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 “Bridge to Captain Koester.” 

 Captain Peter J. Koester looked up from the padd he had been reading.  With less than a week remaining 

before the Dauntless would depart drydock, work and activity had increased exponentially aboard the starship and 

few of the crew found much inactive time of late.  The latest status report the captain was reviewing included the list 

of repair milestones the shipyard crew had completed, and to Koester’s satisfaction, most have them had been 

checked off as finished.  Still, glad for the distraction, he placed the padd on his ready room desk and tapped the 

intercom. 

 “This is the Captain.  Go ahead, Carrie.” 

 The voice of Commander (Carrie) K’danz , the starship’s first officer, sounded amused as she said, 

“There’s a special delivery arriving for you, Skipper.” 

 “A package?” Koester asked, sounding confused. 

 “Not exactly,” K’danz replied.  “You may want to come out here.” 

 Koester frowned as he shut off the intercom circuit and quickly stepped out onto the bridge. 

 As the re-launch date moved closer, there was more and more activity on the bridge as well.  Aside from 

Commander K’danz, who occupied her usual seat to the right of the command chair, working through her LCARS 

interface, the ops console was manned by Lt Commander Phillip Winters, his ever-present tan satchel hanging off 

his shoulder, while Chief Science Officer Alasdair Wallace was reviewing program files at the science station, 

forwarding those of significance to Ensign Ka’Dan, the Klingon exchange officer who was preparing the tactical 

console.  Across the bridge, Master Chief Petty Officer Pono Kyman manned the mission ops station, overseeing the 

work teams throughout the starship as the near-last minute work neared completion, occasionally checking with 

Ensign John Smith at the nearby engineering console, who was testing the starship’s propulsion systems through 

computer simulation. 

 “What’s up, Carrie?” the captain asked, stepping up toward the center seat.  K’danz looked up, a gleam in 

her brown eyes as she looked over toward Winters. 

 “On screen, Phillip,” she said. 

 Winters nodded acknowledgement as he activated the large main viewscreen on the forward bulkhead of 

the bridge.  As the screen clicked into focus, showing the view out through the framework of the orbital drydock, a 

small vessel came into view, slowly approaching the starship. 

 “The new yacht!” the captain exclaimed, sounding very pleased as he glanced back toward K’danz.  “San 

Francisco Yards pulled through!” 

 “Yes, sir,” K’danz replied, sounding pleased herself, especially since it had been her prodding inquiries that 

had finally assured the small vessel’s delivery before the Dauntless departed drydock.  “She came in on a transport 

this morning.” 

 Koester looked back toward the viewscreen, still grinning, as he ordered, “Magnify.”  Winters complied by 

touching a control on his ops console.  With a click, the nose of the new yacht filled the viewer.  The captain could 

see his starship’s registry number, 75310, painted in bold numbers above the name of the vessel, Jutland. 

 “Where is Jutland?” K’danz asked, a puzzled expression on her face as she stood up next to her captain. 

 “Not a where,” Chief Kyman answered as he turned his seat at mission ops around to face the XO.  “A 

battle.  Largest sea battle of Earth’s World War One.  Quite a bloody one if I recall as well.” 

 “With more ‘an 8500 casualties, it certainly fits our naming tradition,” Commander Wallace added.  

“Bloody is an understatement.” 



 As the bridge crew watched, the viewscreen image changed to a view from below the main saucer hull of 

the starship.  As the yacht neared the docking port, it slowed, coming to a dead stop below the port.  Then, firing 

maneuvering thrusters, the yacht yawed to port, turning one hundred and eighty degrees to face the same direction as 

the Dauntless.  The Jutland remained motionless for a few seconds as the pilot confirmed position and attitude. 

 “Captain, the yacht is requesting permission to dock,” Ensign Ka’Dan reported from the tactical position. 

 Koester turned to look at the young Klingon officer and replied, “Permission granted.” 

 Ka’Dan grunted in acknowledgement before contacting the new yacht.  “Jutland, you have permission to 

dock.” 

 As the captain turned back toward the viewscreen, the Jutland fired another set of thrusters and slowly 

moved upward, closing the gap between the yacht and the Dauntless.  Slowing further as it entered the docking port, 

the yacht finally nestled into place.  Koester could just barely feel the jostle of the deck as the docking latches 

locked into place and the yacht’s warp nacelles folded up into the hull below the primary torpedo tube. 

 “Bridge to yacht Jutland.  Very well done.  My compliments,” the captain said to the auxiliary craft’s pilot 

over the intercom. 

 “Thank you, Daddy,” a young female voice replied.  Suddenly K’danz, Kyman, Winters and Wallace all 

burst into laughter at Koester’s shocked expression. 

 “Gem?!?  Where are you?  You’re not…?” 

 “I’m piloting the new yacht,” the captain’s teenage daughter replied, a distinct tone of pride in her voice.  “I 

did a pretty good job of piloting her in, didn’t I?” 

 “Uh… Yeah,” Koester replied, still a little confused.  “And just when did you learn to pilot a vessel like the 

yacht?” 

