
Captain’s log, stardate 61585.3: 

The Dauntless has just finished exploring the Delta Ophicus star system, located just 

beyond the Typhon Expanse, where we made first contact with an intelligent, advanced 

race living on the fourth planet of the system, a world which they call Xos, which in their 

language means serene.  It was a surprise, to say the least, as Xosian spaceships 

approached the Dauntless in orbit, when our mission was merely supposed to be passive 

observation of what we believed to be a primitive culture. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 “It was really amazing,” Captain Peter Koester said to his teenaged daughter, Gem, as the two fished off the 

back of a powerboat in a simulation on the holodeck.  “Even though they look humanoid, the Xosians are no more 

than fifteen centimeters tall, with thin, insect-like wings.  And several centuries ago, they used a form of warp drive 

to explore the galaxy before deciding, much like the Ba’ku, that there was no place they really wanted to go beyond 

their home planet.”  The captain, dressed in his off-duty vest, cast his fishing line out into the holographic ocean 

once more before adding, “Having seen what the Xosians look like and now knowing they explored the galaxy long 

before humans moved out into space, I can’t help but wonder if they are the origin of fairy stories on Earth?” 

 Gem shrugged noncommittally as she pulled in another bluefish, her seventh of the program, quickly 

tossing it back over the side of the boat once it was off her hook. 

 “I’m so glad to see you’re so enthusiastic about the results of our latest mission,” the captain added as he 

watched his daughter cast her line once again.  “And how is it you’re catching so many fish and all I’ve been doing 

is sitting here?” 

 “I reprogrammed the simulation,” Gem replied matter-of-factly, almost immediately feeling the tug on her 

pole as another bluefish hooked itself on her line.  “Made it so the fish are only attracted to my hook.” 

 “Figures,” Koester said, reeling in his line and tossing the pole toward the bow of the cruiser as he stood up 

and moved to the helm, preparing to helm the boat back toward shore.  “Are you by chance studying the early career 

of James Kirk in school yet?” 

 “Bridge to Cap’n Koester,” interrupted the voice of second officer Commander Aladair Wallace.  Koester 

tapped his combadge to reply. 

 “Go ahead, Commander.” 

 “Cap’n, Ensign Euwess has detected a temporal anomaly less than a light year off our current course.” 

 Koester’s expression changed to one of mild surprise as he said, “Let’s take a closer look, Alasdair.  I’ll be 

right up.”  He then looked at his daughter and asked, “You want to keep using the program for a while?” 

 “Nah,” Gem replied, sounding distinctly disinterested.  “I have a little more homework to catch up on with 

Emma.” 

 Koester nodded, then said in a voice that carried over the sounds of the waves and seagulls, “Computer, end 

program and exit.”  As both participants stood up, the scenery around them faded from view, replaced by the bare 

open holodeck.  The captain gave his daughter a hug once they reached the corridor before each headed in a 

different direction.  A few minutes later, the captain emerged from the turbolift onto the bridge. 

 “Report?” he asked as he neared the Scotsman sitting in the center seat. 

 “We’re nearin’ the location of the anomaly, Cap’n,” Wallace replied, standing up and heading toward the 

science console where a meter tall rat-like being with soft tan and white fur and old-fashioned glasses in front of her 

beady black eyes stood atop the console chair. 

 “It’s definitely not a natural phenomenon,” Ensign Aroe Euwess, the Roden science officer reported in a 

squeaky sounding voice as the two senior officers stepped over.  “It’s definitely being generated by artificial 

means.” 

 “What’s generating it?” Captain Koester asked. 

 “Uncertain, Captain,” Euwess replied. 

 “Commander Wallace, I’m detecting something coming through the anomaly!” tactical officer April 

Mendez reported.  “It’s a vessel of some kind.” 

 As the crew watched, the recognizable shape of a Federation starship, a design similar to the Defiant and 

Leviathan-class starships but one looking years more advanced than even the Dauntless herself, emerged from the 

rift.  The vessel maneuvered to a position not far from the bow of the Sovereign-class starship. 



 “It’s definitely a Federation starship, sir,” Mendez reported.  “I’m detecting Federation markings on the 

hull, including a hull number.  NCC-100317.  And… ¡Madre de Dios!  Captain, we’re being hailed…  By the 

Dauntless!” 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier… 

These are the voyages of the starship Dauntless! 
 

Star Trek: Dauntless 
 

“A Ripple in Time” By PJK 
 

 

 Captain Koester stared with disbelief at the starship on the viewer.  Even with the distance between the two 

vessels, he could easily make out the name U.S.S. DAUNTLESS painted on the upper hull of the ship.  The vessel 

appeared about the same size as the Sovereign-class starship, and though seemingly more advanced, she looked 

battle-worn and weary.  Koester looked over at Captain Mendez and said, “Have the XO report to the bridge.”  He 

then exchanged a look with Wallace before ordering, “On screen.” 

 The main viewer blinked to the image of the other ship’s bridge, where several crew members could be 

seen wearing what were obviously Starfleet uniforms, though different in design from the uniforms Koester and his 

crew wore.  The captain noticed one of the men sitting at the forward console, who wore a red-topped uniform, 

seemed to be looking at him with intense interest. 

 “This is Captain Shirlie Danz of the Federation starship USS Dauntless,” said the woman sitting in the 

center seat.  “I need to speak to you on a matter of the utmost importance.” 

