
Captain’s Log, Stardate 50621.7: 

The Dauntless is currently on route to Starbase 173 for shore leave.  All is fairly quiet, 

with the exception of my close friend, Commander Q, who has been feeling a bit under 

the weather. 

Koester, out. 
 

 “Computer, activate the EMH,” Commander Q said as she sat on the edge of the diagnostic bed in sickbay.  

Immediately the Holographic Doctor, now programmed in the new grey-shoulder uniform the rest of the crew now 

wore, appeared. 

 “Please state the nature of the medical emergency,” the holodoc asked.  Upon recognizing the Chief of 

Stellar Cartography, additional subroutines in his program activated, and he added, “What can I do for you today, 

Commander?” 

 The Trill science officer looked at the EMH, her eyelids drooping, and said, “I haven’t been feeling well 

lately.  I feel tired most of the time, and like I’m constantly going to sneeze.” 

 “I see,” the doctor said, taking out a tricorder and scanning the officer.  “Let’s see what we have here.” 
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 “So, it’s not that bad after all?” Captain Peter J. Koester, Commanding Officer of the Federation starship 

Dauntless, asked Q. 

 “The EMH, which you know I’ve programmed with all my specific vitals and special information in an 

encoded subroutine file, says I have the Continuum’s equivalent of the common cold.  Said I should easily be over it 

in a few days.” 

 Koester nodded his head slightly. 

 “You know, I never got sick before I met you,” Q said accusingly.  Koester looked at her skeptically. 

 “So are you well enough to perform your duties?” the captain asked. 

 “Ready and willing.” 

 “Very well.”  And with a gesture toward the ready room doors, Koester indicated out toward the bridge.  

The two walked out, Q taking her place at the science console, Koester his own command chair. 

 “Time to arrival, Mister Lenny?” the captain asked. 

 “Two days, five hours, current speed,” the ensign at the helm reported. 

 “Exec, do you think the crew would object to arriving at Starbase a day or so early?” Koester asked his 

First Officer, Virgil Kane. 

 The human wearing the silver Bajoran earring replied, “I really doubt it, Skipper.” 

 “Didn’t think so.  Mister Lenny, increase speed to warp 6.” 

 “Warp 6, aye,” Lenny replied, and with a few quick finger moves across the helm console, the ship’s speed 

increased by two warp factors. 

 “Captain, I...,” Q started to say, then quickly held her hand up to her mouth.  “I....ah...AH...AH-CHOO!” 

 Quite suddenly everything seemed to spin and red alert klaxons filled the bridge.  A few seconds later, 

calm was restored. 

 “The Prophets guide you,” Kane said to Q.  “What in hell happened?” 



 “I’m not sure,” Koester started to reply.  Just then the turbolift opened and Chief Pono Kyman, the 

Dauntless’ ‘Chief of the Boat’ appeared. 

 “What just happened, Skipper?” Kyman asked.  “I was down in crew’s mess when suddenly the star’s went 

haywire!” 

 “We’re trying to determine that now, COB,” Koester replied.  “Mister Ga’gh, any sign of an attack?” 

 “Negative, Captain,” reported Ga’gh Schuukveldlan, the Wylrik Tactical Chief. 

 “Ship’s systems?” 

 “Ahl systems are currently on-line an’ funchunin’, Sah,” replied Chief of Operations Ray Russell. 

 “Helm?” 

 Ensign Francis Lenny was silent for a moment, then said to himself, “This can’t be right.”  He 

reconfigured his panel, re-read the indications, then turned to Koester, his eyes as wide as saucers. 

 “Captain, according to my indications....  We’re 67,000 light years from our previous position.....  We’re in 

the.... the Delta Quadrant!” 

 Koester’s heart skipped a beat, and then he looked at Q, his eyes questioning.  She merely smiled a wan 

smile and shrugged. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 50622.4: 

We’ve now been in the Delta Quadrant for 6 hours, and have not found a way to return to 

our own part of the galaxy.  But all avenues are still being explored. 

Koester, out. 
 

Personal log, stardate 50622.4: 

Q and I are now trying to figure out a way of her returning the ship to the Alpha 

Quadrant without raising too many questions. 
 

* * * * 

 

 “Mister Johnson, is there some way we can create a transwarp conduit like the Borg did in their attack on 

Ohniaka III?” 

