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 Captain Peter J. Koester, Commanding Officer of the starship Dauntless, which had spent the last five 

months in drydock at the Antares Shipyard undergoing repair and upgrades, was sitting behind the desk in his new 

ready room.  Gathered across from him were Commander K’danz, his First Officer, Commander Alasdair Wallace, 

his newly appointed Second Officer and Chief Science Officer, and recently reassigned Command Master Chief 

Pono Kyman, who had previously served aboard the starship several years earlier, and whom the Dauntless crew 

normally just called COB, or Chief of the Boat, a title that Captain Koester had bestowed on Kyman when they first 

served together aboard the previous starship Dauntless a decade earlier.  The Captain had dozens of padds strewn 

across his desk, each one containing a work order, a parts requisition or a request for manpower.  Koester 

contemplated the overwhelming paperwork, then looked up at K’danz. 

 “Remember when we risked our lives battling the Borg, fighting the Jem’Hadar and defeating the Kairn?” 

 “Of course, Skipper,” K’danz replied.  “Why?” 

 Koester gave another glance at the pile of padds that littered his desk, sighed, then said, “I miss those 

days.” 

 “We’re in the home stretch, Skipper,” the COB assured his captain.   

“That’s true,” Koester agreed.  “Dauntless is scheduled to leave drydock in less than three weeks.  What is 

our status?” 

 K’danz surveyed the padd in her hand and reported, “Final repairs to the main shuttlebay and surrounding 

decks are complete.  The shuttlebay is ready to receive all our aux craft, and just in time.  The shipyard reports all 

repairs and upgrades to the shuttlecraft and our Runabout are finished.  The ShipSup has scheduled auxiliary craft 

delivery for next Tuesday.” 

 “Excellent,” Koester responded.  “Any word on our replacement yacht?” 

 K’danz nodded, but her smile had faded. 

 “Yes, Skipper.  San Fran Fleetyard has reported they’re not sure they can deliver the new yacht before we 

launch.” 

 Koester frowned slightly.  While it was true he had rarely used the Trafalgar, the Captain’s Yacht 

destroyed during the attack that had nearly crippled his starship, Koester did not want to depart drydock without the 

small vessel’s replacement. 

 “Contact San Francisco Yards, Carrie.  See if you can push them along on the job,” the captain ordered.  

K’danz made a note on her padd as Chief Kyman asked a question. 

 “Have you decided on a name for the new yacht, Skipper?” 

 Koester nodded slightly as he answered, “I’ve given it some consideration and narrowed the choices down 

to two.”  He handed the COB a padd from the top of his desk before adding, “I’m partial to the first name.  What do 

you think?” 

 “It certainly fits our naming tradition,” Kyman agreed as he passed the padd to Wallace, who likewise 

nodded. 

 “What is the next item on the agenda?” Koester asked. 

 “Normal crew transfers,” Wallace said.  “Major McIntyre’s got a new 1
st
 Leftenant arrivin’ next week.  

And I’ve got two new science officers arrivin’ on t’morrow’s transport.” 

 The captain activated his computer monitor, then after checking his schedule, said, “I’ve got time to meet 

with them on Thursday afternoon.  What are their names?” 

 Wallace consulted his own padd before saying, “The first is an Ensign from Roden, fresh out o’ the 

Academy, name o’ Aroe Euwess.  Th’ other is a more senior officer.  A Vulcan commander named T’Ashara.” 

 “T’Ashara?” K’danz exclaimed, suddenly looking over at Wallace. 
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 “You know her, Commander?” Wallace asked. 

 “Yes.  We served together aboard the Sarek…  Wow, it must be at least twelve years ago now.” 

 “Well, in that case, why don’t you welcome our new officers aboard when they arrive, Exec?” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” K’danz replied, making another entry on her padd. 

 “Very good.  Next item on the agenda?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Shipyard reports they’re ready to transport, Commander,” Chief Gregory Blackman reported to K’danz.  The 

First Officer nodded to the transporter chief. 

