
 Captain Peter Koester walked up to the large, forward-facing windows that lined the bulkhead of the 10-

Forward lounge to stand next to the woman who gazed almost lovingly at the stars beyond. 

 “Aren’t they beautiful, Captain?” remarked Dr Mirasta Yale, the civilian Head of Stellar Cartography 

aboard the Dauntless, once she had noticed Koester’s presence next to her.  “I never tire looking at them.  I can’t 

help but think of how easy it could have been for me to miss all these wonders.” 

 Koester looked at the Malcorean woman, remembering from what he had read in her record everything that 

Yale had gone through getting to where she now stood, not the least of which was having to abandon her home world 

and its people over fifteen years earlier. 

 “It’s a shame the people of Malcor III will never have the chance to share in all this,” Yale added, looking 

wistful. 

 The captain shrugged, saying, “There is always the chance your people will someday change their minds 

and choose to join our galactic civilization.” 

 Looking at something besides stars for the first time since the captain had entered the lounge, Yale glanced 

toward Koester, and with an ironic smile, said, “I won’t be holding my breath, Captain.  Malcoreans are a very proud 

people.  Very sure of ourselves.  Our leaders would never be willing to admit they’re not the lords of the universe we 

always believed we were.” 

 With a last quick glance at the vastness of space beyond, Yale excused herself, explaining “I have the 

analysis of all the data the Dauntless collected during our star mapping mission to coordinate.  Good night, Captain.” 

 Offering his goodbye, Koester started toward the lounge bar to order a drink as he waited for his First 

Officer and her husband to get off duty and join him. 

 “Ambassador Fil to Captain Koester,” interrupted a call through the captain’s combadge, just as Koester 

reached for the mug of synthale that bartender and lounge hostess Kia Tenn had placed in front of him.  He hesitated 

a moment, still tempted to ignore the call and quickly drink some of his ale, until his sense of duty emerged and he 

tapped his combadge instead. 

 “This is the Captain.  Go ahead, Ambassador.” 

 “I need to see both you and Commander K’danz in my office as soon as possible,” said the voice of Rear 

Admiral Penji Fil, the newly assigned Federation Ambassador-at-Large aboard the starship Dauntless. 

 Koester gave his drink a forlorn look, at which Kia laughed as she said, “I’ll keep it cold for you, Captain, 

just like all the rest of your collection.” 

 “Thanks, Tenn,” Koester said to the Bajoran lounge hostess before heading toward the carved wood doors, 

tapping his combadge again and saying, “Koester to K’danz.  Please report to Ambassador Fil’s office.” 

 “Already on my way, Skipper,” replied the voice of the Dauntless’ First Officer. 
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 Captain Koester straightened his uniform jacket before pressing the door chime on Fil’s office, an anteroom 

of the Ambassador’s VIP quarters.  As the doors swished open and he stepped through, Koester saw that K’danz was 

already sitting in front of Fil’s small desk. 

 “Thank you for joining us,” the white-haired Catullan man behind the desk said, offering the last remaining 

seat to the captain.  “As I was just explaining to your First Officer, I’ve recently been informed of the remarkable 

accomplishments of your crew during the Dauntless’ assignment as the Academy Training Vessel last year.” 

 “Thank you, Ambassador,” the captain said, a little annoyed if that observation alone was the sole reason he 

was pulled away from his post-watch libation. 

 “In fact,” Fil continued, “I’ve been informed your crew’s performance was so outstanding, you have again 

been chosen for a new training assignment.” 

 The captain and his exec exchanged glances, worried what this new assignment could mean. 



 “You’ve heard, of course, of the Officer Exchange Program?” the Catullan admiral asked. 

 “Of course,” replied Koester.  “If I remember correctly, Captain Riker of the Titan was was one of the first 

humans assigned to a Klingon ship a number of years ago.  About a year later, a Klingon officer was assigned to 

Riker’s ship at the time, the Enterprise-D.  There have been other, less well publicized occasions too.  Those 

exchanges have helped us to better understand how the Klingon fleet functions.” 

