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Chapter Two

· Onboard the USS Endeavor

“Captains Logs – Stardate 52578.9”

“At Admiral Ross’s command, we’ve traveled to station Deep Space Nine to pick up the ships new first officer.  His expertise, I’m told, will be of value for the mission that Starfleet has now handed me.  On a personal note, I’ve had dealings before with the man who is supposed to be my new first officer, and I don’t like him.  Admiral Ross assures me that this is only a temporary assignment for him, though, so I think I can manage for a while.”


Captain Tyrelle looked over at the OPS station, and gave a signal with his hand.  At the queue, the officer sitting there engaged the transporter.  The shimmering effect of the transporter beam appeared for a few seconds, to be replaced by the solidity of Commander Damien Tyler.


Commander Tyler to look around and take in his surroundings, which caused him to have a look of surprise on his face.  “Wow, a personal transporter pad on the bridge?” he muttered, more to himself than to anyone else.


Captain Tyrelle stepped forward.  “One of the many design features about this new class that I love.  Welcome aboard.”


The commander merely nodded his head in acknowledgment.  He stepped off the pad and tried to shake the captains hand, but the captain ignored his outstretched hand and turned away, hands clasped behind his back.  “Navigation, plot a course to intercept Starbase 210 and activate maximum warp.”  He turned back to briefly glance at the commander.  “I’ve arranged for a senior officer briefing in the conference room, so let’s get to it…”


Commander Tyler nodded, then followed the sullen captain across the bridge to the doorway leading into the conference room.  


The conference room was a drab place, with a view chairs and a table, a small viewscreen centered in the wall, and three lengthy windows peering out into space.  The stars streaked off into the distance at faster than light speed as the view showed the after side of the ship.  


The officers all took their places, choosing empty seats.  Captain Tyrelle merely stood behind his chair and looked around the table at his officers.  


“May I introduce the ships new temporary first officer, Commander Damien Tyler,” he said.  “He will be aboard for the duration of this mission, and will be helping us to solve this puzzler we’ve been given.”


“What exactly is going on?” one of the officers asked.


The captain merely turned and motioned to another officer.  The Vulcan ensign stood and walked over to the viewscreen in the wall, and activated it. 


“Approximately 3 weeks ago, sensor relays in Sector 21305 lost contact with 3 starships, each within the span of about 12 hours of each other.  10 days ago, the USS Crum was reported missing.  Not less than 24 hours ago, all communications had been lost with Starbase 210, along the Dominion border.”


“This sector has been abnormally quiet over the last few months, as the Dominion had originally shifted their attacks 2 sectors down, to the Bajor sector.  Then, they made a complete withdrawal so that they could recoup their forces.”


A female officer across the table from Commander Tyler spoke up.  “Does Starfleet believe that the Dominion has started a new offensive?”


The Vulcan cocked her eyebrow.  “They are uncertain.  But they hypothesize that it is indeed a new Dominion campaign, possibly a new strategy against the Federation that we are unaware of.”


The Vulcan retook his chair at the table.  

“Is it possible that the Starbase is just experiencing a communications black out for some reason?” the engineering officer offered.  


The Vulcan regarded the thought, then replied.  “Anything is possible.  She is located on the edge of the Badlands, and they occasionally suffer from dueterium ionic storms which would interfere with their long range comm relay systems.  But that still does not explain the lost contact with the other ships.”  

The captain looked around again.  “Whatever the reason is for their lack of communications,  Starfleet wants us to investigate the disappear-ances.  Find out what is really going on.  It is possible that we may be going into a real battle situation here, so I want all systems on stand by until further notice.  What ever happens, we will be ready.  Understood?” he asked.  He made sure to look at everyone’s faces to see them acknowledge, then turned.  “Alright then, dismissed.”


The ready room doors flew open, and Commander Tyler walked in off of the bridge.  Captain Tyrelle was seated at his desk, busy studying the computer terminal.


