
Captain’s log, stardate 50893.2: 

The Dauntless has been pulled off exploration duty to join the fleet being formed to stop 

the latest Borg incursion. 

Koester, out. 
 

 

Personal log, stardate 50893.2: 

As we warp closer to our interception of the Borg, I must admit I am concerned about 

some of the members of my crew.  For a few, it is a concerning personal matter. 

I know Q is affected by this.  I can feel the anxiety from her.  She is very much concerned 

for this ship and crew.  And the fact that it was a member of the Q Continuum who 

introduced the Federation to the Borg years before it should have occurred makes her 

feel a measure of responsibility for the coming battle. 

Then there is Counselor Sutherland.  A few years ago, while assigned to the starship 

Sarek in the Gamma Quadrant, the Counselor was a participant in a mental battle with a 

Cube full of telepathic Borg.  While she has ensured me she is handling this as well as 

can be expected, I can’t help but worry about the mental state of our esteemed Ship’s 

Counselor. 

But my biggest concern is our COB.  Chief Kyman has a very personal stake in the 

upcoming battle.  As an El’Aurian, not only has the Chief lost his entire family to the 

Borg, not knowing if they are alive, dead, or - God forbid - assimilated, but his entire 

world as well. 
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 The Dauntless senior staff had gathered in the ship’s briefing lounge where preparations for the battle they 

soon faced were being made.  First Officer Lt Commander Virgil Kane read through a checklist on a padd in his 

hand. 

 “Weapon systems?” 

 “All weapon systems are on-line and ready,” answered Lt(JG) Ga’gh Schuukveldlaan, the ship’s Chief 

Tactical Officer.  “Shield neutation program has been reinitialized.  All systems are go.” 

 Kane nodded, then said, “Engineering?” 

 Lt Commander Jeff Bloom looked over at the First Officer, his calm Vulcan features betrayed by the edge 

of excitement in his voice.  “All engineering functions available through maximum warp power,” the human 

adopted and raised Bloom stated.  “Mister Dar and I have re-tuned the warp coils.  We should get an extra point-one 

above spec in a pinch.” 



 Kane nodded once more, then looked at the Captain who sat at the head of the table, directly under the 

large windows. 

 “That leaves only one matter unresolved, Skipper.  The civilians.” 

 Koester quickly shook his head, then added, “I’ve already made arrangements with the transport ship Fort 

Victoria.  Although they’ll be a little crowded, their captain has assured me they’d be happy to evacuate our civilian 

population.  We’ll drop out of warp in thirty minutes to rendezvous with them.” 

 Kane nodded one last time as he marked off the final check on his list. 

 “Well, that about does it then.  We’re prepared, Skipper.” 

 “We can never be totally prepared, Exec,” Koester said sadly as he got up from the chair.  “If you need me, 

I’ll be saying good-bye to my daughter.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, the Dauntless arrived at the rendezvous point in the Typhon Sector, the best 

interception point along the Borg’s direct path toward Earth.  Eleven ships had already arrived including, Koester 

noted, the USS Besiege. 

 “Open hailing frequencies to the Besiege,” Koester ordered Commander Ray Russell.  A moment later, 

Captain William McLeod appeared on the screen. 

 “Hello, Bill,” Koester said.  “Good seeing you again, though I wish it were under better circumstances.” 

 McLeod chuckled a little, then added, “Your ship may be a weak little science vessel in comparison to my 

warship, but I’m glad to have you here.” 

 Koester ignored the sarcasm for more pressing business.  His face turned serious as he asked, “How long 

do you estimate before the Borg ship arrives?” 

 “According to the latest sensor readings,” said McLeod, “the Borg should arrive within the hour.” 

 “That soon, huh?” 

 “Captain,” interrupted Lt Ga’gh.  “We have another ship coming out of warp at 202 mark 9.”  Koester 

looked back up at McLeod on the screen, where he was evidently receiving the same report from his tactical officer, 

Captain Penji Fil. 

