
Author’s Note:  This story takes place 2 days after the events of “The Return Part 1.” 

 

 Q slowly awoke from a deep sleep, smiling to herself.  She liked the feeling of security she felt from 

having the warm pair of arms around her body.  She snuggled closer to Kalin Kale, then turned her head to look over 

her bare shoulder at him.  He smiled back as he noticed her glancing at him. 

 “I thought you were still asleep,” she whispered to him.  “I didn’t want to wake you.” 

 As Q turned over to face him, Kale started tracing the line of her spots starting from one side of her neck 

and down the side of her body with his fingers, sending an electric-like sensation through her as he said, “I was just 

laying here thinking.” 

 “About what?” she asked as she turned over to face him, her own fingers moving through the hairs of his 

chest. 

 “What a waste of time it was for me to unpack my belongings in the VIP quarters I was assigned when I 

arrived here,” he said with a smile, then leaned down to give Q a deep kiss.  “Good morning.” 

 Q smiled back as she started replying, “Good mor...” 

 Suddenly the dim lights of the room, as well as the regular shipboard sounds normally heard in the 

background, all went out at the same time.  Kale frowned in the darkness. 

 “What’s going on?” he asked.  His puzzlement was short-lived as the comm circuit suddenly came to life. 

 “Captain to the bridge!  Emergency situation!” 
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 Chief Engineer Jeff Bloom was hunched over the engineering console when he heard both Captain Kale 

and Commander Q walk onto the darkened bridge from the corridor connecting to deck two.  He couldn’t help but 

notice they were both dressed in hastily thrown on night clothes with robes and slippers, and frowned slightly to 

himself as he stood up straight to address the captain. 

 “Status?” asked Kale as he quickly crossed the bridge to where Bloom stood. 

 “I don’t understand it,” said Bloom.  “Power is out all over the ship!  Life support, computer systems, and 

internal comms are running off battery power right now, but at current usage rates that will be depleted in less than 

twelve hours.” 

 “What happened to the mains?” Kale asked, leaning past Bloom and Lt Johnson, who manned the console, 

to access the readouts on the engineering display. 

 “That’s what makes no sense,” Bloom said.  “The matter/antimatter reactor is running at full output.  Tests 

down in engineering are showing nominal power curves.  The power just isn’t getting to where it needs to go.” 

 “Where is it going then?” 

 “We don’t know.  The best we can determine is it’s just...”  Bloom shook his head and shrugged.  “...Going 

away.” 

 Kale shook his head as well.  “Energy can’t just ‘go away’, Mister Bloom.  It’s against all the known laws 

of physics.  It must be going somewhere.  Ensign...”  Kale turned around and faced Ensign Alasdair Wallace at the 

science console.  “Were there any unusual readings just before we lost power?  Anything that could account for a 

power drain?” 

 “Negative, sir,” Wallace replied.  “An’ as strange as it seems,” the Terran man added in a strong Scottish 

brogue, “I still have functionin’ external sensors.  Still nothing unusual registerin’.” 

 Kale again shook his head, then looked at Q.  Seeing her in the robe she was wearing reminded the captain 

of his own state of undress. 



 “Mister Bloom, I’m going to change into uniform.  Inform me of any changes, no matter how small.  I’ll be 

back on the bridge in a few minutes.” 

 Bloom acknowledged the order, then watched Kale and Q leave together before turning back to the 

engineer’s console and Lt(JG) Johnson, both still at a loss to explain the situation. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Almost an hour later, Kale sat at the head of the briefing lounge table with first officer Virgil Kane, again 

wearing his trademark silver Bajoran earring, chief engineer Bloom, and his staff; Xenon Adosh, Johnson, and 

Lt(JG) Dar, with Chief Kyman filling the last remaining seat. 

