
Captain’s log, stardate 64802.8: 

The Dauntless finds herself once again engaged in battle with a familiar enemy… 
 

 

 “Helm, come about, new course 125 mark 9,” ordered Captain Peter J. Koester.  “Tactical, stand by on the 

T-phaser!” 

 “Coming about on ordered course,” the young officer at the helm responded. 

 “T-phaser bank charged and ready,” the officer standing at the tactical console confirmed. 

 As the Dauntless settled into its new direction, the image of the enemy vessel moved to the center of the 

viewscreen. 

 “Steady as she goes,” the captain ordered. 

 “Enemy vessel is locking weapons on us,” reported the operations officer. 

 “Won’t be anything to worry about in a moment,” Koester remarked with a grin toward his first officer, 

sitting in the seat to his left as the starship shuddered under the effect of enemy fire.  “Tactical, fire T-phaser!” 

 Immediately a beam of phased energy shot from the array atop the forward hull of the Dauntless, quickly 

bridging the gap between the starship and the enemy vessel.  The phaser beam cut into the hull of the enemy like a 

red-hot needle into butter. 

 “T-phaser beam has breeched a secondary power core,” the tactical officer reported as explosions started 

appearing across the broad, flat surface of the vessel.  “Borg regenerative systems have been disabled.” 

 “Very well,” Koester responded with a smile as the Borg cube exploded on the viewscreen, sending debris 

in all directions.  “Helm, resume original course, ahead warp five.  Exec, stand down red alert.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Commander Kevin Fry replied before deactivating the alert signal. 

 “Resuming previous course, accelerating to warp five,” added Lt Commander Wesley Crusher from his 

seat at the helm.  A moment later the warp nacelles of the Intrepid-class starship swung up into position and flashed 

a dynamic blue, launching the starship into warp. 
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Captain’s log, stardate 64802.8: 

The Dauntless is currently en route toward her next assignment, a biological survey of 

the Iota Canum system.  It has thus-far been a routine day.  It’s nice when things are 

quiet for a change. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester sat on the couch in his ready room, catching up on some long-neglected 

reading as he sipped from a mug of coffee.  As he finished the chapter, Koester considered getting a refill of the 

coffee from his replicator, a thought that was interrupted by the intercom. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester,” said the voice of first officer Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo.  Koester 

got up from the couch and, after placing his mug and padd on top of his desk, touched the intercom control. 

 “Go ahead, Exec.” 

 “Skipper, we’re detecting a spacial anomaly of some sort about 90,000 kilometers off our present course 

one light year ahead,” Arbelo reported.  “Spot would like to slow and take a closer look at it.” 

 “Very well.  Alter course and slow to impulse power when feasible,” Koester ordered before grabbing his 

mug and refilling the coffee from the replicator.  “Let me know if Spot finds anything of interest.” 

 “Aye, Skipper.  Bridge, out.” 



 A moment later, Koester felt the slight shift as the Sovereign-class starship dropped out of warp.  He 

looked out the narrow window next to the couch and noticed the stars, usually multi-hued Doppler lines, were again 

small pinpricks of light in the far distance.  He considered starting the next chapter of his novel when curiosity got 

the better of him.  Tossing the padd onto the couch, he stepped through the doors onto the bridge, where Arbelo 

stood before the seemingly-unmanned science console. 

 “What have we got?” the captain asked as he approached Arbelo. 

 “A fascinating example of a quantum fissure phenomenon, Captain,” replied the disembodied voice of the 

starship’s non-corporeal science officer, Spot, who appeared as a small circle of red light atop the science console.  

Koester turned to look at the viewer, but could see nothing besides the seemingly motionless stars in the distance. 

 “Really?  Where?” he asked. 

 “According to Spot, it’s currently 6.2 kilometers off the starboard bow,” answered Arbelo.  “We’re 

currently maintaining station-keeping while the sensor arrays take all necessary readings.” 

 Koester squinted at the screen, trying to see whatever it was the sensors were detecting.  “I’m still not 

seeing it.” 

 “Let me adjust the frequency filter, Captain,” Spot remarked, just as the image on the viewscreen started 

changing each second, almost like someone putting colored gels in front of a video camera.  Finally the image 

locked in, the spacial phenomenon just barely visible as a purplish hole in the fabric of space. 

 “Wow!” Koester remarked, admiring the anomaly.  “How big is that?” 

 “Sensors indicate the fissure has a diameter of 500 meters,” Spot replied. 

 “500 meters?” Koester asked, sounding confused.  “If that’s 500 meters, we’re a lot closer than 6.2 

kilometers away.” 

