Star Hunt VI: The Legacy of War 


	


Location: Yosemite, Earth 


Stardate 2698.1





     A man was climbing up the mountain, El Capitan. One hand at a time he climbed, scaling the mountain. He had been climbing for hours, and he showed no indication of stopping. His progress was slow, but it was progress. He kept climbing, for hours he kept on. Finally, he reached the top. Vice-Admiral Daniel A. Noa looked out over Yosemite. He looked down the cliff, and suddenly wished he hadn't. The ground was hundreds of feet below him. He backed away from the edge. 


     Then he heard a whine, the whine turned into a screech, then Farral appeared in front of him wearing rocket boots.  


     "Greetings Admiral," he said.  


     "Hello Commander," replied Noa. He Farral and Admiral Rice were camping down in the park below. They were on shore leave, and Rice was stationed on Earth, or what he called a permanent vacation.  


     "Congratulations. You climbed El Capitan in 12 hours and 15 minutes. Unfortunately the record is 6 hours, 2 minutes," said Farral.  


     "Lance I just spent 12 hours climbing a stupid rock, and why? Because I lost a darn bet to Skins. That's the last time I bet on a Vasuden ale drinking contest," said Noa.  


     "Sir, I came to ask how you planned to get down?" said Farral.  


     "Good question," said Noa getting up. He walked over to the edge. "I planned to fall!" Not knowing it he stepped too close to the edge and slipped. Farral wasted no time; he dived down after him, full speed. Noa fell down the cliff face, saying his last prayer. He was waiting to feel the hard rock ground. He saw it rushing towards his face, he closed his eyes, and stopped! Farral had caught him.  


     "Mr. Farral, the record for jetting down El Capitan is 44 seconds, you did it in 55. I expect much more from you," said Noa, as Rice ran up out of the forest.  


     "I will practice when we get back to the ship," said Farral.  


     "What happened?" asked Rice.  


     "Hi Brandon, mind if we drop in for dinner?" asked Noa.


  


Location: South American Jungle, Earth





     Grassman and Trim were slicing their way through the jungle, stopping at regular intervals. Unfortunately, they were lost.  "I told you we should have stayed in London and played Bridge," said Trim.  


     "Be quiet," said Grassman. "For your information, this is supposed to be healthy, it tests your survival skills."  


     "Just call the ship and have them beam us out," said Trim.  


     "Sorry, I can't. I told them not to respond to our signal even if we begged. They won't beam us up until tomorrow night."  


     "I hate you," said Trim.  


     "So do I," said Grassman, plopping down next to Trim.


  


Location: Campsite Yosemite





     "Dinner's ready!" yelled Rice, as Noa and Farral came back with the water buckets.  


     "Good, I'm starving," said Noa. They sat down. "What have we got?"  


     "Hamburgers and fries," said Rice. Then looking at Farral, "These are made from an old family recipe."  


     "Sounds good, let's eat," said Farral. They prayed, then Farral took a bite of the burger. Noa and Rice watched, as he tasted the food. 


     "It has a strange taste, what is it?"  


     "The secret ingredient," answered Rice.  


     "You got any more of that secret ingredient?" asked Noa. Rice pulled a bottle of blue liquid out of his pack.  


     "Vasuden ale?" asked Farral.  


     "Yes," said Noa opening the bottle.


  


Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


In Space Dock 


Over Earth





     "Where is the wrench!" yelled Squatty, lying under a computer console. One of the engineers handed it to him, and he went back to fixing it. The Enterprise had suffered badly in the final fight with the Cardassians at Cardassia. Thanks to the bravery of Admiral Rice, the battle had been won. But now they were repairing the damage. They were almost complete however, and they were scheduled to leave port in three days. But there seemed to be things that had disappeared.  


"Did anyone see my navigation protocols?" asked Smith.  


     "I saw them under the Science papers," said Putich. 


     "Someone tell Dr. Axen that there is a patient that needs him on deck 16."  


     "I'm on my way," said Axen who had been standing right behind Putich.  


     "Starfleet headquarters to Enterprise, come in please," came a voice from the communicator.


     Putich responded.  "Enterprise here, go ahead."  


     "This is Admiral Matte, we have been unable to locate Admiral Noa, is he on board?"     


     "Negative," answered Smith. "He's on the planet."  


     "Please ask him to come to headquarters immediately, and recall personnel," said Matte.      


     "Understood, Enterprise out," said Smith. "Will someone locate the Admiral?"


  


Location: Jungle





     Grassman's communicator beeped and she pulled it out. "Grassman here."  


     "Leave has been canceled, return to beam down coordinates," came Putich's voice.  


     "Don't tell him we are lost, they will never stop talking," said Trim.  


     "Putich, we're, caught in a blizzard," exclaimed Grassman. Trim slapped her forehead and started blowing air into the communicator.  


     "My screen says its 70 degrees," said Putich.  


     "Please," pleaded Trim, "don't tell anyone."  


     "Commander," said Grassman, addressing Putich, "if you tell anyone, you will spend a week in that famous brig of yours."  


     "Tell anyone what?" asked Putich.  


     "Good boy, now beam us up."


  


Location: Yosemite





     Noa woke up to the sound of a shuttle landing. He looked up and saw Smith get out of it. "I'm sorry sir, but Starfleet Command wants you at headquarters right away."  


     "Well let's go then," said Noa. They all got into the shuttle and flew to San Diego. Noa and Rice disembarked, and Smith flew Farral back to the ship, where Grassman was readying everything for departure.  They walked into the war room. The room was deserted except for Admiral Matte, and Admiral Trim.  


     "Welcome, Admiral Rice you might as well attend this briefing, since it may concern you," said Trim.  


     "Oh?" asked Rice, siting at the table with all of them.  


     "Are you familiar with the planet Celicia," asked Trim. Rice shook his head, but Noa nodded.      


     "Yes, it was discovered about twenty-five years ago by a scientific research team. It's near the Klingon neutral zone, in the Castaic area actually. But as far as I know it was mostly desert."  


     "It was, until about five years ago. Somehow, life started to flourish there. Some wandering space tribe settled there. Anyway, we never sent a research team in, so we decided to. We sent the Voyager. We received a message from them saying that Captain McGuire is missing. They are requesting help. So, I am sending the Enterprise. We suspect something illegal may be going on at the planet and McGuire got too close. We want you to find out," said Trim.  


     "Admiral Rice will accompany you," said Matte. "If you need assistance, call, I have the Triton standing by."  


     "I'll leave immediately," said Noa.  


     "Good, and Daniel," said Trim, "be careful."


  


Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


In Space Dock





     Noa and Rice materialized in the transporter room, and were greeted by Squatty. "Admiral, the ship's all yours, she'll take whatever they throw at her."  


     "Thank you Mr. Squat, I may need her that way. Are all hands aboard?" asked Noa.  


     "Aye sir, all standing by."  


     "Good, prepare the engines for warp speed," ordered Noa. He and Rice walked into the lift.     


     "Bridge," ordered Noa.  


     "What do you really think happened to McGuire?" asked Rice as the lift ascended.  


     "What do you mean?" asked Noa.  


     "Come on, we both know you didn't buy that story that Trim told us," said Rice.  


     "You mean that he stumbled onto a criminal racket or something? No, I don't believe it. McGuire is no fool, no drug dealer could outsmart him," said Noa.  


     "Then what do you think happened?" asked Rice.  


     "I don't know," said Noa as the lift doors opened. They walked onto the bridge.  


     "Admiral on the bridge!" said Grassman, getting out of the command chair.  


     "We are clear for departure Admiral, ready when you give the order," said Smith.  


     "Take us out," said Noa, sitting down in his chair. "One quarter impulse power."  The Enterprise lifted out of its paddock, gliding towards the space doors. The doors opened, and the Enterprise glided out. It flew over Earth, and Noa looked out the viewscreen at the planet he had helped save so many times. He loved it. It was his home, and the home of countless millions throughout the galaxy. The Enterprise moved slowly away from it, heading out of the solar system.  


