
Captain’s Log, Stardate 58120.4: 

As our first mission with the crew of midshipmen aboard, the Dauntless has been 

assigned a routine patrol along the Neutral Zone.  It should be a quiet, easy assignment 

since tensions with the Romulans have decreased in recent months with the return of 

power to the senate after Praetor Shinzon’s death. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 It was a quiet afternoon watch.  Most of the crew on the bridge, which included a number of the Starfleet 

Academy cadets assigned to the Dauntless for their training cruise, performed their duties under the watchful eyes of 

the Beta Shift Officer of the Deck, Commander K’danz. 

 “Commander,” said Lt Alan High from his post at the engineering console.  “Lt Dar reports maintenance is 

complete on the port deflector array.  Ready to bring main deflectors on-line for test.” 

 K’danz nodded, then turned toward 2
nd

LT Cron at the tactical post. 

 “Lieutenant, raise shields and deflectors.” 

 Wordlessly, the grey-skinned Lurian raised the starship’s defensive screens, then nodded at K’danz. 

 “What’s the shield status, Mister High?” she asked. 

 Before High could answer, Midshipman Mortati, the Bolian cadet assigned to the science station 

interrupted. 

 “Uh… Commander,” Mortati said, sounding unsure.  “Sensors are intermittently detecting something 

moving across the edge of the Neutral Zone.” 

 “What is it?” K’danz asked with concern. 

 Prompted by Lt T’Pan, who stood over her as an instructor, Mortati tried to explain. 

 “Readings are similar to a cloaked ship, yet indefinite.” 

 Apprehensive, K’danz was about to call the starship’s captain to the bridge when suddenly Lieutenant (JG) 

M’nday, the Caitian at ops, pointed at the main viewer and said, “Commanderrrr, look!” 

 “All stop!” K’danz ordered as a small Romulan scout ship decloaked directly in front of the Dauntless.  

“Captain to the bridge!” 

 Seconds later, Captain Peter J. Koester stepped out of his ready room on the starboard side of the bridge 

and looked at the vessel on the viewer. 

 “What are they doing?  Have they stated their intentions?” the captain asked, looking at the small alien 

craft. 

 “No, sirrrr,” M’nday replied.  “No shields and weapons systems powered down.  They appearrrr dead in 

space, sirrrr.” 

 Koester cocked an eyebrow, unsure what to think. 

 “Open a hailing frequency, Mister M’nday,” the captain ordered.  An instant later he said, “This is Captain 

Peter J. Koester of the Federation starship Dauntless to Romulan vessel.  Please state your intentions.  May we be of 

assistance?” 

 A moment passed in silence, quickly broken by M’nday’s report. 

 “Captain, they just rrrraised shields…” 

 When the cat-like Caitian suddenly stopped her report, Koester and K’danz exchanged puzzled looks until 

M’nday continued again. 

 “…And lowerrrred theirrrr shields again.”  The Lieutenant was as confused as everyone else on the bridge.  

As they all continued to watch, the Romulan scout quickly turned away and another moment later cloaked once 

again.  Koester looked over toward sciences. 

 “They no longer appear on sensors, sir,” T’Pan reported, taking over the console from the Bolian cadet.  

“But their final course before cloaking takes them back over the Neutral Zone.” 

 “That was weird,” Lt High commented. 

 Before anyone else could agree, M’nday spoke again. 

 “Captain, message coming in frrrrom Starrrrfleet Command.” 

 The captain exchanged one last glance with his exec, then said, “I’ll take it in my ready room, Lieutenant.”  

A moment later he disappeared through the doors of the ready room, only to emerge again less than a minute later. 

 “Helm, set course 255 mark 2.”  The captain then looked at K’danz and added, “Change of orders, Exec.  

We have a new mission.” 
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Captain’s Log, Supplemental: 

The Dauntless is responding to a distress call from the planet Gideon, a society which 

has not had contact with the Federation in over a century. 
 

 

 The senior staff of the Dauntless were gathered around the briefing lounge table. 

 “Records indicate all contact with Gideon was severed following a visit by the starship Enterprise-1701 in 

2269,” Chief of Ops Phillip Winters explained to the gathered group.  He then glanced over at Dr Rasa Palin, the 

Bajoran Chief Medical Officer, who took over the briefing. 

 “At the time of the Enterprise’s visit, the planet was suffering from a severe overpopulation problem.  The 

planet’s ruling council tried to solve this problem by kidnapping the starship’s captain, a man who carried a rare 

disease microorganism in his blood, in hopes he would pass it on to the populous, killing untold millions.” 

