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% % % % %  
--    AADDMMIIRRAALL'S  TTHHOOUUGGHHTTSS    --  

Thought-Admiral K'Lay epetai K'Onor-Chang  
 

Last quarter's Admiral's Thoughts was about tragedy, and our need as 

human beings to comfort and sympathize and come together with our 

fellow man during hard times. 

    This quarter, my Admiral's Thoughts column will be about a 

different kind of "coming together".  In the past, the many different 

Klingon clubs in fandom have operated separately from each another, 

each co-existing, sometimes peacefully, sometimes not so peacefully, 

without much communication between each another. Over the past few 

months, the leaders of several Klingon clubs, KSF included, have 

proposed an idea which would help bridge that communication gap 

between clubs. This idea is being implemented in the form of a yahoo group called "Tri-

Table", and since KSF is involved, I'd like to exp lain a little about what it is, what it's goals 

are, and how it operates.   

 

What is Tri -Table?   Tri -Table", simply put, is a communications tool, an organization 

comprised of two representatives from every known Klingon club, each of whom is or can 

become a member of a Yahoo Club by the same name.   

 

What are Tri-Table's goals?  Tri -Table will have "evolving goals", based on what its 

membership as a whole wants the goals to be, over time.  But in the beginning, Tri -Table's 

primary single goal will be to foster positive communication between club leaders / 

representatives via the Tri-Table listserve and chat services.   

 

Who can join Tri -Table?  All known Klingon clubs will be given the opportunity to join, and 

upon joining, may appoint two representatives to  Tri -Table to speak on matters of interest 

to Klingon fandom, on behalf of the club they represent.  

 

Who's in charge? Since it is a Yahoo club comprised of many Klingon groups, there is no 

one club in charge.  However, each club will have the opportunity to host Tri-Table 

discussions on a quarterly rotating basis, in the order which they joined Tri-Table.  The 

host will be there to facilitate discussions, answer questions, co-ordinate e-mail and 

whatever else may be required to insure the smooth operation of the club.  

 

What are the rules for Tri -Table? The Tri -Table is an open forum, where mutual respect 

must be our prime directive.  Weapons & Attitude are to be checked at the door. 

 

    I will, from time to time, send notes out to the membership, via BATTLE LINES and 

the KSF listserve, letting you all know how we're faring in the art of diplomacy and 

communication.  As the oldest Klingon club in existence, I intend for KSF to lead by 

example, exemplifying our long held club motto:  Strength Through Honor.  

 

Thought-Admiral K'Lay epetai K'Onor-Chang 

Klingon Strike Force Commander in Chief 

Klingon Strike Force High Command  

tlhIngan HIvbeq ra'ghomquv 
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% % % % %  

- EDITOR'S DAGGER - 
by Flt Capt qe'San Sutai be'rawn 

Kai Komrades, You are currently reading the Christmas Season Issue of Battle Lines.. I know you know that but if there 

are any artists out there who want to start thinking about next years cover it would be nice to have a one with a Christmas 

slant to it.. Just incase you hadn't noticed we haven't got one this year.  I don't mean to detract any honour/praise due to the 

K'Zhens picture used as it is of the normal high standard and more than suitable for use on a cover. I just would have 

preferred to have had a Christmas one to use and had this one for the 1st issue in 2002..  

I just finished that last paragraph with a strong hint that I'm now looking for cover images for all 2002 issues. Please note 

my last comment. 

To the issue in general. well its been a crazy year and all in all we managed to keep to the schedules fairly well.  Late post 

and RPG reports being returned up the line have particularly delayed this issue whilst the buck stopped with the 

culmination of everything just being at the wrong time for family and work commitments... Hopefully you will be reading 

this online still withi n the 12 days of Christmas if not before the New Year.  The paper copy will naturally be delayed 

beyond that so if that applies to yourself I hope it doesn't spoil your enjoyment. 

As with anything related to Battle Lines please feel free to contact me either on qeSan@btinternet.com +44 7833 192 832 

or Woodside, 10 Withycombe, Furzton, Milton Keynes, MK4 1ET, England.  

Don't let your honour down support your magazine, like the club itself, it is what you make it. 

% % % % %  
- ANNOUNCEMENTS - 

ASSIGNMENTS & TRANSFERS  

 

Artist's Guild Director - Lt. Cmdr. A'qmarr ramHov 

quvHubwI' 

 

Imperial Diplomatic Service CO - Lt. Cmdr. A'qmarr 

ramHov quvHubwI' 

 

Imperial Diplomatic Service XO -  Lt. Moqra QendeH 

 

Internal Intelligence CO - Thought-Admiral K'Lay K'Onor-

Chang 

 

Internal Intelligence XO - Vice-Admiral Volar K'Zota - 

K'Onor  

 

COMMENDATIONS  

 

Capt. Khaufen zantai-JurISS - Commendation for his 

work in reactivating Imperial Military  

 

Lt. DuroQ JurISS   -  Official Commendation for extra 

partcipation in the IM RPG, collaboration with other 

players, listserve participation, and for his 

work in the club overall, above and beyond the call of duty 

 

PROMOTIONS:  

 

KSF Officers: As non -voting Chairman of the Imperial 

Review Board, I would like to announce  

the following promotion decisions for this quarter.   I would 

also like to take this time to thank the members of this 

quarter's IRB for their cooperation, and for their thoughtful 

and conscientious consideration of all candidates:   

 

 Robert Cunningham  /  Marine First Lt. Avakhon vestai 

Khinsharri rank promotion to Marine Captain 

 

 Paula Peacos / Lt. KIySa'ra vestai-VelaH' 

 rank promotion to Lt. Commander 

 

Lt. Moqra vestai QendeH 

 rank promotion to Lt Commander  

. 

 

% % % % %  

 

mailto:qeSan@btinternet.com
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- POST REPORTS - 

 
GSA Sector  

Compiled by Admiral Katalyia Epetai K'Tore-Jiraal 

GSA Commander  

 

Sector Three  

 

5   Admiral Katalyia 

K'Tore -Jiraal, Sector 

Commander - Admiral 

Katalyia K'Tore-Jiraal: I 

have been busy getting 

everything caught up 

after my trip to Vegas. 

While in Vegas I went 

on the Star Trek -The 

Experience ride and 

found it really awesome. The first time 

they turned the lights out, I couldn't 

decide if I was going to like that part. It 

was a small room and it was 

completely dark. But other than that it 

was a fantastic ride. I also shopped at 

the DS9 shops and visited Quark's 

Bar. Also, we attended the Star Trek 

Convention that was there. The guests 

we saw were: George Takei, Walter 

Koenig, The Cardassians, Rom, and 

Nog. A few others too that I cannot 

remember their names. We had a 

blast. We plan on going back in 2003, 

as we didn't get to see everything that 

we wanted to. There was more down 

there to see than I thought there would 

be. 

 

5  Kragtowl: Sorry for the lack of 

communication. I just got out of the 

hospital on Friday and had been in 

there for a week. I have an infection in 

my lower right leg and had to fight it 

off with IV antibiotics. My Klingon 

activities have been at a very minimal.  

 

Sector Four  

Cmdr. T'Lara 

Sutai Juriss 

Rasmehlier, 

Sector 

Commander 

 

5  Cmdr. 

T'Lara Sutai 

Juriss: Hello 

once again! Much has happened since 

last quarter in these parts. School has 

started again, and my son just finished 

the first quarter.....with all A's and B's. 

We have moved once again, as most 

of you have seen on the listserve. Our 

new address is 45G Underhill Rd. 

Middletown, NY 10940. Our phone # 

, for those of you that have it, has 

stayed the same. We are mostly settled 

in and are looking forward to getting 

back inot routines again. On the work 

front, as most of you know, I work for 

the PO. We have had our scares with 

the Anthrax thing as well as NYC, NJ, 

and Wash. DC. They evacuated our 

plant one day, and many of us are 

wearing masks and gloves now. I have 

transferred to a different job in the 

same building with a lot less stress. 

Soon, I hope to have weekends off! 

We collected several checks from 

people in the KSF for the World Trade 

Center tragedy....and we want to thank 

all that contributed. It was a terrible 

event that has changed all our lives. 

Thankfully, it has not affected us 

where we live as much as those in the 

city itself. We, in this great nation, have 

become more united because of it, but 

we have also become much more 

aware of our vulnerability. I pray that 

we all stay safe and healthy. God Bless 

the USA..............until next 

quarter.............  

 

5  Lt. K'rai Vestai-G'orgh-Juriss: I 

have been very busy lately working a 

new job at a lumber company, 

rebuilding computers, and a new 

girlfriend. I haven't had much time for 

much of anything. I have been able to 

keep up with Enterprise and Off 

Centre. 

 

5  Lt. Kordon Vestai Dok'Marr: 

Greetings all. This last quarter has 

been a glorious one for the house 

Dokmarr. On Sept 22 my romulan 

mistress ( Denise) became my Wife 

and Parmaqqay we exchanged wedding 

rings with the inscriptions "my 

parmaqqay" on the inside. The party 

lasted for two days and not many 

where standing 

It was glorious...QAPLA "May your 

enemie's have the runs with fear" 

QAPLA!  

 

5  Lt. Kobar vestai Koloth (ordered 

by: LtCmdr kordon vestai-dok'marr) 

report ar follows:  

 

In addition to the glorious marriage of 

cmdr kordon to the romulan 

ambassador. The crew of the IKV 

granite dagger welcomes federation lt. 

Jason Robitialle recently transferred to 

the ikv granite dagger from uss 

voyager as part of a joint Klingon / 

Federation mission to monitor 

dominion activity. As well as seek out 

potential allies in the gamma quadrant. 

 

The IKV granite dagger welcomes him 

as a brother and fellow warrior. 

 

As quartermaster of the wild frontier 

quadrant. I Lt. Kobar vestai- Koloth 

have been working on a project to 

update current KAG supply lines and 

resources. Once secured. They will be 

put into a data base that will be 

included in a new universal recruitment 

kit that will be available to all ships of 

the empire. 