 Koester stepped forward to a position in front of his own command chair, where he said, “This is Captain 

Peter J. Koester of the…”  He found himself unable to hold back a chuckle before finally concluding, “…Of the 

Federation starship Dauntless.  I’m sorry, but I’m sure you’ll understand if I say I’m a little skeptical.  How do we 

know you’re really who you claim you are?” 

 “I understand your skepticism,” Danz replied.  “Perhaps I can convince you.  You are Captain Peter 

Koester, son of Rear Admiral Joseph Koester.  Your daughter’s name is Gem.  You have been in command of your 

Dauntless since 2380 after having commanded the same vessel previously for two years starting in 2375.  The 

current command staff of your vessel includes Colonel Sean Elliott McIntyre, Counselor Tanzia Gera, Doctor Justin 

MacMillan, Commander Alasdair Wallace, Lt Commander Dar and…  My God...  Graw-me?” 

 As the captain of the other Dauntless was speaking, Commander K’danz, First Officer of the Dauntless-

75310, stepped out of the turbolift next to the starship’s dedication plaque and stepped up next to the captain, at first 

looking curiously at the other crew on the viewscreen until the other captain’s final comment changed her 

expression to one of astonishment. 

 “Who are you?” K’danz asked. 

 “I’m…  I’m your granddaughter,” Danz replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Do you believe her story?” Captain Koester asked as he walked with K’danz toward the transporter room.  

He noticed the XO had a determined look on her face. 

 “I know it sounds fantastic, but what other explanation is there?” K’danz replied as the transporter room 

doors swished open at their approach.  “No one would know that!  No one should know that!” 

 “Know what?” Koester asked, noting there were already two Marine security guards in the room, standing 

behind Chief Blackman. 

 “The name she called me.  It was the name I used to call my own grandmother when I was very young,” 

K’danz replied.  “Only my own family would know that!” 

 Koester nodded toward the Chief, who activated the transporter.  After it had completed cycling, four 

people materialized on the platform.  Koester recognized two of them, Captain Danz and the young officer who had 

been sitting at what Koester now assumed was the other Dauntless’ helm console.  The third was a human man 

wearing a gold-topped uniform and what looked like a modified Borg implant just above his right ear.  The final 



man, the captain also noted, looked too perfect.  His skin was unnaturally smooth beneath his blue-topped uniform, 

which the captain noticed had no rank insignia on the collar like the others.  Koester stepped forward and offered his 

hand to Captain Danz as she stepped down off the platform. 

 “Welcome aboard the Dauntless, as strange as that may sound,” Koester said, shaking Danz’s hand. 

 “Thank you, Captain.”  Danz then gestured toward her crew, saying, “This is my Chief of Security, 

Lieutenant James Simpson, my helmsman, Ensign Peter Burton, and my medical officer, the Autonomous 

Emergency Medical Hologram Mark IX.” 

 Koester greeted the other crew members, feeling slightly uncomfortable when Burton’s handshake seemed 

a bit too long and tight.  He then gestured toward the corridor, leading the guests toward the briefing lounge as the 

two Marines took position behind the whole group.  Moments later, all eight people entered the briefing lounge 

behind the bridge, where Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre and Lt Commander Dar both waited.  Koester noticed Danz 

pause for a moment when she first noticed his half-Klingon chief engineer, then join everyone except Burton, who 

had stopped to look at the display of model starships all named Dauntless, at the briefing table. 

 “I understand that you all must be skeptical,” Danz said.  “I can only imagine how I would have felt if 

yesterday some starship from the future showed up in my path and its crew started spouting a bunch of nonsense.” 

 Koester, who was seated in his traditional seat at the head of the table, nodded, looking back and forth at 

his visitors. 

 “What I’m about to tell you will break the temporal prime directive,” Danz said.  “But it’s too important for 

you not to know.” 

 Danz glanced out through the briefing lounge windows, through which not only the aft end of the 

Dauntless-75310 could be seen but her own starship Dauntless as well. 

 “My vessel is the fifth Federation starship to be named Dauntless, a Bismarck-class heavy cruiser built in 

2467, just before the outbreak of the war against the Romulan Star Empire, a war that tore the Federation apart. 

 “In the mid-2460’s, there were several terrorist attacks on Vulcan, attacks that killed thousands.  Vulcan 

was in talks to reunify with the Romulans when the attacks occurred.  After these attacks, Vulcan seceded from the 

Federation, allying with the Romulans, and both went to war against the Federation.   

 “Almost half of the Federation, including Bajor, Trill Prime, Tellar and Alpha Centauri refused to fight 

against the Vulcans, and themselves split from the Federation, forming the United Confederacy of Planets.  What 

remained of the Federation refused to accept the split and the galaxy was plunged into a devastating civil war.” 

 “That’s a fascinating story, but what does it have to do with us?” McIntyre asked, leaning forward in his 

seat toward Danz. 

 “Everything, Colonel,” the future captain replied.  “Your crew’s exploits are legendary in our era, but even 

we could not have predicted to what extent you have affected history.  We have spent the last several weeks 

researching the timeline, only recently having acquired a method of viewing the past via immersive holographic 

technology.  We have determined the keystone to all the events I described, the beginning of the end if you will, 

starts here aboard this starship Dauntless.” 

