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 It was the first week of September and the new semester at Starfleet Academy had begun.  There was 

already a crispness to the air in San Francisco. 

 Cadet Second Class Gem C. Koester left her dorm overlooking San Francisco Bay, heading toward her first 

class of the day.  As a third-year cadet specializing in the field of archeology and history, it was the first time she got 

to wear her new almost entirely blue science division cadet uniform. 

 Cadet Koester was excited about starting her third year at the Academy.  Besides having finished all her 

preliminary, standard, and required courses the previous year and now entering the Sciences College, it meant the 

cadet’s traditional training cruise – when the entire class of third year cadets would be assigned to a training vessel 

and participate in nearly six months of duty aboard an actual starship – would occur the next semester.  Through 

correspondence with her father, Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester – commanding officer of the USS Dauntless – the 

cadet had learned Admirals Fil and Raiajh had requested one or more of the starships assigned to the Federation 

Fifth Fleet participate in the cadet training cruise this year, and Koester hoped that meant she would be back aboard 

the Dauntless once more, even if only temporarily. 

 After two classes that morning, Koester rushed back to her dorm room and changed out of her uniform and 

into her flight suit.  Due to her training and flight experience while living aboard the Dauntless with her father and 

her participation as a Starfleet Space Cadet – a Starfleet-sponsored youth program that helped many young people 

prepare to get into the Academy – Koester had been offered one of the coveted slots on the Academy Flight 

Demonstration Team the previous year.  The Demo Team was made up of Academy cadets who performed 

spectacular maneuvers and stunts in trainer spacecraft similar to the space superiority fighters Starfleet and the 

Starfleet Marine Corps used.  It had meant less free time than many cadets enjoyed, but Koester knew it would open 

the doors to greater opportunities in later years at the Academy and her future career in Starfleet, much like being a 

member of Red Squadron. 

 Once changed into her flight suit, she rushed over to the transit station beneath the Admiralty Building, 

where she would catch the shuttle heading to the Academy Flight Range near Titan, one of the moons of Saturn.  On 

the way, she overtook Cadet First Class Kanzi Anikulapo-Kuti, a cadet from the United States of Africa and the 

flight team’s second-most senior cadet, who was likewise wearing a flight suit. 

 “Good afternoon, Kanzi,” Koester said as she fell into step beside him.  “Heading to the flight range early 

too?” 

 “Yes, though I don’t know if we’re actually going to get to fly today,” Anikulapo-Kuti remarked.  To 

Koester’s puzzled expression he added in his heavy Tanzanian accent, “Since McManus was named Demo Team 

Leader at the end of last semester, he’s had several ideas of ways to make our demonstrations more spectacular this 

year.” 

 “As long as spectacular also includes safe, I’m all for that,” Koester remarked as she noticed another 

member of the flight team, an Andorian girl, approaching the Admiralty along a different path and waved to her.  “I 

wouldn’t want any new Locarno incidents.” 

 “I wouldn’t worry too much,” Anikulapo-Kuti assured.  “I’m sure Cadet McManus will explain everything 

once we arrive at Titan.” 

 As the two cadets, now joined by the third, reached the door to the Admiralty building, which slid open at 

their approach, Koester remarked, “We changed into our flight suits, it’s at least two hours out to the flight range 

and another two hours back, and McManus isn’t going to let us fly today???” 



 “He told me last night he wants to dedicate today’s practice time to briefing the team on what we should 

expect this year, what old maneuvers we need to brush up on, and what maneuvers he thinks we should learn this 

year for the three major shows.” 

 “And he can’t do that in an empty class room or study hall on the Academy grounds?” Koester asked in 

annoyance as she and her two fellow team members stepped onto the escalator leading down to the flight hanger, 

where they would catch a transport to Titan. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “As you all know, our first big demonstration is scheduled for one week before the holiday break in 

December,” Cadet First Class Christopher McManus stated to his team.  The Academy flight demonstration team 

consisted of six members, two fourth year cadets, three third year cadets, and one second year cadet.  They had been 

chosen for the team based on previous flight experience and skills.  Several, like Gem Koester, came from families 

serving in Starfleet and had been members of the Fleet Space Cadet Corps, learning to fly aboard their parent’s 

starships or, in the case of Cadet Third Class Joseph Parvis, space station.  The rest had learned how to fly after 

arriving at the Academy and had apparently been born with the knack for flying, like Team Leader Christopher 

McManus.  “We’re going to be losing three of our team to their training cruise next semester, so this will be our 

only opportunity this year to show off the entire team.  That’s why I want to add the Sulu Approach Maneuver to our 

demonstration.” 

 “The Sulu Approach?!” Cadet Anikulapo-Kuti exclaimed.  “Are you serious?” 

 “What’s the Sulu Approach?” asked Cadet Second Class Tarah, a female Andorian in the same year as 

Koester but attending the Engineering and Support Services College. 

