Episode 38

Yesterday Lost

Captain’s Log, Stardate 9529.1


This is the final cruise of the Starship Enterprise under my command.  This ship, and her history, will shortly become the care of another crew.  To them, and their posterity will we commit our future.  They will continue the voyages we have begun and journey to all the undiscovered countries, boldly going where no man…where no one…has gone before.

Captain James Kirk sighed as he leaned his head backwards, letting his neck pop twice while it curled over the back of his chair.  He stared up at the ceiling of his cabin on the Enterprise, knowing it was a view he wouldn’t likely see ever again after today.

The repairs had more or less finished for now, but those repairs were a useless gesture.  His crew was to be decommissioned…but so was his ship, the Enterprise.  Even before Starfleet Command had informed him did he know that fact.  The Enterprise was old, this particular one was older than the first one had been when it had been destroyed.  The Yorktown had originally been built around the same time as the original Enterprise…

The chime to his cabin sounded, forcing him to uncurl his neck and to look straight ahead again, at the door.

“Yes…come in.”

When the doors parted, a smile came over his face as Captain Spock stepped through, his uniform neat and tidy, without a single wrinkle or speck of dust on it.

“Why, Mister Spock,” he said jovially.  “What brings you here this early in the morning?”

Keeping his usual calm, Spock stepped further into his cabin and nodded.  “Captain.  I wished to inform you that we’ll be arriving at Earth by mid afternoon today.”

Kirk frowned and looked Spock square in the eye.  “Spock, I knew that yesterday.  What really brought you here?”

Spock visibly hesitated, which he never did.  There had to be something wrong.  “I find myself in a bit of a moral dilemma,” he said, letting his uncertainty give his voice a certain edge to it.

Kirk let his surprise show on his face as he sat up straighter in his chair.  “You, in a moral dilemma?  Spock, that…that’s fantastic!”

Spock raised his right eyebrow in the way that he always did, then nodded.  “Indeed.”

Kirk smiled, then shook his head.  “I’m sorry, go on.”

Spock moved to one side of the cabin and seemed to observe the wall.  After a few moments, he finally turned around and began talking.  “This dilemma began right after I first opened a diplomatic channel to Chancellor Gorkon…well, before our encounter with his ship and the Bird of Prey.”  He paused again, frowning his pointed eyebrows in a way that could only mean there really was a war going on inside of him.  “I began to realize the value of Ambassadors, such as my Father, and at that time, I began to consider myself…a possible candidate for a Federation ambassadorial position.”

Kirk narrowed his eyes and tilted his head to the side.  “You mean to tell me that you, too, are going to retire from Starfleet?”

Spock looked at him and raised both of his eyebrows.  “That isn’t what I just stated.  However…I am considering it now.”

Kirk sighed and looked down at the deck for a moment, considering what Spock was saying.  “You know, you probably could stay in service for another hundred years if you wanted.”  He looked up at Spock.  “Why would you leave Starfleet to become an ambassador?”

Spock once again clearly hesitated.  To try to hide his hesitation, he walked around the cabin for another few moments, then looked back to Kirk.

“It’s not just about becoming an ambassador,” he admitted.  “Although that is primarily the reason.  However, as we approach Earth…something else continually is on my mind.”

Kirk frowned for a moment, then realized just what Spock was talking about.  “All these years serving on the Enterprise with this crew.  You’re not entirely sure you want to continue serving on Starships with a different crew…and you’re not sure that you want to try doing anything less while in Starfleet.”

Spock stared at him for a moment, then nodded.  “I believe that is correct.  However…this simply is not logical.”

Kirk smiled and shook his head.  “No, it’s not…but it is human.”

Spock once again raised his right eyebrow, then looked down at the deck.

“Bridge to Captain Kirk,” Pavel Chekov’s heavy Russian accent interrupted.

Kirk stood up from his chair and moved over to a panel, switching open the channel.  “Kirk here.”

“Sir, we’re getting anomalous readings from directly ahead.  Some sort of an anomaly seems to be forming…”

Both Kirk and Spock looked at each other.  The stress in Chekov’s voice meant that it had to be close.

“Understood…we’re on our way up.”

He switched the channel closed, then looked at Spock.  “Spock…”

Spock nodded and already started to follow him.  “Yes, Captain…you need me on the bridge.”

Kirk paused for a moment, then smiled before heading out the exit.

“Report,” Kirk ordered as he stepped out of the turbolift and onto the bridge.  Spock immediately headed for his console.

Chekov stood up from the command chair and moved away to let Kirk take his place in front of it.  “We’re ten seconds from intercept.  It’s about two light years outside of the solar system.”

Kirk sat down in his chair and looked ahead at the view screen.  While Chekov took his console, Kirk ordered, “Come to a full stop ten thousand kilometers away from the anomaly.”  He looked over to the science station.

“Spock?”

Spock remained stationary, examining his scanners for a moment, then pulled away from the viewer and looked curiously at Kirk.  “I am having difficulty penetrating the anomaly with sensors.  However, there does appear to be some sort of emissions coming from the anomaly.  I can not be absolutely certain, but I believe those emissions are tachyon emissions.”

Kirk frowned at him as a thought came to mind.  “Aren’t those generally a result of a worm hole?”

Spock frowned as he further considered.  “Not necessarily, though those generally are the cause of such massive emissions.  However, this anomaly is unlike any wormhole ever encountered.”

“We’re at full stop, Captain,” the helmsman stated.  “Ten thousand kilometers.”

Kirk looked back ahead at the view screen to see the anomaly directly ahead.  It wasn’t overly large, but it was definitely very bright.  It was primarily a light blue color with several rays, whether that was caused from sensor overload errors or actual anomalous light projections from the anomaly.

“Speculation as to the anomaly’s nature,” Kirk ordered.  Starfleet hadn’t had much experience with tachyon emissions…their sensors still had trouble detecting them.

After a moment, Spock said, “The anomaly does appear to have some sort of effect on the surrounding subspace and space.  I suspect that it may have a corresponding anomaly in a different location.  If you were to enter this one, you would exit the corresponding one in its location.”

Kirk frowned and looked over to Spock.  “So it is a worm hole, then?”

Spock looked back from his viewer.  “No, it most definitely is not a worm hole.  I’m having some difficulty discerning these readings accurately…” Once again, he hesitated…this indeed was an unusual day.  “But it appears that the space time continuum around the anomaly may be distorted.”

Kirk frowned as Spock stared back at him.  “What are you getting?”