 Koester, K’danz, Dar and McIntyre all exchanged looks before the captain, in spite of himself, asked, 

“What did… I mean, what will we do that causes the breakup of the Federation?” 

 “In the coming weeks, you and your crew will encounter a race called the Sknay.  A faction of the Sknay 

will be the ones who commit the terror attacks on Vulcan, leading to the split of the Federation.” 

 “What can we do to prevent it?” K’danz asked her own granddaughter. 

 “Only one thing,” Danz replied.  “Disregard orders.  Do not proceed on the course Starfleet Command has 

set forth for you.  Turn back.  Erase our future!” 

 Everyone at the table sat silent for almost a minute before Captain Koester finally said, “This is too big a 

decision to make on the spur of the moment.  I need to discuss this with my senior staff.” 

 “Of course,” Danz said, standing up and heading toward the door.  Both Lieutenant Simpson and the 

Autonomous EMH offered their farewell and joined Danz near the door while Ensign Burton again shook Captain 

Koester’s hand, extremely vigorously.  Again, Koester felt uncomfortable at the amount of attention he was 

receiving from the young officer when Danz stepped over and whispered something in his ear.  A look of 

astonishment covered his face until McIntyre and his two security guards escorted their guests back to the 

transporter room. 

 “What did she say to you, Skipper,” Dar asked once the doors had swished shut again. 

 “She told me that young man is Gem’s grandson,” Koester said, a hint of disbelief in his tone.  “My great-

grandson.  That’s why he’s been doting on me ever since he first saw me on the viewscreen.” 

 “Wow!  Your family just keeps getting bigger and bigger, doesn’t it, Skipper?” Dar remarked with a wink 

toward his wife, K’danz. 



 “I wouldn’t talk if I were you,” Koester replied with a slap on Dar’s broad back.  “Because Captain Danz 

happens to be your granddaughter.”  And as the captain’s statement started to register on Dar’s consciousness, a 

look of shock in the engineer’s eyes, Koester tapped his combadge and said, “Bridge, this is the captain.” 

 “Bridge,” replied the voice of Assistant Chief Science Officer T’Ashara. 

 “T’Ashara, please send my apologies for the lateness of the hour, but I need the senior staff in the briefing 

lounge ASAP.” 

 Within several minutes, the remaining members of the senior staff, Second Officer Alasdair Wallace, Chief 

of Operations Phillip Winters, Chief Medical Officer Justin MacMillan, Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera and 

Command Master Chief Pono Kyman were all gathered in the briefing lounge, many of them quickly grabbing a cup 

of coffee or other caffeine-laced drink from the replicator before sitting at the table, where Captain Koester caught 

them up on the situation they faced. 

 “Can we really believe their story?” Commander Winters asked as he glanced out the windows toward the 

other Dauntless. 

 “They know too much about us, Phillip,” K’danz replied.  “Too much personal stuff.  Either they are who 

they say they are, our descendants from the future, or they are remarkable telepaths, able to not only read our minds 

but create the illusions of what we’re seeing as well.” 

 “Well, even assuming they are telling the truth,” said Chief Kyman from his usual seat at the opposite end 

of the table from Captain Koester.  “Does it really matter?  You said yourself, they broke their own temporal prime 

directive to come back in time and warn us about what is going to happen.  Shouldn’t we just let events play out as 

they’re intended?” 

 “You better than anyone knows that when it comes to time travel, the prime directive has always seemed 

more like a guideline than a rule, Chief,” Koester replied.  “If this crew had followed the letter of the prime directive 

rather than the spirit, you yourself would be among the crew entombed on the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean in the 

battered and broken hull of a submarine.  Or worse yet, the Providence would have never even sailed and Khan 

Singh would have been victorious during the Eugenics Wars and all of history as we know it from the end of the 20
th

 

century to now would have been wiped out!” 

 “I believe that is precisely the Chief’s point, Skipper,” Dar added.  “If not for you and the crew of the 

Dauntless-74658, history as we know it would have changed!  The crew of that Dauntless out there…”  Dar 

gestured over his shoulder at the future starship out the window.  “…Want to change their history, not keep it 

intact!” 

 “I have a question,” Counselor Gera interjected after Dar had finished speaking.  “Does the temporal prime 

directive even apply to us?  Wouldn’t that be like applying a vehicle seatbelt law to someone in the 19
th

 century, 

long before automobiles even existed?” 

 “I really don’t think this issue has anything to do with whether a directive that doesn’t exist for us yet 

applies or not,” K’danz remarked.  “Seatbelts may not have been required five hundred years ago, but that doesn’t 

mean they wouldn’t have saved a few lives if they had been used anyway.  Do we want to be responsible for the 

deaths of potentially millions of Federation citizens, now or fifty years from now?” 

 “There’s that word,” Colonel McIntyre pointed out.  “Potentially.  Do we even know what we do will cause 

what the future Dauntless crew claims it will?  Maybe they’re mistaken?  How do we know that if we turn around 

now, that the next starship in this sector isn’t going to come across the Sknay and cause the whole chain of events to 

play out anyway?  Or perhaps they have their own agenda, experimenting with time to suit their own purposes?  

How can we be sure that if we disregard our current orders, something even worse isn’t going to happen?” 

