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 Midshipman 4
th

 Class Gem C. Koester found an empty bench under the shade of one of the trees along the 

main quad of the Academy.  She looked at some of the flowers that were just starting to peak their buds through the 

dirt as spring started to warm the grounds before pulling the padd containing the notes for her astrosciences class 

from her tote bag and started to review what she needed to know for class. 

 “Hi, lil sis!” a voice said from behind her, startling Gem to the point of almost dropping her padd before 

she looked over her shoulder with annoyance at the woman standing there. 

 “How is it you can always find me?” Gem asked Midshipman 1
st
 Class Cassie Koester, her upperclassman 

advisor and ‘adopted sister’ since the much older woman had assumed the last name of Gem’s father, the starship 

captain who had rescued her from a dying planet and sponsored her entry into the Academy. 

 The older Academy cadet smiled as she tapped the side of her head, saying, “I just know.  You’re easy to 

read.  What ya up to?” 

 “Just reviewing my notes for Professor Binn’s class.  You?” 

 “Looking for you, actually.  I was wondering if you asked out a date yet?” 

 A look of confusion crossed Gem’s face as she asked, “Date?  Date for what?” 

 “You never check the social schedule, do you?” Cassie asked with a hrumph. 

 “I prefer to spend my weekends out in town with some of my squad-mates,” Gem replied.  “Now what do I 

need a date for?” 

 “The Sadie Hawkins Dance the weekend after next.” 

 “No one has asked me to…” 

 “That’s the point of a Sadie Hawkins Dance,” Cassie interrupted.  “The females ask the males to go instead 

of the other way around as usual.” 

 Gem looked at her ‘big sis,’ rolling her eyes.  “I’d rather face the Kobayashi Maru,” she remarked. 

 “How many times do I have to tell you, the Kobayashi Maru is an urban legend,” Cassie intoned with 

exaggerated annoyance.  “The Dance isn’t.  You have to go!” 

 “And just why do I have to go?” Gem asked. 

 “Because if you don’t, you’re going to miss out on a great time,” Cassie replied. 

 “Really?” Gem commented skeptically.  Cassie nodded. 

 “Come on, there’s gotta be some guy in your class you’ve been secretly wanting to ask out?” the woman 

from Laxia asked. 

 “I hang out mainly with Omega Squad.  There are a few guys in the squad.” 

 “And you want to ask one of them to the dance?” Cassie asked hopefully. 

 “Eww!  No.  That would be like asking my big brother on a date,” Gem responded, a look of disgust on her 

face. 

 “Well you have to ask SOMEBODY!” Cassie implored. 

 “Is it a requirement?” 

 “It’s not in the Academy regulations manual, if that’s what you…” 

 “Then don’t worry about me.  I’m sure I’ll have three more Pippy Longstocking Dances…” 

 “Sadie Hawkins!” 

 “Whatever!  …Dances to deal with in later years.” 

 “Yeah, but I won’t be around to see my lil sis go to the dance.” 

 Gem deactivated the padd she had been attempting to read throughout the entire conversation, finally 

looking right at Cassie as she asked, “Are all big sisters as annoying as you, or is it just because you’re from Laxia?” 

 “Being I never had a ‘big sister’ of my own, I can’t be sure what they’re normally like, but I suppose in my 

case it’s because I never experienced anything like this before in my dream-life, and it’s kinda fun and exciting.”  

Cassie noted the look of skepticism return to Gem’s face, so she added, “Okay, fine.  I’ll leave you alone about this.  

But take my word for it, the dance will be fun!” 

 

* * * * 

 



 Later that day, Gem was back out on the grounds, trying to read through her notes from her xenobiology 

class when she was startled by the sound of a gruff voice behind her. 

 “And what’s your problem?” 

 Gem turned around to see a much older human man wearing tan coveralls and a wide-brimmed straw hat 

covering his almost purely-white hair glaring at her, dirt-covered hands on his hips. 

 “Hi, Boothby,” she said to the Academy’s groundskeeper.  “What makes you think I have a problem?” 

 “Well, first of all, you’re swinging your feet right into my Kaladian thorn flowers while your face has this 

far-off ‘head in the clouds’ look.  Trust me, I’ve been here long enough to recognize a cadet with a problem,” 

Boothby replied. 

 Gem blushed as she realized the old gardener, whom rumor said had been the Academy’s head 

groundskeeper since the time Christopher Pike had been a cadet, was right and that she had been absentmindedly 

kicking at the plants in the bed behind the bench she was sitting on. 

