
Cadet’s personal log, stardate 65029.0: 

My class conducted its initial survival training last semester in the region of the Sierra 

Nevadas in eastern California.  It was fun, kind of like being on a long camping trip with 

a greater chance of getting hurt. 

I have heard through the cadet grapevine that my classes up-coming off-planet survival 

training in a completely hostile environment, normally conducted over the course of a 

week on the surface of Earth’s moon, is being moved this year to another location.  Lucky 

us. 
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 Class Gem C. Koester was hanging out with several of her fellow Omega Squad mates in 

the dorm room of one of them.  The gathering had initially started out as a study session, but had quickly 

degenerated into a rumor-swap party instead. 

 “What do you mean, we’re not going to the moon?” Cadet Marachi asked, a look of disappointment on her 

face.  “I’ve never had a chance to go to the moon before, and it was something I was looking forward to since I 

applied for an appointment to the Academy.” 

 “Some Admiral over at the shipyard at Utopia Planitia needed ushers and ceremonial sideboys and other 

assistance during the launch ceremony of the new starship Zephyr and asked the Academy Superintendant if he 

could help out,” replied Cadet Sparacio.  “The Superintendant figured if they could combine the ceremonial duty 

with the normal shipyard tour to study starship construction we would normally go on near the end of our second 

year, and combine that with our survival training all at the same time, it would cut down on the amount of travel we 

have to do this semester, and we would be ahead of the usual curve.” 

 “We’re going to be conducting our survival training on Mars?” Cadet Koester asked.  “That’s going to 

effect the equipment we need to carry and the procedures we’ll have to follow.  We were being prepared for a 

completely airless environment, but now we’ll have to contend with an atmosphere, completely unbreathable by our 

standards, and all the wind storms and blowing rocks and sand that will include.” 

 “We’ll make do,” Cadet McManus, the leader of Omega Squad, said.  “We always do.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few weeks later, the members of Red, Alpha, Delta, and Omega Squadrons were loaded into two 

runabouts with all their gear, including dress uniforms with spit-polished black boots, regular everyday cadet 

uniforms, EVA suits, and what looked like highly-technical camping gear that was actually the survival shelters and 

equipment that would allow them to live out on the hostile surface of the planet Mars until they were either 

‘rescued’ or made their own way to a Starfleet facility somewhere between 75 and 125 kilometers from where they 

would be left, which they had a week of Earth-time to accomplish. 

 The launch of the Zephyr went off without a hitch, the cadets being given a tour of the brand new Zephyr-

class starship – the first of her kind – by its proud crew before they spent nearly a week touring the Utopia Planitia 

Fleetyard – both the surface design and orbital construction facilities – learning how the Advanced Starship Design 

Bureau first outlined the required capabilities for a new class of starship before designing the components that could 

accomplish those capabilities, then modifying those components to fit together inside of a warp-dynamic hull design 

which then had to be drawn up as blueprints and plans before being fabricated as actual modules and support 

structures that would eventually become a living, breathing starship. 

 Once their introduction to starship design and construction was finished, the four squads of cadets were 

given a weekend to relax aboard the spacedock-like construction yard that was Utopia Planitia’s main facility before 

gathering their gear, boarding a Type-12 shuttlecraft with three instructors from the Academy, and being flown to a 

remote area of Mars’ Casius Quadrangle, where they and all their gear was beamed down to the surface. 



 With the exception of Red Squad, which was always considered a more elite group of cadets, all the squads 

decided to work together to better ensure their survival and ability to attain their goal.  As the eight members of Red 

Squad and their instructor, Lieutenant (JG) Lasala, grabbed their individual gear and set out heading east, the other 

20 cadets took stock of what they had while Cadet Koester used her tricorder and interfaced with a padd to ascertain 

their position, the bearing of their destination, and how many kilometers per day they would need to average to 

arrive there in seven days or less. 

