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“And this will be the sign to you: You will 

find a Babe wrapped in swaddling cloths,  

lying in a manger.” 



From the  

First Officer 

 

     Hello everyone. Yes it’s that time 
of month again. This newsletter is a 

special one. When do a newsletter at this time of the 
year, it’s always special. For this newsletter is for the 
month of December. And the month of December 
means Christmas is just around the corner. 
     Christmas is a special time of the year for me. It 
always has been and always will be. More so since 
my accident three years ago. I’m not talking about re-
ceiving presents or the other things that are associat-
ed with Christmas. Yes, those things I do look for-
ward too every year including worshiping the day that 
Christ was born. 
     That is just one of many reason I have for Christ-
mas. And I have far too many reason to list here. But 
one of those reason I will list here. That reason is for 
family. Family is the most important thing to me. It 
doesn’t matter what kind of family you’re from or 
have. Cause, I have found out in the last three years, 
without family you are lacking in something. So I say 
to you my friends, spend time with your family this 
holiday season. Whom ever or what ever your family 
may be. 
     Well now that I have gotten that out of the way, lets 
move one. In this issue we have the usual items and 
few more items just for the Christmas season. Well 
that’s it for now. And finally, and most importantly, 
Have a safe  and happy holiday. Merry Christmas to 
one and all. And have a Happy New Year. 
 

   Time to put this puppy to bed. 
 
  The First Officer. 

Bible Quotes 

 

Story of the First Christmas 

 

Luke 2:1-20 

     1 And it came to pass in those days that a decree went 
out from Caesar Augustus that all the world should be 
registered. 2 This census first took place while Quirini-
us was governing Syria.  
3 So all went to be registered, everyone to his own city. 
4 Joseph also went up from Galilee, out of the city of 
Nazareth, into Judea, to the city of David, which is called 
Bethlehem, because he was of the house and lineage of 
David, 5 to be registered with Mary, his betrothed wife, 
who was with child. 6 So it was, that while they were 
there, the days were completed for her to be delivered. 
7 And she brought forth her firstborn Son, and wrapped 
Him in swaddling cloths, and laid Him in a manger, be-
cause there was no room for them in the inn. 8 Now 
there were in the same country shepherds living out in 
the fields, keeping watch over their flock by night. 9 And 
behold, an angel of the Lord stood before them, and the 
glory of the Lord shone around them, and they were 
greatly afraid. 10 Then the angel said to them, “Do not 
be afraid, for behold, I bring you good tidings of great 
joy which will be to all people.” 11 “For there is born to 
you this day in the city of David a Savior, who is Christ 
the Lord.” 12 “And this will be the sign to you: You will 
find a Babe wrapped in swaddling cloths, lying in a man-
ger.” 13 And suddenly there was with the angel a multi-
tude of the heavenly host praising God and saying: 14 

“Glory to God in the highest, And on earth peace, good-
will toward men!” 15 So it was, when the angels had 
gone away from them into heaven, that the shepherds 
said to one another, “Let us now go to Bethlehem and 
see this thing that has come to pass, which the Lord has 
made known to us.” 16 And they came with haste and 
found Mary and Joseph, and the Babe lying in a manger. 
17 Now when they had seen Him, they made widely 
known the saying which was told them concerning this 
Child. 18 And all those who heard it marveled at those 
things which were told them by the shepherds. 19 But 
Mary kept all these things and pondered them in her 
heart. 20 Then the shepherds returned, glorifying and 
praising God for all the things that they had heard and 
seen, as it was told them. 
 

Matthew 1:18-25, 2:1-15 
 
     18 Now the birth of Jesus Christ was as follows: Af-
ter His mother Mary was betrothed to Joseph, before 
they came together, she was found with child of the Holy 
Spirit. 19 Then Joseph her husband, being a just man, 
and not wanting to make her a public example, was 
minded to put her away secretly. 20 But while he thought 
about these things, behold, an angel of the Lord ap-
peared to him in a dream, saying, “Joseph, son of Da-
vid, do not be afraid to take to you Mary your wife,  



for that which is conceived in her is of the Holy Spirit. 
21 And she will bring forth a Son, and you shall call 
His name JESUS, for He will save His people from 
their sins.” 22 So all this was done that it might be ful-
filled which was spoken by the Lord through the 
prophet, saying: 23 “Behold, the virgin shall be with 
child, and bear a Son, and they shall call His name Im-
manuel,” which is translated, “God with us.” 24 Then 
Joseph, being aroused from sleep, did as the angel of 
the Lord commanded him and took to him his wife, 25 
and did not know her till she had brought forth her 
firstborn Son. And he called His name JESUS. 2:1 
Now after Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judea in the 
days of Herod the king, behold, wise men from the 
East came to Jerusalem, 2 saying, “Where is He who 
has been born King of the Jews? For we have seen His 
star in the East and have come to worship Him.” 3 
When Herod the king heard this, he was troubled, and 
all Jerusalem with him. 4 And when he had fathered all 
the chief priests and scribes of the people together, he 
inquired of them where the Christ was to be born. 5 

