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Author’s Note 
This story is terrible.  My mechanics were pretty bad, the plot was somewhat predictable and somewhat 

lame, and I just feel awful when I read back over it.  Then I remember that I was a sixteen year old when 

I wrote it and I don’t feel as bad.  Then I look at everything that has been done to Star Trek since the late 

eighties and I feel a whole lot better.  Then I remember that this was a class project thrown together 

over a few weeks (including Spring Break) and I feel pretty good about the results.  This was fan fiction 

before I knew what fan fiction was, and I share it with all of you so you can see how (if) I have grown as a 

writer.  I promise I have. 

In the chronology of Star Trek, this story takes place immediately after the events of Star Trek VL The 

Final Frontier.  After you read it, you will understand that it would require an overhaul of the entire Star 

Trek timeline.  I don’t feel very bad about that, though, because it is my understanding that they have 

done something like that in the new movies (which I refuse to watch). 

Prologue 
“Are you sure you’re going to be all right, Jim?”  McCoy asked as he, Spock, Kirk, and Scott 

walked down the corridor from the turbolift to the main transporter room. 

“I’ll be fine.  Besides, Chapel can handle sickbay, Commander Soved can handle the science 

station, and Sterling will work well in engineering,” Kirk replied.  He wasn’t looking forward to all three 

of his senior officers taking a two week shore leave at the same time, but he knew that they had all 

earned the right to attend this special series of lectures presented by the Vulcan Science Academy.  The 

past week had been tame, to say the least.  After the incident with Sybok and his discovery of a creature 

who claimed to be God at the center of the galaxy, they had given the three diplomats involved a quick 

tour of the federation.  Now, after this short stop at Vulcan, they were scheduled to meet Klingon and 

Romulan ships at Nimbus III to return their delegates and possibly open peace negotiations. 

Kirk’s thoughts were interrupted by the opening of the door to the main transporter room.  As 

they stepped into the well-lit chamber, Kirk said, “Send my greetings to your parents, Mr. Spock.” 

“I will, Captain.  Live long and prosper,” Spock said, accompanying this phrase with the Vulcan 

sign of life. 

“Live long and prosper, Mr. Spock,” Kirk replied while touching the controls to activate the 

transporter beam. 



On the way back to the turbolift, Kirk realized that what he had always feared had just come to 

pass.  As the lift door closed in front of him, he understood that it didn’t matter even if there were four 

hundred other people on the Enterprise.  Without his friends, he was alone. 

  



Chapter One 
Deep within the Romulan Empire, the military headquarters of that entire civilization lay buried 

10 kilometers below the surface of one of the Rihannsu homeworlds.  Not even the common man, 

descendants of ancient followers of the renegade Vulcan S’Task, knew of its existence or location.  This 

knowledge was reserved for the upper echelon officers of the Praetor. 

Now, this nerve center was coming to life.  Information from a top informant had just come in 

scrambled and using 3 different codes.  This message said that not only was the Federation sending a 

ship to bring back the delegates, it was sending its finest.  The Praetor had decided that to provoke a 

war which he was sure that he would win, he would destroy the Enterprise and the Federation’s 

greatest hero along with it.  Through this, they could crush federation morale and form a potential 

Klingon alliance.  The job of these officers, most of whom held their positions based on political favors, 

was difficult.  They had to formulate a plan with which to outsmart James T. Kirk, a man feared by 

Romulans and Klingons alike.  For a while, young officers discussed the merits of sending in six warbirds 

from different directions at a high warp factor to crush the Enterprise.  This plan was widely accepted 

until T’Vael, an older, wiser warrior who had earned his rank, pointed out that even at Warp Factor 

Eight, there would be several minutes in which the Enterprise could react.  “No,” he said, “I have a much 

better plan…” 

 

In the main briefing room aboard the Enterprise, St. John Talbot, Caithlin Darr, and General 

Korrd were working on revising the existing treaties between their three respective governments.  “I 

believe that the only problems remaining are the neutral zones.  None of us has a consistent policy 

regarding violations.  We should get rid of them,” said Talbot. 

“But how would we divide the extra territory among the two border governments?” asked 

Korrd. 

