
 The Intrepid-class Federation starship USS Bellerophon moved through open space at low warp speed.  It 

was still very early morning – ship’s time – and the bridge was relatively quiet, which was exactly how Lieutenant 

Xin Zhadesh of Efros Delta, one of the starship’s operations officers – standing one of his first solo watches 

qualified as an Officer of the Deck – preferred it for the time being. 

 The lieutenant looked around at several of the bridge watch stations from where he sat in the command 

chair.  In front of him the helm and navigation console was manned, as were the tactical and operations posts on the 

upper bridge level behind and to his right and left respectively, but the engineering console on the starboard side, 

unmanned while the engineer of the watch manned his post down in main engineering, and the science console on 

the port side, normally unmanned unless required during the mid-watch – its functions mirrored by ops – meant the 

bridge seemed almost empty when compared to the morning watch Zhadesh normally stood at ops. 

 “It is going to be a long mid-watch,” Zhadesh remarked to no one in particular before opening the small 

monitor screen positioned between the two command chairs and started accessing files from the library computer on 

it, intending to read a text on warp theory recently published by one of his former professors at the Academy.  He 

had only gotten a few paragraphs into the article when the white-haired Efrosian’s attention was quickly attracted to 

the sound of an alarm coming from the ops console. 

 “Lieutenant, I’m detecting a strange gravimetric reading coming from just a couple of degrees off our 

present course,” the mid-watch operations officer announced.  Zhadesh immediately stood up, glancing at the main 

viewscreen where only the normal streaks of stars going past at warp speed could be seen, then walking around the 

railing and up onto the upper bridge in front of the ops console. 

 “Do you have any indication what could be causing it?” he asked. 

 “Negative, Lieutenant, I…” 

 The ops officer’s sentence was cut off as the Bellerophon suddenly dropped out of warp, the inertial 

damping field not quite working as both Zhadesh and the Marine officer standing at the tactical station were thrown 

forward, the Marine literally flipping over his console before hitting the deck below it hard. 

 “What just happened?” Zhadesh yelled as the red alert klaxon automatically activated.  He then looked 

toward the helm, where the helmsman had barely managed to hold onto his seat and avoid being thrown into the 

main viewer.  “Why are we stopped?” 

 “Helm is non-responsive,” the helmsman reported.  “I have no control at the moment.” 

 Zhadesh picked himself off the deck, brushing his uniform with his hands, before rushing over to the 

Marine and helping him up into a sitting position. 

 “I’m alright,” the Marine officer assured.  “Just had the breath knocked out of me.” 

 Zhadesh stood up once again, his ice-blue eyes gazing across the bridge at the officer manning ops as he 

asked, “Do you have any idea what just happened to us?” 

 “I’m afraid not, Lieutenant,” the man replied just as the turbolift doors beside the tactical console opened 

up and both Captain K’danz, the human commanding officer of the Bellerophon, and her husband and Chief 

Engineer, the half-Klingon Commander Dar, both still dressed in their night clothes and robes, came rushing onto 

the bridge. 

 “Report, Mister Zhadesh,” K’danz ordered.  “Both Dar and I were literally thrown out of our bed by 

whatever just happened.” 

 “I’m not entire sure, Captain,” Zhadesh replied.  “Mister DiMento had just reported detecting a gravimetric 

abnormality and the next thing I knew the ship was being stopped dead in space.” 

 “Any idea if the abnormality you detected had anything to do with us being pulled out of warp?” K’danz 

asked the ops officer as she walked over to look at his readings for herself. 

 “I’m not sure, Captain,” DiMento responded.  “I don’t even know what caused the reading to begin with.” 

 “Could it possibly be that?” Dar asked, pointing toward the main viewer, where a large object filled the 

field of view. 
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 “What is that?” Captain K’danz asked, staring at the strange star-shaped craft that dominated the 

viewscreen. 

 “I’m not sure,” replied Zhadesh, who had assumed the ops position as he carefully observed the sensor 

readings of the object.  “But whatever it is, it is the source of the gravimetric phenomenon that literally ripped us out 

of warp.” 

 “How is that possible?” Dar asked, moving over to the engineering console on the opposite side of the 

bridge and activating his own instruments.  “According to these readings, the warp core output is still functioning as 

if we were traveling at warp three.” 

 “Is whatever is causing this doing any damage to our engines?” K’danz asked, moving toward the center of 

the bridge, her eyes still on the viewscreen. 

 “Not that I can tell, but I would recommend we come out of warp just in case.” 

 “Helm,” the captain ordered, finally looking at the man sitting behind the central console.  “All stop.” 

 “All stop, aye,” the helmsman acknowledged before adding, “Answering all stop.” 

 The sound of the ship’s engines decreased, and Zhadesh could hear the pylons holding the warp nacelles 

lower into their normal cruising configuration.  He then went to work on trying to identify what the… vessel?  

…object?  …perhaps even life form… they had encountered might be. 

 “Captain, my sensor readings indicate that object, whatever it is, is partly mechanical in nature, partly 

biological,” he reported. 

 “Are you saying it’s a life form of some kind?” K’danz asked, looking back at the Efrosian operations 

officer. 

 “Not alive as you and I define it, but it definitely has biomechanical components.” 

 “The Borg?” Dar asked, suddenly very concerned. 

 “Did someone say we have encountered the Borg?” asked a gruff-sounding voice from the turbolift alcove 

as several members of the ship’s senior staff emerged, including Chief of Security Marine Captain Michael C. 

Drake, Chief Science Officer Commander T’Ashara, and Chief of the Boat Mor chim Colv.  The Tellarite Chief 

Petty Officer moved over toward the railing above the back of the command chair and added, “That looks like no 

Borg vessel I have ever seen.” 

 “Not detecting any of the typical Borg energy signatures,” Zhadesh reported.  “If this is a Borg ship, and I 

do not believe it is, then it is not giving off any of the usual indicators.” 

 As Chief Colv moved back toward the mission ops console alongside the master situations monitor, K’danz 

asked, “What is ship’s status?” 

 “All engineering systems indicate nominal,” reported Dar. 

 “Weapons and defense systems functioning,” stated Captain Drake. 

 “Structural integrity field nominal.  All EPS power taps functioning normally,” said Chief Colv. 

 “Helm and navigation functions indicate normal, Captain,” the helmsman reported.  “We’re just not going 

anywhere.” 

 K’danz nodded, then looked over to her husband, about to ask another question when she realized how he 

was still dressed, then looked down at her own robe. 

 “Since it appears the ship is in no danger of exploding for the next few minutes, I’m going to take a 

moment to get changed.  Dar?” 

 “Right behind you,” the half-Klingon engineer responded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Ten minutes later, both K’danz and Dar were dressed in their regular duty uniforms, and the entire senior 

staff was gathered in the briefing room on the port side of the bridge. 

