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First Officer Glen(n) Webber
"Fire all of your guns at once and explode into space..."
You don't understand how people can be so dispassionate about things.  Maybe it's the way you were raised.

You grew up on Direa (that's Dear-ee-uh, not dye-REE-uh, damit!) 7b, a habitable moon orbiting a gas giant about 200 light years from old earth.  Direa was a peaceful agrarian world, settled by a group of religious utopianists from California.

You were taught to value life, and liberty, to value all people and all things.  You were taught the importance of the individual, and of respecting other ways of life.

Then, when you were about fourteen, the Retull attacked Direa.

The Direans were pacifists.  They weren't stupid though, and as it became clear that the Retull were pointless aggressors, they had begun to construct planetary defenses.  But there were few defense specialists on Direa, and the best and newest equipment was always being shipped to the front.  The UPC tried to protect Direa, but an agricultural world with no key industries rated only a small fighter base, and a few destroyers.  

The planet was fairly well off, and there was a low population with a fairly high standard of living.  But a thinly populated agrarian world did not have the money to fund a heavy duty defense program.  Or a prayer of withstanding a massed Retull attack.  The destroyers were shattered, the fighters downed, and the Retull blanketed the world with Cobalt bombs, turning it into a slag ridden wasteland.  Your family was fried in the first seconds, but you had been up in the hills looking for stray livestock.  You were blinded, and near death from radiation sickness when the medical evacuation team off a UPC Cruiser found you.

Only a handful of inhabitants survived the destruction of your planet.  You were moved to the refugee camp on Halcyon, where you saw the most stunning examples of man's inhumanity to man.  You vowed never to lose your sensitivity to pain, or to human suffering.  You worked in the medical lab, and you wanted to be an intern, and eventually a doctor.

When you were eighteen, you were drafted into the UPC Fleet.  You qualified for officer training school, and were assigned to the UPS Orion when the war ended.  The Yorr had destroyed the Retull homeworld, and the long struggle was over.

You spent the next four years still planning to be a medical professional when you were discharged.  But service in the post-war Fleet brought about some changes in you.  You discovered that you really enjoyed being out among the stars, and you enjoyed the life of a UPC officer.  Most Fleet Officers were good joes, and you spent a lot of time conducting relief operations, or evacuations, or mercy missions, as the UPC picked up the pieces after the great war.

You mustered out and tried to get into medical school, but failed.  With no parents (or even homeworld) to fall back on, you had to get a job.  You signed on as an officer aboard a merchantman, and have been a commercial starship officer ever since.

You signed on to the SS Copernicus because you heard it was a well-run ship, and maybe it is if you enjoy goose-stepping.  The Captain is a Fascist with a neurotic iron death grip on the vessel.  Captain Murano wants to do everything by the book, whether it makes sense or not.  There are parts of the book that don't even apply to modern vessels.  When holding weapons drills, Captain Murano says "arm lasers" even though the Copernicus doesn't carry any lasers.  It's in the manual, right.

Other than that Murano is an insensitive iceberg.  You have tried some compassion and psychology, but it does no good.  What you really want is to be through with this mission and get on to some better ship.  In the meantime, it is important that you hurry to save the people on board the damaged starship, whether it is by the book or not.  Think of the human factor, goddammit.

That's another thing.  The Captain dislikes cussing.  You grew up in a household where there wasn't much profanity, but you have discovered that sometimes it is part of the rich, vital, natural vocabulary of the UPC, and it helps to bring a point home.  You try to watch it, but the Captain could drive someone crazy.  like you.

You find it your duty to constantly insert humanitarian concerns and personal feelings into every run of the mill activity.  You often emphasize your dramatic intensity with powerful hand gestures, and thoughtful truisms.  You add a touch of humanity to the Copernicus crew.

Summary

Note: yours is a roleplaying character, not a goalplaying character.  The Captain is anal-retentive, and you are nearly an anarchist.  You always want to do what is best for the individual, no matter how impractical or stupid that is.  You would fume if someone agreed to risk their life, nix it if you could, and would mutiny before abandoning anyone.  You have the "Counselor Troi, Bones McCoy" humanitarian role, with a bit of crustiness thrown in.
· You are a loyal officer, beyond the fact that you will often dispute your Captain’s orders just for the sake of argument. 

· You really do care about everyone.  You are the fellow who worries about whether or not the slime mold might be sentient.

· In any emergency situation you will but the safety of any individual (other than yourself) above the safety of the ship as a whole.
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