 Fil nodded, then explained, “This new revised program has been instituted in the hopes of creating greater 

cooperation between Starfleet and our allies in the KDF.  It became evident during the Dominion War, when our two 

fleets had some trouble coordinating during battle.  The Dauntless is being assigned a young Klingon ensign fresh 

out of their war academy.” 

 Captain Koester nodded thoughtfully, having worked with Klingons in the past, particularly during his years 

aboard Starbase Pennsylvania. 

 “Can I assume I won’t be losing my First Officer then?” 

 “This will not affect the rest of your crew in any way, Captain.  Just think of this young officer as if he were 

any other newly assigned crewman.” 

 “How long will he be assigned to us?” K’danz asked. 

 “This is a special program,” Fil replied.  “There is no set period like the past exchange programs.  Unless 

there are major problems, he will be here for the length of a normal junior officer’s tour.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 59351.1: 

USS Dauntless has been diverted from its regular mission to Starbase 26, where we will 

pick up our new Klingon exchange program officer.  I have assigned our half-Klingon 

Chief Engineer, Lt Commander Dar, to welcome our newest crew member aboard. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 The doors of the transporter room swished aside as Dar walked in. 

 “Starbase 26 has signaled they are ready for transport, Commander,” Chief Blackman reported. 

 The Chief Engineer nodded, turned to face the transporter platform and tugged on his uniform jacket before 

ordering, “Energize.” 

 Blackman activated his console and the hum of the transporter filled the small room, the sparkle on the 

platform resolving itself into the form of a young Klingon warrior in full battle armor.  The warrior sported the 

typical forehead ridges of his race, much more pronounced than Dar’s own barely visible ridges, and a thin 

mustache.  His height and build would have convinced anyone not familiar with Klingon physiology that the new 

arrival was well into his twenties, but Dar knew how quickly Klingons matured, and that this particular warrior was 

only the equivalent of ten Earth years in age. 

 “lagh Ka’Dan, reporting as ordered,” the new arrival said, his dark eyes narrowing suspiciously as they 

settled on Dar.  The engineer thought he detected a momentary sneer before Ka’Dan stepped down from the platform 

and handed him a padd with a copy of his orders to the Dauntless on it. 

 “Lt Commander Dar, Chief Engineer,” Dar said, offering his hand, which Ka’Dan pointedly ignored. 

 “Engineer?  I was informed I would be assigned to your Security Department,” Ka’Dan said. 

 “You will be,” Dar assured.  “The Captain and Major McIntyre both felt you would feel more comfortable 

when you reported aboard if you were greeted by a fellow Klingon.” 

 “You will be sure to let me know when he arrives then,” Ka’Dan said with a humorless smile as he turned 

toward the door. 

 “Excuse me?” Dar asked, slight anger in his voice.  Ka’Dan turned back to face the Chief Engineer, all 

pretense of respect gone. 

 “Let me rephrase that in words your gentle, human ears will understand.  I find it insulting that the 

Federation thinks sending a half-breed to greet me would make me feel more comfortable.” 

 Dar simply looked at the young Klingon, his face unreadable, for several seconds.  Finally he simply said, in 

a remarkably calm voice, “I’m sorry you feel that way.  I’ll take you to our First Officer, Commander K’danz.  She’ll 

complete your check-in.” 



 “K’danz!  Now there is a regal Klingon name,” Ka’Dan said, gesturing mockingly for Dar to lead the way.  

“No doubt someone who will understand a true Klingon.” 

 “Oh yeah,” Dar mumbled under his breath as he stepped out into the corridor.  “I’m sure she’s just going to 

love you too.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Commander K’danz was sitting at the desk in her office, reviewing Rinja Ka’Dan’s short service record.  

His scores in hand to hand combat were impressive, but she could find nothing that seemed truly outstanding when 

compared to the crew of the Dauntless.  Her review was interrupted by the sound of the door chime. 

