Star Trek Dragon

Dimension Exploration, Part I

“Ghost Ship”

Captain Christopher Harriman creaked the door open to the assembly room for the new Starfleet Academy building.  Inside, he could see the head of Starfleet Academy, Rear-Admiral Wes Baker, handing graduation certificates to students as they walked up to the podium.

As Chris moved slowly to an empty seat in the back, he watched with interest as fourth-year cadets were congratulated.  He was looking for a few junior officers and knew that this was probably his best bet.

After a round of applause died down, Admiral Baker seemed to take on a proud stance.  “And now,” his voice began over the speakers.  “It gives me pleasure to introduce to you all the honored graduates of Starfleet Academy.”

This is where Chris grew interested.  He knew he had come in late, and thought that he probably wouldn’t be able to find out who some of the graduates were.  He’d forgotten about the honor graduates!

“First,” he continued.  “I would like to present this award and certificate of graduation to Lieutenant Todd Malay for outstanding piloting skills!”

Todd Malay Chris thought in his mind.  I think I just found the Dragon’s helmsman.

A young man in red and black Academy clothing walked up to the podium, an arrogant look of pride on his face.  I remember being that arrogant when I graduated, he thought to himself with a smile.

Todd accepted the certificates from Admiral Baker and thrust them into the air, giving out a loud cry of glee.  “YEEEEAAAAAHHH!”

He ran down the center aisle, keeping his certificate raised for all to see, until he came upon his seat and quickly threw himself down into it.  Chris let out a small laugh in reply and then anxiously waited for the next honor graduate.

“Next, I’d like to congratulate Suran for honors in Quantum Physics!”

Another round of applause shot up as a Vulcan stood up from the front row and gracefully, calmly walked up to the podium.  Keeping an even look on his face, he accepted the award and graduation certificate and then nodded to Admiral Baker.

Judging by the grin ever so slightly edging onto his face, Chris thought, he’s probably only half Vulcan.
As Suran sat down, Admiral Baker paused a moment.

“For the past two years, this new Starfleet academy brought our best and brightest back to Earth,” he started.  “New programs were implemented, most heavy on defense, some heavy on science.  But Starfleet has always been about exploration and science.  Some fields deal solely with exploration, while others deal with both.  So we created a new award.  A Valedictorian award, if you will.  It goes out to the one person of the graduating year who far surpasses everyone else in his or her field, both grade-wise and capability-wise.

“This one award is the greatest honor a student here in Starfleet can achieve, and often that student receives an immediate placement on a starship of their choice.”

Admiral Baker paused a moment, pride edging at his eyes.  “Lady’s and gentlemen, it gives me great pleasure to present the Starfleet award…to Lieutenant Vendar Perkins!”

A huge round of applause overtook the entire auditorium as a slender woman with long brown hair stood up and made her way to the podium.  When she reached it, the applause did not die down.  With only a smile on her face, and no trace of arrogance showing what so ever, she accepted the certificates from Admiral Baker.  Baker pointed to the crowd and said something to her, causing her to move in front of the podium.

With that, the crowd stood, giving her the only standing ovation throughout probably the entire ceremony.  Slightly blushing, she quickly left the stand and moved back to her seat.

Now that’s the kind of junior officer I need he thought to himself.  No arrogance at all.  Someone to keep people like Lieutenant Malay in check…

Vendar Perkins sighed as the other honor student ran up to her side.  “Hey, congratulations!” Todd stated as he took up an even pace beside her.

Vendar gave him a weak smile and said, “Thanks.  You too.”

He gave a half-cocked, arrogant grin and replied, “Thanks!  What field ya goin’ into?”

Annoyed at his interest, and just wanting to get back to her quarters, Vendar decided she’d reply.  Maybe, just maybe, if she satisfied his curiosity, he’d leave her alone.

“Operations.”

“Cool!” he replied enthusiastically.  “My best bud’s going into the same field!”

Sarcastically, Vendar replied, “Very fascinating.”

Silence engulfed the two for a moment, and Vendar realized she’d surprised Todd.

“Ummm….” he hesitated for a moment.  “Anyway, what post are ya looking at?”

He hit something there.  She’d known for four months that she had been selected as class Valedictorian, and so had been looking through ship names and their crew rosters.  Of course, the first she had looked at was the Enterprise, but she wasn’t sure she was ready to risk her life to that extent.