He hesitated again.  “The anomaly…may somehow be temporal.”

Kirk felt his eye brows raise as he slowly stood up from his chair.  “You mean…time travel?”

He looked at the view screen and shook his head.  “In the few encounters we’ve had with time travel, we’ve never seen anything like this before.”

“In fact there has been no anomaly ever recorded that has been similar to this one,” Spock added.  “It is not symmetrical and the light patterns appear to be somewhat erratic, which suggests it is somehow a naturally occurring phenomenon.”

Kirk again was surprised as he craned his neck back over to look at Spock.  “Are you suggesting that this was not created by someone else?!  Spock, the reason we’ve never encountered anything like that is because…it’s theoretically impossible!”

Spock nodded.  “That indeed was the theory.  There is now evidence to the contrary.”

“Captain, look!”

Kirk once again looked at the view screen to see the anomaly to begin to fluctuate, first growing, then shrinking, then growing again…then it began to shrink, and it did not stop.

“The anomaly appears to be collapsing,” Spock reported.  “I’m getting some readings of the interior…Captain, perhaps I was wrong.”

Kirk again looked at Spock, who once again turned to look at him.  “There appears to be a ship in the center.”

He once again was shocked and looked at the view screen just in time to see the anomaly completely collapse…leaving an unusual, yet somehow familiar ship in it’s place.

The bridge crew stared at the view screen for a long while, not quite sure what to make of it.  It was very different from anything they had seen…but somehow…

“That ship almost looks…Federation,” Chekov commented.

“I can not scan beyond the outer hull,” Spock commented.  “Tachyon radiation appears to have saturated the hull.  Judging by the design, and the theory that the anomaly was temporal, this very well could be a future Federation starship.”

“Uhura, try hailing them,” Kirk ordered, stepping forward a few steps, examining every line he could.  “And magnify on that ship, fill the view screen with it.”

As Uhura began her hail, the view screen immediately zoomed in.  There appeared to be the three distinctive parts inherent to Federation ships: nacelles, engineering, and saucer.  Like the Excelsior class, they all molded together more than any other starship with those three parts before hand…but this ship took that to a new extreme.  The saucer seemed to simply mold into the stardrive, like they were one and the same…

“No response to our hails, and I can’t be certain that they are receiving us,” Uhura reported from her station.

Kirk was curious as to what exactly this ship was…so he decided to satiate curiosity.  “Try zooming in where that spotlight is on the saucer.  Let’s see if we can get an ID on this thing.”

There was a pause, then it zoomed in.  The top lettering was smaller than the bottom, but it was all crystal clear.  “USS Dragon.  NCC-27749-B.”

“Obviously from the future,” Spock commented.  “There is no original 27749 in current service, nor has there been any ships in service with the name USS Dragon.”

Kirk looked at Spock and nodded.  “Well, I guess this pretty much makes your theory a fact.”

Spock nodded back.  “Indeed.  Considering the fact that no one has ever been observed to have such intense amounts of tachyon radiation, and considering the fact that the ship traveled through a temporal anomaly, I suggest that we send a team over to investigate and to make sure that the crew is not injured.”

Kirk looked back at the ship on the view screen, shrugged.  “I’m not sure that we really should…but leaving this ship here with a crew that may be dieing could potentially become a problem.”  He moved to Spock and added, “Especially if someone else somehow got a hold of her and began tearing up the time line with it.”

Spock nodded.  “There is a potential risk to the timeline, so I suggest that we keep the away team small.”

Kirk agreed; even though temporal mechanics was theory now, he knew that damaging the timeline more than he might have already in the past could cause serious problems.

“I want you with me,” he said.  “I also want Chekov and Bones with us.  Otherwise that should be all.”

“As a note,” Spock added, “We’ll have to take a shuttle over, as our transporters will not penetrate their hull in its present condition.”

Kirk frowned at that statement.  “Do you really think, though, that our old codes will still work on that thing?”

Spock furrowed his brow, then responded, “I am uncertain.  It would be logical to keep them the same in case of any problems, but it also would be logical to alter them in the event that an enemy force acquired older codes.”

Kirk narrowed his eyes at Spock.  “So what you’re trying to say is: ‘we won’t know until we try it.’”

Spock nodded.  “I believe I just said that.” 

“At the current rate of tachyon decay,” Spock said from his seat in the shuttle craft, “our scanners should be able to penetrate the hull in a few hours.”

Kirk stared at the ship from the window, behind Chekov’s pilot seat.  “I don’t want to wait that long.  Is there a way to get our subspace command signal through to open the shuttle bay?”

Spock examined his readings for a moment, then looked up at Kirk.  “I believe so.  There appears to be a small emergency receiving array right next to the bay doors.”

Kirk nodded, then looked at McCoy.  “The only problem is, what if there’s someone inside of the shuttle bay,” McCoy said, eyeing Kirk.  “If so, we could have a problem…”

After a moment of thought, Kirk nodded.  “You’re right.”  He turned back around to look at the ship.  “Have the Enterprise ready to beam anyone aboard that may fly out.  I don’t want to wait for answers, not when the people aboard could be injured, even dieing.”

Spock nodded and moved to transmit.  Kirk continued to stare out the window, wondering what brought this ship here…wondering why it hasn’t moved and why the crew hasn’t attempted to contact, even if only to warn them from coming aboard…

The shuttle began to pass over the bow, and as it did, Kirk noticed the difference in hull structure.  He didn’t see any sort of phaser nodes anywhere on the hull.  However, like the Enterprise, this ship had grid lines that he assumed was the shield grid.  A large array of devices was inset in the hull just in front of the registry, and he could only guess as to what it was.  Although it almost looked like a very large and bulky sensor unit…

The windows on the top three decks were huge, or at least the forward facing ones were, allowing the crew an easy view inside.  As they passed close by, right next to the bridge dome, they could see a few people inside of the second deck…but they were all lying on the floor, apparently unconscious.

“Well, we know why they haven’t responded to hails,” McCoy commented, now next to Kirk, staring out the window as well.  “I tried to look up effects of tachyon radiation…but there is nothing in the database.”

Kirk shrugged, staring as they now passed by the bridge.  “Well, we’ll have a chance to find out now…”

Chekov pointed his hand at the starboard nacelle.  “That looks like a Starfleet delta sign on the nacelle.”

Everyone nodded in agreement.  “Those looked like humans in the window, a Starfleet marquee…I think it really has become safe to assume that this really is a Federation starship.”

