**********************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Ready Room, 8:00 Hours>

Captain Saber was leaning back in his chair quietly reminiscing. He was settling into his new command quite comfortably. He was glad for such an obedient command crew, as he would need that in later missions. Saber's eyes wandered over to a picture sitting on his desk. His eyes looked fondly at the two faces staring back at him, then he placed the picture face down in a drawer. He looked up when he heard a beeping sound, and noticed his LCARS monitor was blinking, "New Subspace Message." Saber pressed a button, and as his eyes scanned the message, his brows furrowed, as they did often when he was thinking. "Ah," He thought to himself, "Astro Fleet has a new head JAG." He read further, "This should be a calm mission. It should give everyone time to relax after the last mission." Saber stood and walked out of the Ready Room onto the Bridge. When Saber walked onto the Bridge, Commander Braxton stood up and moved out of the Command chair, then sat down in his command chair. Saber sat down in the command chair, turned to face Navigation,

"Ensign, set a course for Star Base 29, warp 5." Braxton turned to face Saber,

"Why are heading there?"

"To pick up Astro Fleet's new Head JAG, Heather Cains." Braxton looked puzzled,

"Cains, sounds familiar. I can't place it." Saber smiled,

"Cains happened to be the best in her class, and she has majored in quite a few things. Her Father, Admiral Richard Cains, might be who you remember. He retired a few years ago." Braxton's faced brightened.

"Ah yes. Now I remember." Saber smiled again, then turned to face Navigation,

"Engage!" The Regional flashed off into space with a bright trail of light following behind.

========

End

 That was the beginning of Episode 4: Relations

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge – Star base 29, 8:30hours>

“Now arriving at Star base 29, Captain,” replied the helmsmen. “Thank you helm, Lieutenant, (speaking to the officer at tactical) open hailing frequencies,” commanded Saber. Rising from his command chair, “Star base 29 this is the U.S.S. Regional ready for docking maneuver,” announced the Captain.

“U.S.S. Regional, this Space dock control, your ship is cleared for docking port A-2, and on the behalf of all here at Star base 29 great job and welcome home.” Announced the Star base operator.

Having a great expression of easiness both in his mind and on his face, “Acknowledged, Regional out.” Letting out a breath and sigh replied Captain Saber. The U.S.S. Regional, now closing in on the docking port, as Starfleet Personnel look on as the flag ship of Astrofleet prepares to dock.

“Tactical, activate port and starboard moorings and stand by to place all ship systems to stand by mode.” Ordered Braxton. Pressing controls on his console, “Moorings activated, ship systems now in stand by mode awaiting both yours and the Captain’s authorization codes.” Reported the Lt.

Turning to face his number one, “Computer recognize voice pattern Captain Saber U.S.S. Regional, place all systems in stand by mode authorization Saber Gamma 917 Theta.” Replied Saber. “Further authorization required to place ship systems to stand by mode.” Looking to Braxton, “Computer recognize voice pattern Commander Braxton, confirm systems transfer to stand by mode authorization Braxton Alpha 679 Delta.” replied Braxton.

“Acknowledged, all starship systems have been placed into stand by mode.” replied the computer. Once again getting up from his chair, Captain Saber presses a yellow button on his command chair arm, “Attention to all hands this is the Captain, (pausing for a moment) Good job, well done all.” gleaming as the Captain finished.

“Lieutenant, you have the bridge, the Commander and I have business aboard the Star base, keep me informed of any developments here.” ordered Saber. “Aye, sir.” obeying the Captain’s order, the Lieutenant replied.

“Ready number one,” asked Saber. “Yes, sir,” responded Braxton. Both Saber and Braxton head for the auxiliary turbo lift which leads to the docking ring of the star base.

As the turbo lift reaches their destination, the doors open and both officers walked out. “Welcome to Star base 29, please discard any weapons before entering.” Announced the Star base computer.

The Star base doors whisked open slowly, as Captain Saber and Commander Braxton look at each other with anticipation, they both walk in heading for the station commander’s office where the new JAG officer for Astrofleet awaits.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

<Star Base 29, Court Room, 0845 hours>

The courtroom held it's collective breath as they waited for the judge to read the sentence. Most of the officers present did not see pass the stony, controlled face that Commodore Heather T. Cains showed them. And yet anybody who knew her better would have seen the anger that her gaze held as she looked at the accused. Then with an emotionless voice that would have made her Vulcan mother proud the Commodore said,

"Will the defendant please rise?" as the accused did so, Commodore Cains continued, "Lieutenant Marcus Reyes, this court finds you guilty of a violation of Article 86 of the Starfleet Code Of Justice. And you are hereby sentenced to a reduction to the lowest enlisted grade, that of Crewman, forfeiture of all pay and allowances, confinement for 5 years at Miramar Regional Confinement Facility, located on the Andoras Sector, and a bad-conduct discharge." As Commodore Cains stood to leave, the bailiff called the courtroom to attention and then he escorted her out. 

As the Commodore walked purposely towards her assigned quarters her aide, Lieutenant Commander Roger Patterson walked up to her. 

"Ma'am, I have received word from the Station Commander that the U.S.S. Regional is here, and they will be responsible for escorting you to your next duty station. The Station Commander asks if you could meet him in his office?" Commodore Cains did not respond, and merely kept on walking. 

"Ma'am? Are you all right? You seem upset..." asked the young aide. At this the Commodore stopped and regarded him before speaking, "Roger I could lie and tell you that I am fine, or I could simply tell you that you should not concern yourself with matters above your pay grade...but...you have been my aide for a long time Roger. Longer than you should have and the reason for that is because I did not trust anybody else to do the job. Now, I will tell you this, not as your superior but as your friend and...I trust...that you will keep it to yourself." 

Commodore Cains looked at him expecting an answer. Then Lieutenant Patterson looked straight at her and said, "You can trust me, Ma'am." Commodore Cains nodded "The reason I am so upset is because I do not think I did a good job with this last court-martial." 

"I do not understand. Why you think that, Ma'am?" asked the aide as he regarded her. Commodore Cains smiled and said, "I do not think that I was impartial Roger, a Judge should look at the facts and make a decision based on those facts. We should never let our personal feelings get involved in our duty. Many starship captains have that luxury, and that gut instinct is what makes most of them good commanders, but we are Judge Advocates. When other see us they see the law, and the law should not be influenced by anything but the facts." 

Commodore Cains sighed, "Lieutenant Reyes deserted his post at a time when Starfleet needed him the most. The Dominion War took the lives of thousands of officers; long before it was their time to die. But they did die, and they died because they were able and ready to fulfill the oath that they took when they were commissioned. Lieutenant Reyes on the other hand ran, and then tried to make excuses when he was apprehended. He made a mockery of everything that we stand for and it upset me. Do you understand now?" Then Commodore Cains turned and began walking towards the Stations Commanders Office. Lieutenant Commander Patterson opened his mouth to reply, but he could think of nothing to say. He merely looked at Commodore Cains as she walked away and said: "I do understand, Ma'am. And I will contact you as soon as your luggage is aboard the U.S.S. Regional." He watched her disappeared around the corner, and then he headed towards the transporter room to arrange the transport of her household goods. 

-----------------------------

HEATHER T. CAINS

Commodore, SJA

Astro Fleet

<U.S.S. Regional, Star base Commander’s office 9:00hours>

Proceeding through the long corridor of the star base, Captain Saber realizes exactly how long it has been since he was last on a star base. “Penny for your thoughts, Captain.” Replied Braxton. Not answering his number one, Captain Saber continues to look up and down thinking to himself the agony of environment differences those of a starship and star base.

As Saber and Braxton approach the Station Commander’s office, Braxton reaches for the door panel and presses a keypad, then moves away from the door. “Come,” exclaimed the Station Commander. The automatic doors open, revealing the two U.S.S. Regional senior staff walking through. 

“Welcome to Star base 29 Gentlemen, I am Station Commander Richardson,” extending his hand to first the Captain.” Captain Saber returned the gesture by extending his hand and smiling as did Commander Braxton.

“Please, have a sit, would you care for any refreshments?” asked Richardson. “Not just now, thank you we were expecting the new JAG officer to be here when we had arrived, has there been a problem, Commander?” questioned Saber.

Being puzzled as to why the Commodore had not been here to greet Captain Saber and Commander Braxton, Richardson said nervously “To be honest Captain, I do not know what has happened to the Commodore, she was instructed to be here…I” just as he was about to finish, the doors opened. Now feeling relieved, Richardson continued, “Ahh Commodore, glad you could join us.” He replied.

Arising to their feet, “Captain ,Commander may I present Commodore Heather T. Cains” announced Richardson. “My apologies Captain, Commander for delay in meeting you here, tying up loose ends as it were.” Said Commodore Cains.

