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 Dr. Sylvan Xaran, the Betazoid chief medical officer of Starbase 719, sat behind the desk in his office.  On 

the desktop monitor was displayed an image of his Vulcan/Deltan wife, Vice Admiral Val’ri Raiajh – the station’s 

commanding officer – sitting behind her own desk in her own office on the upper level of Starbase Ops. 

 “To what do I owe the pleasure of a mid-shift call from my lovely wife?” Xaran asked, flattering Raiajh in 

a manner he knew she enjoyed. 

 “I’m afraid it’s business today, Sylvan,” Raiajh replied, while still smiling slightly at her husband’s 

compliment.  “I’ve just received word to expect an important diplomatic visit in the next few days.” 

 “We just finished with a visit by President Bacco last month!  Who is it this time?” Xaran asked.  “The 

Medusan ambassador?  Chancellor Martok?  Ambassador Picard?” 

 “I don’t know who specifically,” Raiajh replied.  “Only that he’s an official with the newly established 

permanent Cardassian civilian government.” 

 “The Cardassians?” Xaran asked, slightly shocked as memories of the Battle of Betazed during the 

Dominion War came flooding back.  “What are the Cardassians doing out here in the Typhon Sector?” 

 “Apparently, the way it was explained to me, the minister is on a good will tour, trying to promote better 

relations between the Federation and the Cardassian Union.” 

 “Well, if you’re going to throw any kind of official reception, don’t expect me to be there,” Xaran 

remarked coldly.  “I had enough interaction with the Cardassians during the months I spent trapped on Betazed 

during the war to last me more than my lifetime.” 

 “I understand how you feel,” Raiajh said sympathetically.  “But I hope maybe you’ll change...” 

 The couple’s conversation was interrupted by one of Xaran’s nurses, the Andorian Nadaja h’Ryea, rushing 

into the CMO’s office. 

 “Doctor Xaran!  We have a problem!” 

 “Hold on, Val,” Xaran said to his wife before turning his attention to his head nurse.  “What is it, Nurse?” 

 “Doctor, the special patient in private Ward 4 is missing!” 

 It took Xaran only a second to realize to whom his Andorian nurse was referring. 

 “What do you mean, Phillip Winters is missing??” 
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 Dr. Xaran, station chief of security Commander Michelle Petersen, Nurse h’Ryea, and several other 

members of the infirmary crew were gathered in the main infirmary nurses station watching a video feed recording 

of private Ward 4, where former Starfleet Lt Commander Phillip Winters – one-time chief of operations aboard the 

starship USS Dauntless before his resignation shortly after the apparent death of the starship’s commanding officer – 

and Winters’ close friend – Peter Koester – had been cared for since being discovered in a catatonic state aboard a 

mysterious alien spacecraft by the crew of the USS Bellerophon almost two years earlier. 

 As they watched the footage, Winters eyes opened and he got up out of the bed.  Xaran – whose medical 

report stated the doctor’s doubts that Winters would ever regain consciousness after having the circuitry of alien ship 



in which he was found tied directly into his brain – expected his patient to at least look around in puzzlement or 

curiosity.  Instead, Winters merely got out of bed as if having woken up on any normal morning, slipped on a robe 

that was hanging near the ward’s door, then appeared to be looking around the room and inside drawers for 

something he could not find.  After almost a minute of fruitless searching, Winters simply turned and exited the 

ward, disappearing into the crowd of medical staff and patients populating the infirmary. 

 “I would have thought it impossible,” Xaran remarked. 

 “What’s that, Sylvan,” Petersen asked. 

 “Mister Winters has been in a deep coma – I mean completely catatonic – for two years,” Xaran explained.  

“All the tests I performed indicated the likelihood of severe brain damage from having been integrated into the 

computer systems of that biomechanical alien spacecraft the Bellerophon crew found him in.  There’s no way he 

should have been able to simply get up out of bed and walk out of here without so much as bed sores to show for it.” 

 “Well, we know he’s out there... somewhere,” Petersen said.  “I’ll alert security and Colonel McIntyre’s 

Marines and have them search the base for him, particularly around the embarkation areas and transporter rooms.  

He won’t get off the station without us knowing.” 

