
 Captain Peter Koester stepped into the 10-Forward lounge aboard the starship USS Dauntless, followed 

closely by his first officer, Commander K’danz, and the starship’s command master chief, Pono Kyman.  Within the 

lounge, a number of people, including Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera, were gathered around several tables that had 

been pushed together beneath a banner that read ‘Captain Koester Day.’ 

 “Oh, you have got to be kidding me!” the captain said as he turned to glare at K’danz, who could not hide 

her broad grin.  “You’re behind this, aren’t you, Exec?” 

 “I can’t take all the blame,” K’danz responded as she steered the captain toward the tables, where various 

art projects all depicting Captain Koester were displayed.  “The COB actually suggested the idea.” 

 “Wait a second, Commander,” Chief Kyman protested, his own grin slipping as the captain’s glare focused 

on him.  “I only mentioned something I was told used to be done aboard the Enterprise-D when I was serving at 

DS9.  I never said we should do it here!” 

 “You never said we shouldn’t either,” K’danz contended as she picked up a clay statue of the captain one 

of the younger children aboard the ship had made in art class. 

 “They all have grey hair!” the captain protested, picking up one clay head that looked more like it had a 

Mohawk than a regulation haircut. 

 “Well, they’re just interpreting what they see, Skipper,” Kyman said with a shrug.   

 “You need to choose a first, second and third place and at least one honorable mention,” Counselor Gera 

said, presenting another statue made out of what looked like old-fashioned pipe cleaners. 

 Koester continued to look at several of the artworks, one of which he noticed with a grimace was submitted 

by his own daughter in spite of the fact that ‘Captain Koester Day’ had been organized for the elementary school 

students, as he said, “Maybe next week I’ll organize a Commander K’danz day?” 

 “But the kids look up to you, Skipper!” K’danz said as she looked at a drawn picture that could have been 

the captain or could have been the Tellerite ambassador.  “You’re a role model!” 

 “Oh, I’ll roll you…” 

 “Bridge to Cap’n Koester,” said the voice of Commander Alasdair Wallace.  Koester gave K’danz one last 

glare as she retreated to the far side of the table with Chief Kyman before tapping his combadge. 

 “Go ahead, Alasdair.” 

 “Cap’n, there’s a subspace message coming in for you from Qo’noS.” 

 “Ahh.  That must be Kargoth.”  Koester looked at K’danz, his previous expression of frustration gone as he 

said, “I’ve been trying to contact the qul’maS for weeks and I keep getting the run-around.”  He then returned his 

attention to his second officer.  “I’ll take the call in my ready room.” 

 “Aye, sair,” Wallace responded. 

 Koester put down the last drawing he had picked up back on the tabletop as he turned toward the carved 

wood doors and said, “Exec, the lounge is yours.” 

 Moments later, the captain entered his ready room and touched the monitor control.  The screen flashed 

from the silver Federation emblem to the image of a Klingon male.  Koester’s smile slipped when he realized the 

man on the screen was not Kargoth, whom he expected. 

 “Captain Koester, Federation starship Dauntless,” he introduced himself. 

 “Captain, my name is Lieutenant Kroyer, assistant to the vice-commander of fleet operations in sector 

wa’cha’jav.  I have been informed you are trying to contact the commander of the IKS qul’maS.” 

 “Yes, we’re old comrades,” Koester said after the initial surprise that it was not Kargoth himself making 

contact.  “Will he be contacting me soon?” 

 Kroyer looked off screen, as if receiving orders from someone out of camera range before turning his 

attention back to the Federation captain. 

 “I have been authorized to inform you that Captain Kargoth will not be contacting you.” 

 “Uh… Excuse me?” Koester stuttered.  “Have I done something to offend Kargoth?” 

 “No, Captain,” Kroyer replied, sounding both bored and a little annoyed.  “Kargoth is dead.” 

 “What?!?  When?” 

 “The IKS qul’maS was destroyed three Hoghs ago while patrolling the Romulan Neutral Zone.”  And with 

that pronouncement, Kroyer cut off the channel, leaving the monitor on the captain’s desk blank. 

 

* * * * 

 



 Several days later, Captain Koester and Lt Commander Dar, the starship’s Chief Engineer, were standing in 

sickbay, watching as a young Betazoid woman worked in a computer access panel close to the floor near the entry 

doors. 

 “I’ve almost got it, sir,” Ensign Joella Faggio said as she moved a diagnostic wand between circuits.  