“No apologies necessary, Commodore,” turning to Richardson, “I hate to be in a rush but the Regional is schedule to depart within 20 mins in order to be on time to deliver the Commodore to her new post.” Replied Saber.

“Understood, Captain of Course, moving to shake Cains’s hand, “Congratulations and good luck.” Said Richardson. Nodding her head Both Saber, Braxton, Cains left the Station Commander’s office heading for the docking bay doors to the U.S.S. Regional.

Moments pass as the turbo lift arrives at their location; all three officers exit the lift and proceed to the docking bay doors.

Turning to look at Commodore Cains, “Well Commodore, are you ready?” asked Saber. Taking one last final look around, Cains turns and says “Quite ready, Captain” responded Commodore Cains.

The doors final open, leaving Commodore Cains in awe of her soon to be transition of becoming Astrofleet’s new head JAG officer.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, corridor 13>

Saber, Braxton, and Cain walked tandem style down the corridor towards the turbo lift. Saber was thinking quietly to himself, Cains was mentally preparing herself for a change of enviroment, and Braxton was planning his visit to the Holo-Deck. When they reached the Turbo Lift, the doors slide open, and they walked inside.

"Deck 3." Saber said in a firm tone. He then turned to face Cains, "If you have any questions, be sure to contact me for answers." Cains smiled slightly,

"I'll do that, thank you." Saber nodded in reckonition, and the turbo lift doors slide opened. They all walked out of the lift, and headed down corridor 11 towards room 21, which was to be Cains' quarters until they arrived at Astro Fleet. Saber stopped in front of room 21, and said,

"Here are your quarters, I hope they are satisfactory." Cains opened the door, and as she walked into the room, she said,

"Yes, thank you. This will do nicely." 

"Alright then, well be on the bridge if you need anything. The lounge is on deck 13, section C, subsection 4. Braxton and I usualy play a game of 3D chess at 20:00 hours, you're wlecome to play against the winner." Cains smiled,

"Thank you, but I don't play chess that much."

"That's alright. Have a good nights rest, Commodore."

"I'll try." Saber smiled, and turned and walked back the way they came, and Braxton followed behind.

==========

End

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Space dock, Cains Quarters, Main Bridge, 10:00hours>

Entering her new quarters, Commodore Cains walks over to the bed in front of her placing her suitcase down on it, and then walked over to a window facing the doors of the star base. Looking at the doors, she suddenly felt compelled to pick up a picture of herself and her former aid Lt.Cmdr Roger Patterson.

Meanwhile in the turbo lift, Saber and Braxton have a moment a quietness before Braxton turned and said “So what do you think of our guest so far Captain?” asked Braxton trying to break the unusual period of slience. “Hmm, yes she seems to be a well structured officer, I had a chance to read her personnel file, Starfleet Command choose well in assigning her to head up Astrofleet’s new JAG office.” Replied Saber.

The lift doors open, Saber and Braxton walk out onto the bridge taking their place in the command chair sitting at the same time. “Captain, space dock control has signaled we are cleared for departure,” reported the Lt.

“Grand, open a channel,” ordered Saber. “Space dock control, this is the U.S.S. Regional ready to depart.” Announced Saber. “Affirmative starship Regional you are cleared to depart.” Responded the operator.

Getting up from his command chair, Commander Braxton stood half way between the helm position and his own command chair. “Tactical, release docking clamps and clear all moorings, helm activate impulse engines, set to ½,”ordered Braxton. Both the helm and tactical officer complied with the Commander’s orders, “We are ready to depart Commander,” reported the Lt.

“Helm, take us out,” exclaimed the first officer. The U.S.S. Regional’s impulse engines fired up and the U.S.S. Regional rapidly leaves the inner confines of the star base. “Helm come about to heading 293mark62 and engage at warp 5,” ordered Captain Saber.

Pressing controls on her terminal, the ensign complied with the Captain’s order. Reaching a good distance from the star base, the Regional enters warp.

Commodore Cains after putting her things away, sits down at her desk turning on the Lcars terminal in front of her. The monitor is activated and the specs of the U.S.S. Regional appear, after awhile Cains find this activity to be rather dull, she looks up and decides to go the crew lounge on deck 13. Cains while walking out of her quarters down to the lounge thought she might have a go at the holodecks afterwards seeing as though she has to time to relax and prepare herself for her new post.

Commander Braxton, turning to Saber, “Sir since have a some time before reaching Astrofleet, Dr. Aspend has ordered us to sickbay for our annual check-ups.” Replied Braxton.

Captain Saber never liked physicals, but he thought to himself orders are orders, so both officers arouse from their command chairs, “Lt. You have the bridge,” ordered Saber. 

Entering the lift, Saber and Braxton head for sickbay.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

<U.S.S. Regional, Holodeck One, 1030 hours>

Commodore Cains looked at the crowd gathered as she ran at a fast and yet steady pace around the racetrack. The crowd was there to watch how long it would take her before she got tired and stopped. It happened every time and the Commodore had the sudden urge to laugh, because she knew that it would take a long time for that to happen. 

As she ran closer to the crowd, Commodore Cains noticed a young Crewman staring at her intently. “He’s probably thinking that vulcans are unfeeling beings who can perform any task without problem” thought the Commodore. But she knew better, vulcans were not unfeeling they were merely disciplined. Too disciplined for her taste. Which is why she chooses to be more human in her demeanor. “I wonder if Mother thinks I’m insane for choosing not to follow the path of logic? I know father thought it hilarious.” Commodore Cains forgot such thoughts and concentrated once more on her breathing; she wanted to portray serenity and wholeness of self. She began to slow her pace as she noticed the crowd dispersing; she knew they were bored; they had to be since she had been at it for over and hour. 

Commodore Cains stopped running and began walking towards the bleachers to pick up her water bottle. As she approached she noticed the young Crewman standing there. She looked at him and said, “Can I help you with something Crewman?” The young man stood up straighter, the extended out his hand as he said “Crewman Peter Harris, Ma’am. A pleasure to meet you Ma’am.” Commodore Cains smiled at this, and then stopped as she saw the look of complete astonishment cross his features. “Is something wrong Crewman?” "No Ma’am, I just thought you were vulcan, Ma’am” Commodore Cains sighed once more as she thought of her mother, and replied, “I am Vulcan Crewman, but I am also Human. Is that a bad thing in your book?” 

Crewman Harris gave and tentative smile back and said “No, Ma’am. It’s definitely not bad in my book, I was just surprised to see you smile.” “Understood, now I will ask one last time, how can I help you Crewman?” Crewman Harris snapped out of his stupor and asked, “Ma’am I was wondering who taught you to run like that? And I was wondering if you would teach me?” Commodore Cains began to reply when they computer interrupted her, 

“Warning! Holodeck reserved time will elapse in 4 minutes” Commodore Cains looked at the crewman and said, “I’m sorry Crewman, I don’t really have to time to train right now, but I can perhaps give you a few pointers.” She tried not to let his disappointed look dissuade her. “It’s ok Ma’am, I knew it wasn’t such a good idea to ask. I’m sorry to have bothered you” the young man turned and walked away. Commodore Cains allowed him this bit of dignity by not pointing out his rudeness towards a superior officer. “Goodness, Heather…you have been a lawyer too long” the thought made her smile all the way back to her quarters. 

<U.S.S. Regional, Cains Quarters, 1145 hours>

Commodore Cains sat perfectly still as she meditated, anybody who looked at her would probably think that she was a full-blooded Vulcan that followed the teachings of Surek. Commodore Cains was brought out of her meditation by the sound of the door chime. With some regret she stood as she called out, “Come in” she took a more relaxed stance as she saw, Commander Braxton walk towards her. “Can I help you with something, Commander?” Commander Braxton smile as he looked at her and said, “I hear you caused quite a commotion among the lower decks in the Holodeck today.” Commodore Cains snorted as she sat on her couch. “Yes Commander, it seems that I did. But would it redeem me in your eyes if I said it was not intentional?” “Probably” said the commander, “But I actually came here to ask you to join me and the Captain for and early supper.” 

Commodore Cains thought about what he said and replied, “Will I get my chess game if I do?” Commander Braxton smiled and replied, “You will get as many as you wish Heather, as many as you wish.” Commodore Cains nodded and said, “Then you have yourself a deal, Commander.” The Commodore looked at the timepiece on the wall and asked, “Will 1800 hours be a good time to get together with you and the Captain?” “That will be fine Commodore, I will notify the Captain that you have agreed.” With nothing else to say Commander Braxton turned and exited the commodore’s quarters. Commodore Cains stood up and thought that this was turning out to be a great day. 

-----------------------------

HEATHER T. CAINS

Commodore, SJA

Astro Fleet

<U.S.S. Regional, Braxton’s Quarters-Lounge, 12:20hours>

While in his quarters, Commander Braxton puts on his dress uniform and pips looking vainly into the mirror to make sure he looked as though he should in front of senior officers. A low chime came from Braxton’s door, “Come in,” replied Braxton. Captain Saber walks in with a bottle of champagne and a small silver dish.

