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Chapter 1 - Antares III Spaceport.
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Captain Fraser takes the ship to Antares III Spaceport to enlist extra crew and also to take on board the new vet the Company has foisted on him. He leaves the ship and goes to his usual recruiting office where Tex Metts meets him.

"How r'you doin' Captain?" Tex asks, waving his huge grey-green arms in friendship.

"Oh, so, so."

"The usual?" Tex almost makes a grin on his red and green, scaly face.
"Yes."
"What do you need this time?"

"A Tacs officer and a Creature Handler."

"I've got just the two for you. Neb Fallah, he's Martian and a damn good Tacs Officer, and Dirk Hadigan is a great Handler."

"Okay," the captain sighs. "Where do I sign?"

"Thumb print here and here," Tex says, indicating two spots on the data pad.

"I'll send them to you within the hour," Tex says.

"Thanks Tex, bye for now," the Captain says, straightening his white uniform with blue closures.

Patricia Goodyear leaves her star liner from Aldebran IV and tries to make her way through the endless streams of humans and aliens who all seem to have a way to go that is contrary to hers. Antares III spaceport is no place for the faint hearted. There are gangs, specialising in stealing people's valuables, and a plenitude of alien races. There are laser boards displaying data, but it is in a language that Patricia does not recognise. She bumps accidentally into an alien.

"Watch where you're going!" He shouts. 

The whole place is bewildering. People move quickly in multiple directions. Eventually she comes across a spaceport worker. "I'm sorry, could you tell me where I can find The Phoenix Seven?" She says.

"Bay fifty-nine," he says, quite matter of fact.

Finding Bay fifty-nine proves quite easy as all the Bays are clearly marked.

Getting aboard the Phoenix Seven is a different matter. She climbs the ramp and is met by an officious Ensign.

"State your business," the Ensign says abruptly.

"I'm Patricia Goodyear. I'm your new Xenobiologist."
"Sorry, your name does not appear," he says, consulting his sheet.
"This is the Phoenix Seven?"

"Yes."

"Can you check again, please?"

The Ensign looks more thoroughly. "Sorry Ms Goodyear, your name appears on page three. Go on board and turn right, the Purser is third on the left. He will sort out your accommodations." 

Patricia feels a jumble of emotions. None of them good. How could she be relegated to page three of all things?

The purser is a funny little man. Obviously, an alien. He is short and pale skinned, with black, beady eyes, a small chin and mouth and a large cranium.

"This way, Ms Goodyear," the Purser says, "I have a nice cabin set aside for you. The Crew's quarters are in the mid-section of the ship."

Patricia finds her cabin isn't too bad. It’s small, but it will do. 

After about half an hour the Captain calls on her.

"Welcome aboard Ms Goodyear."

"Thank you Captain. Call me Patricia." Patricia is blond with blue eyes. She has a pretty face and a full figure and stands five feet eight inches tall. At six feet six inches the Captain towers over her. She takes in the serious eyes, greying temples, and weathered face.

"You're here because of your paper on the possibility of using alien creatures for defensive purposes," the Captain says.

"You're very knowledgeable Captain. 

“I keep abreast of relevant information.”

“I'd like to think it's because of my merits. I have a masters in Xenobiology."

" Would you like a tour?"

He starts with the Bridge.

"Bridge Crew this is Patricia Goodyear, the new Xenobiologist.

"As you can see, Tacs is vacant. I am awaiting the new Tactical Officer. At the Science Station is Zanuma Madilla, my Science Officer and Second in Command."

Zanuma is Azulian. She has a face like a china doll, blue skin, blue eyes, and a lithe figure. Her hair is white and shoulder length.

"At the Engineering Station, our Engineer, Ginra Xelaxia."

Ginra is Venusian. She is tall, thin, has pale skin and red eyes. Her hair and eyebrows are white.

"At the Helm, one of our two helmsmen, Diana Delabur."

Diana has blond hair with highlights, a matronly figure, a strong, angular face, and grey eyes.

They leave the Bridge and take a lift down a level. They exit on to a long corridor. The corridor is coated gunmetal grey, has coved walls to floor and no windows. As the Captain takes her along it he points to a large, seated area to the left. "This is the Galley. Meals are served from zero one hundred hours to zero seven hundred hours, eleven hundred hours to thirteen hundred hours and seventeen hundred hours to twenty hundred hours, Ship Time.”

They continue past crew quarters to the three cargo bays. The cargo bays take up most of the ship. Indicating the bay on the right the Captain says, "This one will be for our specimens."