“…Almost…” 

 Near the center of sickbay, the room’s holographic network tried to project an image that crackled and 

sputtered.  It looked like an old 20
th

 century television image, static-filled and in black and white, in the form of a 

bald-headed human man. 

 “Please…  Please…  Please state…” the hologram sputtered before fading from view once again. 

 “Just… a… minute…,” Faggio said as she stuck the wand in her mouth and started keying new commands 

into the computer system.  “I think I finally got the program cleaned up right this time.”  Once again, the 

holographic figure started to appear in the center of the room, this time normal color returning to it. 

 “Please state…  Please state…  Please state the nature…” 

 “Almost have it!” Faggio said with excitement as she touched two more circuits with the diagnostic wand.  

Suddenly the hologram snapped into full, solid clarity. 

 “Please state the nature of the medical emergency,” the Emergency Medical Hologram said, looking 

inquiringly at the captain and Dar. 

 “Good work, Ensign,” Koester said to Faggio before turning back to the EMH.  “Welcome back, Doctor.” 

 “Did I go somewhere?” the Doctor asked, looking at his arms and hands as if making sure everything was 

where it was supposed to be.  “I feel so strange.  Where is Doctor Rasa?” 

 “It’s a long story, Doctor,” Dar said as he joined Faggio to help close up the computer access panel.  

“You’ve been gone quite a while.  We have a new Chief Medical Officer now.” 

 “Really?” the Doctor asked. 

 As Dar started to explain the circumstances that damaged the EMH’s program, the voice of Commander 

Wallace emerged from the captain’s combadge. 

 “Bridge to Cap’n Koester, you have an incoming message on subspace.” 

 “Thank you, Alasdair.  I’ll take it in the CMO’s office.”  The captain then excused himself and walked over 

to Doctor MacMillan’s desk, sitting down and activating the monitor.  He was surprised when the image of another 

Klingon he did not know appeared. 

 “This is Captain Koester.  How can I help you?” 

 “Captain, I am Commander Kral.  I was Kargoth’s Cha’DIch.  And I have important information for you.” 
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 Captain Koester was back up in his ready room, Commander K’danz sitting across the desk from him, as he 

continued his conversation with the Klingon Kral. 

 “Kargoth knew something corrupt was happening, and was not sure he would live to tell the tale,” Kral said 

over the now secured and scrambled communications link.  “He instructed me to make sure you, and only you, 

received a special file if anything were to happen to the qul’maS.  Are you ready to receive?” 

 Koester exchanged a look with K’danz as he placed an isolinear chip into a slot on his desk. 

 “I am now,” he said.  Kral pressed a button and a small light near the chip slot on Koester’s desk lit up.  “I 

am receiving.”  After several seconds, the light went off. 

 “I will not be contacting you again.  Qapla’, Captain.” 

 “Thank…,” Koester started to say before Kral abruptly cut off the communications.  He then looked over at 

K’danz and asked, “Are all Klingons that rude?” 

 “I know my mother in law is, but she never really like me to begin with.  I wasn’t good enough for her 

Dar,” K’danz replied.  “What’s on the file Kargoth wanted you to have?” 



 “I don’t know,” Koester replied after accessing the chip.  “It’s encoded.”  The captain tried several 

encryptions but the data in the file remained unreadable.  “Not much help.” 

 “I’ll have Alasdair’s staff take a look at it.  Maybe they can come up with some algorithm?” K’danz said, to 

which Koester nodded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next afternoon, Captain Koester was in 10-Forward, sharing a drink with Commander Phillip Winters 

and Admiral Penji Fil and expressing his frustration over being unable to crack Kargoth’s code. 

 “Alasdair’s tried every code breaker we have, and nothing,” Koester said as Winters looked at the encoded 

file on the padd the captain had brought with him, shrugging his shoulders when he could offer no suggestions that 

might help.  “You would think Kargoth would have made it at least possible for us to decipher his file.” 

 “You know, I used to be a communications officer back aboard the old Arcturus,” Fil said.  “Maybe I can 

take a look at it?” 

 Winters passed the padd over to the admiral, who took a brief glance at it.  The Catullan man’s eyes lit up 

at what he saw. 

 “Do you know if Kargoth was aware of my presence aboard the Dauntless?” Fil asked. 

 “After the whole incident with the Genesis data a few months back, I’m sure he knew you were here,” 

Koester replied.  “Why?” 

 “Because I recognize this code,” Fil said.  Both Koester and Winters were shocked.  “It was a code the 

Klingon fleet used in the early 2280’s.  They stopped using it when Starfleet broke the code around 2284.” 

