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uss MAXIMILLIAN

As soon as the figurehead of the vessel had been
destroyed, the cannons and lasers had stopped
firing. And for an instant, Lyon believed the hard
part had passed. Almost reading his mind, Blobbin
turned to Turock. “Is it over?”

Kelvok answered for him. “There is no sign of
any attacks from the vessel. However, their forward
progress has not slowed. At current speeds, the
vessel will impact the corona in nine minutes, fifty-
seven seconds.” The Vulcan nodded at Ensign
Merlomo, who had fed the information to the
console in Kelvok’s chair.

“Still better than how we were doing.” Turock
remarked. “At least they’re not shooting at us
anymore.”

“What’s left of the task force?”” Lyon asked.
T’Kill grimaced as he glanced at his console.
“Us...and the Black Elk. Everyone else is either
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destroyed or too damaged to keep fighting. The Elk
is advancing on the vessel...”

They watched the viewscreen intently as the
Akira-class ship moved forward, training its phasers
and torpedoes upon the multiple remaining power
cores of the immense vessel. A few shots hit,
before the vessel erupted to life again. A single
white column of fire erupted out of the middle of
the vessel, hitting the unprepared Elk head on.
Already weakened from the earlier attacks, the
smaller ship didn’t stand a chance, as the front half
of its saucer was annihilated in the lasers, simply
disappearing into the blackness. As the remainder
of the ship spun out of control, a large explosion
erupted from its engineering bay, and soon the rest
of the ship disappeared in immense fire.

“Damn!” T’Kill emitted, as the rest of the crew
reacted in horror. Each of them slowly came to a
stark realization. The vessel still had incredible
firepower...and the Maximillian was the only ship
left with any chance of stopping them. But there
was no choice now, forward was the only option.

As Kelvok gave the order, the ship began to fire
its remaining stock of Errsedorian torpedoes at
almost any source of power on the vessel it could
find. Yellow, red, and blue balls of incredible
power hit their targets exactly, and bursts of flame
soared into the stars from the impacts. Power cores
exploded in shockwaves. But they were the
redundancies, the backup cores. The main target
was left unhit and unharmed, twenty-five yards
away from the closest explosion, where Starblade
lay in unrelenting pain, unable to shut off his pain
sensors, and where the other android stood, his palm
on the glowing console, and his intent clear.
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As commanded by the Marconian, the immense
bolt of energy reappeared, firing out of the bowels
of the vessel, the last ditch effort that was never
supposed to be used, for it drew so much power
from the vessel that the nanomachines that would
repair it would be drained for weeks. But the time
had come for vengeance, even before the Federation
and all sentience would be wiped out. Lyon
himself, his ship, and his crew, must feel the pain
and savagery that he had visited upon the
Marconian people years before. The great energy
struck the Maximillian directly amidships. It hit
hard, shaking the ship, even sending it backwards
for an instant before it compensated.

But that was not the end. As the command staff
held tight to their consoles, and the crew clutched
their stations all over the ship, the laser fired again.
And again. With no time to recover, or even to
react, the energy struck the Maximillian in several
places, dead-on, on the nacelles, at the junctions,
and underneath. Each time hitting harder and
deadlier than any phaser or torpedo could hope to
strike. But it was the last blast that proved to be
strongest, which fortunately for the vessel was the
last one that they could make without seriously
compromising their remaining power cores. The
final surge of power surged directly through the
right nacelle, sending a bright array of sparks and
flame into the vacuum. So intense was the blast that
it completely severed the nacelle from the
Maximillian, and it flew off into space, the lighting
flickering inside it, the piece once essential, now
only dead weight.

The ship shook from the strain of losing one of
its needed parts more than ever before, and most
everyone was sent from their stations to the floor.
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Blobbin formed a ball and quickly rolled out of the
way as a beam ripped through the bridge’s ceiling
and smashed through his console, which he had
been attending to only moments before. As the air
filled with dust and smoke, he moved to the rear
stations, the few that were still operational. He
called out to the crew, not even knowing who was
still alive.

“That was a hell of an uppercut! We’ve
lost...jeez, just about everything!”

Over the intercom, the call came from the engine
room. Unknowing the situation on the bridge,
Tamak’s voice stayed calm, collected, despite the
hell that was occurring around him. “The warp core
has been compromised, Captain. Breach will occur
in three minutes.”

Kelvok struggled to his chair. “Contain it as best
you can, Commander.” At this point, he knew there
was no need to give further instructions. The crew,
now his crew, had been stretched well beyond their
breaking point, and anything else would distract
them from their goals. He trusted that they knew
full well what to do now. Instead, he cut off
engineering, and spoke aloud.

“Full power to weapons. Torpedoes fire.”

T°Kill struggled back into his seat to look upon
the viewscreen. The Maximillian was losing speed,
and already the vessel was pulling away from them.
He noticed that there were no bolts of fire coming
from the ship. He tapped his console, praying it was
still working. Assessing the situation, he yelled
back at Kelvok.

“Weapons room at full power!”

Kelvok nodded. “Bridge to tactical. Tactical
respond.”
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Seconds passed. No answer was forthcoming.
Fearing the worst, T’Kill punched in a quick
override, and attempted to launch the torpedoes
himself. There were still enough in stock to do
some damage. After pounding the buttons, he
realized that nothing was happening.

Kelvok questioned tactical again, but again there
was no response. Silent for a moment, watching the
vessel get farther out of range, he asked the
computer another question.

“Computer, is there any sign of radiation in the
torpedo bays?”

“Internal sensors offline. Deck 24 breached.”
The easy demeanor of the computer did not soothe
anyone in the room. For the remaining bridge crew,
all they could do is attempt manual overrides,
rerouting power to sensors, and anything else they
could think of. To go to the deck itself would be
suicide, and largely useless.

For Admiral Lyon, what they couldn’t do,
couldn’t even think of, was the only thing. As
everyone around him concentrated desperately on
their work, he rose from his seat in the front of the
bridge, circled around, and entered the turbolift.
Stating his destination, the doors shut, and the lift
moved.

In the main engineering bay, the blast doors were
not closed. Being as the vessel was only mere
minutes away from reaching its goal, keeping the
eventually-deadly radiation from spreading
throughout the ship was less than a priority.

Instead, the few crew members still alive continued
to work to the best of their ability. However, it was
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in vain. No matter their actions, they were
beginning to accept the truth. The warp core would
breach, and they would die.

Tamak, even beneath his Vulcan shell, was one
of the few not to accept it. There had to be a way.
Shutting down the core would not be good enough,
even if they could do it. The vessel would still
reach the sun, and everything would still be
incinerated. But try as he might, through his logical
mind, an answer was not forthcoming that would
save both the Maximillian and the sun itself.

Kragnar’s blood boiled as he glanced over the
darkened panels on the wall. This part of
Engineering was non-essential, especially at this
juncture, but it was not the panels themselves he
was looking at. It was the splatters of blood from a
crewman, another young ensign who had been too
close to a pole when the last intense blast came.
The blood was all that could be found of her.
Another life sacrificed to this enemy without a face.
It had killed Klingons, Federation, even Romulans.
It had killed his sister. No matter the race or creed,
it only meant destruction. He wished for the power
to at the very least drive this ship, this great
warship, into the hull of the vessel, to buy honor for
the fallen and the soon-to-be-fallen, so that the
barges of the dead would be full for untold time,
delivering their precious cargo to Sto-Vo-Kor. This
battle was fought in all their names. But the power
was weakening, and soon the ship would be at the
mercy of the winds of space, and then the inevitable
destructive wave, the last cry of Earth’s sun. He
growled loudly as he pounded the panel again,
uselessly.
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Tamak looked up at him. “You may believe me
or not, Commander, but I do understand your
feelings.”