“One government would divide the zone into two parts and the other government would be 

given the choice between the two parts,” replied Talbot. 

“But what if one government chose the part closer to the other government’s territory?” asked 

Korrd. 

“In that case, a neutral corridor of uniform length would be established at the physical center of 

the zone which would allow free passage from the outlying territory to and from the main body of the 

government’s borders.  These corridors might also serve to promote free trade,” replied Talbot. 

Finally, Kaithlin Darr spoke up.  “These suggestions are all excellent, gentlemen, but I would 

point out that they are only suggestions.  I recommend that we temporarily adjourn to confer with our 

governments and receive further instructions.” 

 



*** 

After parting from the two other diplomats, Kaithlin strolled casually back to her cabin, lost in 

thought.  It seems so simple, she thought.  If this works, we can establish a period of galactic harmony to 

last for millennia, and the three of us will be known forever as the saviors of the universe.  She would 

have to act quickly, though.  Her last communique from command had said that the Praetor was going 

to destroy the Enterprise and with it any and all hope for peace. 

Upon entering her cabin, she crossed directly over to her communications board.  “<expletive 

delete>,” she said when she realized that it was no longer working.  She couldn’t very well use the ship’s 

main communication systems to speak with her government because she knew that Nyota Uhura might 

listen to her every word.  She would have to improvise if she wanted to save herself, her Praetor, and 

the greatest military hero that the galaxy had known for a long time. 

  



Chapter Two 
As James T. Kirk stepped onto the bridge, everything almost seemed normal.  As he surveyed his 

surroundings, he saw Sulu at the helm, Chekov at the navigation console, and Uhura at communications.  

He knew he could trust these people, but he wasn’t sure about Bob S. Soved at Spock’s station or Sophia 

Sterling in engineering.  Regardless of his own doubts, he managed to remain calm as he sat in his chair 

and listened to the status reports coming in to Uhura from several different decks. 

“Plot a course for Nimbus III, Mr. Chekov,” Kirk said. 

“Course plotted and laid in, Keptin,” was the almost instantaneous reply. 

“Thank you, Mr. Chekov.  Ahead warp factor four, Mister Sulu,” Kirk snapped. 

“Aye, Captain,” Sulu replied, exchanging a quick glance with Chekov due to the unusual tone in 

Kirk’s voice. 

“Call me an hour before we reach Nimbus, Uhura.  I’ll be in my quarters.  Mr. Soved, you have 

the conn.” 

*** 

Back in his quarters, Kirk’s dread once again seized him.  He thought back to the statement that 

someone had told him about several weeks ago.  The Klingon ambassador to the Federation Council had 

sworn that there would be no peace as long as Kirk lived.  What if this was a ruse?  What if the Klingons 

were luring him here to ambush him, knowing somehow that he was alone, that his three top advisors 

were temporarily gone??  He never should have trusted Korrd.  Klingons always had ulterior motives 

when doing something nice for the people of the Federation.  These thoughts and many others raced 

through his mind as he hit the switch to activate his comm unit. 

“Commander Uhura, have General Korrd meet me in my quarters immediately, please,” Kirk 

requested. 

“Certainly, sir.” 

*** 

On the bridge, the officers wondered what this new development could mean to their present 

mission. 

“Does it seem to you like the Captain is acting strangely?”  Sulu asked of no one in particular. 

“He’s just uncomfortable because we’re going back to Nimbus III.  He especially doesn’t like it 

because he is unfamiliar with two of his most important officers.  Nothing personal, Bob,” stated 

Chekov.  “It is probably due to the fact that you base your conclusions on intuition while Mr. Spock 

based most of his decisions on hard facts.  Keptin Kirk likes hard facts because they are a perfect balance 

for his own intuition.” 



“I think I can understand that,” said Soved, but he didn’t.  He had temporarily moved up from 

second-in-command of Sciences to first officer of the Enterprise.  He had an exemplary record and an A-

6.8 computer rating.  Spock liked his intuitive abilities, so why couldn’t Kirk?  He had tried his hardest to 

impress Starfleet and would continue to do so.  He had to know what made Captain Kirk tick. 