 “It’s a maneuver first performed in 2292 by the Flight Team under the command of Cadet First Class 

Demora Sulu,” McManus explained.  “It was considered so spectacular when it was performed that she received her 

assignment to the Enterprise-B, and the faculty named the maneuver after her.  Basic breakdown of the 

maneuver…”  McManus activated a holographic display and a trio of trainer craft in echelon formation appeared in 

front of the cadets, each with semi-transparent trails following behind to better illustrate their motion.  “It can be 

performed by anywhere from three to six trainer craft with only a minor alteration to the flight paths.  The flight 

leader continues straight while the remaining craft perform wide turns.  On the call, the flight leader performs a 

reverse half Cuban eight while in this example birds two and three come around horizontally.  Eventually all three 

craft are aiming for the same spot with only a six meter difference in relative altitude between them.” 

 The hologram showed the three trainer craft all approaching the same point in space.  It was hard to tell at 

the scale the hologram was displaying, but it looked like all three ships were on the same level as well. 

 “Once lined up,” McManus continued, “all trainers hit afterburners and pass each other at the same spot at 

the same time with only a meter to two meters clearance between the craft, performing a quarter-second fuel dump 

at precisely the target point.” 

 The hologram showed the three trainers quickly approach and then pass each other, looking like they 

should be tearing canopies off each other as they passed.  A split second later, a flash of light appeared at the target 

point as the small amount of simulated dumped deuterium ignited, creating a spectacular momentary fireball.  The 

effect was impressive even as a hologram. 

 “If we perform with more ships, we just have to alter the turns slightly to make the pattern look even,” 

McManus explained.  “The hardest part is the timing.  One of the reasons the Academy Demonstration Team hasn’t 

bothered to perform this maneuver in more than fifty years is because for the ten years prior to them dropping it 

from the repertoire, the cadets were never able to get the timing down right and passed around the key point 

anywhere from half a second to five seconds apart.  The effect was, to say the least, disappointing.”  McManus 

looked at his fellow team members and said, “We’re going to perfect the timing, and we’re going to blow the socks 

of everyone at our first flight demo in December!” 

 “Are you sure this is a wise idea?” Tarah asked in her soft voice. 



 “Yeah, this is reminding me of the stories I’ve heard about the Kolvoord Starburst and the Locarno 

Incident,” Koester added.  “I think we should really consider all the ramifications before we commit ourselves to 

performing it in just over three months.” 

 “Are you kidding?” McManus asked.  “Compared to the Kolvoord Starburst maneuver, the Sulu Approach 

is a piece of cake!  We’ll have no trouble doing this!” 

 “I hope you don’t mind, but I’m going to run it through a few simulations in the lab before I really agree to 

this,” Koester said, looking around at her fellow team members to garner their support.  Two others, including Tarah 

nodded their head in agreement, though the others looked reluctant. 

 “It’s not like we’re going to hop into our trainers this afternoon and attempt this right out of the box, 

Cadet,” McManus stated.  “Of course we’re going to compute all the permutations first, then train for this maneuver 

in the holodeck before we ever try it in real life.” 

 “I understand,” Koester acknowledged.  “I just have a bad feeling about this, Christopher.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Gem Koester sat at the desk in her dorm room.  Classes for the day had ended and it was already getting 

rather late.  So late, in fact, that she had missed dinner in the campus cafeteria and had simply replicated a simple 

dish from her dorm room replicator, the food sitting and turning cold on one corner of her desk.  Her roommate was 

out at a study session in the library, so Koester had the room all to herself.  As a result, she was programming data 

into the computer interface on her desk – ship characteristics, weight including fuel, estimated weight of each 

individual pilot, expected conditions in space, and other variables – and then projecting the resulting simulation in 

full color and stereophonic sound as a hologram in the middle of the room. 

 The fact that the previous dozen simulations all ended badly, with at least two and sometimes all the trainer 

ships involved crashing into each other, did not fill her with confidence in McManus’s plan for the team.  She was 

about to start the latest simulation, involving four trainers performing the maneuver, when there was a knock at her 

door. 

 “Come on in,” she called out.  The door handle turned and the door swung inward, revealing Tarah as she 

walked in.  The Andorian cadet was wearing her normal mustard-yellow duty uniform, contrasting with Koester’s 

casual nightclothes. 

 “How goes the simulations?” Tarah asked in the soft-spoken way common with her people. 

 “The more simulations I run, the less I like Christopher’s idea that we do this,” Koester replied. 

 She activated the latest simulation.  The four trainers in echelon moved forward, finally splitting up; 

Trainer 1 heading straight ahead across the beds, Trainers 2 and 3 banking left with 3 taking a wider and faster turn 

to complete a full 360 degrees and come back around on the original course, Trainer 4 banking right and mirroring 

Trainer 2’s course to arrive perpendicular to the original course.  As the other three ships made their turns, Trainer 1 

looped up and flipped, coming on a reverse of its original course, a reverse half Cuban eight.  Once all four ships 

were facing the same target point in the middle of the room, they all accelerated. 

