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S
pace Port Omega 
One, sometimes 
called Starbase 

Omega One, is the 
largest ship yard in 
the star system.  Not 
only is it a port of 
call for merchants 
and travelers, but it is 
also the home of the 
Vulpinian Ship Yards.  
Both civilian and 
military vessels are 
constructed here, each 
with their own ship yard 
sections.  Everything 
from destroyers to 
cruisers and escort 
vessels, and even cargo 

Chapter Eleven
Starbase Omega One

transports and fighter 
craft are constructed 
in the best ship yards 
in the quadrant.  Here 
the famed sailing cargo 
vessels that the Vulpine 
and Felanus used to 
explore space were 
created, along with 
the heavy destroyers 
that the Vulpine used 
in several space fleet 
actions.  The Vulpine 
Pantheran War was 
a busy one for the 
starbase, as they not 
only constructed 
new ships, but 
revolutionised space 
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travel.  Omega One 
was the launching point 
for the Royal Vulpine 
Armada when they 
were called upon by the 
Lupine Star Alliance to 
assist during the Great 
Lupine Land War.
 So well constructed is 
Omega One, that many 
of the other species in 
this quadrant of space 
have tried to duplicate 
her designs.  She is 
a veritable fortress, 
with all manner of 
defensive and offensive 
capabilities.  Should a 
hostile species attempt 
to invade Vulpinia 
Prime, they'd have to 
get past Omega One 
first.  And even then, 
with the starbase's 
c o m m u n i c a t i o n s 
system, she'd have a 
fleet of ships ready to 
respond to defend their 
homeworld.

 Omega One isn't 
just a well fortified 
military installation.  
Omega One also 
serves as a port of call 
for merchants from 
around the quadrant.  
Since the end of the 
Vulpine Pantheran 
War, trade became 
more common between 
the Vulpine and the 
Pantherans.  Before the 
war, only the Lionids, 
terrestial cousins of the 
Pantherans, engaged 
in merchant trade 
with the Vulpine and 
Felanus.  Since the 
war, however, even 
Pantheran merchant 
vessels have docked at 
Omega One.
 There is also Omega 
One's science station, a 
massive listening post 
that points to unknown 
sections of space to 
try and determine just 
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what is out there, if 
there are any other life 
forms that have not 
been discovered.  The 
primary function is 
just to explore, never 
to communicate if they 
happen to find a species 
on a planet that is not yet 
capable of space faring 
flight.  The Vulpinians 
believe it is immoral 
to interfere with the 
natural progression of 
any species.
 Omega One is 
separated into several 
decks that surround 
a large central hub.  
The highest point of 
the hub contains the 
science stations and 
the listening post.
 One deck down, 
is the officers 
stations, including the 
commanding officer 
of the station, General 
Natalie Gerring.  

Together with her 
attache, Colonel 
Reginald Pitts, they 
make sure that the 
station operates at 
peek efficiency.  The 
operations of the 
station takes up two 
whole decks.
 The third deck 
leads toward the ship 
yard, with military and 
merchant ship yards on 
opposite sides of the 
station.
 Fourth deck is 
the docking ring for 
military vessels of 
the Royal Vulpine 
Armada.
 Fifth deck, docking 
ring for visiting 
diplomats and 
ressearchers, as well 
as any allied military 
vessels.
 Sixth deck is the 
merchant vessel 
docking ring, and 
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cargo transport area.  
The ring has a large 
number of cargo bays 
that are designed 
to house perishable 
items, livestock, non 
perishables and other 
mechant goods.  This 
deck also has a large 
shopping area, where 
visiting merchants can 
haggle over different 
produce, visit old 
friends and relax after a 
long journey in space.
 The final deck is 
dedicated to waste 
management and 
reclimation.  All waste 
from the station is 
housed in this final 
deck, which is built 
to be a larger distance 
away from all other 
decks.  Here, waste is 
separated and recycled 
to be used for station 
operations, whether 
that be as fuel to operate 

things like life support, 
station engines, gravity 
plating or whatever else 
the engineers need.
 Omega One also 
happens to be the 
location where many 
of the final evaluations 
and assignments are 
handed out to new 
recruits, cadets, or 
officers.  Each branch 
of the Royal Vulpinian 
Armed Forces has an 
evaluation section on 
the station, located on 
the operations decks of 
the station. All cadets, 
recruits and officers 
must report through 
the stations primary 
check point before 
entering operations.  
This is done so no 
unauthorized personell 
enter operations, and 
if there is anything 
suspicious, it can be 
found out quickly.
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 As mentioned 
before, Omega One is 
under the command 
of General Natalie 
Gerring, and it is she 
who approves of all 
movement in and out 
of operations.  Most 
is merely routine, 
but there is the odd 
occaision when she 
personally will become 
involved in a new guest 
who might arrive.
 Lately, she's found 
that has been happening 
a lot.

