              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Mon Apr 10, 2000 9:56am

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon

              Greetings fellow crew!

              My name is April Coonradt, and I will be playing Arianna Turner, your new 

              wing commander.

              I am a 24 year old student who has been roleplaying for years now. My 

              brother, Tom, plays in Tangofleet as well. He is Ltjg Derik Turner of the 

              Lancelot.

              I will post a bit more about my character soon, lots to do tonight :p

              But here is a link to my bio that my brother made for me. (in my signature!)

              I look forward to meeting you all!

              April

              Ensign? Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              Fighter Pilot Extrordinaire

              Arianna's Bio: http://www.angelfire.com/scifi/security/arianna.html
              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Tue Apr 11, 2000 5:07pm

              Subject: USS Avalon, Enter Ravenwing, stage left

              Just a short post to get started.

              ON:

              <<SB 515 Main Shuttle bay>>

              Arianna was completing her final arrival procedures.  She had been sent from 

              Starbase Tango to randesvous(sp) with the Avalon.  She was a bit nervous 

              about the whole situation.  Her first assignment, and already she was the 

              wing commander.  She knew she was a good pilot, but she had gotten the 

              impression that her instructors considered her a bit of a loose cannon.

              After finally getting clear of the shuttle bay, Arianna made her way to the 

              office that Captain Crowley was using while on the starbase.  After 

              discussing her situation with the yeoman, Arianna was announced and directed 

              into the Captain's office.

              Arianna:  Sir, Ensign Turner reporting as ordered sir.

              Crowley:  Ah, Ensign.  We have been expecting you.  Did you have a good 

              flight?

              Arianna: Yes sir, thank you.

              Arianna was struck by the sheer size and presence of her new CO.  He was 

              impressive in his bearing and manner as well.  Arianna caught herself 

              drifting...

              Crowley:...ear that ensign?  I said get yourself squared away then report to 

              Lt. Jaxx for assignments, bearthing, command codes and all that.  Dismissed.

              Arianna kicked herself on her way out.  Not here three hours and already she 

              had made a bit of a fool of herself to the CO.  *sighs*  Oh well, perhaps 

              the rest of her encounters with her new crewmates would go better.

              OFF:

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Fighter Pilot Extrordinaire,

              Wing Commander USS Avalon

              Arianna's Bio: http://www.angelfire.com/scifi/security/arianna.html

              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sat Apr 15, 2000 3:34pm

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon: Shakedown

              Ensign Arianna Turner made her way to her quarters. It had been an 

              exhausting day. First, she had arrived on the station and met with the 

              Captain, then made her way to the Avalon where she had met with Lt. Jaxx and 

              gotten her Security codes established. Arianna decided to make her way to 

              the shuttle bay and see what they had for fighters and ground crew. The 

              Shuttle bay was large and had several various space craft around, including 

              6 of the old type 9 Fighters. Arianna was unimpressed, still they were 

              better then anything she had in training. She walked around until she found 

              the Fighter designated Wing Leader. She watched as two crewmen worked on 

              getting it configured for it's new owner. She saw as her callsign 

              "Ravenwing" was stencled under the canopy. This made her thinkback to the 

              day that she had earned her callsign.

              She had been flying for the Alaska search and rescue unit in an older 

              atmospheric craft. She had been searching for a lost scout troop when 

              suddenly her engine had caught fire causing her port wing to blacken. She 

              had almost died, but for the grace of god she had somehow managed to get the 

              craft back to home base. Her ground crew had dubbed her Ravenwing in 

              recognition of her luck.

              Arianna's thoughts came back to the decided not to interupt the ground crew 

              in their efforts. She decided to find her office just off the shuttlebay. 

              It was small and cramped, but servicable. As she went over her pilot roster 

              she noticed that all her pilots were cadets. Great, she thought, I get to 

              babysit a bunch of children.

              Arianna: =/\= Cadets Marr and Banglander, please report to pilot briefing 

              room one. =/\=

              Might as well get introductions over with, she thought. Then off to dinner.

              OFF:

              Just wanted to mention that the posts here are really great! Have been 

              enjoying them, especially the antics of Tongs doggie!

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              Arianna's Bio: http://www.angelfire.com/scifi/security/arianna.html
              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Tue Apr 18, 2000 9:00pm

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon: Aces

             On: 

              Arianna looked across the desk at Lt. Jaxx.   She was mildly intrigued by   him.   She had never seen the result of a

              Klingon/Romulan union before, and   found it rather striking.   Arianna smiled rather coyley at the man.

              Arianna:   Sir, again, I will do a good job.   Infact I have a couple of   simulations planned for the flight team later today!

              Jaxx:   Hmm.   Good then.   You should go about your training then. 

              Arianna glanced at the Lieutenant again.   Yes, definately striking.   She   waited until she was dismissed then left for a holodeck.

              Arianna:=/\= All pilots to Holodeck three.=/\= 

              As she arrived at the holodeck she met Ensign Kervorkian.   They briefly   discussed the scenario they would use.   One by one

              the cadets assigned as   fighter pilots trickled into the holodeck.   Arianna was struck again by how   young they looked, even

              though she was probably only 3 or 4 years older.   All six were still cadets at the academy on assignment to the Avalon.   Arianna

              was concerned about their combat abilities.

              Arianna:   All right guys, this is whats up.   You will be on a routine patrol   when you run across a pair of pirates raiding a

              spacestation.   Mr.   Kervorkian and myself will be these raiders.   Your mission will be to   disable us if possible, kill us if no

              other alternative appears.   You got   it?