 Looks of horror crossed the faces of First Officer K’danz, Counselor Gera and Chief Helmsman Fry.  As 

bad as overpopulation and its related problems, disease and starvation, could be, the concept of genocide still held its 

own special revulsion. 

 “What happened?  And why has the planet now transmitted a distress call?” Lt Jorruss, the bald-headed 

Deltan Chief Science Officer asked. 

 “According to records,” Rasa explained, “the Enterprise’s crew rescued their captain, but not before the 

disease was deliberately passed on to the daughter of the planet’s council Prime Minister.  As for why they have 

now issued a distress call…?”  The Bajoran doctor sighed and concluded, “That’s what we’re on our way to find 

out.” 

 Before anyone else could speak, the intercom bleeped. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester.  We have entered the Gideon system,” said the voice of Midshipmen 2
nd

 class 

William Hyland III.  “We will enter standard orbit of the planet Gideon in forty-five minutes.” 

 “Acknowledged, Mister Hyland,” Captain Koester replied.  “Carry on.”  The captain then turned to his First 

Officer and said, “Carrie, standard away team.  Be careful, we don’t know what to expect here.  Watch your backs 

and look out for any needles.” 

 Commander K’danz smiled at the captain’s attempt of a joke as she replied, “Aye, Skipper.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later the Away Team, which consisted of K’danz, Counselor Gera, Dr Rasa, the half-Klingon 

Chief Engineer Lt Dar and Starfleet Marines Major Sean McIntyre and Gunnery Sgt Christopher O’Laughlin, 

materialized in the center of Gideon’s capital city.  Immediately both Dar and Dr Rasa had their tricorders out, 

scanning the surroundings.  The buildings all around them were all ill-maintained and piles of humanoid bones 

littered the street corners. 

 “Looks like they solved their overpopulation problem,” McIntyre commented.  “Is anyone left alive?” 

 “I’m picking up several humanoid life-form readings in the vicinity,” reported Dr Rasa.  “But not many.” 

 The Bajoran doctor had no sooner spoken when a man wearing tattered clothing and displaying small red 

splotches on the skin of his face and arms approached the Away Team from around a corner.  At first he seemed 

surprised to see the Starfleet crew, then smiled as he quickly walked over to them.  O’Laughlin and McIntyre kept 

their weapons handy yet hidden in case of trouble. 

 “Welcome to Gideon,” the man greeted as two other people, a man and a woman, followed close behind the 

first man, both dressed as raggedly as the first, both displaying the same red splotches.  “I am Tezmarc, Prime 

Minister of Gideon.  We apologize for not being able to greet you properly, but we are glad you came.  We 

desperately need your help.” 



 Commander K’danz stepped forward to greet the arriving natives. 

 “Commander K’danz, First Officer of the Federation starship Dauntless.”  The XO introduced the 

remainder of the Away Team, then asked specifically what kind of help Gideon needed. 

 “I would think it fairly obvious,” Telmarc replied.  “But perhaps we would all be more comfortable 

discussing our situation in the main council chamber?”  The Gideon leader gestured toward the direction he had 

come from, in the direction the other people, evidently the other council members, had already disappeared.  K’danz 

nodded and indicated the Away Team should follow. 

 A few minutes later, all nine people were seated around a table in the planet’s Council Chamber.  The room 

was sparsely furnished though cleaner and better maintained then the rest of the city appeared to be.  One of the 

councilors passed out refreshments to everyone before Telmarc started talking. 

 “I suppose you want to know the whole story?” the council leader remarked.  When K’danz indicated it 

would be a good idea to start from the beginning, Telmarc began his tale. 

 “A century ago our planet was suffering from an incredible ecological disaster.  The people of Gideon, 

through scientific study, managed to extend their average life-span and developed the ability to regenerate their 

bodies.  And as the people of Gideon believed life is sacred and that the love of life is the greatest gift, they therefore 

could not interfere with the creation of life.  Over the years our population grew to the point of collapsing our 

environment and we were powerless to do anything about it until the forbearers of this council devised a plan to 

introduce a disease our people had no natural immunity for into the general population. 

 “That disease, Vegan coreomenengitis, was obtained from one of the Federation’s starship captains.  Once 

introduced, however, the disease proved too virulent.  Over half of Gideon’s population died in the first year.” 

 “Well, isn’t that what you wanted?” Major McIntyre asked as he scratched one of his wrists.  “To decrease 

the so-called surplus population?” 

 “That was their intention,” Telmarc replied, either not understanding or ignoring the sarcasm in McIntyre’s 

question.  “But not to the degree it occurred.  So many died so quickly that bodies could not be buried quick enough.  

