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From the First Officer 

 

     Hi and welcome to another edition of the 

StarLight. I find myself sitting at home, a 

few days away from Starbase Indy. Count-

ing down the time and bored out of my 

skull. In case you missed what I just said, 

yes I am finally home. I was discharged 

from rehab in late September. I know, I was 

supposed to if not should have said some-

thing in the earlier newsletters, but I kept 

forgetting to put it in the newsletter. It’s one 

of the many things I’m still learning how to 

live with. And don’t ask me to list them all 

cause I just don’t have enough space to list 

them all. Ha, ha, ha. 

     It’s not been an easy road these last two 

and a half months. But I am slowly getting 

my feet back underneath me and moving 

forward. The only thing I have to worry 

about is my balance. I’m still working on 

that part. And working hard on it. So if you 

see me this year Starbase Indy and it looks 

like I am staggering a bit, it’s not because I 

am drunk, it’s because I’m sober. Well 

enough of this, what I call dribble. Let’s get 

down to the meat of the subject. 

     In this issue of the StarLight, there is a 

report and hopefully a few pictures from 

Starbase Indy and Dinner with the Stars. 

Also in this issue, an article on the very  

first all-female spacewalk, a report on 

the next Star Trek movie, Star Trek 4, 

the next installment of The Weird, The 

Strange and the What the !@$#. Also 

with this issue, we are bringing some-

thing out of mothballs. Only the name 

has been changed. The new name for 

this new featurette is Snoop’s Secret 

Recipes, and of course the next chapter 

in the story of the Brightstar.  

     Well, that’s it for now. So read on. It 

time for me to put this puppy to bed. See 

you all next issue. 

 

                    The First Officer 

That One Small Step for Man,  

One Giant Leap for Women 

Everywhere 

 

      On Friday, October 18, 2019, at ap-

proximately at 7:44 a.m., N.A.S.A. 

made history yet again. This historical 

moment involved Flight Engineer 

Christina Koch and Flight Engineer 

Jessica Meir. If you hadn’t figured by 

the names, they are both females. Both 

of these females team to walk in space. 

Now there have been women who have 

performed spacewalks in the past. But 

this is the first spacewalk that both  



astronauts are women. They both spent a 

total of seven hours and seventeen minutes 

outside the International Space Station 

(I.S.S.). 

     During the almost eight hours of the 

spacewalk, they replaced a faulty Battery 

Charge-Discharge Unit (BCDU). They al-

so performed some get-ahead tasks and 

installed a stanchion on the Columbus 

module of the I.S.S. So far this year 

alone, there has been a total of eight space-

walks performed by the crew of the I.S.S. 

Since the advent of the I.S.S. there has 

been a total of two hundred and twenty-one 

spacewalks, That time adds up to be a to-

tal of fifty-seven days, twenty hours and 

twenty-nine minutes in space. So far that 

is. This is Meir’s first spacewalk, while 

this the fourth for Koch. To this date, Koch 

has a total of twenty-seven hours and forty-

eight minutes outside of the I.S.S. under 

her belt. 

     This is both Koch and Meir’s first flight 

into space. Both women are part of the 

2013 astronaut class. Which had an equal 

number of men and women. Koch first ar-

rived at the I.S.S. in March of 2019. Meir 

arrived a few months later. Koch will be at 

the I.S.S. for a total of eleven-month to 

study the effects of long-duration space-

flights on women. This study is needed for 

the Artemis Moon project and the Mars 

mission. Meir became the fourteenth U.S. 

woman to make a spacewalk. She is the 

fifteenth woman in the world to perform a 

spacewalk that began in 1984 with the 

Russian Cosmonaut Svetians Savitskaya 

in July of that year followed by N.A.S.A. 

astronaut Kathryne Sullivan a few months 

later in October.  

After their historic spacewalk, both talked 

to the media via webcast. They both 

talked about their excitement about the 

Artemis project and the Mars mission. 

And their hopes of becoming the first 

woman to walk on the Moon. 

     Meir told the media that, “I would ab-

solutely love to be the first woman on the 

moon. That would be my ideal mission. It 

is time for us to go back to the moon, and 

I think that we will be able to do that in the 

near future and I would love to be the one 

on that mission”.  