 

Approved by wfq co, cmdr k'tir 

sutai=drak'n. The project code named 

shining glory. Is intended to give kag 

recruitment media a much needed 

updated, polished look and feel. As 

well as give quartermasters and crews 

the proper resources they need to keep 

all forces of the empire properly 

supplied. 

 

I expect the project to be completed 

and ready for distribution shortly after 

the 1st of the upcoming year of 

kahless. 

 

Report ends now.         Qapla' 

 

Kobar vestai Koloth, Son of Koloth, 

Krewmember IKV Granite Dagger, 

Quadrant Quartermaster WFQ, KAG  

 

5  House Veska "AKA Captain 

Khaufen Zanti Juriss: Greetings 
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Earthers. The wheel turns as the 

wheel wills; what was is now again and 

what will be has already long turned to 

dust. This mortal still persists in this 

frame of reality; although it has been a 

sore temptation to take a vacation to a 

neighboring nebula. What I have to 

report would take weeks to read; but it 

can be summed up in one omni-

consuming word: LIFE. I extend my 

appreciation to those who have dared 

to call me friend; for being the friend of 

STORMWALKER is no easy task! I 

extend my deep appreciation to those 

who know me better than I know 

myself; it's a rare treasure you offer. 

 

To the whole of t he KSF I extend my 

intent that you all know success and 

happiness and Honor.....never concede 

defeat. May the Storm pass you 

quickly and take not what you treasure. 

 

5  Lt. KIySa'ra vestai VelaH': Since 

the events of September 11th, life has 

been considerably different from what it 

was on September 10th. I live in NJ, 

35 miles from the WTC. (I could see 

the smoke from my house for days 

after the attack.) On top of that, I get 

my mail from the Trenton post office 

and through which the  anthrax letters 

were sent. Consequently, daily life has 

been noticeably disrupted in ways I 

never expected. My mail, while it is still 

being delivered, has slowed down 

tremendously. I seem to be getting 

only the really significant items, like 

bills etc. I'm not complaining, mind 

you- I'm grateful that I'm getting that 

much under the circumstances. I 

support all efforts deemed necessary to 

protect the public and the workers. 

Probably the most significant thing is 

the massive amount of time I 

havespent trying to allay fears of 

anthrax and other potential 

bioterrorism agents among my friends 

and co-workers. I am a microbiologist. 

My place of employment has now 

instituted a mail-checking program, 

which I have naturally become involved 

it. It is such a strange feeling. Talk 

about  something I never thought I 

would be doing. Still, in spite of all the 

chaos that has been going on, most 

people around me are pressing ahead 

with their daily lives, and they are to be 

commended for that. Nobody is being 

paralyzed by fear, or staying indoors 

for fear of what might happen. I am 

confident that we will all emerge from 

this much stronger and more confident 

than we ever were before.If this is not 

the appropriate forum for this, I 

apologize, but this is pretty much a big 

part of daily life in NJ nowadays. I 

hope my next report will be more 

positive. Death before Dishonor!!!  

 

5  Capt. Kishin Zantai Kukura: 

Hallowe'en was a little odd this year. I 

think the terror of September 11 

damped the ferstivities, especially for 

the very little kids and their properly 

cautious parents. So we only had 40 

trick-or-treaters instead of the 100+ we 

can noramlly expect at our center city 

base. But it has a favorite day of mine 

and I make it an neighborhood open 

house party and invite all who care to 

join us in for stew and Rice Krispies 

treats. It's also a costuming opportunity 

I can't resist. This year I dressed as a 

woman warrior-what else, right??? 

Only I couldn't resist the role of an 

unveiled Afghani woman fighting the 

Taliban. I had a friend's old Air Force 

cap on top of my keffiyeh and his 

Eisenhower jacket over my jellaba , 

and a monster water gun to keep all 

the bad guys on the run. This quarter, 

my Klingon heart got a boost from 

WorldCon which took place over 

Labor Day weekend here in 

Philadelphia. It had the irresistable 

name of "Millenium PhilCon", and it 

turned out to be a Klingon magnet as 

well as a science fiction wonderland for 

writers, artists, costumers and filkers. 

Kordite (Kevin Geiselman) of 

Pittsburgh, a Klingon and old fan 

friend, came in to lead several panels. I 

joined him on the Klingon costuming 

one. He arrived loaded with info on 

how to assemble Imperial garb while I 

advocated for the Classic flatheaded 

look. Friends from Seattle also 

arrived, geared up to make a splashy 

presentation in the Saturday night 

masquerade. Julie Zetterberg had 

recruited a cast of several to present 

her "Masquerade on Mars", and I got 

to be a warm body in a beaked 

Venetian carnival mask, robed in 

glowing gold and orange. We won two 

awards-one for the particularly 

handsome worksmanship on one of 

the ensemble's costumes, the other for 

overall presentation. It was great fun, 

and definitely, glorious. I have Klingon 

fandom to thank for this adventure. 

These are all people I met through 

Betty Bigelow who had appeared on 

the KSF roster when I first joined it -

hmmm-could it be-thirteen years ago? 

A great club to which I will always be 

grateful for some of the most 

rewarding friendships I have ever 

had.   

 

I salute you all as we go together--

From Strength to Strength!  

 

5  Kai Kassai tlhInganmey: Brother 

QIS is doing well. His parmaq has 

come from Qoyllur last May, and now 

we are in our sixth month of wedded 

bliss.   In fact, there may be the pitter-

patter of tiny spiked boots in our near 

future. Keep you posted, Bold 

Warriors. Qapla'  

 

5    Cmdr. Reyna zantai-Kor-Zu-
Merz - Joan Higgins -  October 8 I 

started a new job as a Behavior 

Specialist for the Rockland Assoc. for 

Retarded Citizens.  I'm working in 

seven residences in Rockland County, 

New York.  I enjoy my new job very 

much, and it pays well too! 

 

Thank you for your concerns regarding 

my health!  I was diagnosed in late 

October with Stage 1 Hypertension and 

a Thyroid dysfunction.  I'm happy to 

report that I've felt much better since I 

started taking Lotensin- my severe 

headaches and dizziness have finally 

stopped.  Q'apla! 

 

There is nothing to report RPG -wise 

for Global military, as we currently have 

so few "snail-mail members"., we may 

be incorporated into another division. 

 I'm waiting to hear from "High 

Command" on this matter. 

 

Here's wishing you all a Happy 

(Earther) Thanksgiving!   Q'apla! 

 

Sector Five 

Lt.Cmdr. Rakqor Vestai K'Mpec, 

Sector Commander 

 

5  Lt.Cmdr. 

Rakqor Vestai 

K'mpec: 

Greetings, or 

should i say 

BOOO! This 

may be my shortest report on record. I 

hope all of you are safe and have not 

been directly hurt by the terroist 

attacks. I am happy to say everyone I 

knew in DC and NY survived the 9/11 

attacks. I have been extremly busy , 

work is booming, and with adding in 

training I have very little time for 

anything else. Unfortunatly my wife's 

company is having a lay-off, while she 

will not be affected it is still very hard 

and stressful as she is involved in 

choosing who must be laid off. The 

family and I did managing to take a 

short camping trip just to get away and 

relax we really needed the break. 

Thanks to my recent up swing in work 

and in a some way to 9/11, which 

caused car companies to reduce 

interest rates, I took advantage of the 

opportunity and traded in both of our 

old trucks (15 and 13 years old) on a 
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brand new chevy avalanche, We went 

for it all and it is very nice and we are 

enjoying it immensely. We are looking 

toward some road trips in the next year 

and a peaceful Holiday Season. A 

early wish to yall for a Happy upcoming 

Holiday Season. And Happy 

Halloween! 

 

5  Vice Admiral Volar Zantai 

K'Onor K'Zota: Report time...hmm, 

apparrantly I misplaced last quarter's 

reports with my "Free The Tribbles" 

brochsures, but on the other hand I am 

receiveing a daily supply of tribbles for 

practice shooting. This helps with 

these destressing times. In the last few 

months I have broken my hand, 

broken my shuttlecraft, gotten sick, 

had a big company run by a rat lose a 

large amount of money, entertained a 

new company president, and fell flat 

against the ground on various 

opprotunities of the future. All in all, I 

am at least thankful to be breathing at 

this very moment....uh oh....maybe I 

shouldn't have said that! Seriously, I've 

been having some difficulties since 

September, and I wish to thank all of 

those who have been very supportive. 

Without all of you I'd probably not had 

seen the humor of it all...ok, I would 

have, but at least I had someone to tell 

it to!!! Here's to hoping the rest of the 

year and next looks a little 

brighter....and without any explosions 

or asteriods falling from the sky to 

anywhere near me!!! 

 

5  Cmdr Lusciuoslips-Chang-

Ka'Tan: Lushy, has been doing some 

very good writing and I have been in 

touch with her on a regular basis, while 

in the recent past she has decided not 

to take Black Heart as her bond mate, 

as we all do not know what happened 

to Black Heart he just vanished so to 

speak, his e-mail box is fulll and all 

attempts to reach him have failed. I 

have invited Lushy to come and pay me 

a visit at SATCOM something the two 

of us will work on the future as time 

permits. 

 

5  Samwl' quvHubwl': I did the 

following during the last quarter: I 

assisted my line sister Kenar with 

advice on writing a "First Kill" report, 

so her ship can officially be named. 

Her only past experience with RPG 

was doing live role-play atconventions. 

With regards to the Heraldry Project, I 

sent out inquiry letters to the Sector 

Commanders; asking them for 

feedback on the current sector logos 

and whether they need to be replaced. I 

also sent (b&w) copies of preliminary 

sector designs to Dahar Master 

K'Zhen & Vice Adm. Volar for their 

review. I also created several award 

certificate seal designs for further 

review by the Artists Guild Chairman. 

The house got together to celebrate 

SamwI' joH's birthday on 0107.04; I 

was asked to draw up a House 

Commendation for him (for enduring 

many trials over the last several years). 