At first, she had wanted to be on a good starship with a good crew, so she wouldn’t have much personal conflict with them…so she had looked at all of the famous ships.  The Paris, the Khitomer…  But as she read logs and the like, she realized that the stories of the ‘perfect crew’ on all of those ships were just that, stories.  There were a lot of personal conflicts she’d noticed on all of them.  Though most of them had resolved their conflicts, she didn’t want to disrupt that peace.

For four months, she’d searched through the Federation database, but none of the ships suited her taste.  She soon realized that being so picky about her first post would get her no where fast, even when looking at starbases.

“I’m…not sure,” she hesitantly replied.

“I know exactly where I’m off to,” Todd said triumphantly.  Good for you.  “I’m off to the Enterprise!”  I sure feel sorry for Captain Picard and Commander Riker.
Suddenly realizing there was a ranking officer standing in their way, she quickly looked up to see who it was.  Though she wasn’t familiar with the Captain, she knew he wanted their attention.

“Lieutenants,” he said, nodding for them to stop.

Vendar immediately snapped to attention and curtly replied, “Sir!”

Todd stared at her with a look of amusement before he took on a half-proper stance.

The Captain rolled his blue eyes and shook his head.  “It’s all right, Todd, you don’t have to stand at such high attention.  I’m sure in your mind that I’m not that worthy.”

The sarcasm in his voice made both Vendar and Todd realize that Todd was in trouble.

“Uhh…sorry, sir,” Todd replied, straightening up.

“At ease, graduates,” he said, smiling.  Vendar immediately went into the ‘at ease’ stance, clasping her hands behind her back and keeping her face level.  Todd, on the other hand, took the phrase ‘at ease’ closer to its dictionary meaning.

“I’m Captain Chris Harriman,” the man stated.  I know that name…wasn’t he on the Dragon before it was destroyed?  “I came here today looking for good junior officers to serve aboard my ship, and thought I might ask you two.”

Interested, Vendar asked, “What ship are you commanding, sir?”  Last she had heard, he was still a first officer.  She didn’t know he had been promoted after the Dragon’s destruction.  Wonder if there’s a new ship that was just commissioned.
“The best ship available,” the Captain replied with a proud grin.  “One only rivaled by the USS Paris itself.  And not just in size, either.”  This caught Vendar’s attention.  “And I only want the best for the best.  Which is why I’m asking you.”

“Does this oh-so magnificent vessel of the stars have a name?” Todd asked, impatient.

Annoyed, the Captain glared down at Todd.  “As a matter of fact, Lieutenant…”  He let that set in for a moment.  “It does.  The newly commissioned USS Dragon.  NCC-27749-A.”  They commissioned a new Dragon?!
“If I may ask, what class of starship is it?” Vendar asked, very interested.  The best for the best?  Either that means clashing arrogance or brilliance and friendliness.
“Dragon class,” the Captain replied.  “New, top secret class.  She just finished her preliminary field tests and only awaits a crew to command her.”

Before Vendar could ask anymore, Todd replied, “No thanks, sir, I’ve already signed up for the Enterprise!”

A friendly smile crept onto the Captain’s face.  “Sorry to hear that, but if you would, please give Captain Picard my regards.  It’s been a while since I last saw him.”

“Uhhh…yes, sir.”

“Dismissed, Lieutenant.”

Todd seemed to hesitate for a moment, glanced at Vendar, then started to walk off.  He paused mid-step.

“Oh yeah!  I do know someone who’s looking for a new post that might suite you well!”

His interest piqued, the Captain gave his attention back to Todd.  “Who might that be?”

“Lieutenant James Trikal, sir!” Todd said with a grin.  “I’ll admit, he’s better than even I am!  Just the pilot you’re looking for!”  Vendar felt a look of great surprise overcome her face.  She had not expected him to admit something like that…

The Captain smiled and said, “Thank you, Lieutenant.  I’ll be sure to look him up.”

“Bye!” Todd said before taking off at a jog.

The Captain then looked to Vendar.  “How about you, Lieutenant?”

“One question, sir?” she asked.

The Captain nodded and replied, “Of course.”

“When you said the best for the best…I was just wondering…  Well, does that mean clashing arrogance or brilliance and friendliness?”

The Captain smiled at first, which surprised Vendar.  She had thought he might not have reacted well to the question, but knew that she needed to ask it if she was going to decide fairly.

“I remember asking the same question about my first starship post,” he replied.  “Trust me, Lieutenant.  I’ve known every senior officer that’s going to be assigned to her at least one time in my life.  It will be brilliance and friendliness.”