 “The trouble is, this is a big starbase,” Xaran remarked.  “There are places Mister Winters could go, 

especially in the R1 and C1 sections, where he could remain out of sight for weeks.  Maybe months.” 

 “You’re talking like he’s purposely going into hiding,” Petersen remarked.  “More than likely he was 

completely disoriented when he woke up and will simply ask for help soon.  My husband Peter has told me a little 

about Winters.  For a time, he was Peter’s closest friend aboard the Dauntless.  He was Best Man at our wedding.  

Peter was very disappointed after his rescue from Capria IV to find out Winters had resigned his commission and 

left Starfleet.” 

 “I don’t know a lot about Mister Winters, except that several members of the crew who served with him 

aboard the Dauntless thought him a little odd.  I think it was only his close relationship with Fleet Captain Koester 

that kept him in the service.  He needs to be found,” Xaran said.  “If for no other reason than to evaluate him and 

make sure everything – especially his brain – is functioning properly.  I need to verify his miraculous recovery and 

find out why he simply walked out of the infirmary.” 

 “Don’t worry, Sylvan.  We’ll find him,” Petersen said before moving toward the door.  She acknowledged 

the other members of Xaran’s staff, then headed toward Ops to file her report. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two days later, a Cardassian transport arrived at the station. 

 In Ops, Admiral Raiajh – wearing her finest dress uniform – was supervising the docking of the diplomatic 

vessel. 

 “Cardassian vessel has transferred computer control to spacedock,” announced Captain Cathryn Pearson, 

the station’s second in command.  “Bringing the Cardassian ship into dock through Spacedoor 1.” 

 “Very well,” Raiajh said.  “Senior staff, meet in VIP arrival area One in five minutes.” 

 Raiajh, Pearson, Commander Petersen, and chief of operations Lt Commander B’Elanna Torres all headed 

toward the turbolifts at the back of Ops while subordinate crew members assumed the duty at the various consoles.  

On the way to spacedock, the turbolift paused briefly in the administration section to pick up Colonel Sean Elliott 

McIntyre – commander of the station’s Starfleet Marine Corps battalion – before continuing on its way to the VIP 

embarkation are in the spacedock hub. 

 Several enlisted Marines in dress blues stood near the inner door of the gangway where the Cardassian ship 

was mooring.  The station’s senior officers – with the notable exception of Dr. Xaran – all lined up several meters in 

front of the airlock in rank order.  As the light above the gangway door cycled from red to green, Colonel McIntyre 

called out, “Sideboys, post!”  The enlisted Marines formed two ranks – polished ceremonial phaser rifles held at 

present arms – and snapped to attention.  Then, as the gangway door parted, a Marine lieutenant sounded a boson’s 

whistle, heralding the arrival of the Cardassian official. 



 A moment later, several Cardassians – mostly males, but a couple of females as well – stepped onto the 

station through the gangway door and passed through the sideboys.  A couple of them were very obviously security 

officers, large and muscular.  As they neared the base senior staff, the two Cardassians in front stepped aside to 

reveal the Cardassian minister paying the visit to the Federation starbase.  Raiajh was shocked to realize that – in 

spite of his older appearance and greying hair – she recognized the man; none other than former resident tailor 

aboard Starbase Deep Space 9 and Dominion War hero Elim Garek.  She took a step forward to greet the 

distinguished Cardassian official. 

 “Minister Garak,” she said, offering her hand.  “Welcome aboard Federation Starbase 719.  I’m Vice 

Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, commanding officer of the station.” 

 “Please, Admiral, just Garak.  I don’t like to make use of self-important-sounding titles.  Please allow me to 

introduce my assistants.”  Garak then introduced the several other Cardassians traveling with him before Raiajh 

introduced the minister and his aides to her own senior staff. 

 Raiajh looked closely at her guest as everyone – with the exception of the Marine sideboys – began 

walking toward the large hub turbolifts for the trip to Ops, where a small reception had been set up in the wardroom 

to welcome the Cardassian VIPs.  She had seen pictures of Garak in the news feeds right after the signing of the 

Treaty of Bajor, ending the Dominion War.  The man walking beside her now looked more than the fifteen years 

older; wearier, his eyes sunken and his skin sallow.  The stresses of rebuilding Cardassia and its government had 

taken a toll on the enigmatic one-time ‘simple tailor.’ 

