Captain Peter Koester’s expression changed from one of happiness to concern. On his desktop monitor, the
image of Commander Michelle Petersen, Chief of Security aboard the starship USS McAuliffe and the captain’s long
time fiancée, looked out, her expression one of frustration.

“As it stands, |1 might as well be Security Chief aboard one of the Fleet Museum displays. The ship’s been
in spacedock for months. The crew has nothing to do. Morale is low. 1’m about at the end of my rope.” Petersen
sighed, and then added, “I’m two seconds away from submitting my retirement papers.”

“You could always take a leave of absence and come spend some time aboard the Dauntless,” Koester
suggested.

“You know it wouldn’t be a good idea for me to join your crew,” Petersen responded.

“l didn’t say you should join my crew. Just come and visit. It would give us a chance to spend some time
together.” The captain’s eyebrows started moving up and down as he added, “Perhaps we could even find the time
to finally get married.”

Before Petersen could respond, the voice of Commander Kevin Fry sounded through the intercom,
“Captain to the bridge!”

“Well, at least someone is seeing some action,” Petersen commented to Koester’s sigh.

“Just not the kind I’m looking for,” the captain responded as he got out of his chair. “I’ll call you again
soon. Love you. Dauntless, out.”

Petersen was blowing a kiss as the monitor turned black and the captain rushed out of his quarters.
Moments later, he emerged on the bridge, where Commander Fry was standing, talking to Counselor Gera.

“Report,” the captain requested as he joined the two officers.

“We’ve just received a distress call from the Adelphous system. They say it’s a dire emergency,” said Fry.
“I’ve already altered course and increased speed to warp eight.”

“Did the message say what was wrong?” the captain asked.

“Only that the lives of the entire planet’s population were at stake.”
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Captain’s log, stardate 59556.7:

The Dauntless has arrived in the Adelphous system, where a former Starfleet facility
orbits the third planet. That facility, under the control of the planet’s government since it
was ceded to Adephous Il a century ago, now threatens the entire planet and its
population of more than seven billion.

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out.

Four beams coalesed into the forms of Captain Peter Koester, First Officer K’danz, Chief Engineer Dar and
Science Officer Jorruss. As soon as they had finished materializing, the Deltan pulled his tricorder out of its holster
and started scanning their surroundings as the station administrator approached, offering his hand to the captain.

“I’m Administrator Kella. Welcome to Adelphia-One, Captain. | just wish your visit were under better
circumstances.”

“What exactly are your circumstances?” asked Captain Koester as he returned the Adelfan man’s
handshake. “And how can we assist you? The Dauntless may be a large starship, but there is no way we can
evacuate seven billion people.”

Kella lead the Dauntless crew toward the engineering section of the space station as he explained the
situation.

“As you probably already know, this station was built by the Federation in the late 23rd century.”



“I thought this looked like older Starfleet technology,” Dar said as the group walked down the corridor.
Meanwhile, Jorruss reacted to something his tricorder had evidently picked up as Kella continued his explaination.

“When Adelphous 11l decided to remain neutral and not join the Federation in 2377, Starfleet turned the
station, which had only recently completed construction, over to our government as a good-will gesture. Since that
time, it has become the hub of commercial traffic, tourism and trade for the entire sector. So you can imagine our
concern when we started having problems with the station’s reactors.”

“Are you having problems with your matter/antimatter injection system?” the half-Klingon Dar asked.

“We don’t have M/A reactors on this station, Commander,” Kella said as they arrived at their destination
and the administrator unlocked the door with a keypad. “This station used a more experimental power source.”

The five people entered the reactor control room, which overlooked five large reactor units that filled what
was probably the largest open space on the station.

“Pergium reactors?” Dar asked, confused.

“Pergium/durellium, actually,” Kella said, a slight hint of pride in his voice in spite of the situation.

“You’re kidding!” Dar exclaimed. “Do you realize how dangerous a P/D reactor is? The Federation
stopped experimenting with them less than two years after the first one became operational, and that was over a
century ago! Besides power, they were also found to generate residual byproducts such as chroniton radiation and
isolytic particles. They’re deadly!”

“That’s why Starfleet recommended we retrofit the station with either fusion or M/A reactors when they
turned the station over to our planet,” Kella said with a nod. “However, once Adelphous Il took control of the
station, and it was realized the P/D cores could last well over 150 standard years, the administration decided it would
be, and | quote, ...more cost effective to maintain the original reactors.”

“Which brings us to why we’re now here,” commented the bald-headed Chief Science Officer. “These
readings I’ve been monitoring since we arrived... They’re indicative of a progressive cascade failure.”

“You are correct,” Kella admitted. “By our calculations, we have less than 48 hours to shut down and
replace these reactors before they go supercritical. And with the station’s proximity to Adelphous 111, the resulting
subspace tear would not only destroy the station, but our home planet and a good portion of the solar system as
well.”

