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Somewhere near Cardassion space

“Captains Logs – Stardate 52548.6”

“We’ve finished our patrol run along the Cardassian border, and are finally prepared to return to Bajor for some badly needed crew rest, even if only for a short while.  With the exception of some increased activity along the Cardassian border, it has been a quiet mission -- almost too quiet.  For as brutal as the Jem’Hadar and Cardassian alliance has been made out to be, we have heard nothing from them.  Regardless, we are all looking forward to returning to DS9 so we can take a breather and relax for once.”


Captain Christoff Marx sat quiet and content in the command chair, after having completed his log entry.  His graying hair was no longer neat and trim, but strikingly unkempt.  His face had the beginnings of a beard, and his eyes had pronounced dark circles under them.  That’s what I get for not taking the time to sleep and shave myself properly, he thought to himself with a sigh.


A smile formed across his face as another thought occurred to him.  It wouldn’t be long before he could go home and see his daughter, whom he hadn’t seen in 6 months.  My God, has it been that long?  he wondered.  It had been a seemingly endless mission that Starfleet had sent them on, and even though it was long and hard to endure, it had been deemed quite necessary.  


Ever since the Dominion war had begun, the head honchos in command on Earth had kept several starships running around the clock on patrol missions along the Cardassian border to keep alert for Dominion and Cardassian fleet activities.  The USS Crum had been one of them, unfortunately.  

So they had, for the past 6 months, been out of contact with the rest of the galaxy doing a job nobody liked doing.  But surprisingly, it had been quiet for the ship and crew.  No matter, it was over now.  Finally…

Captain Marx stood up out of his chair and made a nonchalant motion to the junior officer sitting at CONN, the navigation station at the front of the bridge.  “Ensign Scott, set your course for Deep Space Nine, warp 4 and eng….” he started to say.

He was interrupted by his science officer, Lieutenant James Konelli, who called out from the aft science station.  “Captain, sensors are picking up a distress signal…”

Captain Marx crossed the bridge to stand beside Lieutenant Konelli, who was busy manipulating the controls of the science panel.  The young officer look much the same as the rest of the crew.  His hair a mess, beard growing on his face, tired eyes, Marx wondered if he looked as bad.  In the six months that they had been on this mission, Marx had grown very close to his science officer, and learned to trust him the most.

“Where is it coming from, Lieutenant?”

The science officer checked his panel.  “Approximately 2.5 parsecs away.  It’s coming from inside a Class-K nebula formation.  It’s a standard distress signal, but…” the science officer replied.


“Talk to me Konelli.  What’s out there?”


“The sensors can’t get a clear reading.  There’s some kind of magnetic interference blocking the long-range sensors.  It’s a distress signal, but that’s about all I can make out.  I can’t tell who it is, and I can’t pin point their location exactly.” Konelli replied.


The captain rubbed his chin thoughtfully.  “Is it possible that the sensors are malfunctioning somehow?” he asked.


“Two steps ahead of you, captain, and I’ve already run a diagnostic.  They appear to be operating correctly.  I think we should still take a look anyways.  The short range sensors would have an easier time pin pointing their location and telling us exactly what we’re looking at.”


Marx looked over his shoulder at Ensign Scott.  ”How long would it take us to get there at warp 5?”


The junior officer took a second to figure out the answer, then replied with “Approximately 7 minutes sir.”


Marx nodded at Konelli before returning to the command chair.  “Helm set a course for those coordinates and engage at warp 5.”

--------------------------------------

The captain was nervously fidgeting in the command chair the entire time.  It had been a long time since he had been able to relax, and he was already anxious to get home.  Now it would be a little bit longer.  

He had allowed himself to drift off in thought again, and had passed away the time thinking about his daughter.  He remembered their last conversation, when he had promised his daughter that he would be retiring from Starfleet soon.  Marx had eagerly awaited that time when he would finally hand over his communicator and head home.  He looked forward to spending more time with his family.  

Ensign Scott brought him out of his reverie.  “Captain – we’re arriving at the coordinates you specified.” he said.

“Take us out of warp,” Marx ordered.  He glanced back at Konelli.  “You’re on, Lieutenant….  Scan the area.”

“Already on it, sir.  Short range sensors are on-line.  No reported mal-functions.  Everything appears normal, and I….”  Lieutenant Konelli stopped short, mouth agape.  “Sir, you better come take a look at this!”

Captain Marx stood and strode over to the sensor board.  “What is it, Lt.?”  One look at the sensor readings, and Marx knew what was wrong.  There was no need for Konelli to respond.

“Who are they, and why are they hiding on the edge of the nebula?” Marx asked.

