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Launched in July 2005, this series takes place
during the original-series era, and tells the story of
the crew of the USS Farragut, sister ship of the USS
Enterprise. Farragut stars John Broughton as Cap-
tain John Carter, Michael Bednar as Commander
Robert Tacket & Holly Bednar as Chief Engineer
Michelle Smithfield with an ensemble cast. The
premise is simply put, "New Ship, New Crew, New
Adventures." Its episodes "For Want of a Nail" and
"A Rock and a Hard Place" won the Wrath of Con
Film Festival in Panama City, Florida for 2008 and
2009 respectively. As of February 2016, Farragut has
released 5 full-length episodes, most recently "The
Crossing", 3 short vignettes and 2 animated epi-
sodes. Currently in production is the series finale
"Homecoming".* James Doohan’s son Chris played
Scotty in the episode “The Needs of the Many.”

*https:/len.wikipedia.org/wiki
Star Trek fan productions#Starship Farragut
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Frction
Bark: Origins of a Super Hero
by ENS Ashinaga

Chapter 4: Bad and Good News

The students, faculty, and workers of the ULH

space station enjoyed gathering in the mess for food
and fellowship when they weren't working or study-
ing.
What was called the mess here was more like the
food court of a shopping mall. The area was a large
open space connected to the halls for the class
rooms and training facilities on one side, with the
halls that led to the meeting rooms and command
center on the other. The mess had different vendors
that supplied mostly different foods for the people
up here. Some of the vendors also sold items that
were not normally given to the students for their dai-
ly life.

The shops lined the back wall behind the tables
and chairs spread around the floor. The most im-
pressive part of the mess were the four story win-
dows that looked outside. The station was in orbit of
earth, so half of the time the window was filled with
stars and occasionally the moon, the other half of
the time it looked down to earth. During the hours
when the station was watching earth and the sun
was not shining behind them, students enjoyed
looking down on the lights that could be seen from
here.

Everyone turned to the televisions that were all
cutting to breaking news stories on every channel.

"Breaking News from Ottawa, Canada. The Urban
Rangers have just quelled an assassination attempt
on the Canadian Prime Minister only moments ago.
Reports are varied, but it is believed the assassin
was nonhuman, but some kind of robotic device that
appeared as a human. A state of emergency has
been declared in Ottawa until any and all of these
assassins have been found. This comes on the heels

(Continued on Page 2)
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(Continued from page 1)

of a similar assassination attempt on the President of
the United States only yesterday. Some analysts are
beginning to wonder if this is part of a greater plot by
the World Alliance group trying to take down the gov-
ernments of the world and gain control over the ruling
bodies. We will be speaking with a key critic of the ULH
who will present his theories..." Someone turned the
television down as they had all heard enough of the
conspiracy theories about the superheroes trying to
take over. This, of course, was insane. The ULH and
Rangers were merely trying to protect people, not con-
trol them.

Bark hardly listened to this, as his attention was di-
verted. He sat at a chair and looked out the broad wid-
ows with a view of the Earth. He was not as relaxed as
he should be. Of course he was still sore from taking a
bullet to the shoulder yesterday. But, that was not what
bothered him. He nursed a soda while sitting with a
chair turned around so that the back was facing his
chest. This gave his tail more room to lay behind him.

Right now, North America was below them, with
clouds covering half of the view. He stared at the south-
west just about where Nevada should be. He seemed to
sigh and look at his reflection in the glass more than he
looked at the planet below. He could see several people
walking behind him and a little old Japanese woman
sitting at a table in the distance who seemed to be star-
ing at him, but he really didn't care right now.

"Bark, is everything okay?" Frost had found him,
only giving him a little while to himself.

He faked a smile and looked up to her. He tried to
wag his tail, but he wasn't good at it yet and his tail just
twitched a little.

Frost took a chair and sat next to him. She had
something with her that made a clanking sound when it
was set on the table. "Okay, that was the worst smile
you've faked yet. What's wrong?"