 “It’s beyond explanation, Captain,” the half-Klingon diagnostic engineer reported.  “Level One diagnostics 

confirm that the warp core is producing maximum output.  The power just isn’t going where it’s needed.  We used 

tricorders to trace the circuit paths and the readings reveal the power simply tapers off just centimeters along the 

conduit links.  The EPS power taps are dead.  By all the laws of the universe this can’t be happening.” 

 “Yet it is,” commented Kale.  “Mister Bloom, how much time do we have left on the batteries?” 

 “About ten and a half hours, Captain.” 

 “And still no ability to send off a distress call?” 

 “That’s correct.  Internal comms only.” 

 Kale contemplated for a moment, then said, “Mister Bloom, I give you six hours to find a solution to our 

power loss.”  Kale then turned to face Virgil Kane.  “Number One, if we can’t get power systems restored by 1300, 

put all efforts into sending a distress call.  Any kind of a signal.”  Both Kane and Bloom acknowledged. 

 “Let’s get to work gen...,” Kale started to say when he was interrupted by Q’s voice over the intercom. 

 “Captain to the bridge, please.” 

 As Bloom and his engineers worked their way down to engineering, made all the harder by the lack of 

functioning turbolifts, Kale and Kane stepped out onto the bridge. 

 “Report.” 

 Q looked up from her console, concern on her face, and said, “We started tracking an object on short range 

sensors about ten minutes ago.  We’ve determined it’s a rogue comet never before encountered or catalogued, and 

it’s on a direct collision course with the Dauntless.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Kale sat in the command chair and stared at the viewscreen, which showed the magnified image of the 

approaching comet, actually nothing more than a huge dirty snowball of frozen gasses and rock, as it tumbled closer 

and closer to the disabled starship. 

 “Mister Schuukveldlaan?” Kale inquired. 

 “No luck, sir,” replied the Wilryck officer.  “No power to phasers.  We can’t even arm or lock torpedoes.” 

 “Estimated time to impact?” 

 “Less than two hours,” reported Q. 

 Kale pressed the comms control on the panel next to him. 

 “Update, Mister Bloom.” 

 “No change, Captain.” 

 “Number One,” Kale said, turning to face Kane in the XO’s seat.  “Have the crew ready the escape pods.  If 

we’re still powerless in sixty minutes, order abandon ship.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Kane said sadly. 

 Kale pounded the arm of the command chair with his fist, a rare display of anger.  But through the still 

open comm circuit he could hear the chatter of another voice speaking to Bloom.  A moment later Bloom said, 

“Captain, we may have an idea that will work.  Mister Johnson and I are coming back up to the bridge.” 

 A few minutes later, both engineers arrived on the bridge, both breathing hard from the rapid climb through 

the Jefferies tubes and ladderways to reach deck one.  After giving them a moment to catch their breath, Kale asked, 

“So what is this idea of yours?” 

 Bloom looked at Nate Johnson, who took a step forward and began speaking. 

 “The way we’ve lost all power reminded me of an event I learned about during engineering classes at the 

Academy.  A situation that occurred almost a century ago.  Are you aware of what Starfleet referred to as ‘The 

Whalesong Incident’?” 



 Kale nodded, saying, “Of course I’m aware.  I lived through it.  I had just transferred off the Excalibur to 

become helmsman aboard the original Arcturus.  I left San Francisco just before the whole thing happened.” 

 Johnson appeared confused for a moment, unsure of Kale actually understood which incident he was 

referring to, but continued anyway.  “Then you’re aware of how the alien probe’s transmissions neutralized all 

starships it encountered while approaching Earth, leaving them powerless?”  Kale nodded.  “I read about how the 

crew of one starship - the Yorktown - managed to survive by rigging a make-shift solar sail to generate power.  I’ve 

figured a way we could do the same, tying directly into the distribution circuits to power our systems.  We’re close 

enough to the star Delta Pavonis that it should generate the power we need.” 

 “And what can we rig the sail from?” Kale asked, genuinely interested in the idea. 

