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Ship’s log, stardate 51657.3: First Officer Virgil Dylan Kane, recording; 

After just over a month in refueling lay-up at Deep Space Nine, the Dauntless is almost 

ready to get underway again.  During our lay-up, we’ve finished the first stage of our 

annual crew rotation, welcoming aboard a number of new crew members, including the 

ship’s first Marines since Lieutenant Adosh, the men and women of Special Contingent 

41, a small rapid-response squad that will augment our normal security department. 

Only one question remains; With our commanding officer - Fleet Captain Peter Koester - 

currently back on Earth recovering from injuries sustained during our recent battle with 

Orion terrorists, who will command the Dauntless until he returns? 

Kane, out. 
 

 

 A gathering consisting of Virgil Kane, Lotus Q, Dr Sir Azrial Dourden, Xavier ‘Xenon’ Adosh, Nate 

Johnson, Jeff Bloom, Chief Pono Kyman, and Counselor Kethry Sutherland had met in crews mess after dinner, 

talking together over coffee and dessert.  While the conversation had ranged everywhere from the latest engineering 

difficulties in the warp nacelles to the team standings of the baseball league on Cestus III, the major topic of 

discussion seemed to be the various predictions of who would be the Dauntless’ acting-commander? 

 “From what I understand,” said Kane as he took a sip from his coffee mug, “Starfleet is considering 

offering another captaincy to Will Riker again.  Think they’d send him out here?” 

 “Riker’s turned down the center seat three times,” said Counselor Kethry Sutherland, shaking her head.  “I 

don’t think he’ll ever leave the Enterprise.” 

 “What about you, Exec?” Chief Kyman, the Dauntless’ Chief of the Boat asked.  “You’re the - pardon the 

expression Mister Bloom - logical choice while the Skipper’s away.”  The emotional Vulcan chief engineer forced a 

smile at the COB’s sarcasm. 

 “Well, I wouldn’t turn it down, but I get the sense from communiqués I’ve been reading that Starfleet 

wants someone with a little more command experience in charge,” Kane said.  “Remember, I’m primarily a science 

officer.”  Then, just as Kane lifted his mug to take another sip, his combadge chirped. 

 “Bridge to Mister Kane.  Priority 2 message from Starfleet Command coming in for you.” 

 “Very well,” he said.  “Pipe it down to the mess deck, Mister Natchez.” 

 As Kane excused himself from the group to view the message at a nearby wall monitor, Bloom moved into 

the seat closer to Kane’s Assistant Chief Science Officer, Commander Q. 

 “Q, I’ve been meaning to ask you...  Since the Captain is away with Doctor Simon, I was wondering if you 

might be free for dinner?”   The Chief Engineer referred of course to Koester and his Trill science officer’s frequent 

evening meals together.  Bloom smiled slightly, still a strange expression on a Vulcan’s features despite the fact the 

crew was aware of his adopted human upbringing. 

 Q returned the engineer’s smile and appeared ready to nod, but her reply was cut off by Commander 

Kane’s quick return.  He did not look happy. 

 “Well, people, we just got the word we’ve been awaiting.  When the Dauntless departs to resume our 

mission next week, we’ll be under the command of a paper-pusher who hasn’t set foot on the bridge of a starship in 

nearly four years!” 

 “What!  Who?” the group demanded to know. 

 “Some captain off of one of the development projects working out of Utopia Planitia.  A Centaurian by the 

name of Kalin Kale.” 

 “What!?” said both Sutherland and Q in unison, their heads snapping to look at Kane.  But where a broad 

smile now covered the counselor’s face, Q’s expression seemed to turn to one of extreme worry. 

 “What’s the matter, Q?” Bloom asked, noticing the change in his fellow officer’s demeanor. 

 “Uh... Nothing.  I just have to go now,” she said distractedly as she stood up from her chair. 

 “Um… But… What about dinner?” Bloom added as Q hurried away from the others. 

 “Not now.  I’ll... uh... talk to you some other time, Jeff.” 

