
Ship’s log, stardate 50897.0: Chief Engineer Jeffery Bloom, Second Officer, recording; 

The Dauntless is docked at Deep Space Nine, and with Commander Kane visiting ‘home,’ 

the province on Bajor where he lived as a member of the resistance during the 

Cardassian occupation, and the Captain on his way to Starbase Marriott in the Hunt 

Valley Sector with Commanders Q and Winters and the command staff of the starship 

USS Besiege to attend a diplomatic conference with the Klingons, I’m looking forward to 

a nice, quiet time in command. 

Bloom, out. 
 

 

 Lt Commander Jeff Bloom stepped into the control and observation booth of the Dauntless’ shuttlebay just 

in time to witness the main door slowly open and the shuttlecraft Khitomer, parked on the bay floor below, power up 

its engines. 

 “Dauntless shuttle control, this is Khitomer,” said Captain Peter J. Koester’s voice over the comm circuit.  

“Ready for departure.” 

 Bloom gestured to Commander Ray Russell, the Operations Chief who was manning the control booth, to 

indicate he would like to respond.  Russell nodded once, then returned his attention to the indications on the panel, 

continuing to monitor the shuttlebay’s systems. 

 “Khitomer, this is Dauntless,” Bloom said into the pick-up.  “You are clear for launch.  Besiege shuttlecraft 

Ballistic has indicated they will rendezvous at coordinates 223 by 010 by 641 in fifteen minutes.  Shuttle Pearl 

Harbor will rendezvous you in the Hunt Valley system.” 

 “Understood, Dauntless.  Departing shuttlebay in ten seconds.” 

 “Roger, Khitomer.  And Captain...  Try to have a good time.” 

 “At a diplomatic function?  HA!  But thank you anyway, Mister Bloom.  Khitomer, out.” 

 Bloom watched as the Type 8 shuttle gently lifted off the shuttlebay floor, his expression as neutral and 

placid as any you might expect on a Vulcan.  But as the shuttle left the bay and Russell began to lower the main 

door, Bloom’s human upbringing was revealed by the big smile that covered his face. 

 For the time being, at least, the Dauntless was his. 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier... 
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 Bloom decided to make a quick tour of the ship as he departed the shuttlebay, stopping off first in main 

engineering, then moving along to the torpedo bays, Aerowing lock, sickbay, crew’s mess, and finally the bridge.  

Most of the crew who were not on duty were off the ship, spending time at DS9’s Promenade or Quark’s Bar 

enjoying the synthahol and holosuite programs.  The Dauntless was quiet, which is exactly how Jeff Bloom liked it. 

 He nodded with a satisfied smile as he glanced around the bridge.  Most of the stations were on computer 

control.  Only ops at the rear of the bridge was manned, at the moment by Lieutenant Natchez, who occasionally 

moved between his own station and the consoles along the aft end of the bridge. 

 Bloom stepped down to his engineering station, calling up a status on the display monitor confirming the 

engineering systems were in nominal standby, then quietly slipped into the captain’s ready room to indulge in his 

secret vice.  As the doors swished shut, he requested the computer play a holographic recording of a mid-24th 



century comic and settled down on the couch under the large picture windows and started laughing out loud again at 

the joke about the Cardassian and the used anti-grav salesman. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Bridge to Commander Bloom,” said the voice of Lieutenant Natchez over the intercom.  Bloom quickly 

paused the comedy recording. 

 “Go ahead.” 

 “We’re getting a priority one transmission from the station, sir.” 

 “Acknowledged,” said Bloom.  “Patch it into the ready room.” 

 Bloom moved over and sat in the chair behind the captain’s desk and pressed the button to activate the 

monitor there.  The Federation emblem flashed across the screen, followed quickly by an image of Lt Commander 

Worf, Deep Space Nine’s Strategic Operations Officer. 

 “Yes, Commander?” Bloom asked, his eyebrow moving up in a typically Vulcan fashion. 

 “Commander, a few minutes ago the station started receiving a life boat beacon,” said the Klingon Starfleet 

officer.  “With the Defiant on a mission in the Gamma Quadrant, the Dauntless is the only Starfleet vessel larger 

than a Runabout in the sector.  Major Kira has requested you please investigate.” 