After a few more moments, the shuttle finally passed by the ship, the four trying their best to keep looking at the ship until it was out of view.  A moment later, Chekov rotated the shuttle one eighty degrees and centered the front on the shuttle bay, bringing the shuttle to a stop.

Kirk looked at Spock, then nodded.  “All right, Spock…let’s see what happens.”

Spock nodded, then began transmission.  They waited impatiently for a moment, anxious to see if they would be able to get on board or not.  It was safe to assume that if the codes didn’t work on the shuttle bay, they wouldn’t work on the cargo hatches either…so this was their only trial run.

Finally, after a moment, a confirmation tone sounded.  A moment later, the bay doors began to slowly open upwards, similar to how the bay doors on a Miranda class starship worked.

“I’m reading a static energy field encompassing the bay door frame,” Spock reported.  “If I understand its nature, it is meant to keep oxygen and pressure inside the bay while allowing craft to enter and leave…”

Kirk felt his eye brows raise in surprise.  “An atmospheric force field…now why don’t we have anything like that yet?”

He looked at Spock, who frowned at the question.  “To create a stable field that keeps pressure in, but allows vessels to pass through simply is not a possible engineering feat in our time.”

Kirk smiled, then looked back at the open doors.  “That looks like a shuttle inside of it.”

After a moment, Spock confirmed.  “It appears so, though it has not suffered the level of tachyon radiation that the ship has.  I am also reading…a very small warp reactor in the shuttle.”  He looked at Kirk with utter awe…an emotion.  “The technology is far superior to our own.  The shuttle appears to have half of everything our shuttle has, but is capable of the same warp power.”

He definitely understood what Spock was saying: who ever these people were, they definitely possessed great technology.

“Chekov, set us down just inside of the bay,” he ordered.  “Let’s keep it as close to the exit as possible.”

“Aye, Captain.”

The shuttle began to move forward again, giving them all a clearer view of the future shuttle as they went along.  It looked very streamlined, and most definitely looked like it was designed by the same designer as the future starship itself.  Even the warp nacelles appeared to be the same.

After a few moments, they began to pass through the atmospheric force field, which flared to life as they passed through it.  However, once they were through and were a couple meters in, Spock confirmed, “There has been no drop in pressure.”

A moment later, the shuttle settled to the deck with a dull thump.  Once everything was confirmed, Chekov began the shut down sequence.

Kirk moved to the back of the shuttle and was about to open it when he paused.  He turned back to the other three and looked each in the eye.  “What we’ve already witnessed and what we are about to witness must never leave the four of us.  We are to share it with no one.  That is a direct order.  If anyone can not agree to that, you will remain here on the shuttle.”

As he had expected, everyone nodded their heads, eliciting a smile from him.  “OK, then…let’s do this.”

He turned around again and finally pressed the command to open the back.  Slowly, the back opened and rotated down to form a ramp onto the deck of the Dragon.  Kirk stuck his head out and looked around.  Satisfied that there was no immediate danger, he walked down the ramp and onto the deck.

McCoy and Spock quickly followed, tricorders already out and scanning about the place.  As Chekov joined them, placing a phaser in his belt holster, Spock commented, “Tachyon radiation is still high enough to disrupt our tricorders.  They are effective up to a radius of three meters, though that will slowly increase as time passes.”

Kirk nodded.  “All right, then, first thing’s first.  Let’s find someone and revive them.”  Kirk stared out the open shuttle bay doors for a moment, at the stars, marveling at the force field technology.  Then, he moved.  “Let’s try to keep our noses out of what they don’t belong in.”

The group proceeded around the shuttle and further away from the aft of the Dragon.  All marveled at the future shuttle as they passed by it, the registry number of the Dragon across its beautifully curved hull line.

“I wish our shuttles were as streamlined as this,” McCoy commented.  “But then this one doesn’t look quite as roomy as our standard shuttles…”

Kirk shrugged.  “Maybe in the future, humans don’t mind cramped quarters.”

He looked at McCoy, who shrugged.  “Maybe, or maybe the Starfleet designers from the future are like ours and only care about efficiency, not human comfort.”

Kirk smiled, then came to a stop at the doors, which had just parted for them.  The double doors seemed extremely heavy duty, probably meant to create a seal between the shuttle bay and the rest of the ship.  At least engineers are still smart enough to be cautious…
“OK, it probably won’t take us long to find someone,” he said.  “When we do, it may be a species far different from what we’re used to.”  He thought for a moment.  “It could even be a Klingon, what with all of these peace talks.  So try to remain…diplomatic.”

He waited another moment, then passed through the double doors into the corridor.  The ship seemed a lot more advanced in even the corridors, and they even seemed somewhat more comfortable than the Enterprise did.  Kirk marveled as he saw many lit interfaces that appeared to be much more advanced than anything he’d seen even on Starbases.

It didn’t take them long to find the first person, who was a woman with small ridges on her nose.  She wore a black and grayish uniform with a yellow collar with one small disc on her collar.  What caught his attention was the delta symbol on her chest…  McCoy immediately kneeled next to her and started taking tricorder readings.

“Well, Jim, she’s a species we haven’t encountered just yet,” he said.  “Near as I can tell, though, there’s increased tachyon saturation all over her nervous system.  It’s dissipating faster than the radiation on the hull.”  He stood up and stored his tricorder.  “I’d say she has another couple of minutes before she regains consciousness.”

He nodded.  “All right, then, let’s get to the bridge.  I want to be there when they all regain consciousness.”

“Scotty!” Uhura said, getting his attention from the command chair.  I hate commanding…  “We’re receiving an emergency hail from Starfleet Command.”

He quickly stood up from the chair and moved forward.  “Let’s see it.”

The view screen immediately changed to show Admiral Bill Samson.  “Commander Scott!” he said, showing his surprise.  “Where is Captain Kirk?”
“He took an away team over to the ship we found,” Scotty said.  “You did get our message, did ya not, sir?”

Samson nodded.  “I did, but I have to order you away from the ship.  An unidentified vessel traveling at high warp was just reported in your sector by a small cargo ship.  The last report from the vessel was that the ship altered course to intercept the cargo ship.  We’ve not heard from them since.  Considering the incidence’s proximity to your location, we assume it’s related to the anomaly.”

Scotty frowned.  “Wouldn’t our sensors have picked up weapons fire if it was so close?”

Samson shook his head.  “We’re guessing that your proximity to the anomaly’s previous location is disrupting your sensors.  Can you get your away team back onboard?”
He shook his head and stepped forward once.  “No, sir.  The unidentified ship’s hull is still saturated with tachyon radiation, we can’t even get a transmission through to tell them to bring their shuttle back.”