Some areas turned to mass cremation, hundreds of corpses at a time, but even that was not enough.  Brand new 

diseases and maladies sprang from the piles of corpses rotting in the streets, killing thousands and hundreds of 

thousands more then planned.  In just over 100 years, Gideon has lost 98% of its population.  And that’s not the 

worst of it.” 

 “What could possibly be worse?” Dr Rasa asked as he scratched at his cheek, almost afraid to learn the 

answer as he noticed Lt Dar likewise scratching the back of his own hand.  Immediately the doctor started scanning 

everyone in the room with his medical tricorder. 

 “After some time, the council began to realize the original virus had mutated,” Telmarc continued to 

explain.  “It was no longer a blood-borne pathogen.  And if something is not done to stem this disease, the entire 

remaining population of Gideon will be dead within a year.” 

 “May the Prophets save us,” Dr Rasa muttered, aiming the tricorder’s scanner at each member of the Away 

Team in turn. 

 “What is it, Doctor?” Lt Dar asked. 

 “The virus!  It’s airborne!  It’s everywhere!” Rasa said, closing up his tricorder.  “How could I have been 

so foolish?” 

 “Are you saying…?” K’danz started to ask. 

 “We’re all infected with Vegan coreomenengitis.  And we all have less than eight days to live!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Peter Koester stood by the desk in the Chief Medical Officer’s office, the sickbay’s EMH sitting in 

the chair behind the desk itself, both listening to Commander K’danz’s report from the planet’s surface. 

 “That about covers it, Skipper,” K’danz said, trying to sound cheerful.  “We can’t beam back up without 

risking infecting the entire crew.” 

 “And by order of Starfleet Medical,” the holodoc added, “we’ve been forbidden from beaming any further 

personnel down to help.  Dr Rasa, are you there?” 

 “Yes, Doctor,” the Bajoran CMO responded. 

 “We’ll do everything we can for you up here, but please keep in mind the odds of us finding a cure for what 

amounts to a brand new disease…” 

 “Yes, I understand,” replied Rasa.  “This virus has mutated to the point where even if we had caught it in 

the incubation stage, it’s unlikely the standard treatments would have worked to cure us.” 



 The captain took a half-step closer to the desk and said, “We’ll do everything we can up here, Doctor.  

Keep us apprised on your own progress as well.” 

 “Will do, Captain,” Rasa concluded.  “Away Team, out.” 

 The captain remained silent for a moment, his hands clasped behind his back, until he looked at the EMH. 

 “What do you think, Doc?” he asked. 

 The bald-headed holographic projection looked up at the captain with surprisingly sad-looking eyes and 

said, “The prognosis is not good.  Based on the information we have on hand, I don’t believe the Away Team will 

survive.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Dammit!” Dr Rasa yelled as he slammed the medical tricorder on the table. 

 “What’s the matter, Doctor?” K’danz asked, her face etched with concern and a new series of red blotches. 

 “I’m sorry, Commander, but this tricorder is as good as useless for my purposes,” Rasa said apologetically.  

“I need the biomedical lab equipment on the Dauntless to help me figure this out.” 

 One of the Gideon council members, a man Telmarc had introduced as Caseo, overheard the doctor’s 

comment and walked over to Rasa. 

 “I know where there is some lab equipment, Doctor,” he said.  “It’s old, but maybe it would suit your 

needs?” 

 “It’s worth a try,” the Bajoran man said.  “With only this tricorder I’d be better off simply sitting here 

waiting for the virus to mutate into flowers and candy.” 

 “Then follow me.” 

 Deciding that under the circumstances it would be better for the Away Team to remain together, K’danz 

directed all six Dauntless crew to followed Caseo, who led them to an elevator which whisked them all down many 

meters below ground.  Eventually the door opened and they all followed a short corridor that ended at a set of red 

sliding doors. 

 “I’m not really sure how much of the equipment is still working,” Caseo apologized.  “It’s been years since 

anyone has come down here.”  At Caseo’s approach, the doors slid open roughly and all seven people stepped into a 

long corridor that curved off to the left. 

 The corridor was painted gray with red doors and yellow access panels positioned periodically along it.  

Caseo led the group down the corridor, past several ladders that connected to floors above and below. 

 “This looks familiar,” Major McIntyre said. 

 “It looks like a starship,” Dar commented, confused. 

 “Exactly!” McIntyre suddenly exclaimed.  “It’s an old Constitution-class ship from the mid-23rd century!” 

 “Actually, it’s a replica,” Caseo explained.  “It was built by the ruling council over 100 years ago as part of 

the plan to kidnap Captain Kirk.” 