 “On screen,” Koester ordered. 

 As the view shifted to external, a pinprick of light quickly expanded into a broad, flat starship very similar 

to the Leviathan-class Besiege.  Also like the Besiege, this vessel could be more properly classified a warship.  The 

USS Defiant - lead ship of her class - slowed to thrusters and joined the other ships gathered in the sector. 

 “Defiant is hailing,” Ga’gh reported. 

 “On screen.”  When the viewer blinked once again to the image of the Klingon warrior sitting in the 

Defiant’s center seat, Koester smiled and said, “Welcome to the party, Commander.  We’re glad you could join us.  

Tell me, Mister Worf, is today a good day to die?” 

 Worf looked at Koester through the viewer, his face taking on an expression that matched his vessels name, 

and said, “Let us hope it is the Borg and not us who do the dying today, Captain.  Defiant stands ready, all weapons 

and defensive systems available.  However, with all the starships in the sector, we dare not employ our cloaking 

device.” 

 Koester nodded at the logic of what Worf said.  When the last few straggling ships finally arrived a short 

time later, he ordered, “Open frequencies to all ships.”  When Ga’gh indicated hailing frequencies were open, 

Koester spoke. 

 “This is Captain Peter J. Koester of the Dauntless.  As the senior CO present, and by the authority of 

Admiral Hayes, I assume command of Second Squadron.  We expect the Borg to arrive in the sector in about thirty 

minutes.  Our primary task is to slow the Borg vessel in order to give the rest of the fleet time to assemble on the 

approach route to Earth.  All ships, go to yellow alert.  Keep on your toes.   ...And good luck.” 

 After a few moments, Ga’gh reported all fifteen ships of the Second Squadron had responded.  Koester 

asked for a tactical display on the viewscreen, and the view changed to the computer-projected image of the sector, 

small Starfleet arrowheads with hull numbers under each representing the starships, a flashing red box indicating the 

Borg ship’s anticipated vector of approach. 

 “Besiege, Endeavour, you provide cover for Dauntless.  Bozeman, Defiant, cover the Yeager...” 

 One by one, Koester went down the list of starships present, assigning each to a group of three that would 

provide backup and cover to one another.  As he did, the symbols on the screen moved, taking position on their 

assigned leaders in small V-shaped formations.  The maneuvers were executed as quickly as possible, but just as the 

last vessel reached its assigned position, the red box on the screen stopped flashing. 



 “Damn,” Koester muttered to himself.  The Borg had already entered the sector. 

 “Mister Russell,” Koester ordered his Chief of Ops.  “Contact Admiral Hayes aboard the flagship.  Starfleet 

frequency 1486.  Inform him that Second Squadron has engaged the Borg.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Like the Battle of Wolf 359, the Borg slowed as their huge cube-shaped vessel came upon the small 

armada.  Koester wondered if this is what the captains of those forty ships felt all those years ago as they too 

watched that other cube slowly approach.  Every nerve in his system screamed out the instinct for self-preservation, 

the urge to run.  The young captain strengthened his resolve, determined not to show his true fear to his crew, for 

undoubtedly they felt the same fears, and looked toward the captain as the glue holding them together. 

 “Mister Kane,” Koester said, looking over at his First Officer seated next to him.  “Battlestations.” 

 “Yes, Captain,” Kane responded with a nod.  Pressing the ship-wide intercom on the panel between them, 

the First Officer announced, “All hands, this is the bridge.  Battlestations!  Battlestations!” 

 “Dauntless to Endeavour, stand by to engage at grid 815,” Lt Commander Carrie Karandanz transmitted to 

one of the other ships in their formation.  As she closed her circuit the starship Yeager could also be heard giving 

direction. 

 “Defiant and Bozeman, fall back to mobile position one.” 

 “Captain,” said Ga’gh.  “We’re being...” 

