
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 Squad co-members.  For their first two years of Academy training 

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 their first year, both the young cadets find themselves getting involved in close 

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 completed their freshman year at the Academy, both 

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

 During their sophomore year, both Koester and Kane become involved in new relationships, Koester with Gamma Squad 

member Joanne Simon, who admits to having hidden a crush on Koester their entire first year before asking him to the annual 

Academy Sadie Hawkins Dance, Kane with a third-year sciences cadet named Daphne.  As the year progresses, Omega Squad 

becomes the first of the second-year cadet squads to be assigned a mission off-planet.  During the exploration of the lunar highlands, 

an unexpected quake nearly traps and kills several members of the away team, including the OIC of the Advanced Training School, 

while scaling Mount Marilyn and only the cool demeanor of Cadet Koester assured the successful rescue of the entire away team. 

 And now the continuation... 
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 Kane burst into the dorm room. 

 “Pete!  Get up!” he shouted. 

 Koester opened his eyes, then shut them again as Kane opened the window shade, flooding the room with sunlight.  “Uhh!” he 

groaned, covering his eyes with one arm. 

 “What is it, Virgil?” Joanne Simon asked from where she lay curled next to Koester. 

 “They’ve released the Command College acceptance list a week early!” Kane exclaimed. 

 Koester’s eyes snapped open.  He sat up, wrapped one of the bed sheets around himself, and walked over to his desk.  Kane 

was already sitting in front of his own terminal. 

 Koester entered his access code, connected with the Academy database, and looked up the information he wanted. 

 “Well?” Simon asked impatiently from where she sat on the bed, the blanket wrapped around her.  Koester twisted in his chair 

to face Kane, who had already turned to face Koester.  Huge grins spread on both their faces. 

 “It was the lunar mission!” Kane almost laughed.  “They couldn’t turn us down after that!” 

 Koester held up his hand, which his room mate promptly high-fived.  Koester then turned back to the screen and read its 

contents to Simon. 

 “To Cadet Second Class Peter J. Koester,  The Commandant of Starfleet Academy is pleased to inform you that your 

performance and abilities demonstrated during your first two years at Starfleet Academy, in particular your recent training mission 

on the surface of the moon, have earned you a seat in this year’s convening Officer’s Command College.  Report to Building 72, 

Defiant Hall, Room 106 at 0730 hours, Stardate 38812.0.  Congratulations.  Signed, Captain Robert Maxim, Chief of Command 

School.” 

 A big smile formed on Simon’s face, one that held a hint of sadness in it. 

 “Congratulations Peter.  You too, Virgil,” she said. 

 “Thanks,” Kane said, getting up to rush out the door.  “I’ve got to tell Daphne and the others!”  He did not notice the slight 

change in attitude on Simon that Koester had.  Once Kane had left, Koester walked back over to her.  A tear rolled down her cheek. 

 “I’ve known for a year that this day was coming,” she said as Koester embraced her.  She buried her face in his shoulder.  

“That I was going to have to let go one day.  And I really believed I could, when that day arrived.” 

 Koester stroked her hair gently, not knowing what to say. 

 “Now I don’t know if I can say goodbye,” she added. 

 Koester held her chin in his hand, lifting her face to look up at him. 

 “Why do we have to say goodbye?” he asked.  “Why not just say, until graduation?  If we keep our grades high enough, we 

could request orders to the same starship.” 



 “Because I don’t know if I can wait.”  Tears stained her face and dripped onto the blanket she had wrapped around herself.  “I 

don’t want to wait.” 

 “We talked about this, and agreed it was best for both of us to put our training first,” Koester said, trying to hold back his own 

tears. 

 “I know,” she sobbed. 

 “Then we’ll both wait,” he reassured, crawled back into the bed with her, and held her tight. 

 

* * * * 

 

Cadet’s log, stardate 38812.5: 

After our first day in the Command College, my new classmates and I were teamed up with our Cadet 

Command Crews and given a tour of the simulator we’ll be spending a large portion of our time in this 

year.  Due to our similar grades, mutual training background, and proven ability to work well together, 

the Academy has placed both Virgil and I together again in the unusual rotating positions as CO and 

XO, something rare but not unheard of.   

