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Yahoo. We finally made to the 

New Year! Hot damn! Mr. 

Scotch pour me a double Scott. 



From the  

First Officer 

 

 

     Hey, guess what guys? 
Yes, that’s right, I’m 
back!!! Where did I go, 

you may be asking yourself. To answer that ques-
tion, I’ll turn this part of the show over to my friend 
Kermit The Frog …., oops, sorry I had the t.v. up 
too loud. Sorry folks.  No, I am. I’m not going to 
get into all of what has been happening because 
some of you already know what has transpired in 
the last two, no it will be three years this coming 
May. So I will not repeat myself. But I will say 
this, thank God it’s twenty-twenty-one. 

     Let's face it, it got downright ugly there for a 
while. What with the corvid-19 virus and the riots 
taking place in just about every city of the U.S.A, 
and God knows what else was or for that matter, 
may still be going on. 

     And now that I am at a more permanent loca-
tion (more or less), to work, I can start on those 
different projects, to do whatever I fell like doing. I 
feel that part, these past three years, is at last or at 
least over for now, anyway. Now that we have got-
ten that out of the way, it's time to move on. 

     In this issue of the StarLight, we have the usual 
installments and the next chapter of Star Trek: 
Brightstar ‘Moving On’. That’s it for now. Not too 
much to say this time around. I’m still getting 
things unpacked and put back together. See you 
all next issue. 

 

  It's time to put this puppy to bed.  

 

    The First Officer 

Bible Quite.” 

Jeremiah 29:11 

 

     “For I know the plans I 
have for you,” declares the LORD, “plans to 
prosper you and not to harm you, plans to 
give you hope and a future. 

The Weird, The Strang, and What the 

@&#! 

 

And they say they’re no such thing as heroes. 

 

Eagle Point, OR  

Medford Mail Tribune 

 

     Robert Borba, 28, was loading up his 
truck in a Walmart parking lot in Eagle Point, 
OR. When he heard a woman screaming; a 
man was stealing her bicycle. “I wasn’t going 
to catch him on foot,” Borba explained. “I just 
don’t run very fast,” He had his horse in the 
trailer, so he brought out the horse and rode 
to her aid. Borba caught up with the man, who 
was having trouble getting up to speed, so he 
ditched the bike and ran. Borba, a rancher, 
and former rodeo competitor, simply lassoed 
the man’s legs with a rope, causing him to fall 
down. The man grabbed a tree to try to pull 
loose, but Borba simply had his horse, Long 
John, keep a pull on the rope to hold the man 
tight. “Do you have a badge to do this?” the 
man asked Borba. Borba simply took out his 
cell phone and called the police and held the 
man for them, Vitorino Arellano, 22, was ar-
rested, “Badges? We don’t need no stinking 
badges. 

He’s all out of bullets. 

 

Bozeman, Mont 

KBZK Bozeman 

 

     The manager at Murdock’s Ranch and 
Home Supply in Bozeman, Mont, had bad 
news for a young man at the counter; no, they  



 can’t sell him any 9mm pistol ammunition be-
cause they didn’t have any in the store. Ammuni-
tion has been in short supply all over the U.S. for 
months. Zachary A. Branson, 28, wasn’t having 
any of it; he became “verbally belligerent” and 
swore at the manager. When a customer sug-
gested he leave, Branson allegedly swept-back 
jacket, revealing a holstered pistol, which he then 
grabbed and began to pull out, but didn’t pull it 
out completely. Shortly after, when another em-
ployee approached Branson’s car to get his its 
license plate number, Branson allegedly did the 
same to that employee, who then “backed off” in 
fear for his life. Police found Branson in the 
parking lot of a nearby Walmart and arrested him 
on a felony charge of assault with a weapon. A 
judge set his bail at $50,000. At least the manag-
er could reasonably sure Branson’s gun wasn’t 
loaded. 

Get a real job why don’t you. 

 

Harrisburg, PA 

Harrisburg Patriot-News 

 

     Shamont Sapp once sued actors, Tyler Perry 
and Jamie Foxx, claiming the “Skank Robbers” 
movie they were supposedly working on was 
based on an idea he had pitched a month after 
they did their “Skank Robbers” skit on televi-
sion. Sapp was also once convicted of robbing 
banks while already in a halfway house on a for-
gery conviction. And last year, a judge dismissed 
his sexual abuse case against Penn University; 
he had previously pleaded guilty to attempted ex-
tortion inventing false claims that he’d been 
abused by Catholic priests. Now, Sapp 57, is 
accused of robbing a bank in Lower Paxton 
Township, Pa. Turns out, a resume like this 
does not help you advance your career. 

