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Sim schedule from sector001.com December 18 1996.

	Date/Time
	Ship/Starbase 
	Place
	Captain/XO

	Sunday 8:00 PM
	Starbase Everest 
	Orbital Velocity
	USFSZier/USFHawk

	Sunday 8:30 PM
	USS Federation 
	Private Room
	USFAriell/USFJoval

	Sunday 9:00 PM
	USS Excelsior 
	Orbital Velocity
	USFABC1701/USFWinger

	Monday 9:00 PM
	USS Eclipse
	Private Room
	USFShodan/USFWit

	Monday 10:00 PM
	USS Columbia
	Private Room
	USFRachel/USFTorres

	Monday 10:00 PM
	SS Nigala
	Orbital Velocity
	USFDMoney/USFCaitlin

	Tuesday 9:00 PM
	USS Roddenberry
	Private Room
	USF Scully/USFClewan

	Tuesday 10:00 PM
	USS Hermes
	Private Room
	USFRSemino/USF Chid

	Tuesday 10:00 PM
	Special Operations Group (SOG)
	Private Room
	USF Eliz H/USFCaitlin

	Wednesday 10:00 PM
	USS Stealth 
	Orbital Velocity
	USFTarjoto/USF Ty

	Wednesday 10:00 PM
	USS Halifax
	Private Room
	USF Aarek D/

	Wednesday 10:00 PM
	USS Kemo Sabay 
	Private Room
	USFUltimo/USFAhrele

	Thursday 9:00 PM
	USS Darkpath
	Private Room
	USFMstrad/USFUltimo

	Thursday 10:00 PM
	USS Potemkin
	Orbital Velocity
	USFPutty/USFSela

	Thursday 10:00 PM
	USS Agamemnon
	Private Room
	USF Zaphod/USFHaworth

	Friday 9:00 PM
	USS Lothlorien 
	Private Room
	USF Neil/USFMarus

	Friday 10:00 PM
	USS Integrity
	Orbital Velocity
	USF Sails/USFRigel

	Friday 11:00 PM
	USS Darmok 
	Private Room
	USFAhrele/USFDamara

	Saturday 9:00 PM
	USS Odyssey 
	Orbital Velocity
	USF Klindt/USFCaitlin

	Saturday 10:00 PM
	IKC Hegh'ta 
	Private Room
	HoDKahless/USF Kurn


FROM OUR CREATOR:
Being the First Member of the United Space Federation, I find it wonderful that the group is still going strong.  There are so many good memories; it is very difficult for me to share one experience.  However, working with such a great team all these years helped me succeed both personally and professionally in the real work.  I remember the official launch of the U.S.S. Excelsior in 1995, when simming was still a relatively new concept, and it’s awesome to see those individuals who were there in the beginning still involved to some capacity today.  It's great how one life can touch so many others.  Live Long and Prosper! \\//

 

Andy

SYNTHESIS: Abandon Hope All Ye Who Enterprise
A few months ago, Commander T'Zal of the U.S.S. Lothlorien sent out a call for entries for what would be the first installment of his run as editor of the USF Top Ten List. The topic: "Top Ten Real Reasons Enterprise Was Canceled"—a humorous idea, to be certain. The resulting entries that made the list were, of course, mostly entertaining. However, two particular entries struck me (coincidentally, both made by former commanding officers of mine): "6. All bad things must come to an end, too. (Commodore Pe'er Arronax, Retired)" and "1. It sucked. (Commander Roel Jere, Retired)". Now, everybody is entitled to their own opinions. If they weren't pleased with Star Trek: Enterprise, they are welcome to feel that way. Nevertheless, it got me thinking about the bad reputation that Enterprise has gained in the past four years, the reasons behind that reputation, and whether or not the reputation is actually a fair assessment.

First of all, it needs to be said that what we collectively call Star Trek: Enterprise should really be considered to be three different series, separated by season and by the creative forces behind those episodes. To me, the three periods are summed up as:

1. Seasons One and Two, where Rick Berman and Brannon Braga try to recreate the success of The Next Generation by applying Voyager tactics, and thus often failing

2. Season Three, where Berman and Braga try to make their show into Deep Space Nine, and end up with a pale imitation for the first half of the season, but an improved second half after Manny Coto joined the writing staff

3. Season Four, where Berman and Braga step back, letting Coto run things for a while, and prove once again that post-TNG Trek is better off without Berman and Braga

It's easy to blame Berman and Braga for the many failings of Enterprise (and Voyager before it). Those two are often targeted by the fans as the reason behind the alleged demise of the Trek franchise. While they do deserve some of the blame, there were also other factors in the works that they couldn't have any control over. Primarily, Enterprise had to bear the burden of airing on UPN, a broadcast network that wasn't, and still isn't, available everywhere in the United States. Furthermore, Enterprise, like Voyager before it, was subject to the whims of a network desperate to compete with the "big boys" like CBS and ABC. This meant that Enterprise got shafted in favor of showing repeats of America's Next Top Model, since apparently that show pulled its own weight ratings-wise. Enterprise was instead relocated to Friday, the TV night of the week that killed the original Star Trek over 35 years ago. Thus, it was no surprise that Enterprise would suffer the same fate.

Additionally, it didn't help that the fans that were around at the series' beginning disappeared after two years of watching, disapproving of the low quality of those early seasons. I very nearly joined them, in fact. Thus, when people claim that Enterprise "sucks", I understand where they are coming from, even if I don't agree with that opinion. They likely weren't around for the series' turnaround in the third season and the much improved fourth season, which I raved about in my previous column. (Those that did see the fourth season and still say that the show "sucks", though, I can't explain.)

Syndication might have yielded better results for the ultimate survival of the show, some fans agree. They have good reason to believe this, since both The Next Generation and Deep Space Nine performed amazingly well in syndication for seven years. If Earth: Final Conflict and Andromeda, the piles of manure that those shows became after their respective first seasons, could survive for five years each, Enterprise almost certainly could have gone past the four-year mark. Unfortunately, we'll never know for sure.

During Enterprise's run, a few other sci-fi television shows came about and showed fans of the genre as a whole that quality televised sci-fi did not permanently disappear with the ends of Deep Space Nine and Babylon 5. Such series as the new Battlestar Galactica, the new Doctor Who, Firefly, and The 4400 showed television viewers—and Trek fans—that well-written, well-acted sci-fi was not just a thing of the past. Furthermore, the general successes of the new Battlestar Galactica and the new Doctor Who demonstrate that franchises with decades of history can, in fact, survive and even thrive with today's fickle television audiences. However, Enterprise for most of its run was not demonstrating this at all, leading some fans to claim "franchise fatigue" and desire that Trek take a break from the airwaves. This debate is not an easy one to analyze, but I may write about it in a future column.

With all of these factors going wrong for Enterprise, one must wonder what the series actually got right. I contend that Enterprise provided a good "history lesson", to demonstrate just how things got to be the way they were in the 23rd and 24th centuries. Why were the Klingons so adversarial towards Starfleet in Kirk's era? Because the humans of Archer's time committed some unfortunate mistakes that damaged relations between the two peoples for over a century to come. Where did the Prime Directive originate? It was actually a concept originally developed by the Vulcans. Why are Earth and humanity apparently central to the United Federation of Planets in the 23rd century and beyond? Because humans were the first ones to successfully engineer a truce between warring species like the Vulcans, Andorians, and Tellarites. What happened to the Klingons' forehead ridges? I won't spoil the answer, but Enterprise gives a final, definitive explanation. Answering questions like these was effectively one of the basic tenets of the show when it began four years ago. Despite some of the complaints about the problems of doing a prequel series instead of going forward in time past Voyager's chronological setting, there was a desire to witness the so-called "Birth of the Federation". For the four years that we got, I think the series succeeded in this aspect.

Enterprise also continued the fine Trek tradition of social commentary on today's relevant issues. For instance, Enterprise addressed the detention and treatment of enemy combatants ("Detained"), judgment of and interference with foreign cultures ("Cogenitor"), human cloning ("Similitude"), religious conflict ("Chosen Realm"), and xenophobic extremism ("Demons" and "Terra Prime"). Some attempts were more successful than others, but much like its predecessors, Enterprise did its part to make the viewers think about important matters among current affairs. Just like with past classic instances of social commentary in Trek, the issues raised do not provide an automatic right-or-wrong response, nor is the ultimate decision made by the character(s) easy by any means. This is what science fiction is supposed to be all about; this is what makes the Star Trek franchise an important part of American culture.

So, all things considered, is it fair to say that Enterprise was a significantly weaker show than the other Trek series? Everyone will have a different opinion about this. Personally, I feel such a statement would be unjustified. I've seen Trek at its best and I've seen Trek at its worst. It's true that Enterprise produced some real stinkers, but it also gave us some fine pieces of television. I will mourn Enterprise's cancellation for some time to come. I suspect that, as time passes, more and more people will begin to feel the same.

Copyright 2005 Alexander Synth (usfsynth@gmail.com). Do not reprint without permission
Interview with Havarrah
So Tell me about yourself and What you do for some members of the USF?
My main character is named Havraha ch'AAnikh.  I play, all together, 3 characters in the USF and I enjoy writing and art.  I first got into the USF when looking for information on Romulans.  At the time, I knew nothing about them (I watched TOS on Sci-Fi, pre-spike tv and hence no TNG reruns), but I had heard of, and seen these things called Romulans that looked like Vulcans.  Hence, my research into them led me to the sector001 websites article on them, which hence led me to the usf.  I joined the USS Lothlorien as the Romulan Ensign Carnin (who later evolved into Havraha), and eventually moved to the USS Federation where I currently recide.