 “Come,” she said, looking up at the door. 

 The door slid open and Ka’Dan stepped in.  For a split second there was a look of surprise on the Klingon’s 

face that just as quickly returned to normal. 

 “lagh Rinja Ka’Dan reporting to see Commander K’danz,” he said, standing rigidly at attention. 

 “Yes, please sit down,” K’danz said, turning off her monitor screen. 

 “If it does not bother you, human, I would rather remain standing until the Commander arrives,” Ka’Dan 

said unpleasantly. 

 K’danz gave the newcomer a strange look for a moment before finally saying, “I am Commander K’danz.” 

 “Impossible,” Ka’Dan said with a laugh.  “K’danz is a Klingon name.  You are a mere human!” 

 K’danz’s expression grew angry as she stood, saying, “A human who married into a noble Klingon house.  

My husband, Lt Commander Dar, is descended from the House of Kor.  I’ve participated in Klingon rituals, 

including the marriage ritual, so I would definitely not consider myself a MERE human.  And human or not, as long 

as you serve aboard this starship, I am your superior officer, and you will treat me and every other member of this 

crew, human, Klingon or otherwise, with the respect accorded their rank.  Am I clear, ENSIGN?” 

 “As you humans say… Crystal, Commander,” replied Ka’Dan, flinching slightly as K’danz’s nostrils flared. 

 “Good.  And since we’re already working on your social skills aboard the Dauntless, here is your next 

lesson.  It’s called humility.”  K’danz reached into her desk drawer and took out an object that had been stored there 

since the Starfleet Academy cadets had left the Dauntless the previous summer.  “This is called a tooth brush.  I 

know Klingons aren’t normally accustomed to using such devices but you will be getting well acquainted with it as 

you use it to clean all the torpedo tubes.” 

 Ka’Dan held the toothbrush, already covered in grime and dirt, at arms length like it was some vicious 

creature that would attack him if he looked away from it.  K’danz resumed her seat behind the desk, saying, 

“Someone from the Tactical Division will escort you to the weapons bay.” 

 Ka’Dan turned to exit the office, when K’danz added one last comment. 

 “Oh, and welcome aboard the Dauntless.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Koester slipped into the chair across the table from his First Officer, then gestured to one of the 

waiters for a drink.  He then frowned as he noticed the foul expression on K’danz’s face. 

 “Something wrong, Exec?” 

 K’danz looked at her CO through half-lidded eyes and said, “Our newest crew member is a class of his 

own.” 

 “Really?  Come to think of it, our new Ensign has not checked in with me yet.  Any idea where he is?” 

 “Yup,” K’danz said, taking a big gulp of her drink.  “About halfway through torpedo tube number three by 

now.” 

 One of Koester’s eyebrows shot up as he said, “Well that’s a new record for pissing off the XO.  I think it 

took Cadet Saldana almost three days before he had tube cleaning duty last year.” 

 “Like I said... A class of his own.  You know I’ve spent plenty of time around Klingons, especially Dar’s 

family when we got married, and you know that particular set of in-laws isn’t the easiest to get along with.  But I 

have never before seen such an arrogant, conceited, self-centered...” 

 “Please, don’t hold back,” Koester said, amused.  “Tell me what you REALLY think.” 

 “He needs a real attitude adjustment, Peter.” 

 Koester nodded at the waiter as he placed the mug of synthale on the table, and as he reached for the drink 

said, “Perhaps working with Mac’s Marines will help that adjustment...” 



 “Sickbay to Captain Koester.” 

 Both Koester and K’danz paused as Dr Rasa’s voice sounded from the captain’s combadge. 

 “This is the Captain.  Go ahead, Doctor,” Koester said as he tapped his combadge. 

 The Bajoran Chief Medical Officer’s voice sounded extremely frustrated as he said, “I need you in sickbay 

right away, Captain.  We’ve had an altercation on deck thirteen.” 