 Bloom’s shoulders drooped slightly as he saw his free weekend fly out the proverbial window. 

 “The Dauntless is at your disposal.” 

 “Thank you, Commander.  The beacon signal originated at coordinates 226 by 011 by 630.  Ops, out.” 

 The screen blanked.  Bloom heaved a sigh of resignation, then stood and walked onto the bridge. 

 “Mister Natchez,” he said, taking a seat in the captain’s chair.  “Recall all off-duty personnel aboard the 

station and ready the ship for immediate departure.  We have been assigned a search and rescue mission to perform.” 

 Bloom opened the panel situated between the two command seats and tapped the coordinates of the beacon 

into the controls, relaying it to both ops and the conn.  Almost as soon as Natchez put out the word, crew members 

started coming onto the bridge, filling the empty posts. 

 “Commander,” said Natchez as he closed the comm circuit and cross-referenced the beacon signal.  “That 

beacon is coming from two-thousand kilometers this side of the Cardassian border.  And it’s definitely not a 

Federation or Bajoran distress call.” 

 “Cardassian, perhaps?” 

 “Possible... But doubtful.  It’s not one we have on record.” 

 Lt(JG) Francis Lenny stepped out of the turbolift and quickly crossed the bridge past Bloom and took his 

place in the helm seat.  Pressing a few of the buttons he brought the console on-line, then spun to face the Second 

Officer. 

 “Helm is ready, Mister Bloom.  Where are we headed?” 

 “Just a short hop, Lieutenant.  The station picked up a lifeboat signal and asked us to check it out.” 

 “Sir! Engineering is ready, Sir!” announced Xavier ‘Xenon’ Adosh with Marine-like enthusiasm as he 

activated the engineer’s console.  “Warp drive and impulse at your command, Sir!” 

 “Relax, Xenon,” Bloom insisted.  The young officer’s inadvertent Marine Corps training was becoming 

annoying. 

 Within half an hour the other posts on the bridge were filled, Lt Ga’gh taking station at the security 

console, Lt T’Cah, the Vulcan science officer at her post on the port side of the bridge, and finally Counselor 

Sutherland, who sat in the XO’s seat to Bloom’s left. 

 “All station’s report ready,” announced Natchez.  “DS9 is prepared to release the docking clamps.” 

 “Mister Lenny, thrusters at station keeping,” ordered Bloom. 

 “Station keeping, aye, sir.” 

 “Mister Natchez, release docking clamps.” 

 “Release clamps, aye.” 

 With a quick metallic click that could be heard throughout the ship, the docking clamps on DS9’s Upper 

Pylon 1 released, and the Dauntless was floating free. 

 “Mister Lenny, is the course entered into the computer?” 

 “Plotted and on the board, sir,” the half-Betazoid replied. 

 “Very well.  Move us out of the docking area, thrusters at one-third.” 

 On the viewscreen, the space station moved down out of view. 

 “We are free and clear to navigate, sir.” 

 Bloom nodded before continuing. 



 “All ahead, one-half impulse.  Warp drive when feasible.” 

 And quickly, the Dauntless left Deep Space Nine behind. 

 

* * * * 

 

Ship’s log, supplemental: 

The beacon DS9 had received stopped transmitting about half an hour after the 

Dauntless departed the station.  As a result, it has taken us nearly six hours to track down 

the life pod, now much closer to the Cardassian border than I’m comfortable with. 

Bloom, out. 
 

 

 On the viewscreen, the small one-man escape pod floated slowly through space.  Bloom, who had been 

standing in front of Lenny’s helm console to look at the object of their search, stepped back around and over to 

sciences, where T’Cah sat. 

 “If we let it continue on its course, it will cross the Cardassian border in 32.265 minutes,” the science 

officer said. 

 “Well, we’re not here to let it continue, are we?” Bloom said as he turned to face Natchez at Ops.  “Lock a 

tractor on it and prepare to beam the lifepod aboard.”  Then, as Natchez did so, Bloom looked again at T’Cah. 