“What is it, Commander?” he said, rather harshly.


“Sir, I…  well, it seems that we got off on the wrong foot again, somehow.  Did I do something wrong?” Commander Tyler asked.


Tyrelle snapped his head around, glaring at the first officer.  He stood and slowly paced over to where Tyler stood.  “Not yet.  But let’s get one thing straight, commander.  You may be in charge of this mission, and leading us into this investigation.  But I am in command of this ship, and her crew will obey my orders.  Is that understood?!” he said.


“I agree totally.  I just don’t understand why there is this hostility between us.”


“That’s not your concern, now is it.  Your focus should be on one thing, and one thing only – finding out what the hell is going on out there with our ships.  And then after you’re done that, you can get the hell off my ship!”


It was clear that Commander Tyler was trying his best to not say anything.  His teeth were clenched tightly, and his face was turning red, either from embarassment from being berated or from anger at the other officers mis-directed attitude.  “Aye, sir…” he squeezed out through his teeth.  He turned on his heel and went back out onto the bridge.


Commander Tyler spent the better part of his time poring over every sensor contact he could find up until the moment when each ship disappeared.  He reviewed all communications sent out, and warp signatures he could find.  He came to a point when it seemed like a dead end though, and nothing conclusive would be determined until they reached their destination and could use the short range sensors.


He had left himself little time to sleep, eat, or do anything other than what he could to understand what was happening.  He was beginning to get a little ragged, though, from lack of sleep.  He did take a moment to learn each of the bridge crew’s names, though.


The captain hadn’t given him the time of day since their encounter in the ready room the other day, and it was apparent that it was not going to be easy working with him.  


The officer at the navigation station, Lieutenant Shieh, turned around and got the commanders attention from the aft science station.  “Sir – we’re arriving at Starbase 210…”


Commander Tyler tapped his combadge.  “Captain Tyrelle to the bridge,” he said.


Seconds later, the captain emerged from the ready room onto the bridge.  “What is it, commander?” he asked.


“Sir, we’re arriving at Starbase 210,” the first officer said, echoing what the ensign had just reported.


“Bring us out of warp.  And hail them.”


The female Elaysian sitting at the communications panel glanced at the captain.  “No response sir.”


“Captain, we’re coming within visual range, now, sir,” Lieutenant Shieh called out.  


“Onscreen,” Captain Tyrelle ordered.


The viewscreen shifted views from the starlit expanse of space to the starbase.  It was still there, but obviously dead in space.  It drifted in the viewscreen, a lifeless corpse of what it used to be.  There were no orbital activities, no lights appeared to be on, no signals coming from it….


“Magnify and enhance,” Commander Tyler said from behind him.  

The scene grew larger, and all that was apparent in the new picture was the massive chunk of the main habitat ring that was missing from an explosion. The hull had massive scorch marks along the base of the hull, and had been blackened in spots where fires or weapons had burned them. It was made pretty obvious what had happened.  Someone had attacked her.


“Scan for lifeforms,” the captain said slowly.  He had to take a deep breath, staring at the scene before them.  It was very disturbing to see this.


It took a moment to carry out the order, but the Vulcan tactical officer behind them came back with the reply.  “No life forms….  There are no internal systems operating, except for minimal life support,” Ensign T’Shanik said.


“My God!  How many people were on her?” Commander Tyler asked.


“There are 256 crewman and 24 officers listed as the starbase’s complement,” T’Shanik answered.


The captain turned and looked at T’Shanik.  “Scan the hull – maybe we can make out the residual trace of those scorch marks and figure out who it was that attacked.”


“Sir, I am reading two different energy dispersal patterns, indicating two different types of weapons.  One is consistent with a Type 2 Cardassian plasma discharge.  The other set is unrecognizable.  I will attempt to scan it further to see if it is something recorded in our databanks…”


Commander Tyler turned to the captain.  “Is it possible that the Cardassians have a new weapon?”


