
June 2007 

City of Fallujah, Al Anbar Province, Iraq 

 

 The Army patrol moved swiftly down the debris-filled street, the soldiers each taking turn aiming their 

weapons into open windows and doorways, covering the other members of the platoon as they passed where 

potential terrorists could be hiding with improvised explosive devices, guns, or even primitive swords and knives.  

The mood was tense as the sounds of gunfire and explosions could be heard coming from other areas of the city. 

 “Clear!” one PFC whispered, keeping his M4 rifle aimed squarely through the open window of one 

seemingly abandoned house. 

 “We’ve been lucky so far today, men,” the sergeant in charge of the squad remarked, holding his own M4 

across his chest as he directed two more soldiers further down the street to cover the intersection there.  “The 

insurgents seem to be losing some of their will to fight.”  Sergeant Maarsingh smiled slightly at the thought of 

getting back to camp and a semi-hot meal before dark.  His thoughts were interrupted by the loud sound of an 

explosion, only feet away, as the door to another house blasted open as one of his men passed, filling the narrow 

alley with wood shrapnel. 
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 Following the defeat of the Augments – the genetically-engineered tyrants led by Khan Noonian Singh – in 

1996, a power vacuum formed in various areas of the world that had been deepest under the thumbs of the so-called 

Eugenic Supermen, mainly Africa, the Middle East, and South Asia.  In the years following the Eugenics Wars, this 

vacuum was filled by radical religious fundamentalist organizations who ruled the various regions as ruthlessly as 

the Tyrants that preceded them.  Over the months and years, these widely scattered groups realized they shared the 

same philosophy and a mutual hatred of the western nations and started aligning together in order to realize their 

goal of world domination, a goal they felt would be easier to accomplish under an organized political force, forming 

a world-wide network they called the Eastern Coalition. 

 In 2001, the E-Con struck at the United States, the world’s last remaining superpower following the 

Eugenics Wars, using terrorist methods to hijack several passenger jetliners simultaneously and using them as 

human-guided missiles in attacks on New York City and Washington D.C.  The mission was carefully planned, but 

the E-Con did not anticipate one thing.  The U.S. retaliation. 

 Fighting against the E-Con along multiple fronts, including Afghanistan, Iraq, Indonesia, and the 

Philippines, the US took the battle directly to the Eastern Coalition, forcing their theocratic leadership to execute 

ever more desperate and bloody attacks on both military and civilian targets. 

 These were the opening battles of what Earth would eventually call Colonel Green’s War, known to the 

population in general as World War III. 

 

* * * * 

 



 The Humvee pulled to a sudden stop inside FOB Volturno, throwing up a cloud of dust and dirt.  The 

passenger side door swung open and US Army Sergeant James Maarsingh stepped out, first visiting the medics to 

check on the men of his platoon injured by the IED while on patrol before heading for his air conditioned barracks 

where he could change into a cleaner uniform before finally getting some food. 

 As Maarsingh sat down in the mess tent with his fellow squad members, conversation began as descriptions 

of the day’s events from each soldier’s point of view, but the talk changed – as it usually did – to thoughts of home 

and what each would do when they got back there. 

 “As soon as my tour is over, I’m cashing in my GI Bill and finally going to college,” Private Jacino said.  

“Get a degree, and finally get a job that lets me get up at a normal time, go to bed at a normal time, and only need to 

worry about doing eight hours of work in between.  And make a heck of a lot more money doing it then I am 

sticking my neck out in this God forsaken desert.  What about you, Wilson?” 

 “I had enough of school.  That’s what made me join the Army,” replied Corporal Wilson.  “Nah, I think 

once I get home I’m going re-up, marry that girl I left behind in my hometown, and try and negotiate better orders 

than what I’ve got now.  How about you, Sarge?” 

 Maarsingh looked up from his meal, where he had been swishing around what looked like beef stew with 

his spoon as he listened to his soldiers, and gazed at his squad members.  But before the Sergeant could say 

anything, there was a commotion in the mess tent. 

 “Ten-Shun!” 

 Everyone in the tent quickly got to their feet as a man wearing the same desert camouflage uniform with a 

single black bar insignia on the chest walked up to Maarsingh and his squad. 

 “At ease, men,” the 1
st
 Lieutenant ordered before looking directly at Maarsingh.  “I’m sorry to have to do 

this to you, Sergeant, but we just received some intelligence that we need to act on right away.” 

 “What is it?” Maarsingh asked, feeling a sense of unease deep in the pit of his stomach. 

 “Some locals reported the location of what we believe is a weapons lab on the eastern edge of town.  From 

what one of them described, this may be the jackpot.” 

 “You mean the place the insurgents are building all their IEDs?” one of the privates asked. 

 “Bigger than that, Private,” the lieutenant replied.  “This may be one of Saddam’s weapons labs.  The kind 

of thing we’ve been looking for since we arrived here.” 

 “WMDs?” Maarsingh asked. 

 “From the description we received, it could even be nuclear,” the lieutenant confirmed.  “We need to secure 

the site as soon as possible so the inspectors can get inside and tell us exactly what we’ve got.” 

 “Understood, sir,” Maarsingh said before addressing his squad.  “You heard the Lieutenant.  Let’s mount 

up and get on the road.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Ten minutes later, Maarsingh and his squad, accompanied by a squad of allied Iraqi soldiers, were in 

armored Humvees, traveling east in total darkness through Fallujah.  The city had been one of the war’s major hot 

spots, a base of operations for the insurgents fighting for the E-Con.  The building toward which they were headed 

was located near the outskirts town of Rumaylat. 

 The Humvees and the Iraqi army transport stopped several hundred meters away from the building, which 

looked like a large garage or small warehouse.  Almost as soon as the soldiers had exited their vehicles, the sound of 

intermittent gunfire could be heard, and small flashes could be seen on top of the roof.  Dirt kicked up around the 

Humvees as bullets ricocheted off the desert ground.  One of the Iraqis screamed as a bullet pierced his calf, and he 

was dragged behind one of the Humvees where the medic could take care of his wound. 

 “Two armed insurgents on the roof.  One on the southwest corner, the other closer to the middle above the 

main entrance,” reported one of Maarsingh’s soldiers as he studied the area through high-powered night-vision 

goggles, finally settling on two heat signatures atop the almost flat roof of the building. 



 “Return fire!” Maarsingh ordered as he and his men took cover behind the armored vehicles, and his squad 

opened fire on the insurgents with their M4s, M-16’s and the 50-cal machine gun installed on top of one of the 

Humvees. 

 As Maarsingh changed out the clip of his weapon, it was evident to him that one of the insurgents had been 

hit, the fire from his weapon abruptly stopping.  But the other insurgent had rolled up and over the top of the gently 

sloping roof, still able to fire down on the Army and Iraqi troops while remaining relatively well hidden by the peak 

of the metal roof. 

 “Kirk, you played baseball in high school, didn’t you?” Maarsingh asked, looking at one of his younger 

men.  The soldier, barley more than a boy from Iowa, nodded.  “We’ll provide covering fire.  Get in close and lob 

one of your grenades onto the roof.” 

 “Yes, Sergeant,” the soldier acknowledged, preparing one of his grenades by gripping it tightly in his hand. 

 “Covering fire!” Maarsingh ordered, and the squad opened up on the insurgent on the roof.  None of the 

shots hit the E-Con fighter, but they were not supposed to, only keeping him pinned down long enough to prevent 

him from taking a shot of his own at Private Kirk until he could get under the shelter of the building’s roof. 

 Hitting the building wall with his back, the young private judged the height of the building and how far he 

would have to lob the grenade in order for it to reach the center of the roof just as it exploded.  Stepping a few 

meters away from the wall, he pulled the grenade’s pin, silently counted down for several seconds, then threw the 

grenade with a gentle arcing motion.  Seconds later he heard it bounce on the metal roof, and then the noise of 

scrambling as the insurgent must have suddenly realized what was happening, but it was too late.  With a loud 

explosion, the grenade went off.  The echo of the explosion filled the air as the sound of material falling inside the 

building could likewise be heard and a puff of dust emerged from under the main door.  The grenade must have 

collapsed part of the roof, sending the insurgent’s body and weapon into the building.  Maarsingh hoped they had 

not inadvertently destroyed whatever it was they had been sent out here in the darkness to secure. 