Having a wide smile about him, Captain Saber spoke with a humorous tone “Ready number one,” shaking his head because of Braxton being so contempt of his appearance. “Yes, sir,” pressing his light control to turn off the lights in his quarters. Saber and Braxton walk out into the corridor and proceeded to the turbo lift.

Commodore Cains already in the lounge, had taken a long look around and thought to herself “It seems that I am a bit early, perhaps I will sit and meditate till their arrival,” Commodore Cains pulls out a chair and holds her hands in the typical Vulcan fashion when Vulcans are about to meditate.

Still in the turbo lift, Captain Saber eagerly awaits the opportunity of having a flag officer for dinner; it has been sometime since the Captain had the chance to entertain anyone in years. The lift now slowing down, and now stopping, both exit the lift and walk down to the door leading into the lounge.

Pressing the side control button near the door, the doors rapidly slid open revealing Commodore Cains sitting at the opposite end of the table. Saber and Braxton walk in, Saber placing the bottle of champagne and silver dish down on the table, Commodore Cains being surprised by their arrival, quickly arouse.

Jokingly Captain Saber asked “Are we disturbing you Commodore?” Responding with the quick nervousness that of a young cadet Cains replied “Sorry Captain, Commander, I was….um.” Holding his hand up and smiled “Its ok Commodore, please have a sit. Commander Braxton would do the honors of presenting the Commodore with this token of welcome and Friendship?” asked Braxton.

“Yes, sir,” complied Braxton. Carefully picking up the silver dish, Braxton walks over and just as he gets closer Commodore Cains gets up with arms crossed. “On behalf of the Captain, Myself and the crew of the U.S.S. Regional welcome aboard.” Graciously replied Braxton.

Extending both hands outward, Commodore Cains takes the dish from the Commander nodding, Braxton returns to his chair at the table. Opening the cover to the dish, Cains looks down and picks up the object holding it high in the air, “It is a crystal swan of earth Commodore.” Stated Saber.

“Thank you Captain, Commander please be sure to thank your crew as well this a great gift thank you again.” Cains remarked. Several crewmen came out from the dress curtains carrying many large entrée’s of food to the center table.

“We hope you enjoy this selection, Commodore,” replied Saber. The crewman lifted the lids, Commodore Cains eyes widened “I’m sure I will Captain, I have never been greeted like this on any of my past assignments.” Exclaimed Commodore Cains.

All three officers began to gather their meals in their plates; finally they sat down and began to eat.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Officer's Lounge, 1:10>

Captain Saber was sitting at the end of the table, eating, while talking with Cains and Braxton.

"And then the Hampton was destroyed." Saber said grimly. Cains looked sadly at Saber,

"I'm sure that was difficult as a first officer for you to see your Captain, and the ship you served on, explode."

"Indeed it was. Although the memories haunt me occasionally, I remind myself that I have a duty to this ship, and this crew, and that I must put sad experiences behind me." During this conversation, Braxton had been eating quietly, listening, and absorbing everything. He looked at Cains, and asked,

"Do you think it will be difficult for you to change environments, without too much of a warning?" Cains thought for a moment, then replied,

"No, I gave it at least a day of thought, and believed it to be a movement upwards for me and my career." Braxton nodded his head in agreement, 

"Good. I'm sure Astro Fleet will be glad to have you. As the Flag ship of Astro Fleet, I know that we're happy to have you with us for this period of time." Cains smiled at Braxton,

"Thank you. I am glad to be here. This is certainly a fine ship." Cains then turned to Saber, and asked,

"Captain, I noticed something. While I was looking at the schematics of the Regional, in the weapons pod, there was a blank section towards the center, and when I inquired about it, the computer said, 'No information available.' What is that about?" Saber shifted his weight on his chair slightly, then responded,

"Well, The Regional is carrying an experimental weapon, that is to be used only in severe, and I mean severe circumstances. This is highly confidential information, so I expect none of this to leave this room." Cains was a little surprised with the commanding tone Saber had said that with to a superior officer. 

"Certainly. I won't tell anyone. May I ask, do you even know what it does?" Saber then looked at Braxton briefly, then back at Cains. He squared his shoulders, then replied,

"No, I do not. That is why I refuse to use it, unless we know for certain that the Regional will be destroyed, and there is no hope of anyone escaping." 

"I see." Cains then smiled, "Well, it's been a wonderful meal. Good selection with the foods. I must go and prepare myself for when we arrive at Astro Fleet." Saber and Braxton stood respectfully. Saber smiled back,

"Have a good evening." Cains stood up and walked towards the door,

"Thank you. You as well." Saber and Braxton nodded their heads. Cains walked out of the lounge, and the doors slide shut. Saber exchanged a look that couldn't be described as worry, but couldn't be described as concern. Then Saber said, 

"Well, I must be going as well. You have my permission to remain here and eat if you want, I don't think I'll need you for anything." Braxton smiled, then said,

"Thank you Sir, but no thank you. I should catch up on some rest." 

"Understood. I'll be on the bridge." Saber and Braxton both nodded slightly, then exited the room.

===========

End

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Braxton’s Quarters-Main Bridge, 3:00 hours>

Entering the turbo lift Commander Braxton rubs his stomach as if some of the food at dinner had not agreed with him. Exiting the lift Braxton reaches his quarters, presses a button that lets him in. Taking off his dress uniform and getting comfortable in his night attire, Braxton picks up an old novel, which he did just about every night before turning in.

As he was slowly tearing through pages, he was interrupted by yet another chime at his door. “I wonder who this could be, "Im not expecting anyone at this time of night.” Curiously remarked Braxton. Opening his door, stood Commodore Cains holding a bottle of hot coffee, “Am I interrupting you I realize it is late but I can not sleep thought we could talk for a while.” Tapping her bottle rapidly with three fingers hoping he would say yes Cains replied.

Being surprised especially so late in the day, he kind of felt she needed some counsel as to feelings about taking on a new assignment. “Not at all, Commodore please come in, allow me to change into my uniform won’t take a min.” Braxton exclaimed while walking to back of his quarters.

Staring around the Commander’s quarters, Commodore Cains comes across a plaque from the academy having Braxton name on it and year of graduation. “Ok, would you care to have a sit here, Commodore?” asked Braxton.

They both sat down, Cains taking two cups and placing one in front of her and one in front of him. Then they began to talk for hours. Meanwhile on the bridge, Captain Saber sits in his command chair reading reports form the department heads on next weeks duty schedule, when the Lt. at tactical shouted “Captain, we are picking up a distress call from another federation ship, unable to tell at this distance what type she is, but she is sending out a may day on all frequencies, sir.” 

“Are there any other starships in the area, Lt.?” asked Saber. Pressing controls on his terminal “Negative sir.” Responded the Lt.

“Very well, all hands RED ALERT, Commander Braxton to the bridge.” Barked Saber.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

<U.S.S. Regional, Cains Quarters, 0245 hours> 

“…and then he mentioned that he did not know what the weapon did. How can a starship captain have a weapon that he does not know what it does?” said Commodore Heather T. Cains as she regarded her father through the LCARS interface. 

Richard F. Cains, retired Admiral of Starfleet, looked at his daughter lovingly and said, “Sometimes Heather, Starfleet needs to experiment with weaponry, especially after something like the dominion war, darling. During the last hundred years or so Starfleet was able to perfect the theory before taking the chance of testing, but after a conflict like the one we had recently, Starfleet must take chances and worry about adjusting their theories later.” 

Commodore Cains felt a sense of dread come over her as she said, “But that makes no sense, dad…what if..?” Heather stopped speaking as her father interrupted her. “Heather…” Richard Cains said softly, “…think of this no more. Trust me when I say that it will cause you unnecessary headaches, and you will get no answers.” 

Heather thought about her fathers words and said, “ Alright, Dad…I will trust you…Good night, Dad, please give my love to Mom.” Her father looked at her and replied, “Good night, Heather.” And as he said that the LCARS interface went blank. 

Commodore Cains stood to leave when she thought that Commander Braxton might have an idea about the weapon, so she decided to go see him. Walking towards her replicator she said, “Computer, please replicate a bottle of Earth’s Colombian coffee” with a buzzing sound the silver bottle appeared on the replicator tray, Commodore Cains picked it up and walked out of her quarters. 

Commodore Cains walked at a leisured pace around the ship, not wanting the gamma shift to think she was over anxious. Vulcans were not supposed to look anxious, and that’s how must people saw her. Not as a human, but as a Vulcan, and she tended to respond to the way others saw her. Roger had been the only one who understood the duality of her nature, her cultures. And now, Roger was gone. The Commodore walked around the ship for a few minutes, before heading to Commander Braxton’s quarters. She nodded to a young crewman as she approached, then continued on until she stood in front of the Commanders door. Then taking a calming breath, she pressed the door chime. 