 The debate around the briefing table started to get quite heated and prolonged, each point debated, 

pondered and debated once again.  It was a paradox without a solution it seemed, and the captain started to believe 

the discussion would go on for hours, maybe even days, until a call from the bridge brought everything to a sudden 

stop. 

 “Red alert,” announced the voice of Commander T’Ashara.  “All hands to battlestations.  Captain to the 

bridge.” 

 “What is it, Commander?” Koester asked as he stepped out onto the bridge just seconds later, taking over 

the command chair from the Vulcan woman who had occupied it. 

 “If we’re interpreting our sensor readings correctly, the future Dauntless has energized weapons and locked 

them on us.  Shields are raised, but I do not know how much good they will do against a vessel as powerful as that.” 

 “Captain, the other starship is hailing us,” 1
st
 Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan announced from tactical just as 

Colonel McIntyre relieved him of the post. 

 “Put it on screen,” Koester ordered.  A moment later the viewscreen changed to the image of the future 

Dauntless’ bridge once again, though this time the space was bathed in a deep red light. 



 “I need to know your answer, Captain,” Danz said.  “I need to know you will heed my warning and turn 

back.” 

 “Captain Danz, if you are who you claim to be, you know that if you fire upon my ship, you’re risking your 

own existence!” 

 “That’s a chance I’m willing to take,” Danz replied.  “So what will it be?  Are you going to go back, or do I 

need to disable your ship?” 

 “You’ll have to do a lot more than disable us,” Koester replied defiantly.  “If you attack, we will defend 

ourselves.” 

 Both captains stared at one another over the communications link for several seconds.  Finally, Captain 

Danz’s expression turned sorrowful as she said, “I’m sorry.”  She then glanced to her right toward her own tactical 

officer and ordered, “Open fire on the Dauntless.” 

 Koester quickly stabbed at the intercom button on the arm of his chair and shouted, “All hands, brace for 

impact!” 

 “Incoming!” McIntyre announced, while on the screen the future Dauntless launched a phased polaron 

beam at its predecessor.  But milliseconds before the beam struck the Dauntless’ shields, both it and the future 

Dauntless simply vanished.  Captain Koester stared at the viewscreen in shock. 

 “What…?  What just happened?” he finally managed to ask. 

 “”Still tryin’ to figure that out, Cap’n,” Alasdair Wallace replied as both he and T’Ashara cycled through 

every sensor system the starship had. 

 “They definitely did not cloak,” T’Ashara reported a moment later. 

 “There’s no sign o’ them,” Wallace added. 

 “They simply… disappeared,” McIntyre concluded. 

 “Full sensor scan,” Koester reiterated.  “Did they go back through time?  Were they somehow destroyed?  I 

need answers!” 

 As the crew stood down from red alert to yellow alert, maintaining the ready condition simply because the 

captain was not comfortable with the situation as a whole, K’danz sat down in her seat to the captain’s right. 

 “How does this affect the decision we still have to make?” she asked. 

 “I don’t know if it does,” Koester replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61623.6: 

It has been two weeks since our encounter with the future Dauntless, and we have not had 

any further unusual encounters. 

Having consulted Admiral Janeway at Starfleet Command, I have decided to continue 

our assigned mission, but bypass the sector where Captain Danz claimed we would 

encounter the Sknay, hopefully achieving her goal and avoiding years of future 

bloodshed. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 K’danz sat in the center seat, reviewing the latest mapping reports on a padd that the yeoman had handed 

her.  Over her right shoulder, tactical officer Rinja Ka’Dan suddenly reacted to an indication on his console, but was 

unable to speak quickly enough before the Dauntless shook violently.  The red alert klaxon quickly sounded. 

 “Commander, we’re under attack!” Ka’Dan finally managed to say.  “Shields are raised.  Minor damage to 

the outer hull, deck nine and ten, sections twenty eight and twenty nine.” 

 “Report?” Captain Koester requested as he rushed out of his ready room and joined K’danz at the command 

chair.  The ship shuddered again, almost knocking the captain into his chair as the first officer moved to her right. 

 “We’re under attack by an unknown source,” K’danz responded. 

 “Attacking vessel currently at 223 mark 2,” Ka’Dan reported.  “Range twenty kilometers and currently 

opening.” 

 “Attacking vessel is coming around for another run!” Lt Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo from the ops 

console. 

 “On screen, Monster,” Koester ordered.  A moment later, the image changed slightly to the view of a 

futuristic starship, very similar to the Dauntless they had encountered two weeks earlier but with significant 



changes, most notably different weaponry dotting the hull and an emerald green glow emanating from the warp 

nacelles rather than the customary electric blue.  “Hail them,” the captain ordered. 

 Seconds later, a familiar looking bridge with a familiar looking crew, this time wearing much different 

uniforms than during their first encounter, appeared in the viewscreen. 

 “This is Captain Shirley Danz of the CSS Dauntless.  Surrender your ship and prepare to be boarded.” 

 Before Koester could say anything, the screen blinked back to the exterior view, where the future starship 

was moving closer. 

 “CSS Dauntless?” K’danz asked, confused. 

 “Something has changed,” Koester said, pointing at the other ship on the viewscreen.  “Look at the hull 

number.”  K’danz followed the captain’s finger and saw that the hull number painted across the other starship’s hull 

now read NCA-960 in large black block print.  The captain then looked back toward McIntyre at tactical and said, 

“Open a hailing frequency, Colonel.” 

 “You’re on, Captain.” 