A huge smile crept on to Vendar’s face.  “Then you can count me in, sir!”

The Captain smiled and placed a hand on Vendar’s shoulder.  “Good.  Glad to have you with us.  You’ll be expected to report to the Dragon in less than a week.  See you then, Lieutenant!”

The Captain then walked off, no doubt in search of the only other honor graduate, Suran.  Happy beyond belief, Vendar energetically began walking down the path again.  To her dismay, Todd joined her again, but she didn’t really care.

“Any way, how ‘bout joining me for dinner tonight!”

Not caring about the audacity of his question, Vendar simply said no and took off at a jog for her dorm room.  Finally, she had found the post she was looking for…

She quickly rolled out of the way of the Jem Hadar’s weapon’s fire.  She then rolled onto one knee, took aim, and fired.  Her shot easily found its target, leaving only one Jem Hadar left unstunned.

Not taking the time to smile at her small victory, she quickly got onto her feet and took off running.  Ten meters later, she jumped over a small cargo crate, landed on her hands, rolled back up onto her feet, and neatly planted the butt of her pulse rifle in the last Jem Hadar’s jaw.

“You people just don’t give up, do you?” she asked in her Chinese-accented basic as the Jem Hadar fell.

She sensed more than saw her partner in the black op mission come up beside her.  “Of course not.  After all, these rebels still believe there’s a war going on.”

She shrugged to him as she turned to face him.  “There was, but it ended a month ago.”

“Not to them,” he replied.  He gave her a questioning frown and added, “You know, you could have just stunned him with your rifle.”

Lieutenant Ada Marquet just shrugged again as she started walking towards the beam-out point.  “I needed the exercise.”

“Like hell you do,” he replied, rubbing a bruise unconsciously from a sparring contest they had had.

“Defiant to Black Team,” Captain Benjamin Sisko’s familiar voice came over an open comm channel.  “Prepare for beam up the moment you’ve finished the job.”
“Umm, too late, sir,” Ada replied.  “We’ve been done for almost a minute now”

Instead of the reply she expected, she felt the familiar tingling sensation of transport as she was momentarily blinded by white light.  A moment later, she found herself standing in the transporter room of the Defiant.

“You’re to report to the bridge immediately, Lieutenants,” the transporter chief stated.

As they started to leave, Ada threw over her shoulder, “Couldn’t you have just beamed us there directly?”

“I thought you needed the exercise?” her partner asked.

She playfully pushed him down another corridor they passed by, which caused him to jog for a moment to catch back up.

“Take it easy there, Ada!”

A few minutes later of lively conversation and brisk walking, they both strolled onto the bridge.  Captain Sisko stood up, then motioned his hand to someone else.  Ada turned her head to look in the direction.

“Son of a…” she started.  She quickly moved towards the person, a huge smile overtaking her face.  “Chris Harriman?!”

“In the uniform!” he stated, taking her hand when she offered it.  Their friendship never had developed enough to include friendly hugs.

She glanced at his uniform collar and asked, “So when the hell did you make Captain, sir?”

“Very recently,” he stated, a distant looking coming onto his face.

She backed up from him and frowned, realization coursing through her mind.  “No…no, you can’t take me off of this assignment!  We’re in the middle of it, and we’re the only ones who can handle it!”

Chris shook his head regretfully.  “I was given clearance to take any officers I needed for my ship.  I’ve told Starfleet that they’ll have to recruit someone from Starfleet Intel.”

Trust me, no one in Starfleet Intel will be able to substitute for us.  They don’t even come close…

“Is your command really important enough to disrupt our peace-keeping operations?” her partner asked, finally adding voice to Ada’s argument.

He looked at her partner and smiled.  “My command is what will make the peace-keeping operation easier,” he stated.  “I can’t say too much more right now, though from what I’ve heard, the DS9 crew is very good at keeping secrets.”  He looked at Captain Sisko.  “No offense, Captain, but I can’t voice it in front of all of these crew members.  I made that mistake at Starfleet Academy and Command bit down hard on me.”

“Chris…why do you need me?” she asked quietly.

“Because you’re the only one I can trust that is this good in the security field,” he replied, putting his hand on her shoulder.  “I need someone with your kind of background.”

Chris, you don’t know the half of my background, heh.

“I’m afraid your partner will just have to do without.”

“I suppose I’ll manage,” he replied slowly, unsure.  He looked at Ada, who looked back at him.  “You want me to call our CO, get him to stop this transfer?”

