
 The doors of the commanding officer’s quarters swished open, admitting Captain Peter J. Koester.  He took 

a quick look around the mess in the main living room before heading to the door of his pre-adolescent daughter’s 

bedroom.  Peeking inside he found exactly what he expected, an even bigger mess. 

 “Gem!” Koester shouted, startling the eleven year-old girl from the holovid she had been watching on the 

nearby monitor.  “I thought I told you no entertainment vids before dinner?  And that you needed to clean up this 

mess!” 

 Gem Koester did not say anything, but merely stared at her father with a pout. 

 “I spoke with your teacher today,” Koester continued.  Unlike the majority of Starfleet vessels following 

the end of the Dominion War, the Dauntless still carried a limited number of civilian technicians and families, and 

as such needed the facilities of a school and care center aboard the ship.  “She told me you’re still not showing 

enough effort.  And I never see you leave our quarters unless I force you to.  All you do is sit around watching 

holovids all day.  What I was your age I would have killed to have the access you have to places like the 

holodecks!” 

 The young girl rolled her eyes. 

 “I spoke to Counselor Gera today.  She suggested you get involved in an extracurricular activity, and this is 

what she suggested.” 

 Koester handed his daughter a padd he had been carrying.  Gem read through it and suddenly her eyes went 

wide with shock. 

 “The Fleet Space Cadets?!?” she whined. 

 “The Starfleet Space Cadet Corps.  It’s a Starfleet Academy junior program that will help you learn what 

you need to know, both physically and academically, should you someday decide you want to attend the Academy.” 

 “But dad…,” Gem started to whine again.  “I’m only eleven!” 

 “You’ll be twelve soon.  The perfect age to start!  And besides, it’ll be good for you.”  Gem sighed as she 

continued to skim through the display on the padd. 

 “I’ll have to wear a uniform?!?” 

 “Only when drilling or on duty, which will usually only be every other weekend.  And you’ll get to 

participate in training.  Do fun things like learn to fly a shuttlecraft.  Maybe even go on the occasional Away Team 

mission…”  The young girl’s face brightened slightly.  “…As long as I’m sure it’s safe!” Koester concluded. 

 After a moment, Gem’s pout returned, and she asked, “Do I have to?” 

 “Yes,” Koester said firmly.  “Tomorrow right after school, report to Counselor Gera.  She’ll make sure 

you’re properly enrolled.” 

 “Counselor Gera?” Gem asked, sounding not entirely sure.  “Isn’t she the woman with the worm in her 

stomach that came aboard recently?” 

 Now it was the captain’s turn to sigh. 

 “She’s a joined Trill, yes,” he explained. 

 “Eww…,” Gem commented, her face screwing up with disgust. 

 “Enough of that.  Hopefully joining the Space Cadets will help you understand and appreciate different 

species and cultures as well.” 

 Gem was about to make another comment when she was fortunately interrupted by the voice of First 

Officer K’danz on the intercom. 

 “Captain, this is the bridge.  We just received a message from Starfleet Command on subspace I think 

you’ll want to see.” 

 “We’ll continue this later,” Koester said to his daughter before tapping his combadge.  “Acknowledged, 

bridge.  I’ll be right up.”  He then gave one last meaningful look at his daughter before walking out of the cabin. 

 Gem watched the doors swish shut behind her father, rolled her eyes one more time, then tossed the padd 

aside on her bed as she said, “Computer, resume vid program.” 
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 Koester stood by his seat on the bridge as he watched the message replay.  The image was grainy, some 

parts were garbled, and other parts simply dropped out altogether, but the person transmitting the message was 

certainly recognizable, even under the beard and mustache he now sported. 

 Pono Kyman, former Command Master Chief of the starship Dauntless. 

 “This is Po(static)man, formerly of (static static)eration Starfl(static)… Ba’ku are under (static static) 

forces of (static static) I repeat, the Ba(static) under (static) and need assist(static) Please respond!” 

 Concern etched Koester’s face. 

 “Mister Winters,” the captain said to his Operations officer.  “Can we clean that up any?  Find out more of 

what’s in the message?” 

 Lt Commander Philip Winters shook his head, saying, “I’m afraid not, sir.  This message was relayed 

through Starfleet.  It’s about as good as it’ll get.” 

 The captain’s expression turned even more grim. 

 “Mister Fry, how long would it take us to reach the Briar Patch at normal cruising speed?” 

 Chief Helmsman Kevin Fry performed the calculations on his console, then turned toward his commanding 

officer. 

 “Eight days, sixteen hours, sir.” 

 “Are there any other starships closer to the Briar Patch?”  Again Winters replied. 

 “USS Bunker Hill is three days from the Briar Patch, but since the Ba’ku have chosen not to maintain 

formal relations with the Federation, Starfleet has not diverted any ships to the region.” 

 At this news Koester exchanged a look of alarm with his First Officer, Commander K’danz. 

 “Not even to check up on a former member of the fleet?  Carrie, what’s our schedule for the next few 

weeks?” 

 “We’re supposed to pull in at Starbase 116 in two days for a meeting with Admiral Patterson.  After that 

we begin a survey of sector 808.  That’s expected to last three weeks minimum,” K’danz answered. 

 Koester stood silently in thought for a moment, then said, “Contact Admiral Patterson, Exec.  Inform him 

we’re postponing our meeting and the sector survey.  Then inform Starfleet that we’re diverting to the Briar Patch.  I 

want to pop in on an old friend and find out exactly what’s going on.” 

 “Yes, sir,” K’danz responded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next day, as Captain Koester worked in his ready room, the door chime sounded.  Koester put down 

the padd he had been reading and looked up. 

 “Come.” 

 The doors parted to admit a petite woman wearing the blue-shirted uniform of the medical department.  The 

array of spots running along the woman’s forehead and down each side of her face, partly hidden by her fiery-red, 

shoulder-length hair easily identified her as a Trill. 

 “What can I do for you, Counselor?” Koester asked. 

 Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera stepped up to the captain’s desk and smiled before saying, “There’s someone 

here I want you to meet, sir.” 