 “Captain Danz, this is Captain Peter J. Koester of the Dauntless-75310.  We bypassed the Sknay’s sector.  

We did what you wanted.  Why are you attacking us again?” 

 It appeared for a moment like no one was going to respond, time enough for Koester to share a look of 

frustration with his first officer, before the viewer suddenly blinked back to the view of the other Dauntless’ bridge. 

 “How do you know about the Sknay?” Captain Danz asked. 

 “You told us,” Koester replied.  “About how your future, where the Federation has been split in half and is 

engaged in a civil war with the United Confederacy of Planets, was traced back to my ship encountering a race 

called the Sknay.” 

 Danz looked at Koester through the viewscreen with an expression of disbelief before saying, “I have never 

met you before, Captain.” 

 “Just two weeks ago, you yourself, your Chief of Security Lieutenant Simpson, your helmsman Ensign 

Burton and your Autonomous EMH beamed aboard my ship and told me about your future.  About how the Vulcans 

had allied with the Romulans and gone to war against the Federation, causing member worlds like Bajor, Trill 

Prime, Tellar and Alpha Centauri to split off from the Federation and form the Confederacy of Planets.” 

 “You know an amazing amount of our history, Captain, but your knowledge isn’t perfect,” Danz remarked.  

“It’s true the Vulcans allied with the Romulans and seceded from the Federation, which went to war against the 

Romulans.  But Earth was one of those worlds that refused to fight against our former closest ally, the Vulcans.  The 

Earth, along with the planets Trill Prime, Betazed, Benzar and Bajor, became the founding members of the United 

Confederacy of Planets.  And as for my crew, you are right about my security chief and helmsman, but Confederate 

starships are not equipped with Federation Emergency Medical Holograms or any similar holographic 

crewmembers.” 

 “Then history… future history… was changed,” Koester said to K’danz before turning back toward the 

future starship captain.  “Then I ask again, why are you trying to destroy us?” 

 “Destroy you?” Danz replied, incredulous.  “We’re certainly not trying to destroy you, as that would only 

cause a paradox in time.  Several members of my crew, including myself, are descendents of your crew.  Destroying 

you would cause us all to cease to exist!  I simply want to disable your vessel.” 

 “Why?” Koester demanded to know. 

 “Because according to our research, the USS Venture has been assigned to explore the next sector.  Within 

a week, they will discover the Sknay homeworld and the future we just described to you will come to pass.  But if 

your vessel is disabled, the Venture is the only Federation starship in range to rescue you and tow your vessel back 

to Federation space.  First contact will be avoided.” 

 “Look,” Koester said, his growing frustration evident.  “You may not remember it, but we’ve been through 

all this before, and I really don’t want to have to keep going through it again week after week after week.” 

 “Well, what do you propose?” Captain Danz asked. 

 “Let me contact Starfleet.  I’ll propose we quarantine the sector where the Sknay homeworld is located, and 

that will hopefully improve your future.” 

 Danz seemed to consider the idea for a moment before she finally nodded and said, “I’m willing to give it a 

try.  After all, I wouldn’t want to accidentally kill off my own ancestors.  But we’ll be keeping an eye on you, 

Captain.  Dauntless, out.” 

 Without waiting for another reply, the future Dauntless slowly turned away and maneuvered off, 

disappearing under a cloak a moment later. 

 “Romulan technology aboard Confederate starships?” K’danz asked. 



 “Makes sense if the UCP allied with the Vulcans and Romulans,” Koester said, standing up and heading 

toward his ready room.  “Now I have a call to make.  The bridge is yours, Exec.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “I’m sorry, Peter,” said the image of Admiral Kathryn Janeway on the monitor screen in Koester’s ready 

room.  “Not only will Starfleet Command not allow you to quarantine any sectors beyond the Typhon Expanse, but 

they rescinded my last order.  The Dauntless is required to immediately enter, map and explore sector 792, where 

you believe the Sknay homeworld is located.  Starfleet, out.” 

 Captain Koester sighed as he slammed his fist down on the control button of the monitor, wondering how 

this news would be regarded.  He stood up from his desk and stepped toward the door that lead to the bridge. 

 “Exec, alter course, 030 mark 1, slow to warp three,” the captain ordered as he stepped over near Ensign 

William Hyland at the helm. 

 K’danz relayed the order officially to the young helmsman, then noted the direction the new course took 

the ship toward. 

 “Skipper, on that bearing we’re heading directly toward the star system the future Dauntless told us we 

should avoid.” 

 “I know.  Starfleet has reiterated our original orders, to map and explore the sector.  No questions asked.” 

 “So are we going to ask questions anyway?” K’danz asked. 

 Before Koester could reply, an indicator on Arbelo’s ops console started flashing. 

 “Captain, I’m receiving a distress call.  Bearing 035 mark 6, range twenty three billion kilometers.” 

 Immediately stepping behind both Hyland and Arbelo and directly between their consoles and the center 

seat, Koester ordered, “Helm, set course for those coordinates.  Increase speed to warp eight.” 

 “On course 035 mark 6.  Increasing speed to warp 8.  Estimated time to visual range, 45 seconds,” Hyland 

reported. 

 Koester tapped his fist on the back of Hyland’s chair as the Dauntless warped closer to the source of the 

distress call.  Soon, the starship dropped out of warp. 