 Q quickly crossed the mess deck and disappeared through the sliding doors on the far side.  Bloom watched 

the doors slowly close, completely confused. 
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 The crew of the Dauntless was mustered just inside the doors of the shuttlebay awaiting the arrival of their 

new - albeit temporary - Commanding Officer.  Whether consciously or by chance, those gathered had separated 

themselves into three distinct groups: those who were excited for the arrival of Kalin Kale; those who were anxious 

in some way by Kale’s imminent arrival; and those who had only just reported aboard the starship and had no 

opinion of Captain Kale one way or the other. 

 “So what do you know about this Captain?” Chief Kyman asked Kane, the two of them among the anxious 

group and wearily eyeing those who seemed to be excited by Kale’s arrival standing across the hanger from them, 

which included Counselor Sutherland, her brother Kyle, Lt Commander K’danz, and Lieutenant Larry Harcue, all of 

whom seemed to be awaiting the new captain’s arrival with happy anticipation. 

 “I know he spent the last three years or so behind a desk at the shipyard,” Kane replied.  “Before that he 

commanded the ship Counselor Sutherland and her brother were assigned to.” 

 “I wouldst much have preferred they appoint thee the position, Mister Kane,” Dr. Azriel Dourden, the 

starship’s chief medical officer, commented. 

 “Under the circumstances, that’s one thing we can both agree upon, Doc,” Kane replied.  “Starfleet should 

have known they couldn’t simply replace the Skipper aboard THIS ship.” 

 “Stan’ by t’ receive th’ shuttle,” the voice of Commander Ray Russell announced over the hanger 

loudspeaker as the atmosphere retaining field activated and the main shuttlebay door rolled upward, revealing a 

Type 15 shuttlepod approaching the rear of the starship.  As the crew watched, the Setlik entered the hanger and 

gently landed on the approach marker at the center of the bay, it’s thrusters humming down to stand-by.  Then, as 

the door of the shuttlepod started to lift upward, Chief Kyman took a deep breath. 

 “Crew… Atten-SHUN!”  Everyone present in the shuttlebay snapped to attention in ranks. 

 From the right side of the small craft a figure emerged.  He took several steps toward the forward end of the 

shuttlebay before noticing several familiar faces in the crowd, and with a quick gesture, allowed those members of 

the crew to break ranks and surround him with greetings and well wishes.  Kane and his group of officers gave 

Counselor Sutherland, Lt Commander K’danz, Lt Harcue, and the counselor’s engineer brother Lt Kyle Sutherland a 

moment to greet their former - and again-present - captain.  From where Kane stood he studied the ‘new’ CO.  He 

was about the same height and build as Fleet Captain Koester, but his brown hair - longer and wavier than Koester’s 

preferred hair style - did not show the same distinguished salt and pepper streaks of gray as the Fleet Captain’s.  

Unlike Koester he had dark brown eyes and sported a full mustache on his upper lip.  As the small group’s greetings 

waned, Kane and the rest of the senior staff present walked forward and Kane offered his hand. 

 “Captain Kale?  I’m Commander Virgil Kane, the ship’s Executive and Chief Science Officer.” 

 Kale eyed the Bajoran earring dangling from the human Kane’s right ear, not bothering to hide his sharp 

gaze, then glanced down at the offered hand without returning it. 

 “Captain Kalin Kale of Alpha Centauri,” he said.  “I hope you won’t mind if we skip the pleasantries.  It’s 

been a long trip to reach the Bajor sector.” 

 Before Kane had a chance to do more than nod, Kale looked up slightly toward the ceiling and said, 

“Computer, by order of Starfleet Command special order 23569, I hereby assume command of this vessel.  

Authorization code Kale-Delta-Niner-Niner-Five.” 

 The computer acknowledged the order, confirming Kale’s command of the starship Dauntless. 

 “If you’ll excuse me, Commander,” Kale said as he started walking past Kane, “I’m going to freshen up.  

I’ll be in my quarters if you should need me.” 



 “Yes, Captain,” Kane replied as Dourden stepped up to one side of the first officer and Chief Kyman the 

other, and all the three watched Kale leave the shuttlebay.  As the doors whirred shut behind the new captain, Kane 

found himself unconsciously stroking the dangling chain of his earring. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s personal log, stardate 51676.5: 

It feels strange.  For the first time in over three years I’m back in command of a starship 

again.  I’ve only been aboard a day and already I have to ask myself; How did I ever give 

this up for a desk job?  Unfortunately the assignment is only temporary.  When it’s over, 

I’ll be transferring to Fleetyards - Vulcan, where I will assume the position of Supervisor 

of Shipbuilding. 