     "We are clear for warp speed," said Grassman.  


     "You know, I always wanted to just glide through the solar system, but some other time. Warp 6 Captain," said Noa.  


     "Aye sir," replied Grassman. The ship streaked away from Earth, at faster than light speed.


  


Location: U.S.S Enterprise


HoloDeck





     Farral rocketed down El Capitan for the fourth time, still stuck at 46 seconds. He was about to try again when Grassman walked in.  "Captain, I didn't expect company," he said.  


     "I was wondering, why you were repeating the incident at El Capitan?" asked Grassman.  


     "I was bothered by my performance," answered Farral.  


     "Why, you saved the Admiral, you shouldn't be bothered," said Grassman. "Besides, you'll never beat the record the way you're doing it."  


     "What?" asked Farral.  "The person currently holding the record is me. I did it by jumping out of a shuttle one thousand feet above the mountain. I picked up momentum, before the clock started ticking."  


     "You cheated!" said Farral.  


     "This is the Enterprise," said Grassman, "we don't call it cheating, we call it beating the odds."


  


Location: U.S.S Voyager 


Over Celicia





     Commander Reagan Ives paced the bridge, she was nervous. It had been three days since they had lost the captain. She had sent to Starfleet for help, and they were sending the Enterprise. That gave her some comfort. Having the help of the most famous ship in Starfleet would be an added plus.      


     But, the fact that they would send such a ship, on what appeared to be such a trivial mission, bothered her. It wasn't like Trim or Matte. Ever since Childers retired, they were the top dogs. It had been said that they had offered Noa his old job back and a place among them but that he had turned them down. Noa loved to command a starship. That was what he did. They did however, more then likely on Noa's recommendation, promote Rice to Admiral instead. 


     But all three of them were old war dogs. These times were peaceful, and there had been talk in the council, more than likely started by President Clinton, of removing them from command. At this point, however nothing had been done to that effect, for Trim, Matte, and Rice were still good at their game.  


     "Sir, the Enterprise just came out of warp," said Sojka.  


     "This is Vice-Admiral Daniel A. Noa, come in Voyager," came the voice from the COM speaker.  


     "This is Commander Ives, I'm coming aboard your ship," said Ives.  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Briefing Room





     "Reports ladies and gentlemen?" asked Noa.  


     "Sensors report a population of 900 people, all located in the same part of the planet, and no where near where Captain McGuire was last seen," said Farral.  


     "There is no com traffic coming from the surface," said Trim, "they seem to have very little technology."  


     "Makes sense," said Putich.  


     "What makes you say that?" asked Grassman.  


     "Well there are no weapons of technology down on the surface, but yet these people came from space. Now a while back I heard about people who wanted a life without machines, I suggest that these are some such group."  


     "Good assessment Putich. What about you Squatty?" asked Noa.  


     "Well it's the strangest thing. There is something in the atmosphere that won't allow us to beam to the surface," he said.  


     "What?" asked Farral. "How come I didn't pick that up in the scan?"  


     "Because you were looking for technological methods of inhibiting transporters, this is entirely natural. Probably one of the reasons no one comes here," said Squatty.  


     "But how come the original discoverers didn't document it?" asked Grassman.  


     "You were around back then, no scout ships were equipped with transporters," said Squatty.  


     "You're right," said Grassman.  


     "So we will have to use shuttle's, fine. Ready a runabout. I'm taking Axen, Farral, Smith, and Trim. Grassman you will be in command here. Admiral Rice, I want you in command of the Voyager. Get over there fast, I don't trust that android of yours."  





Location: Runabout Shuttle 


Enterprise Hanger Bay





     "You all set?" asked Noa, sitting in the CO-pilot seat. Everyone said yes and Smith guided the ship out. They exited the rear of the ship and headed toward the planet. Trim and Axen settled in for the ride while Farral began scanning the atmosphere.  


     "This is astounding. I should make a note to pay special attention to atmospheres," he said.  


     "What did you find?" asked Noa.  


     "Waves, I don't know what kind. But if we are not careful, we are going to have massive turbulence." Suddenly the ship was knocked sideways.  


     "I wish you could have told me that a little sooner Mr. Farral," said Smith, struggling to regain control of the craft. The ship bounced again, this time slamming Smith's head against the bulkhead. He collapsed with a sigh.      


     "Skins!" yelled Noa, taking the controls. Axen pulled Smith into the cabin while Noa tried to stabilize the flight. He steered the ship clear of the turbulent zone, and set the ship down.  


     "I better stay here with him. If we could, I'd transport up to the ship with him, but as it is, I don't want to chance flying him back up," said Axen.  


     "All right, stay in radio contact," ordered Noa. They started walking along the valley landscape. They were in tall grass, and all around them were mountains. "Are you sure this is the area McGuire was last seen in?"  


     "Yes," answered Farral. "Up ahead we will see his delta-flyer."  


     "Delta-flyer, that's a starfighter/scoutship isn't it?" asked Trim.  


     "Yes," answered Noa. "McGuire always preferred it to shuttlecraft, he felt it gave him more protection." They walked a bit, and found the craft. It was deserted. Noa looked inside, and found the captain's log.  


     "...And I have decided to investigate the, [crackle]... I do not know what I will do if I am correct. Something like.... has never happened before. I must...."  


     "That's all I could get," said Noa. "Well he was looking for something. And he went towards the valley northwards, away from the heavy mountain concentration. So that's where we go." said Noa.  


     "But Admiral, this tape does confirm suspicions of something sinister, and we don't even have landing jackets," said Trim.  


     "We have our phasers, until we know more that's all we need. But I know how you feel, I could go for a concussion phaser myself," said Noa, opening his communicator. "Enterprise, Grassman come in."  


     "Grassman here."  


     "I want you to send down a team of observers in cloak suits to observe the planet's population."  


     "Yes sir, any special reason?" she asked.  


     "Just curiosity, Noa out."  





Location: President's Residence 


Buckingham Palace, Earth


  


     Trim and Matte walked through the security corridor to the President's office. Starfleet did not love Hillary Clinton, and they were not called here often. Trim was worried that perhaps the President had won her petition to remove them from command. If so, then it was over for them. The door opened and they walked in.  "Admirals, please sit," said the President, not getting up from her chair.  


     "Why did you want to see us, Mrs. President?" asked Matte.  


     "Because you sent a warship to Celicia without my permission," said Clinton.  


     "I was not aware that I needed your permission to deploy anything," said Trim.  


     "You are right, but I am relieving you, you are no longer in command of Starfleet. Matte, until the council decides, you will be acting head of Starfleet. Those are my orders. Dismissed."  


     They walked out of the room, and Matte turned to Trim. "Admiral, I'm sorry."  


     "Don't be, it wasn't your fault. And I am no longer an Admiral. So don't call me one," she said, walking away.      


     "Better send the Triton," she said in afterthought, with your permission Admiral I would like to be on it."      


     "Granted," he said, "we're not beat yet."  


     Back in the President's office, Beaumont walked into the room. "Orders?"  


     "Yes, take this paper to Celicia, it orders Noa off the planet, and hurry. The Enterprise went at warp 6, use warp 10," said Clinton.  


     "Yes ma'am," he said.  


     "And take that friend of yours along, you may need him."  


     "It shall be done," said Beaumont.  





Location: Celicia 


Valley Plain





     Noa and his two crewmates followed the trail left by McGuire. They noticed a strange feeling in the air. Noa knew that he knew the feeling, but he couldn't place it. The tall grass began to grow shorter, and more trees were appearing. When they had been going for about an hour, Farral stopped them.  "Get down," he said. They dropped to their stomachs.  


     "What is it?" asked Noa.  


     "Up ahead there is a small creek that is in a sunken channel, if we had tried to cross, we would have tripped the security perimeter," answered Farral.  


     "Perimeter of what? asked Trim.  


