
 The Sovereign-class starship USS Dauntless orbited high over the Class-M planet designated Persephone, 

where a small but thriving Federation colony had been established less than two years prior.  The starship, besides 

paying a courtesy call to the Federation citizens making new lives for themselves so far away from Federation space, 

was also dropping off supplies and goods transported from Starbase 719, the Federation command base in the Fifth 

Fleet Area of Responsibility beyond the Typhon Expanse. 

 Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the Dauntless, was sitting behind the desk in his 

ready room, reviewing inventory lists and assuring himself that all needed supplies had been transferred to the 

colony.  His concentration was broken by the buzz of his intercom. 

 “This is the Captain,” he said.  “Go ahead.” 

 “Skipper,” responded the voice of Koester’s first officer, Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo.  “You have 

a Starfleet communiqué coming in through the Governor’s office on Persephone.” 

 “Very well, Exec.  Send it in here, please.” 

 “Coming through now,” Arbelo said.  A moment later the monitor rose up out of the top of Koester’s desk.  

As Persephone was located so far away from the Typhon sector, the message intended for the Dauntless had been 

sent as an encoded communiqué rather than audio-visual, and a set of Starfleet orders decoded themselves on the 

screen. 

 “Interesting,” Koester remarked to himself as he read the new orders. 

 

* * * * 

 

 On the bridge, Commander Arbelo was signing a padd confirming the disposition of the supplies the 

Dauntless had carried to Persephone and handed the device back to the yeoman before settling back in the center 

seat when the ready room doors opened and Koester stepped out onto the bridge. 

 “Status, Exec?” he asked as he walked toward Arbelo. 

 “Transporter rooms report all supplies have been transferred to the colony as directed, Skipper.  Since 

we’re going to be here for a few days, I was just about to authorize shore leave for the off-duty sections.” 

 “Belay that,” Koester remarked.  “As soon as possible, we need to break orbit and set course 030 mark 2.” 

 “030 mark 2?” Arbelo questioned.  “That puts us on a course out of the AOR.” 

 “I know.  We’ve received new orders.  We’re to report to Copernicus Station as soon as possible,” Koester 

explained. 

 “Aye, aye,” Arbelo acknowledged, sounding slightly unsure, before turning his attention toward one of the 

two men sitting in front of him.  “Ship status, Mister Riker?” 

 “Transporter systems back in stand-by,” reported Lt Commander Thomas Riker from ops.  “Propulsion 

systems standing by, capable of all ordered speeds.  All departments, all divisions report nominal.” 

 “Very well, Mister Riker.  Mister Hyland-Faggio, break orbit.  Set course 030 mark 2,” Arbelo ordered. 

 “Course plotted and laid in, Commander,” the helmsman responded crisply. 

 “Engage, warp factor six once we’re clear of orbit.” 

 The Dauntless maneuvered out of orbit above Persephone and turned in the direction of deep space in the 

general vicinity of where the Beta Quadrant of the galaxy abutted the Delta Quadrant.  Moments later the starship’s 

warp nacelles glowed a brilliant blue, and the Dauntless jumped into warp speed. 

 

* * * * 

 

 That evening, Koester was relaxing over a drink in the 10-Forward lounge with Arbelo, Ship’s Counselor 

Tanzia Gera, engineer Amanda Windsor, and the starship’s COB, Chief Pono Kyman. 

 “What do you suppose prompted Starfleet to send us all the way out to Copernicus Station, Skipper?” 

Arbelo asked after swallowing a sip of his own beverage. 

 “I don’t know all the details yet,” Koester admitted.  “The orders we received only stated that the research 

team there required the participation of a member of our crew.” 



 “Who?” Kyman asked, suspecting he already knew based on tales he had heard from Koester and others of 

the research being performed at the distant and remote Copernicus Station. 

 “Wyatt Cerilli,” Koester replied. 

 “Ensign Five?” Gera asked in confirmation.  Kyman nodded knowingly. 
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 A few days into their voyage to the distant Federation outpost, both Koester and Arbelo were sitting in their 

respective seats on the bridge, when the first officer remarked, “I’ve been thinking about what you said in regards to 

why we’re being sent all the way out here.  Why would researchers at Copernicus Station require Ensign Five?” 

 Koester looked over at the Terran-Vulcan-Efrosian man in the chair to his right and said, “Don’t you...?  

Oh, that’s right.  You weren’t aboard the Dauntless at the time.” 

 “At what time?” Arbelo asked, his curiosity piqued. 

 “About ten years ago, K’danz, Dar, my daughter Gem, and I were requested to meet with the researchers at 

Copernicus to take part in research they were performing.  Unfortunately, that research almost led to disaster...” 
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 “Welcome aboard everybody,” the female operations officer said.  Captain Peter J. Koester – commander 

of the starship Dauntless, his eleven year old daughter Gem, first officer Commander K’danz, and chief engineer Lt 

Commander Dar had just arrived aboard the distant research station along with more than thirty civilians, and were 

wondering why they had been requested to make the distant journey.  “Thanks for joining us.  I’m Lt Stevens and I 

would like to extend an official thank you for joining us here at Copernicus Station.  We appreciate you coming all 

the way almost to the border of the Delta Quadrant to take part in our study, and I assure you, we wouldn’t have 

brought you here if it weren’t very important.” 

 Stevens touched a control on the panel below the viewers and the main monitor screen at the front of the 

briefing room changed to a schematic of the research station as she continued to talk. 

 “Copernicus Station is an advanced research facility working on a variety of special projects.  You have all 

been selected to take part in ‘Project: Resistance.’  I am very pleased to now introduce you to someone who can tell 

you more about this program, and that is the Doctor.”  A look verging on extreme pride covered Steven’s face as she 

explained more about the project coordinator behind the group’s need to travel so far away from the Federation’s 

core systems.  “We are extremely fortunate to have this legendary Emergency Medical Hologram as part of our staff 

here at Copernicus Station.  I’m sure you are aware the Doctor has recently completed his tour of duty on board the 

starship Voyager.  Since ‘Project: Resistance’ is really the Doctor’s brainchild, I would like to turn the rest of this 



orientation over to him.  He is very excited about the project and cannot wait to share it with you.”  Stevens touched 

another control on the console, activating the station’s intercom.  “Doctor?” 

 The main viewer blinked for a millisecond before a very familiar looking bald-headed man with a smug-

looking smile appeared.  It took Captain Koester a moment to remember this was not the same EMH that served in 

his own starship’s sickbay.  The captain had heard that Voyager’s former EMH was capable of leaving the vessel’s 

hologrids, but this was the first time he had witnessed it personally.  The captain hoped perhaps he might have a 

chance to talk to the Doctor about it while he was on board Copernicus. 