 The captain waited while the Warp Field Specialist thought over the problem, then replied, “Unlikely.  In 

that case, the conduits were put in place by the Borg and activated with high-energy tachyon pulses.  We would 

have to come across one already in place by accident, and even then, we’d have to be transmitting a tachyon pulse 

on the proper frequency when we did.” 

 “Sounds like a perfect Borg homing call to me,” remarked Kyman.  The other members of the senior staff 

gathered on the bridge nodded in agreement. 

 “Damn.  Any luck your way, Exec?” 

 Virgil Kane looked up from the science console where he kneeled on one knee next to Q, and said, 

“Skipper, I don’t even know how we got here to begin with!” 

 Koester heaved a sigh of frustration, glancing quickly at Q as he did.  She attempted a smile, but it didn’t 

work. 

 “Very well,” Koester said.  “Keep me updated.” 

 Another hour passed with little change in the Dauntless’ status until an indicator on the ops panel attracted 

Russell’s attention. 

 “Cap’n, A’ma gettin’ induhcayshuns of a ship approachin’.” 

 “What!?  Can you identify?” 

 “Still to fa’ to classify,” Russell responded. 

 “I don’t want to be caught unprepared,” Koester said to Kane.  “Raise shields.  Sound red alert!” 

 (Ah-choo!) 

 Suddenly, rather than the typical klaxon sound which normally accompanied the alert status, the bridge 

was filled with the sound of the 20th century Earth band Rush singing their song ‘Distant Early Warning,’  Geddy 

Lee’s voice crooning, “...There’s no swimming in the heavy water, No singing in the acid rain, Red Alert!  Red 

Alert!” 

 “What is going on?” Kane demanded.  “Somebody shut that noise off!” 



 Seconds later, the Bridge was silent again, until Ga’gh reported, “Shield’s have been raised.” 

 “Very good,” said Koester.  “Ops, keep me informed about that ship.” 

 “Aye, sah.” 

 Tense moments passed, during which Russell would count down the decreasing distance to the 

approaching vessel.  Quite suddenly he gasped loudly. 

 “What is it, Commander,” Koester asked, looking concerned. 

 “A’m...  A’m pickin’ up a transponda signal from that approachin’ ship.  It’s.....  It’s a Federashun 

frequency!” 

 “Impossible!” Kane exclaimed.  Yet on the screen the distant image started taking on a familiar shape.  

“How could a Federation ship have gotten all the way out here?” 

 “Magnify,” Koester ordered as he stepped in front of the conn to get a better look.  The screen blinked and 

the unknown ship now filled a third of its image. 

 “That....  That ship looks like us!” Johnson exclaimed. 

 “Could it simply be a sensor reflection of some kind?” Koester asked.  “Can you identify any markings?” 

 Kane, who had jumped over to the science console when the image was magnified, reported, “Yes, 

Skipper.  I’m reading a hull number...  NCC.... Seven-four....six........five-six.” 

 “Kate,” Koester whispered, wide eyed. 

 “You don’t mean...,” Kane started to say as he walked up by Koester’s side, but was interrupted by Lt 

Ga’gh. 

 “Captain, we’re being hailed.  Standard Starfleet frequencies.” 

 “On screen,” Koester ordered, sounding as lifeless as a zombie. 

 The screen again blinked, this time changing to a view of a bridge exactly the same as the one the 

Dauntless crew stood on.  A woman wearing the red-topped captain’s uniform recently replaced by Starfleet stood 

in the center of the other bridge.  As the image resolved, she started to speak. 

 “This is Captain Kathryn Janeway of the Federation starship Voya...  ...My God!” 

 “Kate?” Koester asked, sounding hopeful.  “Kate, is that really you?” 

 “Peter?”  Janeway stared at the screen.  “What are you doing all the way out here?” 

 Koester quickly glanced toward his head of Stellar Cartography, then back at the screen, saying, “It’s a 

long story.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The transporter hummed to life.  Seconds later the sparkle on the transporter platform solidified into three 

Starfleet officers, two of whom smiled broadly. 

 “Kate!” Captain Koester exclaimed joyfully, stepping up on the platform and hugging Captain Kathryn 

Janeway.  As the embrace ended, Janeway took a step back, looking at Koester at arm’s length. 