G
eneral Natalie 
Gerring, three 
times awarded 

the medal of valor for 
her actions during the 
Great Lupine Land War.  
She was instrumental 
in holding the line 
of advancing Hyna 
Jackai troops that were 
attacking a Lupine 

stronghold on the desert 
planet.  She was, is, a 
commanding ground 
force strategist, has 
extensive knowledge 
of battle formations 
and attack patterns 
for ground forces.  
But her true bright 
spot is her diplomatic 
ability.  When Admiral 
Tor Clarendale is 
unavailable for 
diplomatic meetings, 
General Gerring is 
usually called upon.
 Born in the northern 
provinces of the Kanata 
Nation, Gerring would 
often say that her 
upbringing was one 
that made her a bit 
more tough.  Instead 
of living in the more 
temperate coastlines 
of Kanata, Gerring 
grew up in the interior, 
one of the landlocked 
provinces.  Extreme 
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cold during winter, and 
incredibly hot during 
the summers.  Like 
most who are born in 
that area, Gerring was 
of the Swata people, an 
ancient race of Vulpine 
who had welcomed 
the harsh climate with 
open arms.  This could 
be one of the reasons 
why there never 
seemed to be very 
much that phased her.  
Even her insistance on 
taking shorter leaves 
of absense was often 
thought of as bizare 
considering most 
other officers would 
take their allotted time 
off.  But Gerring had 
a philosophy; she'd 
already been through 
hell, and commanding 
a starbase was a cake 
walk compared to 
the heat of battle, 
especially on a planet 

like Lupinia.  Checking 
daily duty roster 
reports and filling out 
requisitions was easy 
when compared with 
her seven years on the 
front lines.  As far as 
Gerring was concerned, 
any day she stepped 
into her office in the 
operations deck of 
Starbase Omega One, 
she was one vacation.
 It seemed only 
her attache, Colonel 
Reginald Pitts, fully 
understood her 
actions.
 Pitts didn't grow up 
in the harsh climate of 
the Kanata interior, but 
he did grow up among 
the Feniri people in 
the southern regions 
of Vulpinia Prime.  
He was a black furred 
Felanus, and like many 
from his birth place, he 
had a stoic calm that 
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never seemed to falter.  
Many never understood 
why he associated with 
Gerring, but ever since 
they served together on 
Lupinia, he was never 
far from Gerring.  The 
General could always 
depend on Pitts' council, 
his suggestions and his 
calm.  He had a great 
deal of insight, and was 
a practised observer.  
As much as General 
Gerring was dutiful 
to her command, Pitts 
was just as dutiful to 
his ability to observe 
the comings and 
goings of Starbase 
visitors.  He knew a 
great deal about the 
traffic coming into and 
out of the station, and 
always kept Gerring 
appraised.  Many 
of their discussions 
always took place early 
in the morning, usually 

around 0500 hours.
 Much like this 
morning.
 Gerring was always 
a stickler for detail, 
especially with her 
uniform.  It was alway 
neat and tidy when she 
arrived for her early 
morning shift.  Her 
steps were always 
determined and with 
purpose.  Crewmembers 
of the station could 
time Gerring's arrival 
to her office with 
microsecond precision.  
Often as the General 
would make her way to 
her office, she'd greet 
officers just coming 
on shift or ending their 
shift.  And as always, 
there was something 
else that Gerring could 
count on as she entered 
her office.
 Pitts stood in the 
room as she entered, a 
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fresh, steaming cup of 
coffee at the ready.  He 
held it out to her as she 
entered.  "I anticipated 
your arrival, General, 
and made certain that a 
fresh pot of coffee was 
made."
 "Thank you, 
Colonel," Gerring 
said with a smile 
as she accepted the 
coffee.  "You know 
me very well, but then, 
we've had a few years 
together.  This is one 
habit I anticipate every 
morning."  She moved 
to her desk and took her 
seat, shuffling through 
several data pads.  
"What's on the adgenda 
today, Colonel?"
 "The science vessel, 
RVA Huntsman, has 
completed refit," Pitts 
said as he took a seat 
across the desk from 
the General.  "Supply 