 “Welcome to the Copernicus Research Facility,” the Doctor said on the main viewer.  “I’m very excited 

about this new project and extremely pleased that you’ve agreed to help.  The work we’re doing here at Copernicus 

is of the utmost importance, and it can’t be done without you.” 

 Gem looked up at her father as K’danz and Dar exchanged glances, all wondering what they had gotten 

themselves into. 

 “The bioscan readings I took as you entered the station confirmed that a significant number of you are 

likely to possess a rare base-pair sequence in your DNA.  I believe your unique DNA could allow your immune 

systems to fend off a far wider range of alien viruses and bacteria then the average human.  In fact, you may even be 

resistant to the nanoprobes used by the Borg to assimilate their victims.  Imagine the possibilities!  If I could isolate 

this genetic fragment, there’s a real chance of developing a biological defense against the deadliest enemy Starfleet 

has ever faced.  All thanks to you!  …And, of course, me!  None of this would be possible without my tireless 

dedication and unique vision…” 

 The Doctor’s sentence was suddenly cut off by the voice of the station commander over the intercom. 

 “Base command to Doctor.  Please respond.” 

 The Doctor looked annoyed as he responded, “What is it?  I’m preparing the test subjects.” 

 “We’re picking up an unidentified vessel approaching the station at high warp, and they’re not responding 

to hails.  We’re going to red alert status.” 

 As the commander spoke, the lighting in the briefing room changed to red and the top screen of the three 

smaller viewers changed from a view of one of the station corridors to a tactical display showing the approaching 

unidentified vessel as a red dot moving at high speed directly toward the space station.  As the station tactical officer 

in the background whispered something to her, the commander’s expression growing even graver. 

 “Doctor, we’re suspending the tests until we know more about the approaching vessel.”  She then turned 

back to the tactical officer and ordered, “More power to shields, now!” 

 Captain Koester exchanged a look with K’danz, considering offering his assistance to the station’s 

commander, but deciding against it with the knowledge he himself would not want some outsider, Starfleet or 

otherwise, to start interfering in his command during a crisis situation. 

 On the commander’s screen, the station’s ops officer turned to face his CO, saying, “We have visual on the 

approaching vessel.” 

 “Let’s see it,” the Bajoran woman ordered. 

 One of the smaller viewscreen changed from a tactical projection to a visual image of the approaching 

vessel as it dropped out of warp.  The vessel’s configuration was all too familiar.  A Borg cube. 

 “Oh no,” said the Doctor, his image still on the main viewer.  “The Borg.” 

 “All stations, red alert!” ordered the station commander. 

 As the station prepared for battle against the Cube, the station officers that had been escorting the test 

subjects started moving them through the station toward the main docking bay, where a transport ship awaited them 

for emergency evacuation.  But the journey through the station was not without peril. 

 It took a few minutes for the group to finally reach section 1-A of the station, where the main docking bay 

was located.  Koester breathed a sigh of relief that the evacuation had thus far been relatively free of incident, the 

corridors shaking violently at one point as the Borg tore a section of the station away, but no encounters with any 

Borg drones.  That is, however, until they neared the docking bay. 

 The group rounded a corner, rushing closer to where the transport Olympia awaited them, when 

unexpectedly two Borg drones appeared from a side hallway behind them.  Without thinking, Stevens raised her 



phaser and shot a beam at the lead drone, sending it reeling backward and finally collapsing to the deck twitching.  

Unfortunately, that one shot was all the Borg needed to adapt.  When Stevens fired at the second drone, the beam 

was absorbed harmlessly by the second Borg’s shield.  She stood protectively between the Borg and the test subjects 

as she tried to adjust her beam frequency once more, hoping she could manage one last shot, before the drone moved 

in and grabbed the lieutenant with its humanoid arm while injecting nanoprobes into her with its mechanized second 

arm.  The security officer that had accompanied the evacuation from the briefing room and the four Dauntless crew 

hurried the other test subjects down the hall toward where another officer waited to admit the visitors into the hanger 

bay.  After some complications in getting the hanger bay door open caused by the damage the Borg had already 

caused to the station, and the abduction of the officer by a drone hidden among the pipes in the corridor’s ceiling, 

the group finally managed to access the hanger and board the Olympia. There, a Lieutenant names Elkins and the co-

pilot waited, rushing everyone aboard the transport and safely into the seats inside.  From outside could be heard the 

sounds of phasers firing as the crew of Copernicus Station tried to keep the Borg away from the docking bay. 

 “Lieutenant, is that everyone?” Elkins asked as he rushed over to the helm console and started the 

transport’s pre-flight sequence. 

 “That’s everyone,” his co-pilot announced, taking one last look out the door into the docking bay. 

 The pilot turned to look at the scared faces of the crowd in the seats behind him.  “Everybody, I’m going to 

remind you we are in a red alert situation and commencing with immediate evacuation procedures.  Lieutenant, 

secure the airlock door!” 

 “Airlock sealed!” the co-pilot reported as he confirmed the door indications, then likewise rushed to his 

seat next to Elkins.  The passengers could hear the whine of the engines as they powered up when suddenly the 

entire transport shook to one side. 

 “What was that?” Elkins inquired. 

 His co-pilot consulted a reading on the helm console before answering, “Looks like an overload in the bay 

EPS grid.” 

 “Re-routing power to primary on-board array,” reported the transport’s computer voice.  The pilot smiled to 

himself. 

 “Olympia is under her own power now,” he announced.  “Preparing for departure.” 

 “Diagnostic complete,” the computer said. 

 “We have to clear the station before we can go to warp,” said Elkins.  “Engaging thrusters.  Hold on, 

everybody, it might be a little rough.” 

 The Olympia maneuvered quickly out of the bay on thrusters, passing through the still functioning 

atmosphere retaining field.  As soon as the transport had cleared the docking bay, Elkins activated the impulse 

engines, hoping to avoid the Borg cube on the opposite side of the station for the few seconds it would take to 

escape to warp speed. 

 “Borg vessel to port!” reported the Olympia’s co-pilot.  On the main viewscreen, the Cube dominated the 

view of everyone aboard the small vessel.  Captain Koester could feel his young daughter grip tightly onto his arm.  

He had to admit he too felt a degree of fear, especially since he, like the other test subjects around him, was only a 

passenger aboard this ship.  At least when the Dauntless had faced the Borg in the past, he had been in command 

and more occupied with what must be done than with the dreaded possibilities of what could happen if the Olympia 

was unsuccessful in escaping the Borg. 

 “Evasive maneuvers!” Elkins ordered. 

 The Olympia maneuvered to try and keep the bulk of Copernicus Station between the Borg cube and 

themselves.  It was all futile, however, as the massive alien ship loomed closer, a tractor beam locking onto the 

transport before the warp engines could propel it out of reach.  Lt Elkins and his co-pilot scrambled at the controls, 

trying to boost the vessel’s power, hoping beyond hope that they might still escape. 

