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The main bridge was unusually quiet, as it had been for the past two days.  The captain had not been on the bridge the entire day, leaving the first officer to take care of operations.  Commander Kylan leaned over the operations station, or OPS, talking to Ensign Devon Willis.  

Ensign Willis was one of the bright, young officers who had reported to the ship straight out of the Academy.  He seemed to catch on rather quickly to what Commander Kylan had been teaching him about the operations panel. 


To his right was Lieutenant Tarinn Jaral, the Bajoran junior officer seated at the navigation station.  Her short length brown hair swinging down over her eyes caused her to occasionally brush it away with her fingertips.  The ceremonial earring hung from her right ear jingled every time she made the slightest movement of her head.  She sighed greatly, not knowing that she would alert the first officer of her boredom.


Commander Kylan looked over at her.  “Something wrong, Lieutenant?”


“Just a little bored, Commander,” Lieutenant Jaral replied.


“Perhaps I can give you something to do... like re-aligning the spatial disruptors on deck 7?!”


That was an unpleasant duty, which Lieutenant Jaral did not want to do...  “No, sir.  I’ll be fine here, thank you.”


The first officer turned his weary eyes back to the navigation station, where he was showing Willis how to set a standard orbit.  


A small sensor light started blinking in the far corner of the panel, and Ensign Willis motioned towards it.  “What’s that?” he asked.


Commander Kylan checked it.  “It’s a distress signal...!”  He tapped his communicator.  “Captain Tyler to the bridge,” he stated promptly.


“On my way, Number One,” the captain replied.


After a few minutes of waiting, the turbo-lift doors opened and deposited Captain Damien Tyler on the bridge.  His short, brown hair was combed down nicely over his ears.  His face was occupied by a smile, the first one in a while.  For the first time in a few weeks his red and black uniform had been neatly pressed as well, giving him the appearance of a well-rested and ready captain.


He walked over to CONN and peered down at the first officer.  “What is it, Bren?” he asked.


“We’re receiving a distress signal...” he replied, looking somewhat concerned.


“Put it on screen...”


“I’m only getting audio, and it’s somewhat garbled.  I’ll try to clear it up...” Lieutenant Jaral replied.  She worked feverishly at her panel.  At last, she looked over her left shoulder.  “I’ve got it!”


The bridge speakers switched on, and a garbled, static filled message played over them.  A man was speaking -- no, screaming.  There was alot of background noise, threatening to drown out the voice.


“Emergency... We’ve been attacked…  need… assistance… Jem’Ha……” the gruff voice pleaded.  The voice finally dissipated and was replaced by static.


“I’ve lost it,” Lieutenant Jaral reported.


“Do we know where they are?” Captain Tyler asked.


Willis checked the sensors quickly.  “Yes, sir.  Shall I lay in a course?”


“Yes, maximum warp...  Engage when ready.  And go to yellow alert, just in case,” the captain added as an afterthought.


“Aye, sir.”


“What can you tell me about the ship?” Captain Tyler asked.


Ensign Willis checked his instruments.  “Sir, she’s a Class 2 Cardassian Transport.  Database says she’s called the ‘Redemption’.  That’s all there is, sir.”


It took about twenty minutes to reach their destination, and Lieutenant Jaral automatically dropped them out of warp.


“Where is she?” Commander Kylan asked.


“She’s adrift, half a parsec on the port side…  We’re approaching her position now...”  


“Bring us into transporter range and come to full stop,” Commander Kylan ordered.


“Open a hailing frequency...” the captain said.  He glanced back at the ever quiet junior officer at Tactical, Ensign T’Shanik.  The seemingly rigid Vulcan women nodded her head to indicate that she had followed the order.


“This is Captain Damien Tyler, of the Federation starship Endeavor.  We are responding to your distress call.  How can we help you?” 


There was silence.  The captain tried again, but to no avail.  The same negative silence filled the bridge.  


“Scan them.”


“Sir, sensors indicate life signs, but very weak...” was the slow reply.


It didn’t take the captain more than a second to make a decision as to the next course of action. 


“Commander Kylan, assemble an away team and go over there. Try to ascertain what happened here, and report in regularly,” Captain Tyler said quietly.  


He tapped his commbadge.  “Tyler to Sickbay.”


The voice of the good Doctor Saren Llalik responded to the call.  “Go ahead, sir.”

As Commander Kylan stood out of his chair and headed back for the turbo-lift, he pointed at T’Shanik and Ensign Willis to follow him.  “Saren, I need you to report to Transporter Room 3 for an away team.  We may have casualties…” 

“Aye, sir.” she replied.

Just before the first officer entered the turbo-lift doors, Captain Tyler looked back at him.  “Be careful, Number One.”

Four shafts of blue shimmering light appeared in the darkness, and then each began to form a different person.  When the light disappeared completely, there were four officers standing in its place.  


Commander Kylan switched on his hand-held light with his right hand, and his tricorder with the other hand.  He flashed the light around in a circle, taking in his surroundings.  The near powerless Cardassian ship had been left in total darkness.


“Okay, let’s find any survivors and get back to the ship,” Commander Kylan said.  He probed the darkness with his light, creating shadows in every corner.  “This darkness gives me the creeps...”


Doctor Saren Llalik activated her specialized medical tricorder and began to search for any life forms.  The third officer, T’Shanik, had her phaser in hand all ready to go and began a security sweep of the entire deck.   


Ensign Willis headed for the near wall, where he could just make out a few station panels.  In the darkness to the left, a spark momentarily lit up the room, then died down again.


Commander Kylan moved around the room, which he could easily identify as the ships bridge.  There were Cardassian bodies laying everywhere.  One draped over the navigation panel, one slumped in the command chair.  The main viewscreen had a long trail of blood on it, and a dead Cardassian underneath it.


“Over here...” Doctor Llalik called out.  She quickly led the way across the room, Commander Kylan in tow.  She pointed to a metal girder that had apparently fallen from the ceiling.  “Life signs under there…”


Kylan called over to Ensign Willis.  “Come give me a hand….”


The ensign jogged across the room to where the other two were standing.  Willis grabbed one end of the metal girder, and Kylan got a hold of the other.  Straining, the two were able to tilt the girder sideways, where it fell to the floor in a clatter.


Lying on the floor where the girder had been just moments before, was a Cardassian.  Still alive, still conscious, but badly bleeding.  He looked up at the Starfleet away team standing around him, blinking his eyes in a daze.


Doctor Llalik went to work on him with the tricorder and a hypospray.  “He’s got internal bleeding, I should get him back to Sickbay…”


“Alright, but give me one second, doctor…” Commander Kylan replied.  He looked down at the Cardassian.  “I’m Commander Bren Kylan from the Federation starship Endeavor.  Can you tell me anything about who attacked you?”


The injured warrior’s eyes got big as he sputtered out the answer.  “Jem’Hadar…”  As soon as he had spit that out, though, his eyes shut and his head lolled to one side as he passed out from Doctor Llalik’s sedative.


The communicator chirped -- it was the captain.  “Tyler to Away Team.  Number One -- what’s your status?” 


“Doctor Llalik is on her way to Sickbay with one of the survivors, sir,” Commander Kylan replied.


“Did you get any answers as to what happened here?” the captain asked.


“Yes, sir.  The Jem’Hadar!”