Patricia can see many empty cages of various sizes and some tanks.

"Will we be capturing aquatic specimens Captain?" Patricia asks.

"The Company is interested in all kinds of creatures Patricia. I will see you in the course of our duties."

Patricia realises she is dismissed, says, "Yes Captain," and makes her way to her quarters. 

She looks around the small space, perhaps twenty feet by twelve feet. It contains a bed, a dressing table with a computer terminal on it, a wardrobe, and a bedside cabinet. Home, for however many weeks this mission takes. Patricia is normally the sort that makes plans for the future. For once she has no plans after the current missions. What she does next will depend on the outcome and on the future plans of the Company.

The Captain returns to the Bridge and sits in his chair.

"How are you Zanuma?" The Captain asks.

"I am functioning at peak efficiency Captain," she replies.

The Captain wonders how someone so beautiful can be so cold.

Ten minutes later Zanuma says, "Sir, our two other new crew members are now aboard." 

"Thanks Zanuma. Helm, take us to the Orion Seven System, specifically to the planet Oceana."

"Aye, aye, Captain. Course plotted. Engaged. Jump factor five in three - two - one."

Captain Fraser always enjoys the jump to hyperspace. Arrows of light flow across the viewer, followed by coruscating lights of every colour, then equilibrium. Physically there is a slight bump as no one has yet been able to make perfect inertial dampers.

The Captain calls a meeting in the Briefing Room.

"Firstly, welcome aboard to our new crew members. Patricia would you say something about yourself?"

"Well, I'm a Xenobiologist. I graduated from Caltech, and I've mostly been doing research into alien creatures."

"Thank you. Neb would you say something?"

"Yes. I am from Mars colony. I served as a Tactical Officer in a number of military ships but found it too confining. I am hoping this ship will be just right for me."
"Thanks. Dirk?"
"I've been a Handler on a number of expeditions. Last one was in the Amazon on old Earth. I'm single...at the moment..." he looks at Patricia and Gloria as though for approval. "I'm looking forward to some challenges this trip."

"Thanks. Thirdly, I'd like to explain our mission, so we are all on the same page. Patricia has written a paper on the diversity of alien creatures and their use for defensive purposes. You could say that this paper has inspired our mission. We will be travelling to various planets in search of creatures that might be used for defensive purposes. Any questions?"

"How long will our mission be?" Patricia asks.
"Good question. I estimate several earth weeks."
"What if the creatures escape?" Neb Fallah, the Tacs Officer asks.

"Dirk is an excellent Handler, so I'm told, and the Chief has a crack Security Team. I don't foresee any problems. Well, if there are no more questions...dismissed."

School is an interesting time for Justen Delabur. Being the only student at the moment he enjoys the attention. Justen is half human half Alumini. He has a large head in relation to his four feet tall body. He has blond hair and purple eyes. The Doctor makes an excellent teacher.

"Let's look today at wormholes," the Doctor says.

"Okay."

"What do you know about them Justen?"

"Well, they are largely a natural phenomenon."
"That's correct. Anything else?"
"They can join different points in space, sometimes light years apart."

"Right again. What could they be used for then?"

"Travel to other places, providing they start where you are and end where you want to go. I heard that some wormholes can link to different times. Is that true?"

"No real data to support that. However, there aren't that many wormholes to study, but I believe they all traverse the same time."

"That's a shame, because time travel sounds fun," Justen says.

"I hate to be a bore, but time travel, if possible, would be fraught with all kinds of problems."

"Like what Doctor?"

"Well, you could accidentally alter the past so that you no longer fit in with the changed future. For example, if you tampered with the life of an enemy world leader, his country could win the war instead of losing it and when you go back home you find out that it has been taken over and you no longer speak the prevailing language. However, for time travel to be possible there would have to be an infinite number of universes with an infinite number of possibilities. We now know that the universe is finite, it just loops back on itself, and so appears endless when it is not."

"How do we know that Doctor?"

"A very clever experiment by Claus and Bosemann. But we digress. I suggest we finish there and continue tomorrow."

"Okay. Thanks Doctor."

Justen returns to his cabin and finds his mum washing her face.

"Hi mum. How are you?" He asks.

"Tired. Just did my twelve-hour shift."

"Why so long?"

"The captain let one of the helmsmen go. That leaves just two of us to split the twenty-four hours between us. How was school?"

"Interesting. The Doctor gets me thinking."

"Sounds good."

"Yes and no. Yes, in that my mind is stimulated. No in that I get some unexpected answers and that only leads to more questions."

"You are so like your father."

"Am I? Where is he
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