 “The warp field is holding.  We can still make it!  Full power!” 

 The co-pilot attempted to take the Olympia into warp, but the Borg tractor was far too powerful.  Koester 

could see the transport turn toward the Borg Cube on the main viewer.  A sense of disappointment ran through him 

as he heard the warp drive reach its overload mark and shut down a moment later. 



 “Oh, God,” muttered Elkins.  We’re going in!” 

 A huge circular door on one side of the Cube opened up, and the Olympia was drawn inside.  In mere 

moments, the small transport was locked in place.  Moments later the entire front of the ship was literally ripped off, 

exposing the passengers and crew to the probing of Borg scouts and eventually the Queen herself as she gloated over 

their easy capture.  Within seconds, each of the test subjects found themselves being injected with Borg nanoprobes 

and the process of assimilation began. 

 As Koester, K’danz, Gem, and Dar felt the Borg implants begin to assert themselves within their bodies, 

they began to hear voices in their heads.  Thousands…  perhaps even millions of voices.  All working in 

cooperation.  The voice of the Collective.  But before they completely lost their sense of individuality, and quite 

unexpectedly, the half-transparent image of a man in a Starfleet uniform appeared in front of the helm console 

among the drones that had invaded the Olympia.  The still-human part of Koester’s mind struggled to recognize him 

as he spoke, his voice sounding distant and faint. 

 “Resist the Queen!” implored the Doctor. 

 The image wavered slightly before strengthening, the EMH’s form more solid yet still somewhat 

transparent. 

 “I’ve projected my program into the collective hive mind.” 

 One of the Borg drones reacted to the Doctor’s presence.  It raised an arm, injection tubules ready, and tried 

impaling the Doctor.  Its arm, however, passed right through the projection.  The Doctor looked over his shoulder at 

the drone in annoyance and said, “Told you.”  He then returned his attention to the passengers and crew of the 

Olympia, telling them, “Don’t you see?  You were recruited for the experiment for your natural ability to resist the 

Borg.  Whatever you do, don’t give in!  We’re coming to get you.  Help is on the way!” 

 The Doctor’s image wavered again, this time disappearing completely as the Queen reasserted her control.  

Koester and everyone in the Olympia could once again see the Queen standing on the platform right in front of the 

ship, contempt and anger in her eyes as most of the test subjects, including Captain Koester and his daughter Gem 

and his crew managed to reassert their own individuality. 

 “As I said before, it is futile to resist.” 

 The entire transport shook and Koester looked up toward the source of the clanging noise, noticing for the 

first time the cargo loading doors in the overhead. 

 “The Queen is trying to access the overhead loading doors,” said the Olympia’s only remaining pilot. 

 “Fighting assimilation is pointless,” the Queen said arrogantly. 

 “I cannot override!” exclaimed the pilot. 

 “You can’t stand against the overwhelming power of the Collective,” the Queen advised as the loading 

doors sounded like they would buckle at any second.  Captain Koester feared this would be the end until a familiar 

voice sounded from the subspace communications speakers. 

 “I hope you don’t mind if we crash your party?” 

 “Janeway!” the Queen spat venomously. 

 From behind the Queen, the Olympia’s passengers could see a section of the Borg ship’s hull blast away as 

a phaser beam invaded the vessel.  The hole it created was large enough to drive a starship through, and to the 

surprise of many inside the transport, that is exactly what happened as an Intrepid-class starship maneuvered into the 

Borg cube and moved slowly closer to both the Olympia and the Borg Queen standing nearby. 

 Captain Koester had never in his life been so happy to see his old friend and mentor as when her image 

appeared on the monitors in the transport’s cabin. 

 “Stand aside.  I’ve come to take these people home,” Admiral Kathryn Janeway boldly declared as the 

starship Voyager moved closer and closer inside the Borg cube, continuing to fire its phasers to clear the path ahead 

and causing the Queen to sneer at the starship defiantly. 

 “You’re Voyager is trapped!” the Queen declared.  “You may destroy this Cube, but you would be 

destroying everything inside it as well!” 

 “You’d sacrificed an entire Cube to destroy us?” 

 The Queen looked as confidant as if she had already won. 



 “You’re alone, Janeway,” she said.  “There will always be more Borg.  Voyager and these unique 

individuals will be a much more significant loss.” 

 Admiral Janeway stared defiantly back from the monitors as she stated, “We’re not losing anyone.  

Doctor?” 

 The Doctor materialized in a transporter beam aboard the Olympia, standing just in front of the helm 

console.  He looked down at the sole remaining pilot and said, “We’ve altered their shield frequencies.  You should 

be able to raise your emergency forcefields and evade the Borg tractors.” 

 “Battlestations!” Janeway ordered to the Voyager crew. 

 “You’re all trapped!” the Queen stated, still sure she would prevail in this battle. 

 “Don’t be too sure,” Janeway advised.  “Fire quantum torpedoes.” 

 Several bright-white projectiles shot out from the Voyager’s forward torpedo tubes, hitting several key 

systems in the Borg ship before blasting another gaping wound out the opposite side of the cube-shaped vessel just 

as K’danz looked triumphantly at her captain. 

 “I need that forcefield!” the Doctor implored. 

 “Engaging now!” the pilot replied as the emergency forcefield hummed back to life, sealing off the 

damaged bow of the transport and once again creating a barrier between the test subjects and the Borg Queen. 

 “Initiate tractor beam,” Janeway ordered, and as if her operations officer had anticipated the admiral’s 

order, a tractor immediately locked onto the badly damaged transport.  Janeway looked toward her helmsman and 

said, “Let’s go!” 

 With the Borg ship starting to literally come apart around them, the Voyager sped off on impulse engines, 

passing over the Olympia and, with a jolt, pulling it along behind them.  Koester and the rest of the passengers could 

see the Queen recede in the distance as more and more of the Borg vessel started to break apart.  Moments later, 

both Voyager and Olympia cleared the Cube as explosions racked the structure.  Seconds after the two ships had 

escaped, and none too soon, the Borg vessel exploded. 

 In the calm that followed, Voyager released its hold on the transport vessel, and within moments the 

Olympia was touching back down within the docking bay of Copernicus Station, its passengers safe... for the 

moment... 

 

* * * * 

 

 “...So I’m fairly sure the research staff is still studying Borg technology, which is the only logical reason 

why they would need Mister Cerilli specifically,” Koester remarked. 

 “But the Borg are no longer a threat, assuming the Collective even still exists,” Arbelo protested.  “Thanks 

to your mentor, Admiral Janeway, the Borg were pretty much wiped out over a decade ago before Voyager reached 

the Alpha Quadrant.” 

