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IN OUR TOP NEWS STORY TODAY, SEVERAL
THOUSAND NEW CADETS ARE ARRIVING IN SAN
FRANCISCO FOR TODAYS INDOCTRINATION INTO
STARFLEET ACADEMY'S CLASS OF 2375. AMONG
THESE INDIVIDUALS ARE SEVERAL BRIGHT YOUNG
MEN AND WOMEN. A FEWW ARE LISTED BELOW:
WILLIAM MASTEN TARINN JARAL

DARIE DUNN SCOTT SECOR
JANOK
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Starfleet Academy

Concept by:  Mark Sickle

Storyline created and written by: Mark Sickle

Based on Gene Roddenberry’s “Star Trek”

This story, and all future stories, is written in grateful memory of the creator of the greatest space adventure ever created – Gene Roddenberry.

LEGAL NOTE:  This series has nothing to do with the already in print book series published by Bantam Books by the same name.
(2001)

Episode 1

First Days
Underway: 04/22/01

Prologue

Daria Dunn couldn’t believe what she was reading.  She had never once been in the news, and it was an exciting prospect that millions of people from across the Federation would now be reading about her.  
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More exciting than the news she was now reading, though, was the fact that she was now reporting for duty at the Academy.  She had never been anywhere before, living out her whole life at her family’s home in Massachusetts.   Now here she was, on the grounds of the one place she had always wanted to go.  


It was beautiful!  She had been idling around the Academy grounds all morning, and taking in the sights and sounds of the various cadets rushing about their daily routines.  

The groundskeeper must be something special, though, she thought.  Scattered around the courtyard were some of the most gorgeous plants and flowers that she had ever seen. And on a clear, blue sky with a warm breeze coming in off of the bay, and the architectural wonder of the San Francisco Bridge in the background, it made for a beautiful sight.  I’m going to love it here, she thought.
As she continued to walk around, a cadet came rushing up to her.  Obviously she stood out from  everybody else because she was not wearing a Starfleet uniform yet.  Instead, she wore her simple green, one-piece tunic with her bag of clothing slung over her shoulder. She slipped the PADD into the bag and turned her attention to the cadet.

“Are you here for the indoctrination?” the cadet asked.

“Yes, why?” she asked.

“They’re starting in 10 minutes in the main auditorium.  They’re asking that all new recruits go there now…” he said.  And with that, the cadet turned on his heel and rushed off in another direction, supposedly to track down other people who were new to the campus and needed to be at the auditorium.

“Thank you,” she called out.  

She turned and began walking in the direction of the campus’s main auditorium, in the central part of the park.  It was a huge building, with the flags of the Federation and Starfleet flying from their respective poles outside.

She walked up the stairs and into the main lobby, which was a wild mob of individuals all there for the same reason.  They were all new recruits to the Academy, just like here.  She followed the crowd in to the auditorium and found a seat.  

The wave of new recruits around her was alive with noise and the nervous conversations of people meeting for the very first time.  Looking around the cavernous room, Daria was surprised to see many of the new cadets who were decidedly not human.  She saw Bajorans, Ferengi, Bolian, Andorian, and many more.  

Not that she had anything against them, she just wasn’t very fond of anybody who didn’t come from Earth.  She had once met a Nuvarian, and despite the fact that the alien had a pleasant enough attitude towards her, she threw a glass of water at him for simply mispronouncing her name.  

The crowd began to hush when a stout gentleman walked across the stage at the front of the auditorium.  He got to the middle of the stage and stood staring out at the new cadets, gently waving his hand around signaling for silence.

Once the crowd had quieted, he began to speak in a unique, booming voice.

“To all of you, welcome to Starfleet Academy,” he said.

“Being accepted to this institution can only mean one thing – you all have distinct abilities and potential that you have made the decision to serve Starfleet with.  This is a four-year learning lesson on how to best use those skills you already have, to be capable of being a valuable member of this organization.  For those of you seeking to go into the medical field, you will have an additional 4 years after this.  

“So, it will not be an easy road, this next four years.  But if you show perseverance and dedication, you will make it, and will get the chance to experience some of the most unbelievable things that exist in our galaxy.”

The man grew silent for a moment, catching his breath.  His glance swept across the entire scope of the auditorium and the new cadets before him.  

“Again, we want to welcome to Starfleet Academy.  And good luck!”
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