Kragnar threw a angry glance at him. “You
understand nothing, Vulcan! I would gladly
sacrifice the lives of everyone here to stab that
monster in its ugly eye. But it is useless!” He
pounded the console again. Sending dust and bits of
grime off onto the floor.

Tamak blinked. “Commander Kragnar...Please
do that again.”

Kragnar looked at him. “What?”

“Indulge me, please.”

Shrugging, Kragnar hit the console again.
Again, particles flew outward. And this was what
Tamak was looking for.

Quickly, the Vulcan moved to a still-working
console and began hurriedly punching in
commands. “Commander, please begin the
immediate evacuation to the saucer section.”

Kragnar wasn’t sure if he had heard the chief
engineer correctly. “What?”

“Commander, if I eject the core, I am quite sure
that the entire ship cannot withstand the impact
wave, and we would be left in an unimaginably
worse position. Therefore, I am not going to eject
the core, nor will I contain it. I am sending
commands to the bridge to separate the saucer
section. Probability is high that...”

Kragnar understood, he just wasn’t sure if he
liked the idea. Separating the saucer section was
almost never done on a ship of this size, and doing it
as quickly as would be needed would allow only
minutes for an evacuation. Fortunately, almost
everyone on this section of the ship was dead or
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soon dead anyway. Regardless, the Klingon had
deep misgivings.
“If you are wrong...” He growled menacingly.
“If I am wrong, Commander, then we will die.
And I do not think that is avoidable at this point.”

The orders were given. The commands were
sent. What power was left on the Maximillian was
sent to the separation process. There was only time
for one quick announcement sent to the section that
would be left behind, before it was time to move.
The announcement saved fifty-three crewmembers,
out of the one-hundred-fifteen still alive. The gates
were closed off, the doors shut, and for the first time
since its initial tests, the saucer section of the U.S.S.
Maximillian decoupled from its stern. The thrusters
were activated much sooner than recommended, due
to the need to escape as fast as possible. At full
impulse, as fast as it could move without nacelles or
even an engineering bay, the saucer section limped
away. The vessel was still moving away, but at
least the pace had lessened, as the saucer moved in a
pointless pursuit.

The questionable part of Tamak’s plan played in
his mind as he watched nervously from his new
station on the bridge, and the low probability of
success he had worked out. He didn’t feel it
necessary to inform anyone of the odds.

Suddenly, with a silent flash of white, the warp
core breached. The stern portion of the Maximillian
disappeared behind several more white and orange
flashes, and then a larger one which encompassed
the entire stern. Left in its wake was a shockwave
that extended outward in a perfect circle. Out into
space, and towards the saucer.
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“Angle up, 40 degrees.” Kelvok seized his
chance. He knew Tamak, and knew that the odds
were low just by the raised eyebrow. The moment
of truth had arrived. Either the ship would ride the
wave, or be torn in half by the power of it. Tamak
had attempted to dampen it as much as possible
without containing it. Too much power and it
would have annihilated the ship as surely as if the
saucer had still been attached. Too little, and the
push would not be nearly enough. Tamak simply
had to make the best guess he could.

Even the Vulcans closed their eyes as the wave
hit the saucer at its back. There was a great jolt, and
there were more sparks. But that was all. Instead of
destroying what was left of the Maximillian, the
wave pushed the ship forward, accelerating it.
Instead of being outpaced by the vessel, they were
now exceeding its speed.

“Report!” Kelvok yelled.

“Current speeds three times impulse! We’ll
breach the sun right behind them!” Blobbin yelled.

“In firing range, Admiral?”

“Does Surak go in the woods?”’

“Yes, Kelvok!” T’Kill cut Blobbin off before he
could do any more damage.

“We need torpedoes. Admiral, please reroute
primary functions from...”

Blobbin cut him off as he looked over at the
empty seat on the bridge. Not empty because of a
dead or wounded body nearby, just empty.

“Where’s Rob? “

Lyon sat in his quarters, staring at himself in the
miraculously still unbroken mirror. The bags under
his eyes, the unkempt hair, this was not what he was
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looking at. Instead he was looking himself in the
eyes, the first time he had been able to do this in
years. He glanced at his rank on the collar of his
shirt, and he steeled himself. The rest of the crew
had done their parts, keeping them alive. For Lyon
himself now, it was time.

The steel-like grating of the catwalk was cold
and unyielding beneath Starblade’s face, yet he did
not feel much at all besides the now dullness
encompassing the left side of his face. The gaping
hole had bled out, the synthetic blood that was only
contained within his body for show now dripped
down into the bowels of the vessel, and there was a
faint feeling of dryness. His pain sensors, typically
off, had failed him, and were now continuing to
register the ache with occasional stabs of sharp pain,
beginning where his eye had been and cascading
outward throughout his entire body. Even so, he felt
the repair process beginning, the small machines
that were normally dormant coming to life
throughout his body, rushing to repair the horrible
damage. In an optimal situation, the repair process
would take a week. The current situation, of
course, was anything but optimal.

As he struggled to focus through the splattered
blood covering his face, he could just make out the
image of Canty, his right hand on a control panel,
concentrating intently. Starblade shook off a
sudden wave of nausea, inwardly cursing his
human-like reflexes, and focused his one remaining
eye on what his twin was doing.

He saw Canty’s’ face turn from satisfaction to
anger, and a click glance at the panel revealed why.
It showed images happening behind them, of the
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apparent destruction of the back half of the
Maximillian, and the saucer section beginning to
overtake their current speed. Starblade felt a pang
of sadness at the partial loss of his ship, but he knew
that it was necessary, and wished for everyone to be
all right. He also watched Canty grimace, and place
a finger towards the bottom of the screen, and drag
it up to the saucer section, as though dragging a
target to it.

Starblade attempted to yell out, to distract Canty
as much as possible, to buy his ship more time. All
that was able to escape from his damaged throat was
a weak “No...” Canty heard him all the same, and
turned his bruised head to him.

“Still defiant. I’'m impressed.”

Starblade, unable to speak more than a few
words at this point, slowly raised himself up on his
hands and knees, and tried to crawl. Satisfied with
this slow progress, he moved himself, extremely
slowly, towards Canty. The Marconian shook his
head.

“Poor Critch Starblade. From the heights of
fame and glory, reduced to crawling across his own
ship. Reduced to being nothing more worthy than a
Ka-Ki-Ri!”

Starblade ignored the taunts, instead
concentrating all his strength on continuing to
move, to do whatever he could to buy the
Maximillian more time. He continued his
movement, focusing with his remaining eye on his
enemy, dragging a leg that refused to move. Finally
he pushed himself onto the platform, at last done
with the unending catwalk. It seemed his plan was
working. Canty continued to regard him with a
mixture of amusement and disgust, but did not fire
again on the ship.