 On the way to Ops, the official party made stops in some of the major areas of the station; one of the 

lounges looking out into the vast spacedock and the botanical area with its huge, domed simulated sky, both areas 

impressing the Cardassian delegation.  Finally the official party reached Ops itself. 

 “I’m sure, though the control consoles and LCARS displays are quite different in design, the functions and 

purpose of everything here is very similar to what you were used to aboard Deep Space 9,” Raiajh said as she 

showed her guests around the space. 

 “I’m quite impressed with your entire operation here, Admiral,” Garak replied.  “I have never before visited 

a Federation starbase of such size and complexity.  I find myself wondering how different it truly is from the space 

station where I lived for so many years.” 

 “Well, perhaps after our business is concluded, I can have Commander Petersen or Torres give you a full 

tour of the base?” Raiajh offered. 

 “Correct me if I am wrong, Admiral, but I understand your husband is the station’s chief medical officer?” 

Garak stated.  Raiajh nodded in the affirmative.  “I’ve always had an affinity for Starfleet doctors,” Garak said.  

“Perhaps your husband would be so good as to show me around your wonderful station?” 

 Raiajh hesitated a moment, remembering what her husband had said when she told him the Cardassians 

were coming to visit, but considered the fact that Garak fought the war on the side of the Federation Alliance – not 

the Dominion. 

 “I don’t wish to speak for Sylvan.  I’ll have to ask if he is available.” 

 “Of course,” Garak said with the same kind of pleasant smile as someone who compliments you at the 

same time as they stab you in the back.  “Now I believe you mentioned something about refreshments?” 

 “Of course,” Raiajh said in return, resisting the urge to feel her own back between the shoulder blades.  

“Please follow me.”  And she led her guests toward the upper level and the wardroom. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Admiral Raiajh was sipping a drink and having a conversation with one of Minister Garak’s aides when her 

combadge chirped. 

 “Ops to Admiral Raiajh,” said the voice of Lt Ashari Pel. 

 “Excuse me a moment,” Raiajh said to the Cardassian she was talking with before stepping away and 

tapping her communicator.  “This is the Admiral.” 

 “Admiral, you have a subspace transmission coming in from the USS Bellerophon.” 



 Raiajh looked at those gathered in the wardroom, noting Minister Garak was currently talking with 

B’Elanna Torres and her own aide Marie Quintero, and that everyone else seemed preoccupied. 

 “Route the transmission to my office, Lieutenant,” Raiajh ordered before slipping out of the wardroom.  

She walked the short distance to the entrance of her own office and stepped inside, sitting down at her desk with 

drink still in hand before activating her monitor.  Immediately the image of Captain (Carrie) K’danz, commanding 

officer of the Intrepid-class starship USS Bellerophon appeared. 

 “Good afternoon, Carrie.  What can I do for you?” Raiajh asked. 

 “I’ve just been made aware of something unusual that has occurred aboard my ship that – under the 

circumstances – I thought you should also be made aware of,” K’danz replied.  “My crew was performing an 

inventory of our cargo bays and realized one of the boxes in storage there is missing.” 

 “Missing?” Raiajh questioned.  “What did this box contain, that it would concern me?” 

 “The personal effect belonging to Phillip Winters,” K’danz replied, to the shock of the admiral.  “We made 

a quick survey of several other storage locations, and as far as anyone can tell, the box we’ve had in storage for the 

last two years has simply vanished.  I figured since Phillip is under the care of your medical staff that you should be 

informed.” 

 “Fascinating,” Raiajh remarked, though not specifically to K’danz. 

 “What is fascinating, Val?” the starship commander asked anyway. 

 “This is not something I have informed anyone outside of Starbase 719 yet,” Raiajh replied.  “Several days 

ago, Phillip Winters disappeared from our infirmary.” 

 “He simply vanished?” K’danz asked incredulous. 

