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

(2001)

Episode 1

Mirages

Underway: 04/22/01

Note:  This story was originally written for The Legend Continues in 1997.  For the purposes of having a good startup adventure, it has been adapted and re-written for this series.
Prologue

“Captains Logs – Stardate 53128.2”

“During the grudgingly long war with the Klingons, and the Dominion, and several battles with the Borg in between, the primary mission of Starfleet had unfortunately been put on the back burner.  Now that the menace of the Dominion has retreated back to where they came from, and the wounds of war are healing, Starfleet again turns its eyes to the exploration of our galaxy.  


“Today marks a historic day for Starfleet and her long lost mission, because 6 new starships are being launched simultaneously to take up that mission.  I’m glad to be a part of that as captain of this new Oberth class ship, the USS Discovery.  Our orders, are to proceed past the known boundaries of Federation space, and to continue what our ancestors first set out to do – explore strange new worlds, seek out new life forms, and to boldly go where no one has gone before.”


Captain Christopher Jack closed out his log entry, and took a quick look around the bridge.  He caught little glances from his bridge crew in his direction, and he could see the eagerness in their eyes.  They were mostly young officers, and for them, the excitement of leaving spacedock for their first mission on a new ship was overwhelming.


Jack was antsy too.  It had been 3 years since he had been on a bridge, and the first time he had ever been in command of a starship.


He turned around in his command chair to look at the side wall to this right, where Lieutenant Jason Garcia, the communications officer, was monitoring message traffic between nearby starships and Spacedock.


“Any word from Spacedock yet?” Captain Jack asked.


The communications officer merely nodded his head in a negative response.  “No, sir.  Not yet.”


“Have any of the others launched yet?” the captain asked.


“Yes sir.  The starships Venture, Journey, Gatherer, and T’Fon have all cleared spacedock and are standing by in Earth orbit.”


The captain nodded his head.  “Let me know when they call.  I’ll be in the ready room,” he said as he stood up out of his chair.


Walking across the small bridge, he entered into his personal ready room, which stood just off the bridge.  For a moment, he just stood and stared around him at the space that would serve as his personal office.  Small, but adequate, he thought.


Sometime later, he would have to come in here to finish unpacking his personal effects.  The only thing he had already taken out was the holo-picture of his wife and little boy.  That sat on the desk next to his desktop computer terminal.


He made his way over to the desk and sat down, activating the computer terminal in front of him.  “Computer, display all messages received this morning,” he said. 


A very short list of all communications sent to him in the last few hours came up on the screen.  He scanned them with his eyes, and a few caught his attention, but he settled on one from his father.


It was a pre-recorded message from his father, who spent the better part of ten minutes telling him how proud he was and how much he looked forward to seeing him again when he came back to Earth.  The message ended with his father saying “Good luck.”


Jack sat back and smiled.  He remembered years ago when his father had opposed him going into Starfleet.  Mad as he was, though, the last thing his father had said to him before he left for the Academy was “Good luck.”

It was not said to be facetious, but to acknowledge that he had been wrong about his son’s decision to join Starfleet.  That he truly was proud, and not angry that he might be throwing his life away.


The communicator on his uniform chirped, bringing the captain out of his reverie.  The voice of Lieutenant Garcia came through, crisp and clear.  “Captain, the starship Expedition has just cleared spacedock, and spacedock control is giving us permission to begin maneuvering.”  

“Acknowledged – I’ll be right there.”

Moments later, Captain Jack was standing next to his command chair on the bridge, smiling profusely, as he studied the faces of his crew awaiting orders.

“Okay, here we go, people…” he said.  “Signal spacedock control we’re ready to release all docking clamps…”

Lt. Garcia called out, “All docking clamps released.”

“One quarter thrusters, helm.  Ease us out slowly…”

“One quarter thrusters aye, sir,” came the response from the young navigation officer, Ensign Adam Weier.  “All mooring lines cleared… 15 seconds to aft doors.”

On the viewscreen at the front of the bridge, the internal layout of the spacedock began to disappear, as the ship grew closer to the exit point.

The two massive doors that served as an inlet for starships leaving or entering spacedock were agape, and in seconds the ship had glided through them and out into space.
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“We’ve cleared the doors, sir.  Standing by for maneuvering,” Ensign Weier said.


Captain Jack looked at Ensign Weier.  “Good work, ensign.”  He turned to face Lt. Garcia.  “Garcia, send a congratulatory message to all 5 of the others.  And wish them ‘fair winds and following seas’…!”

The science officer, a short Indian man with thick black hair, glanced over at the captain with a confused look on his face.  “Fair winds and following seas?  Sir?”  Obviously he didn’t understand what the phrase meant.

“It’s an old nautical expression, first used on Earth in the mid eighteenth century, Lieutenant.  It means… ‘Have a good and safe voyage!’”.

The science officer nodded his understanding.  “Thank you sir.”  He turned his attention back to the science panel, and the sensor scans he had been monitoring.

Ensign Weier looked up at him from over his shoulder.  “Orders, sir?”


The captain smiled, knowing that he was about to embark his ship and crew on an awesome adventure into the unknown, just like he had always dreamt about.  He would remember this day for the rest of his life.


“Set a course for the Galactic Center…  warp 4,” he said.  Taking a seat in his command chair, but leaning forward.


“Let’s see what’s out there….  Engage!”






