
 Peter Koester watched as the carousel spun.  Watched the horses as they made their leaps around the ride’s 

perimeter.  Watched the brightly painted dragons, unicorns, and other fantastic creatures making their endless 

journey orbiting the calliope.  Watched the children laugh as they spun by where he stood.  Watching one little girl in 

particular, who waved at him each time she passed in sight. 

 Koester gave the little girl a big smile when she passed this time, waving back like she was someone he had 

not visited in a long time.  And finally, he leapt onto the carousel himself, mounting the horse right next to his 

daughter Gem. 

 The two rode the Merry-Go-Round for a few minutes, laughing and giggling as they did, before they were 

interrupted. 

 “Captain, this is the bridge.  We’re approaching Deep Space Nine.” 

 Koester heaved a sigh of resignation before he responded, “On my way.” 

 As the carousel slowed, Koester spoke to Gem. 

 “It’s time to go, Sweetie.  Daddy’s got to go to work.” 

 “Aww, Daddy,” the little girl whined.  “I wanna ride some more.” 

 “Not now, Gem.  It’s time for you to go back to our quarters.  You can always ride another time.” 

 Gem started to get a pout on her chubby little face, until her father’s raised eyebrow told her now was not 

the time to push things.  And he was right.  There would be other times.  It was not like the park would disappear 

forever. 

 Koester helped his daughter off the ride, and as the two started walking down the path, the captain said, 

“Computer, end program and exit.” 

 The scene around them faded away as holodeck doors slid open, revealing the passageway beyond.  The 

couple turned the corner, Koester giving the little girl’s hand a quick squeeze before walking her back to their 

quarters. 
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Captain’s log, stardate 49745.9: 

With our shakedown finally over, the Pre-Commissioned Unit Dauntless has docked at 

Deep Space Nine in the Bajor Sector to be officially commissioned into the Federation 

Starfleet.  I look forward to getting back down to business once this is over, boldly going 

where no one has gone before and all that. 

Koester, out. 
 

Personal log, stardate 49745.9: 

I can’t begin to express how happy I am that we’re finally getting commissioned, 

especially after all this new ship has gone through since our launch several months ago.  

Now if I could only get out of wearing this dress uniform. 
 

* * * * 

 

 The Dauntless was docked bow in at one of DS9’s outer docking ports.  Captain Koester had deliberately 

arrived at the space station two days ahead of schedule to allow his crew time for shore leave, to relax after some of 

their recent adventures, and to allow the new crew members just reporting aboard a chance to check-in, settle down, 

and join in the festivities five days hence. 

 Koester, his daughter Gem, and Commander Lotus Q, the Dauntless’ Assistant Chief Science Officer, and a 

very close companion of the Captain’s for many years, all walked together through DS9’s Promenade.  Here and 



there the trio noticed a number of their shipmates, including the ship’s emotional Vulcan Chief Engineer, Jeff 

Bloom, in Quark’s Bar playing darts with their Chief Medical Officer, Dr Sir Azriel Dourden, and DS9 

crewmembers Chief Miles O’Brien and Dr Julian Bashir.  Their First Officer Lieutenant Virgil Dylan Kane was also 

sitting in Quark’s, having coffee with DS9’s First Officer, Major Kira Nerys, with whom he had fought alongside in 

the Bajoran Resistance.  Sitting near the two First Officers, Karg, the Dauntless’ Klingon Security Chief, sat at the 

back of the bar with the station’s Strategic Operations Officer, Lt Commander Worf, both sharing a bottle of prune 

juice. 

 As Koester, Q, and Gem passed the open bar window, the young captain noticed a Cardassian who seemed 

to be paying more attention than usual to Kane and Kira.  But when Worf looked toward the Cardassian, he simply 

lifted his glass to the Klingon and nodded.  Worf grudgingly returned the nod then continued his conversation with 

Karg, so Koester shrugged his shoulders and moved on. 

 Inside Quark’s, Garak looked once again at the group of Starfleet officers.  He couldn’t be sure, since it had 

been such a long time, but if he were right, then Gul Durok had to be informed immediately.  This could be Garak’s 

ticket back home. 

 Nodding his head toward the Ferengi proprietor, Garak quickly left the bar and returned to his tailor shop. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The huge starship accelerated into warp, heading for the Bajor system.  Its sleek design and powerful 

presence definitely lived up to her famous name.  The USS Enterprise NCC-1701-E rapidly approached Deep Space 

Nine. 

 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 49746.2: 

The Enterprise will soon be arriving at Deep Space Nine, where our Ship’s Counselor, 

Deanna Troi, has been invited to participate in the ceremony that will commission the 

new starship Dauntless, an Intrepid-class vessel she sponsored at its launch a few months 

ago.  It will be a chance for the crew of this new Enterprise to relax for a few days 

following our own extensive shake-down. 

Picard, out. 
 

 

 Some of the newly assigned crew members of the PCU Dauntless gathered in the Enterprise-E’s 10-

Forward lounge for the introductory get-together Counselor Troi had organized.  Almost two-dozen new officers and 

crew mingled around the lounge, mixing with the Enterprise’s crew, enjoying the buffet put together by the ship’s 

First Officer Will Riker, and introducing themselves to their new shipmates. 

 In one corner of the lounge the new helmsman, Ensign Ethan Othello, attempted to hold a one-sided 

conversation with the new science officer, Lt T’Cah, but the Vulcan woman seemed disinterested in the pick-up lines 

the half-Betazoid Ensign continually spewed forth, while Ensign Adam Zander, the pilot assigned for the Dauntless’ 

upgraded Aerowing, looked on, amused. 

