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Katrina West stood by the door she had just entered. She was still wearing her small travel pack on her shoulders, and there would be a wait for their other stuff to be transported down from the ship. She was watching as her mother was greeted enthusiastically by two men and a woman in some kind of uniform.

Kaelen station was a Federation Science Station. That made it the sixth, or was it seventh station, she and her mother had lived on. This time, instead of excitement, she was feeling restless. Why didn’t her mother ever work on a planet? There were a lot more planets than space stations. 

She tuned out her mother’s conversation in favour of the babble of alien voices. Just while standing there, she had counted five other species. Navarean and Sangruit, she knew and could speak some of the language. Orlik too, but they kept to themselves, but she had picked up a fair bit of their language. None of those she had encountered had younglings with them. The other two she had not seen before and she decided to try to identify their species, and began to edge around the concourse.

The centre was busy with groups waiting to board the commercial transport she’d just left, or who had just come down from it. Her mother, and herself, had been one of the first to beam down, but then, her mother was a highly respected scientist. 

It its favour, Kaelen Station was much bigger than any of the others she’d been on. She had been told it was also a trade and diplomatic nexus. And as she moved around, she saw some astounding things. She stopped in front of a glassed in area, with a flashing sign above its door - ‘Jalen Zaire Emporium’. It flashed in different colours, and the writing cycled through a dozen languages only obvious in the last word. She recognised seven of the languages other than Standard.

The place drew her in, riveting her interest as wares from untold worlds sat side by side in an obviously random arrangement. If she owned the place she’d put items from a particular world together. It made more sense. If someone wanted something from, oh, say, from Earth – all that would be in one area. People might buy more that way. 

Katrina didn’t want to leave, she had seen things she itched to have. The signs about not touching – put her off. Besides, even though she had an allowance of credits from her mother, she rarely spent any. They moved so often that she had to be aware of the baggage allowance. Finally, with a reluctant sigh, she headed out to check if their luggage pod had arrived. Her mother was still talking, so she assumed it hadn’t. 

Some kind of change rippled through the concourse. Nothing obvious, all the milling beings still acted the same, except for one group over near the entrance to the smaller concourse. Katrina wandered that way and read the signs. Again they flashed in a dozen languages. She understood that the private ships that docked to the station opened into that smaller area.

A group of brown uniformed humans moved with obvious authority to form a cordon around a small group, two in red uniforms and one in blue. When she would have gone closer, their quiet request to the nearer groups, to ‘move along’, was meant to be obeyed. She did. Her mother had explained that there were times when others had jobs to do and they didn’t need people bothering them needlessly. So she kept moving, exploring more of the concourse to see what was there.

Flashing lights and computer generated voices announced the arrival of a ship. Likely it was docking to the station. To Katrina, the presence of the guards implied people of importance. She realised she wasn’t the only onlooker interested in the arrivals. A voice speaking in Standard caused her to glance to her right. 

“That’s Etienne Girard, Captain of the Intrepid,” the voice had said, apparently for her benefit since no one else was close. “The other must be Fabien Delgado, his first officer. I don’t know the woman.”

“Starfleet?” Katrina asked. 

“You new here or something? We are on a Starfleet Base.”

“I am new, but I know that!”

“What do you do?”

“Help my mother, mostly. What about you?”

“I’m thinking of enlisting.”

“In what?”

“Starfleet.”

“Why?”

“Well, I need a job, and they train you. Being in Starfleet has a certain status, you know.”

She didn’t, so she shrugged. Then thought about it. If she wanted to see more of the universe – visit planets – maybe see Earth where her mother was born, that might be a way. And surely, she should start earning her own way, not just let her mother support her. 

“I want to be a captain,” the guy was saying. “I’d have to go to the Academy for that.”

“Where’s that? And how would you get there?”

“It’s on Earth, and that’s my problem,” the guy admitted. 

Katrina turned her attention to him. He was a good looking guy – clean shaven, blond, taller than she was.”

“You’d have to get yourself there?” Katrina guessed.

“I thought to work my way there, but then I thought if I enlisted, as a grunt crew, they would take me there, or to one of their training outposts.”

The idea intrigued Katrina until he said, “I’ve got my education references, and everything I need.”