 Ga’gh’s report was cut off by the voice - or rather the chorus - that suddenly poured through the speakers 

on the bridge.  The choir of the Collective. 

 “We are the Borg.  Lower your shields and surrender your ships.  We will add your biological and 

technological distinctiveness to our own.  Your culture will adapt to service us.  Resistance is futile.” 

 Silence stretched for a single second.  Then two.  …Three. 

 Finally, Koester ordered, “All units, open fire!  Remodulate shield neutations.” 

 Immediately the three ships of Dauntless’ formation, and the four other formations fighting alongside them, 

attacked. 

 The battle did not go well right from the start. 

 The shield neutation programs prevented the Borg vessel from locking on many of the Starfleet ships at 

first, and extensive damage was done to the huge cube-shaped vessel.  But quickly, too quickly, the Borg began to 

adapt, and one by one, Starfleet vessels were blown out of space. 

 “Shields down by 38%!” Ga’gh reported as the Dauntless shook violently under the assault. 

 “Withdraw and regroup!” Koester ordered. 

 “The Yorktown has been destroyed,” reported Kane, watching the battle assessment on the panel screen 

while trying to hold himself in his seat.  “Bozeman is badly damaged and already withdrawing to the new 

rendezvous point in Sector 001.  Endeavour’s shields are down to 20%.” 

 “Order Endeavour to withdraw and rendezvous at Sector 001 as well!” Koester said, almost knocked to the 

deck by another shot from the Cube.  “Status of the Borg vessel?” 

 “Borg Cube has broken off its attack.  New course 201 mark 4,” announced Ga’gh from his position at 

tactical.  Meanwhile, damage reports streamed in over the open frequency. 

 “Ninety-six dead, twenty-two wounded on the Lexington,” reported one nearby ship. 

 “Defiant, continue to attack.” 

 “Flagship to Starfleet Command, we need re-enforcements!” 

 “Dauntless to Besiege and Defiant.  Endeavour is out of the fight for the time being.  Pursuit course.  

Now!” 

 The Dauntless quickly turned in front of the Cube and assumed a course toward Sector 001 and Earth, mere 

hours at high warp ahead of the rapidly approaching Borg ship.  As they pushed their engines for all they were 

worth, they received confirmation from the other ships. 

 “This is Defiant,” said the gruff voice of Lt Commander Worf.  “Acknowledged.  Turning onto pursuit 

course.” 

 “Acknowledged, Besiege out,” replied Captain McLeod. 

 Both similar looking starships broke away from what could now only be described as a debris field and 

pursued the huge Borg vessel, the majority of the still-able fleet likewise turning in pursuit.  Those that remained 

were either too damaged to continue or remained behind to rescue the crews of the disabled ships, their crews 

content that they had survived. 

 



* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 50893.9: 

The Dauntless has narrowly escaped destruction, or worse, by the Borg vessel in the 

Typhon Sector.  We are now moments away from entering the Sol system, seconds ahead 

of the invading Borg ship.  The remnants of the First Fleet follow us.  Another armada 

has been amassed near Earth orbit by Starfleet and waits ahead. 

The Borg had already adapted to almost every new tactic and technology Starfleet has 

developed in the last six years.  But if we don’t stop the Borg now, Earth is doomed.  

Unfortunately, the only way I can see us winning this battle is with the intervention of a 

miracle. 

Koester, out. 
 

 

 “Captain, we’ve just moved within the orbit of Neptune,” Lt Lawrence Harcue announced from the helm. 

 “The Borg ship is dropping out of warp, sir,” Ga’gh reported.  “It’s slowing to impulse speeds.” 

 “Good,” said Koester, a measure of hope rising within him.  “This gives the rest of the fleet a chance to 

catch up and intercept the Borg before they reach Earth.  Maintain warp until we pass Mars orbit, Mister Harcue.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Harcue replied, skillfully piloting the Intrepid-class starship into the inner solar system. 