The Admiral sighed and nodded.  “All right, I’d rather not have you leave your team there by themselves.  The Bozeman is the only other ship in the region.  Send all information you have about the anomaly and the ship you’re investigating to her.  Starfleet out.”

Scotty was about to make a suggestion, but before he could, Samson cut him off.  He ground his teeth for a moment, then looked at Uhura.  “Send all the data,” he said.  “And also hail the Bozeman.  If the ship that destroyed the cargo ship is from the future, the Bozeman should know what danger it’s really getting into…”

Kirk peaked into the bridge from the turbolift and checked around to see if anyone was awake yet.  Unfortunately no one was, but according to McCoy that could change fairly soon.

The bridge was quiet, with only some background noise; one particular beep constantly emitting from a console beside the turbolift doors.  He slowly walked out, followed by the other three, looking at the people in uniforms lying around.

The next thing he noticed as he approached the railing was that the command chair was not at the center of the bridge.  This disappointed him as the Captain was always supposed to be in the center…

Once he reached the railing, however, more surprise hit him.  Just in front of what he guessed was the command chair was…a Klingon.  On his back, in a Starfleet uniform…with four little discs on his neck, which Kirk now associated as rank pips.  Since no one else on the ship had four pips, that meant that the Klingon had to be the commanding officer.

“I’ll be damned,” McCoy said from next to Kirk.  “Looks like negotiations with the Klingons continue to proceed well.”

Kirk nodded.  “I suppose it was only a matter of time before our two species started to work together.”

Suddenly, the Klingon’s eyes shot open as he inhaled a harsh breath.  McCoy quickly circled around the railing and jogged down to the command area, tricorder already out.  He kneeled next to the Klingon and began scanning him.

Kirk stared for a moment as the Klingon tried to get his bearings while McCoy scanned him.  “Easy, there, looks like you’ve got a couple of injuries,” McCoy stated.  “Doesn’t appear to be anything serious.”

“What’s going on here?!” the Klingon asked in a gruff voice that Kirk had expected.  “Who are you?”

Kirk began to move around the railing himself, down to the command area.  “My name is…Captain James T. Kirk.”

The Klingon stared at him for a moment, then closed his eyes and ground his teeth.  “The anomaly,” he commented to himself.  “We didn’t escape it…”

Kirk nodded as he came to a stop next to McCoy and the Klingon.  Kirk extended his hand.  The Klingon stared at it for a moment, then took it and let Kirk help him stand up.  This surprised Kirk, for he half expected the Klingon to take insult from his gesture…

“I am Captain K’Taul,” the Klingon said, shaking Kirk’s hand before releasing it.  “It is an honor to meet you.”

Kirk nodded.  “Likewise…I’m sure.”

K’Taul smiled a toothy smile and started to fix his hair into a ponytail.  “What is the current Stardate?”

“9534.8,” Kirk stated.  “Not long after the Khitomer accords.”

It looked as if K’Taul was about to ask him a question, then seemed to think better of it and moved around Kirk to another officer, who was just standing up.  As the officer started to stand, K’Taul asked, “Are you injured, Commander?”

The commander shook his head a couple of times, swiveled his head enough to cause it to crack, then nodded.  “I think so.  Bit of a head ache from my landing earlier…but otherwise fine.”

As if a magic switch had been turned on, several other officers around the bridge began to groan and slowly stand up.  The commander stared at Kirk for a moment, then frowned.  “Is that who I think it is?”

K’Taul nodded, moving past Kirk again to his command chair.  He sat down and began to work on his console.  He then looked back towards the aft of the bridge, then looked back to his console.  “Commander Perkins, scan the ship for our intruder.”

Kirk frowned and moved next to the command chair.  “Intruder?”

K’Taul nodded.  “Yes, someone somehow got aboard our ship not long ago and is partially the reason we ended up here…”  K’Taul seemed to realize something and looked up at Kirk.  “Are these the only people from your ship that is aboard?”

He nodded his head.  “Yes, and I’ve already ordered them to keep quiet about what they see here.”

K’Taul nodded in satisfaction and began to work on his console once again.

“Captain, our internal sensors can’t identify bio signatures yet,” Commander Perkins stated.  “At current rate of decay, another minute before resolution is high enough.  However…I don’t think the intruder is on board.”

A worried look crossed K’Taul’s face.  He turned his head back to her again.  “How can you tell?”

Perkins looked very worried as she stared back at her Captain.  “The Meridian is missing…”

K’Taul stared dumbly at her.  “Before or after we entered the anomaly?”

Once again, she hesitated.  “Sensor records show that the intruder left…just after.  I don’t know how, but the person seemed capable of resisting the effects this anomaly had on us.”

After a moment of thought, K’Taul nodded.  “Start trying to figure out why this anomaly affected us like this and as soon as you can, start scanning for the Meridian.  We’ve got to catch it before it can do any damage to the timeline.”

K’Taul then turned to Kirk.  “Captain, under the circumstances, I recommend you return to your ship and send out a fleet wide message to be cautious of unidentified ship designs.  We’ll contact you as soon as we locate and take back our ship.”

Kirk nodded, but then stopped when an alarm sounded on Commander Perkins’s console.  “Captain, the USS Enterprise is sending a transmission in.  It’s not quite penetrating our hull, but I can patch it through our transceiver array.”

K’Taul nodded.  “Put it up on audio.”

There was a brief pause before the transmission was patched in.  “Enterprise to Captain Kirk.  Respond, please.”  It was Scotty’s voice.

“Kirk, here,” he replied.

“Sir, Starfleet has reported a distress call from close by,” he said, sounding very worried.  “We’ve lost a cargo ship in the area.”
“Captain!” Commander Perkins stated in alarm.  “I’ve got a fix on the Meridian!  It’s about to be intercepted by a Constitution class starship…the Bozeman!”

K’Taul stood up from his chair and walked forward, towards the view screen that now displayed the Enterprise.  He then looked at Kirk.  “Have them call off the Bozeman, hurry!”

“Scotty!” he quickly replied.  “Hail the Bozeman on an emergency channel, have them break off immediately!”

There was a long, long pause after Kirk’s transmission.  Everyone waited with a dead silence on the bridge…  If the Bozeman didn’t veer off, it sounded like it would probably be destroyed…

“The Bozeman is breaking off,” Commander Perkins replied, much to Kirk’s relief.  “But the Meridian is altering course to intercept!”