     "I don't know," said Farral. 


     Just then, Smith ran up behind them.  "I followed after you as fast as I could, but I saw something interesting, so I took a different route. I ended up near the creek, and used tricorder readings to find you," he said, dropping down as well.  


     "What did you see?" asked Noa.  


     "You wouldn't believe me if I told you. But we can go up to the creek without attracting attention," said Smith. They followed Smith to the edge of the small gorge. They could hear the creek trickle below them.  


     "Don't lean over," warned Farral.  


     "Look through these binoculars," said Smith, handing them to Noa. Noa took them, and put them to his eyes.    "Look at the ridge," said Smith.  Noa looked up at the hill that stood a half-mile away from the gorge where they lay. He looked at the top, and him!  "You see the Klingon?" asked Smith.  


     "Yes, and he looks awfully familiar," said Noa. "But I can't say from where."  


     "What does it matter?" asked Trim. "There are Klingons on a Federation world, I think we know what happened to McGuire now."  


     "You mean?" asked Farral.  


     "No," said Noa, "they wouldn't kill him."  


     "Why not?" asked Smith.  


     "Because they know I know him. They've always wanted me. There is no way they would pass up the opportunity. Plus, if they want their secret to remain, they might have to brainwash him and put him back somewhere else on the planet. We have to find him," said Noa.  


     "I'm reading three life forms coming this way, two Klingon, one human," said Farral.  


     "It's him, here is the plan," said Noa.  The Klingons were pushing McGuire out of the perimeter. Once outside they tied him to a tree.  


     "Human, if you have a god, pray to him now for forgiveness," said one of them. McGuire looked at him defiantly, and he was struck for it. They pointed their disrupters at him, and suddenly a blue beam shot out and stunned one of the soldiers. The other took cover, but was disabled by a shot from Noa's phaser.  


     "How you feeling Paul?" asked Noa.  


     "Ask me that again when you've untied me," said McGuire. Smith got to work with a laser cutter, while Farral asked questions.  


     "What was it you came to investigate?" he asked.  


     "This area was supposedly the first site of life on the planet. I thought perhaps genetic manipulation of the atmosphere was taking place, but I found the Klingons. I don't know what they are doing here; they seem to have caverns all over the place. They are working on something, but I don't know what," said McGuire, suddenly getting dizzy. "I," he collapsed.  


     "He just passed out, he should be all right if we can get him to the ship," said Farral.  


     "As soon as we are far enough away from the creek, have Skins fly the ship to us," ordered Noa. They jogged for fifteen minutes, each taking turns carrying McGuire. The runabout landed in front of them and the door opened. They all got in and Noa took the pilot seat. They lifted off, feeling the impact of the turbulence.  "I need some sort of stabilizer!" shouted Noa.  


     "Sorry," said Farral. "I've given you all you are going to get."  Noa flew the ship through the storm that engulfed them. "Enterprise, this is runabout, request emergency docking clearance," said Noa.  


     "Permission granted," came Squatty's voice.  


     "We are coming in hot," said Noa. They skidded into the hanger and slammed the air breaks. Even so, Squatty had to spring the net to catch them. They got out.  "Get McGuire to sickbay," ordered Noa. "Bridge, I want Grassman in the briefing room, and Rice on a secure channel to that room."  


     "Aye sir," came Putich's voice. "But sir, the Triton has just come out of warp, and there is someone who wants to see you."  


     "Very well, I'll go to the transporter room, but set up that meeting, Noa out."  





Location: Transporter Room 


U.S.S Enterprise





     "Energize," ordered Noa. The operator pushed up on the lever, and a beam of blue light shot down from the ceiling. It separated into two, revealing the face and body of Admiral Trim.  "Admiral, this is a surprise," said Noa, taken aback by the Admiral's appearance.  


     "I'm not an Admiral any more. Just call me Ashley," she said, stepping down from the platform.  


     "What happened?" asked Noa.  


     "I was relieved. The President felt the action of send the Enterprise to Celicia an act of insubordination."  


     "I know why. If you will come with me to the briefing room, I'll explain it to everyone," said Noa. He turned to address the transporter chief. "Have Captain Sanders beam aboard immediately."  





Location: Briefing Room 


U.S.S Enterprise





     Admiral Rice had decided to come aboard, which Noa supposed was probably a good decision. If there were enemies within the Federation, then no channel might be secure. Sanders joined them, and Trim and Grassman rounded out the group.  "I have called you hear to discuss something very disturbing," said Noa, going on to relate all that they had seen on the planet.  


     "If what you say you saw happened, and Admiral Trim was relieved of duty for starting this mission, then that means the Federation council is involved, and no one is supposed to know about it," said Sanders.  


     "I doubt that anything the council does is secret. I bet this is Clinton's show," said Rice.  


     "Regardless of what is going on," said Grassman, "it is not legal, Klingons are not allowed to cross the neutral zone, period. Even the President's authorization couldn't legalize it."  


     "I'm afraid that's where you are wrong," came a man's voice from the door. It was Beaumont. "I have an order from the council, signed by the President, ordering you out of the system." He pulled out the order and placed it on the table.  


     "We were ordered here by the Command of Starfleet, we have no intention of leaving," said Noa.  


     "I realize that, but you have no choice. If you do not leave within six hours, you will all be considered enemies of the Federation," said Beaumont. Noa looked at Rice; he nodded back at Noa.  


     "If we are not gone in six hours, consider us enemies," said Noa. "Grassman, have someone show him to his quarters, and bring Smith and Putich in here." She left with Beaumont, and the other two walked in.  "Putich, rig up some invisibility suits for you and Smith. Infiltrate the Klingon operation. You have five hours, and I want to know what they are doing down there," ordered Noa.  





Location: Celicia


 Planet Surface





     Smith and Putich landed a mile away from the perimeter in a small shuttle. Usually on this kind of mission, they would beam directly into the target site, but this time they would have to sneak in as well as out. Since they didn't have much time, they would do a simple download off the main computer, getting all the information in the facility. They reached the creek, and knowing that they could not be seen, jumped across. The sensors didn't pick them up, which confirmed their suspicion that no one was supposed to know about this place. If they were known, they would have the very best cloak detectors. They made it to what looked like an entrance. They ducked inside, and seeing a sentry, hid in a corner. The guard walked away, and Smith walked over to the terminal, and plugged in his tricorder. Putich watched as he copied all the memory banks.  "We only have about five minutes until they realize what has happened. Let's go," said Smith. As they started away, they heard talking in the room next to them.  


     "Are the tests almost complete?" asked a human's voice.  


     "Yes," came the voice of a male Klingon. "Once my sister arrives, we will be able to transport them to the fleet. Jo-El is pleased with our progress."  


     "I wish I could be as glad," said the human. "As long as the Enterprise sits in orbit I am nervous. I know Noa, he won't leave unless he knows what is going on here."  


     "Don't worry my friend, soon we will not have to fear anyone, we will have the ultimate power!"  The discussion seemed to end, and time was running out. So, the two Starfleet crewmen ran out of the base. They made it to the shuttle and took off.  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Briefing Room





     Putich told the command crew, as well as Rice, Sanders, and Trim, what they had heard. It wasn't until Farral suggested it that they looked at the data from the computers. Noa was the first to react.  "Get Beaumont to the shuttle bay, I want to talk to him before I throw him out," he said.  


     He walked to the hallway where Beaumont was waiting. He grabbed him by the collar and shoved him against the wall.  "Why! Why did you do it!" he yelled.  


     "Do what?" asked Beaumont.  


     "You know what! Rebuild the Utopia," said Noa.  


     "I think the answer is obvious," said Beaumont.  


     "What do you mean? You know as well as I do that Utopia doesn't work."  


     "We found a way, and that's all I am going to tell you."  


     "You mean the Klingons found a way," said Noa.  


     "Yes," answered Beaumont.  


     "How?" asked Noa. "Without the Angorian device, it is impossible."  