     Meir told space.com, “How much of a 

dream it has been for me to not only be-

come an astronaut but to one day com-

plete a spacewalk---really looking for-

ward to the potential to do a spacewalk 

since that’s really what I’ve always envi-

sioned myself doing really my whole life.” 

     Meir told the media what she wrote in 

her high school yearbook, “I said: to go 

for a spacewalk. So, I finally checked that 

box and have lived that dream.” She goes 

on and says, “Another dream would be to 

go to the moon. That’s always the image I 

had from the very first drawing I did of 

when I said I wanted to be an astronaut in 

the first grade-was standing on the sur-

face of the moon. So, I think maybe I’ll 

make that my new dream”. 

     Koch said, “The idea of having the 

honor of being the first woman to walk on 

the moon is almost too great to fathom.” 

“Of course, it would be a dream of mine 

and has been my entire life but for now, I’ll 

just settle for knowing that I’ll probably at 

least know the first woman to walk on the 



moon.” Koch goes on and says, “I definite-

ly do not necessarily know the selection 

process.” “but I do know that every single 

person in our office is extremely qualified 

and whoever does that mission will be car-

rying the hopes and dreams of everyone to 

explore.” 

     Both Koch and Meir are two of twelve 
women astronauts still active in 

N.A.S.A.’s astronaut corp. Koch and Me-
ir met when both were accepted into the 
astronaut program at the same time in 2013 
and have been friends ever since. Both are 
members of the Expedition sixty-one crew 
which occupies the I.S.S. 

Something Old, Something New 

 

     With the advent of Snoop taking over 

the ten-forward lounge with the departure 

Miss Violet, I have bought something out 

of retirement. That something was a series 

of recipe columns. What the title of those 

columns was, I don’t remember it, and it 

doesn’t matter at the moment. 

     So, with this reboot, as it were, the new 

title for this column will be Snoop’s Secret 

Recipes. Yeah, I know the title sucks. Just 

consider it a work in progress. So, with-

out further ado, welcome to the first install-

ment of Snoop’s Secret Recipes. Hey, if 

you can think of a better title with Snoop’s 

name in it, just let me know. Read On. 

 

Tranya 

 ½  cup     Orange Juice 

  ¼  cup     Lemon Juice 

   ¼  cup     Lime Juice 

   ¼  cup     Lime Juice 

   ½  cup     Honey 

6 ½  cup     Water 

 Ice Cubes (Optional) 

Serves 6-8    10 minutes to make. 

 

1. Combine the juices and honey in a 

pot on the stovetop. Heat the mix-

ture stirring occasionally until the 

honey has dissolved. It doesn’t 

need to be very hot and it definitely 

shouldn’t boil. 

2. Allow the mixture to cool slightly, 

then pour it in your favorite pitcher. 

Use a 2-quart plastic one. If you 

have slightly larger or smaller, you 

should be able to follow the recipe 

as is. If your pitcher is much differ-

ent in size, you may want to change 

the measurements. 

3. Fill the pitcher about halfway with 

water and stir to combine. If you are 

adding ice, now is the time to do it. 

This will cool the drink quickly. Fill 

the pitcher the rest of the way up 

with water 

4. Serve cold over ice if you like. To 

make the hot version, add a few 

spoonfuls to a mug of hot black tea. 

 

 

Star Trek Tribble Macaroons 

 

Serves 10 

270 calories per serving 

Equipment you will need. 



Large mixing bowl  

3 medium mixing bowls 

Whisk 

3 Wooden Spoons 

¾ ounce ice cream scoop 

Baking sheet lined with parchment 

paper 

Baking spray 

 

 

3                     Egg Whites 

½  cup             Granulated Sugar 

14 ounces       Sweetened Coconut 

(shredded) 

1 teaspoon      Vanilla Extract 

½ teaspoon     Salt 

2 tablespoons Caramel Sauce 

1  tablespoon   Coconut Sugar 

1 ½ ounce Melted Chocolate Baking 

Squares  

1.  Preheat oven to 325  

2. In a large bowl, whisk together egg 

whites, granulated sugar, vanilla ex 

tract, and salt until frothy. 