381



Canty smirked. “So unyielding, so powerful...”
He crossed over from the panel to his counterpart,
standing in front of him. Starblade used all the
strength left within him just to reach out and grasp
Canty’s’ ankle. The doppelganger shook his head
sadly, and raised his leg sharply, kicking Starblade
hard under his chin. The impact sent him upwards,
end over end, and sailed slowly through the air until
he fell, facing the core again, back onto the catwalk.
Canty finished his thoughts. “So pathetic. Can’t
even stand to walk. Lesser Marconians than you
could have withstood much more.” He looked back
at the panels, appraising the progress of the
Maximillian. “Still...” He began to walk towards
Starblade, his grey boots making the catwalk rattle
loosely.

“Still, you deserve a warrior’s death. Well, not
you exactly...but the Marconian you once were.
The true Critch Starblade. The man who thought
duty and honor were more important than these
mere shells we will control and destroy! But...it
seems that man is gone. And all that is left...is you.
So you’ll have to do.” As he had done before, he
reached out and pulled a metal stabilizing bar from
the catwalk, pulling it free with a sharp grinding
sound. Chains swung loosely for a moment,
clanging against the sides, hiding all other noise as
Canty marched toward Starblade.

“How I wished....How I wished to bring you
back to Marconia with me, the victor, the
conquering hero that had only lost his way, not his
mind. The parades, the crowds. We would reign
supreme forever, you and I, Critch. And your mind
would be restored to its former glory, and all would
have been as it should be.” Canty shook his head
sadly, as Starblade struggled to rise again, finding
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more energy, but still not able to arrange it in any
kind of organization. “But it is not to be.”

Canty raised the metal bar; both fists wrapped
around it tightly, and brought it above his head.
Starblade could not see what was happening, and
was not even thinking about his imminent demise.
It was all he could do just to push himself upwards.

“Farewell, Critch Starblade. May your mind find
you in your next incarnation.” The bar at its peak,
and Canty’s eyes closed, dreading what he now had
to do. He forcefully and quickly lowered the bar
towards its final destination, the small of Starblade’s
back, and within his back itself, his power center.
The core of his being.

The bar arched through the air...

A scaly hand caught the bar as it sailed over
Canty’s head. It wrapped around it and stopped all
forward progress. Starblade was safe, for the
moment. For an instant, Canty didn’t know what
had happened, all he knew was that the bar had
simply stopped moving, and he was unable to move
it. He couldn’t imagine what it could have gotten
stuck on, since there was nothing above or around
him.

Starblade was puzzled by the sudden silence, and
turned his head around slowly. What he saw
shocked him.

Karei, Canty’s Ka-Ki-Ri, held on to the
android’s now struggling hand. Canty flailed
around, growling at his servant. “What are you
doing? Release me!”

The Ka-Ki-Ri simply shook its head. “No
more.”

Canty flailed wildly, bringing his other hand
around, screaming in curses that Starblade’s
universal translator could not decipher. He found
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more strength somewhere within him, and pulled
himself up to an unsteady position, using the
catwalk rails to hold him. He advanced slowly to
the battlers.

Karei’s head snapped around. “No! Starblade
must reach panel!” With one of his many hands, he
gestured towards the same controls that Canty had
just controlled. Not understanding, Starblade
reached out.

“DO IT!” It growled as Canty, his strength
having no effect, bit into the creature’s flesh.
Frowning, Starblade held on to the catwalk railing
as he moved past the two as quickly as his damaged
body would allow. It was just seconds, but at this
late stage everything felt ten times longer than it
actually was. His entire weight pushed against the
railing, but it held strong, and over a relatively short
period of time in which the heat of the approaching
sun caused sweat to form on his brow, Starblade
reached the panel.

He grimaced at the sharp aches ricocheting
throughout his body, and frowned at the screen as
he now held on to the sides of the panel, lest he fall
over and waste precious time regaining his footing.
He quickly dragged the targeting cursor to the side
of the screen, away from the slowly approaching
saucer section, which curiously enough was still not
firing. At a loss for his next step, he looked back
towards the other two occupants of the vessel.

Karei was holding strong, but his grip had
lessened somewhat, as the Marconian had now
grabbed hold of a metal bar holding the catwalk
together, and was trying to pull it free, again using
one as a weapon. It did not seem to concern the Ka-
Ki-Ri though, as he turned his head towards
Starblade. “Bottom of panel. Controls.”
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Still confused, he placed a finger at a small
purple square jutting out from the bottom of the
panel. New images replaced the Maximillian,
images of the vessel, and images of the power cores
still operational. He realized he now could give
better coordinates to his ship, if he still had time to
do it. But there was something else to do first, as he
noticed one particular set of controls, off to the right
side.

He looked at Karei, silently asking for
permission, and confirming that this was what the
Ka-Ki-Ri had meant. Karei simply nodded,
resigned to placing his fate in Starblade’s bloodied
hands.

With no choice, and no time, Starblade pressed
inward on the last set of controls. It was silent for a
heartbeat, and then the sound begun. Loud howling
and roaring came out of nowhere to instantly
surround the three, and alongside it brought wind.
Terrible rushing wind blowing the atmosphere of
the vessel into space. The last controls had dropped
the invisible shielding surrounding the vessel,
exposing it entirely to the viciousness of space.
Already on the locations closest to the sun, the
leading edges of the vessel, they were superheating,
glowing bright red. An awesome sight were there
anyone close enough and unoccupied enough to
appreciate it. At this point, however, the three were
more preoccupied with survival. Starblade had
looped his arms around a nearby skinny pole and
held on as his brown synthetic hair blew upwards,
his tattered uniform threatening to fly off in the
wind. Canty was now horizontal and tilting
upwards, feet first, his hands refusing to remove
themselves from the metal bar, which was slightly
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bending. He was screaming wordless curses into
the wind, undoubtedly

Marconian in nature, but they were lost into space
as he himself was close to becoming. Karei had
fallen back, but had not fallen off, clutching now to
the android’s legs, trying now to pull Canty off
before he fell off himself.

Canty caught Starblade’s eye, and a look of
unrelenting rage came across his face. Noting that
his bar was bending and now threatening to snap in
two, he began to shuffle himself, one arm at a time,
towards his counterpart. If he could just reach the
controls, he could restore the shielding, and
complete his mission. Starblade wasn’t even
looking, his mind concentrating on becoming one
with the pole to avoid a pointless death.

As Canty moved slowly across, the ship was
tearing itself apart. Large pieces of metal and
shrapnel, and several panels and controls ripped
themselves straight out of their holds, spiraling
upwards, burning in the emptiness of space from the
heat of the sun. One large bit of machinery, almost
resembling an engine, flew upwards through the
chasm right past the three. It sailed into an upper
level, wedging itself neatly through a Y junction of
metal.

More and more pieces flew past, most smaller
than the large machine, as Canty moved ever closer
to his unknowing prey. When he was but five steps
away, Karei knew it was time to act, and there was
no other way. He looked up at his ally.
“STARBLADE!” He screamed even over the noise,
and was now close enough to be heard.

As Starblade turned his head, realizing
something was wrong if he could hear the raspy
yell, Karei finished. “SAVE KA-KI-RI.
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REMEMBER YOUR WORD.” With that, he
reared back his head, bearing his teeth, and sunk
them into Canty’s back.

The Marconian roared, and for one brief instant,
the pain overruled any thoughts of preserving his
life or vengeance upon Starblade. Instead, he let go
of the bar in order to remove the Ka-Ki-Ri’s teeth,
and perhaps his life. One mistake was all it took.
Screaming words unintelligible even in his native
tongue, he was carried, screaming and flailing all
the way, past the few upper levels of the vessel,
alongside his former slave, into the blackness and
airlessness of space. A space that at this time, was
not cold, but in fact heating up to incredible levels
very quickly.

