
Captain’s log, stardate 61700.3: 

The Dauntless has been ordered to passively observe the civilization on the planet the 

native humanoids call Erma, fourth planet in the Capria star system, which appears to be 

on the verge of developing warp drive.  If true, we will be on hand to conduct first contact 

with another newly emerging civilization. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 “What can you tell me about the civilization on Capria IV, Alasdair?” 

 The senior staff of the Dauntless was again gathered in the briefing lounge behind the bridge, discussing 

the information the starship had managed to gather in the brief few days since entering the system.  Captain Koester 

sat in his usual seat at the head of the table, surrounded by his First Officer, Commander K’danz, Chief Engineer Lt 

Commander Dar, Operations Chief Lt Commander Phillip Winters with his ever-present tan satchel hanging from 

his shoulder, Security Chief Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre, Chief of the Boat Pono Kyman, Chief Medical Officer 

Doctor Justin MacMillan, Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera and Chief Science Officer Commander Alasdair Wallace.  

Wallace pressed a control on the tabletop in front of him and an image of the planet Erma appeared on the monitor 

next to the glassed-in display of model starships on the forward bulkhead. 

 “We’ve been monitorin’ most of th’ EM transmissions comin’ from the planet’s surface, Cap’n.  Primitive 

forms of communication like radio an’ television.  Through those, particularly their news and information programs, 

we’ve been able t’ determine they call themselves Erminians, that most o’ the planet is at a mid-21
st
 century level o’ 

technology, or about a level G or H on the Richter Scale of Culture.  Howe’er, they appear t’ be on the verge of the 

big breakthrough that will lead to faster than light space travel.” 

 “Most of the planet?” K’danz asked, confused. 

 “Aye,” Wallace replied.  “From what we’ve been able to determine, there are two cultures down there.  The 

one we’ve been observin’ is, like I said, about the equivalent of Earth’s mid-21
st
 century.  Th’ other appears a bit 

reclusive, only emulatin’ a level B on the Richter scale, similar to Earth’s 15
th

 century.  We probably wouldn’t even 

know they existed if it weren’t for the occasional news reports about the aid the more advanced portion of their 

society tries t’ provide ‘em and the occasional border attacks that occur between ‘em.” 

 “Well, they’re obviously not candidates for Federation membership yet, but perhaps someday with 

guidance,” Captain Koester remarked.  “How well hidden are we?” 

 “We’re currently in a synchronized orbit directly over the planet’s northern magnetic pole,” Commander 

Winters responded.  “While the Ermans have numerous satellites and two space stations in orbit, one of which 

appears to be where their FTL project is taking place, none of the orbits come anywhere near visual range of our 

position and the planet’s magnetic field is cloaking us from any ground sensors.” 

 “Very well.  Keep me up to date and send periodic updates to Starfleet,” Koester ordered.  “Dismissed.” 
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 Over the course of the next several weeks, the Dauntless crew continued to observe the civilization on 

Capria IV.  After the first week had passed, the captain started to get daring, allowing small type-16 shuttle pods like 

the Setlik and Hue to approach the Erman’s second space station, home of their faster than light project, under the 

cover of the planet’s shadow to learn more of the alien civilization’s progress. 

 “What are we looking at here?” Captain Koester asked one evening as he walked out of his ready room and 

onto the bridge.  On the main viewer were displayed two figures.  Both looked humanoid with dark brown skin, but 

while one wore what could be described as comfortable, functional clothing similar in style to those popular on 

Earth and other Federation worlds, the other was covered head to toe in what appeared to be rags, his entire face 



except his eyes hidden.  Commander Alasdair Wallace, who was sitting in the center seat, sat up a little straighter as 

he replied. 

 “General representatives of th’ planet’s two dominant cultures, Cap’n.  The one on the left represents the 

more modern one, the Erminia, the society that’s responsible for the building o’ the warp ship we’ve been observin’.  

The other is more of an enigma.”  Wallace’s walrus-like mustache bristled.  “They call themselves the Min.  From 

what we can tell, there has been no real progress in their society in almost five hundred of their years.  The Erminia 

have tried to help, offered all sorts o’ assistance, but the others just seem happy to live in the past, as it were.” 

