
 “Status?” 

 “I’m still registerin’ that null reading on sensors, Commander,” Lt(JG) Alasdair Myrddin Wallace reported 

in his thick Scottish brogue from his post at the science console. 

 Lt Commander (Carrie) K’danz stood up from the command seat at the center of the bridge of the USS 

Dauntless and walked the few steps over to Wallace’s post. 

 “Do you believe this may be a problem, Lieutenant?” she asked, concern etching her face. 

 “I canna be sure, Commander,” Wallace said as he tapped the controls on his console, recalibrating the 

sensors yet again.  “It could be as simple as a wee misalignment in the lateral array.  However…” 

 K’danz looked at the junior science officer expectantly.  Nonetheless, Wallace was well known for 

becoming so intent on his job that his train of thought often derailed while making reports. 

 “However…?” K’danz prompted. 

 Wallace looked up as if startled from deep concentration, than continued. 

 “However, if this area of null space does truly exist, it’s so large that it’ll add two full days to our journey 

to navigate around it.” 

 “We can’t afford another two days,” K’danz said in annoyance.  “You know the Commodore needs to be at 

Kellogg II for the diplomatic assembly in thirty-six hours!” 

 “Ahm only tellin’ you what I see, Commander,” Wallace explained with a snap before returning his 

attention to the sensor data.  “And at our current speed and course, we’ll be enterin’ the null space in twenta-five 

minutes.” 

 K’danz sighed quietly to herself.  Why did things like this always seem to happen during her bridge watch?  

She resignedly returned to the command chair and activated the intercom as she sat back down. 

 “Bridge to Commodore Koester.” 

 A moment passed silently before the groggy sounding voice of the Dauntless’ commanding officer replied. 

 “(Yawn) What is it, Carrie?” 

 K’danz frowned briefly, then said, “I’m sorry to wake you, sir.” 

 “That’s alright,” Koester replied.  “I had to get up in…”  There was a brief pause.  “…Eight more hours 

anyway.” 

 “Sir,” K’danz continued.  “We have a small problem.  Could you please come to the bridge?” 

 Another yawn was heard through the open intercom before the Commodore replied, “I’m on my way.”  

Then the intercom clicked shut.  K’danz tried to smile slightly, but could only look with worry back toward 

Lieutenant Wallace, who remained oblivious to everything but his sensor readings. 
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 Still groggy-eyed, Commodore Peter J. Koester emerged from the turbolift dressed in his tan terrycloth 

bathrobe and matching fuzzy slippers, sipping from a steaming cup of warm milk. 

 Lt Commander K’danz stood from the command seat and directed the Commodore toward the science 

console. 

 “I just spent the entire evening reviewing dozens of FitReps and trying without success to send a subspace 

message to Commander Peterson on the McAuliffe.  I finally got to sleep about fifteen minutes before you called me, 

Commander.”  With a touch of menace in his voice he added, “This better be good!” 

 As the two stepped over to Lt Wallace’s station, K’danz began to explain. 

 “It was my understanding that we need to be at Kellogg no later than stardate 53939, Commodore.”  

Koester nodded and took another sip of his milk.  “Well, Lieutenant Wallace has detected what appears to be a large 

pocket of null space along our present course.  According to sensor readings, it will add another two days travel if 

we skirt around it.” 

 “Null space?” Koester asked, sounding fully awake for the first time since entering the bridge.  “Is it on any 

of the navigational charts, Commander?” 

 K’danz looked expectantly at Wallace, who answered, “The anomaly seems ta have appeared within the 

last ten minutes as we approached, sir.”  Koester’s eyebrown knit in apparent annoyance. 

 “It simply appeared?” he asked with skepticism. 

 “Ah first registered the area after performing a level 3 diagnostic on the lateral sensors,” Wallace added.  

Koester rolled his eyes. 

 “Well there’s your answer right there, Commander,” Koester said.  “Have Engineering send a crew to 

recalibrate the lateral sensor array and proceed on course as directed.” 

 “Aye, sir,” K’danz replied, turning to face Lt Kyle Sutherland who sat at the engineering console on the 

other side of the bridge.  She directed him to follow the Commodore’s order, then turned back to face Koester.  

“Will there be anything else, sir?” 

 “Yes,” Koester said as he stepped down into the lower deck of the bridge and toward the Ready Room 

doors.  “I’m going to go lay down in my Ready Room.  Don’t even think of disturbing me unless the ship is about to 

blow up or something like that!”  And without even a backward glance, Koester walked into the Ready Room and 

the doors swished shut. 

 “Well, he’s in a bit o’ a snit, isn’t he?” Wallace commented as K’danz returned to the center seat. 

 “Can’t say as how I really blame him, Lieutenant,” she commented.  “Helm, what’s our ETA at Kellogg at 

current speed?” 

 “Thirty-three hours, twelve minutes,” Crewman John Lancaster replied. 

 A look of determination crossed K’danz’s face. 

 “Increase speed to warp 8.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Lancaster acknowledged as he accelerated the Sovereign-class starship. 

 “Now estimatin’ five minutes until we enter the null space,” Wallace reported. 

 “Is engineering working on those sensor arrays?” K’danz asked. 

 “Engineering is on it, Commander,” Lt Sutherland replied. 

 K’danz nodded, pleased, and said to Wallace, “Belay any further reports on the null zone.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” Wallace replied with a frown but quietly returned to his readings. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Commodore Koester placed his half-empty cup onto the shelf of the replicator and dematerialized it, then 

laid down on the couch in his ready room. 

 “Computer, lights off.” 

 As the lights in the room dimmed to blackness, the Commodore watched the rainbow-hued warp streaks 

pass by the viewport.  Like the proverbial counting-sheep of many centuries past, he watched the streaks whip past 

the window and slowly his eyes began to close.  Soon, even the streaks seemed to fade from view. 

