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T
he next morning 
came quickly.  
Senia rose 

at 0500 hours and 
quickly got herself 
ready, though she did 
stop momentarily 
wondering where her 
flat mate, Corporal Mia 
Talon, was.  It was not 
usual for Mia to be up 
before Senia was, nor 
was it usual for Mia to 
be out of their shared 
room before Senia 
either.  Senia shrugged 
it off, knowing she 
had to get to the Air 
Marshall's office in 

fifteen minutes.  A 
quick call to Hardy 
and Aria wouldn't 
hurt however, and she 
picked up her hand 
held communicator 
and patch into Hardy's 
frequency as she made 
sure her dress uniform 
was fitting correctly.
 "Hardy here," her 
friend's voice came 
over the comm without 
hesitation.  "I assume 
this is Senia."
 "It is," Senia replied 
as she buttoned up 
her last button on her 
burgandy jacket.  "I'm 
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just about to head out 
the door and make my 
way to Air Marshall 
Collinsworth's office.  
Are you and Aria on 
your way?"
 "We just left our 
room," Hardy said in a 
quiet voice.  "The rest 
o' the barracks is still in 
slumber-land, probably 
wake up in another half 
an hour.  Any trouble 
on your end?"
 "None at all," Senia 
replied as she picked 
up her cap and placed 
it neatly on her head 
between her ears.  
"Though Mia isn't in 
our room.  Usually 
she's still asleep when 
I get up.  Most likely 
nothing, she was always 
an early riser toward 
the end of each year."  
She brushed down her 
slacks before giving 
one last approving 

look in the mirror.  "I'll 
meet you there, Senia 
out."  she pocketed 
her communicator and 
turned to her door, 
opening it as quiet as 
she could so as to not 
make any loud noises.  
Just one problem.  Her 
path was blocked.
 Mia Talon stood on 
the other side of the 
door way, in her own 
full dress uniform, 
hands held behind her 
back as she stood at 
ease.  Senia cocked 
her head to one side, 
suddenly realizing that 
Mia had every intention 
on making her way 
to the Air Marshall's 
office with her.
 "Good morning, 
Corporal," Senia said 
with a light nod.
 "Good morning, 
Left-tenant," Mia said 
with a smile, though her 
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voice was quiet.  "Off 
to the Air Marshall's 
office?  This about 
Colonel Stigian?"
 Oh dear, Senia 
thought to herself.  
"What exactly do 
you know about this 
business, Mia?" Senia 
replied as she stepped 
through the threshold 
of the door way and 
closed the door behind 
her as quiet as she 
could.  Hopefully, Mia 
was actually going to 
be on Senia's side in 
this matter.  But since 
this new discovery, 
there had been doubts 
that had crept into 
Senia's mind.  Doubts 
that included just 
whom she could trust.
 " C h a t t i n g h a m 
has the best internal 
security around," Mia 
said without hesitation.  
"Which means, most 

of the cadets know 
about the rumours 
going about regarding 
the Colonel."
 "Rumours?"
 "Colonel Stigian has 
been acting unusual," 
Mia said as Senia began 
to walk down the hall, 
motioning for Mia to 
follow.  "More so than 
usual, mind you.  I've 
always felt something 
was off with him, but 
I couldn't quite put my 
finger on it."  The pair 
made their way out of 
the barracks and Senia 
caught sight of Hardy 
and Aria, and waved 
them over.
 "What I'm going to 
tell you, Corporal, must 
be within the strictest 
of confidence," Senia 
said as she stood before 
Mia.  She looked over 
to Hardy and Aria as 
the latter looked around 
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the area, listening 
intently for any sounds 
that might indicate they 
were being followed.  
She looked back to 
Senia and nodded, 
indicating they were 
alone.  "You'll come 
with us and divulge any 
information you have 
to the Air Marshall.  
Right now it's believed 
he's been sending 
covert messages to a 
ship in orbit around 
one of our moons.  
We aren't sure, but it 
could be a Jackai pirate 
ship, however it has a 
Raptory signature to it."  
Mia's eyes widened.  
She'd listened and read 
as much as she could 
about the hostilities 
between the Raptory 
and Critainians, but no 
one had any idea what 
their ships or even the 
Raptory themselves 