Pinn-Pinn’s Recipe Corner 

 

     Welcome to another edition of Pinn-Pinn’s 
Recipe Corner. Yes, the right we’re back after 
taking the month off for the Christmas season. 
Now we’re back with two new recipes. And 
we’re hoping that you will like the two we’ve 
picked out. So without further adieu, 

 

Worf’s Spiced Prune Mini Muffins 

 

Things you’ll need 

3 ripe bananas mashed 

¼ cup veggie oil or vegan margarine 

½ cup white sugar 

½ cup packed brown sugar 

2 tsp garam masala (all: Chinese five-spice 
powder or plain old cinnamon) 

1 tsp cinnamon 

1 tsp vanilla 

1 ¼ tsp baking soda 

1 tsp salt 

2 cups flour 

1 cup roughly chopped prunes and whole 
prunes for garnish 

¼ cup finely chopped (dilithium) crystallized 
ginger 

 

Start by crushing the spirit of your bananas as 
you mash them into a paste. Drown the van-

quished bananas in ¼ cup of the lifeblood of 
your least favorite plant. Smother it all under 
the weight of both white and brown sugar, then 
mask the trembling smell of your enemy’s fear 
under the spicy tang of garam masala, cinna- 



mon, and vanilla. 

Beat it harder than a Dominion spy. Keep beating 
until it can’t take any more lump and collapses 
into a smooth paste of submission. 

Pour salt into the wound. While you’re at it, pour 
in the baking soda, too. Mix those into the batter 
until the crying stops, then toughen it up with the 
addition of flour. 

Break the care of your enemy’s warp drive and 
crumble a quarter cup of their dilithium crystals 
into the batter, (or substitute crystallized ginger if 
you have a better use for the dilithium.) In honor 
of the son of Mogh, also mix in a cup of roughly 
chopped prunes. Now, the sloppy mess is ready 
to be reformed into an honorable shape-one 
which can fight on behalf of Captain Worf. 

Drop heat protection suits into a mini muffin pan. 
Fill each one with a heaping tablespoon of trem-
bling batter as your newly minted recruits prepare 
to battle against a heat unlike any they’ve known 
before. 

Set your crucible to 350F. Leave the photo-
warriors inside for 15 minutes. Stab one through 
the center with a toothpick to see if it is worthy. If 
it’s still wet inside, leave it there for up to 18 
minutes. 

Some of your mini muffins will be scrawny of 
misshapen. They should be sacrificed, fresh and 
hot from the oven, into the gaping maw of an im-
potent baking god. The rest can be sent to CBS 
to fight for the glory of the Klingon Empire. 

And now our second choice, 

EDIBLE ARTIE’S OATMEAL SCOTHIES 

 

Things you’ll need 

1 cup unsalted butter  

¾ cup white sugar 

¾ cup brown sugar, firmly packed 

2 eggs 

1 teaspoon vanilla extract 

1 ¼ cups all-purpose 
flour 

1 teaspoon baking so-
da 

½ teaspoon salt 

1 ½ teaspoon ground 
cinnamon 

½ tsp all-spice 

3 cups old fashioned 
rolled oats 

1 ½ cups butterscotch 
chips 

Beat the butter, sugar, brown sugar, eggs, and 
vanilla until they’ve as flurry as Artie’s belly. 

Add the baking soda, salt, cinnamon, and all-
spice. Keep mixing until they’re as muddled as 
a message up the time stream. 

Add the flout to give the cookies some back-
bone. 

Flesh out the cast of flouers by adding in the 
rolled oats and butterscotch chips. 

Drop heaping tablespoons 2 inches apart on 
ungreased baking sheets. 

Bake at 375F, for 7 to 8 minutes for soft, 
chewy cookies, 9 to 10 minutes for crispier 
cookies. 

These are perfect for both soothing panicked 
civilians as you take away their artifacts or sit-
ting down to a civilized tea, with H.G. Wells 
and Mrs. Frederic. 



Star Trek: Brightstar 

‘Moving On’ 

16 

 

     “Doctor, is your patient fit enough to travel with 
us? Captain Deora asked her CMO. D’lan was 
about to answer the captain’s question when Saffet 
answered it for her. And it was not the answer that 
CMO D’lan was about to give. Nor in the way she 
would answer a question put to her. At least not in 
a third person. 

     “We are fit to travel Captain. But we cannot trav-
el with you.” 

     “What do you mean ‘we’, Saffet?” Sikes asked 
him. 