 WHAM! 

 The Commodore went flying off the couch and hit the deck in a rather undignified manner.  Rubbing his 

arm where it had hit the leg of his desk, he sat up on the floor as the red alert klaxon sounded.  Rushing to his feet, 

he ran out the doors and onto the bridge. 

 “What happened?” Koester demanded to know as he watched all the bridge crew members slowly return to 

their own stations, also having been thrown to the deck. 



 “I don’t think the ship is going to blow up just yet, but I’m afraid I need to disturb you again,” K’danz said 

wryly.  “It appears the sensor anomaly wasn’t quite the anomaly we though it was.” 

 “Status?” Koester demanded to know as he helped the cat-like Lt P’rn Kes to her feet and back to her 

station at tactical. 

 “According to on-board readings, we’re still at warp 8,” Crewman Lancaster answered.  “But all external 

inputs say we’re not moving.” 

 “Sensor readings?” Koester directed toward the Scotsman at sciences. 

 “Once we entered the area of null space ah lost all external sensor readings.  All ah can register is the 

Dauntless herself, sir.” 

 Koester frowned, then pulled the belt of his robe tighter as he walked toward the turbolift on the upper 

deck. 

 “Helm, all stop,” the Commodore ordered.  “Commander, have all senior staff members meet me in the 

Briefing Lounge in ten minutes.  I want to get to the bottom of this as soon as possible.” 

 “Aye, sir,” K’danz responded as the turbolift doors swished shut behind the Commodore. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Ten minutes later the Dauntless’ senior staff was gathered in the briefing lounge behind the bridge.  

Counselor Kethry Sutherland, Tactical Chief Ga’gh Schuukveldlaan, and Security Chief K’danz milled around the 

room while Captain Virgil Dylan Kane, the starship’s First Officer, and Master Chief Petty Officer Pono R. Kyman, 

the Senior Enlisted Advisor or ‘Chief of the Boat’ as Commodore Koester preferred to call him, stood sipping from 

coffee cups hastily replicated for a quick infusion of caffeine and gazed out the large windows overlooking the rear 

of the Sovereign-class starship’s saucer hull and the twin warp nacelles beyond.  The space around them was 

unnaturally black.  No stars, no nebula, no comets or planets.  Nothing. 

 Both men took one more sip from their cups as the doors connecting to the bridge swooshed open and 

Commodore Peter J. Koester, now dressed in his normal duty uniform and carrying his own cup of hot tea, walked 

in, taking his seat at the head of the table as the others took their own places.  He looked immediately at his Chief 

Science Officer. 

 “What do we know about this null space we’re in?” 

 Commander Jeffery Bloom, a Vulcan who had been raised as a human since infancy, consulted the padd he 

held. 

 “It is not null space as we know it, sir.  Unlike previously encountered areas of null space, this ‘zone’ has 

engulfed us somehow.  We have no navigational locks on the stars we did before we entered this zone.  We do not 

even have visual contact with anything despite the fact we should be able to see some stars behind and to each side 

of us as we did before we entered the zone.  Sir,” Bloom added, his face becoming truly serious.  “With these 

readings, I can’t even be certain we’re still in our own universe.” 

 Koester nodded, then looked toward his Chief Engineer. 

 “Nate, engine status?” 

 “Warp, impulse, and thruster systems are all operational and at 100%,” Lt Nate Johnson replied.  “Warp 

core at 105% nominal output at present.” 

 “So why is it we can’t get out of here?” Captain Kane asked. 

 “Without external reference, we don’t know for sure if we’re even really moving or not,” the engineer 

replied.  “And there’s one additional problem.  Our energy is slowly being expended.  I’m not sure how but I assume 

it has something to do with this zone.  I estimate we have less than eleven hours before our systems are completely 

drained.  After that, we’re dead in the water.” 

 Koester frowned briefly, than asked the staff as a whole, “Suggestions?”  Each person at the table looked 

back and forth at each other until the Chief Helmsman, Lt Commander Kevin Fry, raised his hand slightly.  The 

Commodore nodded to him. 

 “I recommend we turn the ship around 180 degrees using onboard inertial navigation for reference, then 

jump up to high warp incrementally until we get out of this ‘zone,’” suggested Fry. 

 Koester looked back at Lt Johnson. 

 “Can the engines handle it?” he asked. 

 “I have no doubts, Commodore,” the Chief Engineer said. 

 Koester smiled slightly for the first time since the incident started, then added, “Very good.  Mister Kane, 

take the ship to yellow alert.  Everyone stand by to implement this plan.” 

 



* * * * 

 

T-Minus 10 Hours… 

 

 “Status?” Commodore Koester asked as he took his place in the center seat.  To his right, Captain Kane 

took his own seat, while senior members of the crew assumed the watch at various consoles around the bridge.  The 

Commodore wanted his best people in place for this maneuver. 

 “The ship is now on a heading 180 degrees off our previous course as indicated by internal inertial 

sensors,” reported Chief Kyman from the mission ops station. 

 “Thank you, COB.  Helm?” 

 Lt Commander Fry glanced over his shoulder toward the Commodore and reported, “Engineering reports 

they can support all speeds.  Helm stands ready.” 

 “Very well.”  Koester glanced toward K’danz, who now manned her normal security station.  “Intercom, 

please.” 

 K’danz tapped on her control console, then said, “You’re on, Commodore.” 

 “May I have your attention.  This is the bridge,” said Koester.  “We’re about to make our attempt to leave 

this area of null space.  As you may recall, it was a rough ride getting in here.  Be prepared for anything and report 

any damage to the bridge.  Koester out.” 

 After nodding at his Security Chief to close the circuit, the Commodore turned his attention to the pure 

black viewscreen. 

 “Helm,” he ordered.  “Ahead warp one.” 

