
The Captain and the Cadet 

1 - A MATTER OF HONOR 

Eight-year-old Jamie Kirk thinks 

sheȭÓ the luckiest kid in the 

galaxy. When her grandmother 

dies unexpectedly, Jamie finds 

herself temporarily aboard her 

ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÔÁÒÓÈÉÐ, the USS 

Enterprise. Surely, a galaxy of 

adventure awaits! But when a 

visit to an intergalactic zoo goes wrong, Jamie finds herself trapped in hostile 

territory and over her head in trouble. If this is adventure, maybe she should 

have stayed on earth.  

 

  

Chapter 1 
 

amie Kirk sat miserablÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÉÔÏÒ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ ! 

row of numbersɂlow numbersɂstared back at her.  

  Her grades.  

She flicked a quick glance at the figure sitting on the other side of the desk. He 

does not look pleased. Not at all. 

Captain James Kirk folded his arms across his chest and leaned back in his 

ÃÈÁÉÒȢ ȰWhen did you intend to share ÔÈÉÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

It was clearly not the answer her father wanted to hear.  

He sighed, picked up a stylus, and tappeÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÏØ ÌÁÂÅÌÅÄ Ȱ4ÅÒÒÁÎ 

(ÉÓÔÏÒÙȱ ÏÐÅÎÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÆÒÏ×Î ÁÓ ÈÅ silently read the report.  

J 
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(Å ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÓȟ #ÁÄÅÔȢȱ 

Jamie winced. Apparently, not telling her father she was failing in three 

subjects was a serious blunder. Worse, having to hear about it from one of his 

officers appeared to irritate him even more.  

Jamie had never worried about schoolwork before. Grandma had never sat her 

down and talked about gradesɂfailing or otherwise. )ÎÓÔÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÔÒÁveled 

together and learned everything of interest not only in Iowa, but in much of the 

United States as well. The two of them were planning a trip to the moon whenɂ   

That was a long time ago, Jamie reminded herself sadly, before the accident. 

Before the Enterprise.  

3ÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÌÏÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÖÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 

planet Deneva, and found herself temporarily ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÔÁÒÓÈÉÐȢ 3ÔÁÒÆÌÅÅÔ 

red tape being what it was, a few days had stretched into a few weeks, and a few 

weeks into a few months.  

It had now been over six months, and Jamie hoped Starfleet would become so 

entangled in red tape that they would forget she existed.  

Unfortunately, the Enterprise was the source of her current problem.  

Jamie had never dreamed a starship coulÄ ÂÅ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ 

come aboarÄ ÉÎ ÕÎÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÔÙȟ ÆÅÁÒÆÕÌ ÏÆ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ Á ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÎ Ô×Ï 

years.  

(Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÎÔÈ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÁÎÙÐÌÁÃÅ ÅÌÓÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ 

so many fascinating things to see and do aboard the Enterprise that she found it 

impossible to find time to complete her school assignments. 

Ȱ*ÁÍÉÅȢȱ (ÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÌÉÃÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÍÅÍÏÒÉÅÓȢ 

Jamie ducked her head. WÁÖÅÓ ÏÆ ÇÏÌÄÅÎ ÈÁÉÒ ÆÅÌÌ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ.ȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÓÏÒÒÉÅÒ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÃÏÒÅÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÕÐȢ 3ÉØÔÙ ÐÅÒÃÅÎÔ ÉÎ 

Terran history, sixty-three percent in literature, and forty -ÎÉÎÅ ÉÎ ÍÁÔÈÅÍÁÔÉÃÓȦȱ 
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He let out a long, frustrated breath. Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÐÁÓÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÓÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ )ȱɂJamie gulpedɂȰI ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÕÒÎ ÉÎ the boring 

busywork. That soÒÔ ÏÆ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÅÓ ÍÙ ÔÕÔÏÒÓȢȱ 

+ÉÒË ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× ÉÔ ÍÉÇÈÔȢȱ  

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÈȢȱ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ Á ÒÕÓÈ. ȰAsk me 

anythingɂÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ×ÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÐÒÏÂÌÅm after problem, 

when I alrÅÁÄÙ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÈÅÍȢ )ȭÄ ÍÕÃÈ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÁÌÉÇÎ ÔÈÅ 

matter-antimatter pods down in engineering with Mr. Scott. He makes the theory 

ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ exactly in the curriculum for eight -year-ÏÌÄÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ almost ÎÉÎÅȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ reminded him. Ȱ) ËÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÕÓÅ 

school time to study matter-antimatter reactÉÏÎÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÁÖÅ 

ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÎ ÉÍÐÉÓÈ ÇÒÉÎȢ Ȱ-ÒȢ 3ÃÏÔÔ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÇÉÎÅÅÒ ÉÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ 

ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎȢȱ  

Kirk frowned. ȰYÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÏÔÈÅÒÉÎÇ -ÒȢ 3ÃÏÔÔ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÏÎ ÄÕÔÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/È ÎÏȟ Captain. )ȭÍ ÖÅÒÙ ÑÕÉÅÔȢ ) ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÈÉÍ ÁÒound, and he tells me things 

about the engines, the warp core, and the matter-ÁÎÔÉÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÐÏÄÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓȟȱ +ÉÒË ÍÕÍÂÌÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ Ìisten 

ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÇÏ ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÅÃÉÏÕÓ ÅÎÇÉÎÅÓȢȱ  

Jamie giggled. When her father snapped off the screen, she sighed. The 

scolding must be over. 

I got out of that one pretty well.  

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ, CadetȢ )ȭÖÅ Âeen 

ÉÎÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ .Ï×ȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÌÕÔÉÏÎȢȱ (Å ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÓ and 

waited. 

Ȱ3ÏÌÕÔÉÏÎȩȱ Oops. ) ÇÕÅÓÓ )ȭÍ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢ 

Kirk nodded.  
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Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ Ôake away my dessert card and forget it ever happened.ȱ   

Silence. A tiny shake of his heaÄ ÔÏÌÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ going for it.   

ȰHow will we prevent this  from happÅÎÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ he asked. 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÍÅ ÄÏ ÂÏÒÉÎÇ busyworkȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÏre challenging but take a lookɂȱ (Å 

waved a hand over the stacks of disks and hard copies of reports strewn across his 

ÄÅÓËȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ paperwork ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅȢȱ  

HÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÍÁËÅ Á ÄÅÁÌȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÁÄÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ your boring busywork, and 

)ȭÌÌ ×ÁÄÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ mine. If we both manage to conquer the paper monster in two 

weeksȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ Á ÓÈÏÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÏÎ -ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔȩȱ  

+ÉÒË ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÈÉÐÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ 

topaline. The Enterprise has been ordered to pick it up and deliver it to the 

refinerÉÅÓ ÏÎ $ÅÌÔÁ 6ÅÇÁȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÓÈÏÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÏ me,ȱ Jamie muttered. 

Ȱ-ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔ ÂÏÁÓÔÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÒÇÅÓÔ ÚÏÏ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÔÏÒȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ 

there if ) ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÄÅÓ ÇÏ ÕÐȢ $ÅÁÌȩȱ 

Jamie gasped. A zoo? A whole day with her father? Just the two of them?  

Ȱ$ÅÁÌ!ȱ  

She leaped from her chair and ran around the desk. She threw her arms around 

ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÅÃË ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á ÈÕÇȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÄÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒËȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ-Daddy-Sir. You 

ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅȢȱ 

+ÉÒË ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÇȢ ȰI figured you might.ȱ (e glanced at his chronometer 

ÁÎÄ ÒÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÔȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ Âridge and start my shift. See you at 

ÓÕÐÐÅÒȢȱ 
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Jamie looked up when her father entered the recreation hall 

two weeks later. He smiled and waved a hard copy of her grades 

as he crossed the room. A few minutes later, he slid beside her 

with his supper tray. 

Ȱ#ÏÎÇÒÁÔÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓ, Cadet. You came through.ȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ too ÂÁÄ ÏÎÃÅ ) ÇÏÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒ 

frÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÃÁÎÎÅÄ ÉÔȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ as I thought it 

×ÏÕÌÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÍÙ ÐÁÐÅÒ×ÏÒË ÄÏÎÅ ÁÌÓÏ.ȱ +ÉÒË speared a chunk of meat.  

Ȱ) ÄÉÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÓÅÁÒÃÈ ÏÎ -ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔ,ȱ Jamie said, taking a sip of milk. 

+ÉÒËȭÓ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó ×ÅÎÔ ÕÐȢ Ȱ/Èȩ 'ÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÁÒÎȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÎÅÕÔÒÁÌ ÐÌÁÎÅÔ. That means any ship can go there, even Klingons 

ÁÎÄ 2ÏÍÕÌÁÎÓȢ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Kirk nodded.  

Jamie frowned. Of course, he knows ÔÈÁÔȢ (ÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎȢ (Å ËÎÏ×Ó ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ 

4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÂÌÕÒÔÅÄȟ Ȱ+ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓ ÁÎÄ 2ÏÍÕÌÁÎÓ ÁÒÅ ÅÎÅÍÉÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

Kirk ÓÉÐÐÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȢ Ȱ3Ïȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ if a Federation ship is already in orbit, ÁÎÄ Á 2ÏÍÕÌÁÎ ÓÈÉÐ ÃÏÍÅÓȟ ×ÏÎȭÔ 

they try to blow each other ÕÐȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ *ÁÍÉÅȢȱ +ÉÒË ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ.eutral planets welcome all beings. They realize 

that even though we may not be friends with the Klingons, we are not at war with 

them, either. .ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÁÔ ×ÁÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÍÕÌÁÎÓȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÓÈÉÐÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÁÎÙ 

different ÓÙÓÔÅÍÓ ÉÎ ÏÒÂÉÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ -ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ mind our own business, 

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒÓȢȱ  

Jamie wrinkled  her foreheaÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎÓ ×Å ÍÉÇÈÔ even meet a 

Klingon or a Romulan when we beam downȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ %ÖÅÎ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏȩȱ 7ÈÅÎ ÈÅÒ 

father noddÅÄȟ *ÁÍÉÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÅÔ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎȢȱ 
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Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÁ× Á ÆÅ× ÏÎ Deep Space Station K-α ÌÁÓÔ ÍÏÎÔÈȟȱ +ÉÒË ÒÅÍinded her. 

Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÅÔ ÁÎÙ up closeȢ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏȢ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓ ÁÒÅ fascinating,ȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ 

ÒÅÐÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ 3ÐÏÃË use so often.   

Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ -ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÕÔÒÁÌȟ ) ÔÈÏÕght maybe I 

ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅØÔÒÁ ÅØÃÉÔÅÍÅÎÔȢȱ 

Kirk shook his head. Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏ ÅØÃÉÔÉÎÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ Á 

Klingon tossed in. Now, finish your supper and get to bed. You have a big day 

ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ    

 

 

Chapter 2 

 

Captainôs Log, Stardate 2266.7 

 

We are in orbit around MurdockȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔ to secure a much-needed 

shipment of topaline for the refineries on Delta Vega. The Enterprise 

will not be staying forty-eight hours, as assumed from my previous 

orders. Ambassador Halley has informed me that although the 

Federation won the bid, we could find ourselves a possible target from 

the losing biddersɂparticularly from the Klingon Empire. Apparently, 

they are unwilling to accept their loss and still remain in orbit. I am 

ordered to make the necessary diplomatic arrangements for the 

transfer, beam up the precious cargo of topaline, and leave orbitɂall 

×ÉÔÈÉÎ Ô×ÅÌÖÅ ÈÏÕÒÓȢȱ 
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here was no good way to break the news. No way to soften the blow.  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÉÔ ÉÓȟȱ +ÉÒË finished. He sat oÎ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÂÕÎË the 

next morning and gave her a sympathetic look. Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÍÉØ-up in my orders came as 

a surprise to me tooȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÁÓ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȢȱ  

Ȱ"ÕÔ whyȩ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÄÁÙȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÁÉÒȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔ ÉÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ of troubleɂ+ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢȱ 

Jamie slumped. Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ×ÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ, but the Klingons have other weapons besides disruptors. They 

ÍÉÇÈÔ ÔÒÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÕÎÄÅÒÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÎÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÕÓȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ is it, anyway? And why does everybody 

want it ÓÏ ÂÁÄÌÙȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ a mineral used to build artificial domes on worlds without an atmosphere. 

Without topaline, the domes would lose their integrity, and poof!ȱ +ÉÒË ÔÈÒÅ× ÈÉÓ 

ÈÁÎÄÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȢ ȰAll their air wou ld leak out. Think about what that would mean 

tÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÏÍÅÓȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÕÄÄÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÂÁÄ.ȱ  

Ȱ) ÁÇÒÅÅȟȱ +ÉÒË ÓÁÉÄȢ ȰUnfortunately, topaline is rare. The Federation pays top 

price to make sure we get a sÔÅÁÄÙ ÓÕÐÐÌÙȢȱ  

(ÉÓ ÌÏÏË ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄȢ ȰWorse, Colony IX in the Cruses System had an 

accident awhile back that weakened their dome. They need this shipment of 

topaline to repair it.  And they need it right  now.ȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓ ÍÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏÏȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ probably not enough 

to go around. Right?ȱ  

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓÎȭÔȟȱ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓ ÁÒÅ just as anxious to get 

their hands on the topaline as we are. So, the Enterprise ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÆÆord to stick 

around and wait for the Klingon ship to take potshots at her. The Federation 

T 
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ÁÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ ×ÁÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ 4×ÅÌÖÅ ÈÏÕÒÓȢ .ÏÔ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢȱ 

     (Å ÒÏÓÅ ÆÒÏÍ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÂÕÎË ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏȢ Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ *ÁÍÉÅȢ -Ù ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȭÓ ÔÉÅÄ 

up with t he topaline transfer, protocol visits with the ambassador who arranged 

the purchase, the government of -ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓɂȱ 

(Å ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ list is endless. That means instead of a whole day together, it 

looks like )ȭÌÌ have only a couple of hours this afternoon before we break orbit. I 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÆÏÒ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÏÕÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ Ȱ/ÒÄÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÏÎ Á ÓÔarship. Orders get changed; red alerts happen; shore 

ÌÅÁÖÅÓ ÇÅÔ ÃÁÎÃÅÌÅÄȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÍÅ ÁÂÏÁÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ !ÎÄ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÃÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ or anything.ȱ  

Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ *ÁÍÉÅȟȱ +ÉÒË ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÃÈÅÅÒÆÕÌÎÅÓÓȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ Á ×ÁÙ ×Å 

ÃÁÎ ÓÁÌÖÁÇÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÅȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÐ ÙÅÔȢȱ 

Jamie ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ!ÙÅȟ ÁÙÅȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ  

"ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÁÓË -ÒȢ 3ÐÏÃË ÔÏ calculate the odds.  

 

Ȱ'Ïod news, Cadetȟȱ +ÉÒË ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÍÉÌÅȢ (Å Ólid  his breakfast tray on the 

table and sat down. ȰI spoke with Ambassador Halley this morning , and your trip 

to the zoo is back on the scheduleɂ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÏÒ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÓȩȱ Jamie asked warily. 3ÈÅȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÓ 

this morning.   

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÅÁÍ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÈÁÌÆ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒ. )ȭÌÌ ÊÏÉÎ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ 

ÌÕÎÃÈȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÁÓÔÏÎÉÓÈÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏ ÂÙ 

ÍÙÓÅÌÆȩȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ Ambassador Halley has made arrangements to provide you 
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with an escort.ȱ 

ȰAn escort? Who is it? Lieut. 3ÕÌÕȩȱ 3ÕÌÕ ×ÁÓ ÌÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÆÕÎ! 

Kirk shook his ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ.ÏȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÏÖÅÒÎÍÅÎÔ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÓÕÐÐÌÉÅÓ ÃÏÕÒÔÅÓÙ ÅÓÃÏÒÔÓ ÆÏÒ 

ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÖÉÓÉÔÏÒÓȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ  

(Å ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÎÄÅÅÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÁÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔÁÒÙ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÉÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ 

ÐÌÅÁÓÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ ÇÅÎÅÒÏÓÉÔÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÉÔȭÓ 

ÓÐÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÏÎÔÏ ÙÏÕȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÔÏÕÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÚÏÏȢȱ 

JamieȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ fell open. Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏ ×ÉÔÈ Á strangerȩȱ 3ÈÅ groaned. 

Ȱ)ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÇÏ ÂÙ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ. 'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

KirË ÇÁÖÅ *ÁÍÉÅ ÈÉÓ )ȭÍ-the-ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎ ÌÏÏËȢ Ȱ.ÏȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÅÉÇÈÔ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÍÏÓÔ ÎÉÎÅȦȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄȢ 

Kirk ignored the  ÏÕÔÂÕÒÓÔȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ also 

ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÅÓÃÏÒÔȢȱ (Å ÓÃÏ×ÌÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ let an eight-year-old run 

around alone on a strange planet?ȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔɂȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÁÃÃÅÐÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÅÒȟ ÓÏ )ȭÌÌ ÈÅÁÒ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ɂȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ will not beam down without an escort. Is that clear, Cadetȩȱ 

Right then Jamie wished she were an admiral. Then she would tell Captain Kirk 

ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÏÂÅÙ ÈÉÓ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȢ  

(ÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× ÈÏÕÒÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒning. 