The captain looked at Tyler, then ignored the question, as if he didn’t want to think about that.  “Is there any atmosphere over there?” he asked.


T’Shanik checked.  “Yes sir, but only enough to sustain human life for a few minutes,” she replied.


Taking a moment to ponder his next move, the captain paced over to the side of the bridge.  He whipped around and faced the first officer.  “Tyler, take an away team over there and find me some answers.  Check sensor logs, or bridge recorders, something.  I want to know what happened here.”


“Aye sir.  T’Shanik, Lt. Shieh, you’re with me.”  He tapped his communicator.  “Bridge to Lieutenant Lewis, report to the transporter room for away team duty.  Bring as many tools as you can carry to work on starbase computer systems….”


“Acknowledged,” was the only reply from the chief engineer.  


Commander Tyler and the two other bridge officers disappeared into the turbo-lift.

Down in the transporter room, they broke out the equipment to take over to the starbase:  phasers, modified tricorders, handheld lights to see with, and Lt. Lewis’ engineering tools.

The transporter tech set the coordinates, and waited for them to assemble on the pad.  The first officer checked over the team once, before throwing a look at the tech.  “Energize, Lt. Leffler.”  The four officers dematerialized in the transporter glow….

….and rematerialized in a pitch black, dusty, cold room.  As if on cue, all four hand held lights snapped on, with the beams of light extending out into the darkness.  Just discernible among the shadows were several work stations, which Lt. Lewis headed for.  Already in his hands were several of his tools designed to bring systems back on line.

The eerie effect of the lights stabbing through the darkness caused more shadows, creating a spooky environment where every corner seemed to dance.

From somewhere in the darkness behind them, the already at work engineer had some news for them.


“Commander, its going to be one hell of a fight to get these systems back on line, but there is some available power I can use to boost life support.  It will give us a few hours more, at best…”


“Do it, but keep working on the other systems,” Tyler replied.


The three officers spread, scrambling to get over fallen debris and dead bodies, looking for anything that might give them clues.


In the center of the room, Commander Tyler found a work panel with a crewman slumped over it.  Blood streamed down his face where a large sliver of metal was protruding from his skull.


They kept looking, with the only thing breaking the odd silence was the occasional report from Lt. Lewis.  Even as Commander Tyler played his light over some work stations on the back wall, his suspicions were being confirmed.  There was no way to salvage this starbase, or anything on it for that matter.  No way to get any clues….


The communicator called out to him.  “Endeavor to away team.  Whats going on over there, Tyler?” the captain demanded.


“Captain, it’s a real mess over here.  Nothing appears salvageable.  No work stations, no logs, no clues, as of yet.  There are a lot of dead bodies.  But our tricorders can only make out 78 bodies.  What I want to know is, if there were 280 personnel onboard, where are the rest?”


“Hmmm.  Good question.  Keep searching, we’ll be monitoring you – Endeavor, out.”


Back on the ship, the captain was beginning to get anxious.  The away team had been gone nearly 2 hours, and had not had any success bringing systems back on line. 


The sensors began going crazy at OPS.  “Captain, Starbase 211 is reporting that they’re under attack!” the young, black officer yelled out.


“Beam the away team back now!  And set a course for their position, full warp.  Engage as soon as we have the away team….  Whats our ETA?”


“At that speed, 26 minutes, sir…” Ensign Willis replied from OPS.  


As soon as Commander Tyler and the others had come aboard, they reported back to the bridge, taking their posts.  Fifteen minutes had elapsed since they had entered warp, and Ensign Pazlari called out from Communic-ations.


“Sir, I’ve lost all contact with the starbase.”  One minute they were talking to me, the next…  static!” she said.


“Are we within sensor range?” Commander Tyler asked.


“Not for another 30 seconds,” came the reply.


The crew counted off 30 seconds as if it were 30 years.  As soon as Lt. Shieh reported that they were within range, the captain ordered, “Begin scanning.”