looked like.  "We aren't 
sure why he's doing this, 
but General Gerring 
has been called in to 
help investigate this 
matter.  Say nothing 
to anyone about this, 
not even speculation, 
understood?"  Mia 
nodded quickly in reply, 
then Senia motioned 
for the four to make 
their way to the Air 
Marshall's office.
 They met very few on 
their way to the office.  
A groundskeeper here, 
a cadet making his or 
her way to a library 
there, but none stopped 
them to inquire about 
the four whatsoever.  
Not until they reached 
the main administrative 
building, where they 
came face to face with 
Captain Mallard and 
Colonel Tyrell.
 "Good morning you 
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three," Mallard said as 
she looked them over, 
and then her eyes fell 
to the small Felanus, 
Mia Talon.  "Corporal 
Talon."  She looked 
directly to Senia with 
an unasked question 
hanging in the air.  
Senia knew exactly 
what it was.
 "She knows, ma'am," 
Senia answered without 
any hesitation.  "It 
would appear that there 
are rumours abounding 
about the colonel's 
strange behaviour.  We 
three are not the only 
ones who've noticed 
it."
 "I see," Mallard said, 
turning her attention to 
Colonel Tyrell.
 "Best not to keep the 
Air Marshall waiting, 
I'd say," he said with 
a soft smile, then 
reached for the doors 

and opened them, 
motioning for the 
four cadets to enter.  
Mallard and Tyrell 
were right behind 
them.  The secretary 
was not in that day.  
Usually he didn't begin 
his duties until 0800, 
and this being 0600 it 
was two hours before 
he'd start the day.  Air 
Marshall Collinsworth, 
however, was in and 
already looking over 
paperwork at her desk 
as she enjoyed a fresh 
cup of tea.  As the six 
entered her office, 
she looked right to 
Corporal Talon.
 "I'll assume that the 
usual rumours have 
begun," Collinsworth 
said as she rose from 
her seat and moved 
in front of her desk.  
"It's obvious that they 
haven't changed much 
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since I was a cadet.  
Hard to keep such 
things quiet for long.  I 
was at least hoping that 
a few hours would have 
sufficed, however."
 "Ma'am," Senia 
spoke up as she saluted.  
Collinsworth saluted 
back and nodded for 
Senia to proceed.  
"Corporal Talon 
informed me that many 
of the other cadets 
have noticed strange 
behaviour from the 
colonel.  There may be 
more information than 
we currently have."
 "Exactly what 
General Gerring 
intends to find out," 
Collinsworth said with 
a nod, then turned 
her attention to Mia.  
"You're here now, 
Corporal.  That means 
you're a part of all this."  
She moved back to her 

desk and set her tea 
down carefully before 
she continued.  "In less 
than two hours General 
Gerring and Colonel 
Pitts will be landing at 
the main port.  I want 
you four with us when 
we greet her.  She'll no 
doubt wish to interview 
a great number of 
cadets, so if you know 
of anyone, Corporal 
Talon, who has any 
additional information, 
let the General know 
when you speak with 
her."  Mia nodded 
she understood 
the instructions 
completely, and 
C o l l i n s w o r t h 
continued.  "I've 
managed to have 
a few additional 
c o n v e r s a t i o n s 
over encrypted 
c o m m u n i c a t i o n s 
with the General in 
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preperation for her 
arrival.  I have come 
to agree with her 
suggestion.  Left-tenant 
Felix, the General 
has informed me that 
she would like you to 
report to her temporary 
office on the school 
grounds at 1500 hours 
today.  And she wants 
you to put together 
a list of those cadets 
you feel you can trust 
completely.  It would 
seem that you're going 
to have to put aside 
your dream of the 76th 
for the time being, 
because the General 
has other ideas about 
your future."  Senia 
blinked once and just 
stared at Collinsworth.  
Often, when a General 
or an Admiral of the 
fleet would call upon 
a cadet for special 
assignment, it usually 

meant a posting on a 
starship.  "You'll receive 
more information from 
the General later this 
afternoon, Left-tenant.  
For now, we can wait 
for the General.  So sit 
down, make yourselves 
comfortable.  And have 
some tea."

O
ften, when 
i m p o r t a n t 
d i g n i t a r i e s 

arrived at Chattingham, 
there was a full 
compliment to greet 
them, as well as 
cadets from each 
house to stand ready 
at attention to greet 
them.  In this case, 
however, the arrival 
of General Gerring 
and Colonel Pitts was 
such short notice, 
no such orders were 
given.  Considering 
the information that 
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surrounded their 
arrival, it was actually 
for the best.
 Air Marshall 
Collinsworth stood 
on the main docking 
platform, a raised level 
that faced the main 
tarmack just outside of 
the air traffic control 
tower.  On the level 
below and behind the 
Air Marshall stood 
Colonel Tyrell, Captain 
Mallard, Reverend 
Rosewood and the 
four cadets who had 
arrived earlier at the 
Air Masharll's office.  
For thsoe four, it felt 
suddenly different 
for them.  They had 
participated in greeting 
ceremonies in the past, 
one time involving a 
Pantheran contingent 
which included the 
commander of the 
Imperial Pantheran 