)ȭÌÌ ÂÅÁÍ ÄÏwn after lunch. Or you can stay aboard ship this morning and go with 

me later ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅȩȱ 

Jamie let out a long, disappointed ÓÉÇÈȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ×ÉÓÅ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢȱ +ÉÒË ÓÔÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ chronometer. 

Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×Å ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÓÃÏÒÔȢ Just enough time to finish 

your breakfast, clean up, and meÅÔ ÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔÅÒ ÒÏÏÍȢȱ 
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He paused, clearly waiting for a response 

Ȱ!ÙÅȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ Jamie mumbled and went back to her soggy cereal and cold toast.  

Golly, I sure wish I was an admiral.  

 

 

 

Chapter 3 

 

ÅÌÌȟ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÍÁÎÁÇÅ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ best 

ÊÏÂÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Jocelyn Brady, public relations liaison for the planetary council, flung her 

thick, dark  ÈÁÉÒ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÎÏÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÓÕÃÈ Á 

thing, PaÕÌÁȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÖÅÒÈÅÁÄ ÃÈÒÏÎÏÍÅÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÈÅÒ ÐÁÃÅ ÁÓ 

the two women navigated the early morning crowds of the Aeson central 

transporter terminals.  

Paula hastened ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÕÐȢ Ȱ-Ù 02 ÊÏÂÓ ÕÓually include a Tellarite or two, and 

sometimes a 'ÏÒÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÈÉÖÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Á 

little girl at the zoo. And not just any kid. I hear Captain Kirk is young, handsome, 

and available.ȱ  

Ȱ3ÔÁÒÓÈÉÐ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎÓ ÁÒÅ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÈÉÐÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÎÏ 

ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȟȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÓÔÒÉÄÅȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ 

ÔÈÉÎË ÄÒÁÇÇÉÎÇ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ËÉÄÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ Á ÚÏÏ ÁÌÌ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÅÁÓÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÔÒÁÄÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

She stopped and looked at heÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÕÒÂÏÌÉÆÔȢ Ȱ) ÓÔÉÌÌ 

wear bruises from my last escort assignment. Do you remember the children of 

that snooty ÁÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ ÆÒÏÍ #ÙÇÎÕÓ )))ȩȱ 

0ÁÕÌÁ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÁÒÅÌÙȢȱ  

W 
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The doors slid open, and the two friends entered.  

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏÔÁÌ ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȢ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÅÎÔÅÒÔÁÉÎ Á 'ÏÒÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/Ò Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎȩȱ 0ÁÕÌÁ ÔÅÁsed. 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÓÃÏ×ÌÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÕÎÎÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȟ 

asking me to include a Klingon boy. Neutral planet or not, escorting one of those is 

not my idea ÏÆ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÉÐÌÏÍÁÔÉÃ Ãourtesy, Jocelyn. On a neutral planet, all beings are treated 

equally. If the Klingon commander wants his son to become acquainted with our 

ÚÏÏ ÆÁÃÉÌÉÔÉÅÓȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÒÉÖÉÌÅÇÅ, ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉon 

ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ be trouble, Paula. Mark my words. The council would be wise 

ÔÏ ÁÓÓÉÇÎ Á ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÇÕÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÒÁÔȢȱ 

Paula stopped in front of her office. She gave her friend a concerned look. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÅÊÕÄÉÃÅÓ ÁÔ ÈÏme where they belong, not on thÅ ÊÏÂȢȱ 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ×ÁÖÅÄ 0ÁÕÌÁȭÓ ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÓÉÄÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÖÅÎÔÉÎÇȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× )ȭÄ ÄÏ 

ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÕÒÔ ÍÙ ÊÏÂȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ÂÕÔ ÁÓË ÍÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÅÁÓÙ 

ÊÏÂ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÍÉÇÈÔ ÎÏÔ ÌÉÖÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÉÔȢȱ 

PaÕÌÁ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ ȰPlay your cards right , Jocelyn, and you could end up with an 

invitation for a private tour of the Enterprise.ȱ 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÓÎÏÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Enterprise is going to be too busy with the 

topaline affair to even remember to pick up his own kid, much less notice I exist. 

"ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÔÉÃËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÌÏÎÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÓÉÇÈÔÓÅÅȢȱ 

Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓȟȱ 0ÁÕÌÁ ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÍÉÌÅȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÏ ËÎÏ×Óȩ !ÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢȱ 

Jocelyn rolled her eyes and waved good-bye to her friend. Then she headed for 

the transporter terminal to begin her unpleasant assignment. 
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Jamie looked up when Lt. Kyle activated the transporter. She wondered what 

she was in for. A big brute of a guard? A skinny stick of a tour guide? Maybe her 

escort would not even be human.  

Hmmm, interesting possibilitiesɂ 

A young woman appeared on the platformȟ ÃÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ. 

The lady was very pretty, with long, thick dark hair, expressive black eyes, and 

pale, creamy skin. She was dressed in a professional yet comfortable-looking 

yellow and gray outfit.  

Ȱ7ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ Enterprise,ȱ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÁÒÍÌÙȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ *ÁÍÅÓ 

+ÉÒËȢȱ (Å ÓÍÉÌÅÄ. 

Jocelyn returned the smile and stepped off ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔÅÒȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ "ÒÁÄÙȟ 

ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌȭÓ 02-at-large, at your serviÃÅȢȱ  

Kirk nodded toward *ÁÍÉÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÈÁÒÇÅ, ÍÙ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȟ *ÁÍÉÅȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎ. She stayed right where she was, 

leaning against the bulkhead in watchful , wary silence.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÎ adorable little  ÇÉÒÌȟȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄ. Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÁÌÏÎÇ 

ÓÐÌÅÎÄÉÄÌÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÖÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ Ó×ÅÅÔÉÅȢȱ 

Jamie rolled her eyes and said nothing.  

+ÉÒË ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÈÅÒ ÇÁÚÅȢ Ȱ3ÁÙ ȬÈÅÌÌÏȭ ÔÏ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȟ *ÁÍÉÅ.ȱ  

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȟ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȢȱ  

Kirk crooked his finger and motioned her to the transporter platform.  

Sighing, Jamie pushed away from the wall and followed Jocelyn up the steps. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟȱ +ÉÒË ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÃÈÅÅÒÆÕÌÎÅÓÓȟ Ȱ×ÅȭÖÅ ÁÌÌ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅÄȢȱ (Å 

placed a smÁÌÌȟ ÍÅÔÁÌÌÉÃ ÏÂÊÅÃÔ ÉÎ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÉÇÎÁÌ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÖÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ 

ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÏËÁÙȩȱ  

Jamie nodded and shoved the communicator into her pocket.  

Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ -ÒȢ 3ÐÏÃËȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÇÅ ÁÌÌ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 
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Jamie flickÅÄ Á ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÉÎ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎȭÓ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ$ÁÄÄÙȟ ÄÏ I have 

ÔÏ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Jocelyn reached out and patted JamieȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÔÈÉÎÇȟ 

#ÁÐÔÁÉÎ +ÉÒËȢ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÍÁÒÖÅÌÏÕÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÂÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÃÏÏÅÄȟ 

Ȱ7ÏÎȭÔ ×Åȟ Ó×ÅÅÔÉÅ-ÐÉÅȩȱ 

Jamie cringed. Nobody ever talked to her like that. She felt about five years old. 

She glared at her father, who had the decency to look embarrassed.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȟ #ÁÄÅÔȟȱ +ÉÒË ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ *ÁÍÉÅ ËÎÅ× ×ÅÌÌȢ (Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ 

ÔÏ ,ÔȢ +ÙÌÅȢ Ȱ%ÎÅÒÇÉÚÅȢȱ  

The transporter room dissolved into a million sparkli ng dots. 

 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎȭÓ ÁÔÔÉÔÕÄÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÔÉÃËÙ-sweet to bossy and impatient the 

minute they reformed on the transporter platform at Aeson Central. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ËÉÄ. 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔta moveȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÙÁÎËÅÄ Jamie from the platform  and 

took off.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÒÒÙȩȱ 

Ȱ) have another stop to make before we hit the zoo.ȱ She pulled Jamie onto a 

sliding walkway that stretched from one end of the vast central terminal to the 

other.  

Jamie watched in fascination as they slipped past ports of entry, shops, 

customs, and other interesting arches. Beings of several species passed by on 

another walkway going in the opposite direction, and Jamie waved.  

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ snappedȢ Ȱ! ×ÁÖÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÃÏÎÓÔÒÕÅÄ ÁÓ Á ÈÏÓÔÉÌÅ 

gesture to some ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÌÔÕÒÅÓ ÒÅÐÒÅÓÅÎÔÅÄȢȱ 

Jamie droppÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅȟ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ.Ï× ÙÏÕ ÄÏȟȱ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÓÈÁÒÐ ÒÅÐÌÙȢ  
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They soon arrived at another section of the terminal. A huge sign showed 

Jamie where she was: GATES E-1 THROUGH E-4: TRANSPORTERS FOR THE KLINGON 

EMPIRE . 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÒÅ ×Å ÄÏÉÎÇ hereȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÃÒÁÎÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÃËȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ Ópot a Klingon. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÅÓÃÏÒÔ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÏÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏȢ !ÎÙ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȩȱ 

Ȱ! +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÏÙȦȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÑÕÅÁÌÅÄ her surprise and ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔȢ Ȱ.Ï ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ 

Miss Brady. I was hoping to meet a KlingÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÉÓÈȟ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÔÏÕÒ might not be ÓÏ ÂÁÄȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢȱ 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÒÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÏÎ *ÁÍÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÃÏ×ÌȢ Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ ËÉÄȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ 

the zoo, just say so. I can easily take you back to the Federation transporters and 

be rid of youȢȱ 

Ȱ) want ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÍÙ ÄÁÄ 

ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÍÅȢȱ 

Jocelyn snorted. Ȱ(ÅȭÓ Á ÓÔÁÒÓÈÉÐ Ãaptain. (Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÒÏÐ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ Á ËÉÄ 

ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÔÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÔÕÃË ÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÍÕÍÂled, too low for Jocelyn to hear.  

4ÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ did you sayȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ) hope ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÃÔ ÕÐȟ )ȭÌÌ take you back to the ship so fast, 

ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÈÉÔ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢȱ  

She tugged ÏÎ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ËÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ó ÈÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÓÃÏ×ÌÉÎÇȟ ÄÁÒË-eyed boy. He was leaning 

against a counter with unfeigned impatience. He appeared to be about eleven or 

twelve Earth years of age.  

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎȟ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÈÕÒÒÉÅÄ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȢ Ȱ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÉÆ 

×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÇÉÂÂÅÒÉÓÈȢȱ 
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The boy straightened ÁÓ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÄ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄȢ Ȱ$Ï ÎÏÔ ÄÉÓÔÒÅÓÓ 

ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÆÅÍÁÌÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÎÅÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÃ ÔÏÎÇÕÅ well 

ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢȱ 

Jamie gaped at him.  

Ȱ)Ô ÐÁÙÓ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙ.ȱ (ÉÓ ÓÃÏ×Ì ÄÅÅÐÅÎÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÎÏ ÅÓÃÏÒÔ ÔÏ ÖÉÓÉÔ Á 

ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȭÓ zoo. My father consented to this insult only because your weak-minded 

ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄȢȱ (Å ÎÁÒÒÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ ȰI believe you are planet security in 

ÄÉÓÇÕÉÓÅȢȱ 

Jocelyn folded her arms over her chest. Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȩȱ 

The boy gave a curt nod. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÂÅ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ×ÁÙȢȱ 

4ÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ Á ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÔ *ÁÍÉÅȢ Ȱ!Í ) ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ) will be in 

the company of this . . . this creature?ȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔ ÁÔ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ quickly dissolved ÉÎÔÏ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÁÌÌ 

+ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓ ÁÓ ÒÕÄÅ ÁÓ ÙÏÕȩ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ Á ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅȢ )ȭÍ Á ÇÉÒÌȢȱ 

Ȱ!Î Earther ÇÉÒÌȢȱ (Å Ónorted his ÄÉÓÔÁÓÔÅȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÕÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÉËÅÓ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȩ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× me. Have you ever met anyone 

ÆÒÏÍ %ÁÒÔÈȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ï, but )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ËÉÎÄȢȱ  

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÃÈÁÌÌÅÎÇÅÄȟ ÁÄÖÁÎÃÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȢ 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÙÁÎËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐ, ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢȱ 3ÈÅ ËÅÐÔ Á ÆÉÒÍ ÇÒÉÐ ÏÎ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ 

arm and called to the Klingon boy to follow. As they proceeded to the tramway, 

she mÁÄÅ Á ÑÕÉÃË ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ *ÁÍÉÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÁÓÓÕÍÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 

+ÅÒÌÁȩȱ 

Kerla gave a curt nod.   

Ȱ)ȭÍ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÓÃÏÒÔȢ ) ÁÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȟ ÎÏ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÒÅ ÔÏ 

believe. 7ÅȭÒÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÍÉÇÈÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓt of it. 
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Here are the rules: No slurs, no bickering, no overt acts of aggression against one 

ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȢ !ÇÒÅÅÄȩȱ 

Jamie and Kerla eyed each other warily.  

ȰOkayȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ!ÇÒÅÅÄȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÓÎÁpped.  

Jocelyn looked at the two unlikely companions and sighed. Then she glanced 

ÈÅÁÖÅÎ×ÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÎÇÅÓÔ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȢȱ 

 

 

 

Chapter 4 

 

ocelyn, Jamie, and Kerla soon found themselves outside the gates of the Aeson 

zoo. A dozen carved images of strange beasts and flying creatures decorated the 

gates and surrounding waiting area.  

)Î ÓÐÉÔÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÏÙȟ *ÁÍÉÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ help but feel excited 

at the animals she was about to see. She glanced at Kerla. He looked bored.  

When he saw Jamie looking at him, a slow smile spread over his face. Ȱ)Î ×ÈÉÃÈ 

ÅØÈÉÂÉÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÅÙ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÁÎÓȟ ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒȩȱ  

Ȱ)Î ÔÈÅ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÂÁÃËȢ 3ÈÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÁÔ 

+ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÌÏÏË ÏÆ ÓÈÏÃËȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎ ÉÎÓÕÌÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÄÁÙ ÌÏÎÇȢȱ 

4ÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó shot up in surprise. Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÑÕÉÃË-×ÉÔÔÅÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄ. 

Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÁÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ Á ÔÏÔÁÌ ×ÁÓÔÅȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏË ÈÅÒÅȟȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÂÒÏËÅ ÉÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ï ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÍÙ ÉÄÅÁȢ 

Some government official must think we can foster good relations between the 

Federation and the Klingon Empire with this lame-brain schemeȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȦȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÄ +ÅÒÌÁ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ. They looked at each 

J 
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other, ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÈÏÓÔ ÏÆ Á ÇÒÉÎ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ.  

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÓÔÙ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒȩȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ said.  

Ȱ.Ï×Ȣ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅÄȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ hers out and showed it to Jocelyn. 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÔÏÏË Á ÑÕÉÃË ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÁÔ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÉÔ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ×Å ÇÏȢȱ 

She slid ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÓÔÉÃ ÃÁÒÄÓ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÓÌÏÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȭÓ ÔÈÕÍÂÓ ÁÎÄ 

her own over the light. A moment later a transporter beam whisked them away 

from outside the gate and into the zoo proper. 

The Aeson Zoo spread out before Jamie for what seemed like miles. The first 

thing she saw was the Savannah Lands of old Earthɂacres of themɂsurrounded 

by water barriers and a low rock wall. Animals grazed, ran, and jumped past her as 

far as she could see. 

Jamie hurried to the wall. A magnificent Terran giraffe wandered by not twenty 

meters from where she stood. It lifted its head to a bushy tree and began to munch 

while Jamie stared, open-mouthed, at its size and beauty.  

+ÅÒÌÁ ÄÒÅ× ÁÌÏÎÇÓÉÄÅ *ÁÍÉÅȢ Ȱ7ÁÔÃÈ ÏÕÔȟ %ÁÒÔÈÅÒ-girl. A ziplich might  fly into 

your open ÍÏÕÔÈȢȱ 

Jamie shut her mouth but continued to gape at the giraffe.  

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ *ÁÍÉÅȟȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÁÌÌ ×Å ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ Á large, 

ÃÏÌÏÒÅÄ ÍÁÐ Á ÆÅ× ÍÅÔÅÒÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÖÁÎÎÁ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔȢ Ȱ4ÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÉÃËȢȱ 

Jamie turned around and faced her escort. Then she looked at Kerla, who stood 

fuming at the obvious snub from their escort.  

Jamie noticed something else too. The zoo was beginning to fill with visitors. 

When they passed by, they gave Kerla a wide berth. A few pointed and stared. 

Others hurried past.  

No one was smiling.  

Jamie felt her cheeks turn red when she heard people whispering, Ȱ. . . alien 



A MATTER OF HONOR 
 

18 
 

ÍÏÎÓÔÅÒȱ ÁÎÄ Ȱ. . . ×ÈÏ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Poor Kerla! Jamie thought.  

He looked uncomfortable and out of place.  

How would I feel if I were visiting a Klingon zoo and had a Klingon guide? What 

if a bunch of nosy, rude Klingons were staring at me and making rude comments? 