“She’s badly damaged, and I’m reading no or minimal life signs.  It’s hard to tell at this distance.”


“Who’s attacking her?”


“I don’t know sir.  Sensors detect nothing in the area…”


Commander Tyler frowned.  “They could’ve left already….”


The minute they dropped out of warp, they could tell that what was left of the starbase looked much worse than the Starbase 210 had.  What little of the structure remained was the command center.  


“Captain, I am reading three life signs, but very faint!”


A sharp look from the captain told Commander Tyler that another away team was in order, so he dubbed the same personnel as last time with the addition of the chief medical officer, Dr. Saren Llalik.


Once beamed aboard, they found the inside as badly damaged as Starbase 210 had been, but there were a few work stations still operating.  Lt. Lewis went straight to work on them, while the rest of the team started searching for the life signs they had detected.


Using her trusty medical tricorder, Dr. Llalik swept the command center and found one of the crewman.


“Over here – give me a hand…” she called to the others.  A large metal girder had fallen in place over the crewman’s midsection.  It took the three men to haul it off, and the doctor went right to work.


The man was young, and his Starfleet uniform was torn and tattered, stained with blood and dust.  Blood ran down his cheek, and his left hand was almost completely severed off.  A long tear across his uniform also revealed a bright red gash across his chest from where the girder had fallen on him.


She placed a hyposray on the mans neck.  “I’m attempting to stabilize him.”  She looked down at the man.  “Can you hear me?  My name is Doctor Llalik, and you’re going to be just fine.  What’s your name?” she asked.

He whispered something softly, then coughed up some blood.  He tried again, and got out, “Jac—cen.” 

“Jacen I want you to just lie still, okay?  And try not to talk.”  She looked over her shoulder at Commander Tyler.  “I have to get him back to the ship.”  Commander Tyler just nodded in response.  

She tapped her combadge.  “Llalik to Endeavor.  Two to beam directly to Sickbay.  Energize!” she ordered.  As she knelt down over the injured man, both forms disappeared in the transporter glow.


“Captain Tyrelle, this is the away team.  We’ve found one crewmember alive, and Dr. Llalik has taken him to Sickbay.  We’ll keep searching for the others, but the debris is pretty cluttered in here.” Commander Tyler reported.


“Have you found anything else?” Captain Tyrelle asked.


“Not yet….” he started.


Just then, Lt. Lewis called out from behind him at work station where he was working.  “Commander, take a look at this.”


“Hold on, captain…” Tyler said.  He gingerly made his way over to the place where the engineer was huddled over a fallen computer monitor.  He had been able to power up the monitor, so it was glowing faintly in the darkness.


“Whoever attacked Starbase 210 completely obliterated the central computer core.  Everything was wiped out, but they missed something here.  I’m finding a few things left intact…” the engineer started to explain.


“For instance…” Commander Tyler prodded.  He knew that the engineer was getting at something


“Well, sir, I found access to a small portion of the external sensor from logs before and during the attack…  Problem is that they are very broken up, so it would take some time to analyze to piece them together.”


“Good, download them to the ship and lets get out of here.”


Lieutenant Shieh and Ensign T’Shanik came up from behind them.  “Commander, we located the other crewmembers that we detected – they’re dead now.”


Commander Tyler nodded his head sadly.  He looked at the engineer, who nodded that he had completed the download.  “Let’s get out of here.”


He tapped his combadge.  “Endeavor, 4 to beam up.”


Captain Tyrelle was sitting in his ready room when Lieutenant Shieh walked in from the bridge.  “Sir, we’re on course for the last known position of the USS Crum, as ordered.  We will be arriving in 1 hour and 17 minutes.”


“Good.  Lieutenant, I want you to coordinate with Lieutenant Lewis to try to analyze those sensor logs.  Maybe we can figure something out from them.”