 “Yeah, that’s what some people in Starfleet wanted to believe before that Borg Cube attacked Copenicus 

and tried to assimilate the test subjects there nine years ago too,” Koester remarked, his face taking on a hard-edged 

look.  “We need to remain ever vigilant, Exec.  The Borg are adaptable.  I have no doubt at least some of the 

Collective still survives.  And if not the Borg, or the Kairn, or the Cybots, it’s some other unknown threat to our way 

of life.  The more we know, the more we understand, the better.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 67740.7: 

After a journey of several weeks, the Dauntless has finally arrived at the distant research 

facility designated Copernicus Station, deep in the frontier of the Beta Quadrant. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 



 The starship Dauntless slowed as it approached Copernicus Station, where a Nebula and Intrepid-class 

starship already maintained station-keeping a short distance from the relatively small research facility. 

 On the bridge, Fleet Captain Peter Koester activated the intercom on the arm of his command chair and 

said, “Captain to Commander Wallace and Lt Commander Riker.  Please meet me in Transporter Room One in ten 

minutes for transport to the station.”  After receiving acknowledgement from both his chief science officer and chief 

of operations, Koester then got out of his chair and – heading toward the starboard turbolift – said, “COB, Ensign 

Cerilli, with me.  You have the bridge, Exec.” 

 As Arbelo acknowledged and moved over into the center seat, the El-Aurian man at mission ops and the 

young human and former Borg drone manning ops both wordlessly got up and joined Koester in the turbolift. 

 “Still no word on exactly why we’re here, Skipper?” Chief Kyman asked, looking concerned at Cerilli.  He 

had mentored the young man since his arrival aboard the Dauntless several years earlier, and was worried about 

what the researchers at Copernicus might have in store for the former Borg. 

 “I was told we would be briefed upon arrival, COB,” Koester reassured.  Moments later, the three men 

reached the transporter room, where two other officers waited. 

 “Copernicus reports they’re ready t’ receive us, Cap’n,” Commander Alasdair Wallace reported in his thick 

Scottish brogue. 

 “Very well.  Let’s go see what this is all about,” Koester remarked as he stepped up on the transport 

platform, followed by the four others who took positions around him.  Koester then turned his attention toward the 

transporter chief behind the partition and ordered, “Energize.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The five members of the Dauntless crew materialized on the transport platform aboard Copernicus Station.  

The station’s air still had the same antiseptic smell Koester remembered from his previous visit nearly a decade ago.  

The five men were greeted by a young human female lieutenant, who eyed Cerilli in particular. 

 “Welcome to Copernicus, gentlemen.  The Doctor is expecting you.  If you would please follow me?” 

 In single file, the captain directly behind the escorting lieutenant and Chief Kyman bringing up the rear, 

they followed the young woman through the corridors of the research station.  Koester recognized some areas they 

passed through from his previous visit, including the corridor near the main hanger bay where the group of test 

subjects had almost been cornered by the invading Borg and assimilated before escaping to the transport vessel 

Olympia.  After several minutes, they finally reached the main research laboratories, where what appeared to be a 

bald-headed human man was talking with a pair of researchers and what appeared to be three civilians. 

 “Doctor, the test subject you were expecting from the USS Dauntless has arrived,” the lieutenant said, 

prompting the bald man to turn around. 

 Koester was still amazed that the former Emergency Medical Hologram from the starship USS Voyager – 

the first photonic being to officially be recognized as a sentient life-form of his own – looked exactly the same as the 

EMH installed aboard his own starship.  He stepped forward to shake the Doctor’s hand and renew their 

acquaintance, but was interrupted when Kyman stepped forward, a look of confusion on the El-Aurian’s face. 

 “Mother?” he asked.  One of the two women across the room looked over, her face breaking into a wide 

smile.  “Mother, what are you doing here?  I thought you were still back on Ba’ku?” 

 Morra Kyman – who like Ensign Cerilli had once been a victim and drone of the Borg Collective – stepped 

across the room and embraced her son. 

 “I’ve been traveling between Earth and Ba’ku periodically for the last two years, working with Seven 

assisting the Borg Task Force in San Francisco,” the elder Kyman explained.  “Don’t worry about your farm.  Sojef 

and Artim are taking good care of everything in my absence, Pono.” 

 As Chief Kyman and his mother spoke, Koester noticed that the other two civilians in the lab – like Morra 

Kyman and Wyatt Cerilli – also exhibited Borg implants on their faces and hands and were undoubtedly other 

former drones rescued from the Collective.  One was a human man with thinning dark hair, the other a somewhat 



severe-looking blonde woman who seemed vaguely familiar.  But before the Fleet Captain could approach either of 

the others, the Doctor began to address the four former Borg. 

 “I thank you all for coming all the way out here.  As I’m sure you have surmised, I asked for each of you – 

the only four living former Borg drones in the Federation – to travel all the way out here to Copernicus in the hopes 

you can assist me in my research.” 

 “What kind o’ research exactly, Doctor?” Commander Wallace asked. 

 “A genetically-engineered defense against Borg assimilation, if I remember correctly,” Koester stated. 

 The Doctor looked at the Fleet Captain with an expression of recognition crossed with annoyance as he 

said, “While that is a good part of what we are doing here, the reason I need these four test subjects specifically is 

because I believe I have finally perfected a method of completely removing all Borg implants from a humanoid 

body, returning a victim of assimilation completely back to normal.”  He started turning in place, stating the names 

of each of the former drones in turn as he moved.  “The former Annika Hansen – Borg designation Seven of Nine, 

Tertiary Adjunct of Unimatrix Zero-One – assimilated at the age of six while accompanying her parents on a civilian 

research mission to study the Borg close-up.  Morra Kyman – Borg designation Nine of Thirteen, Subordinate 

Delegate of Unimatrix Three-Six – assimilated over a century ago when the Borg attacked the El-Aurian homeworld 

and scattered the survivors across the galaxy.  Kenneth Buchanan – who was fated to become Ten of Twenty, 

Tactical Drone of Trimatrix Four-Five-Zero-Seven, but was only partially assimilated when the Borg boarded the 

starship Enterprise while attempting to alter human history and were defeated.  And finally young Wyatt Cerilli – 

Borg designation Five of Twelve, Tertiary Adjunct of Trimatrix One-Five-Six– assimilated as a toddler when the 

Borg attacked Ivor Prime and raised in a maturation chamber until the probe ship he was aboard encountered the 

USS Dauntless in 2384.”  The Doctor looked at all four test subjects with an expression like a proud father after his 

children have grown into successful adulthood.  “Now, the only question remains; which one of you wants to go 

first?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Seven of Nine, Morra Kyman, Kenneth Buchanan, and Ensign Five gathered in a small briefing room away 

from the main laboratory.  It had come as a shock to all four when the Doctor had made his offer; to return them to 

their original normal humanoid state.  There were mixed emotions ranging from excitement to anger and everything 

in between. 

