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Prologue

There was logic to the stars. 


For millennia, it had been hypothesized that the expansion of the universe was nothing more than a primordial stellar phenomenon.  But to him, there was a more direct order to the conceptual reality of the cosmos.  Every planet, every galaxy, every black hole…  Each had its place and role in the stability of the universe.


Yes, there was logic to the stars.


As he stared, straight faced and stone calm, up at the circular viewscreen on the front of his command bridge, he marveled at the observation of the stars that surrounded them, dormant and idle.


For several long, quiet moments, he reflected deeply on the meaning of those standing luminaries, the gas giants that burned in space without thought or reason.  His contemplation took him to the deepest threshold of his calculated thought process, where he could speculate as to the endless possibilities of what lay before him and his new crew.


He shifted his gaze slightly to the left, slowly taking in the scope of his entire bridge and methodically wondered why he had been chosen to command this vessel.


This vessel… it’s solitary and dedicated purpose being to search the stars to reveal its many marvels, to uncover the undiluted order of the galaxy, and of course, to transplant peace where ever their journey’s might lead them...  


The undeniable truth was that he felt a kinship with the stars themselves, as if they were of the same homely lineage as his.  Not capable of love, or hate; disciplined to its own functions of peace and tranquility; passive, and yet powerful.  


The monotone voice of one of his crew spoke up. Interrupting his immensely deep train of thought.  “Commander, we are prepared to depart.”


Commander Salek glanced in the direction of his second in command.  “Admirable.  Set course for Terra, and prepare to engage the sub-light engines…” he ordered, keeping a rather straight face.  Passive, like the stars.


The commander stood up out of his chair, ramrod straight and stiff.  His posture indicated that he was on the verge of addressing the members of his staff, which got the full and undivided attention from the crew.


“Over 100 years ago, Surak led our people out of a disastrous time with the views of peace and harmony.  He was a true visionary, who extended the ideals of amity to all who would listen.  Now, we follow in his footsteps, as we venture to bring these principles to the rest of the galaxy…”


There was an air of hard silence around him, as eyebrows raised and heads cocked to the side.  Not a breath of air could be heard in response to the commanders’ statements.  


His steady and unflappable gaze turned to the navigator.  “Commence launch sequence…”


The navigator rotated his chair around to face the control panel in front of him.  “Launch sequence has begun…  Ready to activate sub-light engines at your order, commander,” the officer replied.
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Commander Salek looked to the viewscreen.  “Engage…”


The stars on the viewscreen began to shift, alter… sliding slowly at first towards them as if they were bent on a destructive collision course with the screen itself.  Seemingly at the last few seconds before careening into them, they turned and disappeared to the side of the screen and beyond.


Salek sat back down in his chair.  “Has our course been established?”


“Affirmative, commander.  Course has been established for Terra…” was the cold reply from the navigator.


“Initiate warp engines, fixed speed of warp one…” Commander Salek ordered.


Almost an instant later, the stars seemed to freeze on the screen for a solid moment before elongating into lines that indicated that a velocity faster than the speed of light had been attained.  They had achieved warp speed for the first time.


Although they were incapable of pride, he looked around at the crew and felt an immeasurable air of respect and admiration sweep through them.


He stood up out of his chair and regarded the second in command again.  “I will be in my chambers meditating,” he articulated.


With a curt nod from the officer, Commander Salek retired himself from the command chair and returned to the solitude of his shipboard domicile.
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Deep in the trance-like state of his meditative process, Salek nearly missed the call that was so eagerly begging for attention.  Slowly releasing himself from the serene state of mind he was in, he allowed his ears to pick up enough of the beckoning signal to gain more full attention.


“Bridge to Commander Sale,” the voice was saying.


Finally emerging from the complete calm of his meditation, Salek responded in a soft, yet powerful voice.  “Proceed.”


“We require your immediate presence on the bridge, sir.”

“I shall be there momentarily,” he replied.


He leaned over and blew out the candles that were situated on the floor around him, and gathered up the overlapping folds of the robe that he was wearing.


Making his way into the darkened room, he found his uniform and quickly slipped it back on, folding his robes ceremoniously and leaving them in the place where he had originally gotten them.