 “Your people built a full-scale replica of a starship simply to kidnap the captain?” Counselor Gera, who 

until recently had seemed resistant to the viral infection before the familiar splotches started forming on her legs, 

asked.  “On a planet suffering severe overpopulation, you found room to build all this?” 

 “It was built underground in secret, so the majority of the population did not know of its existence,” Caseo 

explained.  “Though I’m told the crowds eventually found ways in around the outside machinery, almost giving 

away Gideon’s secret to Captain Kirk before his blood was sampled.” 

 Amazed at the level of detail he was seeing, McIntyre inquired, “Why did you leave it here?  Couldn’t your 

people have used the room to live?” 

 “Apparently once the population started dying off, the council saw no reason to dismantle this facility.  It 

had served its purpose,” Caseo stated. 

 After a few minutes of walking, Caseo finally led the Away Team through the replica sickbay, complete 

with surgical equipment circa 2269, and into the nearby science lab. 

 “As I said, Doctor.  Old but serviceable.” 

 Dr Rasa looked around, amazed.  All the equipment he would need to analyze biological samples was 

present. 

 “Counselor Gera,” Rasa said.  “Contact the ship and have them transmit all the information we have about 

Vegan coreomenengitis and the Enterprise’s mission here down to us.  We have work to do!” 

 

* * * * 

 



 While Dr Rasa waited for the latest test sample results from the bio-lab equipment, the away team accepted 

the offer of a tour of the Gideon capital city by Caseo.  Most of the sights they witnessed were horrific.  Buildings 

crumbling from exposure to the weather, unmaintained.  The bones of people who died in horrible pain lying in the 

street where they collapsed.  And occasionally groups of people, extended families, never more than eight or ten at 

most per group, huddled in buildings and living as best they could, most of them covered with the marks of the 

dreaded disease. 

 “I don’t want to die.  Not like this.  I’m not ready to die,” K’danz remarked to her husband, Dar, holding 

his hand as they walked in a rare display of affection in front of the crew.  “But if I must die here, at least I’m here 

with you.” 

 The small group turned another corner, finally heading back to the subterranean starship, when they came 

across a curious sight.  A glass case, set into the wall of a former government building near the council chamber, 

with the body of an elderly woman inside it. 

 “This is Odona, the savior of Gideon,” Caseo explained.  “It was she who first volunteered to contract the 

virus the council took from Captain Kirk’s blood.” 

 “It’s a ‘Lenin’s Tomb,’” Gunny O’Laughlin remarked, puzzling their native guide. 

 “If she was the first to contract the disease, why does she look so old, with no evidence of the rashes we’re 

all getting?” Major McIntyre asked. 

 “Because she died of natural causes after a long and fruitful life,” Caseo explained.  “The virus was taken 

from her blood after her life was saved by the Enterprise’s doctor.” 

 A thoughtful look crossed Dr Rasa’s face as he peered closer at the body in the glass coffin. 

 “Is there any way to open this case?” he asked.  “I need to take some cell samples!” 

 Caseo seemed upset by the very thought of disturbing the savior of Gideon’s body, but McIntyre and 

O’Laughlin were already heading into the building while Dar studied the frame of the glass pane.  Moments later 

McIntyre’s voice was heard through the combadges. 

 “McIntyre to Dr Rasa.  We’ve found the access to the casket.  Come into the building and second door on 

the right.  It looks like a storage closet from the outside.” 

 A few minutes later, Dr Rasa arrived in the small access room just as the two Marines were removing the 

panel which opened the crypt.  Quickly, the doctor gathered blood and tissue samples from Odona’s body and 

McIntyre and O’Laughlin replaced the panel. 

 “I must get back to the lab!” Rasa exclaimed. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “It was worse than I feared,” Dr Rasa explained to Captain Koester over the viewscreen.  The captain could 

not believe the damage the coreomenengitis virus had already done.  The Bajoran doctor’s face looked like one huge 

scabbed rash, and from the looks of the joined-Trill Ship’s Counselor in the background, the rest of the away team 

was fairing no better.  The only crewmember not completely covered by the splotches according to Dr Rasa was 

Dar, who was only mildly affected, probably due to his half-Klingon physiology. 

 “The virus did not mutate because of the method used to pass it on to the population.  I’ve consulted all the 

records from the Enterprise and confirmed it was Dr McCoy’s cure of Odona that caused it.  WE mutated this 

disease!  The antigen McCoy used caused the viral mutation to begin, which within five generations of the virus 

itself, developed into an airborne pathogen.” 

 “But you believe you have a cure?” Koester asked with hope, pacing wildly back and forth across the 

bridge. 