 “I have Mister Zhadesh manning the bridge.  So far aside from the fact that thing is holding us in place, it 

hasn’t made any moves toward us, either hostile or friendly,” stated the Belle’s first officer, Commander Tom Paris. 

 “Any idea how it’s holding us in place?” K’danz asked. 



 Commander T’Ashara, the Vulcan Chief Science Officer, stood up and moved to one of the monitor 

screens on the wall. 

 “From what we have been able to discern, based on our limited sensor capabilities…,” she started to say. 

 “Wait!  What?” interrupted K’danz.  “What do you mean, limited sensor capabilities?” 

  “The phenomenon we have encountered has affected our sensors in much the same way as a black hole 

would,” T’Ashara explained.  “We are caught in a gravity field so intense that, like a vessel caught on the event 

horizon of a singularity, we can detect anything being drawn toward us – hydrogen atoms, interstellar dust, light – 

but even our active sensors are having a hard time reaching the alien vessel, or whatever it is.” 

 “So you’re saying we’re trapped in a singularity?” K’danz asked, disbelief in her voice.  “If that’s true, how 

are we still alive?  The Belle should have been crushed to no more than a molecule in width!” 

 “No.  Not a real singularity as we know it,” T’Ashara explained.  The Vulcan woman activated the monitor 

panel, which projected an image of the Bellerophon caught within an irregular shape similar to a cone coming from 

the tip of one of the alien object’s star-like points, with a small section of the ship’s bow and aft fantail sticking out 

of the cone.  “We are trapped within a gravimetric field being projected by the alien vessel.  How this is being done 

or for what purpose I am as yet unaware.” 

  “So it is an alien ship, for sure?” Chief Colv asked. 

 “It is certainly not a natural object, so I am assuming it is, for lack of a better term, man-made,” T’Ashara 

replied.  “Whether the vessel has a crew or is simply automated is a matter of conjecture.  Until it can be proven 

otherwise, I am making the assumption the vessel is unmanned.” 

 K’danz touched the intercom control on the tabletop in front of her and said, “Conference lounge to 

bridge.” 

 “Bridge.  Zhadesh.  Go ahead, Captain.” 

 “Have we tried hailing that ship out there, Lieutenant?” 

 “No, Captain, we have not,” Zhadesh replied, sounding slightly embarrassed.  “Would you like to do so 

now?” 

 “Open a hailing frequency, Lieutenant,” K’danz ordered. 

 The intercom was silent for several seconds, then Zhadesh’s voice returned, saying, “No response, 

Captain.” 

 “Any other changes that might indicate an automated system has received our hail?” 

 “Negative.  No change.” 

 “What do you think, Captain?” Paris asked.  “If that ship really is automated, and we’re trapped in some 

automated system, we could be stuck here a long time, particularly if subspace radio is affected in the same way our 

sensors are.” 

 K’danz appeared thoughtful for a moment, her brown eyes staring at the table top for a moment before she 

finally looked up at her husband. 

 “Dar, coordinate with T’Ashara.  See if this gravimetric field will interfere with transporters the same way 

it is interfering with sensors.”  She then looked at Paris and added, “Tom, if we can get transporters to function 

safely, I want you to lead an away team over there and see what you can find.  At least try and get us released from 

this… flypaper.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” replied the three officers simultaneously, who then went to work on figuring out if the 

transporter systems would operate normally. 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour and several transporter test objects later, Dar confirmed the transporter appeared to be operating 

normally, but only because one of the exterior hull emitter units happened to lie beyond the effect of the gravimetric 

field cone. 

 “By routing the transport patterns to the aft emitter array instead of the array closest to the alien vessel like 

normal,” Dar explained as K’danz looked at a diagram displayed on the screen of a padd he had presented to her, 

“we should have no problem beaming an away team over there.” 

 “What would happen if another array is used?” K’danz inquired? 

 “The transporter beam would act like our subspace and other EM spectrum transmissions and be drawn 

right back toward us.  The patterns would be dispersed and lost.” 

 “Let’s not do that,” K’danz agreed.  “Okay.  Let’s send an away team over there.  Full EVA equipment.”  

Paris looked disappointed when K’danz ordered the away team to be wearing space suits during the mission.  



K’danz noticed the look on her first officer’s face and added, “Do you have any clue what the environment over 

there is like right now?” 

 “Of course not.  We can’t get proper sensor readings outside of the gravity cone,” Paris confirmed. 

 “Well, then how do you know you wouldn’t be beaming over to an atmosphere we would consider 

poisonous?  Or perhaps even complete vacuum?” 

 “How do we know we’re not going to beam over into a vat of sulfuric acid that can eat right through our 

spacesuits?” Paris responded ironically.  “But I get your point.  Mister Drake, Mister Zhadesh, Transporter Room 1 

in five minutes, full dress out.” 

 “Sir, yes, sir!” Drake responded. 

 “Aye, sir,” acknowledged Zhadesh. 

 Seven minutes later, aboard the alien craft, the sound of the Starfleet transporter filled a small space, and 

six people – all wearing EVA suits – materialized in a circle.  Both Zhadesh and science officer Robert Sato 

immediately pulled out tricorders, the operations officer scanning the environment around them, the science officer 

scanning for life signs. 

 “Reading an atmosphere, mainly oxygen-nitrogen with trace gasses,” reported Zhadesh, his pale orange 

skin barely visible through the faceplate of his helmet.  “Oxygen content is only 18%.  Breathable, though barely.” 

 “Temperature?” Paris asked. 

 “10
o
 C.  Chilly for most humanoids, but livable, though I doubt Commander T’Ashara would like it much.  

More like home to me.” 

 Paris carefully released the latch on his helmet and twisted it off, taking a tentative breath of the air. 

 “How is it, Commander?” Stan Livingston, the away team’s assigned engineer asked. 

 “A little musty,” Paris replied.  “Almost like the smell of a freezer full of old meat mixed with machinery 

oil.” 

 “Strange combination,” commented Zhadesh as he and the rest of the away team likewise removed their 

helmets. 

 “Away team to Bellerophon,” Paris said after activating the communicator on his space suit.  He waited 

several seconds, then repeated, “Away team to Bellerophon.  I don’t know if you are receiving us, but we are 

currently not receiving any transmissions from you.  On the assumption you are receiving this transmission, the 

away team has successfully beamed aboard the alien craft.  We have determined there is a breathable atmosphere 

and…”  Paris looked over at the science officer, who silently shook his head.  “…No definitive life signs.  We are 

beginning our survey and will attempt to find the system that is keeping the Bellerophon trapped.  Away team, out.” 

 Paris deactivated his communicator, then looked at his team members. 

 “Any idea where the equipment for this gravity beam might be located?” 