 “We have enough water to last twenty people for five days,” McManus announced.  “That means we’re 

going to have to conserve and ration.  We have plenty of food, but we don’t want to overdo that either.”  He then 

looked at the two instructors, who were standing off to the side, and asked, “Who do you want to place in charge of 

the air generator packs?” 

 “I don’t want any single squad carrying all the air, water, food, or medical supplies,” Lieutenant Johnkutty 

responded.  “If anything happened to one whole squad, it would doom all the others to failure as well.  I suggest 

each squad carry one air generator, one-third of the water, one-third of the emergency ration supply, and we split up 

the emergency medikits.” 

 McManus nodded, a gesture barely visible through his suit’s faceplate.  Then, as the three squads started 

divvying up the supplies between them, trying to even out the weight each cadet would be required to carry – the 

portable emergency shelters being the heaviest loads followed by the air generator packs, which would refill the suit 

air tanks of each cadet by using catalysts to change Mars’ toxic atmosphere into something more breathable – he 

walked over to Koester, who was studying a map on the padd she was holding. 

 Hey, Koester.” 

 “Yo!” Cadet Koester replied back, her eyes never leaving her equipment. 

 “What have you got?  How far do we have to go and how far do we have to walk each day to get there?” 

 “Straight line of sight, as the crow flies – if there were any crows on Mars – we’re 155 kilometers from the 

training facility at Utopia Planitia we need to reach by 1200 hours on stardate 65124.9.  At that distance, if we hike 

ten hours per day, we need to average 24 kilometers per day.  Fortunately aside from some foothills, the topography 

isn’t too bad.  They could have set us down in Tharsis region and made us climb Olympus Mons or in Chryse region 

and had to cross over the Valles Marineris to get to where we’re going,” Koester replied. 

 McManus looked at the map displayed on the padd screen, then pointed at a small Starfleet emblem a 

distance off the route Koester was plotting.  “What’s that?” he asked. 

 “That’s a small Starfleet outpost that was built in the 2220’s.  Before we left Earth I did some research on 

this area of Mars and came across this,” Koester explained.  “It was abandoned in the late 2280’s, but as far as I can 

tell, all the equipment, including life support, is still in place and should be functional.” 

 “How does that help us?” McManus asked. 

 “Well, it’s about 20 kilometers off our path, but it’s almost halfway to our destination, and it would allow 

us a few hours in a shirtsleeve environment and, if we’re lucky, maybe a sonic shower and a hot meal.  And it would 

only add a smidge over 5 kilometers to our total hike.” 

 “I like it,” McManus said.  “I’ll discuss it with the other squad leaders.  Meantime, plot it.  I think we’re 

going to be headed there.” 

 

* * * * 
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Day 3 of 7 

 

 The door of the outpost squealed as it was opened, as the hinges were long overdue for an application of oil 

and grease.  Only half the cadets and one instructor could fit inside the airlock inside, which fortunately functioned 

on a solar battery that had nothing to do for the previous century except charge.  Once everyone was inside the 

outpost, the emergency lights were activated so everyone could see.  Then several of the engineering school cadets 

and one of the instructors located the small pergium reactor and managed to start it up, providing normal power for 

lights, life-support, and several amenities like heat and food synthesizers. 

 “Great little summer place you found here, Koester,” Cadet Small remarked as everyone pulled off their 

helmets and started removing their EVA suits.  As the cadets started exploring the outpost, they discovered several 

bunk rooms with enough bunks for more than half of them, two bathroom facilities with sonic showers, a control 

room with subspace communications equipment that no longer functioned, and the remains of a hydroponics lab 



evidently used to grow fresh vegetables and provide a secondary means of oxygen for the outpost when it was 

functioning. 

 “As far as I could tell from my research, this was a subspace communications monitoring post, boosting 

subspace communications for most of Sector 001 until the Earth Spacedock made it obsolete in the 2280’s,” Cadet 

Koester explained. 

 “Well, let’s set up a watch schedule that will allow everyone to get a good night’s sleep.  We still have four 

days walk ahead of us,” McManus remarked.  “Better than sleeping in that survival shelter in our EVA suits again.” 