 “I have a lead.  I’m going to need the bio-lab on the Dauntless to confirm my findings.” 

 “Professor Abrams is already heading that up,” the captain confirmed.  “I have one question though.  The 

virus affected 98% of the population, but nowhere near as fast as it did the away team.  Why are all of you so close 

to succumbing to this disease?” 

 Dr Rasa took a deep and painful breath before answering. 

 “Partly I believe it’s due to the fact the population has lived here with the virus their whole lives.  Some it 

seems are born with a natural immunity.  Most are not, but it still takes decades for the disease to kill them.  

However, the virus seems to have a heartier appetite for non-Gideon DNA.” 

 Koester nodded grimly, then finally said, “We’ll be awaiting your call.  Good luck, Doctor.  To all of you.  

I need my CMO, Chief Engineer, Chief of Security, Counselor, First Sergeant and XO back.” 

 “Thank you, Captain.  I’m trying my best.  Rasa, out.” 



 Turning off the communications monitor in the false-Enterprise’s lab, Rasa turned toward Counselor Gera, who sat 

nearby. 

 “I should have the results shortly.  Please gather the away team in sickbay next door.” 

 For the next few minutes, the joined-Trill looked for the other away team members.  The two Marines, McIntyre and 

O’Laughlin, were easy to find, sitting in the corridor outside the lab swapping war stories.  The XO and Chief Engineer however 

were a little more difficult to locate. 

 A few minutes later Gera finally emerged on the bridge.  Like the rest of the subterranean construct, it was a perfect 

copy of the Enterprise as she looked over 110 years earlier.  It was here that Gera found the two remaining away team members.  

The Counselor could not be sure, but it appeared as if K’danz may have been crying. 

 “I’m sorry to intrude,” Gera said, standing in the turbolift alcove across the bridge from the married couple.  “Dr Rasa 

wants everyone down in sickbay.  He believes he’s almost ready to try out the new vaccine.” 

 Both K’danz and Dar nodded and started across the bridge when an urgent call sounded through their combadges. 

 “O’Laughlin to Counselor Gera.  We need you and Commander K’danz down here right away!  Dr Rasa has 

collapsed!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 K’danz, Dar and Gera entered sickbay at a run, just in time to find the two Marines placing the unconscious Bajoran 

doctor on the examination table. 

 “What happened?” K’danz asked with concern. 

 “The doctor got the lab results back from the Dauntless, but they could only confirm an 80% chance the vaccine he 

developed would work,” McIntyre explained.  “So he said something about there being only one way to know for certain, and 

before either the Gunny or I could stop him, he injected himself with a hypospray.” 

 “If he dies, we all die,” O’Laughlin added needlessly. 

 While the Mjor had been explaining, Counselor Gera started scanning Rasa’s prone form with the medical tricorder. 

 “His temperature is up ten degrees.  Blood pressure elevated.  Metabolism…”  The Counselor stopped, then turned the 

tricorder on O’Laughlin and Dar in turn before returning the scanner toward Rasa.  “It’s working!  The vaccine is working!  His 

body is producing antibodies which are fighting the virus!” 

 Everyone was speechless for a moment until Gunny summed up everyone’s feelings. 

 “We’re saved!” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s Log, Stardate 58134.1: 

Having proved the new vaccine works, the remainder of the away team was injected, then beamed 

up to sickbay within an isolation forcefield.  The EMH informs me that all should be fit for duty 

within ninety-six hours. 

In the meantime, the medical labs have mass-produced the vaccine, which the Dauntless has 

dispersed by orbital spraying across the entire planet.  Computer models predict Gideon will be 

virus-free within six months. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Koester stood on the outside of the isolation field, smiling as he watched Dr Rasa sit up for the first time since 

his return to the ship.  The viral rashes, which had once covered over 90% of Rasa’s body, were still in the process of shrinking.  

Within a few days, the entire away team would be back to normal. 

 “Congratulations, Doctor,” Koester said to Rasa as the EMH injected another vitamin supplement into the medical 

officer’s neck.  “And good work.  I’d hate to have to replace you.”  The captain looked at each of the six away team members in 

turn.  “And I mean all of you.” 

 “It’s a good thing we found that body, eh, Doc?” O’Laughlin said with a smile. 

 “I’d hate to think where we’d be if we hadn’t,” K’danz added. 

 “It just goes to show, not everything turns out exactly as hoped or planned,” Rasa said to his fellow team members.  

“Not the Gideon’s plan.  Not Dr McCoy’s plan.” 

 The Bajoran doctor laid back down and closed his eyes before observing, “Man was just not meant to fool around with 

nature arbitrarily.” 

 

The End 