I've been drawing since the 5th grade.  My forte is portraits of people, which many people say I excel at.  I first got into manipulating photos when I met Captain Quixar, who at the time was teaching the simmer who played his wife, Soxan, how to do things with the program Paint Shop Pro.  But from there I've been teaching myself, and have made graphics for every usf publication from the weekly to the TTL, all the way to the padd itself.  I've made bio images for simmers like the infamous Piqua Bu (whether she uses it or not), Lanna D'Aerthe (although she no longer sims with us), and most recently Commander Montoya who demands frequent use of my so far free services.  :-p  Commodore Ray Packard, who captains two ships and is the editor of the weekly, seems like he's trying to get me to make him new graphics for the weekly every other month.
Do you usually talk with other photo manipulators on a regular basis?
 

No.  In fact, to my knowledge, I think our numbers are quite small here in the USF.  As I said, I learned from Quixar for the most part, and since he's no longer here the only other photo manipulator I know of is Lieutenant Commander Ilhana Kreznak, who I don't think is quite interested in making anyone a bio image, so don't bug her just because I gave her credit where credit is due, please.

 

So what do you charge for photo manipulations?
 

I run at about 50 dollars for the simple jobs, and the big ones that require some ingenuity can get all the way up to 300 dollars if necessary.

 

HA!  Gotcha!  I don't charge anyone for my services, although I've had people try to throw money at me anyway.  What strange creature actually turns down money?  Ones that don't want to have a guilty conscience, that's who.

 

How exactly does manipulating a photograph work?
 

I pretty much never ventured beyond Photoshop.    A photo manipulator's best friends are:  the color changer tool, the magnetic lasso tool, and free transform.  These three tools cover pretty much anything anyone will ever need in a photo manipulation in the USF, and hence I feel like I'd be stealing from people if I forced them to pay me.  I have everything at my disposal.  All I really need is patience.  Maybe a bit of experience, maybe some skill. 

Here, I will demonstrate the power of Photoshop.

 [image: image42.jpg]



 The above is my bio image for my main character, Havraha ch'AAnikh.  I basically found an unknown model (I don't even know his name), stuck his head on Data's body from the recent Star Trek:  Nemesis movie, colored the head (the photograph I got it from was black and white), proceeded to take colors from his ear and literally paint a point on it, and use various shades and smudging to create the ridges.  This picture basically uses all the elements of photo manipulation.
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The above image is the original image for a more recent photo manipulation I've done.  
The next image is the after.

[image: image1.png]DUTPDST PHEDMIX



 [image: image44.jpg]



 

 With this image, I removed her pearl ear rings, and was forced to paint some pieces of a uniform on her shoulders, along with adding a colllar and changing its colors to match the characters CMO status.  On top of that, her Trill spots were merely painstakingly painted on there by myself, and to be honest I'm not too happy with them because they have the appearance to be floating on top of the skin instead of merging with it (although I made every precaution necessary to insure they didn't do that).  

 

By far, the easiest request I get is "I want this to be my bio picture, but my person needs green eyes, and she has blue.  Can you do anything?"  Or course I like to say "OOOHH!  NOOO!!!  It's too hard, you don't know what you're asking of me!!!" and then just change her eye color in under 20 seconds. Hehehe.

 

But by far the most numerous requests I get is "I need a uniform on my bio image".  I don't necessarily know why every feels it's a MUST HAVE, but they do, and hence I am asked to and put it off as much as I can.  Unlike pointed ears, for instance, uniforms don't just magically form out of a few brush strokes.  I have to hunt out uniforms, preferably modern ones (which is even harder to do), and ones with breasts (considering most of my clientel is female), find some in the right perspective .. then adjust them by shaving or adding parts ... its a nightmare, but it LOOKS simple, and hence I'm asked for it all the time, and all I can do is grumble and put it off.

 

The overall hardest thing I have ever been asked to do is a tie between adding Klingon ridges onto people (you can't just paint those, you have to actually acquire them from a photo of a Klingon), and actually making a realistic picture of my secondary character who is an original species design (he's furry.  Needless to say, that's something I'm still struggling with).  But I enjoy creating new Star Trek species almost more than I like making bio images.  I've made so many of these species, some of my best ones aren't even used.

 

[image: image45.jpg]


   

This is a concept sketch of a species I've never used.  They're based on crustaceans, and are genetically engineered to help heal injured people.

 

A little work and 1 Victoria Secret model later, and I have a nearly realistic, however unfinished, bio image of such an invented creature.  Note that picture was also, originally, black and white.

 

And THAT, is how the whole photo manipulation thing works.  Thanks for asking.

 

What are some thing's you CAN'T do?
 

I CAN'T make black hair blonde, or white, or whatever.  You simply can't do that.  There's more to colors, and a little known fact is that the "colors" black and white are not technically colors, but actually shadows and tints, what not.  Hence, when you try to change some black hair to golden hair, you're actually trying to expel shadow and ... it ... look, it just doesn't work.  It looks baaaaad.

 

I can't make ships.  I'm sorry, I know, I wish I could make ships too, but Photoshop is not a 3D program (although it can create that illusion if one is skilled enough), and I'm simply really not that good at drawing starships on paper either.  Although my goal is to model some really cool ships someday.

 

Some ideas are too ambitious.  Someone once asked me if I could make them an animated gif the other day.  Yeah, sure, I can make you an animated gif but ... it'll have to be animated (which I'm not that good at), and ... well ... a gif!  Gif file formats don't have the same resolution and selections of colors jpeg format has, and hence, high quality things just end up looking bad.

  

A walk down Memory Lane
Do you remember……??

Nea’s Pips

The gerbil
Tee Martoonies

 Fleabag
Amber’s shipment of blonde hair dye
 Hawk’s ducky poster
Section 31
The story of Bookerella
Booker’s fuzzy slippers
The Hermifax and all the Issa’s
 That God Aweful smelly Newbie Shirt
Shodan’s brownies, 
Lazana’s ultram shakes
Killian and pink flamingos
Expendy’s mop and cape
Raiding every sim for snacks for a week

Turvaine’s liquor locked
Corp of engineers and storm
The Academy – car in the tree log
My two uniforms
My Tim Taylor’s trusty tool belt

Messing with Captain Zier on Everest
Playing pranks on your new CO and XO

Death threats from Captain Semino

Extra and the Terrestrials
Decorating Styre with X-mas light

Synth’s Popcorn
The Purple Menace

Setting the dorm on fire the first day at the Academy

Stealing the Deans shuttle to go the Risa

Almost drowning the Everest crew by filling the mess hall with Chocolate milk

Finding a Dragon in the Holo-deck

T.O.E. s (Towering Obelisks of Energy)

Typo Hell (Now lovingly referred to as ‘Talking Trill’)

The Punt Monster

Guard Duty at the Academy

Leetanzia Grant's wedding

When ferrets invaded the Hermes

Raiding Star Fleet On-line’s sim as Loony Toon characters

Bad Man Hawk

Killing Captain Grant and taking the Hermes

The Raven on the Hermes

Dancing at the bachelorette parties (you know who you are)

The Warp keg core (brewing it at warp speed)

Make it snow two feet at the Academy
The Briefest Briefs in the Fleet
Dr. Turvaine MD (Mostly Drunk)
Red shirts
Admiral Kondera 
When my hair combs fell into the warp core
Sexy Thang and her gymnastic routine 
Omg.. you killed expendy.. you ba----ds"
The Darmok-- and the Human suit log
Roel
Synther
Columbia and Fabrina
Taran
Mace
The Brat Pack

The Twelve days of Christmas 

THE END.

Here are more well wishes for the USF

For those of us who like to play characters who are somewhat immune to the vaccuum of space... never (and I mean NEVER) let your underlings KNOW that you have such an immunity or this could happen to YOU. 

    I remember one time, the fighter I was flying got attacked and crashed into the side of this mountain.  Long story short, I'm down on the surface of this irradiated planet slowly coming to crisp while my two faithful underlings (Lt.'s Mortok and Gordak) argue right in front of my roasting near-dead carcass on how they were going to rescue me.  The charade culminated in me being tractored---yes.... TRACTORED back up to the ship.  When I read what they were going to do I nearly sprayed coke on my monitor!  

    On a lighter note, the unusual solution earned Lt. Gordak both an ingenuity award and the eternal ire of his Department Head. 8-) 

 

 

Lt. Cmdr Neurannic

Chief Tactical Officer

USS Odyssey

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Active
Stephen Greer
Lt Ceng
Uss Independence

 

"I hope we are still around."
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

My hopes and dreams extend to everyone who is part of this USF. I think together we can strengthen this rpg and get more members. I would like to see more ships with ideal sized crews. I hope to one day become a CO in the USF. Through my years of dedication and hard work I am sure that day will come. What?!? An XO spot is open? ::runs and a sign is on the door saying new XO hired:: Dangit!! LOL

 

My favorite memories of the USF are when I first started out. I'm a huge medical nut, so at first I wasn't sure what to do. Then one day I got wise and researched Star Trek medicine on the internet and came up with all these ideas. In fact, I was going to try and start a medical academy recently in the USF. Without having the necessary resources the idea kinda went through the floor. To this day I still love medical. I wouldn't trade the position (except to see CO) if my life depended on it. I've been friends with Carissa for years, and meeting new people in the sims really makes this experience for and more interesting.