              Cadets:   Aye. 

              Arianna:   Good.   Now saddle up. 

              The cadets made their ways to the fighter simulator units.   Arianna made   sure they were up and running before she and

              Kervorkian strapped in.   The   Cadets would be flying type 9 fighters the same as the Avalon had.   She and   Kervorkian would

              be flying Klingon Surplus fighters.

              Arianna settled in to her control module and began her run on the space   station.   She looked off to the port and saw

              Kervorkian making a run as   well.   Suddenly her sensors chirped as they registered six federation   fighter class ships.

              Arianna:   Ravenwing to Kervorkian, Break right... BREAK! 

              The other ensign broke hard he was followed by two of the cadets. 

              Arianna chuckled as she lined up one of the fighters in her targeting grid. 

              The furball began in earnest. 

              Off: 

              You all can call me Arianna or Turner.   In flight I go by Ravenwing, and my   friends call me Ari.

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner 

              Fighter Pilot Extrordinaire Arianna's Bio: http://www.angelfire.com/scifi/security/arianna.html

From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sat Apr 22, 2000 4:50pm

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon: Minor problems

On:

              ==USS Avalon Flight Deck==

              == Slightly earlier==

              Arianna was in her fighter performing a routine diagnostic.  They should be 

              out of warp soon and in contact with the terrorists that had bombed the 

              space station.  MR. Kervorkian was also in his fighter but the rest of the 

              pilots were training in the simulators.

              Crowley =/\=RED ALERT!=/\=

              Arianna didn't wait.  She goosed her fighter and started to take off.  Just 

              as she was clearing the ship the power flickered, then died.  Her fighter 

              floated meters from the ship drifting on it's own enertia(sp).  She was 

              worried.  She tried to contact Mr. Kervorkian via her comm badge but got no 

              reply.  She was able to see the enemy vessel as it came towards her.

              Then she noticed the air in the fighter getting thicker.  No power means no 

              life support.

              She was in trouble.  Very big trouble indeed.

              OFF:

              Hope I wasn't taking to many liberties.

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              Arianna's Bio: http://www.angelfire.com/scifi/security/arianna.html

              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Thu Apr 27, 2000 7:14pm

              Subject: U.S.S. Avalon: Clipped Wings

On:

              Visions of Arianna's life flashed before her eyes as her crippled fighter 

              floated in space.  Her air was getting very thick as the Oxygen was slowly 

              consumed.  The Merc ship seemed to be taking little interest in her and she 

              had already consumed the emergency air pack.  She had drifted for the last 

              two hours and her efforts to restore power had been in vain.  Arianna was 

              actually getting quite angry.  Thoughts of death did not disturb her that 

              much.  Heck, the life of a fighter pilot can be rather cheap.  She was even 

              prepared for a firey death.  The thought of being ignored to death is what 

              angered her so much.  She figured that it was possible that with out power 

              and with the attack, that a small fighter drifting so close to the Avalon 

              could avoid detection.

              Arianna spent some small time fiddling with the communication board.  There 

              was a chance that if she could get power to it that she could get a distress 

              signal to the Avalon.  She resorted to an old search and rescue wilderness 

              survival trick.  She got some copper wire and a magnet and worked to amass 

              static electricity and get it stored.  With luck she could get a trickle 

              charge to the board.

              After a little time she was successful in getting enough power to send a 

              short wave message to the ship.  She feared that the ship would be 

              controlled by the mercs but better to be captured than dead.  Risking it she 

              sent her signal to a relatively obscure receiver in the hopes that a 

              Starfleet crewman would be there rather then a Merc.

              <<USS Avalon Main Bridge>>

              A small light started flashing on the science console signaling an incomming 

              message.

              OFF:

              C'mon guys, someone save me.  I got myself into this and can't think a way 

              out with out being Superwoman :p  Anyhow, I might be an Ace up someone's 

              sleave!

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              Arianna's Bio: http://www.angelfire.com/scifi/security/arianna.html

From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sat Apr 29, 2000 9:23pm

              Subject: U.S.S. Avalon: We have a recluse

              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sat Apr 29, 2000 9:23pm

              Subject: U.S.S. Avalon: We have a recluse

ON:

              <<Fighter designate Alpha-Lead>>

              Arianna was nearing panic.  She had no idea who the owners of the other ship 

              were or what their intentions were.  For all she knew the entire crew was 

              dead.  This scared Arianna.  As her fighter crawled slowly towards the 

              mysterious ship she became desperate.  She knew that she would be able to do 

              nothing dead.  There was little she could do as she was now, cold, alone, 

              scared.  But she had to find a way.

              Arianna finally came to a decision.  Just before her fighter cleared the 

              Avalon's underbelly she sealed her flight suit and exited through the 

              emergency hatch.  She had little room for error, and even less time to make 

              a move.  She had grabbed a cylandar of CO2, which she used to propel her to 

              the Avalon.  She flew towards the big starship and almost dislocated her 

              shoulder as she grabbed on to an outcropping of the hull.  She used the 

              magnets in her suit to move her towards an obscure engineering port near the 

              aft of the ship.  The going was tough, and her air was getting really thick. 

                The cold had become a constant companion and threatened to overwhelm her.  

