Episode 28

“A Long Time Ago…”

He moved to the sink, turned the water on, and splashed his face and hair, getting his clothes wet.  He looked hard into the mirror, thinking that he would see Sarah’s reflection coming behind him, her warm smile plastered on her face despite the fact that she wasn’t a morning person.

Then Captain Chris Harriman realized that, yet again, she would not be there.  She would never be there…because she was dead.

How long had she been dead?  A month?  Two?  He honestly didn’t know…in fact, for the first time since the second Devil’s Virus ordeal, he realized that he had lost complete track of time.

Were repairs completed?  Was Kalia OK?  Did Tom successfully circumnavigate the alien specie’s space?  If so…where were they?

These questions seemed to superimpose Chris’s thoughts of Sarah for a moment, but the moment he realized that fact…reality hit him yet again.  At first, he was going to check the computer, but now he decided not to.  Instead, he moved to the couch in the living room and, despite his wet clothes, he sat down.  Once again, he stared out into the streaking starfield as the Dragon moved at warp speed.  The front of the phaser cannon was just barely visible to him, but other than that, he had an unobstructed view of the warp-distorted starfield.

Looks like we’re traveling at sub-Transwarp velocity he thought to himself, the thoughts of Sarah once again receding.  I wonder just how fast…
He shrugged the thought off again, too depressed to bother to check.  So, he simply sat back and thought he’d enjoy another day of doing nothing but sulking…

 Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins was ready to slap him.  Once again, he was hounding her, trying to get her to go out with him.  Despite the lecture she had given him the first time, he persisted over and over…and now her patience, which she had an abundance of…was thinning!

“I still don’t see why you won’t give me a chance!” Ensign Jerry Sukan pleaded.

“Because of the way you first approached me!” she snapped at him.

Taken back, Jerry asked in a baffled voice, “Well how else am I supposed to ask you out?”

“You don’t ask someone out right away!” she snapped yet again.  “You have to get to know them first.  Doing otherwise shows that you don’t really care about holding a good relationship…it shows that you just want to have someone you think is beautiful go out with you!”

“You’re point?” he asked, genuinely confused.

“My point is that it is wrong to do so!  Thinking that all you need is beauty shows just how much of a pig you are!”

Jerry looked honestly insulted by that as he raised his eyebrows in surprise.  “I beg to differ, Vendar.  In fact…it’s impossible for me to be a pig.”

His ability to remain calm while she was angered further made her mad…not to mention what he just said.  “How so?!”

“History clearly states that humans descended from apes, not pigs.”

It took every fiber of sense in Vendar’s mind to stop herself from slapping him across the face.  She felt her face turn hot as anger flooded her.

Finally, she stopped in the corridor and turned to face the Ensign.  “Look, I’m getting sick and tired of you chasing me,” she stated harshly.  “I’ve tolerated it, but I won’t tolerate it any more!  Bother me again with the subject and I’ll have you thrown in the brig!”

Jerry simply grinned and pointed out, “You used that excuse the first time we met.”

“Only this time, if you don’t, I will have security arrest you!”

He let out a small, defiant laugh.  “On what charge?”

Now it was Vendar’s turn to grin.  “Simple: sexual harassment.  You hounding me like this is almost the prime example of sexual harassment!”

The expression that showed on his face let Vendar know that she had caught him off guard.  He apparently hadn’t expected her to use that against him…

Slowly, quietly, and angrily, she said, “I’ve lived with your crap for eight months, I won’t live with it any more.”

It took him a moment, but Jerry finally tried to recover.  “But you…”

“You are dismissed!” Vendar interrupted.

He was about to say something else, but he seemed to decide against it.  Angered, he turned around and stormed down the corridor.  Vendar stared after him with icy eyes, hoping that it would be the last time she would hear from him for a long time.

When Vendar turned to continue on her way to the turbolift, she noticed that a few people were staring at her.  She was even further angered, but decided she better keep her temper in check.

As she began walking again, she thought weird how the extra energy from that damned virus comes out as anger and aggression…
Events had been hard on her since the second Devil’s Virus ordeal.  Anger at the Vorkalai and their creation had still managed to build up since the end of the war, despite the fact that the Vorkalai had been all but wiped out.  Despite the end of the war, however, memories of the Vorkalai kept popping up.  Crew members here and there referring to memories of the war and the friends they had lost, the Vorkalai warship the Dragon had encountered…as well as the Devil’s Virus.

That had been the hardest on her.  Having to deal with something that had changed her personality for the worse, possibly forever, had made her angry.  More than once since the ordeal ended, she found her mind wandering, even while on duty.  It had already gotten her in trouble three times on the bridge.  Furthermore, it had earned her several visits from the Counselor.

Now more than ever, anger was showing its ugly face in her.  It was almost as if the evil thoughts of the Virus still existed within her.  It was a feeling of losing control, something she did not enjoy.

But then she’d been through all of this already with Terry.  He had tried to be a good counselor, but he didn’t seem to be able to snap her out of her anger.  She was frustrated with him for not being able to help her, and frustrated with herself for not being able to maintain control.

Over a year ago, she had been able to maintain control.  She had more patience than any other crewmember on the ship!  Now, however, she always had to be doing something, she always had to be moving.  If she didn’t, she simply went crazy.  And when she wasn’t doing what she wanted or needed to do, that energy presented itself as anger.

She didn’t know what to do any more…she didn’t know how to feel…

…And once again, she had noticed that her mind had wandered.  She was already standing in front of her quarters, two decks up from where she had just been.  Though disoriented at first, she finally keyed in her code and opened the door.

She slowly walked in and looked around, her mind still wandering, dwelling on the subject.

Losing control was something that had never happened to her before the Devil’s Virus.  Even during her days in high school, she had maintained full control of her emotions.  She easily suppressed her hormonal impulses.

Now, however…she was losing absolute control over herself…and she couldn’t bear it.

She collapsed down onto her knees and buried her face.  Tears of frustration flowed from her eyes.  She felt ready to burst, the frustration turning into anger…which needed some sort of an outlet, or she would go crazy!!!  She was genuinely afraid that someday, because of her anger…someone around her would get hurt, emotionally.  That, above all…frightened her the most…

Lieutenant Commander Tom Halkrat looked up as an alarm sounded from the Ops console.  R’Sharn immediately checked the alarm.

“Sir, I’m reading an area of severe tachyon disruption off our starboard bow,” she stated calmly.  “There’s an intense energy signature at the focal point.”

This being his field of specialty, Tom decided to take a look for himself.  He stood up and moved to his old post, the science station, and began taking a look at the readings.  He didn’t have to think twice to realize what it was.

“It’s a temporal anomaly,” he stated matter-of-factly.  “And it’s slowly expanding…”

The ship began to shake suddenly, throwing Tom off guard.  He managed, however, to retain his composure.

“The tachyon emissions are disrupting our warp field!” Lieutenant James Trikal reported from the helm.

As Tom moved back to the command chair, he ordered, “Drop us out of warp.”

Immediately, the shuddering stopped, and the vast ocean of stars stopped streaking by.  “Let’s see the anomaly on screen.”

Immediately, the view screen changed to show what almost looked like some sort of supernova at it’s peak…only it wasn’t a supernova, it was a temporal anomaly…  The intense energy of it forced Tom to shield his eyes a moment, but R’Sharn lowered the brightness, which allowed Tom to now look straight into the heart of the anomaly.

“That sure is like nothing I’ve encountered before,” he stated as he watched the rays of the anomaly moving around.  “Begin a series of scans.”

“Wait!” Lieutenant Ada Marquet suddenly interrupted.  “I see something near it!  To the lower right of the anomaly!”

Tom strained his eyes a moment, looking where she had pointed.  At first, he had passed it for a star, but then he realized it was too dull to be a star…  “Magnify the section,” he ordered.

The moment the screen changed, his heart immediately leapt into his throat.  His breath caught and he became motionless…as did the entire bridge.  Everyone stared at the view screen, not in awe or wonder…but in absolute fear.

Looming just underneath the anomaly, over one hundred twenty five cubic kilometers in volume, was something no one had ever expected to see here in the Kalium galaxy.  It was a sight no one even wanted to see…especially one with armor, and no doubt a weapons arsenal to match the armor.

There, bigger than life…was a Borg cube.

After his lapse, Tom immediately jumped into action, more out of fear than any logical reasoning.  “Red alert, all hands to battle stations!”