 

Lieutenant Commander Karen Y. Deladier

USS Montgomery

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

This submission is for my character I created in August 1996, CMO, USF Teena of the Hermes, half Klingon half Bajoran. 

 

“What are your hopes and dreams for the USF during the next ten years?” That we all have as much fun in the next years as we did in the first ten years. 

 

One of my favorite storylines was a storyline about Karral, Ghar, Teena and her mate Chalok.  We did a mini sim once that lasted for hours.  LtKarral made 15 very long logs out of it. It was called "A Matter of Honor."   There were dozens of pages of simming to edit. The simmers were, Lieutenant Commander Kar'ral as Herself, Lieutenant Commander Teena as Herself, Lieutenant Pavlor as the "Ambassador" and Lydia's "Flunky", Lieutenant Commander Grant as "Lydia", Commander Rigel as "Chalok", First Lieutenant Storm as "Ghar", USFRSemino as "Greshnor. "  It was long and exciting.  And took a long time to plan. The storyline had dancing at a costumed ball, drinking, Klingon honor, Klingons howling at the time of death to carry the warrior's soul to Stovakor, a kidnapping, Batleth fighting, someone being stabbed with a poisoned knife, fighting with d'k Tahgs, kicking, fighting, biting, cat fights, manly fights, men punching women, women punching men, love, hate, death, strangling, chasing each other in shuttles, you name it, someone was doing it!  It was a lot of fun.  Then a few years later we brought Lydia back into Teena's life and did another long storyline. Ahrele played the villianess Lydia, with perfection. Caitlin played Teena's mother in law. I think Chalok finally killed Lydia in the end. It was hard to choose which storyline I liked the best.  The log I did with Caitlin playing Teena's mother in law was one of my favorites to read.  She really knew how to play the $!$#$#@&.  ;-).  

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

This submission is for Commander Alejandra Inez Montoya.  The character was created in Feb. 1999. She first simmed on Outpost Couesteau as an engineering officer and rose through the ranks and is now commander/XO for Outpost Phoenix.

 

What are your hopes and dreams for the USF during the next ten years? Well, I hope we grow to twice our size and it would be nice to see at least one USFer get something published.  

 

My favorite storyline for Montoya was one where she comes back into the life of her former lover, Daniel Mancuso.  She is posted to OPC as an engineer but is secretly a spy, and it was very long drawn out storyline that involved many people at the outpost. In the end Daniel Mancuso found her standing over his dead assistant, as she tried to steal outpost secret information.  He mind melded with her to find out what she was up to and accidentally killed her during the mind meld, with many witnesses in the room.  He was brought up on charges, and we had a big trial.  A IRL law student played Mancuso's defense lawyer, and one of our more experienced simmers played the prosecutor.  One by one witnesses were called up to testify.  ABC played the judge and simmers from other sims came to witness the trial and to participate.  It was amazing to see the courtroom battle and the tactics and the emotions of the witnesses and the people who sat in the courtroom.  Conflicts of interest between friends of Mancuso's and their duty to tell the truth was compelling and heart wrenching.  It was a very intense storyline.  Mancuso was found not guilty of murdering Montoya and was also awarded custody of their minor child, Luis.  Thank God we live in a world of Trek because I was able to bring her character back later through the magic of Trek and a transporter malfunction. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

“What are your hopes and dreams for the USF during the next ten years?” My hope is that the USF grows to be the largest and mose rewarding and successful sim group in the history of mankind! (Excuse me..... in the history of all species and galaxies).
 

There are so many storylines that I have loved being involved in.....one of my favorites was one that I had on the Potemkin.  As LtCdrRoxanne Brewer Shade.  We transported most of the crew and some civilians, from a planet to the Potemkin.  The crew was caught in a transportor malfunction. (similar to the one that melded Neelix and Tuvoc into Tuvix into one being on Voyager). But this time the brains transported into the wrong people.  One commander's brain went into a pregnant ensign's body.  It was hysterical to see this very macho and manly commander deal with a woman's body especially a pregnant one. He even went into labor.  One lieutenant was transformed into a woman that he had always wanted to mate with.  Boy, talk about someone who was in love with himself!  He must have written a dozen logs, talking about how he loved to look at himself in the mirror at this new found body and etc, etc. etc.  It was one of the most hysterical storylines I've ever been involved with.  One person came back as a man and went home to her husband who had a hard time dealing with her gender change.  My character was somehow transported into a small little girl.  Roxanne's husband was extremely confused and rejected her many times for he could not consummate the marriage in her present condition. As always, we ended the storyline with everyone back to their former selves with a new concept of what it was like to walk in another person's shoes. It was all very tastefully done with a hint of innuendo and a whole lot of good humor and excellent writing by the crew.  
 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

My USF characters are:  

 

Lieutenant Commander Johansson Kilmer Johnson, currently serving as the Chief of Engineering on Outpost Phoenix.  

 

Lieutenant Commander Deborah Ethian Pavlor, currently in retirement and raising her triplet daughters.  I haven't simmed Deborah in a few years.  She was formerly the Assistant Chief of Engineering on the U.S.S. Hermes for many years. 

 

First Lieutenant Tia Sloan Ryan, currently serving as the acting Executive Officer on the U.S.S. Eclipse.  Formerly, Tia has served on the U.S.S. Aldrin, Outpost Cousteau and an extremely brief stint on S.S. Niagala.

 

 

I have simmed on and off--more on, than off--in the USF since 1995.  It is my hope for the USF in the next ten years that the league will continue to be a safe and fun place for trekkers, trekkies... whatever you want to call yourself... to express themselves in the context of the Trek universe.  For myself, the experience has always been just a tad more about the camaraderie that I've built and shared with my various crew mates over the years and the chance to express myself with the written word, than the actual setting of Trek itself.  I love that I found a place to write, to find fellowship and to be accepted for the sci-fi/Trek nerd that I really am.

 

My favorite storyline that I was involved in was Deborah Pavlor's Pon Farr storyline on the U.S.S. Hermes.  Deborah was a humanoid, three-fourths Lehian and one-fourth Vulcan.  Why her body experiences Pon Farr is too lengthy to recap here, so I will not attempt it.  What made the storyline so much fun at the time and the most memorable for me was that I was able to involve so many other characters, including some from another ship.  Due to Deborah's unique metabolism, the fever built up very slowly, thus I was able to keep the storyline running several weeks and had an enormous amount of fun simming it and writing about it.  At the wedding of Janar and Yular [characters on the Darmok at that time], Deborah was not quite herself and accosted several males at the wedding, including the groom.  Not only did she dance and grope her way through most of the male guests, Deborah was eventually ordered to SickBay by the Darmok's commanding officer.  The most memorable thing about the entire storyline was its climax.  No pun intended.  I was introduced by Teena, the Chief Medical Officer on the Hermes at the time, to an online friend of hers that also did Trek role playing.  He and I chatted a couple of times, and I informed him that I was looking for a guy to be a good sport and 'help' Deborah resolve her issues with the fever.  The first time I ever simmed with that fellow was his first night on the Hermes as a fresh faced Ensign.  We proceeded to turn a few heads during the sim that night, when a fever enraged Deborah stormed into SickBay looking for Teena, but ended up attacking the new guy.  He and I have been online buds and real life friends--even meeting each other once--ever since.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

My biggest wish for the USF is that we not only grow as a group, but grow as a family.  Just as families are interconnected, I'd like to see our sims become interconnected as well.  I think then, we will have realized Gene Roddenberry's dream, and made it real for the USF.

 

Favorite story>  When I served on Space Station Nigala, Karis Tok, Joe Stone, Chris Harsh and myself stole the Captain's yacht and took it out for a joy ride.  The Captain at the time was none other than the USF's illustrious Vice Admiral Anders.

 

 

--Special Apprentice Leigh Stone previously Space Station Nigala, currently USS Potemkin  

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Rear Admiral Elizabeth Hanson

Retired Host, Special Operations Group

Active High Command

 

Right now the USF does Star Trek very well, but there are so many more science fiction genres out there that we could delve into that would expand our organization beyond Star Trek and into the Science Fiction world.  Gene Roddenberry had a great vision in terms of incorporating all these different species, beliefs, and value systems, that I think that after seeing how well the USF does that in the Star Trek universe, that we can do that in any science fiction universe.  So I'd say my wish is for us to reach for the stars and expand our horizon now and for the next ten years.

 

Story: I have so many stories to share from my time in the SOG, one of which I've already shared with most of the fleet, but the other one involves a chicken. You see, back when I was on Nigala someone started this never-ending story that I really enjoyed doing, so I started it in the S.O.G.  Well, our Never-ending story evolved into this chicken that stalked the corridors and couldn't be killed by any means... that is, until my XO Commander Maeve got a hold of him.  In her own ingenious way, she caught our never-ending chicken, fried him up and ate him for supper... so ended our chicken and all of us, except Commander Maeve who hated that chicken, mourned his passing. 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^
Captain Sarina Jade

USS Potemkin

Active host

 

My dream for the USF is that we inspire the next generation of science fiction role players to play in this fascinating and imaginative world.  After all, if we don't inspire the next generation, who will take our place when we go for our rocking chairs?

