
Previously in Star Trek: Personal Logs... 

 Cadets Peter J. Koester of New York City and Virgil Dylan Kane of Fredericksburg, Virginia, have been admitted into 

Starfleet Academy, assigned as both dormitory room mates and cadet squad co-members.  During indoctrination they are assigned to 

Omega Squad, consisting also of Squad Leader Mik of Andor, Bot F’rnsis of Teller, and the Terrans Dara Thompson and Leslie Paul. 

 In between classes and training assignments, both the young cadets find themselves getting involved in personal 

relationships, Koester with a young member of the Vulcan Embassy staff in San Francisco, and Kane with fellow Academy cadet and 

Alpha Squad member Jenna Poln.  But as their Squad successfully completes their freshman year at the Academy, both relationships 

come to unexpected ends just as the cadets depart on summer leave. 

 And now the continuation... 
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Year Two - 2360/2361 
 

 The more things change, the more they stay the same.  So Koester thought as he walked back into his dorm room for the first 

time since the entire class went on leave a month and a half earlier. 

 His summer plans ruined by the unexpected departure of T’Lees the previous June, Koester had gone home to New York City 

for the first couple of weeks leave instead, but there was only so much of the Admiral, his retired father, that the young cadet could 

take.  He spent the rest of his leave traveling around, taking advantage of the travel opportunities Starfleet personnel had available to 

them.  He had spent a week in Toulon, France and even managed to tour the Utopia Planitia Fleetyard, where the third of the new 

Galaxy-class starships was under construction, gaining fresh and valuable insight into starship design and construction. 

 Now here he was, back in San Francisco, at Starfleet Academy, in his dorm room.  He tossed his duffle bag on the pile of stuff 

covering the other bed in the room and jumped onto his own. 

 A muffled, “Ow!” emanated from under the other pile of clothes and sheets.  Koester looked over curiously. 

 “Virgil?” 

 “Not so loud,” a gravelly voice groaned in response.  “My head will explode.” 

 Koester sat up on the edge of his own bed and pulled back the covers on his room mate’s to reveal Virgil Kane’s head.  The 

other cadet had apparently decided to forego shaving while on leave, and sported a full beard and mustache.  His half-open eyes were 

redder than the sands of Mars. 

 “What happened to you?” Koester asked, an amused smile crossing his lips. 

 A weak hand slowly crawled out from under the covers and a finger crossed Kane’s lips. 

 “Shhhhh.....  Not so loud, Pete,” Kane whispered, then held the sides of his head like he were holding it together.  “I attended 

a room party last night over in C Dorm,” Kane explained, his eyes still only half open.  “Had my first taste of Romulan Ale.” 

 Koester was about to comment on the illegality of Romulan Ale when Kane continued, “And second....  And third...  And 

fourth...  and...” 

 “I get the picture, Virg,” Koester said, shaking his head. 

 Suddenly, the lump of clothes on Kane’s bed moved again, and a female voice, heavily accented by a southern drawl, said, 

“Who is it, Virgil, honey?”  Koester’s eyebrow’s shot up. 

 Kane looked over toward where the top of a blonde head was just visible under the sheet, then back to Koester. 

 “Pete, this is Daphne.  Daphne, this is my room mate, Peter Koester.” 

 Slowly the sheet pulled down to expose the face of a girl with short blonde hair and sleepy eyes.  She half-smiled at Koester. 

 “I met her at the party last night.  She’s just starting to attend the Sciences Service College this year,” Kane said, sounding 

slightly more awake if not less hung-over. 

 “Well, I’ll let you two get ready.... or whatever.... while I go take a shower,” Koester said.  Meanwhile, Daphne kissed Kane 

on the cheek, put an arm around him, and curled into the crook of his shoulder, drifting back to sleep. 