     "I am not telling you anything else. You have two hours to leave," said Beaumont, as Noa let go of him.  


     "Get off my ship!" shouted Noa. Beaumont walked away as Noa walked back to the bridge.  


     "What course sir?" asked Smith. Noa looked at him, and saw the pain in his eyes. Smith didn't want to leave, but he was loyal, to his Federation, and his commander.  


     "We are not going anywhere!" said Noa. "Tell Sanders and Rice that they can leave if they want, but we stay here." Commander Trim sent the message to the Voyager and Triton.  


     "They both will stay with us, sir," she said.  


     "Good. Mr. Farral, I want you working around the clock, find out how they did it. Mr. Putich, I suggest you talk with the weapons officers on both the Voyager and the Triton to coordinate some sort of defense strategy," said Noa.  


     "If you will permit me," said Trim.  


     "What is it Admiral?" asked Noa.  


     "Please, no rank," she said.  


     "On this ship you are an admiral. What is it?"  


     "I have some friends that might want to help."  


     "Call them," said Noa. Farral went into the briefing room to work, while Noa sat in his chair. He was again in the hands of God alone.  The Klingon ships arrived an hour later. They took position on the other side of the planet. Preybirds and Warbirds assembled ranks.  "They can't beam down, so they are going to have to send ships. Mr. Putich, if they launch, let me know, but don't fire," said Noa. The Klingon fleet did not attempt anything, so they sat, waiting. Soon the Premonition arrived, carrying Trim's, friends.  





Location: Briefing Room


U.S.S Enterprise





     Farral was still hard at work when Noa walked in. He looked up and nodded at him, then went back to work. Noa looked up at the stars in space. They were so numerous.  "I don't understand," said Farral. "The basic principle is the same, but you couldn't build a Utopia from these equations."  


     "What do you mean?" asked Noa.  


     "Well this is based on an element found on the planet. At first, I thought perhaps it was something like the Angorian device, but it isn't. In fact, I have never seen it before. I've been through the planet's history, right back to when the science vessel found it."  


     "Science vessel?" asked Noa. "I thought it was a scout ship."  


     "No, science vessel," said Farral.  


     "But science vessels had transporters," said Noa. "They would have documented the atmospheric anomaly."  


     "I didn't think about that," said Farral.  


     "What was the vessel doing in this sector?" asked Noa.  


     "It doesn't say, but they were working out of Castaic," said Farral. Realization dawned on Noa.  


     "Didn't the sensors show odd core structure?"  


     "Yes," said Farral, "but I don't see what you are getting at."  


     "This planet was the subject of a test, of the Utopia missile!"  


     "Of course!" shouted Farral. "That would explain why the science vessel found it. And why they didn't document the anomaly. They didn't want any questions asked. But why would the planet suddenly spring to life five years ago after being dead for twenty years?"  


     "They must have started five years ago. Genetic manipulation to make the planet perfect, then they copy it, making a Utopia."  


     "That would make the element pieces from the core. But it still wouldn't work anyway. Why build it?"  


     "The Klingons must have convinced members of the Federation that it would. And these members were so power hungry they agreed to trust these people."  


     "That would explain Clinton's involvement, but what about Putich's mystery voice?"  


     "I don't know everything Lance," said Noa. "Let's get this information to the others."


  


Location: Bridge 


U.S.S Voyager





     "Sir," said Adat, looking up from his sensor console, "Klingon troops are invading the native villages."  


     "What?" asked Rice. "On screen." He looked at the display. Klingon troops were converging on the two Celician villages. They had disrupter cannons, as well as hover tanks. "Get me the Enterprise." Noa appeared on the screen.  


     "We see it Rice, Admiral Trim's friends will help us," he said.  


     "Who might they be?" asked Rice. A new man came on the screen.  


     "This is General Collin Powell, he is the Commander in Chief of the Federation ground assault forces," said Trim.  


     "The Klingons are attacking Federation members, that is an act of war. It is my duty to attack them," said Powell.  


     "I am going down with him," said Noa. "You will be in command of the small fleet we have here. If the Klingon fleet attempts to land troops, or attack you, you are to retaliate."  


     "Aye sir," said Rice, ending the communication.  





Location: Shuttle Bay 


U.S.S Premonition





     Noa walked next to Powell surveying the troops. "We have three hundred elite troopers, all heavily armed. The Klingons have a similar force on the planet," said Powell  


     "Which means we have a chance, as long as the Klingon fleet doesn't land troops," remarked Noa.  


     "Also, they have tanks and cannons. We have some portable cannons, but no major weapons," said Powell.       


     "What about delta-flyers?" asked Noa.  


     "We will be in too close proximity to the enemy for those," said Powell. "Although we do have a good supply should the situation change dramatically." Another officer walked over to the General.  


     "We are ready to launch sir," he said.  


     "Good," said Powell, "Colonel, I'd like you to meet Admiral Noa. Admiral, this is Colonel Alec Lilburn."  


     "Of course, we met during the Assimilation Crisis of Earth," said Noa.  


     "A pleasure to serve with you again sir." They boarded the transport to the planet, and left the bay.  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge





     The communication screen turned on, showing a picture of Beaumont. "Your six hours have been up for two hours now. This is your last chance to leave the system, if you don't, we will destroy you."  


     Grassman thought for a moment, and said, "If you open fire on this ship, I will order this fleet to fire all photon torpedoes at the coordinates of your facility, destroying all your work."  


     "You wouldn't dare," said Beaumont, "that would detonate the Utopia, destroying the entire population. The prime directive..."  


     "The prime directive doesn't apply, we are enemies of the Federation, remember?" The screen flickered off, and Grassman turned to Putich, "Did we give the transports enough time?"  


     "Yes, they are out of range of the Klingon fleet, and the Klingons are not powering up weapons." Grassman sat down in the captain's chair, and prayed.  





Location: Klingon Flagship, Victory 


Command Room





     Beaumont turned to face the Klingon commander. "She will do it, she is very determined."  


     "I know that, I have studied Captain Grassman for years," said the commander.  


     "Nevertheless, the troops on the surface can only hold out for so long..."  


     "Stop worrying, soon Jo-El will bring the entire Klingon fleet here. Those ships will be equipped with the Utopia weapons."  


     "How did you manage that?" asked Beaumont.  


     "We have built a transporter that will work on this planet, we will beam them to our ships. But to other matters, your government is still in the dark?"  


     "Yes," he said. "We have a backup story should it become known. That we are only trying to help the Federation."  


     "Perfect, is the General in position down below?"  


     "Yes Belindaeka, he will be ready."  


     "Good," said Belindaeka, seeing finally, her revenge!  





Location: Troop Transports 


Planetary Atmosphere





     "We will touch down in five minutes," said Lilburn. "The men have already entrenched the ground around the villages."  


     "Why would they attack the villages?" asked Noa.  


     "To keep us busy," said Powell. "Most likely they have other ships coming, we don't have any. I'm sorry to say, but this is kind of a lost cause."  


     "Maybe not," said Noa, pulling out his communicator. "Noa to Enterprise."  


     "Grassman here, go ahead."  


     "I want you send out a wide band Covarian signal immediately, all channels," said Noa.  


     "Aye sir, any special reason," she asked.  


     "None that I can give on this frequency, Noa out." They landed in the field outside the villages. The troops disembarked, and Putich came over to Noa.  


     "We formed into three groups, those in the villages, those in the trenches, and those who will go in close. The jungle is dense around the villages, they will be hard to see."  


     "Good to have you here Mr. Putich, but what about cloak suits?" asked Noa as they walked along the battlefield.  


     "They won't use them, too much of a chance of shooting your own man," said Putich, picking up two phaser rifles and handing one to Noa. "'Shoot straight, and die boldly.'"  


     "Isn't that what the Klingons say?" asked Noa.  


     "You're right, how about, 'Shoot straight, and survive to tell about it,'" said Putich.  