“Captain! Look!”

The Maximillian’s state had not improved, the
firing solution had not been provided, and Kelvok
was at a loss to what their next step would be. But
the words of the young ensign behind him made him
tear his eyes away from the padd in front of him to
gaze upon the viewscreen. Though half of the
screen was blinking, damaged in the battle, it was
still enough for him to rise to his feet. “Magnify.”
He spoke sternly.

Two figures, waving their bodies wildly as
though calling their God to save them.

“Sir, two faint life signs...One
unidentified....One Android!”

There was no time to even acknowledge. “Beam
them to...”

“Too late!”

387



For Karei, it was painless, and welcome. It was
cold, then very hot. The pressures and temperatures
froze him to the core, and then burned him from the
inside out. But as he died, he knew that he had
given his people a chance. If Starblade could now
be trusted, there may yet be a future for Ka-Ki-Ri.
A future that he would never now, as his body
disintegrated in the immense heat.

For Canty, his superior systems prevented such a
quick death. And there was no peace for him, nor
thoughts of reflection, or even the life passing
through his eyes. Only now soundless screaming,
useless, into the hot red and yellow blaze. The heat
seared off his synthetic flesh, his hair, his clothing,
until all he was, was metal. Bright and silver, and
still alive, still feeling the heat, the mouth still open
although any circuitry for voice was long since
gone. The Marconian felt the hot pain of death as
his pieces literally melted away, and he watched it
all until his eyes bubbled and boiled to nothingness,
until there was literally nothing left of the former
commander of the military corps of Marconia but a
tiny unimpressive fireball spiraling towards the sun,
growing smaller and smaller until it disappeared
completely from existence, burned away.

With nothing else that he could do, Starblade
hurriedly reached out and grabbed the sides of the
panel again. The wind had only intensified, and as
he did so, he nearly lost his grip, flying up into the
air as his twin and Karei had done prior.

But he kept one hand on the side, and grabbed
for the panel, brushing against the shielding controls
as he did so. Another heartbeat passed...and the
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wind stopped. Pieces of metal that were still flying
upwards suddenly had artificial gravity impressed
upon them, and then returned with horrible grinding
and crashes to the floors below. The large piece of
metal leaned down, tilting a bit in another direction,
but held, wedged in the Y formation loosely.

Sighing, but remembering the limited time
available to him, Starblade tapped the panel again.
It 1it up purple.

The bridge was in shock. In all probability, they
had just watched the destruction of their only hope
of stopping the vessel, even if they could fire upon
it. Most simply stared blankly at the screen, as
Tamak attempted to calm them.

“We have no way of knowing if that was truly
Commander Starblade. There were other identical
beings on that vessel.”

Almost as if by command, a voice sounded out
throughout the bridge. “Starblade to Maximillian,
anyone still alive over there?”

A few silent whispers of “Yes” were heard as
Kelvok let out a small, unnoticeable sigh before he
could catch himself. “It is agreeable to hear from
you, commander.”

“No time to chat. Can you read my position?”

“Sensors are mostly offline, commander. |
believe we are reading a faint signal from your
position, however. Not enough for a transport,
unfortunately, but...”

“Work on that quick, Kelvok. There’s a power
core roughly twenty yards from my position, you
get that?”

The ensign nodded, and Kelvok replied. “Yes,
commander.”
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“That’s it. Blow it to hell.”

The large piece of metal swayed and dipped as it
was beginning to slide from its berth within the ‘Y’
and small pieces of rubble rained down from it
directly below. One struck Starblade on the top of
his head as Kelvok responded, but he ignored it.
“What do you mean you can’t fire? All you have to
do is hit this thing once and she’ll go!”

Kelvok’s voice echoed throughout the now
nearly uninhabited vessel. “We are ascertaining the
cause and developing a solution as we speak,
commander.”

Starblade was exasperated. “Kelvok, we’re at
under five minutes here!”

“I am aware, commander.”

“I....” There was a great grinding and
scratching, and Starblade looked up. His eyes grew
wide as he could only let out a weak “Ah hell.”
Before the large piece of metal, wedged for barely a
minute, crashed down upon Critch Starblade,
crushing him to the floor beneath several tons of
rubble.

“Commander? Commander, are you still there?”
They had heard the noise, but had no idea what it
meant. All they knew was that the line was still
open. But there was no response. Each feared the
worst, and they looked back up at the approaching
star, one by one, and each thought the same thing.

What the hell would they do now?
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USS MAXIMILLIAN

KELVOK LOOKED AT TAMAK WITH THE
same stern and unyielding expression he always
used, but beneath the collected exterior was a
torment of repressed emotion that threatened to
overwhelm the Vulcan. The same could be said of
Tamak himself, busy trying to hurriedly fix the
problem in the armory. They kept their emotional
side in check, as much as for each other as for
anyone else, so that they may weather this crisis.
Tamak glanced upwards. “Captain, [ have
exhausted all avenues. It is not possible to
reconfigure the controls to a functional state with
the amount of time we have available to us.”

Kelvok simply looked back at him. “And there
1s no time to do it manually?”

“It would not be possible at any stage. To enter
the weapons bay would be comparable to suicide
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with the amount of radiation that has been released.
Whoever went in would likely succumb to the
effects before they could complete the wiring
process.”

Kelvok nodded. “You will keep trying.”

“Yes, Captain. Until I cannot.” Until death, the
unspoken words hanging in the air. Tamak turned
back to his console, and Kelvok swiveled around in
his chair, waiting, even hoping, for a solution to
present itself. As the great Vulcans had always said,
there are always possibilities.

He stared at the viewscreen, at least the portions
of it that were still functional. Behind the
flickering, he saw the vessel approaching the sun.
More and more of it now was close enough to feel
the full effects of the heat, and while the shielding
had been restored, the forward portions of the ship
were glowing bright red now. If Commander
Starblade was still alive, he thought, he may not be
for very much longer.

The vessel, now unmanned, continued its
leisurely pace towards its destination, it’s powerful
weaponry armed and ready to fire once it reached its
exact coordinates, now mere minutes away. Behind
it flew the Maximillian, at least what was left of it,
with no way of preventing the vessel’s forward
progress, and no way of destroying it.

Nervously, almost unconsciously, Kelvok
targeted the power core that Commander Starblade
had referred to. Although he had not even the
power to ram the saucer into it, it comforted him
somewhat that if there was any change, he had made
it that much easier to complete their mission.

The two ships, remaining locked in their
continuous dance that had begun days before,
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continued on to a horrible future, only minutes
away.

After the disastrous explosions and attacks that
the ship had weathered, all was quiet in the
hallways. There were few crewmembers left alive,
and those that were left were gathered in their
assigned positions. With only minutes left to live,
the few not on duty or too scared to be on duty were
hiding in their quarters, clutching tightly to what
was left of their lives.

The sound of footfalls echoed throughout the
hall. The military grade boots landed heavily on the
carpet as their occupant marched purposefully.
Despite the great need, he did not move quickly, but
still made progress. Heavy things weighed upon his
mind, and that was what was driving him onward.

Admiral Robert Lyon, in his full dress uniform,
had left his quarters with a single goal in mind. His
head was up, and he was filled with a sense of duty,
and finally, honor. He hadn’t felt honor in many
years. All reflection was gone; all that was left was
service.