     “Just as I said, Commander. I am fit for travel 
but …,” As Saffet was talking, the Doctor starts 
pushing people out of her way, while at the same 
time she was pulling out her medical tricorder and 
began scanning Saffet. 

     “What’s wrong Doctor?” The Captain asked. 

     “Damn, I was afraid of this.” CMO D’lan said as 
she looked at the readings that were being dis-
played. 

     When she did look up, she saw the questioning 
look of Captain Deora. 

     “I’m sorry Captain. You should recognize what 
is happening, considering you just had to go 
through this with Commander T’sikes when he 
held the katra of Captain S’tol.” D’lan said remind-
ing the captain. 

     “Yes, this is one of the signs of a mind-meld in-
volving the transference of a katra. I remember. But 
I was told that even though this does happen, it is a 
rare event.” She stated. 

     “Whoever told you that, is lying their asses off.” 
The doctor stated as she looked at the First Officer 
to make sure she got the phrasing right. 

     “Excuse me Doctor, Saffet, I must have a little 
talk with my First Officer. And Doctor, I know how 
your hearing is, so please don’t listen in.” Captain 
Deora asked her ship CMO. 

     “Aye sir,” was all she could say while continuing 
her scanning of Saffet. 

     Commander T’sikes followed his commanding 
officer as she found a private little spot, off to the  

side of what she thought was out of the 
hearing range of Doctor D’lan and Saffet, 
and began talking to him. 

     “Number one, I have no problems with 
you wanting to explore your Human herit-
age. In fact, I encourage it wholeheartedly.” 
The captain started out saying. 

     “Thank you, Captain. I appreciate that, 
sir.” T’sikes said with a slight smile on his 
face that would quickly turn into a frown. 

     “That being said, I have to draw the line, 
when you try to teach the CMO of this ship 
how to swear. Someone like me. Okay. 
You well…, Okay. Or anybody else, okay. 
Vulcans…, no. I have to draw the line at 
Vulcans. They may get the wording or the 
phrasing right but there is no emotions be-
hind it. Besides, it just doesn’t sound right 
coming from a Vulcan. You understand 
Sikes?” She asked her first officer. 

     “Aye, sir. No teaching the Doctor how to 
swear” 

     “T’sikes?” She asked as the Captain of 
the Brightstar who looked sternly at the 
Commander. Like a parent scolding their 
child. 

     “Aye sir, no teaching the …, no, the Vul-
cans how to swear," T’sikes stated. 

     “Still having problems with the mind 
meld, Sikes?” Deora asked with concern 
for her first officer. 

     “It’s not the mind-meld itself that’s the 
problem, sir.” T’sikes states. 

     “Then what is the problem? Tell me. I’m 
your friend and the closes thing you have for 
a family.” Deora stated. 

     “Like I said sir, it’s not the mind meld, 
what the problem is S’tol.” The first officer 
started to finally articulate what has been 
bothering him. 

     “S’tol? I don’t understand. How is S’tol 
the problem? Explain. And consider that an 
order.” Deora stated. 

     “Well, having S’tol in my head like that, 
knowing things about him, things that I nev-
er knew about him before. His struggles 
with his emotions, with being a child of two 
worlds. His pride of not just having a  



Human half-sister, but a Human half-sister of 
Asian descent. The joy he took in the IDIC so 
much so, because how it even reflected the diver-
sity of his family tree. The sharing of knowledge, 
his knowledge. And so many other things. Then 
to have that all ripped away. It’s like someone 
reaching inside you and tearing out your very own 
soul and leaving behind an unfillable void. I guess 
that’s why I have been hitting the holodeck so 
much lately. It’s about the only time I feel like my 
old self before all of this took place. I just don’t 
know anymore, Captain. I sense like the more I 
take it out in the holodeck, the closer I get to find-
ing those answers that I’m looking for and finding 
my old self once again.” Commander T’sikes fin-
ished explaining.  

     “Thank you, for sharing that Commander 
T’sikes. In a sense, I think that best describes 
what the crew has been feeling, of what I have 
been feeling of late, myself. And I will treat all of 
this, all of what was just spoken between us as 
strictly confidential.” Captain Deora whispered. 

     “I would appreciate that, sir. After all, I do have 
a reputation to maintain.” He said with a slight 
smile. 

     “Your reputation is safe with me Commander. 
And if it helps any, if anything or anyone tries to 
come after me, I’ll send you in first to soften them 
up then I’ll send in Josh to clean up.” She said 
with a smile that became so infectious that even 
the First Officer had to smile himself and even 
chuckle a little bit. 