3.  Use a wooden spoon to mix in the 

coconut 

4.  Divide mixture evenly into three 

bowls for three flavors, vanilla, choc-

olate, and caramel. Fold melted choc-

olate into a bowl. Fold caramel sauce 

and dark brown sugar into another 

bowl. Leave third bowl plain. 

5.  Use a cookie scoop to place maca-

roons into a baking sheet. 

6.  Bake for 15 to 20 minutes or until       

golden brown. 

The Weird, The Strange and 
What the !@#$ 

     Welcome to another installment of 
"The Weird, The Strange and What the !
@#$." I'm sure with this installment you're 
going to love, if not scratch your head 
wondering what these people were think-
ing. I was wondering that myself when I 
read these articles. Let me say this before 
we go any further. I DO NOT, and I repeat 
this, I DO SUPPORT ANY TYPE OF 
DRUG USAGE AT ALL. When you 
read the first three stories, you will under-
stand why I put that out there. I came 
across these stories while online.                                                     

     While reading these, I was doing one 
of three things. I was either laughing, 
scratching my head or saying to myself, 
what the hell were they thinking. So, I am 
pretty sure you're going to love them. 

     So, without further ado, read on and 
have some fun. Let me say this before you 
go any further, I know you will find this 
funny as hell. I know I did, and I use to 
work for this company. 

   Man Gets Really Stoned After 
Drinking McDonald's Sweet Tea 

Hilton Head, S.C. 

     A South Carolina man went to 
McDonald's for sweet tea says he re-
ceived a little extra herbal substance on 
the side.      

     The Island Packet reports Parrish 
Brown went to a McDonald's on Hilton 
Head Island asked for a sweet tea with 
light ice and extra lemon. 



Brown now believes "extra lemon" was 
code for marijuana since he found three 
bags of weed in his cup. He says he only 
realized it once he was "high as a kite." 

     Brown says he'd never had marijuana, 
so he didn't recognize the taste. He says 
he paid regular price for the item. 

     Beafort County Sheriff's Office 
spokesman Maj. Bob Branage says an in-
vestigation is ongoing. He didn't specify 
which McDonald's Brown had gone to.  

     McDonald's didn't immediately re-
spond to a request for comment. 

Funeral Mourners Get Stoned After 
Being Served Hash cake at Restau-

rant 

Berlin, Germany (AP) 

     Police say a funeral in eastern Germany 
ended on an involuntary drug high when 
mourners were accidentally served hash 
cake. 

     Rostock police said Tuesday after the 
burial in Wiethagen, the funeral party went 
to a restaurant for coffee and cake, as is 
customary in Germany. But after eating the 
cake, 13 people experienced nausea and 
dizziness and needed medical treatment. 

     A police investigation revealed that the 
restaurant employee that was in charge of 
the cakes had asked her 18-year-old 
daughter to bake them. However, the 
mother accidentally took the wrong cake 
from the freezer to the funeral. She took a 
hash cake that the teenager had made for 

a different occasion. 

     Police said the 18-year old is under in-
vestigation. 

     The incident happened in August but 
wasn't published earlier out of respect for 
the mourners. 

Deputies Tell Florida Man: Stop 
Calling 911 About Your Stolen 

Weed 

Dade City, Florida (AP) 

     Authorities say a Florida man repeat-
edly called 911 to report that his room-
mate had stolen his marijuana. 

     A deputy for the Pasco County Sher-
iff's Office posted a Twitter response to 
the man's calls Saturday night: Stop call-
ing. 

     Deputy Neal Zalva says in the Twitter 
video that he called the man back to tell 
him to quit contacting the sheriff's office 
about the stolen marijuana. Zalva record-
ed the video as part of the agency's 
#TweetAlong program, which allows 
viewers to get a behind-the-scenes look 
at the police work by the deputies. 

     Recreational marijuana use remains 
illegal in Florida. 

     A sheriff's office spokesman says no 
charges were filed against the caller. 

     Sheriff's officer communications di-
rector Kevin Doll said Tuesday they just 



wanted the man to stop calling about the 
stolen weed. 

Woman Sold Medical Excuse Note 
to Students for $20 each 

Evans, Louisiana (AP) 

     Authorities in Louisiana say a woman 
who worked at a medical clinic has been 
arrested for selling fake doctor's notes to 
high school students so they can get out 
of class. 