Fleet's flagship, 
Admiral Felan Tal.  
Usually the arrival 
of such an important 
figure was required 
to have a full colour 
regiment available, 
it was Vulpinian 
tradition.  But this 
was not a traditional 
arrival, considering 
the unorthodox events 
surrounding it.
 General Gerring's 
vessel was known 
throughout the 
Vupinian Star System.  
A fast, heavily armed 
escort cruiser, one of 
the best in the fleet.  A 
ship that's main purpose 
was carrying ground 
troops for deployment 
planet side.  A Kestrel 
Class escort ship, she'd 
seen her fair share of 
action, but that was 
years ago.  Now, she 
was only involved 
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in training exercises.  
Still, the appearance 
of the vessel as she 
prepared to land was 
impressive indeed.  
Measuring 150 meters 
in length, equipped 
with four forward 
phaser cannons, 
six photo torpedo 
launchers forward and 
aft and two sets of 
phaser banks.  Crew 
compliment was 35, 
with room for military 
ground forces that 
numbered 150.  During 
the Great Lupine Land 
War, ten such ships 
were deployed to 
Lupinia Prime to assist 
the Lupine in their 
fight against the Hyna 
Jackai.  The Kestrel 
was the last ship of her 
kind from that era, and 
was now seen more as a 
diplomatic vessel than 
one that would engage 

in war.  For the cadets 
at the very least, the 
presence of the RVAF 
Kestrel was quite the 
show.
 Once the ship 
had landed, the 
disembarking plank 
lowered from the main 
bulk of the ship, and all 
could see the General 
and the Colonel making 
their way toward the 
control towers.  As 
they drew closer and 
within earshot, Senia 
gave the order to come 
to attention.  All four of 
them stood at inspection 
readiness as the General 
approached.
 "General Gerring," 
Collinsworth said 
as she offered a 
salute.  "Welcome 
to Chattingham 
Academy."  She stood 
aside and motioned 
the General toward 
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the others on the lower 
platform.  "Colonel 
Pitts, I believe you've 
spoken with Captain 
Mallard."  Colonel 
Pitts nodded toward the 
Captain as Collinsworth 
spoke.  "This is Colonel 
Tyrell."
 "Yes," Gerring 
said with a smile.  "I 
remember Tyrell from 
our days together 
during the war."  She 
nodded to Tyrell in 
greeting.  "Good to see 
you again, Nelson."
 "Same to you, 
Nattie," Tyrell said 
with a smile of his 
own, nodding with 
respect.  There were 
very few that could 
get away with calling 
the General Nattie, 
but Tyrell was one of 
them.
 "This is Reverend 
R o s e w o o d , " 

C o l l i n s w o r t h 
continued.  The usual 
exchange of greeting 
continued.
 "And these must be 
the cadets you spoke of 
before, Air Mashall," 
Gerring said as she 
stood before the four 
cadets.  All four still 
stood at attention.  "At 
ease cadets, before you 
break something."  The 
four seemed to relax a 
bit, standing tall with 
their hands behind their 
backs as they stood 
respectfully in front 
of the General and the 
Colonel.
 "If I may," Pitts 
spoke up, taking note 
of the fourth cadet.  
He was looking 
toward Corporal 
Talon.  "During our 
conversations, I was 
informed of three cadets 
who had approached 
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you yesterday, Air 
Marshall."  Everyone 
turned their attention 
to Corporal Talon.  
Mia's reaction was a bit 
nervous as she wished 
to speak up, but looked 
toward Senia, hoping 
her commanding 
officer would vouch for 
her presence.  Senia, it 
appeared, was all too 
happy to oblige.
 "Corporal Mia Talon, 
General," she said as 
she stepped forward.  
"Mia is my bunk mate, 
and has been my co-
pilot from time to 
time during training 
runs.  She informed me 
of some... unsettling 
rumours.  She may 
have information vital 
to your visit today."
 "Then perhaps we 
should attend to that, 
Lieutenant Felix," 
Gerring said as she 

approached Senia.  "But 
not here."  She looked 
back to Collinsworth 
as she spoke.  "Perhaps 
we should retire to your 
office, Air Marshall.  
I'd like to get to the 
bottom of this as 
quickly as possible, 
then plan our next 
move, if necessary."

T
here was 
more than one 
communication 

console on the grounds 
that Colonel Stigian 
used to make his contact.  
One such console was 
located not far from 
the viewing area that 
overlooked the tarmack 
of the landing area.  
Stigian recognized the 
configuration of the 
ship that landed, knew 
it was the Kestrel, 
and knew who was 
in command of that 
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ship.  The arrival of 
General Gerring could 
mean only one thing.  
There were those who 
suspected something.  
Unfortunately, Stigian 
did not know how far 
that knowledge went, 
he could only guess at 
that.  Which is what his 
mind kept doing as he 
made his clandestine 
call to a ship in orbit of 
one of Vulpinia Prime's 
moons.
 He took a deep 
breath and tried to calm 
his nerves as he input 
the last of the sequence 
into the console.  "This 
is Stigian.  Are you 
there?"
 "We're here," a 
quiet voice came over 
the comm system.  
It was masked, and 
sounded deeper than it 
should have, obviously 
manipulated by voice 