He was proclaimed "taHwI' wa'DIch" 

(First Survivor) of tuq quvHubwI' on 

0107.07. I have also sent out resource 

materials to Thought Adm. K'Lay that 

were gathered during our line's "covert" 

activities in the Fourth Fleet (South FL-

based KLAW). In addition,I continue to 

"sit-in" on the weekly club chats via 

SamwI's computer; which means 

makingthe drive up from Gainesville to 

his house in High Springs every 

Monday evening. An exception to this 

was made on 0107.30, when personal 

problems in High Springs caused 

SamwI' to postpone our involvement in 

that night's chat. Also, several 

illnesses in SamwI's family meant that 

I couldn't come to his house for the 

chat on 0110.01. On 0109.21, I learned 

(through the Thought Admiral) that I 

was being promoted in rank to 

Lieutenant Commander. The news 

came as a bit of a shock but was well 

received. I am honored and will try to 

stay worthy of the trust my superiors 

have placed in me. In non-KSF 

activities, my father's recent purchase 

of a 2001 Dodge Intrepid S means that 

I now drive his previous vehicle... a 

1996 Chrysler Concorde. My previous 

car, a 1992 Oldsmobile 88, was used 

as the trade-in. I've also joined the 

Ladies Auxiliary of the Military Order 

of the Purple Heart (MOPH), an 

organization of combat-wounded 

veterans who were awarded the Purple 

Heart  medal by the U.S. Government. 

The ladies group assists the MOPH in 

their ongoing patriotic, fraternal, 

historical & educational programs. 

 

5  Lt.Cmdr. A'qmarr ramHov 

quvHubwl': My father and I visited 

upstate New York (where 

he was born); we still have relatives in 

the area. We were away for 10 days-

from 0108.14 to 0108.24. Among the 

places we visited were the Saratoga 

National Cemetery, the Adirondack 

Mountains and Saratoga Lake. On our 

return trip to Florida, we stopped off at 

Darlington (SC) Raceway to visit the 

Stock Car Hall of Fame & Museum. 

While there, we met one of the track's 

representatives and was surprised 

when he offered us a ride around the 

track in one of their cars (a replica of 

their Dodge Intrepid R/T pace car!), 

which we accepted. It's hard to 

describe the thrill I got riding in that car 

around the same track where the 

legends (like the Jarretts, Bakers, 

Pettys & Earnhardts) battled each other 

and the "Lady in Black" as the track is 

also nicknamed. But I loved it!! In the 

wake of the attacks of 0109.11, I 

attended a candlelight vigil for the 

police/fire/EMS officers & other 

victims; held in downtown Gainesville 

on 0109.16. I remembered two of my 

relatives in New York state (NOT the 

city) who are fire department 

workers... still alive, I'm happy to say. 

My thoughts & prayers continue to be 

with those in NYC, DC and PA 

who've been affected by all of this. I 

have had some problems with my 

computer's disk drive, which is 

becoming a hassle. There are also 

times when I'm unable to print-anything 

in Word Perfect 8; printing graphics & 

notepad entries are not affected. I've 

also tried to do some self-diagnostics 

on the drive in question (via software). 

This computer also had the capability 

to open Netscape documents (without 

hookup to the web)... but that's not 

working either! Hence I can't open & 

read any back issues of Battle Lines 

(boo, hiss)! On better news, I was 

finally able to open an e-mail account 

(through Yahoo), thanks to our local 

library. For all Klingon/KSF -related 

business, my address is 

aqmarrksf@yahoo.com  . I've already 

begun e-mail 

 

communications with several key KSF 

personnel, including the GSA -5 

Sector Commander & my IDS 

Division Commander. I've also 

subscribed to two digest lists: The 

KSF's and KLI's "tlhIngan Hol Digest." 

I received a phone call (0110.06) from 

the new Commander of Starfleet 

Command's Starbase 4, Capt. Chris 

Brinkman (formerly of the USS 

Tranquility) of Niceville, FL. We were 

able to discuss several issues of 

mutual interest-including story writing, 

recruiting, activities and relations with 

other "Star Trek" fan organizations (& 

local chapters, if any). I have shared 

KSF contact information with him, as a 

simple courtesy. Because of my past 

dealings with Starfleet Command, I'll 

be staying in touch with Capt. 

Brinkman for the foreseeable future I 

assisted with the local Alzheimer's 

Association Memory Walk of 0110.06. 

The extent of my work was in balloon 

"wrangling" (so they wouldn't fly away), 

using a helium tank to inflate more 

balloons and assisting with securing 

decorations for storage & transpor 

mailto:aqmarrksf@yahoo.com


7 

back to the group's Gainesville office. 

A reporte $80,000 was raised for the 

group' educational, support and 

research programs. I also joined the 

Klingon Language Institute (KLI) and, 

as of this writing, am still waiting to 

receive my membership materials. 

Although I'm not as fluent in the 

language as I'd like to be, I enjoy the 

"warrior's tongue" very much... enough 

to support the KLI. 

 

Sector Seven 

Lt. Kaiden Vestai 

Katia, Sector 

Commander 

 

5  Lt. Kaiden 

Vestai Katia: All is 

the same as always 

now I go to school 

and go to work go home and study. I 

have one class to take during the 

spring semester. Pathophysiology then 

I am on to nursing school fortunately 

this last class does not have a lab. 

Nothing else to report really. 

 

GSA SECTOR 8 POST REPO RT  

Fleet Captain Borg QI'mpeq, Sector 

Commander 

 

5  Fleet Capt. 

Borg QI'mpeq: 

Nothing new to 

report. Other than 

getting ready for my 

trip to go visit 

Carrie and attend 

the United Fan Con 

convention, November 9 - 11, 2001 at 

SpringField, Massachusetts. Hoping 

to meet up with Gordon Pittsley. 

 

5  Overseer Azel Tavana: I've been 

helping the Thought-Admiral acquire 

things which she otherwise could not 

get in Canada, tending to the home 

fires, updating the CCC website with 

new reports and chatting in the 

Raktajino room on Monday evenings 

with the regulars who come there. 

 

GSD Sector  

Compiled by K'Obol Chang-K'Onor 

GSD Commander  

 

5  K'Obol Chang-K'Onor (aka 

Doug Welsh)   -  As one of life's 

defining periods ends, another begins.  

Margie and I are finally able to start 

making some serious plans for our 

future together.  I'm still semi-retired - 

that just means I have more time for 

working at my hobbies.  Fortunately, 

those all sit in one room, right next to 

my computer.  Christmas will be quiet, 

because all our kids will be where we 

aren't, but we are rich in friends, so 

Merry Christmas to all, and have a 

Happy New Year!     

 

5  K'Lay K'Onor-Chang -    I've 

been busy this quarter assuming CCC 

XO duties, maintaining a more frequent 

presence at the Rak room chats (and 

trying to coordinate times when more 

interested members can attend), have 

started quarterly Command Staff 

briefings / status reports, and have 

taken Command of the Internal 

Intelligence Division.  In real life, Doug 

and I have been enjoying the fall in 

Canada, harvesting our balcony garden 

of tomatoes, and trying to work our 

way through difficulties with 

communications and travel due to 

Sept. 11th, and the mountain of red 

tape required for a US citizen to move 

to Canada.  Unlike Vice-Admiral 

Volar, I do not have tribbles to take my 

frustrations out on.  I am, however, 

looking for volunteers.......  

 

5  Ethel Clarke & Gordon 

MacKinnon - September, October and 

November 2001 -  This quarter has 

been "trying" on the emotions, the 

nerves, the physche, and the physical 

aspects of our lives.  Beginning with 

September 11th's terrible events, we 

have been coping with a world 

changing in ways we could not 

possibly have foreseen, nor imagined.  

While our families and friends have 

been spared from the main events that 

day, we have been touched.  From the 

car salesman we met in Halifax whose 

wife was working near the Pentagon; 

to the Dartmouth taxi driver whose 

brother worked at the Pentagon and 

was in Atlantic City that day and whose 

son is a U.S. marine; to the numerous 

stranded travellers diverted to 

Canadian airports and billeted in 

schools, gyms and private homes, the 

tragedy was brought home to us. 

 

Our hearts go out to our Ameri can 

friends and neighbours.  Your grief is 

shared by those of us "north of the 

border".  Please accept our heartfelt 

sympathies. 

 

Gordon MacKinnon and Ethel Clarke 

 

 

5  K'logh/Mike Wagar hasn't sent in 

a report but Mike has made some 

changes lately.  He is now in living in 

Vancouver.  He was working nights at 

his job a couple of weeks ago, and 

was accosted by about six morons 

who decided to find out how much fun 

it was to kick someone to death.  Mike 

fought them off enough to prevent that 

but he had several broken ribs, and a 

lacerated kidney.  He got in solid 

counter-attacks on a couple of the 

Moron Brigade, and within a couple of 

days, his local PD had arrested all six.  

He now complains constantly about 

how he HURTS when he laughs, so I 

want EVERYONE to se nd Mike at 

least one good joke every day!  

(Hehehe, that'll fix him for forgetting 

about Post Reports...)  

  

GSE Sector  

Compiled by V Adm qe'San 

sutai be'rawn 

GSE Commander  

 

5  qe'San 
be'rawn (aka Jon 

Brown) - What 

can I say I've 

basically talked myself into a hole after 

my Editors Dagger ... I'll cheat here 

and talk briefly about my Christmas.. 

We were ill all through it.. It was so 

bad we did Xmas II the following 

weekend.. including the stockings 

etc..  Could've done without that cost... 

As to presents I was given a resonable 

amount of Star Trek stuff including the 

TNG Monopoly set and the Klingon 

TNG CCG Box set..   Got a Laughing 

Data card in there that I've been 

chasing for some years now..  New 

Year was ok and I had a good break 

from work.. Qapla' and enjoy the 

issue. 