The crew of the Dauntless, especially those I served with previously aboard the Sarek, 

have welcomed me aboard.  But I sense a certain... aloofness from some of the key 

personnel, most notably the First Officer, the Chief Medical Officer, and the Command 

Master Chief, who the crew insists on calling ‘COB’ for some reason. 

The Dauntless is now en route to our first assignment under my command, a patrol along 

the Neutral Zone with a stopover at Outpost 8, where we must pick up an official 

shipment bound for Tellar.  So far everything seems normal, and I have found myself 

spending my free time catching up on old times with some friends. 
 

 

 Captain Kale slowly walked down the ship’s corridor, Counselor Kethry Sutherland by his side.  The pair 

had just shared supper in crew’s mess and were heading back toward one of the lounges to continue their 

conversation.  As the two talked, Kale remarked about his uneasy feelings in regards to his new position. 

 “I cannot help but sense many of the crew see me as an interloper, Kethry,” Kale remarked.  “While I have 

only spoken to Fleet Captain Koester once briefly over subspace, I get the impression he was well regarded by the 

entire crew.” 

 “Give the crew some time, Kalin,” Sutherland assured.  “Cap... Fleet Captain Koester has managed to 

instill a deep sense of loyalty in this crew.  And admittedly, to most of us, you’re an outsider.” 

 “It’s going to take some time getting used to, Kethry.  This crew is so different than what I was used to on 

the Sarek.  Most of the senior officers followed me over from the Arcturus.  Even the newer crew like yourself 

quickly found their place in the family.  We all worked together like a well-oiled machine.  But here…  So far I 

don’t feel a part of the team, and I’m the one that’s supposed to be leading this team!  And all these little quirks to 

get used to!  Calling the Master Chief ‘COB’?  An EMOTIONAL Vulcan!  And what’s with the earring on 

Commander Kane?  Does he think of himself as some sort of pirate?” 

 “Come on, Kalin!  Every ship has it’s quirks,” Sutherland scolded.  “Even the Sarek!  You remember A-

ZuRQuIL?  How long did it take to rein HIM in?  You’ve just got to give it the time, Kalin!  You’ll soon get used to 

the Dauntless and the crew will soon get used to YOU!”  Changing topics slightly, the counselor added, “So how 

did you like your assignment to Utopia Planitia?  And how’s it working out with Mickey, you being back out on a 

deep-space assignment again?” 

 Kale’s face darkened at the mention of the former first officer aboard the Sarek.  “I don’t even want to 

START that discussion,” Kale practically growled. 

 Even without using her Betazoid empathic senses, Sutherland knew to quickly change the subject again 

immediately, instead offering to show the captain some of the more uncommon areas of the Dauntless, things the 

Centaurian did not have to deal with when he was in command of a Galaxy-class explorer, like the ability of the 

Intrepid-class to enter a planet’s atmosphere and land safely on the surface.  The change of topic seemed to improve 

Kale’s mood until the moment the two rounded a corner in the corridor.  At the far end a petite woman with her 

brown hair tied back in a pony-tail, who had been walking in Kale and Sutherland’s direction, noticed the pair.  Her 

eyes widened in shock momentarily and she quickly darted down an adjoining side passage, but not before Captain 

Kale seen her and froze where he stood. 

 “What is it, Kalin?” Sutherland asked, her eyes upon the captain so she had not seen the other crew member 

down the corridor. 



 “Excuse me, Counselor,” Kale said, then quickly followed the woman he had seen up the side passage.  As 

he turned the corner, he caught another glimpse of the woman quickly walking away, apparently heading toward the 

nearby entrance to a turbolift.  Kale realized he would never catch up to the woman before she darted through the 

already-opening doors and called out to her instead. 

 “TIGGER?” he yelled, his voice betraying his uncertainty.  He was certain she would continue into the 

turbolift and vanish, but to his surprise, the woman suddenly stopped upon hearing the word and her body visibly 

stiffened.  Kale increased his pace to catch up with the woman, while Commander Q slowly turned around to look at 

him, her expression a mixture of sadness and regret. 

