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“Captains Logs – Stardate 52971.2”

“The Endeavor is now less than twelve minutes away from what will become the biggest battle of our lives, and the crew is more than enthusiastic.  Perhaps a little scared, but enthusiastic.  We have spent the better part of the last 24 hours preparing for the upcoming battle, and I don’t believe I have ever seen a ship more ready for combat than this one is now.”


The entire senior crew had been on the bridge now for over a day straight, getting the ship ready.  As they were preparing their stations, they called out their progress so that Captain Damien Tyler and his first officer, Commander Bren Kylan could hear them.


“Micro-fission generators on-line,” Ensign Devon Willis reported from OPS.


“Cullimnate the nadeon emitters,” Commander Kylan ordered.


“Cullimnation sequence in process,” Ensign Willis replied.


“Emergency life-support and damage control systems, standing by,” Lieutenant Vincent Lewis reported from the aft Engineering station.


“Autonomous guidance system initialized and active,” the Bajoran Lieutenant Tarinn Jaral called out from the CONN station.


“Verifying astrometric database,” Ensign Willis responded.


From behind them, Lieutenant Lewis replied.  “Database verified and loaded.”


T’Shanik looked up from her panel.  “Phaser safeties have been engaged…”


“Field stabilizers on-line,” Lewis reported.


Captain Tyler looked at the countdown timer until they arrived, which was situated on the main viewscreen.  It read 6:32.


He stood up, turned around and looked at T’Shanik.  “Ensign?”


She checked her panel quickly, then returned her solid gaze to the captains.  “Weapons array is on-line, sir.  Phasers are fully charged, photon and quantum torpedo launchers are loaded and standing-by…” she reported.


“Good work.  Take us to Red Alert, and raise shields…” Captain Tyler ordered.


“Captain, we have an incoming transmission from the fleet – it’s Admiral Ross,” Ensign Willis reported.


“On screen, Ensign.”


The viewscreen snapped to life and Admiral Ross came on.  “Damien, so nice of you to join the party…” he quipped.


Captain Tyler smiled.  “I wouldn’t miss it for the world, sir.”


“We’ve almost engaged the Dominion fleet, but I wanted to let you know – I have all fighter wings and fast attack vessels situated at the front of the fleet.  I’d like you to do the same,” the admiral explained.


Captain Tyler nodded his head.  “Understood, Admiral.  And – good luck!”


“The same to you.  I’ll see you on the other side…” Admiral Ross said before disappearing from the screen.



The timer now read 4:17.  Captain Tyler took a good look around at his bridge crew.  


“Alright people, this is it.  The moment we’ve all been waiting for.  It’s do or die time, and I sure don’t want to be on the dying side.  Whatever happens today, we press on until we have won the battle.”


The pep talk worked, because the entire crew threw up a battle cheer, knowing that above all else, they were ready for this fight.  It would be the final one – either they won and drove the invading Dominion back to their quadrant, or they lost and everything they knew would be dead.


Ensign Willis looked over his shoulder.  “Sir, the fleet has engaged the enemy…”


“Ensign, put Starfleet frequency 583.1 on speakers…”


The tall, black ensign at OPS complied, and instantly the bridge was filled with the sounds of different ships calling in their battle reports.


“Watch their flank…” came one voice.


“Fighters to starboard…” came another voice.


“Switching to emergency power…”


“Damping fields lost…”


“Move in to port…”


“Shields down!  Hull Breach on deck 7, abandon ship!” came the voice of one captain, which Tyler recognized as Captain Jack Terrell of the USS Tenure, an Excelsior class ship.

From OPS, Ensign Willis spoke up.  “We’re approaching the fleet’s position now, sir…”


“Take us out of warp and prepare to engage the enemy…” Captain Tyler ordered.


“Impulse power achieved.  Sir, the Tenure is off our port bow, listing…” Lieutenant Jaral reported.


“Onscreen.”


“Should we move to help them?” Commander Kylan asked, looking from the captain back to the screen.


Captain Tyler considered it for a moment.  “Not yet.  Lieutenant,” he started, speaking to Jaral.  “Move us into position at the front of the fleet…”

Within a few seconds, the order had been carried out, and the ship began to rock unmercilessly from the barrages of enemy fire all around them.  


“Sir, there is a Jem’Hadar Destroyer approaching on the port side!” T’Shanik called out.


“Attack pattern Delta Two – engage!” Captain Tyler ordered.


The ship flew into a large loop, coming around the back underside of the large, ominous looking Jem’Hadar ship.


“Fire!”  
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Every weapon the ship had lanced out from its hull, ranging from the red of the phaser beams to the blue and gold of the photon and quantum torpedoes.  The weapons splashed across the enemy ship’s hull, creating explosion after explosion.  


A Starfleet design fighter flashed across the screen, aiding the Endeavor in its attack run on the large Jem’Hadar ship.
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In a triumphant whoop, the destroyer began to disintegrate under the attack, and the ship pulled up to avoid a collision with the dying ship.  