Our helmsman, Jason Goode, comes from Betazed.  He too is a student of the Command College, on the 

same course track as Virg and myself.  I’m told he can react quicker than any other cadet helmsman, 

though some feel it’s because he just reads the captain’s mind, a highly unethical practice he denies. 

At Tactical we have Rek T’vLar of Andor.  A student of the Security/Tactical Services School, T’vLar is a 

formidable warrior.  I was used to working with Mik, my squad leader for the first two years here at the 

Academy, but T’vLar is from a different clan.  His harsher attitude will take some getting used to. 

Our operations manager is Meryl Weathers.  She’ll be sharing some of the same classes as Cadet 

T’vLar, though specializing on the Ops track.  She hails from upstate New York, not far from where I 

lived most of my early life.  Reporting with her is Carrie Roch, our science officer.  She seems to already 

have taken quite a liking to Virgil, with who she also shares some science classes, though unlike Virg, 

she’s strictly in the Sciences College.  I’m not sure if the attention she showers him with pleases him or 

makes him uncomfortable. 

At engineering is the Caitain, M’rath.  I’ve never worked with a felinoid before, so this should prove 

interesting.  He came to us highly recommended by the Engineering College.  A real genius with 

propulsion systems I’m told. 

Our most difficult crew member is the ‘Snowman.’  At least, that’s what we’ve started to call him.  

Ch’dai Do-Nath Gio Sepp is as cold as the ice planet he originates from, which I understand isn’t 

unusual for Efrosians.  His specialization is mission operations and communications. 

Tomorrow we have our first mission in the Oberth-class bridge simulator the Academy calls trainer 

211F, but the cadets have christened the USS Neverdull. 

Koester, out. 
 

* * * * 

 

 The viewscreen showed the stars of deep space.  Virgil Kane walked slowly around the upper bridge level, looking over the 

various crew stations situated around the outer bulkhead.  In the center seat, Peter Koester sat, watching closely as Jason Goode 

entered a minor course correction into the helm while Meryl Weathers simply explored the operations console directly to Goode’s 

right, while the Chief of the Command College stood at Koester’s left elbow. 

 “Besides your regular classes, this simulator is where you will be spending at least six hours per week, sometimes more, 

simulating various missions for which each of you will be evaluated based on the positions you have been assigned,” said Captain 

Maxim, the officer who would be overseeing the simulator sessions in general and the Command College students in particular.  “As 

you know, starting in January, you will all be taking part in the traditional Academy training cruise aboard the USS Republic.  Between 

now and then you must learn everything you will need to know to act adequately as the Republic’s crew, because as I’m sure you have 

realized, you will not be passengers when the Republic departs Earth.” 

 Maxim called Kane over to the command chair. 

 “Mister Koester, Mister Kane, you both have very similar courses of study, Mister Koester’s a little heavier on operations 

while Mister Kane is taking several science courses, and you both have very similar grades.  And, as we learned during the lunar 

mission you both participated in, we know you work well and closely together.  So the Academy staff has decided to pair you both up 

as a team here in the simulator.  Mister Koester…”  Koester looked up at Captain Maxim with a keen expression.  “You will be 

‘commanding officer’ in all odd-numbered simulator missions.”  Koester nodded acknowledgement as Maxim continued.  “Mister 

Kane, you will be ‘commanding officer’ for all even numbered simulations.  Each of you will act as executive officer to the other when 

they are in command. 

 “Understood, sir,” Kane replied. 



 “Very well.”  Maxim looked toward the ceiling of the bridge simulator and then said, “Shut down the simulator.  Today’s 

familiarity session is ended.”  As the bridge lights turned up to normal white lighting and the viewscreen slid aside to reveal an access 

hallway, Maxim added, “Cadets, dismissed.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The first few real simulator missions, simple training to familiarize the cadets with the use of the bridge station controls and 

explain how the simulator, based upon the design of a late-23
rd

 century Oberth-class scout ship, was different from what they would 

find aboard modern starships, went well.  As described by the captain, Koester and Kane traded off positions every other simulated 

mission, becoming proficient as both ‘commander’ and ‘advisor.’ 

 It was during the second month in Command College that the group first heard the dreaded words from an upperclassman. 

 “Co-what-sheesh?” Koester asked. 

 The fourth-year cadet shook his head. 