     "Sounds good to me," said Noa, checking to make sure that his concussion phaser was in place, as well as his regular phaser. These were a new type, more sleek, and black colored. Their beam was not orange like the older models, but blue, as were the beams of the new phaser rifles. Noa, like Putich and the other officers wore red Starfleet landing jackets over their black combat suits. Similar to the infiltration suits, these were however loose, not body hugging like an infiltrator. They also had more pockets, and included a kind of vest. Putich had suggested Rocket boots, but since flying wouldn't really help and the boots were clunky and stuck in the mud, Powell had said no. Some troops however had thruster packs, and would fly to engage the tanks.  They jumped down into the trench and waited. Soon a man came through with rations. They each had a nutrient bar and some coffee. Noa and Putich could have used their rank to get better food, but Noa felt it would help the men to see the officers under the same living conditions. To all appearances it did. One man came and told them the name they had for the Klingons. When he had left, Noa told Putich never to repeat it to anyone, saying, "If Grassman heard you say that, she would throw you in the brig."  


     Five minutes later they got word that the Klingons were coming into range. They heard the laser cannon fire behind them, and saw some trees disintegrate. Noa figured it was a warning shot, but was proved wrong when he saw the Klingons rushing out of the jungle. He and all the others began firing their rifles. Blue bolts streaked across the field nailing the ensuing army. Noa heard the thruster men take off, the tanks must be getting closer. He heard a cease-fire as a loudspeaker was activated.  


     "I am Korn, head of this force of Klingons, we give you this chance and no other to surrender!" Noa realized where he had seen the Klingon before, on Castaic, twenty-five years ago. A Klingon had attempted to recover the Angorian device. Burris had killed him, and then it dawned on him. Burris must have been a traitor even then!       


     In answer, he fired his weapon in the direction the sound was coming from. At once, hundreds of other rifles followed his example. Dozens of Klingons fell, but their forces were being destroyed as well. McGuire ran up to Noa.  


     "I thought you were in sickbay!" shouted Noa, firing at a Klingon that had gotten too close.  


     "I was, but the doctor discharged me. I thought you could use some help," McGuire shouted back. Disrupter fire shot over their heads. "We have suffered twenty percent losses, and the enemy is simply gaining strength, I was going to sneak behind enemy lines." 


     Understanding, Noa opened his communicator.  "Noa to Enterprise, that fleet is landing troops, open fire!"





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge  





     "You heard the man, Smith, take the weapons console!" shouted Grassman. The Enterprises phasers fired at the Klingon fleet.  


     "This is Belindaeka, you have opened fire on us, you will be destroyed!" she shouted through the com system.      


     "Why can't you just die!" shouted Grassman, hitting the fire button on the helm console. Photon torpedoes shot out from the Enterprise, destroying one of the Preybirds. The Triton used its massive phaser banks to disable a Warbird. And the Voyager targeted the drop ships they were launching. The battle had begun.


  


Location: Behind Klingon Lines 


Planet Surface  





     Noa and McGuire saw the command station where Korn was. With all the noise of battle, it was easy to get right up to it.  "Excuse me Korn," said Noa, "but if I'm not mistaken, you're dead." Korn jumped up, punching Noa to the ground and sending him sprawling to the ground. He ignited his lightsaber, both sides of it! He held in his hand a double-ended lightsaber.  


     "Finally, I will avenge my brother!" he said, lunging at Noa for the killing blow. But McGuire sprang at him, his green blade deflecting the blow. Noa got up and ignited his own blade. They struck at Korn simultaneously, their arms buckling from the struggle. The pushed Korn toward the battlefield.  


     Putich was desperate, the Klingons were gaining the upper hand, and they were coming in too close. Lilburn had gone down, as well as countless others.  "Charge!" yelled Putich, knowing it was a desperate attempt. They jumped from the trench, stained with mud. Putich had shed his red jacket, and looked now like any other soldier. The Klingons, unprepared for their attack, were driven back towards the jungle.  


     Noa thrust at Korn, who twirled his saber knocking Noa's saber out of his hand. Noa scrambled for it while McGuire swung at Korn's handle. The handle broke in two, one side going out. Korn smashed the broken end into McGuire's skull. McGuire collapsed into the mud, and Korn closed in on Noa.  


     Putich watched as the Klingons fled into the jungle, only to be met by the other half of the Federation force! They threw down their weapons, and surrendered. Powell ran up to Putich along with another man, and said, "Noa and McGuire were behind enemy lines, we have to find them!"  


     "Let's go," said Putich, taking a spare phaser rifle.  


     Korn circled Noa, "You fool," said Korn, "don't you see that you've been played for a fool for the past twenty-five years! We have been planning this since you took your first command."  


     "I have been played, but not by you!" yelled Noa, swinging his saber sideways, knocking Korn off balance. "You're not coming back this time!" yelled Noa as he swung downwards.  He deactivated his lightsaber as Putich and Powell ran up to him. 


     "They surrendered," said Putich.  


     "Good, you and I are going to look at the Klingon base," said Noa. "General, if you could have Captain McGuire transported up to the ship."  


     "Certainly," said Powell, as the other man stepped up.  


     "I am Chak-Dor, a native of this planet. We thank you for your efforts to save us."  


     "Think nothing of it, whether you realize it or not, you are in Federation space, and thus come under our protection," said Noa.  


     "Thank you, if any of your people wish to come live among us, they are welcome," said Chak-Dor, bowing. He turned and went back to his people.  


     Noa, Putich, and Powell walked to a shuttle as Powell said, "My men have secured the base, but they haven't touched anything. Frankly, we don't know how to dispose of Utopia missiles without setting off the Utopia effect."  


     "I'll go see what I can do," said Noa, boarding the shuttle. "Take the Klingon prisoners to the Premonition, I'll be up as soon as possible."  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge  





     A torpedo left the bay and sped on toward a Warbird, the Warbird exploded on impact, sending shockwaves through all the ships.  "Sir," said Farral, "the enemy is withdrawing to the other side of the planet."  


     "Let's finish them," said Grassman.  


     "Negative," came Rice's voice, "I am in command. We will let them repair themselves. We have ships coming up from the surface. We have to be able to receive them." Grassman sighed as the killer spirit left her.  


     "Understood Admiral, Enterprise standing by," she said.  





Location: Klingon Base 


Planet Surface  





     Noa and Putich entered the base, and the soldiers saluted. They walked down to the center of the facility, and saw a shocking site! The walls were covered with Utopia missiles. They were stacked one on top of the other.  "There must be thousands of them in here," said Putich, shocked. Noa walked over to a computer console.  


     "Six thousand, five hundred and thirty seven to be exact," he said. He punched up another screen. "Look at this," he said. "According to the computer, the terra-forming process is still going on, it will continue for another five years, at the end of which, the planet will be a virtual paradise."  


     "I'm confused, what terra-forming process?" asked Putich.  


     "In order to get the material they needed from the core, they had to alter the planet's structure a bit. That's what caused the planet to become habitable after twenty years of being inert."  


     "But the problem remains, how do we dispose of all of this stuff?" asked Putich. Noa called for one of the soldiers.  


     "Commander Putich and I must return to our ship, see to it that this room is filled with concrete, and sealed," ordered Noa.  As they exited the room, across it, General Burris watched them. He picked up the large crate next to him, and loaded it into a shuttle. He activated the cloaking device on it, and took off.  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge  





     "Sir," said Commander Trim, "the Admiral's shuttle is coming up from the surface."  


     "Good," said Grassman, "tell him to skip the landing procedure, and to beam directly aboard."  


     "Aye sir," said Trim.  Noa was on the bridge in a matter of minutes, sighs of relief echoed throughout the room. Grassman took her spot at the helm as Noa sat in the command chair. Putich sat down at weapons.  


     "Sir!" shouted Farral; "a Klingon fleet is de-cloaking off the port bow!"  