 “Clear!” several of the soldiers reported.  The Sergeant was surprised that, if this location were as important 

as the intel they had received made it sound, there were not more insurgents guarding the location. 

 “Careful, men.  This could be a trap,” Maarsingh said before ordering the Iraqi soldiers and two of his own 

men to guard the outside while he accompanied the rest of his soldiers and two of the Iraqis close to the building. 

 “No sign of any booby traps,” Corporal Wilson reported after carefully examining the door.  He then 

opened it, surprised to find it was not locked.  The corporal then removed an aerosol can from one of the many 

pockets on his uniform and, pointing it inside the space, sprayed it, releasing a long line of bright pink Silly String 

into the room.  The Silly String all gently floated down to the floor, confirming no trip wires that might indicate 

hidden explosives, and one by one the soldiers entered the building. 

 The building looked as unimpressive on the inside as it had on the outside.  On one side was a table and 

several chairs with a refrigerator and a small commercial radio with a single, small, un-openable window in the 

metal wall.  In another area, facing south-southwest were several prayer rugs.  Almost dead center in the room was 

the wreckage of what used to be the roof, mangled metal and a corpse with a pool of blood beginning to spread 

underneath. 

 “Some weapons lab,” one of the soldiers remarked as he carefully opened the refrigerator to reveal several 

half-eaten lamb and rice dinners and bottles of liquid that looked like soft drinks.  “Not even any vials of anthrax or 

sarin gas.” 

 “I think we got some bum intel,” Private Jacino said. 

 “Something must have been going on here, or why would they have left our two friends guarding the 

place?” Corporal Wilson pointed out. 

 “Something’s not right here,” Maarsingh said.  “Search around again.” 

 The soldiers started looking around the room again, moving the rugs, pushing the refrigerator away from 

the wall, and even overturning the table and chairs, but it still seemed the location was empty. 

 “Maybe the insurgents found out we were coming and moved everything away before we got here?” the 

corporal suggested. 

 “I don’t know.  Something still doesn’t seem…” 



 Maarsingh stopped mid-sentence as the beam of the light attached to his M4 rifle moved along the floor 

near the roof debris.  Something had caught his attention and he moved closer to where the bloody corpse of the last 

insurgent was laying, noticing for the first time the pool of blood that was forming ended with a straight edge along 

one side. 

 “Corporal, what do you make of that?” the Sergeant asked. 

 “Looks like a seam,” the Corporal agreed before looking up at the other soldiers gathered around them.  

“Help me move this debris.” 

 As a couple of the soldiers and Maarsingh continued to stand guard against any surprise attacks, the 

Corporal and the other soldiers of the squad lifted and pulled aside the debris that had fallen through the roof when 

the grenade had exploded.  Once cleared, it was obvious there was a trap door in the floor, carefully camouflaged to 

blend in with the rest of the dust covered floor, but not enough to hide where the liquid spilled atop it stopped at the 

seams. 

 “What do you make of this, Sergeant?” Corporal Wilson asked. 

 “Can you open it?” Maarsingh asked. 

 “I… think so,” the corporal replied, jamming his knife blade under the edge and prying upward.  With a 

pop, the trapdoor lifted enough to get fingers underneath.  With the help of one private and one of the Iraqis, the 

corporal swung the door open, revealing a set of wooden steps going down several flights below ground. 

 “Maybe we should get the Intel guys here to have a look at this?” Wilson suggested. 

 Maarsingh shown his weapon’s light down the stairs, spotting what looked like another body laying at the 

bottom. 

 “We need to secure this location first,” Maarsingh said.  “Jacino, Kirk, Quinn, Stoessel, and Corporal Ali, 

come with me.  Everyone else remain here.  Corporal Wilson, contact Captain Bernhart and update him on what 

we’ve found so far.” 

 “Yes, Sergeant,” Wilson replied. 

 Maarsingh led the soldiers down the stairs, keeping his weapon leveled on the body he had seen from 

above, but it never moved.  Once down on level ground, the rest of the soldiers took defensive positions as Stoessel 

the squad’s combat medic, examined the body. 

 “He is wearing the uniform of the Republican Guard,” Corporal Ali, one of the Iraqi soldiers fighting 

alongside the American forces remarked, identifying the markings on the apparently dead man’s uniform. 

 “Republican Guard?  I thought we had routed them in the first few weeks of the invasion?” Maarsingh 

replied. 

 “Some of the Republican Guard joined with the E-Con Insurgency.  Others remained loyal to Saddam.” 

 “If he’s one of Saddam’s Guardsmen, then maybe this isn’t such a wild goose chase after all?” the Sergeant 

remarked.  “What’s the story, Corporal?  What killed him?  Was he shot?” 

 “I can’t tell you what killed him without more specific tests, but I have an idea,” the medic replied, pulling 

back the sleeve of the dead Iraqi soldier and exposing nasty looking burns on his arm, neck, and face.  “I could be 

wrong, but those look like long-term exposure radiation burns to me.”  The Sergeant used the com-link attached to 

his helmet to contact the remainder of the squad he ordered to remain topside. 

 “Maarsingh to Lieutenant Nelson.  We’ve got something big here.  Something important.  Contact 

Command at the FOB and tell them we may have actually found Saddam’s hidden WMDs,” the Sergeant said 

through his radio. 

 “Copy that, Sergeant,” came the reply.  “Did you say you found WMDs?” 

 “Negative,” Maarsingh replied.  “Just supposition at this point, but it looks like this place was pretty well 

guarded at one time.  We’ll keep you updated if we find anything.  Maarsingh, out.” 

 The soldiers looked around where they were located, a narrow corridor extending into the darkness with a 

couple of open doors in each side.  Maarsingh was sure he was seeing more bodies lying in the corridor or halfway 

through doorways.  The Sergeant signaled his men to continue on down the corridor.  Slowly they made their way 

down, careful as they passed each door to make sure there were no ambushes of any kind lying in wait.  Along the 

corridor they found another body dressed in a Republican Guard uniform.  But in each of the three small rooms 



along the corridor – one a bunk room with nine bunks in three stacks of three, the second a kitchen, the third a 

command center of some kind – they found more bodies.  Some appeared to be more Republican Guard, others were 

dressed in white overcoats, looking like scientists of some kind.  And each displayed the same burn marks the medic 

found on the first body located beneath the trap door. 

 “What killed them all?” Maarsingh asked.  “Did they accidentally let loose some kind of virus or poison 

gas?” 

 “I can’t be certain,” replied the medic.  “But it looks like they all died in pain.” 

 “This could be the weapons facility there has been much rumor about,” the Iraqi Corporal Ali remarked.  

“There have been stories that Saddam was forcing a group of scientists to devise a weapon of last resort if it 

appeared he might be defeated in war or overthrown by his own people.  The stories claim the project was called 

Akhir Yawm.” 

 “What does that mean?” Stoessel asked. 

 “The literal translation is Last Day,” Ali replied. 

 “A doomsday weapon, meant to be used to take revenge on whoever beat Saddam,” Maarsingh remarked. 

 “Hey, we got a live one here!” called out a voice of one of the American soldiers from the kitchen.  As 

Maarsingh, Stoessel, and Ali entered the kitchen, they saw one of the other soldiers helping a man out of the 

refrigerator after they had noticed all its contents spilled on the floor.  The man started speaking in Arabic. 

 “What is he saying?” Maarsingh asked, only able to pick up on a few simple words because the man was 

speaking so fast.  Corporal Ali stepped forward and began speaking to the man in the local dialect.  After a few 

exchanges, Ali turned to Maarsingh. 

 “He claims to be a scientist working at this facility,” Ali said.  “He says it was set up to make sure the 

President’s enemies could not prevail no matter how the battle was decided, but the weapon was not ready in time.  