 “I’m detecting two distinct locations of high energy output,” Livingston replied, slowly turning as he 

scanned with his own tricorder.  “One appears to be the actual gravimetric projector, but it is located in an area of 

the vessel where we cannot reach it.  The other appears to be some sort of central nexus near the hub of this vessel, 

like a control room perhaps.” 

 “Can we get to that?” Paris asked. 

 “Yes, Commander.  This way,” Livingston said, pointing down the corridor, which appeared to have walls 

colored almost blood-red, like raw meat, interspersed with metallic support columns and beams.  Zhadesh looked 

down the dark corridor, shining the lights from his helmet, but they revealed little as they were quickly consumed by 

the darkness. 

 “I have a bad feeling about this,” the Efrosian officer said. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain K’danz sat in her command chair on the bridge, listening to the report by her first officer. 

 “…We … beginning our surv.. and will …empt to find … ..stem that is keep… the …..rophon trapped.  

Away …m, out.” 

 “Good luck, Tom,” K’danz remarked under her breath, knowing it was pointless to try and respond to the 

away team at present.  She then looked over at the Chief Engineer, who was sitting behind the engineering console, 

his seat turned to face the command arena, and remarked, “At least they made it over there with no problem.” 

 “Let’s just hope they can find a way to shut this gravity cone off,” Dar said.  “I’ve been doing some 

calculations, and have come to an important realization.  We have only six hours or so before this ship tears itself 

apart.” 



 “What do you mean?” K’danz asked, suddenly concerned, quickly getting out of her seat and walking over 

to her husband’s console. 

 “It’s because this gravity field is cone shaped, Carrie,” Dar said, pointing at a representation of the field 

holding the Bellerophon in place on one of the engineering monitors.  “About six meters of our bow and fifteen 

meters of our stern plus parts of the warp nacelles are hanging outside the field.  That’s causing severe stresses on 

frames 1, 35, 36, 44 and 45.  If we can’t somehow relieve the stress, both those sections of the hull are going to 

break apart, and once that starts happening, it will cascade to the rest of the spaceframe.  The entire ship will be 

crushed to the size of a shuttlepod.” 

 “Great,” K’danz said, her tone indicating the situation was anything but.  “Is there anything we can do to 

put the entire ship inside the gravity field?  Like maybe turn into the cone?” 

 “That would be my suggestion as the simplest solution,” Dar admitted.  “Unfortunately, caught as we are in 

the gravity field, we can’t turn, not even using maneuvering thrusters.” 

 “Fantastic.  Well, let’s hope Tom can find a way to turn this field off before it’s too late.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The away tem continued to make their way down the corridor, the lights from their suits leading the way, 

when Sergeant Al Paone, one of the security guards, paused and looked closely at the corridor wall. 

 “Hey!  Take a look at this!” he called out in a loud whisper. 

 The other five members of the team; Paris, Drake, Zhadesh, Livingston, and Sato all moved closer. 

 “What are we looking at, Sergeant?” Drake questioned. 

 “Just look!” Paone implored. 

 As the away team members watched, the wall gradually bulged toward them several centimeters, then 

retreated back to its former position. 

 “What was that?” Livingston asked, sounding frightened. 

 “Is this ship… breathing?” Paris added, sounding unsure. 

 “Not breathing, per se,” Sato responded as he scanned again with his tricorder.  “But there are biological 

elements in the structure of this ship, if that’s what it really is.  I’m detecting circulatory systems running through 

parts of this wall.” 

 “You mean this thing has blood?” Drake exclaimed, shocked. 

 “Not blood like you think of it, Mister Drake,” Sato responded.  “It’s not transporting oxygen to living cells 

and removing waste products like our own blood does, but it is similar.  I think it might also be serving as a form of 

communications flow, transporting messages in the form of biochemical impulses throughout the vessel.” 

 “Interesting,” Zhadesh remarked. 

 “Yes, it is, and I’m sure we could learn a lot from these systems, but it can wait until after we’ve released 

the Belle from that gravity field,” said Paris.  “Let’s get to that control room.  I doubt there’s going to be any sign 

labeled ‘Gravity Field’ in English in there, and I’m afraid it may take us some time to figure out how to release the 

ship.” 

 The away team members nodded, then continued to head down the corridor toward where they assumed the 

control room was located. 

 Less than a minute later, a clanking noise sounded from down the corridor in the direction from which the 

away team had come.  Out of the darkness appeared a gleaming silver robot, over two meters tall, walking with a 

limp in its right leg.  The robot paused near the section of corridor wall that the away team had looked at closely, 

placing a four-fingered hand on the meat-like surface.  It then turned its mechanical head to peer down the corridor 

with its red scanner interface in the direction the alien intruders had gone, slowly resuming its limping gate down the 

corridor in pursuit of its prey. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The away team started noticing light coming from around a bend in the corridor ahead.  As the six Starfleet 

crew neared the bend, Zhadesh noticed something unusual on the deck. 

 “What is that?” he asked, slowly approaching what looked like a pile of junk someone had thrown against 

the wall.  But as he neared it, he realized it was not what it appeared to be.  “Commander Paris!  This appears to be a 

robot of some sort!” 

 Paris, Sato, and Livingston moved closer to Zhadesh, who tried turning the robot over to face up, while 

Drake and Paone took defensive positions on each side of the away team.  Zhadesh managed to get the robot partly 



turned, but it was evidently damaged, its arms and legs intertwined and wedged together, nearly half of its head 

gone, circuitry plainly visible, apparently shot with some sort of crude weapon. 

 “What could have done that?” Livingston asked. 

 “I’m not sure, but let’s hope it’s not still around,” Sato said. 

 “Come on, let’s reach that control room.  Once we’ve freed the Belle, we can figure out what else is around 

here after they’ve sent over a larger security squad,” Paris ordered.  But as the team members resumed walking, 

Zhadesh noticed Livingston was still kneeling beside the robot, trying to reach inside its exposed head to study its 

circuits. 

 “Livingston, we must reach…” the Efrosian officer started to say when the glint of light reflecting off metal 

attracted his attention.  He looked up to see another robot like the one on the deck limping toward Livingston, it’s 

hands folding in to be replaced with the unmistakable tubes of gun barrels pointing right at the young engineer.  

“Livingston!” 

 Zhadesh dove at the engineer just as the robot opened fire, knocking the man in the direction of the 

attacking mechanical man.  A scream was heard just before Drake and Paone brought their compression rifles to 

bear on the robot and opened fire.  The robot’s chest erupted in sizzling sparks, and it fell backward, apparently 

destroyed, but either the weapons fire or the robot’s damage caused a pressure door in the corridor ceiling to start to 

close downward. 