 

Story:  The Potemkin may be a serious sim, but I swear we have logged more hours on Risa than any other sim out there!  The Potemkin crew love to party after a long and intense mission.  You just have to be careful because the crew is largely comprised of women... and boy do they know how to shop!  By the end of our trip to Risa, the ship is so weighed down with our extra purchases that it's a miracle we make it to warp drive.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Your hopes and dreams for the USF for the next ten years:

Hope: They finally put nuts like me in one sim.

Dream: A new publication, maybe. Something that's sim related, but not Star Trek related. Sounds impossible, but I got ideas for it.

Stories, quotes, or pictures of your time in the USF:

Story: I'll always remember my first sim. Well, not remember so much. Slept right through my very first sim.

Quote: 

Except for Fisher and Tidus. - I'm not even sure who coined this phrase anymore, or why it was made, but it still cracks me up.

 

Your character’s name and simulation:

Well duh, it's me, good ol' Lt. Cmndr. Joe Tremblay, from the USS Hermes, the better half of the HMS fleet.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^
Ok lets see where to start. One of the things I would like to see is less complaining but, as you know its human nature to complain about something or someone for any good reason or bad reason (you choose.lol).  The USF has grown from the spirit of those in the org not just those who run the org. I myself was recruited by AdmiralABC aka Captain Andy Clements when he was trying to start a new sim in IRC (the one and only, the famous, destroyed several times over and still plowing the space lanes USS LEXINGTON), The fact we eventually joined all you AIMers has nothing to do with my fondness with IRC. rofl. I would like to see another attempt at IRC but I don't think that's feasible for USF now days. In those days LEX only had Ensigns for department heads as we were so new that we had only the one experienced officer (ABC) I have been with LEXINGTON from the start, and I do mean start, the construction days of the sim to where it stands today with Fleet Captain Robb Clemens at the helm. I have served under 4 different COs (if I left one of you out, sorry) Admiral Clements, Cap Quell (Both of them I think had charge of LEX). Flt Cap Quixar, and so far Flt Captain Clemens. I am growing old so my memory may be off. lol I think the lineage went like this Clements, Quell, Quixar, Quell, Clemens. or something.

Cat interviewed me for Cmdr not acting Cmdr but a full blown Cmdr at Quell’s request. I have held this position since with pride. I am a Trekkie, in my opinion there is no such thing as trekker, if you watch the shows and enjoyed them as much as I did then your a TREKKIE! final. My best friend (Quixar) was usually promoted right before I was, I stayed one rank below him the whole way up, then you guys gave him Columbia, and then eventually you promoted him to Fleet Captain and Rep. He's now retired at Commodore I think. lol. and i'm still plugging away at Cmdr. rofl. I created another new character for another sim a couple of years back to assist another host in another sim (Quell on Eclipse, First Lt Koe Laryn/CSecO) and had a ball now I was up to two sims a week. Wow!  Then I joined another trek org to help a fellow simmer here run her sim there, (you may have seen me Cmdr Jon Eaglefeather/XO/USS PATHFINDER, now three a week, holy cow, but then Eclipse moved to Saturdays, and I had to resign, but I still love to pop in sometimes and visit. 

I guess that still don't answer the first question, so I'll use that as a answer for the second question. lol I would truly like to see this org last another 10 years, we have the numbers, we have the people willing to see it happen.  We just need to make it happen I have seen this org get together and give to others in the org who are in need of help IE 9/11/01, Hurricane Katrina, etc... and it make me feel warm and fuzzy all over with pride that I belong to an org that does this. I want to see this org bigger then it is now with people of the same caliber and fortitude to make good things happen both in real life, as I've seen, and make believe, as what happens each and every night in all the sims that happen during the week. I have been with this sim group for 5 of those 10 years and I'm looking forward to more. I want to see this org........better then it is now and that is the only direction that I can see it going.

I would have probably quit by now if not for the simmers I sim with. Flt Cptn Clemens is another of my best friends who's has done lots to keep the sim and org going. Quixar got me started and kept me interested, but Robb has done the impossible..... he kept me playing the game. I hope this org won't forget that underlying fact that it’s the whole org that makes the org not just the person with exception to those I just brown nosed. (ROFLMAO) wink wink.(no pun there) I have played this game with other fine people, I hope to continue to do so. Now lets get another TV show going so that our Recruiting Department will stop visiting our sims and announcing things. wink wink.

Cmdr Zaphod Fondo 

XO/USS Lexington 

"Nevermind the Fur, The Spots rock.......yes i am Trill and damn proud of it."
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

I was actually tossing back and forth on whether to do this, but hey, 
what the hell.

1) Semi-Retired Host (I prefer to think of it as inescapable, 
involuntary LOA)

2)  Your hopes and dreams for the USF for the next ten years:  I've 
been hopping around a lot lately, watching a lot of different sims.  
While most of the people there seem to be having fun, it isn't what I'd 
consider fun.  Chasing lizards with Kool-Aid down a Jeffries tube does 
not amuse me.  I would definitely like to field a sim more in touch 
with the serious drama aspects of Star Trek, rather than a free-for-all 
hour-long kid's show.  While I understand that seems to be what a large 
chunk of our demographic wants, I'd like to see a sim that you could 
honestly mistake for an episode's screenplay.

3)  Stories, quotes, or pictures of your time in the USF:  As much as 
everyone thinks I'm 'gone', I keep this screen name on pretty much 
24/7.  Further, I did inform... whoever... that I'd be interested in 
returning once I got home from active duty service.  I even picked up a 
good uniform jacket not that long ago, because I can't ever seem to get 
too far from Star Trek.  As for stuff from 'my time in the USF', aside 
from my well-intentioned but abortive stint on the Indy, there are very 
few people left with a frame of reference to get the story. :-)

4)  Your character?s name and simulation:  Captain Alexander "Putty" 
O'Brien, Awaiting Assignment (Starfleet Unemployment.  Boo.)
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Long ago...and many sim rooms away we all started from one place... it was called Ten Forward Lounge ... 

     there, characters emerged that mimicked what we would have wanted us to be in the far future...  in my case..... a young Ensign Juan Carlos Santiago.. later a bi-polar bad guy called Carlos Flama... Clark Savage- A character that started as a Farce to play with Lt.Thang on the Frag...Then Daniel Mancuso... a character that has spanned almost the decade that the USF has been active... these characters touched the lives of other characters and the real people that played them... Like Killian Sylver, Dana Torres, Taran, Fabrina, Deborah Pavlor and Alejandra Montoya...

     All of us have been many people... good, bad and a lot in between... we have had great times and have had terrible moments... but through it all we have had the comfort of losing ourselves in the characters that we play...  that is something I am sure we will all take to our final resting place when out time comes.

     I want to tell all of you that I have been proud to be a part of all of your lives and will hold dear all the moment that you have been part of mine.

Happy 10th Anniversary My Friends and family.

Carlos Ortiz , Fleet Captain Daniel Xavier Mancuso , Captain Clark Simeon Savage and all my other Characters...
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

What are your hopes and dreams for the USF during the next ten years?

Well, honestly, I hope the USF is still going strong, for I just love simming.  I’ve been simming with various characters for about ten years now, and I’ve simmed on almost all of the ship in the USF.  Simming is a wonderful outlet for my creativity and my desire to participate in acting without leaving my house.  I’m a really shy person, so acting on stage is quite intimidating to me.  In a chat room, however, I’m much more relaxed.  I really love simming, and simming in the Star Trek universe is loads of fun.  I have been a Star Trek fan for years and years, and I probably will remain a Star Trek fan for decades to come.  I hope we still have several sims each night of the week.

More hopes:  I hope for world peace!  I hope for more international players.  I currently sim with two players from Australia, and I think that’s just really cool.  I used to sim with a guy from England who loved simming so much that he got up in the middle of the night to sim with us.  I really admired his dedication!  It’s really neat to inter-act with people from other countries and discover they’re really just like us.  I hope we continue to be an international group.

One of my favorite things I used to do… Shodan loved to thwap everybody.  I just thought it was so funny, and I loved all of the various thwapping wave files people sent me.  To make up for it, she gave out brownies to everyone (and she still does that).

As for favorite quotes, I love calling people “freakin’ weirdos” --- so much so that I do it almost every day.  I guess this has replaced thwapping for me!

Lieutenant Commander Piqua Bu, USS Integrity

 ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

From Commodore Ray Packard:

    Well, let me get the obligatory response out of the way ... I want the USF to be around for another ten years! Now, we can move on. For me personally, I would like to be around as long as the USF itself is around. But in another 10 years, I'll be almost 40! Yeesh. Best not to think so far ahead. Hard to believe I was only 19 when I first joined. Well, the past is the past. What I would like to see for the USF in the next ten years, growth. Not in terms of people alone, but what the USF offers. Simming wise, we have ideas of expanding our offerings to include shows like SG-1, and not just Trek, which has been the tradition here in the USF. I would like to see that succeed and flourish in the next ten years.

    What I would really love to see is the USF becoming more of a fan club alongside the simming aspect that got us here today. There are many Trek fan clubs, with members all across the world who meet up every year to just hang out and even "play the part" in person. Though not exactly my cup of tea, I know a lot of people enjoy it, and it'd be great if the USF could one day offer that. Hey, we've got 10 years to work on it! Even if we don't go that route, I would still like to see a more interactive group of Hosts and simmers. I want to see a USF Meet and Greet each and every year - in different places, or to coincide with the Vegas convention each year. Uh oh, I smell a new department for HC!  Head of Parties ... and stuff. There are so many close friends here in the USF, and some of us have never even met one another. It's a shame, and it'd be great if the USF could offer a gathering where everyone is welcome.