With a mental shrug, Katrina returned her attention to the imminent arrivals. It became focussed when the alien group emerged. Her mind returned to her earliest memories. The face of the tall male was familiar, as was the oldest female. The younger woman, holding a young child who was in some obvious distress, she knew! 

“Maris,” she murmured, to herself, unconsciously moving forward. The guy beside her, yanked her back. 

“They won’t let you go any closer. Not if they are some kind of diplomats.”

Katrina stopped moving, but could not stop staring. It had to be Maris. Her parents were the leaders of Cuphion, and she was a few years younger than herself. Was she a mother already?
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The sudden onset of alarm klaxons had everyone’s heads turning in every direction. In her mind, Katrina heard a familiar voice. Are you okay?

Knowing it was her mother, she thought, Yes, I am near the docking ports. What is happening? She couldn’t project her thoughts like her mother could, but her mother would read her answer.

Before she did, she felt the station lurch. Considering how big the station was, that had to mean an impact of some high magnitude. The airlock doors slammed shut, narrowly mission the Cuphion group. The one she thought was Marin, turned, trying to pull her cape free of the door.  Katrina couldn’t see where the child was, but there was a lot of gesturing going on, though the Starfleet captain was handling it. 

The station comm system was telling people to move in an orderly fashion to the nearest emergency airlocks. The guy beside her took off, not even waiting to see if she knew where to go. The crowd of entities surged in five directions, Katrina jumped backwards to reach the nearest bulkhead, and then onto a table to avoid being pushed along. Her mother was being shepherded along by the group she had been talking to. 

Kat heard in her mind, Find one of the emergency locks. She thought her agreement, but didn’t move. The Cuphions were being herded to safety, but Marin was struggling. Where’s the child? 

Kat looked around, imagining she was a very young child separated from their mother, in a rushing crowd and a very strange place. 

“Get down you fool,” a voice called to her. Katrina glanced that way. The guy hadn’t run off. “Come on!” he urged. 

She glanced around again. And this time spotted the tiny Cuphion, curled into a ball under one of the chairs. She jumped down, shook off the guy’s grip, and pushed between surging bodies going in the opposite direction. When she reached the back of the crowd, she heard the high keening of a distressed Cuphion and the softer keening of a terrified child. 

Katrina hadn’t spoked Cuphion for a long time, but the words she needed came back to her without needing to think. Soft words, spoken calmly in a voice that was understood, drew the child out of it’s cave like space. It was a boy, who can’t have been more than five years old. He allowed her to pick him up, and feeling safe, the keening subsided. Katrina gentled the child, recalling the Cuphion mothers she had seen. 

All too soon, two of the brown clad guards ran up to her. “We will handle things now,” one told her, looking down at her from his greater height. The second reached out to take the child, only to have him emit shrill cries of terror. 

“I will take him to his Mama, if you would take me there,” Kat told that one. “You are huge strangers, and all this is totally alien to him.” She returned to gently stroking the back of the boy, and pushed past the guard to see Marin trying to get free from her father’s grip. The guards hovered at her back, almost like she was a prisoner, or they thought she was kidnaping the child. 

Marin, released, seemed to fly the two meters between her and her son. Her eyes were on the boy, and the boy’s on her. 

“He’s okay, Marin. Just scared,” Kat spoke in Cuphion. Marin looked at her.

“I know you!” 

“I’m Kat,” she told her one time friend, just as she was grabbed and moved away. 

“Wait!” Marin called out in Standard. “Are you staying here?”

Over her shoulder she called back, “My mother will be working here.”

“Can we talk?”

Katrina shrugged. “Maybe after they sort things out.”
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The Cuphions were hustled away, and Kat shook off the grip of her escort. She headed off after the last of the stragglers. Most of the people passing through the station probably thought there was imminent danger of depressurisation. Kat didn’t. She instinctively understood the built in safeguards, and knew the danger signs. If whatever had hit the station had done major damage, the orange flashing lights would be red.
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During the long wait for the all clear to come through, Katrina accepted the company of the guy she had been listening to. He finally gave his name, Carlos Xavier. She learnt he had relatives in Starfleet, heard about the captains he idolised, and who had inspired him to want to join up. He iterated the requirement to get into the Academy on Earth, quashed any idea she had of trying to go there. However, his plan to enlist first, working his way up by showing his natural brilliance, then switching to the command stream, had some promise. 

