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Prologue

***  Last time on Star Trek:  The Legend Continues  ***

·    “We want you to track down one of these terrorist ships that have been raiding our systems and confront them…”

   “Why did you choose me… for this mission?”

   “We have a firm suspicion that the man leading this terrorist group… is your brother!”

Admiral Hayes talking to Commander Kylan, page 6-7

·    “Sometimes you have to do whatever it takes to save what you hold most dear, even if it means preventing a loved one from destroying it…”

Counselor Kai to Commander Kylan, page 11

·    Almost immediately, Counselor Kai let out a gasp and grabbed Kylan’s arm forcefully…  Before he could question why, the terrorists materialized in front of him.

         … he found himself staring at only one of them – his brother! 

Chapter 2, page 18

·    “We’ve lost contact with the ship they were on, and last we heard, your first officer had been abducted! …Prepare the Endeavor for immediate departure.”

Admiral Hayes to Captain Damien Tyler, page 28

·    “I need you to decide now – are you with me or not?”

        “Never!”

Commander Kylan responding to Roberts' request, page 30

·    “…If you want Bren, you’ll find him on Ethos VI.  I’m afraid you will find him dead though – I just left him a few minutes ago, and unless you can get here in about twenty minutes, you’ll be rescuing an ice cube!”

Robert Kylan talking to Counselor Kai, in command of the Vanguard, page 31

***  And now, for the exciting conclusion  ***

-- Ethos VI
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It was cold… very cold.  That was all that he could tell, since his ability to think rationally had seemingly frozen over long ago.

The incessantly howling winds swirled around him, blasting his already numb body from every possible angle.  His muscles no longer ached from the feeling of the powerful cold around him, having lost sensation in them.

With what little vestige of conscious thought he had left in him, he reflected on his life.  Remembered his family, and the terrible things he had learned recently.  Introspectively, he kicked himself for having been so naivete about his family, but even still, there was a part of him that refused to believe the nasty lies his brother had fed to him.

A surge of defiance rose in him yet again, and he wanted to roll over… to get up, fight the cold – find a way to survive.  He couldn’t let his brother win this, like he had all of the childhood fights they’d had growing up.

Though unyielding and frost bitten, he managed to force his eyelids open.  Staring up into uncaring, starlit sky of this ice trap of a world, he wondered if anyone would ever find his body should he fail.

The defiance rose… the urge to beat this challenge to his survival increasing.  Forcing his arms to separate from themselves, he pushed himself up off the icy ground into a sitting position.  Straining to turn his neck around, he surveyed the landscape for anything that might be of use.  His muscles groaned in the process, not wanting to work for him.

The visibility of the scene was reduced considerably as the air filled with millions of tiny ice crystals, floating on the wind.  A far distant memory surfaced of his childhood and he was reminded of watching snow fall outside his home.

Funny, he thought, how at what could be the end of his life, he’d be thinking about the beginning of it.  His body attempted to laugh at the cold irony, but came out merely as a harsh sputter of pain.

Vaguely through the swirling snow, he thought he could see a cave – or was it the shadow of this world’s moons splaying across the ice-covered hillsides?  No, it was a cave of some sort, he reassured himself.  It has to be warmer inside there than it is out here.

Taking some effort, he forced himself to his knees, and then to his feet.  Setting his eyes on that cave, and hunkering down as much as possible to keep his face from the biting wind, he started walking.

His legs wouldn’t work correctly, so his gait was rather broken and clumsy looking, stumbling every few steps.  Several times he nearly fell over altogether, his legs having almost given out on him.

Although it took him some time and effort, he made it to the cave’s entrance, which was nothing more than an enlarged hole in the side of the cliff.  There was very little light inside the cave, making it almost impossible to navigate his way into the protection of the fissure.

He was disappointed to learn that the cavern’s inner sanctum was not as warm as he had hoped, but it was a slight improvement from the harsh weather on the outside.  

Barely inside the cave mouth, he stumbled on a small rock outcropping and lost his balance.  A wave of pain flew through his body as he jarred to the hard cave floor.

His breathing had become shallow and labored, the wind knocked out of him from the fall to the unremitting floor.  He had to fight for every breath, and every exhale sent a thick mist into the air. 

Wanting to go on, yet not knowing if he could, he lay there in a tightly curled fetal position.  The pain overcame him and a fierce shuddering took over his body.  His left side had almost immediately become stuck to the icy surface below him, and his eyes shifted to the cave entrance.

Staring out into the bleak wind that had chased him in here, he finally allowed the thoughts to enter his mind that it was over.  He had tried to fight this, but the throbbing of his sore muscles wouldn’t let him do so any longer.  His mind wrestled with the intention of staying alive, but his body refused to listen.  

Although his vision was extremely blurred, he imagined that he could see lights in the distant landscape, sweeping towards him and the cave.  His imagination must be running wild, he thought to himself, as the two lights refined themselves into the image of a shuttlecraft.

He wanted to crane his neck for a better view, but found that he had no muscle strength; wanted to scream out for attention, but his voice no longer existed.

A sharp swirl of the snow outside made the shuttlecraft and the lights seem to disappear, and he decided that it must all have been in his mind.  The mind’s final attempt to battle the inevitable…

Silently, he allowed his resolve to an icy death regain his composure, and he closed his eyes again.

There was no shuttlecraft, he thought.  No rescue.

A blast of the cold wind blew in through the mouth of the cave and passed over him, and sent the thought away just as quickly as it had come.  It was then that Bren Kylan took his last breath.

