
Captain’s log, stardate 65655.5: 

The Bellerophon is currently in transit between star systems, and the crew has some extra 

time on their hands to catch up on backed-up work, partake in hobbies, or simply relax. 

K’danz, out. 
 

 

 “All aboard!” the conductor shouted as passengers milled about on the station platform, most heading into 

the passenger cars that lined the nearby track while others said their good-byes to the embarking passengers or 

waved through the open windows at people who already boarded the train. 

 Up forward, the train steam locomotive engine was manned by three people.  One, wearing a traditional 

engineer’s outfit – heavy coveralls, bandana, and striped engineer’s cap atop his semi-ridged head – shoveled 

anthracite coal from the platform at the back of the cab into the red-hot firebox beneath the engine’s boiler. 

 “Can I help, Daddy?” young Jacob Danz asked his adopted father, the Belle’s chief engineer, Dar, who in 

spite of the heavy work was enjoying himself immensely. 

 “Sure,” Dar replied.  “Grab that other shovel over there and shovel some more of the coal from the tender 

over here to the cab. 

 As Jacob started shoveling small shovelfuls of coal over the gap between the tender and the engine, the 

train’s steam whistle sounded as Captain (Carrie) K’danz, dressed much like her family in grimy coveralls, pulled 

the rope to announce the train’s imminent departure from the station. 

 “Nice program, Dear,” K’danz complimented her husband.  “You must have done a lot of research to make 

this so realistic.” 

 “I’ve been studying this technology for years.  Since before I left Sherman’s Planet,” the half-Klingon 

engineer replied.  He then closed the firebox and moved over to the throttle control, pulling on the whistle rope 

twice more to announce the train’s departure before releasing the break and applying steam to the pistons.  With a 

series of chugs, the train started slowly moving down the track.” 

 “Where are we heading to today?” K’danz asked, leaning out of the cab window on the left side to watch 

the scenery go by. 

 “Nowhere!” Jacob replied. 

 When K’danz looked at her adopted son curiously, Dar clarified, “It’s a fifty mile loop back here to the 

station.  Should take us about an hour to make the full circle.” 

 Leaning out the opposite window to look ahead down the track, Dar took pleasure in the feel of the sunlight 

and wind against his face, thinking to himself if he had the choice, rather than being engineer of one of the 

Federation’s most advanced starships, he would not mind being an engineer of an iron horse back in Earth’s late 19
th

 

century. 

 The family outing was soon interrupted by the modern sound of the intercom as it bleeped. 

 “Bridge to Captain K’danz,” said the voice of the ship’s First Officer, Commander Tom Paris.  K’danz 

sighed as she exchanged a look with her husband. 

 “Well, at least you’re not holding an untouched drink in crew’s mess as usual,” Dar remarked with a smirk.  

K’danz rolled her eyes before responding. 

 “Go ahead, Tom.” 

 “Captain, we need you on the bridge.” 

 “Is there an emergency?” K’danz asked with concern. 

 “Not an emergency, per se,” Paris replied.  “But a situation that requires your attention.” 

 “I need to stop in my quarters and change real quick.  I’ll be right there.  K’danz, out.”  She then looked at 

her family, her husband looking a little more disappointed than their son.  “Sorry, boys, but duty calls.” 

 “Maybe Daddy and I can work on the program I suggested while you’re gone?” Jacob asked, his eyes 

turned hopefully toward Dar. 

 “What kind of program?” K’danz asked. 

 “It’s a surprise,” the young boy replied secretively. 

 “Well, you two have fun,” K’danz recommended before saying, “Computer, exit.”  A moment later the 

heavy holodeck door appeared in place of the engine’s boiler and firebox and the doors opened.  K’danz quickly 

passed through into the corridor beyond, allowing the doors to close and the holographic image to resume. 

 “How about we keep the train running a few more minutes, Jacob?” Dar asked, not really wanting to stop 

the simulation he had spent hours programming. 

 “Okay.  For a little while I suppose,” Jacob answered, sounding a little disappointed. 
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 K’danz emerged on the bridge of the Intrepid-class starship, looking across the space to where her first 

officer, Tom Paris, was standing next to the science console, where the Vulcan Commander T’Ashara, the starship’s 

chief science officer, sat at the console.  K’danz quickly crossed the upper bridge and walked down the steps to 

where her two senior officers were huddled. 

 “What’s so important it required my attention away from what little time I get to spend with my family?” 

the captain asked. 

 “Take a look at this, Captain,” Paris replied, pointing at the main viewscreen.  K’danz looked at the viewer, 

but aside from a few stars and the blackness of deep space, she saw nothing out of the ordinary. 

 “What am I looking at?  A cloaked Klingon warship?” she asked. 

 “Not… exactly,” Paris replied before looking at T’Ashara once again.  “Commander, can you activate the 

infrared filter?” 