 

5  Kea'DeC Sutai-Ceadagon - 
Declan Kearns:  Christmas again and a 

time of good will to all men, YA 

WHAT EVER! Very quite here since i 

last reported. Started to go and see my 

local club play at their home grounds 

Turnners Cross, CORK CITY F.C. 

their like my hobby club after 

ARSENAL F.C. Hope to make Japan 

next year for the World Cup but prices 

so far are sky high. New job sucks 

and i do mean it, may well start looking 

for a new job soon. Split up with the 

girl friend which wasn't as bad as i 

thought as it might be, well to tell you 

the truth she dumped me, didn't ask 

why but i think it might have something 

to do with her old boy friend back on 

the sceen. SO! ANYWAY HAPPY  

CHRISTMAS TO ALL AND A 

GOOD NEW YEAR! Declan AKA 

Kea'deC.........Qupla  

 

5  lt koi kai drocklon (Oktober 18):  
theres`t much, i am short with last car 

show i had was opel manta meeting in mi 

neighberhood.i have to let go allll opel 

meeting.last stingray meeting was month 

ago or 2. 

next show be alll american car show in 

assan may i am thinking mi machine 

computer is old its packard bell 350M 
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orginal had windows 98 first edition.  am 

stil working windows XP beta version 

doing fine. a friend of mine for him its 

free give me office XP,i get ms work 2000 

pictuerit and home edition of XP allllll for 

free. 
 

euro we get euro money,make me kiss a 

baeutyful dollar canadian or american 

okay euro,are allll those europeans ready 

for it ???? corca is 

now 4,shes hase 

minor demage but 

shes stil good 

baeutyful shape 

she shines deeep.i 

have turtelwax 

autoshine english 

and some canadian. but metalic wax of 

turtelwax is very good.  i also restore here 

plastic strips after mess it up.  

 

5  lt koi kai drocklon (November 

5):   I work on windows xo 

professional full version got ms work 

2000 offixe xp pictuerit alllll for 

free.allll a copy its from a friend on icq 

who his friend work in univercity 

computer programer he got software 

first.so this english XP professional 

for me its same american or english 

corca shes good shape.she ben 

checked for winter on 9 points some 

repairs pay later stil go for maintain 

service.  maby ile drive to germany in 

rammstein meet a friend wich we are 

same board www.iroczpost.com thats 

if funding weather and 

parents.     
 

 found new music band 

toto delightful ! (Ed's 

note: Picture is of 

Alberto's model BoP)   
 

% % % % %  

- FAR STAR Pt II, Ch II - 
© Steven Dare 2001  

Everything in Ops stood silent for a moment as everyone 

tried to understand what was happening. These Klingons 

had tapped into the ships comm system, and now were 

asking to come aboard when they were already in Ops. But 

in the end, Captain Sisko broke the silence. 

"Deep Space Nine is open to all travelers," the captain 

said, somewhat infected by Moqraõs formality. "You may 

certainly board. However, I would like to know how you 

have managed to tap into my communications system." 

The two stepped down from the transporter platform. 

"And I will be more than delighted to tell you, Captain," 

Moqra replied. "But first, I was wondering if I could take a 

moment and speak to my fellow Klingon here in private. 

Your office, perhaps?" 

"I suppose I can allow that," Sisko replied, taken slightly 

off guard by the request. He waved his arm towards the 

door to his office. "Mister Worf ?" he said, knowing that 

these two words would hold a strong message for Worf: 

Find out all you can. 

"How have you tapped into Ops?" Worf demanded as soon 

as the door to the office was closed 

"You donõt expect me to give up all my secrets, do you?" 

Moqra asked.  

"I expect you to act with honor, as all Klingons should." 

Moqra looked at him for a moment. "I would speak with 

you, Worf," he said gravely. "As equals. I know that I 

outrank you, but let us put aside such things. I ask that we 

might speak as warriors, and that you give my honor the 

benefit of the doubt. In return for your...trust, I suppose..." 

he hesitated, obviously despairing of the decision he had to 

make. But he made it. "If I tell you how I did it, will that 

level the playing field between us a bit?" 

"It would be a start," Worf said, his tone clearly stating that 

this was all it would be.  

Moqra looked at Worf for a moment. Finally he said " ask 

the computer where my ship is." 

"Computer," Worf called, "Please locate the KWS Far 

Star." 

"The Far Star is in Captain Siskoõs office." 

Worfõs confusion was complete, and it showed on his 

face. Moqra began explaining, indicating a wide ornamental 

band he wore on his wrist. 

"I have this wristband programed to transmit my registry 

and callsign instead of the ship itself transmitting it. So, 

when you hail me, youõre actually hailing the wristband. 

You hailed twice before I cloaked and left to circle the 

station a few times. I didnõt answer, because, after the first 

hail, I was too busy breaking into your communications 

system. Iõm transmitting on the outgoing signal that your 

station uses to scan for the registry of approaching ships. I 

actually have used it to gain complete control over a shipõs 

communications system. I probably shouldnõt have done 

this here, but it helps me make an entrance, and it works 

great with hostile vessels." 

"But how could you hear what we said in Ops?" Worf 

asked, still confused. 

"Youõre always scanning for ships. If it had been another 

ship, I would have had to clandestinely hijack the entire 

comm system to do this. It wonõt work on the station, 

though, because youõre not scanning for ships on the 

inside, just out there." 

Worf almost looked pleased. "This is an ingenious device. 

Perhaps DS9  could benefit from such a thing." 

"Perhaps, but I can negotiate that later. Right now I need 

your help, Worf. As a Warrior."  

"Speak, then," Worf said. "But I will only promise to 

listen." 

Moqra began to speak. 

As the two Klingons stepped into the office, QõHettor 

came down from the transporter area, looking around at 

things as she did so. She seemed almost flighty in her 

benign musings over the various consoles. But then she 

http://www.iroczpost.com/
mailto:moqra@home.com
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spoke, and her voice had a quality no one in Ops could 

place. Maybe it was the pitch, soprano, so high for a 

Klingon. Maybe it was the accent in her English, a British 

accent no less, from Earth. Or maybe it was something in 

her eyes, which locked onto yours when she spoke, 

drawing you into her, holding you, hypnotically. Whatever it 

was, everyone in Ops knew the minute she spoke that she 

was anything but flighty. 

"I certainly do appreciate your allowing my brother the 

opportunity to speak with Worf," she said. "Heõs been 

looking forward to it for days. Years, actually. We both 

have. Itõs so nice to meet another Klingon raised by 

humans, share your perspectives." 

"Wait a minute," Kira broke in. "You two were raised by 

humans too? I thought Worf was the only one." 

"Well," she said, smiling demurely, "the spirits of humans, 

I should say. A derelict spaceship, Federation, crashed 

aground on our home planet the night of our birth. For 

years we explored it, over a decade, learning your language 

from door signs and padds, finally figuring out how to 

activate the main computer. Then a wealth of knowledge 

flooded to us. Weõve learned to read and write in English 

better that we do in Klingon, you know. An amazing 

thing." 

"That is amazing," Kira said, enthralled. "What ship was 

it?" 

"The Enterprise, NCC -1701-C" 

"Donõt tell me," Sisko said, incredulous, "that you were 

born on Narendra III the night of the Romulan attack." 

"Yes," QõHettor said quite calmly, a smile on her face, and 

a laugh, so faint, in her voice. "And when my brother, or 

anyone else, says that a rain of fire and earthquakes struck 

the night of our birth, I assure you, they speak the truth." 

"That is the most amazing thing Iõve ever heard," Kira said. 

"By the way," she interrupted herself, switching gears to 

her duty role easilly, "your brother said your ship needed 

some work. Did he tell you whatõs wrong?" 

QõHettor let a small, amused laugh escape. "My brother, 

bless his soul, couldnõt figure out an engineering problem 

to save that soul. Iõm chief engineer aboard the Far Star. 

My brother is merely a merchant." 

"I, uh...well" Kira was very flustered, and extremely 

embarrassed. 

Sisko stepped in. "Very well, madam, can you tell us 

whatõs wrong with your ship. 

"Please, call me Katie," she said, pulling a small 

Federation-issue padd out of the pocket of her dress. 

"First, and foremost, our antimatter pods need to be filled. 

Weõre running dangerously low. Our deuterium tanks 

could use a top-off as well. The port plasma relay is 

getting a bit spotty. I donõt trust it anymore. The starboard 

warp nacelle has two field coils out. Thereõs some 

structural damage to the dorsal wall of our cockpit--phaser 

fire from a decidedly unfriendly Dantosian. And, worst of 

all, our food replicator is broken. Neither of us has eaten 

in three days." 

"How did all these things manage to go wrong?" Kira 

asked, baffled. 

"Battle, of course," Katie responded. "We are a Klingon 

vessel after all, no matter who made the ship." 

At that moment, Worf and Moqra came out of the 

Captainõs office. Moqra looked very serious, and the look 

on Worfõs face was quite grim. 

"Captain," Worf said, "You should call the senior staff 

together in the conference room. I believe all of us should 

be briefed on what I was just told." 

A large spread of food was laid out on the table in the 

conference room, and Moqra and QõHettor were eating 

with a gusto that was only overshadowed by their 

impeccable table manners. They ate with grace, especially 

for Klingons, and invited everyone to partake. Tension 

built high, however, as, after a few moments, Moqra 

remained silent, engrossed in his meal. 

Then, suddenly, he stood, touching his napkin to the 

corners of his mouth as he prepared to address the 

assembled officers. "I thank you for indulging us in this 

meal of ours. I would have thrust right into the breifing, but 

the replicator on our ship is damaged, and my sister and I 

havenõt eaten in three days as a result." 

"Three days?" Doctor Bashir interjected. "Perhaps after the 

briefing you should come with me to the infirmary. I can 

give you a physical and some vitamin shots to help offset 

the effects of malnutrition." 

"That would be excellent, Doctor. Thank you," Moqra 

said, and plunged ahead with the briefing. 

"The balance of power between the Federation and the 

Empire is facing a serious shift in the near future," Moqra 

said, "a shift in the direction of the Empire. I have come to 

Deep Space Nine to try and ensure that such a shift never 

comes about. 