 “No.  We have surveillance footage of him getting out of bed as if nothing had been wrong for the past two 

years and just walking out of the infirmary.  We have not yet been able to locate him aboard the base, though we are 

relatively sure he has not left the station.  I cannot help but wonder if there is some connection between Mister 

Winter’s return to the world of consciousness and the disappearance of his belongings aboard your ship?” 

 “I don’t see how,” K’danz remarked.  “The Belle is currently fifty light years away from you and we 

haven’t docked at the station in months!  No, more likely the box containing Phillip’s belongings was moved and the 

records showing its location never updated properly.  I just thought you should know.  I’ll inform you on any 

progress we make in locating his stuff.  Please keep me up to date when you find Phillip.” 

 “Of course, Carrie,” Raiajh said.   “Was there anything else you needed to speak to me about?” 

 “That about covers it, Val,” K’danz replied.  “Bellerophon, out.” 

 The monitor flashed to the image of the UFP emblem before turning off.  Raiajh remained sitting at her 

desk, deep in thought, for several minutes after.  She could not help wondering – in spite of the seeming 

impossibility – if there could in fact be some connection between Phillip Winters amazing recovery and the 

disappearance of his personal effects from aboard the Belle? 

 

* * * * 

 

 Later that evening, Minister Garak was in the station’s recreation area with two of his close aides, a small 

retinue of station security following at a discrete distance behind.  Garak had been a little disappointed to find out 

that Dr. Xaran was unable to fit leading a tour of the station into his schedule that day, and had decided to make up 

for it by experiencing some of the local flavor, which in the words of Commander Torres meant having dinner and 

drinks in the Bastogne Lodge. 

 It took some time and finally giving in and asking one of the escorting security guards where to go before 

the trio of Cardassians managed to locate the Lodge, which was a little outside the normal area tourists of the base 

routinely visited.  Garak took note of a ritual many of the patrons performed as they entered the bar, patting their 

hands against a word scratched into the wall alongside the entrance.  He exchanged a look with one of his aides, who 

shrugged in confusion, then mimicked the action before moving toward an open table near the center of the room. 

 Before long, a waiter arrived at the Cardassian’s table, looking at them strangely as if wondering if they 

could be hallucinations of some sort before taking their drink and food orders.  Moments later their drinks arrived – 



Minister Garak giving in to nostalgia and ordering an insidious Earth beverage called ‘Root Beer,’ then began to 

discuss his opinions of the status of their good will tour with his aides.  Garak did not notice the stranger with the tan 

satchel hanging off his shoulder standing behind him until he spoke. 

 “What do you want?” the man asked, apparently of Garak.  Startled, the Cardassian official turned around 

and smiled at the man. 

 “I beg your pardon?” 

 “What do you want?” Phillip Winters asked again. 

 “What an esoteric question,” Garak remarked.  “I suppose I want better understanding between the 

Cardassian and Federation governments.  I also wanted a tour of this starbase by the chief medical officer, but that 

has not yet panned out.” Garak exchanged an amused look with his aides.  “I supposed for the moment I want a 

decent meal, which is why I’m here.” 

 Winters stared at the Cardassian, his expression unwavering.  Then he leaned closer to the minister and 

said, in a quieter voice, “But what do you REALLY want?” 

 Garak looked back at the man, his own expression indicating he no longer though the conversation either 

amusing or a game.  A serious expression on his face, he replied, “I suppose, if it were possible, what I really want is 

for the Breen to feel the same sense of loss as my people did after the Dominion War.  To know the feeling of 

having your civilization literally on the edge ready to topple into oblivion.  To feel the despair of the loss of 

uncountable numbers.  And I want the restoration of the glory and power of the great Cardassian Union, as it was 

before the corruption of greed and totalitarian rule dragged us down from our rightful place in the galaxy.” 

 “I’ll see what I can do,” Winters replied with a kind-looking smile. 

 Meanwhile, near the bar, two of the security guard escorts of the Cardassian delegation took note of the 

man standing near the minister and apparently talking with him. 

 “Lieutenant Burcham to Commander Petersen,” one of them said after activating his combadge. 

 “Go ahead, Lieutenant,” the voice of the security chief quickly replied. 

 “I think we have located that man you advised us was missing from the infirmary.” 

 “Really?” was all Petersen could think to say.  “Where?” 