              As she got to the hatch and small airlock, she could barely get it to open 

              with her blocky fingers.  Despite her shivvering she was able to get into 

              the airlock and get it recycling.  The mechanism reacted slowly due to the 

              emergency battery it was using, but it worked.  Arianna sobbed as she ripped 

              her helmet from her head, glorious oxygen, wonderfull oxygen.  She could 

              feel the warmth of the ship start to permeate her suit.  She knew that she 

              couldn't stop there.  Even though all she wanted to do was curl up into a 

              ball, she had to get away from where she was.  All her escape and evasion 

              training came to the fore.  Arianna made her way down the Jefferies tube 

              that shot off from the airlock, after leading a short false trail.  She 

              traveled as quickly and quietly as she could into the bowels of the ship.  

              She made several blind turns and did what she could to hide her trail.  

              After about 45 minutes she was stopped by a low growl.  She looked down a 

              tube to her left and saw the pierceing blue eyes of a white Siberian Huskie.

              Arianna:*wispering*  Easy girl, I won't bite if you won't.

              Snowflake:*soft whine*

              Arianna:  I know baby.  What are you doing here?

              The dog, of course, didn't answer.

              OFF:

              Thought she might be getting lonely!  Hope you don't mind if I "Borrow" her 

              Cadet Parx.

              Thanks for the spacesuit idea Captain!  I was a bit stuck.

              April

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              Arianna's Bio: http://www.angelfire.com/scifi/security/arianna.html

              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Fri May 12, 2000 9:58pm

              Subject: *sniff* nobody loves me.

              Well, it turns out that nobody loves me after all. I got this e-mail from a 

              friend with an attachment that says I love you. That was the end of my 

              computer time. *sniffsniff*

              But, I am back, and will post once I get caught up with you guys! Probably 

              tomorrow.

              Sorry for my stupidity. I did buy Norton AV though!

              Thanks guys for understanding!

              April Coonradt

              Ensign Arianna Turner

From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sat May 20, 2000 11:58am

              Subject: USS Avalon: OOk, what hit me?

You got it boss!

              ON:

              Arianna slowly came to.  She was really confused.  She could hardly remember 

              where she was.  She looked around and soon realized she was in the medical 

              bay.  A nurse, seeing her awake, came over and told her she could go.  She 

              remembered the brief fight in the corridor, and worried.  A soft whine came 

              from next to her bed.  She looked and saw Snowflake sitting there.

              Arianna:  Well, hello there sweetie.  What are you doing here.

              Snowflake cocked her head.

              Arianna:  Well, since your daddy isn't here, perhaps we should head for my 

              quarters.  At least until this headache wears off.

              Arianna and Snowflake went off to her quarters near the flight deck.  

              Everywhere she saw crewmembers dutifully working in an effort to consolodate 

              their victory and get their ship ready to hunt down the pirates.  Arianna 

              settled into her quarters and investigated the status of her pilots and 

              ground crews.  Most seemed ready to work, Mr. Kervorkian had been injured in 

              the fighting and would be sitting out.  One fighter was missing, Arianna 

              shuddered as she remembered, but the rest had been fixed and were nominal 

              for combat.

              Arianna assigned a patrol schedule so that there would be a pilot out at all 

              times then fed some treats to Snowflake and left Cadet Tong a message that 

              she had his dog still.  Then she took a brief nap.

              OFF:

              Short, but there is really little a dazed, tired little pilot can do!!

              Ens. Arianna Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              Future Ace

rom: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sun May 21, 2000 8:54am

              Subject: Stick it in his six""

              Glorious!

              >==Ensign Turner's Quarters==

              >

              >*As if the resounding of the Red Alert siren weren't enough to wake

              >Arianna from her well-needed slumber, the voice of the ship's EHE blares

              >from her computer panel.*

              >

              >Liv: ++All fighters scramble. This is not a drill. This is a full Red

              >Alert scramble. All fighter pilots report for immediate launch.++

              >

> 

              ON:

              "Stick it in his six."

              ==USS Avalon, Turner's Quarters==

              Arianna left Snowflake in her quarters as she went to the flight deck.  The 

              other three pilots were running just behind her.  The four fighters still in 

              the bay were already on idle having been prepped by the flight crew.  

              Arianna hurdled up her ladder and hastily adjusted her flight suit.

              Arianna: =/\= Ravenwing to wings 1 and 2.  We are go for tactical launch.  

              Sound off. =/\=

              Cadet Mark: =/\= Foxfire here.  Holding station at port of the USS Avalon 

              from patrol. =/\=

              Cadet Rowlands: =/\= Gypsey ready to rock and roll.=/\=

              Cadet Room: =/\= Pilgrim prepared Ma'am. =/\=

              Cadet Banglader : =/\= Sticks says lets party.=/\=

              Arianna:=/\= Got it.  Ravenwing to flight control, we are go-no go for 

              launch.=/\=

              Control:=/\= Roger Ravenwing.  You are go, repeat you ARE go.  Call the 

              ball.

              Arianna:=/\= Copy Ball, flight one away.

              Arianna flew from the hold like her hair was on fire.  This wasn't going to 

              go like last time.  Noooo.  Now she was in her element.

              The five fighters formed two wings.  Arianna joined with Beta wing.

              Arianna: =/\= Foxfire, take alpha wing and break hard right.  Watch those 

              guns.  Pilgrim, I am assuming command of Beta wing since my wingman is out.  

              We're going to make for the Bogey's six and hit him hard.=/\=

              There were screams of joy from the fighters as they flew to their assigned 

              attack positions.

              Arianna:  =/\= Ravenwing to USS Avalon, we are ready to go terminal.  Time 

              to attack vector T-12 seconds.