 “It’s just this upcoming Sadie Hawkins Dance,” Gem finally replied. 

 “Oh.  That again,” Boothby said with a bored tone, as if he had heard this same conversation a hundred 

times before.  “What’s the matter?  Got too many boyfriends and you can’t ask them all?” 

 “Quite the opposite, actually,” Gem replied.  “While I have several friends who happen to be male, none of 

them are ‘boyfriends.’  And besides, I’m not really all that interested in attending this dance.” 

 “Then don’t go,” Boothby said, as if the solution had not been so obvious. 

 “I would, but my upperclassman advisor has told me in no uncertain terms that I will be attending, and I 

will be bringing a date.” 

 “Ahh.  Now I see the problem.  Peer pressure.”  Boothby took a step closer to the bench Gem was sitting 

on, his stance less threatening than before.  “Isn’t there any guy you can just ask to go with you so you can get this 

upperclassman off your back?” 

 “Like I said, I have plenty of friends who happen to be guys, but none I would feel comfortable asking to 

go to a dance with me.” 

 Boothby looked around, as if making sure he was not going to be overheard, then leaned closer to Gem and 

said, “Might I make a suggestion?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The following Friday night, cadets from every year – all dressed in cadet dress uniforms – started arriving 

at the Academy’s gymnasium, which had been decorated for the annual Sadie Hawkins Dance.  Many were duel-

cadet couples, though some of the guys being escorted into the gym were civilians from the San Francisco area that 

had developed relationships with some of the female Academy cadets. 

 Cassie Koester walked into the gym, her arm interlocked with that of one of her fellow cadets whom she 

had met during their third year training cruise and with whom she shared several of her classes during their final 

year.  She looked around the large gym for a moment before spotting Gem Koester sitting at one of the tables on the 

far side of the room.  After asking her date to get a couple of drinks from the refreshment table, she walked across 

the gym to talk with her ‘lil sis,’ pleased that the first-year cadet had decided to attend the dance without any further 

provocation.  As she crossed the room, she noticed what looked like a strange potted plant sitting on the table in 

front of Gem, which the younger cadet appeared to be feeding small hors d'oeuvres to. 

 “Hey, Gem!  I’m glad you came,” Cassie said, looking at the plant more closely.  It appeared to be a single 

thick stalk with purple flower petals at the end, the petals making a rhythmic motion as it ate what Gem was feeding 

it.  “Did your date give you that plant?  You know, most guys just give their date a corsage.” 

 “Hi, Cassie,” Gem replied.  “Yeah, I came, just to get you off my back about being here.  I’d like you to 

meet Bob.”  Gem gestured toward the potted plant. 

 “Bob?” Cassie asked, looking around just in case she had misunderstood her fellow cadet and somehow 

missed some guy sitting at the table.  “You’re not referring to the plant, are you?” 

 “Bob isn’t just a plant,” Gem replied, sounding indignant.  “He’s a Beauregard Weeper!”  She then started 

whispering, “And he’s very sensitive.” 

 “You have GOT to be kidding me!” Cassie practically shouted, causing Bob’s flower to cringe halfway 

back into its stalk.  Gem started saying soothing things to the plant, gently stroking the thick stalk as she did until the 

flower emerged again.  Then she looked at Cassie. 

 “You said I had to come to the dance and I had to ask a date to come with me, but you didn’t say anything 

about the date having to be of the animal variety.” 



 “When I said you had to ask a date to the dance, I was picturing an intelligent life-form!” Cassie argued.  

This time Bob shrunk completely down into its stalk. 

 “Now you’ve hurt his feelings!” Gem scolded as she tried to reassure Bob again.  “You know, you need to 

be a little more open-minded about life-forms different than yourself.”  Gem then picked up the pot that Bob was 

planted in and, looking defiantly at Cassie, said, “Now if you don’t mind, my date and I are going to share a dance.”  

Cassie watched in shocked silence as Gem carried the plant into the middle of the gym and started twirling around 

with the pot held in her arms. 

 “What’s the matter?  You look a little upset,” Cassie’s date remarked as he walked up beside her with a 

drink in each hand, passing one to Cassie, completely oblivious to what was occurring on the dance floor. 

 Cassie took a gulp of her glass, looked at it, then commented, “I’m going to need something a little 

stronger.”  Then, in the distance over her date’s shoulder she thought she saw the Academy’s Head Groundskeeper 

standing by the door with a smile on his face, but he disappeared when a new crowd of people entered the gym.  

“Yes, definitely something stronger, and a place to sit down for a while,” Cassie remarked. 

 

The End 