 Small called up a roster of the cadets on a padd, then mixed and matched the names before calling out, 

“Curfew starts at 1900 hours.  Unless you are on watch or making use of the facilities, you should be in bed.  First 

watch is 1900 to 2400.  Second watch is 0000 to 0500.  That should give us plenty of time to pack up, shut down the 

outpost, and be back on the march before 0700 hours.  Now listen up!” 

 Everyone gathered around the squad leaders as their names were called out for either first or second watch. 

 “First watch; Saunders, Barrett, Waller, Fanei, Kerrane, Parvis, Webb, Chin, Olesilleime, and myself.  

Second watch; McManus, Xeiusiphi, Koester, Clark, Keating, Egan, Fagin, Tarah, Kim, Germain.  Any questions?”  

There were none. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A routine had been set by the first watch-standers.  Two roving watches would periodically check in with 

the two compartment watches in each of the four main compartments of the outpost, the control room, the day 

room/kitchen area, the sleeping quarters, and the facilities room – where the pergium reactor and the solar batteries 

were located. 

Cadet Gem Koester was paired with Cadet Keating, the two roaming from room to room, holding quiet 

conversations with their fellow cadets until it came time to wake everyone for the next day’s trek.  The pair were in 

the day room talking with Cadets Egan and Clark when Koester felt a slight trembling through the floor of the 

outpost.  The trembling grew slowly in magnitude until all four could hear the noise coming from outside. 

 Koester and Keating ran to the airlock and wiped at the dirt-encrusted window to look outside, where they 

could see two large six-wheeled vehicles passing by in the dark. 

 “One of them is marked Vulcan Academy of Sciences,” Keating remarked.  “I can’t read the other.” 

 “Cambridge University, Department of Archeology,” Koester read off the second vehicle.  “I wonder where 

they’re going?” 

 “Looks like in the same direction as we have to head after sunrise,” the other cadet said. 

 “What’s out there?” one of the other cadets in the day room called out.  “What made that noise?” 

 “Just a couple of university research vehicles heading east, from the looks of it,” Koester replied as the two 

roving watches returned to the day room.  “How much longer until we wake everyone up?” 

 “Still two more hours,” Egan replied, looking at a nearby chronometer. 

 “Ugh…!” Koester remarked as she resumed her rove into the next room. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, the cadets and instructors had packed out their trash, donned their EVA suits, and shut 

down all the equipment in the outpost and were back out on the surface of the planet shortly after sunrise.  Once they 

had left the shelter of the abandoned outpost, Koester and Keating showed the others the tracks left behind by the 

two mysterious passing vehicles during the night.  One of the instructors agreed it appeared to be heading in the 

same general direction the survival trainees needed to go, but dismissed the concern that whatever the two vehicles 

were doing might block their path to the facility that was their goal. 

 Several hours later, several of the cadets started to notice something unusual on the horizon ahead of them, 

not far off their direct path.  As they walked closer, Koester and Keating recognized the two university research 

transport vehicles attached to airlocks leading into a large temporary pressurized dome the size of a two story 

building. 

 “Lieutenant, should we go see what they’re doing over there?” McManus asked one of the instructors. 

 “Whatever they are doing is none of our concern,” the lieutenant answered.  “Our job is to reach the facility 

at Utopia Planitia before our time is up.” 

 “But, Lieutenant,” Cadet Koester started to point out.  “I thought this was supposed to be survival training?  

If we were really stranded out here like this, wouldn’t we want to request the help of anyone we happened to come 

across?” 



 The two instructors exchanged a look before Lieutenant Germain said to his companion, “She’s got you 

there, Bob.” 

 “Fine, we’ll go see what the dome is there for.  But what are we going to do after that?” Lieutenant 

Johnkutty asked.  “Do we call for an emergency rescue and then fail the squads because we called for rescue three 

days early and didn’t reach the facility that we were assigned?  Or what if we get held up here and don’t make it to 

the facility in the allotted time like we’re supposed to?  Spending the night at Koester’s abandoned outpost was all 

well and good, but maybe we should have stuck to the original plan?” 