 Koester raised an eyebrow in mild surprise, then gestured for the counselor to continue.  Counselor Gera 

turned back toward the door and called, “Come in, Cadet.” 



 To Koester’s amusement, in stepped his daughter, wearing for the first time the uniform of the Starfleet 

Space Cadet Corps.  The design was based on that of the Academy cadet uniform, consisting of a red-shouldered 

black jumpsuit. 

 Koester attempted to suppress a giggle as his daughter’s face blushed crimson. 

 “You look great, sweetie,” the captain tried to reassure her.  “…I mean, Cadet.” 

 The young girl looked at her father, a hopeful expression in her eyes, and asked, “Do I get to wear rank 

pips like yours?” 

 “I’m sorry, sweetie, but you only get to wear these insignia after you’ve spent many years of hard work and 

study earning them.” 

 The look of utter disappointment on his daughter’s face almost broke Koester’s heart. 

 “I’ll tell you what?” he said.  “If you follow all your instructions and I get a good report on your 

indoctrination, I’ll let you join me on the Away Team in a few days.” 

 Gem’s face brightened slightly, then grew suspicious. 

 “Where are we going?  To meet Klingons?” 

 “To visit an old friend.  Do you remember Chief Kyman?” 

 The look of disappointment returned to Gem’s expression. 

 “Is that all?” she asked. 

 “Enough, Cadet.  Just try and have some fun with this, okay?  Now report to your indoc monitor.  

Dismissed.” 

 Gem snapped to attention, gave her father a mock-salute, then turned on her heel and exited the ready 

room.  Counselor Gera turned to follow the girl when Koester called her back. 

 “Counselor, who is overseeing the cadet program?” 

 The Trill officer smiled slightly, then answered, “Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin.” 

 “Oh, God!” the captain commented, rolling his eyes.  “I don’t know which one I feel more sorry for.  How 

did the Sarge get that assignment?” 

 “He volunteered,” Gera answered, then turned and left the ready room. 

 The captain chuckled to himself and said, “You would think after 400 years he would have learned better 

by now,” and returned to working on his reports. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Bridge to captain,” said a voice over the intercom, interrupting the pleasant dream Koester had been 

having.  He stretched wearily, and then sat up on the edge of the bed. 

 “This is the captain.  Go ahead,” Koester said in a groggy voice. 

 The voice of Lieutenant Robert Lockley returned through the speaker.  “Sorry to disturb you, Captain, but 

you asked to be informed when we entered the Briar Patch.” 

 Koester glanced out the large window over his bed, looking toward the bright blood-red gaseous nebula 

that filled the view. 

 “Thank you, Mister Lockley.  ETA to Ba’ku?” 

 The voice of Lt Commander Fry replaced Lockley. 

 “Twenty hours, nine minutes at one-third impulse, sir.  Engineering recommends we go no faster or risk 

damaging the impulse engine manifolds.” 

 “Understood.  I’ll be on the bridge in a few hours.” 

 As the intercom clicked off, Koester climbed out of bed and walked into the living room of the captain’s 

quarters. 

 “Computer, cranberry juice,” he ordered from the nearby replicator, then stood by the forward-facing 

windows above the couch, staring at the ironic beauty of the nebula his starship now traversed. 

 “What’s going on down there, Chief?” the captain muttered to his old friend on the planet still so many 

thousands of kilometers away. 

 

* * * * 

 



 A few hours later, the captain was on the bridge, watching as his starship settled into high orbit over the 

ringed planet of the Ba’ku. 

 “Standard orbit, sir,” reported Lt Peck, the Bolian who manned the helm console during Koester’s alpha-

watch. 

 “Very well, helm.”  The captain pressed the intercom on his chair and announced, “Away Team, assemble 

in transporter room three in thirty minutes.”  He then clicked on a second circuit.  “Bridge to Gem Koester.” 

 A few seconds later a young girl’s voice responded, “Yes, daddy?” 

 “I’ll be down to pick you up in fifteen minutes.  Make sure you’re in your uniform and ready to beam 

down.” 

 “Okay,” Gem replied. 

 “She doesn’t sound too enthusiastic,” Commander K’danz, who had just stepped out of the turbolift to 

relieve Koester of the conn, said. 

 Koester stood to offer his first officer the center seat, then said, “She’s still a little upset that I pretty much 

forced her to join the cadets.  Especially after Sergeant O’Laughlin had her running laps and doing push-ups in 

shuttlebay two for two hours the other day.  But I also think she’s nervous.  It’s her first Away Team mission.” 

 K’danz smiled dreamily.  “Oh yeah, I remember what it was like back then.  The butterflies in your 

stomach.  The fear you’ll screw up the whole mission.  And then the utter relief when everything works out and you 

beam back up to the ship.  Do you remember your first Away Team, Skipper?” 

 Koester scowled as he said, “All too well.  I was accused of assassinating a crown prince.” 

 “Oh… yeah…,” K’danz stuttered as she awkwardly took the seat and Koester disappeared into the turbolift. 

 A few minutes later the captain stood by the door of his quarters.  The door swished open and Fleet Cadet 

Koester stepped out in full uniform, exactly as Captain Koester had seen her in his ready room a few days before, 

though this time she looked a little uptight. 

 “Nervous?” 

 “A little,” Gem admitted. 

 “Nothing to be nervous about.  Just a routine Away Team mission to find out what Chief Kyman’s message 

was all about.”  He handed the girl a tricorder, which she placed in a holster on her hip.  Then the two walked 

together to transporter room three, where the rest of the Away Team; Dr Rasa, Lt T’Pan, the Vulcan science officer, 

Major McIntyre and one of the Major’s Private-First Classes waited on the transporter padd. 

 “Coordinates sat.  I’m beaming you down just outside the Ba’ku village,” the transporter chief confirmed. 

 “Very good,” said the captain as he and his daughter took their places on the empty pads.  “Energize.” 

 With a hum, the six Away Team members materialized just outside the main village of the Ba’ku.  It took a 

couple of minutes to walk the short distance into the village, and they all were taken by surprise by what they 

discovered. 