     News outlets report a 52-year-old 
Belinda Gail Fondren was charged with 
filing or maintaining false public records. 

     Vermon Parish Sheriff Sam Craft says 
Fondren was selling medical excuses for 
$20 each. He says, two students at 
Evan's High School in Evans, Louisiana 
received excuses on 14 occasions. 

     Deputies said a physician received a 
call from Vernon Parish School Board 
about the absence notes. He told deputies 
he did not treat the students, nor did he 
authorize the excuses. 

      Craft says Fondren worked in a cleri-
cal position at the clinic. 

       It's unclear whether Fondren has an 
attorney.  

STAR TREK 4  is Back On 

     This just in, the Hollywood Reporter 

has just confirmed that Paramount has 

announced that the next Star Trek movie 

is back on. The Hollywood Reporter al-

so reported that Star Trek 4 will also 

have a new director as well. 

     SJ Clarkson, who would have been 

the first woman to have directed a Star 

Trek film in the franchise’s history, left 

the project in January. With the departure 

of Clarkson, Hollywood Reporter Aaron 

Couch said this may mean that the script 

and Chris Hemsworth will no longer be 

involved with the picture.  

     The director that Paramount has hired 

to take the helm of the new Star Trek 4, 

is the creator of Fargo and Legion, is No-

ah Hawley. Noah won an Emmy for out-

standing miniseries for the first season 

of Fargo. This will be Noah Hawley’s 

second film he has directed. His first film 

title “Lucy in the Sky” starring Natalie 

Portman. He was in the process of writ-

ing a “Dr. Doom” script for Marvel Stu-

dios when it was taken over by Walt Dis-

ney studio. 

     It is said that he will also write the new 

script for ST4. The is no information on 

what the plot will be at this time. Para-

mount has been trying to produce the 

fourth Star Trek movie since the premi-

ere of Star Trek Beyond in 2016. 

     Hollywood Reporter also said that 

Paramount also announced that Chris 

Pine, Zachary Quinto, Zoe Saladna, 

Karl Urban, John Cho, and Simon Pegg 

will be coming back as the crew of the  



of the Enterprise. When someone asked 

Simon Pegg about the next Star Trek 

movie, he said, he was “excepting to re-

turn as Scotty for ST4,” but he admitted 

making another Star Trek film could be 

“difficult” following the sudden death of 

Anton Yelchin at the age of 27 in 2016 

when he was crushed by his jeep a month 

after the premiere of ST3. “I know we’re 

doing more. I’d love to – I love these guys. 

It’s, of course, difficult because we lost 

Anton and moving forward without him 

still feels unimaginable.” 

     Hawley will also be producing the film 

under his 26 Keys banner along with 

Abrams Bad Robot production. This film 

will follow the Kelvin timeline. 

     Paramount is also doing a separate 
Star Trek moving with Quentin Tarantino. 
He has been working on this project for 

the last two years. Tarantino’s version will 

most likely be rated “R”. The first Star 

Trek film in the franchise’s to be rated so. 
Paramount is hoping that Quentin will di-
rect the film. No release date has been an-
nounced for either film yet. 

A Total Bust 

 

     Well, this was supposed to have been 
an article about Starbase Indy and “Dinner 
with the Stars” that was to have taken 
place at the con. Unfortunately, this will not 
be the case. I had everything ready to go, 
then at the last moment, everything went 
south. My ride had to cancel due to family 
matters. So I was left without a ride. 

     I tried putting out the call for help on 
Facebook but got no response from any-
one. I tried some friends online but that 
was a no-go also. I even tried a suggest- 

ion given by another friend. That sugges-
tion didn’t work out either. And as you 
might have already guessed, I was able to 
go to the con. 

     So this is to let you know that I could 
not go to Starbase Indy or the “Dinner 
with the Stars.” Nor will there be any pic-
tures from either of those two events. So 
this away mission was a complete and to-
tal bust.  

     Oh well, there is always InConJuntion 
in July or maybe Starbase next Novem-
ber. Who knows. 

     So, to replace that, I have found a 
Christmas story that I am sure everybody 
will love. I found this story while I was 
scrolling through my Facebook account. 
And it will bring a tear to your eye. I know 
it did me when I first read it. So enjoy it.  