crews will begin 
restocking the ship 
in preparation for her 
deep space mission.  It 
is suggested that the 
restock may take two 
days."
 "That'll give Captain 
T'Chall some extra time 
in the science labs," 
Gerring said with a 
chuckle as she leaned 
back in her chair.
 "Indeed," Pitts 
replied with a nod, 
then continued 
with the morning 
announcements.  "The 
RVA Tritan is scheduled 
to dock at 1600 hours 
today.  I have made the 
preparations to receive 
Admiral Clarendale 
and arranged diner with 
him this evening."
 "Finally back from 
his diplomatic mission 
to the Wayfarer's 
Belt?" she replied as 
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she looked over the 
datapad.  "It'll be good 
to see Tor.  I haven't had 
as much time to catch 
up with him as I had 
wished."  She sipped 
her coffee and tapped 
her datapad, her ears 
leaning forward as she 
saw one item on the list.  
"What about that glitch 
in the communications 
array that was detected 
several days ago?  
Anything further on 
that?"
 "To my regret," Pitts 
continued, almost with 
a touch of an annoyed 
tone in his voice.  "I 
have been unable to 
determine the source 
of the communications 
wave that we detected.  
Nor have I been able 
to decode it.  It is quite 
troubling."  Gerring 
nodded, but knew 
Pitts had more to 

add to the statement.  
"However, during a 
communication with 
planetside, I may 
have come closer to 
solving the mystery.  I 
was contacted by Air 
Marshal Collinsworth 
this morning, who 
asked if she might be 
able to speak directly 
with you.  Her request 
was to meet face to 
face."  Gerring set her 
coffee down and gave 
Pitts her full attention, 
prompting him to 
continue.  "The Air 
Marshal, as you know, 
is the headmistress of 
the Chattingham Air 
Academy and College 
of Scientific Research.  
She informed me 
that recent events 
have taken place and 
brought to her attention 
by Captain Mallard, 
one of the House 
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liason.  It would seem 
several unauthorized 
transmissions have 
taken place on the 
Academy grounds."
 "Does she have a 
suspect?"
 "As a matter of fact, 
yes," Pitts replied with 
a firm nod.  "She also 
sent me an encrypted 
data file which 
contained information 
about the carrier 
wave that her suspect 
used.  It matches the 
frequency we've been 
having trouble with 
aboard the station.  She 
feels there is cause for 
concern that some of 
the top graduates of 
the Academy will not 
be given preferential 
placement upon 
graduation."
 "Did she say who her 
suspect is?" Gerring 
asked in a quiet tone.

 "No," Pitts replied 
in his straightforward 
fashion.  "But she 
did say she'd be 
able to reveal that 
information if you 
were able to transport 
to Chattingham.  If not, 
she said she'd arrange 
to transport to the 
station with the first 
group of cadets that 
would undertake their 
final evaluations."
 Gerring nodded 
as she picked up her 
coffee cup once again, 
considering her options 
carefully.  "Let's assume 
for a moment, that 
Collinsworth's suspect 
may know she is aware 
of the situation.  I don't 
want to risk an attempt 
on her life, especially 
with a transport shuttle 
full of cadets.  Contact 
her, and inform her that 
we'll arrive tomorrow 
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morning.  We just need 
to have some official 
reason to be there, 
so as not to raise any 
alarms."
 "I have taken that into 
consideration, General, 
and anticipated your 
concerns," Pitts said 
as he nodded.  Gerring 
only smiled, still 
finding her reaction 
amazement whenever 
Pitts could deduce 
her actions.  "As it so 
happens, Leiutenant 
Colonel Artemis 
Dawkins will be giving 
a commencement 
speech to this year's 
graduating class.  I 
believe it would be 
favourable to pay our 
respects to someone 
we served with so long 
ago."
 "Get on it, Colonel," 
Gerring said as she 
picked up one of the 

datapads with a smile.  
"Contact Collingsworth 
and tell her to expect 
us in Chattingham at 
0800 hours tomorrow.  
For now, we'll just keep 
this between the two of 
us, and Air Marshall 
Collinsworth."  Gerring 
nodded to Pitts, an 
indication that she 
wanted him to carry 
out his duties.  He 
nodded in reply, rose 
to his feet and walked 
with purpose out of the 
office.