 As Koester walked into the head, he could hear Kane weakly ask, “Daphne, I can’t seem to remember....  Why are my ankles 

tied together?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two weeks later, classes started with a bang.  Literally.  A surprise fire drill in the Academy lecture hall had all the returning 

cadets scrambling to keep the building from being consumed by the holographic flames.  And thanks to the refresher training Mik had 

insisted Omega Squad return from leave two weeks early for, their squad was noted at the forefront of the drill evaluations. 



 Shortly after regular classes began for the year, Koester found himself sitting next to Kane in a xenobiology class.  As the 

professor at the head of the class droned on and on about the differences in basic humanoid physiology between humans, Vulcans, 

Andorians, and Tellarites, the second-year cadet found himself glancing around the classroom.  As he did, his eyes suddenly locked 

onto a beautiful pair of hazel eyes.  They belonged to a human girl with long, light brown hair tied back in regulation style, a small 

button nose that could only be described as cute, and full lips that parted in a smile when she noticed Koester looking at her.  He 

recognized her as a classmate from his Basic Warp Theory class the previous year, a fellow cadet named Joanne Simon.  Koester 

returned the smile until Kane, noticing his classmate’s attention was not on the subject at hand, elbowed the cadet in the ribs, 

prompting him to return his attention to the professor speaking at the podium. 

 As the class ended, Koester and Kane made their way out into the hallway, intending to meet up with their other three squad 

mates, they heard a pair of booted feet walking quickly to catch up to them. 

 “Hi,” Cadet Simon said to the pair as she fell into step beside Koester. 

 “Hello,” Koester replied back with a slight smile.  Kane glanced at Koester and gave him a knowing look. 

 “I was surprised to see you on campus this past weekend,” Simon remarked to Koester.  “Don’t you normally travel around 

with your lady friend from the Vulcan Embassy on weekends?” 

 “Mik insisted Omega Squad be on campus for refresher training.  That’s why we did so well during the surprise drill when 

classes resumed,” Koester replied.  “And my… lady friend, as you put it, was reassigned back to Vulcan before summer leave began.” 

 Simon’s expression turned sad when she realized she had broached a potentially upsetting topic. 

 “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I didn’t mean to…” 

 “Don’t worry about it.  The end of last semester was a rough time all around, relationship-wise,” Koester said, glancing at his 

room mate. 

 Simon’s expression cheered up slightly as she suggested, “Maybe you’d like to talk about it over lunch?” 

 Koester paused, looking at Kane, who looked back at him. 

 “Go ahead,” Kane said with a shrug.  “I have to go over some stuff with Mik and F’rnsis.  I’ll see you in intermediate physics 

class later.” 

 Koester nodded as his room mate started heading away down the hallway, shuffling a few padds in his arms, before looking at 

Cadet Simon and saying, “After you, Cadet.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “I hope you don’t mind me being so forward,” Simon said to Koester as the two sat down at a small table in the Academy 

cafeteria.  “But I hesitated last year and before I could approach you, you had started seeing that Vulcan girl.”  Koester paused from 

eating his meal as he listened to his fellow cadet.  “I was hoping you would notice me all last year.” 

 “Well, getting involved with T’Lees wasn’t exactly planned,” Koester admitted.  “She was a lot like you, to tell the truth.  She 

was the one who approached me in that coffee shop over on Broadway Street.” 

 Simon smiled slightly as she said, “Well, perhaps since you’re not involved with her anymore…  Maybe you might 

consider…?” 

 Koester smiled a friendly smile at his fellow cadet. 

 “I’m not exactly sure I want to get into another relationship so soon after losing T’Lees,” he admitted. 

 “I could make it worth your while,” Simon responded with a wink.  “And at least you know I’m not going anywhere for at 

least the next three years.” 

 “I really think I should probably concentrate on my work with my squad,” Koester said.  “After all, the end of this year we 

apply to our specialty colleges, and I really want to get into Command College.” 

 “I’m not suggesting we shack up and start living together tomorrow,” Simon said with a grin.  “We can keep it casual at first.  

See how things are working.” 