“I can sit the pre-entrance exam here,” Carlos told all who were listening. “Why don’t you?” he asked her.

“What’s a test?”

“Huh? It’s questions you answer about something. Where did you go to school?”

“I didn’t. Mum taught me things.”

“Oh! Well, you can still try it and see how you go.”

“Maybe later. I want to travel first.” Katrina hoped he would desist with pushing the idea. 
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When the ‘all clear’ announcement was broad cast, and the locked doors opened, the general exodus began. Though the instruction was for those leaving on the soon to depart ship to come out first, Katrina was sure most did not heed it. She wasn’t in a rush. She had no clue as to where her mother was to be quartered. Besides, listening to all the younger beings – those about her age who had ended up in the same emergency lock, had been interesting. 

Carlos was now busy trying to impress some of the other females, and succeeding. Now he knew she was just the child of an itinerant scientist, family taught and only familiar with the outer rim stations, he had lost interest in her. 

When the crowd in the lock had thinned, Kat waved at a few of the more friendly girls, and told them, “I need to find out where they put my mother.”

Carlos did give her a brief glance and a wave. Hedging his bets, Katrina decided. Had she told him that, she’d bet he wouldn’t know what she meant. It was something her Mum had said she had learnt on Earth. Then she decided, maybe he was just glad the yokel wasn’t trying to scare away his new sycophants. 

Order had been quickly restored. New arrivals were checking in and being assigned quarters. The Emporium hadn’t reopened yet, but a place selling drinks and snacks was doing a lot of business. No wonder. She could use some of both herself. Though being able to change from her ship suit and get properly clean was an equally imperative desire. For that, she needed to find her mother, and if her personal luggage had finally arrived.

After living on space stations all her life, Katrina knew how to find her way around. She also knew what her mother’s position was, so she found her way to the science extension, ignored the ‘authorised personnel’ signs, and found the station map of that area. 

“Do you have authorisation to be here?” 

Something about the tone, patronising, made Katrina look closely at the man in the red uniform. She wasn’t sure what the collar tabs meant, and hadn’t had a reason to learn the rank insignia. She had never needed to know. Her mother might work for Starfleet, but she was still a civilian scientist.

“Yes, Crewman Shepard,” she answered after reading his name tag. “I have quarters in this extension.”

She found the ID tag in her pocket. At least her mother had given her that before transporting down from the ship. 

“May I see it?”

Katrina debated refusing, but she had wasted a lot of time since arriving and now had yet another urgent need. To find a ladies facility, if not her quarters. She took the lanyard from around her neck so he could examine it without being in her face. He fingered it longer than strictly necessary, while checking something on a palm sized device. 

“I will escort you through. It can be confusing at first.”

“No need, Crewman. Just show me where I need to go on the map over there.”

“It’s Ensign!” the man corrected her in a low voice. 

“Sorry, Ensign. I am used to space stations.”

Katrina had the idea that Ensign Shepherd didn’t believe her, but he let her go. She passed a desk in an alcove and decided he was currently on ‘meet and greet’ duty. She did hear him speaking softly after she went past, and expected there would be another Ensign, who contrived to intercept her.

She grinned. She had easily found her mother’s quarters, and was holding her ID to the door sensor as another red clad ensign walked past. 

“There you are,” Krys Ward greeted her as she used a towel to dry her red hair. It was loose and reaching below shoulder length. “The shower is free.”

“I need to do something else first.”

Her mother just laughed. “I expect you do. Your things are in the far room.”
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A neater, cleaner, version of herself returned to the main part of the suite. 

“Do you know what happened?” Katrina asked.

“A supply ship lost steerage. There was no major damage. Just one of the docking ports needs repair.”

“Oh,” Kat shrugged then asked, “Guess who I saw?”

“Oh?” 

“Marin, from Cuphion station. She must be married. She has a child.”

“How is she? Was she with her father?”

“Her mother was there too. She looks well, but she was upset. Her little boy was spooked and ran to hide. He’s okay though. I didn’t have a chance to talk to her. They shoved them off to one of the emergency locks. I couldn’t get near them. Probably
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