So they said to him, “In Bethlehem of Judea, for thus it 
is written by the prophet: 6 ‘But you, Bethlehem, in the 
land of Judah, Are not the least among the rulers of 
Judah; For out of you shall come a Ruler Who will 
shepherd My people Israel.’” 7 Then Herod, when he 
had secretly called the wise men, determined from 
them what time the star appeared. 8 And he sent them 
to Bethlehem and said, “Go and search carefully for the 
young Child, and when you have found Him, bring 
back word to me, that I may come and worship Him 
also.” 
9 When they heard the king, they departed; and behold, 
the star which they had seen in the East went before 
them, till it came and stood over where the young Child 
was. 10 When they saw the star, they rejoiced with ex-
ceedingly great joy. 11 And when they had come into the 
house, they saw the young Child with Mary His moth-
er, and fell down and worshiped Him. And when they 
had opened their treasures, they had opened their 
treasures, they presented gifts to Him: gold, frankin-
cense, and myrrh. 12 Then, being divinely warned in a 
dream that they should not return to Herod, they de-
parted for their own country another way. 13 Now when 
they had departed, behold, an angel of the Lord ap-
peared to Joseph in a dream, saying, “Arise, take the 
young Child and His mother; flee to Egypt, and stay 
there until I bring you word; for Herod will seek the 
young Child to destroy Him.” 14 When he arose, he 
took the young Child and His mother by night and de-
parted for Egypt, 15 and was there until the death of 
Herod, that it might be fulfilled which was spoken by 
the Lord through the prophet, saying, “Out of Egypt I 
called My Son.” 

Does Earth Have Two Moons 

 

     Does the Earth have two Moons? Some would say 
yes, and others would say no, we just have the one 
Moon. Well, if you would ask N.A.S.A., they would 
probably say that both sides are right in a way. You see, 
some time ago, N.A.S.A. discovered that Earth had a 
second moon or quasi-moon. But this quasi-moon did 
not (because of its orbital track) did not stay around for 
very long. In fact it left the gravitational influence of the 
planet in just a few months. These quasi-moons are 
discovered all the time. And like the others, they do not 
stay for very long. That is until recently. 
     A quasi-moon has just recently been discovered. 
This one is the largest one N.A.S.A. has found to 
date. Measuring over fifty meters across (164 ft.). It’s 
corkscrew like orbit brings it no closer than forty to one 
hundred times than the orbit of our own Moon. This 
eccentric and unstable orbit is caused by the gravitation-
al pull of the Earth and the Sun. They named this quasi-
moon Kamo’oalewa. Its Hawaiian for a moving celestial 
object. 
     “It’s primarily influenced is caused by the sun’s gravi-
ty, but not quite-on an Earth-like orbit. So it’s this sort 
of odd dance,” says graduate student Ben Sharkey of 
the Lunar and Planetary Laboratory at the University of 
Arizona and was the lead author of a paper done on the 
quasi-moon Kamo’oalewa. 
      Kamo’oalewa has been determined to be not of exot-
ic origins. Our solar system “is letter with asteroids.” 
Some of these asteroids are caught by the gravity well 
of a planet. Some go on to become a conventional if not 
a fragmentary moons. While some don’t go into a con-
ventional orbit. They either proceed the planetary body 
or end up following it. If not both. Like the flock of so-
called Trojan asteroids that proceed and trail the planet 
Jupiter. 
     Kamo’oalewa is getting more attention than the aver-
age quasi-moon or asteroid. This is due to its unique 
composition. An average asteroid reflects brightly at 
certain infrared frequencies. Where as Kamo’oalewa 
doesn’t. It is dimmer for some reason. 
     Vishnu Reddy, who regularly studies asteroids for 
N.A.S.A.’s Planetary Defense Coordination Office. 
They keep track of space-based dangers. They turned 
to her when Kamo’oalewa resisted all attempts to be 
analyzed. Reddy tried using a telescope in Hawaii that is 
run by N.A.S.A. But once again nothing could be de-
termined of its make up. 
     “The results didn’t match any of the known 2,000 or 
more near-earth asteroids.” 
     So Reddy switch to the University of Arizona’s Mo-
nocular Telescope, she stated that the telescope, “as 
Sharkey says could squeeze every last ounce of pho-
tons out of an object.” 
     The Monocular Telescope produced a better, clean-
er results, but the readings remained stubbornly off. 
They however did determined that the quasi-moon, 
some of it contain common silicate like other asteroids. 
      