              OFF:

              And away we go!

              Ensign Arianna Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              Hot to trot and smoking barrels.

rom: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Tue May 23, 2000 3:31pm

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon: "Yippeekyay"

              >ON "Yippeekyay"

              >

              >==OUTER SPACE==

              >

              >*The pirate vessel was surprisingly more agile than the Avalon, but

              >nowhere near as maneuverable as the Type-9s that were incessantly

              >swarming about, drawing fire from the more deadly adversary. ...Not that

              >they weren't inflicting some damage of their own, each fighter having

              >been equipped with 2 Type VII emitters usually reserved for use by

              >midsized starships.*

              >

              >==PIRATE SHIP==

              >

              >Gul Morul (NPC):*as sparks fly from consoles & lighting flickers* Stop

              >fooling with those fighters & GET THAT SHIP!!

              >

              >Crowley: ++Hey, Spoonhead! Ready to quit?... . .++

              >

              >Helmsman (NPC): Sir, I think we'd fare better if we retreat.

              >

              >Crowley: ++. . ...Here's a tune for ya'... . .++

              >

              >Gul Morul: I'd kill you now... *ducks flying sparks* ...if I had someone

              >to replace you! Our cloak is gone! There is no retreat!

              >

              >Crowley:*starts singing* ++Oh, I am the pirate king. HOORAH! I am the

              >pirate king. It is, it is a glorious thing to be the...++

              >

              >Gul Morul: ...And TURN THAT OFF!!

              >

              >==USS AVALON==BRIDGE==

              >

              >P'travi:*ship rocks with weapons impact* Are you sure you should taunt

              >him like that?

              >

              >Crowley:*hands braced on chair arms* No, but it's sure as hell a lotta'

              >fun. Danek, first chance ya' get punch a full load of torps into that

              >jerk!

              >

              >Lewis: Captain, both forward tubes are currently unavailable.

              >

              >Crowley: Then put a full load in the aft tube! Petey'll get our butt in

              >position!

              >

              >Chekov: Sir???

              >

              >Crowley: You know what I mean!

              >

              >OFF

              >"full load" = 6 quantum torpedoes per tube

              >

              >Depending on how this scene plays out I may move us on to our next

              >mission tomorrow or Thursday. So, please, try to wrap things up... but

              >not at break-neck speed (right, Mr. Tong? ;-).

              >

              >Captain Michael A. Crowley,

              >U•S•S• Avalon  / N C C - 7 6 2 6 2

              ON:

              Arianna shrieked in excitement as her fighter dodged another blast of 

              energy.  Her two wings were absolutely swarming the pirate ship.  Arianna 

              was as a woman possessed.  Her parents had both been killed by pirates those 

              long years ago.  Arianna had no time for mercy.  She shot almost at random, 

              her vengance taking control of her movements and thought patterns.  The five 

              fighters were wreaking serious havok on the pirate ship.  Already it 

              appeared that several key systems were down.

              Suddenly the ship stopped fireing on the fighters.  It began concentrating 

              on the Avalon.  The ship spead up and began to close with the Avalon as if 

              to ram her.

              Arianna: =/\= Alpha wing, target their propultion right now!  Stop that 

              piece of junk.  Beta wing, target those darn weapon emmiters!  We have them 

              by the short hairs. =/\=

              Arianna banked left, not even waiting for a reply.  The two wings went to 

              their assigned targets, but Arianna broke off.  No she had another target in 

              mind.  She aimed her sensors at the bridge for a killing blow.  Ah, sweet 

              sweet vengance.

              Off:

              Arianna has had a bad week guys, she hasn't shot yet, so the power lies with 

              you!  Call her off or whatever!

              Ensign Arianna Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

rom: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Thu May 25, 2000 1:39pm

              Subject: Up the Creek???

              ON:

              <<0700 sharp, Tac Commander's Office>>

              Arianna rang the call button on Jaxx's office with some trepidation.  She 

              knew she had blown it, and she knew she was in real trouble.

              Jaxx:  Come.

              Arianna entered and noticed Lt. Jaxx looking out the viewport.  He said 

              nothing but displeasure radiated from him.  He said nothing for some time.  

              Arianna became quite distressed and shuffled her feet a bit.

              Finally Jaxx looked at her, walked to his desk and sat.  He did not offer 

              her a seat.

              Jaxx:  I really REALLY hope you have some explination for your actions 

              ensign.

              Arianna:  *gulps*  Um.  No sir.  I don't.

              Jaxx:  *extremely coldly* Do you realize what you have done?  You have 

              jeapordized anychance of getting to the bottom of this whole situation.  

              Their motivations, names of conspirators etc...  Your bit of reakless blood 

              lust was unnacceptable and something I never want to see in a wing 

              commander, or starfleet officer for that matter.

              Arianna said nothing as Jaxx glared at her for a minute.  She could only 

              look down at her feet and take her medicine.

              Jaxx: *after a minute*  Now.  I don't know what to do with you.  I am 

              forwarding my recommendation for a formal board of review to the Captain.  

              Pending it's outcome you are on administrative probation.  The captain will 

              decide if you will retain your position as wing commander or if we are going 

              to ship you out.

              Arianna: *with a slight choke and misty eyes (Remember she is quite young 

              and very junior)*  Yes sir.

              OFF:

              Take it from there Jaxx, Captain.

              Arianna is really young and very hotheaded.  While there was no excuse for 

              her actions, she is repentant!  Don't shoot her :)

              Seriously though, that shooting the bridge wasn't superheroish was it?  It 

              was an attempt to build her character a bit.  It is kinda fun playing a 

              rogue...