"The people of the planet Dantos have been allies with the 

Empire for centuries." He displayed a map of the region of 

space Dantos inhabitted. "You can see from this map, they 

had little enough choice in the matter, surrounded as they 

were by Imperial space. Interchange of technology has 

always been free, with the Dantosians coming up with 

some very major advances for Klingon technology, 

including the disruptor cannon now boasted by most 

Klingon vessels. 

"The Dantosians have created a new weapon." The scene 

on the viewscreen changed to a set of weapon blueprints. 

"Katie and I managed to steal the design specifications for 

it, through bribery, treachery, and no small amount of luck. 

We also managed to destroy all traces of this weapon and 

itõs creation before leaving Dantos under cloak. And still, 

we were detected. 

 

"This is the man who found us." Now on the display was a 

dossier on a Klingon captain. "This is Qurros. He was my 

commanding officer for seven Earth months aboard a 

Vorõcha class battle cruiser known as the Empireõs Glory. 

I served as my rank deserved, in the position of First 

Officer. When Gowron broke with the Khito mer accords, 

Qurros and I had a bit of a falling out. He supported 

Gowron--I didnõt. I barely escaped that ship with my life or 

my shuttle intact. I picked up Katie on Narendra III where 

sheõd been living, and I resumed my life as a Merchant 

Prince. 
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"Ever since then, however, Qurros has had an obsession 

with revealing me as a traitor, which I guess I am now. He 

found me out, and he chased me here. I managed to evade 

him at one point, so weõve got two or three days lead." 

"Two or three days to do what?" Dax asked, perplexed. 

"To build the weapon," Katie said, speaking for the first 

time during the briefing. The confusion she created with 

those four words, however, was complete. 

"Katieõs right," Moqra bellowed, straining to be heard 

above the din. "Katieõs right. We have to have a working 

prototype of the weapon built and mounted to the Far Star 

by the time Qurros arrives. I canõt think of any other way to 

proceed with this." 

"But why?" Sisko asked, his previous good mood having 

melted away like tallow. "If we have a prototype, then 

Qurros will just assume that you have turned traitor, and 

given us the weapon." 

"Captain," Moqra said, his voice quiet, "I am a merchant. 

You can ask Quark about this, and heõll tell you the same: 

A merchant needs a product. I canõt give Qurros the plans.  

I have to have a product for him to see. And Iõm convinced 

that, once he sees it, he wonõt even want it. You have to 

trust me on this, Captain." 

Captain Sisko thought at length about this. There were 

pitfalls everywhere in this game he was about to embark 

upon. The last thing he wanted was for a new weapon to 

fall into the hands of the Klingons, not with relations at the 

delicate balance they held now. He saw too many traps, too 

many holes in the plan. 

In the end, he made the only choice possible. "No," he 

said. "We cannot use Federation resources to build a 

weapon for the Klingons. Starfleet Command would have 

a fit." 

"I disagree," Worf said. 

In the middle of the breif moment of confusion created at 

Worfõs words, QõHettor picked up the padd that contained 

the plans for the weapon, and headed over to where Chief 

OõBrien stood. She started to scan through the plans, 

saying "Weõll need to get the Phase Suppression Coils 

from somewhere else, as they canõt be replicated and take 

too long to assemble. I think the best place to start is to 

put together the interior components and then custom-fit 

the casing to that assembly. That way--  

"Wait a minute," OõBrien interrupted. "You heard the 

Captain. Heõs not going to let us build this weapon for 

you. And, no offense, but I canõt say as I blame him. We 

are basically at war with the Klingons." 

"Moqra and I arenõt Klingons,", Katie said. "Weõre 

merchants. There are reasons we do what we do. And I 

assure you, when that door opens again, Captain Sisko 

will come in here and order an immediate start to the 

production of this weapon." 

"Iõd have to say that I agree with Miles on this one," Dax 

said. "Iõm sorry, but Benjamin will never build this weapon 

for you." 

"I donõt believe that to be the correct course of action," 

Worf reiterated. Everybody was still staring at him, with 

the same look of dumbfounded disbelief on each face that 

would have accompanied him having an Andoran hand 

suddenly grow out the top of his head. 

"Why do you say that, Mister Worf?" the captain asked. 

Worf looked uncomfortable. "I am honor-bound not to 

reveal that information, Captain, but Moqra has convinced 

me that there are reasons why we should go ahead as he 

asks. He told me he was going to ask this, and I agreed to 

support him in any way I could." 

Sisko stared at Worf, and then at Moqra. It was clear that 

he didnõt know what to do, but in the end, he had to trust 

his staff. "Very well, Commander. If youõre willing to stake 

your honor on this, then, knowing what your honor means 

to you, I chose to trust you. Chief, coordinate with Miss 

QendeH to see that this thing is done right. All I know is, 

Starfleet is going to come down my throat fast for this. 

This meeting is over."  

And as the meeting broke up, with much confusion left in 

itõs wake, Moqra and QõHettor followed Doctor Bashir to 

the Infirmary 

% % % % %  
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- KLUB PROJECTS - 
Filed by T'var  

KSF CLAN HISTORIES  

Project Lead: Adm. Katalyia K'Tore-Jiraal 

Status: Open for submissions  

Do your line justice and write its history. Send for  

Katalyia's clan history as an example. (A number of 

these appear in the Budget Guide to the Klingons.) 

 

KLINGON KRISTMAS KOOKBOOK  

Project Lead: Adm. K'Lay K'Onor-Chang 

Status: Still accepting submissions  

Among the various replies to an out cry for a good 

recipe for Stuffed Targ, there's a collection of 

material here unsurpassed. Warning: Highly humorous 

and perhaps dangerous to someone's health!  

The 4th Annual Klingon K'Ristmas Kookbook is alive and 

well, and seeking 

submissions for this year's edition.  PLEASE send all 

recipes to KSFCommand 

and the new book will be released on or about Christmas.  

I would also like  

to thank K'Logh for submitting the first recipe of the 

season.  It 

sounds...hmmm...delicious isn't quite the word....maybe 

WARRIOR LIKE.   Thanks  

K'Logh.  I am taking any and all submission now, 

voluntarily.  If I have to 

come after them, it could be painful.  {{{; -) 

 

KLINGON FOOD  

Project Lead: Adm. K'Lay K'Onor-Chang 

Status: Accepting submission  

We know Klingons love ghargh (or qagh), roqeg blood  

pie and a few others, but what else could they eat? 

Send Mana your ideas - perhaps with an appetizing 

sketch! 

 

THE ARTISTS GUILD  

Project Lead: Lt. Cmdr. A'qmarr ramHov vestai-K'Onor 

Status: Accpting submissions (& new members)  

Consisting of all who like to draw or create artwork by 

hand or on the computer. We will create works together, 

answer the needs for art pieces, logos, or whatever the 

club has a need of. New logos are needed for various 

sectors. If you need a design, illustration, logo, etc, send 

your ideas with a rough sketch to the GUILD!  

Since my last update, I've received Abbot K'Obol's house 

crest which, I must say, is a very striking design. Lord 

Abbot, majQa'! I'd still like to see more from   our warriors 

(another hint, hint)... contact me for help & assistance in 

getting your crest designs "off the ground." 

 

In addition to the request for portrait cover art for the 

Klingon Language Institute's journal HolQeD, I'm asking 

the Global Sector COs for any feedback they have about 

the prototype designs previously sent. 

 

In the meantime, I am accepting submissions AND new 

members. For information, send e-mail to 

aqmarrksf@yahoo.com . 

 

KLINGON THEOLOGY  

Project Lead: Abbot K'Obol K'Onor  

Status: Accepting submissions   

Gods, goddesses, sects and tribes! A discussion gr oup 

online has been formed to bring about thoughts and ideas 

about Klingon Religion, its first synthesis of the first series 

of discussions have been published in Battle Lines. The 

next stage is underway now! Contact the new director for 

submission guidelines. 

 

COMMITTEE FOR NEW AND IMPROVED 

TECHNOLOGY  

Project Lead: Volar K'zota-K'Onor 

Status: Ongoing  

The CNIT board. Have you an idea for a new weapon, 

monitoring device, defense system, or an improved model 

of an existing item? 

 

BATTLE LINES  

Project Lead: qe'San be'rawn 

Status: Ongoing (Ed's Note: You're reading it!)  

Our quarterly newsletter is in need of art, poetry, and 

articles on Klingons as well as newspaper or magazine 

articles concerning the Klingon aspect of Star Trek 

fandom. If you have anything you'd like to have included in 

this publication, please submit it to the Editor-In-Chief. 

 

BIRTHDAY PROJECT  

Project Lead: T'Lara K'Uhlig 

Status: Accepting submissions  

Collecting birthdays of all members for submission into 

Battle Lines can be a tough job for any Klingon. Submit 

your month, day, and year will be optional for those of you 

who wish to escape being found out! 

 

WORLDS OF THE KLINGON EMPIRE  

Project Lead: Rakqor K'Mpec 

Status: Open for submissions  

Create your Homeworld, or a section thereof, a new 

Klingon world, (perhaps just conquered!) Describe 

geographical features, cities, inhabitants, exports, flora and 

fauna, whatever you imagine. Maps would be most 

beneficial. 

 

WONDERS OF THE EMPIRE  

Project Lead: la' Kosh 

Status: Open for submissions  

Think Seven  Wonders of the World - and come up with 

some Klingon ones! 

 

PROVERBS OF KAHLESS  

Project Lead: KIySa'ra VelaH' 

Status: Open for submissions  

Whether you've seen one, created one or know a human 

proverb that might make a good Klingon proverb, let us 

hear it. 

 

STARSHIP REGISTRY PROJECT  

Project Lead: Q'Rul DuppIm 

Project Status: On going  

The Starship Registry Project keeps track of all officially 

approved KSF member vessels. 

mailto:Tvar_00@yahoo.com
mailto:aqmarrksf@yahoo.com
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Starship Database Project 

Project Lead: Q'Rul DuppIm 

Project Status: Seeking One Assi stant 

The Starship Database Project contains data for over 

1000 starships. Not just Klingon, but also Federation, 

Romulan, Orion, Gorn, Tholian, Cardassian, Dominion, 

Ferengi, and Borg. 