 Koester found himself staring into Simon’s hazel eyes and fund his resistance waning. 

 “Okay.  I’m willing to give it a try.” 

 “Great!  The Sadie Hawkins Dance is coming up soon.  I want you to go with me.” 

 “Do I have a choice?” Koester asked. 

 “No,” Simon replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 

 Throughout the year, due in no small part to Cadet Mik’s demands that the squad conduct additional preparation during their 

free time, which cut into much of the time Cadet Simon wanted to spend with Koester, Omega Squad seemed to outperform all the 

others in drills, training, Pass-In-Review, and studies – even becoming the first cadet squad in many years to successfully pass the 

annual survival test in Earth’s Sierra Nevada mountains.  Mik’s emphasis on bringing the squad in early and working them late into the 

evenings was paying dividends, at least as far as their training and classes were concerned. 

 

 



January 2361 

 

 Cadets Koester and Simon sat cuddled together in one of the campus recreation lounges, a padd displaying a stellar 

cartography text sitting across both their laps, while nearby other cadets relaxed playing games or using communal computer terminals. 

 “Maybe we can arrange for a couple more mutual classes?” Simon suggested.  “I’d like to see you more often than just one 

class every other day and occasional weekends.” 

 “Mik’s been working us hard.  What can I say?” 

 “Say you wish you could spend more time with me,” Simon replied, batting her eyelids at him. 

 “I wish I could spend more time with you,” Koester said with a smile. 

 “So then help me decide on some mutual classes,” Simon said as she changed the padd display to a class listing.  “Are you 

sure you wouldn’t rather be in the sciences curriculum?  Then we could share more classes together than just the standard ones.” 

 “We’ve discussed this before,” Koester remarked, a slight tone of annoyance in his voice.  “I’m not cut out to be a science 

officer.  My dream is to pursue the command track.  You’ve known that since the day we first started going out.  Why don’t you 

change over to command or operations?” 

 Simon’s face scrunched in revulsion. 

 “You know I want to be an archeologist.  I can’t do that if I’m wearing a red or gold uniform,” Simon scolded. 

 Before the couple’s discussion could go any further, a voice emerged from Koester’s combadge. 

 “Cadet Mik to Cadet Koester.  What is your current location?” 

 Koester gestured for Simon to hold off on the conversation while he pressed his combadge. 

 “Koester here.  I’m in the rec lounge in April Hall.  What’s up Squad Leader?” 

 “Stay where you are.  We’ll be right there,” Mik replied. 

 Both Koester and Simon exchanged looks, curious about what Mik was coming to see Koester about.  Several minutes later, 

not only Squad Leader Mik arrived, but also Cadets Kane, F’rnsis, Dara Thompson, and Leslie Paul, all the members of Omega Squad. 

 “What’s going on?” Koester asked, concerned. 

 “You haven’t heard yet?” Kane asked. 

 “Heard what, Virgil?” Simon asked.   

 Mik stepped forward as he answered for Kane, “Omega Squad has been chosen to be the first second-year squad to be 

assigned an off-planet training mission.” 

 “Really!?  Where are we heading?” Koester asked, oblivious to the frown that appeared on his girlfriend’s face. 

 “The Lunar Alps,” the Tellarite cadet Bot F’rnsis answered. 

 “It’ll be a two week-long mission, too!” Cadet Paul added. 

 “When…?” Koester started to ask, suddenly looking at Simon and noticing her expression as he remembered the two were 

supposed to take a trip to Florida for Koester to meet her parents on one of the upcoming weekends. 

 “We depart the Academy grounds first thing Monday morning.  0600 hours,” Mik replied.  “Pack light, since you’ll be 

carrying everything you have with you.” 

 As the other members of Omega Squad started talking excitedly amongst themselves, Koester looked at Simon again. 

 “Sorry Joanne.  I guess we’ll have to put off the trip to meet my parents for another weekend.” 