 “It’s unlikely the Klingon Defense Force would be using it again,” Winters said.  “In fact, since the code is 

a century old, it’s probably not something anyone currently serving in the KDF would be familiar with!” 

 Fil pressed several tabs on the padd screen, connecting the device to the starship’s LCARS.  Several 

minutes later, the information he was looking for was retrieved and Kargoth’s file was decrypted.  With a smile, Fil 

handed the padd back to the captain. 

 “Captain, if you are watching this file, the worst has already occurred and I am already dead,” said the 

grim-faced image of Captain Kargoth.  “I have been able to confirm that the Duras faction has indeed acquired the 

Genesis files you feared.  In the time since they stole that data, the faction has developed a weapon capable of 

destroying an entire planet and changing it to whatever form they desire.” 

 On the screen, Kargoth pressed a button somewhere in front of him, and the image changed to what 

appeared to hidden camera footage recorded on the bridge of a Klingon Bird-of-Prey.  On the main viewscreen 

could be seen an old K’t’inga-class battlecruiser in high orbit over a deep blue class-O ocean world.  Moments later, 

what appeared to be a photon torpedo was launched from the forward tube of the battlecruiser, quickly entering the 

planet’s atmosphere before detonating on the surface far below.  To Captain Koester’s horror, a wave spread from 

the impact point, spreading around the entire planet and encompassing it in a deep red, almost volcanic glow.  

Within moments, the glow subsided, and the captain could hear the muffled cheer of the crew of the Bird-of-Prey 

while one voice said, in Klingonese, that the experiment had worked and the planet was now Class-Y.  The image 

suddenly cut off, returning to the image of Captain Kargoth. 

 “I’m sorry to burden you with this responsibility, my brother.  But this undertaking falls on you alone.  You 

must stop the Duras faction!” 

 The message cut off abruptly.  Captain Koester stared at the blank screen for several seconds before finally 

looking up at both Winters and Fil and saying, “Gentlemen, we have problems.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61969.3: 

Ambassador Fil has secured permission for the Dauntless to enter Klingon space, should 

the Duras faction’s path lead us there.  And in order to find out where the faction may 

have their hidden base, I have called in just about every favor I earned in my nineteen 

years of active duty in Starfleet. 

The Dauntless is now entering the Lambda Hydra system, where we will rendezvous with 

someone who may have the information I seek. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 



 “What are we doing here, Skipper?” K’danz asked as she watched Koester pace back and forth across the 

bridge from her seat near the command chair. 

 “We’re meeting one of my contacts,” the captain replied, his pace never slowing. 

 “We’ve narrowed down th’ origin of where that vid file was recorded, Cap’n,” Chief Science Officer 

Alasdair Wallace reported as he too watched Koester walk closer, turn around and walk away only to repeat the 

steps a moment later.  “One is th’ H’atoria system, which consists of four planets, one of them O-class an’ another 

M-class.  Th’ other is th’ Mempa system.  Eight planets.  Three are gas giants, two are B-class, one K-class, one N-

class an’ of course one O-class.”  Wallace checked a reading on his science console as he added, “We’re still too far 

outside Klingon space to be able to scan either system an’ determine if either one is missin’ a planet.” 

 “Can we be sure the system seen on that file is even in Klingon space?” Lt Commander Dar, the starship’s 

chief engineer asked. 

 Captain Koester paused his pacing for a moment as he looked at the half-Klingon officer and said, “In all 

likelihood, the Duras would have to conduct their experiments within the Empire, or they risk…” 

 “Captain!” Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre exclaimed from his post at tactical.  “Romulan Warbird decloaking 

directly ahead!”  All eyes on the bridge turned to gaze at the main viewscreen as McIntyre asked, “Shall I raise 

shields, sir?” 

 “Negative, Mack,” Koester replied as the sleek form of a Mogai-class Warbird appeared directly in front of 

the Dauntless.  The captain smiled slightly as he ordered, “Open hailing frequencies.”  Seconds later, the viewscreen 

blinked to the image of the Romulan warship’s commanding officer, her almost pure-black hair hanging long over 

her shoulders. 

 “Hello, T’Lees.  What have you found out?” 

 Commander T’Lees acknowledged the Dauntless crew before saying, “It took some time to get the 

information you were looking for, Peter.  The Duras family still has friends in the Romulan Empire.  But I have been 

able to determine the faction you seek has a base hidden somewhere in the Pheben star system.” 