 “Major McIntyre has been teaching me.  What do you think I’ve been doing with my spare time while 

we’ve been in the shipyard?” 

 “Mack?” 

 “Here, sir,” responded the voice of the starship’s Marine Chief of Security.  “I’ve been giving Gem two or 

three lessons a week.  Did real well too, sir.  She’s a natural.  Soloed in the Okinawa two weeks ago.  I tagged along 

on this run just to make sure she wouldn’t have any problems docking, but she did great!” 

 Koester looked at his First Officer, who was still guffawing quietly, and said, “I was wondering what she 

was doing to stay out of trouble?  It’s obvious you were aware of all this.  When did these lessons start?” 

 “She asked Mack when you and Michele were honeymooning on Pacifica.” 

 Koester shook his head in amazement, then with a smile said, “Very well.  Carry on, Cadet Koester.  Power 

down the yacht and I’ll see you at dinner.  Bridge, out.” 

 “Carry on, aye,” Gem Koester replied.  “See you later, Daddy.  Jutland, out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 60418.7 

T-Minus 3 Days to Launch 

 

 The Dauntless senior staff was gathered in the observation lounge behind the bridge.  It was the first time 

the entire command staff had gathered together at one time since the starship had entered drydock, especially since 

several of the senior staff had been replaced over the previous six months. 

 Sitting at the head of the table, as usual, sat Captain Peter J. Koester.  To his right, First Officer K’danz, her 

husband, Chief Engineer Dar, Chief of Security Major Sean Elliott McIntyre and Chief Science Officer/Second 

Officer Alasdair Wallace.  To the Captain’s left sat Chief of Operations Phillip Winters, the Bajoran Chief Medical 

Officer Rasa Palin and Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera.  At the opposite end of the table, almost as if he had never left 

the Dauntless, sat Command Master Chief Pono R. Kyman, the Chief of the Boat (COB) as the crew called him. 

 “Ship status, Exec?” the captain asked K’danz without preamble. 

 “All scheduled repairs complete.  Shipyard crews are performing final cleanup,” explained the First 

Officer.  “Captain Quinteros reports the ship will be ready for turnover inspection at 1400 hours tomorrow.” 

 “Very well,” Koester said, adding the appointment into his scheduling padd.  “You and the COB will 

accompany me on that inspection tour, Exec.” 

 Both K’danz and Kyman acknowledged as Koester moved on. 

 “Engineering status?” 

 Dar, the half-Klingon Chief Engineer, looked at the captain and reported, “All engineering systems have 

passed simulation trials.  We’ll likely have to do some fine tuning to the warp engines once we leave drydock, but 



that’s what space-trials are for.  Deuterium tanks and anti-matter pods have been topped off.  In summery, 

Engineering is standing by.” 

 “Very good.  Operations?” 

 Lt Commander Phillip Winters consulted his padd and said, “All ship’s systems are active and indicating 

normal.  Computer cores have been upgraded.  All auxiliary craft are back aboard and properly stowed.  Shuttlecraft 

T’Lani III has been designated the Ready-Fifteen.  The shipyard has completed the upgrades to ship’s sensors, which 

are now operating at 125% above original specs.  Captain Quinteros’ crew does good work, Peter.” 

 “Outstanding,” Koester responded.  “Security?” 

 “Weapons systems upgrades complete and now meet latest standards.  Torpedo loadout currently stands at 

150 photon casings and 110 quantum casings,” Major Sean McIntyre responded.  “A bit more than our original 

design loadout, but we managed to find room for them.”  The Starfleet Marine officer looked toward Commander 

K’danz with a smile as he added, “Tube mechanisms have been completely overhauled, so we should have no need 

for a toothbrush-level cleaning for some time.”  K’danz nodded back at the Major before rolling her eyes as he 

continued his report.  “Once we’re space-borne again, I’m designating the Iwo Jima and Guadalcanal as the Ready-

Five.  As for security and Special Contingent 41, we’re still a dozen men short, though I’m expecting a 1
st
 

Lieutenant Michael Drake to arrive before we re-launch.  SFMC has promised me replacements as soon as they can 

spare the manpower.  Since the Zaqri attack that almost destroyed us, more and more starships are requesting 

Marine personnel to supplement their security staffs, especially aboard ships that are patrolling near the Tzenkethi 

border.  Starfleet command is still expecting some sort of response from the Tzenkethi, but they’ve obviously been 

busy recovering from the attack on their capital.” 

 Understandable,” replied the captain.  “Which reminds me, all Department Heads are required to attend a 

security briefing Admiral Fil will be presenting on behalf of Starfleet Intelligence.  I must check with him, but we’ll 

probably schedule it for the day before our space-trials commence.” 

 As everyone at the briefing table entered the new appointment into their padds, the captain continued. 

 “Sciences?” 

 Commander Alasdair Wallace looked over, his walrus-like mustache bristling as he reported in his thick 

Scottish brogue, “As Commander Winters reported, our sensor grids have been repaired and upgraded.  All labs are 

fully staffed and equipped.  Stellar cartography charts have been updated.  A lot of that material includes the star 

maps we ourselves charted last year.  Based on the recommendations of both yourself and Commander K’danz, I’ve 

appointed Commander T’Ashara as my Assistant Chief of department.  In summery, Science Department stands 

by.” 