 “But when?” Simon asked.  “By the time you get back from the moon, I could be heading out on an off-planet training 

mission with my own squad.  When will we have the time, Peter?” 

 “Keep in mind, we were appointed to the Academy to train to become Starfleet officers.  That’s our first duty.” 

 “I know.  But it’s frustrating when you have found someone you love and you can’t be with them all that often.” 

 “There’s always summer leave,” Koester suggested with a gentle smile, seemingly oblivious to the meaning of what Simon 

had just said. 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 38076.7 

 

 Omega Squad, under the direct guidance of Commander Marsh, had already spent the better part of a week living and 

surviving in the wilderness of the Lunar Alps.  The squad had been issued two portable survival shelters, which they set up as a base-

camp in the shadow of Mount Marilyn.  Each day they would don bulky pressure suits, more similar in design to those used by the 

original Apollo astronauts of the 20
th

 century than current Starfleet issue EVA suits, and explore the lunar features; setting up 

experiment packages, mapping craters, and collecting samples to be brought back to the Academy for first-year cadets to experiment 

with.  As Omega Squad started their second week on the moon’s surface, they were joined by the members of Gamma Squad.  The 

newcomers added their own survival shelters to the camp. 

 The next morning, Commander Marsh conducted a briefing in the largest of the shelters.  Koester was thrilled by the 

unexpected arrival of his girlfriend and, in spite of protocol, made sure to sit next to Simon during the briefing. 

 “Cadets, I understand Gamma Squad has only just joined us here on the moon.  Welcome, cadets of Gamma Squad.  Your 

mission today will be to scale and survey Mount Marilyn.  You will need to compute, within ten centimeters, the height of the 

mountain and how many metric tons of rock it is made up of.  You may requisition whatever survey equipment you may need from the 

standard scientific equipment locker.” 



 A few minutes later, the cadets started getting dressed out in their pressure suits. 

 “Why are they making us wear these antiques?” Simon asked with a frown.  “Starfleet hasn’t used spacesuits like these since 

the warp five threshold was broken more than two hundred years ago.  How do they expect us to conduct an adequate survey of the 

mountain wearing those huge suits?” 

 “That’s the idea, Joanne,” Koester replied as he quickly donned his own suit quickly by comparison after more than a week on 

the lunar surface.  “To see how we react and adapt to functioning under less-than-ideal situation.  Because not everything is going to be 

ideal once we graduate and become officers aboard a starship.” 

 Simon looked at Koester with amusement as he added the helmet to his suit and said, “Well I still think it’s stupid.” 

 An hour later, all thirteen people – six Omega Squad members, six Gamma Squad members, and Commander Marsh – were 

halfway up the summit of Mount Marilyn, named in honor of Marilyn Lovell by her husband, American astronaut James Lovell, during 

humanity’s first manned flight around the moon in Earth year 1968, stopping periodically to take readings using old early-24
th

 century 

tricorders and collecting samples of the rock in various places along the mountainside, as well as pausing to take occasional pictures to 

share with their friends and family back home once they returned to Earth. 

 As the team resumed their trek up the mountain, Koester thought he felt a slight vibration through the soles of his boots.  He 

raised his hand to pause those who were still behind him, but the signal was unseen by Commander Marsh, Mik,Thompson, Paul, Keth, 

T’shia, and Schuun, who were all further ahead. 

 “What is it, Peter?” Kane asked as he stopped next to his room mate. 

 “Hold on a sec.  Koester to Commander Marsh.” 

 As the second group of cadets watched, the preceding group ahead with Marsh stopped about twenty meters away and turned 

to look back. 

 “What is it, Cadet?” Marsh asked. 

 “Commander, I just thought I felt…” 

 “Commander!” Cadet Mik, who was adjusting the settings on his tricorder interrupted.  “I’m detecting a massive seismic 

disturbance in the…!” 