 Koester looked over toward Commander Wallace, who almost immediately reported, “That system has six 

planets, none are class-M.  Located about forty light years away from Qo’noS and less than twelve light years from 

the Neutral Zone.  It’s also less than fifteen light years from the H’atoria system, making it likely that was where the 

test footage was shot.”  Wallace frowned slightly, his mustache bristling as he added, “The system was a staging 

area for the forces loyal to Duras during the Klingon Civil War seventeen years ago.” 

 “ETA to the Pheben system?” the captain asked.  Ensign Carter Breitling entered the computations on his 

conn panel before looking back up toward the captain. 

 “We can be in the Pheben system in five days at warp nine.” 

 “Peter,” Commander T’Lees interjected before Koester could order the course laid into the helm.  “My 

contacts have informed me that some important project has been going on in that system in recent months.  If it is 

the Duras faction, you and your ship could be heading directly into a trap.  I request permission for the Vedrex to 

accompany the Dauntless.” 

 Koester smiled again as he looked at T’Lees on the viewscreen again, saying, “I appreciate the offer, 

T’Lees.  However, it would probably be easier to keep tempers in check if there isn’t a Romulan ship traversing 

Klingon space without permission.  Request denied.”  The Romulan commander looked disappointed as Koester 

offered his goodbyes.  “If we’re successful, we’ll contact you in a couple of weeks.  Dauntless, out.” 

 The viewscreen blinked back to the image of the Vedrex hanging motionless in space.  The captain sighed 

quietly before finally ordering, “Mister Breitling.  Plot a course to the Pheben system.” 

 “Course plotted and laid-in, sir,” Breitling quickly responded. 

 Koester stepped back to his command chair and sat down in it heavily before ordering, “Ahead, warp factor 

nine.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Five days later, the Dauntless entered the Pheben star system.  The starship immediately went to yellow 

alert status. 

 “From our angle of approach, we’ll be able to scan the fifth and third planets first,” Phillip Winters 

reported.  “A thorough search with sensors should take about three to five hours per planet.  Then we can set a 

parabolic course around the star Pheben and scan planets one, two, four and six respectively.  The whole survey, 

assuming we need to scan every planet in detail, should take two days.” 



 “Keep the ship at yellow alert until we’re out of this system,” Koester ordered his first officer.  K’danz 

nodded in reply.  After the first four hours passed, and the Dauntless moved out of orbit of Pheben V, the science 

officer Lieutenant T’Pan made her report. 

 “Pheben V, Class-J gas giant, diameter 92,000 kilometers, no detection of life form readings,” the Vulcan 

woman said. 

 “Very well,” Koester replied.  “Mister Breitling, set course for the next planet on the list.” 

 “On course toward Pheben III,” Breitling confirmed. 

 Several hours and a shift change later, the Dauntless was in orbit over the third planet in the Pheben 

system, a dusty desert world not too different from Mars. 

 “Planet is K-Class, diameter 7,800 kilometers.  Detecting frozen water in both polar regions,” reported 

Lieutenant Spot, the non-corporeal Daminian science officer as he interfaced directly with the science console.  “No 

signs of present life.  However…” 

 “However…?” Commander K’danz prompted, stepping toward the science console from the command 

chair. 

 “However, I am detecting an abnormality in the planet’s magnetic field.” 

 “Cause?” K’danz asked. 

 “Scanning…,” Spot replied before eventually adding, “The anomaly appears to be a large deposit of iron 

ore several hundred meters beneath the surface.”  Spot paused a moment before asking, “Should we send an away 

team to investigate further?” 

 “Negative,” K’danz replied after a moment’s thought.  “A ground survey would add hours to this search, 

hours we don’t have.  Log the readings and lets move on.” 

 “Aye, Commander.” 

 “Helm,” K’danz said, turning to face where Ensign William Hyland sat.  “Set course for the next planet in 

the system.” 

 “On course to Pheben I.  ETA, ninty seven minutes, Commander,” Hyland reported. 

 “Very well,” K’danz said as she resumed her seat in the command chair. 

 Another shift and another two planets later, the Dauntless was breaking orbit from around Pheben II. 

 “Status?” Captain Koester asked as he stepped out onto the bridge. 

 “Just departin’ Pheben II, sair,” Commander Alasdair Wallace replied, turning to look toward his 

subordinate at the science console.  “Ensign?” 

 The meter tall, rat-like being standing atop the chair at the console looked toward the captain and second 

officer with her beady, black eyes and outdated glasses as she reported, “Pheben II, Class-B, diameter 8,257 

kilometers.  High surface temperature, no atmosphere, similar to Pheben I.  No life form readings.” 