              Arianna Turner

              Wing Commander USS Avalon

              for now.

From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Fri May 26, 2000 7:46am

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon: Re: Up the Creek???

              Thanks Mandy, Lt. Grunt.  I'm still new to this so am a bit insecure.

              Thanks!

              Arianna

              >From: babylonia51@a...

              >Reply-To: uss-avalon@egroups.com

              >To: uss-avalon@egroups.com

              >Subject: U.S.S. Avalon: Re: Up the Creek???

              >Date: Fri, 26 May 2000 07:40:47 EDT

              >

              >Hi Arianna,

              >The post in question was absolutely terrific:))

              >And the rest is only in-game stuff. After all you as a player left the end 

              >open:-)

              >

              >Message to Crowley: I'm sorry I didn't think of including your post _after_ 

              >mine so it would be quoted in the flow:( Apologies.

              >

              >Mandy

From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Fri May 26, 2000 10:49am

              Subject: "Paint by Numbers"

              >ON:

              ><<0700 sharp, Tac Commander's Office>>

              >Arianna rang the call button on Jaxx's office with some trepidation. She

              >knew she had blown it, and she knew she was in real trouble.

              >

              >Jaxx: Come.

              >

              >Arianna entered and noticed Lt. Jaxx looking out the viewport. He said

              >nothing but displeasure radiated from him. He said nothing for some

              >time. Arianna became quite distressed and shuffled her feet a bit.

              >

              >Finally Jaxx looked at her, walked to his desk and sat. He did not offer

              >her a seat.

              >

              >Jaxx: I really REALLY hope you have some explination for your actions

              >ensign.

              >

              >Arianna: *gulps* Um. No sir. I don't.

              >

              >Jaxx: *extremely coldly* Do you realize what you have done? You have

              >jeapordized any chance of getting to the bottom of this whole situation.

              >Their motivations, names of conspirators etc... Your bit of reakless

              >blood lust was unnacceptable and something I never want to see in a wing

              >commander, or starfleet officer for that matter.

              >

              >Arianna said nothing as Jaxx glared at her for a minute. She could only

              >look down at her feet and take her medicine.

              >

              >Jaxx: *after a minute* Now. I don't know what to do with you. I am

              >forwarding my recommendation for a formal board of review to the

              >Captain. Pending it's outcome you are on administrative probation. The

              >captain will decide if you will retain your position as wing commander

              >or if we are going to ship you out.

              >

              >Arianna: *with a slight choke and misty eyes (Remember she is quite

              >young

              >and very junior)* Yes sir.

              >

              >OFF:

              >

              >Take it from there Jaxx, Captain.

              >Arianna is really young and very hotheaded. While there was no excuse

              >for her actions, she is repentant! Don't shoot her :)

              >

              >Seriously though, that shooting the bridge wasn't superheroish was it?

              >It was an attempt to build her character a bit. It is kinda fun playing

              >a rogue...

              >

              >Arianna Turner

              >Wing Commander USS Avalon

              >____________

              >

              >ON "Your Mission, Whether You Accept It Or Not..."

              >

              >==USS AVALON==FLIGHT DECK==

              >==08:34 Hours==

              >

              >*Barely more than an hour had passed since she had left Jaxx's office

              >when Captain Crowley summoned her. Arianna wonders if the fact she's to

              >meet him on Flight Deck instead of in his Ready Room is a good sign.

              >Upon exiting the turbolift she;s immediatly met by Crowley's imposing

              >muscular bulk.*

              >

              >Turner:*stands at attention* Ensign Turner reporting as ordered,

              >Captain.

              >

              >Crowley: Ensign for now.

              >

              >*Maybe it wasn't a good sign.*

              >

              >Turner: Sir?

              >

              >Crowley:*turns to face across Flight Deck* I can't help noticing that

              >everytime I count the Type-9s I only get as high as 5. I could swear

              >there's supposed to be 6.

              >

              >Turner: Sir, my fighter was disabled when the pirate vessel...

              >

              >Crowley:*starts walking the length of Flight Deck* Can the excuses,

              >Ensign.  We're short one fighter & your aft is in a sling. I've sent

              >word that I've reviewed the evidence & have taken disciplinary action.

              >It's up to my bosses now if they want to take it any further.

              >

              >Turner:*keeping pace with Crowley, reluctantly* Captain, may I ask...

              >what disciplinary action?

              >

              >Crowley: Weren't you listening? I said we're short one fighter.

              >

              >Turner: Sir, I don't get what you mean.

              >

              >Crowley:*points up* Outpost Ranger doesn't have much right now, but they

              >do have a functional industrial replicator.

              >

              >Turner: Are you saying you want me to _build_ a fighter? *Crowley smugly

              >smirks in response* Well, I suppose I could with the right team...

              >

              >Crowley: No, _you_ build the fighter... from scratch... yourself... all

              >alone... with no help. *Arianna can only look stunned* And it has to

              >pass inspection when it's finished. You've got 3 days. ...Have fun!