 “Energize,” she ordered.  Seconds later the forms of two new crew members materialized on the transport 

platform. 

 The first was a middle-aged Vulcan woman, her shoulder-length dark hair pulled back behind her pointed ears by 

a royal blue barrett that matched the collar color of her science-division uniform.  One eyebrow rose as she noticed the 

First Officer standing beside the transporter chief at the console. 

 The other new crew member was about as un-Vulcan as anyone could get.  Standing no more than one meter tall, 

the short being was covered by cream and white colored fur, except for her long tail which was hairless and worm-like.  

Whiskers twitched alongside her small, pointed nose and her round, black eyes were magnified by a pair of small bifocal 

glasses.  If not for the fact that she was standing upright on her thin hind legs and wearing the upper half of a Starfleet 

uniform, most people could be forgiven for thinking Ensign Aroe Euwess was a gigantic Terran rat. 

 “It is agreeable to see you again, Mister Karendanz,” T’ashara said as she stepped down off the transporter and 

raised her right hand in a Vulcan salute.  “Peace and long life.” 

 “Live long and prosper, T’Ashara,” K’danz replied, also holding her hand up in the V-shaped gesture.  “And it’s 

Commander K’danz now.”  She wiggled the finger on her left hand that was circled by a gold ring. 

 “Indeed,” T’ashara said, her Vulcan features as placid as ever.  “I offer my congratulations.  And present my 

traveling companion, Ensign Euwess, who journeyed with me from Earth.” 

 The short, ret-like being looked up at K’danz and in a high, squeaky voice, said, “Very glad to be aboard, 

Commander.” 

 “I’m your new Executive Officer.  I’m here to welcome you aboard the Dauntless and take you to meet your new 

department head, Commander Wallace.” 

 K’danz gestured toward the door, then lead the way out into the corridor, where several technicians were still 

installing new equipment into access panels.  As the three officers neared the turbolift, they heard a sound like marching 

moving up the corridor behind them.  All three turned to look, Euwess even making a frightened ‘Eep’ sound as all three 

backed against the corridor bulkhead and several men wearing Marine field uniforms came jogging down the passageway, 

compression rifles in hand, lead by a man with thinning blonde hair tucked under a backward camouflage hat, a well-

chewed unlit 20
th
 century cigar clamped between his teeth.  The entire group seemed to be chanting as they jogged closer. 

 “Good mornin’, Commander, ma’am,” Gunnery Sergeant Christopher O’Laughlin said, pausing near K’danz and 

the two newer crew members, legs still running in place, as the rest of the squad jogged past.  He looked down at the short 

Roden Ensign and, with a grin, asked K’danz, “Do we have a rodent problem aboard?” 

 K’danz stifled a grin as she replied, “Gunny, these are our two new science officers, Commander T’Ashara and 

Ensign Euwess.” 

 “Welcome aboard, Commander, Ensign.  If there’s anything you need, just come see ol’ Olly,” O’Laughlin said, 

nodding to each before heading off to catch up to his squad, mumbling to himself as he did, “Now they’re draftin’ rats?  

What’s this fleet comin’ to?”  All three officers watched O’Laughlin disappear around a corner, T’Ashara’s eyebrow so 

high it was almost hidden behind her dark bangs. 

 “What was that?” Euwess squeaked. 

 “Gunny’s our resident throwback,” K’danz replied with a smile as she resumed walking toward the nearby 

turbolift.  “In this case literally.  Gunny O’Laughlin was originally from the late 20
th
 century.” 

 “His attitude seems illogical,” T’Ashara remarked.  “I believe this vessel will take more getting used to than any 

I’ve served aboard since the original Arcturus.” 

 Euwess looked up at her two companions as the three officers finally entered the turbolift and said in her high-

pitched voice, “It’s like Admiral Janeway said when she visited my Academy class for a guest lecture on the Borg several 

months ago.”  When both K’danz and T’Ashara looked at the rodent-like alien inquiringly, she added as the doors swished 

shut, “We’re Starfleet officers.  Weird is part of the job.” 

 

To be continued… 