 “Have you scanned for life signs?” 

 “Yes,” she replied.  “But scans are unusual.  Either what’s in there is not human or it is in stasis.” 

 “Well, considering how far off the normal shipping lanes we are, and who knows how long it’s been adrift, 

stasis makes sense, doesn’t it?” 

 “It is the most logical conclusion.” 

 “Life pod is in our tractor beam, Mister Bloom,” Natchez reported. 

 “Very well.  Xenon, go down to cargo bay one and beam the pod aboard.  Have Dr Dourden standing by.  

The occupant may be in need of medical attention.  I’ll be there shortly.” 

 “Sir, yes, sir!” replied Adosh, to Bloom’s chagrin, as he rose and quickly made his way to the turbolift. 

 Bloom looked at T’Cah, his head slowly shaking. 

 “Something’s gotta be done about that boy.” 

 T’Cah raised her right eyebrow, hesitating to speak for a moment, then said, “As you say, sir.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Xenon energized the cargo transporter and quickly a cylindrical object a little longer and a little wider than 

a standard photon torpedo casing materialized on the platform.  Dr Dourden ran a tricorder around the edge of the 

casing, muttering to himself, then turned to Xenon. 

 “Thy aid is required to remove this cover.” 

 Xenon unbolted the latches on one side of the cover, the doctor the other, then together they lifted the 

hatch.  Inside laid a human male, his brown hair starting to show streaks of gray.  He wore a breathing mask over his 

nose and mouth, and his eyes remained closed. 

 “The stasis field was deactivated when the latches were unbolted,” Dourden said.  “He should quite quickly 

be coming around.” 

 Dourden reached down and removed the mask from the man’s face, then resumed scanning him, frowning 

slightly at the readouts appearing on the tricorder’s small screen.  But before he could probe further, the cargo bay’s 

doors opened and Bloom walked in, followed closely by T’Cah. 

 “How is he, Doctor?  Is he alive?” Bloom asked, quickly stepping up to the platform. 

 “He lives,” Dourden responded, annoyed at the sudden interruption.  “And should regain consciousness ere 

long.” 

 As the doctor said it, the unknown man’s eyes fluttered open.  He squinted into the lights and moaned 

softly, then tried to sit up before Dourden eased him back down. 

 “Lay down.  Thou art most likely dizzy from stasis, but thou shouldst be fine presently.” 

 “Where am I?” the man croaked. 



 “You’re aboard the Federation starship Dauntless,” Bloom responded, a smile coming to his lips.  “I’m 

Commander Bloom, acting CO.  Can you tell us who you are or how you came to be in a life pod all the way out 

here?” 

 “Yes, of course,” the man said, this time sitting up despite Dourden’s protests.  He looked at Bloom’s 

smile, a puzzled expression on his own face.  “My name is Tim Anderson.  I was traveling to Bajor for business with 

some associates aboard a Khoberian freighter when we were attacked by a Cardassian warship.” 

 Anderson looked at the faces around him, Bloom’s losing the broad smile and looking much like Dourden’s 

horrified and sympathetic expression.  Xenon looked plain angry.  And T’Cah...  well, actually no different than 

earlier. 

 “You have found other lifepods, haven’t you?  Don’t tell me I’m the only one?” 

 “I’m afraid we only received a transponder signal from your pod, Mr. Anderson,” Bloom said.  Anderson 

closed his eyes sorrowfully. 

 “We’ll make a search of the sector for any other possible survivors,” Bloom said.  “In the meantime, Mr. 

Anderson, you’re our guest until we get back to DS9.  I’ll have quarters made ready for you.” 

 Bloom assigned Xenon to escort Anderson out of the cargo bay to quarters where he could rest up from his 

ordeal, then started to follow them out before turning to look at T’Cah, who gazed at the open corridor doors, one 

eyebrow in the air.  Bloom mimicked her expression, partly as a joke. 

 “Is there a problem, T’Cah?” 

 “I am... not sure, Commander.  I am having what humans would refer to as ‘a nagging feeling’, and it is not 

an experience I am used to.” 