 “You’re correct, sir,” Spot said, sounding concerned. “We are now only 3.9 kilometers distant.” 

 “Helm,” Arbelo said loudly, walking over to the conning station.  “I ordered station-keeping.” 

 “All indications are we are at dead stop, Commander,” Lt(JG) William Hyland replied, looking worried. 

 “Mister Hyland is correct, Commander,” Spot added.  “It appears the anomaly is in motion, a condition I 

had not considered.” 

 Koester looked at the screen again, where the dim purple glow was filling the image.  “Is there any chance 

that it could do any harm to the ship if it were to come in contact with us?” he asked. 

 “Unlikely,” Spot replied. 

 “Well, just to be on the safe side, let’s give it a wider berth.  Helm, back off, one-quarter impulse,” Koester 

ordered. 

 “Answering back one-quarter impulse,” Hyland replied. 

 “Captain!” Spot verbalized through the bridge crew’s combadges.  Koester quickly looked back at the 

screen, where the purple glow was now closing fast on the starship, as if being drawn toward it by the starship’s 

reverse movement.  Less than a second later, before anyone could react, the glow had filled the viewer and for a 

moment Koester felt dizzy.  Staggering a moment, he fell backward into a seat.” 

 “Are you okay, Captain?” someone asked. 

 “Yes, I’m fine.  Just a little dizzy spell,” Koester replied as he shook his head and then opened his eyes to 

see Kevin Fry, an officer who had transferred off the Dauntless over four years earlier, wearing the style of uniform 

Starfleet had not used since late-2370, almost seventeen years earlier.  Fry looked at the captain with concern. 

 “Kevin?  What the heck are you doing here?  And why are you wearing that old uniform?” Koester asked. 

 “Where else would I be, Captain?” Fry inquired, a look of puzzlement joining the concern on his face.  “I 

usually stand the afternoon watch.  And as for the uniform, I admit I have been trying to save replicator rations by 

keeping my uniforms longer than usual, but this uniform was replicated only three months ago.  I wouldn’t call it 

that old.” 

 “No, I mean you should be…”  Koester’s voice trailed off as he finally took note of his surroundings.  

Instead of a single center seat, he was sitting in one of two side-by-side command chairs, while only a single wide 

helm console was positioned between himself and the relatively small viewscreen instead of duel conn and ops 

positions.  It took a moment for him to realize he appeared to now be aboard an Intrepid-class starship.  “Where am 

I?” he asked cautiously. 

 “You’re on the bridge, sir,” Fry replied, his concern growing deeper.  “Should I call the CMO to the 

bridge?  You seem very confused.” 

 Koester looked down and noticed he was wearing the same style of uniform as Fry, complete with an old-

style communicator badge with a gold oval behind the silver Starfleet Delta.  A shiver of uncertainty ran down his 

spine. 



 “No, Kevin.  I’ll be okay.  I just need to get a drink of water.”  Koester got up from the chair and headed 

toward the door on the starboard side of the bridge.  “I’ll be in the ready room.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Fry responded, watching as Koester disappeared behind the ready room doors before 

exchanging a look of concern with the woman standing at tactical. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Koester quickly grabbed a glass of cool water from the replicator near the ready room desk and collapsed 

onto the couch under the large forward windows. 

 “What the hell is going on?” he said to himself after taking a sip from the glass.  “I can’t have traveled back 

in time.  Starfleet had already retired this uniform style before I assumed command of the Dauntless-74658.  And 

Fry didn’t report as a member of the crew until the Sovereign-class Dauntless was launched three years later.”  

Suddenly a thought occurred to him.  “Computer, what vessel am I aboard?” 

 “This vessel is the USS Dauntless.  Intrepid-class starship.  Registry number NCC-74658,” the computer’s 

familiar feminine voice replied without emotion. 

 “Okay, we’ve established I’m somehow back about the previous Dauntless.  But when?  Computer, what is 

the current stardate and year?” 

 “Stardate 64802.9.  Earth year 2387.” 

 “That’s impossible!” Koester exclaimed.  “This ship was destroyed in 2374!”  Quickly getting up from the 

couch, he moved behind the desk and sat down, intending to find out how things had changed from his normal 

reality, though he suspected it had something to do with the quantum fissure his own Dauntless had encountered 

seemingly minutes ago.  “Computer, display Federation history for the last twenty five standard years.” 