 “To each his own,” Koester remarked. 

 “Aye,” Wallace said.  “Except they seem to want to impose that same primitive society on the rest o’ their 

planet.  Since we’ve been here, there have been at least a dozen border attacks between the two.  And one major 

incident a few days ago, a bombing in the Erman capital that brought down an entire buildin’.  Killed hundreds.” 

 As Wallace continued to explain the situation to the captain, Lieutenant Tom Riker, the officer at ops, 

turned to face the two senior officers. 

 “Excuse me, Commander,” Riker said.  “I’m detecting the launch of multiple spacecraft from the Erman’s 

main spaceport complex.” 

 “Have they detected us?” Captain Koester asked with concern. 

 “Negative,” answered the squeaky-sounding voice of the rat-like Ensign Aroe Euwess at the science 

console.  “Sensors indicate that all the Erman spacecraft are on course for Space Station Two.” 

 “The warp complex,” Koester remarked, sounding excited.  “What’s the progress on their FTL project.” 

 “Hard t’ tell, Cap’n, since they’re not announcin’ every little detail on their news programs.  Bu’ based on 

what I’ve seen in th’ sensor readin’s we’ve obtained, I would suspect they’re within days of launching their warp 

ship,” Wallace replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Skipper, the Erman’s are launching their warp ship!” announced the voice of Commander K’danz, the 

Dauntless’ first officer, through Koester’s combadge.  The captain, who had been relaxing in 10-Forward sharing a 

drink with Counselor Tanzia Gera and Phillip Winters, glanced out the large front windows of the lounge, as if the 

space station complex where the Erman warp project was based could be seen from such a long distance, before 

tapping his combadge. 

 “I’m on my way, Carrie.” 

 Moments later, the captain emerged on the bridge, accompanied by both the counselor and Commander 

Winters.  There was a surprisingly large number of people gathered on the bridge, all wanting to witness this first 

step out into the universe by an emerging civilization, much like Earth and Zefram Cochrane three hundred years 

earlier.  Aside from the regular Beta Shift that stood watch each afternoon under the command of the first officer, 

Commander Dar, Chief Kyman, Lieutenant T’Pan, Commander Wallace, Lt Commander Amanda Windsor, 

Commander T’Ashara and Marine Captain Mendez were all gathered, watching the image on the viewscreen or the 

various sensor monitors around the bridge. 

 “What are that Erman’s beliefs in other life in the universe, Mister Wallace?” Koester asked.  “How do you 

think they’ll react to meeting us for the first time?” 

 “Based on what we’ve learned about their culture from their broadcasts, most of the Erman’s are open to 

the idea of other life in space,” Wallace replied.  “But I would still recommend approaching with caution.  Perhaps a 

shuttlecraft or the captain’s yacht first.” 

 Koester nodded as he turned toward Lt Commander Setton Arbelo at ops. 

 “Monster, ready the Jutland.  Prepare to launch as soon as we have indications the Erman warp ship is 

going to attempt to break the warp barrier.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Arbelo replied, immediately entering the commands into his console, powering up and 

preparing the captain’s yacht, located under the center of the starship’s primary hull.  “Jutland will reach Ready-5 

status in twenty minutes.” 

 “Very well,” Koester said as the crew continued to perform their jobs or simply observe the space station 

on the viewer.  As the minutes slowly passed, the main viewscreen showed a small alien ship, about the size of a 

Federation runabout, slowly move away from the Erman space station.  At first it was difficult to determine if it was 

simply maneuvering to a different orbit or not, but after several minutes it was obvious the small vessel was 

maneuvering to set a course away from the planet.    Firing its main rocket motor, the craft broke orbit, moving out 

into deep space. 



 “Their warp core is coming on-line,” Lieutenant Spot reported from the science console.  The non-

corporeal Daminian was monitoring the alien vessel’s energy output, and the sudden increase the warp core 

produced.  “Estimate the Erman ship will be up to full warp-capable power in twenty five minutes.” 