 “Warp one, aye,” Fry responded as he efficiently brought the vessel up to speed.  Around the bridge the 

hum of the starship’s warp engines could be heard, rising in strength and intensity until the helmsman reported, 

“Warp one, sir.” 

 Koester looked around the bridge. 

 “Any change?” he asked. 

 “No change on sensors,” Commander Bloom reported. 

 “Inertial sensors confirm we’re at warp one, but no other indications we’re moving,” Kyman added. 

 “Warp core up to 110% normal output,” reported Lt Dar, the half-Klingon diagnostic engineer who manned 

the bridge engineering console. 

 “All ships systems are registering normal,” Commander Phillip Winters stated from the operations console 

situated to the left of the helm. 

 “Very well.  Bring us up to warp eight, Mister Fry,” Koester ordered. 

 “Warp eight, aye.” 

 Fry accelerated the vessel’s speed, counting each warp factor off as it was attained. 

 “Warp two…  Warp three…  Warp four…” 

 Without warning, the Dauntless shook violently for a brief moment. 

 “What was that?” Kane asked. 

 “I’m not sure,” responded Bloom.  “It appeared on sensors that we passed through a minor subspace shock 

wave.” 

 “Damage report.” 

 “No damage,” reported Winters. 

 “Resume acceleration,” ordered Koester. 

 “Warp five…   Warp six…” 

 Again the starship shuddered violently.  Koester gripped the arms of his command chair to stay in place. 

 “Maybe we should abort?” Kane asked as he glanced at the commodore. 

 “Is there any danger to the ship?” Koester asked. 

 “Still no damage,” said Winters. 

 “All systems nominal,” added Chief Kyman. 

 “Warp seven…” 

 “Commodore, I’m getting strange readings on the sensors,” reported Bloom.  “It’s almost as if we’re 

drawing an eddy wake across this null space.” 

 “Any danger to the ship?” Koester asked again. 

 “Doubtful, but I can’t be sure.” 

 “Warp eight,” reported Fry. 

 Everyone on the bridge held their breath for a moment, but nothing occurred. 



 “Any indication we’re moving out of the null space, Mister Bloom?” Koester finally asked. 

 “Except for this apparent wake we’re generating, no indication we’re even moving, sir.” 

 Koester glanced over at Kane, then back to the viewscreen. 

 “Mister Fry, ahead, maximum warp,” he ordered. 

 “Aye, sir.  Accelerating to warp 9.97,” Fry confirmed.  “Warp nine…” 

 “My God!” Bloom exclaimed in a decidedly non-Vulcan manner, but before anyone could inquire further, 

the Dauntless quavered once again, this time even more violently then when the starship had first entered the null 

zone.  It was as if the huge vessel had hit a stationary brick wall in deep space.  Crew members flew haphazardly.  

Koester found himself buried underneath his First Officer as the two were thrown up against Lt Commander Fry’s 

helm chair. 

 Using his natural born Vulcan strength to hold onto his place at the science console, Bloom finally 

managed to make his report. 

 “Sensor’s are registering a tear in subspace!  We’re causing a tear!” 

 “Helm, all stop!” Koester shouted as he and Kane tried to get up off the deck. 

 “Answering all stop,” acknowledged Fry.  Immediately the violent quaking stopped and the bridge grew 

quiet except for the usual chirps and beeps of the various consoles. 

 “Damage report?” Kane asked as he flopped back into his seat.  Commander Winters was also picking 

himself up from where he had been tossed over the ops console, but he seemed not as much concerned for himself as 

for his seemingly ever-present satchel which he gave a momentary glance at before returning to his post.  He hissed 

once while trying to rotate his left arm in its socket; it was clearly broken at the shoulder but he managed to quickly 

operate the panel with his right hand to reply. 

 “No damage to the ship, sir.” 

 “Casualty reports from all over the ship coming into sickbay,” K’danz reported. 

 “Report to sickbay yourself, Commander,” Koester ordered to his Chief of Ops as he glanced briefly at the 

painful way the young officer now moved his arm.  Winters nodded reluctantly, then escorted by Lt Commander 

K’danz, started toward the turbolift until the Chief Science Officer spoke up again. 

 “Commodore, I’m detecting a new reading on sensors,” reported Bloom.  “There’s another ship out there!” 

 “On screen,” Koester ordered as he stood behind the helm seat.  The viewscreen blinked for a moment 

before focusing on the new arrival. 

 “A Federation starship!” Kane exclaimed.  “Intrepid-class.” 

 “It couldn’t possibly be…?” Koester started to say, glancing back toward Kane with a look of hope in his 

eyes.  “…Voyager?” 

 “We’re being hailed, Commodore,” K’danz informed before anyone could offer an opinion.  “Audio only.” 

 “On speakers,” Koester said with a smile.  A smile that quickly turned to a look of utter shock as a familiar 

sounding voice emerged from the speakers around the bridge. 

 “This is Captain Peter J. Koester of the Federation starship Dauntless.  Please identify yourself.” 

 

* * * * 

 

T-Minus 9 Hours… 

 

 An hour later, the Type 8 Shuttlecraft #01, the Khitomer, slowly crossed the gap between the two starships 

using thrusters only.  Aboard the Khitomer, Commodore Koester, Captain Kane, Commander Bloom, and Lt 

Commander K’danz sat quietly, staring in wonder at what appeared to really be the Dauntless-74658. 

 “I hate time paradoxes,” Koester grumbled.  “Is the future our past?  Is the past our future?”  The 

Commodore groaned to himself.  “I don’t want to deal with Temporal Investigations again.” 

 “But Skipper,” Kane said, maneuvering the Khitomer closer toward NCC-74658 and slowing their 

approach.  “If that’s really our old Dauntless, somehow pulled into this anomaly, what…?  Four, five years ago?  

Then why don’t we remember encountering ourselves?” 