 His earlier uncertainty gone, Kale smiled brightly as he strode up to Q, saying, “I thought I’d read your 

name when I perused the crew manifest, but I figured if it were actually you, you would have been one of those 

waiting to greet me in the shuttlebay when I arrived.  I’ve been aboard an entire day!  If I didn’t know better, I’d 

think you were avoiding me.” 

 Q smiled back awkwardly, responding, “What makes you think you know better?” 

 The smile slowly left Kale’s face as he realized the Trill woman was not joking around.  His voice took on 

a slightly more serious, business-like tone as he said, “Perhaps I don’t.  I see you’re doing pretty well for yourself, 

Commander.  The last time I saw you, you were just a lieutenant.” 

 “So were you,” Q replied.  “Now you’re a captain with four shiny gold pips.” 

 “Well... fate smiled on me... in some ways.”  Kale suddenly dropped all pretense of professionalism and his 

face took on a pained expression as he asked, “What happened seven years ago?  I left the Academy for my thirty 

days on-board training aboard the Enterprise, and when I got back you were gone.” 

 “I received an assignment to the Passageway,” Q explained. 

 Be that as it may, you could at least have left me a message or something.  You just disappeared.  I was 

hoping at some point I would hear from you once I was back aboard the Arcturus, but nothing!” 

 “I couldn’t see you any more, Kalin.  It just had to end.  I HAD to leave.” 

 “Why?  Why not even a goodbye?” 

 “It’s a long story.  I can’t get into it right now.  I need to be on the bridge,” Q said quickly.  But in spite of 

her best efforts, she began to feel the conflicting emotions welling up within her, prompted mostly by the fact her 

encounter with Kale had been unexpected, before she had a chance to properly prepare herself.  She started to move 

past Kale, in the direction she had been going when he first spotted her. 

 “Tigger, wait!” Kale said, again using the pet-name he had given to Q when their relationship had taken a 

romantic turn during the time he had been back at the Academy for retraining.  Again, Q visibly stiffened at the 

sound of it.  “Is there any chance we can get together at some point?  I think we need to talk.  Maybe you can tell me 

your long story then?” 

 Q turned to face him again, slowly shaking her head as she said, “I really don’t think...” 

 “Please?” 

 Q felt her resolve weaken as she looked at Kale’s pleading smile.  After another moment she sighed and 

reluctantly said, “Okay.  2100 hours.  Cabin 03-2112.” 

 Kale recited the cabin number to himself, then smiled and said, “Great!  See you at 2100.”  Q nodded and 

began walking away again when Kale called out once more, “Tigger!  ...It’s good to see you again.” 

 Q nodded, smiling tentatively, then responded, “You too,” before disappearing around a corner. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 51695.7: 

The Dauntless has departed Neutral Zone Outpost 8, where we picked up a large 

shipment of specially processed mylar sheeting and heavy duty cables amongst other 

numerous items bound for construction projects on Tellar.  We are now beginning our 

patrol of the Neutral Zone. 

Kale, out. 
 

 



Captain’s personal log: 

After meeting with Q that first night, things are a lot less tense than they seemed when I 

first encountered her in the corridor.  She still has not told me WHY she simply left all 

those years ago, but at least we’re talking.  Perhaps there is a small spark of something 

still there beneath the surface? 
 

 

 The Dauntless warped along the edge of the Romulan Neutral Zone, sensors constantly scanning, keeping a 

wary eye on the opposite side of the interstellar buffer. 

 “Captain,” Virgil Kane said from where he sat at the science console on the port side of the bridge, a 

position he normally did not personally fill.  Additionally, for the first time in months - perhaps even years – the 

human-turned-Bajoran was not wearing his ever-present silver earring.  “Sensors are picking up an unusual reading 

from within the Neutral Zone.” 

 Kale accessed Kane’s scan results on the fold up monitor next to his seat, then quickly ordered, “Mister 

Othello, slow to one-half impulse.” 

 The half-Betazoid officer at the helm quickly complied and the starship dropped out of warp.  Kale peered 

at the main viewscreen, anticipation that something was about to happen evident on his face.  He was not 

disappointed. 

 A kilometer ahead of the Dauntless, the bright green hull of a Romulan D’deridex-class warbird shimmered 

into view as its cloaking shields disengaged. 

 “Life’s never boring, is it?” Kale commented to the bridge crew at large.  “Raise shields, just in case.” 