 

    And that's what I'd like to see. What? You want more? Like memories of my simming past? You expect me to dig up my Holo-Babe (Original and 2.0), Holo-Marv (Careful, he bites backs), or Holo-Betsy, my holographic cow friend? Are you insane! I just now finally lived all that down, and you want me to bring it up again! NO WAY! ... oh God, did I say all that out loud?

    If you're wondering how I ever made it to HC ... you and me both. ;-)

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

 My hopes and dreams for the USF for the next 10 years:
    Pretty simple, really.  Just that the USF will still be around and going strong and that the people in the group are still having fun and making friends, as they have been doing for the last 10 years. 

Stories, quotes, or pictures of your time in the USF:
    It's very hard for me to try and pick just a handful of times in the USF to reminisce about, because I've had so many memorable times in sims over the years and so much fun interacting with other characters in logs, too.  Once I get started talking about them, I'm liable to just go on and on, but I'll try to pare it down as much as I can. 

    Since I know Eliz already shared some memories about Nigala and SOG, my first and third sims here in the USF (and two of the sims where I've spent the most time and had the most fun over the years), I'll skip over those two except to say that I had more fun in those sims than I could have imagined possible when I first started with the USF and those two sims gave me the opportunity to meet Eliz -- her character's name then was Leigh -- and build a wonderful friendship with her, which was the first great gift the USF gave to me.  Since then, I've had the opportunity to meet and become friends with a number of other truly amazing people, but I'm not even going to try and list them because I'll inevitably leave someone off the list by mistake and feel terrible when I realize my error -- or, worse yet, make them feel snubbed.  

    Oh, I should also mention that SOG gave me the opportunity to sim the longest running on again, off again "romance" I think the USF has had to this point.  Striker's player and I had a great deal of fun putting our characters through so much torture.  Romantic misery is always more fun in fiction than in real life, particularly when you get to plan, plot and play it out with a friend.   

    My second sim in the USF was the Agamemnon.  As with SOG, JAG, Kemo Sabay, Fragglerock, OPC and the Hegh'ta, I ended up being part of the first crew for the Aggie.  It was a fun sim and I stayed with it from Eddie Blackmon's time right up until almost the end of Kenta Badon's.  I would have enjoyed the next two COs, as well, because they were friends of mine -- Dakar (not to be confused with Dakor) and Hayes, and I guested at their sims several times -- but my schedule no longer permitted me to make the sim regularly.  

    Mentioning Julie Hayes reminds me of the first FWS.  We had a command room set up, where the hosts were supposed to be meeting and simming out aspects of the command interactions.  Whoever was supposed to be there when Julie was didn't show up for some reason and I'd happened to drop in to watch... and there was Julie, simming her heart out, all by herself.  She played the good guys and the bad guys and ended up in a knock down, drag out fight with herself.  I laughed so much that my eyes started watering.  What a character she was and is.  

    Another sim that a change in my schedule ended up parting me from was the Fragglerock.  I had so much fun in that sim, just goofing around and vamping it up as the naive, colorful and extremely limber Dr. Thang that selecting just one fun memory to highlight is nearly impossible.  I think I'd have to pick the night that Robb Clemens dropped in and Piqua Bu flattened him and he was sent to sick bay to be reinflated.  I was laughing so hard during that sim that I nearly couldn't type.  The in-sim opportunities for banter between Thang and Savage and, later, Thang and Decker that let me exercise my penchant for double entendres was something that gave me a lot of laughs, too.  So many funny things: The visit to the Halls of Mentholyptus.  The ship's janitor who had delusions of being a super hero and who never made it through a sim without being killed.  The Hippo-cratic oath.  The space flea infestation that was responsible for that glowing green flea collar that encircles the "neck" of the Frag -- did you ever wonder what that green thing was when you looked at the picture of the Frag on the website's sim schedule?  Well, now you know. 

    For Hegh'ta, the highlight was the big brawl Andy's and my character got in one sim.  I've got to hand it to the Klingons, they really know how to deal with their grievances.  C'mon, confess -- over the years, haven't there been one or two Federation COs you would like to have punched in the nose?  

    The highlight of my time on the Federation, my first XO spot and Peri Mason's first USF appearance, was definitely getting to know the crew, rather than any one specific sim incident.  Ahrele and Ariell both had characters on the Federation and it was there that I had the pleasure of meeting them both for the first time.  Friendship didn't blossom right away, as it did with Eliz on Nigala, but I am very happy to be able to count Ahrele as one of my very good friends today.

    The Hermes was another sim I spent a number of years in.  I first became part of the crew by filling in for someone who had to go LOA.  He'd asked me to play his character while he was gone, so I did, and I came to enjoy the sim so much that I created a character of my own and joined up.  Jessa Jean Andrews went from Ensign to Lt. Commander aboard the Hermes and had a great time doing so.  If my host obligations to the SOG hadn't come to interfere with my participation in the Hermes' sim, I would probably still be simming there.  The time the Hermes crew ended up being enslaved by the Amazon-type women (a plot devised by another good friend I acquired during my time in the USF -- USF Grant) and Jessa helped then-Captain Chid escape by dressing him as a woman and the plot where we all ended up having our minds switched into other crew members' bodies were two of the funniest sets of logs I've been part of, as a crew member.  The body switching one was particularly memorable for me as poor Jessa was the only crew member to get switched into the body of a critter instead of another crew member.  She ended up switched with Fergus, the security department's mascot, who happened to be a ferret.  My third truly memorable experience simming on the Hermes was when Teena asked me to play her character's mother-in-law, Mama Mo'Tak.  Teena gave me a great deal of latitude as far as characterization went, so I got to play a blonde, buff and hirsute Klingon mama in over-the-top style.  

    The Hermes also had the most memorable mission brief I ever received.  One week, when I opened the brief Hawk sent out, I found myself staring at an enormous red question mark in the middle of a black text field.  That was it, the entire mission brief.  It said nothing and yet it said it all.

    I also simmed as part of the crew on the Darkpath, the Stealth, OPX, the Marquesas, was a cadet in the Starfleet Academy sim, spent a year or so as the XO of Reciprocity/Sojourner (now Maverick), and pulled a couple of tours of duty on the Potemkin.  Did I forget any of my sims?  I hope not, but it's possible, I guess.  If so, the fault lies with my memory, not the sims, because I have enjoyed every single one I've been part of.

    I could tell stories about each of the above mentioned sims, too, but I fear I've gone on rather too long already, so I won't go into those here or enumerate any of my many guest spots that are treasured memories to me.  

    Instead, let me spend a bit of time talking about the Odyssey, the sim I've hosted for just over nine years now.  The make up of the crew has changed so much over the years, but I've been very fortunate in having some fantastic and highly imaginative simmers in every incarnation of the crew so far.  I go to each sim anticipating that their responses to the plot's twists and turns will be quick, inventive and realistic -- well, realistic within the boundaries of the sim's reality -- and they never let me down.  I've been privileged to be their CO and their friend, where friendship has blossomed.  I've also been amazed by the way some of them, particularly the ones who were quite young when we started, have grown in their ability to write and sim intelligently, creatively and with a bit of humor, too.  

    Ten years ago, when an acquaintance of mine talked me into joining Captain Anders and his merry band of misfits on Station Nigala, I had no way of knowing what the future had in store for me.  Despite some of the less pleasant incidents that have happened during my time in the USF and all the hard work it has involved over the years, I've found the experience to be an overwhelmingly positive one.  I've acquired not only a wealth of fun and good memories, but also a number of really great friends, one of whom I ended up falling in love with and marrying.  All in all, I wouldn't trade my involvement with the USF for anything.  It's not just a game, it's a community of gamers; a community in which I have many friends and, really, a second family of sorts.  There's no way to put a price on something like that.

USFCaitlin

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Gonz quote-"Dont count your shuttles before a battle, chances are Tremb will obliterate a few before the day is done"

My experiences in the USF:  The USF has been a staple in my life for a little over a year now.  It gave me something to look forward to every Tuesday.  It taught me Trill.  And most of all, it gave me a wonderful group of people to hang out with... Benson, Tremblay, Kirk, SIM Mom Carissa, Hawk, everyone else that has been a part of my time on the Hermes.

FirstLtGonz

USS Hermes

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

 Gee, where do I start? The beginning, maybe? Well, for me the beginning was August, 1997, and the sim was the USS Darmok. I was brought there by someone I had been simming with independently for over a year. His name (in the USF) was Commander Sarvok. He kept telling me how good the sims were and how nice the people were. Finally, getting tired of having sims die every other month (I had been on 9 in a row that folded in the year before I came to the USF), I thought I'd give it a try. It turned out to be a breath of fresh air. Here we are, 8 years later, and the ship is remarkably still there. I won't mention the shuttle graveyard the D's accumulated in 8 years, but the ship has remained intact. I'm on my second character on that ship, because the first one, Tom Trekker, was happily promoted out as the XO of the Integrity in October of 1998 (and got married to Jadzia Chall-Trekker at the same time), and to CO of Nigala in May in 1999, where he remains. There have been other characters and sims in the intervening years, just like everyone else who has been here that long, but the Darmok is "home". Trekker moved on, and fulfilled my personal need to host, but the week he left, a very large Klingon named Koran mysteriously arrived to take his place on the D. 