<U.S.S. Regional, Braxton’s Quarters, 0555 hours>

After having spent the last few hours there, Commodore Heather T. Cains took a few minutes to look around Commodore Braxton’s quarters, and was pleased with what she saw. “Commander Braxton, I must say that you’re quarters look great. I have never seen someone so organized… at least no one who is not Vulcan!” 

Commander Braxton looked at the Commodore Cains, and said, “First of all Commodore, please call me John, at least when we are in private. I do not really like formalities” Commodore Cains took a seat opposite to him, then said, “Then you must call me Heather. Now, Commander Brax --the commodore paused--…I mean John, I came here because I wanted to know your thoughts on this secret weapon the Regional is carrying.” The Commodore paused, “Let me rephrase that, I don’t want your opinion on the weapon per se, but I want to know what you think of having it on board without knowing what it does.” Commodore Cains continued speaking, “I have been thinking about this for hours and I have come to the conclusion that this does not make sense…” Commodore Cains looked into Braxton’s eyes as she awaited his answer. Then all of a sudden came the ship-wide red alert. 

-------------------

HEATHER T. CAINS

Commodore, SJA

Astro Fleet

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 6:20 hours>

The U.S.S. Regional now at red alert, Commander Braxton racing to get to the bridge. “Lt. are we able to ascertain what type of federation starship that is being attacked,” questioned Saber. Tapping controls on the tactical terminal, “Negative, sir we are still out of sensor range.” Replied the Lt.

The turbo lift doors open Braxton quickly going to his command chair, “Number one, a federation starship has sent out a may day on all frequencies, we are going to investigate.” Filling in his number one, Saber remarked.

“Helm increase speed to warp 7.2,” ordered Captain Saber re -adjusting himself in his command chair. The U.S.S. Regional hurtling at warp 7.2 like a bat attacking its prey closes in on the other federation starship.

Commodore Cains while still in Braxton’s quarters gets up and is curious at to why the Regional had gone to red alert, so she leaves Braxton’s quarters and heads for the bridge.

The Lt. at tactical still pressing controls on his console, “Sir, we are now within both sensor and visual range.” Reporting to the Captain. “What do you make of her, Lt.,?” asked Saber. “Sensors show it to be the starship Endeavor, a Miranda class starship, damage to its secondary hull, both warp and impulse drives are completely destroyed, no life-signs, sir,” reported the Lt.

“What was the crew complement of that ship, Lt.?” turning to the officer with a look of confusion on his face Braxton asked. “Exact crew complement 210, sir,” responded the Lt. looking back to Braxton.

Now more than ever Captain Saber was puzzled, he left his command chair, walking to the view screen,rubbing his forehead, thinking to himself “What in the world could have done this?” The turbo lift doors open, Commodore Cains walks out onto the Bridge, “Commodore on the Bridge,” shouted Commander Braxton.

Walking down to Captain Saber, sitting down in the chair where Counselor Fooks would sit. “Report, Captain,” she demanded. “This starship was attacked by something that doe not match anything in Starfleet records.” Saber reported.

“Captain, there is a gigantic surge coming from that starship, it looks like it is going to explode,” exclaimed Braxton. Rushing back to his command chair, Captain Saber sits down, “Helm lay in a course to Astrofleet warp 5, engage.” Saber commanded.

“Number one, I want all the sensor data about this incident downloaded into my ready room, you have the bridge.” Replied Saber. Captain Saber, leaving his command chair, walking into his ready room.

Commodore Cains looked to Braxton, and leans over “Well have you given any thought as to my question earlier, John?” she asked.

Leaning back to her, Commander Braxton replied “My opinion of what is in the empty section is can not be shared by order of Starfleet command,” he grinned.

Knowing that he was joking, Commodore Cains returned the gesture but already planning her next attempt to get Commander Braxton to reveal his opinion to her.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Ready Room, 6:40>

Saber was sitting at his desk in his ready room, looking over the data that was relayed to him. "It just doesn't add up." Saber said fruseratedly to himself. "There should be more damage to the ship then this in order for it to explode." Saber furrowed his brows, and tried to make sense of the data. Saber shut off the PADD in frusteration, and leaned back in his chair and put his hand over his eyes and sighed. Saber leaned forward again and pressed a button on his console, then said, "Play thirteenth recording, and play back when finished." The computer made a beeping acknowledgment, then Saber settled himself in his chair to relax.

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

Commander Braxton looked out the view screen.

 "How much longer until we reach Astro Fleet at this pace?" Braxton asked the Ensign at navigational.

 "2 days, 11 hours." The ensign replied. Braxton thought a moment, then stood up and headed towards the ready room to ask Saber if they should increase their speed. Braxton pressed a button next to the door, and inside, Saber heard a beep. 

 "Come." Saber sat up, and reached for the console to pause his music, as Braxton walked in. Braxton cocked his head a second, and could not recognize the tune pf the song before Saber paused it.

 "What music was that Sir?" Saber looked up, and answered,

 "It was a country song, from 21st century earth." 

 "Ah, I've heard of the music, and how some people still like it, I just didn't know you were one of them." Saber sort of smiled, then said,

 "Yes. Now what did you need?" 

 "At our present speed, it will take 2 days, 11 hours to reach Astro Fleet's head quarters. Should we increase our speed to warp 7?" Saber leaned back, then said,

 "No, we will remain at warp 5. Anything else?"

 "No Sir." Saber nodded slightly, then said,

 "Dismissed." Braxton turned and started to walk out, but then paused, and turned back around. Braxton had noticed the picture sitting on Saber's desk that was not usualy there.

 "If I may Sir?" Braxton asked as he stood infront of Saber, once again.

 "Yes, Braxton?" 

 "What picture is that?" Braxton motioned towards the picture that was facing the opposite direction. Saber looked uncertain, then handed the picture to Braxton. Braxton looked at the picture and saw two faces looking at him, one a woman's face, the other a man's.

 "Who are they?" Braxton asked as he looked into the deep piercing green oplaine eyes of the man, than at the soft wavy golden blonde hair of the woman. "They seem like a lovely couple." Saber then shifted his weight in his chair as if he was uncomfortable.

 "They were my parents." Braxton looked up at Saber, slightly startled by his words.

 "What happened?" Saber sighed, then leaned back in his chair. 

 "They were on Setlik 3 when the Cardassians massacred the Federation colony. This happened when I was very little, and I still remember, to this day, my parents falling down in front of me. Since I was little, I hid. The Cardassians did not find me, since they were only interesting in killing." Saber's teeth were clenched and his deep blue eyes seemed to pierce anything he looked at. Braxton was shocked at the course Saber's mood had taken. Unsure of exactaly what to say, Braxton said quietly,

 "I'm sorry Sir." Saber nodded slightly, and continued on,

 "Ever since that day, I have always believed that the universe would be better of if we rid it of the Cardassians." Saber paused, then decided not to say what he was about to say. Saber dismissed Braxton with a slight wave of his hand, then leaned forward, and put the picture back in the drawer. Braxton walked silently out of the ready room, and onto the bridge. 

=======================

End

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge-Holodeck 3, 7:00 hours>

Commander Braxton walking back to the Captain’s command chair sits back down pressing controls on one of the side arms. Seeing that picture of the Captain’s parents, sparked past memories into Braxton. Memories of his youth, being so wild and crazy like as young people did when he was a teenager. As a teen Braxton never really wanted to do anything thing else, than to follow in his uncle’s footsteps as a youth advisor to those in need of help, but looking back Braxton did not follow through on that endeavor because of the death of his uncle shortly after graduating High School.

Looking ahead into the stars, Commander Braxton could help but to realize the impact of his uncle’s death, it had steered him into the direction of Starfleet, a direction he himself did not find appealing at first. Taking a PADD from a young ensign, staring at it and seeing a report than in a moments flash saw the young Braxton reflection staring back at him, he smiled back knowing the direction of Starfleet was the right one.

Shaking his head clear, Commander Braxton gets up from the Captain’s command Chair, “Maintain course and speed, helm,” He ordered. Captain Saber walks out from the Ready Room, heading for Commander Braxton. Having a look around the bridge, ”Status, Number One.” ordered the Captain.

“All systems are normal, Gamma shift now reporting in, sir” reported Braxton. “Very good Number One, you may turn in now, I have some late work to complete,” said Saber.

“Thank you sir,” said Braxton looking fatigued. With the past thoughts in floating in his mind, Braxton enters the turbo lift, as the doors closed, he shouted “Deck 7”, then he barked for the second time, “Belay that order,” with the computer responding, “Holodeck 3." he said with a smile and a calm voice.