 “Skipper, automated defense pods have been dispatched to intercept the Borg vessel,” Kane reported, still 

monitoring the center panel.  Koester waited expectantly for the results.  “They’ve been wiped out, sir.  Borg vessel 

has not slowed any further.”  Koester nodded his head at the expected results. 

 “Cap’n,” called out Commander Russell from where he stood at ops.  “Th’ Atlantis and Andoria have 

intahcepted the Bowg at Saturn.”  The Cajun officer monitored his panel.  “Heavy damage to the Borg vessel’s warp 

drive.” 

 Koester started to nod until Russell cringed. 

 “Sah, I’m receivin’ a distress call from the Atlantis.  An’ Andoria has b’n destroyed.” 

 “Dropping out of warp,” Harcue announced as Koester looked at Kane and saw his own helplessness 

reflected in the Terran-turned-Bajorans eyes. 

 “Captain, there’s two more ships dropping out of warp abeam of us,” said Ga’gh. 

 “On screen.” 

 Within seconds, the near twin shapes of the Defiant and Besiege appeared out of warp space and took 

positions pacing the Dauntless.  Koester immediately opened a comm channel. 

 “Nice to have you along, gentlemen.” 

 “Wouldn’t have missed it for the world,” said McLeod. 

 “We estimate the Borg will reach lunar orbit within the next 2 hours at current speed,” reported Koester.  

“We don’t have much time.” 

 “We cannot let the Borg get even that close,” responded Worf.  “We must stop them here!” 

 Koester nodded at the sentiment, then added, “Qapla’!” 

 “Qapla’!” the other ship commanders repeated. 

 Taking a deep breath, Koester looked once again at his First Officer.  He said two simple words, but the 

order was understood. 

 “Mister Kane...” 

 Kane nodded, once again pressing the intercom. 

 “All hands, this is the bridge.  Ensure all battlestations are manned and ready.” 

 As the Dauntless, followed quickly by the Defiant and Besiege turned to confront the oncoming Borg, the 

red alert klaxon sounded, and a number of crew members, including the Chief of the Boat, Pono Kyman, rushed 

onto the bridge, filling in normally unmanned stations and backing up the regularly stationed crew. 

 Kyman took his place at the Mission Operations panel at the rear of the bridge, checking the readouts to 

make sure all systems were functioning normally, then turned to look at the viewscreen.  The dim outline of the 

square shaped vessel was just becoming visible against the blackness of space.  Kyman shuddered as rage filled him, 

an emotion he quickly, and not entirely successfully, shook off. 

 Within moments, the Borg Cube had overtaken the trio of starships, now joined by the Thunderchild and 

Budapest which had rushed out from Earth.  All five starships made attack runs on the Cube, strafing it in much the 

manner that internal-combustion powered aircraft had done attacking battleships during Earth’s 20th century wars.  



Occasionally the Borg vessel would fire back, either with energy weapons or a tractor beam, but on the whole the 

uprated shields and shield neutation programs, both instituted after the last Borg invasion in 2367, prevented the 

Borg ship from making a decisive strike. 

 And while the five starships had managed to slow down the invader a little more, the Borg still made a 

definite advance toward Earth, the heart of the Federation. 

 “Pull back!” recommended McLeod on the Besiege.  “We need more firepower, and the fleet’s waiting for 

us.” 

 “I concur,” agreed Koester.  “Mister Harcue, bring us about.  Set course 022 mark 2.” 

 As Harcue again swung the Dauntless around, the bulk of the Borg vessel filled the main viewscreen, then 

quickly shrank as it pulled ahead of the small Intrepid-class starship. 

 “Cap’n, Admiral Hayes’ ship has reach’d Earth,” reported Russell.  “He owdahs us to regroup in orbit and 

take on the Bowg as a fleet.” 

 “Inform the Admiral we’re already heading his way, Commander,” Koester said, then peered again at the 

Borg ship as it rapidly gained distance. 