He frowned and looked away. He didn't go for his
pad, which was his way of saying he didn't want to talk.

Frost wasn't oblivious to his desire to be left alone,
but that didn't stop her from prodding. "Okay, let's see.
You must've remembered something that's making you
sad. Something about your family?" she guessed.

He looked back and shook his head.

"Okay, but am | warm?"

Bark let out a sigh and then obliged with a nod.

"Good, that's it. Okay, if it isn't family, but related, is
it a friend?"

Bark nodded again, still looking out at the planet
with a morose expression.

Frost had a thought that seemed to make sense.
"Hey, is it Bolt? Because he's been told to behave, and |
know he can be rude, but he really is a nice guy and..."
she could see that Bark wasn't responding to this idea.
"Oh, it isn't Bolt, is it?"

Bark shook his head and then grabbed his pad from
the table next to him. He typed into it and then handed it
to her.

Frost looked at it and frowned, "Jessica? Who's Jes-
sica? Do you mean Morphina...? No that's Jessie. Wait,

is this your girlfriend?"

Bark nodded slowly, more sad than ever.

Frost frowned more, "Did you two have a bad break
up, or something like that?"

He shook his head and then took the pad and typed
into it.

Frost looked at it and read it twice. "you missed your
last Dabe?...OH, Date! Oh, so you missed your last date
and then this happened..." She could see him nodding
with what she was saying. "But that shouldn't be an is-
sue. Go back and tell her what happened. Wait, she isn't
allergic to dogs or anything." She was smiling at her
own joke, then realized that was probably not the best
idea right now. "I'm sorry."

Bark took the pad, typed into it again and then hand-
ed it to her. She read it while shaking her head in disa-
greement with the words. "Well, you aren't the man you
used to be, I'm sure. But you're the same man in your
heart and mind. I'm sure she'll be happy to simply know
that you're alive. | know that if my boyfriend, if | had
one, went missing | would be happy to know that he
was alive."

Bark sighed and shook his head. He didn't have to
say anything, she got the message.

Frost put a cold hand on his shoulder, "Bark, if she
really loves you, a tail and ears won't matter. In fact, she
might find you even cuter. Don't give up on her before
she has a chance to see you again."

He shook his head and laid his chin on his arms that
were folded over the back of the chair.

Frost smiled and rubbed his good shoulder with her
cold hand. "I think you're cute.”

He looked at her with a real smile, a good change for
his face right now. His eyes gave her a “really?” glance.

Frost laughed, "Yeah, | think you're cute. And I
would be fine if | found out that my boyfriend came back
to me looking like you, so long as he was alive and still
the same man in here." She patted her chest.

Bark took his pad from the table again and typed
into it.

She read it and nodded, "Of course I'll go back with
you. Unless Dr.Glyph can get that voice box fixed, you'll
probably need a translator. Besides, | can help answer
some questions about the ULH that you might not know
just yet."

"Woof." he said, on purpose. She knew this meant
“thanks.”

"Oh, there you are Bark." Bolt came up to the two.
His attempt at looking professional was really bad, es-
pecially while watching Frost rubbing Barks shoulder.

Dragging a chair over from another table, Bolt
turned it around and sat with the back facing his chest.
"Uh, so, you okay now?"

Bark looked at Bolt, not sure what this man might
say next. But, he nodded and rolled his wounded shoul-
der to show that it was in working shape.

Bolt smiled, "Good, well, that's good to know." He
noticed that Bark was sort of wagging his tail, which
was a sorry sight, and that Frost was rubbing his shoul-

(Continued on page 3)
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(Continued from page 2)

der still. "Uh, what are you two up to?" The tone of the
voice was controlled and calm, but on the inside he was
boiling in jealousy.

The insinuation made Bark frown, but Frost took the
opportunity. She coyly took the object she had arrive
with and handed it to Bark. It was a red collar with a dog
tag on it in the shape of a bone, with his name engraved
on it. "You left this in my quarters this morning."