              >*leaves Arianna standing in the middle of Flight Deck*

              >

              >OFF

              >

              >Oh, Arianna, don't forget that we're not to get in the way of Outpost

              >Ranger's crew, so borrowing the use of their industrial replicator

              >should be fun. ;-)

              >

              >Captain Michael A. Crowley,

              >U•S•S• Avalon  / N C C - 7 6 2 6 2

              OFF:  Whew, this is gonna be tricky.  Bear with me folks. :)

              ON:

              Arianna grumbled under her breath.  She would rather have been scrubbing the 

              ships exterior then building a fighter.  She wasn't no girly, useless, 

              groundbound Engineer.  She was a Combat Fighter Pilot.  Yes, as handsome as 

              the captain was, Arianna couldn't help but feel a bit of resentment.

              Arianna spent a couple of hours trying to find the exact Replicator 

              specifications for a Type-9 fighter.  After pulling some serious teeth, she 

              found a slightly modified version of the type-9 designated the Type-9a.  

              This varient was a bit slower, topping off at warp 6 and emergency speed at 

              warp 7.5, but it included a single torpedo pod on the bottom between the 

              Nacelles, and it had a superior sensor package.  Since she was already in 

              trouble she decided to twist the Captain's orders a bit.  He never even 

              hinted at what TYPE of fighter she was to replicate.  Sure it was a fine 

              line, but she figured what the hell.  This disaster might turn out to be a 

              bit of an opportunity for someone as smart and resourcefull as herself.

              She decided to get at it.  Only to find her first roadblock at the Outpost.  

              The replicator there worked in a weird pattern of shifts.  It was doing 

              outpost stuff every 3.25 hours and lasted for about a half hour.  During the 

              outpost's "night" it was open for about 6 hours at a time, but still not 

              enough to finish the fighter in time if she wanted anything resembling 

              sleep.  Arianna sighed and accepted it.  She logged herself for every 

              opening she could find with the understanding that she would be bumped 

              without notice for outpost business.

              Arianna set about building her little ship.  First the hull and frame.  That 

              was the basis for the whole thing.  She decided that since she got to build 

              it she got to decorate it as well.  Therefore she painted it a deep black 

              with a feather motif.  To fit with her name.  She painted a styalized 

              starfleet sympol under her window with the name "Raven's Claw".  She painted 

              two crimson bird's eyes on either side of the bow and painted the front to 

              look like a beak open in a scream.  Very pretty she thought.

              For the next three days Arianna worked herself haggard putting her "baby" 

              together.  She had short catnaps meanwhile, mostly in the cockpit or under 

              the fighter on a pile of blankets.  Arianna's fingers blead as she put piece 

              after piece together.  The fighter was taking shape nicely.  Arianna felt 

              smug.

              OFF:

              Gotta be real specific with old Arianna, Captain.  Hahaha.  *lol*

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              Engineer and fighter replicating super Ace!

From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Mon May 29, 2000 8:32am

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon: "Take Two, Type-9"

              Off: Awww Captain. Can't a girl have some fun?

              >

              >*J'muy hands the Captain a PADD containing general schematics of

              >Turner's "non-regulation" fighter-shuttle. After a minute of reading

              >Crowley gives out a giggle.*

              >

              >P'travi: Is something funny, sir?

              >

              >Crowley: Ya' wanna' tell her or should I?

              >

              >P'travi: Tell her what?

              >

              >Crowley: Tell Ensign Turner that she has to start over.

              >

              >OFF

              >

              >LOL -- that's what you get, Arianna, when you try to tweak your way

              >around Crowley's orders. You're really bucking for a hull-scrubbing

              >assignment, aren't you? ;-)

              >

              >For the record, Crowley started out as a fighter pilot (& still is one

              >at heart) & would know the weaknesses of your "Type-9a" (too slow at

              >Warp to keep up with other fighters on long range patrols; too sluggish

              >at impulse because torpedo tube weighs it down which also causes

              >decreased agility in combat, etc., etc.).

              >

              >Grace, you get the feeling Crowley's getting lonely? (hehehe)

              >

              >Captain Michael A. Crowley,

              >U•S•S• Avalon / N C C - 7 6 2 6 2

              >

              ON:

              Arianna had finally finished her fighter. It was looking good too. She 

              giggled drunkenly at the accomplishment when she heard footsteps behind her. 

              She turned to see Commander P'travi approach.

              Arianna: *with a bit of pride* What do you think sir? A beauty neh?

              P'travi: Yeah, she looks good. Ummm. One small problem though, the 

              Captain says no way.

              Arianna: *shocked* What? "No way"? Is he HIGH!

              P'travi: Ummm. No. He says it is to slow. You are going to have to can 

              the torp.

              With that P'travi left chuckling at Turner's expression of horror.

              Arianna screamed long, loud, and hard as she threw her spanner at the 

              offending fighter.

              ==35 minutes later==

              Arianna, really REALLY tired after her tantrum, went back to work. She 

              ripped the torpedo launcher from the frame, However she changed the engine 

              for the newer engine found on the Kingston class fighters. The Old Man 

              wanted fast, well, she would give him fast. A maximum warp of 8 sustained. 

              She gutted out the two type VII phasers and replaced them with 4 type VIII 

              rapid fire pulse phasers, also found on the Kingstons. Lighter and with 

              more punch then the class VII's. She kept the sensor package of the 9a, 

              since it was already there, but she sacraficed all but 1/3 of a cubic meter 

              of storage space.

              She was angry at the Captain, she was going to hold her ground.

              OFF:

              Arianna is a bit stubborn. Captain, I am presuming a bunch with this. If 

              it is against your wishes she'll make a boring old regular type VII. I 

              don't want to make YOU mad, but it sure might be a bit of fun. Something 

              that is hers. But we can scrap this if it is a problem.

              Arianna Turner

              Wing Commander (Grounded)

              USS Avalon.