 “Working,” the computer replied before an extensive file appeared on the desktop monitor and Koester 

started to read. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later Koester had determined he definitely preferred his own reality more.  According to the 

files he had read, the timeline with which he was familiar had diverged at the beginning of year 2367, when the Borg 

had captured Captain Jean-Luc Picard of the Enterprise-D and assimilated him into their Collective, where he was 

called Locutus.  In his own reality, Picard had been rescued by his crew and through him the Borg were defeated.  In 

this reality the Enterprise crew’s attempt to rescue Picard failed, and while Starfleet successfully managed to keep 

the Borg from assimilating Earth, the cybernetic race had managed to occupy both Mars and Venus, establishing a 

foothold in the Alpha Quadrant.  Over the years that followed, the Federation was decimated, with member worlds 

Andoria, Vega, Benzar, and even Romulus and several other systems of the Star Empire falling to Borg assimilation. 

 He also learned he had been in command of the Intrepid-class Dauntless since its launch in 2372, one of the 

last new starships San Francisco Yards had managed to complete before the shipyard was destroyed in a renewed 

Borg attack.  In the years since, the Dauntless and what remained of Starfleet conducted hit and run attacks on Borg 

outposts in an attempt to hold the line.  In more recent years, several starships, including the Dauntless, had been 

sent beyond Federation borders in an effort to make contact with new potential allies and in the hopes of discovering 

new class-M worlds where what remained of the Federation could establish new colonies and outposts away from 

the Borg menace.  To Koester’s surprise, the records indicated one of the Federations closest allies was the Kairn, 

several of whom were crew members aboard this Dauntless. 

 Koester pressed the control button below the monitor screen, causing the screen to blank out, and took a 

deep breath.  He knew he had to get back to his normal reality, and that he was not going to be able to accomplish 

that task alone.  He then touched the intercom control and said, “Koester to Fry.” 

 “Go ahead, Captain,” came the reply. 

 “Kevin, could you have the senior staff assemble in the briefing lounge in five minutes?” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Fry replied, the sound of confusion evident in his voice again. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few minutes later, Koester stood by the forward windows in the briefing lounge and watched as this 

Dauntless’ senior staff walked in, either from the bridge entrance or, in a couple of cases, from the ramp leading to 

deck two at the rear of the room.  Some of the faces he recognized, like Fry, K’danz, Alan High, and – to his 

surprise – Doctor Azriel Dourden, his original Avalonian Chief Medical Officer.  Others he did not know at all, like 



the human man in his late 30’s who had been manning the helm, or the tall male reptilian wearing a gold-colored 

uniform that Koester recognized as a member of the Kairn species. 

 “We’re just waiting on Commanders Wallace and Bloom,” Fry remarked as he took a seat near the head of 

the table to the captain’s right.  Koester was happy he recognized the names of two more officers he knew from his 

own reality.  Perhaps what he was about to tell them would not seem too strange after all? 

 A couple of moments later, both the emotional Vulcan Jeff Bloom and the Scotsman Alasdair Wallace 

walked in from the bridge and took seats around the table.  Koester remained standing, placing his hands on the back 

of the seat where he normally sat aboard his own Intrepid-class starship in the past. 

 “I’ve called you all in here to inform you of something important,” he said, looking at each in turn.  “I 

know this is going to sound strange to you.  I am not your captain.” 

 Now everyone in the room shared the same look of confusion that Fry had expressed earlier. 

 “What do you mean, you’re not our captain, sir?” the helm officer asked. 

 “I know I may look just like him.  Sound like him.  Probably even have the exact same DNA as your 

captain, but I’m from what I can only describe as an alternate reality.  I’m not sure how I got here, though I suspect 

it has something to do with a quantum fissure my own starship encountered several hours ago.” 

 “We encountered no quantum fissure,” Commander Wallace stated, his thick walrus-like mustache 

bristling. 

 “Perhaps we did, and just didn’t realize it?” the helmsman suggested. 

 “Is there any way we can look back at the sensor logs and determine if this ship did, Mister… um…?” 

Koester asked, still not knowing to whom he was talking. 

 “Crusher, sir.  Wesley Crusher.” 

 “Beverly’s son?” Koester asked, recognizing the name.  The man nodded. 

 “Sssir, if I may assssk?” said the reptile-like being standing at the back of the room.  “How can you be 

sssure you are in another reality?” 

 “Trust me, Mister… um… I’m sorry, but I don’t know your name either.” 

 “Lieutenant Ssleestk, sssir.” 