 “Captain Kale, the Romulan ship is hailing us,” reported Lt Ga’gh Schuukveldlaan, the Wilryck officer at 

tactical. 

 “Really?  On screen.” 

 The viewscreen blinked from the view of the massive warbird to a lone Romulan officer sitting in the 

Romulan vessel’s command chair.  The Romulan man registered genuine surprise at seeing who sat in the 

Dauntless’ ‘center seat’. 

 “Well, well...  I’m surprised to see you again, Commander Nevaak,” said Kale, sounding amused.  “More-

so to see you in command of one of the Praetor’s finest.” 

 Nevaak smiled graciously, then said, “The need for good commanders became evident after the fiasco at 

the Omarion Nebula in the Gamma Quadrant.”  Kale nodded as he recalled reading the report about the destruction 

of the combined fleet of Cardassian Obsidian Order and Romulan Tal’Shiar ships when the alliance of spy agencies 

attempted to destroy the Founder’s homeworld two years earlier.  “Old sins can be easily forgotten.  But I must 

admit, I’m truly surprised to see you here, Captain.  Particularly in command of a ship our records indicate is 

captained by…”  Nevaak appeared to be consulting the Romulan equivalent of a padd device for a moment before 

adding, “…A Captain Peter Koester.” 

 Kale smiled at his opponent of almost a century and said, “As you said, Commander.  The need for good 

commanders...  What brings you to this side of the Neutral Zone, Commander?” 

 “Well, Captain, it appears that one of our outposts is missing,” said Nevaak, almost genially.  Kale did not 

even attempt to hide the startled and somewhat worried expression that now appeared on his face.  “You wouldn’t 

happen to know anything about that, would you?” Nevaak then asked. 

 Kale stood up from the captain’s chair and took four steps toward the viewscreen, leaning up against one of 

the mid-bridge railings. 

 “Is there any evidence the Borg may be involved?” Kale asked with concern, knowing that several outposts 

on both sides of the Neutral Zone had disappeared due to a Borg scouting mission the year prior to his emergence 

into the 24
th

 century. 

 “None,” Nevaak replied.  “There are none of the usual markers the Borg have been known to leave behind.  

However, there are some in my fleet who suggest the Federation is behind this disappearance.” 

 “Nevaak, I can assure you I know nothing about your missing outpost.  But if I should come across any 

information, I’ll be sure to let you know.” 

 Nevaak smiled again, saying, “That would be most gracious, Captain.”  And with a snap, the transmission 

ended.  The viewscreen once again showed the huge Romulan ship. 

 As Kale turned around to return to the command chair he noticed most of the bridge crew staring at him, 

mouths agape.  Kane approached him from the science console. 

 “Who was that, Captain?” 



 “An old... acquaintance,” replied Kale cryptically.  “We go back... a long way.” 

 “Captain, the Romulan ship is returning across the Neutral Zone uncloaked,” Ga’gh reported. 

 “Very well,” Kale said.  “Resume our patrol.” 

 As Kale returned to his seat, Ga’gh leaned toward Chief Kyman, who was standing nearby at mission ops.  

“From what I’ve learned of Romulan culture since arriving in the Alpha Quadrant, when a Romulan ship breaks off 

an encounter with an enemy and does not cloak, its commander is displaying a sign of great respect for his 

adversary.”  The Wilryck man sounded impressed. 

 “Helm,” Kale ordered.  “Increase speed to warp three.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours after the encounter with the Romulan ship, Kale was back in Q’s quarters - a place he found 

himself spending much of his off-duty time following that initial talk.  The conversation had led to the pair having 

dinner the following night.  Sharing dinner had quickly become a regular event. 

 On this particular evening, the couple had just finished eating and as the assistant chief science officer 

returned the dirty plates to the nearby replicator, Kale was perusing through Q’s massive collection of isolinear 

chips containing music from dozens of worlds when the comm circuit chirped. 

 “Bridge to Captain,” said the voice of Lt Natchez.  “We’re receiving a distress call.  We need you on the 

bridge.” 

 Kale and Q exchanged glances before Kale responded, “On my way,” and the two officers quickly left for 

the bridge. 