              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Tue May 30, 2000 5:39pm

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon: Fw: "Plugging the Hole"

              ON:

              Arianna joyed in her first flight of the Raven's Claw.  The systems had only 

              failed twice since launch.  The ship was screaming towards the Klingon 

              looking warship.  The other 5 fighters were already on their way.  Arianna 

              broke the fighters into 3 groups of 2 and took her wingman on a straffing 

              run.  The quad phasers worked great!  The 6 fighters swarmed the ship 

              harrassing it with their fighter.  The Bogey flew on towards the Ferengi 

              ship, all but ignoring the fighters harrassing it.

              OFF:

              Sorry so short, lots to do.

              Ensign Arianna Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Mon Jun 19, 2000 2:46pm

              Subject: Re: U.S.S. Avalon: "Dogs and Cats living together....Mass Hysteria!!"

              I will post tomorrow guys.   Sorry.   My Brother is getting married and on top   of that the

              Computers at work have been gettin upgraded.   sigh.

              Tomorrow though. 

              Arianna (April) 

              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sun Jul 2, 2000 11:34am

              Subject: The prodigal returns...

OFF: Sorry guys. really!  No excuse for me.  But I am back, more or less...

              ON:

              Arianna left the meeting and went back to her fighter.  She had finally 

              finished it and gotten it to the Captains Specifications.  She was really 

              REALLY bitter about the whole situation, but it was time to let it pass.  No 

              sence being petulant.  She spent 45 whole minutes getting up the nerve to 

              volounteer for the away team.  She had spent a great deal of time on an 

              Alaska search and rescue team before going to the Academy.  She knew she 

              could be usefull as a cold weather survival expert, and she was a little 

              hurt that she hadn't been asked to join.  She wished she was as brave as her 

              brother, Derik.  He would have no problem in talking with the captain.  

              Heck, she had just learned that he had been promoted to Lt. Commander and 

              made XO of the Lancelot... Hmmm new XOs... With that she made up her mind.  

              She wouldn't talk to the captain at all.  She would talk to Commander Grunt. 

                He seemed affable, if menacing.  Yes, she would talk to him.

              OFF:

              Hokay, I promise to be better.  Real life can be busybusybusy.

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander, USS Avalon

From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sun Jul 9, 2000 8:59am

              Subject: Re: request

              Well, I have a piccie, I will attach it here.

              My post is comming soon! Grunt, sir, you did a great job with my character!

              April/Arianna Turner
[image: image1.wmf]
              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sat Jul 15, 2000 12:30pm

              Subject: "To brawl or not to Brawl..."

              Ha!  It is I!  Jaxx, the picture is ME!  I look nothing LIKE Sarah Geller!  

              Hrummph.  *haughtily* I am much prettier.

              ON:

              Arianna looked at Jaxx as he stood victorious in the arena.  She herumphed.  

              Figures, she thought to her self.  Jaxx had put up a good fight though.  

              Even Arianna had to admit that.

              As Jaxx looked about the arena, Arianna wondered what had become of 

              Carlington and Tong.  As she wondered this, she felt a violent shove on her 

              shoulder.  The Nausicaans had returned, and they had brought friends.  Lots 

              of them.

              Nausicaan1:  Youse wern't very nice to me girl.  Now youse will be VERY nice 

              to me.

              Arianna raised herself to her full 5'7" height and looked at the Nausicaan.  

              He personified many of the things she hated.  Bullies, Loud mouths, and 

              idiots.  Her temper boiled over as she took in his leering glare.  She 

              forgot where she was, who she was with, and what she was doing.  Without 

              warning she kicked him.  Hard.  Right where it would do the most good.

              Then the huge fight began.

              OFF:

              Well, hope you all don't mind...

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander USS Avalon

              OFF

rom: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Tue Jul 25, 2000 6:51pm

              Subject: Crash and Burn

              OFF: Thanks guys for your help!

              ON:

              Arianna looked at Ensign Quel.  Arianna had instantly taken a liking to the 

              new ASCO.  And she was a fellow flier.  They spent sometime talking about 

              flying and getting to know each other.  Arianna looked at her watch and was 

              startled to see the time.  She made her appologies and ran off to get ready 

              to fly in the race.

              OFF:

              No time!  More later!

              Ens Turner

              Wing Commander USS Avalon

              From: Arianna Turner  <ravenwing8@h...>

              Date: Sat Jul 29, 2000 8:07am

              Subject: Fwd: Shoreleave 2 post #2 Big Brother, little sister

>OFF:  Well folks, this might seem a bit strange.  My sister is on 

              >shoreleave at Risa at the same time so I am making this post to the USS 

              >Avalon as well as to the USS Lancelot.  For the duration of the Avalon's 

              >Shoreleave I am going to guest with them.  So please bear with me a bit.

              >

              >To the Avalon crew, Hi!  I am Tom Coonradt, April (Arianna's Brother)  Our 

              >ship is on Risa also (duh) so I am going to guest with you guys a little.  

              >Thanks in advance for the hospitality!

              >

              >ON:

              ><<USS Lancelot, main Bridge>>

              >

              >Derik sat back in the big chair.  Commodore S'Slanne was resting in his 

              >ready room .  Derik was excited.  He had never been to Risa and he heard 

              >that it was a wonderfull place.

              >

              >Lt. Black:  Sir, we are on final approach to Risa Traffic Control.

              >

              >Derik: Very well Mr. Black,  Mr. Carlton, prepare for orbit.