 The Vulcan woman nodded, then touched a control on her console.  A moment later the screen changed 

slightly, the black of space turning a deep indigo-blue, the stars changing to various colors ranging from red to 

yellow to blue – indicating the temperatures of each star’s surface – and, to K’danz’s surprise, the irregular shape of 

an object of some kind, colored dark red, in the center of the screen. 

 “Is that a ship of some kind?” K’danz asked. 

 “Yes, Captain,” T’Ashara answered.  “Currently on course 355 mark 2, moving at just under the speed of 

light.  At current course and speed, the vessel will pass within one hundred and eight million kilometers of our 

present course.” 

 “Why can’t we see it when the screen is on normal viewing mode?” 

 “It appears the hull of the craft is composed of a completely black material with no reflective properties.  It 

is approximately the same size as one of our Type-10 shuttlecraft.  It simply blends into the background of space, 

except when it passes in front of the distant stars,” T’Ashara explained.  “Without sensors, it is unlikely we would 

have ever noticed the craft.  It is almost like the vessel is nothing more than a shadow.” 

 “Another strange thing is its trajectory,” Paris added.  “From what we’re able to tell, that vessel likely came 

from or passed through Federation space.  But I’ve never seen anything like it before.” 

 “Neither have I,” K’danz agreed, studying the infrared image which showed a craft with an insect-like hull 

that appeared to have leg-like limbs sticking off each side pointing at various angles toward the rear, like large 

fingers, but no evidence of any nacelles or chemical propulsion motors that could have brought the vessel all the 

way out into deep space. 

 “You said it’s traveling slower than warp?” K’danz asked. 

 “Yes, ma’am.  Slow enough to make interception easy,” Paris replied. 

 “My thoughts exactly.  Helm, alter course to intercept that vessel.” 

 “Altering course to 255 mark 0,” replied the officer at the helm.  “ETA to intercept, sixty three minutes.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several minutes had passed as the Bellerophon closed on the mysterious spacecraft.  Several attempts to 

hail the vessel had been made, but either it was incapable of receiving the transmission or was deliberately ignoring 

the approaching Federation starship. 

 “Currently entering short-range sensor range,” T’Ashara announced.  “Scanning the alien vessel.” 

 K’danz, who had taken her usual place in the right command chair, watched her science officer work, and 

noticed when the Vulcan woman’s eyebrows knit, her only visible indication of puzzlement or annoyance. 

 “What is it, T’Ashara?” K’danz asked. 

 “Captain, my readings are quite… unusual.  I’m not positive, but that craft may be organic in nature, very 

similar to the bio-ships belonging to Species 8472 encountered by the starship Voyager in the Delta Quadrant.  



However, that is not all I am detecting.  Sensors are also detecting a single separate life-form indication aboard the 

alien craft.”  T’Ashara looked over at K’danz with an expression close to disbelief.  “The life-form indication is 

human.” 

 “What?!?” K’danz exclaimed, standing and approaching the science console so she could see the readings 

T’Ashara was interpreting.  “What is a human doing aboard a spaceship like that?” 

 “Unknown at present, Captain.” 

 K’danz turned to face the officer standing at the nearby ops console. 

 “Lieutenant, try hailing the craft again.  We’re so close now they can’t simply ignore us.” 

 “Opening hailing frequencies,” confirmed Lieutenant (JG) Hal Winslett.  After nearly thirty seconds of 

silence, the lieutenant looked back at K’danz and reported, “Still no response, Captain.” 

 “Very well.  Helm, bring us alongside that craft and match course and speed.” 

 “Aye, aye, Captain,” the officer at the helm responded.  Seconds later the Belle moved alongside the 

unidentified alien craft, only 100 meters separating the two vessels.  The Belle was so close that the unidentified 

craft could be seen – barely – on the main viewer in normal mode. 

 “That is truly amazing,” the captain remarked.  “Almost a true form of visual cloak without the immense 

power requirements the Romulan and Klingon cloaking devices require.”  She then looked over her shoulder toward 

the ops console and asked, “Can we beam the pilot of that craft aboard?” 

 “I wouldn’t recommend it,” Winslett replied.  “I’m not sure why, but there is so much interference coming 

from the craft, I can’t get a good transporter lock on the pilot.  His or her readings are merging with the ship.” 

 “Want me to put on a space suit and go over and knock?” Paris asked humorously. 

 “Actually, I have a better idea,” K’danz said.  “T’Ashara, you said that spaceship is roughly the size of one 

of our shuttlecraft, right?” 

 “Correct, Captain,” T’Ashara replied. 

 “Tractor it into the shuttlebay.  That will either prompt some sort of reaction from whoever is over there, or 

at the very least give us a secure place to study the craft and figure out who is inside.” 