 Koester started looking at a padd that contained the sensor readings recorded since he had last been on the 

bridge.  At first nothing appeared remarkable, until he looked again at the readings from Pheben III. 

 “What did Spot say this magnetic anomaly was?” the captain asked Wallace, showing him the display.  

Wallace read through the information. 

 “The Leftenant surmised the reading was being caused by a large deposit of iron ore.” 

 “That would have to be a huge amount of iron,” Koester commented.  “And there is something else that 

bothers me about this…”  He continued to study the sensor readings for a few more seconds before finally looking 

up at Wallace.  “Do we have any visual recordings of this area of Pheben III, Alasdair?” 

 “Aye, sair,” Wallace replied, turning to look back at Ensign Euwess.  “Put the recordin’s of Pheben III, grid 

nine, coordinates 047 by 102 on th’ main viewer.” 

 Both Koester and Wallace turned toward the view screen as Aroe Euwess touched the control on her 

console with one claw-like finger and reported in her squeaky voice, “On screen.”  

 The image that filled the viewer looked much like Mars from low orbit, with the exception that the ground 

was more a golden color than the Terran system’s red fourth planet.  Wind storms could be seen in areas, scouring 

the barren surface.  Captain Koester squinted his eyes, as if willing something to appear on the image.  After several 

seconds, his eyes widened. 

 “There!” he exclaimed.  “Magnify grid nine-G.” 

 The viewer zoomed closer to the surface, the image appearing as if taken from an aircraft only 15,000 

meters in altitude. 

 “It’s just wind blowin’ the sand around,” Wallace said.  “I don’t see…” 

 But then he did.  The wind-blown sand suddenly stopping and piling on the ground, as if blowing up 

against a solid object. 

 “There’s a cloaking field in use on the surface!” Wallace confirmed. 



 “Mister G’Raff,” Koester said to the Antican helm officer manning the conn.  “Plot a course back to 

Pheben III, best possible speed.”  As G’Raff acknowledged the order, the captain turned to the bearded man at ops.  

“Mister Riker, I want you to analyze all the data we have on Grid Nine.  Try and determine just how big that 

cloaking field is.  I want to know if we’re up against a single Bird-of-Prey or an entire armada down there!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later, Captain Koester had gathered his senior staff together in the briefing lounge. 

 “I have ordered T’Ashara to enter orbit around Pheben III on the opposite side of the planet from where 

that cloaking field is in the hopes we can approach undetected,” the captain told his crew.  “From what Lieutenant 

Riker has been able to determine, based on the size and assumed energy output of that field, we’re looking at a 

cloaked base, at least half of which is located underground.” 

 “What are we going to do when we get there, Skipper?” Chief Kyman asked.  “We’re just one ship.  There 

could be dozens of Duras warships down there!” 

 “I’ve already contacted the Klingon High Council.  They are dispatching a fleet to join us at Pheben III, but 

it will be at least two days before they can get here.  In the meantime, we gather as much intelligence as we can and, 

to the best of our ability, blockade the planet.  The Duras faction can’t use their weapon if they can’t get to their 

target.  Ship status?” 

 “I’m placing all fighters on Ready-5 status,” Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre reported.  “In case we need more 

firepower.  Weapons systems are ready and standing by.” 

 “All engineering systems are in optimal condition, capable of all speeds through maximum warp,” Lt 

Commander Dar confirmed. 

 “Crew is currently in yellow alert status.  Morale is high,” Commander K’danz added. 

 “Operations department standing by, all systems functional,” said Lt Commander Phillip Winters. 

 “Sickbay is standin’ by,” confirmed Doctor Justin MacMillan with a nod from Ship’s Counselor Tanzia 

Gera. 

 “Science department is ready,” added Commander Alasdair Wallace. 

 “Very well,” Koester replied with a brief smile before turning to face his first officer in the seat to his right.  

“How long before we enter orbit over…” 

 The captain’s question was interrupted by the sound of the red alert klaxon alarming throughout the ship, 

followed by the calm-sounding voice of the Vulcan Commander T’Ashara announcing, “Klingon Bird-of-Prey 

decloaking directly ahead.  Captain to the bridge.” 

 Koester and his senior staff were already emerging from the briefing lounge before T’Ashara had even 

finished her announcement.  “We have identified the vessel as the IKS ChuQun,” the Vulcan woman said as she 

stepped away from the command chair to allow room for the captain, joining Wallace over near the science console. 