 “Trust me, Lieutenant,” Koester repeated, not even attempting to pronounce the Kairn name.  “The 

differences are pretty obvious to me.  In my reality, I command a starship called the Dauntless as well, but she’s a 

Sovereign-class starship, one of the largest and most powerful in the entire Starfleet.  She replaced the Intrepid-class 

Dauntless when it was destroyed.” 

 “Sovereign-class?” the tactical officer asked. 

 “Yes.  A class of ship that has evidently never been built in this reality.  Likewise, I know who most of you 

are.  Some of you still serve with me aboard my starship in my reality, like Alasdair and Jeff.  Others of you have 

transferred, like Kevin to become First Officer of the USS LaSalle and K’danz, who now commands her own 

starship, the Bellerophon.” 

 “Who?” Alan High, the Chief Operations Officer asked, looking around at his crewmates around him. 

 “K’danz.  Captain K’danz.”  When there was still no indication of recognition, he pointed in the direction 

of the only woman sitting at the briefing table and added, “Carrie!” 

 “Karendanz, sir,” the woman corrected.  “Carrie Karendanz, not K’danz.” 

 Koester sighed, then said, “In my reality, you’re married to a half-Klingon engineer.  As a result, you… I 

mean, she… changed her name.  Man, this is going to get confusing!” 

 In an effort to clarify things, Fry started introducing the entire senior staff to the captain, starting with 

himself as First Officer.  He then introduced Lt Commander Carrie Karendanz, the ship’s Chief Tactical officer; 

Lieutenant Ssleestk, the Chief of Security; Lt Commander Alan High, Chief Operations Officer; Commander Jeff 

Bloom, Chief Engineer; Commander Alasdair Wallace, Chief Science Officer; Dr. Sir Azriel Dourden, Chief 

Medical Officer; and finally Lt Commander Wesley Crusher, Chief Helms Officer.  Koester then proceeded to give 

the officers a brief history lesson from his own point of view, up to the events that he believed led him to this altered 

reality. 

 “I’ve heard of similar instances to this happening before,” Koester explained.  “According to logs I’ve read, 

one of the crew of the Enterprise-D, the security chief, experienced jumps through several parallel dimensions about 

twenty years ago, at least in my reality.  I myself experienced another altered reality just a few years back.  And 

we’ve even had some visitors from another reality take up residence on the space station we consider home port 

recently, so it’s not unheard of.” 

 “What is it you want us to do?” Lt Commander High asked. 



 “I need your help to figure out a way of getting me back to my own reality, and to hopefully get your own 

Captain Koester back here where he belongs.  And I think the first step should be to find the quantum fissure, if it 

exists in this reality, and study it.  Maybe that will provide some answers as to how I can get home.” 

 “Why not just stay here?” Crusher suggested.  “You yourself said that, aside from some differing 

experiences, you are for all intents and purposes the same Captain Koester we all knew and served with.” 

 “I think it’s a little more than just some differing experiences, Commander,” Koester started explaining 

when he was interrupted by the intercom. 

 “Bridge to the Captain.” 

 Koester exchanged a look with Fry before tapping his combadge.  “Go ahead,” he said. 

 “Captain, long range sensors are detecting a single Borg cube on an intercept course with us at high warp.” 

 A look of shock covered Koester’s face while frustration appeared on all the other senior staff. 

 “Sound red alert!  Man battlestations!” Koester ordered before saying to the officers present, “Our 

discussion will have to wait.  Man your posts.”  He then quickly rushed out onto the bridge, followed by the rest of 

the senior officers. 

 “Captain, we’re being hailed,” High reported as soon as he relieved the watch at ops.  But before Koester or 

anyone else could say anything, the bridge was filled with the sound of many voices speaking as one. 

 “We are the Borg.  Lower your shields and surrender your ship.  Your biological and technological 

distinctiveness will service us.  Resistance is futile.” 

 “Status?” Fry asked as Karendanz resumed her post at tactical. 

 “Shields raised.  Weapons systems are charging.  It’s going to take four more minutes to fully charge the T-

phaser.” 

 “Borg vessel will be in weapons range in one minute, thirty seven seconds,” reported High from his own 

position at ops. 

 “Arm trilithium torpedoes in tubes one and two.  Stand by with phasers,” Koester ordered, an order which 

prompted Karendanz to first look at the captain questioningly before sharing a look with Fry. 

 “Captain, don’t you know that we can’t arm phasers when the T-phaser bank is charging?  And what is a 

trilithium torpedo?” the first officer asked. 