 The captain again exchanged looks with K’danz before saying, “Commander K’danz and I are on our way.” 

 A couple of minutes later, Koester and K’danz entered sickbay to find Dr Rasa Palin, Major Sean McIntyre 

and Chief of the Boat Piotr Zubatka standing around both Gunnery Sergeant Christopher ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin and the 

new Klingon Ensign Rinja Ka’Dan, both of whom were sitting on biobeds.  Ka’Dan’s nose looked crooked and 

purplish, dried Klingon blood still staining his face. 

 “What happened?” Captain Koester asked. 

 Before anyone else could speak, Ka’Dan jumped off the bed, saluted the captain with a traditional Klingon 

salute across the chest, then pointed toward O’Laughlin and said, “I had just completed the assignment the Executive 

Officer had delegated to me and when I emerged from the tube mechanism this human was in the weapons room.” 

 Puzzled, Koester looked toward O’Laughlin, who glared at Ka’Dan. 

 “I was recording the daily weapons logs, Captain, sir, inventoryin’ the torpedoes when this... this... person... 

grabbed me by the scruff of my neck and started shovin’ me out the door.” 

 Ka’Dan glared back at O’Laughlin and said, “I have studied your Starfleet rank insignia.  This human is not 

an officer.  He has no place entering a torpedo bay unescorted.  He was fortunate I did not simply kill him for his 

transgression, as would be done on a Klingon vessel.  But to make matters worse, he assaulted me!” 

 “Nobody manhandles me, except during training, ain’t that right, Major, sir?” O’Laughlin said, looking 

pleadingly at McIntyre.  “He grabbed me by surprise from behind and I reacted by instinct, tossin’ him over my 

shoulder and up against the weapons control console.  And that’s when he pulled a knife on me!” 

 Koester looked at McIntyre, one eyebrow raised, at which the Major nodded, then produced a Klingon knife 

from atop a nearby cart and handed it to K’danz.  She pressed the button hidden on its handle that released the side 

blades, admiring the workmanship of the weapon. 

 Looking chagrined, O’Laughlin said, “When he pulled that outta his armor, I did what I had to do and hit 

him straight on the nose.” 

 “And for that indignity you will be executed!” growled Ka’Dan rather smugly for someone with a broken 

nose. 

 Koester looked at his new Klingon officer with an expression of confusion mixed with concern and said, 

“There will be no executions aboard my ship, Mister Ka’Dan.  From what I just heard, Gunny O’Laughlin was 

simply defending himself from an unknown attacker.  What I don’t understand is why you attacked him in the first 

place?” 

 Ka’Dan was aghast at the idea that O’Laughlin would receive no punishment.  His mouth dropped open 

momentarily before he answered, “He was inside the weapons bay!” 

 “And...?” the captain prompted. 

 “And... he is not an officer!” Ka’Dan added, as if it should have been clear to everyone present. 

 “Eet is part of his job to be in der,” Chief Zubatka responded.  “Eet does not matter if Sergeant O’Laughlin 

is a commeessioned officer or not.” 

 “Aboard a Klingon vessel you would never find...,” Ka’Dan started to say. 

 “You’re not aboard a Klingon vessel, Mister Ka’Dan,” the captain said, starting to sound annoyed.  “And 

you’re going to have to learn that.  First lesson, no pulling concealed weapons on your ship mates.  And to help you 

with that concept, as long as you’re serving aboard this starship, you will wear a Starfleet uniform instead of KDF 

armor.  Second lesson, you will report to Commander K’danz every day after watch.  She and the COB will teach 

you exactly how a Federation starship functions.” 

 K’danz was about to protest the new imposition on her free time, but the captain simply turned and stormed 

out of sickbay, hoping perhaps his drink was still cold. 