 

Klingon History Project  

Project Lead: Q'Rul DuppIm 

Project Status: Se eking Assistants  

The Klingon History Project is an Archaeological dig into 

the past, examining clues left to us in Star Trek series, 

movies, and a few selected books and comparing them to 

the laws of physics, biology, etc. to put together as 

accurate a picture, Pre-Historic to Modern, of the History 

of the Klingon people as possible 

  

Imperial Cartography Project 

Project Lead: Q'Rul DuppIm 

Project Status: Looking for a research assistant 

The Imperial Cartography Project is currently putting 

together an on-line map for use by the KSF. Help with 

detail is appreciated  

 

Klingon Heraldry Project 

Project Lead: Lt. Cmdr. A'qmarr ramHov 

vestai-quvHubwI' 

Project Status: Accepting submissions  

Show off the symbols and crests that make your house, 

ship, division, or se ctor the most proud!  Like a surcoat 

from the ancient medieval times on Terra, the Empire's 

greatest warriors have something that they're recognized 

by.  Email your scanned image in .gif, .jpg, or .bmp 

format, or email the director on how you can snail mail 

your hard copy image.  

% % % % %  

-  ARTISTS GUILD FOOTNOTE - 
Lt. Cmdr. A'qmarr ramHov vestai -K'Onor 

New Director of the Artists Guild  

 

As the new Director of the Artists Guild, I am mindful of the responsibility that comes with the title.   I am 

honored that Dahar Master K'Zhen named me her successor... but not her replacement as I feel that she is 

irreplaceable.  I thank her for her past leadership of the Guild and letting me contribute my design skills to the 

Guild.  I only hope that I can do half as good a job as she has. 

 

As for my past work with the Guild, I have created many designs for the quvHubwI' family I am part of--

including the house crest and three ship logos.  I've also experimented with other designs for Sector Logos 

and Award Certificate Seals. I have also managed the Heraldry Project for Dahar Master K'Zhen.  I know 

there's quite a few artistically adept officers who've contributed to the Guild in the past. Now I'd like to hear 

from them so I have an idea of who's in my core group.  I also know there are others who may not know that 

we're still "open for business" and seeking new members. Let me assure you that we are open to ALL in the 

KSF who like to draw, design or otherwise create artwork by hand or on a computer--with a Klingon flavor, of 

course. 

 

The Guild is here to help the KSF with whatever artwork is needed-- from newsletter illustrations & sector 

logos to tuq Deghmey and ship insignias. 

 

If you want more information--or to apply, contact me at aqmarrksf@yahoo.com .  Hard copies of artwork can 

also be sent to my home address (see KSF Roster for details). 

 

I look forward t o hearing from you soon.     

Lt. Cmdr. A'qmarr ramHov vestai -K'Onor, Director, The KSF Artists Guild, Commanding Officer, IDS 

Commander, IKV QI'lIn toDuj (K'Lynn's Courage)  

% % % % %  

mailto:aqmarrksf@yahoo.com
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--   RROOLLEE-- PPLLAAYY  RREEPPOORRTT  --   

 
# CAMPAIGN COORDINATION COMMAND#  

Role-play report to the KSF  

Edited by Captain KõObol Chang-KõOnor 

Greetings. My report is submitted herewith.  
Our resources remain involved at near-

maximum levels.  I regret we have few 

assets available for immediate use 

elsewhere.  Details follow. 

Imperial Diplomatic Services remain 

fully involved as 

agents query 

those sources 

who live close to 

the fringe of 

civilized societies 

such as ours.  

The Embassy on 

Ferenginar is still proving a valued 

source of untraceable currency; 

Ambassador Krysythe has obtained 

permission to station a òshipó in 

permanent orbit over Ferenginarõs 

Commercial Central zone (I am 

thinking of sending a òqeylIs betlehó 

battleship to é support (!) the 

Ambassadorõs continued entry to the 

Government at senior levels.) at the 

same time she maneuvered the Ferengi 

officials who were stupid enough to act 

in the absence of the Grand Nagus into 

promising her òKinShaya fur coatsó for 

the next commercial exchanges.  Of 

course, there are no such things, but it 

is convenient to have the veranGan 

qoHpuõ feeling that they owe us even 

more than usual.  We have a similar 

situation developing with our òfriendsó 

in the Orion Confederacy, with 

MawõQu Karizan now established on 

one of their òmerchant shipsó (we 

know it is actually a pirate, but then, 

ALL Orion ships are pirates 

sometimes!) as Chief Engineer.  His 

reports will be useful, if he lives.  The 

leakage of intelligence gathered by IDS 

and turned over to II has been 

stopped.  Lt. Koi tracked down two 

traitors actually in the process of 

selling out the Empire.  One is dead, 

and the other is marooned where he 

can be arrested when we feel like it.  In 

any case, the leak is now plugged, 

thanks to Moqra QendeHõs ability to 

pull kinetic weapons out of a hat, or in 

this case, a specially programmed 

replicator.  Our ambassador to the 

UFP Conference on Sol III, in Sector 

001, has filed a report on the new 

òcultó that our own people have 

founded on Sol III; the cult that claims 

the QuvaHõmagh has been born, to a 

Starfleet couple of all things!  The 

òcultistsó (I find it difficult to accept that 

warriors of the stature of Qõortar and 

some of the others can be so easily led 

on such a path!  I believe the 

Federationõs determination to keep as 

few secrets as possible from their 

people will one-day backfire on them.  

Had they been more circumspect in 

releasing mission logs, no one would 

have known about this so-called 

òSavior of the Klingon People, and life 

would be easier.) are repeating 

rumours, about demons ð from our 

distant past.  All the rumours seem to 

have originated in the tuchtaõ mIch 

Sector.  None have been 

substantiated, yet.  We continue to 

seek information.  

It is essential, if we face a threat, the 

details of which still lie buried in the 

tuchtaõ mIch, that our other borders 

remain secure.  Admiral Katalyia 

reports that Starbase KõShona is 

online and operational.  The strange 

equipment and systems failures have 

stopped.  I have not asked her how 

she stopped them; it is enough to 

know she has, and she has not 

requisitioned any new staff, either.  I 

am sure a list of workers òlostó in 

airlock accidents will surface one day.  

Until then, the matter is closed.  

Imperial Intelligence has so far failed to 

provide anything current on òsightingsó 

in the tuchtaõ mIch Sector.  

Commander KõEherang has found a 

potentially useful archaeological site in 

the Gamma Quadrant, and 

Commander Kaõtan-Chang has located 

a traitor with delusions of grandeur (he 

thought he was ready to steal the 

Empire and the Throne from Kahless; 

he was wrong.).  Capt. QwIlõeren has 

been back-

tracing the 

informants who 

supplied his 

captive Vorta 

with information, 

and has 

identified them 

as Orions who erred by not supporting 

us in the War.  Commander TõLara is 

still working on th e problems relating 

to the suspicious deaths of two agents 

at the SATCom Test Flight Facility 

last month.  She has no progress of 

significance to report.  It is interesting 

to note that no one has spoken of the 

rumours that are so prevalent on Sol 

III.  

Imperial Military has at last been 

presented with the replacement ships 

that were promised before the Civil 

War started.  The Commander, 

KIySaõra VelaH, is to be congratulated.  

She has persuaded the Imperial 

Shipyards on Klairos to deliver the 

ships ordered, 

more than 2 years 

ahead of schedule 

(Note: We must 

watch to see she 

is not re-

assigned to Bu-

Ships.  Her 

abilities are much too valuable in the 

Fleet.) and only marginally under 

strength; she solved that problem with 

an old tactic known as a òpress gangó, 

sending KeaõdeC and Kerlof to comb 

the favourite bars for our recently 

discharged crewmen.  They, combined 

with DuroQõs support of KIySaõraõs é 

discussions é with Bu-Pers and the 

unfortuné I mean the efficient warrior 

who assisted her in her task of 

properly staffing the flotilla.  The 

Readiness Report I received this 
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morning confirms that the new 

squadrons have been fully integrated 

with our veteran units, and the Flotilla 

is combat ready.  

Imperial Security is making progress 

in returning a 

measure of quiet 

to our client 

worlds, at last.  

His 

reinforcements 

should be arriving 

shortly, and when they have been 

integrated with his standing units, he 

should be near full strength, and able 

to assume most of the garrison roles 

that are currently draining strength 

from ImpMil.  He has had to assume 

the governorship of Shaula personally.  

He believes the Meherrin Rebellion 

may have been the result of greed.  

The former Governor is no longer 

available for é consultation, but all 

evidence so far points to deliberate 

abuse of power by official sources, for 

generations.  It is now his task to 

correct this.  Kaiden has assumed 

command of the planetary forces, 

restored order in the spaceport, and is 

currently ensuring the Meherrin do not 

further disturb the colonyõs production 

levels, while TõVar is trying to follow 

the traces of a missing Orion-owned 

ship which left the ôport immediately 

before the brief hostilities opened.  

Capt. Khaufen and Cmdr. KõReger 

have returned, barely, from their 

mission of òexplorationó.  The cover 

story we allowed to become current 

has not been penetrated yet.  However, 

we will not be able to keep this silent 

for long; too many incidents along the 

border of the tuchtaõ mIch and 

KinShaya Sectors have already cost us 

too many ships.  Khaufen has brought 

news of another loss.  He and 

KõReger were sitting quiet, as ordered, 

near the border, when they were 

attacked by a much stronger force ð a 

force which was able to detect them 

even though they were lying dead in 

space, with minimum life support and 

all systems powered down.  The K-

23-S was invisible to our best sensor 

technicians; how the intruders found 

them is unknown.  They managed to 

escape only because they slipped 

under a full strength patrol that 

uncloaked between them and the 

intruders.  They got away in the dust, 

but the patrol was lost with all hands.  