The lights dimmed, the alert klaxon sounded, and the frozen bridge quickly became a flurry of movement.  Conversations seemed to start all at once as everyone began doing their duty, all the while glancing in fear at the view on the view screen.

Knowing when he was incapable of handling a situation, Tom opened a comm channel.  “Tarkent to Harriman…sir, we really, really need your expertise up here.  You aren’t going to believe this, but we’ve just encountered a heavily armored Borg cube!”

Not expecting a reply, he quickly closed the channel and began pulling tactical information up on his console.

“Kalia, set shields and weapons on rotating modulation.  Ada, have security do the same to all hand held weapons on the ship.”

“Acknowledged,” both replied at the same time.

“James, maintain this distance from the cube and the anomaly,” he added.  He looked up in time to see Vendar already replacing R’Sharn at Ops.  Didn’t take her long to get up here.  “Vendar, keep a close eye on that Borg cube, and try to find out how the hell it got here.”

Instead of acknowledging him, she stated, “I don’t know how, sir, but the cube is forcing a transmission through the tachyon field!”

Before anyone else could say anything, the audio signal immediately patched through.  Thousands upon thousands of voices all said the same thing at the same time, causing Tom’s hair to stand on end.

“We are the Borg.  Lower your defenses and surrender your ship.  We will add your biological and technological distinctiveness to our own.  You will adapt to service us.  Resistance is futile.”

Not waiting for a reply, the Borg immediately closed the channel, no doubt realizing that Tom would never surrender.

“Lock torpedoes onto the Borg’s weapon systems the moment you can get a solid lock,” Tom stated, trying to ignore the fear that the Borg had just put into him.  “The moment they are within weapons range, fire.”

“Aye, sir,” Ada replied quickly, fear also edging into her voice.

As suddenly as the Borg transmission had cut in, lights and panels began flickering all over the bridge.  Confused, and worried, Tom ordered, “Report!”

“I don’t know how, but they’re accessing our computers!” Vendar replied quickly.  “They can’t get control, but they’re downloading all of our logs!”

He stood up again from the command chair and moved next to the Ops console.  “Stop them, at any cost!”

However, he soon found that they were too late.  A moment later, the transmission had stopped…and all logs had been accessed.

“They’ve got them all,” Vendar reported solemnly.  “Which means…they’ll have the advantage…”

Not letting the situation get his spirits down, he ordered, “Try to keep them from accessing any other memory banks.  Do not let them gain access to any schematics of our technology.”

“Understood,” Vendar replied quickly, getting to work and not stopping for a moment.

“Status of the Borg cube?” he asked Ada, stopping in front of the command chair and looking up at her.

Confusion showing on her face, she looked up at him and stated, “They haven’t moved.”

Confusion overtaking his own face, Tom spun around to look at the view screen, and sure enough, the cube was in the same position he had seen it before.  “Then we have a moment to…”

Before he could finish, a familiar voice did so for him.  “…Consider our options.”

Immediately recognizing the voice, Tom spun around to face the source of the voice…and there, moving down from the aft turbolift, was Chris Harriman!

“Captain!” almost everyone exclaimed at the same time.

“Save the welcome backs for later,” Chris stated as he moved to Tom’s side.  “Permission to reclaim command?”

Tom smiled and nodded, moving out of the way of the command chair.  “Of course, Captain…the ship is always yours.”

Chris smiled back, then sat down in the command chair.  He didn’t even do it slowly…in fact, he had sat down as if he had sat there just yesterday.  Tom found that peculiar, considering he had just spent the past two months completely isolated…

Shrugging the issue off, Tom sat down next to him, in his proper chair…the First Officer’s chair.

“Report,” Chris ordered.

“The cube seems to be stranded next to the temporal anomaly we encountered,” Tom began immediately.  “Somehow, it’s doing what we aren’t even close to being capable of doing…it managed to get a transmission through to us, and even managed to download copies of all of our logs.”

Chris nodded, then motioned to the view screen.  “Ada, what do you make of that armor plating?”

After a moment of speculation, she said, “I’m assuming that it’s probably a dense concentration of Tritanium and Duranium, as well as ablative armor.  They’re the most durable metals from our galaxy.”

“Well, at least we can get at their weapons array,” Chris commented quietly.  “Let’s see if we can…”

He didn’t even have a chance to finish.  The ship lurched hard from underneath everyone’s feet.  Almost everyone crashed to the deck, regardless of how hard they hung on to their consoles.  Tom found himself several meters away from his chair, but he quickly managed to crawl back into his chair.  The ship seemed to be turning every which way in no particular order, making it very difficult for the inertial dampers to compensate.

After almost a minute of struggling, Chris also managed to make it back to his chair, but his nose was bleeding.  “Report!” he shouted above the sound of generators.

“We’re being pulled in by some sort of odd gravitational field that just extended over us!” Vendar replied in a shout.  “So’s the Borg!”

“Helm get us out of here!” Tom shouted, used to being the one in command.

“Can’t do it, sir!” James replied, barely hanging onto the helm.  “We’re going in too fast, there’s no way we can pull out in time!”

As the anomaly and Borg cube quickly ‘grew larger’ on the view screen, even more fear gripped Tom.  Would they be able to survive the extreme gravitational and temporal fields that existed within the anomaly?  Guess we’ll find out…
In that moment, the Borg cube was engulfed by the anomaly…and the Dragon was right behind it!

“All hands, brace for impact!” Chris shouted.  A moment later, the Dragon also entered the anomaly…

Chris was once again thrown from his chair.  Consoles, light fixtures, and power conduits exploded all over the bridge, one right after the other.  Power feed backs were probably occurring all over the ship, and it was leaving the Dragon an absolute mess…

Even the view screen exploded out in a shower of glass shards.  However, unlike the last time that had happened, the type of glass used on the view screen was not meant to be able to easily pierce through skin.

That, of course, didn’t change a thing, since the glass shards were propelled at the crew due to gravitational fields.  Thankfully, the field around Chris was pressing him to the ground, so very few shards hit him, and when they did, they had slowed enough that they didn’t hurt him.  A few deck officers, however, were injured.

Suddenly, the gravitational forces stopped, and everything finally settled down.  Chris noted with some annoyance that another power conduit had been ruptured, but this time, someone managed to shut it down right away.

He moved back to his chair as everyone else moved back to their own.  “Damage report.”

“We’ve got hull breaches all across the board,” Vender began.  “Forcefields are in place and holding.  Main power is off-line, but auxiliary is running at optimum efficiency.  Injuries are still being reported all over the ship, and about twelve people are missing, presumed…presumed dead…”

Chris shook his head, angry that he let those people die.  They should have backed off the moment they saw the Borg cube…but no one had thought of that.  They had been too fascinated with the whole situation.

“All stop,” he ordered.  “Begin scanning the region.”

Vendar immediately went to work…only to stop a moment later.  “Sir, three vessels just…umm, they just appeared.”

Chris frowned, confused at her statement.  “What do you mean they just appeared?”

Confident in herself, she stated, “I swear they weren’t there a minute ago, and now they’re well within range of our long range sensors.”

Great, first contact…and who knows how far back or forward in time we are.  “Hail them…let’s show them that we aren’t hostile.”

Vendar keyed in the command, but a moment later, shook her head.  “No response, sir…in fact, I see nothing on their ships that use subspace!”

This greatly interested Chris.  He stood up and moved to one side of Vendar, Tom on the other.  Both looked at the readings and frowned.  “That’s peculiar…” Tom commented.  “Even here in the Kalium Galaxy…we’ve never seen any species that didn’t use subspace for something on their ships…”

“Wait!” Chris interrupted his musings.  He pointed to a part of the ship and asked, “What’s that?”

Vendar keyed in a few commands, bringing up a full sensor schematic of Chris’s object of attention.

“It appears to be some sort of an array,” she stated as she looked over it and ran a few other scans over it.

Chris looked to Tom and asked, “Now doesn’t that look familiar to you?  The configuration of that array?”

Tom smiled and nodded.  “Indeed it does…it looks like someone has managed to successfully create a communications array that uses hyperspace!”

“Exactly!” Chris stated as he moved away from the console.  Back on their days on the Enterprise, he, Tom, and Sarah had all been working on trying to create such an array…and they had succeeded, but Starfleet R&D had deemed it inefficient compared to subspace communications.  However…the plans were still in the computer data banks.