 Before the Andorian cadet could finish, a ground-quake started shaking the entire mountain.  Loose rocks and boulders started 

sliding down the regolith, one of the boulders trapping Thompson’s leg against the side of the mountain.  A moment later, a fissure 

opened in the ground, dumping Marsh, Mik, Schuun, and Paul into the opening.  Several seconds passed before the seismic disturbance 

ended. 

 “Commander Marsh!  Commander!” Koester called out.  Nearby, Thompson was moaning in pain, trying to extract her leg 

from underneath the heavy rock which was trapping it while Keth and T’shia were stuck on the opposite side of the new fissure, unable 

to get across. 

 “Dara, are you okay?” Kane asked. 

 “My leg is trapped, but I’m otherwise okay.  My suit hasn’t been breeched,” the female human cadet replied. 

 “Koester to Commander Marsh, can you hear me?” 

 All the cadets could hear was static covering what sounded like a voice in pain.  Koester immediately turned to Kane and, 

pointing at his room mate, ordered, “Virg, contact the Starfleet Outpost in Tycho City.  Have them initiate SAR operations.” 

 “Aye, aye,” Kane responded. 

 “The rest of you, let’s compile our equipment and figure out what we have to work with here,” Koester said to the rest. 

 Simon and Pau looked worried, exchanging glances as they started to pull out the supplies and equipment they carried in their 

packs and laid them on the ground with everyone else’s stuff.  Once everything was together they determined they had two lengths of 

nylasteel rope, a phaser with only a stun setting, several rolls of a duct tape-like substance used for emergency patches on EVA suits, 

eight containers of water, two pick-axes, a small kit of basic tools, and vacuum-capable flares. 

 “Pete, I’ve contacted Starfleet.  They said it’ll be at least ten to fifteen minutes before they can get a rescue crew out here,” 

Kane reported. 

 “Commander Marsh and the rest of the squad don’t have fifteen minutes, Virg.  Can we use that phaser to get Dara loose?” 

 “No!” said the Tellarite Moraag.  “It’s only capable of stun setting.” 

 “And besides, even if it were capable of higher settings, shooting the boulder would probably tear through Cadet Thompson’s 

suit,” said Pau. 

 Koester looked at the collection of gear lying at his feet when a sudden thought occurred to him. 

 “Pau, you’re an engineering cadet, aren’t you?” 

 “I will be officially next year,” the Catullan cadet replied.  “I’ve taken several engineering classes, but you can’t exactly call 

me an engineer yet.” 

 “You’ll have to do.  See if you can rig the power pack on that phaser to increase the setting to around level seven or eight?” 

 “What good will that do?” Simon asked, seeming aghast at the idea.  “You heard Pau tell you it would probably kill 

Thompson if you try to blow that rock apart with the phaser.” 

 “I’m not going to blow the rock apart,” Koester replied.  “Virg, Bot, help me pack a couple of these water packs against the 

side of the boulder.” 

 “Water packs?  What are you…?”  Suddenly Kane understood what Koester was planning.  “You want to superheat the water 

so it flashes to steam and blows the rock away from Dara without an explosion!” 

 “Exactly.  Pau?” 



 “Almost done,” the Catullan boy replied as he jury-rigged the phaser’s power pack.  Kane, Koester, and the Tellarite F’rnsis 

stuffed a few water packs between the boulder and the mountainside in a way that any movement should force the boulder away from 

Thompson and her leg.  A moment later, Pau handed the weapon to Cadet Koester. 

 “Be careful.  It’s just as likely to explode in your hand as it is to heat up those water packs,” Pau warned. 

 Koester directed the other cadets to take cover behind some other large rocks almost fifty meters away, then said, “Hold on, 

Dara.  This should work.”  He then carefully aimed the phaser at the water packs stuffed into the rocks and pressed the trigger.  The 

orange beam flashed from the barrel of the weapon, striking the packs.  Two seconds later the packs exploded soundlessly in a large 

cloud of steam that obscured Koester’s view.  Almost immediately the steam evaporated in the hard radiation of the sun, revealing that 

the boulder had rolled five meters away, off Thompson’s leg.  She moaned softly as she grabbed her suit leg with her gloved hands. 