 “I don’t understand,” Buchanan was saying to both Seven and Five.  “How could you not want your 

implants completely and finally removed?” 

 “Because it would be like the Doctor was removing a part of ME!” Five replied.  Seven nodded 

sympathetically.  “I cannot remember a time when I wasn’t at least partially Borg.  It is who I am.  To want to 

remove those implants that still remain would be like the Doctor removing my heart or lungs or spleen from my 

perspective.” 

 “And you, Annika?” Buchanan asked, purposely using Seven’s original human name. 

 “While I have seriously considered having my implants removed on more than one occasion, like Five, 

they are a part of what makes me the individual I am today.  I too was assimilated at a young age.  I am reluctant to 

submit to the Doctor’s procedure, even if it means I would not be ‘normal.’  It would be removing some of what 

makes me the individual I have become.” 

 “Well, I can’t wait to tell the Doctor I am willing to undergo his procedure,” Buchanan remarked.  

“Because of the Borg, I was disfigured, lost my life and career with Starfleet, have been poked and prodded by every 

kind of medical professional from here to the Antares Nebula studying me in the hopes of their own advancement, 

and have never been able to fit in anywhere I settled, always looked upon with some sense of distrust.  You bet I’m 

going to accept this offer!  What about you Morra?”  He looked at the El-Aurian woman next to him. 

 “Well...,” she replied hesitantly.  “Unlike either Seven or Five, I lived for several centuries before I was 

assimilated by the Borg, a life I can remember.”  She looked at Buchanan, her expression conflicted.  “On the other 

hand, perhaps they are right?  This is who I am now.  Why should I wish to change that?” 



 “But Morra!  This is your chance to get back what you once had!” Buchanan implored. 

 “I have my misgivings about this procedure, but I must admit I am tempted as well,” Kyman admitted.  

“Perhaps I will wait and see how the procedure turns out for you, since you are obviously going to agree to 

cooperate with the Doctor.” 

 “Without hesitation or regret,” Buchanan remarked with a nod.  “With a little luck, I’ll be back in a 

Starfleet uniform before the end of the week!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Nurse, activate the sterilization field.” 

 Nurse Temple complied, and the field surrounding the operating table upon which Kenneth Buchanan was 

laying face-down, the Doctor, and herself hummed to life. 

 “Let’s get started, shall we?” the Doctor remarked, holding his hand out for a hypospray, which the nurse 

handed him. 

 Across the infirmary and outside of the sterile field, the other three former Borg drones, several members of 

the Doctor’s research staff, Fleet Captain Koester, Commander Wallace, and the Dauntless’ own chief medical 

officer Dr. Leonard Kelley watched what was going on.  The Doctor first injected Buchanan with a compound he 

had created based on his genetic research – a compound that employed the DNA base-sequence pair he had 

eventually isolated from genetic samples collected from the test subjects that had visited Copernicus almost a 

decade earlier, including Koester himself – designed to block the neuro-electrical connections between the Borg 

implants that remained throughout Buchanan’s body and his nervous, skeletal, circulatory, and muscular systems.  

Once the compound took effect, he would then use a laser scalpel to remove each remaining deactivated implant.  

The Doctor had informed his observers that, once the compound had taken effect, what remained would be relatively 

simple surgery akin to the removal of an appendix and should last only a few short hours. 

 A couple of hours later, Koester walked into a nearby recreation room, intent on replicating a cup of coffee 

before returning to the infirmary.  There he found Chief Kyman and his mother in conversation. 

 “Are you sure, Morra?” the Chief was asking. 

 “What I have seen so far looks so promising!  Perhaps if I go through with this procedure, I won’t be so 

dependent on the metaphasic radiation surrounding Ba’ku in order to live without the constant low-level pain I have 

been enduring since you and your crew rescued me from the Borg?” Morra Kyman replied.  “I want to see how 

Mister Buchanan comes out of surgery, of course, before I commit, but...” 

 Before either Kyman or his mother could say anything more, a red alert klaxon sounded throughout the 

station, and Koester could see armed security personnel running past the rec room door heading in the direction of 

the infirmary. 

 “What’s going on, Skipper?” Kyman asked warily. 

 “I’m not sure, but it looks like it’s happening in or near the station infirmary,” Koester replied before 

rushing out the door, his fresh cup of coffee forgotten on the replicator shelf. 

 “Wait here, Morra!” Kyman implored his mother, then rushed after his commanding officer. 

 The two Dauntless crewmen arrived into a scene of chaos in the infirmary.  It was hard to make out exactly 

what was going on, but several security guards were firing phaser rifles and the familiar sound of Borg drones could 

be heard inside above the shouting as people scrambled out of the room – including Seven, Five, and Dr. Kelley. 

 “The Borg!” exclaimed Kyman, his forehead already beading a nervous sweat.  “They’re here!  How did 

they get aboard the station?” 

 “We’ll figure that out later,” Koester replied, noticing a weapons locker a few meters down the corridor.  

He rushed to it, snapping open the locking strap and pulling two type-II phasers out, tossing one to his COB.  The 

pair then took positions to each side of the open infirmary door, where several researchers were jostling to get out, 

and on the count of three entered the room, joining the battle. 

 Three Borg drones were spread around the room, and one more drone and at least two security guards were 

lying on the deck – either unconscious or dead.  The Borg had already adapted to the phaser frequencies the security 



guards were using, their personal shields visible when struck by additional phaser fire.  Koester was shocked to 

realize one of the drones was wearing the uniform of a Starfleet security officer, his assimilation continuing as the 

fighting intensified. 

 “COB!” Koester shouted to Kyman.  “They’ve adapted to the phaser rifles, but perhaps not these hand 

phasers.  Concentrate your fire on the drone to the left with me.” 

 “Understood!” 

 “Ready...  Fire!” 

 Both Koester and Kyman depressed their triggers, sending duel beams at the shortest of the three Borg 

drones.  It took several seconds for the two beams to overcome the drone’s shield, but a moment later it dropped to 

the deck.  Koester was shocked to realize he recognized its face – that the drone had, only a few minutes earlier, 

been Nurse Temple. 

 “Now the middle one!” 

 Both of the Dauntless crewmen turned their phasers on the second drone, but unlike the former nurse, this 

drone quickly adapted to the hand phaser frequency.  It turned its eyes on both Koester and Kyman, then started 

moving toward them in a menacing manner.  Koester looked around for anything that might help them stop the Borg 

when he noticed the medical scanner assembly installed in the infirmary ceiling. 

 Pointing up, he yelled, “COB!  The scanners!” 