 “Is that what I think it is?” K’danz asked with surprise, stepping up to stand next to the captain. 

 “Yes,” Koester said, staring at the viewscreen.  “The CSS Dauntless again!” 

 On the viewer, the future starship was pummeling a small vessel about the size of an Intrepid-class starship.  

One of the alien ship’s engine nacelles had already been sheared off and the others looked useless.  Several openings 

in the hull were leaking vital gasses. 

 “Ka’Dan, have Colonel McIntyre launch the airwing, everything we have!  Then hail that starship!” 

 Moments later, the viewer snapped again to the image of the future starship.  To both Koester and K’danz’s 

surprise, the crew’s uniforms were back to the black-legged, colored top they had first encountered more than two 

weeks earlier. 

 “Captain Danz, stand down your weapons!” Koester shouted. 

 “You don’t understand!” Danz replied.  “We have to destroy them.  We’ve tracked the start of everything 

to this moment in time!  We only have once chance to change our present for the better!” 

 “What about your temporal prime…?” Koester started to ask when the viewscreen suddenly cut off, 

returning to the exterior view. 

 “Bridge to shuttlebay two.  Colonel McIntyre?” Koester said. 

 “Mack here,” the Marine contingent leader replied.  “All six fighters are armed and ready, Captain.” 

 “Launch the fighters,” Koester ordered. 

 Seconds later, the large clamshell doors at the aft end of the Sovereign-class starship parted and six small 

ships, four of them Hornet-class space-superiority fighters, the remaining two a pair of Peregrine-class 

fighter/bombers and all piloted by Marine officers, rocketed out into space, immediately maneuvering around the 

Dauntless and streaking ahead of it to intercept the attacking future vessel. 

 “All fighters, open fire on the other Dauntless,” the captain ordered before turning back toward Mendez.  

“Fire at will, Captain.” 

 The combined firepower of all seven ships took the future Dauntless by surprise.  Abandoning its attack on 

the alien spaceship, the future starship turned its weapons on the Federation ships.  However, the small fighters 

proved too nimble for the larger starship’s weapons, so Danz concentrated her fire on the Dauntless-75310. 

 “Shields down to fifty five percent!” Mendez reported as the ship shuddered around the crew. 

 “Never mind about us!  What kind of damage are we doing to them?” Koester demanded to know. 



 “Shields are down only five percent,” Mendez reported.  “However, I’m reading a fluctuation on their port 

quarter shield generator.  If we can concentrate our fire there, the shield will drop.” 

 “Great!” Koester said.  “Dauntless to all fighters, concentrate fire on the attacking starship’s port quarter.” 

 “Acknowledged,” McIntyre replied.  Seconds later, all six fighters peeled away, maneuvering around 

behind the future Dauntless. 

 “Let’s give them a minute to figure out what’s going on, then we’ll talk,” Captain Koester said as his 

starship continued to shudder around them. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Aboard the future Dauntless, Captain Shirlie Danz grasped the arms of her command chair as her ship 

bucked to the starboard. 

 “Captain, we’re taking too much of a pounding!” reported Lieutenant Simpson.  “Those fighters are 

concentrating their fire on one quadrant.  If they keep striking us there, we’re going to lose number three shield 

generator.” 

 “Mister Burton, try and keep our port quarter turned away from the incoming fire!” Danz ordered. 

 “I’m trying, Captain, but there are too many of them.  They’re keeping us surrounded,” Ensign Burton 

responded. 

 “Shield is failing!” Simpson announced. 

 “Captain, the other Dauntless is hailing,” Danz’s operations officer announced.  The captain shared a look 

with her security chief before ordering, “Put Captain Koester through.”  A second later the holographic image of 

Captain Peter Koester appeared on the bridge before Danz. 

 “Captain Danz, break off your attack and withdraw or I’m afraid I will have to destroy your vessel,” 

Koester announced. 

 “You don’t understand,” Danz said.  “It’s the Sknay!  They are the keystone! We have to destroy them to 

change our future!  Please help us!” 

 “Captain, your future doesn’t exist to me,” Koester replied.  “Not yet.  The future is not written in stone.  If 

nothing else, the events of these recent weeks have proven that to me.  And as much as it would pain me to do it, I 

will not stand by and let you kill innocent beings.  Withdraw or be destroyed yourself.” 

 Danz sighed, merely staring at the holographic image of Koester before her.  After a moment, she nodded 

slightly, saying, “Very well.  Mister Simpson, hold your fire.  Mister Burton, plot a course, take us out of here.” 

 The hologram of Koester smiled as he said, “Thank you for seeing reason.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “The other Dauntless is starting to withdraw,” Marine Captain April Mendez reported. 

 “Very well.  Put us in between them and the alien spaceship, Mister Breitling.  Captain Mendez, signal the 

fighters.  Tell them to come home,” Koester ordered. 

 “Aye, sir.  Dauntless to Black Aces.  Come on home,” Mendez relayed. 

 “Headin’ home.  Black Aces, out,” replied Colonel McIntyre. 

 “Well, what now?” K’danz asked.  We’ve got a starship from the future that needs to get back to its own 

time.  And an alien spaceship dead in space.” 

 “We help those aliens first,” Koester replied.  “If the Dauntless needs help returning to its own time, 

then…” 

 “Captain!  The other Dauntless is coming around again!  They’re opening fire!” 