 “Please,” the Commodore begged with a pained expression.  “I’m already getting a headache over this 

whole situation.  Don’t start.” 

 Kane nodded solemnly, the silver Bajoran earring on his right ear jingling in the renewed quiet, until the 

Captain opened a subspace channel. 

 “Shuttlecraft Khitomer to… uh… Dauntless.  Requesting clearance to land.” 

 A moment passed in silence until the somewhat puzzled sounding voice of the Intrepid-class starship’s 

Hanger Deck Officer replied, “Uh… Yeah… I mean, clearance granted.” 



 “Thank you.  Khitomer, out,” Kane said before closing the channel.  He then turned toward his fellow 

passengers and informed them, “We’re on final approach.” 

 “Well, here we go,” Koester mumbled. 

 The Khitomer crossed over the fantail of the Intrepid-class starship, slowing as it neared the large, open 

shuttlebay door and passed through the atmosphere retaining field, gently touching down on the hanger deck next to 

one of the starship’s own Type 8 shuttles.  The four passengers stood and K’danz opened the large rear door.  As it 

lowered to the deck and they stepped out into the hanger, all four pairs of eyes fell on the other nearby shuttle.   

 Dauntless Shuttlecraft #01.   

 The Khitomer, 74658/01 

 As they started to cross the hanger bay toward the inner corridor doors, Koester looked back at his own 

shuttle, one of the few from the earlier Dauntless that survived to make the transition to the new ship.  The only 

difference was the hull number registration, which now read 75310/01, and the five or so years of wear and tear on 

the small craft’s paint job.  He shook his head in wonder, than turned to catch up with his crew. 

 As the four neared the inner double doors, they parted to reveal a young ensign wearing the old gold-

shouldered uniform of an operations officer standing ready to greet them. 

 “Welcome aboard the Dauntless… uh… Captain?” the young officer said in confusion, obviously 

recognizing the people he was sent to guide but not the uniforms or ranks they wore.  “I was… um… sent to escort 

you to the… uh… the briefing lounge.” 

 “I’m pretty sure we know the way, Ensign,” Koester said, a touch of sadness in his tone, as he took the lead 

and started down the corridor toward the nearest turbolift.  His three officers hustled to catch up, leaving the 

confused young officer staring after them. 

 “Commodore, wasn’t that…?” K’danz started to ask as the turbolift doors swished shut. 

 “Yes.  Ensign Granger,” Koester confirmed with a frown.  “I guess that narrows down the time frame this 

vessel comes from.” 

 “How so, Skipper?” Kane asked, still unable to place the young officer’s face. 

 “Ensign Granger was one of my security officers assigned to the Dauntless…  This Dauntless,” K’danz 

corrected herself, “when the ship was commissioned at Deep Space Nine.  He was killed a few weeks later, around 

stardate 49801 I think, when we were exploring Stiggle Prime and the Away Team was attacked by the primitive 

indigenous natives.” 

 Kane looked shocked. 

 “I remember that now,” he said.  “Maybe we should warn him?” 

 “We cannot risk altering the timeline,” Commander Bloom warned.  “We don’t know how it may change 

our history.” 

 “I think my headache is getting worse,” Koester moaned just as the turbolift doors opened onto the bridge.   

As he proceeded to step out, followed by Kane, Bloom, and K’danz, he instinctively knew what was about to 

happen. 

 At every station around the bridge, every crewmember present snapped to their feet as the Officer of the 

Deck standing near the command chair just forward of the turbolift announced, “Commodore on the bridge!”  

Koester groaned again. 

 “As you were,” the Commodore said with a sigh, and then glanced around the bridge with a wistful look.  

Sure, he had spent many hours in the new Dauntless’ holodeck recreating this very bridge, but on the holodeck it 

was never quite the same.  Never quite right.  The sounds, the smells.  There was no doubt in Koester’s mind now; 

this was the Dauntless he remembered. 

 Ignoring the stares their presence was producing, the four officers quickly crossed the upper deck of the 

bridge, down the stairs near the ops console, and through the doors into the briefing lounge.  As he stepped through 

the doors each of the people inside the briefing room, like on the bridge, snapped out of their chairs and to attention.  

All but one.  Koester groaned inwardly as he noticed her. 

 The petite woman in the blue uniform with brown Trill spots framing her features looked at the 

Commodore with a curious expression before she self-consciously stood with the rest. 

 “As you were, please,” Koester implored as he stepped toward the man standing by the seat closest to the 

large forward-facing windows. 

 “My God, it’s true,” said Captain Peter Koester in a subdued voice as he held out his hand in greeting.  “I 

can assume I don’t need to introduce my senior staff any more than you need to introduce your crew.” 

 Commodore Koester looked around the room as he shook his younger counterpart’s hand.  It was true.  He 

knew every person present.  Lt Commander Virgil Kane, wearing the blue-shouldered uniform as the Chief Science 

Officer in addition to First Officer.  Lt Bloom, here at this time the ship’s Chief Engineer.  Dr Sir Azriel Dourden, 



the Chief Medical Officer who hailed from the planet Avalon.  Commander Ray Russell, Chief of Ops, a formerly 

disgraced starship commander who was destined to be killed when this ship was destroyed…  Will be destroyed…? 

 God, I hate time paradoxes, the Commodore thought. 

 Then of course there was Commander Q.  With her unusual background, another potential problem to deal 

with, but only one problem at a time for now. 

 “Commodore, huh?” Captain Koester said with a touch of awe as he admired the boxed pip on his 

counterpart’s uniform collar.  “When did… does that happen?  From how far into the future are you from?”  

Glancing out the nearby windows at the Dauntless-75310 he added, “That’s one of those new Sovereign-class ships 

they’ve been working on at Utopia Planitia.  Why a different ship?  What happened to the Dauntless?” 