 Kyman glanced up, immediately understanding Koester’s intent.  Both men turned their phasers on the 

large, heavy equipment and fired.  Just as the approaching Borg passed under the scanner mechanism, it dropped 

from the ceiling, crushing the drone beneath it. 

 Only one more Borg remained, but it seemed impervious to the phaser fire being leveled against it as it 

approached one of the station security guards and grabbed the man by the front of his uniform, pulling him closer.  

The Borg raised its other arm, and tubes extended from the knuckles, shooting out and connecting with the carotid 

artery of the unfortunate security officer.  The Borg pumped uncountable numbers of nanoprobes into its victim’s 

bloodstream, and the man’s skin immediately started turning ashen. 

 Kyman noticed a power converter module mounted on the opposite side of the infirmary, and an idea 

occurred to him.  Unfortunately, the Borg and his latest victim were directly between him and the module, so he 

shouted to one of the guards several meters away. 

 “The power panel!  Shoot the power panel!” 

 The security guard across the room, who had been ready to retreat from the infirmary, paused and aimed at 

the panel not far away, firing off one final shot from his compression rifle.  The blast hit the panel and it exploded 

outward, shooting a plasma flame halfway across the room and engulfing the Borg and his latest victim before the 

automated fire suppression systems kicked in.  Scarred by the radiation and still burning, the Borg dropped the 

already dead security officer to the deck and turned its head to look directly at Kyman before it too succumbed to the 

damage caused by the plasma fireball.  First it fell to its knees, then face first to the deck.  Seconds later it ceased 

moving and an eerie silence descended on the infirmary. 

 “What happened in here?” Koester finally asked.  “How did the Borg get aboard the station?” 

 “I’m afraid that was my fault,” said a voice from across the room.  As Koester watched, the Doctor stood 

up from where he had been cowering behind what remained of the operating table. 

 “Your fault?  What do you mean, Doctor?” 

 The Doctor moved closer to Koester and Kyman, pausing to glance at the first Borg drone that had been 

killed with an indecipherable expression on his face. 

 “I was beginning to remove components of Mister Buchanan’s interplexing beacon,” the Doctor explained.  

“Somehow, what I was doing reactivated an associated component.  Before I could react, it flooded his system with 

nanoprobes.  He was fully assimilated in mere moments.” 

 Koester glanced at the body of the first Borg on the floor, realizing for the first time that it had been 

Kenneth Buchanan, before looking back at the Doctor. 

 “I tried to distract him, knowing I could not be assimilated, hoping Nurse Temple could get away and 

activate the containment fields, but he immediately attacked her instead.  I ordered the infirmary evacuated and then 



sounded the alert.  By the time security arrived, we had two fully functional Borg drones already, and they were 

attempting to assimilate others.” 

 If possible, it seemed to Koester like the Doctor was on the verge of tears before he regained control of 

himself and ordered, “I need these drone bodies transferred to the lab, right away!  I need to determine why my 

compound did not prevent Mister Buchanan’s implants from becoming active!” 

 “Doctor, don’t you think you should take some time to settle down?” the station’s security chief asked.  

“We just lost seven good people!  Five of them were my officers!  One was your nurse!  Perhaps we should take 

some time to mourn them before you start cutting them open and...” 

 The security chief’s rant was cut short by the sound of the red alert klaxon sounding once again. 

 “Now what could go wrong?” the Doctor asked rhetorically.  He then stepped over to the intercom mounted 

on the wall near the door and activated it.  “Base command, this is the Doctor.  What’s going on?” 

 “Doctor,” said the voice of the station’s current commander.  “We’ve detected a vessel approaching the 

station.  It emerged from a transwarp corridor not far from us just seconds ago.” 

 The Doctor was wide-eyed once again as he repeated, “A transwarp corridor!  The Borg?  They’re here?” 

 “I’m afraid so, Doctor,” the commander confirmed.  

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental: 

In spite of the fact the Borg that were once Kenneth Buchanan, Nurse Temple, and the 

Copernicus security guards existed for only mere minutes, their creation and existence 

has apparently drawn the notice of the Collective, and a Borg Cube is currently closing 

on the station.  I have ordered the Dauntless to red alert and to prepare to intercept the 

Borg vessel – hopefully allowing the crew of Copernicus Station the time they need to 

evacuate aboard the Olympia and escape. 

Koester, out. 

 

 

 “COB, I want you to stay here and help organize the evacuation,” Fleet Captain Koester ordered.  Kyman 

appeared resistance for a moment, but obeyed without objection.  “You too, Doctor Kelley.”  He then tapped his 

combadge and said, “Koester to Dauntless.  Stand by to beam me back aboard.” 

 “I’m coming with you,” the Doctor said, making sure his mobile holo-emitter was attached to his arm and 

walking over to the captain. 

 “I’m sorry, Doctor, but this is much too dangerous...,” Koester started to say. 

 “I’m not giving you a choice, Fleet Captain.  As I said earlier, we have been making great strides toward a 

defense against the Borg in several directions.  My staff and I have developed something I believe will help.” 

 Koester’s annoyed expression matched the Doctor’s own, but he finally relented. 

 “Fine.  Dauntless, two to beam...” 

 “Wait!” the Doctor exclaimed.  “I must get the equipment from the lab.” 

 Moments later, the pair was standing in the station’s main research lab, looking at a tall metallic-blue 

device about the size of a 20
th

 century phone booth. 

 “What is it?” Koester asked, staring at the machine. 

 “If my calculations are correct, the perfect weapon against the Borg,” the Doctor replied.  He then 

prompted Koester to stand on one side of the device while he himself stood on the other.  “Ready, Fleet Captain.” 

 Koester sighed under his breath before again activating his combadge and saying, “Dauntless, two and one 

piece of equipment to beam aboard.  Energize.” 

 

* * * * 



 Koester and the Doctor materialized on the transporter aboard the Dauntless, the Doctor’s device still 

between them.  Security Chief Kyler Saya was waiting for them to brief the captain on the situation and ship’s status 

on the way to the bridge. 

 “Fleet Captain, I need your engineering staff to install my device,” the Doctor said, hesitating on the 

platform. 

 “Where do you need it to function properly?” 

 “Ideally, connected to your primary deflector control circuits.” 

 “The deflect...  Whatever.  Captain to Commander Bloom.” 

 “Go ahead,” replied the voice of the starship’s chief engineer quickly. 

 “Jeff, there is a piece of equipment located on the pad in Transporter Room One.  It’s designed to aid in our 

fight against the Borg.  See to it that it gets connected to the main deflector circuits,” Koester ordered.  “I’ll be on 

the bridge if you need me.” 

 “Aye, Peter.  I’ll have Amanda get right on it.  Engineering, out.” 