modulation software.  
"What have you to 
report, Vulpy?"
 "Things have gotten 
desperate," Stigian said 
as he tried to control 
his voice.  "General 
Gerring and Colonel 
Pitts just arrived from 
Starbase Omega One.  
She doesn't just make 
unannounced visits to 
Academies.  They just 
arrived on the tarmack 
in the Kestrel."
 "The warship?" the 
voice asked with some 
anger.  "She didn't 
bring troops, did she?"
 "No," he replied as 
he shook his head, as 
though the voice on the 
other end would see 
that.  "I checked, the 
ship only has the basic 
crew compliment.  But I 
did see Gerring greeted 
by Collinsworth, 
Mallard, Tyrell and 
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Rosewood.  As well as 
four cadets."
 "Do you think the 
cadets are suspicious?"
 "Possibly," Stigian 
snorted as he recalled 
one of the cadets.  
"One was Left-tenant 
Felix, the one I told 
you about.  She can 
be nosey.  It wouldn't 
surprise me if she had 
some knowledge about 
these plans."
 "We will have to 
increase our time table 
then," the voice said 
then remained silent for 
a moment, as though 
contemplating the next 
move.  "Move ahead 
with our previously 
discussed plan.  But 
place the device in the 
main faculty."
 "An explosive in the 
main faculty?" Stigian 
hissed.  "You promised 
there would be no 

casualties, that no one 
would get hurt."
 "I said that things 
would go well if there 
was no interruptions, 
no road blocks in the 
plan," the voice hissed 
back.  "We now have 
complications.  If 
you're not willing to do 
it, then I can terminate 
our relationship and 
find someone else."
 "No!  No," Stigian 
said with a great deal 
of nervousness as he 
placed a hand on the 
back of his neck.  "I'll 
arrange everything.  
The device will be 
set to explode this 
afternoon.  Most likely 
this meeting will take 
place for the better part 
of the day."
 "Very good," the 
voice said, much more 
calm than before.  
"We'll keep in touch."  
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The comm system 
went silent and Stigian 
stepped back nervously.  
Quickly, he looked 
around to make sure 
no one was watching 
or listening, then with 
great haste he made his 
way toward his own 
quarters on campus.
 Often, when 
one conspires 
to do something 
unspeakable, it can 
throw their judgement, 
and their powers of 
observation, well off 
course.  This was 
definitely the case with 
Stigian, as he failed to 
make sure that there 
really was no one 
listening.  In the room 
where he had used the 
comm system, there 
was a large number 
of bookshelves.  
Sometimes, students 
and cadets would 

come in to find some 
old book that might 
have an historical 
reference, something 
obscure.  Other times, 
books were brought 
in for storage before 
being transported to 
the Critainian system 
where they would be 
catalogued and entered 
into the great library 
on the Critainian home 
world.  The best time 
to do such inventory 
was toward the end 
of the school year.  A 
few students would 
volunteer for such 
privileges.  Claudia 
Whitefur and Gilbert 
Shortclaw were two 
such students.
 Those two students 
just heard all of Colonel 
Stigian's conversation.  
They stepped out of 
the rows of shelves to 
the location where the 
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comm system sat and 
just looked to each 
other.
 "What do we do?" 
Gilbert asked in a 
quiet voice.  His tail 
was twitching back 
and forth, a habit that 
displayed whenever he 
was nervous.
 "We need to speak 
with Professor Tyrell," 
Claudia said, for the first 
time in a long time, she 
didn't have a smile on 
her face as she spoke.  
This was an incredibly 
serious matter.  "And 
we need to find Senia."  
She looked to Gilbert, 
putting a hand on his 
shoulder to reassure 
him that she'd stand by 
him when they went to 
Tyrell and Senia.  "We 
need to do it now."

F
or an hour, 
Claudia and 
Gilbert searched 

the grounds for any sign 
of Senia, but couldn't 
find her at all.  No 
one had seen her, nor 
Hardy or Aria.  What 
was even stranger, Mia 
was also missing.  Four 
House Ocelot cadets.  
Maybe they were 
still in their meeting 
with Air Marshall 
Collinsworth.  But an 
hour long meeting, 
that was something 
not heard of very often 
unless it meant trouble.  
Claudia and Gilbert's 
search had roused the 
interest of Clarfax, 
Robert, Jada and Mirri 
Ridgewell.  Especially 
after they had heard 
what the pair of students 
had discovered.  They 
decided it was time 
to go directly to the 
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source and report what 
they had found.  As 
they'd heard, Captain 
Mallard and Colonel 
Tyrell were also in the 
meeting, as well as 
Reverend Rosewood.  
The suggestion was 
brought up to discuss 
it with one of the other 
House liaison with the 
faculty, but Clarfax 
and Mirri agreed, 
they should go direct 
to the air marshall's 
office.  Whether it 
was advisable or not, 
the situation was far 
more important than 
going through proper 
channels.
 The six marched 
right into the air 
marshall's outer office, 
surprised that there was 
no secretary at his post.  
Which meant they 
could have finished 
their meeting and gone 