Koester shook his head in amazement that there were still cultures in the galaxy with so little regard to how
their present actions would effect future events as he turned to his Chief Engineer and asked, “Do you think we can
avert this tragedy, Mister Dar?”

“Repowering the station should be simple enough,” the half-Klingon engineer replied. “I can transfer a
couple of the fusion reactors from the Dauntless’ impulse drive over here to power the station. It’ll reduce our
impulse capability, but it’s not like we’re going anywhere before this is over. As for the removal of the P/D
reactors, that’s going to be the tricky part. Durellium is highly unstable, even more so after a century of powering a
space station. That’s one of the main reasons P/D reactors never progressed past the experimental stage. It’s going
to be delicate work, especially under these time constraints. 1’m going to require just about the entire Eng Dep from
the Dauntless, plus anyone with some engineering knowledge willing to volunteer who can lend a hand.”

“Get to it,” Koester ordered.

Captain’s log, supplemental:

Time remaining; Twenty seven hours until Adelphia-One goes critical.

It took only six hours to remove fusion reactors number three and four from the
Dauntless’ impulse drive system and get them hooked up aboard the station to supply
temporary power. Everything is jury-rigged, but Dar assures me it will all hold together.
In the meantime, thirty members of the Dauntless crew, including the majority of our
Engineering Department the ship can spare, and supplemented by a few personnel from
other divisions who have had some engineering experience in the past, including
Commander K’danz and myself, are working frantically yet carefully to shut down and
disconnect the five pergium/durellium reactors aboard the station.

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out.



Captain Koester and Lt Commander Amanda Windsor carefully lowered the control rod into place, then
Windsor glanced at the indicator panel and smiled as she relaxed slightly, the indicator showing both the decrease in
power output and both the chroniton and isolytic radiation levels.

“Well, that’s two down, three more to go,” the captain said as he took a deep breath and wiped the sweat
off his brow with the sleeve of his command-red uniform shirt.

“Hey! Careful!” the pair heard Lt Commander Dar shout at one of his junior engineers. “You have to
maintain the fusion reactor output at a steady and decreasing rate. Any spikes in power could blow one of those P/D
reactors sky high, taking the entire station and us with it!”

“Sorry, sir,” the junior grade lieutenant replied. “I’m trying to adjust the output frequency to match the
existing EPS circuit.”

On the bridge of the USS Dauntless, Ship’s Counselor Gera, her fire-red hair hanging loosely around her
shoulders, stepped over to the command chair where Commander Kevin Fry currently sat.

“What’s happening over on the station?” the Counselor asked, taking her usual place in the seat to the
command chair’s left.

“The engineering teams reported sucessfully installing the two fusion reactors and shutting down two of the
stations original cores. They should hopefully be done within another ten hours. Which won’t be soon enough,
considering I’ve had the watch for the last ten hours.”

“Lieutenant Kelly to Dauntless.”

Fry and Gera watched as Lt Robert Lockley, the Gamma Shift ops officer, responded to the call.

“Dauntless, go ahead,” Lockley replied in his rich British accent.

“Dauntless, Engineering Team Three has successfully shut down reactor three.”

Lt Commander Alan High, who was likewise pulling a double shift as one of the few engineers still aboard
the starship, clicked on his console’s communications channel and with a smile responded, “We copy you,
Engineering Team Three. Good work.”

High was about to pass the report on to Fry, the Officer of the Deck, as was normal procedure when Kelly’s
call was interrupted.

“Engineering Team Four to Dauntless, emergen...”

The comm channel went dead. Fry quickly stood and asked, “What happened?”

“l don’t know, Commander,” reported Lockley. “I’ve lost...”

“Kevin, I’m picking up a massive energy buildup aboard Adelphia-One!”

“Bridge to transporter room one,” shouted Fry. “Lock on to all the engineering teams! Beam them aboard
now!”

The transporter chief’s frantic voice replied through the intercom circuit, “I’m trying my best, sir, but
there’s too much radiation interference to maintain a lock!”

“Isolytic radiation is peaking!” High exclaimed. “We have to get out of here! Now!”

“Helm, move us away from the station,” Fry ordered just as a bright flash overloaded the viewscreen.
Before anyone could react, the starship was knocked on its side. Sparks flew from almost every console on the
bridge as the crew were all knocked to the deck. Every light went out and the alert klaxon sounded briefly before
quickly cutting off in an almost sickening gurgle.

“Is everyone alright?” Fry finally asked as everything grew quiet. From around the bridge came slow,
confused acknowledgements. Then the lights returned as the starship’s systems rebooted and one by one the bridge
consoles returned to life. However, it was the image on the main viewer that captured everyone’s attention.