Then the answer presented itself when Sharkey re-
membered a paper one of his PhD’s advisors pub-
lished on the rocks brought back from the Apollo 14 
moon mission in 1974. With the data Sharkey received 
from the Large Binocular Telescope ( largest optical 
telescope in America) and the infrared Lowell Discov-
ery Telescope, he compared both his data to those 
from 1974. Both matched perfectly. 
     Space-weathering of lunar silicates undergo a 
change  when they’re expose on the surface of the 
Moon and it accounted for the difference of infrared 
reflectivity to that of common asteroids. 
     “Visually what you’re seeing is weathered silicate,” 
says Sharkey. “The eons of exposure to space envi-
ronment and the micrometeorites impacts, it’s almost 
like a fingerprint and it’s hard miss.” 
     As to origins of Kamo’oalewa was not a big mys-
tery. The bombardment of the Moon has been going 
on for billions of years. 
     “If you look at the Moon through a telescope, you 
see thousands of craters.” Reddy stated. “The material 
ejected during these impact events should be all over 
the place. But nobody has found it so far.” 
     “We see thousands of craters on the Moon, so 
some of this lunar ejecta has to be sticking around in 
space,” Sharkey remarked. 
     There is most likely more piece of the Moon that 
may still be travelling through space. Kamo’oalewa may 
be the largest space rock to be discovered that may 
have split off from the Moon from an ancient collision. 
     With the eccentric orbit of Kamo’oalewa, it too will 
eventually go its own way. The estimates that Sharkey 
and Reddy and other scientist, say that Kamo’oalewa 
will remain with us for another 300 years. 
     “We’ve known quasi-satellites of Earth before, but 
they’re very, very, short-lived.” Reddy said. “They don’t 
stick around too long. They are gone in a matter of 
months to a couple of years.” 
     This may change in the near future. China may 
prove or disprove Sharkey’s and Reddy’s hypothesis. 
Right now, China is planning to launch a mission to 
the quasi-moon to collect rock samples in 2024. 

Christmas at the Gas Station 

 

     The old man sat in his gas station on a cold Christ-
mas Eve. He hadn’t been anywhere 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 hour 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 customers, 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 without something in your belly,” 
George said. 
     He turned, 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 drive-
way bell. “Excuse me, be right back,” George said. 
There in the driveway was a ’53 Chevy. Steam was roll-
ing 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 broken.” 
George opened the hood. It was bad. The block looked 
cracked from the cold; the car was dead. “You ain’t go-
ing 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 
tires,” George thought he was talking 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 radia-
tor. “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 of-
ficer moaned, “Please help me.” 
     George helped the officer inside as he remembered 
the training he had received 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 police officer 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 police 
officer the pills. “You hang in there; I’m going to get 
you an ambulance.” 
     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 dash-
board destroying the two-way radio. 
     He went back in to find the police officer 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 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!” exclaimed 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 hand-
ed 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 stu-
pid things,” George handed the young man a cup of cof-
fee. “Bein’ stupid is one of the things that makes us hu-
man. 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 sirens outside. A po-
lice car and an ambulance 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 ap-
proached 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 contin-
ued. “Yep,” George said, “just hired him this morning. 
The boy lost his job.” 
     The paramedics came in and found Chuck and load-
ed him into 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 little 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 dia-
mond 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 memories. 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 old man had handed him earlier. 
     “And what are you supposed to buy Christmas din-
ner 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 re-
turned. “Where did 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 use to with Martha just wasn’t the same by myself 
and besides, I was getting’ a little 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 police officer you 
helped will go on to save nineteen 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 him-
self. 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 Martha once 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 birth-
day, Lord Jesus.” 
 
 
‘Author Unknown’ 
 

Pinn-Pinn’s Recipe 
Corner 

 

 

     Hi and welcome once again to 
another installment of Pinn-Pinn’s 
Recipe Corner. In this installment, 
we have recipe’s from Jeri Ryan 
a.k.a. Seven of Nine, Marina Sir-
tis a.k.a. Ship’s Counselor Com-
mander Deanna Troi, and finally 

Rene Auberjonois a.k.a. Constable Odo. Hope you have fun 
making and enjoy the food. 

  

Jeri Ryan’s Wild Mushroom Soup 

 

     This soup tastes terrific (my number-
one priority) and is also low in fat (my 
costume’s number-one priority). The key 
is to use as many different varieties of 
mushroom as possible. 