 “Captain Larg’s ship, according to what Kargoth told me,” Koester mentioned to K’danz as both assumed 

their seats. 

 “We’re being hailed,” Marine Captain April Mendez announced before turning her post over to Colonel 

McIntyre. 

 “On screen,” Koester ordered.  A moment later, the screen changed from the image of the Klingon warship 

to the vessel’s commander sitting in his chair.  The Klingon was heavyset and older, his hair starting to grey.  The 

lines on his face attested to high levels of stress. 

 “This is Captain Peter J. Koester of the Federation starship Dauntless,” the captain started to say when he 

was cut off by the Klingon commander. 

 “I know who you are, Captain.  And I know why you are here.  I have been keeping a close watch on your 

vessel ever since you entered the Pheben system.  And as special representative of the next Leader of the High 

Council, I inform you that you are not welcome here.” 

 “Neither are you, according to the High Council,” Koester replied. 

 Larg laughed, then said, “And is this what the Council has lowered themselves to?  Sending the ‘timid’ 

Federation to ‘negotiate’ with the Duras?” 

 “We’re not here on behalf of the Council.  We’re here to retrieve Federation property or to assure that 

property can not be perverted into a weapon.”  Again Larg laughed, prompting Koester to add, “Which we are aware 

it already has.” 

 “Perhaps you are unaware that we have improved the qa’vam device,” Larg blustered.  “Now we no longer 

need destroy entire planets.  Our scientists have devised a torpedo capable of destroying starships using the power of 



the qa’vam wave.”  Larg smiled a toothy grin before stating, “You have five tup to depart the system and not 

return.” 

 The screen then blinked back to the external view of the Bird-of-Prey.  A moment later Commander 

T’Ashara announced, “Captain, I’m detecting an energy source building aboard the ChuQun.  Cross-referencing.”  A 

second later the Vulcan woman looked up at Koester.  “As I feared, sir.  It is the Genesis wave.  Estimate it will be 

primed for detonation in five minutes.” 

 “Shield status?” Koester asked. 

 “Shields and deflectors fully raised,” McIntyre confirmed, as he double checked his power allocation.  “But 

I doubt they’ll help if that weapon is as powerful as Larg is boasting.” 

 “Do we withdraw and let the Klingon fleet handle this?” K’danz asked. 

 “The Klingon fleet won’t be here until it’s too late.  The Duras faction will pull up stakes and be in hiding 

somewhere else as soon as we leave the system.  The next time anyone will see them is when they’re ready to attack 

Qo’noS.  This has to end here.  And we will end it here even if it means we must die to do it.”  The captain then took 

a deep breath before ordering, “Lock all weapons on target.  Prepare to fire.” 

 “Phasers and torpedoes locked on target,” McIntyre replied. 

 “Fire!” 

 The phaser strip on the top of the saucer hull glowed with power starting at each far end, meeting almost 

dead center before shooting forth and striking the shields of the Bird-of-Prey for several seconds, followed quickly 

by a second beam and a volley of torpedoes.  The Klingon ship’s shields absorbed the punishment as Larg opened 

fire on the Dauntless with his wing-mounted disruptors. 

 “That ship has enhanced shields,” reported Lt Commander Winters.  “Our shields are down ten percent.” 

 “They probably boosted their shields to protect ‘em from any backlash from th’ Genesis weapon,” 

Commander Wallace surmised.  “Genesis weapon will be ready to fire in three and a half minutes.” 

 The bridge shook around the crew as the Dauntless was struck again by the Bird-of-Prey’s disruptors.  

McIntyre continued to fire the starship’s weapons, but still to no avail. 

 “Klingon vessel’s shields are starting to buckle slightly.  But our shields are down to fifty three percent,” 

Winters reported.  “At this rate we’re going to lose shields just in time to be turned into a moon or something.” 

 “Mack, maintain fire on the Bird-of-Prey’s weakened shield,” Koester ordered. 

 “Trying, Captain, but Larg is maneuvering that shield away from us.  I can’t get a clean shot.” 

 “Just do your best.” 

 As the bridge shuddered again, the engineering user console on the port side next to Chief Kyman’s 

mission ops station suddenly exploded, causing the COB to flinch away. 

 “We need to do something now, Skipper, while we still can,” Kyman implored. 

 “Captain, forward torpedo tubes are off-line!” McIntyre reported.  “I still have phasers, but I don’t think it’s 

going to be enough against their shields.” 