 “Very well, Captain,” Paris responded before looking over at ops.  “You heard the Captain.  Bring that ship 

into the main shuttlebay.  And have Captain Drake and some of his men standing by, just in case whoever it is 

doesn’t really want a lift from us.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” Winslett replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A short time later, Captain K’danz, Commander Paris, Commander T’Ashara, Commander Dar, Lieutenant 

Xin Zhadesh, Chief Medical Officer Robert Cuomo, Marine Captain Michael C. Drake, and Chief of the Boat Mor 

chim Colv were standing in the shuttlebay, watching as various technicians walked around the strange looking craft 

taking tricorder readings under the watchful eye of several armed Starfleet Marines. 

 “Is there a door?  Is there even a window of any sort?” K’danz asked, looking at the small completely black 

vessel with puzzlement.  Now in the bright lights of the shuttlebay, the craft looked even more alien and insect-like 

to her, and a shiver involuntarily ran down her spine. 

 “Not that we have been able to determine,” T’Ashara replied.  “Though I’m sure the pilot has some method 

of being able to perceive the environment outside of his craft.”  As one of the technicians passed by, the Vulcan 

woman stepped toward the craft, reaching out with her hand to feel its surface.  “The exterior is rough, almost like 

shark skin.  I believe this craft may actually have been grown rather than built.” 

 “Grown?  You mean you were right?  The entire ship is an organism of some sort?” K’danz asked.  “I 

guess that could explain the problem Mister Winslett was having separating the readings for the occupant from the 

craft itself when we tried to beam him or her aboard.”  K’danz then paused to think for a moment.  “Could this be 

somehow related to the technology the Morain use?” she added, referring to their allies against the Kairn, who used 

tree-like plants to create elaborate orbital structures like drydocks and space stations. 

 “Similar, yes.  But not related,” T’Ashara answered.  She scanned the vessel with her own tricorder, 

apparently confirming her supposition.  “The Morain use vegetation as the basis of their grown structures.  This 

vessel appears to be composed of a bone-like material.” 

 “So you’re saying this spaceship is an animal of some sort, T’Ashara?” Dar asked, fascinated as always by 

new engineering discoveries. 

 “Not an animal, per se,” the Vulcan woman replied with a shake of her head.  “But an organic-based 

construct.  It is not a life-form as we would recognize, though it shares traits in common with carbon-based animal 

life.” 



 “So, how does the pilot get out?” Dr. Cuomo asked.  “Or how do we get in to where the pilot is?” 

 “I’m not sure,” K’danz replied.  “T’Ashara, Dar, why don’t you study the craft for a while and see what 

you can figure out.”  The captain then turned to her Marine chief of security.  “Mister Drake, make sure there are at 

least four of your Marines here at all times.  If that thing, whatever it is, should suddenly go wild, I don’t want it 

killing any of my crew or destroying my ship.” 

 “Understood, Captain,” Drake replied. 

 “Very good.  Staff meeting in the conference lounge in two hours.  We’ll compile what we know and learn 

about this thing and try to figure out what our next step should be then.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two hours later, the Belle’s senior staff were gathered in the lounge just off the bridge, listening as Dar 

explained what they had determined. 

 “T’Ashara and I went over that entire craft with a fine-toothed comb.  We could find no evidence of any 

kind of egress, nor could we find what propelled the craft or how it navigates.  If not for the sensor readings telling 

us there’s a human being inside there, I would be willing to tell you all that was nothing but space flotsam we picked 

up.” 

 “Which brings up another possibility,” K’danz suggested.  “Is what we’re reading on sensors true?  Is there 

really a human inside of there; and if so, how is he or she being kept alive?”  She looked at her chief medical officer 

and asked, “Opinion, Doctor?” 

 “There’s definitely a human in there, not any sort of sensor ghost,” Dr. Cuomo confirmed.  “But he’s not 

exactly wide awake either.  I’m not detecting any sort of respiration.  Barely any circulatory function.  If I had to 

guess, I would say whoever is in there is in some state of stasis except for one thing.” 

 “What’s that?” the captain asked. 

 “Neural activity is almost off the charts.  The person inside that craft is not moving, not breathing, barely 

has a heartbeat, but their mind is a hive of intense activity.  I would love to get inside there and see what is actually 

going on.” 

 “You may get your chance, Doctor,” K’danz said before looking once again at her husband.  

“Recommendations for how we can access the interior of that craft?” 

 “Only one method I can think of that we can do here aboard ship,” Dar replied.  “I can use a phaser torch to 

cut through the skin of that craft and access the interior.  However, based on the readings we have, it could take 

several hours to cut an opening big enough for someone to get through without risking the life of whoever is in 

there.” 

 “Do it,” K’danz ordered.  “Keep me apprised of your progress.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Dar responded before looking at Lieutenant Zhadesh.  “I could use your help, Zhadesh.  

You too, T’Ashara.”  Both officers acknowledged, then followed the half-Klingon engineer out the door. 

 A short time later, the engineering staff had rigged a large cutting phaser torch on a crane in the shuttlebay.  

Dar donned special protective goggles and gloves and, using a rolling ladder brought in for the purpose, climbed up 

on top of the alien craft where markings showing the best place and angle to cut into the alien vessel’s hull were 

already drawn. 