 Moments later, the Dauntless, Besiege, Defiant, Budapest, and Thunderchild resumed attack as the majority 

of the Federation Starfleet joined in.  Hoping to overwhelm the Borg with multi-pronged attacks, groups of starships 

dove in, firing phasers, photon, and quantum torpedoes at the invader.  But if it was in the least confusing to the 

Borg at first, they did not show it.  Quickly adapting to the tactics, starship after starship was soon meeting its doom. 

 “Shields at 50%,” reported Ga’gh as smoke filled the bridge of the Dauntless. 

 “Bridge, warp drive just went off-line,” shouted Jeff Bloom from engineering.  “We have a coolant leak on 

the secondary manifold.” 

 “Sir, compensating, sir!” reported Ensign Xavier Adosh at the bridge engineering station. 

 “Damage report,” demanded Koester. 

 “I don’t know how much more of this we can take, Captain,” Chief Kyman reported from behind Koester.  

“We’ve got pressure leaks in the Shuttlebay and the locking clamps on the Little Bighorn have been damaged.  We 

may lose the Aerowing.” 

 “Besiege just took a bad hit, and the Defiant is now under attack, Captain,” Ga’gh reported. 

 “Pete, if we don’t turn the tide of this battle...,” Kane said. 

 “I know, Virg,” interrupted Koester, who took a quick glance back toward the El’Aurian Chief Kyman.  “I 

know.” 

 Aboard the Besiege, Captain McLeod demanded a damage report of his own. 

 “Phasers off-line,” reported Captain Penji Fil from his tactical post.  “I can still give you a couple of either 

quantum or photon torpedoes, but not both.  Warp drive is down and we’ve only got 50% on impulse.”  McLeod 

beat his fists down on one of the panels that flanked his command chair.  “Recommend we withdraw and repair 

some of the damage,” Fil added. 

 “No!” McLeod shouted.  “By the time we got back into the battle, there would be no battle to get back into.  

It’s all or nothing, Penji.” 

 Fil nodded, fully agreeing with his Captain, when another member of the bridge crew shouted out, “Defiant 

just took a major hit.  The Borg blasted open their starboard warp nacelle!” 

 Aboard the Defiant, Worf was knocked to the deck by another strike from the Borg weaponry as the Cube 

attempted to lock a tractor beam on the small, maneuverable battleship.  As he clawed his way back into the 

command chair, Worf shouted out, “Report!” 

 “Main power’s off-line, we’ve lost shields, and our weapons are gone!” the officer at the helm responded.  

Worf felt the taste of victory slip further away, replaced by a newer, more bitter emotion.  He recalled Captain 

Koester’s question from hours earlier. 

 “Perhaps today IS a good day to die.  Prepare for ramming speed!” 

 The helmsman moved to obey the order without question, until an indicator on his console caught his 

attention. 

 “Sir, there’s another starship coming in,” he said, sounding elated.  “It’s the Enterprise!” 

 Another Borg tractor beam lanced out to ensnare the crippled Defiant, perhaps hoping to assimilate the 

Federation warship, but was blocked when the huge, graceful mass of the Sovereign-class Enterprise-E swooped 

between the two adversaries, drawing away the beam. 

 “Isn’t she beautiful, Skipper,” Kane commented as they watched the Enterprise join the battle.  “Wouldn’t 

you love to command one of those?” 

 “I dunno, Virg,” Koester said without commitment.  “I’m happy with my own little ship here.  Status of the 

Defiant and Besiege?” 



 “Besiege is coming around slowly on bearing 277 mark 8.  They’re shields are weak, but functioning.  

Defiant is adrift.  Enterprise has announced she will rescue survivors.” 

 “Very well,” Koester said.  “Maintain the attack.” 

 “Sah,” called out Commader Russell.  “I’ve just received word.  The Admiral’s ship has b’n destroy’d.” 

 “What now, Pete?” Kane asked with concern. 