 “Currently talking with the visiting Cardassian minister in the Bastogne Lodge.” 

 “Detain him immediately!” Petersen ordered.  “I’ll inform Admiral Raiajh and Doctor Xaran, then be right 

there.” 

 The two security guards nodded to each other, then started moving around the edge of the Lodge and 

toward the table where the trio of Cardassians were sitting, but by the time they got there Winters was gone.  They 

looked around the entire bar, but could not see where he could have gone to. 

 “Come to join us for dinner?” Garak remarked to the two security officers as the waiter returned with plates 

of food on a tray. 

 “No... uh... thank you, sir,” one of the guards replied, still looking around in confusion. 

 A few minutes later, Petersen, Raiajh, and Xaran entered the bar and moved over toward the Cardassian 

officials. 

 “Where is he?  Where is Winters?” Petersen asked her guards as soon as they arrived. 

 “We don’t know,” one of the lieutenants replied.  “He managed to slip out before we could get near him.” 

 “Admiral Raiajh!” Garak said pleasantly.  “Have you come to join me for dinner as well?”  He looked at 

the Betazoid man in the blue lab coat standing next to the admiral and added, “And might this be your husband, the 

mysterious Doctor Xaran?  Please, join us!” 

 Xaran looked at his wife, an expression of disgust on his face, then simply turned away and left the Lodge.  

Raiajh tried to control the embarrassment she was feeling over her husband’s attitude toward the Cardassian officials 

as she looked at Garak and said, “The man I was told was just here talking to you.  Do you know him?” 

 “I don’t believe I ever encountered him before,” Garak replied.  “Why?” 

 “What did he say to you?” 

 “Now that was the truly strange part of the conversation,” Garak remarked.  “All he seemed to want to 

know was what I wanted.  Apparently telling him I wanted peace and cooperation between our governments or even 



just a good meal was not enough for him.”  The Cardassian man purposely avoided revealing to Raiajh what his 

eventual answer to the inquiry was.  Meanwhile, Petersen was giving new orders to her security officers. 

 “Mister Winters must still be somewhere in the vicinity of the rec areas.  Spread out and keep your eyes 

peeled.  We need to find him and get him back to the infirmary.” 

 “Right away, Commander,” one of the lieutenant replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two days later, Raiajh and several of her senior staff were gathered once again in the VIP embarkation area 

to offer their well wishes to Minister Garak and his staff. 

 “I had a lovely time aboard your starbase, Admiral,” Garak was remarking.  “Please give my thanks to 

Commander Torres for giving my aides and I a full tour of your station yesterday.  I only wish Doctor Xaran had 

been available to join us.” 

 “I’m glad you enjoyed your visit to my station, Minister...” 

 “Ah, ah!” Garak scolded with a wag of his finger.  “Just plain, simple Garak.” 

 “I’m glad you enjoyed your visit to my station, Garak,” Raiajh corrected.  “And I hope the remainder of 

your journey is at least as enjoyable.” 

 “Enjoyable, probably.  But I doubt I shall have such intellectually stimulating conversation as I had here,” 

Garak remarked. 

 “Intellectually stimulating?” Raiajh asked, puzzled.  “How so?” 

 “My unconventional conversation the other evening has re-kindled my desire to see Cardassia return to the 

greatness that has been allowed to slip away from her,” he replied.  “I do not yet know how that can be done, but I 

am sure it will someday occur.” 

 Raiajh’s slight smile slipped a little.  Regaining her composure, she offered the Cardassian her farewell and 

best wishes for an uneventful voyage. 

 “Again, my thanks, Admiral,” Garak replied.  “Until we meet again?” 

 The minister offered his salutations to Captain Pearson and Captain Harkonnen as well.  He then gestured 

to his staff and the Cardassians all passed through the gangway airlock door and returned to their vessel.  As the 

doors slowly shut, Raiajh turned to walk away.  Cathryn Pearson, very familiar with the admiral’s moods after more 

than a quarter-century of friendship, immediately noticed the sudden shift in Raiajh’s mood. 

 “What’s wrong, Val?” she asked as she and her husband walked alongside Raiajh out of the VIP area. 