Bark was confused, he had never seen this item be-
fore, but Bolt was positively steaming. "l see that you
two are more than friends. Good to know. Well, we ought
to find out if this station has room for puppies.”

Shaking his head, Bark set the collar back down on
the table. It didn't take a genius to see that Frost was
just having fun with Bolt, although Bark wished that he
didn't have to be in the middle of this juvenile competi-
tion.

Frost reached down and started running her hand
down Barks tail. "l could never resist a man with a good
sized tail."

Barks ears and eyes perked up in surprise at her
cold hand on his tail. Bolt got angry.

"Okay, that's enough. | saw the way Solstice was
looking at you at the last training session, and then Rain
was petting your ears two nights ago. What is this, some
kind of doggy harem?"

"BOLT! "The commanding and very angry voice of
the General nearly caused Bolt to fall off of his chair.

Bolt got up with a shot and saluted. "Uh, sir, | was
just, uh, then you came, and he, and she, there was this
collar..."

The General shook his head, "Cool it soldier. | don't
know what you are talking about, and somehow | don't
want to know. | need to speak with Mr. Henderson."

Bark and Frost got up and stood at attention for the
General.

"What is it sir?" Frost asked for Bark.

The General took Bolts chair and sat down, "At ease,
sit down, | need to talk to you about something | got to-
day."

Bark and Frost sat down and both looked at the Gen-
eral with concern.

The General opened a folder. Inside it had the Am-
bassadors letter printed off so Bark could read it. It also
had a stack of other papers that went along with the
message. "It seems that Dr. Osten, the man who did this
to you, was financed by another government. It appears
they didn't know that his work was deemed illegal and
condemned by the United States Military." He handed
the papers to Bark.

Bark looked it over, not entirely sure what they
meant. It was not his area of expertise.

Frost looked over his shoulder and read some of the
papers. "What on earth would New Zealand want with
this kind of research?"

The General shook his head, "Apparently they were
paying the doctor for his genetic research, and they had
no idea what he was doing with it. It seems they want to
do some medical research with the information, about
cancer or diabetes or something like that."

Bark picked up his pad and typed on it, then showed

it to Frost.

She read it for the General, "Uh, what do they want?"

"They got some of his research already and feel they
have a method that might undo some of this. They might
even be able to reverse it entirely and return you to nor-
mal status."

Bark smiled and his tail sort of wagged. Frost smiled
but she wasn't quite as happy as he was.

"Is that it? Will he just go on as a normal citizen?"
Frost asked, sort of sorry to say it.

The General nodded, "The American Ambassador
said they want Joshua hereto be turned over to the sci-
entist in charge of their research teams. After they fin-
ish, he'll be returned home. But there's one little catch,
Bark. They have stipulated that until they have what they
want, you'll be the property of their scientists. It could be
years of work, | cannot promise any miracles here."

Bark's enthusiasm faded and he looked back at the
papers then at Frost. Letting out a sigh he then started
typing on his pad; he had a long message in mind.

The General took the pad from Bark and read it. "I
guess it'll be alright if you go back to Las Vegas first and
see your girlfriend. | don't know about sending Frost
along with you. With all the assassination attempts hap-
pening, our resources are spread pretty thin."

Frost jumped in, "It won't take long, sir. I'll go with
him and be back within a day or two. I'm sure he'll have
made his decision about going to New Zealand by then,
and | can go on whatever mission you have for me."

The General was not normally known as a soft lead-
er, but he knew that this man needed the help of a friend
for something like this, and Frost was just a student af-
ter all. Surely, a day wouldn't make much of a difference.
"Okay, I'll give you both a two day pass to go down to
the surface immediately. But, be back as soon as it's
over. If this situation expands, I'll need everyone | can
get, is that understood?"

Frost and Bark both nodded. Frost said, "Under-
stood."

The General stood up and looked at Bolt, "You get
your wish. Join the staff in the meeting room for assign-
ment in ten minutes, | need to send you out on a field
mission again."

Bolt nodded, "At once sir." With a flash he was off
speeding to the meeting room.

The General left without ceremony and only Bark and
Frost remained in their chairs.