 

1-pound assorted mushrooms 
(portobello, cremini, button, shiitake, oyster, chanterelle, and 
others), chopped into bite-sized pieces 

1 large russet potato, diced into ½-inch pieces 
1 large onion, halved and sliced 
1 large clove garlic, minced 
1 ½ to 2 tablespoons olive oil (more if needed) 
1 quart chicken stock, defatted 
salt and pepper to taste 
 

     Sauté mushrooms, onions, and garlic over medium heat in 

1 ½ tablespoons of olive oil until tender. Add remaining oil as 

needed. You should sauté the firmer mushrooms first, adding 
the more delicate ones only at the end. Add remaining ingre-
dients and simmer over medium-low heat until potatoes are 
tender, about 20 minutes. Taste to adjust seasonings and 
serve hot with crusty bread. 

 

Serves four. 

 

 Quadrotriticale Bread 

 

     Here’s something I researched long 
and hard in Starfleet records because it’s 
always been such a mystery to me. Just 
what is Quadrotriticale, really? Certainly, 
Federation Undersecretary of Agricultur-
al Affairs Baris knew that the especially 
hardy grain was a lifesaver. The hybrid 

blend of wheat and rye, particularly resistant to all kinds of 
blights and diseases, could save the population of an entire 
planet or even a solar system. So when the Klingon spy, 
Arne Darvin, posing as an assistant to Undersecretary Baris, 
poisoned the quadrotriticale to undermine the Federation’s 
rescue mission, you knew 



the stuff had to be valuable. Poor tribbles. For furry 
little creatures that reproduce, purred, and gave out 
nothing but love, except to Klingons, dying from poi-
soned quadrotriticale was a fate they didn’t deserve. 
Maybe that’s why I’ve always had a soft spot for trib-
bles and, as a cook, for the grain they consumed with 
such passion. 
     Have a tribble party with your own bread replicators 
by making a triticale bread. Getting the flour won’t be 
easy because most stores don’t carry the specialized 
product. You’ll have to find it in one of the many bread-
machine catalogs currently available. If you can’t find it, 
here’s a straight-up recipe for a bread machine rye-and
-wheat bread that will approximate what Captain Kirk’s 
own quadrotriticale bread, with Rigelian butter, may 
have tasted like. It’s a bit odd, but then so was Darvin. 
     This is a basic recipe for a one-pound loaf that you 
can modify for any automatic bread machine, along 
with optional ingredients for the different versions I 
like to prepare. In my twist, I use sesame oil, by the 
way, instead of vegetable oil or olive oil, to give my 
bread snappy Bajoran flavor—just the way you’d find it. 
I’m told by those who know, at Quark’s bar, Grill, 
Gaming House, and Holosuite Arcade (we’ll just call it 
Quark’s)—on Deep Space 9. If you want an Enter-
prise-D variation, the kind favored by Commander 

Troi, you should use olive oil and maybe throw in 1 ½ 
cups of pressed black olives complete with juices. 
 

1 cup water 

1 ½ tablespoons sesame oil or olive oil 

1 ½ tablespoons honey or dried honey sweetener 
1 cup unbleached all-purpose flour 
1 cup whole-wheat flour 
1 cup rye flour 
2 tablespoons powered nonfat dry milk 

2 ½ teaspoons active dry yeast (breadmaker’s yeast) 
2 teaspoons each chopped black olives, pine nuts, rye 
seeds, rosemary needles (combined,             
   optional) 
 

Following the instructions for your bread machine, 
combine all of the ingredients, except any olive or nuts, 
in your bread machine’s baking pan. Some machines 
require you to add the dry ingredients first and oil and 
water afterwards. Follow those instructions. When the 
ingredients are combined, follow the normal baking 
instructions for your machine, making sure that if you 
are adding olives, nuts such as pine nuts, rye seeds, or 
even rosemary needles, you add these to the fruit half-
hour of the baking cycle. 
     As an alternative to using a bread-machine recipe, 
you can also mix any whole wheat and rye flours in the 
“quick bread” mixes you can find on supermarket 
shelves, which don’t require an automatic bread ma-
chine and can be baked in a regular or even a toaster 
oven. Each product has its own baking instructions. I 
suggest you follow the instructions for the whole wheat 
bread, even though you will be baking with half whole 
wheat flour and half rye flour to achieve that pungent 

 yet winsome quadrotriticale taste that so intoxicated 
Kirk and the Enterprise bridge crew; everybody, that is, 
except Darvin and the Klingons, particularly after Scotty 
beamed the whole mess of tribbles onto the departing 
Klingon warship. 