 There was nobody about.  The main village square was completely deserted, and there was evidence a fire-

fight had taken place recently.  Scorch marks on various buildings and broken windows and doors could be seen on 

almost every house.  The pagoda that once covered the cistern fountain in the village center now leaned awkwardly 

to one side, one support pillar collapsed into the cistern itself. 

 “What happened here?” Koester asked as Lt T’Pan drew her tricorder and started scanning the vicinity. 

 “Most of the battle damage is recent, Captain.  Inflicted within the last seventy-two to ninety-six hours.  I 

am detecting life form readings, Ba’ku, mostly congregated within the large structure closest to the village square,” 

the science officer reported. 

 “Keep your phasers down, but ready,” Koester ordered his security guards, then called out loudly, “We 

mean you no harm.  We’re friends from the Federation, here to help.”  The captain paused for a moment, hoping for 

some response.  When none came, he continued, “Can someone tell me what happened here?” 

 For a few moments it appeared that still nothing would happen, until Gem tugged on her father’s uniform 

sleeve and pointed toward one of the nearby doors. 

 “Daddy, look!  A boy!” 

 Peering out from the partly opened door was a blonde-haired boy who looked about sixteen or seventeen 

years old.  He was watching the Away Team members while occasionally looking over his shoulder back into the 

building.  Urgent whispers could be heard, though no actual words.  Koester took a step toward the door, hands held 

wide to show he was unarmed, and spoke. 

 “I’m Captain Peter J. Koester of the Federation starship Dauntless.  We’re here trying to locate a friend.” 

 The door slowly opened most of the way and the blonde boy and a slightly older man, who looked perhaps 

only in his later twenties, both stepped out and slowly approached the Away Team. 



 “I’m Sojef,” the older man said, then gestured toward the boy.  “And this is my son, Artim.  What brings 

you to our village, Captain?” 

 Koester greeted the two Ba’ku, then explained, “Starfleet received a message from an old friend of mine 

that indicated there may be some sort of emergency here.”  The captain looked around at the apparent damage again 

and added, “Though I have to admit I wasn’t expecting anything like this.” 

 “You have a friend among the Ba’ku?” Sojef asked suspiciously. 

 “Yes, Chief Kyman.  He retired and chose to settle here a few years ago.” 

 “Pono!” exclaimed a Ba’ku woman who had just emerged from the building behind Sojef.  She was 

introduced to the Away Team as Anij.  “Yes, he petitioned the village to settle on our world with his mother two 

years ago.  He is a friend of yours?” 

 “Yes, a… rather old friend,” Koester confirmed, smiling slightly at the memories of his first encounter with 

the El-Aurian man back in the 20
th

 century during a highly unusual mission through time. 

 “Pono has a small farm of his own he has built, about a kilometer or two north of the village.  Normally 

we’d see him come to town every few days, but we haven’t seen either him or Morra for the last week or so, since 

shortly after these attacks began,” Anij said, her expression one of concern and worry. 

 “Which leads me to my other question,” Koester said, looking around at the damage of the village again.  

“What’s been happening here?  Who’s been attacking you?” 

 “We’re not sure,” Sojef explained.  “They attack at night under the cover of darkness.  We hear their ships 

fly over.  The last couple of nights there were even people on the surface, destroying our property and belongings 

with hand-phasers, but no one has gotten a good look at them.  At least…”  Sojef paused, sharing an uncomfortable 

look with Anij.  “…At least, no one that has survived.” 

 Koester did not like that answer.  His emotions shifted to anger mixed with a healthy dose of concern. 

 “Anij, can you take us to where Chief Kyman… to where Pono lives?” 

 “Yes, of course,” the Ba’ku woman replied. 

 Before the group gathered to leave, Koester paused momentarily with the thought of beaming his daughter 

back up to the ship.  The away mission was already far from the routine visit he had expected. 

 “Gem, I think you should go back to the ship,” he said to the young girl. 

 “No, Daddy,” she replied, shaking her head.  “I want to stay with you.” 

 Koester struggled with mixed emotions before finally reaching a decision. 

 “Okay, fine.  But you’re beaming up at the first sign of trouble.” 

 The young cadet nodded her agreement.  While the discussion had been going on a couple of other Ba’ku 

had joined Sojef, Artim and Anij to escort the away team to Kyman’s farm.  One of them, the captain could not help 

noticing, seemed much older than the average adult Ba’ku, his face scarred as if it had endured a lifetime of twisting 

and stretching.  He was introduced to the away team members as Gal’na. 

 The sun was already setting when they entire group arrived at a small but well-maintained farm almost two 

kilometers outside the village.  A one-story house made of logs stood near a small barn where a couple of corralled 

animals similar to llamas walked around, both buildings separated by a well-manicured vegetable garden.  None of 

the damage seen in the village was evident at the farm, but with the exception of the livestock, nothing moved. 

 “It’s best we not linger after dark,” Gal’na warned in a deep, gravelly voice to the entire group.  “The 

attacks could start again anytime after the sun sets.” 

 “Chief?” the captain called out, followed by the Ba’ku calling Kyman’s first name.  There was no response.  

Koester stepped onto the log cabin’s porch and tried the front door, surprised in spite of himself to find it locked. 

 “There doesn’t seem to be anyone here,” Koester said, turning to face the mixed group of the away team 

and Ba’ku.  “Is there someplace else he might have gone?”  The captain began to consider the idea they might find 

Kyman injured or dead inside the cabin. 

 “Don’t move!” a new voice said, low but threatening, from behind the captain.  A type-III phaser rifle 

poked around the corner of the cabin behind Koester.  “Hands in the air!” 

 As McIntyre and Private Smith covered the new threat with their own hand-phasers, Koester slowly raised 

his hands to indicate he was unarmed, then turned to face the threat.  The man with the rifle stepped around the 

corner of the cabin and onto the porch, into the fading rays of the setting sun.  As he took a step closer to the away 

team his jaw dropped.  His ageless and wise-looking eyes, still recognizable in the bearded face that otherwise 

looked at least twenty-years younger than Koester last remembered, simply stared at him. 