elsewhere.
 "Bloody..." Clarfax 
said as he looked about 
the office, then turned 
to Mirri.  "Any idea 
where they might have 
gone?"
 "Your guess is as 
good as mine," Mirri 
siad with a light shrug, 
then looked to see what 
Robert was doing.  
"Bobby!  What are 
you doing?  Don't go 
up..."  It was too late.  
Robert was already 
listening at the door.  
He had incredibly good 
hearing, but never used 
it that often in such a 
manner.
 "I can hear them," 
he said in a whisper as 
he listened at the door.  
"They're still inside."
 "Look out, Bobby," 
Jada said as she 
approached the door.  
She had every intention 
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of barging inside, it 
seemed the only way 
to get Claudia and 
Gilbert's message to 
the Air Marshall.  Jada 
looked to Clarfax and 
Mirri, obvious concern 
on their faces.  "What 
are they going to do to 
me?  Demote me?  I've 
already got my passage 
on the Dorgatha and 
I've had my education, 
so there's nothing I 
have to worry about."  
She turned to the door 
again and this time 
stepped forward and 
placed her hand on 
the handle.  It wasn't 
locked, which was a 
good thing, it would be 
embarassing to attempt 
to enter and find 
yourself still barred.  
Quickly, without a 
second thought, she 
entered the room.
 "...have an idea as 

to..." General Gerring 
was heard to say, then 
stopped as everyone 
in the room turned to 
look at the six students 
who had dared enter 
the room.  Senia sighed 
openly and muttered to 
herself, recognizing 
each person there.  
Gerring looked back to 
Collinsworth with an 
arched eyebrow.
 "What is the 
meaning of this?" 
Collinsworth bellowed 
as she rose from her 
chair behind her desk.  
She marched around 
the desk and stopped 
right in front of Jada.  
"Explain yourself, 
Miss Hawkspur."
 "I deeply apologize 
for this interuption, Air 
Marshall," Jada said as 
she stood at attention in 
front of Collinsworth.  
"But Miss Whitefur 



Tim Holtorf

219

and Mr. Shortclaw have 
some rather alarming 
information.  They over 
heard a transmission 
being sent.  By Colonel 
Stigian."
 C o l l i n s w o r t h 
looked back to Gerring 
and the others, then 
quickly ushered the 
six inside and closed 
the door.  Clarfax and 
Mirri stood at attention 
beside Jada, saluting 
to General Gerring 
and adding their own 
apologies.  General 
Gerring rose from her 
own seat, set down her 
coffee cup and walked 
over to the six.  Claudia, 
Gilbert and Robert 
were trying hard to 
reflect the stance that 
Jada, Clarfax and Mirri 
presented themselves 
with, but came up a 
little short.
 "Regular student 

body, I assume," 
Gerring said as she 
stood in front of the 
three students.  Claudia 
nodded politely and 
whispered a 'yes 
ma'am' to Gerring.  The 
General moved over in 
front of the other three.  
"And cadets."
 "Former cadet, 
ma'am," Jada corrected 
Gerring.  "I... am barred 
from service due to an 
altercation with our 
drill sargeant.  But 
allowed to complete 
my education.  I've 
already been accepted 
as a helm officer on the 
Dorgatha.  However, if 
I may, ma'am, I believe 
Miss Whitefur's 
information is more 
important than any 
transgressions I may 
have caused."
 Gerring nodded 
and returned to her 
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seat.  "Go ahead Miss 
Whitefur," she said 
giving Claudia her full 
attention.
 As Claudia looked 
about, everyone was 
waiting for her to speak.  
She stepped forward 
just a bit, cleared her 
throat and began her 
story.  She told them 
how she and Gilbert 
were taking books to 
the storage rooms near 
the transport area.  Ones 
that were to be sent to 
Critainia for storage 
in the great library, 
and then she explained 
the conversation they 
overheard.  There was 
a quiet reaction to the 
telling of the explosive 
device that had been 
mentioned.  "And that's 
all we heard, Ma'am.  
The Colonel left and 
we began looking for 
Senia right away."