 “Okay, Zhadesh, power up the torch,” Dar ordered.  Zhadesh quickly complied, and the phaser torch 

equipment hummed to life.  A moment later it reached full charge.  “Stand back.  I’m activating the beam.”  A 

second later a bright orange beam of phased energy erupted from the emitter tip.  Immediately the shuttlebay was 

filled with a strange sound, almost like a large bear or similar animal howling in pain.  Dar stopped the torch and 

pulled up his goggles as the sound slowly faded away. 

 “What the heck was that?” the engineer asked. 

 “I do not know.  I have never heard anything quite like it, Commander,” Zhadesh, the Efrosian chief 

operations officer replied. 

 “It came from the craft, Commander,” T’Ashara said, shaking her head slightly to clear her delicate 

hearing.  “It started almost the moment you began to cut.” 

 “I thought you said this thing was not alive, Commander?” Zhadesh asked, unconsciously taking a step 

back from the alien craft. 

 “I stated it is not a life-form as we know it.  I never said it was not technically alive.” 

 Dar looked down where the phaser torch had made its first cut and noticed with unease a thick liquid 

oozing from the cut. 

 “This thing is bleeding!  Do you think I should call Doctor Cuomo down here?” he asked. 



 “I detected little change in the readings from the craft, Commander,” T’Ashara said, continuing to scan the 

vessel with her tricorder.  “However, I did detect a rise in brain-wave activity of the pilot inside when you made the 

first cut into the hull.  I would recommend you make the cut at a more gradual pace.” 

 Dar nodded in agreement with T’Ashara, then replacing his goggles, he called out, “Cover your ears if you 

have to!” before activating the torch once again.  Almost immediately the howling sound began, filling the 

shuttlebay.  One of the window panes on the control booth on the upper level shattered, the shards falling to the deck 

below and barely missing a technician that had been walking by, distracted by the scream.  Over time, however, the 

sound gradually diminished as the opening Dar was making became larger.  After half an hour had passed, the only 

person present in the shuttlebay who claimed to still be able to hear any sound coming from the alien craft was 

T’Ashara with her sensitive Vulcan hearing. 

 Nearly two hours after first activating the phaser torch, Dar deactivated the beam. A suction-powered 

lifting device hanging from a gantry had been attached to the new opening.  The engineer activated his combadge, 

saying, “Dar to Doctor Cuomo.  We’re just about done here.  I’m almost ready to open up the craft.” 

 “Very good, Dar,” responded Cuomo.  “We’ll be there in a couple of minutes.” 

 After deactivating his combadge, Dar inspected the cut created by the phaser torch, making sure the 

opening was complete.  He then nodded to Zhadesh and T’Ashara before activating the gantry and slowly lifting the 

newly-cut plug from the hull of the alien craft.  It pulled loose with a sickly sticky sound.  Technicians then moved 

the gantry away from the ship as Dar looked down into the new hole. 

 “Pass me up a palm beacon!” Dar requested of Zhadesh, who quickly tossed a small flashlight up to the 

engineer.  Dar activated the beacon and shined it down inside the tapered meter-square hole.  To his shock and 

surprise, rather than the metal bulkheads and control panels he was expecting, the interior of the craft was filled with 

crisscrossing black wires and tubes, some leading from one strange looking piece of equipment with blinking lights 

around the perimeter of the craft to another, while others appeared to run from the machinery equipment directly 

toward the pilot barely perceptible in the center of the craft, only shoulder-length brown hair visible through the 

opening.  In just the short time he had been watching, Dar was able to notice the blinking of the light slowing or 

fading, and calculated in his head that if it continued, the craft would be completely dark within fifteen minutes. 

 “Commander, the readings on the craft have changed,” informed T’Ashara.  “All power levels are slowly 

decreasing.  It appears the craft is shutting down.” 

 “…Or dying,” added Zhadesh. 

 Dar started to reach into the craft to see if he could turn the pilot’s head and get a look at his face, but was 

interrupted by the quick arrival of Dr. Cuomo and several nurses and medical technicians, one pushing an anti-grav 

gurney before her. 

 The doctor made his way over to the ladder and up on top of the craft, looking down into the opening Dar 

had created as he pulled a tricorder out of its holster and started scanning. 

 “Little change in the subject.  Delta waves are higher than initially scanned.  But he should be safe to 

move,” he said before stowing the tricorder again and starting to crawl into the craft, pushing some of the tubes and 

wires out of the way to barely squeeze inside next to the pilot.  “My God!” 

 “What is it, Doctor?” Dar asked with concern. 

 “This man is not simply sitting in here!  He’s actually connected to the vessel in some manner!” 

 As the chief medical officer started probing around on the man’s body, moving him slightly forward and 

back and side to side as he studied how the pilot was connected to the craft around him, Dar was able to see the 

wires and tubes that he originally thought were running alongside the pilot were actually entering his skin along his 

arms, legs, chest, back, and neck. 