Work has continued clandestinely, but something happened recently and almost everyone in the facility had died.”  

Ali then talked more with the scientist, then looked at the Sergeant again, continuing, “He said they tried to evacuate 

the facility when the accident occurred, but the E-Con leadership ordered the facility sealed so it would not be 

found.” 

 “What kind of weapon is this doomsday device?” Maarsingh asked.  “A nuclear bomb?  Something to 

spread radiation throughout a region?” 

 Ali asked the question to the scientist in Arabic.  Maarsingh saw the man shake his head vigorously, then 

speak again.  Ali looked confused as he turned back to the Sergeant. 

 “He said it is a bomb composed of… non-matter?” Ali said, not sounding sure. 

 “Non-matter?” Maarsingh questioned. 

 “Is it possible he meant anti-matter?” one of the soldiers asked.  “It’s a substance that I’ve heard is 

theoretically possible.” 

 The scientist started nodding his head energetically as he recognized what the soldier had said.  “Yes…  

Anti-matter…,” he muttered in broken English. 

 “Ask him where this Last Day weapon is,” Maarsingh ordered.  Ali turned back to the purported scientist 

and questioned him again.  The man spoke back and Ali turned to Maarsingh. 

 “He said the main lab is located in the lowest level.  The stairs are the last door in the hallway.”  Ali paused 

as the scientist added something more.  “He also says you need to display extreme caution.  The weapon is designed 

to destroy huge cities in a single attack.” 

 “Form up,” Maarsingh ordered.  “Corporal Wilson, take point.  Bring the scientist along with us.” 

 The soldiers made their way down the new set of stairs, which descended at least another fifty meters 

below the surface.  The stairs opened into a clean, white hallway with a blue glow showing through a door at the far 

end.  The hallway looked like it led to a typical clean room, with an airlock leading into a larger space. 

 Passing through the airlock, weapons still held at the ready, the soldiers entered the main lab and looked 

around in wonder.  To one side were several large sealed vats, similar to what might be found at a brewery, covered 

by a fine coating of frost and ice from the coolant system.  To the opposite side were several control consoles and 

readout screens, one of which showed a line similar to an EKG readout in a hospital with a slow but steady rise in 



the reading.  But the item that dominated the room and drew nearly everyone’s attention was the semi-transparent 

reactor in the middle of the lab, the item that was giving off the blue glow. 

 “What is this?” Maarsingh asked.  Ali translated the question to the scientist, who confirmed it was the 

main anti-matter reactor, the device that would create the explosion that would wipe out whole cities if employed.  

The man looked nervous as he gazed at various readings.  Maarsingh was drawn to the reactor, amazed by the fact 

that it was putting out very little heat and in fact seemed to be drawing heat away from the lab itself.  His eyes 

settled on a sign in Arabic that was posted over several pipes connected to the main core which read, سارة برد خ م  ال

بب س ت ي س قت  ل  أغ

 “Ali, that does that sign say?” he asked. 

 Corporal Ali squinted in the glare of the equipment before finally translating, “Loss of coolant will cause 

shut down.  It is a warning sign, Sergeant.”  Ali’s attention was then drawn to back to the scientist, who was 

muttering quickly in his native language. 

 “What is he so worked up about?” Maarsingh asked. 

 “He says something is wrong,” Ali explained.  “It is not just that the reactor has been leaking small 

amounts of radiation over time.  The core is unstable.” 

 “How unstable?” the Sergeant asked, not sure he was going to like the answer. 

 The scientist spoke some more, then Ali’s eyes went wide. 

 “He says the system is on a buildup to detonation.  In its current state, it will completely obliterate an area 

of more than sixteen kilometers in diameter!” 

 “Evacuate the complex!” Maarsingh ordered without hesitation.  “Let’s clear the area and let people who 

know what they’re doing get in here and shut this thing down.” 

 Immediately almost everyone in the lab stared heading back out the air lock, but Ali was still listening to 

the Iraqi scientist. 

 “He says you will be too late, Sergeant.  The explosion will occur in less than five minutes.” 

 “There’s no way our platoon can clear the area in time.  And what about the city?” 

 “He says there is nothing he can do to stop it.” 

 Maarsingh stood staring at the reactor core, the light it was emitting growing brighter by the second.  Then 

he remembered the sign he had seen. 

 “If we shut off the coolant to this thing, will it shut down the reaction?” 

 Ali posed the question to the scientist, who seemed unsure. 

 “He says it might, but he cannot be positive,” Ali explained. 

 Maarsingh rushed over to the coolant pipe, trying to find a control or valve that would shut it off.  The only 

thing he found was a valve wheel on one end of the pipe that was locked in the open position. 

 “Great…,” Maarsingh remarked.  “Corporal, I need you over here.  Everyone else get out of here.  I have 

no clue what shutting this down is going to do!” 

 Everyone except Maarsingh and Corporal Wilson rushed out of the lab as the soldier walked over to the 

Sergeant, where he told the Corporal his plan. 

 “Shoot the lock off?” Wilson asked incredulously.  “What happens if we miss and hit the pipe instead?” 

 “Could the result be any worse than what’s going to happen here in three minutes if we don’t shut this thing 

down?” Maarsingh remarked, raising his weapon and taking careful aim at the lock.  The corporal followed suit.  

“On three.  One… Two…  Three!” 

 Both soldiers fired their rifles, and the lock was instantly gone.  The Sergeant told Wilson to monitor the 

indicator screen as he started turning the valve to shut off the coolant.  With each turn the reactor’s glow grew 

dimmer until the point where the valve would not turn any more. 

 “What does the readout say?” Maarsingh asked. 

 Wilson, who had been watching the power output indicator move down and smiled.  “It’s working!” he said 

before he noticed the line suddenly take a sharp turn upward.  The main reactor core started to shake, the glow inside 

brightening and dimming intermittently. 

 “What’s happening?” Maarsingh shouted over the noise coming from the reactor. 



 “I don’t kn…,” Wilson started to say when suddenly one of the panels on the reactor flew off and a stream 

of anti-matter sprayed out, striking the corporal and literally evaporating him.  A split second later the reactor 

exploded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The last of the soldiers were just climbing out of the trap door with the scientist they had discovered in the 

complex when they started feeling what seemed like an earthquake.  Rushing out of the building, they mounted the 

waiting Humvees and started heading away from the site.  Several seconds later a bright purple light filled the night 

sky.  The soldiers stopped their vehicles to see what was going on.  The glow persisted for nearly thirty seconds 

before fading away.  Curious, the soldiers turned their vehicles around and returned to the site of the lab building.  

When they got there, they stared wide-eyed at what they saw.  Instead of a small warehouse-like building, there was 

a circle of nothing but flat desert sand two hundred meters wide. 

 “What happened?” one soldier asked. 

 “I don’t know, but I think the Sergeant just saved us all,” replied Private Kirk, removing his helmet and 

holding it before his chest.  “He and the Corporal sacrificed themselves to save all of us.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Earth Year 2384 

Stardate 61464.1 

Fallujah Resort and Recreation Complex 

Pan-Arabian Congress, Earth 

 

 The first indication the vacationers had that anything was wrong was the slight ground tremor.  Objects 

would fall off walls and down off shelves periodically throughout the day.  Scientists from the local university 

arrived to try and determine what was causing the disturbance, since there was no known fault line in the region.  

Their scans and observations indicated something highly unusual and potentially dangerous. 

 “We must evacuate the area of non-essential personnel,” Cuzak, the Evoran head scientist in charge of the 

scientific team that was studying the cause of the tremors.  “Make sure there are no civilians within five kilometers 

of this resort.” 

 “Why, Professor?” asked one of the local government officials, worried about the logistics of such an 

evacuation and the effect it would have on local tourism. 

 “Our initial survey of the area indicates a build-up of chroniton particle radiation, building at an 

exponential rate.  It is causing tremors in the planetary crust as time pockets shift,” the professor replied.  “If we 

don’t figure out a way to stop it, it could cause a rift that could potentially destroy an area of over seventy eight 

square kilometers.” 

 “What’s causing it?” 