 Koester hesitated a moment, then said, “We don’t give up just because the flagship’s been destroyed!  We 

maintain the attack.  Our world, our Federation is depending on us.” 

 “Captain, audio message coming in from the Enterprise,” Ga’gh announced. 

 “On speakers.  Helm, bring us about, 170 mark 3.” 

 As Harcue again maneuvered the vessel about, the familiar voice of the Enterprise’s Commanding Officer 

sounded over the speakers. 

 “This is Captain Picard of the Enterprise.  I’m taking command of the fleet.” 

 “Thank God,” Koester whispered to himself.  “We may still have a chance of coming out of this alive.”  

Meanwhile Picard continued. 

 “Target all your weapons onto the following coordinates.  Fire at my command.”  Both Koester and Kane 

looked over toward the science station. 

 “Coordinates received,” reported Lt T’Cah at sciences.  “But from what I understand of Borg vessel 

construction, I do not believe the area to be vital.” 

 “I’m sure Captain Picard knows what he’s doing, Lieutenant.  Mister Ga’gh, lock phasers and torpedoes on 

target.” 

 “Aye, sir.  Phasers and torpedoes targeted.” 

 The entire fleet seemed to pause, everyone waiting for the newly arrived starship to take the lead. 

 “Fire,” Picard’s voice ordered.  Immediately, wave after wave, the entire Starfleet fired upon the 

encroaching Borg, all aimed at the one seemingly unimportant spot. 

 Once Dauntless had made her attack, immediately preceding the Enterprise, Thunderchild, and 

Appalachia, Koester ordered, “Helm, turn us about, three-quarter impulse.  Stand by to make another run at ‘em.”  

The Captain started to nod in satisfaction when Ga’gh spoke. 

 “Captain, Besiege was hit again on the last pass.  They’ve lost all impulse drive systems.” 

 “Captain,” added T’Cah, “Sensors are registering a forced chain reaction implosion aboard the Borg vessel.  

We must clear the area or be engulfed in the blast.” 

 “Aw, hell!” Koester muttered.  “What’s Besiege’s position?” 

 “Well within the blast radius,” T’Cah reported without emotion. 

 Koester swung into action, jumping out of his seat and dashing over to the helm. 

 “Alter course, Mister Harcue.  Bring us to within tractor range.  Mister Ga’gh, stand by on tractor beam.” 

 As both officers complied, Koester looked up at the screen, where the Borg ship had already begun 

breaking apart, explosions tearing huge gashes out of it. 

 “On course 353 mark 10.  Besiege is 100 kilometers distant and closing,” Harcue announced. 

 “Standing by on the tractor beam,” Ga’gh confirmed. 

 “What in the name of the Prophets is that?!?” Kane suddenly exclaimed. 

 As they watched on the screen, a large hatch on the forward face of the cube opened, revealing a circular 

portal.  Seconds later, a sphere-shaped craft was ejected from the disabled Cube. 

 “An escape pod?” Koester suggested. 

 “Tractor is locked on the Besiege,” Ga’gh said. 

 Koester looked at his helmsman. 

 “Get us out of here, Mister Harcue.” 

 Tapping his fingers across the helm console as if it were one of his musical keyboards, Lt Harcue again 

changed the Dauntless’ course away from the now abandoned Cube and thrust her ahead at full impulse.  

Milliseconds after both ships had escaped the Borg vessel’s blast radius, the Cube exploded.  The Dauntless’ bridge 

crew noticed sadly that a couple of starships were not as fortunate at clearing the blast as they. 

 Taking a deep breath once again to clear away some of the tension of the past few hours, Koester looked 

over at the crew on the upper bridge deck. 

 “Status of the Borg Sphere?” 

 “The Enterprise has commenced pursuit,” Chief Kyman answered.  “I doubt the Borg’ll get far, since 

they’re directly between Earth and the fleet.” 

 “Ga’gh, release the tractor on the Besiege.  They’re now out of danger,” ordered Koester.  “Helm, set a 

course to assist the Enterprise.” 



