
Stardate 66968.3 

Starbase 719 – The Typhon Sector 

 

 The turbolift opened into the Recreation Area aboard the Federation starbase and several people of various 

races stepped out, including one Romulan and three humans.  One of the humans, a business man named Robert 

Hennessey, who was in the Typhon Sector to cultivate several new business contacts, started walking down the row 

of shops, cafes, and restaurants, admiring how many of them were decorated for the holiday of Christmas being 

celebrated back on Earth.  Even a few of the non-human owned shops were decorated, which amused the Earth man, 

until he paused in front of one particular restaurant.  With a frown on his face, Hennessey looked at the emblem 

hanging over the entrance and said to himself, “What in hell is THAT doing here?” 
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 Early the next morning, Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, commanding officer of Starbase 719 – with her two 

youngest children in tow – entered her office where, in the small reception room, her aide Lt Commander Marie 

Quintero sat behind her desk. 

 “Good morning, Marie,” Raiajh said as she passed through into the inner doors of her personal office. 

 “Good morning, Admiral,” Quintero replied, grabbing a padd and following the trio into the admiral’s 

office.  “Good morning, Corrine and Korin.”  The infant boy giggled up at Quntero from the carrier in Raiajh’s 

hand. 

 Raiajh placed the child carrier on the coffee table near the room’s large couch and asked her six year old 

daughter to watch the infant while she took care of the morning’s regular reports, then sat down behind her own 

desk.  Quintero sat down opposite the admiral. 

 “What’s on the agenda for today, Marie?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Both the Dauntless and Bellerophon are scheduled to receive the last of their consumables re-supply 

before 1200 hours today in preparation for both starship’s departure tomorrow at 0800 and 0830 hours respectively,” 

Quintero responded, reading off the schedule on the padd she was holding.  “You have a meeting with the Romulan 

Ambassador at 1030 hours, and an inspection of the science labs on level 1101 at 1500 hours.” 

 “Any chance we can move the 1030 meeting to 1130 and make it a lunch meeting with the Ambassador?” 

Raiajh asked.  “I doubt I’m going to get much chance to eat before the lab inspections otherwise.” 

 Quintero tapped several commands into her padd, then looked at Raiajh and said, “I’ve sent the change 

request to the Ambassador’s staff.  They will hopefully reply soon and approve the change.” 

 “Good.  Anything else of note happening aboard the station today?” 

 “We’re expecting three cargo ships and a transport vessel to dock at the station between 0900 and 1600 

hours today, the departure of a bulk carrier at 1130 hours, and Captain Pearson is presiding over a hearing in the 

wardroom at 0900.” 

 “A hearing?” Raiajh asked.  “Concerning what?” 

 Quintero reviewed the padd again, touching one control to open a file before replying, “Someone aboard 

the station has filed a complaint against Kunz, son of Maier.” 



 “The Klingon chef that transferred off the Proud Vengeance?” Raiajh asked with confusion.  “He recently 

opened that new Klingon restaurant in the Rec Area.  I haven’t eaten there myself, but I hear the food is highly 

regarded. What did he do?  Assault someone?” 

 “According to the brief attached to the schedule, someone claims the display of the Emblem of the Klingon 

Empire aboard a Federation space station is unconstitutional.” 

 “Excuse me?!?” Raiajh asked incredulously. 

 “A suit was filed by the Federation Civil Liberties Union on behalf of a Mister Robert Hennessey of 

Dublin, Earth,” Quintero explained, again consulting the information displayed on the padd screen.  “Doesn’t say 

here on what basis either Mister Hennessey or the FCLU consider the display of the emblem to be unconstitutional.” 

 “Does Kunz have consular representation here aboard the base?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Not that I’m aware of, and the Vengeance isn’t going to be back here at the base for weeks, perhaps 

months,” Quintero replied.  Then the admiral’s aide noticed the look on the face of the Vulcan-Deltan woman.  

“What are you thinking, Val?” 

 “Inform Cathryn that I will be representing Mister Kunz at the hearing today,” Raiajh replied. 

 

* * * * 

 “This hearing is called to order at 0900 hours station time, stardate 66970.6,” said Captain Cathryn 

Elisabeth Pearson, the base’s executive officer as she tapped a ceremonial bell on the wardroom table.  Gathered 

around the wardroom table was Pearson and a young lieutenant acting as a court reporter, Mr. Hennessey and a 

lawyer who worked for the Federation Civil Liberties Union representing him, the Klingon chef Kunz – a former 

crew member from the galley of the Klingon warship on assignment to the Federation Fifth Fleet, and Val’ri Raiajh 

– who was acting as official counsel to the Klingon defendant.  “I’ll hear from the complainant first.” 