These ghost-like intruders are 

reminding me of too many things from 

the past, Admiral.  I am not yet ready 

to stake my command on who I think 

they are, and we will continue 

attempting to identify them, but I am 

not happy about exposing warriors to 

risks they CANNOT overcome.  

Certainly, we are all warriors, even we 

of the religious orders, and we know 

that death is a possibility every day.  

But, sending warriors into battle with a 

chance of winning, or even a chance of 

dying gloriously is one thing; sending 

them to be butchered without hope is 

another.  

I shall continue seeking information on 

these depredations in our perimeter 

Sectors, KõLay Qanich ; the Strike 

Force is ready for battle when you call 

upon us. 

% % % % %  

-   K'Reger Profile  -  
by K'Reger 

I was born on the Klingon outpost world of Kedemoth  to a 

family too poor to afford to send their sons to the Klingon 

Academy. This was no dishonor, the region had fallen on 

hard times and all of us were required to work long hours 

to support our rather large family. There were 9 of us, 

including my mother, so times were very hard from the 

beginning, and my first memories were at first watching my 

brothers and father going to work in the mines or fields, 

then I being `graduated' to working very long days, from 

before dawn to way after sunset, to go home to a warm 

meal and an almost immediate bedtime. 

In the summer right before my Age of Ascension, my 

father and 5 of my brothers were killed in a mine collapse 

when the Romulans attacked our colony, leaving a 

heartbroken widow and 2 severly injured boys hardly 

suited to supporting even such a demolished family. This 

left my mother to fend for work in a most depressed 

colony town, where for a time, the only employment to be 

had was digging out the bodies of the not so lucky victims, 

and trying to rebuild a virtually collapsed economy. A week 

after that attack my remaining brother, who still was not 

old enough, volunteered for the labor corps to work 

offworld after lying about his age and after a emotionally 

tense goodbye, turned and walked out of our world. I 

never saw him again, in another attack his ship and all 

aboard were incinerated by yet another nuisance raid by the 

Romulans. This left me, still not of age, to support my 

aging mother and myself in a place that had no ties, and no 

hopes for another broken Klingon family. 

I managed to secure a position as a laborer on a large 

plantation south of the beleaguered little town, and it barely 

kept my mother and I fed as long as we chose the least 

expensive food items. It was doubly hard for me, being at 

the Age of Ascension and the sole support for mother I 

found myself approaching manhood with little or no 

prospects for a future save being a common laborer until I 

was old and broken. So I began to plan and learn, and I 

kept an eye open for opportunities to leave this austere life, 

to perhaps enter the Academy and become an officer for 

several reasons. 

I never knew that my wish would come true so soon, but 

several weeks after my determination to be an officer in the 

Klingon Navy, Kedemoth was yet again attacked by the 

K'hestn Romulans. But this time I was not totally helpless 

to watch ones I loved and knew to die without me doing 

something about it so when the alarms went off, my nerve 

was steeled, and knowing there was a defense fighter 

sitting in its bunker near the field I was working in, I 

started towards it. I figured the pilot would beat me to it 

and I would be left on the ground, but each bunker also 

had it's own set of anti-aircraft/ spacecraft weapons, at 

least I could get some shots off at them. 

As I approached the bunker a Romulan fighter screeched 

overhead, and in seconds the entire area was being 

bombed and strafed, and I was thrown off my feet, figuring 

I would either be instaneously incinerated, or fragmented 

by the explosive charges they were using. Surprisingly 

though, I jumped up after he passed and I was still in one 
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piece, although I was covered in dirt. Looking around, I 

saw both the gun emplacements, and the pilot 

were.....gone, so I ducked into the bunker itself, and saw 

the defensive fighter was still intact. Crawling inside I 

looked around the unfamiliar cockpit, and wondered if it 

was such a good idea to try to pilot the little ship, but 

another pass by the enemy fighter galvanized me into 

action, and in seconds I was in the seat and looking to taxi 

it outside. Closing my eyes, I tried to imagine the 

instructional material I read when I was younger when I 

was supposed to be sleeping. Something clicked inside, 

and in an instant I knew what to do. Opening my eyes, I 

initiated main power, trickled some to the forward 

thrusters, and before I knew it, I was already halfway down 

the pockmarked runway and pulling back on the stick. I 

was airborne.  

Putting aside my elation, I erected my shields, and 

searched for the cloak, and at the same time I scanned the 

sky for the enemy ships so I could do whatever damage I 

could. Leveling off, I initiated the cloak, and I spotted a fast 

moving blob about 60 kellicams away, arcing back towards 

the town. Turning towards it, I took my eyes off the m ain 

screen to look for the weapons, when apparently he 

decided to make another pass...and the area of sky I was 

inhabiting at the moment became the place where his 

disruptors were passing through to shoot again at the 

town. 

Well, fortunately I had my shields up, unfortunately all that 

did was keep me from being fried on the spot, and before I 

knew it I was plummeting towards the ground. 

" Damn you, you're not gonna get me that easily." I said 

through gritted teeth, and with some effort I righted the 

craft and went in pursuit of my attacker. It was difficult to 

manuver the little ship in real life, no matter how I had 

done flight run-throughs in my mind when I was younger. 

But manuver it I did, and in seconds I was on his tail, and 

pounding his rear shields with my disruptors. We dodged 

and parried throughout the skies over my town, checking 

the weapons manifest, I saw I had a small complement of 

photon torpedoes, so I locked on and fired a burst of 3 

into his rear...and his shields collapsed and he quickly lost 

altitude and fell burning to the surface. Grinning wolfishly I 

went to search for another target, but his wingman must've 

spotted me, locked on and fell in behind me. I wondered 

how he saw me, when on the control panel I saw my cloak 

was offline and shields were nominal and failing with the 

pounding he was giving me as he chased me across the 

sky.  

"As the humans say, `discretion is the better part of valour' 

I thought to myself, and banking to the right, I headed back 

for the town, hoping the ground emplacements would take 

at least a little of the heat of me. Manipulating my rapidly 

failing ship, I sent the remainder of my life support power 

to the rear shields, and looked for a good place to try to 

land. I knew it would be a rather rough ride down to the 

ground, so snapping into the crash harness, I tried to lock 

on the remaining weapons onto my pursuer.  

" This, this is for you shooting me down, you petaQ." I 

said, and pressing the fire button, I felt my fighter buck 

with the release of the weapons fire and noticed that the 

pounding I was taking ceased for a few seconds. Taking 

advantage of that, I nosed down, then leveled off near the 

fields where I worked..and before I knew it, my forward 

momentum had stopped...and I was on the ground again. 

But it was a rather rude and abrupt stop, one of the 

overhead panels had detached and swung down impacting 

my forehead, giving me a rather nasty headache, and 

apparently a rather large cut on my face. But I was really 

grateful to be alive, and fumbling for a second to extract 

myself from the crash harness, I wanted to escape the ship 

in case the Romulans were bent on revenge for my 

interference in their attack. Shakily I pulled myself out of 

the seat, but before I got fully out, the airlock was forced 

open, and several males of the defense forces pushed their 

way in to see if the pilot was ok. To their suprise, instead 

of finding the pilot assigned to this ship, they found a 

rather dirty and bloody Klingon boy pulling himself out of 

the seat, obviously the one who had been the defender in 

the attack. They stared at each other and me for a second 

and I pulled myself up shakily and said,  

"My mother. How is she?"   

"Who are YOU?" the one in front responded but when I 

opened my mouth to respond the officer behind my 

inquisitor said in a proud voice, " Right now, his name is 

hero, he shot down one enemy ship, and severly damaged 

another to where it was easy to bring down with the 

ground emplacements. Break out the blood wine, this is 

one Klingon Warrior worthy of the praise of Kah'less!" 

In seconds I was spirited out of the fighter and into a 

transport, and amoungst the roaring Klingons in the back, 

a bottle of blood wine was passed around, with many 

toasts going to me and my bravery. But with this massive 

act of heroism and patriotism there was a price I paid. 

Breaking away from the knot of celebrating Klingon 

officers, I ran to my house, and saw a pile of debris that 

was once my domicile. There was no way anyone could've 

survived, apparently it had taken a full bomb blast and 

there was little to see that was familiar. I stood there for 

not knowing how long, then I walked to the shelter on the 

hope of her surviving by going there when the attack 

began. But no hope, I saw no familiar faces at the shelter, 

and with dread, I walked to the hospital hoping at least she 

was injured and not dead. When I walked in the reception 

area, I was overwhelmed by the number of casualties, and 

my heart went out to the victims of the unprovoked attack, 

rage built as I saw the number of injured Klingons, 

Warriors and noncombatants alike sitting and laying about 

moaning in pain, blood and misery was quite prevelent in 

force. Going to the desk, I asked for my mother and a 

nurse told me tersely that she was scheduled for surgery, 

but she was in the hallway not far from us. 

`Surgery?' I thought to myself, the shaky fear of losing her 

became more prevelent as I rushed forward to find my 

mother. Passing by one particular victim who was 

unrecognisable I glanced at her, and started to pass by, 

when a low, shaky, yet recognisable voice caught me, and 

pierced my heart with fright. "Son, you came. I'm glad you 

survived the attack." 

I was a bit repulsed by the sight of mother laying there 

bloody and burned, but I took her dirty hand and bent 

down. The excitement of what I had done with the fighter 

instantly turned to ashes, and I didn't care if I was branded 

a hero or not, I just wanted my mother alive.  

"Oh, your face is cut and your dirty." she said, looking me 

over. "What happened, did you get hurt in the fields?" I 

noticed she spoke with quite a bit of effort like she was in 

pain, but was putting on a front for me so I could be brave. 

" No, actually I piloted a fighter and shot down one of the 

Romulan petaQ." I said matter of factly but as the words 

left my mouth I felt nothing but regret and pain at her 
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condition. "Piloted a....fighter." she replied, and she closed 

her eyes for a second. She opened them up again and 

said, "I hope you don't get in trouble." Smiling at her, I 

said softly, "Actually I am a hero, but I escaped the 

celebration to find you." 