 “Captain,” alerted T’Cah unemotionally.  “Sensors register chronimetric particles emanating from the Borg 

Sphere.” 

 “What?” Kane asked, alarmed. 

 “Are they trying to shield themselves somehow?” Lt Commander Karandanz asked. 

 “I don’t...,” Koester started to say when T’Cah interrupted. 

 “The Sphere has entered a temporal vortex.” 

 On the screen, Koester watched as the Sphere, still on course at full speed toward the nearby planet Earth, 

disappeared into the hole in time it had created like a billiard ball into a pool table pocket. 

 “The Enterprise is too close.  She is going to be hit with the vortex’s wake,” T’Cah added. 

 As the Dauntless crew watched, the Sovereign-class Enterprise flew directly into the vortex effect.  And 

before anyone could react, reality on the ship blinked violently. 

 “Oh my....!” shouted Chief Kyman as his eyes rolled upward and he collapsed onto the deck. 

 “Bridge to sickbay,” shouted Karandanz as she knelt beside Kyman, checking the El’Aurian man’s pulse.  

“Medical emergency!” 

 “What just happened?” Koester demanded to know. 

 “Unknown, but all our weapon systems and shields just went down,” reported Ga’gh. 

 “Cap’n, the Enterprise is gowen!” alerted Russell.  

 “Sciences?” 

 T’Cah consulted her instuments for a moment before looking at Koester where he stood at the center of the 

bridge. 

 “I cannot be sure,” the Vulcan woman said, “but it appears we experienced a temporal backlash of some 

sort.  Still analyzing.” 

 As T’Cah completed her report, Doctor Sir Azrial Dourden, who had been supervising sickbay during the 

battle, emerged from the turbolift with a medikit.  He knelt beside Kyman, injecting a hypospray of tri-ox compound 

into his arm and started scanning him with his tricorder. 

 “The Chief is unconsious,” Dourden reported to the Captain.  “I can not determine the reason whilst I 

remain on the bridge.  I shall take him down to sickbay and examine him further yon.”  Koester nodded as he 

watched two orderlies lift Kyman onto an antigrav gurney and push him into the nearby turbolift. 

 “Status and damage report,” Koester demanded, returning his attention to the bridge around him. 

 “Sir, warp drive is moderately damaged, sir.  Expect we can repair within two hours, sir,” reported Adosh 

at engineering.  “Sir, impulse and thruster systems are functioning within nominal limits, sir.  The structural integrity 

field is strained but functioning, sir.” 

 “Damage control parties report all hull breaches sealed,” added Karandanz, retaking her position at the 

security console.  “Hull and structural damage is moderate.” 

 “We’ve got shields back at 15%,” reported Ga’gh.  “Weapons still off line, estimate at least fifteen minutes 

to re-energize.” 

 “We’ ahlmost back up ta full powa, Sah,” Russell said. 

 “Very well,” said Koester.  “Contact Starfleet Comm...” 

 “Captain, I’m registering another temporal vortex opening, 5 kilometers off the starboard bow,” said 

T’Cah. 

 “Belay my last,” said Koester, again taking his seat in the command chair.  “Mister Ga’gh, I need those 

weapons!” 

 “Trying my best, sir,” Ga’gh answered from where he stood at the rail directly behind Koester and Kane. 

 As they watched, the vortex appeared almost directly in their path.  It seemed to be originating from 

somewhere in Earth orbit. 

 “Captain, I have phaser power again,” said Ga’gh with some triumph.  “Enough for a few good shots.” 

 “Lock phasers on the vortex,” ordered Virgil Kane.  “Stand by to fire.” 

 “Phasers standing by.” 

 The vortex grew in size, also moving closer toward where the Dauntless and now the Bozeman and 

Appalacia all waited to attack.  Suddenly, a vessel emerged from the vortex, which quickly closed in its wake. 