 “I get those all the time,” Bloom admitted.  “Especially where my engines are concerned.  I have to admit, 

it’s saved us quite a few hours in repair from time to time.” 

 “Indeed?  And how do you cope with these feelings?” 

 “Upbringing, my dear T’Cah.  Upbringing.” 

 “I see.  Very well.  If this...  feeling... is of some value as you claim, perhaps I will investigate into it 

further.  I will be on the bridge.” 

 Bloom nodded, and as he watched T’Cah leave the cargo bay, he tapped his combadge. 

 “Bloom to bridge.” 

 “Bridge.  Sutherland.” 

 “Counselor, I’m going to leave you in the center seat a while longer.  Our new guest insisted there may be 

other lifepods out here.  Inform DS9 that he came from a Khoberian freighter which was alleged destroyed by a 

Cardassian warship and that we’re remaining in the area to search for other survivors.” 

 “Will do, Jeff.” 

 “In the meantime, I’m going to visit our guest to see how he’s doing and if he can give us any more 

information.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Bloom pressed the door chime and waited patiently for a moment before the door slid open.  Bloom smiled 

broadly and offered Anderson his hand. 

 “So how are you settling in so far, Mr. Anderson?” 

 “Very good.  The room is quite comfortable, thank you,” Anderson said as he invited Bloom in.  As Bloom 

sat down, Anderson walked over to the replicator, then looked at Bloom for his preference. 

 “Arcturian Fizz, please.” 

 Anderson shrugged slightly, that particular drink order coming as a surprise to him.  He quickly ordered the 

drinks, then handed one to Bloom.  A conversation struck up between the two men, Bloom laughing loudly at a few 

of Anderson’s business anecdotes, further surprising the rescued castaway, who began to re-evaluate his first 

impression of the Commander.  Anderson finally said, “You know, Commander, I seemed to have made the wrong 

conclusion about you when I was revived.  I must admit the ears had me fooled.  You’re not quite Vulcan, are you?” 

 “No,” Bloom answered with a chuckle.  “Really I’m just about as human as they come.” 

 Anderson nodded, mentally filing the comment, but before he could ask anymore questions, the comm 

circuit buzzed to life. 

 “Bridge to Commander Bloom,” said T’Cah’s voice. 

 “Bloom here.” 

 “Commander, I have uncovered some information about that problem I was speaking to you earlier about 

that I think you should see.  Could you please come to the bridge?” 



 “I’m on my way, Lieutenant.”  Bloom stood, placing the cup on the table before him, and said to Anderson, 

“I’m afraid I must be going.  But make yourself at home, and perhaps we can chat again later?” 

 “Perhaps,” said Anderson through a somewhat forced smile.  But Bloom did not notice as he hurried out 

the door.  Nor did he notice the malevolent stare directed toward him before the doors slid shut. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “What seems to be the problem, T’Cah?  Have we found another lifepod?” Bloom asked as he strode onto 

the bridge.  T’Cah looked up from where she had been working at the security console and motioned for Bloom to 

join her there. 

 “As I mentioned to you earlier, I was experiencing a nagging feeling upon meeting our guest, Commander.  

I’ve tracked down the source of this feeling, a news item I perused a number of weeks ago.” 

 T’Cah indicated a report on the monitor screen in the panel before them.  Even as Bloom scanned the text, 

T’Cah recited it aloud. 

 “The body of FedTechCorp executive Timothy Anderson was found today in an access conduit aboard 

Starbase 87.  The murder victim had been killed by a broken neck and disposed of in the conduit, where it was 

found by maintenance crews early this morning.” 

 “Lieutenant,” said Bloom, looking up at T’Cah, “this report is six weeks old.” 

 “Precisely.” 

 “And they’re sure the body is that of Anderson?” 

 “Genetic tests have proven that.” 

 Bloom’s face became uneasy.  He then opened a com circuit and said, “Mister Ga’gh, this is Commander 

Bloom.  Seal off the guest quarters on deck 3, then have a security team report there on the double.  But make no 

moves until I arrive.  It seems our guest is not who he claims to be.” 