He tapped his comm badge, and said, “Harriman to Tarkent…Kalia, how long would it take you to configure our secondary communications array to hyperspace?”

“Hyperspace?!?” she asked, bewildered.  After a few moments of pause, which Chris thought was used to access the information on the computer, she said, “Well, with all the repairs we have going now…probably an hour.” 

“Make it your priority above all else…otherwise you might not have a ship left to repair,” he ordered.  “We need to establish communications with these people.  Harriman out.”

“Sir, the smaller ships just launched three support craft each!” Vendar stated in an alarmed voice.  “They’re approaching fast.”

“Ada, tactical report,” Chris replied to Vendar’s report.  “How much of a threat to they pose?”

“From the looks of it,” she began, “they use some sort of rudimentary deflector shield technology.  Very much like our own…but not nearly as effective.”  She paused for a few moments, so Chris turned around to see what the problem was.  He found a bewildered smile on her face.  “You aren’t going to believe this, but they seem to use laser batteries as their primary weapons!”

Surprised, Chris let out a small laugh.  “Then I guess we must be in the past,” he concluded.  “No one we’ve encountered in the Kalium Galaxy had anything like lasers.”

“The fighters appear to use a form of this, but a little more effective,” Ada continued her report.  “Further more, the largest of the three vessels appears to use…some sort of ion weapon.”  Surprise on her face, she looked up at Chris.  “If they could get just one blast from that weapon through our shields, they’d completely fry all of our systems.”  She looked back down and continued her report.  “They also all have some sort of warhead weaponry.  The warheads don’t use antimatter at all…instead, they use some sort of…explosive.”  Now she looked fearful as she looked up.  “If those fighters each fired just two at us, those twelve warheads would be enough to take down our shields!  Just one from the big ship would be enough to turn half of a nacelle into slag!”

At first, Chris had expected they would be able to easily defend themselves…however, this warhead device was dangerous.  He turned around and sat down, fear edging into his mind as well.  “Then let us not show any aggressive moves.”

An alarm sounded on Vendar’s console, which caught Chris’s attention.  “Captain, I’ve located a Transwarp conduit with a Borg signature.  Bearing one-one-oh mark two.”

Glad that something finally went right, Chris smiled.  “Thank you, Vendar…keep a sensor lock on it at all times.”

“Aye, sir,” she replied, keying in the command.  “From the look of it, they headed away from the galactic core.”

“Engineering to bridge,” Kalia suddenly interrupted.  “You should have hyperspace communications now.”
Chris quickly stood up, anxious to talk to these people.  “Open a channel.”

Vendar seemed to have to bring up a new panel on her console, then she looked at Chris and nodded.

He cleared his throat before he began with, “This is Captain Chris Harriman of the Federation starship Dragon.  Please do not be alarmed by our presence, we mean you no harm.”

He waited a moment, anxious to hear a reply…but wondering if it would be in basic or not.  After all, who knows what time period they were in.  Basic could have died out a long time ago, or hasn’t been invented yet…

To his surprise, a crisp, but friendly female voice finally replied, “I am Admiral Laurie Neylar of the New Republic ship Hope.  We too mean you no harm.  I must inform you, however, that you are directly in the path of a major hyperspace shipping lane.  If that anomaly behind you hadn’t showed up and pulled us out of hyperspace…we might have collided with your ship.”
Curious as to her reference to hyperspace, Chris said, “We actually wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for that anomaly…but I am curious…you said it pulled you out of hyperspace.  Does that mean that you actually enter hyperspace to travel?”

“Of course that’s what it means!” Laurie exclaimed in a bewildered voice. “I never thought that anyone in our galaxy used any other method of faster than light travel!”
Chris hesitated at first, knowing that they did not know what time period they were in.  He decided, however, that if the Borg were to be stopped…they would need all the help they could get…

“Admiral…perhaps we should meet in person to discuss the situation…” he said hesitantly.  “We have a lot to talk about…”

After a short pause, which Chris meant that she was talking to someone else, she replied, “Very well.  I hope you don’t mind that we ask you to come to our ship.”

“We don’t mind at all,” Chris said, smiling that they would at least have a chance to meet face to face.  “We’ll transport over immediately.”

“Our docking bay stands ready,” Laurie said in a pleased tone of voice, contrary to what Chris had just said.  “Hope out.”
Chris sat in the command chair for a moment, a frown on his face.  He shrugged and stood.  “Then I guess we’ll use a ship to transport over…”

He looked around, his mind still not used to command after so long…  After he decided who would join him, he began moving towards the turbolift as he listed the names.  “Terry, Ada, Vendar, you’re with me,” he stated.  When the turbolift opened and everyone boarded it, he finished, “Tom…you have command.”

“The New Republic fighters are coming up along side of us,” Vendar stated from the station next to Chris.  He took a moment away from the helm to take a close look at one of the fighters, which was coming up just to the starboard side and settling into position.

To Chris, the fighter was a somewhat strange design.  There was, of course, the main body of the fighter, which seemed to be just a rectangle almost.  The cockpit was where the body angled down into a wedge shape, a nub at the tip of the fighter ending the wedge.  On each side were two cylindrical engines, one above the other.  They started behind the cockpit and ended about a meter or two behind the main body.  Furthermore, the engines seemed to be connected to the two wings on either side of the fighter.  Coming from the top and bottom end of each wing were two other cylinders, which Chris guessed were the primitive laser-type weapons.

The fighter pilot waved to Chris, then made a motion that he would take the lead.  Chris nodded as the fighter pulled ahead, then began following.  As he expected, they were heading for the larger ship, which was a rather large and bulky-looking craft.  Mostly oval shaped with ‘bumps’ extruding from it at seemingly random locations, it was a very odd design to Chris.

As they approached the bulky ship, Chris noted an opening in the side of it, surrounded by a blue-white glow.  He quickly guessed that it was the shuttle bay of the ship and that it was surrounded by some sort of force field to keep the atmosphere in the bay.  However, like everything else on the ship, it was unusual…in that it was on the side of the ship, and not facing its aft or fore.  Though some of the carrier vessels in the Federation used this design, it was not very common…anywhere, for that matter, not even here in the Kalium Galaxy.

As they approached the ship, Chris began to wonder just how large it was.  He finally decided to take a look at sensor readings, and found the vessel to be very large.  The shuttle bay they were heading for, for example, was large enough to hold several support craft as large as the Captains Yacht…in fact, probably fifteen or twenty of them!  Plus, there was plenty of overhead room to spare!

As the many fighters, some like the ones escorting the Meridian, others completely different, came into view, he began to wonder if boarding the New Republic ship was a good idea or not.  Then again, with the type of warhead weapons the vessel had…they could have simply destroyed the Dragon entirely.

Chris noticed a rather distinctly shaped vessel off to one side in the shuttle bay, one much larger than any of the fighters or small transports around it.  For the most part, it was cylinder-shaped with two prongs coming out of one end as well as another smaller one…one that Chris guessed was the cockpit.

At that moment, the fighters, quickly followed by the Meridian, passed through the field, which the sensors immediately recognized as being magnetic-based.  Good thing it didn’t effect our computer systems…must be set a certain way so as not to effect computers.
A humanoid woman was using two orange glowing sticks of some sort to motion Chris in the proper direction.  She brought the Meridian to a section of the bay that had no other fighters or craft around it…which, despite the size of the bay, was a rather small area.

He easily set the Meridian down on the deck and then readjusted the inertial dampers to match the New Republic ship’s…only to find that the gravity and pressure was almost precisely that of what he was used to!  Amazing! he thought to himself. 

He turned around in the seat and looked at everyone present.  He nodded and said, “All right everyone…let’s do this nice and easy.”

Vendar nodded back to Chris, then followed Ada as she opened the side hatch.  The hatch slowly lowered down to the deck, allowing all to easily depart the Meridian.  Ada was the first out, followed by Chris, then Terry, and finally Vendar.

Vendar knew her place…she was the youngest, and so was meant to be on the farthest flank of the Captain.  Ada and Terry were both at Chris’s side, but she was forced to the right of Chris and Terry.

Three armed guards, two officers, and a man in a black hooded robe all approached the small group…but showed no hostility what so ever.  About three meters from Chris, the group stopped…and for the first time, Vendar noticed just who the officers and the man in the cape were!

“You…you’re human!” Chris exclaimed in great surprise.