 “Captain Koester now?” she asked with a touch of amazement. 

 “It happened shortly after you… uh… disappeared,” Koester replied with a slight blush.  A soft ‘ahem’ 

from Kyman reminded the two captains they were not alone. 

 “I’m sorry, I’m being rude,” Koester said, escorting Janeway and her two officers down off the platform to 

where three men stood in front of the control console.  He presented each to Janeway, saying, “Kate, my First 

Officer, Lt Commander Virgil Kane, Chief Engineer Jeffery Bloom and Command Master Chief Pono Kyman.” 

 Janeway shook each man’s hand, then introduced her own officers. 

 “My First Officer, Commander Chakotay, and my Chief of Security, Lieutenant Tuvok.” 

 “Chakotay?” Koester questioned.  “I thought Commander Aaron Cavit was your first officer?” 

 “He was,” Janeway replied sadly.  “Until the mission in the Badlands during which both Voyager and the 

Maquis ship Tuvok was aboard were drawn into the Delta Quadrant and several members of our crew, including 

Commander Cavit, were killed.  Commander Chakotay’s Maqui crew and ours found it would be mutually 

beneficial to combine our crews rather than remain in opposition.” 

 Koester offered handshakes to the two other new arrivals.  Then, introductions complete, Koester 

explained to his own crew that he and Captain Janeway had served together aboard the USS Al-Batani very early in 

Koester’s career, and that science officer Janeway had helped Ensign Koester to find his place among the crew 

aboard the starship and his duties in Starfleet. 

 “I consider Kate my mentor,” he said as he gestured toward the doors to the corridor beyond and escorted 

his guests to the deck 1 briefing room.  “I wouldn’t be where I am today if it weren’t for her guidance.” 



 Along the way to deck 1, Janeway explained how the Voyager, searching the Badlands for a band of 

Maquis terrorists lead by Chakotay, had come to find itself in the distant reaches of the Delta Quadrant and 

combined crews with the same Maquis they had been sent to find as they started on their way back toward home 

before asking, “How did your ship wind up all the way out here?” 

 Koester hesitated a moment before finally saying, “We all don’t know how the Dauntless got thrown into 

the Delta Quadrant.  Right now, though, our biggest coincern is how do we get back home?” 

 “This is something the Captain and I were discussing before we beamed over,” Chakotay said as the seven 

officers finally reached the briefing lounge.  “Your ship is in somewhat better condition, better manned, and better 

equipped than Voyager.  Perhaps it would be wise to combine crews, as we did before, re-supply the Dauntless with 

all the consumables aboard Voyager, and try to return in just the one ship.” 

 Janeway nodded, then added, “It’s painful when a captain has to abandon, or as in this case, scuttle their 

own ship.  But this idea probably gives both our crews the best chance for survival.” 

 Koester shook his head slowly, saying, “I’d really like to see if we can return to Federation space with both 

ships.” 

 “But how?” Janeway asked. 

 “I’m not sure, yet.  But I’d still like to consult with my science officers.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Of course I can do it,” Q said between sniffles.  “All it would take is a slap.  But how would you explain 

it?  (sniff)  You haven’t even been able to say how we got here in the first place.  (sniff)” 

 Koester paced the width of Q’s quarters, an activity he had been partaking in since first entering the room. 

 “That’s the problem, Poe.  I can’t.  Except one way…”  Koester hesitated, looking at his closest friend and 

confidante.  “The truth.” 

 Q paled.  “You mean....  Tell everyone?” she asked.  “Do you realize what that could mean?  To both of 

us!?” 

 “Poe, if it were just us, I’d try to figure out some other solution.  You know I would never endanger you.  

But we’re talking about the entire crew of the Voyager as well.  They’ve been lost out here over two years, Poe!” 

 “(sniff)  Please don’t make me do this,” Q pleaded. 

 The Captain walked over, placing his hands on the science officer’s shoulders.  When he spoke, his voice 

was soft, barely above a whisper. 

 “I won’t make you do anything, Poe.  I ask that you choose to do this yourself, for everyone.” 

 Q looked up into Koester’s eyes, saw the pain that was there, knowing what he was asking of her. 

 “I....... don’t know,” she said. 

 Koester sighed, then added, “Look, if you can get us back, can’t you make everyone forget who and what 

you are as well?” 