 

Marina Sirtis’s Eggplant Casserole  

 

Deanna Troi may be a chocoholic, but I 
really like Mediterranean cooking. This 
eggplant casserole is as authentic as 
Greek food can be. But don’t let the egg-
plant fool you; this is not a diet dish! 

 

2 pounds small, skinny eggplants, sliced (you can also 
use Japanese eggplant) 
1 28-ounce can crushed tomatoes  
1 medium-size onion, finely chopped 
1 cup light olive oil 
2 tablespoons chopped parsley or 1 tablespoon dried 
parsley 
salt and pepper to taste 
 

     Preheat oven to 375 degrees. Slice eggplant cross-
wise into half-inch slices. Heat olive oil in a heavy skillet 
until it just bubbles but doesn’t smoke. Fry eggplants in 
hot oil until nicely browned on both sides. As the oil is 
absorbed, keep adding more, taking care not to splatter. 
As each batch of eggplant slices is fried, place them on 
a plate with paper towels so they can drain. 
     When the eggplant is done and is draining, fry the 
onion in the remaining oil, or add more, over medium 
heat until the onion is golden brown. Then very slowly 
(so that it doesn’t splatter) add the tomatoes, parsley, 
salt, and pepper. Simmer for about 5 minutes. Put the 
eggplant into a casserole dish (13 by 9 inches) in layers. 
Add the tomato sauce mixture, cover with aluminum 
foil, and oven bake at 375 degrees for 45 minutes. 
     Serve with either a crusty white bread or a dark olive 
loaf to mop up the delicious sauce. This should be ac-
companied with a light Greek salad with olives and a 
hint of feta cheese. 
     This dish goes very well with either a Soave or Fras-
cati or even a fruity Valpolicella. 
 
Serves four to six. 
 

 



Rene Auberjonois’s “Odo’s 
Baked Tomato Bruschetta” 

 

     This may sound too sim-
ple to be true, but I guaran-
tee it’s a knockout appetiz-
er, hors d’ oeuvre, or just 
plain snack. I’m telling you; 
people go crazy for this 

stuff. They think you’re a genius, especially when you 
tell them it’s a vegetarian version of Klingon heart of 
baby targ. 

 

1 loaf crusty Italian white bread 
1 dozen Roma tomatoes, cut in half, stems removed 
2 or 3 cloves garlic, sliced 
2 cups virgin olive oil (cold-pressed is best) 
1 tablespoon ground red pepper 
1 teaspoon fresh minced or dried crushed basil 
salt and pepper to taste 
 

     Preheat oven to 350 degrees. After tomatoes have 
been sliced in half and laid out cut-side up on a flat, 
lightly oiled baking tray, mix the garlic cloves with the 
olive oil and stir. Let it sit for at least 15 minutes. Split 
the bread in half lengthwise. Spoon the olive oil-garlic 
mixture over the tomatoes (at least 1 tablespoon or 
more per tomato) and sprinkle with salt and pepper. 
Bake the tomatoes on the upper oven shelf for 15-20 
minutes, until they are completely roasted-almost un-
recognizable as tomatoes-and have the consistency of 
jam. Then sprinkle them with chopped basil. At the 
same time bake the bread until it’s hot and toasted, but 
not burnt. Remove bread from oven, cut into bite-sized 
chunks, and serve alongside the tomatoes. Let your 
guests spread the jam-like roasted garlic tomato on 
individual pieces of bread and sprinkle with ground 
pepper. Serve with red Italian wine or Klingon blood-
wine. 

 

The Strange, The Weird, and What the …. 

 