 

* * * * 

 



Captain’s log, stardate 59390.2: 

It’s been two weeks since Ensign Ka’Dan reported aboard and things have for the most 

part quieted down, with the exception of one small incident between our new Klingon 

crewman and my daughter, Fleet Space Cadet 2
nd

 Class Gem Koester, whom Ka’Dan 

had inadvertently insulted when he tried to confiscate the baldric she earned aboard the 

IKS qul’Mas two years ago.  I’ve never seen her quite so angry before. 

In the meantime, the Dauntless has returned to sector 428, where Starfleet has 

maintained a patrol in an effort to keep the Kairn from re-occupying the Nelbana system. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Commander K’danz sat in the command chair, chatting with Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera.  The red-

headed Trill was discussing the latest crew fitness reports.  At the tactical post, Major McIntyre was instructing 

Ensign Ka’Dan on procedures while standing bridge tactical watch. 

 “Ensign Rasizzi has postponed his psychological exam again,” Counselor Gera said to K’danz.  “That’s 

going to delay my input into his FITREP.” 

 Before K’danz could comment on the Catullan junior officer and his recurring psyche exam delays, Ka’Dan 

called out, “Commander, long range sensors have detected a space vessel in the sector, bearing 261 mark 2, course 

091 mark 1, speed warp 1.  At our current speed we can intercept in twelve minutes.” 

 K’danz looked over her shoulder toward tactical for a moment, where McIntyre nodded silently, then 

looked back toward the main viewer. 

 “Do we have visual, Lieutenant?” she asked the Caitian at ops. 

 “Vessel is at extrrreme rrrange,” Lt(JG) M’nday replied as the viewer blinked to the image of a very distant 

craft. 

 “Can we magnify?” K’danz asked. 

 The viewer blinked again, showing the ship only slightly larger.  At the current distance, it was impossible 

to tell the scale of the craft with any certainty.  The design was an extremely nondescript triangular shape, and it 

could have been as small as a scout or as large as a Galaxy-class starship.  And as she watched, the vessel noticeably 

changed course, almost directly face-on toward the Dauntless. 

 “Major, please call the Captain to the bridge,” K’danz ordered.  “M’nday, hail that ship.” 

 “Hailing frrrequencies open, Commanderrr.” 

 “This is Commander K’danz of the Federation starship Dauntless to unknown alien vessel, please respond.” 

 “Commander, the alien vessel is now on a direct intercept course!” reported Ka’Dan.  “Intercept is now 

approximately five minutes.” 

 “Rrrecommend yellow alerrrt,” suggested M’nday. 

 “Make it so.” 

 The seconds passed tensely as the alien vessel, still not responding to continued hails, moved closer to the 

Dauntless.  Then quite suddenly, Ensign Ka’Dan reacted with shocked surprise. 

 “Commander, that vessel is registering what according to your data banks is a Kairn weapons signature!” 

 “Red alert!” K’danz quickly ordered before turning to face the young Klingon officer. 

 “Have they locked weapons on us?” 

 “Negative, Commander.  We must strike now, before they fire on us!” 

 “Energize phasers, but hold your fire,” K’danz ordered. 

 “There will never be a better opportunity to strike!” 

 “Hold your fire!” 

 Before anyone could react, Ka’Dan reached past McIntyre and pressed the phaser control.  Out on top of 

the saucer hull, the energy discharge quickly worked its way along the edges of the phaser strip until meeting almost 

dead center in front of the bridge, where the beam shot out at the alien ship, striking it directly on the bow. 

 “Exec, report,” Captain Koester demanded as he rushed out of the turbolift a moment later and replaced the 

First Officer in the command seat. 

 “We’ve detected what may be a Kairn vessel, Captain.  We tried to hail them numerous times with no 

response.  When they changed course to intercept us, Ensign Ka’Dan fired phasers against them.” 



 Koester looked over at tactical, where Marine Captain April Mendez now manned the console while Major 

McIntyre restrained Ensign Ka’Dan back against the rear engineering console.  If looks could actually kill, the young 

Klingon would already be in the sickbay’s morgue. 