  



Chapter Three 
When the buzzer at the door to the captain’s quarters sounded, Jim started, even though he had 

been expecting Korrd.  Here we go, thought Jim. 

“Come.” 

As Korrd walked in, Kirk saw a look of genuine bewilderment on his face.  “What exactly do you 

want from me, Kirk?”  Korrd inquired. 

“I want answers!” Kirk exclaimed. 

“What are the questions?” 

“Stop playing games with me, General.  I know there’s no love lost between myself and your 

Empire.  Your government has something in store for me and I want to know what it is.” 

“I know of no such plan.” 

“Perhaps you’d like to cool off in our brig until you are willing to talk.”  Kirk switched on his 

comm unit and said, “Security, send two men to my quarters immediately.” 

“You have no right to incarcerate me!  What are the charges?” 

“Suspicion of espionage,” Kirk replied as two young lieutenants entered the room.  “Mr. Zealot, 

Mr. Levakees, please escort the ambassador to the brig.  He is to have no contact with anyone else 

without my permission and my attendance.  Understood?” 

“Aye, sir,” replied Zealot, the younger but more intelligent of the two officers. 

*** 

In the officers’ mess, the two new senior officers were discussing their first day over a shared 

dinner.  As the artificial day turned to artificial evening, commanders Soved and Sterling were 

discovering that they had much in common. 

“Do you mind if I call you Sophia?  You can call me Bob.  I hate all the formality of Starfleet.” 

“I’ll call you Bob, but I hate the name Sophia.  My full name is Sophia Phileo Sterling.  You can 

call me Cat; that’s the nickname I picked up when I was on the Academy track team.  My teammates 

said that my combination of grace and speed reminded them of a great cat like a tiger, but that ‘tiger’ 

sounded too masculine.”  It was true, and it wasn’t just her fellow cadets that realized it.  When anyone 

saw her move, they always said that the best description was the cliché “poetry in motion.”  Aside from 

her grace, she was a knockout.  Her light hair fell almost to her shoulders and her dazzling blue eyes 

enchanted every human male she encountered.  She was relatively shy for the most part, but her 

genuine, ever-present smile attracted potential friends by the dozens.  Like moths seeking a lamp in the 

darkness, people came to her with their problems in the hope that through her wisdom and 



understanding, she would find an answer.  She never failed.  Her intelligence was a given.  By virtue of 

her position alone, one could see that she must be truly brilliant.  This conclusion was confirmed by the 

fact that she had graduated at the top of her class at the Starfleet Academy of Engineering.  That class 

was comprised of the top one hundredth of one percent of engineers who applied. 

Bob, on the other hand, was nothing like Sophia.  He was fifty-five years old and had been 

serving Starfleet in various capacities for thirty-five years.  At the end of this year, he planned to retire 

and accept a hefty pension, but he did not know what he would do to pass the time.  What little hair he 

did have around the sides and back of his head was as grey as his full beard and mustache.  Food 

escaped from his mouth and became trapped in his beard and mustache with each bite he 

took.  Everyone who knew him thought that he must have been trying to show his “great knowledge” by 

letting it shine through his skull by a process of waxing and buffing his scalp daily in order to achieve its 

lustrous appearance.  Others who saw him said that he resembled busts of the ancient philosopher 

Aristotle.  The real reason everyone disliked him was his generally condescending attitude towards his 

inferiors, equals, and superiors.  Unlike most 23rd century humans, he was prejudiced in that he believed 

women to be inferior.  As a result, he attempted to cover this up by outwardly agreeing with any 

statements made by a relatively intelligent woman, whether or not the statement itself was intelligent. 

Now, Bob had a problem, and like several other crewmembers of the Enterprise, he asked Cat 

for help.  “Cat, why is it that no one appears to like me?” he asked. 

Probably, she thought, because you’re an obnoxious, pompous, overbearing fool who is 

accustomed to having his own way.  “It’s most likely that Chekov was right,” is what she said.  “While 

most people on a starship find it necessary to formulate fact-based conclusions which would facilitate 

their jobs, you pride yourself on your ability to draw different conclusions based on your knowledge of 

human nature.” 