 “We’re not sure yet,” said the professor.  “As I mentioned, this build-up has been increasing exponentially, 

and as far as we can tell, has been occurring for months, perhaps years – maybe even decades – at an undetectable 

level.” 

 “You mean we built the largest resort complex in the entire Pan-Arabian Congress on top of a potential 

landmine?” the official asked. 

 “Unfortunately, yes.” 

 “What could be causing this?  Has there ever been an incident like this in this region before?” 

 “Nothing that we can determine according to the records we have on hand,” Cuzak replied.  “We have 

records going back as far as the late-21st century, about 2070 or so, and nothing is listed that could explain this.  

Unfortunately we do not have any information preceding the 2070’s, as many records were lost permanently during 

the period of World War III.” 



 “Do you have any sort of estimate on when we may be able to re-open the resort to tourists?  Visitors are 

starting to get upset that their vacations are being ruined.” 

 “Governor, if we start letting people back into this resort complex before we have a handle on what is 

going on, ruined vacations will be the least of their problems.  The tremors we have been experiencing are likely just 

going to get worse until we can either find a way to stop what is happening or something blows!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Over the ensuing days, the best minds in Sector 001, including several officials and scientists from 

Starfleet, were on the scene in the Mesopotamian desert, trying to figure out what was causing the chroniton 

raditation build-up and how it could be dispersed safely. 

 “Professor, we’ve received the results of the computer simulation, and they’re not good,” said Dr. Eichner, 

a Starfleet officer who was acting as a liaison between Baghdad and San Francisco. 

 “What are they?” Professor Cuzak asked, fearing the worst. 

 “Unless we can disperse the radiation build-up within 24 to 36 hours, we’re going to have a subspace tear 

forming here just beneath the surface, big enough to swallow an entire city.  It would cause severe structural damage 

to the planet’s crust.  The entire Earth could be ripped open!” 

 “Then we have only one chance to try an idea Starfleet has proposed.  They have had experience with 

incidents involving chroniton radiation in the past.  Starfleet Command has proposed positioning a starship in orbit 

directly over this region, modifying its main deflector to produce a resonance beam, and use that to disperse the 

radiation build-up.” 

 As Cuzak spoke, Dr. Eichner was plugging variables into his hand-held computer interface. 

 “Taking local environmental conditions and weather patterns into account, I calculate an approximate 30 to 

40% chance of success using such a method.” 

 “Considering we have no other options, those odds are better than zero,” Cuzak remarked.  “I’m going to 

have Starfleet begin modifications to one of their starships.  We’re going to need the most powerful vessel they have 

available in order for this to work.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Just before dawn broke over the nearby ancient city of Baghdad the next morning, Starfleet’s only true 

battleship, the USS Sarek NCC-72075, maneuvered into orbit over the Arabian desert.  Modifications to the 

starship’s main deflector had been accomplished during the transit between Utopia Planitia and Earth, and the crew 

stood ready as the scientific team on the ground retreated to what was considered a safe distance from the desert 

resort, more than ten kilometers away. 

 “Professor Cuzak, the sensors we installed around the site are functioning properly.  We’re ready here.” 

 “Very good.  Contact the starship in orbit and tell them we are ready.” 

 In orbit aboard the Sarek, the starship’s Chief of Security, Lt Commander A-ZuRQuIL, received the hail. 

 “Sarek, this is Desert Monitoring Site 1.  We are ready on the surface.  Begin countdown at T-Minus 5 

minutes.” 

 “Understood DMS-1,” the Capellan officer responded before touching the intercom control on the arm of 

the command chair.  “Captain, this is the bridge.  The surface indicates they are ready and the countdown has 

begun.” 

 “I’ll be right out,” a female voice responded.  A moment later the ready room doors parted and Captain 

Kethry Sutherland, commanding officer of the modified Galaxy-class starship emerged.  “Status?” she asked. 

 “Commander Gomez reports engineering is standing by to charge the deflector, but reiterates her belief that 

this is all for nothing, that the resonance beam, after passing through the atmosphere, is going to have almost no 

effect on the radiation build-up.” 



 Sutherland assumed the center seat, allowing A-ZuRQuIL to move around the bridge horseshoe and back to 

his regular post at tactical.  “Ops, commence charging the main deflector.” 

 The young officer sitting at the ops console acknowledged the order, and a moment later a low hum 

accompanied by a low frequency vibration that could be felt through every deck of the ship filled the space. 

 “Deflector charge at 30%,” A-ZuRQuIL reported a few seconds later.  “Countdown currently at T-Minus 3 

minutes 56 seconds and counting.”  The hum continued to increase in frequency and volume as the deflector power 

increased.  “Deflector charge now at 50% and increasing.” 

 Sutherland watched the large main viewscreen, which from their orbital position was displaying the 

northern end of the Persian Gulf and hundreds of thousands of miles of sand interspersed with green oasis along the 

banks of the Tigris and Euphrates Rivers, feeling slightly uncomfortable with the fact that her starship was trying to 

maintain a geosynchronous position while in low Earth orbit, a feat that required the skills of her best helmsman 

sitting at the conn console. 

 “T-Minus 2 minutes 30 seconds and counting,” A-ZuRQuIL announced.  “Deflector charge now at 72% 

and increasing.” 

 The seconds continued to tick by slowly, the hum filling the bridge and making the normal indications hard 

to hear. 

 “Deflector is now fully charged.  T-Minus 53 seconds,” reported the security chief. 

 “Helm, are we in position?” Sutherland asked, needing to raise her voice slightly. 

 “We are within ten meters of optimal firing position given us by DMS-1, Captain,” the helmsman replied.  

“Well within the window.” 

 “Very well.  Stand by everyone,” Sutherland said. 

 “Thirty seconds…,” A-ZuRQuIL announced.  “Twenty…          Ten…     Five… Four… Three… Two…  

Firing… Now!” 

 The main deflector dish at the front of the Sarek’s secondary hull started glowing blue.  Just under a second 

later a resonance beam of charged particles shot from the dish at near the speed of light.  Milliseconds later the 

resonance beam struck the desert sands in the resort complex, causing a wave of near-overwhelming sound that 

echoed for kilometers in every direction.” 

 Ten kilometers away, at Desert Monitoring Site-1, the scientists monitored their instruments, hoping the 

starship’s beam would be enough to disperse the radiation build-up, at least enough to buy time to figure out what 

was causing the radiation and – hopefully – create a way of stopping it. 

 “Resonance beam is striking the surface target precisely,” Dr. Eichner reported.  “No noticeable change in 

the radiation levels. 

 “Give it time, Doctor,” Professor Cuzak suggested.  “It has taken years for this problem to emerge.  We 

cannot expect it to disperse in mere seconds.” 

 As the professor spoke, a red indicator on one console started flashing.  The flashing drew Dr. Eichner’s 

attention, and his face blanched. 

 “Oh no.  The resonance beam has doubled… no, tripled the radiation output according to sensors.  It’s not 

working!  We’re on the verge of a major subspace inversion!” 

 “Desert Monitoring Site-1 to Sarek!  The resonance beam is compounding the problem!” yelled Cuzak into 

the communications equipment.  “Shut down the beam!  Shut it down!” 

 Back aboard the Sarek, Sutherland ordered, “Quil!  Shut it down!  Quickly!” 

 A-ZuRQuIL rapidly complied, but had to override several safety backup systems in order to accomplish it 

quickly.  Several consoles around the periphery of the bridge erupted in sparks and the smell of burned circuitry 

filled the air. 

 “Main deflector control to bridge,” came the voice of the starship’s chief engineer, Sonia Gomez.  “What 

just happened?  We just burned out 90% of the circuits and isolinear chips in the main deflector system.  We’re 

going to need a complete deflector overhaul before we leave the solar system again.” 



 “Sorry, Sonia,” said the captain.  “We had an emergency and needed to shut down the beam before the 

charge was entirely used up.”  Sutherland then looked up over her shoulder and asked, “What’s going on down on 

the surface?” 

 “I’m not sure,” A-ZuRQuIL responded.  “But it doesn’t sound good.” 

