pilot it down to the surface remotely, then shut down the warp core.  The creature 

should simply leave on its own then, right?” 

 Koester looked at his former Chief Science Officer and asked, “What do you think, Jeff?” 

 “It’s better than tossing a perfectly good shuttle into a star I suppose,” Bloom replied. 

 Koester shrugged, then said, “Fine.  The project is yours, Cadet.  You’re in charge.  Welcome to the 

wonderful world of command decisions.” 

 “Yes, sir!” Faggio replied with a broad smile, then quickly departed to devise her plan. 

 

The End 

 