 “Captain, we’re receiving a coded distress call on a Romulan carrier frequency,” reported Natchez as Kale 

and Q exited the turbolift, the captain replacing Commander Kane in the command seat, Q taking her normal 

position at sciences. 

 “Where is the signal coming from?” 

 “Bearing 352 mark 4, range 750 million kilometers.” 

 “Does it seem automated?” 

 “At first it did, Captain,” Natchez said.  “But after we hailed on all channels, the frequency changed, almost 

as if...” 

 “...As if they want to be found, but not by us,” Kale finished. 

 “Exactly.” 

 “Is the point of origin on the other side of the Zone?” 

 “No, Captain.  That’s what puzzles me.  It’s 37.5 million kilometers within Federation space.  But if it’s the 

outpost the warbird we encountered earlier reported missing, how did it get all the way across the Neutral Zone?” 

 “Now that’s speculation,” Kane cut in.  “It could be just a scout ship or even a shuttle.” 

 “I’ve confirmed the location of the signal’s source,” Q interrupted.  “It’s huge!  It’s got to be the size of a 

small planetoid.” 

 “It HAS to be the outpost,” Kale said. 

 As the Dauntless neared, it became very evident with the image on the viewscreen that what they had come 

across was indeed the lost Romulan Outpost.  The structure was built into an asteroid about two kilometers across.  

The whole structure sat motionless in space, not even drifting. 

 “Captain, the outpost is not responding to our hails,” reported Lt Natchez. 

 “Mister Natchez,” said Kale.  “Signal Commander Nevaak and inform him we’ve located his lost outpost.  

Give him the coordinates, but emphasize we desire he remain on his own side of the Zone at this time.” 

 “Aye, Captain.” 

 “Well, Mister Kane, suggestions?  How do we return their outpost?” 

 Kane moved over to the science console where Q was sitting, quickly taking readings and entering 

computations.  After a moment he looked at Kale. 

 “The asteroid is too massive to move with tractor beams.  It would take more than five Galaxy-class 

starships to even begin to budge it.” 

 “Hmmm... any other ideas?” 

 “Captain, if I might make a suggestion?” 

 Kale turned around to face Chief Kyman who stood at the mission ops console at the rear of the bridge and 

nodded. 

 “I recall an experiment I once witnessed in the Terran asteroid belt during the early part of this century.  In 

order to deflect an asteroid three kilometers long that was heading toward the Martian moon of Phobos, they planted 



and detonated an antimatter charge against it.  Blew what was left of the asteroid in the opposite direction at a 

quarter the speed of light.  If we could do the same here, the outpost could be in the Neutral Zone in less than ten 

minutes.” 

 “But we don’t want to blow their outpost to pieces, Chief,” Kale protested. 

 “Sir,” chimed in Commander Bloom.  “If we carefully measure the antimatter charge based on the mass of 

the asteroid, and used a shaped charge that would only detonate in a controlled direction, that plan could work.” 

 Kale thought for a moment, then smiled and nodded to himself before saying for the first time in almost 

three years, “Make it so.” 

 Natchez continued to try and contact the Romulan outpost while Bloom and Xenon Adosh carefully 

scanned the asteroid’s mass and structure, finding the strongest spot on the side opposite the Neutral Zone border.  

Moments later, Nevaak responded, at first expressing disbelief at what the Federation ship intended to do, then 

confirming his own science officer’s conclusion that there seemed no other way to move the wayward outpost and 

that he would have at least five other warbirds standing by to ensnare the asteroid when it moved back into Romulan 

space. 

 Shortly after Nevaak’s communication, the outpost administrator finally opened communications with the 

Dauntless. 

 “I am Centurion Tenbok, commander of this Outpost,” said the grim-faced Romulan on the bridge 

viewscreen.  “I have been informed that you intend to aid our return to our own side of the Neutral Zone, and to 

cooperate however possible.” 

 “Yes, Centurion Tenbok,” replied Kale.  “But we’d like to know how your outpost got to where it is in the 

first place.” 

 Tenbok remained silent for a moment, as if mulling over his options, then admitted, “Honestly, Captain, we 

don’t know.  One moment we were monitoring the Neutral Zone as is our duty.  The next, without realizing it until 

we reviewed our sensor records some time later, we found ourselves in Federation space.”  Tenbok stared through 

the screen at Kale and his bridge crew, then added, “We have been instructed to aid you in whatever manner we can 

to help you accomplish your plan.  We monitored your extensive survey of our asteroid earlier.  What is it you 

plan?” 