 “C…C…Captain?!?” 

 

* * * * 

 



 A few minutes later the entire group; Kyman, the away team, and the Ba’ku were all inside Kyman’s cabin 

with Kyman’s mother, Morra – who had remained hidden in the storm cellar under the cabin until the former-Chief 

had tapped a coded password on the hidden trap door with his boot.  The former Chief Petty Officer then spent a 

moment drawing all the shades closed with heavy curtains before turning on any lights. 

 “Sorry for the hostile reception, Skipper,” Kyman said at last.  “But I wasn’t expecting to find anyone, least 

of all an entire armed party, standing on my porch when I returned.” 

 “Where did you go?  And what do you know about these attacks?” Koester asked. 

 “Well, the attacks started about two weeks ago.  Just small ships flying low over the village at first.  Then 

ground strafing along the village perimeter.  That was what prompted me to transmit my message to Starfleet.  

Shortly after that the ground assaults started. 

 “As to where I was, I’ve got a small personal shuttle hidden in the caves about five kilometers from here.  

That’s what I used to get outside the Briar Patch and alert Starfleet, though it took me over three days to make the 

trip there and back.  Things were getting so bad, and I didn’t seem to be getting any response from Starfleet, so I 

went back today and retrieved my rifle and other items I figured I would need to defend myself.” 

 As Morra passed out refreshments to her guests, Koester glanced at the woman who had been a Borg drone 

the last time he had seen her.  The majority of her Borg implants had been surgically removed, but several devices 

remained visible on the side of her face and it was obvious one of her eyes was cybernetic.  Otherwise, she appeared 

to have spent the years since her rescue recovering her individuality quite successfully.  The captain accepted a glass 

of what he assumed was lemonade from her when she approached. 

 “Any idea who could be conducting these attacks?” Major McIntyre asked.  Kyman shook his head. 

 “Nothing has been found which could identify the attackers, but I have my own suspicions,” the retired 

chief said, throwing a suspicious look toward Gal’na, a look that Koester did not fail to notice. 

 “You know something, Gal’na?” the captain asked. 

 “The tactics involved in these attacks have independently led both Pono and I to believe the attackers may 

be…” 

 “Dauntless to Captain Koester, please come in!” interrupted the urgent call of Commander K’danz over the 

combadges.  Koester tapped his badge to reply. 

 “This is the captain.  What’s wrong, Exec?” 

 “We’ve got company up here, sir,” K’danz replied.  “A Son’a battleship has just entered orbit with us.” 

 “The Son’a?” Koester asked, confused. 

 “That’s who I suspected,” Kyman confirmed.  “Probably here to try and claim the planet’s metaphasic 

radiation again.” 

 “But I thought all the Son’a were captured or repatriated with the Ba’ku when their Ahdar was killed trying 

to stop Captain Picard from ruining their plans several years ago?” Koester asked. 

 “They were,” Anij confirmed, her expression equally confused. 

 “No, not all of them,” admitted Gal’na.  “There were two ships belonging to the Son’a still in the Tarlac 

system when Ru’afo brought the Collector to Ba’ku.  I have no doubt those crews are still loyal to Ru’afo.” 

 “You know this how?” McIntyre asked with suspicion. 

 “Because I used to be one of the Son’a, Major.  My name five years ago was Gallatin, Subahdar of the 

Son’a.” 

 This admission confirmed what the captain had suspected about the older Ba’ku since he had first been 

introduced.  Apparently he was still undergoing the healing effects of the planet’s natural metaphasic radiation after 

decades of artificial genetic manipulation. 

 “Very well, Exec,” Koester finally said to K’danz.  “Stand by to beam us back up.” 

 “No can do right now, Skipper,” K’danz replied.  “We’ve got our shields raised because as soon as the 

Son’a battleship detected us on sensors they raised their own shields and locked weapons on us.  They even fired a 

shot across out bow trying to scare us away.” 

 Koester’s face looked grim.  He glanced over at his daughter who was being kept occupied across the room 

by the boy Artim, fully regretting the decision to bring her on the away team.  He then sighed as he made a decision. 

 “Here are your orders, Commander.  First and foremost, get the ship out of the Briar Patch!  Get out any 

way you can and signal Starfleet for help.  Then, and only then, may you attempt a rescue.  We’ll hold out down 

here as best we can.” 

 “Understood, sir,” K’danz acknowledged resignedly. 

 

* * * * 

 



 The Dauntless bridge was a hive of activity as personnel assumed their stations for red alert. 

 “Mister Fry,” said K’danz as she closed out the communications circuit with the Away Team.  “Prepare to 

break orbit.” 

 “Course plotted, but it will still take us twenty hours to relocate outside the Patch where we can send a clear 

subspace transmission.” 

 “Just do your best, Kevin,” K’danz said. 

 Almost immediately the Sovereign-class starship’s impulse engines propelled the vessel out of orbit.  The 

Son’a ship, which had been maneuvering in orbit to intercept the Dauntless, followed along a short distance behind. 

 “Son’a vessel is pursuing,” reported 1
st
 Lieutenant April Mendez, McIntyre’s assistant Security Chief, from 

the tactical console. 

 “Have they stood down weapons?” K’danz inquired. 

 “Negative,” the female Marine officer replied. 

 “They may have been monitoring our communications with the surface,” Lt Commander Winters suggested 

from ops. 

 “If that’s true, they may not be willing to simply let us leave,” K’danz supposed.  A moment later the 

shudder of an impact against the shields confirmed the first officer’s supposition. 

 “Photon torpedo,” Mendez confirmed. 

 “Two can play this game,” K’danz said with a growl.  “Lock aft torpedoes on the Son’a ship.  Fire when 

ready.” 

 “Torpedoes armed and locked.  Firing!” 

 Two torpedoes launched from the aft-facing tubes, one of them a clean miss, the other striking the Son’a 

vessel’s shields. 

 “Minimal damage,” Mendez reported. 

 “Reload and fire again,” K’danz ordered. 