A
ir Marshall 
Collinsworth 
sat at her desk, 

waiting patiently.  
She'd made her call to 
Starbase Omega One, 
discussed her findings 
as best she could 
without giving too 
much away, and was 
promised by Colonel 
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Pitts that he would 
contact her later in the 
morning.  Once the 
communication was 
ended, she put in calls 
to Mallard, Tyrell and 
Rosewood, then went 
about her morning 
paperwork.  Normally, 
that wouldn't take too 
long, but her mind kept 
drifting back to the 
short conversation she 
had with Pitts, when he 
revealed that the station 
had been investigating 
an anomylous carrier 
wave.  It was difficult 
to believe that someone 
within the Royal 
Vulpine Armed Forces 
would be conspiring 
in some manner.  Even 
at this level, where 
someone would have an 
interest in the students.  
She wondered, just 
how many other people 
had been comprimised, 

placed into positions to 
committ treason, and 
just how far into the 
Armed Forces did it 
lead to.
 Just as she finished 
her paperwork, the 
doors to her office 
opened, and in 
walked Mallard, 
Tyrell and Rosewood.  
Collinsworth rose to 
her feet and offered 
them each a chair, then 
busied herself getting 
some tea.
 "Just in time," she 
said as she placed a 
tea service on a nearby 
end table next to the 
now occupied chairs.  
"Knowin' Colonel 
Pitts, he'll have already 
discussed this with the 
general, an' will be 
callin' shortly."
 "If Pitts is anything 
like he was durin' 
the war," Rosewood 
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offered as she filled 
her tea cup and added 
a lump of sugar.  "He'll 
have a plan.  Or at least, 
Gerring an' him will 
have cooked somethin' 
up."
 "Which means we 
got here just in time," 
Tyrell added then 
looked to Mallard.  "I 
don't know if you ever 
met the colonel, but 
the man is extremely 
punctual.  And his 
mind... brilliant man, 
shame he didn't accept 
a tenure at the scientific 
academy."
 "I never had the 
opportunity," Mallard 
said as she sat 
comfortably, stirring 
her tea.  "I reached 
Lupinia Prime only 
a few short months 
before the war ended."
 "I'd say you were 
lucky," Rosewood 

said in reply as she 
sat behind her desk.  
Collinsworth was just 
about to agree when the 
communicator screen 
chirped to life on her 
desk.
 "Moment o' truth," 
she said as she tapped a 
few key.  Soon, the face 
of Colonel Reginald 
Pitts appeared. "Good 
mornin', Colonel.  I 
trust you've relayed 
our earlier discussion 
ta the general."
 "I have indeed," 
Pitts replied, then 
nodded toward the 
others in the room.  "I 
trust this is your inner 
circle, as it were."  
Collinsworth nodded, 
a wordless reasurance 
that anything said in 
front of these three was 
kept in confidence.  
"As you inquired, I 
did indeed discuss our 
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earlier conversation 
with General Gerring.  
At her suggestion, she 
wishes to investigate 
the matter more closely, 
so she believes it best 
to visit Chattingham 
and see the matter for 
herself.  If this is a 
coded communication, 
then this is a problem 
that must be dealt with 
immediately."
 "I would tend to  
agree," Collinsworth 
said with a nod.  "If 
we can nip this in 
the bud fast, then we 
might be able ta see a 
chain reaction.  Maybe 
uncover who is actually 
doin' this."
 "I trust you have no 
suspects at this time?" 
Pitts asked with his 
usual flat, emotionless 
tone.
 "None at all," Tyrell 
spoke up.  "Captain 

Mallard was the first 
to notice it, and she 
came to me.  I went 
immediately to the Air 
Marshall.  Reverend 
Rosewood was brought 
in because she's good 
at hammering out ideas 
quickly."
 "I seem to recall 
that," Pitts replied with 
a small nod.  "After all, 
it was Rosewood who 
came up with a plan 
to assault a fortified 
bunker with little to 
no casualties on either 
side during the war."
 "I'm glad ya 
remember," Rosewood 
said with a small 
smile.
 "I have a 
photographic memory, 
Reverend," Pitts 
replied.  "There is 
little that I forget.  
Are there any others 
that may have some 
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suspicions?  Or have 
been investigating?"
 "If you mean 
students," Mallard 
spoke up as she set 
down her tea.  "If there 
are any, they'd be Left-
tenant Felix, Corporals 
Maynard and Billings, 
and Private Sharpspear.  
And possibly a pair 
of civilian students, 
Claudia Whitefur and 
Bobby Quickfoot."
 "Are they 
trustworthy?"
 "Yes Sir," Mallard 
replied without any 
hesitation.  "Felix 
is one of the most 
trustworthy cadets I've 
ever taught."
 "And Claudia and 
Bobby are loyal," 
Tyrell added.  "If 
there's anything that 
would happen, they'd 
go to Felix first, and 
then come to us."