 A few minutes later, Koester, Kyler, and the Doctor emerged on the bridge.  Commander Arbelo was 

sitting in the center seat, his eyes intent on the closing cube-shaped ship displayed on the main viewer as the two 

ships approached one another. 

 “Status, Exec?” Koester asked, replacing Arbelo in the seat as the first officer moved over to his own 

regular chair. 

 “Ship is manned for battlestations.  The Borg have not responded to any hails.” 

 Koester practically smirked as he said, “Don’t worry, it will only be a matter of time before...” 

 “We are the Borg,” came the voice of the Collective over the bridge speakers.  “You will be assimilated.  

Resistance is futile.” 

 “There we go,” Koester remarked.  “Right on schedule.” 

 As the Borg ship neared, it opened fire on the Dauntless.  The starship shuddered and shook under the 

onslaught. 

 “Arm trilithium torpedoes in the forward tubes,” Koester ordered, preparing for the fight.  “Stand by on 

main phasers.” 

 “Try not to damage the Cube too badly, Fleet Captain,” the Doctor implored.  The sentient-EMH’s remark 

came as such a surprise, it momentarily distracted Koester from the mission at hand.  He simply stared at the Doctor 

in shock until a beam from the Borg ship violently shook the Dauntless and returned the captain’s attention to the 

battle at hand. 

 “Shields down by thirty percent,” Kyler reported.  “Forward torpedo tubes armed and ready.” 

 “Fire!” 

 A volley of torpedoes launched from all three forward torpedo tubes, streaking across space to strike the 

Borg vessel on one of the immense relatively-flat faces.  The explosions left several minor dents in the hull of the 

vessel.  The Borg retaliated by firing several energy beams at the Dauntless, and vital areas of the starship erupted in 

arcs of plasma. 

 “Shields down to only fifteen percent!” Kyler reported. 

 “Engine room, I need more power to the shields!  Now!” Koester exclaimed into the intercom. 

 “Warp core is overloading, Captain,” responded the voice of the ship’s emotional Vulcan chief engineer.  

“I’ve got a broken EPS conduit on deck six, section eighteen and we’re on the verge of a core breech.” 

 “Hold her together, Jeff,” Koester implored just as the ship shuddered again, but unlike the preceding 

weapons fire, this shudder was subtle. 

 “Borg has locked a tractor beam on us,” reported Lt Commander Riker.  “We’re being drawn toward the 

Cube.” 

 “Helm, pry us loose!  Get us out of here somehow!” Koester ordered. 

 “I’m trying, sir,” replied Lt Hyland-Faggio.  “But the Borg tractor is just too powerful!” 

 As Koester watched the Borg vessel reel his ship closer and closer, he remarked to himself, “I’m not going 

to allow my crew to be assimilated.”  He then looked toward the engineering console, where Lt Joella Faggio-



Hyland was sitting, her hands white-knuckled on the edge of her console, and ordered, “Ready the ship’s self-

destruct system.” 

 Faggio-Hyland’s eyes grew momentarily wide before she swallowed and said, “Aye, Captain.” 

 “Now we have them right where we want them!” 

 Koester looked at the Doctor, confused by what the sentient-EMH had just said.  “Excuse me, Doctor?” he 

stammered. 

 “Fleet Captain, is my device installed?” the Doctor asked, looking at Koester with a determined expression. 

 Koester looked past the Doctor at the Betazoid woman sitting at the engineering console and asked, 

“Lieutenant?” 

 “Commander Windsor reported the device the Doctor brought aboard was easily connected to the circuitry 

of the main deflector dish, but has been unable to test it due to the current alert condition,” Faggio-Hyland replied. 

 “No time like the present,” the Doctor remarked, pulling a small control padd out from within his uniform 

jacket.  He tapped a series of commands into it. 

 Many decks below, in the deflector control room, the blue rectangular device hummed to life – running 

through a quick series of diagnostics before continuing to draw power from the systems around it. 

 “Captain!” Faggio-Hyland called out, her eyes glued to the readouts on her console.  “I’m registering a 

massive power drain in primary deflector control.” 

 Before Koester could inquire further, the starship’s main deflector dish suddenly launched a massive power 

beam directly at the Borg vessel.  The beam quickly enveloped the ship like molasses coating a sugar cube.  It took 

nearly five seconds after striking the Borg Cube before the beam ceased.  Once it had ended, Koester watched in 

amazement as the surface of the Borg vessel appeared to turn dull, as if oxidizing in spite of the vacuum of deep 

space.  Seconds later, the Borg tractor beam released its grip on the Dauntless. 

 Fleet Captain Koester, his expression one of amazement, looked at the sentient-EMH sitting to his left and 

asked, “What just happened, Doctor?” 

 “If my calculations are correct,” the Doctor replied, a typically smug look on his face, “my device just 

changed the metallurgical properties of the hull of the Borg vessel, in effect...” 

 The Doctor was interrupted by Lt Commander Riker, who turned in his seat and looked at Koester as he 

said, “Captain, we’re receiving a hail!” 

 “From Copernicus Station?” the captain asked. 

 “No, sir,” Riker replied, sounding unsure.  “From the Borg.” 

 Fearing a trick or trap of some sort, Koester hesitated for a moment before finally saying, “On screen.”  

The main viewer blinked to the image of the interior of the Borg ship.  Several drones could be seen gathered 

together, looking back at the Dauntless bridge crew.  Right away, Koester sensed something was not right.  The 

Borg were not moving stiffly like Borg normally do. 

 “Starfleet vessel,” said the Borg drone in the foreground of the image.  “My name is Alec Kennet.  I was 

one of the New Providence colonists on the planet Jouret IV before the Borg attacked and assimilated us.  What 

happened?  What did you do?  Why are we no longer part of the Collective?” 

 Koester, still amazed, mumbled to himself, “They’ve regained their individuality.” 

 “I can answer that,” the Doctor said, standing up and taking several steps closer to the viewscreen.  “I lead 

a research team at the nearby facility.” 

 “The Starfleet research facility, designation; Copernicus Station?” Kennet asked, still sounding a little 

Borg-like. 

 “The very same,” the Doctor replied.  “We have been working diligently for the past decade on various 

methods to defeat the Borg.  The weapon we struck your ship with was designed to alter the molecular structure of 

the vessel’s hull, turning it into a subspace signal sink.  It is now, in effect, one huge jammer of the frequencies used 

by the Collective to maintain contact between all members of Borg society.  One of the apparent side effects – and I 

was not expecting this – seems to be the deactivation of your cortical nodes, which control the higher-level implant 

functions.  You have regained your individuality.” 