Location: Klingon Warbird 


Bridge  





     Jo-El and Belindaeka looked at their screens, contemplating their victory. They had left the other fleet behind the planet as a diversion. This fleet was armed with Utopia missiles.  "Target the Enterprise!" shouted Belindaeka.  





Location: U.S.S Premonition 


Bridge  





     Captain Solomon Ives looked at the screen. He knew what the Klingons were going to do. "Helm, set course 3345 mark 6, full impulse power!"  The Premonition glided in front of the Enterprise just as the Warbird fired!  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge  





     "Sir," said Farral, "the Premonition is no more."  


     "It just disappeared," said Admiral Trim.  


     "What were you expecting, fireworks," said Grassman.  


     "All ships, evasive action!" yelled Noa. The three remaining ships drifted away from each other as a patch of space disintegrated.  


     "I have Captain Sanders on channel ten!" shouted Trim.  


     "On audio," said Noa.  


     "Admiral, if we launch all escape pods we might be able to keep the missiles from locking on to us," said Sanders.  


     "But then we won't be able to escape," said Rice, who had been listening.  


     "It won't matter, one hit and we're dead anyway," said Noa. A missile hit the Triton's warp engine, but they ejected it before the effect could spread.  


     "I just lost my warp engine, we can't last much longer!" screamed Sanders.  


     Suddenly, a fleet of Romulan battle cruisers came out of warp. "Klingon vessels, this Admiral Toll, of the Romulan fleet. You are in violation of Federation space, surrender now, or die!"  The Klingons fired at the Romulans, but it had not effect on them, the Romulan shields held!  


     "Admiral," said Farral, "the Romulans have managed to deactivate the Utopia effect!"  


     "All ships, open fire on the Klingon fleet!" yelled Noa. Photon torpedoes streaked across space, and the battle was soon over.  Toll came over to the Enterprise, as well as Jo-El and Belindaeka, the Klingon commanders.  


     "Toll, it is agreeable to see you again," said Noa in the Romulan fashion.  


     "Likewise," replied Toll. "I bring you prisoners." Belindaeka and Jo-El were dragged into to room.  


     "Belindaeka, I am not going to waste words in asking how you survived our last encounter, but if you want honorable death, you will tell me everything," said Noa.  Belindaeka told how they had conspired with men like Beaumont and President Clinton thirty years ago. 


     "Angorian scientists discovered something strange on their planet, a device which no one understood. It was sent by your scientists to the lab on Castaic, but we wanted it too. So, we sent Korn, my brother, to retrieve it. But your Admiral Burkhead at Starfleet command was aware of us, and the fact that we had made a deal to take it from the lab. So he sent you to retrieve it, and you did. But Burris even then was loyal to us. He did not kill Korn as he was supposed to have done. We did not know this until later, and Watto and I believed him dead. That is why we hounded you." 


     Noa nodded, understanding that piece of information. "When you believed me dead, I knew better than to show myself, I hid, until I could get revenge. After you sent the device back to Angoria, it remained there until it was given to Starfleet. Jo-El decided it would be wise to contact our Federation friends again. You must realize that all we wanted was a weapon, we didn't know until well into the experiments the full potential. Dr. Axen was called in to do what no other doctor could do, use the device to make this world-changing device. Beaumont knew what we didn't, you see while we wanted a weapon, they wanted something that could rebuild Earth after the Borg invasion. I never found out how they knew about that. When Utopia was detonated, Beaumont's people gave up hope, since it didn't last very long; it didn't suit their purposes. But it did do, and very well, what we wanted. 


     However, the planet destroyed itself before we could take the core sample. After you defeated the Borg, everyone thought it was over, all our dreams had come to naught. It was Burris that told us of Celicia, of our last chance."  


     "Burris, but he died on Earth," said Noa.  


     "I assure you that he is very much alive. He is on your moon at this very moment," said Belindaeka.  


     "Doing what?" asked Rice.  


     "Getting ready to launch the only remaining Utopia at Earth," said Jo-El.  


     "What?" asked Noa.  


     "It was part of our new plan," he said. "We develop a Utopia, get the President to sign a bill that would, in essence, give the Federation to the Klingon Empire, should Earth be destroyed."  


     "Put these two in the brig," said Noa. He turned to face Toll and Rice. "I know everything now, what can I do?"       


     "Set a course for Earth," said Grassman, coming up behind them.  


     "Give the order Captain," said Noa, straightening his uniform. "Let's not let Captain Ives' sacrifice be in vain."  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Corridor  





     Noa walked along the one of the many corridors of the Enterprise. Admiral Toll had left half of his force behind at Celicia along with the Triton to take care of the remaining Klingon ships, as well see to the dismantling of the Klingon base. The rest of the Romulan fleet was accompanying them to Earth; in the event, any Klingon ships might be in the area to insure victory.  Noa saw the holo-deck light on, and wondered who would be in the holo-deck this late. He went in, but quietly so as not to disturb whoever was in there. It was his command crew, or most of it. He was looking at a forest, and in the middle of the forest was a campfire. Sitting around the campfire were Grassman, Smith, Putich, Farral, Squatty, Axen, Admiral Trim, and Commander Trim. It was like watching a youth group picnic. One side, the girls sat huddled to together, on the other side the boys sat huddled together. He listened to the conversation.  


     "I sometimes wonder," said Grassman. "I've been on the Enterprise for longer than I care to remember, and it seems that the same mission never stops. It's like, don't adventures ever have an end?"  


     "Bilbo Baggins?" asked Commander Trim.  


     "Very funny," said Grassman. The conversation took a different turn, so Noa crept around to hear what the boys were saying.  


     "I finally beat the record," said Farral.  


     "What record?" asked Smith.  "The record for rocketing down El Capitan," said Farral. "I did it in thirty seconds."  


     "Grassman will probably throw you in the brig," said Putich.  


     "Funny," said Axen. "Now what about this mission, you think we have hope?"  


     "Yeah," said Putich. "I mean, how hard can it be, we just have to stop a vengeance crazed maniac from firing of a missile. We've done stuff like that before."  


     "Not like this we haven't," said Axen. "Not when the problem stems from traitors deep within the Federation government. Not when we have to rely of Romulans to come and save us."  


     "We aren't relying on Romulans, doctor," said Squatty. "It is God's decision, not theirs."  


     "We'll pull it off," said Smith. "But I intend to be the one that puts Burris away for good."  


     "The Admiral won't allow it, and you know it," said Putich. "He doesn't like letting his crew take the risks. He'll go, and probably die, to save Earth and then Starfleet will just get rid of us. We did disobey orders you know."  


     "Then we may have to tranquilize him," said Axen. "He shouldn't be fighting every battle alone."  


     "Skins," said Noa, coming out from behind the bushes, "I didn't think you would keep something like that from me."  


     "I wouldn't have Daniel, but I didn't think you would listen," he said. Noa went over to them and sat.  


     "I guess I haven't been doing a good job of that lately. I keep thinking that the safety of the galaxy lies in my hands. But that's not right then, is it?" said Noa.  


     "Does that mean that you'll let me take care of Burris?" asked Smith.  


     "No," said Noa. 


     "It means that we'll do it together." Smith looked at the ground for a few seconds, then looked up.  


     "That's good enough for me," he said.  


     "Good, so unless someone else has something to say about the mission, we should all hit the sack," said Noa getting up.  


     "Where are you going?" asked Farral.  


     "To bed," answered Noa. They pulled out sleeping bags.  


     "Why do you think we are here," said Squatty. Noa smiled and began to laugh.  


     "Computer, one sleeping bag please," he said. It materialized in front of them, and they started laughing again. It was a Barbie sleeping bag.  


     "Whoops," said Grassman. "I guess I left the replicator settings on. It would take too long to undo, so Admiral, you're sleeping in a Barbie bag tonight." Noa sighed and opened up the bag.  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge 


The Next Morning





     Noa rubbed his eyes as he sat in his chair. The blue light was on, and it really irritated him. "Squatty, why is that light on," said Noa.  