 “Ko-Bay-Ah-Shee,” he sounded out.  “The Kobayashi Maru scenario.  It’s what the Academy uses as a final exam for the 

Command College.  You fail that and your whole four years here were a waste.” 

 “That’s not true,” Kane protested.  “If you maintained high grades through all four years, they aren’t going to dismiss you for 

one failure.” 

 “Don’t believe me?” the upperclassman said.  “Then just fail the Kobayashi Maru.”  And with a laugh, the older cadet strode 

away. 

 “I have to admit, Peterrrr,” M’rath purred between sips of his milk.  “I’ve hearrrrd similarrrr things about the final 

simulatorrrr mission in one of my enginerrrring classes.” 

 “They can’t just fail you!” Kane again protested. 

 “Are you sure?” T’vLar said, his voice almost a whisper.  “I certainly would not want to find out the hard way.” 

 “I’ll make a deal with you all,” Koester said, looking at each member of his command crew in turn.  “As co-captains, Virgil 

and I will look into this and see what we can dig up.” 

 He glanced toward Kane for confirmation.  Kane simply said, “They can’t just fail you.”  Koester glared at Kane until the 

other cadet said, “Fine!  Fine!  I’ll look into it too.” 

 “I’ll help you, Virgil,” Carrie Roch offered. 

 “Sure, Carrie,” Kane said, and the two got up and left. 

 Koester looked at the five remaining cadets and said, “We’ll get this cleared up.  I promise you.  There’s got to be more to 

this Kobayashi simulation than anyone is letting on.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “USS Ride, this is the passenger liner Morning Star.  We’ve come across drifting mines in the Colrathi sector.  They pose a 

hazard to navigation.” 

 Virgil Kane spun in his command chair to face the communications console. 

 “Acknowledge that, Mister Ch’dai,” he ordered.  “Conn, set a course for the Colrathi sector, warp 5.” 

 “Yes, Captain,” Goode answered, as the ship immediately went into warp, Goode seemingly anticipating the order. 

 “Captain,” said Peter Koester from where he stood next to the command chair.  “May I suggest an alert status?  Perhaps we 

should at least sound yellow alert?” 

 “Mmmmm.... Not just yet, XO,” Kane said.  Koester seemed about to protest when Kane added, “Let’s scope the situation 

first.” 

 “Very well, Captain.” 

 “Approaching Colrathi sector,” Goode reported. 

 “Take us out of warp.” 

 The ship dropped out of warp speed, and almost instantly a large object filled the viewscreen. 

 “Shields!” Koester shouted, but too late.  The mine struck the ship’s unprotected hull.  All over the bridge sparks flew, panels 

burst open, and fires ignited.  Seconds later the alarms shut off, the sparks subsided, and the fires died out.  On the viewscreen 

appeared a message. 

 “USS Sally Ride was lost in the line of duty with all hands aboard.”  This was followed a moment later with the message, 

“Simulator score:  21%.”  Kane slumped his head. 

 “Very poor, Mister Kane,” said Captain Maxim as he entered the bridge simulator after the viewscreen had rolled aside.  

“You should listen to the advice of your crew.  Especially your First Officer.  Any alert status above condition green would have 

automatically given you shields.  But you also failed to use the resources of Mister Roch and her sensors to see if there was anything in 

your intended path.” 

 Kane nodded while Koester chastised himself for not having protested more strongly, or simply ordering shields raised 

himself. 

 “That will be all for today, cadets.  Clean up the simulator and I’ll see you all here again next week,” the Captain said, turning 

sharply on his heel and leaving the simulator. 

 



* * * * 

 

 “I can’t find out much of anything about the Maru,” Koester admitted to his crew.  “Everyone I ask around here either has 

never heard of it, simply shuts up, or laughs!” 

 “I’ve had some luck,” admitted Kane.  “I’ve learned the Academy’s been using the scenario as a final exam since the mid-

2240’s.” 

 “So it’s old?  How does that help us?” Meryl Weathers asked. 

 “It doesn’t,” admitted Koester.  “Let’s keep working on it.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Tractor beam is locked on the ship,” T’vLar reported. 

 “Very good, Mister T’vLar,” Kane nodded as he turned back toward the screen.  “Ahead warp four.” 

 Suddenly the screen blinked on a message. 

 “USS Sally Ride has returned to starbase with the enemy vessel intact.” 