 “Is this Borg technology?” Dar asked, concerned that if not handled properly, even simply examining the 

pilot could result in the entire Bellerophon and her crew being assimilated. 

 “If it is, it’s Borg technology beyond anything I have seen or studied,” Cuomo replied, pushing the pilot 

back a little further to examine some of the connections on his chest.  The man’s face was now turned upward, 

staring out of the opening in the top of the alien craft’s hull where Dar could now clearly see the man’s eyes were 

wide open, but he did not react in any way to the presence of either Doctor Cuomo or himself.  A sense of shock 

suddenly passed through the engineer. 

 “No!  It can’t be!” Dar said as he in turn stared at the man’s face. 

 “What is it, Dar?” Cuomo asked, looking at the half-Klingon engineer with concern. 

 “I… I know him!” Dar replied.  “I used to serve with him back aboard the Dauntless!” 

 

* * * * 

 



 It took over three hours before Cuomo and his medical staff were able to remove all the connections from 

the man’s body, carefully remove him from the craft, and transport him to sickbay where he was stabilized.  During 

that time, the blinking lights inside the craft continued to slow and fade, most going completely black after just a 

few minutes.  The final light, a blinking indicator located just behind and above where the occupant was located, 

went black the instant the final connection was broken.  Now that the doctors had finished their work in the intensive 

care unit, Dar and K’danz stood by the biobed where the man continued to lay, unresponsive, his eyes still staring 

blankly at the ceiling. 

 “Phillip Winters!” K’danz said with amazement.  “He requested reassignment from the Dauntless right 

after the memorial service we mistakenly had for Captain Koester.  For some reason he seemed to take Peter’s 

apparent death harder than the rest of the crew, like he was more confused by it than angry or upset.  I never heard 

where he went after he left the Dauntless, just assumed he moved on to some new assignment aboard another vessel 

somewhere.  How in the universe did he wind up physically attached to some alien spaceship?  And what was that 

ship doing to him?” 

 “Lieutenant Zhadesh is trying to find that out right now,” Dar answered.  Then, as if called, Zhadesh 

walked out of the CMO’s office with a padd in his hand. 

 “As you requested, I looked up Commander Winter’s records, Captain.  According to Starfleet records, Lt 

Commander Phillip Winters resigned from Starfleet on stardate 62180, shortly after transferring off the USS 

Dauntless NCC-75310.  There is no record of where he went or what he did following his resignation.  This is 

Mister Winters’ first known encounter with Starfleet personnel since his resignation,” Zhadesh explained. 

 “Thank you, Lieutenant,” the captain said before turning her attention on her CMO.  “What about you, 

Doctor?  What can you tell me about your patient?” 

 “I can confirm the craft he arrived in is not Borg,” Cuomo remarked, much to Dar’s relief.  “Yes, he was 

attached to the craft, but only to that single craft.  Not a hive mind of any kind.  And as soon as we removed Mister 

Winters from the contraption connecting him to that vessel, the craft completely shut down.  No energy readings at 

all.” 

 “What was it doing to him?” Dar asked.  “He was pretty extensively connected to it.” 

 “In part it was keeping him alive, though in a semi-static state.  Some of the connections were linked into 

his circulatory and digestive systems, so in essence the vessel ate and breathed for him.  But the most miraculous 

part was how it was tied into his brain, the only part of his body not in a state of suspended animation.  I cannot 

confirm my hypothesis without further testing, and with the ship now completely shut down I don’t know how I 

would be able to do that, but I believe the craft was using his brain as a processor.  A computer core, if you will.” 

 “A biological CPU?” K’danz asked.  “So was he kidnapped then?  Being used against his will?” 

 “I have no way of ascertaining that information without asking Mister Winters directly, and as you can 

see…,”  Cuomo gestured at the man in the catatonic state laying on the biobed.  “…He’s not exactly capable of 

answering questions right now.  Our only hope is to treat his physical injuries to the best of our abilities, monitor his 

vital signs, and hope he eventually wakes up.” 

 “How long before you expect him to regain consciousness?” K’danz asked. 

 “Who knows?” Cuomo responded.  “He could wake up tomorrow.  He could wake up next year.  He could, 

potentially, never regain consciousness.” 

 “I was afraid you were going to say that,” the captain remarked before tapping her combadge.  “K’danz to 

bridge.” 

 “Bridge.  Paris,” came the quick response. 

 “Tom, I guess you’re going to be seeing your wife and daughter again sooner then we expected.  Set course 

back to Starbase 719.  We need to drop off our new guest where he can be better cared for than aboard a starship.” 

 “Understood.  Setting course back to Home Plate,” Paris confirmed. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several days later, the senior staff was again in the conference lounge, this time for the daily briefing. 

 “Navigation report?” K’danz requested. 

