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“First Officer’s Logs – Stardate 53001.7”

“We have been dispatched to the planet Dakorus II to evaluate whether or not it is ready to be admitted into the Federation.  Starfleet has already authorized the planet as a suitable place for shore leave, so the captain has allowed the crew and their families to enjoy this visit while I lead the away team on our mission.”


Four columns of light appeared and quickly took the shape of four distinct people.  As the transporter effect subsided, the away team was left standing in its place.


Commander Bren Kylan, first officer of the USS Endeavor, looked to his right to ensure that all the members of the away team were present.


Among the away team was a diverse array of personality and culture – a Bajoran lieutenant, a Romulan ensign, and a Bolian lieutenant.  All of them were staring at their surroundings wide eyed and pleasantly surprised.


The Bajoran, Lieutenant Tarinn Jaral, was the first to speak.  “It’s so beautiful!”


The other two nodded in agreement, too stunned at the spectacular views around them to even want to respond.  Color and sensation danced all around them as the scenery played out its magnificence as a painter working his art.


The sky was a bright pink in hue, and the sun high over head was light blue.  There were splashes of color in streaks across the horizon that reminded Commander Kylan of the Aurora Borealis from back home on Earth.


The plants and bushes dotting the landscape were tinted red and orange, and a bubbling stream of water, shimmering silver in the sunlight, winded its way through the garden that they stood in.


To the right of the away team were several tall glass buildings that reflected their surroundings like large mirrors.  To the left, in the distance, was a range of mountains stretching up toward the sky.


All around them, people were milling about, happily going about their business and greeting the offworlders who were coming to visit them.  As the four members of the away team continued to look at this new setting in awe, two people approached them.


One of them was a tall man sporting blond hair and a smile bigger than the sky itself.  His companion was a woman, shorter, and with long dark hair and bright blue eyes.


“A good day to you all,” the man stated.  “I am Administrator Taman, and I want to welcome you and your crew to Dakorus.  You are the away team we were to expect from the ship?” he asked.


Commander Kylan smiled and nodded.  “Yes, we are.  I am Commander Bren Kylan.”  He motioned with his hand towards the others in the away team.  “This is Lieutenant Galen, Lieutenant Jaral, and Ensign T’Shanik.”


Taman greeted each in turn with his bright smile.  “So much diversity amongst your Federation crew.  How wonderful that Dakorus will now join that diversity…”  He turned to the woman next to him.  “Allow me to introduce Maneysa.  She is my assistant.”


The woman bowed her head and said simply.  “Welcome.”


Taman looked back at Commander Kylan.  “We would like to make you more comfortable – will you follow us?”


The commander nodded his head.  “After you, Administrator Taman.”


The Dakoran man turned and began walking back down the path towards the closest building.  As they got nearer, the buildings’ enormous size became clearer, and subtle details on the face of the building began to stand out.


“The architecture of your buildings is amazing,” Lieutenant Jaral commented to Taman.


Looking over his shoulder as he led the way into the building, Taman began to explain.  “It was not always so.  A hundred years ago, our people were caught in a civil war that destroyed everything we knew.”


T’Shanik voiced a question that sprung up in her mind. “What happened to change that?”


Maneysa responded first.  “Our people reached a phase of enlightenment, and war was no longer considered to be the answer to our problems.  We have been a peaceful society since then.”


“We only achieved spaceflight 7 years ago, but although we are advancing at a very fast rate, we prefer to stay here on Dakorus.”


Lieutenant Jaral muttered under her breath just loud enough for T’Shanik to hear her.  “I can see why…”


Taman came to an abrupt stop in the lobby of the massive building.  “Commander, you will find that we have a lot to offer the Federation,” he said.


The first officer nodded.  “I’m sure that you do, Administrator Taman.  We’re here because the Federation Council wants to determine what you have to offer and whether or not your society is prepared to integrate itself into the Federation.”


“I assure you that Dakorans welcome the opportunity to join the much respected Federation,” Taman replied.


“Dakorus lies on the outer edge of Federation space, so specifically we will be checking to see what resources you have here that will help to effectively extend our range of operations so far away from our supply networks,” Commander Kylan explained.


Taman smiled again.  “Of course.  You will find that, among other things, we have a crystalline substance on the third moon in our orbit which you call ‘dilithium’.”


T’Shanik raised her eyebrow slightly upon hearing the mention of dilithium.  That would be one very good bargaining chip for Dakorans to use in their membership request.


“We are prepared to allow your Starfleet to build facilities to mine the dilithium, and perhaps even an orbital base for your starships,” Taman said.


A moment of silence passed between them as they finished off the conversation rather awkwardly.  


“Now, if you will follow me, we will provide you with some refreshments.  We have compiled a short presentation to show you more of what Dakorus has to offer.”


Taman turned and began walking deeper into the building.  After a few short steps, though, something unusual began to happen.


A violent tremor began to shake the building and everything around it.  Several people were knocked off of their feet by the shaking.  A few glass windows high overhead shattered and the displaced shards rained down onto the lobby floor around them.


The quake lasted only a few seconds, but when it was all said and done, enough damage had been done to convince Commander Kylan that this place may not be as good of a prospect as it had seemed.


“What was that?” Lieutenant Jaral asked, still reeling from the surprise quake.


Taman regained his composure quickly and turned to face the Bajoran.  Looking just as confused and surprised as the away team, he replied, “I’m not sure.  I will check with our scientific team immediately.  I assure you that this is not a normal occurrence, but I will get to the bottom of it…”


A shrill scream emanated from somewhere outside the building.  Commander Kylan turned and in a flash was leading the way out the doors to see what the commotion was about.


Several feet away from the buildings' front doors was a woman cradling a small boy in her arms.  The boy was wailing and in tears, emitting a terrible sound like a dying animal.  Lieutenant Galen recognized the woman as one of his junior officers from the Science Lab.


“Ensign Batell, is everything alright?  We heard the boy scream…”


She looked up.  “I don’t know.  He wandered away from me – he must have fallen during the excitement…”


T’Shanik removed her tricorder and knelt down next to the woman.  Running the tricorder over the boy, she looked back up at Commander Kylan.


“The boy appears to have a broken bone in his left leg,” she explained.


Taman, who was obviously distressed by the news, turned to his assistant Maneysa.  “Go and get medical personnel, quickly,” he ordered.


Commander Kylan stopped Maneysa.  “With all due respect, Administrator, but we will have our doctor take a look at him.”  He tapped his communicator.  “Away team to Endeavor…”


“Go ahead, sir.”


“I need an emergency medical transport directly to Sickbay – lock on to Ensign T’Shanik and the two signatures closest to her, and energize…”


In response, the Romulan ensign and the mother, along with her boy, disappeared in the transporter beam.  It took a few moments before anybody had the courage to speak, but then Taman cleared his throat.


“I hope the boy will be alright,” he said.


Commander Kylan turned to the Dakoran man.  “I’m sure he’ll be fine.  Now let’s go find out what happened.”


The smile now gone from Taman’s face, he nodded his head solemnly.  “Of course – this way.”