 “What do you mean, what’s a trilithium torpedo?  They were developed from a weapon Dar designed that 

we used to…”  Koester suddenly stopped talking, realizing that in his present reality, his crew never had to repair 

the subspace tear that was formed when a former Starfleet space station suffered a catastrophic reactor core failure 

in the Adelphous star system.  An accident that led to the development of a stable trilithium weapon.  “Damn!  

Helm, evasive maneuvers!  Keep us out of the Borg tractor beam’s grasp.” 

 “Initiating pattern Crusher-Echo-One,” the helmsman responded, and immediately the Dauntless spun 

away from the approaching cube-shaped vessel, though slower than the captain expected. 

 “Borg vessel has entered weapons range,” High announced, and as if to punctuate the announcement, the 

starship shuddered under Borg phaser fire. 

 “Why are we moving so slowly?” Koester asked.  “My own Dauntless is at least twice the size of this 

vessel and can maneuver more quickly than this.” 

 “Propulsion, shields, weapons… all systems are degraded while we charge up the T-phaser bank,” 

informed Bloom from the console on the starboard side of the bridge just forward of the ready room doors.  “It takes 

more than 60% of our warp core output to charge the weapon, and it still takes nearly five minutes.” 

 “Can we at least fire photon torpedoes from the aft tubes?” 

 “Yes,” Karendanz replied, “but it’ll leave all other defensive systems without power, and probably only 

make the Borg mad.” 

 “Do it anyway,” Koester ordered. 

 “Firing aft torpedo tubes,” the tactical officer confirmed.  A moment later a full spread of photon torpedoes 

launched from the two tubes on the aft neck of the Intrepid-class starship and quickly crossed the gap between the 

Federation vessel and the Cube. 

 “Direct hits.  No appreciable damage,” Karendanz stated.  “Shields down to 50%.  Thirty more seconds 

until the T-phaser is fully charged.” 

 Koester turned to the first officer, who gripped the armrests of his chair tightly as the ship shook under 

another Borg onslaught, and asked, “What happens if we try firing this T-phaser before it’s fully charged.” 

 “We were warned never to do that when it was installed,” Fry replied.  “The resulting explosion would 

probably take out half the main hull.” 

 “Let’s not do that then,” Koester agreed before looking over his shoulder at Karendanz.  “Inform me when 

the T-phaser is ready.” 



 “Helm, come about, new course…”  Fry consulted the screen between the two command seats for a 

moment, then added, “095 mark 5.” 

 “Coming about onto new course 095 mark 5,” Crusher confirmed. 

 “T-phaser is fully charged.” 

 “Fire!” ordered Fry. 

 As Koester watched, a broad beam of golden energy was unleashed from the array at the front of the 

starship.  The beam struck the Borg vessel a glancing blow, vaporizing a circular tube through the left side of the 

cube, far from any truly vital systems.  Plasma vented from several destroyed conduits around the vicinity of the 

damage. 

 “Nice shot,” Koester remarked.  “But won’t the Borg simply regenerate?” 

 “They can’t.  The beam uses a mixture of rectified phased energy and chroniton radiation to disrupt the 

matter it touches in such a way that it cannot be regenerated,” Karendanz explained. 

 “A temporal-phaser!” Koester exclaimed. 

 “Exactly,” Fry remarked.  “What did you think the ‘T’ in T-phaser stood for?” 

 “Truthfully, I hadn’t thought about it.  My first Dauntless had an experimental temporal-phaser installed a 

few weeks before it was destroyed.  Took the prototype weapon with it.  Only got to fire it once, but it saved our 

lives in that one instance.” 

 “Captain, Borg vessel is breaking off attack and retreating,” High reported. 

 “Can we fire another shot at them before they get away?” 

 “Negative,” Karendanz replied.  “It would take another five minutes to charge up the weapon.” 

 Koester watched in disappointment as the Borg cube disappeared into warp, knowing more than ever he did 

not belong in this reality and that, if this version of the Dauntless and her crew were to survive, they needed their 

own Captain Koester back. 

 “The Borg will be back,” Fry remarked.  “And in greater numbers.”  He looked at Koester and added, “If 

we’re going to find this fissure of yours, we need to do it soon.” 

 “You’re right, Kevin.  Let’s get to work,” Koester said. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s personal log, stardate 64803.6: 

With a little effort, the crew of this Dauntless and I have managed to locate the quantum 

fissure I believe is the cause of this entire muddle. 
 