 “Let’s see, Virg,” Koester goaded.  “You did well, but I think I did better on my last simulation.” 

 The screen added a line. 

 “Simulator score:  98%.” 

 “Ohh!” Koester groaned.  “Beat my score by two points!” 

 The viewscreen rolled aside and Captain Maxim entered the bridge simulator. 

 “Very nicely done, Mister Kane,” he said.  “A definite improvement.  In all of you.  I’m very pleased by your performance.” 

 All the cadets grinned, though Ch’dai’s seemed a little forced, and Koester thought he heard a definite purr from the direction 

of the engineering console. 

 “Remember, cadets.  You start two weeks leave the day after tomorrow.  The day after you return, you start your training 

cruise aboard the Republic.  I know you’re ready for it.  You’ve shown me that here, in the simulator.  Now show me you’re ready to 

become Starfleet officers out there, in the final frontier.  Cadets, dismissed.” 

 As the simulator crew started heading for the opening behind the viewscreen, Koester paused for a moment near Captain 

Maxim. 

 “Captain, may I ask you a question, sir?” 

 All the cadets suddenly paused and looked back at Koester and Maxim.  Most suddenly realized what Koester was going to 

ask, and several of them were shocked by the idea. 

 “What is it, Cadet?” Maxim asked. 

 “Well, sir…  We’ve been hearing about a simulation the Academy uses as the final exam, called the Kobayashi Maru 

scenario.  Can you tell us what it’s about?” 

 Maxim stared at Koester silently for several seconds.  The young cadet thought for a moment the officer was going to start 

yelling, until a slight smile formed on the older mans lips. 

 “Oh, you’ll find out, Cadet,” Maxim said with a chuckle as he headed out of the bridge simulator.  “You’ll find out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Are you ready?” Koester asked for at least the fifth time.  Joanne Simon opened her travel duffle again, making sure she had 

several outfits of civilian clothes packed.  She then made sure she was carrying her Starfleet ID card and papers authorizing her leave 

for the next two weeks. 

 “Yeah, I’m ready,” Simon replied. 

 “You’re sure?” Koester asked, as if he had heard the same answer several times before. 

 “Pretty sure,” Simon said unsurely.  “Maybe I’d better check once more…” 

 “Our tram leaves in less than fifteen minutes.  We have just enough time to get over to the tram station under the Admiralty 

building,” Koester insisted.  “You’re parents will be waiting for us at the travelport in Tampa.  We need to leave now!” 

 “But what if I’ve forgotten something?” 

 “You can replicate it when we get there, now let’s move it!” 

 Koester grabbed his girlfriend’s hand and pulled her through her dorm room door.  Several minutes later they were running 

across the marble floors of the tram station beneath Starfleet Command Headquarters in San Francisco, yelling for the tram conductor 

not to close the door before they boarded.  Seconds later they were in their seats, their duffles stowed, fastening their seat safety 

harnesses as the tram took off and turned east over San Francisco Bay. 

 “You don’t seem as excited about this trip as you did a few months ago,” Koester commented as the tram reached cruising 

altitude.  “Don’t tell me you’re having second thoughts about me meeting your family.” 

 “No, it’s not that,” Simon answered unconvincingly.  “I’m just thinking about what we talked about at the beginning of the 

semester.  About how we were going to wait before things became too serious.  About how we’ve barely had any time together all 

year.” 



 “We’re together now, aren’t we?” Koester responded, taking Simon’s hand into his and squeezing it.  “And we’ll have time 

together aboard the Republic.  It won’t be like it has been – classes all day, drills almost every weekend.  We’ll be standing normal 

ship-board watches, six out of every twenty-four hours.” 

 “And knowing our luck, we’ll wind up being on opposite watch sections,” Simon said with a pout.  “And knowing you the 

way I do, you’ll probably want to spend all the time you can on the bridge.” 

 “Nothing stopping you from coming up to the bridge.  There is a science station up there, you know,” Koester chided.  “And 

who knows?  Maybe with enough influence from me on the bridge, you might change your mind and decide to pursue the command 

track?” 

 “You know I have no desire for command,” Simon said back.  “My first love has always been archeology, and the sciences 

field is the best way to accomplish that.”  She looked Koester straight in the eyes and added, “How seriously have you ever considered 

transferring over to the sciences track?” 