“Thank you for your honesty,” was all Bob could say.  After this exchange, they finished their 

meal and returned to their respective quarters. 

  



Chapter Four 
Kirk regarded the familiar sickbay with some anxiety.  Bones would usually find some way to 

avoid his physical, but Christine Chapel was a stickler for regulations.  He decided that he would come 

quietly, though, because he needed some advice.  Chris had not been his friend for as long as McCoy, 

but they had gone through many things together and the Captain’s best advice usually came from his 

ship’s surgeon. 

“Well, Captain, are you ready for your physical?” Chapel asked, disturbing Kirk in the middle of 

his deep thoughts. 

“I’m never ready for these things, but they’re just another part of my job,” Kirk answered with a 

grin. 

“Honestly, Jim, what’s on your mind?  Under normal conditions we’d have to have security stun 

you and strap you to a table before we could give you a physical?” 

“Apparently, Doctor, Leonard’s not the only psychiatrist around.  I’m concerned about our 

mission.  The Klingons don’t exactly like me and I’ve never known any machine to work well without its 

main parts.  Eli Whitney may have invented interchangeable parts, but for some things there are no 

substitutes.” 

“If it’s the Klingons you’re worried about, drop the Romulans off a day early and deal with the 

Klingons one on one.  The Federation can always stage other peace negotiations with both parties and if 

you did meet with both the Klingons and the Romulans, the Romulans could turn the tide of battle 

either way.  The Romulans don’t particularly like this ship or her Captain either, you know.” 

“But those incidents were more than ten years ago and several parsecs away.  They wouldn’t 

hold a grudge that long, would they?” 

“That’s my advice and it’s yours to take or leave,” she said, rolling up Kirk’s sleeve and preparing 

to take a blood sample.  “But now it’s time for your physical and don’t you dare object.  If you do, I’ll hit 

you over the head with a baseball bat.  If you don’t, we can talk more over a glass of Saurian brandy 

later.” 

“You have such an excellent bedside manner.” 

“I learned from the best, Jim.” 

  



Chapter Five 
Every half hour, Dirk Zealot checked the status of the forcefield surrounding Korrd’s cell.  Dirk 

was an impressive man.  He stood seven feet, two inches tall and weighed two hundred seventy-five 

pounds.  A native of California, he had bronze skin, light brown hair, and brown eyes.  He had a great 

sense of humor and all of the ladies loved him.  He loved them right back. 

Thor Levakees was Dirk’s best friend.  At six feet two inches tall and one hundred eighty pounds, 

Thor was no slouch of a man himself.  No one knew exactly where his ancestors were from, but his red 

hair and freckles suggested Ireland.  He was an athlete born and bred, a strong man whose ability to 

swim was matched only by Dirk’s ability to love.  The two of them had been friends and classmates at 

the academy, and their pranks in the chemistry lab had been the bane of their professor, Karl Renyoc.  

Now, the two were the comedy relief aboard the Enterprise.  If there was anything they enjoyed more 

than comedy, it was making fun of Klingons such as the one they were now guarding. 

“You must listen to me, I’m innocent and if there is a trap set for your ship it is by the Praetor’s 

dogs!” 

Dirk had been listening to these complaints for hours now and he thought they were beginning 

to sound really repetitive.  “Just shut up, General!  We’re getting really sick of your big mouth!” 

Korrd continued. 

Thor turned to Dirk.  “You know, it’s easy to tell a Klingon, but you can’t tell him much.” 

  



Chapter Six 
As Kirk sat in his cabin staring at his comm screen, he decided to leave nothing unattended.  He 

hit the activate switch for the relay to Engineering and said, “Chief Sterling, I’d like to speak to you in my 

quarters,” and deactivated the comm.  Several minutes later, the door buzzer sounded and he said, 

“Come.” 

“What do you want, sir?” the chief asked, standing at attention in front of him. 

What a knockout, he thought.  Quickly composing himself, he asked “What’s the status in 

Engineering?  By the way, have a seat and call me Jim.” 

“Sure,” she said, sitting in the proffered chair.  “But only if you call me Cat.” 

“Okay,” he replied, wondering where she came up with a nickname like that. 

“Warp engines are operating at 101 percent efficiency – compared to the design specifications.  