 “Thank you, Lieutenant,” Koester replied.  “Exec, I’m heading down to the Jutland.  Have Doctor 

MacMillan and our ship’s sociologist meet me at the airlock.  Mister Wallace, Mister Dar, would you join me 

please?” 

 Both officers acknowledged the captain, joining him in the turbolift which swiftly shut behind them as 

K’danz touched the intercom. 

 “Doctor MacMillan, Lieutenant Anders, please report to the airlock of the captain’s yacht immediately,” 

she ordered. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “On course to where we estimate the Erman warp ship will drop out of warp, Captain,” Lt Commander Dar 

announced as he piloted the captain’s yacht Jutland away from the Dauntless. 

 “Very well,” Koester acknowledged before turning back toward Alasdair Wallace and Samuel Anders.  

“How do you both suggest we go about contacting the Erman?” 

 “If we employ the protocols used by the Vulcans in 2063, we would wait until the warp vessel returns to its 

home planet and then make contact there,” Lieutenant Anders said.  “But that method, based upon historical events, 

usually works best when the group being contacted is relatively small, as happened with the isolated population in 

Montana on Earth.  Based on our observations of the Erman, their warp ship is likely to return to the space station 

where the flight originated.” 

 “And our sensors indicate there are several hundred Erman workin’ aboard that station, Cap’n,” Wallace 

added.  Anders nodded before continuing. 

 “And besides, our presence aboard the Jutland tells me you already want to attempt a deep-space contact.” 

 Koester also nodded as he said, “I just need to know how we should approach them.  Do we just appear off 

their bow and hope they don’t all have heart attacks?  Should we try and establish radio contact with them in hopes 

they understand we come to them peacefully?” 

 “Based on what I have read in the reports of our observations of the Ermans, they are a people open to the 

idea of other life in the universe.  That is one of the reasons for the creation of their warp ship project.  To seek out 

such life.  To explore the universe.” 

 “…To boldly go where no one has gone before,” Koester added with a smile.  “Thank you.  I think I know 

what we should do now.” 

 “Captain, we’re in position along the Erman warp ship’s expected course,” Dar reported.  “Coming to full 

stop.” 

 “Thank you, Eng.  I guess now all we do is sit… and wait.” 

 The crew of the small captain’s yacht did not have to wait for long.  Just a couple of minutes later, their 

sensors detected an alien warp signature from the vicinity of the planet. 

 “They’re on their way,” Wallace reported. 

 “Captain, something is wrong,” Dar reported a few seconds later.  “I’m detecting an imbalance in their 

intermix formula.  The warp ship is going to create a wormhole!” 

 A warning alarm sounded from one of the consoles in the cockpit.  Captain Koester jumped into the yacht’s 

co-pilot seat next to Dar and quickly ordered, “Ready the tractor beam!” 

 “Tractor is energized,” the half-Klingon officer quickly responded. 

 “Lock onto the Erman ship as it approaches.  Stand by warp drive.”  The captain then turned to the rest of 

the passenger in the yacht behind him and said, “Everyone brace yourselves.  This is going to be a little rough!” 

 “What are we doing?” Lieutenant Anders asked Wallace as the Chief Science Officer grabbed a hold of the 

bulkhead next to his seat. 

 “We’re gonna throw an anchor on the alien warp ship and pull it back out into real space, hopefully before 

its engines blow.” 

 “What are we using for an anchor?” the sociologist asked, himself nervously grabbing the hand hold of the 

seat in front of him. 

 “Us!” Wallace replied just as the captain ordered the tractor beam activated. 

 Dar quickly touched the control that turned the tractor emitter on.  The beam quickly lanced out into empty 

space for several seconds before suddenly grasping onto the Erman warp ship was it tunneled through real space 

past them in an artificial wormhole.  The Jutland suddenly bucked and flew out of position, dragged along by the 



primitive warp ship.  It took several seconds for the crew of the small yacht to recover before they could start to 

slow both craft. 

 “Warp one point four…  One point two…  Warp one…,” Dar rattled off as he expertly controlled the 

wildly shuddering vessels.  “Dropping to sublight.  Warp point eight…  Point six…  Point three…  Coming to full 

stop.” 