 "Why Lieutenant 
Felix?" Gerring asked.
 "Since we started 
our education here six 
years ago," Claudia 
explained.  "We were 
informed should there 
be any problems at 
all, we need only 
speak with one of the 
other house leaders.  
Professor Tyrell," she 
said as she motioned 
to her familiar House 
liaison.  "Well, he 
encouraged us to speak 
with each one, but 
we found that Senia 
and Philly... I mean, 
Left-enants Felix and 
Collinsworth."  She 
looked to the Air 
Marshall and bowed 
her head just a bit.  
"No disrespect meant 
to your son, Ma'am."
 "It's alright, 
Miss Whitefur," 
Collinsworth said 
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and gave Claudia an 
encouraging pat on the 
shoulder.
 "Anyway, we've 
always gone to Senia 
and Philburt whenever 
there's been an issue," 
Claudia continued.  
"We knew that Senia 
was in this meeting, 
so we decided to come 
straight away to see if 
she was free."
 The room was silent 
for a long moment.  
Finally, Collinsworth 
spoke up.  "Under 
normal circumstances, 
you lot would be in 
a lot of trouble right 
now."  She glanced to 
the three students then 
turned her attention to 
Jada, Clarfax and Mirri.  
The three seemed to 
become more rigid at 
attention.  "However, 
these are not normal 
circumstances.  Captain 

Mallard.  Would you 
assemble security 
details and begin a 
sweep of the entire 
campus."  Captain 
Mallard nodded 
quickly, then exited the 
room to carry out her 
duties.  "Colonel Tyrell, 
we'll need a search to 
begin of this building 
immediately.  Can you 
suggest anyone that 
might be willing and 
ready to do a search of 
the main building?"
 "I can name six 
cadets," Tyrell said 
as he moved beside 
Collinsworth, looking 
to Clarfax and Mirri, 
and then to the four 
cadets seated on one 
of the couches in the 
room.  "And one former 
cadet that could assist."  
All seven knew exactly 
what was coming.
 "Excellent choice, 
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Colonel," Collinsworth 
said with a nod, then 
barked an order to the 
eight.  they moved 
into a line up quickly.  
Collinsworth was 
about to begin giving 
them orders, but was 
politely interupted by 
Gerring.
 "If I might hold 
back Lieutenant 
Felix," she said as she 
looked to Senia.  "I 
have something I wish 
to speak to her about."  
She looked back to 
Collinsworth, then to 
Pitts who nodded as 
he took out a data pad.  
Collinsworth nodded 
in reply, understanding 
completely, then began 
issuing orders.
 For Senia's part, she 
excused herself from 
the line up, and moved 
to her seat next to the 
General.  She was just 

a tad confused, and had 
no idea what to expect.  
She needed to be with 
her friends, searching 
the building, making 
sure everything was 
safe.  But she couldn't 
ignore a superior office, 
especially one such as 
General Gerring.
 What Senia didn't 
know was that she 
would soon be given 
an opportunity of a life 
time.  Even better than 
joining the 76th.

A
ria, Hardy, 
Clarfax, Mia, 
Mirri and Jada 

followed Captain 
Mallard and Colonel 
Tyrell into the lobby 
of the main faculty 
building.  Outside the 
windows they could 
see official security 
personnel moving 
around the grounds.  
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They were stopping 
anyone who was 
walking the pathways 
and asking questions, 
but not in a forceful 
manner.  They wanted 
everyone to remain 
calm, after all.  When 
the eight were near 
the main entrance, it 
was Tyrell who spoke 
up, issuing his own 
orders in a much more 
relaxed manner than 
Collinsworth would 
have.
 "We'll split into 
teams of four," he 
said in a calm voice.  
"Mia, Jada.  Search the 
faculty lounge at the 
back.  Clarfax, Hardy.  
I'd like you to search 
the maintenance yard 
on the north side of the 
building.  Aria, Mirri.  
Take the library on the 
second floor.  If any 
faculty member stops 

you, explain what 
you're doing truthfully, 
but keep calm.  Have 
them contact myself or 
Rita."  Colonel Tyrell 
stopped and looked to 
Captain Mallard for a 
moment, then smiled.  
"Sorry, Captain 
Mallard."
 "It's alright, 
Colonel," Mallard said 
with a small smile, then 
turned her attention 
to the cadets.  "Keep 
your communicators at 
the ready.  Should you 
either find the device 
or see Stigian placing a 
device, do not attempt 
to apprehend him 
alone.  Contact the 
others and wait for us to 
rendezvous with you.  
As Miss Whitefur said, 
Stigian was overheard 
talking about planting a 
device somewhere here 
on the faculty grounds 
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and he'll most likely 
be here right now.  We 
don't know what he'll do 
should he be discoverd.  
Understood?"  The 
six nodded quickly in 
reply.  "Good.  Let's 
begin."
 The group separated 
and went to begin 
searching in the areas 
they were instructed 
to.  Clarfax and Hardy 
had possibly the easiest 
area to search through, 
as the maintenance 
yard was only a couple 
of sheds surrounded 
by trees that backed up 
onto the main faculty 
building.
 "This whole 
business has gotten out 
of hand," Clarfax said 
with a sigh.
 "And it's made 
certain ta disrupt all of 
the plans for the cadets," 
Hardy agreed as the 