 As Koester and Tarah watched, the four trainers approached the meeting point.  It looked like all would 

reach the point simultaneously as planned for the actual maneuver. 

 A second later, the simulated trainers all reached the meeting point.  Immediately a miniature explosion 

erupted as the vessels collided.  Tarah’s antenna twitched in pain at the loud noise as three of the trainers were 

destroyed completely, the fourth drifting away from the crash scene, tumbling helplessly. 

 “Damn!” Koester cursed.  “Again!  And in here I can make reference to the floor in order to set altitude.  

We’re not going to have that possibility in space!” 

 “Perhaps it would be more productive if we tried to convince Cadet McManus to abandon his plan of 

training for this maneuver instead of running more pointless simulations,” Tarah suggested. 

 “McManus has scheduled our first training session on Holodeck 5 in Enterprise Hall for tomorrow 

afternoon,” Koester said.  “Maybe that would be a good place to start pushing him to drop this?” she added as she 

watched the simulated debris fade from existence. 



 

* * * * 

 

 The holodeck was programmed to simulate the Academy Flight Range over Titan.  Each of the six cadets 

fastened their helmets in place and climbed the ladders into their respective trainers.  McManus had decided to 

dismiss Koester’s concerns yet again and simply proceed with the practice. 

 Based on the design of the Hornet fighters that had been in service for two decades already, the trainers 

were highly maneuverable in space, though unlike the Hornets were not designed for normal atmospheric flight 

except in emergency situations, lacking both the vertical tail and wing ailerons the fighters were equipped with.  

Each cadet strapped themselves into place using five-point harnesses, attached their helmets to the breathing air 

supply inside the cockpit, shut the canopies, and started their small vessel’s engines.  Within minutes each had 

passed through the simulated atmosphere retaining field and into the simulated depths of space beyond. 

 The practice went well for the most part.  Aside from some stupid mistakes made because the cadets were 

nervous, never having made maneuvers such as these previously – a couple of which resulted in collisions that 

required the re-start of the holographic program – the cadets managed to perform the Sulu Approach twice, though 

neither time with the timing done exactly as planned, before McManus called it quits for the day.  In spite of their 

success on the holodeck, Cadet Koester continue to have concerns for not only her own, but each of her fellow team 

member’s safety.  Concerns she decided to voice to someone of higher authority. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Lieutenant Michael Kerr was one of the Third Year class advisors.  He was sitting in his office in the main 

administration building when there was a knock on the door.  Looking up, he activated the door control on his desk.  

It slid aside to reveal Cadet Koester. 

 “Cadet Koester?  What can I do for you?” the lieutenant asked. 

 “May I speak to you for a few minutes, Lieutenant?” Koester asked back. 

 Kerr gestured for Koester to come in and sit down.  After the door swished shut behind her, the advisor 

asked, “What’s on your mind?” 

 “Cadet McManus and what he’s asking us to do,” Koester replied. 

 A look of shock crossed Kerr’s face for a second as he asked, “He’s not asking you to cheat, is he?” 

 “No, sir,” Koester replied with a shake of her head.  “Have you ever heard of a flight demonstration 

maneuver called the Sulu Approach?” 

 Kerr shook his head, then paused to look up information on his computer.  He spent over a minute reading 

the file describing the flight maneuver and its origins, then looked again at Koester.  “What about it?” 

 “Cadet McManus wants the flight team to learn and perform that maneuver for the demonstration 

scheduled for December.” 

 “And?  It’s not a maneuver the Academy has banned, like the Kolvoord Starburst, is it?” 

 “No, sir,” Koester replied.  “But I don’t think we’re going to be ready.  It’s a maneuver that even 

professional flight demo teams have had problems with.  I’ve looked up the maneuver’s history.  The Andorian 

Snowbirds lost a pilot five years ago trying to perform this maneuver, and they had been performing it for several 

years prior.” 

 “There’s not much I can do to change Cadet McManus’s mind about this.  He is, after all, a senior cadet 

and the demo team’s assigned leader,” Lt Kerr stated.  “There’s only one suggestion I can make, and I don’t think 

you’re going to like it.” 

 “What’s that?” 

 “If you have such strong doubts about performing this maneuver with the flight demo team, resign your 

position.  Let someone else have your slot.” 

 Her class advisor’s suggestion shocked Koester.  She had never considered the idea of quitting.  It seemed 

to her almost as bad as cheating. 



 “I… I’m not sure I’m ready to do that, sir,” she said. 

 “Then my next suggestion, Cadet, is practice.  Practice, practice, practice!” 