 On the surface at DMS-1, the scientists watched in horror as the sensor indications showed something 

catastrophic was occurring. 

 “Before the resonance beam, the chroniton radiation level was one hundred fifty parts per million.  Since 

the beam has been employed the level is now up to fifteen hundred ppm and still increasing.  We’re about to witness 

the first known subspace rip on a planetary surface!” Dr. Eichner exclaimed. 

 “Gods help us all!” Cuzak implored. 

 As they watched, a glow started becoming visible on the horizon above the location of the resort.  Moments 

later the glow was replaced by a bright blue fireball that flashed into the morning sky, flattening as it reached up into 

the atmosphere and turning into a classic mushroom cloud like those seen in old footage of the 20th century atomic 

tests except in color. 

 “My God,” Eichner muttered. 

 “I’m detecting atoms of anti-matter within the fireball, Doctor,” one of the other scientists monitoring the 

sensor readings reported. 

 “Anti-matter?  The destruction in the vicinity of the resort must be incredible!” Cuzak remarked.  “An 

explosion like that must have produced a crater at least two kilometers wide and several hundred meters deep.” 

 “Professor,” another scientist nearby called out.  “Radiation readings in the vicinity of the resort site are 

down to zero.  Only normal expected background radiation.” 

 “Of course,” Cuzak said, looking at the other scientist as if he were joking.  “That explosion just blew away 

everything, including the chroniton radiation.  How long before we can send a survey team in there to assess the 

damage?” 

 “I’m comparing the readings we’re taking here with the telemetry from the Sarek, and they are matching 

perfectly,” Eichner said with a sound like awe in his voice.  “According to this, we should be able to send a team in 

right away.” 

 “Immediately?” Cuzak asked, as if unsure he heard correctly. 

 “Yes, Professor.” 

 “Okay, but I want everyone in environmental suits, just in case.  No telling what we may find out there,” 

Cuzak advised. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A small group of scientists, lead by Eichner, boarded a heavily shielded ground vehicle and started the 

journey toward the site of the explosion. 

 “Still no radiation or unusual readings,” the co-pilot of the vehicle reported as he monitored the instruments 

on the dashboard. 

 “That in itself is unusual,” Eichner remarked. 

 As the transport moved closer, the scientists aboard expected to start seeing signs of the violence of the 

reaction they had witnessed, damaged buildings and broken windows, but other than the lack of people, everything 

they saw seemed completely normal. 

 “Something isn’t right here,” Eichner kept repeating. 

 Within minutes, the shielded transport reached the front gate of the resort.  Through the windshield the 

scientists stared in wonder at the completely undamaged buildings and facilities that lay beyond.  Everything looked 

exactly as it had before the first tremor had been evident days earlier. 

 “Impossible!” Eichner exclaimed, then immediately hailed the monitoring station ten kilometers back.  

“Desert Monitoring Site-1, this is Expedition-1.  Do you copy?” 



 “We’re receiving you loud and clear,” responded the voice of Professor Cuzak.  “What is the situation?  

How much damage are you seeing?” 

 “None,” Eichner replied.  “None at all.  It is as if nothing unusual occurred here.” 

 “Impossible,” Cuzak responded.  “You saw the fireball that originated at that resort just as well as I.  

Nothing should still be standing…” 

 “Doctor!” the scientist in the co-pilot seat suddenly exclaimed.  “I’m detecting a life-form reading.  It’s 

faint, but it’s in there!” 

 “What?!  That can’t possibly be true,” Eichner refuted. 

 “Confirmed,” said another scientist in the back of the transport.  “I’m picking up faint life-signs on sensors 

as well.” 

 Eichner gazed out the windshield through the gate, trying to assess exactly how dangerous it would be to 

leave the safety of the transport.  “And you’re continuing to register normal surface conditions out there?” 

 “Either surface conditions are normal, or that’s the most elaborate hologram I have ever witnessed, able to 

fool even sensors,” the co-pilot agreed. 

 “Very well.  Jones, Smith, come with me.  Bring a medipack, just in case.” 

 Several seconds later the airlock/decon station door on the rear of the transport opened and Doctors 

Eichner, Jones, and Smith, all dressed in bright yellow anti-contamination environmental suits descended the small 

flight of stairs to the ground, then walked single-file into the resort complex.  Dr. Smith continuously scanned with a 

tricorder as the trio walked.  To their amazement, it was as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.  Not a single 

building, window, door, lounge chair, or even blade of grass looked to be out of place. 

 “Look, over by the pool!” Dr. Jones exclaimed, pointing at what looked like a tan and black pile lying on 

the ground at the edge of the pool.  The three scientists rushed forward to find a human man wearing what looked 

like an ancient tan camouflage military uniform, one leg partly in the water of the in-ground pool, laying on his 

stomach with a weapon of some sort half-hidden underneath his body. 

 “Where did he come from?” Eichner asked as he looked around, including up into the sky. 

 “I don’t know, but he’s unconscious and suffering from mild radiation poisoning,” said Smith as he 

scanned the unconscious man with the tricorder.  “Get me a dose of arithrazine from the medikit, fast.” 

 As Smith and Jones worked to stabilize the mysterious new arrival, Eichner activated his communicator 

and said, “Eichner to Desert Monitoring Site-1.  We’ve discovered a human male in need of immediate medical care 

within the resort site.” 

 “Who is he?  How did he get there?” Cuzak asked. 

 “We don’t know, but we request you arrange for us to be beamed to the nearest adequate medical facility as 

soon as possible.” 

 “Stand by, Doctor,” the voice of Cuzak said after a few seconds delay.  “The starship is going to beam all 

of you aboard and transport you directly to Starfleet Medical.” 

 “Standing by,” Eichner replied.  Several seconds later he felt the familiar tingle as a transporter beam 

locked on and began to convey him, his colleagues, and the mysterious soldier they had discovered. 

 

* * * * 

 

Starfleet Medical 

San Francisco, Earth 

Three Weeks Later 

 

 The first thing Sergeant Maarsingh become conscious of as he started to wake up was how bad his head 

felt, like someone had swung a sledge hammer into each side of his combat helmet multiple times.  Very slowly he 

opened up his eyes, pleased to realize the room was fairly dark and the window shades drawn.  From what he could 

tell by the sounds and smells, he was definitely in a hospital, which beat the other options by a long run. 



 Very slowly, Maarsingh moved his head around, looking for anything that could be used to call for a nurse 

or orderly.  He noted the room he was in was large, clean, and modern looking. 

 “I wonder how long I’ve been out?” he quietly commented to himself.  “This definitely isn’t Baghdad or 

Kuwait.  Probably Ramstein, Germany.”  He then gave up looking for any call button and called out moderately 

loudly, “Nurse?  Can anyone hear me?” 

 “Someone will be right in,” a female voice quickly replied, assuring Maarsingh.  Several seconds later, a 

woman wearing a white lab coat over a black outfit with grey shoulders and blue turtleneck collar opened the door 

and walked in.  “It’s good to see you awake.  We weren’t sure if you were going to pull through for a short while.”  

 “Where…?  Where am I?” Maarsingh asked, watching the nurse through half-opened eyes as she checked 

the chart attached to the foot of his bed and compared it to the readings on the monitor above his head.  “Is this 

Ramstein Air Base?” 

 “No, you’re in San Francisco,” the nurse replied, apparently satisfied by the readings she was getting. 

 “San Francisco?  You mean I’m home?” 

 “Are you originally from San Francisco?” the nurse asked.  “We have so many questions about you we 

need answered.  The only things we have been able to determine is your name, rank, and branch of service based on 

the uniform you were found wearing and the documents you were carrying.” 

 “No.  No, I’ve never been to San Francisco before.  I meant home, in CONUS.”  The nurse looked at 

Maarsingh as if he were speaking some strange alien language.  “How long was I out?  Normally they send the bad 

injuries to Germany.” 

 “Well, from what I understand they beamed you aboard the Sarek, where the medical staff were able to 

stabilize your condition before transporting you here.”  Now it was Maarsingh’s turn to look at the nurse as if she 

were speaking an alien language.  “And to answer your question, you have been in a coma for nearly three weeks.” 