 “She’s free,” Koester shouted.  “Joanne, grab the tape and reinforce Dara’s suit, just in case.” 

 As Simon and Pau started working on their fellow cadet’s pressure suit, Kane, F’rnsis, Moraag, and Koester looked down the 

edge of the crevasse where Marsh and the other cadets had fallen. 

 “Now what do we do about the others?” Kane asked. 

 Koester looked back at the pile of equipment, then said, “Virg, grab those ropes and secure one end to a secure rock.  Bot, 

hand me those pick-axes.” 

 As F’rnsis handed the axes to Koester, who then took the loose end of the roll of rope from Kane and hung it over his 

shoulder, Moraag moved up next to him and said, “You’re not going down there, are you?” 

 “Someone has to.”  Koester then kneeled down and, using the pick-axes, made his way down the steep incline.  It took several 

minutes, and four trips with Kane, F’rnsis, Moraag, and Pau pulling the injured cadets and Commander Marsh back up with the rope, 

before the entire team was back together again, though Keth and T’shia were still standing watching from the opposite side of the 

crevasse, skanning the blackness of space for the awaited rescue craft. 

 “Good work, Koester,” Marsh said as Simon wrapped tape around a rip in the commander’s suit arm.  “Good work all of 

you.” 

 “Starfleet shuttlecraft to Academy away team.  This is shuttlecraft Worden to Academy away team.  What is your exact 

location?” said a voice through each pressure suit’s communicator.  Koester looked up to see the type 6 shuttlecraft approaching from 

the south. 

 “Joanne, flare!” Koester exclaimed.  Simon quickly grabbed one of the flares from the equipment pile and aimed it into the 

black sky and activated the trigger, launching a bright red flare high overhead. 

 “We see you!” the voice from the shuttle announced as the cadets could see the small vessel turn directly toward them.  

Seconds later they all felt the tingle of the transporter overtake their bodies. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The rest of the semester passed relatively uneventfully.  Kane continued to struggle in some of his classes, made all the harder 

by the constant attention of Daphne, whose class schedule generally kept her ‘Academy-bound,’ but maintained his grades with the 

help of his room mate.  Meanwhile, though Koester and Simon tried to spend as much time together as possible, it was difficult when 

each cadet’s squad was away from the Academy for training at different times, to the point of severe frustration for both cadets. 

 

 

June 2361 

 

 The ceremony promoting the Class of ‘63 to Second Class Cadets was special.  On the stage set up on the quad, Commander 

Marsh – fully recovered from his ordeal on the moon – stood at the podium.  Behind and to his right sat Kane, Koester, F’rnsis, Pau, 

Simon, and Moraag in cadet full dress uniform, while in the front row sat Cadets Mik, Paul, Thompson, Schuun, Keth, and T’shia. 

 “Each and every one of you performed above expectations,” Marsh addressed the assembled class.  “But today we take an 

extra moment to honor the cadets of Omega and Gamma Squads, who accomplished the difficult task of rescuing several of their 

fellow cadets, and myself, after we experienced a quake while conducting emergency survival training in the lunar highlands.”  Marsh 

then turned to the six cadets on the stage with him and said, “Cadets, atten-shun!” 

 All six cadets shot to their feet and assumed positions at attention.  Than, as applause erupted across the Quad, Marsh stepped 

in front of each cadet and attached the life-saving medal to their uniform before shaking their hand and offering his thanks and 

congratulations.  Placing the last medal on Moraag’s chest, Marsh returned to the podium, prompting the audience of cadets to cease 

applauding. 

 “It is with great pride that I appoint you all as Second Class Cadets, with all the responsibilities and privileges there-of.  You 

have all applied to your specialty colleges, where you will begin concentrating on your major courses of study.  I wish you the best in 

your future endeavors, in whatever schools you move onto from here.” 

 

To Be Continued... 