Reaching Holodeck 3, Commander Braxton exits the lift and walks to the Holodeck doors. “Computer, run holo program Braxton Alpha 3,” ordered Braxton looking down for a moment. As the computer once again acknowledged, the doors opened Braxton walks in to see the image of his deceased uncle, continuing to stare, the doors closed behind him.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Captain's Quarters, Night Time>

Saber was lying down on his bed, staring at the roof. He was remembering the time when he was little, and his mother would sing him to sleep. He was kicking himself inside, because try as he might, he could not remember the tune or the lyrics to the song. If he had only been with her for a few more years of his youth... But his parents were cruelly torn away from him by a rib-necked animal called a Cardassian, and Saber would never forgive them for that. Saber tried to sleep, but the incident on Setlik 3 kept flashing through his mind. Saber finaly gave up, and sat up on his bed. He looked out the windows and watched the stars flash by. He remembered how his father had been a part of Star Fleet, and how it was his duty that took them to Setlik 3, and three days after they got there, the massacar happened. Saber got up and walked over to his LCARS Console, and silently made a vow. He then sat in his chair, and looked over some schematics of the Regional to pass the time. He then changed the view screen's brightness up a notch, and pressed a button. Now the display showed a very detailed schematic of something un-recognizable. Saber leaned forward and studied it intently, and pressed another button. He watched as the schematic turned into a 3D graphic, and rotated on the screen. Saber looked up quickly, and shut off the screen. Saber relaxed when he realized that the noise he heard wasn't someone at his door. He got up and walked back over to his bed and laid down. He now had somethig else on his mind, something with danger that was more immediate. He silently wished the experimental weapon was NOT aboard his ship. Saber relaxed every muscle in his body, and closed his eyes. Saber slowly drifted off to sleep...

========

End

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Holodeck 3 – Saber & Braxton’s quarters, 11:30hours>

Now in the Holodeck, Commander Braxton walked in circles around the image of his late uncle. Wanting to start crying, he knew that his uncle would not want that even though it has been many years. Saying with a heavy heart “Computer, end program.” Braxton ordered as he walked to the exit doors of the Holodeck.

Braxton feeling more fatigued than ever, enters the lift and heads for his quarters. Captain Saber sound asleep in his quarters, uses his hand to wipe off the sweat from his brow, while continuing to dream. Waking up being in a world where all the people that Captain Saber had knew in his life time that passed away, the first thought to enter into his mind was "How could this be?"

Exploring the ora of this world, Saber sees in the distance his parents as he knew and saw them last. Captain Saber could not understand, had something happened to the Regional? Was it destroyed? As he approached the images of his parents a barrier stood in between them.

Gasping for air, and the focus he needed to concentrate, Captain Saber extended both of his hands towards the barrier, as the Captain’s eyes opened wider, he exclaimed “Mother, Father, how can this be? I mean, I can see you and feel your presence by your love for me-“ before he could finish, The mother image raised one finger to her lips, and she began to sing the melody that the Captain could not remember earlier.

Suddenly, Captain Saber stopped his sweating and moving rapidly in his bed, as though he were at peace. Commander Braxton, now reaching his quarters, presses a button to enter, now walking in, lifting his head up only to drop his chin slowly, seeing the same image that he saw in the Holodeck now in his quarters.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Captain's Quarters, 11:33pm>

Saber stood there, tears trickling down his face, as he listened to his mother signing the song that he forgot. He memorized each and every word, and he just stood there, soaking up every facet of the song. The tune stirred memories that had dwelled deep within his heart, so surpressed, that they had been almost forgotten. As Saber probed his mind, and the memories became as clear as crystal, the barrier between him and his parents disappeared. Saber walked slowly towards his mother, and she continued signing the song. When Saber reached her, the song ended, and his mother embraced him, and said, "Everything will be all right." Saber backed up a step, then said, "All right? You are dead! How can things be all right?" His mother smiled, then replied, "Just wait. Be patient, my young one. You were never very good at waiting, were you?" Saber looked down at his black boots, then said, "No, I guess not." he looked back up at her, and saw her warm smile. Saber smiled back, then reached out to touch her again, when---

-----

Saber woke up, and looked around. He was back in the Regional, in his quarters. Saber felt a sharp pang of disappointment as he realized it had been just a dream. He sat straight up in his bed, and hurriedly threw on his uniform, and raced out of his quarters to the turbo lift. "Holo-deck 1." Saber demanded. The turbo lift zoomed towards Holo deck 1, then stopped at its destination. Saber jogged out of the turbo lift, and into the Holo-deck. Saber went over to the console, and rapidly typed many keys. The Holo-deck then transformed into the scenic meadow where Saber had seen his parents. Then, after pressing many more buttons, his mother materialized in the middle of the meadow. Saber then pressed a final button, and the program initiated. His mother started signing again. Saber had programmed his dream into the Holo-deck. Saber walked towards his mother with a smile on his face.

===============

End

<U.S.S. Regional, Cains Quarters, 2140 hours>

Commodore Cains sat on her bed surrounded by PADDs. She looked from one to the other trying to find a reason for the explosion of the U.S.S. Endeavor. There was no record of any of the ships systems malfunctioning, so how did the ship get destroyed she wondered. With a sigh, Commodore Cains picked up another PADD and kept on reading. 

<U.S.S. Regional, 2318 hours>

Commodore Cains strode briskly towards sickbay. As she entered, a quick glance around determined that all medical personnel were fully occupied. Frowning, Commodore Cains positioned herself in a corner, trying to stay out the way as she waited. She also needed a few moments to gain her bearings, and to reflect and what had happened. 

It had been completely unexpected. One moment they were cruising at warp speed and the next they had dropped completely out of warp. The ships internal dampers had been stressed to the limits. Even so, many in the crew had been tossed about which caused them to sustain some serious injuries. Commodore Cains had been sitting on her bed when it happened, she had never experienced such an abrupt change in velocity, and now she understood why Starfleet discouraged uncontrolled ship maneuvers. 

"Doctor." Commodore Cains called out as the doctor left the patient she had been working on. The woman looked weary, though a contrary spark ignited her eyes at being made to pause in her duties. "Does it have to be now, Commodore?" she snapped as she 

moved over to the monitor. "I have a sickbay full of people, in case you hadn't noticed."

Commodore Cains used all her will power not to snap back, and said quietly, “I need your report,” then pinning the doctor with an authoritative look, asked, "When can I expect it?" Commodore Cains paused and began again, “Doctor, Captain Saber and Commander Braxton are occupied on the bridge, and I need to tell them what they can expect. Also I have to do the in line of duty reports and those can not wait.” 

"Commodore, all I can say at this moment is that we have two dead, and three more in critical condition" said the chief medical officer. Commodore Cains nodded briefly as she turned away, as she headed towards the bridge she was conscious of the letters she had to write to the next of kin and not looking forward to it. 

--------------------

HEATHER T. CAINS

Commodore, SJA

Astro Fleet

<U.S.S. Regional, Braxton’s Quarters – Holodeck 3, 11:50 hours>

Commander Braxton now in his quarters, looking with great unease at the image of his uncle, but this image was moving around in his quarters as if it were searching for something. “Uncle..” “Destroy them, do not join me” the image spoke with the voice of a splash of cool water hitting the warm skin that running down someone’s spine.

Continuing to gaze at the image, Braxton eye contact was broken by a signal chime above his head. “Commander Braxton, please report to the bridge,” asked the Lt. On the bridge. Tapping his comm. Badge, “On my way, Braxton out.” Braxton turning out the door heading for the bridge.

In Holodeck 3, Captain Saber once again reaching for the image of his mother, just as he came close in touching the image, the same sound that Braxton heard over his head now grasping Saber’s attention. “Captain Saber, please report to the bridge.” Asked the Lt. 

Captain Saber’s mind was not in the real world, more so to the image of his mother and father, so his ears did not hear the Lt.’s voice. “Captain Saber, please respond,” replied the Lt. Commander Braxton now in the lift he began to bark, “Main…” “Bridge to Commander Braxton” called the Lt. Once again tapping his comm badge, “Braxton, here,” he responded.

“Sir, the Captain has not responded to our calls for him to come to bridge,” reported the Lt. Being curious as to why the Captain did not respond, Braxton looked and barked “Understood, Braxton to Saber please respond sir,” said Braxton. Cold silence filed the open comm. Signal. “Computer, current location of Captain Saber,” questioned Commander Braxton.

“Captain Saber is located on Holodeck 3,” reported the computer. Commander Braxton shouted, “ Holodeck 3”. The lift began to race to Braxton’s destination. Minutes pass with Commander Braxton now arriving at Holodeck 3.

Commander Braxton walks up to the doors, a buzzing sound was made “Access to Holodeck 3, has been restricted by order of Captain Saber,” responded the computer. Breathing heavily and knowing that if both himself and the Captain had been called to the Bridge, it was necessary to disturb the Captain.