 “Alien vessel has altered course again,” reported Lt Commander Phillip Winters, who had assumed the ops 

console during the alert. 

 “Alien vessel is opening fire!” Mendez exclaimed. 

 “All hands, brace for impact!” the captain shouted, expecting a hull breech from the Kairn variable 

frequency disruptor that they had encountered in the past, and hoping it was not targeting the bridge. 

 The Dauntless shuddered slightly as the energy beam struck the starship’s shields, but no damage resulted. 

 “Low yield phasers, Captain,” Winters reported, adjusting his ever-present satchel on his shoulder as he 

released his tight grip on the ops console.  “No damage.  Shields down by less than one percent.” 

 “Alien vessel has steadied on course 275 mark 5,” Mendez added.  “They’re attempting to flee but have not 

increased speed past warp 1.5.” 

 “Mister Fry, pursuit course.” 

 “Pursuit course, aye,” responded Commander Kevin Fry from his alert position at the helm.  Soon, the 

Dauntless had altered course and was following a safe distance behind the fleeing alien vessel. 

 “Something’s not right here,” the captain commented as he looked at K’danz.  “That wasn’t a Kairn weapon 

they fired at us.  Are we absolutely sure that is a Kairn vessel?”  The captain then looked at his Chief of Ops and 

ordered,  “Mister Winters, hail them again.” 

 “Frequencies open.” 

 “Alien vessel, this is Captain Peter J. Koester of the Federation starship Dauntless.  There has obviously 

been some sort of misunderstanding.  We request a truce to confer.  Please respond.” 

 The captain waited a moment, then glanced at his Chief of Operations.  Winters consulted his console, then 

looked back at the captain, shaking his head. 

 “Why won’t they respond?” Koester said in frustration to K’danz. 

 “Captain!” exclaimed Commander Fry, pointing at the screen.  On the viewer, the alien craft dropped out of 

warp, then came to a complete stop.  Seconds later, a hatch or bay door slowly opened. 

 “All stop!” ordered Koester.  “Stand ready.  This could be a missile or some other weapon of some kind.” 

 As the bridge crew watched, what appeared to be a small shuttle moved slowly out of the new opening.  

Gradually, it crossed the distance between the alien vessel and the Federation starship. 

 “Captain, we’re now being hailed,” reported Lt Commander Winters.  “Very low power, I’m barely reading 

them.  I believe they’re requesting permission to dock with us.” 

 Koester looked at his First Officer, whose expression was a mixture of distrust and hope.  Then he looked 

back toward tactical and ordered, “Captain Mendez, take a squad and greet our guests.  Be careful but not 

belligerent, but don’t take chances either.  This could be a trick.  Mister Fry, go down to shuttlebay one control and 

coordinate recovery of the alien shuttle.  Mister Winters, scan the alien shuttle for any obvious signs of weaponry or 

explosives, then send this reply;  This is Captain Peter J. Koester of the USS Dauntless.  Please hold at your current 

distance and await further instructions.”  Finally the captain tapped his combadge.  “Bridge to Ambassador Fil.” 

 A moment passed before the starship’s new Diplomatic Officer responded, “Fil here.” 

 “Ambassador, we’re entering what appears it may be a first contact situation.  Request you join our 

reception party at shuttlebay one to greet our guests.” 

 “On my way,” Fil replied, sounding slightly surprised. 

 Koester tapped his combadge once more, then looked again at K’danz. 

 “Will you do the honors, Exec?” 

 “On my way,” K’danz said before turning toward the turbolift and disappearing through the doors. 

 

* * * * 

 



Captain’s log, stardate 59392.9: 

The Federation has a new ally against the Kairn. 

Our guests, who call themselves the Morain, have been in conflict with the Kairn Empire 

for almost two centuries.  Only recently, as the Kairn have turned their attentions toward 

the Federation, have the Morain been able to restock their resources and move out 

beyond their home sector, located on the opposite side of Kairn space from the 

Federation, looking for help. 
 