 “Zhadesh!  Livingston!  Come on!” Paris implored, glancing nervously at the descending door, intuitively 

knowing he would never reach the two officers and drag them back before it closed entirely.  The first officer 

watched as Zhadesh appeared to recover his wits, grab Livingston beneath the armpits, and drag him down the 

corridor.  The pair just managed to pass under the pressure door before it closed with a reverberating noise against 

the deck. 

 “Ensign Livingston is injured,” Zhadesh reported once he released the engineer and looked up at Paris.  

Paris could see a trail of blood leading back to the now-closed pressure door, then noticed the hole in Livingston’s 

space suit several centimeters below the knee where he had evidently been shot. 

 “See if you can do anything to stop the bleeding,” Paris implored.  “We can’t afford to lose him in our 

current situation.  Without Livingston, we’ll probably never get back to the Belle safely again.” 

 Zhadesh and Sato pulled an emergency strap out of Livingston’s suit, a device that would normally be used 

to seal off an arm or leg if the space suit had been compromised, and fashioned it into a tourniquet just below the 

engineer’s right knee.  They then both lifted him up, his arms over their shoulders, as they helped him hobble along 

behind Drake and Paris as they continued down the remainder of the corridor, Paone bringing up the rear. 

 A moment later they reached the source of the light, unmistakably a control room for the alien craft, though 

like none any of the Starfleet crew had ever seen.  Displays of some sort lined each of the room’s three walls, with 

unreadable figures flashing by either right to left or bottom to top.  In the center of the room was a column with 

three arms, each about three meters long, pointing toward each of the room’s entrances, each filled with a shallow 

layer of what appeared to be water.  Thin wires connected the column in the middle to the ceiling overhead, and 

drops of water, some moving down the wires, others moving up toward the ceiling in defiance of the alien ship’s 

artificial gravity, created the impression of artwork of some kind.  But most shocking to the away team was what 

they saw scattered around the room.  Lying haphazardly on the deck, mainly in the area around the central column, 

were seven robots identical to the one that had attacked the away team out in the corridor.  Both Drake and Paone 

pointed their compression rifles at the prone automatons as the six carefully entered the room, ready to shoot at the 

first sign of movement. 

 “They appear to be inactive, Commander,” Sato reported as he scanned the room with his tricorder.  “No 

power indications from any of them.” 

 “Any idea why they’re not working?” Paris asked. 

 “If I had to guess, I would say age, Commander.  Worn joints and servos.  Corrosion on exposed metal 

parts.  I think, whatever their function here was, they literally wore themselves out doing it.” 

 “Commander, we need to find the controls for that gravity beam so we can release the Belle and get 

Livingston back over to sickbay,” Drake reminded as both he and Paone relaxed slightly. 

 “Drake’s right,” Paris agreed.  “See if you can determine where the beam may be controlled from.” 

 As the rest of the away team spread out and started taking additional readings, trying to determine what 

might control the system that had their starship trapped like an insect in amber, Zhadesh leaned Livingston up 

against the central column and started studying the water drops moving up and down the thin wires between the 

column and the ceiling.  Curious, he scanned the wires, amazed by what he was seeing on the display. 

 “Commander!” he called out, drawing Paris to his side.  “These trickles of what appear to be water.  That is 

exactly what they are.  Pure H2O.” 



 “What purpose does this serve?” Paris asked, starting to reach toward the wires with his gloved hand before 

Zhadesh stopped him. 

 “I would not do that, sir.  It appears to be a form of data transmission.” 

 “Data transmission?” 

 “Yes, Commander.  Similar in function to the optical data network on our own starships.  Except instead of 

using light as the medium of transfer, this technology uses water.” 

 It was then that Paris noticed the three branches coming from the column were all filled with water. 

 “Could it be…?  If water is the data transfer medium, could these be control consoles?” the away team 

commander asked. 

 “Quite likely,” Zhadesh agreed.  Then, out of curiosity, he placed his own gloved hand into the thin layer of 

water in the console, but nothing happened.  Still curious, he began removing the glove from his space suit. 

 “What are you doing, Lieutenant?” Paris asked with concern.  “I thought you told me not to touch the water 

drops.” 

 “I did.  I was able to detect the ionized charge in the drops that are the data packets being transferred.  I am 

detecting no such ionization in the water in these containers.”  Zhadesh pulled his glove off and slowly reached his 

hand into the console.  Almost the instant his fingers touched the cold water contained within, his mind was filled 

with images and commands and status reports.  He could see in his mind’s eye the Bellerophon, trapped in a now 

visible field that glowed a dim yellow.  He could sense the status of fighter craft nestled in individual hangers along 

the arms of the star-shaped craft, most of them no longer functional.  He suddenly understood that this vessel was 

more than 150,000 years old and was built for the purpose of war, not exploration or simple defense.  Then he 

sensed nothing as his mind went black… 

 

 

 “Lieutenant?  Lieutenant?!” 

 Zhadesh slowly opened his eyes, his vision blurry and unfocused for a moment.  As he started to see clearly 

once again, he realized he was laying down, his head and upper torso being supported by Commander Paris. 

 “What?  What happened?” the Efrosian man asked, his voice even more harsh than normal. 

 “Just as you touched the water in the console, you suddenly reacted as if you had been shocked by a large 

electrical charge and you simply collapsed,” Paris explained. 

 “Are you alright, Lieutenant?” Sato asked. 

 “Aside from my undignified position on the deck, I believe I am recovered,” Zhadesh replied, turning over 

and getting back to his still slightly unsteady feet.  “I believe I have a better understanding of this vessel now.” 

 “What happened to you?” Paris wanted to know. 

 “What I surmised was correct, Commander.  These are control consoles, linked to every system in this 

warship.” 

 “Warship!?” Paris exclaimed with shock. 

 “Yes, Commander.  It is very old, apparently from a distant portion of our galaxy.  The robots we have seen 

were the crew, cybernetic life forms.  They interfaced directly with the systems through these consoles, but were 

evidently better equipped to handle the overwhelming amount of data that is presented better than my humanoid 

brain can process it.” 

 “Then how do we access the controls?” Drake inquired.  “We don’t have any robots of our own to link with 

these control systems, and even if we did, we have no way of letting the Bellerophon know what we’d need.” 

 “I believe I know how,” Zhadesh said just before he again reached his hand into the shallow pool of water.  

This time, as he did, he concentrated on the image of the field surrounding his starship and willed the beam to shut 

off.  A second later, consciousness again escaped him… 

 

 

 “Lieutenant!  Lieutenant, are you alright?” Paris was again asking as Zhadesh slowly opened his eyes. 

 “A little quieter, please, Commander,” the Efrosian requested.  “The after-effect of interfacing with the 

vessel’s control system is much like what humans call a hangover.”  Zhadesh held his head in his hands as he sat up. 