 “Three weeks?!?” Maarsingh exclaimed, causing his head to start to pound agonizingly again.  He squeezed 

his eyes shut and grimaced in pain, an expression the nurse did not fail to see. 

 “Here, this should help with the pain.  Considering what we think you’ve been through, I’m not surprised 

you have a major headache right now.” 

 Maarsingh felt something press up against his neck just below his left ear, then heard a hissing sound and 

felt a strange pressure in the same spot.  Second later the pain in his head, while not completely eliminated, lessened 

considerably. 

 “The doctor will be in shortly to see you,” the nurse stated as she helped Maarsingh into a more 

comfortable position.  “He will be able to answer any more questions you may have about your medical condition, 

and I’m sure he will have some questions for you too.”  She then smiled pleasantly at him before departing the 

room. 

 With his head now feeling somewhat better, Maarsingh looked around the room in greater detail.  His was 

the only bed in the room, which he found unusual.  Most military hospitals had at least four guys per room, 

especially considering the heavy fighting in the Middle East.  Across from the bed were two chairs with a small 

table between them, a vase with a single flower in it upon the table.  Built into the wall above the table and chairs 

was a black rectangle that Maarsingh recognized as a flat-screen TV.  Along the wall to his right were two windows 

that appeared nearly opaque, no actual shades, the window so dark he was only barely able to tell it was daytime 

outside, and along the other wall was the single door to the corridor alongside a tall wardrobe, through the partly 

open door of which he could make out his cammo uniform hanging up inside, and next to that what looked like a 

small empty shelf built into the wall with some kind of computer installed above it. 

 “Where’s the remote for the TV?” Maarsingh wondered aloud.  “I wonder if The Price Is Right is on?”  He 

looked around his bed and across the room at the table, but did not see anything resembling a remote control unit 

sitting around.  He half-considered getting out of bed and looking in the wardrobe, but figured it an unlikely place to 

store a TV remote, and besides, after three weeks in a coma, was he really ready to get up and walk around yet? 

 He spent a few moments checking himself out with his hands, happy to confirm everything was where he 

last remembered it being, and started wondering what sort of injuries he had sustained.  He tried thinking back to his 

last clear memory, the weapons lab deep under the Iraqi desert and his attempt to force the reactor to shut itself 



down before it blew up half the Middle East.  Just as he started to remember, the room door opened again and a man 

with bright blue skin and antennas poking through the white hair covering his head walked in.  He was wearing a 

blue lab coat over clothes almost exactly like the nurse had worn.  Maarsingh stared at the blue man, his mouth 

open. 

 “Good afternoon, Mister Maarsingh,” the doctor said as he smiled gently at the Sergeant before taking a 

look at the chart, which Maarsingh could now see was an electronic computer device, and comparing it to the 

readings being displayed on the monitor above him.  “I’m glad to see you are awake.  I’m sure you have hundreds of 

questions.  And we have a few questions for you.    First of all, what is the last calendar date you can remember?  

Day, month, and year, if you don’t mind.” 

 Maarsingh continued to silently stare at the doctor for nearly twenty seconds before he finally managed to 

close his mouth.  The doctor looked at him patiently, awaiting his answer, when the Sergeant said, “What…?  What 

are you?!?” 

 “Oh, dear.  The nurse didn’t tell you, did she?” the doctor said, shaking his head slowly. 

 “Tell me what?  Where am I?  What have you done to me?”  Maarsingh looked contemplative for a 

moment before his eyes widened, as if experiencing a revelation.  “That’s it!  I’ve been drugged!”  He then frowned 

at the doctor, crossing his arms in front of his chest and saying, “Maarsingh, James.  Sergeant, United States Army.  

Serial number 854-19-8433.” 

 The doctor quickly jotted down some of what Maarsingh was saying into the padd with the patient’s 

medical record, then looked up.  “Very good, Sergeant.  What else can you remember?” 

 “Maarsingh, James.  Sergeant, United States Army.  Serial number 854-19-8433.  I demand my right to see 

a Red Cross representative in accordance with the Geneva Convention.” 

 “Well, I’m not sure if I understand what a Geneva Convention is, but…,” the doctor started to say when he 

was immediately cut off again. 

 “Maarsingh, James.  Sergeant, United States Army.  Serial number 854-19-8433.” 

 The doctor just looked at Maarsingh for several seconds before finally saying, “Okay.  Thank you, 

Sergeant.  I think that will be all for today.  Perhaps I or one of my colleagues will be back in to talk with you when 

you’re feeling a bit more forthcoming.”  Then doctor then returned the padd to the connector on the foot of the bed 

and left the room. 

 Maarsingh turned to look out the near-opaque windows, through which he could almost see several high-

rise building and, beyond them, water in the distance.  “I guess I must have fallen into the hands of the insurgents?” 

he said to himself, then looked around the room again.  “These drugs they must have pumped me full of are wild, 

making me see blue bug people!  But on the whole, I could be held in much worse conditions.  This sure beats 

having my head cut off.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next day, the nurse returned to Maarsingh’s room.  She noted that the patient had finally eaten the 

meals one of the orderlies had brought in, which was also a good sign that his appetite was returning to normal. 

 “Good morning.  How are you feeling today?” the nurse asked. 

 “Your drugs must be wearing off.  I didn’t see any blue bug people today, though the guy with the pointy 

ears that brought in my breakfast this morning was a little freaky,” Maarsingh remarked. 

 “Are you experiencing any severe pain today?  Anything far out of the ordinary?” the nurse asked as she 

consulted Maarsingh’s chart padd. 

 “Only the fact I can’t find the remote for the TV.” 

 “The what?” the nurse asked, confused. 

 “The TV.  You know, that thing there on the wall.” 

 The nurse looked over, then understood somewhat.  She looked back at her patient and said, “You’ll be 

seeing something on there soon enough.  The information you gave us yesterday turned out to be more helpful than 

we originally believed.”  Fear crawled up Maarsingh’s spine as he contemplated that perhaps he had been drugged 



so badly he had given away vital classified information and was not even aware of what he had done as the nurse 

pulled another smaller padd out of the pocket of her white lab coat.  “We managed to located some records about 

you.  Maarsingh, James.  Listed killed in action in Iraq on June 9, 2007.  You and your fellow soldier Corporal 

Wilson were each posthumously awarded the Medal of Honor by the United States of America for your actions in 

destroying a mass destruction weapon that would have annihilated a good portion of what was then central Iraq.  

Congratulations.” 

 In spite of his perceived captivity, Maarsingh could not help feeling a sense of pride at hearing of his 

accomplishment until his brain fully processed what he had heard. 

 “Wait a second…  KILLED in action?!?  Posthumously?!?” 

 “Well, they evidently thought you were dead.  They had no idea what actually happened to you.” 

 Maarsingh looked at the nurse suspiciously as he asked, “And just what did happen to me?” 

 “From what we have been able to determine, your destruction of the primitive anti-matter device in 2007 

opened up a sub-space rift that thrust you forward in time roughly 375 years.” 

 In spite of his best effort, Maarsingh could not hold back a loud laugh. 

 “I’ve traveled through time?  What, the insurgency couldn’t come up with a better story to try and make me 

spill the beans?” 

 “Beans?  We did not have beans on your menu this morning, but if you would like…?” 

 The nurse started moving over toward the empty shelf in the wall as Maarsingh protested, “No!  I meant I 

won’t tell you any secrets to help you fight…!” 

 “Computer,” the nurse said to the shelf.  “Baked beans.  Small serving.” 

 Maarsingh was speechless as the computer beeped acknowledgement and a moment later a small bowl of 

baked beans appeared on the formerly-empty shelf.  The nurse placed the small bowl of beans onto the breakfast 

tray and moved the serving table back over the hospital bed over Maarsingh’s waist.  He continued to simply stare at 

the steaming bowl of food, unable to find the proper words to express everything going through his mind. 