Curious, all of them looked at Chris oddly.  The female officer stepped forward a step and nodded.  “Of course we are,” she said, surprised that Chris would think otherwise.  “I’m Admiral Laurie Neylar.”

Chris hesitated for a moment, a frown very prominent on his face.  However, he decided it would be best to be friendly.  As such, he stepped forward the rest of the distance between the group and shook Admiral Neylar’s hand.  It was also a big surprise that Admiral Neylar shook hands, a custom Vendar had only seen in the Federation!

“I’m Captain Chris Harriman,” Chris replied.  “A pleasure to meet you in person…and you’ll have to excuse me for being surprised at discovering the fact that you are human.  We, uh…never expected to encounter humans.”

Admiral Neylar frowned again as she clasped her hands behind her back.  “And why, precisely, would you be surprised?  Humans have always been the most prominent species in the galaxy.”

At first, Chris stumbled.  Vendar realized that he had just violated the Temporal Prime Directive…and he needed to recover, fast!  “Well, uh…you see, we come from another galaxy and time.  In our galaxy…humans come from a planet called Earth, and are the dominant species in what we call the United Federation of Planets.”

Almost sighing in relief, Vendar was thankful he had recovered…then her mind became occupied with the man in the black cape.  He had just been staring at her for some reason…not to mention there was something…odd about him.  She couldn’t place it at all…

And that’s when she thought she saw something out of the corner of her eye.  She looked to her right, only to find another man in a black robe hiding behind the landing strut of another ship.  She frowned at the man, but saw that he was simply observing and wasn’t making any aggressive moves.  She shrugged, then brought her attention back to the meeting.

She noticed with a start that Terry had just moved up, and Chris was just starting to motion to her.  She quickly moved up as he said, “And this is our chief of operations, Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins.”

Admiral Neylar nodded to Vendar, then motioned to the other officer present.  “This is my second in command, Captain Peter McCleod.”  The Captain nodded his hello to the crew, not even bothering to unclasp his hands from behind his back.

She then motioned to the man in the black cape, whom Vendar noticed had been staring at her again.  Before she could introduce him, however, he stepped forward and removed the cape, clearing showing his human face.

He nodded to everyone present, but centered his attention on Vendar.  “I’m Luke Skywalker,” he said in a quiet, knowledgeable voice.  “Jedi Master.”

Vendar frowned, and knew Chris, Ada, and Terry also did so.  “Excuse me…but what is a Jedi Master?” Vendar asked, realizing that she shouldn’t have a moment too late.

Surprise over took Admiral Neylar and Captain McCleod’s faces…but it didn’t appear on this Skywalker’s face.  “My, you people really are from another galaxy!” Admiral Neylar exclaimed.  “Yet…I thought the Force reached to all parts of the universe.”

“It does,” Skywalker acknowledged in his quiet, cool voice.  “For some reason, it appears to be suppressed in these people…but it doesn’t seem to be as bad for Lieutenant Commander Perkins here.”

Surprise hit Vendar as she…somehow realized that this meant a lot about her.  It meant there was something special about her in some way…

Curious as to how she was special, she asked, “Well…what exactly is this…Force?”

Skywalker began to open his mouth, but Admiral Neylar interrupted him.  “Perhaps it’d be best if we find a more comfortable place to discuss this…”

“Agreed,” Chris immediately said.  “A shuttle bay is no place to talk about this sort of thing.”

“Then if you’ll follow us please,” she said, moving towards one end of the bay.  Vendar noted that the other man, whom she guessed was also a Jedi of some sort, moved from his hiding place and came up along side them.

Immediately, she seemed to…know something else about the other man.  She didn’t know what the feeling was, she simply knew that, in some way other than even this Luke Skywalker, this man was special.

Why am I suddenly getting all of these…senses from everything I hear and see? She asked herself.  Is it this Force that Luke Skywalker has mentioned?  She shrugged the question off, knowing that in time it would be answered.

As they left the huge shuttle bay, she began to wonder what all of this meant.  The sudden opening of senses she didn’t even know she had…did it mean she was special in some way as well?  From what she could tell, and from what Luke Skywalker said…she was…but how?

As they passed another corridor, a gold-plated…something came scuttling after them.  She guessed it was some sort of primitive android, one that didn’t hold a candle to Data.

“Excuse me, master Luke!” the android said in a prissy, almost uptight voice.  “But I was asked to inquire as to whether or not it was safe to join you yet.”

Luke Skywalker smiled at the android, then nodded.  “I’ve just told her that its safe, and she’ll be joining us in the lounge.”

Somehow looking relieved, despite the limited movement the android seemed to have, it replied, “Thank you, Master Luke.  She will be most pleased.”

He smiled, then looked back to the corridor ahead of them.  The android itself did not stop walking with them, and even entered the lounge with everyone else.  Obviously, it was some sort of serving android, so she guessed it would next serve them some sort of beverage.

Already waiting in the lounge, seated in a two-person sofa, were two humans.  One was a man with an odd looking…uniform on.  At second glance, he seemed very uncomfortable in his uniform…but he was ruggedly handsome.  The other human was a woman.  She seemed modest in most respect, with dark brown hair and a simple, yet still somehow elegant white dress.

Admiral Neylar motioned to the woman and said, “This is Chief of State Leia Organa Solo…Basically, the leader of the New Republic.”

Everyone, Chris included, looked surprise when they heard just who she was.  None of them had expected to meet someone of such a high stature on a first contact meeting.

The Chief of State nodded to all of them and said, “On behalf of the New Republic, welcome aboard.”

Chris nodded his thanks, then introduced himself and the rest of the Dragon crew that was with him.  They all sat down, the Dragon crew sitting in their own chairs and sofas while the Hope crew sat in separate chairs.

Before any conversation about how the Dragon crew found itself here, Chris asked, “So tell me, Jedi Master Skywalker…what exactly is this ‘Force?’”

In turn, Luke Skywalker sighed and hesitated for a moment.  He looked at Vendar, giving her a clue as to how important this explanation might be.

“The Force is an energy field created by all living things in the universe,” he began quietly.  “It’s within us…it surrounds us, binds us, and holds the universe together.”

Though she was probably out of line, Vendar decided to ask her own questions.  “Why am I…somehow…different?”

Skywalker looked at her for a moment, then calmly said, “Simply put, you appear to be quite strong in the Force…meaning, you have an easy ability when it comes to using the Force, should you ever learn how to control it.”

Vendar saw Chris frown before he asked, “And what can one do if they can control the Force?”  She could hear doubt in his voice about this…after all, he was describing some sort of mystical, unscientific energy field.  It was like he was almost preaching a religion to them!

“If one can control, even master the Force,” Skywalker said.  He hesitated a moment before finishing, “One can do a multitude of things, and is open to an equal multitude of things.  For instance, one’s instinct can be greatly heightened by the Force…or as it is put, they can see things before they happen, giving them an edge.  Or one can telepathically communicate with others…or even move or change something telepathically.”

Obviously doubtful, Ada decided to ask a question.  “Move or change something?  Like what?”

Skywalker shrugged indifferently.  “Anything, really.  Any Jedi can simply move something…however, changing something is entirely different, as it involves a much more complex ‘movement’ of things.”

Still doubtful, she added, “Well, I don’t mean to seem rude…but could you possibly prove it?”

Skywalker gave a sort of half-cocked grin, then seemed to make a flicking movement of his hand.  A moment later, Ada’s comm badge was firmly placed in the palm of his hand.  Vendar had barely seen the badge fly across the room, and she felt astonishment cross her face.

Stumbling for words, Ada asked, “How…did you…”

“As I said,” Skywalker said, opening his palm.  “The ability to control the force means the ability to move all things.  Size matters not.”  With that, the comm badge slowly ‘lifted’ off of his hand and ‘flew’ across the room.  A moment later, it was hovering peacefully in front of Ada.

Of course, she hesitated, confused and no doubt somewhat fearful.  A moment later, she snatched it out of the air and quickly placed it back on her uniform.  She looked content enough…as did Chris and Terry. 

To break the tension, the Chief of State asked, “So, how did you end up in this galaxy?”

Obviously relieved that someone broke the tension of the moment, Chris quickly began, “Well, actually, there’s more to it than just being from another galaxy.  You see, that anomaly that you saw behind us…That’s some sort of temporal anomaly.”  The Hope crew looked at him with blank faces, showing that they must not really understand temporal mechanics that well.  “In essence…we’re also from another time.”  Realization then dawned on everyone’s faces.  “We just aren’t sure if we’re from your past or your future yet.”