That’s about 95% of what Mr. Scott manages to achieve.  All defensive systems, including weapons 

control and shield maintenance, are fully functional.  We can run at .98c when under impulse power, 

and life support systems are fully operational.  The dilithium crystal in the warp chamber has developed 

a small fracture and we need to drop out of Warp for a few hours to replace it.  Damage control is at top 

efficiency.  Other than the dilithium replacement, I’d say that this ship is ready for anything, Jim.” 

“That’s good to hear, Cat.”  Her pleasant voice, thorough explanation, and amiable personality 

made him believe that if it was necessary, he could take on the whole Klingon Empire.  He really wanted 

to get to know her better.  “Would you care for a drink?  I have some ‘special medicine’ that Dr. McCoy 

gave me for my last birthday,” he said, producing a crystal decanter of electric blue Romulan Ale. 

“That’s illegal, you know,” she said with a smirk, at the same time accepting the proffered glass.  

“Why aren’t you an Admiral?” she asked.  “I mean… I know you were reduced in rank back down to 

Captain, but with your track record and level of popularity throughout the federation, you could have 

Nogura’s job as chief of staff by now.” 

“Have you ever heard the fable about ‘La Grenouille qui veut se faire aussi grosse que le 

Boeuf’?” he asked.  Seeing her shake her head, he continued.  “This frog decides that he wants to be as 

large as a bull, so he tries puffing out his chest.  He asks the bull if he’s big enough, and the bull says no, 

so the frog keeps trying to puff himself up until he gets so big that he explodes.  The moral of the story is 

that you have to know your limitations.” 

The conversation continued for several hours.  Finally, Sterling slipped away to Engineering and 

Kirk dozed off into a much needed slumber. 

  



Chapter Seven 
On the bridge, the arrangements had just been finalized with the Romulan government.  In one 

hour, they were to meet the scout ship Ambush at Nimbus III.  All that was left was to inform Darr of the 

change in plans and make sure that Starfleet had several reinforcements scattered around Nimbus III for 

his meetings with the Klingons the next day. 

“Commander Uhura, have Ambassador Darr meet me in the briefing room in ten minutes.  Mr. 

Soved, you have the conn,” Kirk said on his way to the lift. 

 

As Caithlin Darr walked into the briefing room, she saw Kirk sitting at the end of the table, 

calmly staring at her.  She suddenly thought, he knows! 

Kirk smiled broadly at her and said, “Hello, Ambassador Darr.  I’d like to discuss a slight change 

in plans with you.  Instead of meeting the Ambush tomorrow as originally planned, the rendezvous will 

occur in approximately forty-five minutes.” 

“No, you can’t do this!” she yelled. 

“And why, may I ask, not?” 

“Because we three have reached a potential peace pact,” she said more calmly. 

“That’s why we’re going there, to negotiate.” 

“But my people will blow your ship out of existence when they first see it!” 

“They’ve tried before.  Besides, why would a Romulan tell me what they plan to do?  Romulans 

don’t have a history of being particularly peaceful people.” 

“I was assigned to be an undercover operative once we returned from Vorta Vor.”  She used the 

Romulan name for Nimbus III because she couldn’t remember the planet’s designation in Standard.  “I 

tried to change the course of events once I realized that peace was truly possible, but I couldn’t 

communicate with my government.” 

Kirk thought for a moment before he gave his response.  “If things are as you say they are, these 

feelings will have to be expressed soon before they fester and grow into a hatred which may never be 

overcome.  This ship will continue cautiously towards Nimbus and if there are any surprises, we’ll pick 

them up on our long range scanners.  This matter is now closed for discussion; have a nice day, 

Ambassador.”  Kirk stood up and escorted Kaithlin to the door. 

  



Chapter Eight 
“Captain Kirk, this is Commander Soved.  Please report to the bridge immediately; long range 

sensors have picked up a single Romulan ship in our quadrant.  It’s the Ambush, sir, but she is severely 

disabled.” 