 

 Koester sat in the chair behind the desk in the ready room, his curiosity having gotten the better of him as 

he studied the personnel files of several people he knew in his own universe.  According to Starfleet records, 

Commander Lotus Q simply disappeared near the end of 2375.  “Some things never change,” Koester remarked to 

himself.  Amongst others who had served with him, Lt Commander Virgil Kane – the Dauntless’ original first 

officer – was lost in battle against the Borg in 2376; Dar – the half-Klingon engineer that married Carrie Karendanz 

in his original reality – was MIA-Believed Assimilated after a Borg boarding party had managed to breech the 

Dauntless’ defenses in 2373; and Chief Kyman had never received an assignment to the Dauntless, serving instead 

aboard a space station near Gorn space, monitoring the Borg activity in that sector. 

 Before he could work up enough nerve to look up either his own daughter, Gem, or his wife, Michele, a 

voice sounded through Koester’s combadge. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester.” 

 “Go ahead, Kevin,” he replied after tapping the communicator. 

 “Mister Wallace believes he may have discovered the ‘doorway’ you’re looking for.” 

 “I’ll be right there,” Koester said with the first inflection of excitement he really felt since arriving in his 

present reality.  As the doors swished open before him, he asked, “What have you got?” 

 “I’ve made an interestin’ discovery,” the chief science officer said.  “Accordin’ to sensors, the quantum 

fissure you directed us to is slightly out of sync with our universe.” 

 “Out of synch?  You mean it doesn’t belong here?” 

 “Nay.  ‘Tis only off by a wee bit.  The fissure is vibratin’ at a quantum frequency o’ 1296.8.  Our own 

universe has a normal quantum frequency o’ 1296.7.” 

 Wallace pulled a tricorder out of a storage locker near his console and started scanning himself, then 

Commander Fry. 



 “Aye.  Our quantum signatures match our universe’s frequency.” 

 Wallace then turned the tricorder on Koester and scanned him as well. 

 “As I thought.  The Cap’n’s quantum signature is fluctuating between 1296.7 an’ 1296.8.” 

 “I wonder if that might be caused by having traveled to another reality in the past?” Koester mused. 

 “It’s possible.  An’ I would be willin’ t’ bet that our own Cap’n’s quantum signature is also fluctuatin’ 

slightly, and when both came into contact with that quantum fissure out there, it was like they suddenly fell through 

a trap door, each in opposite directions.” 

 “Your analysis is fascinating, Commander.  But how does this help me get back to where I belong, and 

your own captain back here to you?” Koester asked. 

 “If my theory is correct,” Wallace said, “it should be as simple as just passin’ the ship through the fissure.” 

 “That’s all?” Koester asked, feeling like it was too easy to believe. 

 “If my theory is correct,” Wallace reiterated. 

 Koester looked at the crew around him, most of whom looked back at him. 

 “Shipmates, I can’t thank you enough for your help.  It has been my honor to serve with you for as little 

time as I’ve been here.”  Koester then looked over at the bulkhead near the briefing lounge doors.  Stepping over, he 

ran his fingers across the starship’s registry number on the dedication plaque that hung there before briskly walking 

back over to the right-most command seat and sitting down. 

 “Mister Crusher, plot a course through the middle of the fissure,” he ordered. 

 “Aye, sir,” the helmsman replied.  “It’s a little tricky, since our own movement seems to affect the motion 

of the fissure according to my sensor readings.” 

 “Oh no!” 

 Both Koester and Fry looked back toward the tactical console to find out what had prompted the remark 

from Karendanz. 

 “Captain, sensors are detecting at least five Borg vessels on an intercept course with us.  ETA to weapons 

range, three minutes!” 

 “Damn,” Koester muttered. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s personal log, supplemental: 

Just when it looked like I was going to have an easy time of getting home, the Borg have 

overwhelmingly returned.  Now my choices are; stay and fight and risk destroying this 

Dauntless just to get me back where I belong, or retreating from the sector and risk 

loosing my only way home. 
 

 

 “Captain, there’s no way we can outfight five Borg cubes,” Karendanz remarked.  “Recommend we depart 

the sector with all due haste.” 

 “Bu’ if we depart the area, I doubt we’ll ever find the quantum fissure again,” Wallace pointed out.  

“Assumin’ it’s even still open when we come back lookin’ for it.” 

 “Time until the Borg have entered weapons range?” Koester asked. 

 “One minute, forty-five seconds,” Karendanz replied. 

 “Mister Crusher, plot course 270 mark 0, but do not engage until ordered to do so.  Prepare to take us 

through the fissure,” the captain ordered. 

 “Plotting course 270 mark 0,” Crusher acknowledged as he entered commands into his console.  “Course 

plotted and laid in, ready at your command, Captain.” 