Cat Fight: Trino Diaz and his friend Ryan Leren were 
fishing along a canal in Peoria, Ariz., as they often did. 
They’d caught a few fish, but then Diaz got a big bite. “I 
told Ryan, ‘this feels like it could be a personal best,’” he 
said later. Forty-five minutes later, after being pulled a 
quarter mile down the inner-city canal, they were able to 
land the 42-pound catfish. “It wouldn’t even fit in the net. 
Only its head fit,” Diaz said. “It was a big fish.” Once 
they captured some video and photos, they did what they 
usually do with fish they catch: they let it go. Diaz said 
he wouldn’t mind catching it again. “That’s the fun of 
fishing,” he said. “The fun is in the fight.” (MS/KPNX 
Phoenix) ...The fish is 50 pounds now — at least in the 
stories. 
Cat Fight II: Ben Tomkunas of Coventry, Conn., says 
he caught the largest white catfish ever from Coventry 
Lake — 21.3 pounds — which would be a new state rec-
ord, maybe even a world record. The state Department 
of Energy and Environmental Protection agrees ...if 
they could confirm that it was a white catfish, rather than 
the common channel catfish. But Tomkunas, 25, can’t 
show them the fish. “It kind of got eaten,” he admits. 
Then no certified record, DEEP pronounced. “I can’t 
believe that they think it’s OK to do this to someone,” 
Tomkunas whined to a reporter. “It’s such an embar-
rassment.” (RC/Manchester Journal Enquirer, WTNH 
New Haven) ...Not for DEEP. 
Tractor Trailers: Johnny Anderson and his tanker 
truck were on the A43 in route to Overstone, North-
amptonshire, England, when he noticed “a string of 
about 20 cars” behind him. When he turned off the high-
way, so did they. And when he stopped at the entrance 
to the construction site to which he was delivering ce-
ment, people honked their horns at him, he said. “The 
man at the front wound down his window and asked me 
which petrol station I was going to.” They had evidently 
been hoping to buy the fuel he wasn’t even hauling: a 
shortage of drivers has left some gas stations to run 
out. “When I said I wasn’t carrying petrol, he actually 
said, ‘You could have stopped and told us you weren’t a 
petrol tanker.’” (AC/BBC, New York Times) ...That’s a 
second thing that wasn’t his job. 
Earning Her Stripes: “Mommy, I know you’re not go-
ing to believe this,” 10-year-old Layla Curling told her 
mother, “but trust me when I tell you: I just saw some 
zebras behind the house.” The Curlings don’t live in 
Africa, but rather Prince George’s County, Md. Five 
zebras escaped from a farm near their house, and they 
seem to be on the move; they’ve since been spotted in 
Washington D.C. (RC/Washington Post) ...Their des-
tination: Savanna. 
 



Spooky: Fire Department officials in Inverness, Fla., 
received a tip of unsafe conditions at a Halloween 
haunted house in the city. Fire Chief Steve Marfongella 
went to check it out, accompanied by a building inspec-
tor and two Citrus County Sheriff deputies. The 
“house,” made from a tent and plywood “a few thousand 
square feet” in size, was so unsafe with “open fuel cans” 
and “dangerous electrical conditions,” that Marfongella 
ordered it shut down immediately. Out of the chief’s 
earshot, owner Paul John Catucci, 24, allegedly asked 
the deputies, “If I give the fire chief $5,000, would he 
just walk away?” A deputy replied, “No. That won’t fix 
the problem.” They say Catucci went out to his car and 
returned with $7,000, tossed it on the ground in front of 
the fire chief, and said loudly enough for them to hear, 
“If I drop this on the ground and you find it, will you just 
walk away like this never happened?” The deputies ar-
rested Catucci and booked him into jail on a charge of 
bribing a public servant, a second-degree felony pun-
ishable up to 15 years in prison. (RC/WFLA Tam-
pa) ...If he thinks his “haunted house” is scary, wait’ll he 
sees the inside of Raiford Prison. 
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Captain’s Log 
Stardate: Subjective 
Captain Deora recording 
 

     “To say that I don’t like surprises, would be this uni-
verses biggest understatement of this century. And Ad-
miral Jon just gave us one hell of a surprise. We have 
been told that it was one of our own (or one of his own, 
however you want to look at it) that had stolen the katra 
of Captain S’tol the younger from Commander T’sikes 
custody shortly after what will be called (In Admiral 
Jon’s timeline) the battle of ‘Guardian’s Gate’. All be it, 
this person who performed this act, this violation of my 
First Officer, was not of our time, does not matter. The 
act itself was still done by one of our own and that is 
very troubling.  
     Another surprise that the Admiral provided was 
V’rok had somehow escaped their custody and stole 
two of their time shuttles. His people's consensus is 
that he sent one of the time shuttles back in time to him-
self just moments before the destruction of his ship by 
the Telek. The other time shuttle, they (The Temporal 
Authority) think he kept for himself to travel back to our 
time. 
     And one of the worst surprises that I or this crew 
would ever receive (all be it one we never wanted in the 
first place) is the Admiral admitted that he is planning to 
kill V’rok for the death of a ‘temporal agent’, his very 
own son. This is very disturbing news. One of which I 
may, have to report to either Starfleet Command itself 
or our own ‘Temporal Authorities’. 

With all this going on, I am still somewhat confused 
about the whole situation. I guess that’s why I never 
took that course in temporal mechanics when I was go-
ing through the Academy. 
 