 The FCLU lawyer stood up from his seat and began pacing the length of the room as he said, “Ralph Santos 

representing the complainant Robert Hennessey, Captain Pearson.  Mr. Hennessey finds the display of the Klingon 

Emblem aboard a Federation space station offensive.  It is our contention that the display of the Klingon Emblem 

over the entrance to and within the establishment of the Klingon Restaurant located within the Recreation Area on 

level 600 is in contention with the Federation Constitution.” 

 A look of confusion crossed Pearson’s face before she asked, “Why would Mr. Hennessey consider the 

Klingon emblem offensive?” 

 Santos looked at his client before answering, “In part because several members of Mr. Hennessey’s family 

were killed by the Klingons during the war between the Federation and the Empire sixteen years ago.” 

 “May I address the complainant’s counsel?” Raiajh asked Pearson.  When the captain granted permission, 

Raiajh stood up and addressed Santos.  “That doesn’t address the main question that gathers us here today,” Raiajh 

remarked.  “How does Mr. Hennessey finding the emblem of the Empire offensive make its display here aboard the 

station – as you put it – unconstitutional?” she asked.  “After all, is there not a Federation emblem on permanent 

display at Camp Khitomer in the Klingon Empire?  If a Klingon found our emblem offensive because members of 

his House were killed during that brief war, would that alone be reason enough to declare it against Imperial law?  

Must it then be removed?” 

 “No, I believe it would not,” Santos replied. 

 “Simply because it’s the Federation emblem and not that of some evil empire?” Raiajh countered. 

 “No,” Santos answered.  “Because the Federation emblem is non-religious in nature and therefore does not 

conflict with the non-establishment clause of the Federation Constitution.” 

 The FCLU lawyer’s remark took nearly everyone in the room – except Hennessey – by surprise.  Captain 

Pearson even found her mouth hanging open in confusion for several seconds. 

 “I’m sorry, but how could the Klingon emblem in any way be considered a religious symbol?” the captain 

finally asked. 

 Santos rifled through some papers he carried in the briefcase he had opened on the wardroom table, passing 

one to Captain Pearson and a second identical sheet for Raiajh to share with Kunz.  He then said, “According to my 



research, and this is backed up by the staff at the Klingon Embassy on Earth, the current emblem of the Klingon 

Empire is derived from the Emblem of the House of Kahless the Unforgettable.  It signifies the uniting of the 

Klingon people as one under Kahless.” 

 “I’m still not seeing how the emblem can be in conflict with the non-establishment clause,” Pearson said, 

looking at the paper Santos had handed her. 

 The FCLU lawyer looked at the defendant sitting across from him, who looked back at the human warily. 

 “Mister Kunz,” Santos said, addressing the defendant.  “Is it not true that, among your people, Kahless the 

Unforgettable is still revered as a near-divine figure?  Almost a god-like reverence?” 

 “Kahless united our people and bestowed on us our codes of honor and tradition,” Kunz replied.  “Of 

course we revere him.” 

 Santos turned back to face Pearson and said, “It is my contention that, as Kahless is considered almost a 

religious figure to the Klingons, and the current emblem is derived from Kahless the Unforgettable, that it can be 

interpreted that the emblem is religious in nature!  As such, display of such an emblem aboard a government-owned 

and operated facility such as this starbase is in conflict with the non-establishment clause of the Federation 

Constitution, which states – and I quote…”  Santos held up a padd and read dramatically from it, “…The Federation 

Council shall make no law establishing a particular religion.  I therefore assert the display of the Klingon emblem 

aboard this station is an attempt to establish a specific religion and violates the separation of church and state!” 

 Raiajh was shocked by the allegation.  She looked at Pearson, who seemed somewhat overwhelmed by 

what was being declared.  She looked briefly at the admiral for a second before addressing Santos. 

 “This hearing concerns matters for which I’m not sure I was fully prepared.  I need to consult with the JAG 

officer aboard the station and ascertain if there is precedence for this in Federation law.  I’m going to declare a 

recess for the time being.  We will reconvene this hearing tomorrow at 0900 hours.” 

 

* * * * 

 That evening, Raiajh convinced her husband, Dr. Sylvan Xaran, to join her for dinner in Kunz’s restaurant.  