“From what I can tell, sir, they’re not Federation.  The nebula interference is keeping me from making a real accurate reading, though.”

“Can you tell what’s wrong with them?  Why are they broadcasting a distress signal?” the captain asked.  

“I don’t know, sir.”

Marx turned and faced the viewscreen.  “Hailing frequencies,” he said.

After a nod from Lt. Darren, the communications officer, signaling that they were open, the captain started.  “This is Captain Marx of the Federation starship USS Crum.  Are you in need of assistance?”

Following a few seconds of silence, Lt. Darren called out, “No response, sir.”

“Helm, move us closer.  Transporter range.” the captain ordered.

“Captain, they’re coming out from the nebula now.  Sensors are getting a clear reading….” Lt. Konelli began, before gasping.  “Sir, I count 5 ships total -- four Breen warships and a Jem’Hadar fighter!  They’re moving to intercept us -- their shields and disruptors are active!”

“Red alert, shields up.  Helm plot a course out of here and engage warp 6, now!” Captain Marx blurted out.

“What course, captain?” Ensign Scott asked.

“Any course, damnit, just do it now!” the captain snapped.

Before the ensign could follow through with the order, and without warning, the ship suddenly rocked from the explosion of a disruptor blast as on of the Breen ships attacked.  “Evasive maneuvers!” the captain yelled.  “Get my phasers on line and return fire, now!”

The bridge heaved from another disruptor blast, and Ensign Scott was thrown from his chair.  The bridge lights dimmed suddenly, but came right back up.

“Lock phasers on and fire!”

“Direct hit, captain, but minimal damage,” the tactical officer replied.

“Keep firing damnit, and Scott get us the hell out of here any way you can….” 

Another disruptor blast hit the ship, causing the bridge to lurch tumultuously.  Captain Marx was thrown to the floor, and several other officers were tossed from their seats.  The bridge lights went out, and the emergency lights snapped to life, giving the bridge a red glow.  A light smoke began to drift across the bridge as yet another barrage rocked the ship.

“Damage report?” Marx screamed, as he regained his footing.  

Konelli called out from behind him.  “The first three hits weakened our shields, sir.  The last hit took out our phasers.  Shields now at 13% and failing.  Decks 2,5,7, and 11 reporting heavy casualties, and deck 3 reports structural damage!”

As another barrage exploded closer to the bridge, one of the aft stations exploded in a shower of sparks. 

“Sir-“ Lt. Konelli yelled out, “Shields are out, engines have been hit – we’re dead in space!”

Oh God, Marx thought, we’re sitting ducks!  This is it, it’s over.  As he turned and faced Konelli, he began giving an order he thought he’d never have to give.  “Lieutenant, give the order to abandon ship, and launch an emergency beacon towards DS9.”  He looked around the bridge slowly at the faces of his crew.  “May God be with us all…..”

An explosion rang out so close to the bridge that it blew out the side wall where the communications station was.  The force of the blast knocked everybody down.  Luckily the hull hadn’t been compromised, or they’d all be floating out in space.

The rubble of the wall burst into flames and the smoke began to thicken on the bridge.  The crewmembers that hadn’t been killed by the explosion dragged themselves to their feet and found their way to the turbo-lift, which would take them below decks to the awaiting escape pods.

Captain Marx carefully threw aside pieces of the burning wall where the communications station had been, trying to find Lieutenant Darren.  The remains of the wall had buried her when it collapsed.  The dense smoke was beginning to get to the captain, and he nearly choked on the smell of it.  A large chunk of debris fell aside, and he found the young communications officer sprawled on her back.

With her lower half buried, Lieutenant Jamie Darren probably never felt it coming.  Her face had been hit and had a huge gash running down her cheek.  Blood swelled from that wound, as well as the large cut on her neck.  The breath had left her body, and she was no longer alive.  

“I am so sorry, Darren,” Marx said quietly.  He reached down and ran his fingers over her still open eyes, and slid them shut.  With that, he turned, and leaving the lieutenant, found his way over to the turbo-lift.

-----------------------------------------


The outside of the ship looked much worse than the bridge had, and as Captain Christoff Marx stared out the window of the retreating escape pod, he wondered why the Breen had attacked his ship.  More importantly, why were they involved with the Cardassians?


The ship was a pitiful sight now.  The engines lifeless, the hull blackened from the onslaught of the disruptor blasts.  The saucer section of the Oberth class starship was nearly destroyed.  Where the once proud name and registry of the USS Crum had been painted, was now just a black scorch mark.


The Breen attackers continued to circle the dying ship, unceasing in their assault.  Launching a final disruptor barrage, and in a blinding flash of light, the USS Crum ceased to exist.