 “It’s not that simple, Pete.  The humanoid mind is very complex.  It is one of the things I am here to study, 

remember?  I can’t be certain I’ll make everyone forget, especially the people I don’t know, like the Voyager crew.  

Or I can’t be sure I’ll make them forget only that.  Or not make them forget something else instead.  Human will is 

very unpredictable.  It’s one of the things that makes the Q so interested in humanity.” 

 “I understand,” Koester said, bowing his head.  Both officers took a deep breath simultaneously, causing 

them both to smile slightly, breaking some of the tension that was building. 

 “So when do you want me to do this?” Q asked. 

 “You mean...?” Koester responded, confused.  Q nodded. 

 Koester gave the petite woman a tight hug, which she returned, then said, “Soon would be best.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few minutes later, the two captains, two first officers and two security chiefs were gathered in the 

Dauntless’ briefing lounge, also joined this time by Commander Q.  Koester stood at the head of the table.  He 

noticed Q seemed to be avoiding everyone’s gaze in the room, especially Kane. 

 “I’ve asked you all here,” Koester started, “because I can now say we know how the Dauntless was 

transported to the Delta Quadrant, and how we can definitely bring both starships back to the Alpha Quadrant.” 

 A murmur of both excitement and outrage filled the room. 

 “Why wasn’t I told about this sooner, Skipper?” Kane asked, indignant. 



 “Because, Exec,” Koester answered, “it’s more of a personal reason than a scientific one.  And it’s all 

because of Commander Q.” 

 Confusion reigned at the table, all eyes suddenly looking at the science officer who appeared to be trying 

to melt into the back of her chair, and then back at Koester.  The young captain continued. 

 “Virg, you remember the story we told you about Q’s symbiont having been saved from death by a 

benevolent member of the Continuum, and the symbiont adopting the name Q following that incident centuries 

ago?”  Kane nodded, still staring at his assistant chief science officer. 

 “So that story wasn’t really true?” the human-turned-Bajoran man asked. 

 “No, it’s all true!” Q stated angrily, looking Kane straight in the eye for the first time since everyone had 

arrived for the briefing, then almost shyly looking down at the table top again. 

 “It is simply that the Commander is that member of the Continuum,” Tuvok surmised, to which Captain 

Koester nodded yes.  “That would explain why the Commander looks familiar to me.  I had thought she only 

reminded me of an officer I once met during my first tour in Starfleet, aboard the USS Excelsior, in the early 

2290’s.” 

 Q briefly looked once again at those seated at the table around her.  While Tuvok was inscrutable, 

Chakotay’s expression seemed a mix of excitement and surprise while Kane’s stern features only registered 

disapproval.  But it was the shocked expression on security officer Carrie Karandanz’s face that made Q the most 

uncomfortable, but for what reason she was unsure.  She could feel the small Trill symbiont in her abdomen squirm 

slightly. 

 The only person aside from her own close friend and commanding officer who looked at Q with an 

expression of sympathy was Captain Janeway. 

 All eyes still upon her, Q squirmed uncomfortably in the chair herself, now looking only up at Koester. 

 “I’ve known this for a number of years now.  And the fact has made our relationship..... interesting... from 

time to time.” 

 “I’ll bet,” Kane muttered, his disapproving gaze now settled on the captain. 

 “So what you’re saying, Captain,” said Chakotay, who also looked back at Koester, “is your science 

officer, who is actually from the Q Continuum, brought your ship here, and can take us all home?” 

 “Bringing the Dauntless here was an accident,” Koester emphasized.  “She hasn’t been feeling well 

lately.”  As if to accentuate the captain’s statement, Q sniffled.  “I know the Q don’t have the best of reputations 

within the Federation, which is why this fact has been kept secret all these years.  But keep in mind, Q was willing 

to reveal what she really is in order to bring us all back home.” 

 “When do we do this?” Janeway asked without any inflection in her voice. 

 “As soon as you’re ready,” Koester said. 

 Everyone but Q stood, Kane glancing a little longer at her.  When she did not meet his gaze, both first 

officers turned to walk to the transporter room and get things ready aboard their respective starships when Captain 

Janeway turned to Q.  She reached out, taking the science officer’s hands in her own, and said, “Most of the 

encounters with members of your Continuum have not always been pleasant, so I just wanted to make it clear; I 

thank you and appreciate what you are doing for us.  What you’re giving up to help us.” 