He passed many doors, and he marveled at the
fact that he still knew the names of everyone that
lived in the rooms. Names of crewmembers that he
had never met. But because they were on the
Maximillian, on his ship, he had made it a point to
know who was serving. Who he would have to
count on to save his life. He just never would have
guessed that the one person that he couldn’t count
on was himself.

That was in the past now. At this late hour, he
had moved onward from that thought. A new idea
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had been placed in his head as though by divine
intervention, and he would make good on this idea,
despite how little time was left.

He continued to move, undaunted and unafraid,
and fully expecting to be unchallenged. Everyone
else had their part to play. The bridge crew doing
their part, the many crewmembers doing theirs. At
long last, it was time for Admiral Lyon to do his.
He had thought he was fulfilling his tasks before,
but now he could see that he was only helping to
bring about this situation, which now had to be
rectified.

His head held high, his confidence restored, he
rounded the corner, and was surprised to see two
other figures standing in his path, blocking the hall.

Admiral Blobbin, and Admiral T Kill.

He stopped as well. “Admirals.”

Blobbin pudged forward slightly. “Out for a
doomsday stroll?”

Lyon smirked. “I should ask you the same thing.
Shouldn’t you two be on the bridge?”

T°Kill moved past him, placing himself between
Lyon and Blobbin. “You’re not doing it, Rob.”

“This isn’t open to debate, we’re out of options.”

“You don’t know that, we’ve still got a
couple...”

Lyon, increasingly aware of the time constraints,
cut him off. “I’ve made my decision, and I’d
appreciate it if you keep track of who your ranking
officer is.”

“Stars don’t mean anything right now, Rob. 1
don’t give a damn if you have a hundred, you’re not
doing it.”

Lyon nodded, and said very quietly, “I’m sorry,
Turock.” And with that, he calmly pulled out a
small phaser and shot Admiral T’Kill in the gut. He
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looked at Lyon, shocked, and then crumpled to the
floor.

As Lyon stepped over the unconscious form,
Blobbin whistled. “Shoot him again. I want to
remember that.”

“Just set to stun. He’d never have let me...He’s
too good of a friend, far better than I deserve after
all this.” Lyon paused. “You’re going to have to
get out of the way too, Blobbin. You know you
can’t stop me.”

The Errsedorian chuckled. “Phh, we don’t even
know if that thing works on me. And this’d be a
real stupid time to find out.” There was a minute
where the two Admirals stared each other down.
Then, to Lyon’s surprise, Blobbin saluted Lyon
seriously for the first time in his life. He had a
serious look on his face as he did this, and he did
not change color. Lyon didn’t even think Blobbin
could make a serious face. Then, slowly, as though
he really wasn’t even moving, Blobbin pudged to
the side. He spoke quietly. “Is the word given,
Admiral?”

Lyon smiled sadly. “The word is given.”

Blobbin nodded his head. “If this means a
promotion, I’1l hunt you down.”

Admiral Lyon saluted his strange friend. “Thank
you, Blobbin.”

“Don’t screw it up.” As Blobbin watched, Lyon
continued down the hallway, his purpose returning.
At the far end, he disappeared into a turbolift.
Blobbin watched the doors closed, and sighed,
sadly, turning to T’Kill’s body.

“Just you and me now.”
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Even with the restored shielding, the heat from
the sun was taking its toll on the vessel. The front
left corner had entered the star’s corona, and was
now completely bright red, from temperatures
reaching over a million degrees Celsius. The bridge
crew simply sat now, all hope draining, all avenues
pursued, and found lacking. The vessel would enter
the sun, do whatever it was that it was going to do,
and destroy it. The Maximillian would be
destroyed, along with the Earth, the Moon, and any
other planet within range. Somehow the vessel
would survive, and move on. Knowing its weak
spot gave no comfort to Kelvok, knowing he was
facing his final moments. He theorized that other
ships on other worlds may yet have a chance for
stopping it, if it could be arranged in time without
the vessel reconfiguring and repairing itself. He
glanced back to the fearful looking ensign.

“Please send a coded subspace message to
Vulcan. Inform them of everything that has
transpired, including Commander Starblade’s last
message.” The ensign nodded, shaking a bit.
Kelvok rose, walked a few steps, and laid a hand on
his shoulder. “We must have faith that this is as it
should be, Ensign Merlomo. All things pass. We
must do our duty, however, until the very end.”
Merlomo nodded, and moved to complete his final
task. Kelvok returned to his chair, realizing that this
is exactly how Admiral Winslow at the Archer
Observatory must have felt as he first laid eyes on
the vessel. Defeated, dejected, and totally without
hope of seeing another day. He sat back, folded his
hands together, and began to meditate, as the
remainder of the bridge crew prepared to meet their
ends in their own ways.
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The turbolift doors did not open quickly as they
had been designed to do once Lyon had arrived at
his destination. Instead, they opened about a quarter
of the way, stopped for a beat, and then slowly
opened completely. Lyon stepped into the deck,
and surveyed the damage.

All around him, there was chaos. Holes and
tears were ripped into the walls, stretching
completely throughout the hallway. Bodies, some
burned horribly, lay strewn about. Lyon began
walking slowly, not taking his eyes off the scene,
not allowing himself relief from the disturbing sight.
This was part of his penance, he must witness this.
As he walked forward steadily, images of his life
came to him, as they had been since he had left his
quarters. He allowed them to stay in the back of his
mind, while keeping his focus on the task.

His parents watched him as he graduated from
Starfleet Academy, their faces beaming with pride
as he took his first steps as a full-fledged officer of
Starfleet.

He passed by a crewman whose face was so
mangled that Lyon could not tell who he was
anymore. Another face lost, forgotten in a needless
war.

The argument had lasted for hours, and she had
finally left, fed up with the endless discussion. She
would be back, but only to repack her belongings.
She was right to suspect him, he supposed. He was
already married, only not to a woman, but to his
ship.
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Even though he had not entered his destination,
had not even approached the doors, he began to feel
nauseous, as the radiation had leaked out into the
entire bay by this time. It didn’t matter. As long as
he could stay conscious to complete his mission,
nothing would matter.

Proud of his officer, Lyon shook the young half-
Romulan’s hand with a grin. Turock T’Kill had
been the finest officer Lyon had under his command,
and he was the only man that he could even
consider to become the next Captain of the U.S.S.
Maximillian.

The doors to the well-lighted armory opened as
though nothing was wrong, but even as he entered,
Lyon knew that was not the case. There was a
green haze in the air, and he was feeling sicker and
weaker by the moment. He knew he had to end this
quickly.

He still didn’t know what had happened to strand
him here, in 20th century Earth, in this place, but he
wasn’t complaining. With a cold drink and friendly
conversation, he realized that for the first time in a
very long time, he felt at ease with his surroundings.
He leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes, and
fell asleep easily.

He moved as quickly as his body would allow to
the main console. Assessing their damage, he was
pleased that most of the damage was superficial,
despite its effect on closing off control to the bridge
and surrounding systems. The plan would work.
Tapping a panel quickly, he watched as a small bay
door opened across the room. It would be a tight fit,
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but he could do it. He moved his hand again, and
noted that he now saw two images of a hand in front
of him. He shook it off, willing his body and this
ship as well, to stay together for just one more
minute.

Lyon wept as though he had all the time in the
world. Everything else fell away as he cursed his
surroundings, the night, the day, and life itself. It
felt to him as though there would be no tomorrow,
and he could not bring himself to care. His only son
was gone forever.