Frost smiled as she tried to encourage Bark to look
happier, "This'll be nice. | haven't seen Las Vegas in a
few years." She noticed he was typing something for
her. "What is it?" Reading it, she laughed and nodded,
"Yeah, that collar thing was meant to drive Bolt nuts. I've
always wanted to let some steam out of that flirt, and
you've given me the best opportunity.”

Bark typed something else and then handed it to her,
this time he was frowning at her.

"Okay, okay, I'll stop using you to mess with him.
Come on, let's get moving. The General isn't known for
his generosity, so we don't want to give him a chance to
change his mind."

Together, they left the mess for the nearest surface
transport dock.
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Fiction

Fallen Angel - Part 29
by Capt Wynan

“Are you saying these people have a ship?” Cap-
tain Moore asked.

“Yes, they have a ship,” Henderson replied,

“They barely have running water! How is this
possible?”.

“The ship they have is what brought their ances-
tors here hundreds of years ago. They were the
group sent to this planet when theirs was dy-
ing,” Henderson said, a smile spreading across his
face.

Captain Moore was starting to get irritated and
growled, “Is this ship sound enough to get us off this
planet?”

“Well, about that, the ship is, well it is a bit anti-
quated,” Henderson hedged.

“When you say antiquated, just how old are we
talking here?” Moore asked.

“The gravitational unit is nonexistent, the air puri-
fication system has rusted into oblivion and they
have no food replicator at all,” Henderson said.

“So just exactly what can this ship do?” Moore
asked.

“What it can do is fly. It won’t be able to take any
of us off this planet but it will be able to send a mes-
sage to our old friend Jaxon!” Henderson said excit-
edly.

“The thing is, the locals are thinking this ship will
carry people, but it won’t. It obviously no longer has
the means to sustain life. They would die up there.
However, from what Angel and | have calculated we
are here in this star system and Jaxon is there. It
would take several weeks if not months for them just
to travel to the nearest outstation,” Henderson ex-
plained as he drew a crude map of the star system
they were in on a sheet of parchment. He then drew
a rough drawing of the ship in question. “There is an
escape pod on board the ship that has been very well
protected and is in excellent shape. We can install a
transmitter in the pod. Then, we can launch the ship
sending it in Jaxon’s direction, arrange for the boost-
ers to be jettisoned when their fuel supply is exhaust-
ed and then, when he main stage runs out of fuel, the
pod can be sent on its way and start transmitting a
signal!” Henderson said leaning back with a huge
smile lighting his face. “Of course this is all depend-
ent on whether or not the ship can get far enough
through space without being damaged or blown off
course. The ability of the hull being able to with-
stand being impacted by debris is another thing I’'m

not exactly certain of. Basically it’s a one in a million
shot that this will even work. But if we don’t try, we
have no shot at all.”

“Henderson, Krol has said that many of his peo-
ple are expecting to be leaving on this ship,” Angel
said softly.

“That is not possible, no one would survive if
they went on it. Surely they realize that,” Henderson
said looking at Angel.

“Some do realize it, like Krol, but many are of a
different mind,” Angel said. “Could you please talk to
these people and let them know what you have dis-
covered. Maybe we can come up with a solution that
would be beneficial to all.”

“These people barely trust us to walk around the
compound. | don’t know how easily they will listen to
what we have to say on the matter,” Henderson said,
his expression betraying his doubt.

Boomer stifled a yawn as he tried to keep his
eyes open. The captain took note.

“l think you all should get some rest now
and tomorrow we will see if we can talk to the council
here and make some headway about this ship. The
only way we’ll get anything accomplished is by work-
ing together. But no one is going up on that ship if |
can help it.” Captain Moore said.

Everyone turned in except for the captain who
stayed up looking at Henderson’s rough drawings
and made some calculations for trajectory as well as
plans for the message he would send. He finally
crawled into bed for a few hours sleep just as the sun
began to lighten the horizon.

The next day Krol came to their quarters at the
request of Boomer, Henderson and Angel.