 Everybody aboard the Jutland released their held breaths in unison before the captain said, “Dar, evaluate 

for damage.  Mister Wallace, Mister Anders.  Come up with a plan to introduce ourselves to our new friends out 

there.  Doctor, there may be casualties, so stand by.”  Koester glanced out the forward viewport of the yacht, where 

the Erman warp ship could be seen still securely in the hold of the Jutland’s tractor beam.  Already wide-eyed faces 

were starting to stare out the little portholes at the small Federation ship.  “And do it quickly.  Company’s coming.” 

 “Captain, we’re being hailed,” Dar announced, nodding toward the alien ship in front of them. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61761.9: 

After the initial shock of first contact with another species wore off, the Erman space 

pioneers invited the crew of the Jutland back to their home planet to meet with 

government officials.  It didn’t hurt that the Erman had burned out their primitive warp 

core creating the wormhole in the attempt to break the warp barrier and needed our 

assistance to return them to their orbiting space station. 

Following the customary disbelief and adjustment, the Erman space agency and their 

central government invited our crew to open diplomatic relations.  We have been invited 

to a special reception in our honor tonight, which I’m told will include not only 

representatives of the Erminia but also of the Min nation as well. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Six transporter beams materialized into the forms of Captain Peter Koester, his daughter Gem, First Officer 

K’danz, her husband Chief Engineer Dar, Chief of the Boat Pono Kyman and Ambassador Penji Fil, each wearing a 

dress uniform, in front of what the Erminia had designated as their ceremonial hall.  They were quickly greeted by 

several Erminians, two of whom had been among the crew of the warp ship the Jutland had rescued.  The Erminians 

were amazed by the technology that allowed the Starfleet crew to transport all the way from orbit to the planet’s 

surface without a space ship. 

 The away team was escorted inside the hall, which was a brightly lit, cavernous structure built of glass and 

gleaming steel supports.  The entry in which the away team had been brought topped a six step flight of stairs that 

looked like white marble.  As Koester and his crew paused at the top of the stairs, almost every face in the hall 

turned to look at them.  Several seconds later, more than half of the Ermans gathered there started to applaud. 

 The away team’s escort gestured for them to descend the steps, where they were introduced to and greeted 

by the Erminian president, Wegroeg Hzud, who thanked the Dauntless crew personally for rescuing the crew of the 

experimental FTL ship and for deeming the planet Erma worthy of joining the galactic community that, until a day 

earlier, they were not even aware existed.  The captain then introduced his daughter and crew to the high-ranking 

Erminians. 

 “If you would be interested, Mister President,” Captain Koester said as he and his crew accepted drinks 

from a passing waiter, “perhaps you would like a tour of my starship while we’re in orbit?” 

 “I would be very interested in seeing your FTL craft,” President Hzud replied with a smile.  Is it possible to 

bring it down to the surface?” 

 Koester chuckled as he said, “I’m sorry, Mister President, but the Dauntless is incapable of landing.” 

 “Dauntless?” Hzud asked with a confused expression.  “I was told by the Space Administrator that you 

called your ship… What was it I was told…?  Jutland, I believe.” 

 Koester chuckled again as K’danz stepped forward and said, “The Jutland is just one of many small 

auxiliary craft carried aboard our starship, the Dauntless.” 

 “Your FTL ship carries smaller vessels aboard?” one of the Erman astronauts who had escorted the away 

team into the reception asked in astonishment.  “How big is your mothership?” 

 “We have over seven hundred and fifty members in our crew, plus numerous family members, like the 

captain’s daughter,” Chief Kyman replied. 



 “Seven hundred and fifty?!?” Hzud exclaimed.  But before the president could ask any further questions, 

the reception hall grew unnaturally quiet.  Hzud looked up toward the entrance and, with a look of further surprise, 

said, “My goddess, he’s actually here!” 

 Koester and his crew followed the president’s gaze toward the top of the stairs, where three men, all 

dressed in dark wrappings from head to tow, their eyes and noses barely visible, stood.  The man in the center was 

obviously the leader of the trio, his two companions both carrying long curved swords attached to swaths around 

their waists.  The man in the center looked incensed, his eyes burning with anger. 