 “Just something Minister...  Just something Garak said,” she replied.  “About his desire to see Cardassia 

return to greatness.  It has me troubled.” 

 “In what way?” Harkonnen asked, speaking in his slight Russian accent. 

 “Right now we’re dealing with difficult issues regarding the Klingons and both the Romulans and 

Rihannsu.  Any of those matters could come to a head at any time.  Does the Federation now also need to start 

worrying about a resurgent Cardassia too?” 

 “I suppose only time will tell, Val,” Pearson remarked. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Admiral,” Captain Pearson said.  “Cardassian transport is now three hours out and departing our traffic 

control area.” 

 “Very well.  Any word on the hunt for Mister Winters?” Raiajh asked as she reviewed a report displayed on 

a padd in her hand. 

 “Nothing yet, though he can’t have gotten off the station,” Pearson replied.  “I’m sure it will only be a 

matter of...” 

 A commotion at the security console drew both senior officer’s attention. 

 “Admiral...  Captain Pearson...,” said Commander Petersen.  “You should see this.” 



 Petersen pressed a control on her console, and a Federation news service report was displayed on the main 

viewscreen overlooking Ops.  On the screen, a reporter sitting behind a desk was reporting on a recent occurrence. 

 “...While we obviously do not have any reporters on the scene, news filtering out of the Breen Confederacy 

is grim.  The latest word is a fleet of unidentified spacecraft appeared in the skies over the Breen homeworld, 

immediately unleashing an orbital bombardment.  While the facts remain unconfirmed at this time, reports are 

saying up to a billion Breen have been killed in the unprovoked attack as numerous cities on and just below the 

surface of the frozen world were bombarded to dust. 

 “Again, our top breaking story – Reports indicate a fleet of unidentified spacecraft attacked the Breen 

homeworld less than three hours ago.  The latest word is perhaps up to a billion Breen have been killed and the 

majority of their cities have been laid waste.  While witness statements filtering out of the Breen Confederacy say 

the fleet appeared to have been cloaked until just prior to the attack, descriptions of the attacking vessels do not 

match any known races that employ cloaking technology, including the Klingon Empire, the Romulan Empire, or 

the Rihannsu Star Empire.  The attacking vessels were described as being insect-like in appearance and so black in 

color that even uncloaked they were nearly invisible against the darkness of space.” 

 Raiajh and Pearson looked at each other, expressions of shock and worry on their faces. 

 “The Federation, the Klingons, the Romulans, and – I am told, for a price – the Ferengi have already 

dispatched medical ships and humanitarian aid to the Breen Confederacy.  The relief vessels are expected to arrive 

in orbit of the Breen homeworld within days.  More news as it filters in.  Meanwhile, reports of trade increasing 

along the former Neutral Zone have...” 

 “Screen off,” Raiajh ordered. 

 “A billion people!  Dead?” Pearson remarked.  “Without warning!  Just like that!”  She snapped her fingers 

once. 

 “Who could have done it?” Commander Petersen asked.  “Who had such a grudge against the Breen?  I 

mean, I know relations with the Federation have never exactly been cordial, but we haven’t had much of a problem 

with them since the end of the Dominion War.” 

 Raiajh started to remark, “I could see the Cardassians wanting revenge against them after what happened to 

Cardassia Prime at the end of the war, but the Cardassians are not capable...”  She suddenly paused, a thoughtful 

expression on her face. 

 “What is it, Val?” Pearson asked. 

 “It’s too much to be a simple coincidence...” 

 “What is, Admiral?” Petersen asked. 

 “The description of the attacking fleet,” Raiajh replied.  “The reporter said they looked like insects, so 

black they almost could not be seen in space.” 

 “Yes,” agreed Pearson.  “You know who they are?” 

 “No.  Not exactly.  But that description almost exactly matches the description of the ship Phillip Winters 

was found in two years ago.  The one we transferred custody of to Starfleet R&D after Winters was put under our 

care in the infirmary.” 

 “And now Winters is up and about after two years in a coma,” Pearson added.  “You think there’s a 

connection?” 

 “There has to be,” Raiajh replied.  “And I don’t think this attack will be the end of whatever is going on.” 

 

The End ...? 