 “Commander, they’re locking an isolytic weapon on us!” Winters exclaimed. 

 “We’ve got to get out of here,” K’danz said firmly as she opened the intercom circuit.  “Engineering, we 

need all the speed you can give us!” 

 “At half-impulse we’re already pushing it, bridge,” Lt Dar, the Chief Engineer replied.  “Our manifolds are 

starting to overheat!” 

 “Mister Fry, prepare to initiate emergency plan K’danz-Bravo!” the exec ordered her helmsman. 

 “May I respectfully remind the Commander that the plan we discussed earlier would probably destroy the 

ship?” Lt Commander Winters said as he turned to face the center seat.  Another shudder and the sputter of 

electricity arcing across consoles reminded all that the ship was still being attacked. 

 “Plan B may get us killed,” K’danz said to the Chief of Ops, “But staying here and trying to fight will get 

us killed!  Mister Fry, on my mark!” 

 “Ready, Commander,” Fry replied. 

 “The Son’a ship is firing an isolytic burst!” Mendez exclaimed. 

 “Now!” shouted K’danz. 

 

* * * * 

 

 On the planet’s surface the away team, the Ba’ku that had escorted them and Pono Kyman were making 

their way back toward the village, Major McIntyre leading point and Private Smith taking up rear guard.  They had 

all heard the Son’a assault craft fly overhead shortly after leaving Kyman’s farm and hoped to make it back to the 

village before it or they were attacked. 

 Suddenly, and without warning, the night sky lit up like mid-day as a huge fireball appeared high above.  

The entire party was momentarily blinded, with the exception of Lt T’Pan whose Vulcan inner eyelid protected her 

sight.  She was already scanning with her tricorder before the others had fully recovered from the unexpected 

momentary brightness. 

 “Was that a nova or something?” Dr Rasa, the Bajoran Chief Medical Officer asked, still squinting his 

eyes. 

 “Negative,” replied T’Pan.  “I’m not entirely certain, but I can speculate from these readings it was the 

detonation of a large pocket of metreon gas caused by the collapse of an isolytic enhanced subspace tear.  I can, 

however, report with certainty that there is only one vessel re-entering orbit, and that vessel is Son’a.” 

 “Oh my God,” muttered Private Smith.  “You mean…?” 

 “I mean it is safe to assume the Dauntless has been destroyed.” 



* * * * 

 

 The away team arrived back at the village a few minutes later and were immediately greeted by one of the 

other so-called elders of the Ba’ku.  Around them fires burned in a few houses and clothes, crafts and furniture were 

now strewn around the village square.  It looked as if an extensive though hurried search had been conducted. 

 “Son’a troops were here just a few minutes ago.  They tore the village apart looking for the Starfleet crew.  

And they left us with an ultimatum.  All the Ba’ku must clear off the planet within seven days so they can harvest 

the metaphasic radiation or anyone left will die,” the Ba’ku man said. 

 “Why were they looking for us?” Koester asked. 

 “It was my impression they consider your presence a threat to their plan that must be eliminated.” 

 “We can’t stay here,” McIntyre said.  “They’ll destroy the village just to kill us.” 

 “There are caves you could hide in, rich in kelvinite, which will block their scans,” another Ba’ku 

suggested.  “Perhaps you could hold out there until help arrives?” 

 “Help isn’t going to arrive,” Koester said sadly.  “We believe the explosion in space we recently witnessed 

was the destruction of my starship by the Son’a.” 

 The captain paused a moment to consider their options, every thought leading back to his daughter and the 

danger she and the entire away team faced. 

 “The best option seems to be to hide in the hills and conduct whatever counterattacks we can against the 

Son’a.  But I don’t want to be dragging Gem all over the countryside.  Guerilla warfare is not the place for an eleven 

year-old girl.” 

 “Then keep her here with us,” suggested Anij.  “We can dress her in our clothes, the Son’a will never know 

she’s not Ba’ku if they should come back here and see her.”  Anij then looked at Kyman and added, “I can send 

someone to get Morra as well.  I think she would be safer here with us than at your farm by herself.” 

 “I agree,” Kyman responded.  Koester nodded as well, then kneeled down in front of his daughter and 

placed his hands on her shoulders. 

 “I want you to stay inconspicuous.  Don’t be any trouble to these people.  And blend in!” 

 “But I want to stay with you, Daddy,” Gem responded with tears forming in her eyes. 

 “You can’t,” the captain explained.  “What we’re going to be doing is dangerous.  You have a better chance 

of not getting hurt staying here with the Ba’ku.” 

 “But Daddy…!” Gem started to say before breaking down crying and hugging her father tightly. 

 “It’ll be all right.  If everything works out I’ll be back here in a few days,” Koester assured her. 

 “Okay, Daddy,” Gem replied, wiping her wet cheeks with the sleeve of her uniform. 

 “Good girl,” the captain said, taking her hand, kissing it on the back, then passing it into the hand of Anij.  

“Away team, let’s make sure the Son’a think again about stealing this planet.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s personal log, stardate 57589.7: 

The away team, joined by Gal’na and Tournel, have been on the run from Son’a forces 

for two days now.  We managed to prevent a second attack on the village by drawing 

their forces into the hills to chase us.  The kelvinite formations are helping, but I feel it’s 

only a matter of time before the enemy catches up. 
 

 

 Koester sat with McIntyre near the ridgetop of a high hill, hidden from plain view behind a formation of 

rocks, scanning the surroundings with high-powered electronic binoculars. 

 “They’re coming, sir,” McIntyre said matter-of-factly.  “I can feel ‘em.” 

 Koester was busy searching the southern sky when a glint caught his attention.  He looked back toward 

where he had seen movement and spotted a Son’a assault shuttle slowly flying westward. 

 “You’re right, Major.  Here they come.  Bearing 177.  Altitude…”  The captain did some quick calculations 

in his head.  “…200 meters.  Range, one point five kilometers.” 

 “Stand by,” McIntyre said. 

 Suddenly both Koester and McIntyre stood in unison, leaning against the boulder in front of them and 

carefully took aim with their hand-phasers. 