 “We have a cargo bay full of thin mylar sheeting – which is ideal for catching and routing the necessary 

solar energy – and heavy-duty cable which we can use to secure the sail to the hull and transfer the collected power 

into the distribution network..  We could have a sail rigged in less than an hour.  Maybe take another twenty or thirty 

minutes to deploy.” 

 Kale smiled as he said, “Make it so.  Take whatever personnel you need.  Heck, I’ll help out of you need 

me!” 

 Johnson grinned back at Kale as he responded, “Yes, sir!”  Johnson then tapped his combadge as he 

quickly left the bridge, saying, “Engineering, this is Johnson.  Have all Beta and Gamma shift personnel standing by 

for EVA.  We have a sail to unfurl.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 51706.6: 

Our engineering staff, under the leadership of Lt(JG) Nate Johnson, has used the cargo 

originally bound for the planet Tellar to create a solar sail against the starboard side of 

the ship, with power couplings tied directly into propulsion systems and the tractor beam. 

If this doesn’t work, this will be my last log entry. 

Kale, out. 
 

 

 “Status?” 

 Q looked up from her console, where Wallace stood over her shoulder. 

 “Cables are rigged and tied into the power systems.” 

 “Mister Johnson?” 

 Johnson looked up from his last minute calculations at the engineering console, and as he ran to the mission 

ops console at the rear of the bridge, almost knocking Chief Kyman out of the way as he did, he said, “Ready to 

deploy in... 10...  9...  8...” 

 Kale looked expectantly at the viewscreen, which currently showed a view down along the starboard side 

of the Dauntless.  He could see the long cables attached to various sections of the hull, these in turn attached to 

power converters and ODN connections leading to the impulse engines, tractor beam, and other needed engineering 

systems.  And dominating the view was the sail itself, multiple mylar sheets covered with wiring, currently folded 

against the side of the main hull. 

 “3...   2...  1...”  Johnson pressed a control on the console in front of him, then with a huge grin on his face, 

turned to face the viewscreen as he said, “...Deployed!” 

 Small explosive bolts fired and the sail extended from the hull, attached by the heavy cables to the forward 

end of the ship, the forward hardpoint of the starboard warp nacelle, and numerous other points along the upper and 

lower primary hull.  The sail, shining in the nearby starlight, filled out surprisingly fast as it caught the solar wind. 

 Johnson hopped back down to the engineering console where he quickly called up various graphs and 

displays.  His grin had not subsided in the least. 

 “Power levels are starting to come up in the impulse system.  Tractor beam power at twenty five percent.  

We’ll be able to deflect the comet and fire off a quick burst of the impulse engines to push us enough out of the way 

within five minutes.” 

 Kale’s worried look reappeared.  He realized that five minutes was probably cutting it close. 

 “Time to impact?” 

 “Seven minutes, thirty seconds, Captain,” Virgil Kane responded. 

 “You’re cutting it awfully close, Mister Johnson.” 



 Johnson ignored the comment, instead concentrating on watching the rising power curves.  He frowned 

slightly when something he saw did not match his expectations. 

 “Power levels are still coming up, but at an exponentially slower rate,” he reported.  “I don’t understand 

why this is…?” 

 “Cap’n!” Wallace exclaimed, his Scottish burr pronounced.  “We’re movin’!” 

 “What?  How?”  Kale got up and quickly moved to the engineer’s console.  “Have impulse or thruster 

systems fired?” 

 “No, sir,” replied Johnson.  “Power levels are still building, and much slower than I had hoped!” 

 “It’s the sail!” said Kane as he looked past both Wallace and Q’s shoulders at the science console.  “We’ve 

caught the solar wind from the nearby star!  We’re being pushed out of the way of the comet like an ancient sailing 

vessel!” 

 “Natchez, put the comet on the screen!” Kale said as he moved back to the center of the bridge.  The screen 

blinked, once again showing the comet nucleus, now much larger and forming a tail as it neared the same star that 

pushed at the Dauntless. 

 “Will we clear?” Kale asked. 