 “We’re continuing on course 175 mark 12, speed warp 5.  Estimated time of arrival at Starbase 719: 13 

days, 4 hours, 37 minutes, arriving on stardate 65704.8,” Lt Commander Walter Hickam reported. 

 “Very good.  Is there anything else to add?”  Starfleet Marine Captain Michael Drake nodded and half-

raised his hand. 



 “I’ve had several of my men make a complete survey of that alien craft down in the shuttlebay,” the Marine 

Contingent CO explained.  “From what we can determine, the craft is, for lack of a better word, dead.  No power 

indications whatsoever.” 

 “I think that ship is something Starfleet is going to want to study and try and determine where it came 

from,” K’danz said before turning to her Chief of Operations, Lt Zhadesh.  “Place it into a stasis field and store it in 

shuttlecraft maintenance.  We’ll transfer it over to R&D at the starbase when we transfer Winters into the care of 

their infirmary.”  She then turned her attention back to Drake as she asked, “You didn’t by chance find anything out 

of the ordinary during the survey, did you?  Like a shoulder bag or satchel?” 

 “As a matter of fact, Captain, Lieutenant Asra did discover a tan satchel inside the craft.  It was the only 

thing – aside from the one-piece coverall Lt Commander Winters was wearing when he was removed from the ship 

– that could be considered personal effects, so I boxed it up with what was left of the coveralls to return to his next-

of-kin.” 

 “Phillip has no next-of-kin that I’m aware of,” K’danz remarked.  “The closest anyone would come to that 

would be Fleet Captain Koester of the Dauntless, who has known Phillip pretty much his entire career in Starfleet.”  

K’danz then paused, a look of wonder on her face.  “Winters’ satchel!” she said with a sense of excitement.  “Phillip 

was the only member of the Dauntless crew allowed to carry anything like that while on duty, but Peter would never 

tell me why he allowed it?  Maybe he was Starfleet Intelligence?  Or maybe even Section 31?” 

 “Section 31 is just a myth, Carrie,” Dar remarked.  “A story told over drinks in the Lodge.”  The captain 

shrugged her shoulders, then looked at Drake again. 

 “Could you have the satchel brought to my ready room after this meeting?” 

 “Of course, Captain,” Drake replied. 

 Fifteen minutes later, K’danz was sitting behind her desk, reviewing a report on the monitor screen when 

the chime sounded. 

 “Come.” 

 The doors swished open to admit Drake, carrying a small plastic box that had been sealed with security 

tape.  On one side of the box was a tag which said, ‘Winters, Phillip (NMI), Lt Commander, UFP Starfleet (Ret), 

Personnel Effects, SD 65707.6’ 

 “As requested, Captain,” Drake said as he placed the box on the desk in front of K’danz. 

 “Thank you, Michael,” the captain responded before Drake turned and exited the ready room.  K’danz sat 

staring at the box for several minutes before finally sighing loudly and walking over to the replicator where she 

called up a tool to cut open the tape and unseal the box. 

 Opening the top of the plastic bin, she saw the tattered remains of the light brown coverall Winters had 

been wearing when he was discovered, which had been cut off of him when he reached sickbay.  Holes in the legs 

and sleeves were evidence of where the connections to the alien ship had once pierced the man’s skin.  She pulled 

the folded garment out of the box and placed it on the desk, revealing at last the object of her search, Winters’ ever-

present tan satchel.  She recalled how, even from as far back as when she first reported aboard the Intrepid-class 

starship Dauntless-74658 over fifteen years earlier, she could not recall ever seeing Winters in public without the tan 

bag hanging off the operations officer’s shoulder or the back of whatever chair he happened to be sitting in, and 

often wondered what he kept in the satchel and why it was so important that he required it be with him 24 hours a 

day? 

 Lifting the bag out of the bin, it was surprisingly light.  For some reason, K’danz had expected the bag to 

weigh several kilograms.  She placed the bag on her desktop and opened the top, peering inside like a small child 

opening a Christmas present.  She was almost disappointed to see what looked like a padd of some sort. 

 K’danz reached into the bag, withdrawing the padd.  It was of obvious non-Federation design, colored 

silver with a book-like hinged cover.  She opened the cover to reveal a computer screen like you might find on 

almost any other padd and, stored in a small pocket in the hinge, a pen-like stylus.  Curious, K’danz tried activating 

the padd, but could find no switch or button to turn it on.  She tried removing the stylus from its storage pocket and 

even tapped it on the screen, with still no results.  After several more failed attempts, she returned the stylus back to 

its storage, closed the cover, and returned the padd to the tan satchel. 

 “I guess I’ll have to ask Phillip about it when… if he ever wakes up.”  She then sat in silent contemplation 

for a moment before returning the bag and jumpsuit back to the box and closed it up, saying to herself, “Though  

there is one other person who might know how it works.  And he really should know who we’ve found anyway.”  

 K’danz activated the intercom on her desk, saying, “Bridge, this is the captain.” 

 “Yes, Captain.  What can I do for you?” replied Lt Xin Zhadesh. 