"A hero? Your father and brothers would be so proud. 

They.." she stopped and with a moan her eyes closed 

again. Just then a nurse walked up and told me I could see 

her after surgery, and before I knew it I was being 

escorted out by one of the attendants. 

"Come back later after surgery," he told me, and quickly he 

turned and walked back into the hospital to another patient. 

"There you are, young man." I turned around, and the 

officer who branded me a hero was walking up with 

several others behind him. "We wondered where you'd 

gotten off to." Still upset, I just nodded toward the hospital 

and said simply, "My mother.." 

He put his gloved hand on my shoulder and said softly, 

"I'm sure the best will be done for her, the doctors here are 

quite good." 

"I guess they have to be after as many attacks as we've 

suffered." I said bitterly, my eyes filled with tears and I felt 

all knotted up inside. 

"Come. It does no good standing in the street stewing 

when there are things we need to discuss." Blinking the 

tears out of my eyes, I wiped them then looked at the 

officer talking to me. 

"Oh, yes. My heroes welcome. I'm sure that must go on." I 

said quite sarcastically, and although the officer noticed my 

tone, he ignored it and turned me to face him. 

"That is but one part. The other is informing you of your 

status as a cadet in the Klingon Academy, with your 

classes to begin as soon as your able." He nodded to my 

face, and I remembered that I was injured too. 

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

The proceeding years went quickly, and I absorbed all I 

was presented like the `proverbial sponge.' Endless 

weeks cloistered away in stuffy classrooms gave way to 

field trips and instructional tours of ships and far away 

bases, then limited tours of duties first in our planetary 

system, then to further and further places with my 

responsibilites increasing. Soon I found myself in the 

captain's chair on night duty as we perused by the 

Klingon/Romulan border and again the rage started to run 

through me at the murdering petaQ as I thought how close 

I was to their ships and worlds. Fortunately my training 

held, and I buried my anger to try to perfom as expected. 

"Later. I'll get my just revenge on those petaQ later, I can't 

afford to throw away the trust put in my by mentor." 

Smiling, I thought how touched K'Gtal was at my concern 

for my mother, he was impressed by such a lady to inspire 

that devotion. Over the years K'Gtal had kept her informed 

at my progress and since he had lost his wife in an earlier 

attack on Kedemoth, they started to enjoy each others 

company....I wondered just what would progress. 

It was around that time I first met Khorghan Ghlanx..and 

although I wasn't too impressed with him as the standard 

Klingon warrior, I did like his unquenchable humor and 

intuitive manner he had to command and get the best out 

of his crew. This was during the time of the war against 

the Federation, and watching him bidding goodbye to the 

non-Klingon female he had taken up with I began to 

understand that there was more to relationships than just 

DNA. She was rather good looking, and her brief outfit 

did her justice showing off the sheen of her skin and most 

of her anatomy.  

"Well, goodbye Khorgie. Take care of yourself, and.." she 

eyed his crotch area, "..don't get anything damaged, ok?" 

He laughed and hugged her tightly, his hands roving over 

her backside. 

"You neither, love. I want to come home to you and..." 

Khorghan eyed me and smiled. "Let's just say you'll have to 

earn your consortship yet again." he winked and she 

giggled. " Again?" she said with mock alarm. "Will I ever 

earn consortship?" 

He winked again and squeezed her backside again. "Well, 

keep it up like the last times, and I'm sure you will...given 

time." At this Khorghan and his female laughed and she 

kissed him again. 

"Bye love, see you soon." 

"Bye, Lushy. Take care of yourself, babe." 

She just winked at him, then turning, she walked very 

slowly away, her sumptuous hips swinging with her walk. 

Khorghan just tilted his head and watched her until she 

was out of sight, then turned back to me. "Fine woman." 

he said simply as we walked towards the Glory Seeker.  

"So I see. I might have to try something like that 

someday." 

"You just might. There's something to be said about 

swimming in different waters." He grinned then burst out 

laughing. "Come. We have that mission the Admiral was 

so intent on giving us to go through, and not much time."  

I just nodded and with Khorghan I entered the Glory 

Seeker for the first time.  

The first several missions went well, and back at K'Shona 

I was sitting at the bar when a group of humanoids walked 

up and pushed me out of my chair. By this time 6 years 

had passed and I was larger and stronger than I was when 

I was a dirty boy crawling out of the fighter seat, but even 

standing up, I saw that the odds were not that great. But 

being the offended one, I had a point of honor to make, so 

I pulled my knife and challenged the biggest one to a fight. 

"Well, the Imperial petaQ wishes to prove his 

Warriorhood." he said to his buddies.  

"Imperial?" I said confused. "I am Klingon, not a kuuve like 

you." He just grinned, and pulling out a rather nasty 

looking dirk, he nodded to me. "Yes, you Imperial petaQ. 

For we are Klingon too, but not one accepted by the 

Empire, but those hunted down and sanctioned because 

we are not pure. We are Fusions, the pioneers, the 

forerunners of the Empire you inherited simply because 

your blood is `pure.'" But before I could react, he made a 

quick swipe at my midsection, and I felt a deep buring pain 

across my stomach. "This is for all the suffering you 

people caused us over the centuries." Then pointing it at 

my heart, he said, "And this...is for my House, which was 

annhilated in one of your blood feuds years ago." I knew 

then my life was over and he would plunge it into my chest, 

but before he did, in my failing sight because of blood 

loss, he suddenly crumpled, his dirk clattering to the floor 

out of his open hand.  

"You'll not assault the patrons in MY bar, you piece of filth" 

I saw it was Khorghan's par'machi `Lushy' and suddenly I 

knew why he liked her so much, she had impeccable 

timing. The other Fusions picked up their buddy and left 
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quickly, by now I had collapsed back into the chair looking 

at the blood flowing over my pants and dripping onto the 

floor.  

"Don't let them worry you too much K'Reger" she said in 

her funny accent. "They're just sore cause they don't have 

the ridges." When I didn't respond she noticed in the 

darkened room that I was injured, and in almost no time I 

was laying in a bio-bed in the stations sickbay. 

Some time must've went by, the doctor kept me mostly 

sedated so I just lay there trying to figure out what had 

really happened. As far as I knew, it was my duty now to 

get even for my injury and shame, and to do as much as I 

could to rid the Empire of all Fusions. I was still stewing 

on that when Khorghan's familiar face appeared above me, 

with Lushy right behind him. "K'Reger I do regret that had 

to happen, but that was a bad group you ran across." The 

anger and humilation welled up in me, and I almost 

shouted at him, "Yes, you bet they're bad, and if it's the last 

thing I do I will eradicate all Fusions from this universe!" 

There was an uncomfortable silence for a minute, then 

Lushy spoke up. "Now, K'Reger, love. Don't let those 

petaQ make you hate all Fusions, they're not all that bad. 

Like Khorgie said, that was just a bad group. I know many 

Fusions that are fine people, and make regular 

contributions to the Empire. Besides, if your not Klingon, 

you can get to hate Klingons if you don't know that not all 

of them are alike." She looked at Khorghan, then said, 

"When I first met Khorghan I thought he was a pompous 

ass with overtones of being a prick." Khorghan grinned 

and she leaned against him. I noticed she was in another 

of her very revealing outfits, she was virtually threads away 

from what could be termed `indecent exposure.õ Still hurt, 

I was not willing to concede the point of wanting to 

eradicate the Fusions, but her attitude did have me 

curious.  

"So what do you think of him now?" I said, and she 

slapped the side of his head and replied, " He can still be 

quite a prick, but at least he's tolerable now." Khorghan 

grinned at her and said, "You better not start anything here, 

or K'Reger here will get a good show of what interspecies 

mating is like." 

"Is that a threat or a promise?" She cooed at Khorghan 

rubbing up against him and he swatted her behind. 

"Later, baby. I got to get the Seeker ready to go." 

"Go?" I said, feeling lost. 

"Yeah, Admiral Chang assigned Dr. Natul and I to 

investigate the threat of Dominion Founders. Weõre due to 

shove off in about an hour for an unknown time." 

"Then Iõd better get with you." I said trying to sit up. 

"No, huh uh." Khorghan said pushing me back on the 

biobed. "Youõre on extended leave until we return, I want 

you to be totally healed when you return to duty. After all, 

that pig almost cut your insides out, and it will take a while 

for you to heal. I donõt want to have to serve you breakfast 

in bed, and hold your hand on duty. There are plenty of 

others that can take your place for the time being." 

Khorghan smiled and winked. "Now, do what the doctor 

tells you or I will have to gut you." With that, he laughed 

and he and Lushy left sickbay, leaving me frustrated and 

angry. ôYet another enemy.õ I thought to myself. `Why is it 

a man makes more enemies than friends?õ With that I 

drifted off to sleep, not knowing the Glory Seeker would 

find more than the final frontier. 

%  % % % %  

- KLUB CHANGES - 
NEW MEMBERS  

GSA Sector 6  GSA Sector 7  

Donald R. Maddox  

Lt (jg) Kerlof vestai-KorVok  

Imperial Military 

2115 Brantley Ave 

CopperasCove, TX 

76522 

dmaddox1@hot.rr.com 

John Barnes 

Ensign Krothos tai Martok  

Imperial Security 

2908 W.   1800 N. 

Clinton, UT   84015 

krothos82@hotmail.com 

 

ADDRESS CHANGES  

GSA Sector 5  

 

Debra Lynn Stanley 

Lt (jg) Kenar Vedra vestai quvHubwI' 

micapuss@yahoo.com  

GSA Sector 6  

 

Tom McDonnell  

Lt. Maw'qu' vestai-Karazan 

IDS  

Arlington, Texas  

IKV Raptor 

krom52@hotmail.com  

GSA Sector 8  

 

Michael C. Robbins 

Fleet Capt. Borg zantai-QI'mpeq 

P.O. Box 11 

Dulzara 

California 

91917 
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