 “We’re not quite fast enough yet,” Q responded.  “If we only had a little more boost.” 

 Kale spun around.  “Johnson, reroute all power the sail is generating to aft thrusters.  Take it from life 

support if you have to!” 

 “Aye, sir,” Johnson said as he quickly stabbed controls on the console.  Moments later he added, “Power 

diverted!” 

 “Helm, aft thrusters, now!” 

 Larry Harcue activated the thrusters located on the aft end of the ship.  Slowly they sputtered to life, 

providing about one-tenth the thrust normally expected of them.  The sail crumpled slightly with the added forward 

momentum, but soon refilled with the charged particles of the solar wind.  Slowly the Dauntless moved forward. 

 “Comet nucleus 5 kilometers and closing...,” Q reported.  “4 kilometers...  3 kilometers...  2 kilometers... 

one... 500 meters... 200... 100...” 

 On the screen, the comet loomed large, seemingly about to strike the aft portion of the starboard nacelle, 

when at the last moment it passed beyond the aft end of the ship.  The Dauntless skirted the edge of the tail of the 

comet, its energized vapors giving an added boost in the sail as it passed. 

 Kale released the breath he had not been conscious of holding.  He was about to give a new order when 

suddenly the main lighting on the bridge re-illuminated. 

 “Nice timing, Mister Bloom,” Virgil Kane commented humorlessly. 

 “What happened?” the captain asked. 

 “All systems have returned to normal,” Lt Natchez reported.  “Full power across the board.” 

 “Engineering to bridge,” sounded the voice of Jeff Bloom.  Kale opened the comm circuit at his seat. 

 “Congratulations to you and your staff, Mister Bloom.  Almost too late, but the return of power is welcome 

nevertheless.” 

 “We didn’t do anything, Captain,” Bloom reported. 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Just like I said.  We didn’t do anything.  We were still monitoring the power being generated by the solar 

sail and running diagnostics down here!  The whole power distribution system just restored itself.  Wherever the 

power was going to before, it’s being channeled to the proper equipment now.” 

 Totally confused, Kale responded, “Very well.  Keep looking into it.  And let me know what you find.”  

The captain then looked at Johnson and said, “Congratulations, Mister Johnson.  Good work, even if it wasn’t 

exactly what you expected.  If systems function normally for the next hour, I suggest you reassemble your team of 

riggers and strike the sail.” 

 “Yes, Captain,” Johnson replied with a smile. 

 

* * * * 

 



Captain’s log, supplemental: 

A special commendation and the Montgomery Scott Medal for Engineering have been 

awarded to Lieutenant (Junior Grade) Nate Johnson for his efforts in helping to save the 

ship. 

Systems have remained normal for a few hours now, but engineering is still stumped as to 

why we lost power to begin with. 

Kale, out. 
 

 

 Kale lay in the bed in Q’s quarters, his gaze on the ceiling, seemingly oblivious to what was going on 

around him, as Q slipped under the covers next to him.  She put her arms around him, kissing him lightly on the 

neck.  When that elicited no response, she jabbed at his ribs with her elbow.  His concentration broken, he looked 

over at her, turning on his side to face the lovely Trill woman, and put his arms around her in turn. 

 “What were you thinking about that had all of your attention, Kalin?” she asked. 

 “Hmmm...?  Just puzzling through the day’s events.  Mister Bloom still can find no difference in the 

systems before, during, or after the power failure.  It makes no sense.  It’s completely against Newtonian law.” 

 Q shrugged, then commented, “Well, the incident’s over.” 

 “I suppose,” Kale said.  “Let’s hope it doesn’t come up again.” 

 Q smiled somewhat fiendishly and said, “Well I know something I DO hope comes up again.  Computer, 

dim lights to ten percent normal illumination.”  Immediately the cabin darkened, except for the pinpricks of starlight 

shining through the window.  And Kale quickly forgot all about power losses. 

 

The End 

 