 The discussion continued for several more minutes, during which time a small shuttle with the markings of 

the University of Mars approached from the southern horizon and landed close to where the two ground vehicles 

were docked with the airlock. 

 “Come on, Cadets,” Germain said.  “Let’s see what’s going on over there.  We’ll figure out what we’re 

going to do once we know what is going on.” 

 As the instructors and cadets made their way toward the pressurized dome, Cadet Small came up alongside 

Koester and, switching to a private comms channel, said to her, “If we get failed and have to re-do our survival 

training because we took your scenic route, I’m going to make it my personal mission to make sure you are 

miserable every day you have left in the Academy.”  Koester merely glanced at the boy with an annoyed look. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Academy cadets were granted entry into the dome by one of the security guards manning the airlock.  

Everyone removed their suits for the second time in two days, enjoying the ability to walk around unimpeded again 

as they were escorted to meet Dr. Switzer, Professor of Archeology from Cambridge University and leader of the 

combined team representing the three universities.  They could hear him talking to his assistants – one human, the 

other Vulcan – as they approached. 

 “What do you mean we couldn’t get any volunteers from among the undergraduates?” 

 “Most of the classes at Mars U are undergoing mid-term exams this week,” the human assistant informed. 

 “Cambridge is not giving mid-terms this week!” 

 “But it would take close to a week to get anyone from Oxford here to Mars,” the assistant pointed out.  “We 

can’t just shut down the dig for a week!” 

 “We may have no other choice,” Dr. Switzer started to say, turning to get the Vulcan assistant’s opinion 

when he noticed the group of twenty cadets and two instructors approaching.  “What have we here?” he asked. 

 “A class of cadets from Starfleet, conducting survival training on the surface.  They noticed the dome and 

our equipment and are ‘simulating arranging for rescue,’” the assistant informed, using air-quotes with his fingers to 

point out they were not really in any danger.  Lieutenant Germain approached first and introduced himself and his 

party. 

 “We’re very sorry to bother you, Doctor,” he said.  “But several of our cadets pointed out that if we’re 

supposed to be simulating reality, then in a real-life situation we would have come here for rescue as soon as we saw 

your transports pass us last night.” 

 “Not a bother at all,” Dr. Switzer replied.  “Always glad to assist Starfleet.”  His eyes narrowed slightly as 

if he was thinking for a moment, and a slight smile formed on his lips.  “And perhaps you and your cadets can assist 

me in return?  How long were you planning on staying here?” 

 “We can only stay an hour or so.  We have less than three days to reach the surface facilities at Utopia 

Planitia.” 

 “If I promised I could get you to your destination before the time you need to be there, would you and your 

cadets be willing to assist on our dig?  We have discovered something really quite remarkable and unexpected, but 

we have minimal staff in the dome at present and this region is prone to sandstorms.” 

 The lieutenant turned to discuss the offer with his fellow instructor and the three squad leaders.  As they 

did, both Koester and Webb moved closer to an area of ground that had been roped off.  Inside the cordoned area 

they could see a shallow pit, about two to three meters in depth, and exposed at the bottom of the pit was a dark – 

nearly black – piece of metal that looked almost like it had been grown rather than forged.  A moment later the two 

cadets were called back to join the group, where they all agreed they had ‘found rescue’ with the archeological team 

but could not be transported back to Starfleet for several days, and in the meantime would help Dr. Switzer with his 

work, extricating the mysterious object buried beneath the surface of Mars. 

 

* * * * 
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Day 7 of 7 

 

 The members of Red Squad and their instructor had only an hour remaining and still five kilometers left to 

walk.  After a week spent living in their EVA suits, Red Squad was exhausted, dirty, smelly, and nearly out of 

oxygen for their breathing packs after an unexpected sandstorm on day 5 had clogged the intakes of their air 

generator pack – decreasing its efficiency by nearly 50%.  The same storm delayed the squad for several hours, 

huddled for protection in their portable survival shelter, time they had to make up as they trudged onward. 