 “Mister Hyland, prepare to ram the ChuQun,” Koester ordered, prompting a look of shock on his first 

officer’s face.  Koester looked at her as he said, “If we’re going, I’m taking Larg with me!” 

 “Cap’n, I’m detecting another energy surge, bearing 355 mark 2, range nine hundred meters.  I think we’ve 

got another ship coming out of cloak.” 

 “Then we’re done for,” the captain said sadly.  On the main viewscreen, the typical waver of a ship 

emerging from cloak could be seen just beyond the ChuQun.  His face brightened slightly when he started to 

recognize the shape that was emerging. 

 “No!  T’Lees!” 

 All eyes on the bridge turned to face the viewscreen, where the Imperial Romulan Warbird Vedrex became 

visible, immediately opening fire on the Klingon Bird-of-Prey.  The maneuver took Larg by surprise, as the weapons 

fire pierced the weakened shield, causing its collapse.” 

 “Genesis weapon will be ready for detonation in thirty seconds,” Wallace reported. 

 On the viewscreen, the Bird-of-Prey started twisting around, unable to maintain its position, just as the 

torpedo tube on its nose started to glow a deep red, preparing to fire. 

 “Their impulse systems are down and their torpedo launch systems are malfunctioning,” Winters reported.  

“I don’t think they’re going to be able to launch the weapon and they’re powerless to maneuver.” 

 “Genesis weapon has reached critical,” Wallace confirmed.  “There is no way to shut the device down 

now.” 

 “What happens if they can’t launch that weapon?” K’danz asked as she watched the Vedrex pound the 

Klingon vessel again, knocking it toward the atmosphere of Pheben III. 

 “They die,” Wallace simply replied. 



 “Phillip, hail the Vedrex.  Tell T’Lees to get her ship out of here while there’s still a here to get out of!  

Mister Hyland, get us out of here, maximum warp!  I don’t care what direction, as long as it’s away from Pheben 

III!” 

 “Aye, aye, sir,” Hyland replied, his fingers dancing across the console like a master pianist.  Quickly, the 

Sovereign-class starship spun around and warped away from the planet, quickly followed by the Romulan Warbird.  

Behind them, the Bird-of-Prey tried to stabilize itself, maneuvering thrusters firing haphazardly, but it was of no use.  

The ship started falling out of orbit, heating up as it entered the thin atmosphere.  The majority of the ship survived 

the re-entry and reached an altitude of only a few hundred meters above the surface when the ship exploded, a wave 

of energy spreading across the surface. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Phillip, hail the Vedrex,” Koester ordered, his voice sounding annoyed.  A moment later the face of 

Commander T’Lees appeared on the main viewer, looking somewhat contrite.  “Do you realize what kind of 

interstellar incident your presence here could cause, T’Lees?” 

 “I’m sorry, Peter, but I believed you were in over your head, and I was right.  If I hadn’t intervened, you 

and your crew would all be dead right now.” 

 Koester sighed, unable to maintain his anger. 

 “It’s not that I don’t appreciate your help.  There are just…” 

 The captain was cut off when his Chief Science Officer interrupted. 

 “Cap’n, long range sensors are detectin’ the Genesis wave engulfin’ Pheben III.  The planet is changin’!” 

 Koester looked at Wallace as he asked, “Can you put it on screen?” 

 “Aye, sair.” 

 “Stand by, T’Lees,” Koester said as the viewer blinked to the image of Pheben III.  The energy wave was 

just dissipating, having swept around the entire planet, which now looked molten. 

 “Atmosphere is becomin’ thicker due to outgassin’ of water vapor.  I’m detectin’ major precipitation over 

most of the planet.  It’ll take a few days, but I think we have some oceans formin’.” 

 “That was a K-class planet just a few minutes ago, one with a hidden base on and beneath the surface,” 

Koester commented. 

 “Yes, sair.  Bu’ its well on its way to becomin’ a class-M world now, with whatever life-forms were 

programmed into the Genesis matrix.  And whatever, or whoever was on the surface of that planet technically no 

longer exists.” 

 “I think Chancellor Martok will be glad to hear the Duras faction no longer exists,” K’danz said as she 

watched the formation of a new world. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61994.0: 

By the time a fleet of ships from the Klingon Defense Force arrived in the Pheben system 

almost two days after our battle with the ChuQun, the planet that had been Pheben III 

was already cooling, its basins filling with oceans as trees and various plant life covered 

the land. 