     "It's always on at six in the morning sir," said Squatty. Noa looked at his watch and saw that it was indeed six in the morning. Shortly the bridge crews came on duty, and Smith crawled into his seat.  


     "Drink some coffee mister, it helps," said Noa, getting up and pacing the bridge. "Time to destination?"  


     "Two hours, present speed," said Grassman. 


     "We are currently going at warp 8."  


     "Take us to warp 9," ordered Noa.  


     "But sir, the Romulan ships can't go that fast," said Grassman.  


     "I'm aware of that Grassman, please carry out my orders," said Noa.  





Location: U.S.S Voyager 


Admiral's Quarters  





     Rice had just had breakfast, when the wall com beeped. "Sir," came Ives' voice, "the Enterprise is accelerating to warp 9." Rice thought a moment, not seeing why Noa would want to go faster. They wouldn't launch until later, so why the rush?  


     "Better take us to warp 9 as well," he said, getting up from the table. "I'll be up there in a few minutes."





Location: Moon of Earth 


Beneath the Sea of Tranquillity  





     Burris walked across a catwalk suspended over a 500-ft tall silo. At the bottom was the Utopia missile. He walked over to the control panel and looked at the readout, 2.5 hours. He didn't care if the bill hadn't been signed by then. Noa knew, and that meant that soon there would be no Klingon Empire. This was a simple act of vengeance. He would destroy Earth, and then head out toward unknown regions. He smiled to himself, it would all happen very soon.  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge  





     "We will come out of warp in five minutes sir," said Grassman. Noa looking at Smith.  


     "Get to the armory, find two phaser rifles, and two regular phasers. Then get to the transporter room," ordered Noa. Smith got up and left. "Grassman, when we leave, you will be in command. If there is a Klingon fleet waiting, hold out as long as you can. Toll will only be a few minutes behind us. Voyager should revert the same time we do, it will assist you. But it is not a warship; you will bear the brunt of the assault. Are you up to it?"  


     "Do you have to ask?"  


     "Good, I'll be back as soon as I can," said Noa, getting up and leaving the bridge. He reached the transporter room.  


     "Admiral Trim has a runabout standing by, she will beam us up if the Enterprise's shields are up," said Smith.  


     "Good," said Noa. Seeing Smith start to pull on a landing jacket, he stopped him saying, "It will just get in the way." Noa took his phaser, as well as the rifle that Squatty handed him.  


     "We are coming out of warp," came Grassman's voice.  


     "I've got the coordinates sir," said Squatty. Noa and Smith walked over to the transport panels.  


     "Five, no six, no 7+ Klingon Preybirds de-cloaking," came Farral's frantic voice.  


     "Energize," said Noa.  





Location: Buckingham Palace 


Earth  





     President Clinton boarded her shuttle for San Diego. She knew it would be soon now. The shuttle took off over the Atlantic; it would take an hour to reach San Diego. That was all right, it would give her time to find her new home.  





Location: Moon Silo





     Burris watched as the two figures materialized across the catwalk. "Well, I wasn't expecting you for another half-hour," said Burris. 


     "But, better early than never." Noa pointed his phaser rifle.  "Surrender now, and I promise you won't be executed," he said.  


     "You were never one for negotiation Daniel, but I'm afraid you will have to shoot me. I will not surrender," said Burris, putting his hands up.  


     "Ok," said Noa, aiming his weapon. He pulled the trigger, and nothing happened. He pulled it again, and still nothing happened. Burris laughed.  


     "Fools, you think I would allow weapons here? This is a missile silo, the walls are reflective. A stray shot, and boom! Now drop the rifles and put your hands up."  


     "Why should we, you can't shoot us either," said Smith. Burris pulled out a Klingon disrupter.  


     "Who said anything about that?" said Burris, firing at Smith. Smith flew across the room and into the wall. Burris turned to face Noa.  


     "Erik, we can help you," he said.  


     "Sorry," he said, firing.  





Location: U.S.S Voyager 


Bridge  





     "Fire quantum torpedoes!" shouted Rice. The torpedoes streaked across space, smashing into a Preybird. Just then, the Romulan fleet came out of warp.  


     "U.S.S Enterprise and U.S.S Voyager we are here to assist you," came Toll's voice. But even with the Romulans, there were too many ships. The Klingons had sent everything they had after Earth, with one intention, victory.  





Location: Moon Silo  





     Smith woke up hanging from the wall. Both he and Noa were clamped to the wall by steel clamps. Noa was awake but still dizzy. Smith faced Burris, who was bent over the control panel on the far wall.  "Mind if I ask you something, Erik?" he asked.  


     "Why not?" replied Burris.  


     "If your loyalty was truly to the Klingons, then why did you side with Borg when you knew they were a threat to Klingon plans?"  


     "I did what I did to survive," said Burris.  


     "Sure Erik," said Noa, now regaining himself. "I think you were never loyal to the Klingons. You were loyal to just one thing, revenge. Why didn't they assimilate you?"  


     "I suppose they found me, useful as I was," answered Burris, climbing down a service ladder.  


     "No, it was because they couldn't," said Noa.  


     "What?" asked Smith.  


     "What is the only race in the galaxy immune to assimilation?" asked Noa. Smith realized what Noa was saying.  


     "You! You're a Drej!" he said.  


     "All right Noa, you win. I'm half Drej, my father was human," said Burris.  


     "Humans killed your mother, and you've spent your whole life trying to kill humans," said Noa.  


     "You are good Noa. A pity you're human, you might have reached perfection as say, a Borg," said Burris.  


     "Well the game is over, and you've lost," said Noa, pulling out of his clamps. Smith found he could do the same. 


     "You clamped us right over the reactor, all the radiation melted the steel on the other side."  They rushed for him, trying to get a good grip on his shirt. They caught it, but he slipped out, wearing a black infiltration suit. He kicked Smith in the stomach, knocking the wind out of him. Noa picked up a fallen pipe and swung at Burris. Burris ducked underneath, and punched Noa's face. Noa dropped the pipe, and Burris ran down the catwalk, heading for the control panel.  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge  





     Grassman's mind was racing. They needed options; the Preybirds themselves were not dangerous. But the fact that there were many of them, and that they kept disappearing, made the battle difficult.  "Our shields won't hold much longer!" shouted Putich, firing off a photon torpedo.  


     "Continue firing," ordered Grassman. Even without Putich's warning, they knew they didn't have much time.  





Location: San Diego 


Federation Council Chambers  





     Ambassador Grassman stepped up to the podium. "Welcome representatives of the Federation. This session has now come to order. We would like to open with a prayer." The council bowed their heads in prayer, not knowing what the President had in mind for them that day.  





Location: Moon Silo  





     Burris punched up the launch charts on the panel, he programmed in the launch, and hit enter. The launch began counting down. He turned to face Noa, who was running towards him.  "You're too late! I've armed the missile, you can't stop it!" he laughed.  


     "I don't intend to stop it," said Noa. Burris stopped laughing, wondering why Noa wasn't moving. 


     Suddenly, Smith jumped on him from behind, tackling him to the floor. Smith got on top of him and beat at his face. Burris succeeded in pushing Smith off, but as he stood up on the catwalk, it shook. Something had hit the surface, causing the whole room to shake violently. Noa and Smith each grabbed onto something, but Burris was on the catwalk. The bridge gave way, and he fell down the silo. A few seconds later they heard him hit the bottom.  Smith ran to the control panel. 


     "He rigged it, we can't stop the launch."  


     "Yes we can," said Noa. "Activate the locking clamps."  


     "But then it will explode in here, causing the mass of the moon to change. That alone will be so cataclysmic it will destroy the earth," said Smith.  


     "Not if I attach this it won't," said Noa, holding up a small device. "This is what the Romulans used to neutralize the Utopia effect."  


     "But you will have to get down to the missile," said Smith.  