     “Admiral, what did you just say?” Deora asked with 
surprise. 
     “Captain, you heard me correctly. I am going to end 
V’rok’s reign of madness here and now. That Ferengi 
took the most …, he took the most precious thing in 
my life!! He took the life of my son.’” Admiral Jon said 
with glistening eyes. 
     “Admiral you know I cannot allow that to happen.” 
The Captain said as she sat straight up in her chair. 
     “I know you will not Captain, that’s why I took cer-
tain precautions," Jon stated with firmness. 
     “What precautions are those Admiral?” The Captain 
asked with growing concern about the Admiral’s men-
tal state of mind. 
     “I have cross-circuited both the navigation and com-
munication systems with the anti-matter pods," Jon 
said coldly. 
     “Why?” The Captain asked with troubled curiosity.  
     “So you won’t get any ideas about taking this ship 
off course or making any unauthorized communication 
to Starfleet Command or your Temporal Authority or 
to anyone else for that matter.” The Admiral said as 
everyone in the room felt the temperature drop. 
     Before the Admiral could say or do anything, the 
Captain automatically jumped into action. Of course, 
the Admiral, knowing this would happen, could not 
help but have a smile on his face 
     “Captain, bridge," Deora said after tapping her com-
badge. 
     “Bridge here sir.” 
     “Prepare to leave orbit and set a course for starbase 
one-one-three.” The Captain ordered after she came up 
with the destination off the top of her head. 
     “Aye, sir setting course for starbase one-thirteen. 
What the hell?” The Ensign said. 
     “Bridge, what’s the problem?” Deora asked the 
question already knowing what the answer would be. 
     “Sir, the navigation console is refusing to lay in the 
course.” The Ensign said with confusion and frustra-
tion. 
     “Hang on bridge, we’ll have someone there to help 
figure out what’s going on.” The Captain stated. 
     “Computer, why is the course change being re-
fused?” Deora quizzed the computer. 
     “Any attempt to enter a course other than one for 
Vulcan will cause the anti-matter pods to break down.” 
The computer reported. 
     “Well, that answers that question. Ok, let’s try this. 
Computer contacts Starfleet Command.” 
     “Unable to comply.” The computer stated. 
     “Computer, contact the Temporal Authorities.” 
     “Unable to comply.” The computer stated once 
again. 
     “Why not the computer?” Deora asked the comput-
er. 



“Any unauthorized communications to either Starfleet 
Command or the Temporal Authorities will cause the 
anti-matter pods to break down.” Came the same re-
sponse from the computer. 
     “Well, that takes care of that.” The Captain stated in 
desperation. 
     “Captain, if I may continue?” Jon asked the Captain. 
     “Well, it seems I don’t have much of a choice now 
do I. So, please continue Admiral.” Deora stated with 
frustration in her voice. 
     “Thank you, Captain. To answer your question 
about when the body was switched. The answer is 
there was nobody switch made.” 
     “Now sir, you have everyone in this room confused. 
Now, was the body of S’tol the younger in the shuttle-
craft or not?” The Captain asked with a perplexed look 
on her face. 
     The Admiral just sat there looking around the 
room, looked out the window into space, and at Sigma 
Iotia Two. Then he stared at each of the crew including 
the Captain. 
     Captain Deora notice this, she also notices at the 
same time that he wasn’t looking at them. Admiral Jon 
then reaches into the same pocket on his jacket and 
pulled out another strange looking device and sat it 
down on the table and said just one word, “Computer.” 
     “Working.” Came the response. 
     “Analyze please," Jon ordered. 
     “Analyzing.” Came the response. 
     “Report," Jon ordered once again. 
     “This room contains one Andorian, six Humans, 
one Vulcan, one-half Vulcan, and one unknown. Rec-
ommend you not proceed with unknown.” The com-
puter stated. 
     “Ignore the unknown. The unknown is friendly. 
Proceed.” 
     “The room contains no recording or listening or 
transmitting devices. However, sensors are picking up 
trace readings of several cloaked listening devices.” 
The computer reported. 
     “Are they still present?” Jon asked the computer. 
     “Negative.” The computer stated. 
     “Still, let’s err on the side of caution, shall we. 
Computer initiates a level ten dampening field in and 
around this room.” 
     “Activated.” The Computer said. 
     “Any change in readings?” The Admiral asked. 
     “Unable to comply due to dampening field.” The 
computer responded. 
     “I am sorry Captain if I have distressed everyone at 
what I said," Jon said apologetically. 
     “Admiral could you please explain what the hell is 
going on here, and this time I want the truth!!!” The 
Captain ordered. 
     Before the Admiral began, he reached into his jack-
et pocket once again. He pulls out another device look-
ing different from the one that was already on the table. 
He sat down with this device next to it. 
     “This device you see before you can detect any 
eavesdropping device no matter what century those 
devices were made in.   