 “You know he can’t answer that, Skipper,” Lt Commander Kane pointed out.  “There’s too much of a 

chance it may somehow alter the timeline.” 

 “The same point I made on our way to the bridge,” Commander Bloom pointed out. 

 “Well, I just figured if they’re really us from the future, they would know just how much we were told.” 

 “That’s one paradox we’ve already encountered,” Commodore Koester admitted.  “We have no memory of 

any of this.  That’s why we weren’t even sure this ship was real until…” 

 “Until what, Skip… Commodore?” Lt Commander Kane asked, catching himself mid-sentence. 

 “Until I reached the bridge,” Commodore Koester answered, rubbing his temples in apparent pain.  “It just 

feels right to me.”  Captain Koester nodded in perfect understanding until he noticed his counterpart’s pain. 

 “Is something wrong, Commodore?” he asked. 

 “Just thinking of temporal paradoxes gives me a headache, and I’ve got a doosy right now.” 

 “Dr Dourden, please escort the Commodore down to sickbay and see what you can do to help him,” 

Captain Koester ordered.  “While you’re doing that, your crew can update us on our situations here, Commodore.”  

Commodore Koester nodded and turned and started to follow the CMO when his younger counterpart added, 

“Perhaps when you’re feeling better you can join me in my quarters and we can talk over some Aldebaran 

whiskey?” 

 “That sounds good, Captain.  Mister Kane, carry on please,” Commodore Koester ordered, to which both 

Virgil Kanes replied, “Aye.” 

 “Oops,” Lt Commander Kane added, blushing slightly. 

 

* * * * 

 

T-Minus 7 Hours… 

 

 “So your Mister Kane explained you believe it was your escape attempt from this null zone that somehow 

trapped us as well,” Captain Koester said as he poured three glasses of pale green liqueur then handed one to 

Commodore Koester before sitting on the couch next to Commander Q and handing her a glass as well.  The 

commodore took a seat across the room, noticeably distant from the Trill science officer. 

 “What were you doing just before you became trapped?” Commodore Koester asked. 

 “We had just detected what appeared to be a zone of null space near the Kellogg system,” Q explained in 

her capacity as Science Officer, carefully watching the Commodore’s expression.  “We came to all stop a few 

hundred kilometers away from its believed boundary and soon detected what appeared to be a rip, for lack of a better 

word, forming through the zone.  Before we could react, the zone engulfed us and we detected your vessel.”  

 Commodore Koester nodded as he took another sip of his whiskey. 

 “I’m afraid my ship was the cause of that rip as we tried to escape.  It’s obvious now that this zone isn’t 

merely an area of null space but some sort of temporal anomaly.” 

 “Agreed,” Captain Koester said.  “Now we only need to figure out how to get out of it and back to our 

proper times.”  The younger man looked at Commander Q expectantly.  It took a moment for her to notice as she 

continued to study the commodore’s reactions. 

 “What?” she asked accusingly as she finally noticed the captain’s expression.  “You can’t think I can do 

everything for you around here?” 

 “Of course not, Poe,” Captain Koester said.  “I was hoping you might have a few helpful suggestions?” 

 “I gave a couple of ideas to our Mister Kane before I joined you both here,” Q said.  “He and Lt Bloom are 

down in engineering running simulations right now.” 

 “Exec to Captain Koester,” sounded the intercom. 



 “This may be the news we’re waiting for,” Captain Koester said, then tapped his combadge.  As his 

younger counterpart took the call, Commodore Koester stood up and started looking around the quarters.  Every 

object flooded him with memories. 

 The commodore was about to turn back to his host when something on a nearby end table caught his 

attention.  A familiar book with a bookmark in place about four-fifths of the way through.  He picked it up, quickly 

flipping through the pages.  Smiling slightly as he remembered when he started reading this particular story, he 

realized he had never managed to finish the book.  He stared at it in his hand, debating in his mind the ramifications. 

 “That was my Mister Kane,” Captain Koester said as he closed the com circuit.  “He, Jeff, and the members 

of your crew think they may have a solution to our dilemma.  They want us to join them in engineering.” 

 “Lead the way,” Commodore Koester said as he slipped the book unseen into his uniform jacket and 

followed Q and Captain Koester out into the corridor. 

 

* * * * 

 

T-Minus 6 Hours… 

 

 A monitor screen showing representations of both the Intrepid-class and Sovereign-class starships was 

surrounded by Commander Q, Lt Commander Kane, Captain Koester, Lt Bloom, Lt Commander K’danz, 

Commander Bloom, Captain Kane, and Commodore Koester.  Each ship emitted concentric circles, like drips into a 

puddle of water. 

 “As demonstrated here,” explained Lt Bloom, the Chief Engineer on the Intrepid-class vessel, “we can tune 

the warp coils on each ship to emit a harmonic pulse.  These pulses will react against each other, the end result of 

which will be the expulsion of both ships from this timeless zone to their proper timelines.” 

 “Why didn’t we try this to start with?” Commodore Koester asked his own First Officer and Chief Science 

Officer. 

 “A single ship’s warp coil harmonics would not produce the desired effect,” Commander Bloom explained.  

“We need the two harmonics working against each other for this to work.” 

 “How soon before we can attempt this?” K’danz asked. 

 “The engine modifications are minor,” Lt Commander Kane answered.  “It shouldn’t take more than a few 

minutes to make the necessary changes.” 

 “The only problem is the harmonics may damage other components and systems of each ship,” Lt Bloom 

added.  “Commodore Koester’s ship is a little more advanced than ours, so the damage is likely to be negligible, but 

they will still be affected.” 

 “Acceptable,” said the commodore.  “Please send the necessary information to my vessel.  We’ll head back 

and get this started on our end as soon as possible.” 

 The commodore turned to his younger counterpart and offered his hand, adding, “Thank you, Captain.  For 

your help, and hospitality.” 