 “I don’t picture myself as a science officer,” he said with a frown. 

 “Neither do I,” Simon agreed after a moment’s hesitation. 

 Both sat in silence for a minute. 

 “You realize that as we move into our fourth year, with you moving on in the Science School and me in Command College, 

we’ll have even less time together than we do now?” Koester said.  She nodded.  “And there isn’t anything I can say that might change 

your mind?” 

 “Not even those words,” Simon said.  “Because if one of us changed our plans, that one would never really be happy.” 

 Koester found that he could only agree with Simon’s statement.  He put his arm around the other cadet, held her tight. 

 “I do, you know,” he said. 

 “I know.  I do too.” 

 They were silent again for a moment, while Simon leaned her head against Koester’s shoulder. 

 “We’re going to be Starfleet officers, you know.  If nothing else, we need to learn to be flexible,” Koester remarked, pulling 

Simon over for a kiss.  As she moved back into her seat, a smile formed on her lips. 

 “You seemed to think I was flexible enough last night,” she said slyly. 

 

* * * * 

 

 

Cadet’s log, stardate 39008.2: 

We reported aboard the Republic today, an old Miranda-class starship the Academy has used for 

training for the past twenty years.  I’ve been assigned to the Operations Department.  My primary duty; 

helmsman.  Virg was assigned as navigator in the same watch section. 

The main emphasis of our training cruise is to no longer simply be a team with our former squad or the 

bridge simulator crew we were assigned at the beginning of this year, but to be a crew, whole and 

complete, and run this starship for the next six months. 

Our Commanding Officer, Captain Maxim, has expressed his extraordinary confidence in the Class of 

‘63, and personally requested to be assigned as this training cruise’s CO. 

I only hope we can continue to live up to his expectations. 

Koester, out. 
 

 The training cruise had been routine for the first several weeks.  Each cadet would stand their watch, training on the 

equipment to which they were assigned, while also learning as much as they could about general starship design and construction – of 

which they were randomly tested from time to time on their knowledge – while also learning a little about every system aboard the 

starship, no matter how unimportant it might seem, while still having a little time off to relax each day off duty. 

 Generally when off watch, Koester and Kane would hit the Rec Deck, there to meet with friends and fellow department 

members.  Kane occasionally got together with Carrie Roch, who worked in the Republic’s Science Department.  And most days would 

find Koester and Joanne Simon spending time together in one of the ship’s lounges, though as the cruise continued on, Simon started 

seeming more and more distant. 

 

* * * * 

 

May 2362 

 

 The cadet at mission operations turned his chair to face Captain Maxim, a look of shock in his pale eyes. 

 “Captain, I’m receiving a distress call,” she reported.  “It’s the SS Yobin’s Folly.  Six light years out of Andoria.  They report 

they’ve hit a rogue asteroid.  The ship is losing atmosphere, and environmental control is gone.” 

 “Kane, plot a course for the Yobin’s Folly,” Maxim said without hesitation.  “Koester, ahead warp seven.  Sound yellow 

alert.” 

 The Republic quickly altered course and jumped into warp. 



 Within moments, the Republic pulled alongside the disabled freighter.  A gaping hole in its hull lay silent witness to its 

sudden interception of the rogue asteroid. 

 “Hail them,” Maxim ordered. 

 “Yobin’s Folly, this is the USS Republic.  Please respond,” Cadet Ch’dai transmitted over subspace.  A burst of static emerged 

from the bridge speakers, taking several seconds to become understandable. 

 “…repeat, Republic, this is the Yobin’s Folly.  Our …. support and propulsion are out.  Batteries are drain….  We have a 

crew of ten and nearly one-…dred passengers.  We have sus…… many casualties.” 

 Maxim immediately pressed the intercom. 

 “Sickbay, we have approximately one-hundred and ten people to evacuate from the freighter.  Set up an emergency triage 

center in shuttlebay one.” 

 “Yes, Captain.  We’ll be ready in a few moments,” the ship’s Chief Medical Officer replied. 

 “I’m going to need an away team to coordinate the evacuation and prepare the freighter for tow,” Maxim said aloud.  

Immediately Koester spun in his helm seat. 

 “I volunteer to go, sir,” the cadet said. 

 “Me too,” Kane added. 