 Koester snapped his head back around toward the viewscreen, where the future Dauntless was turning, 

opening fire with both its phasers and polaron beams.  Koester braced for impact until he realized the future ship 

was not firing on his Dauntless, but on the alien ship they were protecting once again.  He groaned, not really 

wanting to do what he had threatened, but knowing he had no choice.  He noticed that Captain Danz, intent on her 

own goal of destroying the alien vessel, had turned in a direction that exposed her unprotected flank. 

 “Mister Mendez, target the gap in their shields and fire everything we have!” the captain ordered. 

 Mendez froze for a second, glancing toward the captain before acknowledging the order with a nod, aiming 

all available weapons at the opening in the future Dauntless’ shields.  Seconds later, a volley of both photon and 

quantum torpedoes launched from the three forward torpedo tubes, followed quickly by several burst from the 

phaser banks.  The weapons penetrated the shields, striking the hull and tearing it open to space. 

 “Hull breach, engineering section!” Mendez reported.  “Major damage to their main engineering!” 



 As Koester watched, a second spread of torpedoes launched toward the future starship.  Moments later, 

they also hit, causing several more shields to collapse as two more photon torpedoes entered the hull breach, 

exploding deep within the other Dauntless’ hull.  The captain took note that most of the lights on the ship went dark 

and the future starship stopped firing weapons at the alien vessel. 

 “Come on, Captain.  Get your crew to the escape pods,” Koester pleaded. 

 “Captain, I’m detecting a warp core breach in their engineering section!” Winters reported. 

 “Come on, Captain!” Koester implored.  On the main viewer, Koester could see what looked like escape 

pod hatches opening.  “Come on!” 

 “Captain, we need to get out of here!” Winters implored.  “Their warp core is five times as powerful as 

ours.  At this range, they’ll take us with them when they explode!” 

 “Mister Dar, lock a tractor beam on the alien ship.  Mister Breitling, get us out of here!” 

 Milliseconds after Dar confirmed the tractor beam was locked, Ensign Breitling punched his console, 

propelling the Dauntless away at warp one, less than a second before the future starship exploded, engulfing the 

entire area of space where both the Dauntless and the disabled alien ship had been moments before. 

 “Full stop.  Bring us around,” the captain ordered.  A moment later, the helmsman dropped the ship out of 

warp.  “Captain Mendez, hail the alien vessel.” 

 “Hailing frequencies open, sir,” the tactical officer reported. 

 “This is Captain Peter J. Koester of the Federation starship USS Dauntless.  Our sensors indicate your warp 

drive is disabled and you have numerous systems down.  We are standing by to render assistance.  Please respond.” 

 A moment later, the viewer changed to a pixilated, static-filled image from the control center of the alien 

ship, where several beings could be seen.  Their skin, where it could be seen, was stark white with thin blue stripes 

from the top of their heads straight down their bodies. 

 “Starship Dauntless, we thank you from the bottom of our coronary pumps for your assistance against that 

aggressive alien vessel,” the captain of the Sknay vessel responded.  “We were on a mission searching for new 

resources when the other vessel attacked without provocation.  Now our vessel is disabled and far from our 

homeworld.  I regret being more of a problem then we already have been, but would it be possible for you to tow our 

vessel back to our home.” 

 Captain Koester looked over toward Phillip Winters and ordered, “Phillip, maintain the tractor beam.”  He 

then returned his attention to the captain of the alien vessel as he said, “Send us the coordinates of your star system.  

We’ll do the best we can.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61638.7: 

After towing the alien ship back to their homeworld, we have opened diplomatic 

negotiations with the inhabitants of Varia III, the civilization our descendants aboard the 

future Dauntless called the Sknay.  Thanks to our act of kindness, the Sknay have 

petitioned to sign a treaty allying themselves with the United Federation of Planets.  

Another starship with a specialized diplomatic staff is already on its way to the sector to 

negotiate the treaty.  I can’t help but wonder how this unexpected turn of events will 

affect the future, if at all. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Peter J. Koester sat in the command chair, having a conversation with Counselor Tanzia Gera, 

Chief Pono Kyman and Lt Commander Phillip Winters, while his yeoman brought hot drinks from the replicator to 

all the watchstanders on the bridge.  The conversation was interrupted by the arrival of the captain’s daughter, Gem. 

 “Here’s the test result you wanted to see, Dad,” the teenaged girl said, handing a padd to her father.  He 

pressed the button on it, displaying the results of his daughter’s latest calculus exam and a grade of A-minus. 

 “An improvement,” Koester said with a nod.  “Though I think you can do better.  I want to see a solid A 

next time.” 

 “I’ve been doing better since Tim has been helping me out after class,” Gem said.  When the captain looked 

confused, Counselor Gera explained. 

 “The son of Lt Commander Burton in astrometrics.  He and his family just transferred aboard last month.” 



 Koester noticed his daughter blush slightly.  Evidently her classmate and math tutor was the latest in a 

string of recent crushes the teenager had been developing on an almost weekly basis. 

 “So can I go use the holodeck tonight?” Gem asked, hopeful. 

 “You didn’t seem so keen on our fishing program last time we used it,” Koester responded. 

 “Fishing is boring.  I want to try orbital skydiving.” 

 “We’ll see,” Koester said, sounding unconvinced.  “I’ll find you after I complete my post-watch tour of the 

ship.” 