 “Just chalk it up to conceited self-interest,” Captain Koester said with a chuckle as he returned the 

handshake, than turned to the other members of his own crew.  “I’ll be on the bridge.  Exec, come with me.” 

 Lt Commander Kane nodded, then said his own goodbyes to the commodore’s crew before he and Captain 

Koester departed Main Engineering. 

 “Exec, Jeff, Carrie,” Commodore Koester said.  “Let’s get back to our own ship.”   

 The four crewmembers all headed off toward the shuttlebay.  However, the commodore could not shake off 

the feeling of being watched.  He paused at the Engineering doors and looked back, not surprised to see Commander 

Q still staring at him, studying him.  He quickly turned away and rejoined his crew. 

 

* * * * 

 

T-Minus 5 Hours… 

 

 As the four crewmembers of NCC-75310 neared the shuttlebay of the older Dauntless, Commodore 

Koester felt the odd sensation again.  He quickly glanced down a connecting corridor and was not at all surprised to 

see Commander Q loitering against the corridor bulkhead. 

 Sensing there was no putting off the inevitable confrontation any longer, Koester said, “Go ahead and 

warm up the thrusters, Exec.  I’ll catch up with you in a moment.” 



 All three of the commodore’s crew paused as they noticed the science officer standing not far away, 

knowing what an encounter with his former lover, killed during the last battle of the Dominion War, would likely do 

to the commodore, especially since all three were more than just merely his crew.  They were his friends as well. 

 “Are you sure?” K’danz asked with concern, still slightly puzzled as to how the petite woman had arrived 

on the deck before the commodore and his crew. 

 “Go on,” Koester insisted.  “I’ll be alright.” 

 As Kane, Bloom, and K’danz continued on toward the shuttlebay, Q walked closer to an upset looking 

Commodore Koester. 

 “I realize you’re from this crew’s future,” she started, a tone of mild annoyance in her voice.  “But you and 

I are close friends who share something very special and here I’m getting the feeling you’re deliberately avoiding 

me, and it’s starting to piss me off.” 

 “As a doctor, I would think you’d understand the danger of reopening old wounds,” Koester said in way of 

an answer. 

 “I hold a medical degree, yes, but I’m a science officer on this…”  Q’s words suddenly caught in her throat 

as she realized the commodore had let slip a glimpse of his hidden future and that something would happen that 

would greatly affect their relationship. 

 “I’m a medical officer on your ship?” Q asked. 

 Koester would have refused to answer the question had it been posed by anyone else.  But not only had he 

shared a special bond with this petite woman for a long time…  She was Q! 

 “Not anymore.” 

 “I left,” she said, more statement than question.  “And not under the most ideal of circumstances.” 

 “You have to know this is difficult enough as it is right now,” Koester said, looking as if he might dart 

away at any moment. 

 “You have to know I would never do anything deliberately to hurt you,” Q said, emotion clouding her 

expression. 

 “There was once a time I would have believed that,” the commodore said, barely above a whisper.  “I really 

have to go.” 

 “I understand.” 

 Koester turned to head back toward the shuttlebay and started walking.  After a few steps, he stopped and 

looked back at Q, her face a mask of sadness. 

 “Goodbye, Poe,” he finally said, then returned to the shuttlebay. 

 

* * * * 

 

T-Minus 4 Hours… 

 

 “And that is our plan,” Commander Jeff Bloom finished explaining to all the senior staff gathered in the 

briefing lounge of the Dauntless-75310. 

 “Are there any questions?” Commodore Koester asked from his seat at the head of the table. 

 “How long will it take to make the necessary modifications?” Commander Phillip Winters, his left arm 

largely healed yet still held immobilized by tight bandages, asked.  Koester’s eyes looked toward his Chief 

Engineer. 

 “Looking over the specifications,” Lt Nate Johnson said as he studied the schematics on his padd, “we 

should have the modifications in place in no more than ninety minutes.” 

 “I’d like to use that time to study the potential effects of this modification on the crew,” Kethry Sutherland, 

the ship’s Chief Medical Officer, added.  The commanding officer nodded his approval. 

 “Is there anything else?” Koester asked again.  No one spoke up.  “Very well then, let’s get started.” 

 The staff all stood and started leaving the lounge, headed to their various assignments. 

 “I’m heading down to engineering to give Nate a hand,” Captain Kane said. 

 “Keep me up to date,” Koester replied as Kane departed and the commodore gathered up his padd and 

isolinear chips and started toward his ready room.  Lt Commander K’danz caught up with him as he did. 

 “Care to talk?” K’danz asked as the ready room doors swished shut behind the two. 

 “About what?” Koester asked, stepping over to the replicator and ordering a hot tea.  “Drink?” 

 “Raktagino, please,” K’danz replied, then as she accepted the large steaming mug of Klingon coffee added, 

“I’m just concerned.  You didn’t look well when Commander Q showed up in that corridor near the shuttlebay 

earlier.” 



 “To tell you the truth, Carrie,” Koester said between sips of his tea, “seeing her again wasn’t the easiest 

thing I’ve faced.  But everything turned out alright.” 

 “You didn’t warn her about her impending death during the war, did you?” K’danz asked with concern.  

Koester smiled, both with the irony of and the knowledge that such a warning would have been useless. 

 “You think I want to have to explain that to T.I.?” he bluffed as he activated his desktop monitor and began 

reviewing paperwork, the ever present though necessary evil. 

 “Sutherland to Koester,” interrupted the intercom.  The commodore sighed, than pressed the intercom 

button. 

 “Go ahead, Counselor.” 

 “Could you please come down to sickbay?  I’ve completed my study of the coil harmonics.  You need to 

see these results.” 

 “Very well.  I’m on my way,” Koester said as he closed the intercom circuit, than looked at his security 

chief.  “Care to go for a walk?” 