 “Why the hell did you…?” Paris started to question when another voice interrupted him. 

 “Bellerophon to away team, come in.”  Paris looked at Zhadesh with amazement before exchanging 

surprised expressions with Drake and Sato. 

 “Paris.  Go ahead, Captain.” 

 “Whatever you did over there, Tom, it worked.  The gravity field has been deactivated.” 



 “You can thank Mister Zhadesh,” Paris replied before suddenly remembering Ensign Livingston.  “But we 

have a casualty here.  Request you beam Mister Livingston directly to sickbay.  He’s taken a gunshot to the right 

lower leg.” 

 “Did you say gunshot?” K’danz asked uncertainly. 

 “Yes, Captain.  There was a security robot of some kind still active when we arrived here.  It managed to 

get off a few shots before Drake and Paone zeroed in on it.  Fortunately the bullet doesn’t seem to have hit any 

major arteries.” 

 “Understood.  Stand by.  Transporter is locked on Mister Livingston.”  A moment later, the hum of the 

transporter filled the control room and Livingston dematerialized in the sparkle of the transporter beam.  Paris then 

looked at Zhadesh. 

 “How about you, Lieutenant?  Do you want to report to sickbay?” 

 “Aside from a mild buzzing in my head, I am recovered, Commander.  I would prefer to remain with the 

away team,” Zhadesh replied. 

 “We’re going to need another engineer over here,” Paris said, returning his attention to the open com-link. 

 “He’s already on his way,” K’danz responded.  “Take a full survey of the vessel and report back aboard the 

Belle in ninety minutes.  We’ll put a marker on that ship and leave it for R&D to collect and perform a proper 

study.” 

 “Aye, Captain.  Paris, ou…” 

 Just as the away team commander finished speaking, a small hatch in one wall of the room beneath the 

display screens opened with a sharp hiss.  Both Marines quickly turned to face the unexpected noise, rifles aimed 

and at the ready.  What appeared to be a small yellow box on treaded wheels moved out of the opening, which 

closed with another sharp hiss once the box was clear.  The box then unfolded, arms with mechanical hands 

extending from each side and a combination camera/sensor package lifting from a recess on top, looking quite like 

pictures Paris had seen of early 21
st
 century robotic probes that had been sent to Mars and the moons of Saturn. 

 As the away team watched, the small robot started moving toward the closest of the inactive larger 

humanoid robots.  Once near it, the small robot started using built-in tools to dismantle one of the arms of its larger 

counterpart, replacing old and worn parts with newer fresh parts stored inside its body. 

 As it continued to work, the little robot’s attention appeared to wander, the camera eyes slowly turning to 

look around the room.  When they came upon the away team, all five people staring at the little automaton with 

curiosity, it reacted as if surprised, appearing to almost jump in shock.  It stopped the work its hands and tools had 

still been performing and stared at the away team as if sizing them up, trying to determine if they posed any threat. 

 “Uh… hello,” Paris finally said, waving slightly at the small robot.  The robot’s eyes turned minutely to 

look at the waving hand, then back at Paris’ face. 

 “Doesn’t seem too friendly,” Drake remarked. 

 “At least it’s not shooting at us like the last one,” Paone added. 

 “True,” Drake agreed just as the sound of the transporter returned and a beam began to materialize near the 

doorway.  The small treaded robot noticed the beam coalesce into another humanoid form and made the startled 

jump again before quickly moving around the control column, appearing to hide behind the console.  Paris could not 

help but smile at the absurdity of the scene. 

 Paris then turned to see it was Commander Dar that had beamed over from the Bellerophon.  The half-

Klingon Chief Engineer was dressed in just his normal duty uniform and carrying a tool kit with a scanner.  He 

looked around at the control center, the expression on his face betraying how impressed he was with the design and 

technology. 

 “Carrie wants me to see if I can determine what makes this ship tick,” Dar said to the first officer. 

 “Well, so far, we’ve determined it uses a water-based data transfer medium similar to how we use light-

based data transfer,” Paris explained, pointing out the wires where the drips of water traveled up and down, now 

noticeably faster than when the away team had first arrived.  “Mister Zhadesh was also able to determine that this is 

a warship of some kind.” 

 “How did he do that?” Dar asked as he started using his scanner on the water wires. 

 “By interfacing directly with the control console right there,” Paris said, suddenly alarmed as Dar started 

reaching toward the shallow pool of water.  “Wait!  Don’t!”  Dar paused, looking at Paris with surprise and 

curiosity.  “It’s not exactly made for use by flesh and blood life forms.”  Paris then gestured at the robot still lying 

on the deck near the end of the console.  “It appears the crew was made up of cybernetic beings.” 

 “Wow!” Dar exclaimed, unable to help himself as he looked at the collapsed robot.  “An actual humanoid 

robot!”  Dar knelt down and started scanning the apparatus, saying as he did, “I’ve seen plenty of androids of 



differing types, but generally where robots are concerned, form follows function, and a robot of humanoid design is 

pretty much unheard of… What the hell…?” 

 Dar had finally noticed the ‘eyes’ looking at him from around the end of the water console.  Slowly the 

small maintenance ‘bot moved around, still watching Dar carefully, as it went to work replacing servos and circuitry 

on the robot Dar had been scanning. 

 “What is that?” the engineer asked. 

 “Some kind of maintenance robot, as far as we can tell,” Paris replied.  “Appeared out of a door in that 

bulkhead over there.  Seemed to be activated by Mister Zhadesh’s interaction with the control console.” 

 “Looks functional enough.  Kind of cute looking.  You guys give it a name yet?” 

 “We were more concerned with making sure it wasn’t going to shoot us than with naming the thing, 

Commander,” Drake answered. 

 Dar watched a moment longer as the maintenance ‘bot continued its work, mainly looking at what it was 

doing but occasionally looking up at the various members of the away team like it was nervous. 

 “The way it’s acting reminds me of my Uncle Wally,” Dar remarked before holding out his hand toward 

the small robot.  “Hi, Wally.  I’m Dar.” 

 Wally stopped its work and stared at the engineer’s hand as if not sure what it should be doing.  Then, after 

a few seconds of motionlessness, returned to its work as if alone. 

 Dar shrugged, then stood up, returning his scanner to his took kit before saying, “Let’s see what else we 

can learn about this ship before we need to get back to the Belle and back on course.”  He then looked at Paris and 

asked, “Any idea where engineering is?” 

 “I’m sure we can find it, assuming it even exists,” Paris responded.  He then addressed the rest of the away 

team, saying, “It looks like we won’t need these EVA suits over here.  Might as well get comfortable!” 