 “Lieutenant, open a subspace channel to the Dauntless for me and route it to my ready room.” 

 “Aye, Captain.  Stand by.” 



 Nearly a minute later, another familiar face appeared on the monitor screen. 

 “Hi, Carrie.  To what do I owe the pleasure?” Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester greeted. 

 “My crew and I have come upon a situation I thought you should be made aware of,” K’danz replied.  

“Several days ago we came across an alien craft on a trajectory that originated from Federation space.  We 

determined there was a human life-form indication coming from inside the vessel, so we altered course and 

intercepted it.  Inside we discovered Phillip Winters.” 

 “Phillip?!  What was he doing aboard an alien spacecraft?” Koester asked. 

 “We’re really not sure.  We had to cut our way into the vessel before we were even able to determine who 

was in it, and once we were inside we found him wired up to the ship like it was using him as a central computer 

processor.  He was, and remains, non-responsive.  We’re currently en route back to Home Plate in the hopes perhaps 

Doctor Xaran and his staff can help Phillip recover.  My own CMO says he’s done all he can.” 

  “Understood.  I’m not sure when the Dauntless is going to be back at the starbase again, but I’ll be sure to 

pay Phillip a visit when I do.” 

 “There was one other thing,” K’danz said.  “Do you remember that satchel Phillip was always wearing over 

his shoulder?  It contained some kind of computer padd, but I can’t get it to operate.  You wouldn’t know how it 

worked, would you?” 

 “Computer padd?  Wait, what satchel?” Koester asked. 

 “That tan satchel Phillip always had wherever he went,” K’danz explained.  Koester looked confused. 

 “I don’t remember any tan satchel.  You are talking about Phillip Winters, right?  Lieutenant Commander 

Phillip Winters?” 

 “Yes.  Your former Chief of Ops.  He always had that damn satchel hanging from his shoulder or the back 

of his chair.  It had some sort of computer padd in it.” 

 “I’m sorry, Carrie, but I don’t recall ever seeing any kind of satchel.  I’ve known Phillip for at least 20 

years now, though I admit I haven’t seen him since before my captivity by the Min on Capria IV, and I don’t 

remember him ever having any kind of bag or satchel with him.” 

 K’danz stared at the image of Koester on the monitor screen, unsure if her friend and former CO was 

playing some kind of elaborate joke on her before finally deciding to simply let the matter drop. 

 “Well, anyway, I just wanted to update you on what was happening.  I figured you, of anyone, should know 

about Phillip.” 

 “Thanks for contacting me and letting me know about this, Carrie,” Koester said.  “Please tell Doctor 

Xaran to periodically keep me apprised of his condition when you reach Home Plate.” 

 “I will,” K’danz replied before changing the subject.  “Anything interesting or unusual occurring aboard the 

Dauntless?” 

 “We completed our diplomatic contact with the government of Choman IV last week,” Koester answered.  

“Would have been a text-book example of contact and negotiation with a newly encountered civilization except for 

one thing.” 

 “What’s that?” K’danz asked. 

 “I sometimes have to wonder if my current First Officer is more Ferengi than human, Vulcan, or Efrosian.” 

 “What did Setton do this time?” K’danz asked with an amused expression. 

 “The Chomanians make an alcoholic beverage they call Bitter Beer.  Monster tried to trade our entire stock 

of beritium alloy in Cargo Bay 2 for 10,000 liters of Bitter Beer in the hopes that he could trade or sell it somewhere 

along our route of exploration or, if necessary, bring it back to the Lodge and sell it there.  However…” 

 K’danz waited with anticipation a moment before prompting, “However…?” 

 “However, Chomanian blood chemistry is based on the element zinc, not iron like humans or copper like 

Vulcanoid species.  As a result, much of what they consume would be considered highly acidic and toxic to most 

humanoid species.  We had nothing on board that was capable of safely holding and transporting the Bitter Beer 

more than a few days, the stuff eats through almost everything!  Fortunately Doctor MacMillan suggested we 

analyze the stuff before we beamed any aboard, or we would likely have had large holes through decks 10, 11, and 

12.”  As K’danz chuckled, Koester sighed over the monitor and added, “Sometimes I miss having you as my Exec, 

Carrie.” 

 “You always said I needed to move on in my career at some point,” K’danz replied apologetically. 

 “I know, but that doesn’t mean I can’t be nostalgic about our service together,” Koester remarked. 

 As Koester was speaking, K’danz noticed a short burst of static appear on the screen, followed by the lights 

in the background behind Koester dimming. 

 “What the…?” Koester said, looking around his own ready room with concern. 

 “What’s happening?” K’danz asked. 



 “I’m not sure.  We just dropped out of warp and have switched over to emergency back-up systems,” 

Koester explained.  “I have to go figure out what is going on.  Talk to you again soon.  Dauntless, out.” 