 “Aye, sir.  Thank you, sir,” Koester said as she got up and left the advisor’s office, disappointed in his 

advice. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Over the next several weeks, as the team continued to practice the new maneuver in the holodeck every 

other day, three days a week, while practicing their flying and other maneuvers for real on the flight range another 

three days per week, leaving Sundays as a day to catch up on any class work they may have fallen behind on, 

Koester continued to try and convince the Team Leader that perhaps they should hold off on performing the Sulu 

Approach, particularly when – right from the start as they tried to transfer what they had learned in the holodeck 

over to real life – several of the pilots began to realize they had been relying too heavily on the holodeck safety 

protocols.  On their first try at performing the Approach for real, Trainers 4 and 5 bumped as they started their 

circling maneuver, resulting in minor damage to the trainers and some badly shaken nerves. 

 Halfway through November, Koester finally came to a decision that things had gone too far, with the team 

continuing to exhibit mistakes with life-changing – if not life-ending – potentials. 

 “Christopher, can I speak to you in private?” Koester asked McManus after a particularly bad practice that 

resulted in the lead cadet calling an end to the flight an hour ahead of schedule. 

 Already frustrated at the fact the team was not progressing at the rate he had been planning, McManus 

nodded, then said, “In my office.”  The two cadets then walked into the small office reserved for the use of the 

Demo Team Leader and closed the door.  “What do you want, Gem?” 

 “I want you to consider, one last time, cancelling the Sulu Approach Maneuver for our flight demonstration 

next month,” Koester said.  “We’ve got all our other stunts and maneuvers down.  We’ve got a good show prepared.  

We don’t need to include such a dangerous maneuver right now.” 

 McManus sighed, his frustration and growing anger showing in his eyes.  “I can’t do that.  You KNOW I 

can’t do that,” he said.  “We need to progress.  We need to continue to challenge ourselves.  And the Sulu Approach 

is going to be show-stopping finale!” 

 “I understand that, but couldn’t we take this slower?  Maybe start this year, each of us practicing our own 

element of the maneuver separately before combining our performances in a few months to have the maneuver ready 

to perform next year?” 

 “I won’t BE here next year, Cadet,” McManus stated.  “And you, Tarah, and Curran won’t be here next 

semester, so it’s now or never for this maneuver.” 

 “I hate to do this,” Koester said, her own face looking more determined.  “I don’t want to make threats or 

be accused of extortion, but I will if I have to.  If you don’t cancel – or at least postpone – the team performing the 

Sulu Approach, I’ll be forced to resign my position on the Demo Team, and you won’t be able to fly at all.”  

 “You wouldn’t dare,” McManus taunted.  “First of all, I happen to know how much you love flying the 

trainers.  Second, I know how your father – the Fleet Captain – would react to you quitting.  Third, just because you 

quit doesn’t mean there aren’t another half dozen cadets back at the Academy just waiting to jump into your slot.” 

 “Even if the entire Corps of Cadets wanted to join the Demo Team, just over a month isn’t enough time to 

bring any of them up to speed on just our basic maneuvers, not even mentioning the Sulu Approach.  There’s a 

reason new team members are required to start flight training in June as soon as the academic year has ended for 

inclusion on the next year’s team.  So they have nearly three months to get the basics under their belt before they 

ever fly alongside us.” 

 “I’m not cancelling the maneuver,” McManus said firmly. 

 “I had a feeling that was going to be your answer,” Koester remarked as she removed her flight wings from 

the front of her flight suit and, along with an isolinear chip, placed it on the desk in front of McManus. 

 “What’s that?” he asked. 



 “My resignation from the Academy Flight Demonstration Team, effective immediately,” Koester replied 

before wordlessly turning around and leaving the office. 

 Koester walked into the female locker room and started changing out of her flight suit, the only other 

female member of the demo team looking at her curiously before McManus’s voice called out, “All demo team 

members to the ready room.  Now!” 

 “Coming, Gem?” Tarah asked as she paused near the locker room door. 

 “No,” Koester replied succinctly. 

 Tarah exchanged a look with her fellow cadet before departing the locker room and entered the pilot’s 

ready room, which was located between the male and female locker rooms.  As the four members of the team sat 

down in the seats, McManus – who had been pacing behind the podium where he normally outlined the day’s flight 

plan – turned and looked at them. 

 “It appears we’re going to be performing our show next month one bird short,” he announced.  “Starting 

tomorrow we’re going to have to practice our maneuvers as a five bird team.” 

 “What happened, Christopher?” one of the other cadets asked as he looked around and realized Koester was 

not seated among them.  “Where’s Gem?” 

 “That’s unimportant,” McManus stated.  “What is important is the team being ready for the flight demo 

next month.  I hope you get a good night’s sleep tonight, because starting tomorrow we’re going to be working twice 

as hard.  I may even be calling some Sunday practices.”  Three of the cadets opened their mouths, about to protest, 

when McManus added, “The transport back to the Academy leaves in fifteen minutes.  Dismissed!”  The cadets then 

rushed to gather their belongings and board the transport back to San Francisco.  The entire two hour flight was 

deathly quiet, as no one dared speak, all eyes staring at either McManus near the front of the ship or Koester at the 

rear the entire trip home to Earth. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Almost the entire student body and faculty of the Academy, along with several of the Starfleet brass 

including Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway and Vice Admiral T’Lannia, had gathered on the main quad of the 

Academy just as the sun was setting over the Pacific.  There, several large viewscreens had been erected to display 

the upcoming flight demonstration.  Among those not present for the performance was Cadet Second Class Koester, 

who was using the opportunity the evening presented to do class work in the Academy library. 