Christmas at The Gas Station 

 

     The old man sat in his gas station on a 
cold Christmas Eve. He hadn’t been any-
where in years since his wife had passed 
away. It was just another day for him. He 
didn’t hate Christmas, he just couldn’t 
find a reason to celebrate. He was sitting 
there looking at the snow that had been 
falling for the last and wondering what it 
was all about when the door opened and 
a homeless man stepped through. 

     Instead of throwing the man out, Old 
George as he was known by his custom-
ers, told the man to come and sit by the 
heater and warm-up. “Thank you, but I 
don’t mean to intrude,” said the stranger. 
“I see you’re busy, I’ll just go.” “Not with-
out something hat in your belly,” George 
said. 

     He turned and opened a wide mouth 
Thermos and handed it to the stranger. “It 
ain’t much, but it’s hot and tasty, stew, 



made it myself. When you’re done, 
there’s coffee and it’s fresh.” 

     Just at that moment, he heard the 
“ding” of the driveway bell. “Excuse me, 
be right back,” George said. There in the 
driveway was a ’53 Chevy. Steam was 
rolling out of the front. The driver was 
panicked. “Mister can you help me!” said 
the driver with a deep Spanish accent. 
“My wife is with child and my car is bro-
ken.” George opened the hood. It was 
bad. The block looked cracked from the 
cold, the car was dead. “You ain’t going in 
this thing,” George said as he turned 
away. 

     “But mister, please help.” The door of 
the office closed behind George as he 
went inside. He went to the office wall 
and got the keys to his old truck and went 
back outside. He walked around the 
building, opened the garage, started the 
truck and drove it around to where the 
couple was waiting. “Here, take my 
truck,” he said. “She ain’t the best thing 
you ever looked at but she runs real 
good.” 

     George helped put the woman into the 
truck and watched as it sped off into the 
night. He turned and walked back inside 
the office. “Glad I gave’em the truck, their 
tires were shot too. That ol’ truck has 
brand new,” George thought he was talk-
ing to the stranger, but the man had gone. 
The Thermos was on the desk, empty, 
with a used coffee cup beside it. “Well, at 
least he got something in his belly.” 
George thought. 

     George went back outside to see if the 
old Chevy would start. It cranked slowly, 
but it started. He pulled it into the garage 
where the truck had been. He thought he 
would tinker with it for something to do. 
Christmas Eve meant no customers. He 
discovered the engine block hadn’t 
cracked, it was just the bottom hose on 

the radiator. “Well, shoot, I can fix this,” 
he said to himself. So he put a new one 
on. 

     “Those tires ain’t gonna get’em 
through the winter either.” He took the 
snow treads off of his wife’s old Lincoln. 
They were like new and he wasn’t going 
to drive the car anyway. 

     As he was working, he heard shots 
being fired. He ran outside and beside a 
police car an officer lay on the cold 
ground. Bleeding from the left shoulder, 
the officer moaned, “Please help me.” 

     George helped the officer inside as 
he remembered the training he had re-
ceived in the Army as a medic. He knew 
the wound needed attention.                                                                                                  

“Pressure to stop the bleeding,” he 
thought. The uniform company had 
been there that morning and had left 
clean shop towels.  He used those and 
duct tape to bind the wound. “Hey, they 
say duct tape can fix anything,” he said, 
trying to make the policeman feel at 
ease. 

     “Something for the pain,” George 
thought. All he had was the pills he 
used for his back. “These ought to 
work.” He put some water in a cup and 
gave the policeman the pills. “You hang 
in there, I’m going to get you an ambu-
lance.” 

     The phone was dead. “Maybe I can 
get one of your buddies on that there 
talk box out in your car.” He went out 
only to find that a bullet had gone into 
the dashboard destroying the two-way 
radio. 

     He went back in to find the policeman 
sitting up. “Thanks,” said the officer. 
“You could have left me there. The guy 
that shot me is still in the area.” 

     George sat down beside him, “I 
would never leave an injured man in the 



in the Army and I ain’t gonna leave you.” 
George pulled back the bandage to check 
for bleeding. “Looks worse than what it 
is. Bullet passed right through ‘ya. Good 
thing it missed the important stuff 
though. I think with time your gonna be 
right as rain.” 