His curiosity had been piqued by the somewhat cryptic message from the bridge that had nearly demanded his return.  The somewhat heightened voice of the navigator had alerted him subconsciously that something was not well.


A hypothesis that was proven to be more than accurate as he arrived on the bridge to receive a less than desirable report.


“Commander, we have registered a fault in the warp engine matrix, and have been forced to shut down all power functions…” the navigator explained.


Not the best of reports, but it surely could have been worse.  “Continue on course with the sub-light engines,” he ordered.


The navigator calmly wobbled his head in a side to side motion.  “Impossible, commander.  All engine operations have failed…  I have been informed that the engineer is working on the problem, but does not have a workable theory as to the cause of the glitch.”


Silent for a moment, Salek considered the quandary.  “Can you locate any starships within range?” 


It took a moment for the officer at the ships sensor panel to check.  “Yes, commander.  The Federation starship USS Incipiens is located on the other side of the sector…”


“Open a line of communication with them…” Commander Salek ordered.


After a few subdued moments, the communications officer returned a steady gaze at the commander, who stood rock still at the center of the bridge.


“Communications cannot be established.  There is interference from an unknown source…” he explained.


“Elaborate…” Commander Salek commanded.


A hushed atmosphere settled over the bridge as the crew attempted to locate the source of the interference.  Finally, from the back of the bridge area came the rather bold voice of another officer scrutinizing the sensors.


“My readings indicate a large armada of vessels approaching our position.  Their configurations do not match anything in records…”


“Display them on the forward monitor,” Salek directed.


The image of the now still star formations disappeared and was replaced by a dark cloud of pinpoint specks, tightly formed into an ominous collective of the oncoming threat.  As the briar patch of vessels trudged unimpeded on their course, the warp-streaked stars rushed past them, enhancing the sense that it was a danger barreling towards some distant prey.


“Enlarge…”


The cloud reappeared, this time much more focused on the individual ships in the approaching fleet.  There was a vast quantity of them, of different shapes and sizes.  Despite the diversity among the ship variations, the intended menace of their presence was obvious to both Salek and the crew.  


“Attempt to contact the Unknowns…”


A stout signal from the communications officer spurred Salek into action.


Standing to his feet, with full rigidity in his posture, he spoke.


“Attention, unidentified fleet.  I am Commander Salek of the Vulcan Ambassadorial ship T’Kala.   We are performing a peaceful mission for the United Federation of Planets, but we require assistance.  Please respond…”


After a dull silence of no response, the second in command finally spoke up.  “Sensors register that three of their vessels have dropped out of warp and are approaching our position now…”


Salek acknowledged the report, then continued.  “We would appreciate any assistance you care to offer.   Our engines have been damaged, and we need to correct the situation so that we can continue on our mission to Terra…”


There was still no response from the incoming vessels, which concerned the commander greatly.  Did they not understand his appeal for assistance?  


Salek opened his mouth to continue, but before he could, an explosion tore through the port side of his vessel, rocking it unmercifully.  A look of revelation cross through his face, and his Vulcan demeanor suddenly dropped to that of surprise.  


These three vessels were not coming to aid them, but to destroy them!

The ship that was to carry his dreams to fruition was no match for these three warrior ships that pummeled them now, and they did not stand a chance.  

Another forceful shock made the deck plates tremble beneath their feet.  Out of logical instinct, one member of the crew attempted to activate the protective capabilities of the ship, but failed.  

“I cannot raise the defensive screens, commander.  The power generators have been…” he started to call out, but was interrupted by the destructive shaking of yet another barrage exploding somewhere on the ship.

A successive barrage of enemy blasts caused the command center to shake tremulously, affecting the balance of several crew members and knocking them to the floor.

As the unknown attackers continued to assail the small Vulcan ship, Salek tried in vain to issue orders to his unseasoned crew.


“Plot an escape trajectory…” he yelled over the incessant noise that was his ship exploding beneath him.


Before the navigator could respond, an eruption of flame and smoke blew through the front part of the command bridge, creating a mass of burning rubble and entangled flesh as two of the crew were buried.


Now exposed to the harsh and unrelenting vacuum of space, what remained of the bridge was very quickly sucked out into the vast expanse of the stars.


In the millisecond before Commander Salek’s body expired, one final thought crossed his mind.


Where is the logic to the stars now?