 “Fire at will,” Koester ordered. 



 Both officers depressed their triggers, sending beams of phased energy through the air to strike the slowly 

flying assault shuttle.  Both beams were absorbed harmlessly by the shuttle’s low-amplitude shielding, but the attack 

had not gone unnoticed.  The craft altered its heading and began flying directly toward the Starfleet officer’s hidden 

position. 

 “Timing is critical,” McIntyre commented wryly, to which Koester nodded in agreement before both 

ducked back down behind the boulder as the shuttle opened fire with its own phasers.  Chips of rock and dirt 

covered Koester’s and McIntyre’s hair. 

 When the shooting had ceased, the Marine major carefully looked back over the boulder to see how close 

the shuttle had now approached.  His glance confirmed the Son’a ship was only a hundred meters away, apparently 

ready to land and deploy a team to capture the renegade Starfleet officers. 

 “Now!” shouted McIntyre into his combadge.  From behind the hill a large boulder weighing several 

metric-tons flew over the ridge, propelled by a makeshift catapult crafted from large, flexible trees held down with 

ropes fashioned by the Ba’ku halfway down the side of the hill opposite the Son’a vessel.  The projectile’s sudden 

appearance took the Son’a completely by surprise.  Unable to maneuver quickly enough with the landing thrusters 

and with weapons trained toward the ground, the shuttle flew straight into the path of the oncoming rock, which 

struck the small ship just aft of the cockpit. 

 Immediately the craft spun out of control, its thrusters firing wildly as the anti-gravity drive which allowed 

it slow flight overloaded and collapsed.  Within seconds the Son’a shuttle crashed into the hill just below where 

Koester and McIntyre hid. 

 “I think the Son’a are going to be a little bit upset at us,” McIntyre joked. 

 “This is just a guess, Major, but I think they already were,” the captain commented back.  “Come on, let’s 

check the wreckage.  See if there are any weapons or equipment we can salvage.” 

 It took the two officers a few minutes to make their way down to the crashed Son’a shuttle, but electrical 

systems and engine components still sputtered and crackled by the time they reached it.  Several Son’a bodies lay in 

and around the craft as well. 

 “Remember,” Koester told the Marine major, “we’ve seen at least two or three of these craft, so it’s likely 

another is in the area.  Let’s make this quick.” 

 The two officers split up to survey the wreckage for anything of use such as weapons or working 

communications gear.  The captain was busy turning over a large section of the hull plating when McIntyre called 

over to him. 

 “Captain!  This one is still alive!” 

 Koester rushed over to where McIntyre was just starting to scan the Son’a with his tricorder. 

 “He doesn’t have long, sir,” McIntyre reported.  “Massive internal injuries.” 

 Koester looked down at the Son’a, who’s wrinkled, stretched, overextended face betrayed none of the 

agony he must have been feeling.  Strangely, he was still conscious. 

 “What exactly is it you’re doing here?” Koester asked the injured man. 

 “We require the metaphasic radiation to survive.  We must have it,” the Son’a croaked through bleeding 

lips.  “We are dying!” 

 “But why the terrorist tactics?  I’m sure the Ba’ku would welcome you back, to live in peace, if you would 

only just ask.” 

 “We that are left of the Son’a are too far gone.  Simply returning to the planet will not save our lives.  We 

require the radiation in concentration!” 

 “Why are you chasing us then?  Why are you trying to kill us?” 

 “We need to know if your Federation is aware of our activity here before we can dispose of you outright.  

We need to know how much time we have to accomplish our goals.” 

 “How would that matter?” McIntyre asked. 

 “If…”  The Son’a took a ragged breath, suddenly grimacing in pain.  “If your Starfleet doesn’t know what 

we’re doing here, we can continue with our plan to drive the Ba’ku off the planet.  We figured it shouldn’t take more 

than a few more weeks… perhaps even days.  But if Starfleet knows…”  The injured Son’a shook with the effort to 

speak as McIntyre injected him with a hypospray from his emergency field kit to ease his pain.  “…If Starfleet 

knows, then we must take the planet by force, and kill all the Ba’ku if we must.” 

 As Koester looked down on the Son’a with shock, the injured man took one last painful gasp and expired.  

McIntyre closed the Son’a’s eyes as the captain finally commented, “Don’t worry, you destroyed my ship and my 

crew.  Nobody out there knows.” 

 

* * * * 



 “They’re coming!” Private Smith shouted from the mouth of the cave to the rest of the away team hidden 

inside.  A couple of more days had passed as the away team, guided by Tournel and Gal’na, eluded the Son’a 

hunters.  It had finally reached a point where the Son’a had even deployed drones to search for the Starfleet crew out 

in the wilderness.  One of the drones had finally managed to spot the away team entering the caves west of where 

the village was situated before McIntyre had managed to destroy it with a well-placed phaser shot. 

 Koester and the others could now hear the sounds of phaser blasts as the Marine guard at the entrance tried 

to prevent the Son’a assault force from entering their hidden base of operations. 

 “Is there another way out of here?” the captain asked, turning toward their Ba’ku guides. 

 “Some of these caverns lead completely under the mountain,” Tournel suggested.  “Perhaps a way can be 

found further back in the cave?” 

 “Everybody, grab what you can!” Koester ordered.  “We’re moving out.” 

 The hasty retreat was interrupted by the sound of running footsteps entering the cave.  Koester, McIntyre 

and Kyman turned to see Pvt Smith quickly scrambling into the main cavern. 

 “The Son’a!” the soldier shouted.  “They’re right behind…!” 

 Smith’s sentence was cut off by the beam of a Son’a weapon striking him in the back.  The young security 

guard collapsed forward into Koester’s arms as half a dozen Son’a, Tarlak and Elora burst into the cavern behind 

him.  As the captain dragged Smith over toward Dr Rasa, Kyman, McIntyre and Gal’na opened fire on the assault 

team, forcing them back toward the entrance. 

 “He’s dead, Peter,” Dr Rasa sadly announced as he scanned the private’s body with his tricorder. 