 Drake and Paone took turns, one guarding the door as the other removed his space suit, while both Sato and 

Paris appeared happy to be taking their bulky garments off.  Only Zhadesh appeared to have second thoughts about 

removing the protective suit.  Underneath the space suits, each member of the away team wore their normal uniform 

– minus the regular duty jacket with rank insignia – their combadges attached directly to the violet undershirt 

normally worn under the division-colored jacket.  With the space suits piled in a corner of the control room, Paris 

led the away team back out into the corridor. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Fifteen minutes later, the away team was standing in a space Lieutenant Sato had declared was the closest 

thing to a main engineering complex as he was able to detect with his tricorder.  The room, located at the exact 

center of the hub that connected the two three-pointed hulls of the ship, thrummed with a barely audible sound, as if 

massive power generating capability and machinery was functioning at its lowest possible setting. 

 To one side of the space Sato had located a tank, made of a polymer plastic material that, had it been 

encountered on any other vessel, would have been easily mistaken for a coolant or drinking water supply vessel if 

not for the wires like the ones seen in the control room running down into it, carrying drops of water in and out of 

the open top. 

 “I think this might be this ship’s equivalent of our library computer core,” the science officer announced as 

he scanned it with his tricorder.  “I think I might be able to…”  Sato leaned up over the top of the tank and placed 

the sensing units of his tricorder into direct contact with the liquid inside.  Immediately the device started making a 

strange beeping noise.  “It’s working!” Sato declared.  “I’m downloading copies of the files stored here into the 

tricorder’s memory. 

 “Great!” Paris said with a smile.  “Load all you can.  We’ll analyze the files when we get back aboard the 

Belle.” 

 As Sato continued his download attempt and Zhadesh moved around the room scanning various other 

pieces of equipment – some seemingly familiar while others were indecipherable – Dar looked around the space, 

nearly half-again as large and as tall as main engineering aboard the Bellerophon, and wondered what it would 

sound like were the ship fully functional, operating as a ship of war as they presumed the vessel to be.  Then 

something to the side of the space caught his attention.  He pulled his scanner back out of the slot on his tool kit and 

walked over to several massive pieces of machinery over two decks tall that looked like oversized turbines turned on 

their sides. 

 “I know what these are!” Dar exclaimed as he took readings from the devices. 

 “Look like sideways power generators to me,” Paris remarked. 



 “Quite the opposite, Tom,” Dar said.  “They’re almost exactly like an experimental drive that was installed 

aboard the Dauntless a couple of years ago.” 

 “You mean these are FTL jump drives?” Paris asked, remembering the experimental technology the 

Sovereign-class starship tested during the year he was assigned to the Dauntless’ crew. 

 “Jump drives?” Zhadesh asked, moving over to where the first officer and chief engineer stood, scanning 

the equipment they were talking about. 

 “A form of faster than light propulsion that was being developed by a scientist named Dr. Gaeta.  Totally 

unlike our standard warp drive,” Paris said to the operations officer.   

 “Yes.  Instead of warping space, which allows our ships to travel at speeds faster than light, a jump drive 

literally folds the fabric of space, allowing for instantaneous travel between two distant points that can be hundreds 

of light years apart,” Dar explained. 

 “And you’re saying this Dr. Gaeta happened to invent a system that worked on that principal that was very 

similar to these units?” Zhadesh asked. 

 “No, not very similar,” Dar said.  “I’m saying Dr. Gaeta claimed to have invented an FTL drive system 

exactly like these, except in size and the arrangement of how it’s connected into the engineering systems.  The ones 

aboard the Dauntless were only the size of an impulse fusion reactor.  These would never fit within the hull of a 

Federation starship.”  Dar finished his scans of the equipment and remarked, “When we get back to Home Plate, I’m 

going to have to send a communiqué to Dr. Gaeta and see if he’s willing to tell me how he developed the basis of his 

design?” 

 “You think perhaps he somehow had access to this ship?” Paris asked. 

 “Not necessarily this ship.  It’s obviously been out here in deep space for a long time, and we’re the first 

crew to make it out this far.  But I believe he had access to the same technology somewhere,” Dar answered.  “And 

I’d like to know…” 

 Dar was interrupted by a noise coming from the corridor outside the engineering space, the unmistakable 

sound of metallic feet walking along a metallic deck.  Both Drake and Paone reacted instantly, taking positions 

alongside the only door into the space. 

 “I thought you said all those robots were inactive?” Dar whispered to the first officer. 

 “Aside from the one that attacked and shot Ensign Livingston that we subsequently destroyed, as far as we 

could tell they all were!” 

 Dar, Sato, Paris, and Zhadesh pulled their hand phasers out of their holsters and scrambled behind cover as 

the away team commander activated the communicator on his suit. 

 “Away team to Bellerophon.” 

 “Go ahead,” came the quick reply, too loudly for Dar’s liking. 

 “Captain, there appears to be more of the robots like the one that attacked our away team earlier.  Request 

immediate emergency beam out.” 

 The com-link was silent for several seconds.  Then K’danz’s voice returned, sounding more concerned than 

earlier. 

 “Sensors have just detected a shield of some kind has been raised around the section of the alien ship where 

you are located.  You either need to get out along the unshielded arms of the upper or lower hulls or somehow get 

that shield down,” K’danz explained. 

 “Wonderful,” Paris griped, then quickly deactivated his communicator as the members of the away team 

ducked down behind cover. 

 At the door, six large shiny metallic robots started marching past in the corridor.  All six had guns in place 

of their hands, poised as if hunting.  The final two robots paused near the door, apparently peering inside the 

engineering space with their oscillating red scanner – weapons at the ready – before they too resumed their steady 

march down the corridor.  As the away team members listened, the clanking sound of footsteps slowly receded. 

 “That was close.  I guess it’s safe to assume these robots don’t have any sort of sensing equipment aside 

from visual and probably audible,” Paris said in a whisper. 

 “What now, Commander?” Sato whispered.  “We already know the arms of the hull are inaccessible.  And 

there doesn’t seem to be anything here that would control any kind of shield.” 

 “I believe our best bet would be to head back to the control room,” Zhadesh suggested. 

 “Good idea,” Paris agreed.  “Drake, if you would lead the way?” 

 “Sergeant, bring up the rear,” the Marine captain ordered before glancing around the corner of the doorway 

to make sure the corridor was empty.  “Fortunately they seem to be headed in the opposite direction.  Maybe our 

luck will hold out and we won’t encounter any more?”  Drake then gestured for the others to follow as he headed out 

the door back toward the control room. 



* * * * 

 

 K’danz sat in her command chair, worried by the sudden change in status aboard the supposedly empty 

alien vessel and now her away team’s just as sudden silence. 

 “Are you still reading all six members of the away team?” she asked T’Ashara, who was sitting at her post 

at the science console.  The Vulcan woman looked over toward the captain. 