“This is the Captain of the USS Dragon to Commander Scott,” K’Taul began, not wanting to have to waste time.  “Have the Bozeman alter course to our location at once!”

He then looked at what Kirk assumed was the helm.  “Lieutenant, do we have warp drive?”

The lieutenant at the helm punched in a few sequences.  “Negative, sir, we’re still purging the warp coils of tachyon particles.”

“Then get us out there at impulse, now!”

He nodded.  “Aye, sir.”

K’Taul then moved back to his chair and started working at his console.  “Defensive status!”

“Shields are currently offline,” a female lieutenant at the back of the bridge responded.  “I think I can get them back online in a couple of minutes.  Weapons are all operational.”

“Time to intercept?”

The crew seemed to work so well, each person seeming to now anticipate their Captain’s orders.  It was just like it used to be on the Enterprise…

“Three minutes, but the Meridian will intercept in two!” Commander Perkins responded.

K’Taul shook his head and pressed a command on his console.  “Engineering, I need warp power now!”

After a slight pause, a man’s voice replied, “Not for another minute, Captain!”
K’Taul nodded.  “Good enough, just get it done!  Helm, jump to warp the moment engines are back online.  Vendar, inform the Bozeman that we’ll be making a warp jump of our own in fifty seconds.  Coordinate with helm and the Bozeman to set up a meeting point.”

“Aye, Captain,” Commander Perkins responded.

It was amazing how quickly everyone worked, like a well-oiled machine.  Kirk knew they were from the future…but they sure worked well together…

“New intercept point puts us in at fifteen seconds!” Commander Perkins said.

“Shields?!”

“Not yet,” the tactical officer replied.  “I don’t think they’ll be ready in time for battle!”

The Dragon suddenly leapt to warp, but Kirk felt nothing, not even a vibration of the deck plates.  He only knew they went to warp because of the streaking star field on the view screen.  That’s almost disappointing, not feeling that you’re at warp…
“Eight seconds!”

K’Taul looked up and around, then shook his head, like he had forgotten something.  “Dammit…battle stations, red alert!”

The bridge grew dark as many bulkheads turned red.  Instead of the normal alert klaxon Kirk had become accustomed to over the past thirty plus years, a new one sounded…and he found it less annoying.

“Three…two…one…”

The stars suddenly turned into infinite pinpricks with a Constitution class starship directly ahead.  A moment later, there was a flash behind it…then the shields on the Bozeman flared to life.

“The Bozeman’s shields are about to drop!”

“Full phasers, fire!  I don’t care if you destroy the damn thing!”

Crimson colored beams shot forward, seeming to center around what, at moment, looked like a moving star.  “Is that a support craft that is doing that kind of damage?” Kirk asked, astonished.

“Not a normal one,” K’Taul replied, “but yes.”

“The Meridian’s coming at us now!” tactical reported.  “I’m having trouble hitting them, who ever it is, they’re a good pilot!”

“Shields?”

“Still offline!”

Suddenly, two blue-colored balls appeared from the approaching craft, and moments later impacted on the Dragon.  The ship shook hard, causing Kirk to grab onto the railing behind the command chair to keep his footing.  

“Hull breach on decks four five and six!” Commander Perkins reported.  “Injury reports already coming in!”

Kirk looked to McCoy.  “Get down to sickbay, see if there’s anything you can do to help.”

McCoy nodded and quickly moved back around the railing and into the turbolift.  Kirk then looked at K’Taul.  “Is there anything the rest of us can do?”

K’Taul shook his head, never taking his eyes off of his console.  “I think we’re covered for now…”

The ship shook hard again, almost getting the better of Kirk again.

“I just can’t hit it with our sensor resolution this low!” tactical said.

Yet again the ship lurched hard…but a moment later, much of the bridge went silent.  “They’ve gone to warp,” Perkins stated.  “And they hit our starboard nacelle before hand.  We’re venting plasma.”

K’Taul pounded his fist on his arm rail.  “Dammit!”

“Track them!” the first officer ordered, standing up and moving towards the helm.  “What course did they set?”

There was a pause, then the helmsman responded, “heading one-five-two mark one.”

“I expected as much,” K’Taul replied, getting everyone’s attention.  “If it’s who I think it is…they’ll be heading for the Keltin sector of Klingon space…to give the Keltin family an advantage over mine…”

He looked at Kirk.  “Captain Kirk, as much as I’d like to talk to you more about the events of your time, I’d ask that you and your crew please leave the ship as soon as possible and send out that fleet wide message.  Again, we’ll contact you as soon as we have captured our vessel.”

Kirk nodded.  “Very well.”  He looked around the bridge and smiled.  “It’s nice to see that Starfleet still exists in the future…”

K’Taul nodded, not smiling, just staring at him.  “Indeed.”  He stood up and moved to Kirk, extending his hand.  “It was a pleasure to meet you in person, Captain.”

Kirk looked at the hand hesitantly, never believing that he’d one day meet a Klingon willing to shake his hand in a friendly manner.  After a moment, he looked K’Taul in the eye and took the offered hand, shaking it twice.  “Likewise.”

K’Taul snorted in annoyance when the chime rang to his ready room door.  He deactivated the monitor he was looking at and looked towards the door.  “Enter!”

The doors parted to reveal Commander Chris Harriman enter.  “Captain.”

“What is it, Commander?” he growled.

Chris shrugged and moved to K’Taul’s desk, sitting uninvited in the chair in front of it.  “I wanted to talk.  You haven’t said a word since you got back, and now come to find out that there’s a problem involved with your leave that could involve the entire Federation…”

K’Taul narrowed his eyes at Chris, trying to make him leave by will alone…but couldn’t.  “In actuality, my leave has involved both the Klingon Empire and the Federation from the very beginning.”

Chris frowned questioningly.  “How so?”

K’Taul shook his head.  “I can’t tell you.”

In response, Chris shook his head.  “Shouldn’t everyone be told about this, what ever it is?  I mean, we’re about to go chase down a Klingon in a stolen Delta Flyer and we don’t even know why!”

“Preserving the time line should be reason enough for you, Commander!”  K’Taul glared at him, becoming annoyed by his persistence.

“Look, Captain,” Chris said, slightly raising his voice.  “I don’t pretend to understand Klingons and their pride, but if there is a problem involving the Federation in our time, then I think that we should know about it!”

K’Taul bared his teeth and stood up, pounding his desk.  “Commander, I will not take that tone of voice from you!”