“Krol, we would meet with your leaders.” Captain
Moore said.

Angel translated, waiting for his reply.

Krol growled a guttural reply.

“He says that may not be possible,” Angel said.

“It is in regards to the ship, | have talked with
Henderson and Boomer and they have both informed
me the ship is not capable of carrying any life form
off this planet. But we do have a plan to bring help
here and there by no lives have to be sacrificed and
your people can leave the planet,” Moore said, wait-
ing for Angel’s translation and for Krol’s reply. He
took notice of the troubled look that crossed Krol’s
face.

“He says he will see what he can do,” Angel said.

Krol then left, shutting the door softly behind him.

“Are we going to work on the ship again today?”
Boomer asked.

“Not right now Boomer, we need to work with
them to help them understand the impossibility of
their idea of sending anyone up in that ship,” Moore
said.

Captain Moore and the crew sat around the cabin

(Continued on page 6)
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Fiction

"The Long Goodbye"
by CAPT Two Wolves

The combined crews of the U.S.S. Nicola Tes-
la and The U.S.S. Valkyrie, plus Kiki and Rusty
on special leads met in the Starfleet V.I.P. hous-
ing lobby and headed over to the Zephram
Cochrane auditorium for the ceremony.

Captain Darden was hoping to hide in the
vast crowd until she was called to the podium to
speak. However, she and her command staff,
were escorted to reserved seats in the very first
row.
The ten-thousand seat auditorium was
packed beyond capacity, with standing room on-
ly. Janice was sure there were overflow venues
situated both on and off campus, as well as mil-
lions watching the tri-vee simulcast across the
galaxy.

Most of the ceremony and speeches were a
blur to her, until her name was called. She stood,
walked to the podium, stood behind the rostrum,
assumed her thousand yard stare, and started to
speak. She was well aware of the Intergalactic
News Network cameras silently hovering nearby,
like mini drones, but she ignored them and made
her dedication speech.

When she finished, a single tear slid down
her left cheek. She'd promised she would not
cry, not in front of billions, but it couldn't be
helped. The auditorium was so silent as Captain
Darden returned to her seat that one could hear a
pin drop. Sassafras pressed a hanky into her
right hand as Shara held her shoulders.

It started somewhere in the vast audience.
Someone began to clap, then more, as the entire
audience stood and applauded. The combined
crews stood also, to shield the Captain's re-
newed tears from the prying electronic eyes of
the Intergalactic News Network's cameras. The
ceremony was dismissed after a closing prayer
and everyone filed out.

On their way out, Captain Darden was greet-
ed by many friends who invited her to the near-
est watering hole, to raise a few in honor of the
dead. Janice turned every one of them down. All
she wanted was to be free of the crowd.

"Roe! Roe!" A female voice called. There was
only one other person who called her that be-
sides Raj.

"Yodie?" Janice, stopped dead her tracks
and looked around focusing on the voice as the
crowd swirled around her. Yodie LodeBear,
Raj's widow, dressed in traditional East Indian
finery rushed up and hugged her. Janice recip-
rocated.

"l didn't think you would make it, Yodie,"
Janice said.

"l nearly did not. There was a transporter hub
breakdown in Calcutta, so we had to take a liner
to Karachi in order to get the next direct
transport hub; plus the lines!" Yodie said breath-
lessly as she cooled herself with a pink hand fan.
They both hugged again as Yodie cried on
Janice’s shoulder. "Roe, you must come to visit
us soon. Life it too short. You must enjoy to the
fullest." She said in her lilting accent.

"l promise | will, very soon, Yodie. After all of
this dies down," Janice promised. "Are you al-
right? Do you need anything?" she queried fur-
ther.

"I am fine,” Yodie replied as tears ran down
her cheeks. “Raj made prior arrangements. It
was almost as if he knew. But, you must visit
soon! The grand babies ask after you all the
time

Almost as if he knew? That his ship was go-
ing to be blown up, or that he would be assassi-
nated? Oh my God! Janice thought.