After a moment of speculation, the Chief of State beckoned, “Please, continue.”

With that, Chris went into the story of where they came from, what everything was like there, and how they managed to end up in the Kalium Galaxy.  However, he didn’t say anything about what happened in the Kalium Galaxy, still unsure as to whether they were in the past or future…

He did, however, talk about their current situation.

“I do have some bad news,” he started morbidly.  “We weren’t the only ship pulled from another time by that anomaly…another ship is here with us.  More to the point, a very, very deadly enemy of ours.  One that could very easily conquer this entire galaxy in this time period simply because you don’t know how to fight them.”

“And who are they?” Admiral Neylar asked, obviously worried.

Chris stared at her for a moment, letting her know that this was a very, very serious situation.  “We call them…the Borg.  They are a cybernetic society composed of thousands of drones, much like the drones of insect hives.  These drones, however, were all once independent life forms…some on the ship that is here may even have once been humans.  The Borg, using nanoscopic robots called nanites, can ‘assimilate’ life forms…basically, adding their technology to their own, and taking over the independent mind.  That person is then permanently linked to the ‘hive mind’ and is forced to not only do every function the collective forces it to do…but also forced to reveal all memories and thoughts to the collective.  They exist to conquer…and they will stop at nothing to achieve their ultimate goal of what they call perfection.”

Obviously, everything he told them took several minutes to sink in.  Realization, fear, and even anger was showing up on all of the Hope crew’s faces.  It was obviously something new to them…and something that was very frightening.

“How…many of their ships came to our time?” Admiral Neylar asked.

“Just one,” Chris stated.  “However, that one ship, cube shaped, is huge.  Each face of the cube is approximately three kilometers by three kilometers…maybe even bigger, this class of cube is unlike any we’ve seen before, heavily armed and armored.  One standard cube…was enough to destroy an entire Federation fleet…”  He looked at their faces morbidly.  “One ship is very dangerous…

“Which actually brings me to another point,” he suddenly said.  “We can not stop this ship from changing the events of this time line by our selves.  We need your help to stop it.  If we can’t stop it…then this entire galaxy could very well be ultimately conquered by the Borg.”

The Chief of State looked at the floor solemnly for a moment as all eyes fell on her.  It was rather quite fortunate that she had actually been aboard the one ship that stumbled onto the Dragon…for things could get done fast that way.

Finally, she looked up at Chris and nodded.  “Then it’s settled…we’ll help in any way we can.”

Chris nodded and smiled.  “Then we can win.”  He then looked over to Ada, who probably expected him to ask the question that he did.  “Ada, you saw the scans on their weapons.  How can they help?”

She shrugged simply, as if the answer were self-evident.  “That’s easy.  Their warhead-based weaponry has a very, very high destructive yield.  Furthermore, they don’t have any type of real energy output like our torpedoes do.  That being the case…they would have no trouble getting through the Borg’s shields.  I say we draw the Borg to this location and have them fire everything at the Borg’s weapon and Transwarp systems.”

Chris seemed to consider this for a moment, giving Vendar a moment to glance over at the other Jedi.  Once again, she had caught him staring at her.  Now that her apparent aptness to the force had been brought out in the open…why was he still staring at her?

She shrugged the thought away for the moment as Chris nodded his head.  “Agreed.  Chief of State, if you could call as many of your vessels to this region as possible.  We can’t wait too long, however…we can’t let the Borg get too far away from us.”

She looked to Admiral Neylar and nodded to him.  “Admiral, I leave that up to you.”

“Of course,” he replied, standing up to leave.  “If you’ll all excuse me.”

Everyone politely nodded as Admiral Neylar left, leaving the Chief of State, her husband, Captain McCleod and the two Jedi to talk to the Dragon crew.

However, Vendar knew that they didn’t have time for socializing.  The Chief of State stood up, as did everyone else after her.  “I am sure that you have your own preparations to make, as well as repairs to your vessel,” she said, her voice one of calm and coolness that only an experienced, but sympathetic politician could acquire.

“Indeed,” Chris stated, indicating with his voice that it was an understatement.

“We should have a liaison accompany you, and maybe you should leave one here as well,” the Jedi Master suggested quietly.

“Agreed,” Chris replied.  “That way any and all questions can be answered personally if the need arises.”  He looked to Terry and said, “Terry, you’ll stay here.  Give them full cooperation, but at all costs, you must not inform them of any events that we have witnessed in this galaxy in our time.  Understood?”

“Of course, sir.”

The Jedi Master then looked to the other Jedi, then nodded to him.  He stepped forward and moved towards the Dragon crew.  “This is Kyle Aurain, one of my past pupils,” he said, keeping his calm, quiet voice.

Chris extended his hand, and he took it.  “Nice to meet you, sir.”

Kyle then quietly took his place next to Chris…avoiding Vendar’s look the entire time.  She found that curious and decided she’d ask him why he was acting the way he was before they left for their time.  Terry moved away from the crew and stood next to the Chief of State.

Chris nodded to her again and said, “We’ll send you the information we’ve collected on this new cube as soon as we compile it.”

“Thank you,” was all she said before Captain McCleod motioned towards the exit.  With that, the crew left the lounge and headed back for the Meridian.

Although Leia was his twin sister, she didn’t possess nearly the skill in the Force that Luke held.  As a result, after Captain McCleod and Lieutenant Latrael left the lounge, she turned to him, poised to ask the question…just as he had expected.

However, she paused when she saw the smile edging at Luke’s face.  “And what precisely are you grinning about?”

Luke’s grin turned into a full-blown smile when she asked that.  “The way Kyle kept staring at that one woman…you could tell he was quite taken with her.”

Leia grinned and rolled her eyes, shaking her head.  “Looks like you didn’t instruct him in how to show his interest in a girl yet, eh kid?” Han asked.

“Considering my experience, I wouldn’t be the best teacher,” he replied.  “You’ve had far more experience, why don’t you teach him?”

Han looked taken back by the comment, almost hurt as he replied, “What…and spend time away from my two ladies?”  By two ladies, he meant Leia and his most prized possession of all: the Millennium Falcon.

Leia rolled her eyes yet again, but Han was behind her so didn’t see.  As a result, he frowned questioningly at Luke when he grinned again.

“Anyway,” Leia said, getting back to the subject again.  “What did you sense from these people?”

Luke shrugged easily as he recalled what he had sensed.  “For sure, they are strong-willed people with iron resolves.  I’d bet the Force that they would have tried to take on this…Borg themselves even if we hadn’t agreed to help.”

“So the Borg aren’t just some story they are making up?” she asked, even though he sensed she already knew the answer.

He shook his head quickly.  “No, not at all.  When they talked about the Borg, I felt great fear and sadness from all of them.  These Borg…they must really have caused a lot of trouble for the Federation.”

Leia took on her distant stare as she considered those words for a moment.  She shook her head and looked up at him.  Changing the subject again, she asked, “And what is it that you’re sensing about that female officer of theirs?”

Luke frowned at that as he considered what he had sensed about her.  “I’m not entirely sure…without a doubt, she’s strong with the force…but something, some mental barrier, seems to be stopping her from being able to gain anything from it.  Normal people who are as strong as she is would usually have heightened instincts, to the point where they can ‘see the future.’  She’s probably never experienced that…”

“After this is over, do you think you can help her lift this mental shield?” Leia asked, genuinely concerned about her.

Luke shrugged unknowingly.  “I honestly can’t say until I try.  I do know that, when I probed her mind…I inadvertently opened a sort of ‘hole’ in the shielding…and as a result, she started to get those ‘feelings.’  For all I know, removing the shielding would be as simple as pressing her mind’s Force ‘nub.’”

The ‘nub’ was just what it sounded like, some sort of nub in every person’s mind.  When a Jedi brushed over the nub in someone else’s mind, it prompted a reaction, a sort of defensive push against the person who had touched it.  Luke had accidentally discovered the nub when he was teaching Leia how to keep people from entering her mind.  Not only did it tell if someone was strong with the Force or not…it also told just how strong they were.  For example, the strongest person Luke had ever encountered in the Force, young Kyp Durron, had thrown Luke across the room when he had tested him.

If Luke pressed on the woman’s nub, the reaction from her mind might just be enough to tear away the rest of the mental shield.  As a result, she would have full access to the Force, and if she chose, she could train to become a Jedi.