 “Very well.  Tactical, arm all phasers and torpedo tubes…” 

 “Captain, we can’t arm normal phasers and the T-phaser at the same time,” Karendanz interrupted. 

 “…with the exception of the T-phaser,” Koester finished. 

 “Captain, all our weapons aren’t going to do much against five Borg vessels,” Fry reminded Koester.  “And 

it takes too long to re-charge the T-phaser between shots.  There’s no way we can defeat the Borg.” 

 “Are you saying resistance is futile?” Koester asked the first officer with a smirk.  “I have no intention of 

defeating the Borg.  I just need to create a little chaos if this doesn’t work.  Helm, take us through the fissure.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Crusher replied, maneuvering the ship to pass as close to center of the anomaly as possible.  A 

moment later he reported, “Entering the phenomenon’s perimeter now.” 



 Koester closed his eyes in anticipation, but after several seconds passed he felt no different.  Opening his 

eyes, he looked to his left, mildly disappointed to still see Kevin Fry sitting there. 

 “Captain?” Fry asked, hopeful. 

 “It didn’t work!” Koester groaned.  “Time until Borg enter weapons range?” 

 “One minute,” Karendanz responded. 

 “It didn’t work!  Why didn’t it work?” Koester demanded of Wallace as he walked over to the science 

console. 

 “Ah’m not sure, Cap’n.  It should’o worked.” 

 “I was standing the first time it happened, but sitting down this time.  Would that little difference have 

caused it to fail?” 

 “I doubt it.  That’s such a minor…”  Wallace suddenly stopped talking, his mustache bristling again as he 

thought.  “…Difference…  What was different this time?”  He then looked up at Koester and added, “I need a 

minute or so t’ run some comparisons.” 

 “Captain,” Karendanz interrupted.  “Thirty seconds to weapons range.” 

 Koester glanced at the tactical officer, giving the woman a nod of acknowledgement before turning back to 

Wallace.  “Let me know what you discover,” he said before returning to the command seat.  “Helm, stand by on that 

ordered course.  I know if we warp out of here I’m probably never going to get back to where I belong, but I’m not 

going to risk getting this ship destroyed.” 

 “Standing by,” Crusher acknowledged, his hand held over the control that would engage the warp drive. 

 “Mister Karendanz, let me know when the Borg have entered weapons range.” 

 “Aye, sir,” the tactical officer replied.  A few seconds later she added, “The Borg have entered weapons 

range.” 

 “Fire all weapons, widest possible dispersion!” 

 A moment later, every phaser array and torpedo tube that could fire in the forward weapons arc let loose 

their barrage, the act of defiance taking the Borg by surprise.  One Cube slowed while two others changed course, 

one upward and the second to the Dauntless’ starboard. 

 “I think they had adapted and were expecting the T-phaser, Captain,” Fry said.  “Brilliant!” 

 “We’re not out of this yet.  Helm, enga…!” 

 “Wait!” shouted Wallace, preventing the captain from completing his order.  “I think I’ve found it!” 

 “What?  What is it, Alasdair?” Koester demanded to know. 

 “Th’ first time we passed through this vicinity o’ space, when you exchanged places with our Captain, we 

had just successfully completed an engagement with a Borg vessel.  As a result, our shields were charged with anti-

protons from th’ Borg weapons fire.  I believe that is th’ key to th’ ‘doorway’ we’ve been lookin’ for!” 

 “You mean, in order for this to work, we have to let ourselves be hit by the Borg?” Bloom asked from 

across the bridge. 

 “Aye.  It should na take more ‘an two or three hits against our shields for them to be properly charged with 

anti-protons.”  Suddenly the entire vessel shook at the first of the Borg phasers hit the Dauntless. 

 “One down, one or two more to go,” Karendanz remarked wryly.  “Shields down by 5% but holding,” she 

reported. 

 “Mister Crusher, this is going to take split-second timing,” Koester said once more to the helmsman.  “As 

soon as we take one more hit from the Borg weapons, maneuver us back through the quantum fissure.  Then, as soon 

as we’ve passed through, engage warp on that course I ordered.  Don’t even wait for an order.” 

 “Understood, Captain,” Crusher replied.  Right away, another phaser beam hit the Dauntless, nearly 

knocking both Koester and Fry out of their seats.  “Reversing course back through the fissure,” Crusher reported.  

“Crossing threshold in ten seconds.” 

 Another blast knocked against the Dauntless.  Karendanz recovered from where she had been knocked 

back against the consoles behind her tactical station and, quickly scanning her readouts, said, “That was a bad one.  

Shields down to 55%!” 