 As the monitor screen blinked to black, K’danz could not help but be concerned about her fellow starship 

commander and his crew, but knew in her heart after so many years serving together that if anyone could handle an 

unexpected emergency, it was Fleet Captain Koester. 

 Placing the box of Winters’ personnel effects over onto the couch below the large forward-facing windows, 

K’danz turned and walked out onto the bridge. 

 “Status?” she asked. 

 “No change, Captain,” Tom Paris replied.  “Still on course 175 mark 12, maintaining warp factor 5.  All 

decks – all sections report nominal.” 

 “Very good, Tom,” K’danz said as she took her seat in the command chair to Paris’ right.  “Helm, steady as 

she goes.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 65674.7: 

As the Bellerophon nears Starbase 719, Dar and his engineering staff have completed 

their preliminary survey of the alien craft that once contained Commander Winters.  

Having gone over the entire vessel, they have found no evidence of who created it or 

where it came from aside from some grains of sand found in the skin of the craft that 

computer analysis indicates is likely Martian in origin, though inquiries to the staff at 

Utopia Planitia and other Martian outposts have turned up nothing regarding knowledge 

of the craft.  The ship will be turned over to Starfleet R&D upon our arrival in 

spacedock.  Perhaps they can determine its origin? 

Our guest has now been aboard the Bellerophon for a week, and my Chief Medical 

Officer reports there is still no change to his condition.  Doctor Cuomo believes he may 

be in a permanent vegetative state from his physical connection to the alien ship and 

holds little hope for Commander Winters’ recovery. 

On side note, my son Jacob has finished his super-secret holodeck program and both he 

and Dar have asked me to come down to the holodeck after my duty shift to try it out.  I’m 

not sure if I should be nervous or not? 

K’danz, out. 
 

 

 K’danz walked down the corridor and paused in front of the heavy doors of Holodeck 1.  She glanced at the 

control panel, which indicated the holodeck was loaded with program J-Danz-01, the indication ‘Program Running’ 

flashing beneath the name.  The captain touched her hand to the control panel and said, “Computer, I wish to enter 

Holodeck 1.” 

 “Program complete.  Enter when ready,” the ship’s feminine computer voice responded just before the 

holodeck doors separated with a whirr.  K’danz stepped inside, the doors closing behind her and fading into the 

background as she admired the scene. 

 She was standing on a dirt path amongst tall pine trees.  In the distance could be seen a tall granite peak, 

reminding her much of the Rocky Mountains of the North American continent on Earth.  The air smelled of pine, 

dirt, and a hint of mountain stream on a warm early-summer day.  As she looked around, she could hear a loud 

internal combustion motor approaching, and seconds later two vehicles appeared around a bend in the dirt path – one 

a small four-wheeled all terrain vehicle upon which her young son, Jacob, was riding, the other a larger automobile 

that looked like something K’danz had read about in history texts on Earth’s Second World War, an all-purpose 

military vehicle called a Jeep, driven by her husband Dar.  Both Jacob and Dar wore leather-like off-road clothing 

with gloves and helmets and the Jeep was towing a trailer carrying two additional ATVs similar to – but larger than 

– the one Jacob was riding secured to it. 

 “Hi, Mommy!” Jacob called out with a wave.  “How do you like what I programmed?” 

 “It’s very nice.  Looks like a lot of fun,” K’danz replied.  “I just wish you had let me know what to expect 

so I could have dressed properly.”  The captain glanced down at her Starfleet uniform. 



 “No problem, we thought of everything,” Dar remarked, pointing off to one side where a small log cabin 

was located.  “Even programmed a changing room.  Everything you’ll need is inside.” 

 K’danz could not help but smile.  “So, this is what the two of you have been doing in your spare time for 

the last week?” 

 “Had to make sure everything was just right,” Jacob remarked proudly. 

 “Our biggest disagreement was just how loud an ATV engine really was,” Dar stated.  “If Jacob had had his 

way, you would have needed ear plugs to ride those babies.”  He pointed back at the recreational vehicles behind 

him with his gloved thumb. 

 “Are you going to go riding with us, Mommy?” Jacob asked hopefully. 

 “How can I resist?” K’danz replied as she started moving toward the small cabin.  “Let me get changed, 

then let’s hit the trail!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Down in sickbay, Dr. Cuomo was running another neurological test on his patient.  Again, the results were 

the same.  Since his removal from the alien spacecraft – now in storage deep in the bowels of the starship – Phillip 

Winters brain scans had indicated minimal brain activity.  If the readings were any lower, Cuomo would have 

declared Winters to be brain-dead. 

 “Nurse,” Cuomo called out from behind his desk in his office.  “Bring me the results of the brain chemistry 

analysis as soon as they are complete.  I want to have full records ready to transfer to Doctor Xaran as soon as we 

reach the starbase.” 

 “Yes, Doctor,” the nurse replied, returning to the lab opposite sickbay’s intensive care unit where, alone 

and unseen, Phillip Winters blinked. 

 

The End 