Having originated in the late 23
rd

 century aboard the time-displaced starship Arcturus, Raiajh had never quite 

developed a taste for Klingon cuisine as many other Federation citizens had over the recent half-century or so, but 

she decided – under the present circumstances – she would forego her usual preferences and try something new. 

 The couple entered the restaurant, having noticed the offending emblem above the door and several FCLU 

flyers tacked to the bulkhead to each side, and were shown to one of the nicer tables.  Raiajh noticed, for the first 

time, the larger and more elaborate Klingon emblem that dominated the rear wall of the restaurant. 

 A short time later, both Xaran and Raiajh had their plates in front of them; fresh racht and a krada leg for 

the doctor, pipius claw and a serving of Rokeg blood pie for the admiral, both to be washed down with tankards of 

mot’loch.  The smell alone was starting to make Raiajh feel ill when Kunz, the chef and proprietor, approached their 

table. 

 “I have not thanked you for serving as my counsel, Admiral,” the Klingon said.  “Consider this meal… I 

believe the human expression is, ‘On the house.’” 

 “No need to thank me just yet, Mister Kunz,” Raiajh replied, happy for the momentary distraction from the 

food that appeared to still be moving on her husband’s plate.  “I’m not sure just how much help I’ve been.  I did a 

little research of my own after the hearing recessed, and what I found does not bode well.  The Federation judiciary 

seems to err on the side of caution where the non-establishment clause is invoked.  If there is any possibility of a 

religious connotation, they have preferred to declare it unconstitutional for it to be displayed on government 

property, though I doubt that’s what the original drafters of our Constitution had in mind when the clause was 

written.” 

 “It’s my understanding that the intent was to keep any future Federation government from forcing its 

citizens to practice any particular religion and allow for freedom of worship,” Xaran added.  “It’s supposed to mean 

freedom OF religion, not freedom FROM religion. As I understand it, the clause was based on one of the original 



amendments of the United States Constitution on Earth hundreds of years ago, though I understand they had their 

share of similar problems over the centuries.”  

 “I still appreciate what you are doing for me, Admiral,” Kunz remarked.  “To be honest with you, I’m 

offended by that human Hennessey’s offense at my national symbol.  I fear that no good will come of this issue, 

Admiral.  I will continue to fight – physically if need be – for my right to display the emblem of my Empire.” 

 “I have hope Cathryn can come up with a rational, reasonable solution to this,” Raiajh remarked, though 

something about what Kunz had just said started making her think.  “There may be a way to persuade her yet!” 

 

* * * * 

 At 0900 the next morning, everyone was gathered back in the wardroom and Pearson called the hearing to 

order. 

 “I have consulted the base JAG officer and researched precedent in matters similar to the case at hand.  I 

will, however, allow counsel to offer one last argument before I render my decision.”  Pearson looked at the FCLU 

lawyer and nodded as she said, “Mr. Santos?” 

 “Thank you, Captain Pearson,” the lawyer said as he stood up and again started pacing the length of the 

wardroom.  “As I stated yesterday, the Klingon emblem publicly displayed on level 600 of this starbase can easily 

be construed as a religious symbol, one that my client specifically finds to be offensive.  As such, the emblem 

conflicts with the non-establishment clause.  For this reason, the emblem must be removed from public display and 

from this space station.” 

 Santos shared a slight smile with his client, who nodded back confidently as the lawyer resumed his seat. 

 “Thank you, Counselor,” Pearson said before looking toward the other side of the table.  “Admiral Raiajh?” 

 Raiajh shared a look with Kunz before standing up, taking a position directly behind her own chair, her 

hands resting on the chair’s back, and began to speak. 

 “What this hearing comes down to, the entire reason for its being, was because a visitor to this station, Mr. 

Robert Hennessey, took offense at a symbol displayed above the door of a privately owned establishment.  True, that 

establishment is aboard a government-owned facility, but that does not negate the fact that it is – in fact – private 

property.  And what is the result of this hearing?  My own client has been offended by the accusations against him.  

Which begs the question: Why is a visitor’s offense considered more important than that of a resident of the station?  