Chris did not cower as he had expected…one of the only humans ever to do so.  He simply sat there, staring at K’Taul.  “Then tell me, why are we even here in the first place?  Not only did your leave involve the Federation, but it looks to me that it resulted in our being stranded in the twenty third century!  I have a duty to protect this crew, just as you do!  Now what is going on here!”

He glared at Chris, the weight of his ridges making him look even angrier…he hoped.  After some consideration, however, he finally decided that he might as well tell Chris.  Slowly, K’Taul sat back down in his chair, never breaking eye contact with Chris.

“I will not tell you everything,” he said, eliciting a look of satisfaction from Chris.

“For generations,” he began, “and in fact, since around this time in history, there has been a huge feud between my family and the faction we are part of and another faction, the D’Braul faction.  Our faction has always held a strong place among the Klingon Empire…or at least, I say yet again, since this time in history.  We support the peace between the Klingon Empire and the Federation.  The D’Braul…do not.”  K’Taul bared his teeth as he recalled something.  “The D’Braul were first formed around one leader, who’s name was D’Braul.  One of his first…recruits was General Chang, the same man who commanded the Bird of Prey at the Khitomer incident.”

Chris seemed to understand the situation more and more as K’Taul explained, realization slowly crossing his face.  “I’m assuming you went on leave as a result of this conflict between factions?”

K’Taul nodded his head.  “Yes.  My family had…learned about an impending attack from the D’Braul.”  Chris frowned questioningly at K’Taul’s hesitation, but he didn’t care at the moment.  “My family wanted me there to help defend against the D’Braul attack.”

Chris yet again frowned.  “So you mean that there recently has been a civil war inside of the Klingon Empire?”

K’Taul shook his head.  “Nothing so extravagant, just a couple of large battles between two warring factions.  This time, however…the D’Braul did not fare so well.  They were almost wiped out…only a few minor parts of their faction still exists.”

“So when this Klingon got onboard the Dragon and then realized what time period we were in,” Chris said, “he decided he’d try to re-write history…”

K’Taul nodded in response.  “Most likely.”

A smile spread across Chris’s face.  “Well, then, it’s a good thing we never finished repairing the communications array on the Meridian, else we wouldn’t stand a chance of preventing it…”

K’Taul frowned at Chris’s comment.  “How did the Meridian get stranded in an ion storm?”

“Some sort of natural subspace damping field in front of this storm shut down propulsion and a few other systems,” Chris replied.  “We were able to catalog the anomalous property with the Dragon later on.”

He nodded his response.  “I see…”  He looked down for a moment, then back at Chris.  “Has Vendar made any progress figuring out why we all lost consciousness?”

Chris once again nodded.  “Yeah, turns out that tachyon levels in this anomaly were higher than any other anomaly we’ve ever encountered.”  He shrugged.  “No one can figure out why, but that’s why the ship was saturated with tachyons and why we lost consciousness.  Only thing we can’t figure out now…is why that intruder didn’t lose consciousness.”

A wave of worry washed over K’Taul, but he pushed the feeling away.  “Perhaps if he survives the coming battle, we can ask him.”

Chris nodded.  “Indeed.”

“Bridge to K’Taul,” Lieutenant James Trikal’s voice came over the intercom.

“Go ahead.”

“Warp drive has been restored.  At maximum warp, it’ll take us about twelve hours to intercept the Meridian.”

K’Taul smiled, happy to finally receive some good news.  “Very well, set a course and engage.”  He then looked back at Chris.  “Inform the senior officers to begin brainstorming a way to take back the Meridian.  It’s likely that the intruder has had time to figure out some of our systems and has figured out a way to hurt us.  We’ll have a briefing in four hours.”

Chris nodded and stood up.  “Understood…and thank you.”

K’Taul nodded.  “I just expect you never to raise your voice to me like that again, Commander.”

He smiled and nodded, then left the ready room.  K’Taul was fearful of Chris now…but it would soon all be over…and hopefully no one would be the wiser about it.

“All right, we obviously first need to figure out how to hit the Meridian,” K’Taul stated, getting everyone’s attention at the briefing table.  “Obviously the pilot is skilled and can fly circles around us without getting scratched.”

“Well,” Ada began, “the problem is that he maneuvers too quickly and the ship is too small.  With the kind of maneuvers he does, on any vessel, it’d be next to impossible to hit a fixed target on that ship…and because of the Meridian’s size we just aren’t getting any lucky hits off on any part.”

“Is there a way to slow down the Meridian’s maneuvers?” Chris asked.

Ada looked at him, then half nodded and half shrugged.  “Yeah, we could establish a damping field to limit their power supply.”

K’Taul raised an eyebrow.  “But…”

She looked at him, then shook her head and sighed.  “If what you’ve told us is true, this guy’ll be smart enough to change the frequency of all of the Meridian’s systems, and the only way a damping field would work is if we had the exact frequency.”

K’Taul nodded.  “And it’d simply take too long to find out what the frequency is…and by the time we find out, he realizes it and once again changes all the frequencies.”

Ada nodded.  “Exactly.”

The room went silent as everyone considered for a moment just what could happen.  K’Taul couldn’t come up with anything…and so far no one else was either.

“Well isn’t this just like a science experiment?” Vendar suddenly asked, getting everyone’s attention.  “I mean, there are several key factors, the two highest factors being the Meridian and the Dragon.”

K’Taul was about to give a remark to her interpretation…but then recalled precisely how intelligent she was.  If she was comparing the situation to a science experiment, she’d have a good reason to do so.  Since no one else was interrupting, he assumed that they all knew that she had something in mind.

“Obviously,” Vendar continued, “we can’t change one of those two factors, or its parts: the Meridian.  So what we have to do is change the other factor, or rather a part of it, in order to get an advantage.”

K’Taul frowned, already becoming annoyed and wishing she’d just get to the point.  “What are you getting at?”

“We can’t slow the Meridian down, we’ve got to accept that,” she added.  “And we can’t speed up the processor of the targeting computer…and, as Ada said, we can’t even hit the Meridian even by a chance shot cause it is so small…but what she didn’t say was that the other reason is because our weapons’ area of effect is so small.”

Suddenly Ada’s eyes lit up enough to tear everyone’s attention away from Vendar and onto her.  “I think I know what she’s getting at: increasing the diameter of the phaser blasts!”

K’Taul frowned at the suggestion.  “Can we even do that?”