 Maxim looked at them both, his expression unreadable. 

 “Do you think you can handle it?” 

 “Yes, sir,” both cadets replied. 

 Maxim thought it over for a brief moment, and then said, “It’s not standard procedure.  We’re supposed to send experienced 

crew members.  But okay.  Outfit in emergency gear and meet the rest of your team in transporter room four in ten minutes.”  The 

captain then pressed the intercom button on the arm of his chair. 

 “Bridge to Commander Beroo.” 

 “Beroo,” responded the training vessel’s First Officer. 

 “Alan, I need you to lead an away team over to the freighter.  I’m assigning Koester and Kane to the away team.” 

 “Cadets?” the XO questioned. 

 “They have my every confidence,” Maxim replied.  “Or else they wouldn’t be here right now, would they?” 

 “Understood,” Beroo said, and cut the com line.  Maxim looked at his helmsman and navigator. 

 “Koester, Kane, go!” 

 Both quickly rose from their seats, replaced by two cadets who had been monitoring less vital systems on the bridge’s 

perimeter.  Maxim watched the to Command College cadets head toward the turbolift. 

 “Gentlemen,” the Captain said.  Koester and Kane paused to look at Maxim.  “Good luck,” he offered, and with a nod from 

them both, they entered the turbolift and disappeared. 

 

* * * * 

 

 It was another special ceremony that promoted the Class of ‘63 to First Class Cadets.  Out in the audience sat the parents and 

family members of most of the cadets, including Admiral (Ret.) Koester and his half-Betazoid wife Catherine; most of the survivors of 

the Yobin’s Folly; Admiral Bald, the Academy Superintendent; and various members of the Academy and Starfleet brass. 

 On the stage, Captain Maxim stood at the podium.  Behind and to his right sat Kane, Koester, Mik Rek T’vLar, and M’rath, 

all in cadet full dress uniform. 

 “Once again, each of you performed above expectations,” Maxim addressed the assembled class.  “And you all deserve the 

commendations that have been placed in your service records.  But today we take an extra moment to honor the cadets on stage here 

with me, who volunteered to place their own lives at risk, beam aboard the disabled freighter, and organize the evacuation of its crew 

and passengers.  Special note is made of the actions of Cadet Virgil Kane and Cadet Mik, who selflessly rescued the bridge crew of the 

Yobin’s Folly, who were trapped when corridor supports collapsed.” 

 As applause erupted in the auditorium, Virgil Kane looked down at his chest, where a decoration for Valor like that the rest of 

the away team all wore was pinned next to the decoration for Bravery that both he and the Andorian Mik were awarded. 

 “It is with an immense amount of pride that I appoint you all as First Class Cadets, with all the privileges and responsibilities 

thus accorded.”  Maxim took a moment to look at the cadets who shared the stage with him before continuing, “I look forward to 

working closely with you again in a little over one month.  Cadets… dismissed!”  Another wild round of applause filled the auditorium 

as the cadets all stood up and started heading for the exits in the hopes that they would meet up with friends and family members 

outside on the quad. 

 Outside, Koester led his parents over to where his simulator command crew, Goode, T’vLar, Weathers, Roch, and M’rath 

were gathered with their own family members who had attended the ceremony.  Noticeably absent to the other cadets was the Efrosian 

cadet Ch’dai. 

 “Congratulations, Peter,” Koester’s mother said to him, hugging her 19 year old son.  He then looked at his father, the retired 

admiral, who simply looked back at the boy with a gruff smile on his lips. 

 “You’re doing well,” Admiral Koester admitted. 

 Suddenly Kane rushed over to Koester, Carrie Roch almost attached to her fellow cadet’s arm like a growth.  He nodded at 

Koester, who excused himself to his parents and stepped over to Kane to continue the tradition they had since their first year at the 

Academy. 



 “Here you go, ‘Captain,’” said Koester to Kane, placing a fourth elongated pip on the other boy’s collar.  “From your ‘XO.’” 

 Kane reached up to place a similar fourth pip on Koester’s collar. 

 “And congratulations to you, ‘Skipper,’” he said.  “From your ‘Exec.’” 

 “Skipper?” Koester remarked, thinking about what Kane had just called him.  “Hmmm.... Y’know, I think I like that....., 

Exec.” 

 

To Be Continued... 