 

Why stay on one sim that long? I bet I've heard it 500 times since I've been in the USF. The people are why. The Darmok has grown to be a family. We have fun together. We spat occasionally, but always make up. We care for each other, not just in the sim, but in real life as well. I've been to Ahrele and Akarn's wedding. We've taken trips to Vegas together. We help out when one of us has a need. We call when somebody goes missing from a sim. Because we all CARE. And it's not just the Darmok. I hear stories like that all the time, from people all across the USF. Just look at the response to the recent Hurricane. We (the USF) set up websites....accounts for donations to members.... helped locate simmers we knew to be in the danger area. That is what families do. I will always think of the USF as family. My life is better, having been a part of this huge family for 8 years. I hope it goes on forever.

 

Tom Tierney

 

aka Fleet Captain Thomas Trekker (Darmok, Integrity and Nigala and FR for the

                                                    Agamemnon and Hermes)

      Koran, of the House of Koran (Darmok)

      Lt. Julian Pak (Independence and Ares)

      LtCdr Marcus Sandoval (Kemo Sabay, Sundancer)

      et al, from other sims now deceased

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Well lets see... there are quite a few memories...

My first was waiting forever to find out when the USS Lothlorien sim started; and no one contacted me for a few weeks until Captain Neil came back from a hiatus, and I was told what room to go to; and then having to prove to the Chief Engineer that I knew my stuff by answering questions from him.  Needless to say I buried him, and he didn't last long after my arrival.  

Meeting now Commodore Styre and Retired Fleet Captain Roel was fun and so was the ever present and plucky Hobbes.  And then the Loth entered a dark period... and some lady took over, and I left the Loth after that.  From there I went to the USS Odyssey and served with then Fleet Captain Peri Mason.  I spent some time on the ship having fun with Isaac Gill, Doc Kate, Algar, Knuchi, and now members of my crew Styles and Wind and Shannon Night, and the brownie thief himself (Kivo) lots of good memories there.

And then the wife and I made characters for the USS Aldrin under command of Killian where I became a character she had already developed; the young Julio Mancuso.  Grand child to Killian and Tarva and the future son of Daniel Mancuso's (yes got around too)  and the wife took on the roll of Jessica A Knight... the very much rambuntious orphan girl that adopted Lt Chaos as her uncle before John Styre.  

Hey hun and Gran's remember the food fight?  Yeah... refried beans everywhere.   And then there was our friend Isato Dire... :hugs to you Kimi::

So lets see back to the Odyssey... ahh Sunday Brunches those were so fun.

And then there was my bachelor party... the ever present Bachelor party.  There is sooo much speculation about what really went on... well there was Shannon and the Orion girls... and then there was Jere phasing in and out of reality with with Garglemeister drink of his... and John... John Styre was actually behavin himself... and remarkably so was I. And that's the official story. :)

Other great events the birth of the triplets happened there... and I got my bionic implants... yes you can tell I was reaching to bring something new to the table.  And those events really helped with that.

From there I was promoted... and back to the Loth I went to work with John who was now in charge of the Lothlorien.  

After that I was promoted to my present command of the Lexington the first ship to use a different means of simming and creating sim rooms using MIRC.  The only problem was that I didn't get any visitors.  But I had Quixar as my XO, and was sad to lose him, but I got Fondo who's stuck it out with me.  We then did the unthinkable... pulled the Lex to AIM and into Final Frontier.

And then I created the character that hitched Admiral Johannson... Jason Oliver.  Yep, I came in as a bad guy and I got the girl, LOL, go figure eh?  I guess villians do have more fun. Ahrele has kept me on my toes, she is an excellent player and to keep up with her is hard at times.  But from what she tells me I'm just as good at keeping her on her toes and being spontaneous.  Guess that's a good thing.

And these are my memories of the USF.

Peace and Long Life
USF Robb A Clemens, II
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Ensign Tebok tr'Khev
Teacher's Aid, Engineering
Starfleet Academy


"Distinguished Service Medal" 

By, 

Ensign Tebok tr'Khev

 

Not long after the reception in Dahlgen Hall, Ensign Tebok tr'Khev made his way to his favorite haunt to sit and think, the roof of the engineering building. En route he stopped by a replicator to pick himself up a Tazao Chai Latte before then stepping out into the cool night air. 

 

The stars shone brightly overhead, so alien to those he had often once looked up to from the roof of the home of his ancestors on Romulus and yet also so very the same.

 

"We all live with the objective of being happy; our lives are all different and yet the same," he quoted softly to himself, just the hint of a smile breaking through his gruff hawkish features. Very smart the young human that had said that, especially for a child. 

[Anne Frank]

 

A light breeze, chillier higher up here, ruffled his thick black hair and blew at the white jacket of his Starfleet officer's dress uniform - which thank the Elements was *not* a dress.

 

In his right hand he now held the medal Fleet Captain Robert Clemens had earlier pinned to his chest. Its silver metal shone softly in the faint light of the alien stars above. He could not help staring at it as he slowly sat in his usual spot - at the edge, where he could easily see the Academy campus spread out far below him, motionless now at this late hour. 

 

Distinguished Service Medal.

 

It felt cool in his hand and very real. Tebok had not expected anything of this kind to be given to him. Had in fact, on seeing the last Cadet he knew was due to be promoted step aside, thought the Fleet Captain had meant to give him further orders for that evening when he had called Tebok forward. 

 

And to be told that the Fleet Captain and the Dean were discussing a possible promotion for him. Tebok had not believed Commander Culkin when he had mentioned it but now, hearing it again, he was not sure how to think of it. 

 

The idea of promotion had never occurred to Tebok. His placement in Starfleet had been more out of necessity then a desire to, as the young Cadets put it, 'boldly go where no one has gone before.' 

 

It had been Commander Lee Stuart, Aerv Stuart's human father, who had suggested Tebok take a position in Starfleet and then had worked to get it for him. For his own protection Lee Stuart had told him. The Tal Shiar would think twice before trying to kidnap a Starfleet officer, even a low ranking exiled Romulan Ensign. He had then reminded Tebok of the uproar that had resulted after Cadet Aerv Stuart's kidnapping. 

 

Tebok could not deny that the Tal Shiar did want him back and acknowledged the need for this protection. In a world where Telepaths were very rare, someone of Tebok's power was almost nonexistent, and now here he was, on the wrong side of the Neutral Zone, possibly in league with the enemy. If Tebok tr'Khev would not work for them then he would work for no one. 

 

And on Earth, as an instructor at Starfleet Academy, it would be very unlikely Tebok would ever have to face off against either of his brothers in the line of duty. Both Ralaar and Delon served in the Romulan military and, Tebok knew, despite everything that had happened to him, he could never kill either of his brothers in the name of Starfleet. 

 

But that he could be promoted. The very idea of it seemed to open new options to Tebok, put forth before him new questions he had never thought of. It made him think of his future and what he wanted to do with it. A thing he had never had to do in the past. A choice that had never truly been his to make. 

 

As a son of Tehann tr'Khev, the Head of House Khev, Tebok's future had been planned for him before his birth. He was one of Tehann's heirs. Even if he never became the Head of House Khev, he would have been expected to help in the running of the estate. Perhaps become the senator for his family. But always provided for, always secure in the care of his family. 

 

And now he was on Earth, away from all of that. More alone then he had ever been in his life. No family to watch out for him or for him to protect. The perfectly planned future his parents had given him no longer his. He would have to choose now, to decide, and then to work for what he wanted. 

 

Tebok felt as if he stood on the edge of a crossroads, without signs.

 

What did he want? Where would he go from here?

 

"You have the freedom to choose your actions," he quoted softly, thoughtful, his voice as heavy as the weight on his mind. "You don't have the freedom to choose the consequences of your actions." 

-- 

"Suddenly you're in this fight alone
Steppin' out into the great unknown
And the night's the hardest time
When the doubts run through your mind
Cause suddenly you find your self alone" 
~Leann Rimes 
[image: image46.png]



Welcome to the USF Log Book :-) 

Officers and Friends of the USF 

Welcome to the premier issue of the USF Log Book. This is a literary magazine whose authors are you, the proud and dedicated officers of the USF. This magazine is put together to highlight what many would consider some of the best work of various crew members from each and every ship. Each month, new logs and stories will be chosen off the message boards to be put into this magazine. In an effort to keep you informed as to what other ships in the fleet are doing, we will include mission briefs from various ships as well. 

This magazine is possible only through the hard work of each and every writer. We hope that over time, we are able to highlight work from every single officer in the fleet. Of course, your work will make it in here only if you post it to the boards. Rest assured, that if your log is posted, then it is being considered, for members of the Log Book staff read each and every log and story to make their selection. This may sound like a tedious job, and when the counts are high, it can take a little time, but we consider it a labor of love. 

And just to let you know just how much we love our job, we are going to make sure you know just how many logs we have read. At the start of the Log Book you will find a Log Count. This section is a comparison of the number of logs posted by each and every ship. We do admit that there has been some friendly rivalry going on between ships as to which one could write and post the most logs. The honor of being the ship that has written and posted the most logs is one of distinction for it takes a crew working together to accomplish this goal. Winners should feel proud. 