 "I find that curious," 
Pitts said in reply.
 "It's common for 
civilian students ta 
gather advice from 
cadets when it comes 
ta dealing with the 
military faculty here 
at Chattingham," 
C o l l i n s w o r t h 
explained.  Pitts 
nodded, an indication 
he understood 
completely.
 "Very well.  You 
can expect General 
Gerring and myself to 
arrive at the college 
landing area tomorrow 
morning," Pitts said 
in his usual manner 
that would indicate 
he was ending the 
transmission.  "Until 
then, Air Marshall.  
Colonel Pitts out."
 As the view 
screen went blank, 
Collinsworth turned 
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to the others.  "Let's 
not make a big deal 
outta this.  When Pitts 
and Gerring arrive, I'll 
meet 'em on the tarmac 
along with Reverend 
Rosewood.  Colonel, 
Captain, I want you 
two ta do as ya would 
on any day.  Any duties 
you have, take care o' 
'em.  Once the general 
arrives, then I'll send 
for the both o' ya."  
Tyrell and Mallard 
nodded in understand, 
and Collinsworth let 
out a long breath as she 
sat back in her chair.  
"Now, is there anythin' 
less stressful ta discuss 
on this fine mornin'?"

T
he day was rather 
u n e v e n t f u l .  
Cadets and 

students across the 
campus were either 
completing the last of 

their exams, beginning 
final evaluations, 
or preparing for the 
graduation ceremonies.  
For Senia, Hardy 
and Aria, they found 
themselves with an 
afternoon free, and 
decided to spend it 
quietly.  They retired 
to the main lobby area 
of the House Ocelot 
barracks, located in the 
main building.  Here 
there was the usual 
comforts that could be 
found in any barracks; 
a small tea and coffee 
area, pantry, an 
entertainment section 
for watching the latest 
wave channels, a 
reading nook and an 
area just to sit down 
and converse with 
others.  It was this area 
that the three students 
had taken to sit, 
relaxing before they 
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had anything pressing 
to do.
 "...think he'll manage 
quite well," Hardy said 
as she picked up a cup 
of tea.  "Clarfax has 
always had a good 
mind for biology, and 
he's shown an interest 
in medicine."
 "Won't that put 
a strain on your 
relationship?" Aria 
ask.
 "We know there will 
be times we're apart," 
Hardy said with a nod.  
"But, we've promised to 
write each other should 
that come to pass."  
She looked to Aria and 
grinned.  "What about 
you, though?  I heard 
Bobby's been accepted 
to travel with Captain 
Red Streak on the 
Dorgatha."
 "Oh yes," Aria 
said with a sigh.  "We 

talked about that for a 
good long while.  He 
seemed rather nervous 
about the whole thing, 
but I found out Jada 
has accepted a position 
on the Dorgatha as 
well.  So it shouldn't 
be so bad, he'll know 
someone there.  But, I 
will miss him terribly.  
I suppose it wouldn't 
have been any different 
had I been stationed 
on some deep space 
carrier."  Aria looked 
over to Senia for a 
moment.  "You and 
Jada must have spoken 
about the Dorgatha."
 "I actually suggested 
it," Senia replied.  "It 
was either that, or the 
Barrow's Revenge.  
On the Revenge, there 
might have been an 
opportunity for her 
to train under Left-
tenant Colonel Artemis 
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Dawkins."
 "That would have 
been amazing had she 
had that opportunity," 
Aria said.
 "I almost think 
had that happened, 
you'd have quit your 
commission and gone 
off to join her," Hardy 
said with a teasing 
smile as she nudged 
Senia lightly.
 "Well," Senia replied 
with a smile.  "Had the 
opportunity been made 
available... I guess 
we'll never know."  The 
conversation stopped as 
the three heard a small 
thud coming from the 
back of the room.  It 
was soft, but most 
assuredly sounded as 
though someone had 
dropped something 
in one of the storage 
compartments.  "Did... 
you hear that?" Senia 

said as she rose to her 
feet and began walking 
toward the back area.
 "I did," Aria replied 
with a nod as she stood 
up to follow Senia.  
Hardy followed suit, 
and the three slowly 
made their way to the 
five doors that lead to 
the storage areas in 
the main lobby.  There 
really wasn't anything 
of value in the back, 
just some old junk that 
from time to time the 
students would try to 
see if they could use 
some of the parts to 
do makeshift repairs.  
More often than not, 
anything in there was 
seen more as museum 
pieces than anything 
worth practical value.
 "Remember when 
Bobby and Clarfax 
tried to make their own 
radio in second year?" 
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Hardy said, thinking 
back to their early 
days at the Academy.  
"Were trying to use old 
vacuum tubes to catch 
any and all carrier 
signals that broadcast 
rough ball matches."  
The three chuckled at 
the memory.  "I had to 
save them from getting 
embarassed.  Oh, I 
remember what a job 
they did on that rig they 
were trying to make."
 The three quickly 
quieted down as a 
louder thud could 
be heard.  It was 
definitely coming from 
the second door of the 
storage rooms.  They 
listened carefully for 
a moment, wondering 
to themselves what 
could be going on.  It 
went from being just 
a noise to something 
that seemed a bit more 