 Q gave the captain a brief smile, then returned her gaze to Koester.  Her close friend winked at her and 

smiled himself, then said, “If there’s anything I can do to make sure things don’t change for you....”  Q simply 

laughed under her breath. 

 “Crew to alert stations,” Koester finally ordered.  “Prepare to depart as soon as Captain Janeway, 

Commander Chakotay ant Lt Tuvok have returned to Voyager.  Mister Karandanz, would you please escort our 

guests back to the transporter room?” 

 All the officers walked out onto the Dauntless’ bridge, Janeway stopping with Koester near the latter’s 

command chair while Q simply slipped out behind all the others and took her seat unobtrusively at the science 

console.  She briefly hugged her fellow captain and said, “It’s been a long time since we’ve been able to work 

together.  I’ve kind of missed not having you around on occassion.  I hope it’s not quite so long before the next 

time.” 

 Smiling back at Janeway, Koester replied, “I’ll meet you for coffee in that little shop we used to visit just 

outside the main gate of Starfleet Academy in San Francisco whenever the Al-Batani stopped at Earth.” 

 With a final goodbye, Janeway and her officers disappeared into the turbolift.  Meanwhile members of the 

bridge crew started throwing weird glances at Commander Q as word started to spread about who and what the 

science officer really was.  Koester stepped over and gave her hand a reassuring squeeze, then ordered, “Helm, set a 

heading toward the Alpha Quadrant.” 



 “Aye, sir,” Ensign Lenny said, glancing quickly over his shoulder at Q and the Captain before returning 

his attention to the helm console. 

 “Captain,” informed Lt Ga’gh from tactical.  “Voyager reports Captain Janeway and her officers are safely 

aboard.” 

 “Very well.  Inform them to stand by.” 

 Koester looked at Q and asked, “Are you ready?”  She nodded, and kissed the palm of her hand.  But 

rather than the familiar motion Koester expected next, she instead quickly raised a finger under her nose. 

 “Enga...,” Koester started to say when he was interrupted by Q’s loudest sneeze yet. 

 “AH-CHOO..!!!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “May the Prophets guide you,” Kane said to Q. 

 “Status?” asked Koester as he looked around the bridge, feeling slightly confused. 

 “On course to Starbase 173, warp factor 6,” Lenny replied. 

 Captain Koester looked around the bridge, the feeling like he had missed something important nagging at 

him, but as far as he could tell, everything was nominal. 

 “I’m going to go lay down in my quarters,” Q said with a sniffle as she fought the urge to wipe her nose 

with the sleeve of her uniform. 

 “Sure, Poe… I mean, very well, Commander,” Koester said as he moved over to his command seat and sat 

down, the odd nagging feeling starting to fade. 

 “Captain!” exclaimed Lt Ga’gh just as the turbolift doors swished shut behind Q.  “Something’s wrong!” 

 “What is it Lieutenant?” 

 “According to the ship’s chronometer, it’s now 2200 hours, stardate 50623.8.  I’ve consulted the 

Federation timebase beacon and the date is correct.” 

 Koester looked at his First Officer. 

 “How’d we lose almost half a day, Exec?” 

 “I don’t know, Skipper.” 

 “Is it poss-bull we got stuck in some sorta tempral causality loop?” asked Ray Russell. 

 “Maybe,” said Kane, noncommittally.  “I’ll have stellar mechanics look into it.” 

 “Mister Ga’gh,” said Koester as he looked toward the huge Wilryk.  “Hail Starbase 173 and inform them 

of our new ETA.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Peter Koester sat in the chair behind the desk in his ready room, staring out the window at the stars, only 

bright rainbow streaks of light, that passed outside. 

 The door chime sounded.  When the captain did not respond after a few seconds, the doors swished open, 

admitting Virgil Kane. 

 “I’ve got the report for you, Skipper, although it’s pretty inconclusive,” the human with the silver earring 

stated.  “I thought you might want to see it anyway.” 

 “Thank you, Exec,” Koester said without taking his eyes from the depths of space outside.  “Just leave it 

on my desk.” 

 Kane placed the padd on the desk next to a framed picture he had never seen displayed there before.  The 

picture showed the captain, wearing the old gold uniform of his junior officer days, sitting next to a smiling dark-

haired woman in science-blue.  The woman in the photo looked familiar. 