 “Very good, Centurion.  We’re going to place an antimatter charge on the other side...” 

 “You will WHAT ?!?” Tenbok exclaimed.  “You intend to murder us all!” 

 “On the contrary, Centurion,” said Bloom, standing and approaching the screen where he could be better 

seen.  “With the shaped charge my engineering staff is assembling, your Outpost has exactly a 43.65 to 1 chance of 

surviving intact.”  It was evident to everyone on the bridge who knew him that Bloom was playing the ‘Logical 

Vulcan’ act to the hilt.  Ga’gh had to restrain a smile. 

 Tenbok’s face drooped in a show of resignation. 

 “What other choice do I have?  I am not about to abandon my Outpost.  Proceed, Captain.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Over the course of the next several hours, spacesuited members of Starfleet, including all twelve members 

of the Marine Special Contingent, along with nearly a dozen of the Romulan outpost crew worked together to first 

carefully place the shaped charge against the rear of the asteroid, then cautiously load it with a charge of antimatter 

contained within a sealed magnetic bottle.  Sergeant O’Laughlin’s grumbling could be heard muttered over the 

comm circuit the entire time. 

 The crew of the outpost, with the exception of Centurion Tenbok, agreed to be evacuated to the Dauntless, 

and just as the fifteen minute countdown that would send the outpost either across the border or to its doom began, 

the familiar form of Nevaak’s warbird unexpectedly uncloaked nearby. 

 “I requested you remain on your own side of the Neutral Zone, Commander,” Kale said angrily. 

 “I’m here to simply observe the effort to propel the outpost back, and escort it across the Zone, Captain.  

Nothing more,” replied Nevaak. 

 Kale grumbled something under his breath, then said, “Very well.  Continue the countdown.” 

 All eyes on both starships watched the unmoving asteroid as the clock slowly ticked down. 

 “One minute remaining,” informed Natchez . 

 “Raise shields,” ordered Kale.  “I suggest you do the same, Nevaak.  Just in case.” 

 Nevaak grudgingly agreed and likewise raised his warbird’s shields. 

 “30 seconds...,” said Natchez.  “20...  19...  18...” 



 Kale intently watched the screen, Kane doing the same at his left, Counselor Sutherland sitting in the small 

guest seat to his right likewise doing so as well. 

 “10...  9...  8...,” Natchez continued to count down, his voice detached and professional.  “5...  4...  3...  2...  

1...  Detonation!” 

 On the screen, a bright flash backlit the asteroid, blinding out the stars around it.  A moment later the screen 

automatically reacted, dimming slightly, and the bridge crew watched in wonder as the outpost, completely intact, 

sailed past the Dauntless, heading toward Romulan space at a little less than 75,000 kilometers per second. 

 “Full impulse, Mister Othello.  Keep them in view,” ordered Kale.  “Mister Schuukveldlaan, lower shields.  

Prepare to beam the outpost crew aboard Commander Nevaak’s ship.” 

 “Aye, sir,” responded Ga’gh. 

 Very shortly, the Romulan outpost crew were all transported to the warbird, which continued to escort the 

asteroid across the Neutral Zone while the Dauntless slowed and stopped just short of the interstellar border.  

Speeding the outpost along with its own tractor beam now that the asteroid was moving, the warbird and Romulan 

Outpost were soon shrinking from sight. 

 “Captain, incoming message from the warbird,” Natchez said. 

 “On screen.” 

 The image changed to that of Commander Nevaak, who reclined in his own command chair. 

 “I want to thank you for your assistance, Captain,” Nevaak said sincerely. 

 “I’m glad we could be of help,” replied Kale.  “Perhaps in the future our two governments will use such 

cooperation to pave a road toward peace?” 

 “Perhaps, Captain.  I must admit that, for once, it was good encountering you.  And again, the Romulan 

Empire owes you its thanks.” 

 The screen again returned to its normal starfield view. 

 “Good work, people,” Kale said to the bridge crew around him.  “Now let’s return to our patrol.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Later that day, Virgil Kane walked into the captain’s ready room, where Kale sat behind the desk reading 

something off the computer screen. 