The bridge rocked again, sparks flew from one of the aft consoles.  “Fighters – 3 of them, coming in low and fast!” Lieutenant Jaral yelled over the noise.


“Evasive actions…  lock on targets and prepare to fire…” Captain Tyler called.


The viewscreen flew into a whirl as the ship’s pilot used a barrel roll to evade the sleek Jem’Hadar fighters.


At the completion of the roll, they had come up behind two of the fighters, while the third had veered away.


“Target’s locked!” T’Shanik reported.


“Fire torpedoes!” Tyler yelled.


From under the hull, two spherical blue torpedoes launched away, tracing a thin line between them and the fighter’s rear end.  The torpedo explosion crippled one of the fighters and sent it careening into the other, causing both enemy fighters to go up in a ball of flame.


“Good job, ensign.  Now, let’s go find us some more!” Captain Tyler exclaimed.


As the ship turned around back towards the main bulk of the fleet, a frightful sight appeared on the viewscreen.  With the Dominion and Federation forces battling it out, explosions, torpedoes, phaser fire, ships destroyed, and all, it was a battle to the death.  And it was becoming apparent that the Federation was losing that battle.


“Sir, the Romulan flagship has just been destroyed, and their entire line is collapsing…” T’Shanik reported gravely.


“Alright, maybe we can help out…  Set course for their position Jaral…” Captain Tyler ordered.


The bridged was jarred by another explosion as a Jem’Hadar missile hit too close and knocked the ship sideways.  

Out of the corner of the screen came a new sight – a Miranda class starship with its saucer section on fire in many places and collapsed hull in others.  There were several Jem’Hadar fighters swarming the Starfleet ship and pummeling it with more and more blasts.
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As the screen got bigger, Captain Tyler read the name painted on the ship's saucer – U.S.S. Midway, his old ship!


“Let’s give them a hand, first…” the captain ordered, resolved to help out his old friend.


After a few minutes, the Endeavor had cleaned up around the Midway, sending three Jem’Hadar fighters spiraling to a fiery explosion and the fourth left the area to attack other targets.


The viewscreen clicked on, and it was Captain John Haskins, his old commanding officer.  Captain Tyler stood up to greet his friend of many years.


“Thank you, Damien – I thought we’d never lose them,” Captain Haskins said.  The bridge behind him looked severely torn up, with personnel and equipment lying everywhere.


“Don’t mention it.  How are you doing now?” Captain Tyler asked.


“Well, a little worn for the worse, but we’ll manage.”


“Understood.  I have some more work to do, but I’ll catch you later?” Captain Tyler responded.


Captain Haskins wiped some sweat from his brow and nodded his head.  “Midway, out.”


As soon as the screen had returned to its view of the battle, the captain sat back down in his chair.  “CONN, continue on course for the Romulan lines…”


T’Shanik spoke up from behind them.  “Captain, the Admiral is issuing orders to the fleet – Prepare to retreat!”


Captain Tyler stood up and gave a blank stare in her direction.


She continued.  “Too many ships lost, no choice but to retreat…” she read as the orders from the Admiral displayed across her board.


The bridge rocked harshly as another blast hit close to the ship.  Ensign Willis yelled out from OPS.  “Shields at 60%!”


“Another fighter off to port!”


Willis replied.  “Transferring auxiliary power to port shields…”


As the Endeavor swung around to face the new fighter attack, the  sudden burst of a yellow phaser beam appeared on the screen and tore a hole through the Jem’Hadar fighter, blowing it apart.


“Report?” Captain Tyler asked.


“Sir…  the Cardassians….  They’re attacking the other Dominion ships!” Jaral explained haltingly from the CONN.
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In the background on the screen, another Cardassian ship opened fire on a Jem’Hadar cruiser, and with the aid of a wing of Klingon birds-of-prey, ended the life of that ship.


“Captain, the Defiant has signaled that any ships still capable need to form up on them – they’re making a final push through the Dominion’s center lines!” Willis yelled.


“You heard him, Jaral – follow the Defiant!”


A few moments later, T’Shanik alerted the captain that a new message was coming in from the Admiral’s ship.  “Sir, the Dominion forces are disengaging and falling back!  Admiral Ross is sending out a message…”


“Onscreen.”


The viewscreen clicked on.  “To all ships in the Allied Fleet,”  Admiral Ross started  “– the Dominion fleet is retreating to Cardassia Prime, and as you can see, we have some unexpected help from the Cardassians.  We’re going to advance the fleet to Cardassia Prime… This will be the last try we ever get, so good luck and god speed…”


An exultant shout lifted from the bridge crew, as they knew that at least half of the day was now a victory for the Federation.  They had defeated the Dominion once, and now it was time to do it again.


“You heard the order, Lieutenant.  Set course for Cardassia Prime,” Captain Tyler said, standing up.  “– engage!”