 “Sure,” K’danz answered, downing the last of her raktigino and following the commodore out the door. 

 A few minutes later Koester and K’danz walked in through the sickbay doors.  Inside, Kethry Sutherland, 

the Ship’s Counselor and Chief Medical Officer, was huddled around a computer console with the ship’s Emergency 

Medical Hologram and the disturbingly familiar looking Emergency Medical Secretary, a program created by 

Sutherland herself to help in the day to day operations of the Sovereign-class starship’s medical department. 

 “What have you got, Kethry?” Koester asked as he and K’danz joined the group around the console. 

 “I’ve received some alarming results on the test of the warp coil harmonics I’ve performed,” Sutherland 

said as she directed the newcomers toward the monitor screen.  “Are you certain this is our only hope of escaping 

this null zone?” 

 Koester looked with concern at K’danz briefly, then back to Sutherland. 

 “It seems the most promising chance we have in the time left to us.  Why?  What were your results?” 

 Sutherland looked at the EMH who took the cue. 

 “We can not be absolutely certain, since our tests were performed in computer simulation,” the bald-headed 

holographic being explained.  “But it appears the coil harmonics will likely effect synaptic brain function in most 

humanoid species.” 

 “What kind of effects?” the commodore asked. 

 “That’s just the point, Peter.  We can’t be sure,” said Sutherland.  “It could be anything, from as mild as a 

headache to as severe as…” 

 “…Severe as what?” K’danz asked in alarm. 

 “Worst case scenario, it could kill us all instantly.  But there is no way to know for sure unless we actually 

test the real harmonics on a humanoid brain,” Sutherland explained. 

 “I see no other choice then,” Koester said resolutely, glancing at the time display on the computer screen. 

 “Bridge to Koester,” came the voice of Virgil Kane over the intercom. 

 “Koester here.  What is it, Exec?” 

 “Skipper, engineering reports the modifications are complete and they’re ready to engage on your 

command,” Kane reported.  “Also, we’re being hailed by the other Dauntless.” 

 “I’ll be right up,” Koester said as he and K’danz turned toward the doors to the corridor.  “Keep me up to 

date if you find anything new, Kethry.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Sutherland replied as the doors swished shut. 

 

* * * * 

 

T-Minus 2 Hours… 

 

 “I have Captain Koester on subspace for you, Skipper,” Captain Kane said as he moved from the command 

chair. 

 “On screen,” the commodore ordered.  The viewscreen image changed from the external view of the 

Intrepid-class starship surrounded by the inky black of the null zone to the once familiar though static-filled view of 

the bridge interior.  Captain Koester, wearing his original red-shouldered command uniform, stood at the center of 

the bridge. 

 “We’re all set over here, Commodore,” the younger Koester stated, trying not to be obvious as he glanced 

around the latter Dauntless’ bridge through the static filled screen.  “However, Dr. Dourden has raised some 

concerns.” 



 “Yes, I know,” Commodore Koester replied.  “Keth… err…  My Chief Medical Officer has warned me of 

the possible effects of this procedure too.” 

 “Do you think we should proceed?” the captain asked. 

 “Let me put it this way, Captain.  I’m looking at it as a good sign that you’re talking to us right now.  We 

may not be able to remember any of these events for some reason, but if the entire Dauntless crew were…  Will be?  

Whatever!  (sigh…)  If the crew is killed, then we wouldn’t be here to interact with you now.” 

 “Unless of course this is a complete and total paradox intersecting multiple parallel universes,” Captain 

Koester pointed out.  Commodore Koester frowned, obviously displeased with the thought. 

 “Mister Fry,” the commodore finally said, ignoring his younger counterpart’s last comment.  “We don’t 

have much time left.  Maneuver us to within 100 meters of the Dauntless-74658.” 

 “Make sure our warp nacelles are parallel, or the harmonics will crack the warp coils on both ships,” 

Captain Kane added. 

 Using thrusters as carefully as possible, Lt Commander Kevin Fry slowly moved the Sovereign-class 

starship closer to her Intrepid-class predecessor, finally moving under the smaller vessel’s hull so the warp nacelles 

were at their closest comparable proximity. 

 “We’re in position, Commodore,” Fry reported.  “Station keeping.” 

 “Very well.  We’re all set here, Captain,” Commodore Koester reported to his counterpart.  “Ready to 

synchronize timing.” 

 “Standing by,” reported the young captain. 

 Commodore Koester paused for a moment, then added, “Good luck, Captain.  Dauntless, out.”  The screen 

blinked back to the less static-filled view of the blackness of the null zone.  The commodore took one last deep 

calming breath before giving his next order. 

 “Bridge to engineering.  Engage the coil harmonics.” 

 “We’re synchronized with the other Dauntless,” reported Lt Johnson from his post in main engineering.  

“Activating the harmonic.” 

 Immediately a hum that could be felt more than heard filled the starship.  Commodore Koester gripped his 

armrests and gritted his teeth to keep them from rattling together.  On the screen, streaks that appeared like white 

lightening flashed through the null zone, increasing in intensity and force.  The Dauntless started rocking like a 

rowboat on a storm-tossed lake. 

 “Hold her steady, Mister Fry,” Koester ordered, starting to have trouble concentrating. 

 “I’m trying, sir, but she’s starting to act sluggish!” 

 The hum continued to grow further in intensity, mirrored by the lightening appearing throughout the null 

zone until sparks burst from a console at the starboard side of the bridge. 

 “I’m registering a backflush signal in all the electronics circuits,” Lt Kyle Sutherland reported from the 

bridge engineering station. 

 “Hold together, girl,” Koester implored, fighting off the ever increasing urge to simply close his eyes and 

sleep off the sudden fatigue affecting him.  Off to the port side of the bridge one crew member appeared to lose a 

similar battle and slumped forward onto her console, unconscious.  Around the entire bridge, others started 

following suit. 