What if people seemed afraid to look at me? 

Suddenly, she ÎÕÄÇÅÄ +ÅÒÌÁȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ you ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅȩȱ  

Ȱ4ÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÅØÈibits, of course,ȱ the boy answered at once. 

Ȱ-ÁÙ ×Åȟ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÇÕÉÄÅȢ  

Perhaps Kerla was uncertain how to act in a strange culture with different 

customs. Maybe his rude remarks hid anxiety he was too proud to admit, for fear 

of appearing weak.  

JocelyÎ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÍÏÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ 

the zoo labeled RIM WORLDS OF THE KLINGON EMPIRE . Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÍȟ 

*ÁÍÉÅȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÂÌÏÏÄÔÈÉÒÓÔÙ ÂÅÁsts behind force fields. Totally unsuitable for 

children , eÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌÓȢȱ 

Kerla turned dark with fury.  

Jamie ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÉÎÇ ÏÆ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎȭÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ Á×ÁÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÙȟ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȦ 

4ÈÁÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÅØÃÉÔÉÎÇȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÍÏÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÔÏ +ÅÒÌÁȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ +ÅÒÌÁȢ )ȭÌÌ 

ÒÁÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó Óhot up. Then he gave her a slight nod. Together, they 

sprinted ahead of their guide. 

"Ù ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÕÐȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÐÁÎÔÉÎÇȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ever run off  again! 

)ȭÌÌ ÌÏÓÅ ÍÙ ÊÏÂ ÉÆ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ËÉÄÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÇÇÅÄ Á ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÉÎ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ 

ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ you, young lady. Your father will hear about this  if you so much as leave 

ÍÙ ÓÉÇÈÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÓÁÙ ÉÆ ÈÅ knew ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÒÁÔÅÒÎÉÚÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Áɂȱ  

She broke off and turned red. Kerla was clenching his fists.  
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Ȱ/Èȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȟ +ÅÒÌÁȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÇÒÏÕÎÄÈÏÇȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄȢ ! ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄ ÆÒÏ×Î ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÃÏ×ÌȢ Ȱ'ÒÏÕÎÄÈÏÇȩ 

7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔȢ Ȱ3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÅÁÖÅÓ the planet. I 

ÆÅÅÌ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÒÕÄÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔȩȱ 

Jamie laughed. ȰOf cÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȢ (Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÁÎÄ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ 

at the slashback exhibit. 

 A small crowd had gathered around the confinement area of what the sign 

said was a rare animal from the Klingon worlds. A Duress Slashback almost never 

made a public appearance. It was such a deadly animal that few zoos even kept 

one.  

Jamie shivered when she read the description. She looked around. Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ 

ÁÎÙ ÓÌÁÓÈÂÁÃËÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ +ÅÒÌÁȢ 

ȰWÁÔÃÈȢȱ (Å ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ÉÎ Á ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅȟ ÇÕÔÔÕÒÁÌ ÔÏÎÇÕÅȢ 

 As if by magic, a slashback appeared from deep within a dark hole. It 

happened so quickly, and the animal attacked the force field with such 

viciousness, that Jamie leaped back with a cry of alarm.  

+ÅÒÌÁ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÔ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÃÒÏ×Ä ÏÆ 

curious on-lookers. He spoke again, and the slashback froze. It stood on its hind 

legs, clearly ÍÅÓÍÅÒÉÚÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ chanting speech. 

The crowd murmured its approval as the slashback allowed itself to be 

examined. It was a vicious-looking beast. Long, needle-sharp fangs filled its mouth. 

Its back was covered with wide blade-like disks, which looked ready to slash open 

any unsuspecting victim.  

Jamie swallowed. ) ÈÏÐÅ +ÅÒÌÁ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅ ÁÎÙ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȦ  
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The watching crowd grew quiet as Kerla worked with the beast. Then he gave a 

ÓÕÄÄÅÎȟ ÓÈÁÒÐ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÌÁÓÈÂÁÃËȟ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȟ ÍÁÄÅ Á 

hasty retreat into its lair.  

A collective sigh went up from the crowd, and they began to drift away to 

other exhibits.  

The Klingon boy leaned on his elbows and stared at where the beast had been.  

*ÁÍÉÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÓÕÉÔȢ Ȱ+ÅÒÌÁȩȱ 

He grunted. Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÉÌÌ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȩȱ  

 (Å ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓȢ )Æ ÉÔ ËÎÅ× ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÏÆÆÅÒ ÉÔ something to eat, like a juicy 

ÈÕÍÁÎ ÃÈÉÌÄȢȱ (Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ *ÁÍÉÅ Á ×ÉÄÅȟ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ  

*ÁÍÉÅ ÂÁÃËÅÄ Á×ÁÙȢ Ȱ$ÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÅÁÔ peopleȩȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ (Å ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÄ her upȢ Ȱ3ÈÁÌÌ ) ÃÁÌÌ ÉÔ 

ÂÁÃË ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÇÁÖÅ Á ÙÅÌÌȟ ×ÉÇÇÌÅÄ ÆÒÅÅ ÆÒÏÍ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÇÒÁÓÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ 

3ÈÅ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÉÐÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÁÓÅ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÅÎÊÏÙÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕ ÓÑÕÅÁÌȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÕÍÁÎs could be 

ÓÕÃÈ ÆÕÎȢȱ (Å ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ +ÒÏÎÏÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÍÕÓÅ ÍÅȢȱ  

Ȱ+ÒÏÎÏÓȩ )Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÍÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȩȱ 

Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ËÎÏ×Ó ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

ȰI ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÓÍÁÌÌȟ stupid Earther-ÇÉÒÌȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ -Ù ÎÁÍÅȭÓ *ÁÍÉÅȢȱ 

Kerla grunted and stared at their guide, who was watching the scene with 

obvious disapproval. Then he gave Jamie a shove, as though he had tired of her. 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȩ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÇÕÉÄÅȟ ÎÏÒ ÄÉd I ask to 

ÎÕÒÓÅÍÁÉÄ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÆÅÍÁÌÅȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ 
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(Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÎ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÒÅÐÕÌÓÅÄ ÂÙ ÍÙ ÓÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ 

written all over your face. And your scent? It ÒÅÅËÓ ÏÆ ÆÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔÅÄȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉce-looking Klingon. Nicer-

ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÎ ÓÏÍÅ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢȱ 

Kerla was a handsome youth. His dark hair hung over his shoulders like any 

proper Klingon youth of highborn family, and his forehead bore the beginnings of 

what would later become very attractive ridges. His eyes were dark and his skin a 

light bronze. He was tallɂnearly as tall as their guideɂand surely had the 

strength to refuse to do anything she said. 

Kerla barked a rude laugh. Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ you ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÕÃÈ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȩȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÕÎÈÁÐÐÙ Ôhat youȭÒÅ ÓÔÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÏÎ 

ÔÉÐÔÏÅÓ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÈÉÓ ÅÁÒȢ Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅȢ "ÅÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÉÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÂÅÉÎÇ 

ÁÌÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÈÏÇȢȱ  

Kerla gave Jamie a thoughtful look. Then he shrugged. 

Ȱ$ÏÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÙÅÓ ÏÒ ÎÏȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÓËed. 

JocÅÌÙÎ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÇÁÉÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÔÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȟ ËÉÄÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÒÁÎ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÒÇÕÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ 

ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ +ÅÒÌÁȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÍÏÒÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ 

and you probably know morÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏ ÇÕÉÄÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÉÓ Á ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÔÙȟ *ÁÍÉÅ.ȱ A hint of warmth filled  his voice.  

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÓÎÏÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏ ÚÏÏ ÇÕÉÄÅȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ 

ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ )ȭÍ ÍÅÒÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÉÎ ÇÏÏÄ shapeȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ&ÒÁÎËÌÙȟ ÎÏȢ 9ÏÕ Ô×Ï ÁÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÊÏÂȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÁÖÅ +ÅÒÌÁ Á ÌÏÎÇȟ ÁÐÐÒÁÉÓÉÎÇ 

ÌÏÏËȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÓÉÎÃÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÈÏÎÅÓÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ) ÍÉÇÈÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ) 

ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4hat makes it mutual,ȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÇÒÏ×ÌÅÄȢ  
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Jamie nodded her agreement.  

The two looked at each other, wondering silently what was to be done. Kerla 

nodded. Then they turned their backs on their unwilling guide and headed for the 

next exhibit, leaving Jocelyn to foll ow . . . or not. 

 

 

 

Chapter 5 

 

hen Jamie and Kerla discovered how Jocelyn felt about accompanying 

them around the zoo, they banded together to ignore her and tour the 

zoo on their own. Although Jocelyn uttered threats of hauling them back 

to their r espective fathers, one look from the fierce Klingon boy silenced her.  

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÓ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÍÅȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÏ *ÁÍÉÅ ÉÎ Á ÐÌÅÁÓÅÄ 

×ÈÉÓÐÅÒȟ ȰÂÕÔ ) ÓÅÎÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÁÒÓ ÍÅ, as well. This can work to our advantage. I 

match her in height and can easilÙ ÓÕÂÄÕÅ ÈÅÒ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÓ ÕÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈȢȱ  

Jamie nodded, but inside she was far from happy with the sudden change of 

leadership. She was pretty sure her father would be appalled to learn how she was 

acting toward Miss Brady.  

Worse, she had a feeling he would hear about it sooner or later. Jocelyn might 

fear the Klingon boy and his parents, but Jamie doubted the woman stood in awe 

of Captain Kirk.  

For now, however, Jamie had little choice but to follow Kerla. The Klingon she 

had so badly wanted to meÅÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÁÌÉÅÎÁÔÅ ÈÉÍ 

ÂÙ ȰÓÉÄÉÎÇȱ ×ÉÔÈ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙ, no matter how many mental notes their guide was 

keeping.  

W 



A MATTER OF HONOR 
 

23 
 

And anyway, Jamie reasoned, Miss Brady has been impatient and bossy right 

from the beginning. 

Ȱ) ÁÍ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÉÔ ×ould take three or four days to see every exhibit in the Aeson 

:ÏÏȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÅÄ Ô×Ï ÈÏÕÒÓ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ 6ÕÌÃÁÎ Exhibits.  

Ȱ) ×ÉÓÈ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÄÁÙÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÁÌÌȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÉÇÈȢ  

Except for the guilty feeling about how she was ignoring Miss Brady, Jamie had 

ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÓÕÃÈ ÆÕÎȢ +ÅÒÌÁ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎȟ ÏÎÃÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÇÁÉÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ 

respect. It appeared as if  ÈÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÎÇȟ ÌÉËÅ ÁÎ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙɂor how long it would la st.  

Jocelyn summed it up well ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÔȢ Ȱ! ÎÉÃÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 

ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȟ ËÉÄÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ Ȱ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ 

×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Kerla said nothing. He had stopped speaking to Jocelyn an hour ago. 

Ȱ-Ù ÄÁÄ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÏ ÓÕÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ muttered. She closed her eyes and let out 

Á ÌÏÎÇȟ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÎ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȩȱ  

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÍÅȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Kerla glared at their guide. 

Ȱ!Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ rest for half a mÏÍÅÎÔȟȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÐÌÅÁÄÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÕÍÂÌÅÄ 

toward a bench across from the Andorian Exhibit. 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÔÏÌÄ *ÁÍÉÅȢ  

Jocelyn obviously was not going to let such defiance go by this time. She 

ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÂÅÎÃÈȢ ȰYoung lady, you sit down or I call your father ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ )Ô 

was clear she had endured enough from her two charges. 

2ÅÌÕÃÔÁÎÔÌÙȟ *ÁÍÉÅ ÏÂÅÙÅÄȢ 3Ï ÆÁÒȟ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÈÁÄ ÐÕÔ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÓȭ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ 

around, but Jamie knew better than to push this grouchy lady too far. She glanced 

up at Kerla and shrugged.    
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+ÅÒÌÁ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÎÃÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÒÅÆÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÉÔȢ Ȱ.Ï ÈÕÍÁÎ female will 

order me ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ (Å ÃÁÕÇÈÔ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÕÎÈÁÐÐÙ ÌÏÏË ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȢ Ȱ) ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ 

-ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙ ÉÓ Á ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÇÕÁÒÄ ÉÎ ÄÉÓÇÕÉÓÅȟȱ ÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ 

ÌÅÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Jamie peered into the Andorian Exhibit. The sounds coming from it piqued her 

curiosity. 7ÅȭÒÅ ×ÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȢ  

She took a deep breath and spoke to Jocelyn in her nicest, meeting-dignitaries 

ÖÏÉÃÅȟ Ȱ-ÉÓÓ "rady? Would you let Kerla and me visit the Andorian Exhibit for a 

ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȩȱ 

Jocelyn snorted. Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÓÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× 

secondsȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÅÓÓ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÓÉÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÎÄ ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÕÔÈÓ ÓÈÕÔȢ )ȭÍ 

ÅØÈÁÕÓÔÅÄȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÒÕÂÂÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÏÔȢ Ȱ-Ù ÆÅÅÔ 

are killing mÅȢȱ 

Jamie slumped on the bench and pouted. She felt a light tap on her shoulder 

and looked up.  

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȟȱ Kerla mouthed silently. 

Jamie shook her head. She didnȭÔ ÄÁÒÅȢ 

Ȱ*ÏÃÅÌÙÎȦ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ "ÒÁÄÙȦȱ ! ÌÏÕÄȟ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÌÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ 

silence. 

Jamie looked up. A tall, dark-haired young man was jogging up the trail, 

waving his arms for attention. He sprinted up and threw himself onto the bench 

beside Jocelyn, drawing in deep breaths. 

Ȱ$ÁÒÙÌ #ÏÎÎÅÒȦȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÇÒÅÅÔÉÎÇȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ 

two yearsɂÎÏÔ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÆÔ -ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ &ÒÏÎÔÉÅÒȢȱ 

Jamie eyed this new development with interest. 

$ÁÒÙÌ ÃÌÁÓÐÅÄ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ Ȱ4hey told me you were on some PR service this 

ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ He gave the kids a 
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quick glance ÔÈÅÎ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎȢ Ȱ'ÏÔ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȩȱ 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÂÌÕÓÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ Ô×Ï 

kids to haul around the zoo . . .ȱ (ÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÅÙÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÁÒÇÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ 

annoyance. 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ usȟ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÓÓÕÒÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ 

!ÎÄÏÒÉÁÎ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÖÉÓÉÔÉÎÇȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ +ÅÒÌÁȢȱ  

Before their guide could change her mind, Jamie and Kerla disappeared into a 

heavily wooded area of the zoo interwoven with trails and small exhibits.  

Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÁÌË ÆÏÒ Á bitȟ $ÁÒÙÌȢȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÅÃÈÏed ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÌÉÁÇÅȢ Ȱ) 

ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÁÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÏse two out of my sight for more than a few minutes and . . .ȱ 

 

 Ȱ.ÉÃÅÌÙ ÄÏÎÅȟ *ÁÍÉÅȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÅÁÒÓÈÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ 

ÇÕÉÄÅȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÅÎÄÕÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÈÏg. Now, 

×ÅȭÒÅ free from our guard and can expÌÏÒÅ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ×Å ÌÉËÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÕÎ ÏÆÆ permanently. She planned to 

enjoy the Andorian exhibit while their guide rested, and then return.  

However, Miss Brady was getting grouchier by the minute. Jamie longed to be 

rid of her mean looks and rude comments. The thought of not returning seemed 

intriguing.  

3ÈÅ ÖÅÎÔÕÒÅÄ Á ÎÅ× ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ$ÏÅÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÅÁÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ ÏÒ 

are you going to take off on you Ï×Îȩ )Æ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ trouble for r unning 

awaÙȟ )ȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÎÏÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ) ÎÏÔ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÏ ÆÁÒȩ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÄÉÓÈÏÎÏÒ 

ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÂÙ ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÁÓÔȟ +ÅÒÌÁȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÃÅ ÔÈÉÓ 

ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 
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Ȱ) ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÚÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ ȰI was in a foul mood. My 

father . . . well, suffice to say he put everyone in a bad humor yesterday. I confess I 

ÔÏÏË ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

(Å ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ responded like a Klingon femaleɂwith a challengeɂand 

ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÍÙ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÐÕÔ ÍÙ ÍÉÓÅÒÙ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÎ ÔÏ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÔÈe 

zoo ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ +ÅÒÌÁ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ ÄÅÅÐÅÒ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ !ÎÄÏÒÉÁÎ 

ÅØÈÉÂÉÔȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ the zoo with you. When my dad shows up, maybe you 

can help explain why we left Miss Brady. Then we can all see the rest of the zoo 

ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÆÒÏÚÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÁÌÌÏ× ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÎÏÔȩ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ËÉÄÓȢ He allowed you to go around with Miss 

"ÒÁÄÙȢȱ  

Ȱ4ÒÕÅȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÁÇÒÅÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȟ ) ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ Á ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÔÏÕÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÍÙ 

father had any idea I would be in the company of a common human girl. You see, 

he has his position to uphold. I am his only son, so I must uphold his status also. 