 “Captain Koester, may I present Amasa Nedalbin.  Omar of the Min.” 

 As Koester turned to greet the new arrival, Nedalbin stormed down the steps and directly into President 

Hzud’s face, completely ignoring the Starfleet crew.  The stench Nedalbin’s clothes secreted attested to the fact it 

had been many months, if not years, since they were last washed. 

 “You dare defy god and meet with these demons of the air?!?” the Min leader shouted at Hzud. 

 “They are not demons, Amasa.  They are visitors from another world who have come to witness our 

progress in exploring space.” 

 “They are abominations drawn here by your unholy and unwarranted experiments!” Nedalbin yelled.  “We 

have given you every chance to follow the word of god and live by god’s direction, and yet you continue to commit 

this blasphemy and…” 

 “If we were to live by your god’s direction as you choose to, we would all still be living in tents and 

gathering meager resources for food.  No running water, no indoor plumbing, no progress…,” Hzud tried to explain. 

 “All sins against god’s decree!” Nedalbin scoffed before glaring at Koester and his crew and storming 

away, toward the back of the hall. 

 “My apologies, Captain,” Hzud said, turning back toward his guests.  “Amasa and his followers have very 

strong beliefs.  If it’s not in their holy manuscripts, written hundreds of our years ago, then it doesn’t exist for them.  

Needless to say, my society’s continued progress toward modernization has agitated them no end.  They are 

convinced we are committing blasphemy and will all burn in Infier for all eternity unless we disavow ourselves of 

the goddess, return to the primitive ways and accept their so-called god’s will imposed upon us.” 

 “I notice he’s not in the mood to leave right away, no matter how modern your reception,” Admiral Fil 

commented, sipping from his drink as he nodded toward the Min leader.  Across the room, Nedalbin glared at Hzud 

and the six away team members. 

 “I’m sure as much as he would like to ignore your existence, since you aren’t specifically mentioned in the 

Scrolls of Min, he’s not going to drop too far out of the loop.  After all, knowledge is power, and Amasa is very 

powerful among his own people.  He is the only Min who travels by any conveyance more advanced then a 

burdamule.  In fact, to attend this reception, he flew here aboard my own personal jetcraft,” Hzud said. 

 Koester looked over toward Nedalbin, who was pointedly ignoring the offer of refreshments as he 

continued to glare at the captain and his crew, before turning toward his daughter Gem, who was wearing the Fleet 

Space Cadet version of the dress uniform similar to Chief Kyman’s own grey enlisted dress uniform, and said, “Why 

don’t you go mingle?  But stay away from Amasa Nedalbin and his men.  I don’t want to antagonize them in any 

way.  Our mission of first contact has, so far, worked out well.” 

 Gem nodded and headed toward the refreshment table, where she started sampling several of the sweet 

pastries that had been baked for the reception before being surrounded by several Ermans, all curious to meet an 

alien for the first time.  Soon, K’danz, Dar, and Kyman spread out around the reception as well, talking with the 

other guests gathered around them as the captain and Admiral Fil resumed their conversation with the Erminian 

president and his head of the planetary space agency.  After several minutes, the president excused himself to 

introduce his special guests on a dais that had been erected along the glass wall opposite the entry stairs.  As Hzud 

stepped away, Captain Koester glanced once more toward Amasa Nedalbin, surprised to notice the Min leader was 

no longer glaring in his direction but apparently whispering in the ear of one of his sword-bearing aids.  Koester then 

turned toward the refreshment table to look for his daughter, anticipating President Hzud’s introduction of the 

Dauntless away team to the reception when suddenly an explosion filled the hall with dust, glass and chunks of 

concrete. 

 

* * * * 

 



 Koester awoke to find himself laying on his back, his ears still ringing from the explosion, the scarf-

covered face of one of Nedalbin’s guards looking down at him as he wiped blood from the Starfleet officer’s face 

with a cloth. 

 “…Captain?  Captain, are you alright?” Koester finally heard the robed Erman say.  Koester grasped his 

head as he sat up. 