 Instead of turning to leave, Kane too contemplated the view for a moment, then asked, “Is something 

wrong, Skipper?” 

 Koester finally turned to face his First Officer. 

 “Just thinking, Exec.  ...About an old friend I haven’t seen in years.”  He gestured toward the photo on his 

desk.  “I haven’t thought about Kate in months.  We served together aboard the Al-Batani right after I graduated the 

Academy.  I don’t know why exactly, but she suddenly came to mind today.”  Koester paused a moment to gather 

his thoughts.  “You know, it’s been almost exactly two years since Voyager was destroyed?” 

 Kane nodded, now remembering why the woman in the picture looked familiar, then walked over to the 

replicator on the bulkhead.  He ordered two synth-stouts, handed one to the captain, and proposed a toast. 

 “To absent friends.” 



 “To absent friends,” Koester echoed, then sipped from the bitter drink. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The doors of the ready room swooshed open, and the tall dark-skinned Vulcan walked in, standing rigidly 

in front of the desk. 

 Captain Kathryn Janeway looked up from her viewer at her Chief of Security. 

 “Yes, Mister Tuvok?” she said with a pleasant smile. 

 “We have run all possible diagnostics and computer checks.  There is no fault in any of our systems.  I am 

at a loss to explain how the entire crew lost a twelve hour period.  Even our computers contain no records for that 

time.  It is as if that portion of the day never occurred.  All we are sure of is we are now fifty light years closer to 

our destination than we should be, even if we had been traveling at maximum warp for the entire missing twelve 

hours.” 

 Janeway took a deep breath, then said, “Tuvok, in all my years in Starfleet, I doubt I’ll ever experiance a 

tenth of what the universe is capable of.  How about we simply chalk this one up to the unknown and get back to the 

business of getting home?” 

 “Yes, Captain,” Tuvok said, and wordlessly left the ready room. 

 Janeway glanced once again at the picture displayed on the viewer.  An old friend she had known while 

serving as a lieutenant aboard the USS Al-Batani, whom she had not consciously thought about since before the 

Voyager’s unexpected detour into the Delta Quadrant.  A young ensign by the name of Peter Koester.  Wondering 

how the young officer was now doing in his life and career, she clicked the display off, turned her chair to face the 

large ready room windows, and looked out contemplatively toward the stars of home. 

 

The End 
 

 

2004 Special Edition Edit:  At the time this story was originally written, during the spring of 1997, “Star Trek: 

Voyager” was in its third season.  I was serving my first tour aboard the USS Providence SSN-719 and living as a 

geo-bachelor in the barracks of Subase New London, a room I shared with two other Providence sailors and no 

TV’s with outside reception.  As a result, I had only seen perhaps two, maybe three episodes of “Voyager” at the 

most, and the majority of what I knew of the series was based on articles in magazines and a couple of books.  I was 

not too familiar with the personalities of the “Voyager” characters or how they would normally act. 

 

 As a result, when I came up with the concept of the Dauntless meeting the lost USS Voyager, I decided - 

playing things safe - that I would use the “Voyager” characters as little as possible, focusing mainly on the past 

relationship between my own character and that of Katherine Janeway.  This resulted in the story taking place 

entirely aboard my starship, the Dauntless, and only two regular “Voyager” characters appearing in any significant 

way, Captain Janeway and Commander Chakotay.  Lt Tuvok made a small cameo appearance at the very end of the 

story, and none of the other series regulars appeared at all. 

 

 In the process of posting the old Dauntless adventures on the new fan club web site in 2004, I decided to 

re-edit some of the stories to better fit the later established continuity.  (Ret-con, as the process is called in comic 

books.)  In most cases, this consisted of simply changing a few words or a line of dialogue or two.  When it came 

time to re-edit “The Big Sneeze,” I decided to add whole new scenes with more dialogue for the “Voyager” crew 

since in the intervening years I had become much more familiar with the characters and we knew more about the 

backgrounds of many of them.  While still taking place entirely aboard the Dauntless and now with three of the 

Voyager crew, it featured the much deeper connection between the Koester and Janeway characters that would 

appear later when the Dauntless was re-launched in 2003. 

 

 And besides, I figure if George Lucas can do it, why can’t I? 

 