              >

              >Brad:  Aye sir.  Orbit in 5...4...3...2... Orbit obtained.  We are 

              >receiving a hail from the Risan Hospitality Committee.

              >

              >Derik smiled.

              >

              >Derik: Computer, open he intercom, all stations.

              >

              >Computer beeps.

              >

              >Derik:  All hands, now hear this.  We are now on Shore leave.  Please 

              >rotate all hands for rest and relaxation.  The Lancelot will operate on a 

              >Skeleton watch.  That is all.

              >

              >S'Slanne came out of the ready room.

              >

              >S'Slanne:  Derik, you are to report to the transporter with the first 

              >rotation.  You are relieved until further notice.  Take a vacation Derik.  

              >You work to hard.

              >

              >Derik:  I will try sir.

              >

              >S'Slanne:  Good.  It turns out that the USS Avalon is also here on 

              >Shoreleave.  I believe you know a member of their crew?

              >

              >Derik:  Indeed sir.  My little sister is stationed there.

              >

              >S'Slanne:  Good!  Go catch up with her.  Dismsiied.

              >

              ><<Risa, 2 hours later>>

              >

              >Derik knew right where Arianna would be.  He listened to the roar of the 

              >jet engines as they raced over head.  He watched as the jets flew through 

              >their course.  One jet in particular seemed to be awfully aggressive.  

              >Derik watched as this jet cut another off, almost making it abort due to 

              >the jet wash.  Derik sighed.  Some things never change.

              >

              >Derik went to the Tarmac.  He approached as the jet taxied up to the 

              >hanger.  The canopy cracked and a beautifull woman emerged.  Her long hair 

              >mussed by her helmet, her face flushed with the effects of an adrenaline 

              >hangover.  It was nice to see her.  Derik hadn't seen her in five years.  

              >Now here she was, all grown up.  And an Ensign in starfleet.

              >

              ><<Jet Cockpit>>

              >

              >Arianna was thrilled.  She had won the race.  She knew that she would.  She 

              >jumped from the cockpit to the Tarmac and rushed to get showered.  In her 

              >haste she didn't notice the Starfleet officer until she had almost collided 

              >with him.  She looked up at him and noticed his insignia.

              >

              >Arianna:  Oh!  I am sorry Commander.  I didn't see you sir.

              >

              >Derik:  Gee Ari.  Is that how you greet your long lost brother??

              >

              >Arianna startled and looked at his face.  She dropped her helmet with a 

              >squeal of joy as she recognized her brother, and gave him a big hug.

              >

              >Arianna:  Derik!  Wow!  It is really good to see you!  What are you doing 

              >here?

              >

              >Derik:  Well, I am on vacation.  It seems that the Lancelot can do without 

              >her XO for a while.  So when I found out you were here I thought I would 

              >join you!

              >

              >Arianna:  Great!  lets go eat and catch up a bit!

              >

              >OFF:

              >

              >Joint post by

              >

              >Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              >Wing Commander USS Avalon

              >

              >and

              >

              >Lt. Commander Derik Turner

              >Executive Officer, USS Lancelot

              >Director, Tangofleet Security Corps

              >"To protect the weak is everyone's duty."

              >

              >BIO:  http://www.angelfire.com/games/squatpitt/derik.html

              >

              ON:  (Just after Grunt's post.)

              Derik and Arianna had eated and had a chance to catch up a bit.  They were 

              walking down the beach talking about old times.

              Arianna looked ahead and noticed a big Kzinti ahead.

              Arianna:  Ooh, Derik.  I have somebody you have to meet!  You're going to 

              love him, you have so much in common.  Both security men, both XO's.  C'mon!

              OFF:

              Arianna Turner

              USS Avalon

              ON:

              Derik walked on the beach with Arianna when his combadge chirped.

              Derik: =/\= This is Commander Turner.=/\=

              Communications: =/\= Sir, the Commodore asked me to remind you about 

              Commander Kelly's Luau.

              Derik:  Oh! =/\= Thanks Ensign.  We'll be there! =/\= *Derik looked at 

              Arianna*  Hey Ari, wanna go to a party?

              Arianna:  I guess so.  It will give me a chance to meet your crew mates!

              Derik:  I am sure you and Max will get along good.  He is our wing 

              commander!

              Derik and Arianna seperated and went to their different ships.

              OFF:

              ON:

              Arianna was excited, she had the oppertunity to meet the crew of the 

              Lancelot.  She did her hair up and got into her swimsuit and Hawaiian shirt. 

                She grabbed a bottle of real Washington Sparkling Cider to take to the 

              luau and ran out of her room.  As she ran she nearly collided with Cadet 

              Bedford.

              Arianna:  Oh!  Sorry Cadet!  I didn't see you!

              Alex:  That's okay.  Where you off to?

              Arianna:  I'm going with my brother to a party on his ship.  By the way my 

              name is Arianna Turner, you can call me Ari!  Oops!  Gotta run!

              Alex looked at her in bemusement as Arianna ran down the hall.

              Off:

              ON:

              Derik arrived at the luau with Arianna and went up to Commander Kelly and 

              Hope.

              Derik:  Max, I have someone here I'd like you to meet.

              OFF:

              Joint post by

              Ensign Arianna "Ravenwing" Turner

              Wing Commander USS Avalon

              and

              Lt. Commander Derik Thomas Turner

              Director, Tangofleet Security Corps

              Executive Officer, USS Lancelot

              "To protect the weak is everyone's duty."
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