     "I know, there is a lift down the corridor. Let's hope it goes down to the silo's bottom."  Noa ran to the lift. Luckily, it did go down. He walked out into the middle of the silo. In front of him was the missile. His communicator beeped.  


     "Admiral, this is Smith. I've set the clamps, but we only have five minutes until detonation."  


     "I'll be ready," said Noa. "Tell Trim to stand by, Noa out." He opened up the missile, and looked at the matrix. The complexities were amazing, he garnered a new respect for Seth Axen, and this was truly his masterpiece. A pity it was a dangerous masterpiece. He attached the device when suddenly someone jumped onto his back.  


     Up above, Smith contacted Trim. "We will need a lift in about three minutes. Can you get a lock?"  


     "Only if both your communicators are open and operational," said Trim. "Beaming through rock isn't easy you know."  


     "Copy, see you in a few, Smith out."  


     Noa flipped his assailant off his back, and looked at him. It was Burris. But it wasn't the Burris he knew. This Burris had red eyes, and was slowly becoming transparent. He was turning into a Drej.  


     "Yes, this is what I really look like," said Burris in a raspy hissing voice. "Don't you like this face?" He lunged at Noa, teeth bared. Noa's communicator beeped, but he couldn't reach for it. Burris was at his throat. He pushed Noa against the wall of the silo, and started to squeeze his hands shut. Noa pulled his phaser from his belt and slammed it into Burris' stomach. Burris let go, and Noa shoved him into the Utopia. Smith had activated the electromagnetic clamps, and they stuck Burris in place. He screamed at Noa.  


     "You will never be rid of me. Never!" Noa didn't respond, he opened his communicator.  


     "Trim, now!" he said. Two blue beams formed on either side of him, and closed in over him. He disappeared, even as Burris screamed.  





Location: Runabout Shuttle 


Cockpit  





     Noa and Smith materialized in the shuttle. Trim motioned them to sit down, as she piloted the ship away from the moon. They looked back at it, waiting.  





Location: Moon Silo  





     Burris had stopped screaming. He found it hard to speak. He looked at the countdown monitor. Five...four...three...two...one...ignition! The missile exploded, with Burris still stuck to it. The flames consumed his body, thus ending his life of terror.





Location: Voyager 


Bridge  





     "Brandon, look!" said Hebner, pointing at the moon. A huge chunk of rock had exploded out of it, sending rocks into the Klingon fleet. 


     Suddenly, a fleet of ships de-cloaked next to them.  "This is the Arat-class ship, Va-1. I am Jaka, queen of the Vasuden people. I order all Klingon vessels to surrender at once, or be destroyed!" Cheers went up throughout the Voyager as the Klingons surrendered.  


     "Sir, Admiral Noa is on the channel for you," said Sojka.  


     "Rice, this is Noa. I need your help."  





Location: Federation Council Chamber  





     President Clinton walked up to the podium. She was confident that everything had gone as planned, not knowing of the battle, taking place above them.  "Representatives," she said, addressing the assembly, "I come before you to address proposition forty-nine. It guarantees the safety of all the planets of the Federation by having everyone with a phaser in the Federation register it. As you can see..."  


     "Your honors!" came a voice in the back of the chambers. Noa walked down the center of the chamber. "Proposition forty-nine is a fraud! It signs over the United Federation of Planets to the Klingon Empire, should Earth ever be destroyed! I submit to you that President Clinton conspired with Klingons to get this legislation passed, and then to destroy this planet, using the Utopia missile!" Shocked voices echoed throughout the room.       


     "This is nonsense," said Beaumont, who appeared out of a side door. "As well as treason. I am going to have to put you under arrest."  


     "We have proof!" came Rice's voice. He and Grassman led Jo-El and Belindaeka down the isle. Farral followed them with a tricorder. He hit the play button, and their confession played out. 


     All eyes turned to look at the President. She sprinted for the door. Beaumont followed her. Noa and Grassman ran after them, while Rice and Farral took the two prisoners to security.  Clinton and Beaumont ran for a shuttle sitting out on the landing field. But a runabout landed in their path. Trim jumped out of it, followed by Smith. They grabbed Clinton, but Beaumont turned left, heading for the cliff over looking the city. He reached the edge.  


     "You can't escape Beaumont!" said Noa, walking towards him.  


     "I won't be captured by you," said Beaumont. Noa fired his phaser at him, intending to stun him. Beaumont tried to dodge the beam, but he was standing on a cliff. He fell over the edge, yelling all the way down. Noa and Grassman ran over to the cliff side, and looked over. Beaumont's body lay at the bottom. Noa called for some security men to retrieve it, while he and Grassman went back to the assembly.  





Location: Starfleet Headquarters 


Admiral Matte's State Room  





     Noa, Grassman, Smith, Farral, Putich, Axen, Squatty, Trim, Rice, Ives, McGuire, Matte, and Admiral Trim all sat around the table.  "So it is all over. Toll went back to Romulus, and they have filled the Celicia facility in with concrete. Belindaeka and Jo-El are being sent to a high security prison. The Klingon Empire is essentially non-existent. Without their military or Jo-El, they are just another alien race," said Noa.  


     "I would never have guessed that Erik was a Drej," said Grassman, "he used to be so nice."  


     "He was half human," said Noa. "Oh, and Brandon, Jaka sends you her compliments, I think she is smitten with you."  


     "Oh really?" asked Ives, looking accusingly at Rice. Everyone laughed, and Rice looked sheepish, but then he started laughing too.  


     "So I guess you will be going back to your old job?" Grassman asked Admiral Trim.  


     "No, actually I am retiring," she said. "I've really out lived my usefulness." Axen stood up and offered her a toast, then everyone sat back down again.  


     "So," said Axen, "when do we go on our next mission?"  


     "Well Skins," said Noa, "that's the thing." Everyone turned to look at Noa. "We have been at this for a long time, and let's face it, times are changing. No more Klingons, no more Vasudens to worry about, and no more Borg. We are warriors, that is our legacy. War is no longer a part of life. Now there will always be a Starfleet, and maybe even an Enterprise, but not this Enterprise. It's being 


de-commissioned." Murmurs went up around the table.      


     "They are retiring the Enterprise?" asked Smith.  


     "Yes, the ship was an older model, even when it was built. Ships like the Voyager, and the Triton will comprise Starfleet," said Noa.  


     "Will we be reassigned?" asked Commander Trim.  


     "That is your choice. As for myself, Captain Grassman, Admiral Rice, and Commander Ives; we are retiring. We will no longer be Starfleet officers," said Noa.  Numbers of conversations started at once. When all was said and done, Smith, Axen, and Squatty chose to retire from Starfleet. The others decided to attempt to further their own careers in the service. They all ate together, for what was probably going to be the last time.  





Location: U.S.S Enterprise 


Bridge





     Noa and Grassman stood overlooking the empty bridge.  "She was a good ship," said Grassman fondly.  


     "Not as good as her predecessor," said Noa.  


     "No," said Grassman.  


     "I guess it's time," said Noa. He opened the bottle of Champaign. "2685, the year this ship was christened."       


     "Here's to all the great times we had on her," said Grassman, lifting her glass. They clinked, and then took a drink.  


     "You know, on our last mission, you asked if adventures ever had an end," said Noa.  


     "Yes," she said.  


     "Well I think I know the answer," said Noa.  


     "Well, what is it?" she asked.  


     "Not in this life," he said, somberly. He drained his glass and said, "Well here it goes." He reached down, and pressed the red button on the console. All the lights went out, plunging the ship into darkness.  "Farewell, old friend," said Noa.    					








     This is the end of the voyages of the Starship, Enterprise.  She completed her mission, and saved the lives of millions during her travels.  Although no more, she lives in the hearts of all who journeyed upon her, be they dead, or alive.  She will be remembered for all time.  They shall recall her memory with the words: To Boldly Go Where No Man Has Gone Before...