“Computer, override restriction lock out to Holodeck 3, authorization Braxton Alpha 953,” commanded Braxton. “Multiple sounds were heard by Commander Braxton, as the sounds had stopped, the doors had opened. 

Captain Saber had his back to the exit doors, not hearing anyone come in. Commander Braxton approached slowly to Captain Saber. “Sir, the bridge has summoned us, we had better get going.” Replied Braxton.

“Yes, of course Number one. Computer end program and save.” Ordered Saber. Soon everything around them had disappeared and both Saber and Braxton left the Holodeck together heading for the bridge.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

**********************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge, 12:00>

Saber and Braxton exit the turbo lift, and step onto the Bridge. Saber heads for his Command chair, while Braxton walks towards his. The both sit down, then Saber turns towards the Lieutenant that had called them to the Bridge, and asked,

"Why were we called?" The Lieutenant pointed out the view screen Saber looked at the view screen, and stiffened in his chair. It was a Cardassian Galor class warship. Braxton glanced briefly at Saber, then asked,

"Should we hail them Sir?" Saber kept staring at the Galor, without answering. "Sir?" Braxton prodded. Saber looked at Braxton, then replied,

"Negative. If they want to talk, they'll hail us." Braxton leaned back in his chair, then looked over at Saber one last time. Saber returned the look, and his eyes were hard as stone. 

"Ensign," Saber turned to face the Ensign at Tactical, "Run a full tactical scan. Find any weakness that they didn't cover up, and I want a detailed particle scan of the outer hull, find something to tell us where "He's" been."

"Aye, Sir," The Ensign acknowledged as he pressed several buttons, "Running full particle scan." Saber settled back in his chair, and looked at the Galor with disdain. "Well, well. Aren't we a bit over confidant, wandering into Federation space." He mumbled under his breath.

"What Sir?" Braxton asked.

"Nothing, nothing at all." Saber gritted his teeth slightly, and furrowed his brows, deep in thought.

"Sir, the Galor is hailing us." The Ensign at Tactical announced. Saber hesitated for a moment, then said,

"On screen." The View screen was filled with a Cardassians face, and the bridge surroundings. Saber feltas if someone slammed him with a sledge hammer, and the feeling went all throughout his body. His voice was filled with anger when he exclaimed,

"You!" He said as he stood straight up, and before he could stop himself.

"Excuse me?" The Cardassian asked. Saber almost ordered the Ensign to terminate the transmission, but forced himself to remain cool about this.

"My apologies. I am Captain Shadow Saber, of the Star Ship, Regional. You have violated the treaty by entering Federation space. State your business."

"We are having a slight navigation problem. Our computers, for some reason, have miscalculated out trajectory, and we ended up here." Saber clamped his jaw down, and forced himself to not say, "Yeah, right.", but instead said,

"Can we assist you in any way?" The Cardassian smiled a smooth smile, then said,

"No, I don't believe that will be necessary." Saber sat back down, then said,

"Contact us once the repair is complete, and we will escort you to the border." Then Saber thought to himself, "So that you don't get in any 'trouble'."

"Thank you, that is most appreciated." Saber gave a quick, curt nod and signaled for the signal to be terminated. The Cardassian's face disappeared from the view screen, and was replaced by the Galor floating in space. Saber got up and walked into his ready room, as everyone on the bridge watched him leave. 

<U.S.S. Regional, Ready room, 12:10>

Saber was sitting at his desk, with his hands folded together and placed on the table in front of himself. He looked up when he heard the door chime, and said,

"Come." Braxton walked in, and stood there a moment. "Yes?" Saber asked.

"Sir, may I know as to why you jumped up and exclaimed, 'You!'?" Saber leaned back in his chair, his eyes filled with anger, and his jaw set firmly.

"He was the Cardassian that killed my parents." Braxton was shocked. He stood there for a moment, then asked,

"How can you be certain?" Saber stood up, walked over to Braxton, looked him square in the eyes, then said,

"You watch your parents be shot, no matter what your age is, and the face of the murderer will be etched in you mind forever." Saber said it in such and icy tone, that Braxton stepped back. 

"This certainly seems to be a problem Sir."

"And how is that?"

"If you ever get in a tangle with a Cardassian, your judgement might be ruled by revenge, hate, and probably anger."

"I see. Well, If that ever happens, I'll let you know when to take over, understand?" 

"Yes Sir." 

"Good." Saber turned and walked back out onto the bridge, thinking, "What if he's right? What would happen if I endanger this ship by my hate towards the Cardassians?" His sat down in his command chair, and faced the view screen. Braxton walked slowly to his chair, and sat down, stunned by the anger and hatred shown by Saber towards the Cardassians.

==============

End

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 12:20 hours>

On route to the bridge, Commodore Cains looking over three PADDS containing reports from the Regional’s encounter with the destroyed federation starship. Coming to a full stop, the lift doors whisked open, Commodore Cains walks out and down to Captain Saber.

Turning her head to the main viewer, seeing now what everyone had seen earlier, the galor class ship floating in space. Moving to the empty command chair normally occupied by Counselor Fooks, Cains sits down noticing the intense look of emotion on the Captain’s face.

“Report, Captain,” she demanded. Reluctantly in his focused anger, Captain Saber turned and said “This galor Cardassian ship has arrived in federation space claming they have an malfunction in their navigation system.” Reported Saber. Being half Vulcan the Commodore could sense a brief rise in emotion from the Captain.

A loud ringing sounded on the tactical station, “Captain, Astrofleet is signaling, they wish to know why we have not yet arrived,” reported the ensign. “Signal Astrofleet of our current situation and advise them we will be underway shortly,” the Captain replied without diverting his attention to the main viewer.

Pressing controls the ensign complied with the Captain’s orders. Feeling the urge to release his anger Captain Saber turned to Commander Braxton, grabbing his arm gently and with a forced smile, “You have the Bridge Number One.” Nodding in acknowledgement, Saber leaves his command chair heading for the lower turbo lift near the main viewer.

Commander Braxton, now in the Captain’s command chair, updating the Regional’s ship log on this incident, Cains with a stern looked turned to Braxton, “Commander, may I see you in the Captain’s ready room?” asked Commodore Cains.

“Of course, Ensign you have the bridge, helm maintain current position.” ordered Commander Braxton as he and the Commodore walked into the Captain’s ready room. The doors quickly closed, eager to speak, Cains spoke “Commander, is there something wrong with the Captain?” she asked bluntly.

Standing straight and tightening his uniform, looked Cains right in the eyes “No, ma’am why do you ask?” Braxton replied. Pacing around in the ready room, Commodore Cains asks another question, “Commander, are you aware that I am half Vulcan and as such I do have the ability to sense high emotions in an individual.” she stated. “Yes, Commodore I am aware of this.” Remarked Braxton.

“I sensed high emotions coming from the Captain, both before and after he was on the bridge. Care to explain, Commander?”  walking close to Braxton. Knowing in his mind as a Starfleet Officer and as a first officer he had a duty to be honest and open as possible, “The Captain has been under a lot of fatigue lately.” sighed Braxton.

Deep in her mind, she had a feeling that there might be something more to the high emotions she sensed in the Captain. “Is that all Commodore?” Braxton asked. “Hmm, yes Commander. Thank you.” Commodore Cains replied, both leaving the ready room, with Braxton walking and sitting back down into the Captain’s ready room and Commodore Cains entering a turbolift.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

<U.S.S. Regional, Cains Quarters, 1315 hours>

Commodore Heather T. Cains walked briskly into her quarters placing the PADDs she was carrying on the table as she did so. With a sigh she sat at her desk and addressed the main computer, “Computer, show me the personnel file of Captain Shadow Saber, Authorization, JAG Gamma Two Four Five Two.” The computer replied with, “Accessing file” Commodore Cains made herself comfortable as she began to read. She knew she would be here a while, in her attempts to find out what was bothering the Captain. 

<U.S.S. Regional, Cains Quarters, 1525 hours>

After reading the Captains personnel file, Commodore Cains thought like she could understand him better, “I wonder if facing this Cardassian ship has brought back memories of his parents death? Does he feel like he can’t be unprejudiced and just?” Commodore Cains could very much relate to that, so she stood and walked over to the middle of her quarters. And there she sat down and began to meditate in the traditional Vulcan manner. Once she had controlled her troubled emotions, she expanded her consciousness and began searching for the captains in that gray world where the minds are able to connect. Once she found the Captains mind, Cains concentrated on calming his thoughts. “Hmm, I know many would not approve of me using my telepathy this way, but – I have to help the Captain”, thought the Commodore. Maybe then he could tell her what was going on. 

<U.S.S. Regional, Cains Quarters, 1605 hours> 

Commodore Cains finished her task by calming the Captain and broke her meditation, “I hope he doesn’t realize what I did,” thought the Commodore, “And if he does, I hope he understands the reason I did it.” Commodore Cains headed to the replicator, and ordered a late lunch, the she sat down at her table to eat, and to wait. After all she knew that the Captain, or Commander Braxton would contact her soon enough. They still had to go over the reports of the accident. So with portraying a sense of calmness she did not feel, Commodore Cains contemplated the events of the last few days. 