 “You wanted to see me, Captain?” 

 “Yes, Mister Kane,” Kale said as he offered the first officer a seat opposite him.  “I’ve been reading over 

your service record...  decorated twice by the Bajoran Militia...  highly unusual, but impressive.” 

 “Thank you, sir.” 

 “I’ve been meaning to ask you a question...  I noticed you stopped wearing your earring the day after my 

arrival here.  I wondered why?” 

 “Well, Captain, I thought you made it quite clear from your look when you first arrived, and your refusal to 

shake my hand, that the earring was not something you’d allow in uniform, as Cap... um, Fleet Captain Koester 

does.” 

 Kale nodded slightly, then asked, “I assume you’ve never worked closely with natives of Alpha Centauri 

before, have you?” 

 “No, sir.  Never had the opportunity.” 

 “Mister Kane, I understand that for Terrans, a handshake is a sign of friendship or respect, but on my 

homeworld, to offer to shake someone’s hand is regarded as an insult or challenge.”  Kane’s expression turned to 

surprise.  “Offering someone your hand on Proxima Centauri means you believe you can beat that person in hand to 

hand combat.  Normally I would have explained that at the time we met, but following my very sudden reassignment 

here to the Dauntless and the long trip to reach the Bajor sector, I was just too tired to try and explain at the time.  I 

realize no insult was meant.  As for the earring, I just wasn’t used to a non-Bajoran wearing one.  I thought at first it 

was perhaps a souvenir you picked up while visiting Bajor and that you may have been unaware of its deeply 

religious meaning.” 

 Kale reached up to his own right ear, and upon returning his hands to the desk, revealed an ornate Bajoran 

earring of his own. 

 “A gift from Vedek Kar, the Bajoran liaison who served aboard the Sarek during our Gamma Quadrant 

mission.  I only wear it on special occasions.”  Kale smiled.  “Serving aboard the Sarek I developed a special 

relationship with the Bajorans we had aboard and learned much about their customs and traditions.  Having now 

taken the time to read your record, I realize that you do understand the jewelry’s significance.  I apologize.” 

 “Sometimes first impressions aren’t always the best ones, Captain.  I’m sorry too.” 



 Both men smiled as Kane started to offer his hand and caught himself in mid-raise, quickly stroking back 

his hair instead. 

 “Carry on... Number One.  You have the conn.  I have a previous engagement to attend.” 

 “Aye, Captain.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Kale pressed the door chime to Q’s quarters.  A moment later the door slid aside.  Q stood in the doorway 

wearing off-duty clothing. 

 “For you, Tigger,” Kale said as he produced a red rose from the starship’s small garden from behind his 

back and handed it to the surprised science officer.  Q smelled the rose’s fragrant bloom, then invited Kale inside. 

 “Kalin, we have to talk,” she said. 

 Kale sat down on the couch in the room, Q taking a seat next to him. 

 “What’s on your mind?” he asked. 

 “I’ve been thinking a lot lately.” 

 “About…?” Kale asked. 

 “About you.  About our relationship seven years ago.  And about how I had to walk away from you without 

saying goodbye.” 

 Kale looked at her a moment, then prompted, “And...?” 

 “And I’m not ready to explain my reasons for doing what I did.  Or what my feelings were.  Not yet.  All I 

can say is, right now, you’re driving me crazy!” 

 “In a good way or bad way?” Kale asked, smiling boyishly but genuinely confused. 

 “Both.” 

 The two sat in silence for a moment, simply looking at each other, until finally Q said, “This is against my 

better judgment... And I know it’s going to be difficult on both of us...” 

 

 Kale looked at her expectantly, his expression a mixture of sorrow and anticipation. 

 “...But I finally figured; what the hell?  It’s my life.  I’m willing to go with my gut feelings.” 

 Kale smiled in relief.  When he looked at Q again, she was smiling as well.  Then - wordlessly - they both 

leaned forward, embraced each other, and began kissing passionately, as if the past seven years had never occurred. 

 “I wonder...?” Q mused as the kiss momentarily ended. 

 “Wonder what?” Kale asked inquisitively. 

 “If the only physical difference between Terrans and Centauri is still true,” she replied with a wink. 

 Kale barely had a chance to smile again before Q tackled him right there on the couch. 

 

The End 

 