 “It’s working!” Jeff Bloom shouted, monitoring the harmonics results until his own console started flashing 

on and off, the feedback disrupting the power circuits. 

 On the screen, the null zone was now fuller of the white lightning-like streaks than of the empty blackness. 

 “Come on!” Koester pushed, seriously having trouble staying awake.  “Work!” 

 Then abruptly everything went black. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “What happened?” Commodore Peter J. Koester asked as he sat up straight from where he had slouched 

over in the command chair.  The bridge was dim under emergency lighting and every console lay dark. 

 “Complete computer shutdown,” reported Commander Bloom.  “The main core should automatically 

reinitialize…” 

 As Bloom spoke, all the consoles brightened and normal lighting returned.  The Chief Science Officer 

smiled. 

 “There we go.”  The emotional Vulcan consulted his science console.  “Memory banks have been damaged 

somehow so the computer reinitialized from the protected memory.” 



 “What damaged the cores?” Captain Virgil Kane asked as he rushed up to join Bloom at his station, his 

silver Bajoran earring jingling against his earlobe. 

 “Unknown at present, but we’ve lost all computer data since midnight,” Bloom said.  “And the last thing I 

can recall is going to bed in my quarters.” 

 “I remember the ship was approaching an area of null space,” Koester said, glancing in the direction of Lt 

Commander K’danz as she stood up beside her console, shaking off the last remnants of unconsciousness before he 

stood and took a few steps toward the helm console.  “What’s out current position, Mister Fry?” 

 “Checking,” the helmsman said.  “We’re currently seven hours from Kellogg II.” 

 Koester blinked in confusion. 

 “We were thirty-six hours away last I can recall.  What’s the time?” 

 Lt Commander K’danz consulted her tactical console, her expression growing more confused. 

 “0300 hours, stardate 53937.1.  Two and a half hours since we first detected the null space,” she reported. 

 “We crossed thirty hours travel distance at maximum warp in less than a tenth of the time?” Captain Kane 

asked, double checking everyone’s reports through the science console. 

 “Does anyone remember crossing into the null space?” Koester asked. 

 “I… uh… guess we did,” answered K’danz, sounding unsure. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s Log, Stardate 53937.3: 

USS Dauntless has arrived at the diplomatic conference at the neutral planetoid Kellogg 

II more than a day ahead of schedule.  We’re still unable to explain the three hours we 

lost or the distance we traveled in so short a time. 

Of slightly less mystery is the computer system re-boot we experienced as the crew awoke 

from whatever happened to us.  Something in the null space we encountered damaged the 

Dauntless’ computer cores, causing the system to shut down and re-boot from the 

protected archives which are updated at 0000 hours every night. 

Counselor Sutherland and her staff have determined that, other than the ‘lost time’ 

everyone in the crew has reported experiencing, everyone aboard is in good health with 

one notable exception.  Commander Philip Winters appears to have suffered a broken 

arm but has no recollection of when or how it occurred. 

Koester, out. 
 

 

 “You wanted to see me, Skipper?” Virgil Kane asked as he stepped into the captain’s ready room.  

Commodore Peter J. Koester sat behind his desk, flipping through the pages of an old printed novel with a puzzled 

expression on his face. 

 “Yes, Exec,” Koester finally said after a moment, holding the book up for Kane to see.  “Do you know 

where this came from?” 

 “Uh…  An antique book store?” Kane answered, not sure in what direction this conversation was going. 

 “No!  I mean do you know how it got here in my ready room?” Koester said, his exasperation showing. 

 “No, Skipper.  Why?” 

 “It’s the strangest thing,” the commodore remarked.  “I started reading this book a while ago.  I never got to 

finish it because I misplaced it, and just as I had gotten to the best part of the story!” 

 “Well, now you found it and can finish the book, Skipper,” Kane replied.  “What’s so odd about that?” 

 “You don’t seem to understand, Virg,” Koester said, handing the book to his First Officer as he stood and 

crossed in front of the desk.  “I lost this book back on the old Dauntless.  I haven’t seen it since, and I certainly 

didn’t have it on me when I narrowly escaped as the ship blew up!  Look, it’s even still got my last page 

bookmarked. ” 

 

* * * * 

 



Five years earlier 

Stardate 49937.2 

Deep space approximately twelve light-years from Kellogg II 

 

 “I don’t understand it!  Why can’t I find it!” 

 “What’s the matter, Pooh?” Commander Q asked as she entered the Captain’s Quarters and noticed the 

mess.  Books, padds, and clothing lay strewn around the room.  Captain Peter J. Koester, down on his hands and 

knees under one of the end tables, banged his head as he quickly tried to sit up and look at Q. 

 “Ow!” 

 Q chuckled slightly as she helped the young captain into a seat on the nearby couch and started examining 

the lump forming on the back of his head. 

 “What is it you’re tearing your quarters apart looking for?” the petite Trill woman asked. 

 “My book!” Koester explained.  “It’s bad enough that we somehow lost two hours somewhere and even 

YOU can’t – or won’t – tell me how it happened, but now I can’t find that old printed book I bought just before our 

mission to Orig!  I’ve been reading it the last few weeks and I was just getting to the good part and really wanted to 

finish it.” 

 “Is that all?  I thought you were about to call a red alert or something the way you were fussing!” 

 “It’s a very rare book, Poe,” Koester said, a frown crossing his features.  “I doubt I’ll be able to find 

another copy of it anywhere, not even the Memory Alpha archive.  And it was getting really good!” 

 A slight frown creased Q’s brow.  She glanced toward the cabin doors leading to the corridor beyond, than 

shook off the unexplainable feeling.  Smiling once again, she kissed Koester’s lump gently before saying, “That 

should make you feel better.  And I wouldn’t worry about the book if I were you.  I’m sure it’ll turn up some day.” 

 

The End 

 