Leia shrugged, probably thinking they would have to deal with it later.  “Well, let’s get moving on preparations.  If what they say is true…we don’t have a lot of time.”

Vendar brought up a picture of Vulcan on the computer screen.  Her and the Jedi liaison were at the aft computer station on the bridge.  While everyone else was working on repairs and preparations, Vendar had volunteered to give him any information about the Milky Way that he requested.

Despite the fact that she had volunteered, neither had initiated conversation other than his inquiries and her answers about the Milky Way.  For some reason, he had recently shown interest in the Vulcans.

“Full-blooded Vulcans,” she began, “display no emotions what so ever.  They have full control of everything…fear, happiness, even love.”  When she said that, she noticed that she blushed…and hoped that he didn’t notice.  “Furthermore, they have amazing mental powers, and through contact with other beings, can initiate in full mind-to-mind communication.  They call it a mind meld, where both minds share everything.”

“Amazing!” he exclaimed.  “Are there any other species in your galaxy with abilities like this?”

“As a matter of fact,” she stated, immediately bringing up a picture of Betazed.  “The Betazoid people are fully telepathic.  They can communicate and read other’s minds rather easily.”

“Can they also move things with their mind?” he asked.

She looked at him and frowned.  “No…they can’t.”  She recalled how the other Jedi, the Jedi Master, had moved Ada’s communicator with a flick of his hand.  For a moment, she felt fear.

“You don’t need to fear me,” he said, smiling in slight amusement.  “The code of the Jedi doesn’t permit us to harm innocent people…and besides which,” he added, shrugging, “we don’t wish to harm innocent…or even evil people.  If possible, we try to…how shall I say…disable evil, so that one day it may possibly become good.”

She raised her eyebrows in surprise, never considering that someone might have values so much like the Federation…or at least, have them like these people do.

“How many Jedi are there?”

He considered the question for a moment, then said, “You know, I’m not sure.  I haven’t visited Master Luke’s Academy for almost two years…who knows how many have joined since then.”

Still curious, the computer console forgotten, she asked, “Why did you leave?”

He looked at her questioningly, but then seemed to realize that she wasn’t entirely familiar with the Force.  That, of course, was an understatement.

“That entitles a rather long story,” he began.  He hesitated a moment, then said, “So I’ll just give you the revised version.  For a very long time, the Jedi have been protectors of all that is good and just in the Galaxy.  No one is quite sure whether or not they came to be before or after the Old Republic was formed, but because of the nature of the Force, it was most likely before.

“The Sith are pretty much the opposite of the Jedi,” he said, a small trace of contempt entering his voice.  “They are nothing but pure evil.  In all records of history, only one Sith ever returned to good, and that was just recently…about eleven years ago.  A Sith named Darth Vader betrayed his master at the behest of Luke Skywalker, who at the time was the only living Jedi.”

Vendar felt surprise and horror overcome her face when she heard that.  If the Jedi had always been protectors…then why would there suddenly be only one Jedi?

Kyle nodded to her solemnly.  “That’s right…that Sith Lord’s master, Emperor Palpatine, had worked his way into the Old Republic.  Once he gained absolute control…well, records aren’t absolutely clear on this matter, but he supposedly waited maybe ten years or so before declaring himself Emperor and starting the Clone Wars.  He and his apprentice Sith, Lord Vader, hunted down all of the Jedi…all but the two that helped train Master Skywalker.  They had evaded them.

“After words, they started to train Master Skywalker…but both eventually died.  One, Obi-Wan Kenobi, died at the hands of Vader, while the other died of old age before Master Skywalker’s training was even close to being finished.  As a result, he can only train us in what he knows, and we must leave to learn for ourselves. 

“Any way, about eleven years ago, Darth Vader and Master Skywalker dueled.  Master Skywalker convinced Darth Vader to return to the light side of the Force.  He, not Master Skywalker, was the one who killed the Emperor.”

She raised her eyebrows as she took all of this in, finding it difficult to imagine all of this happening.  “Well…it sounds like this galaxy has had quite a history, indeed…”

“They didn’t slow down from there,” he added, making her curious yet again.  “Ever since then, we’ve been fighting against the remnants of the Empire.  Leaders like Grand Admiral Thrawn and Admiral Daala have made our lives very difficult.  We’ve lost many good leaders and friends.  The incident at Bakura, the Bacta War, Grand Admiral Thrawn…even the Hutts have caused havoc for us.”

She frowned, but before she asked anything, she decided on another course of action.  “Sounds like we still have a lot to tell each other,” she said.  “Maybe we should find a more comfortable place to talk.”

He looked at her and smiled.  “That would be nice.”

She began heading for the turbolift, Kyle right behind her.  “Though it’s only ten decks down, and not at the front of the ship, Ten Forward is a popular lounge here because of its view.  Let’s go there.”

“I don’t think we should wait any longer,” Ada said to Chris quietly.  “The longer we wait, the more of a chance the Borg have of altering time.”

Two hours ago, right after the crew had returned, Tom finally determined that they were indeed in the past.  Though interacting would have been inevitable in the first place, they had to reduce the risk of altering the time line as much as possible.  As such…he agreed with her.

He nodded to her, then moved down to the Command Chair.  “R’Sharn, open a hyperspace channel to the Hope.”

“Channel open.”

To his surprise, a hologram suddenly appeared on the Bridge.  I’d forgotten that holo emitters were all over the ship…  He immediately recognized the person as Admiral Neylar.

“Admiral,” he said quickly.  “We shouldn’t wait any longer.  We need to chase the Borg before they get too far away.”

Although the hologram was rather distorted and had almost no color, he could clearly see the face Admiral Neylar made.  “That’s unfortunate.  Only two more capitol ships will be arriving here within the next ten minutes.  Four more will make it here in an hour…any ships beyond that arrival time…we probably can’t count on them.”
Chris simply shrugged and said, “That should suffice.  Remember, the pre-arranged coordinates are where you need to be facing while we are gone.  We could be gone for minutes, or even hours…so don’t let your guard up.  One slip up…and the Borg could have us all.”

Admiral Neylar nodded her approval and said, “Agreed.  We’ll be waiting and ready.”
Chris nodded as the hologram faded, then he sat down in his command chair.

He knew something should have been said to the crew.  They were, after all, about to engage in a battle that could very well determine not only the future of this galaxy…but possibly even the Milky Way.  After all…if Tom was right…if the Borg succeeded here, they would have several millennia to advance their technology.  By the time they reached the Milky Way’s twenty-fourth century…they could be in control of the Milky Way as well.

But after a moment of hesitation, he realized that a speech wasn’t going to do him or the crew any good.  So, instead, he simply gave the order he had already given several times in the past two to three years…

“Red alert, all hands to battle stations!”

The bridge darkened as bulkheads and panels turned from yellow to red.  The all-too-familiar alert klaxon sounded as the bridge once again became a bustle of activity.

“James…set a course to follow the Transwarp conduit, maximum warp.”

After a few moments of tapping in commands, he replied, “Course laid in, Captain.”

He looked around at the Bridge, looking at every crewmember.  As usual, each was too busy with their duties to return the look…and that somehow comforted him.  He smiled, probably for the last time in the next day.

“Engage!”

It had been a long three hours for Vendar.  After the initial call for battle stations, she and Kyle raced to the bridge, prepared for action…only to find none.  She found herself, with distaste for the fact, bored.  She wanted action…and that was something that simply would not have been true before she had been infected with the Devil’s Virus.

She closed her eyes in anger for a moment, satisfied that the Vorkalai had been all but eliminated from the galaxy, but wanting to draw more blood from them.

This fact also bothered her…because before, she was not one to hold grudges.  Yet, every day, she was reminded of what happened to her.  Whether a moment of impatience or anger or something around those lines…for over a year, she had endured it.  In fact, she realized that for about two and a half years, the Dragon had been stranded in the Kalium Galaxy.

Damn, I can’t believe it’s been that long already she thought.  A year of the Vorkalai war, half a year of shore leave, and another year of exploring the galaxy…it’s been rather eventful!
Suddenly, she was forced out of her thoughts as a sensor alarm sounded on her console.  She quickly opened her eyes and brought the readings up.  It was familiar…and was what she had been waiting for.

“Captain,” she spoke quickly.  “I’m reading a high-end energy emission traveling through subspace…traveling on the course of the Transwarp conduit.”