He is Commander Koloth of the battle cruiser Degreth.ȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÐÕÆÆÅÄ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÎÍÉÓÔÁËÁÂÌÅ ÐÒÉÄÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ ȰOÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÉÒÅȭÓ 

finest ships, I might add. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÉÔȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ×ÒÉÎËÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÏ×Ȣ Ȱ.ÏȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ 

ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÅÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔ ÌÉËÅȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ what ÌÉËÅȩȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ! +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÃÒÕÉÓÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á marvelous ship! The pride of the Empire. This is my first patrol aboard 

the Degreth.ȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÇÁÚÅÄ ÁÔ *ÁÍÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÕÐÅÒÉÏÒ ÌÏÏËȢ Ȱ) ÐÁÓÓÅÄ Íy Rite of 

!ÓÃÅÎÓÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÐÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÁÌÌÏ× ÍÅ ÔÏ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÒÏÌȢȱ  

*ÁÍÉÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ô ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÅØÃÉÔÉÎÇȢȱ 
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Kerla blew out a breath. Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÓ ÅØÃÉÔÉÎÇ ÁÓ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȟȱ 

he ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄȢ Ȱ-Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÓ ÉÎ Á rotten  moodȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ why )ȭÍ ÐÌÁÎÅÔÓÉÄÅ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ 

ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÓÈÉÐȢȱ  

He ÇÒÁÓÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ *ÁÍÉÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÈÕÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓ ÔÒÅÁÔÅÄ me 

×ÉÔÈ ÃÏÕÒÔÅÓÙȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÌÏÓÔȢ ) ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÍÙ ×ÏÒÄȢ !ÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ 

my father not allowing me to be in your ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȩȱ  

*ÁÍÉÅ ×ÉÎËÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢ -Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒ is aboard the Degreth. I would very much like to see the 

rest of the zoo with youȢȱ (Å ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÎÅÅÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÒ ËÎÏ×Ȣ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢȱ 

 

 

 

Chapter 6 

 

ocelyn Brady discoverÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÄ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÁÎÃÅ ÈÁÌÆ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ 

ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÇÏȢ Her orders 

were to escort the children around the zoo and see that they were safely 

returned to their families.  

Her instructions d id not include entertaining her charges, so she was 

unconcerned whether they liked her or not. They had maintained an uneasy truce 

so far, but what if they suddenly turned up missing? 

Ȱ$ÁÒÙÌ.ȱ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÈÅÌÄ ÕÐ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÅÓÔÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÌÅÎÇÔÈÙ ÎÁÒÒative. 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÏÓÅ ËÉÄÓ ÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÂÙ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ $ÁÒÙÌ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÌÅÁÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÅÔȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÁÙÉÎÇ enough attention . Come on. 

'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÈÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÏÓÅ Ô×Ï ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅÍÁËÅÒÓȢȱ 

J 
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Fifteen minutes later, Jocelyn knew she was in trouble. Jamie and Kerla were 

not in the Andorian Exhibit, nor were they in any ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÁÄÊÁÃÅÎÔ ÁÒÅÁÓȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ 

ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÏÓÅ ËÉÄÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÈÅÒ Ó×ÅÁÔ-drenched hair away from her face. 

$ÁÒÙÌ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ ȰYouȭÖÅ got to ÆÉÎÄ ȭÅÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ËÉÌÌ ȭÅÍ.ȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÔÒÅÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÓ Á ÐÒÁÎËȟ $ÁÒÙÌȢȱ  

Ȱ4×Ï ËÉÄÓ ÉÎ Á ÚÏÏ ÁÒÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÁÆÅȟȱ $ÁÒÙÌ said. Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÔÕÒÎ ÕÐ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙȢȱ 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎ ÔÈÒÅ× ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ÏÎÔÏ Á ÂÅÎÃÈȟ ÕÎÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÏÓÅ ÓÎÅÁËÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÒÁÔÓȢȱ  

She rounded on heÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ) ÔÅÌÌ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÈÏ×Ó ÕÐȩ Ȭ)ȭÍ 

sorry, Captain KiÒËȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÐ ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÒÐ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÏÒÂÉÔȢ ) ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÉÓÐÌÁÃÅÄ 

ÙÏÕÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȢȭȱ  

She suppressed Á ÓÃÒÅÁÍ ÏÆ ÆÒÕÓÔÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÌÅÁÒÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 

Starfleet captaÉÎ ÒÅÆÕÓÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÒÅÁË ÏÒÂÉÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÂÕÓÙ 

trying to fÉÎÄ ÈÉÓ ËÉÄȟ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÁÎÎÅÄȢ &ÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȢ *ÏÂÌÅÓÓȦȱ  

3ÈÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÏÙȩ (ÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ) 

×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ meet, much less have to explain. )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ 

ÔÏÒÔÕÒÅȢȱ 

$ÁÒÙÌ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÍÍȟ ) ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ you mean. Perhaps you should call 

Captain Kirk and explain the situation. He can probably find her faster than you 

can. Starships can do a great manÙ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 

*ÏÃÅÌÙÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÒÅÄÄÅÎÅÄȢ Ȱ-Ù ÊÏÂȭÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÚÏÏ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ 

and see what thÅÙ ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ )ȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄÓ ×ÈÅÎ ) 

ÍÁÒÃÈ ÈÅÒ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙȟȱ $ÁÒÙÌ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ making too much of it. 

7ÈÅÒÅ ÃÁÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏȩ 4ÈÅ ÚÏÏ ÉÓ ÓÅÃÕÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈe grounds without 

beaming out, and security will have the beam-out gates monitored as soon as you 

ÉÎÆÏÒÍ ÔÈÅÍȢ 1ÕÉÔ ×ÏÒÒÙÉÎÇȢȱ  

(Å ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÈÅad back to my duty station. Let 
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ÍÅ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÕÒÎÓ ÏÕÔȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÁȩȱ 

Jocelyn gave her friend a sour look and an unenthusiastic wave as she headed 

toward the nearest comm station to report the missing children. 

 

Unaware of the headaches they had caused, Jamie and Kerla dashed from 

exhibit to exhibit . They laughed and chatted as if they had known each other for 

years rather than for mere hours.  

+ÅÒÌÁ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ÓÕÃÈ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅ ÉÎ ÁÎ 

activity. Passing the Rite of Ascension was an honor, of course, but part of him still 

enjoyed being a boy.  

He never imaÇÉÎÅÄ Á ÈÕÍÁÎ ÇÉÒÌ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

take him long to discover that Jamie challenged all his presuppositions about 

Earthers that had been drilled into him since early childhood.    

Why, this girl was not the cowardly, sneaking, untrustworthy, soft -bellied, ugly 

creature he had learned about on Kronos. Jamie appeared every bit as civilized and 

honorable as a Klingon girl. She responded to his baiting with wit and a temper, 

and her eyes glittered with excitement when she challenged him back. She was 

intelligent  too. The girl seemed able to keep up with him in whatever he proposed.  

As for being ugly? Well, Kerla did not find her so. He found her exceptionally 

pleasing to look at. More pleasing, in fact, than any of his numerous girl cousins. 

Kerla broke into harsh, Klingon laughter as he imagined the look on their 

ÅÓÃÏÒÔȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÒÁÎËȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÓÏ ÈÁÒÄ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ 

time his friend and he had poured Snathel oil into the ventilation ducts on the last 

day of school. What a smell that had caused! He choked just remembering it. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÆÕÎÎÙȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ  

They were sitting on a bench outside the Rigellian exhibit. She had talked 
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Kerla into trying an ice cream confection. HeȭÄ decided it was delicious, but it 

melted faster than he could eat it. 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÈÁÄ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÎ Á ÌÏÎÇ ×ÈÉÌÅȢ .ÏÔ ÓÉÎÃÅ 

+ÒÏÎÏÓȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÏnths, and although the 

Degreth is interesting, there is a definite lack of humor aboard. Everybody is so 

serious all the t imeȢ )ȭÍ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÇÌÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇȢȱ  

Kerla grinned and took another bite of the ice cream bar. Ȱ!ÎÄ ÏÕÒ ÅÓÃÏÒÔȢ 

What a great wÁÙ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅÎ ÕÐ ÁÎ ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ ÂÏÒÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ) 

imagined an Earther to beɂrude, ill -tempered, bossy, and probably without a 

shred of honor. But youȱɂKerla shook his headɂȰÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) 

ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄȢ )ȭÖÅ ÍÅÔ very few humans before today, and the ones I did meet? Well, 

ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÃÔÅÄ ÌÉËÅ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÅÔ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ seen Klingons, of course. 

Back on K-7 some Klingons got into a huge fight with the crew. I stayed out of the 

way. This is the besÔ ÔÉÍÅ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÉÎ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȢ ) ÃÁÎ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÙ ÄÁÄȢ (Å 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÄ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓȢȱ 

Kerla ÒÅÇÁÒÄÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄ ÌÏÏËȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȩ (Ï× 

do you know about Space Station K-7? For that matter, what are you doing on 

MurdoÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔȩ )Ó ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÎ ÁÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ ÏÒ ÄÉÐÌÏÍÁÔ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ (ÅȭÓ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÏÃËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÏÃËÓȩ (ÅȭÓ Á ÇÅÏÌÏÇÉÓÔȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÇÉÇÇÌÅÄȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ those kinds of rocks. Special rocks. Something called . . . uh 

. . . topa . . . topalɂȱ 

Ȱ4ÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȩȱ +erla whispered.  

*ÁÍÉÅ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȢ 4ÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÈÉÅÌÄ ÄÏÍÅÓ ÏÎ ÐÌÁÎÅÔÓ 

×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÁÉÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÏÒȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÓÏÕÒÌÙȢ Ȱ! ÆÒÅÉÇÈÔÅÒ ÐÉÌÏÔȩ 9ÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ Á 
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freiÇÈÔÅÒ ÐÉÌÏÔȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ.ÏȢ (ÅȭÓ Á ÓÔÁÒÓÈÉÐ ÃÁÐtain. They want to make sure the 

ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ ÇÅÔÓ ÔÏ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇȢȱ  

Ȱ! starshipȩȱ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÇÒÅ× ÒÏÕÎÄȢ (Å ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÃÒÅÁÍ bar 

into his lap. It melted in a drippy puddle of cream. Ȱ! Federation ÓÔÁÒÓÈÉÐȩȱ  

Ȱ9ÅÓȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÐÒÏÕÄÌÙȢ ȰThe Enterprise. BÅÓÔ ÓÈÉÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÅÅÔȢ -Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ 

ÔÈÅ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎȢȱ 

Kerla ignored the ice cream mess in ÈÉÓ ÌÁÐȢ Ȱ)Ó ÉÔ +ÉÒËȩȱ  

Jamie nodded.  

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ +ÉÒË ×ÈÏ ÐÌÁÇÕÅÄ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÉÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÌÏÁÔÈÓÏÍÅ 

ÔÒÉÂÂÌÅÓȩȱ 

ȰYour ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÈÉÐȩȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÂÉÔ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÐȢ Ȱ5È-oh. Now I remember the name 

Koloth. Everybody thought it was a good joke when Mr. Scott beamed all those 

tribbles off the Enterprise and onto the Klingon ship.ȱ  

+ÅÒÌÁ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ) assure you it was no joke. It was a vile curse. Ever since 

the tribble incident on Space Station K-αȟ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ ÖÏ×ÅÄ ÒÅÖÅÎÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÇÅÔ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÂÂÌÅÓȩ 4ÈÅÙ ÍÕÌÔÉÐÌÙ ÓÏ ÆÁÓÔȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÌÅÎÔ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÂÅÓÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ I will 

tell you thisɂas it waÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÄÏÎÅȟ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÐÕÔ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ +ÉÒËȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÅÁÃÈ one 

ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÌÏÁÔÈÓÏÍÅȟ ÆÕÒÒÙ ÂÁÌÌÓ ÏÆ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ×ÉÎÃÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎȩ 

) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁ× ÙÏÕȢȱ  

Ȱ) ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÓÈÉÐȢȱ Kerla shuddered and brushed at the mess on his lap 

×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÐËÉÎȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÔÒÉÂÂÌÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÓÏÍÅ 

ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÅÖÅÎ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÂÅÁÒ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓÉÎÇȢȱ  

(Å ÔÏÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÐËÉÎ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÚÅÄ ÁÔ *ÁÍÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÅ× ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ 

Enterprise!ȱ (ÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÇÌÅÁÍÅÄ. Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔ ÌÉËÅ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÖÅÓÓÅÌȩȱ 
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Ȱ9ÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÎÄÅÅd! I want to know everything.ȱ 

Jamie chatted for fifteen minutes about the ship. Then she sighed wistfully. 

Ȱ4ÅÌÌÉÎÇ you ÉÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ ) ×ÉÓÈ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ EnterpriseȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÉÓÈ ÉÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ )ȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÓÁÉÄ with a deep sighȢ ȰOh, to see a 

Federation starship! I could hold my head above all the other boys back on Kronos. 

4Ï ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÉÒÅȭÓ ÆÉÎÅÓÔ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÃÒÕÉÓÅÒ ÉÓ ÁÎ ÈÏÎÏÒȟ 

but to stand aboard the ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÓÈÉÐɂnow that  ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ  

He ÌÅÔ ÏÕÔ Á ÄÉÓÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒe, ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÓÔ )ȭÌÌ ÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ Á 

ÓÔÁÒÓÈÉÐȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÍÉÇÈÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÂÅ Á ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÙÅÁÒÓ Á×ÁÙȢȱ  

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÅÄȟ ȰÉÆ 

ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÄÏȢȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȟ ÄÅÅÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ 

ÏÆÆÅÒ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÑÕÉÒÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÂÒÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ 

ÂÅ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÉÔȢȱ  

He smacked his fist into the ÐÁÌÍ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÄÏ ÉÔȟ *ÁÍÉÅȢ .ÁÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ 

price. What do you want in exchange for showing me the Enterpriseȩȱ  

Ȱ7ÈÙȟ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ! 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ *ÁÍÉÅȢ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÒÅÐÁÙ ÙÏÕȢ Klingons always repay their 

debts. (ÍÍȢȱ (Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ my ship? The 

Degreth? 4ÈÁÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÁÎ ÅÑÕÁÌ ÔÒÁÄÅȢȱ 

Jamie gasped. Ȱ) would love to see your ship. Nobody aboard the Enterprise has 

ever done that. But how are we supposed to do it? Can you bring visitors aboard 

wheneveÒ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÉÎȢ )ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÎÅÁË ÙÏÕ 

ÁÂÏÁÒÄȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ3ÁÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÉÎÔÅÎÓÅ ÇÁÚÅȢ Ȱ$Ï 
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you really think we can do itȩȱ 

A slow smile spread ÁÃÒÏÓÓ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ Á ÔÒÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ thinkȩȱ 

But what if we get caught? Jamie almost asked. But she clamped her mouth 

shut. Asking that question would make her look scared. And weak. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÍ Á ÂÁÂÙȢ    

Jamie grinned, even as she wondered how she would get Kerla aboard. She 

doubted Mr. Spock would give her permission to beam a Klingon boy onto the 

Enterprise.  

) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÈÉÍȟ Jamie decided. She would ask the transporter chief, Lt. Kyle, to 

beam her aboard without mentioning her guest. If Kerla stood right next to her, 

ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÁÍȢ /ÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ, she could charm the transporter chief into 

letting her friend have a quick peek at the ship.  

She hoped.  

If not . . . well, she was a fast runner, and she knew every air duct on the ship. 

Kerla would get his tour of the Enterprise, even if she ended up grounded for the 

rest of her life.  

Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÁÔ +ÅÒÌÁȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÔÈÅ Enterprise first and 

then we can explore the Degrethɂȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÙÏÕ ËÉÄÓȦȱ 4ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÔ ÏÆ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎ in the uniform of zoo security 

broke into their conversatioÎȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ÉÎ ÈÏÒÒÏÒȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÎÏȦ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÔÃÈÅÓ ÕÓȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÈÉÓÓÅÄȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȦȱ  

(Å ÓÎÁÔÃÈÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÈÁnd and yanked her from the bench. Leaping across the 

gravel trail, he took off into the densely wooded area of the exhibits of the Vegan 

Colonies.  

The trails were narrow and winding, a literal maze within the naturally 

forested exhibits. Kerla, his hand firmly grasping *ÁÍÉÅȭÓȟ ÂÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
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designated trail and pushed his way deeper into the underbrush. 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÕÎ ÁÎÙ ÆÁÓÔÅÒȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ×ÈÅÅÚÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÕÍÂÌÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢ 

Her heart pounded against the inside of her chest.  

Suddenly, she felt herself lifted off the ground. Kerla tucked her under his arm 

and set off with long, jogging strides deeper into the forest.  

A few minutes later, he tossed Jamie to the ground in a stand of thick, green 

ferns. He held her down and covered her mouth with hiÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ3ÈÈȟȱ ÈÅ ×ÁÒÎÅÄȢ  

Jamie watched Kerla with wide eyes.  

The Klingon boy looked as if he were having a grand time. His eyes blazed, and 

his face was flushed a dark bronze. He raised himself above the ferns and peered 

out. Then he lifted his hand froÍ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÌÏÓÔ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÓÁÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ Ȱ7Å ÁÒÅ . . . going . . . to get into so . 