"I will." Janice said. As Yodie's oldest son,
Singh, stepped up, hugged the Captain, then led
his mother away.

"Don't look now, but, those Klingons are
looking at you like roast targ on a spit," Sassa-
fras whispered. Janice espied the disaffected
group of thirty Klingons giving her the evil eye.
So in response, she stared them down with equal
ferocity, marched right past the group and
through the crowed lobby.

They had taken a few steps outside when she
heard... "Well, well, well. What have we here?
You been avoiding me," A male voice said. "l no
see, no hear, no communicate," he continued.

Darden's crew formed up around her. So did
Hercules. Both Kiki and Rusty laid their ears
back and showed their teeth. Shara's right eye-
brow rose high on her forehead.

Not like that man, Kiki mind whispered to
Shara.

(Continued on Page 6)
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(Continued from Page 4)
Fallen Angel - Part 29 (cont’d)

waiting for Krol to come back. It was well into the
afternoon before they finally saw him coming
across the compound. Only Krol was not alone.
walking on either side of him were two natives with
staffs in their hands. Krol did not look happy as he
approached.

The native on Krol’s left spoke in short clipped
tones. Krol tried to speak but was silenced with a
hard stare from the native on his right.

“This is Beal. He says we are to come to meet
the elders of the village,” Angel said. “He says we
are all to come.”

“We would be happy to accompany them to
meet the elders. Please let him know this,” Captain
Moore said as he bowed to Beal.

Beal snorted a sound of distaste, turned on his
heal and headed back across the compound as if
expecting everyone to follow.

Captain Moore looked at his crew, shrugged and
said, “l guess we follow them.”

“This ought to be good,” Henderson said know-
ing full well that Captain Moore could be a little
stubborn at times and these natives here didn’t ap-
pear to be any less stubborn from what he had seen
so far.

They stopped in front of a building entranced
with a guard on either side of the door. The guards
each held a weapon that surprised even Captain
Moore. They held what looked like a battle staff that
had blades on either end. In the right hands it was a
wicked deadly weapon and these two looked to be
well practiced with theirs. They nodded at Beal al-
lowing him and the rest to enter.

“Oh great, | survive a heart attack just so | can
be cut to pieces by these two!” Henderson said as
he and the others crossed the threshold into a dark-
ened building. It took a moment for everyone’s eyes
to adjust from the bright day’s sun to the darkened
interior. Soon guards became visible ringing the
room, each holding a battle staff. Across the way
sat six large chairs with a native sitting in each. One
chair in the middle sat higher than the others.

Angel stepped forward to act as translator for
both sides.

Boomer tugged on Henderson’s sleeve and said.
“Actually, | think these guys might get that job be-
fore the two guards outside do.”

Henderson rolled his eyes and said, “Well no
one is cutting anyone up yet so hush it and let the
Captain speak.”

Captain Moore stepped forward to face the el-
ders. He knew this was going to be an uphill battle
all the way and chances were they wouldn’t come
out alive. He had to try though, it was their only
hope of ever getting off the planet.

(Continued from Page 5)
The Alfore Encounter - 33 (cont’d)

Fascinating, Shara thought critically. Being tele-
pathic made the cats incredibly perceptive of peo-
ple's personalities.

"No wonder | haven’t seen you. Apparently
you've been too busy robbing the cradle,” Captain
Ciaccio accused as he cast a jealous eye in Skonn’s
direction. Both Doctor Savage and Doctor Gomez
advanced on the man.

"Captain!” A deep male voice shouted. "Cap-tain
Cia-cc-i-o!" None other than Commodore Johnathan
Stokes strode up and grabbed the captain’s shoul-
der with one of his beefy hands. Then he shifted his
attention.

"Captain Darden, please accept my condolences
for your loss. | had no idea that your families were
so close. | apologize for the Captain's boorish be-
havior,” Commodore Stokes said.

"Thank you, sir,” Janice replied. The commodore
then turned Ciaccio around using both hands and
escorted him away.