 “We need to get out of here,” Koester said grimly.  “McIntyre, hide Smith’s body somewhere in the cavern.  

We’ll come back for him later.  Tournel, lead the way out of here.” 

 While Major McIntyre hid Pvt Smith’s body under a pile of rocks off to one side of the cave, the others 

grabbed their equipment and started to follow Tournel and Gal’na toward the back of the cavern. 

 “If we can find a way out of here, will there be anywhere on the outside we can hide?” Kyman asked 

Tournel. 

 “If we emerge where I believe we will, it should be close to a dense forest near high concentrations of 

kelvinite deposits,” the Ba’ku man replied.  “It will be a little bit of a run from the cave to the woods, but if we make 

it in we should be safe for some time.” 

 The team made their way through the dark, narrow passages of the cave for a few minutes before Major 

McIntyre caught up to them, out of breath and sweat dripping down his face. 

 “Captain!  Son’a assault team right behind me!” the major said between gasps.  “I just barely made it out.” 

 “T’Pan,” Koester called out to his science officer.  “If we were to shoot down the ceiling to block this 

passage, what’s the likelihood of the rest of the cave collapsing?” 

 The Vulcan woman scanned the surroundings with her tricorder before answering. 

 “The strata of the surrounding rock is particularly solid in this area of the cavern.  You should be able to 

collapse a small section of ceiling without endangering our safety.” 

 Koester nodded toward McIntyre and Kyman, then himself took aim.  Three phaser beams blasted loose 

tons of rock which completely blocked the passage to the chamber the Away Team had recently evacuated. 

 “Hopefully that will keep them occupied for a while,” the captain commented.  “Or that they’ll think we’re 

buried alive and stop chasing us.” 

 “Captain,” said T’Pan.  “I’m reading a fresh oxygen/nitrogen flow.  There is an opening approximately 

three-hundred fifty-five meters away.” 

 “Quickly,” Koester ordered.  “Lets go!” 

 The seven remaining people rushed as quickly as they could through the narrow cavern openings.  A few 

minutes later they could see light coming from ahead. 

 “The cave exit!” Dr Rasa exclaimed. 

 Gal’na gestured for everyone to stop near the cave opening, then cautiously moved outside, searching for 

any sign of the pursuing Son’a.  He again gestured, this time for the rest of the group to follow, and they all sprinted 

into a run toward the forest in the distance. 

 “Halt!” a voice shouted from behind and above them, punctuated by a phaser blast, which struck the ground 

just in front of McIntyre’s feet.  “Drop your weapons!” 

 Koester groaned in frustration, then nodded for the away team to do as instructed.  After dropping their 

phasers to the ground they all raised their hands in the air and slowly turned toward the voice. 

 Above the cave entrance, half-hidden behind the rocks and vegetation, two Son’a had their disruptors 

trained on the away team while two Tarlak and four Elora moved down to flank them in a crossfire position. 



 “Once we knew where you were holed up, it was a simple matter to figure out where you would emerge 

above ground again,” said the leading Son’a trooper as he tapped on his communicator.  “Subahdar Jenga, we have 

captured the Starfleet crew.  Request you beam us all to the village.” 

 Seconds later, Koester felt the familiar tingle of a transporter take hold and the entire group, prisoners and 

captors alike, dematerialized. 

 A few minutes later the Dauntless away team, including Kyman, were lined up in the Ba’ku village square, 

arms bound behind their backs, guarded by Son’a soldiers.  A group of Ba’ku, including Anij and Sojef, had been 

gathered to witness what was about to occur.  Shortly after the captured away team materialized, another Son’a had 

beamed down from the battleship, the Subahdar that commanded the ‘lost’ Son’a vessels. 

 “Tell me, Captain, tell me the truth,” Subahdar Jenga said, leaning in close to Koester.  “Does Starfleet 

know what we’re doing here?  Is that why your ship came here?” 

 “No,” Koester admitted, his eyes downcast, the tone of his voice indicating his defeat. 

 “Very good, then we can proceed as planned,” Jenga said with as much of a smile as his overstretched lips 

would allow.  He then turned to address the gathered Ba’ku. 

 “For the last few weeks we’ve tried to persuade you to leave this planet peacefully.  Perhaps the 

demonstration you are about to witness will convince you.  Your place is no longer here.”  Subahdar Jenga again 

turned toward the away team members and his voice took on a tone of formality.  “These members of the Federation 

Starfleet are charged with trespassing on Son’a territory, as well as attack upon and murder of members of my crew.  

For these crimes the punishment is death.”  A gasp went up among the gathered Ba’ku. 

 Jenga looked over at his soldiers. 

 “Phasers ready!” he ordered. 

 “No!  Daddy!” screamed Gem Koester as she burst out of one of the nearby houses and ran to her father, 

closely pursued by Artim, who could not catch the quick little girl before she reached the restrained away team. 

 “Your daughter?” Jenga asked Koester, surprised at first.  Then an unpleasant smile creased his lips as he 

drew his own weapon from its holster.  “All the better.  This demonstration will prove beyond a doubt to the Ba’ku 

that we mean exactly what we say.  They must leave… or die.” 

 Jenga pointed his phaser directly at Gem.  The girl clung tightly to her father as she stared at the weapon 

with wide, frightened brown eyes.  But before Jenga could depress the trigger he was interrupted by an urgent call 

on his communicator. 

 “Battleship to Subahdar Jenga, we have a prob…” 

 The Son’a ship’s transmission was cut off as suddenly as it had begun.  As Jenga tried desperately to 

reestablish communications a familiar hum filled the air.  Within seconds the away team, Gem, Kyman and all the 

Son’a had dematerialized. 

 

* * * * 

 

 It took a moment for Koester’s eyes to adjust, having become accustomed to the bright sunlight on the 

planet.  Once they had adjusted, however, it took another moment for him to comprehend where he was standing, a 

starship transporter room, and that the smiling face before him was that of Commander K’danz. 

 “Carrie?!?” the captain exclaimed in relief.  “My God, what are you doing here?  We were sure the 

Dauntless had been destroyed by the Son’a!” 