 “What…?  What happened?” 

 “Somebody evidently planted a bomb outside the entrance,” Chief Kyman replied as he, K’danz and Gem 

Koester all rushed over to where the captain was still sitting on the floor, surrounded by debris, as a couple of people 

aided Fil to his feet and Dar helped several of the Erman start digging through the wall that had collapsed nearby, 

burying others.  The captain could see the arm of Nedalbin’s second guard, motionless under the pile of rubble.  

Meanwhile, President Hzud rushed over as K’danz pressed her combadge. 

 “K’danz to Dauntless.  We’ve had an explosion in the reception hall.  The captain and several others are 

hurt.  Request you beam down medical teams at once.” 

 “Doctor MacMillan and his staff are on their way, Commander,” replied the voice of Commander 

T’Ashara.  “How badly hurt is the captain?” 

 “Not badly, but we have other casualties,” K’danz reported. 

 Nedalbin’s guard stood up as both President Hzud and Amasa Nedalbin approached.  Hzud looked gravely 

concerned, while all that could be seen of Nedalbin’s face, his eyes, looked angry.  He approached his surviving 

guard, the one that had wiped the blood off Captain Koester’s face, and in a language the universal translator could 

not interpret seemed to berate him.  The guard replied in the same indecipherable language, after which Nedalbin 

looked over at the captain with a glare. 

 “Captain!  Captain Koester, are you and your crew alright?” Hzud asked with growing concern.  K’danz 

and Kyman helped the captain to his feet as he replied. 

 “I’ll be okay,” Koester replied before turning to look back at the pile that had once been the front wall of 

the reception hall.  Then, as the hum of the transporter started to grow louder from somewhere in the room, causing 

several of the traumatized guests to start screaming briefly, the captain moved toward the rubble and, with Kyman, 

joined Dar in trying to dig out the victims of the explosion. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental; 

While the Erminians continue to investigate, the preliminary analysis leads President 

Hzud’s government to believe the bomb was planted by an extremist group associated 

with the Min.  That their bomb could have just as easily killed Amasa Nedalbin shows the 

ends this faction is willing to go to achieve their goals.  The bombing killed only one of 

Nedalbin’s own guards, and injured three others besides myself. 

Before we returned to the Dauntless, President Hzud reiterated his hopes that Erma can 

maintain relations with and perhaps someday become a member of the Federation.  But 

since almost half their world is opposed to the idea of there even being other life out in 

space, I don’t see that happening anytime soon.  But I have promised we will maintain 

diplomatic overtures and check back from time to time. 
 

 

 Captain Peter Koester, a plastiskin bandage covering the gash on his forehead, exited the turbolift onto the 

bridge.  Commander K’danz turned in the center seat to look at him walk over. 

 “How are you feeling, Skipper?” she asked. 

 “Still getting slight headaches, but Doctor MacMillan said that’ll go away in a couple more days.  

Otherwise, I’m doing well.  Ship status?” 

 “All conditions normal,” K’danz replied as she moved over to the chair to the right of the captain’s seat, 

allowing the captain to take his normal post.  “We’re on course toward our next assignment.  We’re scheduled to 

undergo an admiral’s inspection at Starbase 718.”  This prompted a groan from the captain as K’danz continued.  

“We should be docking there in three days.” 

 “What did we do to deserve an admiral’s inspection?” Koester complained. 

 “Everything will be fine.  I have Chief Kyman keeping everyone’s nose to the grindstone to get the ship 

prepared.  Plus Mister Winters is writing up some drills we can run while the admiral is aboard.” 



 “Just another typical day aboard the Dauntless, aye,” the captain said with a half-smile toward K’danz.  

“Very well, I’m ready to relieve you, 

 “I’m ready to be relieved,” K’danz said, sharing the smile with the captain before asking, “Do you think the 

Erman have what it takes to eventually become members of the Federation?” 

 “They have a long way to go,” Koester admitted as he accepted a padd from his yeoman, reviewed the 

report displayed on it and signed the bottom.  “But with a little guidance, maybe someday.  …Maybe someday.” 

 

The End 