Meanwhile, T’Lees and the Vedrex remain hidden under cloak nearby, awaiting our 

escort back toward the Neutral Zone to avoid any… (ahem)  …diplomatic incidents. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 The Dauntless orbited high over the newly reformed planet, its surface already turning blue-green  and 

Earth-like, surrounded by more than a dozen Klingon warships, including the flagship Negh’Var, while aboard the 

Federation starship, Captain Koester and his crew hosted a reception for the Klingon Chancellor and his staff in the 

briefing lounge.  Among the Dauntless crew present were the First Officer, Chief Engineer, Chief Science Officer, 

Chief Medical Officer, Admiral Fil and the COB.  

 “It is a fine service you have performed for the empire, Captain,” Martok declared as he shared a barrel of 

blood wine he had brought from the Negh’Var with Koester and his crew.  “No more do we need worry the Duras 

will rise up again to turn the Empire into a puppet state of the Romulan praetor.” 



 It seemed K’danz, who was standing next to her captain, was about to say something about the Warbird 

Vedrex’s involvement in defeating the Duras faction when Koester subtly stepped on her toes to shut her up.  

Meanwhile, Martok thrust his mug of wine into the hands of a nearby aide as he pulled a medal out from under his 

chancellor’s cloak. 

 “On behalf of the subjects of the Klingon Empire, I am proud to present this to you, Captain,” Martok said 

as he pushed the award onto the front of Koester’s uniform, just below his combadge.  The captain could feel the 

sharp claws on the medal’s back dig through his jacket and slightly into the flesh of his chest beneath it and tried not 

to visibly cringe.  “The Star of Kahless!  Congratulations, Captain.” 

 “Thank you, Chancellor,” Koester replied, concentrating on not reaching up to pull the award off his 

uniform, instead grasping the chancellor’s forearm in a Klingon-style handshake. 

 “What will become of Pheben III, now that it has been so radically changed, Chancellor?” K’danz asked. 

 “I suppose we colonize it,” Martok replied, taking back his mug of blood wine and gulping from it.  “No 

reason to let it go to waste.  And I think the irony of a new Imperial colony established on the atoms of the Duras 

faction would send convulsions all the way to Gre’thor.” 

 Captain Koester took another drink from his own mug of blood wine before asking his next question of 

Martok. 

 “Chancellor, you would have to agree that Pheben III is not the same planet it was just a few short days 

ago?” 

 “Yes.  Why?” Martok inquired. 

 “Well, Chancellor, with your approval, I would like to rename the planet.” 

 “To what?” Martok asked, squinting his one remaining eye. 

 “qul’maS, which I believe translates as Firebird.  A fitting name for a planet that has undergone 

transformation by the Genesis wave.  And to honor Captain Kargoth and his crew, who gave their lives to defend the 

Empire.” 

 Martok looked at Koester for a moment before breaking into a wide, toothy smile and lifting his mug.  “A 

toast!” the chancellor exclaimed, causing everyone in the lounge, both Klingon and Starfleet, to turn toward him and 

raise their own cups.  “To Kargoth and his crew, may they always be remembered as long as the planet qul’maS 

exists!” 

 “To qul’maS!” everyone repeated before one of Martok’s aides started singing the Warrior’s Anthem. 

 “Qoy qeylIs puqloD.  Qoy puqbe'pu'.  yoHbogh matlhbogh je SuvwI'  Say'moHchu' may' 'Iw.” 

 Soon the room was filled with singing voices as Martok placed his arm around Captain Koester’s shoulders 

and everyone joined in the anthem. 

 “maSuv manong 'ej maHoHchu'.  nI'be' yInmaj 'ach wovqu'.  batlh maHeghbej 'ej yo' qIjDaq vavpu'ma'…  

DImuv. pa' reH maSuvtaHqu'.  mamevQo'. maSuvtaH. ma'ov.” 

 “Hear! Sons of Kahless.  Hear! Daughters too.  The blood of battle washes clean.  The warrior brave and 

true.  We fight, we love, and then we kill.  Our lives burn short and bright.  Then we die with honor and join our 

fathers in the Black Fleet where we battle forever, battling on through the Eternal fight.” 

 

The End 

 

 

Author’s Note: Special thanks to the Klingonska Akademien web site (http://klingonska.org/) for the words and 

translation of the Warrior’s Anthem.  The "warrior's anthem" was originally created for the Star Trek: Klingon CD-

ROM computer game. The Klingon and English versions were both written by Hilary Bader, and the music was 

written by Keith Halper. 
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