 As crew members released the away team – which somehow included Morra Kyman – from their restraints, 

K’danz started to explain. 

 “We almost were.  The Son’a battleship pursued us across almost half the Briar Patch.  Our impulse 

manifolds were on the verge of blowing out.  We only had one option, and even that could have killed us.  We 

warped out of the Briar Patch.” 

 “You what?!?” asked Koester, not believing what he was hearing. 

 “We performed a two second warp jump.  Burned out half the circuits on the ship, damaged all major 

propulsion systems, and we’ll be undergoing repairs for weeks… not to mention the big hole we punched in the 

nebula… but it got us out of the Briar Patch far enough for Starfleet to receive our distress call.” 

 “But we saw the explosion, even all the way down on the planet’s surface.  We were sure the Dauntless 

couldn’t have survived.” 

 “We figure our warp field discharge caused a large pocket of nearby metreon gas to explode.  That’s what 

you saw.  It’s taken the better part of a week to make what repairs we could to get back here and help you, and from 

the looks of things, just in time too.” 

 “The Son’a!” Koester exclaimed.  “We have to do something before they destroy the village.” 



 “Relax, Skipper,” K’danz assured him.  “They’re in no position to destroy anything right now.”  The 

commander patted her hand on the nearby transporter console.  “When we arrived and sensors indicated what was 

happening, we locked onto both all non-Ba’ku lifesigns and any lifesigns carrying a weapon.  We beamed you 

straight up.  Those with weapons are in stasis in the pattern buffer.” 

 For the first time in days, Koester smiled, then turned to Dr Rasa. 

 “Doctor, take Gem, T’Pan, Chief Kyman and his mother down to sickbay and give everyone, including 

yourself, a full physical.  Major…” 

 “Yes, sir,” McIntyre responded. 

 “Get a full squad of your Marines here on the double.” 

 Once the non-essential away team members had left for sickbay and the security squad had arrived, the 

captain told the transporter operator, “Okay, Chief, now deactivate all the weapons in the pattern buffer.” 

 “Weapons deactivated, sir,” the chief reported a moment later. 

 “Very well.  Energize.” 

 The transporter hum filled the small room as the Subahdar and his six soldiers materialized on the platform.  

As the Son’a quickly realized where they were, a couple of them tried to fire their inert phasers with no result.  

Subahdar Jenga simply glared with silent malice at Captain Koester as the Marines took the Son’a into custody and 

began to head them out of the transporter room. 

 “Major,” said Koester.  “Take these Son’a down to the brig and lock them up.  Then after Dr Rasa checks 

you out in sickbay take a few well-deserved days of rest.” 

 “Aye, sir.  Thank you.  Okay you prune-faced misanthropes, let’s go!” 

 Koester watched the prisoners leave, then turned toward K’danz. 

 “Now all we need to do is deal with their battleship.” 

 “Actually, Captain, I don’t think you need to worry about that either.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Koester and K’danz emerged from the turbolift onto the bridge.  The main viewscreen before them 

displayed an awesome scene.  Bright blue, green and white, the ringed planet of the Ba’ku slowly revolved below 

their orbit.  In the center of the screen was the huge Son’a battleship, scarred and damaged from an apparent heavy 

pounding.  And, to the captain’s surprise, surrounding the Son’a vessel were a number of Federation starships.  One 

Miranda, two Akiras, two Steamrunners, three Defiant and even a huge Galaxy-class starship, their weapons locked 

on the newly-disarmed Son’a ship. 

 “Well, you told me to get help,” K’danz said with an embarrassed grin. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 57597.9: 

With the last of the Son’a captured and incarcerated, the Ba’ku have their world back 

with nothing further to worry about.  The time has come for us to say goodbye to our 

friends, old and new. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 On the planet’s surface, Koester and K’danz walked through the village with Anij, Sojef, Artim, Chief 

Kyman, and Morra Kyman. 

 “Apparently, as these last remaining Son’a started to die off, they combined the crews of both missing 

vessels into one,” Koester explained.  “Starfleet has found the second battleship, empty and shut down, in orbit 

around Elora Prime.  It seems even after all this time, the Son’a could not see the logic of laying aside old grudges 

and simply settling down here in peace with you, like Gal’na and his men did.  They still believed in the genocidal 

ideals of Ahdar Ru’afo who died trying to steal this planet’s metaphasic radiation five years ago.” 

 “Some people have centuries to learn, and squander it all for the wrong answers,” Anij commented. 

 “I’m afraid our time has come to leave,” K’danz said.  “I wish I could spend more time here to get to know 

all of you better.” 

 “You will always be welcome,” said Sojef.  “You will always have our gratitude.  No longer consider 

yourself off-landers.” 



 Koester took a step closer to Chief Kyman. 

 “It was good to see you again, COB.  Though I wish the circumstances could have been better.” 

 “You too, Captain,” Kyman said, shaking Koester’s hand in both of his own.  “Come back and visit us 

again sometime soon.” 

 “Are you sure you won’t come back with us?” 

 Kyman made an ironic laugh, then said, “No thank you, sir.  This whole adventure has proven I’m just a 

little too old for all this running around, climbing rocks, jumping all over the place and such.  I came here to relax, 

recuperate, help my mother recover as best she can from her ordeal at the hands of the Borg, and hopefully learn a 

little about myself.  Zipping around the galaxy is a game for a man much younger than me.” 

 Koester nodded in agreement, then said, “In that case, we’ll be back for you in a year or two.  You should 

be young enough by then.” 

 All seven people laughed at the comment as the captain and K’danz took a step back from the others, the 

exec tapping her combadge. 

 “Dauntless, two to beam up.” 

 Koester pointed his finger at Kyman one more time and said, “You keep in touch, understand?” 

 Kyman smiled and replied, “And you don’t be such a stranger.” 

 Koester smiled and nodded, then looked at K’danz and nodded again. 

 “Energize,” she ordered, and the two Starfleet officers disappeared in the hum and sparkle of the 

transporter. 

 

The End 
 