. . much trouble.ȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȦ )ÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÅØÈÉÌÁÒÁÔÉÎÇȩ :ÏÏ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÍÅÎ ÒÕÎ ÌÉËÅ ÓÌÕÇÓȢ ) ÅÎÊÏÙÅÄ ÍÁËÉÎÇ 

him give chase.ȱ He fell back and started laughing. 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ×Å should ÇÏ ÂÁÃËȢȱ 

Kerla sat up. He lost his smÉÌÅȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÓÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÄÉÓÇÒÁÃÅȩȱ (Å 

ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÂÁÃËȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ 

ÓÈÉÐȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ "ÕÔ Ôhe guards know where we are nowȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÐÉÎÐÏÉÎÔ ÏÕÒ ÌÉÆÅ ÓÉÇÎÓ ÉÎ 

no time and beam us right toɂȱ 

Ȱ) ÆÏÒÇot about that!ȱ Kerla ripped a bulky device from his belt. Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ 

ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÕÒ ÓÔÒÁÔÅÇÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÍÙ ÓÈÉÐ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ catches 

us. From there we can figure out how to get aboard the Enterprise.ȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÇÒÅÅÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÃÏÕÒÁÇÅÏÕÓȟ %ÁÒÔÈÅÒ-ÇÉÒÌȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÏÕÇÈ ÁÆÆÅÃÔÉÏÎȢ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÖÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÃÃÅÅÄȢȱ (Å ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ flipped open his communicator. 
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Ȱ#ÏÕÒÁÇÅÏÕÓȩ )Ó ÔÈÅ Degreth ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ. ȰTÈÅ ÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÅ× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓȢȱ  

Jamie was pondering what Kerla meant when the Klingon boy disappeared in a 

sparkling yellow glow. 

 

 

 

Chapter 7 

 

amie was alone.  

    A minute passed. Then two minutes. Then five. She shrank farther back into 

the brush.  

)Æ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÆÁÃÅ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÁÌÌ ÂÙ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȟ )ȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕȟ +ÅÒÌÁȦ   

Then she heard a whine and felt the familiar tingle as a wave of dizziness 

overtook her. A moment later she was standing in a low-lit transporter room.  

Kerla stood behind the control panel. He smiled when he saw her materialize. 

Rushing around the panel, he grabbed her hand and pulled her from the platform.  

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ here you are. What do you think of the Degrethȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÉÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÄÁÒË ÁÎÄ ÇÌÏÏÍy? The Enterprise 

ÉÓ ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÅÅÒÆÕÌȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ô ÌÏÏËÓ ÆÉÎÅ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ 7ÈÙ ×ÁÓÔÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÎÏÔ 

ÎÅÅÄȩȱ (Å ÈÕÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÓÌÉÄ ÏÐÅÎȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢȱ  

(Å ÄÕÃËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÔÉÏÎÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ 

ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ 4ÏÒË ÇÅÔÓ ÂÁÃËȢ 7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÕÓȢȱ  

He led Jamie through the deserted corridor and into a small room. The doors 

whooshed shut.  

J 
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Kerla fell against the wÁÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÉÇÈ ÏÆ ÒÅÌÉÅÆȢ Ȱ7Å ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ×Åȩȱ 

Ȱ)Î Á ÓÔÏÒÁÇÅ ÒÏÏÍȢȱ 

Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÅÎÔÈÕÓÉÁÓÍȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÎÅØÔȩȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÓÃÏ×ÌÅÄȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÓÈÏÕÌÄ I ËÎÏ×ȩ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ) ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ 

you want to seÅȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÇÅȩȱ  

Kerla shook his head. Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ 

ÅÎÇÉÎÅÅÒÉÎÇȩ /Ò ÔÈÅ ÁÒÍÏÒÙȩ 0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÃÅÌÌÓȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÃÅÌÌÓȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȢ  

Ȱ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÎÏÔȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÈÏÒÔ ÌÁÕÇÈȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢȱ  

They ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÁÇÅ ÁÒÅÁ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÅÍÐÔÙ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒȢ Ȱ(Ï× 

about the galley? No one will be there this time of day. You can try a Klingon dish, 

maybe platz-ruh orɂȱ  

A shrill beeping sliced through the silent corridor.  

KerÌÁ ÆÒÏÚÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ  

Ȱ-Ù ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒȢ 3ÏÍÅÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÃÈÅÃËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÍÅȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÍÙ ÔÏÕÒ ÉÓ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 

Jamie knew there was no escaping a summons from her father. She reached 

ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÐÏÃËÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ 

just stay close andɂȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÉÔȦȱ 7ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ Ó×ÉÐÅȟ ÈÅ ÓÎÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÖÉÃÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÄ Á ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÄÅÖÉÃÅȩ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÓÏ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄȢȱ  

Ȱ7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÁÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÐ ÆÉÒÓÔȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ wilÄÌÙȢ Ȱ)Æ ÏÎÌÙ 

)ȭÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ/ÆÆÉÃÅÒ *ȭÎÁÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÏÃÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÇÎÁÌ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȢȱ  
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Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Kerla ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ Instead, he raced down the corridor, found a disposal 

chute, and shoved the communicator into it. Then he fell against the bulkhead and 

ÓÌÉÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ should ÂÕÙ ÕÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Jamie gasped. Kerla had just disposed of an expensive piece of Federation 

equipment and her only link with the Enterprise.  

Ȱ-Ù ÄÁÄȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÉÔ! You just destroyed his communicator. And how am 

) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÏÍÅȩȱ  

+ÅÒÌÁ ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ arm. He began to retrace his steps 

ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔÅÒ ÒÏÏÍȢ Ȱ! ×ÒÅÃËÅÄ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ 

×ÏÒÒÉÅÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÐÉÎÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÇÎÁÌȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ 

to get out of here and back to the planet. To the transporter roÏÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÕÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÔÕÐÉÄ %ÁÒÔÈÅÒ-ÇÉÒÌȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩȱ 

An alarm went off. Strange, harsh words flowed from the speakerɂKlingon 

words. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȩȱ ! ÈÁÒÄ ËÎÏÔ of fear settled in *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ stomach.  

Ȱ)ÎÔÒÕÄÅÒ ÁÌÅÒÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕȟ *ÁÍÉÅȢȱ  

Ȱ)ÎÔÒÕÄÅÒȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÏÆ that.  

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÆÆȟ ÓÏ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÏÎ ÁÌÅÒÔȢȱ (Å ÂÒÏËÅ ÉÎÔÏ 

a run. 

Jamie scrambled to keep up as the Klingon boy raced through the long, narrow 

corridor glowing with the amber of alert. Ȱ"ÕÔ +ÅÒÌÁȟ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎȩȱ  

+ÅÒÌÁ ×ÈÉÒÌÅÄ ÏÎ *ÁÍÉÅȢ (Å ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ Á ÓÈÁËÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ 

ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ anything to a security guard aboard a Klingon battle cruiser. )ȭÖÅ 

ÂÅÅÎ Á ÆÏÏÌȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÁÒÄȢȱ  

Terror made his words harsh. Ȱ)ȭÖÅ got ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÐȢ .Ï×ȟ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȢȱ  
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ȰMevyap!ȱ  

+ÅÒÌÁ ÆÒÏÚÅȟ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÌÕÔÃÈÉÎÇ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÓÈÏulders. He caught her gaze and 

gave her a long, ÐÉÅÒÃÉÎÇ ÌÏÏËȢ ȰDo exactly as I sayȟȱ ÈÅ ÍÏÕÔÈÅÄ ÓÉÌÅÎÔÌÙȢ  

*ÁÍÉÅ ÐÅÅËÅÄ ÐÁÓÔ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ ! ÂÕÒÌÙ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÈÅÌÄ Á ÄÉÓÒÕÐÔÏÒ 

pistol in his hand. He was speaking in harsh, clipped tones.  

Although Jamie ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ÆÉÇÕÒÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ 

ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇȢ /ÎÅ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÐÁÌÅ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢ  

Serious trouble.  

Kerla swallowed, shoved Jamie behind him, and turned to face the guard. 

Ȱ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ +ÒÁØȟȱ he said in Federation English.   

Krax ÌÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÉÓÒÕÐÔÏÒȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȟ ÐÒÏ×ÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒÓ 

during an alert?ȱ ÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÏÎÇÕÅȢ Ȱ!ÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ 

ÐÌÁÎÅÔÓÉÄÅȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔÅÒ ÒÏÏÍ ÎÏ×ȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÐÁÓÓȢȱ 

+ÒÁØ ÎÁÒÒÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÎ ÕÎÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÚÅÄ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ 

signal from this section. I will know its ÓÏÕÒÃÅȢȱ (Å ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÉÓÒÕÐÔÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÃËÅÄ 

ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÉÄÉÎÇ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÃËȟ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȭÓ ÓÏÎȩȱ  

Ȱ.othing worthy of your attentiÏÎȟȱ Kerla snapped.  

ȰEverything aboard this ship ÉÓ ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȟ +ÅÒÌÁȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄ 

ÂÁÒËÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÃ ÔÏÎÇÕÅȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÉÎÇȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ growled.  

With a sudden twist of his arm, he snatched Jamie and pulled her around. 

Clapping a warning hand over her mouth, he held her tightly and glared at Krax. 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÆÆÁÉÒȢ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ see my father. I suggest you stand aside 

ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÐÁÓÓȢȱ 

Krax put away his disruptor. Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÙÏÕÎÇ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȟ is on the bridÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÉÓȢȱ  
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Ȱ7ÈÙȟ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÒÁÖÅÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÐÏÓÉÔÅ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÔÏÏË Á ÓÔÅÐ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ +ÒÁØȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÐÁÓÓ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȩȱ  

+ÒÁØ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÖÅÄ +ÅÒÌÁ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÉÌÌ ÈÕÍÏÒ 

today, Kerla. You do not miÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÊÏÉÎ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒȱɂhis brow furledɂȰguest on 

ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÇÅȩ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ Á×ÁÉÔÓ ÍÙ ÒÅÐÏÒÔȢȱ 

Ȱ!Ó ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄȢ 7ÉÔÈ Á ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇ ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÁÔ *ÁÍÉÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÈÕÒÒÉÅÄ 

ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ȭÌÉÆÔȢ (Å ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ +ÒÁØȢ 

Krax raiÓÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÔ *ÁÍÉÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ is ÔÈÉÓȟ +ÅÒÌÁȩȱ 

Kerla stood stone-faced and refused to answer. He removed his hand from 

*ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ  

Jamie quickly ÆÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÇÏɂȱ 

She yelped when Kerla pinched herɂhardɂon the arm. She gaped at him.  

What is happening? ÓÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÈÏÕÔȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÁÒÅȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÐÉÎÃÈ ÈÁÄ ÈÕÒÔȢ  

Kerla looked away.  

Hot tears sprang to *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÓÕÄÄÅÎ ÉÎÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅȢ She ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 

understood a single word Kerla and the guard had spokenɂeven if it was in 

Englishɂbut she knew something was horribly, dreadfully wrong.  

4ÈÅ ȭÌÉÆÔ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔÓ ×ÁÙ ÕÐȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÕÎÂÅÁÒÁÂÌÅȢ  

Jamie stared at the deck, wishing she were big enough to make Kerla tell her 

what was going on. She blinked furiously, clenched her fists, and promised to 

make him pay for scaring her so badly.  

4ÈÅ ȭÌÉÆÔ ÄÏÏÒÓ finally opened. The guard, with Kerla and Jamie at his heels, 

stepped out onto the bridge of the Degreth.  

*ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÈÅÁÒÔ plunged to her toes. Oh, no. Not the bridge!  

4ÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÇÅ ÏÆ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÁÔÔÌÅÓÈÉÐ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÁÒÇÁÉÎÅÄ ÆÏÒȢ 

Suddenly, what had started out as a lark had transformed into a very real, very 

dangerous situation.  
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Jamie ×ÉÓÈÅÄ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅe the inside of a Klingon ship. She wished 

she were back at the zoo, even if it meant being punished for running away from 

Miss Brady.   

She looked at Kerla, who ignored her. His attention was fixed on the center 

seat. Jamie followed his gaze as the chair whirled around and she got her first 

glimpse of the Klingon commander, Koloth. 

Koloth sat in full military attire. He was 

drumming his fingers against his armrest, but 

when he saw the figures standing before him, his 

fingers froze in midair. He narrowed his eyes and 

cocked his head in obvious perplexity.  

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȩȱ 7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ a reply, he waved 

Á ÃÁÒÅÌÅÓÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ *ÁÍÉÅȢ ȰThis is the intruder? 

+ÒÁØȦ 2ÅÐÏÒÔȦȱ  

*ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ×ÉÄÅȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ %ÎÇÌÉÓÈȢ 7ÈÙȩ 3ÕÒÅÌÙ ÉÔ 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÅÃÁÕse he wanted to be polite. But for whatever reason, she was grateful. 

She pricked up her ears and listened.  

+ÒÁØ ÃÁÍÅ ÓÔÉÆÆÌÙ ÔÏ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÄ +ÅÒÌÁ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ +ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ 

ÃÈÁÉÒȢ Ȱ) ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÓÉÇÎÁÌ in section D-άάȟ Íȭlord. I found 

only your son and this ÈÕÍÁÎȢȱ  

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÇÅÔ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÍÙ ÓÈÉÐȩȱ  

+ÒÁØ ÓÔÉÆÆÅÎÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÓÏÎ ËÎÏ×Ó ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȟ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÅÒÌÁȩȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȢ Ȱ%ØÐÌÁÉÎȢȱ  

+ÅÒÌÁ ÓÁÌÕÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ&ÁÔÈÅÒȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Ïbvious 

ÐÒÉÄÅȟ ȰÓÈÅȭÓ ÍÉÎÅȢ ) ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÁÒÄȢȱ 

+ÏÌÏÔÈ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÌÙȢ Ȱ) ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ (Å ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȢ Ȱ&ÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅȟ 

ÍÙ ÓÏÎȩȱ 
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Ȱ&ÏÒ you, ÍȭÌÏÒÄȢȱ 

Koloth straightened in his chair. A rare smile cracked his hardened features. 

Suddenly, he began to chuckle. Then he laughed. Finally, he howled. The rest of 

the bridge crew took thÅÉÒ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȭÓ ÃÕÅ ÁÎÄ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÌÏÕÄȟ ÒÁÕÃÏÕÓ 

laughter.  

Kerla stood quietly, but his face darkened with embarrassment.  

Jamie covered her ears.  

KolothȭÓ laughter died a×ÁÙȢ Ȱ&ÏÒ ÍÅȟ +ÅÒÌÁȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÕÓÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ 

for this small scrap of humaÎÉÔÙȩȱ    

Ȱ-ȭÌÏÒÄȦȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÔÉÆÆÌÙȢ (Å ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÉÒËÉÎÇ ÇÕÁÒÄÓ 

ÁÎÄ ÁÖÏÉÄÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ) ÁÓÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÉÓ Á ÐÒÉÚÅ 

worth keeping. Do you not recognize the uniform she wears 

and the insignia on her tunic? She is from the Enterprise, sir. 

#ÁÐÔÁÉÎ +ÉÒË ÉÓ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ÆÉÎÄ Á ÕÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

4ÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄÓȭ ÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÄÉÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÉÐÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÁÍÕÓÅÄ ÌÏÏË 

ÌÅÆÔ +ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ (ÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÈÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÅÎÅ×ÅÄ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓt.  

Ȱ)ÎÄÅÅÄȟ Á ÍÏÓÔ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅ ÐÒÉÚÅȢȱ (Å ÓÁÌÕÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÍÙ 

ÓÏÎȢ ) ÓÁÌÕÔÅ ÙÏÕȢ "ÒÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÅȟȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÁÒÄȢ  

Ȱ.ÏȦȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÈÒÉÅËÅÄ. 3ÌÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÇÒÉÐȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÄÇÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄÓ ÁÎÄ 

raced for the lift. The doors whoosheÄ ÏÐÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ *ÁÍÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÁÎÙ ÆÁÒÔÈÅÒȢ  

Krax snatched her up and carried herɂkicking and squirmingɂto the 

commander. He dumped her roughly onto the deck. 

Before Koloth could yank her to her feet, Jamie leaped for Kerla. She threw 

herself at the boy and plummeted him with her ÆÉÓÔÓȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÒÉÃËÅÄ ÍÅȦ ) ÈÁÔÅ ÙÏÕȦȱ 

Kerla tried to ward off the blows. He backed up, then tripped and crashed to 

the ground. 

 Jamie fell with him, landing on his chest. She hit him in the face, pulled his 
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hair, and shouted, Ȱ.ÅÖÅÒ ÔÒÕÓÔ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎȦ 9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÈÏÎÏÒȦȱ 

Kerla regained his balance and tossed Jamie from his chest like a rag doll. He 

stood up, straightened his tunic, and glowered at Jamie in hurt pride. The bridge 

crew was smiling. Even the commander looked amused.  