serious.  As they were 
about to voice their 
concerns, the door 
opened and Colonel 
Stigian walked out.  
All three quickly stood 
at attention.
 "Colonel Stigian," 
Senia stated in a bold 
voice.  "We weren't 
aware you were here, 
sir."
 Stigian stopped, 
watching the three 
cadets carefully.  It 
was obvious he wasn't 
expecting them, but still 
he slipped into military 
decorum quickly.  
"Cadets.  I wasn't aware 
you had free time this 
afternoon."
 "Just taking a 
moment during the lull 
in activity, sir," Senia 
explained.  All three 
remained at attention, 
waiting for Stigian to 
call them down.
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 "I see," he replied as 
he closed the door to 
the storage room.  In his 
left hand was a book he 
gripped rather tightly, 
it was leather bound, 
and appeared to be a 
personal journal.  "If I 
knew you were here, I'd 
have asked you to help 
me search for this," 
he said as he held up 
the book.  "However... 
at ease, cadets."  The 
three went from the 
proper attention stance 
to a more relaxed 
stance in front of a 
superior officer, hands 
lightly clasped behind 
their backs as they 
gave Stigian their full 
attention.  "Excited 
about the graduation 
ceremonies?"
 "Yes sir," Senia 
replied with a nod.  
"We've worked hard to 
get to this point, and I 

have confidence that 
we'll continue to do so 
once we receive our 
placements."
 "Very well," Stigian 
said with a nod and a 
smile.  "If you three will 
excuse me."  Stigian 
adjusted his cap on his 
head and made his way 
slowly out of the lobby.  
The three watched him 
until the door way had 
opened and closed.  It 
was Hardy who first 
spoke.
 "There are no 
books in the storage 
compartments," she 
said in a quiet voice.  
"At least, not ones 
that looked like the 
one he had."  Hardy 
looked to the others 
as she thought back to 
what she'd seen in the 
compartments.  "Old 
manuals on yellowed 
paper, but nothing 
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leather bound."
 Senia turned and  
looked between 
Aria and Hardy 
for a moment, then 
marched over to the 
storage compartment.  
"Something has been 
going on lately.  I know 
a few of the faculty 
have been acting 
rather... secretive.  And 
there's something about 
Colonel Stigian that 
rubs me wrong."  She 
tested the door as Aria 
and Hardy followed 
her.  "I know it's wrong 
to question authority, 
but in this case, I 
just can't shake this 
feeling."  She pushed 
lightly on the door and 
it opened with ease, 
then entered.  Aria and 
Hardy followed, Hardy 
found a light switch 
and turned it on.
 Inside was what 

could only be described 
as a large pile of junk.  
Neatly organized, 
however, but still a 
large pile of junk.  Old 
components, early data 
pads that no longer 
worked, a model of 
the first Tritan to sail 
across space, old 
pictures and painting of 
early space flight.  And 
in the middle of the 
room was an ancient 
c o m m u n i c a t i o n s 
console.  Sometimes 
the students would 
harvest parts from 
such old devices to 
see if they could be 
used to replace shot 
components in today's 
technology.  Sometimes 
it worked, sometimes 
it didn't, but they used 
the experience as a 
learning tool.
 Senia walked up to 
the console and placed 
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her hand on its surface.  
She looked to Hardy 
and Aria.  "It's warm," 
she said with some 
surprise.
 "What?" Aria 
remarked as she stepped 
forward.  "Someone 
turned it on?"
 "I'd be more 
surprised that someone 
got it ta work," Hardy 
said as she sat down 
in front of the console, 
looking for a way to 
fire it up.  "Ah ha!" 
she said as she reached 
under the console 
and found the proper 
switches.  The old 
screens came to life, 
but the cadets could 
tell that there had been 
a few modifications 
done to this old piece of 
machinery.  "Definitely 
rebuilt, but not using the 
usual carrier waves."
 "There's been some 