 “We...  We’re back to normal?!” asked another former drone, who appeared to be of Romulan origin, 

though some of his implants and exo-plating covered one side of his head, including one ear.  Koester figured if 

Kennet was assimilated on Jouret IV, the Romulan must have come from one of their colonies along the Neutral 

Zone that had mysteriously disappeared around that same period of time. 

 “Can we...?  Can we return to our families?” a third Borg asked, this one a Cardassian female. 

 “To be honest, I believe were you to leave the confines of that Cube, you would once again receive the 

subspace signal and return to the Collective.  Until your implants – particularly your interplexing beacon – can be 

removed, it would not be safe for you to leave your vessel,” the Doctor stated.  “And unfortunately, it seems I do not 

have the expertise to completely remove all your implants.  ...Yet.” 

 “Can you use your device to free those trapped aboard other Borg vessels?” Kennet asked. 

 “I don’t see why we couldn’t...,” Koester started to say when he was interrupted by Lt Faggio-Hyland. 

 “Captain, the Doctor’s device has completely burned out our main deflector and control circuits.  We can’t 

even travel at warp speed right now without risking severe damage to the ship from micro-meteors, dust, ...even just 

errant atoms of hydrogen floating free in space.” 

 Koester looked back at the viewscreen and said, “I’m sorry.  It appears you will be the only ones we can 

help today.” 

 “For which we are all grateful,” Kennet remarked.  “While not the most ideal of situations, we are better off 

than we were before first encountering you.  Until our Borg implants can be safely removed, we will do what we can 

to help free others trapped in the same situation we were in.  We have analyzed the beam with which you altered our 

hull, and I believe we can recreate the effect.  We will be in touch with you, hopefully with news of progress.” 

 “We wish you the best of luck,” Koester said, now standing at the center of the bridge next to the Doctor.  

A moment later the viewer switched back to the image of the rust-colored Borg ship, which slowly turned around 

and then sped off into the distance, eventually disappearing into a transwarp corridor. 

 “What do you think of their odds, Skipper?” Commander Arbelo asked, joining Koester and the Doctor. 

 “If the Queen is aware of what happened here, they are going to be hunted fugitives for the rest of their 

lives,” Koester opined.  “But if the signal from their ship cut off suddenly enough, the Collective may believe their 

ship was somehow destroyed.  Either way, they’re not going to have an easy life.”  He then looked at the Doctor and 

added, “Good work, Doctor.” 

 “Truthfully, Fleet Captain, I feel as if my job is only half-finished,” the Doctor said, looking back at 

Koester.  “If you don’t mind, I would like to return to Copernicus and resume my work.” 

 “By all means,” Koester replied with a nod. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 67779.0: 

Maintaining station-keeping in the immediate vicinity of Copernicus Station, and repairs 

to our battle damage and main deflector unit are nearing completion.  My crew and I are 

now beginning preparations for our return to the Fifth Fleet AOR, which we estimate – 

like the voyage out here to Copernicus – will take close to three weeks. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester had just completed a meeting with the commander of Copernicus Station in the 

commander’s office, where he had just received an update on the estimated completion times of the repairs to his 

starship, and was headed back to the transporter room to return to the Dauntless when he decided to make a quick 

pass by one of the nearby recreation rooms for a quick bite and a beverage.  He was surprised at first to find his 

Chief of the Boat, Chief Pono Kyman, and Kyman’s mother occupying one of the lounge areas near the external 

windows – apparently deep in conversation. 



 “Sorry to interrupt, COB,” Koester said, drink in hand, as he approached the pair.  “I just wanted to pass on 

Commander Hohstadt’s compliments for your assistance in evacuating the station when the Borg ship appeared.  He 

told me how impressed he was with how easily you took charge and made sure all the non-essential personnel were 

safely aboard the Olympia.” 

 “Just doing my assigned job, Skipper,” Kyman remarked humbly.  “You could say I learned my lesson 

after the incident with the Remmler Array.” 

 “Let’s hope it doesn’t become a regular occurrence,” Koester remarked before turning his attention on the 

elder Kyman.  “How are you doing, Morra?  I’m sorry things didn’t work out as hoped for you and Mister Cerilli 

and Seven.” 

 “Things could have been much worse, Captain Koester,” Morra Kyman replied.  “I was so close to 

accepting the Doctor’s offer.  The only thing that kept me from doing it right away was Mister Buchanan’s 

enthusiasm.  He really thought this would be the solution to all his problems.”  She shook her head sadly as she 

added, “Poor Mister Buchanan.  But on the bright side, this journey has at least allowed me to spend some rare time 

with my son, Pono.”  She looked lovingly at Chief Kyman. 

 “I’m glad you’re enjoying your reunion, COB, but I’m going to need you back aboard the ship soon,” 

Koester said reluctantly.  “We need to start preps for our voyage back home, and I’ve scheduled a senior staff 

meeting for 1600 hours.” 

 “I’ll be back aboard soon, Skipper,” Kyman replied agreeably. 

 “Besides, perhaps we can transport you mother as far back as Starbase 719?” Koester suggested.  “Give 

you two another few weeks to visit together.” 

 “I appreciate the offer, Captain,” Morra Kyman said, “but I’m going to be sticking around here for some 

time, helping out Seven and the Doctor.  Then I’m scheduled to return to Ba’ku aboard the MacArthur.” 

 “Very well.  I look forward to our next meeting,” Koester said, offering his farewell and returning to the 

replicator for a half-sandwich before resuming his journey to the transporter room. 

 “I actually need to get back to the lab,” Morra remarked, getting up from the lounge chair.  Chief Kyman 

noticed his mother was moving stiffly, and remarked about it as the two headed toward the laboratory.  “Don’t 

worry about me, Son,” she assured.  “Just some of the implants bothering me a little.  Things will be fine once I get 

back to Ba’ku again.  The farm air helps a lot.” 

 “Not to mention the metaphasic radiation,” Kyman added. 

 “I think if you yourself spent more time at home, you would realize it has more to do with the fresh air and 

wide-open spaces than the radiation that keeps everyone in the Village young,” Morra scolded just as they reached 

the lab and entered.  Inside, the Doctor and Seven were reviewing a lab report, both looking up as the door swished 

open. 

 “I’m leaving my mother in your capable hands, Doctor,” Kyman remarked. 

 “I can think of none better to place your trust in, Chief,” the Doctor replied.  “While not everything that 

happened here lately went according to plan, I must admit I am pleased with the data we have accumulated.  It has 

opened several new avenues of research that may one day come to fruition.”  The Doctor passed the padd he was 

reading to Morra Kyman as he continued, “There is still much we need to learn...  Much I need to learn... before the 

Borg can truly be defeated for good.  But I’m confident we are seeing the light at the end of the tunnel.” 

 “I can’t fault you on your optimism, Doctor,” Chief Kyman remarked with a slight smile. 

 

The End 

 