 “I am currently detecting life signs for four humans, one Efrosian, and one half-human/half-Klingon,” she 

confirmed.  “They are currently leaving the central hub and heading back toward the location of the control room 

Commander Paris described finding earlier.” 

 “Good.  Any sign of the robot guards they say are patrolling the decks over there?” 

 “Unfortunately, the biomechanical nature of the alien vessel is interfering with my sensors.  I am unable to 

ascertain either the location or number of active robots aboard that vessel.” 

 “Captain,” called out the voice of First Lieutenant Asra, the Denobulan Assistant Chief of Security and 

Drake’s second in command of the Marine contingent.  “We may have a problem ourselves.” 

 “Don’t tell me the gravity field has reactivated?” K’danz implored. 

 “Worse,” the Marine answered.  “I am detecting what appear to be several launch tubes aboard the alien 

ship arming themselves.  The weapons they contain have nuclear warheads.” 

 “How long until they are launched?” 

 “It appears they operate on liquid propellant and must be fueled before they can launch.  I estimate 

approximately ten minutes before they are capable of launch.” 

 “Wouldn’t our shields be able to sustain the impact of a nuclear warhead?” Chief Colv asked.  “We 

survived against the Kairn nuclear missiles.” 

 “Normally yes, against a single warhead, maybe even two.  But that ship is preparing at least six missiles, 

and at our current range they are unlikely to miss.  We will sustain extensive damage to our shields, not to mention 

the danger of radiation exposure to the crew in the areas of the ship closest to the detonations.” 

 “Bridge to sickbay,” K’danz said. 

 “Sickbay.  Cuomo,” responded the starship’s Chief Medical Officer. 

 “How is Ensign Livingston, Doctor?” the captain asked. 

 “Ensign Livingston has been treated and is now resting in sickbay,” Dr. Cuomo replied. 

 “Good.  Because it appears we are going to come under attack by nuclear weapons in the next ten minutes 

or so.  Can you prepare a dosage of hyronalin that can be distributed to the most affected areas of the ship if the 

attack does occur?” 

 “I’ll get right on preparing the hyronalin compound,” Cuomo replied with urgency in his voice.  “Sickbay, 

out.” 

 K’danz resumed watching the main view screen, where the alien warship was visible. 

 “Come on, Tom, Dar.  Help me get you out of there before it’s too late.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The away team had quickly made their way back to the control room, not encountering any more of the 

sentry robots along the way.  As they neared the curve in the corridor, Drake signaled with his hand to slow down, 

making sure everyone was quiet, then carefully approached the open door. 

 Sneaking a look inside the control room, Drake was disappointed – but not surprised – by the fact there was 

another robot standing at the water-filled control console, it’s hands sticking into the shallow pool as drips of water 

traveling even faster than seen earlier moved up and down the wires, evidently sending commands to other parts of 

the ship and receiving feedback and status updates. 

 Drake outlined his plan to Paone through the use of silent hand signals.  The Sergeant nodded in 

understanding.  Then Drake counted down on his fingers from five to one.  On zero, Drake tumbled past the open 

door, coming to his feet on the other side, and both Marines aimed their weapons through the door. 

 The movement in the corridor had evidently attracted the silver robot’s attention, as by the time the two 

Marines were in position, it had already withdrawn its hands from the console and the conversion to guns had begun.  

Both Marines fired their weapons, one striking the robot in the chest, the other the head in the middle of what would 

be its forehead.  Sparks and flame erupted from the robot and it fell backward, twitching after landing on its back 

before its power finally failed and the robot became motionless.  Drake then signaled the rest of the away team 

inside, bringing up the rear himself. 

 “Now, how do we find the shield control?” Sato asked. 



 “Wait a second,” Paris remarked, looking around the control room with an expression of confusion on his 

face.  “Our space suits are still here, but what happened to all the inactivated robots that were laying in here earlier?” 

 “Maybe our friend there cleared out all the junk before he activated the shield?” Drake remarked, pointing 

at the piece of machinery he and his sergeant had just destroyed.  Just then the door on the bulkhead opened and the 

small tracked robot emerged once again, unfolding itself and moving over toward the downed larger robot.  As the 

away team watched, it began replacing damaged components and repairing the armed robot. 

 “No wonder we didn’t detect any of the other robots we saw in the corridor outside engineering,” Paris 

remarked.  “They were the same ones that used to be laying all over the place in here until this little guy repaired 

them!” 

 “Hey, Wally!  Stop!  Don’t do that!” Dar called out, causing the little robot to look in their direction, again 

seemingly startled by the away team’s presence.  It paused in its work, turning its body to face the away team 

members before slowly moving forward toward them.  Immediately Drake and Paone reacted, aiming their 

compression phasers at the small robot. 

 “Hold your fire,” Paris ordered.  “It doesn’t appear to be acting hostile.” 

 “Commander, it repaired all those other robots that were in here and that are now roaming this ship hunting 

for us!  You don’t consider that hostile?” Drake commented, still aiming his weapon at the small machine.  “Who 

knows what else it will do?  It might be signaling to those other robots as we speak!” 

 The little robot turned slightly to move up right in front of Dar, it’s ‘eyes’ peering up at the engineer.  A 

moment later, it raised its right arm toward the half-Klingon, holding it there. 

 “I…  I think it wants to shake hands, Commander,” Sato said with amazement. 

 Dar shrugged at the science officer, then knelt on one knee, holding out his right hand toward the little 

robot.  The robot’s ‘eyes’ looked briefly at his hand, then back at his face before moving its own ‘hand’ alongside 

the engineer’s. 

 Dar smiled, then grasped the offered hand, shaking it slightly up and down.  Wally at first appeared almost 

frightened by the action before studying it intently.  When Dar released the small robot’s hand, Wally looked at it, 

continuing to shake it up and down a few more times as if testing and evaluating the motion. 

 “That’s called a handshake,” Dar explained as he returned to his feet.  Wally made some sort of electronic 

sound, as if it was trying to repeat the work it had just learned. 

 “Quiet, everyone!” Drake suddenly called out, his hand gesturing wildly for everyone to be silent as he 

took position next to the door, his compression rifle at the ready.  Above the normal background noise of the control 

room systems, the away team could hear the sounds of heavy footsteps some distance away out in the corridor.  

Commander Paris hoped that perhaps the robots were simply patrolling routinely somewhere nearby and would not 

come anywhere near the control room where the away team was located, but the sound of the clanking footsteps 

continued to gradually increase in volume. 

 “Either they heard our rifle fire or detected the destruction of their brother,” Paone whispered harshly. 

 “Defensive positions!” Drake ordered, prompting Paris to take a position near the two Marine security 

guards and Dar, Zhadesh, and Sato to duck down behind the central control console near Wally, their hand phasers 

at the ready.  As the clanking grew louder, Zhadesh kept looking down at the shallow pool of water in the console. 