     George got up and poured a cup of 
coffee. “How do you take it?” he asked. 
“None for me,” said the officer. “Oh, yer 
gonna drink this. Best in the city. Too bad 
I ain’t got no donuts.” The officer laughed 
and winced at the same time. 

     The front door of the office flew open. 
In burst a young man with a gun. “Give 
me all your cash! Do it now!” The young 
man yelled. His hand was shaking and 
George could tell that he had never done 
anything like this before. 

     “That’s the guy that shot me!” ex-
claimed the officer. 

     “Son why are you doing this?” asked 
George. “You need to put the cannon 
away. Somebody else might get hurt.” 

     The young man was confused, “Shut 
up old man or I’ll shoot you, too. Now 
give me the cash.” 

     The cop was reaching for his gun. 
“Put that thing away,” George said to the 
cop. “We got one too many in here now.” 

     He turned his attention to the young 
man. “Son, it’s Christmas Eve. If you 
need money, well then, here. It ain’t much 
but it’s all I got. Now put that pea shooter 
away.” 

     George pulled out $150, out of his 
pocket and handed it to the young man, 
while reaching for the barrel of the gun at 
the same time. The young man released 
his grip on the gun, fell to his knees and 
began to cry. “I’m not very good at this, 
am I? All I wanted was to buy something 
for my wife and son,” he went on,  

“I’ve lost my job, my rent is due, my car 
got repossessed last week.” 

     George handed the gun to the cop. 
“Son, we all get in a bit of a squeeze now 
and then. The road gets hard sometimes, 
but we make it through the best way we 
can.” 

     He got the young man to his feet and 
sat him down on a chair across from the 
cop. “Sometimes we do stupid things.” 
George handed the young man a cup of 
coffee. “Bein’ stupid is one of the things 
that makes us human. Comin’ in here 
with a gun ain’t the answer. Now sit there 
and get warm and we’ll sort this thing 
out.” 

     The young man had stopped crying. 
He looked over to the cop, “Sorry I shot 
you. It just went off. I’m sorry officer.” 
“Shut up and drink your coffee.” The cop 
said. George could hear the sounds of si-
rens outside. A police car and an ambu-
lance skidded to a halt. Two cops came 
through the door, with guns drawn. 
“Chuck! You ok?” One of the cops asked 
the wounded officer. 

     “Not bad for a guy who took a bullet. 
How did you find me?” 

     “GPS locator in the car. Best thing 
since sliced bread. Who did this?” the 
other cop asked as he approached the 
young man. 

     Chuck answered him, “I don’t know. 
The guy ran off into the dark. Just 
dropped his gun and ran.” 

     George and the young man both 
looked puzzled at each other. 

     “That guy work here?” the wounded 
officer continued. “Yep,” George said, 
“just hired him this morning. The boy lost 
his job.” 

     The paramedics came in and found 



Chuck and loaded him onto the stretcher. 
The young man leaned over the wounded 
cop and whispered, “Why?” 

     Chuck just said, “Merry Christmas 
boy and you too George and thanks for 
everything.” 

     “Well, it looks like you got one doozy 
of a break there. That ought to solve 
some of your problems.” 

     George went into the back room and 
came out with a box. He pulled out a ring 
box. “Here you go, something for the lit-
tle woman. I don’t think Martha would 
mind. She said it would come in handy 
someday.” 

     The young man looked inside to see 
the biggest diamond ring he ever saw. “I 
can’t take this,” said the young man. “It 
means something to you.” 

     “And now it means something to 
you.” Replied George. “I got my memo-
ries. That’s all I need.” 

     George reached into the box again. 
An airplane, a car, and a truck appeared 
next. The toys that the oil company had 
left George to sell. “Here’s something for 
that little man of yours.” 

     The young man began to cry again as 
he handed back the $150 that the old man 
had handed him earlier. 

     “And what are you supposed to buy 
Christmas dinner with? You keep that 
too.” George said. “Now git home to your 
family.” 

     The young man turned with tears 
streaming down his face. “I’ll be here in 
the morning for work if that job offer is 
still good.” 

     “Nope. I’m closed Christmas day.” 
George said. “Seeya the day after.” 