 On Titan, the cadets were preparing for their performance.  In the men’s locker room, one of the cadets, 

John Curran was sweating profusely.  The boy, a native of the Martian Colonies who grew up in the shadow of 

Utopia Planitia and had been flying small craft – from hoppers to Class-Ten shuttlecraft – his entire life before his 

admittance into the Academy, could not slow his heart rate or breathing, and was in danger of hyperventilating. 

 “Are you okay, John?” Anikulapo-Kuti asked with concern as he grabbed his flight helmet and tucked it 

under his arm. 

 “Just anxiety, that’s all,” Curran replied, standing with difficulty and taking his helmet off the shelf of his 

locker.  The two started walking out to the hanger and their trainers when Curran paused at the bottom of his ladder. 

 “Gem was right.  We’re not ready for this,” he stated, his voice almost stuttering.  He then called out to 

McManus and said, “We shouldn’t be doing the Sulu Approach!  We’ve only managed to successfully complete the 

pass as it’s supposed to be performed once!  We need to postpone this, Christopher!” 

 “Either climb up that ladder and man your cockpit or go see the flight surgeon,” McManus replied 

dismissively.  “This is not the time to be having this discussion!”  Then, to McManus’s surprise, Curran hung his 

helmet on the edge of the ladder and turned to head for the flight surgeon’s office. 

 “Dammit!” McManus said to himself as he finished climbing into his cockpit and started buckling himself 

in with the help of a crew chief.  “Flight leader to Demo Flight on channel one-two.” 

 As each pilot confirmed their presence on the indicated frequency, the Demo Leader explained, “It looks 

like we’re down another bird, Team.  It shouldn’t affect our basic maneuvers; Anikulapo-Kuti and I will still 

perform the solo maneuvers.  Tarah and Parvis can cover the team maneuvers.  As for the Sulu Approach…” 



 Two of the cadets fully expected McManus to announce the maneuver was being postponed.  Instead, the 

First Class Cadet said, “We’re going to be doing a cloverleaf formation instead of the pentagon we practiced for the 

last few weeks.  Parvis, assume the rear position.  Remember to increase your speed and tighten your turn.  Timing 

is everything.  Any questions?” 

 Tarah considered asking why the team did not merely cancel performing that particular maneuver, but 

knew it would only increase the team leader’s determination, especially in light of the fact he had highly publicized 

the addition to the demo team’s repertoire.  When no one else raised any questions or reservations about the day’s 

performance, McManus said, “Demo Team, engine start.”  Soon, four of the five trainer craft along the line activated 

their impulse engines and warmed up their thrusters. 

 “Demo team, count off,” McManus ordered.  “1…” 

 “2…,” said Cadet Anikulapo-Kuti 

 “3…,” said Cadet Tarah. 

 “4…,” finished Cadet Parvis. 

 “Demo team, prepare for take-off,” McManus ordered. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Back on the Quad, Admiral Hanrahan, Commandant of the Academy, stood up on a stage beneath one of 

the large viewscreens.  A spotlight illuminated the admiral as he said, “Faculty, Academy staff, Cadet Corps, 

welcome to this year’s first performance of the Academy Flight Demonstration Team.  The performance should be 

quite exciting, as I am told the they will be presenting a maneuver that has not been attempted by the Academy 

Flight Team in nearly half a century.” 

 Those gathered in the quad applauded their appreciation.  As the applause quickly died away, Admiral 

Hanrahan continued. 

 “As I’m sure you are all aware, the Academy flight range is located in orbit of Saturn, near the moon Titan.  

As a result, there will be a slight delay of half a minute between the actual performance and what we’ll be seeing on 

the screens.  In spite of that, it should be a wonderful performance of the skills and endurance of our Demo Team 

cadets.”  The admiral partially turned and gestured toward the screen above him as he said, “And now, I am proud to 

present to you, the Starfleet Academy Flight Demonstration Team of 2388!” 

 Again, the gathered audience applauded as the screen changed to show the view of space in the vicinity of 

Saturn.  The planet, with its spectacular ring system, was clearly visible on the screen, as was the moon Titan close 

to the right side.  The image zoomed in, centering on the four ship diamond formation of the trainers leaving Titan’s 

atmosphere, and the audience applauded a third time. 