He was at her side in an instant.  She continued her report as he looked over her shoulder.  “The output is immense.  It matches the output of the cube we encountered before we were stranded here…but it’s definitely more powerful.  Indicative of just how much more advanced this cube is.”

“So you’re sure it’s our Borg cube, and not some matter that randomly entered the conduit?” Chris asked.

Surprised at the obvious impossibility of the question, she looked up at him.  “Sir, nothing can enter a Transwarp conduit unless at one end or the other, where the conduit was started, as well as where it ends.”

Realization hit his face, and he nodded, giving her a glare that said, Don’t make me look bad in front of the crew.
She quickly looked back at her console to avoid his glare.  Suddenly, without warning, a comm channel was opened.

“We are the Borg.  Disengage your pursuit on us or you will be assimilated.  Resistance is futile.”

Chris shook his head as the channel closed, then looked to Vendar again.  “Have you found a way to attract their attention?”

“Detonating a high-yield Quantum torpedo in the path of the conduit might destabilize it slightly,” she told him, having already worked on and concluded her research long ago.  “They’ll see that as an attack on them, turn around, and give chase.”

Chris quickly turned around and said, “Ada…do it.”

“Aye, sir,” Vendar heard her reply.

“Launch as soon as you’re ready.”

“Loading high yield torpedo to launch bay number one…arming warhead…and firing.”

After the sound of the launch siren passed, a rather bright blue colored torpedo streaked away from the Dragon, traveling at almost warp twenty itself.  Vendar monitored the torpedo as it maneuvered into the path, slowed down for a moment, then detonated, causing a severe disruption in the surrounding subspace.  As she had expected, the result was a slight destabilization of the conduit.

As a result, the Cube turned the course of the conduit…to come at the Dragon.  “It’s coming about, sir.”

Chris quickly walked back to the Command chair, ordering along the way, “Helm, get us back to that fleet, maximum warp!”

With that order, James brought the Dragon out of warp, swung a quick one-eighty, and kicked the ship up to warp nineteen point nine.  Before, the Dragon was forced to remain at warp sixteen, otherwise it wouldn’t have been able to monitor the conduit effectively.  Now, however, it would take them approximately eleven and a half minutes to get back to the fleet…of course, assuming they wouldn’t have to slow down for the Borg.

Thankfully, however, they didn’t.  “Sir, the Borg Cube has matched our speed…and is maintaining distance.

Suddenly, to Vendar’s horror, weapons fire seemed to come out of the conduit, and hit the Dragon hard, throwing her to the side.  “They’re creating micro-openings to get weapons fire through!” she stated in an alarmed voice.

“Shields at ninety two percent!” Ada quickly added.  The ship shook hard again, causing her to amend with, “Eighty seven percent!”

“Bridge to engineering!  I need more speed, now!”

“I’ll try, sir!” Kalia quickly replied, sounding somewhat frustrated.  “If we push it too much, though, the warp field could completely collapse, and we don’t want that!”

“Understood, give me all you can muster!”

“I’m reading micro fractures on the starboard nacelle strut!” Lieutenant Vicki Allison shouted from across engineering.  “We need to reinforce its structural integrity field or we could tear the nacelle right off!”

“I can see that!” Kalia shouted.  “Tarkent to Palzen, status of the Gamma core power transfer.”

“Transfer pathways complete, Commander,” Lieutenant Meylar Palzen replied quickly.  “You’ve got the power you asked for!”

“Reroute the power to the nacelle’s structural integrity fields,” she stated quickly, aiding Vicki in the procedure.

Before she could even finish, the ship lurched yet again.  “Hull breach on decks twenty and twenty one!” another engineer stated.  “Damage control teams en route.”

“Transfer complete!” Vicki stated.  “Structural integrity on the strut is stabilizing!”

The thrumming of the warp core was quick and loud, quickly giving Kalia a headache.  Never before had they pushed the warp core this far.  She had thought that it had enough power to reach slipstream if possible…but she was proven wrong today as power was quickly being used.  Not to mention that the core temperature was slowly rising.

Four minutes she thought.  I hope we can make it…
“Watch those power relays, we don’t want them to overload, or we could have a cascade core failure!” she stated, moving to a panel and removing it.  She quickly began passing her tricorder over a large power conduit, seeing several imperfections forming along the inside of it.  If this small subsidiary conduit was starting to fail…

She quickly ran to the primary conduits leading from the warp core and started passing her tricorder over one.  As she feared, the imperfections were even more prominent.

She turned around and tapped her comm badge, moving to her command console.  “Engineering to bridge, I don’t know if I can hold this speed long enough to get us there,” she began, tapping commands into the console.  “I’m erecting a forcefield inside of the primary power conduits, but those forcefields could fail at any moment.  We could find ourselves with a sudden warp core breach if we aren’t careful!”

The ship lurched again, hard this time, sending her to the deck.  She barely caught herself, however, and only landed on her knees.  She stood upright again, and finished erecting the forcefields.

“Understood!” Chris replied.  “Maintain speed as long as you can, then slow us down to what ever speed you think is safe.”
“Aye, sir.”

Vicki was at her side then, working on the panel next to her, trying to maintain the forcefields.  “I think this is telling us just what the safety limits are on the warp cores.”

“No kidding,” Kalia bit back, un-amused.  “From the looks of it, once those forcefields fail, we’ll have ten seconds before the conduits breach.  The conduits can’t handle much power in their current condition, so we’ll have to slow down to warp eighteen right before the forcefields fail.”

“One minute until forcefield failure,” she reported.  “Two minutes until destination, deceleration accounted for in estimate.”

“We’ve slowed to warp eighteen,” James stated, throwing alarm into Chris’s thoughts.  He didn’t think they would have been forced to slow down that much…

“The Borg are gaining on us,” Vendar added.  “One minute until we arrive at our destination.”

“Shields are down to twelve percent!” Ada shouted above a ruptured conduit…the same one that always seemed to rupture.

“Ready a full spread of quantum torpedoes, aft launcher,” he stated.  “Use them to disrupt the Borg conduit, give us a few extra seconds that we might need.”

The ship lurched again, throwing him against the side arm of his chair, but he quickly recovered.

“Torpedoes ready!”

“Fire!”

With that, eight blue spheres of energy streaked away, and quickly detonated.

“Conduit destabilizing,” Vendar reported.  “Reestablishing Transwarp field…they’re back on their feet already!”

“Dropping out of warp in ten seconds!”

“Prepare a full spread of aft torpedoes!” Chris ordered.  “As soon as the Borg follow us back to sub-light velocity, target their weapons and fire.”

“Five…four…three…two…one…”

With that, the streaking stars quickly shrank to infinite pinpricks.  “Signal the fleet, and get us over to them!”

“Aye, sir!” James replied, altering course to head for the small fleet that had amassed.

“The Borg will arrive in five seconds,” Vendar reported.

As the Dragon sped up to full impulse, Chris watched with anxiety as an elongated, green shape started to take form, only to become the huge Borg cube a moment later.

“Targeting weapons…and firing!”

Eight Quantum Torpedoes and sixteen Photon torpedoes quickly streaked away behind the Dragon, all heading for the immense cube.  A moment later, all impacted on different parts of the unprotected surface, causing several explosions.

“The New Republic fleet has launched their warhead weapons,” Vendar reported.  “One minute until they intercept the Borg ship.”

Before Chris could acknowledge, however, the ship lurched hard once again, this time throwing Chris, as well as several other officers, to the deck.  As he scrambled back into his seat, Ada reported, “Shields are down!”

No sooner did she say that then did the green-colored tractor beam lock onto the Dragon.  “We are the Borg…deactivate your weapons or we will destroy you.”
“It doesn’t work that way!” Chris stated defiantly, standing up.  “Release us or you will be destroyed!”

“You’re technology is irrelevant.  We will not warn you again.  Deactivate your weapons.”

“No!” he shouted quickly.  “End transmission.”  He spun around to look at Ada and ordered, “Full phaser fire, target their tractor beam.”

He turned back to the view screen and watched as crimson beams of energy lanced out and hit the Borg cube at the source of it’s tractor beam.  However, to Chris’s surprise…the beam did not disengage.

“They’re using the tractor beam to access our weapon’s harmonics!” Ada stated in alarm.  “They adjust their shields precisely as we adjust our frequency!”

Suddenly, a thin beam lanced out from the cube and hit the Dragon somewhere on the stardrive section.  However, unlike a normal energy beam, it did not cut out.  It remained constant.