“Kirk here.  I’m on my way.”  Kirk was extremely perplexed by the scenario which was now 

playing itself out.  If everything was all right, what had damaged the Ambush?  If there had been a 

surprise attack on a federation starship, what had gone wrong?  Was there something else, possibly a 

Klingon presence, which had caused a young commander to become trigger happy and spring his trap 

too soon?  As an afterthought, Kirk called down and had Zealot release Korrd and offer the captain’s 

most sincere apologies. 

“Raise the shields, Sulu.  We’re not going to fall for the same trick twice.”  Everyone on the 

bridge knew of their disastrous encounter with the USS Reliant several years before, and Kirk had 

decided that he was going to play this by the book. 

“What’s the status of the Ambush, Mr. Soved?” Kirk asked as he settled uneasily into his chair. 

“One warp nacelle is severely damaged.  Communications are inoperative as well as all weapon 

systems and shields.  She is operating on partial auxiliary power.  Something’s very wrong, Captain.  

Most of the damage was inflicted by Romulan plasma mortars.  It could have been pirates, but…”  He 

allowed his voice to trail off. 

“What about life form readings?” the captain inquired. 

“The majority of the crew seems to have survived the attack, but life support could fail at any 

moment,” Soved reported. 

“Uhura, get me Dr. Chapel in Sickbay.” 

“Chapel here.  What do you want?” 

“Chris, I am going to have you beam over with a security team to see if there are any injured and 

to begin evacuation procedures.” 

As Kirk waited, he had a gut feeling that something was wrong.  In a few minutes, Chapel’s voice 

came over the comm.  “Jim,” she said, “We’re ready to transport now.” 

“Mr. Sulu, lower the shields for transport.” 

“Captain, six Romulan warships decloaking and firing!” screamed Soved. 

“Raise the shields!” Kirk exclaimed, realizing that it was already too late.  He found himself 

calling down to engineering for a damage report before the initial shockwave had passed. 



“Well, Captain, the warp drive is irreparably damaged.  Impulse power won’t be operative for 

several hours.  We can fire phasers with the batteries, but we wouldn’t be able to do that and maintain 

life support for very long.” 

As Kirk surveyed the bridge, he was numbed by the chaos he faced.  Sulu lay dead, buried under 

the fused fragments of the helm console which had exploded during the attack.  Chekov, next to him, 

could only be determined to be alive by the low moans emanating from Kirk’s right.  Kirk’s yeoman was 

dead at the environmental support station.  “Chief Sterling, please report to the bridge,” he said, cutting 

off the connection before she could object. 

The attack had been brilliant, Kirk had to admit.  The Romulans knew the Federation wouldn’t 

allow sentient beings to die if they could prevent it.  The Romulans also clearly understood that they 

could use Kirk more easily alive than dead; a prisoner to parade around at home was far better for 

morale than a corpse.  The ship could be dismantled and the Federation’s top technology would belong 

to the Romulans.  The crew would not be able to withstand a mind sifter or any of the other Romulan 

torture devices.  Kirk was utterly without hope. 

“Sir,” Uhura’s voice broke into his thoughts.  “The Romulan commander wishes to speak with 

you.” 

“Put him on screen,” Kirk said.  When the image finally came through, Kirk gasped audibly. 

As Sterling stepped out of the turbolift, she wondered what had gone wrong.  She was just in 

time to hear the enemy commander’s statement.  “I am Primus T’Vael.  On behalf of myself and my five 

field primuses in command of these vessels, I declare your ship to be the property of the Romulan 

Praetor and your crew to be prisoners of the Romulan Empire.” 

Kirk was impressed.  Field Primuses seldom met in groups of more than three, and Primuses 

never left the homeworlds.  His ship had been trapped swiftly and efficiently, leaving him no possible 

courses of action.  Well, almost none. 

“Computer,” he said, “Identify Kirk, Captain James T.”  He paused, then continued, “One code, 

one-one-A.” 

His science officer followed suit.  “Computer, identify Soved, Commander Robert S., acting 

Science officer.  Two code one-one-A-two-B.” 

Sterling, voice trembling, contributed her part.  “Computer, identify Sterling, Commander Sophia 

P.  Three code, one-B-two-B-three.” 

“Destruct sequence programmed.  Awaiting final code for sequence initiation,” the computer 

responded neutrally. 