 “Aye, sir,” responded the Wilryck Security Chief. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Bloom and T’Cah quickly returned to the guest quarters, where Lt Ga’gh, Lt Commander Karandanz, and 

two other security guards stood outside the door, phasers drawn, waiting for the acting CO to arrive. 

 Bloom entered his security override into the door pad and the doors swished aside.  There stood Anderson, 

a puzzled expression on his face. 

 “What’s wrong, Commander?  I was about to go to the mess hall to get dinner when I found I had been 

sealed inside my room.” 

 Bloom took a step through the door, his face a mask of suspicion, as he asked, “How are you feeling, Mr. 

Anderson?” 

 Anderson looked at Bloom, T’Cah, then each security guard in turn as he said, “Aside from a mild 

headache from the stasis, I’d say just fine.  Why?” 

 “Because I was just thinking to myself that for someone who’s been dead for six weeks, you do look 

awfully good.” 

 Anderson’s face darkened as he responded, “Can’t blame me for trying.”  Then quicker than could be 

comprehended, Anderson morphed into an orangish gel and, knocking all six Starfleet officers aside, darted out into 

the corridor and around a bend. 

 “Hell!” Bloom cursed, getting up off the floor and tapping his combadge.  “Intruder alert!  All hands, 

security condition one!  We have a shape shifter onboard.  Initiate Changeling protocols!” 

 Immediately the red alert klaxon sounded and the wall panels turned crimson red. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Each member of the crew doubled up, no one being allowed to go anywhere without a partner, and room by 

room phaser sweeps of the ship were made in an attempt to drive the Changeling out of hiding.  But even after a few 

hours, there was no sign of the shape shifter. 

 “The main problem is he can probably move through the air vents,” said Bloom as he studied the schematic 

of the Dauntless at the aft consoles.  “He can clear out of an area before we sweep it and move into an area we’ve 

swept.” 

 “Is there a way to close off the vent system?” T’Cah, Bloom’s ‘security buddy’ asked. 



 “In emergencies, like a hull breach, the ventilation system automatically seals off.  I know a way to 

override the protocols, but then the air will start to get stale in some areas of the ship within an hour or two.  We’d 

have to work fast.” 

 Bloom motioned for T’Cah to follow him to the captain’s ready room.  The two entered, Bloom going 

straight for the desk, T’Cah toward the couch which sat beneath the windows overlooking space beyond the bow of 

the starship.  She stood glancing out the windows for a moment before a muffled thump drew her attention back to 

Bloom. 

 “T’Cah, wait,” Bloom said, standing up from behind the desk and walking over toward where T’Cah stood.  

“I just realized we’re going about this all wrong.” 

 Bloom once again lead T’Cah back out onto the bridge, where he stepped up to Ga’gh at the security 

console. 

 “Any sign of the Changeling, Lieutenant?” 

 “No, Commander.  No luck at all.” 

 Bloom sighed, then said, “Lieutenant, stand down your men.  It’s obvious we’ll never find him ourselves.  

Once we dock at DS9 we’ll have the use of their equipment and personnel to find the Changeling.” 

 “But.... sir?” said Ga’gh in disbelief.  “If we dock at DS9, aren’t we risking the Changeling getting away 

and infiltrating the station?” 

 “I do not believe that to be a wise choice, Commander,” T’Cah added. 

 “I feel the chances of him getting away are minimal.  Mister Ga’gh, recall the security teams.  Helm, set 

course for DS9.  Ahead warp 3.” 

 Both Ga’gh and T’Cah stared at Bloom as he sat in the command chair, Ga’gh’s mouth hanging open, 

T’Cah’s eyebrow shooting toward the ceiling as Lenny responded to the helm order. 

 “Commander, I wish to go on record...,” Ga’gh was in the process of saying when he was interrupted by the 

appearance of the holographic doctor in the center of the bridge. 

 “As per standard procedure under the current security condition, I must ask you all to submit to a blood 

screening,” stated the bald-headed holographic projection blandly.  He produced a medical kit, revealing a 

hypospray and several empty vials.  The EMH started at Lenny, drawing one vial of blood, examined the contents 

briefly, then moved on around the bridge to the next officer.  In short order, T’Cah, Sutherland, Natchez, Ga’gh, and 

Adosh were tested as well, each of their vials carefully stored in the case.  Finally the EMH walked up to Bloom, 

who still sat in the command seat.  While T’Cah looked on with a hint of suspicion, Bloom looked at the EMH, 

smiled, and offered his arm. 