“My God,” whispered Lt Lockley.

On the screen, what remained of the space station Adelphia-One tumbled in space. Half the station had
apparently vaporized.

“Life signs?” Fry asked, holding out some hope.

“Sensors are reading fourteen weak life-signs,” Jorruss reported, looking up at Fry with a disappointed
expression. “All of them are Adelfian. And Commander... The entire station’s power core... It’s gone. No
survivors.”

“We’ve got bigger problems!” added Lt Commander High. “The reactor explosion has opened a subspace
tear.” High pressed a control and the screen image changed to a view of a rip in the fabric of space. “The tear is
slowly growing larger. At its current rate, it will destroy this solar system within six hours. And to make matters



worse, our warp drive is down and with two fusion reactors missing, we’re down to only one-third impulse. We
can’t outrun the tear, and neither can Adelphous I11.”

* * * *

The fog slowly lifted from Captain Koester’s mind. He realized he was laying on the deck. His vision was
nothing but a bright blur, though he could sense his eyes starting to clear. He sat up, immediately regretting it as a
wave of nausea passed over him. Holding back the urge to puke, he took several deep breaths before calling out,
“Exec?”

The muffled sound of a voice right next to him made the captain realize his ears were ringing, and he
realized there must have been some sort of explosion.

“What happened?” K’danz asked, as she continued to simply lay on her back to avoid getting sick.

“Power from our fusion reactor spiked, causing an overload. We should have been blown to pieces.
Somehow we got lucky,” replied Dar’s voice from nearby.

The captain’s vision continued to slowly clear as he looked around. What he could see surprised him.

“Could that power surge have caused a shutdown of the station’s reactors, Dar?”

“No, sir,” Dar replied, his own vision clearing. “They weren’t built that way. The only option was for
them to overload and explode...”

Both Koester and Dar sat on the deck, mouths open, as they looked around the reactor room. All five
reactors hummed with power and looked brand new. Their confusion was quickly interrupted by the sound of a
harsh, male voice filling the air.

“Intruder... alert! Intruder... alert! Intruder... alert!”

“Oh boy,” was all Dar had time to say before the reactor compartment doors flew open and dozens of
armed men in armor and helmets burst into the room, weapons drawn at the Dauntless crew, many of whom simply
remained sitting on the deck, arms raised high in the air.

A few minutes later, an officer wearing what Captain Koester recognized as a Starfleet uniform that was
over a century old with the rank stripes of a Lt Commander on his cuffs walked into the compartment. In the
intervening time, the security guards had separated the thirty unknown intruders that had been found throughout the
reactor compartment into two groups. The first consisted of Koester and K’danz, who were both human, along with
all the rest of the humans and other species the guards recognized. The second, which consisted of only seven
members of Koester’s crew, was made up of the half-Klingon Dar and the species the guards had no knowledge of,
such as the Selay engineer Ensign S’Shaathii. Koester felt his stomach drop as he started to realize what had
happened to his crew.

“Who are you people? And how did you get aboard my station?” the newly arrived Lt Commander
inquired forcefully.

Koester carefully got to his feet, still holding his hands up to show he had no weapons, and moved slowly
toward the commander.

“My name is Peter Koester. All of these people are with me. It is important that | speak with you,
Commander. Alone. What | have to tell you may be a little hard to believe.”

The newly arrived officer looked over Koester and his uniform dubiously for a moment before finally
nodding and gestured for Koester to follow him away from the crowd. The two men, followed by a pair of station
security guards, left the reactor space and walked to the commander’s office just off the station’s operations room.
While the guards waited outside, Koester followed the commander into his office.

“I’m Lt Commander Brian Barke, commanding officer of this facility. You are aboard Starfleet Outpost
Epsilon-12. Now, what are you doing here? And why are you with a Klingon and all those other aliens to0?”

Koester took a deep breath, then said, “Judging from your uniform, I’m guessing this is Earth year 2270?
Maybe 22727~

The strange expression returned to Barke’s face as he said, “2276, actually. What do you mean, you’re
guessing the year?”

“This will sound very strange to you, Commander, but my full name is Captain Peter J. Koester. |
command a Federation starship named the USS Dauntless.”

“The starship Dauntless was taken out of service eighty years ago,” Barke scoffed. “It’s part of the fleet
museum now. And what you’re wearing is certainly no Starfleet uniform I’m aware of!” Koester simply shook his
head.

“There will be another starship named Dauntless... About a century from now.”



Koester’s statement hit Barke like a punch to the stomach. He sat, almost collapsing into his chair behind
the desk.

“You’re from... You claim you’re from...the future?” he said with a hint of skepticism.

“l know there is no way | can prove my story to you, Commander. Not without breaking the regulations of
my own time. But you must know, deep inside, I’m telling you the truth.”