The torpedo sat silently in the cramped tube, not
hinting at its immense power. Lyon squeezed
himself between the ceiling and the torpedo,
wishing that he had actually stuck to a diet once in
his life. Sucking in a breath, which only served to
make him woozier, he rolled over, facing the inner
control console on the ceiling. He overrode the
console, and pulled the panel off, revealing charred,
bright green wiring. Frowning, but focused, he
pulled a frayed wire down, and unhinged it, pulling
it apart.

Lyon looked down at the academy, allowing
himself to feel again like a parent, as he watched the
android, now Lieutenant Starblade, teach a group of
cadets about a transporter’s function and form.

Lyon had been a major role in the android’s
upbringing, concise as it was, and hoped that one
day they would be able to work together, perhaps
even on the Maximillian itself.

It was incredibly difficult to work now. He felt
the temperature rising steadily, everything was
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fuzzy, and it was painful to move. He swallowed,
sweating profusely, and continued to pull down
wires, searching for the connection that must be
there somewhere...

Lyon laughed at Blobbin, and called him a twit
for what must 've been the tenth time that day. On
this small planet, they had taken a break from the
conference, and it had resulted in a painful spray of
milk from Lyon’s nose as Blobbin cracked a joke. It
was nice to get away from Starfleet, even if it was
only for a few hours.

There were two wires, Lyon swore there were.
Both pulsing green, both waiting for the connection
to each other. The bypass must have worked, and
all that was left was for them to be held together.
Lyon started at the wires, and begged the air for the
strength for one last motion.

Lyon stared out upon the promenade, so
immensely proud of his officers. New Captain
Septaric. Commander Kragnar. Lieutenant
Commander Kelvok. Lieutenant Commander
Tamak. Lieutenant Commander Starblade.
Lieutenant Amy Armstrong Thomas. And his
friends, moving towards him, Admirals T Kill and
Blobbin. No matter his past, no matter what lay
before them, he knew that with the strength of his
ship, the mighty Max, they would best any
challenge.

The connection was made.
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A bright green light flashed on Kelvok’s panel,
and he awoke from his mediation, unable to hold
back from being visibly startled. Unaware that he
was completely out of the meditative state, Tamak
started. “Captain...”

Kelvok jumped to his feet. “FIRE!”

The torpedo bay opened. From out of it soared a
single blue orb of energy and power. The torpedo
soared through space, out of the bowels of the
Maximillian, and through the stars. It made a lazy
turn, and began to sink. Faster and faster it dove
straight down now, approaching its target, homing
in.

With an incredible blast, it struck the central
power core of the vessel at vast speeds. The core, as
had the others when struck, instantly imploded, and
then burst into a wave of flame that spread upward
and downward along the connecting pillars, setting
off other explosions and fires along the tunnels.
This one was different, however. The central power
source of the vessel was connected to all other
cores, and now they were being overloaded. The
redundancies had failed, and soon all over the vessel
there were massive explosions. Great flames shot
into space high and far, and it was not long before
the incredible artificial intelligence that the ship had
been programmed with went completely offline,
killed as though putting a bullet through its brain.

With nothing left to command the great vessel,
lights flickered, consoles powered off and on,
resetting themselves over and over, and massive
overloads took place throughout the infrastructure.
More explosions happened, and portions of the ship
were annihilated in the blasts.
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The bridge crew watched, aghast and not able to
even celebrate as the vessel began to list, and slowly
veered off towards the left of the viewscreen.
Ensign Merlomo glanced at his screens, and did
some quick calculations. “Captain! It’s going to
miss entering the sun’s photosphere! No impact
vector!”

Hope had been lost, and now restored, as the
crew finally burst into long held in cheers, and some
broke down crying at the reality of how close they
had come to witnessing firsthand the destruction of
everything they knew. Kelvok sank into his seat,
allowing one emotion to wash over him.

Relief.

Despite the immense blasts, all was silent in
space. The yellow flames reflected off of the cold
skin of Admiral Robert Lyon’s body, which after
being pulled out by the vacuum caused by the open
torpedo bay door, was now floating throughout the
wreckage, moving towards the sun, to disappear in a
painless blaze of glory.

The destruction continued on the vessel. The last
cores had erupted, and now there was massive
energy feedback occurring all over. Columns were
disappearing in immense fireballs, and much of the
ship seemed to resemble many species version of
hell. Near the impact point of the central core, all
was rubble, but still relatively undamaged, the
catwalks and consoles holding together. All there
was, was metal and tubing and wires sparking.
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And suddenly, a hand.

The hand reached out of the large pile of rubble,
and grasped a piece of metal, shoving it out of the
way, freeing another hand. Slowly, the two hands
worked together, freeing the rest of the body. And
the body stood on unsteady feet, bleeding, broken,
but not finished. Not yet.

Critch Starblade was still alive.

One leg was smashed, the circuitry exposed.
Useless. He did not worry about that. He pulled
himself free of the wreckage, tumbling down the
pile as he did so. Not taking the precious time to
look around him, he hobbled towards the console,
which was sparking, but still lit up. He had no idea
if it was still working, but he was completely out of
other ideas.

Even as he heard an explosion, easily the largest
he had ever heard, behind him, he placed a hand on
the console. He felt the shockwave, felt the heat
burn his uniform and cause the synthetic skin on his
back to blister and peel. He thought as hard as he
ever had thought, concentrated on one thing, and
then yelled to the stars.

“Critch to Maximillian...GET ME THE HELL
OUT OF HERE!”

Another explosion, as big as the first, not as
close though. He turned, and watched the vessel
burn around him. He had no idea if the Maximillian
had heard his call, he didn’t even know if they were
still there. But it was all he could do. He watched a
wave of flame spread, tall as the Max itself, and
wider than two of the Sovereigns put together. He
closed his eyes as it reached him, and felt a very
particular feeling, yet familiar.

Was this death?
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“We’ve got him, sir.”

With those words, another cheer went up from
the bridge crew. The transmission had reached the
Maximillian successfully, and Critch Starblade was
safe. Kelvok nodded. “Good work.”

He watched as the vessel tore itself apart. It
had broken into three parallel pieces, moving
alongside each other, and each was now completely
engulfed in flame. Kelvok had ordered full shields,
though he knew that was impossible, but he was
working to try to raise them as high as possible. If
the vessel was going to go up as he thought it
would, he did not want this ship lost at the moment
of their greatest triumph.

Unexpectedly, a turbolift door opened. Kelvok
turned, and almost lost his composure at the sight of
the android, a hole torn in his face, his leg damaged,
his uniform in tatters. There were assorted gasps
from the bridge crew, as Starblade nodded at
Kelvok. “Don’t worry; it’s worse than it looks.”

“Commander...”

“I need to see this, Kelvok.”

Kelvok was about to say something, but then just
simply nodded. He turned back to his work, as
Starblade watched the screen intently.

From the middle piece of the vessel, there was a
bright flash, and a blue column of light erupted.
Other columns began to appear on the other pieces,
and then there was a much larger light, spreading
from the center of the first piece and moving
outward. It was immense energy, the remainder of
the power of the vessel. It moved quickly,
vaporizing the defenseless pieces, and then there
was another explosion, greater than the last, sending
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the Maximillian end over end. The shockwaves
buffeted the ship, causing hull failures and scars,
tearing great holes through every necessary portion
of the ship. The bridge crew was tossed around,
some flying through the air, landing painfully on
sensitive equipment.