--------------------

HEATHER T. CAINS

Commodore, SJA

Astro Fleet

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge-Commodore Cains Quarters, 1:30 hours>

Now in the turbolift, Captain Saber paces around inside, still on that one thought of controlling his thoughts which was to go to the Holodeck and box. As the turbolift came to a stop, the Captain finds that his mind is now was focused on peaceful thoughts of his parents remembering them as they were before they died. Just as Saber is about to exit the lift, an image of Commodore Cains appeared in his mind.

“What the…” he shook his head twice, but the image continued to reveal its presence. The memories of his parents, where he had lived continued to be in his mind but with the image of the Commodore in each one. “Computer, current location of Commodore Cains.” Saber demanded.

“Commodore Cains is currently located in her quarters,” responded the computer. “Close lift doors, take me to her quarters at once,” barked Saber. On the bridge, Commander Braxton looking at the Galor Cardassian ship curious to know if the Cardassians have some sort hidden agenda, to mask their reason of having malfunctioning navigational system.

“Incoming message from the Cardassian ship, Commander.” The ensign remarked. Leaving the Captain’s command chair, once again straightening his uniform, Braxton ordered “On screen, ensign. The image of the Cardassian captain now was on the screen, replacing the Cardassian ship.

“Captain Saber?” asked the Cardassian captain. “No, sir, I am Commander Braxton first officer, is there something we could do for you?” Braxton said smiling. “Negative, Commander, we informing you that our navigational system has been repaired and we will be on our way.” Replied the Cardassian captain.

“Acknowledged, Regional out, Helm set a course for the Cardassian border, warp 5, and maintain relative position to the Cardassian ship.” Braxton ordered. “Aye, sir,” pressing coordinates into her console replied the ensign.

The Cardassian ship and the U.S.S. Regional now side by side heading for the Cardassian border. Captain Saber rapidly pacing inside the lift, now on the deck of the Commodore’s quarters, Captain Saber exits the lift and quickly walks to her quarters.

Walking up to her door, Saber presses the door chime, while a surprised Commodore Cains puts down her cup and answers the door. The doors to Commodore Cains’s quarters open, Cains eyes widened, “Captain Saber, (hoping to pretend she did nothing) what a surprise, please come in,” Cains remarked.

“Commodore I wish to blunt, why were you in my mind, that is completely against Starfleet Regulations.” Demanded Saber. “Captain, if you would calm down, for a moment, I had sensed your high emotional state and with reading your personnel file I thought I could help.” Cains Stated.

Calming himself down, Captain Saber pauses and focuses his thoughts, “It’s all right Commodore, I must apologize.” Saber remarked. “Its quite understandable Captain, do you want to …” just as Cains was about to finish a comm signal came overhead. “Braxton to Captain Saber, the Cardassian ship has repaired its navigational system, sir we are now escorting them back to their border,” Braxton reported.

Tapping his comm badge, “Very good number one, I’m on my way, Saber out.” Replied Saber. Turning to look back at Commodore Cains, “If you’ll excuse me, Commodore. I must get back to the bridge.” Saber remarked

====================
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Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer
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Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge, 1:40>

Saber walked out of the Turbo Lift, and onto the Bridge. He walked over to his Command Chair, and turned to Commander Braxton.

 "What is the current time until we reach the border?"

 "Currently, at this pace, we will reach the border in 1 hour." Saber gave a quick, curt nod in recognition, then said,

 "Inform the Cardassians that we will increase our speed to warp 8." Braxton obeyed without a word. He knew not to press the subject, and that Saber would be back to normal after the Cardassians left Federation space.

 "Sir," Braxton started to say, "The Cardassians are acknowledging, and increasing speed."

"Good." Braxton turned back to face the view screen, and slipped into silent thought. Meanwhile, Saber was quietly relishing the fact that the Cardassians would be exiting Federation space in 20 minutes. Saber leaned up against the back of his chair, and sighed quietly. He was unhappy that the Commodore entered his mind, and tried to calm him down. Those were personal matters, and he was perfectly capable of calming himself down. Perhaps not quite as quickly, but he wasn't of an incapable mind. Saber felt sure that Heather was not going to be intrusive again. Saber sat forward, and looked out the view screen that was angled to view the Cardassian Galor. He gritted his teeth in disdain. 

 "Tactical, I want a forward view on the view screen."

 "Aye Sir." The View screen changed to show stars streaming at the Regional like rain. Saber settled himself deep into his chair, and waited for the 15 minutes left to pass…

<Fifteen minutes later>

 "Sir, we have reached the Border." Saber stood up, and walked to the center of the Bridge.

 "Excellent. Slow to half impulse, and hail the Cardassians."

 "Hailing frequencies open Sir." The View screen was now filled with the Cardassian Captain's face. Saber forced himself to smile a half smile, then said,

 "I trust that your computer can navigate its way from here."

 "Yes, I believe we will be fine. Until next time." The Cardassian either didn't notice Saber's sarcasm, or chose to ignore it. Saber gave a quick nod, then said,

 "Captain Saber, out." The View screen showed the Galor zoom off into Cardassian territory. Saber sat down in his chair, and sighed a sigh of relief. Braxton glanced at him briefly, then looked back out the view screen, and nodded slightly to himself. Saber stood up, and walked into his ready room.

 "Number one, you have the bridge." He said as the doors closed behind him. He sat down at his desk, and leaned back in his chair. He stayed that way for quite some time, then looked at the picture on his desk. He abruptly got up, and exited the Ready Room.  When Braxton saw Saber come out of his ready room, he started to get out of the Command Chair, but Saber motioned for him to remain seated. Saber entered the turbo lift, and said,

 "Holo-Deck 1." The computer acknowledged with a beep, then the Turbo Lift zoomed towards the Holodeck. The doors slid open and Saber walked out of the lift and into the Holodeck. As the Holodeck door slid shut, he said, "Computer, load program 'Saber X1-00Alpha'." The Holodeck transformed into a meadow, and standing in the middle, was Saber's mother.  Saber then said, "Run program." His mother started to walk towards him, to Saber's surprise. Saber walked forward. "Mother, I saw him." Saber nearly spat out the last word. His mother nodded slowly, then asked,

 "Did he recognize you?" 

 "No," Saber replied, "He did not. Just like the Cardassians, never remember the victims, and it never happened." Saber's Mother reached out for him, and Saber walked into the embrace. 

 "Now, now." She said, "You must let go." Saber backed out of the hug, and shook his head.

 "Never."

 "Saber."

 "I can't!"

 "Saber!" Saber's mother glared at him for a moment, then smiled. "Listen, if you don't let go, it will destroy you eventually."  Saber shook his head again. "Yes it will. Look," Saber's mother was exasperated, "It got your father in trouble, and he almost lost his life for it. The same thing will happen to you if you refuse to let go. For my sake, let go!" Saber slowly backed up, and his eyes glowered behind his dark eyebrows.

 "Computer, end program!" Saber half ran out of the Holo deck, and ran down the corridor. He slammed into a crewman walking the opposite direction. After they both fell to the floor,  Saber jumped back up, and continued to run down the corridor. Saber didn't know where he was going, he just knew he had to run. Saber ended up outside of a Jefferies tube, and he stood there for a minute while gathering his senses. He looked at the number on the tube's door, and it read, "Jefferies tube 16". Saber had run quite far, and it had given him time to think. He sat down by the Jefferies tube, and sighed. He wiped his brow with his hand, and leaned up against the tube's door. He was wondering what it was that had gotten his Father in trouble. When Saber was young, he never really knew his father. His father was a victim of his job, and was Saber only saw him every other weekend. It was really hard to build any kind of bond with his father, and by the time his parents died, he was only 7.  Saber was glad that he at least knew his mother well enough to remember  her face without the aid of a picture. Saber realized just how tired he was, and that he hadn't slept last night at all. He closed his eyes and leaned his head up against the door and fell into a worried sleep.

===========

End

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Commodore Cains Quarters-Main Bridge, 2:20 hours>

Commodore Cains sleeping in her bed, she began to toss and turn, as if she were having a nightmare, waking up in a cold sweat, she looked around her quarters to make sure no one was in there with her. Getting up and walking to her replicator “Mexican coffee double hot, double sweet. 

Sipping away at her beverage, Commodore Cains shrugged her shoulders now feeling tense, places her cup down and puts on her comm badge leaving her quarters for sickbay. Commodore Cains now in the turbolift leans back on the wall of the lift, regretting her actions earlier, being JAG she knew she could be in trouble, but since the Captain had no intentions of placing her on report, she felt somewhat at ease, at the same time still guilty.