data entry that's been 
erased," Aria said as 
she pointed to the 
communications log.  
"It was used recently.  
The last log entry is 
one week ago, early in 
the morning.  I'd say 
when we were on our 
last training run.  And 
it was used today, but 
the data files have been 
erased."
 "Can you get them 
back?" Senia asked as 
she stepped back to let 
Hardy and Aria work.  
They knew more about 
the workings of the 
device, and Aria was 
a communications 
specialist.
 "Give me a moment," 
Aria said as she tapped 
a few keys on the 
console.  "Ah, there it 
is," she said with a grin 
as the data nodes began 
to reveal themselves.  
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"They were erased 
the log entry files, but 
not from the memory 
buffer.  Whoever did 
this was sloppy."
 "How old are those 
files?" Senia asked 
as she watched Aria 
work.
 "...twenty minutes 
old."
 "That means 
someone was in here 
with Stigian," Hardy 
said as she moved out 
from under the console.  
"We only arrived fifteen 
minutes ago at most."
 "Either someone 
was here with Stigian," 
Senia said with a 
sigh after she thought 
about all the logical 
possibilities.  "Or it 
was Stigian who was 
using this console."
 "If that's the case," 
Aria said as she studied 
the files carefully.  "He's 

going to be in a lot of 
trouble.  If I'm reading 
these correctly."
 Senia read the files 
over Aria's shoulder, 
then took a deep breath 
as she contemplated 
her next move.  "Get a 
data transfer rod," she 
finally said, nodding 
to Aria.  "Download 
all the information 
onto it.  Hardy, make 
notes of what changes 
were made to this 
console.  We'll attempt 
to find out where these 
communications were 
being sent to.  We 
have to work quickly, 
because I want this 
information taken to 
the Air Marshall herself 
no later than an hour 
from now.  Agreed?"  
Hardy and Aria nodded 
quickly.  "Alright, let's 
get to work."
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C
e c i l i a 
Col l inswor th 
sat at her desk, 

enjoying her tea.  
With all of the recent 
activities, she found 
she needed this small 
distraction to keep her 
sanity.  Stigian was a 
possible spy working 
for someone that was 
at present unknown.  
According to Colonel 
Pitts, there was a 
possibility Stigian 
wasn't the only one.  
There was a conspiracy 
going on and it was 
suddenly affecting the 
day to day routine of the 
Chattingham Academy.  
The only problem was 
that there was no hard 
evidence that Stigian 
was actually sending 
transmissions off 
world.  Collinsworth 
and her little crew 
needed a solid plan, 

some way to get Stigian 
to slip up.
 U s u a l l y , 
Collinsworth found, 
when she started 
thinking of such things, 
she would have a cup 
of tea.  Usually, the 
answer would come to 
her in the most unusual 
of ways.  This day, that 
was very true.
 As Collinsworth 
read through her duty 
files, the comm from 
her secretary sounded 
out.  "Air Marshall," 
the young Vulpine 
male said in a calm 
voice.  "There are three 
cadets here to see you.  
They say it's urgent."
 "Please inform the 
cadets that I do not wish 
to be disturbed at this 
time," Collinsworth 
said in response 
as she tapped the 
communicator.  "Tell 
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them to come back 
in an hour, and I'll be 
happy to accomodate 
them."
 "Ma'am," the 
secretary said again.  
"Left-tenant Felix says 
it is a matter pertaining 
to Colonel Stigian."
 C o l l i n s w o r t h 
looked up from her 
desk to the doors to 
her office.  Could this 
be something she had 
been looking for?  It 
was a huge chance, but 
right now, she'd take it.  
"Send her in, Falstaff."  
She clicked the 
communicator off and 
sat comfortably behind 
her desk, waiting for 
the left-tenant to enter.  
As Collinsworth found, 
Felix wasn't alone.  
As the doors opened, 
Felix entered, followed 
by Maynard and 
Sharpspear.  "Should 

tell my secretary to 
identify everyone 
who comes calling at 
my office," she said 
as she rose to her feet 
and moved in front of 
her desk.  The three 
cadets saluted smartly 
as they stepped into a 
line.  "At ease, cadets.  
Now, what is it I can 
do for you?  You said 
you had... something 
to say about Colonel 
Stigian?"
 "Yes ma'am," Felix 
said in a bold voice, 
ignorning her lisp.  
The information was 
too important to worry 
about her speech 
impediment.  "We 
understand that this 
is rather unorthodox, 
having information 
about a superior.  
However, as we've 
learned, it is something 
that needs to be 
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reported."
 "Go ahead, Left-
tenant," Collinsworth 
said with a nod.
 Senia looked to Aria 
and nodded.  Sharpspear 
stepped forward and 
held out a data rod 
for Collinsworth, 
and began to explain.  
"Left-tenant Felix, 
Corporal Maynard and 
myself were off duty, 
taking a repast in the 
House Ocelot lounge.  
We heard a sound, 
and discovered the 
Colonel coming out of 
one of the back storage 
rooms."
 "If I recall," 
Collinsworth said as 
she took the data rod.  
"There's nothing but a 
large amount of junk in 
those storage rooms."
 "Correct, ma'am," 
Aria continued.  
"However, there 