Then, as quickly as it started...it ended. The
shockwaves moved on, becoming less and less
powerful with each passing moment, and then they
disappeared completely, all energy expended. The
debris fields were massive, dwarfing even what was
left of the Borg attack at Wolf 359, encircling the
sun and the surrounding areas.

Starblade blinked, and groaned from new pains
attacking his body. Still alive. He slowly moved to
his feet, as slow as possible. He was helped by
Kelvok, who offered a hand up. Together they
stood, and looked out upon the stars and the sun
itself, and the pieces of vessel that now were falling
into the sun. They breathed silently as more and
more officers regained their composure.

It was over. After a period of days that were the
most dangerous and stressful in the Federation’s
history, it was all over. The vessel was gone.

There was cheering on all decks where there
were survivors. The mood was switched in an
instant. To the sound of cheers Turock T Kill
awoke, his head pounding. Before he remembered
what had happened, he thought he had a hangover.
When he saw Blobbin hovering over him, he
recoiled. “What the hell’s going on?”

Blobbin looked slightly different, a bit paler than
Turock had ever seen him. “I don’t think you want
to know.”
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On the bridge, Starblade allowed himself a smile.
A sort of giddiness filled him that can only be felt
by those that have had a brush with death. Grinning
now, he looked around him. Glancing from side to
side, his grin disappeared as quickly as it arrived. A

sinking feeling enveloped him. He turned to
Kelvok.

“Where’s Rob?”
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USS MAXIMILLIAN

“Amazing grace, how sweet the sound, that
saved a wretch like me, [ once, was lost, but now,
am found, was blind, but now, I see.”

The sound of sorrowful singing once again filled
the cargo bay of the U.S.S. Maximillian. This time,
though there was still death involved, the
circumstances were far different. Instead of one
death, there were hundreds. And instead of a
relatively complete ship to hold the mass funeral, all
that was left of the mighty ship was half of its
saucer section, and less than a tenth of a crew. The
rest had been lost to space, or fire, or poison. As for
the ship itself, what little had been not destroyed by
the last blast from the vessel was ripped apart by the
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immense shockwave caused by incredible power
fluctuations and overloads.

There was much discussion by the powers of
Starfleet, their numbers thinned by the battle, over
what to do about the amount of mass death.
Typically, funerals of this type are held on the ships
on which the crew members served, unless there are
differing circumstances or arrangements, or if their
heritage forbids it. Since the ship was still in one
piece, albeit a smaller piece than it had started off
as, it was decided that the funerals would go
forward as planned. In mass, as soon as possible.

So it was, three days after the Marconian vessel
was destroyed, that over three hundred caskets,
many unfilled, most of them closed, sat in the cargo
bay. They had been retrofitted into makeshift
torpedoes, as had become tradition in the
Federation. Whether in body or spirit, all would be
committed to the stars.

The singing went on, the classic song that
accompanied these events for centuries serving as a
somber backdrop for the horrible coda to the brief
war. It had claimed a new Captain, and even
beyond S’quid Tai Septaric and the multitudes of
crew that had joined her in the great beyond, the war
had claimed an Admiral, the highest ranked Admiral
in the history of the Federation thus far. The
torpedo that bore his name sat as silent and
unadorned as any of the others, blending in amongst
the hundreds of similar torpedoes that lay on the
ground, ready for their final duty.

The onlookers filed past Admiral Lyon’s coffin,
some with tears, some saluting, some silently
shuftling past, but all doing so with respect. No
matter what his past had created, no matter what the
outcome of his actions had been, he had more than
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made up for any wrongdoing. The great Admiral
would be remembered, his legacy carrying forward
with the legends.

The onlookers moved on, now moving to a safe
location. The quiet executor of the task watched
and waited patiently as the sad group reached their
destinations, behind red and yellow lines marked off
hours before. With a nod, he gave an order, and
force fields were raised, shielding was lowered, and
one by one the coffins began to be fired into space,
in no particular destinations, only that they move on
to the stars.

After many had moved past, it was Admiral
Lyon’s turn. His name read aloud, and
commanding more attention than most, his coffin
was fired. Later it was said that his torpedo, empty
though it was, seemed to veer off of its programmed
trajectory, and aim, like the vessel before it, directly
for the sun. Then, in a bright light, the torpedo went
out like Lyon himself, in a glorious spectacle. None
could possibly confirm this, but it did comfort those
that chose to believe.

The final coffin fired, and the bay returned to
normal. As the crowds dispersed, many stayed to
gaze out upon the stars, as though they could still
see their loved ones and friends. It would be hours
before the last pair moved on, one moving slowly,
and the other pudging alongside him.

The lights were dimmed, and the only light came
in through the window from the stars, silent and
unmoving. A figure sat in front of the window, his
body illuminated with the soft light. He stared at
the stationary objects unblinking, his mind blank.
For all he cared right now he could just sit there
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forever in an endless staring contest. For all
Starblade knew, the stars would go out long before
he would cease to function.

The victory had been great, yet at the same time
he felt the loss. He felt ashamed, for the loss he felt
was not primarily on the death of his friends, of
Lyon and Thomas, but instead of that any hope of
answering the endless questions he had was now
lost in the burning debris of the vessel, scattered
throughout the galaxy.

He wanted to know more of his people, more
about the different factions that had sent him on this
needless quest in the first place, and his counterpart
along with him. Would they try again? Would the
comparatively fledgling Federation even have a
chance against a more dedicated force?

There were deeper questions, ones that troubled
him to his very core. He knew he dare not even
acknowledge them at this stage. More than any
time in the past few weeks, he was afraid. Afraid of
the future, and afraid of himself.

His brooding, seemingly inherited from Admiral
Lyon, was interrupted by a sharp ring, announcing
someone wanting inside. He pressed a button, not
trusting himself enough to speak at this point, and
the door slid open, revealing Captain Kelvok.

"Greetings, Commander." Kelvok nodded
warmly towards the android, who returned the nod,
but only slightly.

"Rank'll probably change. May have already."
Starblade turned back towards the window.

"I will not deny that there are those that believe
you should be demoted for your actions. Others
believe that you should be promoted. A
compromise has been entered on your behalf. Your
promotion to Commander will go forward. A
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demotion back to Lieutenant Commander will
follow. The rest is up to you."

"Thanks." The last thing Starblade cared about
right now was his rank. He wasn't even sure if he
would remain in Starfleet.

"I did not see you at the funeral." Despite his
friend's reluctance at having a conversation, Kelvok
would not give up. He knew that most of all right
now the android needed someone to talk to.

"Not really my thing. Don't think that anyone
really needed to see me like this, don't you think?"
Starblade drew nearer to Kelvok, revealing his
bloodied face. While the nano-machines existing
within his body were working to repair the damage,
too short a time had passed to have much damage
repaired. The hole still remained, but instead of
being able to see straight through his head, there
were lines of matter and skin constructed within the
hole, resulting in a spider-web-like effect that would
only serve to disgust people even more than the
initial hole would have.

If this bothered Kelvok, he did not show it. "A
bandage would have sufficed. Regardless, your
absence was felt."

"My presence may have caused it, in case you
don't remember."

"Regardless of the reason you were sent here,
Critch, you are not responsible for it. All that you
are responsible for are your actions, and here they
have been well above satisfactory."