 “I’m going to play a video presentation for you that will hopefully explain what has happened to you.  I’m 

sure you are going to have lots of questions once it’s done,” the nurse said to Maarsingh before looking toward the 

monitor on the wall.  “Computer, play presentation ‘Time-One.’”  She then looked back at Maarsingh and added, 

“Your attending physician and I will be back in a few minutes, once the presentation is done.” 

 As the nurse departed the room, the monitor screen lit up with an image of Earth as seen from space and the 

words, ‘So You’re Lost In Time…?’  A moment later a narrator’s voice started speaking as images appeared on the 

monitor, the first being a 23rd century Tokopai-class starship as she appeared shortly after being discovered in the 

vicinity of Earth nearly 80 years after disappearing. 

 “Ever since the emergence of the USS Arcturus from a time warp nearly 20 years ago, there has been a rash 

of time travelers from the past appearing in the late 24th century… and you’re one of them.  How did you get here?  

Let’s start with the theories and methods of time travel and move on from there…” 

 Maarsingh stared at the screen in shock, unable to comprehend the information being presented. 

 

* * * * 

 

 About a half hour later, after the presentation – which included some basic background of the past century 

or so of Federation history – had ended, the nurse and the ‘blue bug person’ that Maarsingh had first seen the 

previous day returned to the room.  The patient was still in a semblance of shock, but had recovered enough to be 

able to ask and answer some questions. 

 “Where… or should I ask, when am I?” 

 “By the calendar system you are used to, this would be the Earth year 2384 AD,” the doctor replied.  “But 

we generally use a system we call stardates, which standardizes the method of time-keeping across the known 

galaxy and compensates for vessels traveling faster-than-light.  The current stardate is 61521.6.” 

 “And what…?  What are you?” Maarsingh asked the doctor. 



 “I’m a member of an alien species called an Andorian,” the doctor replied.  “We originate on a planet about 

fifteen light years from Earth, and have been close allies of humanity for over two hundred years now.  What do you 

remember about the incident that brought you to our time?” 

 Now convinced either everything he was being told was true or that he was so far past insane that it really 

did not matter anymore, Maarsingh started telling the pair about his last mission in Iraq, concluding with the attempt 

to shut down what the Iraqi scientist they had found in the refrigerator had called an anti-matter reactor, a form of 

doomsday device the former dictator of the country had ordered built as a final act of revenge should he ever be 

overthrown. 

 “…Then the reactor started falling apart.  I saw Wilson literally melt in front of my eyes before there was a 

bright, overwhelming light.  The next thing I know, I’m waking up in this bed.” 

 “Amazing!” the Andorian doctor said to the nurse.  “This man should have been killed when that reactor 

exploded.  Instead it opened a rift in space/time and thrust him forward through it without serious injury.  Simply 

amazing.” 

 “Well, now that I’m here, and I assume you can’t send me back to where I belong, what do I do?” 

Maarsingh asked, a look of worry on his face for the first time since waking up the previous day.  “I can’t spend the 

rest of my life here in this hospital bed as an exhibit for everyone to point and stare at.” 

 “Oh no, of course not,” the doctor assured him.  “The first thing we’re going to do is have you meet with a 

counselor to assess your mental state and evaluate how well you will be able to adapt and adjust to the change in 

your circumstances.  As a member of the military, I believe you will be more adaptable than the average civilian of 

your era, but we need to establish a baseline.  Once you are determined to be recovered from your ordeal and healthy 

enough to leave here, you will be tested to learn what aptitudes you possess so that you may be re-trained with skills 

to help you become self-sufficient in our modern society.” 

 “Re-trained?  I don’t know.  I’ve never been anything but a soldier my entire adult life.  How would that fit 

into your modern society?” 

 “There’s always Starfleet,” remarked the human nurse. 

 “Star… fleet…?” Maarsingh repeated, sounding unsure.  “You mean I would train to be an astronaut?  I’m 

not sure I’m capable of doing something like that.  In fact, I’m not sure I’m capable of doing much of anything here 

in the future from just the little I’ve seen.  I feel like one of the Pilgrims from the Mayflower finding themselves 

suddenly in the year 2000.” 

 The Andorian doctor put his finger to his lips contemplatively for a moment before looking at Maarsingh 

intently and saying, “I know of a man who has gone through something very similar to what you are experiencing, 

Sergeant.  I’m going to see if I can get him to pay you a visit.  Perhaps he can make your transition a little less 

painful than his own was?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two weeks later, Maarsingh was still slowly learning to deal with the reality that faced him; that everyone 

and everything he knew in the past were long gone and that he was alone, an anachronism in time.  As soon as he 

was declared well enough to walk around, he was escorted by medical personnel around the grounds of Starfleet 

Medical, where he was able to see some of the modern city of San Francisco, including the many strange flying 

vehicles that traveled between the various Starfleet facilities around the city.  The event that finally convinced him 

he was actually in the future occurred the day when he was returning to his room from a walk around the grounds 

with one of the Vulcan orderlies and he witnessed a transporter in use for the first time, the orderly explaining to the 

sergeant how in emergencies it was quicker and easier to simply ‘beam’ patients to the emergency room than have to 

transport them in shuttles or ground vehicles. 

 On this particular afternoon, Maarsingh was sitting in a chair next to his hospital bed, reading some files on 

history and modern technology on the wall monitor and various pads spread across his bed, wondering how he was 

possibly going to fit into the ‘modern world,’ when there was a knock on the room door. 



 “Come in,” Maarsingh said.  The door opened and a man with thinning blonde hair wearing what could 

only be called a battle dress uniform walked in, holding a mismatched green cammo cap in his hands. 

 “Sergeant Maarsingh?” the newcomer asked.  Maarsingh nodded.  As the man walked toward him, his right 

hand held out in offer to shake hands, he said, “My name is Gunnery Sergeant Christopher O’Laughlin, but you can 

call me Olly.  Or Gunny.  Whichever you prefer.” 

 “Gunnery Sergeant, huh?” Maarsingh asked, returning the newcomer’s handshake.  “United States Marine 

Corps?” 

 “A long, long time ago, yes,” O’Laughin replied as he pulled the other chair closer and sat down.  “Starfleet 

Marine Corps now.” 

 “Starfleet.  Yes, I’ve been hearing that name a lot lately.  It’s replaced the Army, Navy, Air Force, Marines, 

and Coast Guard from what I’ve been able to tell.” 

 “Oh, it’s got some elements of each,” O’Laughlin agreed.  “But it’s a whole lot more too.  Starships… warp 

drive… phaser weapons…”  The sergeant started looking extremely confused, so O’Laughlin asked, “How did you 

get from when you were to when you are now?” 

 Maarsingh sighed before explaining his story to the Marine Gunny; how he was simply a soldier in Iraq, 

doing his duty, trying to prevent the annihilation of his fellow soldiers and a nearby city with thousands of innocent 

Iraqis when an apparent overload of the doomsday weapon he tried to shut down thrust him forward in time by way 

of what had been described as a huge blue fireball. 

 Sounds like a good call sign for you,” O’Laughlin said to the sergeant.  “Pretty appropriate.” 

 “What’s that?” Maarsingh asked, not quite getting what O’Laughlin was suggesting. 

 “Fireball,” the Gunny said.  “Fireball Maarsingh.  Has a nice ring to it.” 

 Maarsingh could not help but smile for a moment, realizing it was the first time since he had woken up in 

the bed at Starfleet Medical that he was feeling his old sense of camaraderie with a fellow soldier before his smile 

slipped and he asked, “I feel so out of place here, Gunny.  Like a cave man living in my own time would.  What do I 

do now that I’m here?  Where do I go?  I’ve got no one anymore except myself.” 

 “That’s not entirely true,” O’Laughlin replied.  “True, you need to catch up on the technology and the lingo 

and the fact you’re going to be working alongside aliens and women and all that.  Some things are going to seem 

like magic.” 

 “Like those re-creators on the wall over there?” Maarsingh asked, pointing at the replicator, which he still 

refused to operate. 