pair pushed through 
a set of doors that led 
into the maintenance 
yard.  "I know 
Senia and Jada were 
going to have dinner 
tonight, then get their 
uniforms ready for the 
graduation ceremonies 
tomorrow."
 "I'm not too 
impressed with Stigian 
right now," Clarfax 
said as his pinned back 
over his head.  "First, 
he manages to be the 
one voice that calls 
for Jada's expulsion 
from the college, now 
this."  Clarfax spoke 
in annoyed, but quiet 
tones as he carefully 
opened one of the 
sheds to inspect it.  A 
small gardening shed.  
"I've heard he's been 
asking around about 
certain students."
 "Rumours, ta be 
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sure," Hardy said with 
a sigh as she shone 
a flash light into the 
depths of the shed.  "But 
with what's happening 
now, the stock in those 
rumours probably went 
up."  Her ear moved as 
she picked up a noise 
coming from a power 
relay on the side of the 
building.  It was one 
of five power relays 
that lead into the main 
faculty, all drawing 
power from the solar 
array set up on the north 
side of Chattingham 
proper.  "Did you hear 
that?"
 Clarfax and Hardy 
moved from the shed 
and listened.  There 
was definitely some 
movement, along with 
muttered cursing.  The 
pair ducked into the tree 
line and hid, listening 
carefully.  It could have 

been a maintenance 
worker, after all, but 
they needed to be sure.  
After a few moments, 
they finally had 
confirmation.  Inside 
the main power relay 
room, they could see 
a figure.  It looked 
like whoever it was, 
happened to be rigging 
something to one of the 
junction boxes.
 Hardy looked to 
Clarfax who only 
sighed, happy they had 
found something, but 
worried they might be 
too late.  Hardy took 
out her communicator 
and sent out a signal 
to the other teams, 
making sure to speak 
quietly.  "This is 
Corporal Maynard.  
Corporal Billings and 
I may have found the 
Colonel in one of the 
power relay rooms, the 
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one in the maintenance 
yard."
 "Good work, 
Corporal," Captain 
Mallard's voice came 
over the communicator.  
"Stay out of sight and 
wait for us to arrive.  
Mallard out."

C
olonel Pitts 
helped Claudia, 
Gilbert and 

Robert settle down 
as he poured each of 
them a tea, as well 
as refilling Senia's.  
While the colonel did 
this, Gerring rose to 
her feet and began to 
speak, holding the data 
pad Pitts had taken out 
earlier.
 "In rare occasions, 
Lieutenant," Gerring 
began as she looked 
over the data pad.  
"There comes a time 
when cadets are 

called upon to band 
together.  Especially 
in defense of our home 
planet.  There are only 
three instances of this 
happening in the long 
thousand year history 
of the Royal Vulpine 
Armed Forces.  And 
what I am about to say 
will make it the fourth 
time."  Gerring looked 
to the three students as 
she continued to speak 
in a calm and even 
tone.  "I think it goes 
without saying that 
you three will need to 
keep this information 
quiet for now."  The 
three nodded slowly, 
not wanting to be too 
over enthusiastic nor 
did they wish to show 
the general disrespect.  
"I've gone over your 
records, Lieutenant.  
Your entire six years 
here at the Academy 
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have been exemplary.  
You've shown yourself 
to be a leader, a 
confidant, a mentor 
and a friend.  Your 
tactical abilities show 
you can think on your 
feet.  You have an 
investigative mind, you 
crave exploration.  And 
you have a diplomatic 
attitude when you 
approach certain 
situations.  All of these 
are exactly the kind of 
material needed for a 
starship captain."
 Senia looked 
directly at General 
Gerring, unable to 
speak as she tried to 
comprehend what was 
being said.  After a 
moment of silence, 
she finally found the 
ability to form a proper 
sentence.  "Are you 
saying... that I can 
command a starship?  