Starblade sighed. He had not told anyone the
real reason why he had been sent to this universe,
nor had he told them who he truly was. Regardless
of whether or not it would have made a difference,
he preferred to keep that information close for now.
He didn't want to give any more people an excuse to
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not trust him. Admiral T'Kill was already on the
warpath; at least he assumed he would be. Instead,
the information that he gave was that Critch
Starblade was only intended to be a spy, nothing
more, in advance of the coming invasion. His
memory lost in the destruction of his vessel, and
with no actual crimes committed, there could be no
trials or accusations. He was clear of any
wrongdoing, so far as they knew. He preferred to
keep it that way. Finishing his sigh, he spoke. "If
you say so. I still come from the wrong side,
Kelvok, and we're going to have to deal with that
when the time comes."

Kelvok shook his head. "Critch, on this ship,
practically everyone has been on the wrong side at
one time or another. Admiral T'Kill is half-
Romulan. And while I am loathe to admit it, so am
L"

Starblade's mouth dropped. "Kelvok..."

"That is classified information. You know. The
Admirals know. And that's where it will stay."

Starblade nodded silently.

"In case you were wondering, my Captaincy has
been approved on a permanent basis. While it
would be understandable if you needed to take a
leave of absence, know that the Maximillian, as long
as it is under my command, will be here waiting for
you."

"I appreciate that, Kelvok. Excuse me,
Captain." Starblade stood, still preferring to be
alone. Kelvok knew this, shook the android's hand,
and moved to leave.

"Do not forget, Commander, that where you
came from scarcely matters. Instead focus on who
you are now, and the rest will follow."
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"That's fine for you, Kelvok. You know who
you are. I have no idea what I'm supposed to do
now. And you know what scares me, terrifies me
the most? If they come back, and if there's a
war...Which side will I be on?"

The hallway of the Maximillian was empty, save
for the two Admirals. They moved slowly, as
though carrying great weights along with them.
Admiral Turock T'Kill looked and felt like he had
gained ten years in the past few days, and although
Admiral Blobbin's look had not changed at all, his
characteristic smile was absent, and his head was
hanging down.

They had made it through the funeral, Turock
actually giving a heartfelt speech which Blobbin
couldn't bring himself to crack against, and now
they were traipsing through the bowels of the
mighty ship, at least what was left of it, with no
particular destination in mind. They passed the now
empty rooms, many calling to mind various
memories. They did not speak about them, instead
shuffling and pudging past in silence, together, but
alone in their thoughts.

For Blobbin, he was building up...something.
At this point he couldn't tell which. Whether it was
a epic rant that would last for hours about the pure
stupidity of their lost friend, or a vast shell of
lunacy, similar enough that most people wouldn't be
able to tell the difference from his usual self, he
wasn't sure yet. He felt it coming though. He hoped
Turock was there to either experience it or be the
person the lunacy was directed towards.

For T'Kill himself, Lyon's death felt like he had
died himself. As long as Turock had been in the
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fleet, he had followed in the footsteps of his
commanding officer. Lyon had been his first friend
when so many had questioned his abilities. No-one
else would trust someone so open about their
Romulan heritage, despite his also being half-
human. Lyon was the sole reason that T'Kill had
made it as far as he did, even into the Admiralty,

and now he would take his place as commissioner of
this Vessel.

Now all that was over. There would be no more
arguments, discussions, even friendly wagers on an
old football game. Now it was just him and
Blobbin. Lyon's death reminded him of his own
mortality. Would he too be able to go out a hero,
despite all evidence to the contrary? Or would he
merely fade away? He hated these selfish thoughts;
he hated being reminded of this topic. He needed
the subject to change, and for once Blobbin was
being no help at all at this. Knowing that the
situation had to be diffused, he turned to his
mercury-based friend, muttering, "I can't believe he
shot me."

Blobbin allowed a smirk. "I kinda thought he
would've put it at a higher setting, just to see you
twitch."

"Ha. Surprised he didn't fire on you too, since it
seemed to be a good day to shoot at friends."

"Who's to say he didn't? Phasers just bounce off
me, ya' know. I'm invincible!" Blobbin, forgetting
the sorrow momentarily, and raised his hands in
triumph.

"Or maybe they'd just melt you. Then I'd have to
lug you around in a bucket."

"And oh the fun that'd be, following you around
everywhere. Oh, let’s watch this 200 year old
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football game! Let's watch these old automobiles
drive in a circle!"

"Better than a bunch of guys jogging around in a
field for a couple hours and getting nothing done."
Turock sighed heavily, the sad weight still crushing
down on him. "I need a drink."

"Not a bad idea."

"Check that. I need a lot of drinks."

"Well, good luck on that, I don't think the battle
bar exists anymore."

Turock shook his head. "I guess the starbase
might have synthahol...I hate that stuff."

"Maybe..." Blobbin grew silent as he thought
he heard music coming from a room nearby.
Perking up his head, a Vulcan ear grew from the
right side, and soon was larger than his head itself.
"Hark!"

"Hark?" Turock questioned as Blobbin quickly
pudged off. "What the..."

"Shhhh!" A foam-shaped number one finger
rose to Blobbin's mouth. "Do you hear that?"

"Hear what?" The pair grew silent as they
concentrated. Together, they moved to the source
of the music.

"Tropical." Turock stopped outside the door
where the music was coming from. "That's tropical
music."

"Aye." Blobbin appraised the smoke-stained
door. "It's a holodeck."

"I thought they were all damaged?"

"Looks like they were able to get one back
online...Strange thing to get working again at this
point..." He tapped at the panel. "Program 's stuck.
Hope it's a pub." He prodded the door, and it
shushed open.
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Inside, they saw sand. And lawn chairs. They
saw drinks with umbrellas and a familiar face
reclining. Without saying a word, they entered the
holodeck, for once anticipating the future, even if it
was the immediate variety. The door closed behind
them.

Except for the music drifting out of the one
remaining functional holodeck on the ship, all was
quiet, the Mighty Max taking a well deserved rest
from the hell it had encountered. But for better or
for worse, like its crew, it had survived. The ship
would be rebuilt, better, incorporating as much of
the new technologies as it could. The Maximillian
would rise again.

Throughout the ship, throughout the space dock
and the planets and the stars around them, everyone
could feel it. Hope, the fleeting emotion that had so
often been tarnished and forgotten in the past few
weeks, had returned. The Federation would
continue to live and expand, strong and proud.
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And the adventure would
continue...
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A Note from the Author ---

And here it is. After eight and a half years of story
changes, procrastination, life changes, and
Maximillian events, including my own election to
the Captaincy, it’s done. Beyond the Final Frontier
began as a serial novel, a short chapter every month
in the Mighty Max newsletter, and then stopped
upon Rob Lyon’s death. Encouraged by Admirals
Dunn and Morris to finish the story and explain in
Maximillian history Rob’s death, it became
something much more than just a simple reason to
pick up the newsletter. And now, as my gift, |
present it to the crew and friends of the U.S.S.
Maximillian.

What happens next? There are still many stories to
tell in the universe. The Marconians are still out
there. Kelvok’s secret Romulan heritage (As well
as Turock T’Kill!) may be an issue. Is Critch
Starblade cut out to be on a Starfleet vessel?

I promise two things.
1. Iwouldn’t produce anything I wouldn’t
enjoy reading myself.
2. It won’t take another eight years for the
sequel.

I hope you enjoyed this look into the past of the
Maximillian. Thank you for reading.

--Commodore Chris Stephenson
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