 Kerla snorted with anger and humiliation. His next words were full of 

ÃÏÎÔÅÍÐÔȢ Ȱ$Ï ÎÏÔ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÍÅ ÁÇÁÉn. What does a weakling human know of 

ÈÏÎÏÒȩȱ  

(Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÓÔÉÆÆÌÙ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ Á ÐÒÉÚÅȟ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȢ ) 

request permission to return to the surface of the planet and continue my 

ÅØÐÌÏÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȢȱ 

Ȱ0ÅÒÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÇÒÁÎÔÅÄȟ ÍÙ ÓÏÎȢȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÔÏÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ 

this human girl  ÁÓ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÓ ) ÃÏÕÌÄȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ Á ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒ $ÕÒÇÁÔÈȭÓ ÃÕÂȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÅÒÌÁȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÐÌÅÁÄÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÒÕÇÇÌÅÄ Ôo free herself from the guard who held 

ÈÅÒ ÔÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ) ÁÔÔÁÃËÅÄ ÙÏÕȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ 0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÓÔÁÙȢȱ 

+ÅÒÌÁ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÅÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ  

7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÒÄȟ ÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÒÃÈÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ȭÌÉÆÔȢ  

 

 

 

Chapter 8 

 

ommander Koloth watched his son leave the bridge. Then he turned to his 

small guest. For a full minute he said nothing. He just looked at her.  

Jamie stared back. 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȟ she thought frantically. )ȭÌÌ 

wake up any second and find out ÉÔȭs just a terrible nightmare. How could I be so 

dumb as to trust a Klingon? 

C 
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 Then a worse thought crossed her mind. Nobody knows where I am. A sob 

caught in her throat, but she forced it down. No Klingon will see me cry. Not ever! 

Ȱ)Ó ×ÈÁÔ ÍÙ ÓÏÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÒue?ȱ  

The clipped, harsh voice of Commander Koloth jerked Jamie from her 

frightened ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÂÌÉÎËÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄ ÌÏÏËȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

 Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÍÅȢȱ (Å ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȟ ÆÏÒÃÉÎÇ *ÁÍÉÅ ÔÏ ÊÕÍÐ ÂÁÃË Á ÓÔÅÐȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ 

ÐÌÁÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÍȭÇÉÒÌȢȱ (Å ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ"ut first things first. Your father is James Kirk, 

captain of the starship Enterprise. #ÏÒÒÅÃÔȩȱ 

Jamie glared at Koloth. There must be a reason he wanted to know that, and it 

certainly meant nothing good for her father or for the Enterprise.  

She shook her ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ.ÏȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÓÏÎ ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔȢ -Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ 

ÉÎ ÃÈÁÒÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ !ÅÓÏÎ :ÏÏȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ Á×ÆÕÌÌÙ ÍÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ 

go home or elseɂȱ  

Ȱ%ÎÏÕÇÈȦȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ Ó×ÅÐÔ *ÁÍÉÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÈÉÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ 

his voice grew deÃÅÐÔÉÖÅÌÙ ÓÏÆÔȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÂÒÁÖÅÌÙȟ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÏÎÅȢ !ÎÄ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÙÏÕÒ 

bold lie wins my respect, it will not win my lenience. I expect instant obedience, so 

you will answer my questionɂÔÒÕÔÈÆÕÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÎÙ CaÐÔÁÉÎ +ÉÒËȢȱ 

+ÏÌÏÔÈ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÓÔÕÂÂÏÒÎȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ .Ï ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢȱ 

He shrugged and selected a small, round, metallic device from an assortment of 

odd-looking devices near his armrest.  

(Å ÈÅÌÄ ÉÔ ÕÐȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓȩȱ 

Jamie shook her head. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÄÅÖÉÃÅ ) ÆÉÎÄ ÕÓÅÆÕÌ ÔÏ ÅÎÆÏÒÃÅ ÏÂÅÄÉÅÎÃÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÁÎ ÁÇÏÎÉÚÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ) 

assure you it is properly named. I regret having to use it, but I will have the truth 

from your own lips. A little taste of it will convince you to ans werȢȱ  

(Å ÔÏÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÇÏÎÉÚÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄȟ ×ÈÏ ÔÏÏË ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔÅÄ ÇÒÉÎȢ Ȱ,Ï×ÅÓÔ 
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ÉÎÔÅÎÓÉÔÙȟ ÍÉÎÉÍÕÍ ÄÕÒÁÔÉÏÎȟ +ÒÁØȢ !ÎÄ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÎÅØÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ 

ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÔÔÉÎÇÓȢȱ  

+ÒÁØȭÓ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÆÁÄÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÉÓ Á ÓÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÉÎÆÁÎÔ.ȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÍÁÙ ÂÅȟȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ×ÁÒÎÅÄȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÍÙ ÏÒÄÅÒÓ ÓÔÁÎÄȢȱ  

Jamie looked fearfully at the guard and backed away. Krax snatched her up and 

pressed the agonizer to her shoulder. 

The shock and pain that coursed through her body was like nothing Jamie had 

ever felt before. A cry rose to her lips, and for a second everything went black.  

Then she found herself sitting on the deck. The pain was gone and her cry cut 

off before she even knew what had happened.  

But she was badly shaken.  

Koloth leaned over and pulled her ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÅÔȢ Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÂÒÁÖÅ ÂÕÔ ÆÏÏÌÉÓÈ ÃÈÉÌÄȟ 

ÌÅÔȭÓ ÔÒÙ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÓÈÁÌÌ ×Åȩ )Ó *ÁÍÅÓ +ÉÒË ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÃÌÅÎÃÈÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÓÔÓȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÆÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÇÅȢ 

Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȢ  

In a fit of hopelesÓ ÔÅÒÒÏÒȟ *ÁÍÉÅ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÓÔ ÄÏ×Î ÏÎ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎȭÓ ÌÅÇȢ Ȱ) 

ÈÏÐÅ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÌÏ×Ó ÙÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÐ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÐÉÅÃÅÓȦȱ   

Koloth caught her fist as it came down for a second ÂÌÏ×Ȣ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÍÏÓÔ 

inconvenient for you, since you are now aboard ÍÙ ÓÈÉÐȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȦȱ 3ÈÅ ÊÅÒËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÓÔ ÆÒÏÍ +ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ ÇÒÁÓÐ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ) 

ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÏÐÅ ÈÅ ÂÌÏ×Ó ÉÔ ÕÐȦȱ   

+ÏÌÏÔÈ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȟ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÈÕÍÁÎȢ 9ÏÕ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÆÒÏÍ our little 

ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÄÅÖÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÃÏÕÒÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÉÒÉÔȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÏÂÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÆÏÒ 

ÙÏÕÒ ÓÁËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÙÏÕ ÂÁÃËȢȱ  

(Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȢ Ȱ*ȭÎÁÎȟ ÈÁÉÌ ÔÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÈÉÐȢȱ (ÉÓ 

smile grew widerȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ +ÉÒËȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢȱ 

His laughter rang out throughout the bridge. 
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James Kirk had experienced a long, miserable morning planetside, arranging 

for the Enterprise to receive the precious shipment of topaline. The entire 

procedure, at most a one-hour affair, had dragged on for hours, tied up in the 

usual red tape of bureaucracy.  

It seemed as if  the left hand knew not what the right hand did . (ÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ 

forced to endure the unpleasant company of desk-bound paper-pushers all 

morning, something he abhorred.  

He had also spent his time wondering why heȭÄ been required to personally 

transport down ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ (ÅȭÄ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÌÕÎÃÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ×orried he might 

ÍÉÓÓ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÓÈÏÒÔ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏȢ  

The captain was in a sour mood when he finally beamed up to the ship to grab 

a quick bite to eat, so it was no wonder he reacted poorly to the news that greeted 

him when he checked in on the bridge. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ nobody can find herȩȱ ÈÅ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ 

ÎÅ×Ó ÏÆ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÁÎÃÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ) ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔÅÄ ÁÎ ÅÓÃÏÒÔȢȱ  

The captain plunked down in his chair and took a bite of his half-eaten chicken 

sandwichȢ Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ -ÒȢ 3ÐÏÃËȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÓÔÏÒÙȢȱ 

Spock hesitated before relaying bad news to his already frustrated captain.  

Ȱ)Ô ÁÐÐÅÁÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÓÃÏÒÔ ÐÁÒÔÅÄ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÁÇÏȢȱ  

KirËȭÓ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó shot ÕÐȢ ȰHow in the world did that haÐÐÅÎȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÂÏÄÙ ËÎÏ×Óȟȱ 3ÐÏÃË ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ ȰThe woman was sketchy with the details 

when she reported the disappearance to zoo security. They made a standard search 

and closed off the exits, but they could locate neither Jamie nor the other child the 

escort had in her care.ȱ 

+ÉÒËȭÓ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ×Ó ÒÏÓÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÈÉÌÄȩȱ 
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Spock frownedȢ ȰThey were not forthcoming with their explanations. All I 

learned was they eventually advised the planetary council, who in turned 

coÎÔÁÃÔÅÄ ÕÓȢȱ   

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȩȱ  

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ,ÔȢ 5ÈÕÒÁ ÐÕÔ ÉÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÉÓ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟ 

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÓË ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÃÅȢȱ 

Kirk clenched his fist and brought it down on the armrest, punching the 

ÉÎÔÅÒÃÏÍȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌȭÓ hands right now. Transporter room, lock 

on ÔÏ *ÁÍÉÅȭÓ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒ signal and beam her aboard. Then tell  ÈÅÒ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ 

ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÃÈÁÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢȱ  

He rose. 

Ȱ3ÉÒȟȱ 5ÈÕÒÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ-ÒȢ 3ÐÏÃË ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ ,ÔȢ +ÙÌÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÃË ÏÎ to her 

ÓÉÇÎÁÌȢȱ  

+ÉÒË ÓÁÔ ÂÁÃË ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÐÏÃËȩȱ 

Spock stepped down into the 

command pit and approached 

+ÉÒËȭÓ ÃÈÁÉÒȢ Ȱ!Ó ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ) 

received the message from the 

council, I asked Lt. Uhura to 

signal her ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄȩȱ  

Spock raised one eyebrow. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÓÉÇÎÁÌ ×ÁÓ ÃÕÔ ÏÆÆ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ 

lieutenant could get a fix on it. She has been unable to lock on to her position 

ÓÉÎÃÅȢȱ 

,ÔȢ 5ÈÕÒÁ ÂÒÏËÅ ÉÎȢ Ȱ7Å ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÙÏÕȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ #ÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ 

were involved in important matter s, and it would have to wait until you returned 



A MATTER OF HONOR 
 

47 
 

ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ? 7ÈÁÔ Á ÊÏËÅȢȱ (Å ÇÁÚÅÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÆÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 

ÓÃÒÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ/ÖÅÒ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒ ÁÇÏȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ  

Where can she be? Has she lost the communicator? He stared at the view screen 

a few moments longer, pondering the situation.  

Ȱ,ÔȢ 5ÈÕÒÁȟȱ ÈÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄȟ ȰÐÕÔ ÍÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ 

ÏÎ -ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁË ÏÒÂÉÔ 

in a couple ÏÆ ÈÏÕÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌ ÌÅÁÖÅ *ÁÍÉÅ ÂÅÈÉÎÄȢȱ 

Kirk waited impatiently while Uhura put the call through. He glanced at Mr. 

3ÐÏÃË ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ .Ï ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒ ×ÁÓ Á ÂÁÄ ÓÉÇÎȢ  

Ȱ!ÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ (ÁÌÌÅÙȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȢȱ 

 The view screen lit up, revealing a thin-faced, sharp-featured human with a 

balding head and graying sideburns. He was dressed in the blue and white of the 

Federation Diplomatic Corps and sat behind a desk, busily working at a computer 

terminal.  

He looked up at the monitor screen, saw Kirk, anÄ ÇÒÅ× ÁÌÅÒÔȢ Ȱ#ÁÐÔÁÉÎ +ÉÒËȢ )Ó 

ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÁÃÔÏÒÉÌÙȩ 4ÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ ÉÓ ÓÅÃÕÒÅȩȱ 

Kirk nodded.  

(ÁÌÌÅÙ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ%ØÃÅÌÌÅÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÌÅÁÒÁÎÃÅ 

ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁË ÏÒÂÉÔ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÆÒaid not, sir. I just found out ÔÈÁÔ ÍÙ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÉÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇȢȱ 

(ÁÌÌÅÙ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȢ Ȱ!È Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ yes. A minor incident, I assure you. I just 

ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌȢ 4ÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÁÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ 

escort is being reprimanded. The council has initiated a Code 3, full -scale search of 

ÔÈÅ !ÅÓÏÎ :ÏÏȢ ) ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÏÒÒÙ 

ÁÂÏÕÔȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȢ %ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȢȱ  

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÏÖÅÒ Ô×Ï ÈÏÕÒÓȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ +ÉÒË ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÁÉÎ ÐÏÌÉÔÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
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understand why your council took so long to report this to my watch officer. If 

someone had contacted the Enterprise as soon as Jamie was discovered missing, we 

could have located and beamed her aboard instantly. NowȱɂKirk spread his hands 

wide to indicate his helplessnessɂȰwÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÏÒ ÓÉÇÎÁÌȟ ×Å ÃÁÎȭÔ 

ÌÏÃÁÔÅ ÈÅÒ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢȱ  

(Å ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ Ȱ!ÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ (ÁÌÌÅÙȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ 

(ÁÌÌÅÙ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ )ȭÌÌ ÐÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÒÏugh to zoo security. Security 

#ÈÉÅÆ 0ÁÔÔÏÎ ËÎÏ×Ó ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ) ÄÏȢȱ 

The screen flickered and settled into a new image. A large, dark-haired man 

ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÉÎÇ Á ÈÁÉÌȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ 'ÅÏÆÆÒÅÙ 0ÁÔÔÏÎȟ ÉÎ 

charge of the search detail. 9ÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ +ÉÒËȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ 

ÎÅ×Ó ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÃÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÈÏ× ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ 

0ÁÔÔÏÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÓÔÏÒÍÙȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÔÈÏÒÏÕÇÈÌÙ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȭÓ 

ÅÓÃÏÒÔȟ *ÏÃÅÌÙÎ "ÒÁÄÙȢ )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÌÅÓÓ-than-glowing report about your daughter 

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÏÙȩȱ +ÉÒËȭÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈ ÌÕÒÃÈÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÂÏÙȩȱ 

0ÁÔÔÏÎ ×ÁÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ Á×ÁÙȢ Ȱ-ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÓ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ Á ÍÅÒÒÙ 

chase all morning  and ÔÈÅÎ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÒÁÎ ÏÆÆȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÄÏȩȱ 

Kirk ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ Á×ÁÙȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÄÉÄȢ 4Ï ÏÕÒ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȢȱ 

Kirk shifted uncomfortably in his chair. ȰWho is this boy that is also missingȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ÌÉÂÅÒÔÙ ÔÏ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅ ÁÎÙ ÎÁÍÅÓ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȢ 

)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ !ÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ (ÁÌÌÅÙȭÓ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÍÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÕÎÅÁÓÙȟ -ÒȢ 0ÁÔÔÏÎȢȱ 

The security chief ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÏÕÂÔ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

ÁÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÅÍÂÁÓÓÙȟ ) ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ (Å ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ 
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your little girl, CapÔÁÉÎȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ worryȩ 7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÁÄÖÉÃÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ +ÉÒË ÓÁÔ ÕÐ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÈair. 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÓÈÉÐÌÏÁÄ ÏÆ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȟ !ÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ (ÁÌÌÅÙ is trying to push me 

out of orbit, my daughter is missing on a planet of over five million inhabitants, 

ÓÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÁÎ ÕÎËÎÏ×Î ÂÏÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ×ÏÒÒÙȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÏÆÆÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅȟȱ 0ÁÔÔÏÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ 

ÓÁÔÉÓÆÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÅÍÂÁÓÓÙ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔÁÒÙ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌȢ .Ï×ȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ 

excuse me, CaptÁÉÎȟ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ×ÏÒËȢ !ÅÓÏÎ :ÏÏɂÏÕÔȢȱ  

The view screen went blank.  

Kirk slammed his fist down on the armrest. He felt helpless, a sensation he 

detested. 

5ÈÕÒÁ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ#ÁÐÔÁÉÎȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÉÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÓÈÉÐ 

Degreth. #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ +ÏÌÏÔÈȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÏÌÏÔÈȦȱ +ÉÒË ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ he ×ÁÎÔÓȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȟȱ #ÈÅËÈÏÖ ÍÕmbled to Sulu, who nodded in agreement. 

+ÉÒË ÓÉÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ0ÕÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȟ 5ÈÕÒÁȢȱ  

 

 

 

Chapter 9 

 

he view screen sprang to life. The Klingon bridge glowed dully around 

#ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ +ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ ÉÍÁÇÅȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȟ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȩȱ Kirk asked impatiently.  