     “Again, thank you, sir. That helps to hear that.” 
The First Officer said. 

     “That’s why I’m here. Let us return to the Doc-
tor. And find out what the hell is going on with 
Saffet.” Captain Deora suggested. 

     “I agree Captain.” The First Officer concurred. 

     Both Captain Deora and Commander T’sikes 
returned to the group that was centered on Saf-
fet’s bio-bed, and to the conversation at hand. 

     “Captain Deora if you would indulge me for a 
moment I can explain," Saffet stated who by this 
point was now setting up on the side of the bed.  

     “Doctor D’lan will agree with me, what you saw 
and heard was me and yet wasn’t me. I am aware 
of the passing of J’dar. The reason why I am 
aware of this, is because I am the keeper of, or 
what could be best for understanding, carrying the 
katra of J’dar.” Saffet announced to everyone  

present. 

     “I can confirm that Captain if that would 
help any, sir," D’lan said. 

     “That’s quite alright doctor. I’ll bow to your 
expertise in this matter. But why can’t he 
come with us? Saffet would be safer with us, 
what with the Vulcan Extremists, would he 
not?” The Captain asked. 

     “I wish I could, Captain. And it would be 
the most logical thing to do in this situation. 
But because Captain as the keeper of J’dar’s 
katra, I have to return to Vulcan and climb the 
steps of Mount Seleya and have it removed.” 
Saffet started to explain. 

     “But what about his body? Don’t you need 
J’dar’s body also?” Captain Deora asked both 
the D’lan and Saffet. 

     “Yes and no. It really depends on the situa-
tion.” D’lan said. 

     “There has been only one instance where 
the body was required. But that was a very 
long time ago and involved a Vulcan that nei-
ther of us can tell you his name.” Saffet stated 
non-emotionally.                                                                                          

     “What was the instance? What Vulcan was 
involved?” The Captain asked them both. 

     Both the CMO and Saffet looked at each 
other. This silent conversation was not lost 
on Captain Deora or the First Officer. 

     “Do you two know each other?!” Sikes de-
manded to know from both of them. 

     “Yes, we do. We were both part of and I 
should say worked for the Vulcan’s version of 
the CIA or the MI6 of old Earth. We were 
partners, part of a group sent to New Romu-
lus to observe the Romulan government ad-
herences to the new treaty between New 
Romulus and the Federation.” Saffet stated. 

     “Once the assignment was completed, the 
group returned to Vulcan. I would leave the 
service and go onto become a doctor and 
CMO of the Brightstar.” Doctor D’lan told the 
Captain and First Officer. 

     “Whereas I would go on to become a tour-
ist guide and assistant to J’dar. But this is 
taking us off course, as someone once said 
earlier. To be honest, Captain neither one of 
us are a priest or a priestess. What we do  



know is just the generalities of the process and 
that’s not a lot. But I can tell you is this involves 
the living spirit of the Vulcan. Their essence if 
you will, their total knowledge and experiences. 
Please excuse me for using this crude analogy, 
are transferred from the keeper to a storage de-
vice for future use and or consulting. And if the 
transference is not done soon after the Vulcan 
has passed on …, well,  for the Vulcans there 
are side effects. More so, if in the case of your 
First Officer for example, if a non-Vulcan is in-
volved is more intense. It could and can, in some 
cases cause insanity, and the knowledge and 
experiences of said Vulcan could or can be lost.” 
Saffet stated to both Captain Deora and Com-
mander T’sikes. 

     “So you’re saying that the sooner he returns 
to Vulcan and turns over J’dar’s katra the better 
he will be in the long run," Deora said metaphor-
ically. 

     “A crude way of putting it, but yes he would 
not suffer any side effects," D’lan stated. 

     “Well, I wish you could come with us, but I 
understand why you can’t Saffet," Deora said. 

     “We too, wish we could come with you as 
well. We’re quite curious of what the outcome 
will be.” Saffet/J’dar stated. 

     “Yeah, right.” Captain Deora looked at D’lan. 

     D’lan returned the Captain’s look, but with 
one eyebrow raised as if to say, “What do you 
expect me to do about it?” 

     “Josh, could you have one of your men escort 
Saffet down to transporter room one?” Deora 
requested Ensign Josh to take care of. 

     “And you, number one, head down to ho-
lodeck one and kill some bad guys. If we’re go-
ing to figure out S’tol’s next clue I need every-
one’s head in the game. I did get that right num-
ber one?” 

     The First Officer wasn’t listening to his com-
manding officer. When Deora finally notice he 
hadn’t answered her, she turned around to see 
why. She found her First Officer staring off into 
space. 