 “Very good,” Koester acknowledged.  “Medical?” 

 Dr Rasa Palin, the Bajoran Chief Medical Officer, quickly consulted with the red-haired Trill woman 

sitting next to him before turning back toward the captain and replying, “Sickbay systems are currently on stand-by, 

but all systems have been tested satisfactory.  All supplies and equipment have been restocked.  The EMH has been 

downloaded back into the sickbay computer system.  His program has been tested and he’s feeling fine.” 

 “Good to hear,” Koester said.  He then looked down the length of the conference table and inquired, 

“Anything you want to add, COB?” 

 Pono Kyman gave a subtle nod before saying, “I’m coordinating with Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin to 

confirm the standing of our enlisted crew.  For some of our newest replacements, this is their first deep-space 

assignment, so Gunny and I will be keeping an eye on them.  Watch, Quarter and Station bill has been approved and 

posted in LCARS.  The ship is manned and ready.” 

 “Excellent.  Anything more to add?” 

 K’danz tentatively raised her hand.  When the captain glanced in her direction, she asked, “Will there be 

any kind of ceremony before we depart drydock?” 

 Koester shook his head as he answered, “I’m afraid not, Exec.  We’re just ‘any old starship’ departing 

drydock so another vessel can pull in for repairs a couple of days later.  No pomp and circumstance.  No big 

celebration.  And truthfully, I think I prefer it that way.  Anything else anyone?”  When no one else spoke, the 

captain finally concluded, “We depart drydock in three days.  Have your departments finish up all the details.  

Dismissed.” 

 

* * * * 

 



Stardate 60426.9 

Launch Day 

 

 “Thrusters at station keeping,” ordered K’danz from her normal seat. 

 “Thrusters at station keeping, aye,” Lieutenant Peck, the Bolian helmsman who manned conn during alpha 

shift replied. 

 “Mister Winters, disconnect all support umbilicals.” 

 “All umbilicals disconnected.  All drydock accessways retracted.  All systems standing by,” Winters 

reported from the ops console next to Peck. 

 “All systems standing by, aye,” K’danz replied before turning to look back at Major McIntyre.  “Mack, 

request clearance to depart drydock.” 

 A moment passed before the Marine officer looked back at K’danz and replied, “Antares Shipyard has 

cleared us for departure at our discretion, Commander.” 

 K’danz nodded before turning back to look at Captain Koester.  “We have clearance.  The ship is ready to 

depart drydock, Skipper.” 

 On the bridge around them, aside from the normal crew that manned alpha shift, several other crew 

members watched as the Dauntless prepared to depart the drydock, including Admiral Penji Fil of Catulla and 

Commander T’Ashara of Vulcan, who both had served together aboard two other starships in the past and now stood 

near the science console behind Lieutenant T’Pan, observing the activity on the bridge and reminiscing about 

bygone times.   

 “Thank you, Exec,” Koester responded as he looked up at the main viewscreen.  “Mister Peck, thrusters 

ahead.  Take us out.” 

 Slowly at first, the drydock frame started moving beyond the edges of the viewscreen.  As the speed 

gradually increased, the captain realized he was staring to feel that same excited feeling in his gut as he had when 

the Dauntless-75310 was first launched just over eight years earlier.  He looked at his First Officer and smiled.  She 

winked back at him in return. 

 Finally, after what had felt like several long minutes but was actually less than sixty seconds, the far aft end 

of the starship’s warp nacelles cleared the drydock. 

 “We are free and clear to navigate, Captain,” Peck reported, turning his seat to look back at the command 

chair.  Before Koester could respond, applause led by Admiral Fill broke out on the bridge.  After several seconds, 

the applause died away and the captain pressed the intercom control on the arm of his chair.  A whistle sounded 

throughout the starship. 

 “Attention all hands, this is the captain.  First, please accept my appreciation on a job well done.  Dauntless 

has returned to space on schedule and once more in excellent condition.  As you are all aware, we’ll be entering 

standard orbit of Antares III for final fitting out and last minute briefs before we commence space-trials in three 

days.  Trials are expected to last two weeks, following which, if all goes as expected, we will return to our normal 

duties of exploration and diplomacy.”  Koester paused a moment as another round of applause could be heard 

throughout the ship.  As the sound faded away moments later, he finally concluded, “Department heads make 

reports to Commander K’danz.  Carry on.” 

 “Standard orbit, Mister Peck,” K’danz ordered as the starship continued to move away from her home of 

the last six months.  The Bolian officer acknowledged and piloted the Dauntless into orbit not far from where she 

had been repaired.  As the bridge settled down, including the several visitors who had watched the proceedings 

heading off into the turbolifts, Koester stood up from the command chair and looked at his XO. 

 “Carrie, once we’re in orbit and all departments have reported status, set the in-port watch.  I’ll be in my 

ready room.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Kdanz replied as she settled into Koester’s vacated seat and watched him step through the 

doors and into the ready room beyond. 

 

The End 

 