“They’ve activated some sort of cutting beam!” Vendar reported.  “It’s eating through our hull!”

Suddenly, before Chris could react or feel despair, hundreds of glowing warheads streaked by the Dragon.  A moment later, they began impacting all along the surface of the Borg ship’s hull.  Huge explosions ripped and melted the metal structure apart, quickly deforming the cube’s surface.

That very same moment, the tractor beam disengaged.  The explosions started rocking the Dragon about, causing Chris to automatically react by shouting, “James, get us out of here!”

A moment later, the Dragon was quickly moving away from the deformed Borg cube.

“The second volley is on its way!” Vendar stated triumphantly.  “I’m reading massive damage to all systems on the Borg cube!”

As soon as she said that, and the explosions from the first volley ceased, the Cube suddenly turned its orientation and began to quickly move away.

“Wait a minute…it’s retreating back to the temporal anomaly!” she added in surprise.

Chris heaved a huge sigh of relief and let himself fall back into his chair.  He slumped there as the cube accelerated towards the blue anomaly, already moving faster than the warhead weapons.  A minute later, it was gone, whisked away to the future once again…

He closed his eyes in silent triumph as the bridge erupted into triumphant shouts of glee.  They had done it…the enemy had been, at least temporarily, thwarted from its mission.  They had fought for their future…and they had won…

For now…they could celebrate and relax…

Captain’s Log, supplemental


With the defeat of the Borg cube, Chief of State Leia Organa Solo has agreed to bring us to their core planet for repairs, as well as a little R&R…  She, however, needed to complete a mission we had interrupted, and so could not join us.  However, Jedi Knight Kyle and Jedi Master Luke have joined us…

Chris watched with amazement as the Dragon established orbit.

“It’s called the Gem of the galaxy, the core of the galaxy,” Kyle stated.  “Coruscant…those who hold it, rule the galaxy.”

“The entire planet is one giant city?!” Chris asked in amazement as they approached the light side of the planet.  The dark side, which on any other planet was pitch black, was lit up like a Christmas tree with orange lights all across it in different patterns.

“That’s right,” he stated, seemingly amused with their awe.  “No one even knows for sure when the last natural setting was destroyed or covered with cityscape…all we know is that it’s existed for a very long time…”

“Amazing…”

“We’re approaching the designated orbital platform,” James reported, trying to concentrate on his duty and not the planet.

“Take us in,” Chris replied, still in awe.  “This…should be interesting…”

It was absolutely amazing on top of the Imperial Palace.  It was easily the tallest building anywhere on Coruscant, giving both Chris and Luke a great view of the setting sun.  The atmosphere distorted the sun, turning it orange and making it appear absolutely enormous on the horizon.

He leaned against the cement ‘guard rail’ and looked down over the edge of the building.  He couldn’t see very far past the top of the buildings, though, since the sun was so low and was being blocked by the tall buildings.

However, the beauty of the cityscape quickly altered his thoughts.  If only Sarah were here to see this…  His thoughts dwindled on Sarah again.  A great weight fell onto his heart, giving him the feeling that it had been completely ripped out of his chest.

He hung his head even lower as images of her started to force their way into his mind.  Her smiles…her frowns…her tears…  All of those images were fresh in his memory, eternally burned there by the loss he felt…

Suddenly, he noticed that Luke was standing next to him, staring at him.  “What’s bothering you?” he asked sympathetically.  “I haven’t encountered someone as depressed as you are in…a while…”

He looked at him for a long moment, then looked back out at the setting sun.  Thankfully, it was low enough to where the atmosphere filtered out the brightness…allowing him to stare right into the visible part.

“About…three months ago,” he said, guessing at the date, “we encountered a very dangerous vessel, one that belonged to an old enemy of ours.  We had to invade the vessel to destroy it…but my first officer…my wife, my one true love, was killed.”

He suddenly saw a very pained look on Luke’s face as he, too, began to stare out at the sun.  He nodded slowly as he seemed to consider a thought.  “Believe it or not…I can at least somewhat associate with what you are feeling.”

Chris looked at him curiously.  “How so?”

Luke sighed and closed his eyes, shaking his head for a moment.  Finally, after a long pause, he opened them again and looked at Chris.

“About three years ago, I met…and fell in love with someone,” he began.  “She was a very strong Jedi…but she did not have a body.  The Empire had taken her…her ‘spirit,’ if you will, and placed it in the computer of a very powerful weapon, essentially giving it life.  I fell in love with her mind…it had nothing to do with any physical features.

“She then entered the body of one of my friends and came to live again.  However, she had lost her ability in the Force all together.  For the next year or so, we concentrated on trying to bring her ability back, but we failed…and she left.

“About a year ago…I met her one last time…where we permanently went our separate ways.”

Knowing all too well just how Luke was feeling, Chris simply nodded and looked back out at the sunset.  “I understand…”

“Good,” he said, looking to Chris.  “Then you can understand this.  Do you really think your true love wanted you to go on living your life mulling over her death?”

The question hit Chris like a Tricobalt device…  It was something he had never considered before…

“Probably not,” Luke continued.  “She would instead want you to live your life to the fullest…she would want you to go on living, if only because you have an opportunity to do so.  She wouldn’t want you to throw it away…”

Chris closed his eyes as he took everything Luke said into consideration.  He opened his mouth to reply…but then stopped, unable to find the words.  Instead, he closed his mouth and simply nodded.

He looked at Luke.  “Thank you…”

Before Luke could get in a word, Chris’s comm badge suddenly beeped.  “Bridge to Captain Harriman.  Essential repairs have been completed.”
He tapped his comm badge and replied, “Acknowledged.  Has everyone else beamed aboard?”

“Everyone except you and Lieutenant Commander Perkins…but our sensors indicate that she is en route to your location.”

Chris smiled and nodded, even though the officer couldn’t see him.  “Acknowledged.  Prepare for my signal to beam out.  Harriman out.”

As soon as he said that, the door leading to the roof opened to allow Vendar and Kyle onto the roof.  They spotted Luke and Chris and quickly made their way over.

“Captain,” she immediately said.  “We need to talk.”

Chris frowned and nodded his head.  “I’m listening.”

She looked at Kyle, who smiled at her before looking at Chris.  “Actually, it’s very quite simple…I must ask that I accompany your ship back to your time.”

Chris stared at him for a moment, not quite sure that he had just heard correctly.  After a moment of stuttering, however, he managed, “Uh, we can’t allow that.  We can’t allow any disruption of the time line.”

He shook his head quickly and replied, “I honestly can’t say that I know much about that…but I do know that my joining your ship is the will of the Force.  The Force wishes for me to go with you, for reasons unknown even to me.”

Chris heaved a large sigh as he considered this fact.  He had learned in the past few hours to trust the Force and the Jedi’s ‘instinct’…and that fact weighed heavily on him.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Luke asked.

Kyle quickly nodded.  “Yes…it’s not just something the Force is willing me to do…but it’s something I’d like to do.”

Chris closed his eyes and shook his head…

“All right,” he said, regretting each word.  “One more court martial charge won’t make much of a difference on me any way.”

Kyle didn’t even smile, he simply nodded, as if knowing what the outcome was going to be ahead of time.

Chris, however, smiled and turned to Luke.  “It’s been a pleasure, Master Skywalker,” he said, shaking his hand.

“Likewise,” Luke replied.  “I hope you make it home…”

“Thanks…and thank you for all of your help.”  Luke smiled and nodded, then stood back, allowing the three to stand closely together and not worry about getting Luke caught in the beam.

“Harriman to Dragon…three to beam up.”

As the transporter beam engaged, Luke gave him a quick salute and a smile…and then he was gone…

He moved to the sink, turned the water on, and splashed his face and hair, getting his clothes wet.  He looked hard in the mirror and began moving his hand over his freshly cut hair.  During his three months of seclusion, he had let his hair grow out…something he hadn’t done since he was a child.

He then realized something…he looked hard into the mirror, thinking something about the entire picture was wrong.  Was something…missing?

Then he realized just what he noticed different.  He smiled as the realization hit him, and he knew he owed it all to Luke…

He nodded to his reflection in the mirror and said, “I promise you…I’ll go on living…and I’ll live a life you can be proud of…”

He kissed his index and middle finger, then placed those fingers on the mirror where Sarah’s reflection usually would have been.

With that, he moved back into the living room…ready to start his life again…ready to live again…