 “Here they come!” Drake called out before opening fire on the robots coming around the corner.  The 

phaser beams were met with projectiles in return, bullets ricocheting off the bulkheads around the doorway to the 

control room or flying into the space, breaking apart the wall-mounted readouts.  The sudden noise and destruction 

caused Wally to fold up into his box-shape as if scared. 

 “Away team to Bellerophon,” Dar yelled after tapping his combadge.  “We’re taking fire over here.  Any 

chance you figured out a way to beam us out of here?” the half-Klingon engineer asked as he too depressed the 

trigger on his hand phaser, the beam narrowly missing one of the two visible robots with the oscillating eyes out in 

the corridor. 

 “Look out behind us!” Sato called out just before he was struck in the left arm by a bullet.  Dar and 

Zhadesh turned to fire at the two other robots that had evidently approached the control room from a different 

direction – using the primary attack as a distraction – attempting to trap the Bellerophon crew in a cross-fire. 

 “Bridge to away team,” replied the voice of Captain K’danz over Dar’s combadge.  “That alien ship still 

has shields raised and we can’t find any way of beaming through them.  I’m afraid you’re on your own for the 

moment.” 

 “Keep an eye on that third door!” Dar ordered Sato, who in spite of the pain of being shot in the arm had 

managed to keep his hold of his phaser in his right hand.  “If they start coming in through the last door, we’re as 

good as dead!”  He then started looking around as if hoping to find a button marked ‘Shield Off’ on the control 

panel. 



 Even as Dar gave the order, and above the sound of gun and phaser fire, Zhadesh could hear the sound of 

more mechanical feet approaching the triangular control room through the third open door.  Again he looked at the 

water in the control console and came to a decision.  Taking a deep breath and closing his eyes, the Efrosian 

imagined the alien warship’s shields coming down and systems shutting off.  He then reached up into the control 

basin, his fingertips barely touching the surface of the water contained within when everything went black once 

more… 

 

* * * * 

 

 Lieutenant Xin Zhadesh’s head felt like a Tarkassian rhinarus had been tap-dancing on it.  Without opening 

his eyes, he reached up and touched his head, almost surprised that he did not feel his brain exposed to open air, 

instead running his fingers through his long white hair. 

 He heard a voice somewhere nearby say, “He’s waking up.”  Recognizing it as the voice of the 

Bellerophon’s Chief Medical Officer, he slowly turned his head in the direction from which he had heard it and 

opened his eyes.  He was startled to find two dark, round lenses like old-fashioned Earth binoculars mere 

centimeters away from the end of his nose. 

 “What the…?” Zhadesh started to say when Dr. Cuomo and Commander Dar appeared by his side.  The 

CMO placed a hypo up against the orange skin of his bare neck and injected a compound of drugs and tri-ox into his 

bloodstream. 

 “How are you feeling?” Dr. Cuomo asked. 

 “I’ve had better mornings,” Zhadesh replied, his voice horse and throat dry.  “What happened?  Are we 

back aboard the ship?” 

 “Thanks to you, yes,” Dar replied.  “Whatever it was you were planning to do when you tried to interface 

the alien control console, you managed to not only lower the shields that were keeping us from beaming back home, 

but shut down all offensive and defensive systems – everything except bare life support – including those attacking 

robots.  But you must have taken a hell of a jolt.  You’ve been out for nearly three days.”  A look of amusement 

filled the chief engineer’s eyes as he added, “Carrie’s almost ready to revoke your bridge officer status you’ve been 

gone so long.” 

 As Dr. Cuomo continued to take readings on his patient, Zhadesh looked at Wally again as the diminutive 

repair robot looked at other objects around sickbay, in some cases grabbing medical tools off stands and studying 

them closely, much to the chagrin of the nurse on duty who tried grabbing everything away and putting it back 

where it belonged. 

 “What is that doing here?” Zhadesh asked. 

 “I think Wally got kind-of attached to us,” Dar replied, turning to watch the boxy little robot tread its way 

around the room.  “When everything started shutting down and the Bellerophon locked onto all of us with the 

transporter, he ‘ran’ over and grabbed onto my leg just as we all began to dematerialize.  It was like he was afraid of 

being left alone.”  Dar looked back at the Efrosian man and added, “He seems really handy around a tool box, and 

he’s a fast learner.  I’m thinking of making him my assistant.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few days later, Zhadesh had been cleared to resume normal duty by Dr. Cuomo.  As he entered the 

briefing lounge for the morning staff meeting, he was surprised to notice the ship was at warp. 

 “I would have thought we would still be studying that alien warship?” he remarked to Lt Kimmel Wheeler, 

the starships Chief of Operations. 

 “That was the captain’s intent,” Wheeler replied as other members of the senior staff entered the lounge 

and took seats around the table.  “But about twenty hours after you shut the thing down, it regained full power.  

About thirty minutes later it ‘jumped,’ as the captain described it.” 

 “Where did it go?” Zhadesh wondered. 

 “Haven’t a clue.  No way to track a ship using what Commander Dar called a jump drive.” 

 A moment later, both Captain K’danz and Commander Dar entered the room, both taking their normal seats 

at the table. 

 “As you know, we are currently on course 030 mark 1, heading for the system currently designated 50108-

XII.  At current speed we expect to enter the system in eighteen hours, and long range sensor readings indicate this 

should be a standard survey…” 



 As the captain briefed the senior staff, images – like half-forgotten dreams – drifted through Lt Zhadesh’s 

mind; images of robots creating even more advanced robots, a humanoid civilization, and a horrible uprising by their 

own creations, along with star maps of areas of space the Efrosian had never seen before but somehow instinctively 

knew the location of.  Then a thought occurred to him.  Somehow he knew this would not be the last time the 

Federation would encounter these alien robots.  Nor was it the first time. 

 “Any word on your inquiry?” Zhadesh heard the captain ask.  At first he thought she was talking to him, 

until Dar responded. 

 “Negative.  I have been unable to reach Dr. Gaeta at the Daystrom Institute.  They responded that he 

departed on a leave of absence over two months ago and has not yet returned.” 

 “When do they expect him back?” 

 “That’s the funny part,” Dar replied.  “They wouldn’t tell me when they expected him, only that he had 

completely shut down his lab and left.  But something in the message I received makes it sound like they thought he 

would be back a couple of weeks ago.” 

 “He’s missing?” K’danz asked, sounding surprised. 

 “Not officially,” Dar responded.  “I checked.  There are no official reports that Gaeta is missing.” 

 As Dar spoke, another image drifted through Zhadesh’s mind.  A face that he had never seen before but 

somehow instinctively knew was that of Dr. Juliani Gaeta. 

 

To Be Continued… 