     George turned around to find that the 
stranger had returned. “Where you come  

from? I thought you left.” 

     “I have been here. I have always been 
here,” said the stranger. ”You say you 
don’t celebrate Christmas. Why?” 

     “Well, after my wife passed away, I 
just couldn’t see what all the bother was. 
Puttin’ up a tree and all seemed a waste 
of a good pine tree. Bakin’ cookies like I 
used to with Martha just wasn’t the same 
by myself and besides I was getting’ a lit-
tle chubby.” 

     The stranger put his hand on 
George’s shoulder. “But you do celebrate 
the holiday, George. You gave me food 
and drink and warmed me when I was 
cold and hungry. The woman with child 
will bear a son and he will become a 
great doctor.’ 

     “The policeman you helped will go on 
to save 19 people from being killed by 
terrorists. The young man who tried to 
rob you will make you a rich man and not 
take any for himself. That is the spirit of 
the season and you keep it as good as 
any man.” 

     George was taken aback by all this 
stranger had said. “And how do you 
know all this?” asked the old man. 

     “Trust me, George. I Have the inside 
track on this sort of thing. And when 
your days are done you will be with Mar-
tha again.” 

     The stranger moved towards the 
door. “If you will excuse me, George, I 
have to go now. I have to go home where 
there is a big celebration planned.” 

     George watched as the old leather 
jacket and the torn pants that the stranger 
was wearing turned into a white robe. A 
golden light began to fill the room. 

     “You see George, it’s my birthday. 
Merry Christmas George.” 



George fell to his knees and replied, 
“Happy birthday, Lord Jesus.” 

 

“Merry Christmas to us all!!!” 
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Captain's Log 

Stardate: unknown 

Captain Deora Recording 

 

 

     “It is just after noon on Vulcan, Belec 
and I have just returned to his home after 
having to visit the Vulcan security force on 
Mount Seleya. We were there to ask what 
happened and to find out what happened 
to the body of Captain S'tol. What we 
found out is both frightening and disturb-
ing. Once everyone is done with their mid
-day meal, we will gather everyone in the 
main room and finish watching the rest of 
S'tol’s message. Once that is done, 
Belec and I will brief the rest on what has 
happened and what we have found out so 
far. As I said before, I think I know what 
S'tol wants us to do. And frankly, I just 
don't give a damn at this point. With what 
Belec and I have found out, things have 
gotten a lot more complicated than any- 

one ever thought possible.” 

     With everyone gathered in the main 
area of the home of Belec, one of the 
Vulcan servants carries in the holo-
graphic device. He is followed by both 
Belec and Captain Deora. The servant 
sat the device down on the coffee table 
and left the room. The captain and 
Belec found places to sit down and did 
so. When they did, everyone took no-
tice of this and became quiet. Belec be-
gan the ritual that each of them had to 
perform. The same one they did the 
night before. And when it was done the 
holographic image of Captain S'tol ap-
peared before them once again. 

     He began to speak. "It is agreeable 
to have you all here once again. I wish to 
employ a human custom of saying thank 
you to you, my friends. What I am about 
to say to you, you may find hard to be-
lieve or find not logical. If not both. I 
told you earlier that neither the elder 
S'tol or I had any physical contact. That 
much is true. What I fail to reveal to you, 
there were two letters from the elder 
S'tol. The one I told you about last 
night was the second of two. 

     I received the first letter from him just 
before my graduation from Starfleet 
Academy.  In it, he laid out what my fu-
ture would be from the time I graduated 
from Starfleet Academy up to when I 
received his second letter. He warned 
me not to change anything or it could 
have unimaginable consequences. 

     What those consequences are, he 
did not or would not say. You can take 
your pick. But he did say there would be 
those who would do anything to change 
what must be. S’tol did mention one 



group, in particular, the Vulcan extrem-
ists. Belec my cousin can give you more 
insight into this group once we are done 
here. When he said this in his letter, I can 
only logically guess that the extremists 
have done something, well if you excuse 
me here, have done something extreme. 
Now we come to why I have asked all of 
you to be here. Captain, I need you and 
the rest of you who are present here, to 
recover my Katra and fix or recover what-
ever else they may have changed or taken.  