When I walked into this room that device went crazy.” 
Jon started out. 
     “How?” I believe none of us heard a sound.” Deora 
stated. 
     “The device was designed not to make any sound 
just to vibrate at the detection of such a device," Jon ex-
plained. 
     “Yes, I understand now," Deora said. 
     “Now the truth of the matter of this whole bizarre sit-
uation. First, off Captain, your ship will return to normal 
operation in about an hour. Enough time for V’rok to 
confirm what he  might have heard.” The Admiral re-
vealed. 
     “So, that part was for show, correct?” Deora started 
with a question. 
     “Yes, and no Captain. It was after all for V’rok to 
hear. And I’m quite sure he was listening in. Most likely 
he or somebody else will be or already has checked on 
my story. Which if I am right, by the time your ship be-
comes operational, V’rok or someone else should have 
confirmed what they heard. Now with the body of Cap-
tain S’tol, the body that was handed over to Belek at the 
spaceport, is the real McCoy. The co-ordinate that I 
gave you is where you’ll find his body, Of course, I did 
take precautions, so it won’t be discovered to soon.” 
Jon stated. 
     “I certainly hope so, I can just imagine what the reac-
tion would be," Tess said. 
     “To be honest Ensign, the only reaction you’ll get out 
of the Vulcan servants would be, in a word fascinating.” 
Doctor D’lan stated. 
     “Yes, Doctor you’re quite right. The body itself is 
cloaked and in a stasis field and will stay that way until I 
release it. Jon said as he moved on to the next subject. 
     “By the way Captain, we won’t be bringing his body 
forward to our time until well after the ceremony held on 
Mount Seleya. That box I just gave you, is also the real 
McCoy. It contains the katra of Captain S’tol. 
     “It’s just like my First Officer said you’re using us as 
bait, to draw V’rok out into the open.” The Captain stat-
ed. 
     “Yes that is quite right Captain, unlike what I said 
earlier, I am here to recapture V’rok," Admiral stated to 
everyone with relief. 
     “So why did say all that stuff for V’rok to hear?” Cap-
tain Deora asked. 
     “I had to make him think that he had beaten me, to 
have broken me. But like you said it was just all an act. 
Hopefully, he will think he has the advantage and be-
come overconfident and make a mistake.” Jon ex-
plained. 
     “Thank you, sir, but I still have one question," Cap-
tain asked. 
     “What is that question?” Asked the Admiral. 
     “Where did you find S’tol’s katra?’ She quizzed the 
Admiral. 
     “The one place where my son knew V’rok wouldn’t 
be able to find it, but I would. On the planet below, on 
Sigma Iotia Two.” Jon said with pride. 
     “Admiral it is getting late, and we still have another 
thirty-five minutes to wait before the ship to become 



operational and we’re not due to leave orbit for another 
hour, may I suggest we take a break. I would like to 
suggest our ten-forward lounge.” Deora suggested. 
     “I think that is an excellent idea. I was wondering 
Captain, what are you calling your lounge these days? 
The Admiral asked with a grin. 
     “The name has been changed to Penn-Penn’s Pa-
goda. Captain told the Admiral.    

Where is the Doctor 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Where was the Doctor last month? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Here he is, on the deck next door 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Where will we find the Doctor next month? 

Send your guesses to captsikes@yahoo.com 

 

 

December’s Birthday 

Second Lieutenant Micheal Charron 

Chief of Marines 

December 11 



Star Trek Word Search 

 

 

      Hi, and welcome to another edition of Star Trek Word Search. With the onset of Christmas, we thought we 
would change it up a little for this month. Now there are ten Christmas words you’ll need to find in this edition. 
The rest are of course stuff you would find in the Star Trek Universe. So have fun solving this puzzle. 

 

ANTI-GRAVI SLED 

BAT’LETH 

BIO-BED 

BIO-NEURAL GEL PACKS 

CANDY CANE 

COFFEE 

COMMUNICATOR 

CHRISTMAS ORNAMENTS 

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS 

CHRISTMAS STAR 

CHRISTMAS TREE 

DILITHIUM CRYSTALE 

EARL GREY TEA 

FROSTY 

HOT CHOCOLATE 

ISOLINEAR CHIP 

MEDICAL TRICORDER 

MRS. CLAUSE 

NORTH POLE 

PHASER 

QUANTUM TORPEDOES 

RUDOLPH  

SANTA CLAUSE 

SNOWMAN 

TRICORDER 





See You Next Issue 

Have Yourself A Safe  

And Happy Holiday Season,  

Merry Christmas  

And A Happy New Year 