 

 Koester sat behind the desk in his ready room.  Gathered in the chairs opposite him were Commander 

K’danz, Ambassador Fil, Lt Commander Winters, Counselor Gera and Major McIntyre. 

 “The Morain vessel had recently escaped from a Kairn attack,” explained Winters.  “That was the reason we 

detected the Kairn signature on their vessel when they approached.  The attack severely damaged their propulsion 

systems and destroyed their radio transceiver, which is what prevented them from responding to our initial hails.  

They’ve been searching for aid to repair their ship while avoiding Kairn patrols for almost a month.” 

 “How did your initial face to face contact go?” the captain asked.  Ambassador Fil smiled as he answered. 

 “Extremely well, Captain.  Once we had firmly established that neither the Morain nor we were allied with 

the Kairn, which is what they believed at first after what seemed like an unprovoked attack on their vessel, they were 

very friendly.  And extremely understanding as to why we attacked, given the circumstances, when we explained the 

Dauntless had encountered the Kairn in the past.” 

 “What I would like to know is how did their ship survive a Kairn attack with as little damage as they 

sustained?” Koester asked. 

 “Apparently there has been an on and off war between the Kairn and the Morain which has lasted many 

decades,” K’danz added.  “In that time, they’ve developed a number of technological innovations against the Kairn 

weapons systems that they’re willing to share with us in exchange for a mutual defense agreement.” 

 The captain’s eyes gleamed as he replied, “Negotiating treaties is the purview of the Federation Council, but 

I’m sure we can come to an agreement.  We need an alliance like this badly.”  The captain then asked, “When do I 

get to meet our new friends?” 

 “We have an official reception scheduled for 1900 hours in 10-Forward,” Counselor Gera replied. 

 “In the meantime, we’ve brought the Morain ship alongside.  Their vessel is relatively small, about the same 

size and function as one of our own Oberth-class starships.  Commander Dar’s staff has already started repairs on 

their vessel,” added Winters. 

 “That’s great.  I look forward to meeting our guests,” the captain said.  “I guess that leaves just one last item 

on the agenda, and for that I’ll only need Commander K’danz and Major McIntyre.  Thank you all for your reports.” 

 As Fil, Winters and Counselor Gera departed the ready room, the captain retrieved three Vanilla Cokes 

from his replicator, handing one to each officer, then returned to his seat with his own, his expression much more 

serious than earlier. 

 “Now what are we to do with Mister Ka’Dan?” he asked with a sigh. 

 “Keel haul?” suggested K’danz. 

 “I currently have him restricted to quarters,” McIntyre said.  “I’m still not sure he realizes what he did was 

wrong.” 

 “I’d hate to call an end to this exchange program before it really begins, but his actions could have caused a 

war instead of a new alliance.  Do you think Ka’Dan is a lost cause?” 

 “He’s the most rigid Klingon I’ve ever seen,” K’danz said, then thought for a second before adding, “No 

pun intended.” 

 “I think it’s because he’s still young, Skipper,” McIntyre offered.  “Just out of their version of the Academy 

and thrown immediately into a situation that is, to say the least, alien to everything he’s been taught his whole life.  

From my brief discussions with him, he was given no training, no indoctrination of any kind, as to what to expect or 

what would be expected of him.  He’s a true fish out of water.” 

 Koester thought silently for a moment, then said, “Do you have time to spare to give Ka’Dan the tender 

loving care he needs?” 

 “Alone, or can I draft some help?” McIntyre asked. 

 “Take whoever you need,” the captain replied.  “Ka’Dan is your pet project from now on.  Whip him into 

shape.” 



 “Literally or figuratively, Skipper?” K’danz asked.  “Because I think he might enjoy really being whipped a 

little too much.” 

 “Whatever it takes,” Koester replied.  “Make Ka’Dan something Starfleet Command will be proud to send 

back to the Klingon Defense Force.” 

 “Aye, sir,” McIntyre replied seriously. 

 

The End 

 