In closing, let me say that we want to hear from you. Not just through the message boards but directly from you as to how you feel about each issue and what you'd like to see from us in the future, for this is truly your magazine. 

Cmdr Ahrele Johannson 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^
USFTrek Fleet Captain Thomas Trekker
A CALL TO HONOR

The trip to Qo’Nos had been long, even at warp speed.  Koran fidgeted and paced in the shuttle like a caged animal. For all their courage and honor, Klingons were basically claustrophobic as a race. Confined spaces were worse than death. Had the trip not been essential, Koran would have gladly ignored the coded message he received from his father, Minister of War, and Member of the Klingon High Council. It was only because he was the son of a powerful member of the High Council that he could even consider ignoring the message. Anyone else would have been killed outright. Still, it was a close call for Koran. He was close to his family, as nearly all Klingons were, but was reluctant to acknowledge his famous parents, lest he bring danger or dishonor to them. But in this case, there was no option. The family needed to gather….. NOW... to defend itself and the honor of its house… or it would be too late. The House of Galdor would no longer be an Honored house. Galdor would lose his seat on the High Council, and his post as Minister of War. He might even be executed. If that happened, the rest of the family would be expected to commit suicide to atone for his loss of Honor. Koran vowed that to his last breath he would fight to save his father, knowing full well that in doing so, he might never return to the Darmok alive. It was a price he was willing to pay…. to repay A CALL TO HONOR.
As the shuttle approached, and he requested clearance to land, Koran began to reflect on his time on the Darmok. He wondered if he would ever see her again. For being such a little ship, and one without a combat mission at that, there had been many occasions for a Klingon to win glory, enough to sing about for years. As with most victories, of course, they had not come without a price. Many paid the ultimate price for victory and had already made their way to STOV-VO-KOR to be with Kahless. Others were injured so badly they would never fight again. They would never again experience the glory of victory and would have to be content with songs already written. Koran himself had almost died several times. Some of those times were not during battle. There would be no songs for those times. Still, Koran was lucky to have survived to fight again. The Darmok had the best of everything… including its Medical staff. Koran watched in wonder many times as they actually performed medical miracles on command to save the lives of Darmok crewmembers. Teilani was a compassionate, gifted doctor. So gifted, in fact, that he had to reluctantly concede that with her around, Sick bay was no longer a dungeon for the dying, but a place of healing and comfort. It must be her Klingon side. He chuckled as he thought about her having to fight that “Other” side of her makeup. As he touched down, he dismissed his thoughts about the Darmok. There was no time for that now. He had to focus on the situation at hand. The first thing he had to do was to get home to see his father. There, he would learn the full extent of the problem, and he could begin to create a plan to combat it.

As the shuttle door opened, Koran was surprised to see a Klingon Honor Guard waiting to greet him. He was pleased, of course, but knew that realistically, he did not deserve such a reception. It was only when he looked at the far end of the shuttle bay did he understand. Standing just inside the doorway was Galdor, there to meet his only surviving son. Galdor was highly protective of Koran since Kagh had been killed by the Dominion. The Honor Guard was not so much a ceremonial reception as a way to surround Koran with an armed escort without causing suspicion. Galdor himself had an entourage of personal guards, but that was normal for members of the High Council. Still, there seemed to be more of them than Koran remembered seeing the last time he was home. Koran allowed the Guard to surround him as he walked slowly toward Galdor. The proud warriors met each other with knowing glances and warm smiles, but few words. A short embrace, and the formalities were over. Galdor led Koran to a side room for an initial briefing. Half the Guard entered with them, and the rest took up positions outside and down the corridor. Galdor was the first to speak. “My Son, I will be brief. The danger to you is immense. As much as I want you here, it would be safer for both of us if we were separated. There is much you must know, so you can prepare yourself for what lies ahead.”

The words spoken by Galdor stunned Koran right down to his Klingon boots. He knew his father needed his help, but he did not know of the danger to them both. Galdor continued.  “The House of Havas has long disagreed with both my election to the High Council and my decisions since. I have learned through reliable sources that the House of Havas is putting plans together to disgrace me and have me removed from the High Council and replaced with one of their own. That would shift the balance of the High Council to a more war-like stance, and less toward cooperation with the Federation. The entire matter of Klingon participation in Federation affairs could be at stake. What they say is lies, of course, and I am not afraid of what might happen to me, but I fear that if they succeed, you will be forced to carry my shame, as will your children and their children as well. I need your help in stopping them. But in order to succeed, we must not let them know we are aware of their treachery.” Koran could not believe his ears. The Klingon-Federation alliance was one of the cornerstones of the new peace since the Dominion War. To lose that foothold on peace could throw the entire region into chaos and regional warfare, with each species trying to grab systems in an attempt to rule by strength. The cause of peace in the quadrant would be set back 75 years at least, and the advances brought about after the Khitomer massacre would be lost. “I will do whatever is necessary to protect you and the High Council.” Galdor looked deep into his son’s eyes. “It may come to that, my son. We may all have to die so the Empire can live.”

The meeting lasted only 10 minutes, but to Koran it seemed a lifetime. Everything he had known and come to depend upon was being thrown into chaos. He was fiercely loyal to Starfleet, but even that paled when compared with his feelings for his family. He would….. he MUST… use all his instincts and skills to find out how the Havas family was going to attack his family, and he had to do it soon. From the look in Galdor’s eyes, time was short. He knew Galdor had called him in as a last resort. It was time to call in all the favors due him so that he could assemble a team of warriors to uncover the Havas plot and thwart it. Koran called on several of his friends from childhood, who had played warrior games with him, thinking up scenarios to gain glory, much as Klingon boys had done for countless generations. Only this time it was for real. Keqh would be his right hand. Mandok would be his left. They would again form a team to fight the forces of evil. As Galdor used his contacts and personal forces to work on the problem, Koran took a less public route that his Father could not. The three met early the next morning and went for a hunt, which they normally did whenever they could all be home at the same time. This afforded them the chance to be out of sight and out of the danger area while still being able to watch out for each other. Keqh and Mandok gave Koran all the information they knew, and the three began setting up a plan to confront the Havas and stop their plot before it could do any damage. They talked late into the night of the second day, and they returned home under the cover of night with their plan intact. All that remained was to inform Galdor and put the plan into action.

Koran and Galdor sat down over dinner on the third day, their mood somber. Galdor worried about much more than the affairs of state, and Koran wracked his brain looking for holes in his plan. After the gagh, while they were enjoying fresh bloodwine, Koran explained the plan to Galdor. He told Koran that he could not provide any more protection than he already had, and he cautioned Koran to be sure of his contacts. “There has been much change since you left, my son. Those you trusted when you left may not be trustworthy now. The stakes have grown too rich. Wealth and power have replaced honor among many. I fear the Empire may already be lost, regardless of our quest.” “I do not agree, Father. Perhaps you have been too close to the intrigue to see the whole picture. I trust that we will be victorious.” Galdor nodded knowingly, hoping his son was right. “Well, my son. Enough intrigue for one day. Let us catch up on each other before bed. Tell me about life on the Darmok.” They talked long into the night, restoring the bond that had grown stale over time and distance. Each felt much better about the other when they finally went to bed, possibly for the last time. The coming day would reveal much about their future, as well as that of the Empire itself.

Keqh and Mandok arrived before sunrise, but even then they did not wake Koran. He had been up for hours rehearsing the plan in his head, still looking for the one loophole in it that would cost them their lives. So far, he hadn’t found it, and he hoped it was because there wasn’t one, not that he had missed it. Keqh would discreetly try to get information from friends of Havas known to be part of the conspiracy. What they were dealing with was at least as important as with whom. Mandok would secure hand-to-hand weapons and plan an attack on the site where the attack would begin. Koran knew that Galdor’s personal guards would keep watch on Galdor, and that the compound was as safe as possible. The three Klingons left the House of Galdor as the sun began to rise in the Qo’nos sky. They used the brightness of the low sky to mask their movements as they approached the estate of Havas, high on a wooded hill that provided one of the most spectacular views available on all of Qo’nos. It was a testament to the power and prestige of the House of Havas to have such an estate. That, and the fact that the family they took it from was no longer alive to fight for it. There Koran, Keqh and Mandok met the others that Keqh and Mandok had recruited to help them.  The group went over their plans, then they broke up into three squads. Each took a different approach through the wooded area surrounding the house and began their scouting mission. Koran's team arrived at the rear of the house and had a perfect view of the veranda where what looked like an intense meeting was taking place. Koran used his tricorder to record the scene. The recording would be crucial to proving the treachery being planned. However, even with Koran’s plan intact so far, he was totally unprepared for the scene before him.