 Over the course of the next twenty five minutes, the team performed their demonstration.  Most of the show 

alternated between maneuvers performed by the diamond – all four trainers flying together – and those performed by 

the solos alone.  The diamond, in tight formation and usually at lower speeds, performed maneuvers such as 

formation loops, barrel rolls, and transitions from one formation to another.  The solos flew many of their maneuvers 

at full impulse – one-quarter the speed of light – showcasing the high performance capabilities of their individual 

trainer craft through the execution of high-speed passes, slow passes, fast rolls, slow rolls, and very tight turns.  

Some of the maneuvers included both soloists performing together demonstrating opposing passes and mirror 

formations.  Finally, as the end of the demonstration neared, the soloists joined the other two pilots once again, all 

four craft moving into an echelon formation, signaling the beginning of their show-stopper! 

 As the Cadet Corps watched the screens, the image depicted all four ships moving off toward Saturn.  The 

transmission from the team leader could be heard as McManus ordered, “Demo Team, on my mark; break, break, 

BREAK!” 

 On screen, the three trailing trainers banked away from the lead, ships 2 and 3 turning left and ship 4 

turning right while McManus’s trainer pulled up, rolled 180 degrees, and looped down to head back on a direct 

reverse course.  Within seconds, all four ships had steadied, their courses forming a cross.  All four increased speed 

to near maximum. 



 Several of the faculty and cadets in the front rows noticed a look of horror suddenly appear on Admiral 

Hanrahan’s face.  He was evidently hearing something from the communications earpiece in his right ear.  He 

quickly looked up at the screen directly above his head, where the four ships were rapidly approaching each other.  

Suddenly the screen was filled with a brief moment of static before going completely black. 

 Still a shocked look on his face, the Academy Superintendant turned toward the audience – specifically the 

faculty and staff in the front rows – and asked, “We’ve had a technical glitch in the transmission from Titan.  Would 

all the professors and staff please see that all the cadets return to their dormitories at this time?” 

 “What is it, Admiral?” asked Admiral Janeway as she climbed the steps up onto the stage to join Hanrahan.  

“What’s happened?” 

 “I’m getting conflicting reports,” Hanrahan replied, one hand holding his earpiece tight as he tried to 

understand what was being said.  “Just get the cadets back to their rooms, please.  I’ll make an announcement as 

soon as I know what’s going on myself.” 

 “Very well, Admiral,” Janeway replied with a nod as she too started gesturing for the cadets to head across 

the quad to their respective dorms.  The crowd took nearly fifteen minutes to disperse, as rumors started circulating 

almost immediately; ranging from the trainers had crashed and the entire team had been killed to some mysterious 

spacecraft had entered the solar system on its way toward Earth and interrupted the flight demonstration to perhaps 

just a simple communications disruption.  No one seemed to know the true story. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few hours later, Gem Koester was still studying for her exam in exoarcheology in one of the library 

cubicles when, unexpectedly, her combadge chirped. 

 “Lieutenant Kerr to Cadet Koester.” 

 Curious why her class advisor would be contacting her so late in the evening, Koester tapped her 

communicator and replied, “Cadet Koester here.” 

 “Cadet, please report to the Office of the Superintendant immediately.” 

 A flash of fear shot down Koester’s spine and settled in her stomach.  She gathered her belongings, 

returning several padds containing reference material to the desk up front, and started heading across the campus 

toward the main administration building.  She noticed with puzzlement that the quad was unusually empty, 

seemingly not a single other cadet walking around the campus – all the more unusual considering the broadcast of 

the flight demonstration that had taken place that evening, as she wondered why she was being summoned to the 

Superintendant’s office.  She could only come to one conclusion. 

 “It has to be about my quitting the flight team.  Either I’m going to receive a reprimand for resigning in the 

middle of a semester, or my dad has finally heard and has sent me a nasty-gram through the Superintendant.” 

 Koester entered the admin building, informing the guard at the door of her summons.  The building watch, 

another cadet a year behind Koester, informed her that the Superintendent was expecting her and to go right to his 

office. 

 Arriving at the Admiral’s office moments later, she knocked nervously at the door.  It swished open to 

reveal a worried looking aide and Lt Kerr.  “Go right in, Lieutenant,” the aide said as soon as Koester stepped in. 

 “Come with me, Cadet,” Kerr said as the two walked over to the inner door, which immediately opened.  

Koester followed Kerr inside the Superintendant’s office, taking a position directly in front of the admiral’s desk and 

standing at attention. 

 “Midshipman Second Class Gem C. Koester, reporting as ordered, Admiral,” she said, a drop of sweat 

forming on her temple. 

 “At ease, Cadet,” Hanrahan ordered.  Koester relaxed slightly as the admiral then asked, “Cadet, you were 

a member of the Academy Flight Demonstration Team until last month, were you not?” 

 ‘I knew it,’ Koester thought to herself.  ‘Here comes the lecture about being a quitter.’ 

 “Yes, Admiral, I was,” Koester confirmed, bracing herself for a reprimand. 

 “Can you tell me why you resigned?” 



 “Personality conflict, sir.” 

 Hanrahan looked at Lt Kerr with a puzzled expression.  The lieutenant simply shrugged. 