There was no hesitation in Kirk’s voice as he repeated the phrase which would blow up the 

Enterprise, all the while targeting the warp drives of the Romulan ships with the phaser controls.  “Final 

code, zero-zero-zero-destruct-zero.” 

“Sequence initiated.  Sixty seconds until detonation,” replied the computer. 

“Kirk, we know you’re bluffing,” said Primus T’Vael.” 

“I only bluff when I know I’m not going to be called on it, sir,” Kirk replied steadily. 

The level of anxiety rose as the time on the digital readout decreased.  When only thirty seconds 

remained, Kirk fired all phasers and photon torpedoes.  He continued to do so until the weapons pod 

overloaded.  That didn’t matter, though, because it had done its job and Kirk wasn’t planning on using 

them ever again.  When the timer got to five, Kirk didn’t stop it.  He had passed the point of no return.  

The Romulans tried to get away on impulse power, but Kirk smiled because he knew that there was 

nowhere to run.  He had jettisoned the warp powered log buoy at 45 seconds and all of Starfleet would 

know their fate. 

  



Chapter Nine 
 

“Jim,” Spock said.  He said it softly, but in the perfectly acoustic lecture hall of the Vulcan 

Science Academy, he was heard by people several rows away. 

McCoy to his right and Scott to McCoy’s right were wondering what could have caused the 

imperturbable Mr. Spock to commit this serious breach of protocol, so Bones nudged him and asked.  

“What’s up, Spock?” 

“The Enterprise no longer exists, Doctor.” 

McCoy was stunned by the information.  He didn’t doubt it, however, because he knew that 

Spock and Jim had a strong mental bond as a result of their close friendship and several mind-melds.  He 

did doubt, however, that Spock was as unconcerned as he was attempting to appear.  McCoy 

recommended that they leave the lecture due to the fact that if this was true, the three of them would 

soon be called back to Earth to attend several memorials as well as to assume new responsibilities. 

 

Admiral Heihachiro Nogura didn’t find out about the explosion of the Enterprise until almost a 

full day afterwards when he received a priority call from the Klingon Captain sent to the neutral zone.  

Upon entering the quadrant where they were to meet the Enterprise, the Havvarl, a K’tinga class heavy 

cruiser, noticed unusually high amounts of radiation.  Upon further scanning, they had discovered a 

damaged Starfleet log buoy which they had returned to Starfleet Command almost immediately.  Now, 

Nogura knew the fate of the man whom he most admired.  James T. Kirk and the Starship Enterprise 

were gone; their final action had left enough residual radiation to prevent safe passage through that 

cubic parsec for several years. 

His next order of business was to inform the families.  He would have his staff contact the 

majority of the people, but he would talk to Winona Kirk in person.  He had known Jim Kirk’s mom and 

dad since before George Kirk had mysteriously disappeared on a secret diplomatic mission.  He felt 

obligated to her as well as to Jim’s nephew, Peter, whose parents had died several years back.  He had 

hoped never to have to call the Kirk’s small Iowa farm under these conditions, so he decided to inform 

the Captain’s real family first. 

“Ensign, connect me with the chief administrator of the guest quarters at the Vulcan Science 

Academy.” 

“Yes, sir.  Right away, sir,” was the response of the shy, young ensign who had just recently 

entered Starfleet. 

“How may I help you, Admiral?” asked the middle aged Vulcan on the other end of the 

transmission.  He couldn’t have been much more than a hundred and twenty. 



“I’d like to speak to the three officers from the Enterprise who are there for the lecture series,” 

said Nogura. 

“I cannot help you, sir.  Those three officers checked out yesterday and boarded the first shuttle 

bound for Earth.  They should have arrived by now.” 

“I understand.  Farewell.” 

“Peace and long life,” said the Vulcan. 

*** 

Nogura had just switched off the screen when his ensign informed him that he had another call.  

“Tell them that I’m busy,” said the Admiral, too depressed to speak with anyone. 

“It’s a Captain Spock, sir,” he paused, “He says it’s rather important.” 

“Put him on screen.” 