 Across the room, some of the new engineers, Ensign Xavier ‘Xenon’ Adosh, Ensign Nate Johnson, and the 

half-Klingon Ensign Dar, were busy comparing stories about their engineering professors at the Academy when 

Chief Engineer LaForge walked over to them. 

 “How are all of you doing?” LaForge asked.  “Looking forward to getting to your ship?” 

 ‘Xenon’ Adosh suddenly snapped to attention and shouted, “Sir, Fine, Sir!  Sir, Yes, very much so, Sir!” 

 The whole room suddenly became dead silent as everyone stared at the Dauntless’ new Assistant Chief 

Engineer.  Even LaForge could not help but blink his ocular implants in surprise.  Johnson leaned over, putting his 

hand against the side of his mouth as if revealing some great secret, and whispered to LaForge, “It was a terrible 

accident involving an attractive posterior, the wrong sky-tram, and Marine Corps Boot Camp.” 

 “Oh,” LaForge responded, not quite sure what Johnson really meant, especially when the ensign added an 

exaggerated wink to his explanation, and he quietly excused himself. 

 Even still, everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves as the Enterprise-E warped closer to the Bajor 

Sector.  At the bar, where Guinan served drinks to both the Enterprise and new Dauntless crew, Ga’gh 

Shuukveldlaan, the first member of a species from the Gamma Quadrant to join the Federation Starfleet, learned the 

tradition of ‘the toast’ from Ensign Ray Daniels, the newly assigned transporter chief, and proposed toasts to 



everyone and every occasion, downing mouthful after mouthful of synthale.  The Wilryk man’s Klingon-like features 

betrayed his confusion at the tradition... Why banter off some half-hearted platitudes as an excuse to drink when one 

could simply guzzle it down without a word?  ...But seemed pleased by the human’s compulsion to order more and 

more synthahol. 

 All in all, it was a fine gathering, one that raised the hopes of a safe and successful mission ahead aboard 

their new command, the Dauntless. 

 

* * * * 

 

On Cardassia Prime 

 

 Gul Durok looked at the paperwork spread on the desk before him.  Yes, the Cardassian system was 

efficient, he thought, but it sometimes surprised him the Union was not buried under its own paperwork, especially 

now that the Central Command was out of power. 

 He was about to give up for the day when his assistant, Glinn Tarras, walked in with a padd. 

 “This message just arrived for you, sir,” the younger Cardassian said. 

 “Can’t it wait until tomorrow?” Durok asked in anguish. 

 “The message is marked urgent.” 

 Durok took the padd.  “Who is it from?” he asked while pressing the control button. 

 “It was signed ‘From an Old Friend,’“ Tarras said, then turned and left the office.  Durok again sighed and 

looked at the recording on the padd.  What he saw almost made him drop the device. 

 On the small screen, a group of Starfleet and Bajoran officers could be seen sharing drinks.  The group 

included a human man in a blue uniform, a Klingon male in a red uniform and baldric sash, and a second Klingon 

with blood-red hair wearing a gold  uniform who all sat nearly together at a couple of tables at a bar.  The two 

Klingons seemed to be exchanging salutations before the red-haired one stood up.  The image followed him 

momentarily as he walked out of the bar before returning to a brief view of the human man and the Bajoran woman 

he sat with. 

 In one corner of the screen, the location was identified.  The former station Terok Nor. 

 Durok pressed a keypad on his desk. 

 “Tarras,” he said.  “I’m going to be taking a little trip.  Arrange for transport to the Bajor Sector.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 49747.7 - Station Deep Space Nine 

 

 Koester and Kane walked down the steps from the holosuite on the second level of Quark’s Bar, sweat 

pouring down their faces and backs. 

 “I don’t remember it being that hard, Skipper,” Kane commented as the two stepped up to the bar and 

ordered synthales from Quark. 

 “That is a program I have to have installed on our holodecks,” Koester said. 

 “I seem to remember us doing better at the Academy.” 

 “Well at the Academy, we faced the Kobayashi Maru with a crew we’d practically lived with for two years.  

Not to mention the simulator was a little more up to date,” Koester explained.  “Still, you have to admit it was fun, 

and it brought back a lot of memories.  You remember Joanne?” 

 “Joanne Simon?  Of course!  You really had it for her, didn’t you?” 

 “Virg, there were some things I didn’t tell even you about back then.” 

 Meanwhile, further up the Promenade, Ensign Karg was looking around in the various shops.  Carrying a 

jum-ja stick he had bought at one of the kiosks, he passed the local tailor shop.  Standing in the doorway of the shop 

was plain, simple Garak. 

 “Excuse me, Ensign,” the Cardassian tailor said, “but could I interest you in a new suit?” 

 Karg responded in what seemed like gibberish and proceeded to continue walking. 

 “How interesting.  Not something I am likely to do with my mother,” said Garak.  “However, I must admit, 

I don’t know too many Klingons that can speak fluent Cardassian.” 

 Karg paused in mid-step, turned, and walked the few steps back to Garak. 

 “Impossible,” Karg blustered.  “I’ve never learned to speak Cardassian, nor do I feel the need to learn it 

now.” 



 “Then how did you answer my inquiry in such perfect, unaccented Cardassian?” 

 Confusion mounted on Karg’s face. 

 “I.... don’t know?” Karg replied.  “I didn’t even think about it.” 

 “Please come inside,” Garak invited.  “I’d be very interested in talking with you.  Perhaps you can tell me a 

little more about yourself... Your ship...  Members of your crew…  Like perhaps that fascinating Mister Kane, your 

First Officer.” 

 Garak gestured with his arm, and the confused Klingon Security Chief walked into the tailor shop.  

Meanwhile, at the station’s docking port six, a small, fast-transport ship docked at the station. 

 

To Be Continued... 

 