 On their fourth day, they had noticed what looked like a pressure dome to the north of their planned path, 

but both Squad Leader De Marco and instructor Lieutenant (JG) Lasala had estimated the dome was at least fifteen 

or more kilometers away and hardly worth the effort to reach, even when they had not been behind schedule. 

 “We should be within direct line-of-sight communications now,” Cadet De Marco said between strained 

breaths. 

 “Go ahead and make the check-in call,” the instructor said. 

 De Marco touched the communications control on the wrist of his EVA suit, then said, “Red Squadron to 

UP Training Facility.  UP Training Facility, come in?” 

 “This is Commander Meeker at UP Training Facility,” a male voice quickly replied.  “We were beginning 

to wonder if you guys were going to make it.  What is your ETA to base?” 

 De Marco paused to make some calculations on his padd, frowning at the answer it gave him.  Fudging the 

estimate a bit, he replied, “We’ll be in the airlock at 1155 hours.” 

 “You’re cutting it pretty close,” Lt Commander Meeker remarked.  “Is the entire survival training party 

with you?” 

 “Negative,” Lieutenant (JG) Lasala cut in.  “Just Red Squad.  Alpha, Delta, and Omega have been 

somewhere behind us this entire training mission.  If Red Squad is cutting it so close, the other squads are going to 

fail their training and have to repeat this exercise.”  Lasala could not help but grin slightly as he said this. 

 “Hopefully we won’t have to deploy SAR teams to find them before it’s too late,” Meeker commented.  

“Hurry on in.  We’ll be waiting for you.  UP Training Facility, out.” 

 As the communications channel closed, De Marco addressed his fellow cadets. 

 “Red Squad!  I just told Commander Meeker we were going to hike 90 minutes distance in less than an 

hour.  Let’s get our butts in gear and finish this!  We have the reputation of Red Squad to uphold!” 

 “RED SQUAD!  HOORAH!” all the cadets responded before resuming their journey toward their 

destination with slightly renewed vigor. 

 As they proceeded, De Marco thought he heard something that sounded like a jet engine through the thin 

Martian atmosphere.  He looked over to see a small shuttle passing them a slight distance to the north at an altitude 

of about 2000 meters.  “Look, sir,” he said to the instructor, pointing at the shuttle.  “Looks like it’s headed toward 

the same general place we’re going to.” 

 “Probably came from that pressure dome we noticed a couple of days ago,” Lasala remarked. 

 “Maybe we should have gone there and hitched a ride,” one of the other Red Squad cadets remarked, only 

half-joking. 

 “Less talking.  You’ll use up too much of your oxygen, and we still have four and a half kilometers to go. 

 1158 hours, Red Squad finally reached the airlock to the training facility at Utopia Planitia Fleetyard’s 

surface facility.  They had noticed the shuttle they had seen flying take off and return in the direction from which it 

had come about five minutes earlier.  Quickly cycling the airlock, they started removing their EVA suits. 

 “Wow!” De Marco remarked to the cadet next to him.  “I thought I smelled bad!” 

 “You do,” Cadet Pini stated back, a look of disgust on his face. 

 As they hung their EVA suits inside a decon locker for decontamination and put on the wrinkled and 

stained cadet uniforms they had been carrying among their effects for the past seven days, the inner airlock door 

cycled and opened, admitting Lt Commander Meeker.  The Commander shook both the instructor’s and squad 

leader’s hands before saying, “Welcome back to civilization.  You just made it.” 

 “Have you heard anything from the other three squads yet?” Lasala asked.  “Do you need assistance 

organizing a search party?” 

 “No need for that!” Meeker replied.  “Alpha, Delta, and Omega Squads all arrived together about a half-

hour before you.  With quite a tale to tell too.” 



 “What?!” Cadet De Marco said with shock.  “We left them in our dust last week!  How is it possible they 

reached the base before we did?  How?!?” 