As Spock’s image filled the screen, Nogura was astonished.  Mr. Spock looked haggard, and his 

voice sounded like it.  “Admiral, Jim informed me of his death and wanted me to make sure the proper 

arrangements are made.  Have you informed his family yet?” 

“I just found out about his death myself.  As for the arrangements, we haven’t reviewed his will.  

I will contact the family now and make arrangements for reviewing the will.  Goodbye for now, Captain 

Spock.” 

“Live long and prosper, Admiral.” 

*** 

About three hours later, Jim Kirk’s will was being viewed by his family, three close friends, and 

Admiral Nogura.  “If you’re watching this, I know that I’m dead.  That’s a strange feeling.  I probably died 

in the line of duty since I’m planning to change this if I ever retire.  Bones, I want you and Montgomery 

to arrange my memorial.  If I have any remains, please have them sent to the Klingons so that they’ll 

know that I’m dead and peace can be established.  Spock, you were my best friend and I’d like you to 

deliver my eulogy.  Mom, if you or Peter need something, Heihachiro has told me that he’ll always be 

there for you.  Peter, all of my worldly possessions with the exception of one thing now belong to you.  

Mr. Spock, you get the book which I keep on my nightstand all the time.  This is the last statement I can 

make and I’d like to quote Marx, ‘Last words are for fools who believe they haven’t said enough 

already.’  Goodbye.” 

*** 

The ceremony went beautifully.  A Romulan representative was there to apologize for the 

“unauthorized” and “unforgivable” actions of his officers.  The Federation Council chambers were 

packed with government representatives from numerous governments, including the Klingon Empire.  



Finally, Spock stepped up to the podium.  “We gather here today to celebrate the life and death of 

James T. Kirk, Starfleet’s greatest military hero since Garth of Izar.  His intuition and command ability 

were a great asset to the Federation, and his death is a tragedy.  In the sunset of his life, however, there 

is a last ray of hope which he has shed upon us; the Klingons have begun to accept peace overtures, and 

the Romulans have reduced hostile activities.  James T. Kirk has become a cornerstone of the 

Federation, and as long as our society exists, we will remember him as the man who so often saved all of 

us.  In closing, I would like to read something from his favorite book, a book I gave him and which he has 

now returned to me.  This statement sums up his death as well as any.”  He opened the antique book for 

which Kirk had showed great care.  He paused, then continued speaking.  “’It was the best of times, it 

was the worst of times.’”  A single tear rolled off of Spock’s cheek and fell to dampen the page. 



  



Epilogue 
 

McCoy and Scotty were sitting in San Francisco having a drink at a local bar, discussing old times.  

“How’s Spock doing nowadays?” asked Scott. 

“He’s doing better, but he hasn’t fully recovered from his breakdown yet, and he might never do 

so.  Apparently, some Vulcans have a genetic tendency to lose control of their emotions as they age.  

This process was accelerated by his human half and his close emotional ties to Jim.  This topic’s too 

gloomy.  What are you doing now?  I’m working on the Starfleet HQ medical staff.” 

“The Admirals offered me an admiralcy in charge of Starfleet Engineering.  I’ll probably accept.” 

*** 

Admiral Heihachiro Nogura stepped up to the podium and began his speech.  “Ladies and 

gentlebeings, friends and allies, I welcome you here today for two reasons: to christen a new starship 

and to introduce her new captain.  It is with great pleasure that I officially announce the promotion to 

the rank of Captain for Commander Elisabeth Day.”  She was a strong woman, physically and 

psychologically, and Nogura was thrilled.  She had graduated first in her class at the Academy several 

years before and had been a captain of the championship Outlast team.  She was one of those people 

who always got her way, not because she was spoiled, but because her desires coincided with the best 

interests of most people.  Everyone seemed to like her, including Nogura. 

When the applause died down, Nogura continued.  “Now, I present to you the prototype of our 

new Nebula class heavy cruiser.  This new ship carries on a great naval tradition, being named after two 

military sailing vessels, two aircraft carriers, Earth’s prototype space shuttle, and two previous 

federation starships.  Its continuing mission, to explore strange new worlds, to seek out new life, new 

civilizations… to boldly go where no man has gone before.  I give you the USS Enterprise!” 

 