 “Hold your fire!” Koester shouted.  “It’s the Enterprise!” 

 

* * * * 

 



Captain’s log, stardate 50895.0: 

We’ve entered drydock at Earth Station McKinley where repairs to the Dauntless are 

quickly proceeding.  We expect to be back on our normal patrol again in less than a 

week. 

Casualties aboard the Dauntless were light.  Only twenty injuries, most of them minor.  

But we were the lucky ones.  Many starships didn’t make it through the battle.  I lost a lot 

of good friends. 

The only thing still puzzling me is Chief Kyman’s sudden illness.  He awoke screaming in 

sickbay an hour after falling unconscious on the bridge.  Doctor Dourden has had him 

resting in his cabin since releasing him from sickbay yesterday. 

Koester, out. 
 

 

 Koester sat on the couch in his ready room, a cup of hot tea in his hand, as he talked with Commander 

Lotus Q about the recent battle and its aftermath, while outside the ready room windows, workbees could be seen as 

they moved cargo pods and repair equipment around the drydock. 

 “I can’t tell you what it was exactly, Pooh,” Q said as she too sipped a cup of tea.  “I felt it down in 

sickbay.  That jolt was more than simply a temporal backlash from the Enterprise entering the vortex.  I felt more 

than just a jolt.  Something happened.” 

 “A change in the time line we’re not aware of?” Koester asked. 

 “I don’t know.  If history has changed, I don’t think we ever will know for certain.” 

 As Koester nodded and took another sip of his hot drink, the ready room door chime sounded. 

 “Come.” 

 The doors slid aside and Virgil Kane poked his head inside the room. 

 “You busy, Skipper?” Kane asked.  “Chief Kyman asked if he could speak to you alone.” 

 Koester looked over at Q, who had already stood up and placed her tea cup back in the replicator. 

 “I need to get going anyway,” Q said as she headed toward the door.  “I need to assess the damage to stellar 

cartography before the shipyard reps come aboard.” 

 Koester stood up as well, walking over to his desk as he told Kane, “Send the COB in, Exec.” 

 Koester sat behind his desk and watched Kyman limp into the room with a cane.  The doors swooshed shut 

behind the El’Aurian man. 

 “What can I do for you, COB,” Koester asked, offering a seat on the other side of the desk which Kyman 

gratefully accepted. 

 “I felt I owed you an explanation, Skipper.  I had to tell you what happened to me during the battle the 

other day…  What happened to us,” Kyman said, turning down an offer of a drink from the Captain. 

 “What was it?  Do you have some clue about what we experienced the other day, Chief?” Koester asked, 

genuinely interested. 

 “More than a clue,” Kyman said with a shiver.  Koester listened attentively as Kyman explained his 

experience.  “I was standing at the rear of the bridge, manning my post at the mission ops station as normal,” Kyman 

said.  “I turned around to watch the screen when Lieutenant T’Cah said the Enterprise was going to be hit by the 

remnants of whatever it was the Borg Sphere had been putting out.  And as soon as the Enterprise moved into it, it 

happened!” 

 “I know, Chief,” Koester said.  “We all experienced the jolt.” 

 “No, Skipper!” Kyman protested.  “It was more than just a jolt!  From my prospective, it lasted several 

seconds.  I don’t know why....  Maybe it has something to do with my encounter with the Nexus all those years ago, 

but I saw it!  I really saw it!” 

 “Saw what?” Koester asked, moving around the desk to sit on its edge near Kyman.  He could see the 

El’Aurian man was shivering. 

 “The Earth,” Kyman said, barely audible.  “The Earth had been assimilated!  The Borg had won!” 

 Koester waited a moment for Kyman to continue, placing a reassuring hand on the man’s shoulder.  When 

Kyman looked up at Koester, a tear was running down his cheek. 

 “The Borg had won, Skipper!” Kyman repeated.  “And it scared the hell out of me...!” 

 

The End 

 