But I'm trained to be a 
fighter pilot."
 " L i e u t e n a n t , " 
Gerring said with a 
soft smile.  "You may 
have wanted to be a 
fighter pilot.  But you, 
along with every other 
cadet at this Academy 
was trained with the 
abilities needed for 
any position within 
the armed forces."  
Senia began to realize 
just what General 
Gerring was getting 
at.  "Once the others 
have returned, and 
once we have a better 
idea of the current 
situation, I have a task 
for you.  I want you to 
select twenty five other 
cadets that you know 
have the capabilities 
to work together on 
a starship."  Gerring 
tapped her data pad and 
handed it to Senia.  She 
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took it, eyes widening 
as she saw the display 
of a ship's registry.  
This ship wasn't like 
any other in the fleet.  
Small, like an escort 
vessel.  But powerful.  
She had two hangar 
bays with six fighter 
craft.  A rear shuttle 
bay which housed a 
captain's yacht, that 
also was a formidable 
fighter craft.  "She's 
called the Nighthawk," 
Gerring said as Senia 
looked over the data 
pad.  Both Robert and 
Gilbert tried to peek 
over, but Claudia 
put a stop to that, 
mouthing 'that's rude', 
and allowing Gerring 
to continue.  "She's a 
prototype, a new type 
of craft.  Faster than 
anything in the fleet.  
More powerful, but she 
also has the capability 

for improved data 
collection.  She's more 
than just a warship or 
an escort vessel.  She's 
also a science vessel.  
And she doesn't need 
a large crew in order 
to function at her peek 
efficiency."  Gerring let 
that information sink in 
for a moment.
 Senia read over 
the schematics of the 
vessel again and again, 
all the while thinking 
she knew exactly who 
she would enlist with 
this ship.  "To what 
purpose, may I ask, 
General?"
 "I have a plan in 
mind, Lieutenant," 
Gerring replied with a 
nod.  "But I won't go 
over it yet until we've 
shed some light on the 
current situation here 
on campus.  And once 
you've selected your 
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crew."
 Senia looked up, 
blinked once or twice, 
and held a quizzical 
look on her face as 
she stared at General 
Gerring.  Finally, she 
was able to find her 
voice and squeaked 
out a question.  "My 
crew?"
 "Yes," General 
Gerring said with a nod 
and a reassuring smile.  
"You'll be commander 
of the Nighthawk."  
She paused, allowing 
that information to 
sink in before adding 
one more piece of 
information for Senia 
to consider.  "Captain 
Senia Felix."

C
aptain Mallard, 
Colonel Tyrell, 
and the four 

other cadets were 
quick to arrive at the 

maintenance yard.  
Clarfax and Hardy 
were watching over 
the power relay room, 
taking note in quiet 
whispers everything 
they could see as a 
figure moved about 
inside.  Whoever it 
was didn't seem to be 
having much luck.  
Hardy saw the others 
and pointed toward 
the room.  As the six 
ducked down in the 
tree line beside Clarfax 
and Hardy, they too 
watched the goings on 
of the individual inside 
the power relay room.
 Captain Mallard 
looked to Colonel 
Tyrell, and both nodded 
wordlessly.  They knew 
what had to be done. 
Mallard motioned for 
Aria and Mirri to stand 
on either side of the 
door.  The other four 
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were instructed to stay 
out of sight, but close at 
hand should whomever 
it was attempt to 
bolt out of the room.  
Quickly, they moved 
into position and 
waited for the next 
signal.  Tyrell and 
Mallard approached 
the door, the Colonel 
letting the younger and 
faster moving Captain 
to take point.  Mallard 
pressed her head close 
to the door and listened, 
her ear twisting a bit 
as she heard shuffling 
and scuffling beyond 
the doorway.  She also 
heard some muttering, 
sighing as she 
recognized the voice.  
She muttered quietly 
back to Tyrell that it 
was indeed Colonel 
Stigian.  Tyrell nodded 
and began to count, 
Mallard knowing full 

well that the colonel 
wanted the door broken 
down, she nodded 
waiting for the signal.
 The Colonel and 
the Captain threw 
themselves at the 
door with great force, 
as both their bodies 
managed to break it 
down successfully.  
The sudden noise 
and intrusion startled 
Stigian and he cried 
out and lifted his 
arms, too afraid to 
fight off any possible 
attack.  But none came, 
only Colonel Tyrell 
approached him as 
he roughly grasped 
Stigian's shoulder.  
"Maintenance work is 
a bit out of your field, 
isn't it Filias?"  Stigian 
was still too shocked to 
reply.
 "This is a proton 
device," Mallard 
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said as she studied 
the object Stigian 
had been working 
on.  "High yield.  If it 
went off, it could have 
destroyed the campus 
and Chattingham 
along with it."  She 
looked to Stigian and 
a growl escaped her 
lips.  "Fortunately, 
it would appear as 
though the Colonel 
was having a difficult 
time connecting the 
detonator."
 "Good thing we 
arrived in time," Tyrell 
said as he looked to 
Stigian.

 Filias Stigian looked 
from Tyrell and then to 
Mallard, his expression 
one of worry and 
fear.  He then saw 
the six cadets who 
had gathered near the 
door.  Including Jada 
Hawkspur.  Out of all 
the expressions directed 
towards him, hers was 
the most telling.  One 
of complete betrayal.  
He gasped for air as he 
tried to speak, looking 
from each in the small 
room.
 After several 
moments, he merely 
fainted.