 Gem nodded, giving her father a quick hug before heading back toward the turbolift, passing the tactical 

post along the way. 

 “Captain!” said Colonel McIntyre, interrupting the relaxed mood on the bridge.  “Sensors are detecting a 

temporal rift opening fifty thousand kilometers off the starboard bow!” 

 “Oh no,” Koester groaned.  “Not again.” 

 “Should I alter course to intercept, Captain?” helmsman Ensign Carter Breitling asked.  When Koester did 

not answer, he turned back to face the command chair.  “Captain?” 

 “I’m thinking!  I’m thinking!” Koester replied, waving his hands at Breitling. 

 “Captain!” Counselor Gera said in a warning tone, smiling slightly. 

 “Okay, okay, fine!  Alter course, Mister Breitling,” Koester ordered.  “Slow to half impulse.” 

 As the Dauntless slowed, a rift slowly opened in front of the Sovereign-class starship.  Not unexpectedly, 

the now familiar form of the 25
th

 century Bismarck-class USS Dauntless NCC-100317 soon emerged from the 

anomaly, slowing to a stop in front of its 24
th

 century predecessor.  The starship, while intact, seemed more battle-

worn than the first time Koester and its crew had encountered it almost a month earlier.  The burned and 

pockmarked hull reminded the captain of all too many of the ships he had seen in drydock during the Dominion 

War. 

 “We’re being hailed, Captain,” Winters reported.  Again Captain Koester sighed. 

 “On screen, Phillip.” 

 The viewer blinked once again to the image of the interior of the future Dauntless’ bridge where, 

surprisingly, it was not Captain Shirlie Danz sitting in the command chair, but Peter Burton instead.  To Captain 

Koester’s surprise, the young officer now wore lieutenant’s pips on his collar rather than ensign. 

 “Hello, Captain,” Burton said.  “I’m sure our arrival comes as a surprise to you.” 

 “Especially in light of the fact that we destroyed you and your vessel less than a week ago,” Koester 

agreed.  “Another ripple in time, I assume?”  Burton nodded. 

 “Captain Danz doesn’t know I’ve brought our Dauntless back in time like this, but having recently 

reviewed your logs, I thought you deserved to know how it all turns out.” 

 Koester looked dubious as he said, “Isn’t that a violation of your temporal prime directive?” 

 “I like to think it’s more of a guideline then a rule,” the young lieutenant responded.  He then proceeded to 

tell his story.  “The alliance you have forged with the Sknay will be beneficial to both the Federation and the Sknay 

for years to come.  But in 2468, everything changes.  Dozens of Omega Particle attacks throughout the Federation 

will spark a war with the Romulans, who we believe were behind the attack.  Because of the devastation and damage 

to the fabric of space caused by the Omega Particle detonations, the Federation has been literally cut in half.  During 

the war, Andoria was completely destroyed, Qo’noS was occupied by the Romulans and the Vulcans, who were in 

the process of negotiating reunification with their so-called cousins, seceded from the Federation.” 

 “I guess some things never change,” Koester commented. 

 “I just wanted to let you know.  You did the right thing.”  Lieutenant Burton looked sharply through the 

viewer at Captain Koester.  “Never let the future cloud your decisions or keep you from your first duty, exploration 

and the accumulation of knowledge.  I’ve been a student of history.  Besides your Dauntless, I’ve also read the logs 

of the USS Voyager and their encounters with a 29
th

 century timeship.  I’m sure the Federation will rise again.  

Because, no matter how bad it seems, I’ve learned through my research that it always gets better again.” 

 “Thank you, Lieutenant,” Koester responded with a nod. 

 Burton looked around his own bridge, as if nervous his captain might appear and discover what he had 

done, taking his starship back in time, before saying, “We need to return to our own time now, sir.  Without us, there 

is a gap in the patrol along the Federation-Romulan border near Khitomer.  But I wanted to let you know what you 

did was not pointless.  And…”  Burton hesitated for a moment.  “And I always wanted to meet my legendary great-

grandfather.” 

 “It was… interesting… meeting you too,” Koester replied, unsure what else to say. 

 “We’re returning to the 25
th

 century now.  You will likely never see us again,” Burton said.  “So before I 

go, I just wanted to say, beware the Omar.  Dauntless, out.” 



 “Wait!  What?” Koester started to ask with urgency just as the viewer blinked back to the exterior image of 

the future Dauntless, which was already turning away.  “Who are the Omar?  Why do I need to beware them?” 

 “The frequency is closed, Captain,” Colonel McIntyre said.  “Should I hail them again?” 

 Koester watched the other ship slowly move away, evidence of a temporal rift already forming in front of 

them, as he hesitated a moment before saying, “No.  Let them go.”  He watched as the rift opened before the future 

starship, not unlike the one the Dauntless crew had witnessed the Borg create and the Enterprise recreate at the end 

of the Battle of Sector 001.  Within seconds, the future starship had vanished. 

 “They’re gone, Peter,” Commander Winters reported.  “Chronometric readings are returning to normal 

levels.” 

 “What do you think he meant by that, Skipper?” Chief Kyman asked, walking over toward the center seat 

from his post at mission ops.  “Beware the Omar?” 

 “I don’t know, COB,” Koester replied.  “But I’m sure we’ll find out.   …Someday.” 

 

The End 