     “Number one, are you okay?” She asked but 
got no response from him. So she tried again. 

     “T’sikes, are you okay? Do I need to get the 
doctor?” She asked again and still got no re-
sponse from him. So, she tried once again. 

“Sikes, are you okay? Do I need to get help?” 
And yet again, she got no response from him. 
So she gave it one last try to get his attention. 
This time around she used her command 
voice. 

     “COMMANDER T’SIKES, I DON’T 
KNOW WHAT IS GOING ON WITH YOU 
RIGHT NOW, BUT YOU WILL SNAP OUT 
OF IT, NOW!!!” She stated at the top of her 
lugs. 

     This finally had the desired effect the Deora 
was looking for. 

     “What, oh, I am sorry sir," T’sikes said. 

     “What happen Sikes?” She asked. 

     “Nothing. I was just thinking about what 
Saffet had said about the iso-linear chips,  and 
then you, permitting me to go down to ho-
lodeck get in a workout so I can get my head 
back into the game.” T’sikes explained to his 
commanding officer. 

     “Of course, number one. An excellent idea. 
How long would it take to adapt the chips to the 
holodeck computer?” Deora asked her science 
officer. 

     “With Chief Kenny’s help, ten maybe fifteen 
minutes”  T’sikes estimated. 

     “Good. Here take this with you to holodeck 
one. I’ll notify Chief Kenny and have him meet 
you there.” Deora stated as she handed him the 
envelope with S’tol’s latest clue. 

     “Aye, sir.” T’sikes acknowledged the order. 
With the chip in his possession, the First Of-
ficer leaves the sickbay. We then hear the fa-
miliar chirp sound associated with a comm-
badge being used. 

     “Attention all hands. This is the Captain 
speaking. Will Chief Engineer Kenny report to 
holodeck one and assist Commander T’sikes. 
I need all senior bridge crew to report to ho-
lodeck one in fifteen minutes. Captain out.” 

     “Captain?” D’lan asked. 

     “Yes Doctor, what is it?” She asked. 

     “The Commander will be alright now. I 
wanted to let you know that I will be recom-
mending that Commander T’sikes finish his 
treatments with the consultation of the ship’s 
counselor.” D’lan conveyed to the Captain. 



     “You were listening in again weren’t you, Doc-
tor.” Captain Deora said with a slight smile.  

New Addition to NASA’s Deep Space 
Network 

 

 

     A new ground
-based antenna 
went online re-
cently and was 
added to the 
NASA’s Space 
Communications 
and Navigation’s 

Deep Space Network (DSN). It will be connect-
ed to all space robot’s the are exploring the solar 
system. Named Deep Space Station-56 (DSS-
56). The ground-base antenna is now online and 
ready to use for a variety of missions, including 
the Perseverance rover which is due to land on 
Mars next month. 

     Built in Madrid, Spain, the construction on the 
antenna was started in 2017 and was just recently 
completed. It was built at the Madrid Deep Space 
Communication Complex. The dish itself is 34-
meters-wide (about 112-foot-wide). 

     The reason for this new antenna is the other 
ground-based antenna are limited on frequency 
bands they can transmit and receive. This re-
stricts the use to only one specific spacecraft or 
rover. DSS-56 is the first ground-base antenna 
to use the full range of communication frequen-
cies. The DSS-56 is now an all-in-one antenna 
communication antenna that can and will support 
all future space missions. 



Search-A-Word 

Hey, We are back with another Search-A-Word. This time around we’re doing things a little bit dif-

ferent. We are calling this one, 

WIZARD WORDS 

 

Loop in the diagram all the words listed below. Then read the leftover letters (any not looped), from 
left to right, top to bottom, to discover the Wizard’s Words.  

BANGS  MUSIC  SIDEBURNS  ZOOT suit   

BEATLES  POLE sitting  SKATEBOARDS 

BIG APPLE  PUNK rock  STYLES 

BIKINI  ROCK ‘n’ roll  SURFING 

BLAZER  SADDLE shoes TRAMPOLING  

BOBBY socks SHAG  TWIST 

CHARLESTON 

CHIC 

CLOTHES 

CREW CUT 

CURL 

DANCE 

DENIM 

DIET 

DISCO 

FAD 

FLARE 

GOLDFISH 

HAIR style 

HOOTENANNY 

JAZZ 

JEANS 

JIGS 

JIVE 

KNITS 

LONG hair 

MINISKIRT 
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Have a Happy and better New Year  

from the staff of the StarLignt and  

the crew of the Brightstar  

See You All Next Issue 