The KlingÏÎ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÇÁÖÅ +ÉÒË Á ÔÏÏÔÈÙ ÇÒÉÎȢ Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÙ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÇÒÅÅÔ ÁÎ 

ÏÌÄ ÁÃÑÕÁÉÎÔÁÎÃÅȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȩȱ 

T 
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Ȱ) ÐÒÅÆÅÒ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÒÅÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ +ÏÌÏÔÈȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÏÄÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ 

ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÂÁÎÔÅÒ ×ÏÒÄÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢ -ÁÙ ) ÃÏÎÇÒÁÔÕÌÁÔÅ ÙÏÕÒ &ÅÄeration on their winning bid for the 

topaline? We envy you. The Empire badly ÎÅÅÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢȱ 

+ÉÒË ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÅØÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÐÌÅÁÓÁÎÔÒÉÅÓ ÏÒ ÃÏÎÇÒÁÔÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓȢ 'ÅÔ 

ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÈÁÓÔÙȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȢȱ Koloth shifted in his seat and gazed intently into 

ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȭÓ ÐÉÃË-ÕÐȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÚÅÄ ÔÏ ÏÆÆÅÒ ÙÏÕ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÐÒÉÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢȱ 

I bet you are, Kirk thought. Ȱ4ÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÉÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄÓȟȱ he said aloud. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ Enterprise is only carrying the topaline. I had nothing to do with the  bidding. 

You know that. I know that. Why are you wasting my time?ȱ 

Koloth did  not reply.  

ȰI have a ship to run,ȱ +ÉÒË ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ!nd since we are breaking orbit in less than 

two hours, you will understand if I make this communication brief. Is there 

anything ÅÌÓÅ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÉÎÄȩȱ 

Koloth smiled one of those exasperating Klingon smiles, the kind Kirk had 

ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÁÓ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏÏÄȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ ÍÙ ÎÅØÔ 

words carefully, Captain. I am going to make you an offer for your topaline, one 

you ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÒÅÆÕÓÅȢȱ 

Kirk blew out an impatient breath. Ȱ#ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȟ ) ÈÁÖe no authority to listen 

to any of your offers.ȱ  

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ this one,ȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÓÎÁÐÐÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÃÅȢȱ 

Kirk pausedȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÕÎÓÅÔÔÌÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ +ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ mannerȢ Ȱ!ÌÌ 

rightȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ. ȰWhat is this offer I ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÆÕÓÅȩȱ 

Koloth leaned back in his chair and waved to someone off-screen 

A moment later, a Klingon guard dragged a small, rumpled girl  into the 

ÓÃÒÅÅÎȭÓ ÐÉÃË-up.  
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An invisible fist plunged i nto +ÉÒËȭÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȢ ȰJamieȢȱ   

+ÏÌÏÔÈ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ ȰAh! So, this small scrap of humanity does belong to you. 

%ØÃÅÌÌÅÎÔȢȱ   

Jamie stared at the screen, her eyes wide and scared. She made no protest 

when Koloth lifted her up and plopped her down in his lap. 

The invisible fist turned into a cold, hard knot, which settled ÉÎ +ÉÒËȭÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȢ 

Never in his worst nightmare had he envisioned the scenario that was now playing 

out on his bridge. He was the captain of the mightiest vessel of the Federation of 

Planets, yet he was suddenly and utterly helpless.  

The rage he wanted to vent toward Koloth faded to numbness. Ineffective 

anger would give the Klingon commander nothing but pleasure.    

Ȱ+ÏÌÏÔÈȟȱ Kirk  ÓÁÉÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÖÉÏÌÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÁÔÙȢ 

Kidnapping Federation citizens isɂȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÅÄ ÎÏ ÏÎÅȟȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÉÇÈ ÏÆ ÁÆÆÅÃÔÅÄ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÅÓÓȢ Ȱ) ÆÏÕÎÄ 

her trespassing aboard my ship. A sorry day indeed when the Federation stoops to 

ÕÓÉÎÇ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÁÓ ÓÐÉÅÓȢ )ȭÍ disappointed in you. WhatevÅÒ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÏÐÅ ÔÏ ÇÁÉÎȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÒÉÄÉÃÕÌÏÕÓ ÁÃÃÕÓÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ +ÉÒË ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ *ÁÍÉÅ ÔÏ +ÏÌÏÔÈȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÄ ÎÏ 

ÉÄÅÁ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÐȢȱ (ÉÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÇÒÉÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÍÒÅÓÔÓȢ Ȱ) ÄÅÍÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ 

ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÎÏ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÄÅÍÁÎÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÓÈÏÔ ÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 

ÎÏÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ Á ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ËÅÅÐ ÔÒÁÃË ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î child . But it is of no 

matter how she came to be in my hands. The important thing is . . . I have 

ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȢȱ  

(Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄȟ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ *ÁÍÉÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÇÒÉÍÌÙȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ do ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃËȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ 

ÙÏÕȟ +ÉÒËȩȱ (Å ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÇÁÚÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ 

to have something I wantɂthe topaline. Are you perhaps interested in my offer, 

ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȩȱ  
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KirË ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ )ÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ JamieȢȱ  

Ȱ"Ù ÁÌÌ ÍÅÁÎÓ.ȱ Koloth  nudged herȢ Ȱ'Ï ÏÎȟ ÃÈÉÌÄȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÁÙ ÓÐÅÁËȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ Ó-ÓÏÒÒÙȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÔÁÍÍÅÒÅÄȢ 4ÅÁÒÓ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÒÙȢ  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟ honeyȟȱ +ÉÒË ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á reassuring voice. Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ 

ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

He hoped he could keep that promise. 

Koloth  laughed, ÓÔÁÒÔÌÉÎÇ *ÁÍÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÉÎÇ +ÉÒËȢ Ȱ)ÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ Á ÈÕÍÁÎ 

to say such placating nonsense? Face reality, Captain. Everything will be all right  

only if I get my topaline. And no amount of mealy-mouthed assurances will mean 

Á ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÆ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ 

+ÉÒË ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ *ÁÍÉÅ Á ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄ ÌÏÏËȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÍÅ ÔÈÉÓ, 

Jamie. What in blazes are you ÄÏÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ Á +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÃÒÕÉÓÅÒȩȱ 

Jamie dropped her gaze to her lap and shrugged. 

(Å ÔÒÉÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ËÎÏ× you ran away from Miss Brady. )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÎÇÒÙȢ 

Just tell me how you got aboard +ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ ÓÈÉÐȢ $ÉÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ +ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ ÍÅÎ ËÉÄÎÁÐ 

ÙÏÕȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ+ÅÒÌÁ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÍÅ ÁÂÏÁÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÅÒÌÁȩ 7ÈÏȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ(Å ÁÎÄ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÕÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏ. Miss Brady was awful to us. Specially to 

Kerla. So we decidedɂȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÌÏ× ÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÌÁÒÉÆÙ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȢȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ cut inȢ Ȱ+ÅÒÌÁ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÓÏÎ. Most of 

the credit for this victory goes to him. His first coup against the FederÁÔÉÏÎȢ (ÅȭÌÌ 

ÇÏ ÆÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ"Ù ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÉÎÇ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌÓȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒÅÄȟ ȰÂÙ ÃÁÐÔÕÒÉÎÇ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÐÁ×ÎÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÄÌÙ ÇÁÍÅ 

our two governments play. You humans play a game very similar to ours. It is 

called chess. I believe the correct terminology for this particular move is check.ȱ  
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+ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ ÇÒÉÎ ÆÁÄÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ have one of your hours to get the topaline ready for 

ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÈÏÌÄȢȱ 

+ÉÒËȭÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈ ÃÌÅÎÃÈÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȟ +ÏÌÏÔÈȢ .ot 

even you ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÏÐ ÓÏ ÌÏ× ÁÎÄ ÕÓÅ Á ÃÈÉÌÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÙȢȱ  

Ȱ7ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ )ȩȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ reached into a shallow compartment on his armrest. 

When he pulled out his handȟ ÈÅ ÈÅÌÄ Á ÓÍÁÌÌȟ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÄÅÖÉÃÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅ 

you that I will stoop as low as I must to get ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÎÔȢȱ  

He held up the agonizerȢ ȰThe pain is severe, but it leaves no permanent 

ÄÁÍÁÇÅȢȱ Koloth ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ *ÁÍÉÅȢ Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ you can convince your father to give 

ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÒÅÎÃÈ ÆÒÅÅ ÆÒÏÍ +ÏÌÏÔÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÓÔȢ Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅȟ $ÁÄÄÙȟȱ 

ÓÈÅ ÐÌÅÁÄÅÄȢ Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÚÁÐÐÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ )Ô ÈÕÒÔÓȢȱ 

ȰAgain? 9ÏÕ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÒÂÁÒÉÃ ÄÅÖÉÃÅ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÉÔÙȟȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÍÉÌÄÌÙȢ Ȱ) Äid not wish to use it. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 

want to use it now. That will be your ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ +ÏÌÏÔÈȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÉÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒÓȢȱ  

Ȱ%ØÃÅÌÌÅÎÔȢȱ (Å ÔÏÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÇÏÎÉÚÅÒ Á×ÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÔÒÉÕÍÐÈȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ 

×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÂÅÁÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÃÁÒÇÏ ÈÏÌÄ ×ÉÔÈÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÒȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÇÒÅÅÄȟȱ +ÉÒË ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ ȰIn the meantime, I want your word that Jamie will be 

well-ÔÒÅÁÔÅÄ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÖÅÓÓÅÌȢȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȢ ) ÄÏ ÎÏÔ ×ÉÓÈ ÈÅÒ ÉÌÌȢ ) ÏÎÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢȱ  

4ÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÅ× ÏÆ -ÕÒÄÏÃËȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔȢ 

Ȱ'ÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÂÁÃËȟ 5ÈÕÒÁȟȱ +ÉÒË ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÂÕÔ the signal was cut off on their end, and ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ 

ÔÈÅ ÈÁÉÌȟȱ 5ÈÕÒÁ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÃÁÔÃÈ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏ ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÙ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎȢȱ 

Kirk stared at the view screen and struggled with what he had just done. He 

had promised Koloth something he had no authority to deliver. The precious 
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mineral had been purchased to repair the life-support dome over Colony IX. Six 

thousand people were depending on that topaline. Without it they would have to 

be evacuated or die.   

Kirk was caught in the middle of the most difficult decision of his career. If he 

turned over the topaline to the Klingons, he would no doubt lose his command. 

Starfleet certainly would not overlook such a breach of orders.  

Worse, he would possibly be sacrificing the lives of six thousand innocent men, 

women, and children.  

(Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄȟ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ 

Jamie? He coÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓȢ 2ÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÂÅÔ×Åen the Federation 

and the Empire were hostile at best.  

Kirk cleared his throat and turned to his first officerȢ Ȱ3ÐÏÃËȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙ 

ÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÐÔÉÏÎÓȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÐÔÁÉÎ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ *ÉÍȟȱ 3ÐÏÃË ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕÒ Ïptions are limited. The only 

other course of action I see is to offer Koloth something he wants more than the 

ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȩȱ  

Ȱ) ÁÄÍÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄÓ ÏÆ ÆÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ 

are . . .ȱ 3pock paused, arrested by the look on his captÁÉÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ 

not wish ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Kirk gave the Vulcan a grim look. Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ 3ÐÏÃËȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ 

)ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔȢȱ (Å ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐȟ ÄÅÆÅÁÔÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕȩ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ 

to sickbay. Oh, and start readying the topaline for transfer to the DegrethȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÐÔÁÉÎɂȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×ȟ 3ÐÏÃËȢ "ÕÔ ) ÔÏÌÄ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ) ×ÏÕÌÄȢȱ  

Kirk left the bridge without another word.  
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Chapter 10 

 

oloth broke the transmission with the Enterprise and leaned back in his 

chair, satisfied. This was turning out better than he had ever dreamed. He 

would return to the Empire a hero for securing the desperately needed topaline for 

his Empire. What horizons would open before him because of it!  

He remembered his son, who had made it possible. Smart boy, Koloth thought 

with pride.  

9ÅÓȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÓ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȟ ÆÏÒ +ÉÒË ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÆÕÓÅȢ .Ï ÄÅÃÅÎÔ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ Á 

despised Earther, would let his child be kept by the enemy. He shuddered when he 

thought of the possibility of Kerla in the hands of the Federation, to be raised 

learning to hate his own people.  

Koloth had heard plenty of propaganda, and although his encounters with Kirk 

had been mostly honorableɂsave for the tribble curseɂhe knew the stories heȭÄ 

heard about the Federation held some truth. To leave his son in their hands would 

be unthinkable!   

No, Kirk would do everything possible to get his child back. 

Koloth  spared a brief glance at the human child in question. The guard had 

returned her to an out-of-the-way corner. The girl had drawn her knees up to her 

chin and sat numbly, staring at the Klingon bridge.  

Jamieɂis that what Kirk had called her?ɂcertainly put on a brave front. In 

spite of her obvious terror, Koloth knew his guards would be kicked if they 

approached her.  

He wished she would cry and carry on so he would have an excuse to despise 

her. Instead, he was grudgingly starting to respect her courage, as he respected his 

K 
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battle encounters with her father. 

Ah, well, Koloth thought w ith contentment . Even if Kirk ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ 

with the topaline, I still have the last word. Just knowing the Federation captain has 

lost what he values most, perhaps even more than his precious ship, will sustain me 

for a long time. It might even make up for the tribble plague with which he cursed my 

ship.   

Ȱ#ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȦȱ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÙÅÌÐÅÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÎÏ×ȩ +ÉÒËȭÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÁÙȟ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔÁÒÙ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕ 

never replied to the message regardinÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒ ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÁÔÅÄ +ÅÒÌÁ ×ÁÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ 

ÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÅÄ ÔÏÕÒ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÁÎȭÓ ÚÏÏ ÆÁÃÉÌÉÔÉÅÓȢȱ 

+ÏÌÏÔÈ ×ÁÖÅÄ ÁÎ ÉÍÐÁÔÉÅÎÔ ÁÒÍȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȩ +ÅÒÌÁ ÃÁÎ ÔÁËÅ 

care of himself. In fact, the situation resolved itself when he returned to the ship. 

4ÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÍÉÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ   

Koloth returned his attent ion to more pleasant contemplations. He knew that 

securing the topaline for his Empire would result in the High Command officially 

ÆÏÒÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 3ÈÅÒÍÁÎȭÓ 0ÌÁÎÅÔ ÆÉÁÓÃÏȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÁÃÔÏÒÙ ÁÒÒÁÎÇÅÍÅÎÔ ÁÓ ÆÁÒ 

as he could see. All in all, the commander was pleased with the situation.  

He turned to regard his prisoner once again. 

 

Jamie looked up. he Klingon commander was gazing at her thoughtfully.  What 

is he thinking? !ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ $ÁÄÄÙ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅÁÍ ÍÅ ÈÏÍÅȩ  

She wondered where in the world Kerla had gone. It seemed she had been here 

forever. She was so tired and scared. It was a lot of work pretending to be brave.  
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Suddenly, the Klingon commander broke the uncoÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ 

ÈÕÎÇÒÙȟ ÃÈÉÌÄȩȱ 

Jamie shook her head. She would starve before she ate Klingon food. It  was 

ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÐÏÉÓÏÎÅÄȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÈÏÍÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȢ 

Ȱ.Ï ÄÏÕÂÔȢ !ÒÒÁÎÇÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÍÁÄÅȢȱ 

 Ȱ#ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȦȱ *ȭÎÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÒÏËÅ ÉÎȢ 

Ȱ*ȭÎÁÎȟ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÇÏÎÉÚÅÒ ÏÎ ÙÏÕ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÉÎÇ ÍÅ 

ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ×ÈÉÒÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÅÁÔȟ ÃÌÅÁÒÌÙ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ 

officer. 

Ȱ3ÉÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔÁÒÙ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÉÎÓÉÓÔ ÏÎ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢ )ÔȭÓ 

ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÓ ÈÅ ÄÏÎÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏ ÎÏÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ/ÐÅÎ Á ÃÈÁÎÎÅÌȢȱ (Å ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ *ÁÍÉÅȢ Ȱ-ÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÓÔÁÙÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÃË-

up. The council ÍÉÇÈÔ ÎÏÔ ÔÁËÅ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ Á &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ 

ÃÉÔÉÚÅÎ ÉÎ ÏÒÂÉÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÌÁÎÅÔȢȱ 

The screen came to life in a blaze. 

Ȱ7ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄ. 

Ȱ) ÁÍ #ÏÕÎÃÉÌÏÒ -ÏÌÌÅÎȟ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȢ ) ÁÍ ÈÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔÁÒÙ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌȢ ) ÆÉÎÄ 

it distressing to learn that you have taken so little interest in your ÓÏÎȭÓ ×ÅÌÌ-being. 

To say you have more important things to attend to does not speak well of your 

ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÌÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ #ÏÕÎÃÉÌÏÒȩȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÉÎÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÇÏȢ .Ï ÒÅÐÌÙȢ 7Å 

contacted you again a few minutes ago, and you say you have otherɂȱ 

Ȱ+ÅÒÌÁ ÃÁÎ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁ× ÈÉÍȢ (ÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÔÈÁÎ ) 

ÁÍȢ (ÅȭÓ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÄÅÖÉÃÅ ÁÌÌ ÄÁÙȢ (Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÌÏÓÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
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4ÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌÏÒȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÐÁÌÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏu ÓÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÁ× ÈÉÍ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒ ÁÇÏ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ my ÓÈÉÐȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÈÁÓ ÈÁÄ Á ÆÕÌÌ-scale search going all afternoon, Commander, for 

the two missing children. They ran away from their escort and have been traipsing 

about the zoo on their own ever sinceɂor ÓÏ ×Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÇÉÒÌȩȱ &ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅȟ Koloth watched Jamie struggle to get 

away from the guard. Krax had covered her mouth and was holding her firmly. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÃÈÉÌÄȟȱ -ÏÌÌÅÎ ÓÁÉÄ. Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ×ere together 

all day? Their escort says they were on friendly terms most of the morning and 

planned their ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅÓÃÁÐÁÄÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ +ÅÒÌÁ ÉÓ ÆÉÎÅȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÒÁÎÓÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÅÎÄÓ nowȢȱ 

The screen went dark.  