 “Would you care to explain that, Cadet?” the admiral asked. 

 “Cadet McManus and I had a difference of opinion about whether the team was ready to publically perform 

the new maneuver we had been practicing called the Sulu Approach,” Koester explained.  “I felt the team needed to 

approach the maneuver more carefully and have additional practice; several weeks to several months more, in fact, 

and he decided the team was ready and insisted they perform tonight in spite of never having completely 

successfully performed the maneuver.” 

 “And were you aware of this lack of confidence in Cadet McManus Cadet Koester has expressed, 

Lieutenant?” Hanrahan asked Kerr. 

 “Cadet Koester met with me to express her opinion about what was going on with the Demo Team several 

weeks ago,” Kerr confirmed.  “I told her Cadet McManus was a more senior cadet and that she either needed to 

settle her differences with him or resign her position on the Demo Team.  She apparently chose the latter.” 

 Before the admiral could comment, the intercom on his desk whistled and the aide’s voice said, “Admiral, 

Cadet Curran has arrived.” 

 “Send him in,” Hanrahan ordered.  Koester glanced over her shoulder as the door behind her opened and 

Cadet John Curran walked in, assuming a position of attention to Koester’s immediate right. 

 “Midshipman Second Class John Curran, reporting as ordered.”  Koester could see by his ruddy looking 

face that her fellow cadet appeared to have been crying. 

 “Why are YOU here?” Koester whispered to her former teammate after Hanrahan ordered the boy at-ease. 

 “Haven’t you heard?” the cadet asked her, looking over as fresh tears formed in his eyes. 

 “Heard what?” Koester asked in a whisper, shaken by her classmate’s appearance.  However, before Curran 

could answer, the Superintendant spoke again. 

 “Now that we’re all here, we can start the formal inquiry into what caused the multi-vessel collision of the 

Academy flight demonstration team that resulted in the deaths of three cadets and the serious injury of a fourth.” 

 Koester nearly fainted at what the admiral had said.  Four of the flight trainers had crashed?  Three of her 

fellow cadets were now dead?  Had she been smart and her resignation from the team saved her life?  Or might she 

have been able to talk McManus out of performing the maneuver and three other people would still be alive as well 

if she had stayed with the team? 

 “We will be convening a formal board of inquiry first thing tomorrow morning,” Hanrahan stated.  “But as 

you two refused to perform the maneuver that caused the death of three of your fellow cadets, I wanted to get your 

statements tonight, while the events are still fresh in your minds.  Now, Cadet Koester, could you please tell us 

where you were and what you were doing tonight at the time of the flight demonstration…?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Over the course of the following days, it started becoming evident to Koester that the board – consisting of 

Admiral Hanrahan, the commanding officer of one of the starships in orbit, and two commanders; one from the 

engineering division and one from the sciences division – was not looking to blame either herself or Curran for what 

had occurred to the flight team, only trying to determine the cause to prevent any similar events in the future.  The 

testimony before the board took an interesting turn when, just over a week after the accident, Cadet Parvis was 

deemed to have recovered enough from his injuries to testify before the board. 

 “Cadet Parvis, as the sole surviving member of the team remaining right up to the performance on stardate 

65900.8, can you tell us the morale and state of preparedness of the flight demo team in the weeks prior to the 

accident?” Captain O’Shea requested. 

 “Yes, sir,” Parvis replied.  One of the cadet’s arms was still encased in a cast-like bone-knitter and 

numerous splotches of plastiskin on his face and hands attested to the burns he had suffered in the instant before he 

managed to beam out of his stricken trainer.  “In spite of how hard Lead Cadet McManus was pushing us, our 

morale was high.  That is, until Cadet Koester quit the team.” 



 All eyes fell on Koester, who was seated several chairs away from Parvis. 

 “I don’t want to sound like I’m blaming her,” Parvis quickly added.  “She just voiced out loud what all of 

us were thinking inside.  At least, all of us except Cadet McManus.  We each started thinking that maybe she was 

right and that we shouldn’t perform the Sulu Approach.  But none of us was willing to go up against McManus.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several more days of testimony followed, including expert witnesses, flight engineers, and pilots from 

several professional flight teams – including the Starfleet and Starfleet Marine Corps Blue Angels and the Andorian 

Snowbirds.  Then, following another three days – in the middle of which a memorial service for the lost members of 

the demo team was held on the Academy campus – and during which the Board of Inquiry examined all the 

evidence and reviewed the testimony, all involved parties were summoned to the hearing room once more.  Also in 

attendance were members of the faculty staff, the class advisors of each of the team members involved, and several 

family members of the cadets that had been killed in the incident.  Cadets Koester, Parvis, and Curran, who had been 

sitting at the table directly in front of the board members, stood as the board entered the room until the 

Superintendant told them to be seated.  As the captain and two commanders took their own seats, the admiral 

remained standing and addressed everyone in the room. 