 Sitting on the veranda, plotting the House of Galdor’s destruction, sat Havas, his loyal entourage, and three very prominent Romulan Centurions in full battle dress. Koran quickly recalled the other teams, and they made their way back to the House of Galdor to adjust their plan and inform Galdor of the new developments. Koran found Galdor in his home office, discussing strategy with the Captain of his guards. Knowing the importance of his findings, Koran charged right in and stood next to his father’s desk. Galdor saw the look on his face and quickly dismissed the Guard. “What is it, my son?” “I have just come from the Havas estate. There are meetings going on that very much resemble battle strategy sessions. I expected to find as much, however, I discovered some things you probably DIDN’T know. First of all, Havas is not the only High Council member involved. There are two others meeting with him at this very moment.” “That is sad news indeed, my son. However, I sense that is not the worst of it, is it?” “No, father, it is not. In addition to the members of the High Council, there are 3 Romulan Centurions there as well. I can only assume this whole thing is being orchestrated by the Romulans, at least in the background. Disrupting the High Council would make the Empire weak and disorganized – a prime target for attack. We must stop them at all costs.” “I agree, my son. I will take this news to Gowron personally. He is a good friend and a wise leader. Besides, now that we know of the Romulan involvement, I can be assured of assistance from the rest of the High Council loyal to Gowron.” The mood around the House had changed noticeably. Even though the crisis was more severe than anyone had previously thought, knowing its extent lifted some of the anxiety. Now that the enemy was known, the proper strategy could be worked out. Galdor would see to it.

The meeting with Gowron was long and difficult. The fact that three members of the High Council were plotting the downfall and possible assassination of a fourth was grave news indeed. Since there are only 9 members of the High Council, news that one third of them were plotting the death of another was a hard pill for Gowron to accept. Once Galdor was able to convince Gowron the threat was real, he authorized a strike on the Havas estate for that evening, right after dark. The additional troops Gowron provided swelled the ranks of Galdor’s troops. The battle was brief, lasting little more than three hours. Galdor’s troops were able to surprise the Havas troops, who had been relying on the assumption that their actions had not been discovered. It proved to be their downfall. Though brief, the battle was extremely intense. Sadly, it was not without great cost. Mandok, Koran’s friend of so many years, made his journey to live with Kahless, as did 29 of the 115 troops in Galdor’s assault force. There were 41 such journeys taken among the 89 troops commanded by Havas. Likewise, the 3 Romulan Centurions were dispatched in the first few minutes of fighting. Keqh and Galdor were slightly wounded in the skirmish. They were treated and taken to Galdor’s residence, where they are expected to make a full recovery. Havas was able to make a brief getaway into the surrounding woods, with Koran in hot pursuit. Koran had trouble keeping up, having already suffered injuries in the fighting, however he was determined to find Havas and end his threat to Galdor and his family once and for all. 

Koran used all of his senses to try to track Havas. Though his opponent was his senior by 25 years, Havas was still in his prime, by Klingon standards. When Koran reached the woods, Havas was nowhere in sight. What breeze there was came from the woods. As luck would have it, Koran possessed the only advantage in the fight, the luck of being downwind from his opponent. Koran moved swiftly but silently into the woods, all his senses on high alert, as he knew Havas’ would be. After what seemed like hours, but was in all likelihood only a few minutes, the wind carried a wisp of scent past Koran. He knew in an instant his foe was close……. very close. Suddenly, with a blood-curdling roar, Havas approached in a blur, and was upon Koran before he could react. Already weakened by several phaser hits, Koran crumpled to the ground under the onslaught by Havas. Using his tactical training, Koran rolled with the energy of the attack, easily throwing Havas off him and into the air. There was a sickening thud as Havas hit a nearby tree head first. Dazed and disoriented, Havas made another charge. However, this time the odds were even, and with the odds even, Koran had NEVER lost a fight. The two warriors grappled with maniacal force. Their roars could be heard all the way to the House of Galdor. Hearing the sounds of combat in the woods, Galdor commanded silence as he tried to figure out from the battle sounds who might be winning. The fate of the House of Galdor, as well as the Empire, would be decided by two proud warriors fighting to the death in the woods.

The fight lasted for nearly an hour. Finally, the sounds of combat died. Those in the house grew somber. They knew why the sounds had stopped. It meant that one of the warriors was dead. Galdor could not look out over the veranda towards the woods. He could not bear the possibility that he would see Havas coming up the hill to claim his prize. Galdor ordered the window coverings drawn, and forbade anyone to look outside, in case the worst had happened. He was a Klingon, but he was also a father, and had already lost one son to battle. 

Suddenly, there was a terrible crash on the veranda, and Galdor stood to face his future. He went to the door, looked outside, and his heart sank to his feet. He stood motionless for a full minute, staring at the sight before him. Finally, he mustered the strength to call for medical attention and ran to the veranda to be by his son, who lay motionless on the veranda, barely breathing, a large tree branch sticking out of his chest. Galdor could see the trail of blood that led all the way back into the woods. He cradled his son’s head in his lap, praying to Kahless that Koran would live. Fortunately, part of Galdor’s preparations included priority access to a transporter to beam himself and Koran to the finest hospital on Qo’nos. The medical staff worked feverishly to save the life of the gallant warrior. The surgery alone lasted 17 hours, and Koran’s entire blood supply had to be replaced twice. Had it not been for the fact that Klingons have a dual organ system, Koran surely would have died. He either had an injury to, or a hole or phaser burn on each of his duplicate organs, 13 broken ribs, his left arm was severed and had to be reattached, one shoulder was separated and he had phaser burns on 37% of his body. Only time would tell if he survived the ordeal.

Those who remained at the estate went into the woods early the next day to find Havas. It took them the better part of two hours to find the battle site. The sight they found when they reached the battle site nearly turned the stomachs of even the most battle-hardened of them. There was so much blood that they surely thought a major battle had been fought there by an entire squad of men. Amid the gore of the battle, they began to find pieces of Havas, first some fingers, then the rest of the hand and arm, assorted unidentifiable pieces of flesh, his severed head, and finally the rest of the battle-scarred body. He had put up a titanic struggle, but from the evidence, the only conclusion that could be made was that Koran had literally torn Havas’s head off his torso barehanded to end the fighting. Even those who opposed what Havas had done had to honor him in death as a warrior who died fighting. Gowron toured the area, sickened by the carnage as well. He then cancelled all his duties for the rest of the day and went to the hospital to join Galdor in his vigil with the warrior who had saved the empire. He left word with the High Council that he would remain there as long as necessary. What he found at the hospital made his heart sink. Koran was in a coma, and the doctors could do no more for him. Together, Gowron and Galdor waited for eleven days, neither sleeping nor eating more than a bare minimum, and that had to be brought to them. Both wanted to be there the instant Koran woke up… if he ever did.

By the twelfth day, Galdor and Gowron began to have work brought to them at the hospital, and they would hold discussions in Koran’s room. During one such discussion, which had become heated, both men froze in mid-sentence as they were scolded righteously. “Can’t a warrior even get some rest in a HOSPITAL?” Galdor rushed over to take his son’s hand. “My son, Kahless has favored us by returning you to us.” Gowron was only a step behind. “Koran, the Empire owes you its life, and I owe you a debt I doubt I can ever repay.” “You can repay me by being a little more quiet. This IS a hospital, after all.” “Indeed it is, Koran…. .indeed it is”, replied Gowron, as Galdor quietly thanked Kahless in his own way for returning his son to him alive. “I have a surprise for you, Koran. I have not even spoken of it with your father. As the elected leader of the High Council, it is my honor to reward you with the Highest Honor possible. From this day forward, all lands and assets previously owned by the family of Havas are now yours to command. In addition, I am awarding you your own house….. the House of Koran. You will still retain your rights to the House of Galdor, and when it is time for that house to be yours, you can combine them both and yours, the House of Koran, will be the most powerful on Qo’nos. If you wish it, you may take over the seat on the High Council once occupied by Havas, and it shall be yours permanently. That means you will eventually control 2 seats on the council. Should you wish not to occupy the seat at this time, you may select anyone to occupy it for you. These are the least the Empire can do for such a proud warrior.” Having just awakened from a coma, Koran was having trouble absorbing everything that was being thrown at him. Only one thing kept rotating through his mind. THE HOUSE OF KORAN………

Koran stayed in the hospital another 10 days recuperating from his ordeal. As his strength grew he was able to begin dealing with the everyday issues of running his own house. He decided that for the time being, he would return to the Darmok, absorb what had happened, and consider his options for the future. Galdor volunteered to help with the day-to-day business of the House of Koran, including removing all remnants of Havas and his family, and Keqh was installed as the occupant of Koran’s High Council seat until his eventual return. Koran was given the honorary rank of General in the Klingon forces, which would convert to actual rank if he would request it in the future.

After the events on Qo’nos, the shuttle trip back to the Darmok was uneventful. Koran was able to get the last bit of rest and recuperation that the medical staff had required. Koran spent most of the time with the shuttle on auto-pilot, writing down the events of the past several weeks. It helped him come to terms with the deaths of so many of his friends, and the events which shook the empire to its core. Some day, his children might want to know of the time when Koran helped save the empire. They might even want to write a song about it…..

THE END

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

I Would like to thank……………..

I am sending out a very special thank you to all those who submitted to this edition of the USF Padd.
It’s been a wonderful 10 years, as evident by all the wonderful submissions.

I would like to thank USF Shodan for her excellant editing abilities, her organizational skills.

I would also like to thank HC and USF Elizabeth, and USF Caitlin for sending repeated emails as reminders, and for standing close at hand so willingly and diligently.

I would also like to thank USF Hawk for being an assistant, persistent and consistent as a life partner, and my partner in crime. Love ya lots dear.

Thanks to all those USF members and hosts and hostesses that help to make the USF what it is. We all touch each others lives, in one way or another. Remember to try to make all of our voyages a pleasant one.

Be proud to be called a USF host.  

Thanks-Take Care- So long for now,

USF Carissa