"We'll talk later..." Ciaccio called over his shoul-
der as he was dragged away. To Skonn, that sound-
ed like a threat. Kiki and Rusty confirmed his suspi-
cions by hissing after the departing man

"What the heck was that about?" Dr. Savage de-
manded.

"I haven't a clue and I'm not sticking around to
find out,” Darden replied as the group headed back
to Starfleet’s VIP housing complex.

"That guy really creeped me out,” Sassafras
whispered to Janice as they walked.

You're not the only one. Janice thought.

Not like how that man smelled, Kiki thought to
Shara.

Explain, Shara thought back.

Not smell like human, not smell like Vulcan, not
smell like Klingon, Kiki replied.

"What does he smell like, Kiki?" Shara asked.

"Not know. Not like!" Kiki replied.

A Nugget

from
CDRE Logan Kale

Did you know that... Denise Crosby
originally tried out for the role of Coun-
selor Troi and Marina Sirtis tried out for
the role of Security Chief Tasha Yar?*

Nrce: Classified
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machine left
whole areas
in flames,
with "the"

. Beethoven's

"Moonlight

: Centauri

. A mean Amin
. Button ridge
. Kentucky

Derby prize

. Convent

dweller

. Loosen, as

laces

Creative spark
Baby carrier?
*Nefarious
arch villain
who robbed

a bank in
Shanghai,
with "Dr."

O LWN=

DOWN

. Wine holder
. News squib
. Inside info

. Say
. Golden ___

. *Commission-

y'all," say

er of Public
Safety (first

62.
63.
66.
68.

of two)

. Alias preceder
. Bing Crosby's

record label

. Propensity

. Baltic capital

. Wrinkly fruit

. In that case

. Shih Tzu, say

. Sacrifice site

. Mandela's org.
. *group of fight-

ers for truth
and justice,
after 1A, with
"the"

. Bit of parsley

. Amphitheater

. Relating to form
. Wood sorrels

. Big butte

. Contest effort

. Cease-fire

. A noble gas

."__ Lisa"
. Continental

currency

. Volley of

gunfire

. Crowd scene

actors

. Ming of the

Houston
Rockets

. Connect (with)
. Bale binder
. Food from

heaven

. Rani's wrap

. Slog

. Church alcove
. Moon of Saturn
. *Shanghai war

lord Su Ching

Ballet attire
Seed cover
Grooved on
Floral necklace

ESB Crockett’s Spirited Crossword Puzzle
*First American Sci-Fi TV Series - June 2016
by Brig.

Gen. D. Tensa
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Brain Benders
Word Search

June’s Word List:

Bsprit Starbase
6 Crockett's Spirit Staff

Amanda Lattimer
Anne

Beth Saunders
Carrie Locke
Claire

Constance Sutton
Gwendolyn
Jennifer

Kate Murphy
Kimberly

Lisa

Lydia

Maura

Nicole

Pam

Rachel
Rebecca
Sarah

Seven of Nine
Sherri

Sonya Blade
Tara Cole
Two of Three
Tyler
Veronica Allen

Maj. Gen. J. Tanner
Starbase Commander

Brig. Gen. Drego Tensa
Starbase Vice Commander
Editor, Crockett’s Spirit

CDRE Logan Kale
Starbase Executive Officer

Col Greg Campbell
Chief, ESB Security

CAPT Y’Wanna
Chief, ESB Recreations

CAPT Shayle Carter
Deputy Chief, ESB Recreations
Entertainment Section Leader

Simm Team Leader
Trivia Host
Staff Writer

CAPT Two Wolves
Senior Staff Writer

Col. Shreya Rose
Staff Writer

Mr. Dennis Howard
Editorial Writer
Critic
CMDR Bond

Games Coordinator

Capt Wynan
Senior Staff Writer

1244

Crockett’s Spirit is a publication created and distributed for the entertainment, education and informa-
tional use of its members. All statements and articles herein are the opinions of the authors and in no
way are to be considered official statements of the Esprit Starbase command staff or its commander.
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