Ada’s eyes remained lit as she thought for a moment.  “Yeah, I think we can.  The blasts wouldn’t have nearly as high a yield, but we’re talking about a Runabout here…albeit a highly advanced one, but it’s not an uber ship.”  She looked up at Lieutenant Commander Jurand Sall, who was now deep in thought.

After a moment, Jurand said, “I think we can do it.  We’ll have to install higher capacity power relays and converters in some parts of the grid…”  He looked at K’Taul.  “We can do it.”

“How long?”

He further considered the matter.  “Five or six hours.”

K’Taul nodded in approval.  “Then get on it after the briefing.”  He sighed.  “The question now is: what happens after the Meridian’s shields are down.”

“I think it’s safe to say that the pilot will activate a transport inhibitor,” Chris said, his brow now also furrowed.  “And I don’t know about the rest of you, but I don’t fancy the idea of building a new Delta Flyer class, we may need it soon and then not have it.”

“What about a tractor beam?” Lieutenant Commander Tom Halkrat asked, talking for the first time during the briefing.  “If we can lock on a tractor beam, we could easily get its power frequencies and engage a corresponding damping field that adjusted along with the power systems.”

K’Taul looked again at Vendar, who looked at him and nodded.  “He’s right, just some minor modifications to the beam and we’re all set.”

“There’s just one problem,” Jurand piped in.  “If we aren’t careful, if the Meridian’s traveling too fast and we engage a tractor beam…we could cause its warp core to lose containment.”

K’Taul’s eyes went wide.  “That’s one big problem.”

“Then I’ll just have to be careful,” Vendar said, staring Jurand in the eyes.  “I’ve had experience with tractor beams before, in the Academy and a little bit of experience in the Kalium galaxy.  I’m confidant I can slow the Meridian down with the tractor beam before locking on solid.”

She looked at K’Taul, who stared right back at her.  “Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” she replied, nodding.  “I think it’ll more or less be as easy as cake.”

Chris suddenly cleared his throat, looking hard at her.  She frowned and asked, “What?”

He smiled.  “You either meant to say easy as pie or a piece of cake.”

She frowned even harder.  “What?”

His smile blossomed even more as he shook his head.  “Never mind, sounded like you were trying to use 20th century slang…”

K’Taul didn’t understand what they were talking about, but decided to drop it.  “All right, everyone; let’s get to work.  We’ve got eight hours before we intercept.  I want all command codes changed before then, just to be safe, and I want a battle readiness report from all departments in six and a half hours.”  He looked at everyone, then nodded.  “Dismissed.”

“Time to intercept?” K’Taul asked, reading the last of the reports on his console.


“About a minute,” James replied.

“He’s arming weapons and raising shields,” Ada reported.  There was a pause, then she added, “and he did manage to get our old command codes.  No effect on us.”

K’Taul nodded, glad that they had thought of changing the codes.  “Red alert, all hands to battle stations.”

The alert klaxon sounded once again across the bridge, the lights dimming and the bulkheads turning a flashing red.  He brought up a tactical view on his console and started looking at readouts from the Meridian.  If the Dragon had done any damage to it before hand, it had all been repaired.

“How are the final preparations on the phasers?” Chris asked.

“All set,” Ada replied, her voice more professional now than ever.  K’Taul didn’t know exactly what that meant…but he assumed it was because they were doing something new with the weapons, and she didn’t want anything to go wrong.  “The last of the converters were tested five minutes ago, everything checks out.”

“Twenty seconds!”

“Vendar, what about the tractor beam?”

“Everything’s ready!” she replied.  “It should all go smoothly.”

K’Taul nodded.  “All right, then…here we go…  Drop us out of warp right on top of it.”

James nodded from the helm, keying in the command to ready the ship.  “Five…four…three…two…one…”

The streaking rainbow star field suddenly condensed into infinite points of light and directly ahead was the Meridian, which had come out of warp right when they had.

“Fire!”

Too late, the Meridian banked hard and engaged full impulse.  Despite the wider phaser beams, the first blast missed, hitting nothing but empty space.  The Dragon suddenly shook, harder than he had expected…

“He’s modified the weapons!” Vendar stated.  “Tied them directly into the warp core!  How the hell?!”

The ship shook yet again, this time harder.  “Shields at eighty nine percent!”

“Then hit the P’Tach!” K’Taul shouted.

On the view screen, which was now following the Meridian, he saw another wide, crimson beam lance out…but this time it hit the edge of the Meridian’s shields.  K’Taul saw on his tactical screen that the shields on the Meridian’s shields were now down to seventy percent…and they had damaged the starboard nacelle.  That meant that, regardless of anything, the Meridian wasn’t escaping.

“Keep firing!”

Two more beams lanced out from the Dragon, both glancing the shields, both causing damage.  Her shields immediately went down to twenty percent and were now on the verge of collapsing…

This is gonna be easier than I expected…

Chris sighed in relief as one last beam hit the Meridian, taking down its shields.  That, however, didn’t stop the pilot from continuing his attack.  Four miniature quantum torpedoes and three phaser blasts lanced out from the Meridian, all impacting hard on the Dragon’s shields.

“Our shields are at seventy percent,” Ada said, her voice very calm.   They more or less had won…

“Vendar…you’ve got the spotlight now,” Chris commented.  “Do it!”

A highly transparent tractor beam attached itself to the Meridian, not enough to control it, but enough to slow it down.  “Sensor feed active,” Vendar said.  “Frequency isolated…engaging damping field.”

Chris watched on the view screen as the power across the Borg-enhanced sensor grids began to fluctuate on the Meridian.  The blue from the warp field coils began to also fluctuate, and a moment later, the ship visibly slowed.

“Ok, he’s trying to change the frequency,” Vendar said.  “Sensor data is directly inputting into the damping field…we got it.  He’s not going anywhere!”

“All right, then,” K’Taul said, satisfied.  “Engage full tractor beam.”

There was a pause…and then the tractor beam increased in brightness and opacity.  Suddenly, the Meridian came to a dead stop in less than a millisecond.  It was faster than Chris could process, and it wasn’t until a moment later that he realized just what had happened.

He jumped up from his chair as Vendar’s console started to sound an alarm.  “What the hell?”

Chris ran around the railing and up to her station, looking over the front of it at what she was doing…but her fingers were moving too faster for him to easily track.  “What’s going on?!” he asked.

“I…I don’t know!” she said, her voice frantic.  “I think…some sort of power surge just went through the tractor beam system.”  She looked up at him.  “It caused the power of the beam to increase twenty times over!”