 O’Laughlin nodded, warning, “I had my fair share of run-ins with those damn things, but I’ve finally gotten 

comfortable orderin’ a squee-gee for the shower from one… most of the time.”  O’Laughlin then proceeded to tell 

Maarsingh his own story; about how he had served in the US Marine Corps in the late 20th century until 

accidentally volunteering for an experiment that put him into suspended animation for almost 400 years longer than 

planned before the lab in which he was located was fortuitously discovered by a construction crew, and how after 

drifting across the continent for a time he found himself in San Francisco and the doorstep of Starfleet. 

 “I firmly believe Starfleet saved my life,” O’Laughlin explained.  “I was ready to pack it in because I 

thought there was no place for a 20th century fossil like me to fit in the modern 24th century.  But the Corps re-

trained me and gave me back a purpose.  Sure, I’ve had some growing pains, but on the whole it’s been an 

adventure.  And fun.” 

 O’Laughlin leaned forward, placing a hand on the shoulder of the Army sergeant. 

 “I know and understand you’re an Army brat, Fireball.  But there are worse things you could do now that 

you’re here in this time than consider the Corps.  It gave me a home and family when I had lost everything I had 

known.  It can do the same for you too.” 

 “Thanks, Gunny.  I have a lot to think about,” Maarsingh replied.  “I’m not sure right now where I’m going 

to go or what I’m going to do, but it helps to know someone else has been in my shoes and has managed to survive.  

Thanks for the advice.” 

 “Anytime, Fireball.” 

 As O’Laughlin got up and moved toward the door, Maarsingh asked one final question. 



 “Gunny, if I should ever need any more advice, you seem like the person I should talk to.  You know where 

I’m coming from, what I’m going through right now.  If I should need to talk, is there a way to contact you?  Do 

they have call phones or e-mail in this time?” 

 “I’m pretty easy to find, Fireball.  Just dispatch a subspace communiqué.  The staff here can show you how.  

I’m assigned to Special Contingent 41, Starfleet Marine Corps, currently attached to USS Dauntless NCC-75310,” 

O’Laughlin replied as he entered the same information into one of the padds Maarsingh had laying on the bed.  He 

then offered his hand once more and added, “Contact me anytime.  Good luck, Sergeant.” 

 “Thanks, Gunny,” Maarsingh replied, shaking O’Laughlin’s hand once more.  The Gunny then walked over 

to the door of the room, but before he opened it he spun back to face Maarsingh, snapping to attention with a click of 

his highly-polished black boot heels, and offered his fellow castaway in time an old-fashioned military salute.  

Without thinking, Maarsingh jumped to his feet and returned the salute before O’Laughlin passed through the door, 

which closed with a click behind him. 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 64004.6 

Earth Year 2387 

 

 Starfleet Marine Corps Sergeant James ‘Fireball’ Maarsingh stepped off the transport that had conveyed 

him from Earth out to the Typhon Sector and Starbase 719.  Having spent all his time in the Corps thus-far planet-

side, with the exception of some training in space during basic training, it was his first time away from Earth and the 

size of the immense space station the first time he saw it through the transport’s viewport astonished him.  He never 

imagined man ever being capable of constructing anything so large and complex. 

 As he walked through the corridor of the hub heading toward the nearest turbolift, the 24th century 

equivalent of a seabag flung over his right shoulder, he passed by one of the larger spacedock hub lounges, currently 

empty and dark, its huge transparent aluminum windows looking out on the docking slips.  His curiosity piqued, 

Maarsingh walked over to one of the windows, putting his seabag on the deck near his highly-polished boots, and 

stared with awe at the scene before him.  He had reviewed the technical specifications of the Federation’s various 

ship classes during training, and had even seen and been impressed by the Intrepid-class and – the type of vessel 

upon which he had conducted some training – Nova-class starships, but they were insignificant compared to the 

huge starship that loomed out beyond the window. 

 “Impressive, aren’t they?” said a voice coming from next to Maarsingh.  Startled, the now-Marine Sergeant 

looked over to see one of the starbase’s maintenance crew, a Bolian man with mottled blue skin and a ridge running 

straight up the middle of his face and over his bald head, a portable vacuum slung across his back, looking out the 

window as well.  “Starship’s come in all shapes and sizes, but they don’t get much prettier than the Sovereign-class, 

do they?  My cousin was involved in the designing of that class many years ago.  She looks like something designed 

to take on the universe!” 

 “Sovereign-class?  That wouldn’t be…?” Maarsingh started to ask when the maintenance man interrupted. 

 “The Dauntless.  Fifth Fleet Flagship.  I’d give nearly anything to serve aboard a starship like that.” 

 “Really?  Is she a good ship?” 

 “Very good ship.  Exceptional crew, so goes the scuttlebutt.  That’s why she’s out here exploring beyond 

the frontier,” the Bolian remarked before returning to his work. 

 Maarsingh continued to look at the Dauntless for a little while longer, studying her lines and angles and 

feeling a deep sense of pride at having received a coveted assignment to SFMC Special Contingent 41.  He then 

turned around and continued on his way toward the turbolift he had originally been seeking, which quickly 

transferred him to the docking gangway of the starship Dauntless. 

 A few minutes later, after arriving aboard and presenting his credentials to the security guard at the airlock, 

he was escorted by one of the crew to the Marine Barracks in the secondary hull of the starship.  Walking through 

the corridor he noted the signs for various compartments, including the Marine armory, the holographic training 



facility, and the WRecK Deck; Contingent 41’s private recreation lounge.  Eventually he was brought to a small 

interior lounge and told he could find the Contingent’s acting-First Sergeant inside.  As the crewman walked away, 

Maarsingh walked through the doors and stepped inside, where several Starfleet Marines sat around a table directly 

underneath the room’s sole active light source, dressed in various states of battle-dress, playing poker. 

 “Sergeant James Maarsingh, reporting for duty as ordered,” he said, placing his seabag on the deck and 

holding the padd with his orders on it.  One of the Marines at the table facing away from the new arrival, wearing an 

old 20th century USMC camouflage cap backwards on his thinning blonde hair and holding an unlit 400 year old 

cigar clamped between his teeth slowly turned around, smiling when he saw the new arrival. 

 “Welcome aboard, Fireball,” replied Gunny O’Laughlin.  “Glad ta see ya took my advice and joined a real 

branch of the service!” 

 Maarsingh smiled as he could not help but look down at his own battle-dress uniform, from the spit-shined 

black boots, to the mottled camouflage pants and jacket, to the SFMC emblem on the right shoulder consisting of the 

UFP emblem with the Starfleet delta on top imposed over a fouled anchor, similar in many respects to the Eagle, 

Globe, and Anchor of the old United States Marine Corps, and replied, “After weighing my options, the Corps 

seemed the best fit for me.” 

 “It’s a good thing it did, because I had ta pull a few strings to make sure you got your promotion to Sarge 

and were assigned to SC41.”  O’Laughlin stood up and shook his new sergeant’s hand, then started introducing him 

to the rest of the troops.  “Let me show you where you’re going to be bunking, then I’ll take you up to meet the COB 

an’ the Captain.  Later on I’ll introduce you to Betty.” 

 “I can only imagine how they’re going to feel about having some 21st century ground-pounder as a 

member of their elite crew,” Maarsingh remarked. 

 O’Laughlin stifled a laugh as he led the way back out into the corridor, saying, “There’s a lot about this 

crew you need to learn.  The COB’s El-Aurian; real long-lived species.  Spent a good many years living on Earth 

during the 20th century, including a stint in the Navy.  Few other members of the crew are time travelers like us.  

You’re gonna find a lot of comrades on this here ship before long.  And trust me, long as you’re doing your job to 

the best o’ yer ability, the Captain’s not going to care where or when you came from.” 

 The pair reached a turbolift, which swished open at their approach.  As they entered, Maarsingh asked, 

“What about this Betty you mentioned?  How’s she going to feel about me?” 

 O’Laughlin looked at Maarsingh with a lopsided grin around the stump of his cigar and said, “As long as 

your aim is true and you squeeze her trigger gently, Betty’s gonna love you, Fireball.” 

 

The End 