was an old working 
c o m m u n i c a t i o n s 
station.  I suspect no 
one thought it still 
worked.  As it turned 
out, Stigian was using 
it.  And he was sending 
messages.  We haven't 
gone through the data 
we downloaded, but we 
did match the carrier 
wave."
 "Matched the carrier 
wave," Collinsworth 
repeated as she walked 
around her desk again, 
sliding the data rod into 
a computer terminal.  
"Does that mean you 
know who he was 
sending information 
to?"
 "Unfortunately, no, 
ma'am," Hardy spoke 
up quickly.  "He'd 
covered his tracks 
very well.  However," 
she said with a smile 
and looked back to 
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Aria.  Aria caught it 
and smiled back as 
she continued the 
explanation.
 "We have a fix on 
a ship which seems to 
be hiding itself behind 
our moon's orbit," Aria 
said.  "The largest one.  
It masked any attempts 
at scanning."
 "And you did 
this how, exactly?" 
Collinsworth asked as 
she looked from her 
computer terminal to 
the three cadets.
 "Before we came 
here," Senia continued 
with the explanation.  
"We went to the 
barracks sensor array 
and did a scan for 
vessels in orbit.  There 
is a trail that we found 
which does not match 
any known vessels in 
the Armada.  We did 
run into some trouble, 

however, in identifying 
the ship."  Senia looked 
to Hardy to continue.  
This was more up her 
alley.
 "We went to the 
Critainian data base," 
Hardy said with a nod.  
The Critainian database 
was a very thorough 
library of information 
that could be easily 
cross referenced with 
Vulpine star charts 
and much more.  "We 
cross referenced it with 
the Vulpinian database 
and discovered two 
distinct emmissions.  
One seems to be the 
familiar trails a Jackai 
raider gives off when 
at slow impulse or 
only using thrusters.  
The other comes from 
an old adversary of 
the Critainians.  The 
Raptory."
 Collinsworth rose to 
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her feet slowly.  Jackai 
and Raptory.  The 
former were nothing 
more than independent 
space pirates, who prey 
on merchant vessels 
whenever they could 
find an opportunity.  
No match for anything 
this sophisticated.  The 
Raptory, however, 
was another matter 
altogether different.  
The Critainian database 
described them as a 
very malicious species 
who's only desire was 
conquest.  Flag ship 
captains, high ranking 
military personell 
and government 
officials were told of 
these beings, distant 
relatives of the 
Critainians.  Everyone 
in this sector of space 
from Vulpinians 
to Pantherans was 
warned.

 " C a d e t s , " 
Collinsworth said 
slowly.  "This is 
very serious indeed.  
Normally, I'd request 
you return to your 
barracks and await 
further instructions, but 
it's too far now.  I want 
you three to remain 
mum about this.  Not a 
word to anyone.  I want 
to make sure I'm in 
constant contact with 
you three at all times 
until 0600 tomorrow 
morning.  When I 
expect you to report 
here."
 "Ma'am, what about 
my bunk mate," Senia 
inquired quickly.  
Corporal Talon had 
been known to become 
too curious at times.  A 
trait often shared by 
many who had come 
to the Academy from 
Sandicia.  "Corporal 
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Mia Talon.  She might 
ask questions."
 C o l l i n s w o r t h 
thought on this 
information for a 
moment before finally 
answering.  "Say 
absoutely nothing to the 
corporal, understood?  
If she asks why you're 
heading out that early, 
just tell her you've an 
appointment in my 
office.  That should be 
enough."  Collinsworth 
was satisfied with the 
quick nod from Senia 
and breathed a bit 
easier.  She felt these 
three were trustworthy 
enough.  "I should 
warn you.  General 
Gerring and Colonel 
Pitts are arriving from 
Starbase Omega One 

in the morning.  She'll 
most likely want to ask 
you a few questions.  
In the meantime, keep 
your ears open for 
any other suspicious 
activity.  I doubt 
anything more will 
crop up, but one never 
knows for sure."  The 
three nodded frimly, 
understanding their 
instructions.  "Very 
good.  Dismissed."
 The three cadets 
saluted Collinsworth 
and made their way out 
of her office quickly.  
There was more 
information that they 
had uncovered, which 
on the one hand was 
very good.  But on the 
other hand, it was very 
forebodding.