 “Entering fissure in 5… 4… 3… 2…,” Crusher counted down.  “Passing through fissure… now!” 

 Koester was about to give the helmsman the order to go to maximum warp and clear the area when a wave 

of nausea overcame him.  Closing his eyes to prevent himself from vomiting, he took several deep breaths. 

 “Captain?  Captain, are you alright?” a voice to his right asked. 

 Slowly, Koester opened his eyes to see the concerned faces of Commander Arbelo, Counselor Tanzia Gera, 

and Chief Medical Officer Gregory MacMillan looking at him. 

 “It worked.” Koester said with a grin.  “It worked!  I’m back!” 

 “Welcome home, Captain,” greeted Counselor Gera. 



* * * * 

 

 A short time later, Koester was in the briefing lounge behind the bridge, telling several members of his 

senior staff about his experience. 

 “The differences were a little shocking,” he said to Arbelo, Bloom, Wallace, MacMillan, and Security 

Chief Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre.  “While there was still a sense of Starfleet discipline, their Dauntless was more 

akin to a pirate ship; conducting raids, no real oversight beyond the on-board command structure, taking on new 

crew members wherever they happened to find them.  I don’t know if I could have adapted to that style of command.  

Now tell me, how did things go here in my absence?” 

 “Well, there was the expected period of shock, when your counterpart first arrived aboard our Dauntless 

and he had no idea where he was or how he got here,” McIntyre remarked. 

 “You definitely had a distinct advantage, Cap’n,” Wallace explained.  “You were aware o’ the encounter 

with th’ quantum fissure and had knowledge an’ experience aboard th’ Intrepid-class Dauntless.  Your counterpart 

had neither.  He had no clue o’ his proximity to th’ fissure, nor had he any knowledge o’ the design or workings of a 

Sovereign-class starship.” 

 “Thankfully some of our own counterparts still serve aboard his Dauntless,” stated Jeff Bloom, the 

emotional Vulcan Chief Engineer.  “We were able to calm the other captain down, and once he got over the initial 

shock, he seemed to relax easily enough.” 

 “Aye,” added Dr. MacMillan.  “I took him t’ sickbay, just for a once-over.  He had evidence o’ injuries I 

never would’ve thought possible t’ recover from as thoroughly as he had... crushed bones, burns, nanoprobe 

injection... but his vitals were amazingly normal.  His blood pressure, if it had been any lower, I would’ve thought 

he were in a coma!” 

 “I only managed to get a glimpse of the life that alternate crew faces each day,” Koester said.  “Imagine the 

stresses they live with that we, thankfully and but for the grace of a higher power, do not?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Coming about on course 270 mark 0.  Engaging warp!” Crusher announced. 

 The nacelles on the small starship swung up into position, and the vessel jumped into warp, heading off in a 

direction perpendicular to the Borg vessels courses.  One Cube jumped into warp behind the Dauntless, but the 

Federation starship had by that time passed close through a nearby solar system, hiding in the magnetic interference 

above the pole of a Jupiter-like gas giant. 

 “I’m back!” the man in the command chair exclaimed, looking over at his first officer with a expression of 

both amazement and joy.  “The other Mister Wallace was right!” 

 “Welcome back, Captain,” Commander Fry said. 

 A short time later, Captain Koester handed a cup of hot tea from the replicator in his ready room to Fry, 

who was sitting on the couch under the large forward windows, then sat down in a nearby chair with his own mug of 

coffee. 

 “So what was the other Dauntless you visited like?” Fry asked. 

 “I really didn’t get a chance to explore, as much as I would have liked to,” Koester replied.  “But some of 

the technology was incredible.  At least a decade or more ahead of us in design.  Holographic interfaces on most of 

their control consoles.  Advances in defense and weaponry.  Stronger shields.  More powerful standard phasers.  

And two variants of the photon torpedo.  One was called a quantum torpedo.  The other was the trilithium torpedo.” 

 “Yes, your counterpart was telling us about that particular weapon,” Fry acknowledged. 

 “But no specific Borg offensive weapons.  Nothing like our T-phaser.  I guess their history hasn’t had as 

much of a problem with the Borg as we have.  The Federation is still intact.  It was…”  Koester struggled a moment, 

as if trying to find the right word, finally settling on, “…Nice.” 

 “Well, you certainly seem none the worse for wear,” Fry remarked between sips of his tea. 

 “No wear whatsoever,” Koester agreed.  “In fact, Exec, just between you and me…”  The captain looked 

around as if fearing being overheard.  “It was like being on vacation.” 

 

The End 