 “It was with great sadness that this Board of Inquiry convened two weeks ago,” Admiral Hanrahan stated.  

“Until two weeks ago, the Academy had not lost a cadet on the flight demonstration team in twenty years.  This 

board was convened not to conduct a witch hunt, simply to pin blame on any one person, but to find the reason this 

tragedy occurred and prevent any similar occurrence in the future.” 

 The admiral activated a padd containing the official report of the Board of Inquiry and proceeded to read 

from it. 

 “After careful review of all testimony and evidence, including recorded footage of the accident as it 

occurred, this board has determined that the cause of the accident had nothing to do with the fact that two of the 

team members were not present during this particular flight.  We believe, given the circumstances, the accident 

would likely have occurred even if five or six trainers were involved, and in fact may have resulted in higher loss of 

life had Cadets Koester and Curran been present.” 

 Koester sighed inwardly, relieved that her lack of participation had not been found to be a factor in the 

accident.  She glanced over at Curran without turning her head and noted he too looked more relaxed than when the 

board had first entered the room. 

 “While the crash may have been caused by some unknown and undiscovered flaw in one or more of the 

trainers themselves,” the admiral continued, “it is the opinion of this board that the majority of the blame must be 

placed on the overconfidence Cadet McManus had in his remaining team member’s abilities combined with his 

underestimation of the difficulty of the maneuver in question they were trying to perform, the Sulu Approach.  

Based on the testimony of several aero-space flight experts, the Sulu Approach maneuver is at least comparable in 

difficulty to the Kolvoord Starburst – a maneuver banned from performance by Academy demo teams since the 

2260’s.  Aside from refusing to perform the maneuver – an option voiced by only two members of the team prior to 

the flight demonstration of stardate 65900.8 – and which could have been considered insubordination, this board 

finds that nothing could have been done to prevent this incident prior to it actually occurring.  Due to this finding, 

this board absolves the three surviving cadets of any blame or responsibility for causing the accident.  There will, 

however, be a letter of reprimand entered into the service record of Lieutenant Kerr, one of our Third-Year Cadet 

Advisors, who was informed by Cadet Koester of her concerns regarding Cadet McManus’s insistence that the team 

perform this highly dangerous maneuver with only three months of training and practice, and refused to pass her 

concerns up the chain of command to a level where it could have been dealt with prior to the loss of three lives.  

This board also decrees the Academy Flight Demonstration Team be disbanded for the remainder of the academic 

year and that – when reinstated – the Sulu Approach be added to the list of maneuvers no longer authorized to be 

performed by the demo team.  This concludes this Board of Inquiry.” 



 The captain on the board rang the ship’s bell to signal the end of the inquiry.  As everyone started filing out 

of the room – Lieutenant Kerr and the family members of Cadet McManus with expressions of shock on their faces 

– Admiral Hanrahan called out to Koester before she could leave. 

 “Cadet Koester, a moment please?” 

 Koester exchanged glances with her two fellow team survivors, then nodded at the admiral and waited until 

everyone else had left the room, including the two commanders who had been members of the board. 

 “Cadet, it is my understanding you will be starting your training cruise immediately after the winter 

holiday?” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” Koester replied. 

 “I’m sure you will be getting a lot of time in the cockpit of the auxiliary craft aboard whatever starship you 

are assigned,” the admiral stated.  “And plenty of advanced training.”  Koester nodded, wondering where the 

Superintendant was going with this line of conversation.  “Given the circumstances, I would understand completely 

if you turn down my request.  All I ask is that you consider this during your training cruise.” 

 “I will, Admiral,” Koester promised. 

 “I would like you to consider accepting the position of Demo Team Leader upon your return to the 

Academy next year.” 

 Koester was shocked by what Admiral Hanrahan had just said, and stood speechless as Captain O’Shea 

spoke. 

 “Whoever accepts the mantle of leadership of the demo team will have an extensive job in front of them, 

literally rebuilding the team from scratch,” the captain said.  “It will not be easy, but if successful, it would be quite 

a feather in the cap of the cadet who accomplishes the task.” 

 “When… When do you need my answer?” Koester asked, still stunned by the request. 

 “Your training vessel is scheduled to return the third-year class at the end of June 2389.  I would need your 

answer no later than May 31,” Hanrahan replied.  “That way, should you choose not to accept the position, we can 

interview other potential candidates and make an appointment in time for training to commence in July.  It’s going 

to take a lot of work to get a whole new team up to speed.” 

 “I agree,” Koester remarked.  “Perhaps more work than I will have time for during my senior year.” 

 “All we ask is that you consider our request,” Admiral Hanrahan reiterated.  “You’re dismissed, Cadet.” 

 Koester acknowledged the dismissal, then turned and headed out the door, both awed by the request she 

had just received and – smiling slightly – pleased that she had been the first the Academy administration approached 

with the offer.  She realized she would have to consider the offer very carefully. 

 

The End 