 The EMH placed the hypo against Bloom’s upper arm, pressed the button, and the vial attached to the end 

filled with blood.  The EMH removed the vial, looked at it closely, then looked at Bloom who again smiled. 

 “May I examine that?” T’Cah asked. 

 The EMH passed the vial to T’Cah, who quickly studied it. 

 “It is blood,” she stated. 

 “What were you expecting?” Bloom inquired, while Ga’gh, Natchez, and Adosh reacted oddly. 

 “Something a little more...” 

 T’Cah’s statement was cut off as the ready room doors opened and Jeff Bloom, his hair out of place and 

uniform mussed, stepped out onto the bridge to see Ga’gh, Adosh, and Natchez holding phasers on..... himself?  

 Both T’Cah and the EMH moved over to and examined the real Bloom. 

 “Are you alright, Commander?” T’Cah asked. 

 “I’ll live,” Bloom said as he rubbed the back of his neck and glared at the Changeling.  “I was fortunate 

enough to recall what had happened to the real Anderson... his neck broken.  So when I sat down at the desk and the 

chair suddenly reached up and tried to snap my neck, I rolled with the twist and hit the deck, unconscious.  As soon 

as I woke up I rushed out to warn you, but it seems you’ve beat me to it!  How’d you know he wasn’t me so 

quickly?” 

 “We caught him when we collected blood samples,” T’Cah said. 

 “Sample reverted to Changeling protoplasm?” 

 “No, Commander.  When drawn, the vial contained blood.  Real blood,” T’Cah said. 

 “Real blood?” Bloom asked in amazement. 

 “Yes, Commander,” T’Cah said, handing Bloom the vial she held.  “Real red human blood.” 

 “But my blood is green, like all Vulcans.” 

 “You claimed you were human!” the Changeling protested. 



 “No,” countered Bloom, taking a step toward the shape shifter as he straightened his uniform.  “I said I’m 

as human as they come.  That’s my personality.  That’s how I was raised by my adopted human parents on Earth.  

But physically, I’m Vulcan, green blood and all.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Ship’s log, stardate 50902.5: Chief Engineer Jeffery Bloom, Second Officer, recording; 

Shortly after our capture of the shape shifter, the body of Ensign Collins was found in 

jefferies tube 8, completely drained of blood.  We now know how the Changeling actually 

bled.  But his assumption that I was literal when saying I was human lead to his own 

revalation. 

The Changeling now captured, we are enroute to Deep Space Nine.  But despite the fact 

we’ve placed the Changeling in a sealed off security cell, I fear he may use his abilities to 

escape again. 

Bloom, out. 
 

 

 Bloom and Ga’gh both stood by the security field, watching as the shape shifter inside who had now 

assumed a plain form similar to that of DS9’s Security Officer Odo.  The Changeling would occasionally glare back 

out at them, then return to his pacing. 

 “I must admit, Mister Ga’gh, I’m worried he may escape through a vent or some flaw in this cell,” Bloom 

said. 

 “Actually, Commander, I may have just the thing for this scenario,” Ga’gh said before excusing himself 

and walking to a nearby replicator.  When he returned he was carrying two small objects, one of which was 

obviously of non-Federation design. 

 “I got the plans for this during our last stopover at DS9,” Ga’gh said.  Then indicating to one of his security 

personnel to keep a sharp watch, the Wilryck lowered the forcefield and placed the objects, an alien device and a 

box, inside the door.  The Changeling looked up at the open doorway, then to the objects Ga’gh placed in the cell as 

the forcefield resumed. 

 “You solids don’t possibly believe I’m just going to put myself into that box?” the shape shifter sneered. 

 “No, not at all,” Ga’gh said with a grin.  As Bloom looked at the Wilryck, completely puzzled, Ga’gh 

pressed a button on the control padd he held.  Immediately the small device in the cell hummed.  The Changeling 

too now looked puzzled. 