Arriving at her destination, Commodore Cains walks out down the corridor to sickbay. The doors to sickbay slowly whisked open, showing Dr.Aspend hard at work on medical fitness reports of the senior staff.

“Doctor,” clearing her thought Cains remarked. Dr.Aspend still working on her medical reports, still didn’t notice the Commodore she Cains spoke. Moving closer to her desk, “Excuse me Doctor,” raising her voice Cains spoke again. “Oh I’m sorry Commodore,” smiling, “Just catching up on much needed paperwork, what can I do for you today?” Aspend speaking cheerful tone.

Rubbing her shoulders, “Ouch, I can’t seem to get rid of this extreme pain in my shoulders, I have tried everything.” Reaching for her medical tri-corder, Dr.Aspend begins her scans of the Commodore’s shoulders.

Rapid bleeping noises came from the tactical station, “Commander, Starfleet wishes to know our E.T.A. to the Astrofleet base,” said the ensign. “Inform them that our E.T.A is approximately 1 hour 20 mins mark.” Ordered Braxton as he shifted in the Captain’s Command chair.

“Ensign run continuous scans as we approach Astrofleet base, Helm maintain course and speed.” Once again ordered Braxton.

“Commander Braxton, incoming message for you on subspace, sir.” Turning with a sharp look at the ensign “How is it?” Braxton asked. “Message Id reads as Cousin Mark, from Maryland, sir.”

Thinking to himself, “Good old Mark, I haven’t spoke to him in months.” “Very well, ensign I’ll take it in the Captain’s ready room.” Braxton walks in into the Captain’s ready room.

Mean while Captain Saber after taking a brief nap as it were, once again realizes where he is and decides to return his quarters.
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<U.S.S. Regional, Captain's Quarters, 3:00>

Saber was sitting at his deck, looking at schematics of the Regional. He found it to be calming, and he needed that right now. Saber mulled over the recent developments, and he was thinking about the Holo program, and why it malfunctioned. His mother was not supposed to leave the center of the meadow, yet she did. He could not see any error in the program, but thought that maybe it was a gift. A warning, perhaps. Saber shook the last idea out of his head. He had been over the records of his father many times, and found no incident that might have endangered his life. Saber leaned back and sighed. He could not remember his father's face without the aid of a picture, and that disturbed him. He got up and walked over to the replicator. He pressed a button, then said, "Sprite, Chilled." The replicator made a whirring noise, then a glass cup appeared. Saber lifted it gently, took a sip, then sat back down at his desk. Saber looked back at his terminal and said, "What the...?" The screen had changed and was displaying a Cardassian Galor. Saber slammed the terminal lid shut, and glared at it. He then gingerly lifted the lid back up, and pressed a button. "Computer, reveal source of the last image." The computer made a loud beep. "Source is unknown." Saber glanced down at the empty screen. "Most unusual. Very strange indeed... Perhap-" He was cut off by a voice saying,

"Commander Braxton to Captain Saber." Saber tapped his commbadge.

"Saber here."

"Sir, your presence is required on the Bridge."

"Understood, Saber out." Saber stood up and walked towards the door with a backwards glance at his terminal. Saber exited the room and walked into a waiting turbo lift. 

"Bridge." The turbo lift doors closed, and the lift zoomed towards the bridge.

==========

End

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 3:20 hours>

Now arriving at the bridge, Captain Saber walks out and down to Commander Braxton. “Report, number one,” Said Captain Saber sitting down his command chair, still puzzled as to the image of the cardassian galor before.

“Captain, we are approaching Astrofleet base. Space dock control says they are standing by for our signal to dock, and preparations have been made to greet the Commodore.” Braxton replied as both officers sit in their command chair.

“Very good, number one. It is my understanding that this Astrofleet base is not only new, but it is the most advanced star base ever constructed in Starfleet?” “Captain, now within 300 kilometers of Astrofleet base,” said the ensign at helm. “Acknowledged, helm reduce speed to one quarter impulse power.” The U.S.S. Regional now drops out of warp now moving in on the Astrofleet base on impulse.

“Tactical, inform Commodore Cains that we have reached Astrofleet base, her presence is required on the bridge.” Saber replied. “Aye sir,” Rapid beeping sounds were being made as the ensign at tactical carried out the Captain’s orders.

Within moments Commodore Cains, arrives on the bridge, and walks to Captain Saber and Commander Braxton. “Commodore, we have reached Astrofleet base, and we beginning docking maneuvers.” Replied Saber. Gazing with amazement at the size and dominance of this new base, Commodore Cains inhaled and turned to Captain Saber “Thank you for calling me to the bridge, Captain this sight is remarkable.” Cains sighed.

“Space dock control, this the U.S.S. Regional, ready for docking maneuver,” announced Braxton. “Starship Regional, docking port gamma 3 is standing by, please follow standard docking procedures and welcome, Astrofleet base out.”

Looking to his number one, Braxton smiling in return, “Helm reduce speed to thrusters only take us in,” ordered Braxton. The U.S.S. Regional now entering the inner confines of the base, “Activate moorings and stand gravitational support systems,” continued Braxton.

Loud clamping booms came from both sides of the ship, “Docking complete,” the computer remarked.

“Well done, number one, all hands begin schedule repairs and overhaul maintenance checks.” Shouted Saber over the comm system.

“Number please escort our guest to the docking port and I will join you shortly on the base.” “With pleasure sir,” remarked Braxton. Just as the Commodore and Commander Braxton entered the lift, Captain Saber turned and said “Good Luck Commodore,” Commodore Cains responded with a smile as she and Commander Braxton entered the lift.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Rear Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer
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<Astro Fleet Star Base, 1700 hours>

Commodore Heather T. Cains walked towards the base courtroom. She wanted to inspect it before doing anything else, since she was going to be spending a lot of time there. “Probably more time than in my quarters…” she thought with a smile. She saw the bailiff as she approached; he seemed to be waiting for her. And she nodded his way as she entered the courtroom. Commodore Cains was amazed at what she was inside of it. “Is something the matter, ma’am?” asked the bailiff. “Wha--,” said Commodore Cains as she turned to face him. “No, there is nothing wrong, I was just surprised at the extravagant display of luxury. I have performed courts-martial in three different quadrants, from Starfleet headquarters on earth, to battlefield courtrooms, and I have NEVER seen anything like this.” Commodore Cains walked around the courtroom and sat down at the judge’s bench. From there she would preside over the whole court, but while she thought about it, she realized that it wasn’t giving her the same satisfaction as before. “I think I have spent too much time mingling with the crew of the Regional…" thought the commodore. 

As Commodore Cains sat there, she heard the doors open. Without turning in her seat she knew that Commander Braxton had entered the courtroom. “Is there anything I can do for you, Commander?” asked the Commodore. “No Heather, I just wanted to check up on you and make sure that everything was going according to schedule.” replied Commander Braxton. “Is that so?” Asked Commodore Cains. Commander Braxton looked at her without blinking and said, “Please tell me what’s the matter, Heather.” Commodore Cains sighed and replied, “I think I will miss being on board ship, but this…” she gestured to the courtroom, “…is where I belong.”  “Is it?” asked Commander Braxton, and then he turned and walked out of the room, leaving a very confused Commodore behind. 

-------------------------

HEATHER T. CAINS

Commodore, SJA

Astro Fleet

**********************************************************
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<U.S.S. Regional, Ready Room, 20:00hours>

Saber was sitting in his chair going over what had happened day. He leaned forward, and pressed a button on his terminal, and said, "Captain's log, Star Date 56373.22. We arrived at Astro Fleet Head Quarters 13 hours ago. During this time, Heather Cains has decided to stay aboard the Regional, instead of stay onboard Astro Fleet's HQ. I hope she is certain what she is choosing. She has asked for a conditional demotion to Lieutenant Commander, and to be stationed at Tactical. I agreed with her proposal, and I'm sure she'll be a fine addition to the Regional. We are currently on a course for Star Base 38 for an overall inspection. The Regional is still new, and has several bugs to be worked out. I am expecting our next mission to not be quite so easy as this one was, Starfleet has thrown a curve-ball our way once, and probably will again. I believe that this mission has given the crew time to work on their, relations, and work on understanding one another. End Log." Saber stood up and walked out onto the bridge. He stood there for a moment, just outside of the ready room's door. Saber then smiled, and walked into the Turbo Lift. "Holo-Deck 1." His voice rang out. The computer acknowledged, and the lift zoomed towards the Holo-Deck. As the lift came to a halt, the doors opened, and Saber walked out. As Saber entered the Holo-Deck, he said, "Computer, load Program 'Saber X1-00Alpha', and lock doors." The Holo-Deck transformed into a large meadow, and Saber's mother was standing in the center. Saber then said, "Start program." Saber smiled as the meadow came to life, and the grass started to sway back and forth ever so slightly. Saber smiled again, and started to walk forward.
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