     Now I do not know the exact location 
of my Katra, the elder S'tol said he could 
not take the risk of his letter falling into 
the hands of the extremist. But he did 
give a clue to where you need to start. For 
what I am about to say next, I do not 
mean to sound like some twentieth-
century spy television show, but once I 
give this clue the self-destruct will be 
armed and will destroy this device at the 
end of this message. I know none of this 
is logical for a Vulcan to say, but I hope 
that everybody here will take up this 
quest. Now I will admit the first clue is the 
easiest to figure out. But the other clues 
will, I suspect will be a lot harder to figure 
out.  This mythical god of old Earth days 
plays with fire and is a maker of tools and 
weapons. He is known by different 
names by both the Greeks and the Ro-
mans. Only one of these is the correct 
name of a place where you need to start 
on my home planet.  That’s it, that is the 
clue to help you get started. There will be 
another message whether successful or 
not. For me, I have no doubt this mission 
will end in a successful conclusion. I bid 
you, my friends farewell for now." 

     With that final word, the image of Cap-
tain S'tol flickered out of existence. When 
the image of Captain S'tol disappeared, 
the holographic device began to turn  

orange-red color and it began to glow. 
Smoke began to be emitted from the 
device. With a final puff of smoke, the 
device ceases to function. Chief of Se-
curity Charron pulled out his tricorder to 
scan the holographic device. He looked 
at the screen and closed down his tri-
corder. He looked at Captain Deora and 
then the first officer.  

     "It's nothing more than a pile of junk 
now. It has been totally fried. You could-
n't even get my mother's Deviled Eggs 
recipe off of it." He stated.  

     "It's just as well S'tol took care of 
this for us. What the rest of you don't 
know is this, earlier today, this morning 
Belecc was contacted by the Vulcan se-
curity. He was asked to join them at 
Mount Seleya. Commander T'sikes 
and I accompany him there. When we 
arrived, we were told that the body of 
Captain S'tol is missing." Captain De-
ora related to the group. 

     "Missing? What do you mean miss-
ing? You mean taken, stolen. Who 
would ...no let me rephrase that.” 

     "You don't have to, lieutenant. The 
Vulcan security told us they know it was 
the Vulcan extremist who has stolen the 
body of Captain S'tol. They know this 
because they captured one of their 
members in the commissioning of this 
theft. The rest got away with the body. 
Identity check confirmed he is a known 
member of the extremist." Captain De-
ora explained. 

     "Are the extremist after S'tol's Katra 
as well?" Kathy asked. 



"They...we don't know commander. Vul-
can security, your captain and I tried to 
question the extremist. All we got was si-
lence. We even gave Commander T'sikes 
a try at him. All T'sikes got out of him 
was a raised eyebrow." Belec reported.  

     "What Commander, losing your touch?" 
Ensign Kenny asked. 

     "Stow it, Ensign, not unless you don't 
want to see the rank of lieutenant." The 
captain warned. 

      "Sorry Captain, I didn't mean anything 
by it. I was only trying to lighten the mood 
a little." Kenny said apologetically. 

       "I know Ensign. But this is not the 
time for jokes. This situation is way too 
serious for jokes." Deora explained. 

      "Captain, if I may, if we could go over 
the clue that S'tol left us we may find the 
answers we are looking for," Belec sug-
gested.  

     "Agreed. What was the first line 
again?" Deora asked. 

     "This mythical god of old Earth days 
plays with fire and is a maker of weapons. 
He is known by different names by both 
the Greeks and the Romans. Only one of 
these is the correct name of a place where 
you need to start on my planet." Ensign 
Tess said as she repeated the whole rid-
dle. 

     "Mythical god of old Earth days plays 
with fire," Kathy repeated.  

     "And is the maker of tools and weap-
ons." Ensign Josh said to himself. 

     "Let's see the Greek god of fire is 
known as Hephaestus and the Roman 
god of fire was...." The first officer start-
ed to recite but then a smile comes across 
his face and he looks at his captain and 
states, 

     "I know where he wants us to start." 

     Almost on cue, everyone asked the 
same question. 

     "Where?" 

     "Vulcan’s Forge," Sikes answered.                          



A Little Fun At Christmas 

Trek style of Course 



Merry Christmas and have a 

Happy New Year 
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