Barke nodded slightly at the logic of what Koester was saying.

“I can only make a suggestion,” the captain continued, “but | believe your best option is to turn me and my
crew over to the Office of Temporal Investigations.”

Barke made a single laugh as he said, “I always thought the stories I’ve heard about a department that does
nothing but investigate time travel was just a joke.”

“Believe me, Commander, in my time, nobody jokes about TI.”

“But... What about that Klingon out there that my guards apprehended? And all those other aliens | don’t
recognize. Can | simply let them all go?”

“l assure you, Commander, every one of those so-called intruders your men captured is a member of my
crew. None of them will cause you any trouble, | can vouch for every one of them. | know that doesn’t mean much
coming from someone you don’t know, but | assure you, every one of us is a Starfleet officer, past, present or future.
Just isolate us from the rest of your crew and find out what T1 wants you to do with us.”

“You’re probably right,” Barke said, then pressed an intercom button on his desk. “Lieutenant Stockwell,
please escort my guest back to his crew, then take them all to recreation room two. Keep them isolated there, but
comfortable. And do not talk to any of them.”

* * * *

The Dauntless crew were gathered in the space station’s rec room. In spite of its stark, simple furnishings,
the nature sounds from Earth that filled the room helped the crew feel more at ease, the birdsongs and sound of
splashing water blending together in the background.

“How did we get here? And where exactly is here?” K’danz asked the group that had gathered around one
of the game tables that included her husband Dar, Captain Koester and Asst Chief Engineer Amanda Windsor.

“We’re still on Adelphia-One,” said Koester. “But we’re more than one hundred years in the past.”

“We’re what?” K’danz said, not sure she believed what she was hearing. “How did that happen?”

“Everything seemed to be going fine,” replied Dar. “All the reactors had excessive chroniton particle
buildup, of course. There must have been an overload on one of the reactors we hadn’t shut down yet, but
technically we should all be dead, sucked into a subspace tear by the isolytic charge.”

“Instead we wind up on the exact same spot where we were all standing, only a century earlier,”
commented Windsor with a shrug. “Who would have guessed.”

“We probably should have,” the captain said. “Exec, do you remember what happened about six months
ago?”

“When we found our counterparts aboard the derelict starship Independence?” K’danz said with a nod, just
before the realization hit her. “Everyone who was on the station working on the reactors were the same people we
found aboard that ship! We should have recognized that!”

“So much has happened since then...,” Windsor said.

The group sat silently for a moment, looking around at the rest of the Dauntless crew who either milled
about talking quietly or sat at other game tables, a few even starting to play the games.

“Well, now we know how we ended up in the past,” remarked Koester. “Now, we need to figure out how
we all end up on the Independence?”

Just at that moment, the rec room doors opened and Lt Commander Barke entered, making a bee-line
straight for Captain Koester.

“I’m still not one-hundred percent convinced by your story, Mister Koester,” Barke admitted. “But I’ve
consulted with Starfleet Command and Temporal Investigations... I’ll be damned the organization actually exists!
Well, anyway, both agree that you and those we captured with you should be returned to Earth for debriefing and
final disposition.”

“Exactly what I thought would happen,” Koester said with a nod. “How are we going to be transported?”

“There’s a starship currently make a port visit here at the station, just finishing up their latest five-year
mission. Since they’re heading home anyway, they’ll be taking you back to Earth,” Barke explained, then gestured
to another officer who had just entered the rec room. Koester was about to say something when K’danz grabbed his
uniform sleeve and started jumping up and down on the balls of her feet.



“My God!” she practically squealed. “Do you know who that is?!?”

Koester glanced at the newcomer, thinking the man looked familiar, but not sure exactly how. He glanced
at the shoulderboard rank insignia of the man’s short-sleeved uniform which he was fairly sure was captain’s stripes.
The man must be the commanding officer of the starship that would take the Dauntless crew back to Earth, he
decided. And through it all, K’danz kept tugging on Koester’s sleeve.

“Mister Koester, this is Captain James Kirk of the starship Enterprise,” Barke said in way of introduction.
Koester was almost floored as he finally recognized the famous captain, looking somewhat different than his
pictures in the history texts, which usually concentrated on Kirk’s first five-year mission in command of the
Enterprise or his later years following the Genesis Incident of the 2280°s. Meanwhile, Dar tried to calm his wife,
fearing she would collapse from hyperventilating so badly.

“We appreciate you giving us a lift,” Koester said to Kirk, offering the captain a handshake. “I promise
you my crew and | will not cause you any problems.”

“It’s not a problem,” Kirk said with a smile as he noticed K’danz trying to remain relatively calm, her eyes
still wide with excitement. “We’ll have you back home in no time.”

To Be Continued...