I cite another clause of the Federation Constitution; equal protection under the law.  Kunz finds Mr. Hennessey’s 

opinion offensive.  Should he then not be able to force Mr. Hennessey to change his opinion?  I likewise cite the 

usage of the emblem in question; Mister Santos would have you believe this emblem…”  Raiajh picked up a padd 

from the table and activated it.  She showed the screen, which displayed the Emblem of the Klingon Empire in red 

over a black background.  “…is somehow religious in nature, yet history and precedent have shown that the 

Klingons mainly use this emblem for military and civil purposes in their society.  It is displayed on the Great Hall of 

the Klingon High Counsel, not houses or worship.  It is displayed on the hulls of warships, not the flags of 

missionaries.  And finally, I conclude with this statement…” 

 Raiajh looked directly at Hennessey intently.  His once confident appearance began to fade and he started 

squirming in his seat slightly. 

 “Nowhere in the Federation Constitution is there a single clause or amendment guaranteeing that no one 

will ever be offended by anything.”  Raiajh continued to stare at Hennessey for several seconds before turning her 

attention on Pearson.  “Thank you,” she added as she returned to her seat. 

 “Thank you, Admiral,” Pearson replied.  She then looked at each person sitting around the wardroom table 

in turn before saying, “I came into this room this morning with a decision already in mind.  All precedent that I was 

able to research appeared to back up Mr. Hennessey’s argument, that a religious symbol could not be displayed in a 

public location aboard this starbase, a government-owned property.  However, Admiral Raiajh’s argument is 

compelling.  One must take into account intent.”  Pearson looked at both Santos and Hennessey as she continued, 

“While it may be true that Kahless the Unforgettable is regarded with almost god-like devotion by their culture, the 

Klingons will be the first to tell you they worship no supreme being.” 



 “Our earliest warriors slew our gods,” Kunz remarked, his lips forming a half-smile.  “They were more 

trouble than they were worth.” 

 Pearson shared a brief smile with the Klingon before she turned and looked directly at Hennessey. 

 “Your last remaining complaint is that you find the display of a Klingon insignia aboard a Federation 

starbase offensive in some manner.  Unfortunately, Kurz finds your taking offense at his emblem offensive to him.  

Whose feelings should I consider more important than the other?  That seems to me the easiest question to answer, 

especially in light of what Admiral Raiajh just said.  The Federation Constitution grants many rights to our citizens; 

freedom of speech, freedom of assembly, freedom of the press, freedom to petition the Government for a redress of 

grievances.  But one right the Constitution doesn’t grant is the right to never feel offended.  I’m sorry, Mr. 

Hennessey, but I’m afraid I cannot order the removal of Kurz’s emblem just because you don’t like it.” 

 Hennessey slammed his fist on the table, then got up and stormed out of the wardroom.  Santos likewise 

stood up, placing padds, isolinear chips, and a few papers back into his briefcase before turning his angry visage on 

Pearson. 

 “This is not the end of this, Captain Pearson,” the FCLU lawyer vowed.  “Starfleet and the Federation 

government have no right to push any single religion aboard government property.  I’ll take this all the way up to the 

Federation Supreme Court if I have to!” 

 “Feel free to do what you feel is right,” Pearson replied, her expression calm.  “But keep in mind, this was a 

simple hearing.  According to my JAG officer, if you and Mr. Hennessey were to file an actual court case and lose, 

you would be required to cover all court costs for Mister Kurz.  Remember that as you try to steer this pointless case 

through higher and higher courts.  Particularly when you take into account the dozens of chapels and temples located 

throughout this station representing almost every known religion in Federation space and a few from beyond our 

borders.  No one has previously made any claim that it is unconstitutional for those chapels to be aboard the station, 

not even Mr. Hennessey.  If they are allowed to be aboard this station, then so is the Emblem of the Klingon 

Empire.” 

 Like his client before him, Santos slammed and locked his briefcase and wordlessly turned and stormed out 

of the room.  Pearson then looked at the Klingon chef and said, “I’m sorry for any inconvenience this hearing has 

caused you.  You’re welcome to keep your emblem in place.” 

 “Thank you, Captain Pearson,” Kunz said as he stood up from his seat.  “It has been little inconvenience to 

me except in terms of my business volume.” 

 “What do you mean?” Raiajh asked as she too stood up. 

 “As word of this hearing spread around the station, I have had people who never before considered eating 

at my restaurant coming in to try my cuisine, like you and your husband did last night.  I have never been busier 

since my restaurant opened aboard the station!”  He then clapped Raiajh on the shoulder, almost causing the Vulcan-

Deltan woman’s legs to collapse as he said, “You are all welcome at my establishment any time, and your latimun is 

no good there!” 

 Raiajh and Pearson both shared a pained look, which Kunz either missed or ignored. 

 “I look forward to it,” Pearson remarked with a gulp. 

 

The End 

 