His eyes went wide as one thought occurred.  “The warp core?!”

She immediately began checking, then sighed in relief.  “It’s OK…almost lost containment, but managed to hold.  However…I’m not reading any life signs.”

He stared at her for a moment, then tapped his comm. badge.  “Harriman to transporter room, see if you can locate a dead or dieing body on the Meridian and transport it to sickbay.”

“Aye, sir.”

“Harriman to sickbay, prepare to receive a patient.”

“Understood.”

He again looked at Vendar.  “Track that power surge…let’s figure out why it happened so it doesn’t happen again.”

She nodded, her face now morbid.  “Aye…”

“But first…any luck figuring out a way back home?”

Smiling, she said, “But of course…it’s me, Vendar.  I always know.”

He also smiled and shook his head.  “Then make the necessary preparations.”

She nodded.  “We’ll need to return to the coordinates where the anomaly was.”

“Then as soon as the Meridian’s in the shuttle bay, set a course,” K’Taul said.  “And engage at maximum warp.”

Chris turned around and watched as K’Taul stood up and headed for his ready room, disappointment on his face…
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We were successful in reopening the temporal anomaly and making it back home.  Once again, we all lost consciousness for approximately thirty minutes, but otherwise everything went well.

With the death of the Klingon, we were unable to find out just how he knew our systems so well, and the Captain has been very reluctant to tell me anything…  I’m kind of reluctant to say it…but I almost am wondering if he’s hiding something…

Chris stared at the star field on the view screen, wondering which ones were in federation space and which ones were in this unexplored part of space…  For almost six months total they’d been out here, and half of that time they’d been alone.  It was kind of nice to interact with some familiar people again, even if they were historical figures from the past.

“Ummm…Chris?”  He slowly turned around and looked at Vendar, keeping the distant look on his face.  “Could you come look at this…”

He nodded and stood up from the command chair.  He circled around the railing and then circled around into her station, where he leaned against the console and began looking over her readings.  It was kind of difficult to concentrate when his mind was stuck on home…

“From what I can tell, the power surge initially came from the phaser power converters,” she said, pointing that out to him on her screen.  “However, something about it didn’t…well, feel right.  So I continued to do systems checks…and the power converters, each one of them, was fine.”

He frowned and stared hard at the readings, just now seeing what she was about to point out to him.

“It looks like the power surge was channeled through the converters…”

She nodded.  “That’s right.  So I was wondering if it was from another system and an engineer accidentally channeled through the wrong systems at the wrong time.”

He looked at her and nodded.  “And?”

“Well…after a full systems diagnosis…I kind of stumbled onto something disturbing.”

She brought up the data on her screen and pointed it out to Chris.  “A transmission,” he commented, reading the data on it.  Then he saw the time index on it.  “An outgoing transmission while we were still in the twenty third century…”

She nodded slowly.  “Yeah, I almost didn’t find it cause it was buried, mostly deleted and hidden…and look who’s command codes were used to delete the primary records.”

The code signature was unmistakable…and he couldn’t believe it.  He never would have suspected anything…  Or would I have? He thought.  I mean, everything makes sense now…
He nodded his head, the look on his face no doubt looking as morbid as Vendar’s.  “I’ll inform the Captain…”

K’Taul shut off his screen and pushed it away when the chimes rang.  He looked at the doorway and called out, “Enter.”

The doors parted to show Chris, who looked very morbid…  “Sorry to bother you…but I have some very disturbing news to share with you.”

K’Taul nodded and motioned to the chair in front of his desk.  “Please, have a seat, Commander.”

He hesitated for a moment, then nodded and moved to the seat.  As he sat down, K’Taul said, “What can I do for you?”

Chris was clearly hesitant about something…causing K’Taul to worry.  “Well, Vendar found the source of the power surge.”

K’Taul nodded once.  “Yes, she told me, it was from the new phaser power converters.”

Chris shook his head morbidly.  “No…she traced it further back.”  That’s when K’Taul’s fear levels jumped ten fold…  “She hasn’t managed to uncover the exact source…but she did manage to locate a transmission that was sent while we were in the past…to the Klingon Empire…from you.”

He stared at Chris, not moving, not blinking, nothing.  The adrenaline began to pump through his system…but then he pushed it all away.  He had accepted that someone would likely discover what he had done.  After all, he wasn’t exactly a computer wizard.  He knew his way around a computer, but there was always some sort of secret that he didn’t know about.

Finally, he nodded.  “I see.”

“I felt it necessary to inform you of this discover,” Chris said, the look on his face not very pleasant at all.  “and also that I’ll be sending Starfleet a full report soon.”

K’Taul again nodded.  “I would do the same thing in your position, Commander.  I imagine that I’ll soon be relieved of command and that we’ll be recalled to Earth for a full hearing.”

Chris nodded.  “Most likely.”

“I understand,” K’Taul said simply, leaning back in his chair.  “And I accept the consequences.  But if you would…put one thing into your report.”

Curiosity crossed Chris’s face.  “What’s that?”

“Three months ago, when that Klingon ship sent me a message,” he said, “It had a message from me…from, basically, an alternate timeline.  That message was that the D’Braul had succeeded in taking over most of the Empire in less than two months and that they had declared war on the Federation.

“According to myself, many, many lives were lost, both Klingon and Federation.  The one chance both the Empire and the Federation had…was to stop them before they could start.  And the temporal anomaly that my other self had gone through was the only way to do this.  It was our one chance to save lives…”

Chris stared blankly at him, hopefully considering what he had just said…  “I will…but you know as well as I do that they still won’t go easy on you.  You’ll likely be stripped of rank…possibly thrown in prison.”

K’Taul nodded.  “Again…I accept those consequences…because I know that it was for a good cause.”

Chris smiled and nodded himself.  “I can understand that…”

With that, Chris stood up, looked one last time at K’Taul, then left his ready room.

Everything was silent as K’Taul stared at the now closed doors.  He was about to lose his command after only seven and a half months…and to think that most of his command was out here, in this wasteland, with only a small portion of his command in Federation space.

What a career…

He stood up and moved to the couch by the windows, but he didn’t sit down.  Instead, he stared out at the blackness of space…

If you aren’t careful, it’ll swallow you whole…  His grandmother had told him that just before he had left Qo’nos for Earth.  And you’ll never be able to escape it.

“Looks like you were wrong,” he said more to himself than to what his grandmother had said.  “I’ll be heading back home after all…and this time…for good.”