 “Perhaps you shouldn’t have been so quick to leave the other squads behind?” the commander remarked.  

“I know Red Squad has a reputation you feel the need to uphold, but if all four squads had remained together and 

worked together, I’m certain you would have had a much easier time of your training, and probably learned some 

valuable lessons.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Less than a week later, all four cadet squads were back on the Academy campus and regular classes had 

resumed, while stories of their exploits on Mars started filtering through the Corps of Cadets, about how several of 

the squads had camped out in an abandoned outpost before seeking ‘rescue’ at the site of an archeological dig.  

While the majority of Red Squad considered what the others had done to be cheating, almost exactly a week after 

they had all returned an assembly for all second year cadets was called in the main auditorium.  Once everyone was 

present, Admiral Eric W. Johnson, the Academy Superintendant, stood behind a silver podium set up on the stage 

and addressed the Class of 2389. 

 “Cadets, I’m sure you have heard some of the stories emerging out of the recent Survival Training exercise 

on Mars conducted by the members of Red, Alpha, Delta, and Omega Squads.  In connection with that exercise, I 

recently received the following message from Dr. Switzer, head of the Archeology Department at Cambridge 

University and leader of the joint research team from Cambridge, the University of Mars, and the Vulcan Academy 

of Sciences.”  Johnson then looked out at the gathered cadets before saying, “Cadets of Alpha, Delta, and Omega 

Squads, front and center!” 

 Cadet Gem Koester glanced nervously at Keating before both stood up and joined the other eighteen cadets 

at the foot of the stage, where they lined up and faced the audience while standing at attention.  The members of Red 

Squad looked at each other questioningly, some wondering if they too should be standing near the stage, others 

pleased that the three squads were being disciplined for cheating during the exercise.  Admiral Johnson then started 

reading from the padd on the podium. 

 “Dear Admiral Johnson, Superintendant, Starfleet Academy, San Francisco, Earth; This letter is to thank 

you, your staff, and the members of Alpha, Delta, and Omega Squadrons of the Corps of Cadets for their recent 

assistance in the excavation of what appears to be a vehicle of non-Terrestrial origin discovered buried beneath the 

surface of Mars in the Isidis Planitia region. 

 “While our investigation is far from complete, we have been able to determine the vehicle was a tripod, 

capable of walking on three legs, and may have comprised a weapons system of some kind when operable.  

Preliminary dating techniques have suggested the vehicle was buried approximately six hundred years ago, placing 

its estimated date of loss at sometime between 1895 and 1900 Old Earth Calendar. 

 “It seems a remarkable coincidence that the time frame of this lost vehicle’s apparent use coincides so 

closely with the publication of a book in the nation-state of England entitled ‘The War of the Worlds,’ which quite 

accurately described similar-looking war machines used by fictional Martians to invade the planet Earth, and our 

archeological team cannot help but wonder if it is possible this vehicle we have discovered with the help of your 

Cadets may not have somehow inspired author H.G. Welles imagination? 

 “In conclusion, we could not have accomplished the work we have before the arrival of the annual 

sandstorm that buffets this region on a semi-regular basis without the help of your cadet corps.  Please consider 

awarding each a commendation for their hard work and sacrifices in the excavation of this highly unusual and 

scientifically significant find. 

 “Signed, Switzer, Head of the Department of Archeology, Cambridge University, Earth” 

 Admiral Johnson then looked down at the row of standing cadets in front of him, adding, “As suggested by 

Doctor Switzer, commendations are being placed into the service records of each member of Alpha, Delta, and 

Omega Squads.  Your work and accomplishments during your survival training on Mars bring credit upon 

yourselves and the entire Academy.  Congratulations.” 

 As the auditorium erupted in applause from most of the assembled cadets, Koester leaned forward and 

addressed Alpha Squad Leader Small, saying, “Still planning on making my life here miserable?” 

 “I think I’ll let you live,” Small responded with a smile. 

 

The End 