 “If this is your idea of torture, solid... ?” 

 “Oh, no... Not at all.” 

 “What is it then?” Bloom asked. 

 “Oh... Just a little Cardassian device...  Developed by the Obsidian Order to prevent shape shifters from 

shifting shapes.” 

 “What?” both Bloom and the Changeling said together.  Bloom looked at the prisoner, who now gazed at 

his own hands, obviously attempting to will them into other forms, and quite obviously failing.  The shape shifter 

started to look fearful. 

 “Knowing he’s been ‘solid’ for at least six or seven hours, I give him no more than another ten before he’s 

begging to enter that box, which by the way will be hermetically sealed once closed.” 

 A smile played across Ga’gh’s lips, revealing his sharp predator-like teeth.  Bloom, not wishing to witness 

the inevitable, finally just left. 

 

* * * * 

 

Ship’s log, supplemental: 
It took only eight hours before the Changeling, pieces flaking off as he moved, very literally 

begged to be allowed to return to his natural liquid form, which Mister Ga’gh permitted as 

long as he went into the box.  That box, now sealed, is stored in our sickbay’s stasis chamber 
until it can be turned over to the proper authorities at DS9. 

We are now docked at the station awaiting the Captain’s return. 

Bloom, out. 



 

 

 The turbolift doors swished aside and Captain Peter J. Koester stepped out onto the bridge.  Bloom looked 

up from his engineering station at hearing the sudden commotion and, seeing the captain, smiled. 

 “Welcome back, Captain,” Bloom said, standing to greet his CO.  “I trust you had a pleasant time on shore 

leave?” 

 “HA!” remarked Koester.  “Nothing but problems from start to end.  The Federation Embassy didn’t have 

Q’s quarters ready when we arrived.  There were representatives at the reception that had not been invited, no one 

expected to be present, nor anyone wanted to be there.  Then the accommodations were so crowded it was 

practically three to a bed.  And to top it all off, during one of the diplomatic meetings I attended, I was groped by a 

Klingon woman named Kyzak as she started initiating a mating ritual with me.” 

 As much as he tried, Bloom could not contain the guffaw that escaped his lips.  Koester gave the Vulcan a 

glare, then proceeded to ask, “I assume you had the nice quiet weekend you were looking forward to here?  I don’t 

think you know how much I’d give to have a nice, simple, quiet weekend with no problems.” 

 “Uh... no, I guess I wouldn’t,” Bloom said, purposely breaking eye contact with the captain and making his 

way back to the engineering console.  Koester watched Bloom walk away, sensing the sudden cold shoulder, then 

turned to Kethry Sutherland, who sat in the XO seat. 

 “What?” he asked.  “Did I say something wrong?” 

 

The End 

 

 

Author’s Note: Back in 1994, when I was in command of the fan club chapter USS Sarek NCC-72075, I had written 

a Sarek story based heavily on the events that had occurred while members of the Sarek crew had attended the 

annual Shore Leave convention in Towson, MD.  Shore Leave is a long-running fan-organized convention with a 

storied history, featured prominently in the documentary “Trekkies” hosted by Denise Crosby.  It became my 

intention that every time I and members of my crew attended Shore Leave, a new story would be written, 

fictionalizing and ‘Trekking’ our participation in the convention into a new Star Trek adventure, with the stardate 

the story takes place somehow reflecting the real-life year of the convention. 

 

However, due to joining the Navy later that same year, I was unable to attend another Shore Leave con until 1997, 

and unfortunately, the events of that particular convention were not conducive to writing a Star Trek story (with the 

exception of some of the events hinted at in the Captain’s remarks near the end of this particular story).  Not 

wanting to ruin what I hoped would still be a tradition in its infancy, I thought about it for a time and realized it 

might make a better story to tell what happens aboard our starship and to the crew left behind while the Captain 

and several of his senior officers are away instead.  And thus was inspired the story you have just read. 

 

Unfortunately, as of this writing, I have not yet been able to attend another Shore Leave Convention since 1997.  

Someday again perhaps? 

~Cap’n Pete – March 2016. 