“Aye sir.” The lieutenant turned on his heels and started to walk out.  The captain stopped him by calling after him.  “And inform the 

engineer that there will be a senior officer briefing in the conference room in twenty minutes.  I’ll want you there too, Lt.”


When the majority of the bridge crew had gathered in the conference room and had taken their seats around the table, the captain began to spell things out for the crew.


“We’ve just witnessed an outright attack on a Federation starship leaving some 270 people dead.  All I have to show for it is an unconscious survivor in Sickbay, a few fragmented sensor logs, and not a lot patience left.  Somebody give me answers.”


Doctor Llalik spoke up, and wanted to update the status of the sole survivor they had retrieved.  “He’s still sleeping, but I can probably revive him.  I wouldn’t recommend it, since his body may go into severe shock.  He might be able to tell us something…”


“Doctor, I’ll keep that in mind.  Let’s see what other options are out there,” the captain replied.


T’Shanik cleared her throat.  “Sir, we’ve analyzed the scorch marks on both starbases, and they are an exact match.  Whoever attacked Starbase 210, they were the same ones who did the damage to Starbase 211.”


“Did you detect any warp signatures nearby that may lead us to the attackers?” Commander Tyler asked.


“No sir.  They must have some sort of magnetic sensor masking which covers up their warp signatures.”


The captain turned to T’Shanik again.  “What about weapons tracing?”


“Sir, all we can determine is that it is some kind of plasma discharge, coupled with a disruptor blast.  But that is inconsistent with any known weapons.  It might be a combination of two ships using two different weapons, but I can’t be sure.”


The conference room doors opened, and in walked Lieutenant Lewis and Lieutenant Shieh.  “Well, it’s nice to see that my chief engineer actually attends these briefings at his own leisure…” the captain reprimanded.


“Sorry captain, but I think we may have something of use now.  We’ve analyzed the sensor logs, and we’ve found out who attacked the starbase.  I’ll put it onscreen…”


The viewscreen on the wall activated, and a very fuzzy picture developed.  Distorted by static, there were four vessels dancing in concert around the starbase, weapons firing.  Two of them, the closest, were fairly clear.  Cardassian warships.  The other two were more distant, and harder to make out, until the picture cleared all of a sudden to reveal the identity of the other two.  


Seemingly in concert, everyone at the table quietly mouthed the identity of the other ships:  Breen.  


“What the hell are the Breen doing fighting with the Dominion?” Doctor Llalik asked.


“I’m not sure, but we need to find out.”  Captain Sickle replied.  “They could change the course of the war in the Dominion’s favor, and we don’t want that at all….”


The communicator interrupted his thought.  “Captain, we’ve arrived at the coordinates of the Crum.”


“Well folks, looks like we found some answers, but there are still more out there, so lets get to it,” the captain said.


The officers all stood and returned to the bridge.  “Onscreen,” Commander Tyler stated once they had all taken their positions.


The view of space was replaced by a picture of a massive debris cloud.  Millions of fragments and pieces of the once whole exploration ship lay scattered about.  


“Scan the wreckage.”


The order was carried out and seconds later came the response from Tactical.  “Sensors detect nothing but debris, except… wait a minute… I found 3 escape pods.”


“Lifesigns?”


“I can’t tell sir – if there are, they’re very weak.”


“Lock on a tractor beam and pull them into the cargo bay.  Have Lieutenant Lewis and Doctor Llalik report there immediately to open them up and find out who’s inside.”


“Sensors are also detecting a faint warp signature this time, sir.”


“Can you plot its course, T’Shanik?”


“Yes sir, it’s faint, but I think I can do it.  It leads into Cardassian space.  It ends at a Class C System about 23 light years beyond the border.”



Several minutes later, the communicator beeped.  “Doctor Llalik to the bridge.  Captain?”


“Yes, doctor.  How many survivors?”


There was an awkward moment of silence.  Lieutenant Shieh answered for the doctor.  “That’s just it, sir, the pods are all empty.  All of them!”