Koloth motioned to KraxȢ Ȱ2ÅÌÅÁÓÅ ÈÅÒȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÂÙ ÈÉÓ 

side.  

*ÁÍÉÅ ÈÕÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÇÒÙ ÔÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÓÏÎ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÏÎ Á ÔÏÕÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏȟ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔȩȱ 

Jamie nodded. 

Ȱ%ØÁÃÔÌÙ ÈÏ× ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÍÁÎÁÇÅ ÔÏ ËÉÄÎÁÐ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ Âring ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÁÒÄȩȱ 

Ȱ(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÉÄÎÁÐ ÍÅȟȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÍÅ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ because I wanted to. 

We got caught when my communicator went off. Kerla dumped it down a disposal 

ÕÎÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȢȱ 

ȰYou came aboard a Klingon ship because you wanted toȩȱ KolothȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ 

ÂÌÁÚÅÄȢ Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÈÏ× ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎ might beȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢȱ *ÁÍÉÅ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ ȰBut I know that now. Kerla was just going to show me 

around. Then I was going to show him the EnterpriseȢȱ   

+ÏÌÏÔÈȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ fell ÏÐÅÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ Ôo take Kerla aboard the Enterpriseȩȱ  

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ) ÃÏÕÌÄȟ ÚÏÏ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÃÈÁÓÉÎÇ ÕÓȢ 7Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ 
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into more trouble for running away from Miss Brady, ÓÏ +ÅÒÌÁ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ×ÅȭÄ see his 

ship first. Then my communicator signaled, and we got caught ÂÙ ÈÉÍȢȱ 3ÈÅ 

ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ +ÒÁØȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ . . . well . . . ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔȢȱ  

+ÏÌÏÔÈ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÂÅÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÇÁÒÄÅÄ *ÁÍÉÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÆÕÌÌÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÕÎ 

Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÓÃÏÒÔȩȱ  

Jamie scowled. Ȱ-ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÎÉÃÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ +ÅÒÌÁȢ 3ÈÅ ÂÏÓÓÅÄ Õs all 

morning long . We knew she was only taking us around the zoo because it was part 

ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÊÏÂȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÍÍȟȱ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÍÙ ÓÏÎȩ (Ï× ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÔÒÅÁÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȭÓ ÄÁÒË ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ!Ô ÆÉÒÓÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÕÄÅ ÁÎÄ 

ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ (Å Ôeased ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÁÕÓÅÄȢ 

ȰGo on.ȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÅÁÓÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÂÁÃËȢ ) ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÍÅÁÎ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÓ 

ÕÎÈÁÐÐÙ ÁÓ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ -ÉÓÓ "ÒÁÄÙ ÁÓ ÏÕÒ ÅÓÃÏÒÔȢȱ  

3ÈÅ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÌÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ +ÅÒÌÁȟ ÂÕÔ I felt 

ÓÏÒÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÃÔÅÄ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÏÆ 

him, as if he were a creepy alienȢ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢȱ  

Jamie moved away from Koloth. Ȱ!ÎÄ ×Å were friends, until we came aboard 

your ship. Now I see that he was just pretending to be my friend so he could give 

me to youȢȱ  

She ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÅÓÔȢ Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÓÏÎ ÈÁÓ ÎÏ ÈÏÎÏÒȟ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ 

) ÈÁÔÅ ÈÉÍȢ ) ÈÏÐÅ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 

+ÏÌÏÔÈ ÇÁÖÅ *ÁÍÉÅ Á ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÌÏÏËȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÐÅÃÕÌÉÁÒ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ here,ȱ 

he murmured. Ȱ+ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÈÏÎÏÒ ÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢȱ  

He drÕÍÍÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÍÒÅÓÔȢ Ȱ*ȭÎÁÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÂÁÒËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ 

ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȢ Ȱ&ÉÎÄ Kerla and beam him aboard. I have a few questions 

)ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÈÉÍȢȱ  
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HÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ *ÁÍÉÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÎgs might not be as they appear, child. Kerla is 

deceiving someone, and that someone may be me.ȱ 

 

Kerla brought the heel of his boot down on his communication device and 

ground it into the pavement of the Aeson Zoo. Then he scooped up the pieces and 

tossed them into a trash receptacle.  

He let out a long, slow breath and leaned against the rough bark of a nearby 

ÔÒÅÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ËÅÅÐ ÍÅ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ  

7ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÄ ÌÅÆÔ *ÁÍÉÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Degreth, Kerla knew he had only a 

short time to disappear. His ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÆÏÏÌȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ 

eventually figure outɂeither from the zoo personal or from JamieɂÔÈÁÔ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ 

presenting the girl to his father as a captive was a last-minute attempt  to conceal 

the true reason for her being aboard the Degreth.  

+ÅÒÌÁ ÓÈÕÄÄÅÒÅÄȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ×ÉÓÈ ÔÏ ÉÎÃÕÒ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ×ÒÁÔÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÏÎÏÒ-

bound to rescue Jamie from the Degreth. He had pledged friendship with her, and 

she trusted him. It was certain Jamie hated him now, for what looked like his 

betrayal, but it had been the only way Kerla could maintain his freedom and be 

allowed to leave the ship.  

He slammed his fist into his palm. He knew exactly what his father would use 

*ÁÍÉÅ ÆÏÒȢ Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÄÉÓÈÏÎÏÒÁÂÌÅ ÐÌÁÎȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÖÏ×Åd with a 

ÆÒÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ %ÍÐÉÒÅ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÔÈÅ topaline, ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÈÏÎÏÒȢȱ  

He drew himself up to his full height and headed for the zoo security office. I 

hope somebody will let me contact the Enterprise. But they might as easilyɂ  

He swallowed and forced himself to finish his thought. Those ÌȭaM humans 

might just send me back to the Degreth.  

Kerla could not let that happen. He would not let it happen. Somehow, some 
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way, he would talk to the captain of the Enterprise.  

His knees suddenly felt like piltatE  . . . the extra-runny kind.  

Talk to the Federation captain? I must be mad to think I can talk to a Starfleet 

officer and live! When he learns ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅȟ ÈÅȭÌÌ Ȣ Ȣ Ȣ ÈÅȭÌÌɂȱ  

Kerla swallowed the bile that rose to his throat . Stop this! There is no fear! I am 

a warrior.  

But KerlaȭÓ ËÎÅÅÓ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÂÂÌÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ low-lying 

building ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏÕÓÅÄ ÚÏÏ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȢ (ÅȭÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔ nestled among the green-and-violet 

ÆÏÌÉÁÇÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ 4ÅÒÒÁÎ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔÓ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÉÒst arrived.   

Kerla slipped through the automatic doors without drawing attention. The 

building was crowded with tourists and their families. Zoo attendants and security 

personnel wandered the corridors. Kerla studied the directory, running his finger 

down the unfamiliar English words until he came to SECURITY OFFICE: 117. 

He hurried down the long corridor and stopped in front of the door.  Drawing a 

deep breath, he activated the signal. 

The door slid open, revealing a large room cluttered with men and women. 

They were all poring over map grids and colored panels. Their voices resonated 

like machinery. Occasionally, a large man with a thick mop of dark hair shouted 

orders then returned to his comm board and continued his monitoring.  

Kerla headed for the dark-haired man. The sign on his desk revealed his name. 

GEOFFERY PATTONȢ Ȱ%ØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȢ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÒÇÅ ÏÆ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȩȱ 

0ÁÔÔÏÎȭs head snapped up. He glared at Kerla with ill -disguised impatience. 

Ȱ7ÈÏ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȩ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÚÅÄ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÎÅÌ ÏÎÌÙȢȱ (Å waved his hand. Ȱ'Ï 

ÏÎȢ 'ÅÔ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Kerla leaned over and rested his shaking hands on the desktop. Ȱ,isten to me. I 

must speak to the captain of the USS Enterprise. )Ô ÉÓ Á ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅ ÕÒÇÅÎÃÙȢȱ 

Patton straightenedȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÒÔ ÍÁÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢ 4Èis is a zoo. And right 
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now, ×ÅȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ Á ÓÅÁÒÃÈ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ÇÉÒÌȟȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÓÁÉÄ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÓɂȱ 

Ȱ(ÏÌÄ ÏÎȢȱ 'ÅÏÆÆÒÅÙ 0ÁÔÔÏÎȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ×ÉÄÅȢ (Å ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ a finger at Kerla. 

ȰAÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ËÉÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒȩ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄÌÙ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ 

his ship, ÓÁÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÕÎÄȩȱ  

(Å ÒÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÓË ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÓÐÅÄ +ÅÒÌÁȭÓ ÓÌÅÅÖÅȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎȢȱ 

Patton led Kerla into a small room at the back of the security office. Once 

there, the large man releaÓÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á #ÏÄÅ 3, full-scale 

search going on for you and the &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÇÉÒÌ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÁÓÔ Ô×Ï ÈÏÕÒÓȩȱ  

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ sir,ȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÂÅÁÍÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÚÏÏ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ 

ship, the Degreth. That is why your search has been uÎÓÕÃÃÅÓÓÆÕÌȢȱ 

Patton looked ready ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÏÄÅȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȩ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÓÈÅ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÂÏÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ Degreth.ȱ +ÅÒÌÁ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÃÈÉÅÆȭÓ ÉÃÙ-blue gaze. Humans 

ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ×ÅÁË ÁÎÄ ÃÏ×ÁÒÄÌÙ. This human looks ready to slice and dice me. 

He pushed down his flight-or-fight instinct . Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ 

a call through to the Enterprise?ȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ Á ÒÅÌÁÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÒÔ ÍÁÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢ 7ÈÙȩȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÆÁÔÈer intends to use my friend Jamie to ×ÒÅÓÔÌÅ ÔÈÅ &ÅÄÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅ 

from Captain Kirk .ȱ  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȢȱ 

Kerla ground his teeth in impatience and frustration. Not to mention worry. 

Jamie had been aboard the Degreth a long time. She must be frightened out of her 

wits.  

But probably not as frightened as I am right now, Kerla mused. ȰI would not 

make up somethinÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ he insisted. 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȟ Á ÍÅÒÅ ÂÏÙȟ ÁÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÅÄÙ ÔÈe situation by talking to a 

ÓÔÁÒÓÈÉÐ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎȩȱ 0ÁÔÔÏn ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÏÍÍ ÌÉÎËȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ pass your information 
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along to the Federation embassy. Ambassador Halley willɂȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȦȱ Kerla felt the ÂÌÏÏÄ ÄÒÁÉÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ (Å ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ Á×ÁÙ 

from the communiÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÐÁÎÅÌȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÉÎÖÏÌÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÐÌÏÍÁÔÓ! 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× 

my father like I do. I have an idea how my friend can be returned unharmed, and 

how the Federation can keep its topalÉÎÅȢȱ 

Patton gave Kerla a nod. Ȱ'Ï ÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅÁÍ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ Enterprise and offer myself as a hostage. Captain 

+ÉÒË ×ÉÌÌ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÒÁÄÅ ÆÏÒ *ÁÍÉÅȟ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢȱ  

Kerla spoke faster when he saw the man softeningȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÁÆÆÁÉÒ ÉÓ ÍÙ 

fault, and I wish to make it right.  My ÈÏÎÏÒ ÉÓ ÁÔ ÓÔÁËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÈÏÎÏÒȩȱ 0ÁÔÔÏÎ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÆÕÌÌÙȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎÓ ÖÁÌÕÅ ÏÆ 

ÈÏÎÏÒ ÅÖÅÎ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÌÉÆÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÔÒÕÅȢȱ 

The security chief looked long and hard at KerlaȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕȭÒe telling the truth, 

theÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÁËÉÎÇ Á ÂÉÇ ÒÉÓËȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÂÏÙȢȱ 

Ȱ) believe I can succeed, if you ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ +ÉÒËȢȱ 

Patton let ÏÕÔ Á ÌÏÎÇȟ ÄÅÅÐ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ )ȭÌÌ contact the Enterprise. But I 

donȭÔ know if Kirk will even ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢ (Å ÍÁÙ ÁÓË ÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÌÁÐ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÉÒÏÎÓȢȱ  

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȟȱ Kerla said, ȰÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÁËÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÈÏÎÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢȱ  

 

 

Chapter 11 

 

irk sat in sickbay, nursing a SaurÉÁÎ ÂÒÁÎÄÙ ÆÒÏÍ -Ã#ÏÙȭÓ Ȱmedicinalȱ stock. 

He swirled it around, watching the amber liquid intently, his thoughts  a 

thousand light -years away.  

K 
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The doctor poured a brandy for himself and replaced the flask.  

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ, ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÄ ÒÏÃËÓȟȱ -Ã#ÏÙ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ 

to be more toÐÁÌÉÎÅ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

+ÉÒË ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓÎȭÔȟ "ÏÎÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÒÁÒÅ and costly. But yes, I 

×ÉÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐÁÌÉÎÅȢȱ  

He sighed, defeated. His decision meant the end of his command, and possibly 

ÈÉÓ ÃÁÒÅÅÒȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÎÅÒÁÌ ÁÎd put a call through to Starfleet to evacuate 

Colony IX. At least no ÌÉÖÅÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÌÏÓÔȢȱ  

(Å ÒÅÇÁÒÄÅÄ -Ã#ÏÙ ÉÎ ÍÉÓÅÒÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÏÎÉÓÔÓ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÅÖÁÃÕÁÔÅÄȟ 

Bones? Would I sacrifice six thousand ÌÉÖÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÅȩȱ  

McCoy laid a sympathetic hand 

on hÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ 

have to make that decision, Jim. Not 

today.ȱ 

Kirk smiled bitterly and lifted his 

ÄÒÉÎËȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÏ *ÁÍÅÓ +ÉÒËɂrotten 

commander one way, rotten father 

ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȢȱ 7ÉÔÈ Á ÇÕÌÐȟ ÈÅ ÄÏ×ÎÅÄ 

ÔÈÅ ÂÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÌÉÑÕÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ%ÉÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙȟ ) ÌÏÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ*Émɂȱ  

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔȟ "ÏÎÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏȢȱ (Å ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÒÏÎÏÍÅÔÅÒȢ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ 

×ÁÓÔÅÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ 

ÔÒÁÎÓÆÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÁÉÔȟȱ -Ã#ÏÙ said. Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÓ ×ÈÙ !ÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ (ÁÌÌÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

tell you up front that a Klingon youth was involved. This boy and Jamie are 

missing, then poof! Jamie ends up on the Degreth. 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÉÎ ÁÌÌ 

ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 
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+ÉÒË ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÃÈÉÅÆ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ 

wiÔÈÈÅÌÄ ÂÙ (ÁÌÌÅÙȭÓ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ "ÕÔ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȩȱ 

-Ã#ÏÙ ÓÎÏÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕȭÄ ËÎÏ×Î *ÁÍÉÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Á Klingon boy, 

×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÁÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ (ÁÌÌÅÙ ÐÁÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÚÏÏ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȩ .ÏȦ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ 

demanded action from the embassy.ȱ  

(Å ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÉÓÁÓÔÅÒȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË 

you should put pressure on Halley. He can use his influence with the council. In 

ÔÕÒÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌ ÃÁÎ ÐÕÔ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅ ÏÎ +ÏÌÏÔÈ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ +ÌÉÎÇÏÎ ÅÍÂÁÓÓÙȢȱ  

(Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ*ÉÍȟ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ Á ÔÒÙȢȱ  

+ÉÒË ÎÏÄÄÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ "ÏÎÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÏÔ ÆÏÒ 

our self-ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÁÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒȢȱ (Å ÉÎÄÉÃÁÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÅÍÐÔÙ ÇÌÁÓÓȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 

ÄÒÉÎËȢȱ 

 

 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȟ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ +ÉÒËȩȱ !ÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒ (ÁÌÌÅÙ ÓÉÇÈÅd with what appeared to 

ÂÅ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔ ÒÅÓÉÇÎÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÎÅ×Óȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 0ÌÅÁÓÅ 

ÄÏ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢȱ  

Ȱ!ÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÏmpletely frank with me.ȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏ is this other missing kid? Is it a Klingon bÏÙȩȱ 

(ÁÌÌÅÙȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÄÁÒË ×ÉÔÈ ÆÕÒÙȢ (Å ÓÌÁÍÍÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÓÔ ÏÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÓËȢ Ȱ) told 

Patton ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ Á ÌÉÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÁÎÙ ÍÉÓÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇÓȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏɂȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ !ÍÂÁÓÓÁÄÏÒȢ 0ÁÔÔÏÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȢȱ (Å ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÁÉÒȢ Ȱ)ȭÄ Ìike 

to know by whose authority you kept this information ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȩȱ 

Halley swallowed and looked down at his workspace. His whole demeanor 

changed from arrogant to regret. It was obvious he knew the captain could make 

things difficult for him with the Federa tion Diplomatic Co rps.   