“No,” Ada replied.  “If what he just said is true, about making peace keeping easier, I’ll be more than happy to take part in his command.”

“Permission to depart, Captain Sisko,” Chris asked, satisfied.

“Of course, Captain,” Sisko replied in his deep voice.

Chris then moved into a different position.  Ada, knowing why, joined him.  He tapped his comm badge and said, “Harriman to Melbourne.  Two to beam up.”

She looked at her partner, gave him a knowing look.  Fed Intel would simply have to send another officer to the Defiant.

“Energize.”

Commander Kalia Tarkent gazed at the starship through the view port of the Class 2 shuttlecraft.  “What a remarkable ship,” she commented quietly to herself.

“You haven’t seen the half of it, Commander!” the helmsman of the shuttle replied.  “You think she’s a beaut from outside?  Wait till you see what she looks like inside!”

The shuttle started running parallel to the Dragon, but headed towards her aft on the starboard side.  Kalia tried to get a better view of her through the cramped cockpit of the shuttle, but only managed to make the helmsman uncomfortable.  These Class 2 shuttles sure are cramped…

They reached the aft of the unusual looking nacelles, then swung a slow one-eighty arch to come up directly behind the Dragon.  The primary shuttle bay, directly behind and beneath the bridge, began to slowly move open.  Deck by deck, the huge bay doors receded, until Kalia began to wonder just how big the Dragon was.

“Now why the hell would you need a shuttle bay that large?” she asked.

“Well, actually, its several shuttle bays in one,” the helmsman replied, bringing them in towards the ‘top’ of the shuttle bay.  “As you can see now, the shuttle bay is divided into three sections, all of them ‘tall’ enough to fill two decks.”

“Well, I’m sure we’ll never run out of room for our shuttles and runabouts,” she commented, sitting back in her chair.

“Shuttle Eight-Theta requesting to be tractor beamed the rest of the way in,” the helmsman said over a comm channel.

“Sorry, Eight-Theta,” a female voice replied.  “Tractor beams are still not operational in the shuttle bays.  You’ll have to bring in the person who’s going to fix that manually.”
Kalia smiled and commented, “Funny, Sarah.”

In an amused tone, Commander Sarah Caft replied, “I’m laughing.  Anyway, we were having some problems with the ship’s power relays, and most of our tractor beams, as well as a few other systems, have gone off-line.  Looks like you just arrived on time.”
“I would only expect work the moment I arrived on Chris Harriman’s first command,” she said, smiling.  “Anyway, we’re almost aboard now.  Talk to you soon.”

“Caft out.”

With that, the shuttle passed through the atmospheric forcefield that kept the shuttle bay pressurized when the doors were open.  A moment later, with a soft sounding, but somewhat violent feeling thud, the shuttle settled to the deck.

“Not bad, Lieutenant,” Kalia stated, grabbing her duffel bag and heading for the exit.

Advanced bioneural command and control circuitry…new impulse engine class…new warp drive class…  Chris sat back in his seat, staring with interest at the schematics for the new Dragon class USS Dragon.  He rubbed his eyes, almost unable to believe the schematics of the advanced starship!

Despite the circumstances with which he had received command of the starship, he found himself very pleased with his first command.  When he had been first officer, he had only occasionally had control of the ship he was on for more than one shift.

With a soft thump, the runabout Meridian set down on the deck.  Must have fixed that problem with the tractor beams I heard about, he thought to himself.

“We’re down, sir,” Lieutenant James Trikal reported.

The side hatch on the runabout opened, and Chris stood up.  He looked out into the shuttle bay, seeing part of the crew that was assembled for his arrival.  He had never dreamed he’d be here like this, now, getting ready to take command of his first ship…  He was nervous as hell…

He finally worked up the courage and stepped down out of the runabout onto the deck of the ship…his ship!

“Commanding officer, USS Dragon, arriving!” Ada stated while at attention.  Someone, an ensign Chris wasn’t familiar with, blew into a whistle that sounded the three tones that tradition called for.  Chris nodded his thanks to Ada, then made his way to the podium that everyone was surrounding.

So many new faces, he thought, looking at each and every person’s face briefly.  I don’t know where to begin getting to know them!
He finally stepped up to the podium and activated the little data pad.

“To Captain Christopher Harriman,” he began reading.  “You are hear-by requested and required to take command of the Dragon class starship USS Dragon on stardate 52157.  God speed and good luck to you and your crew.”

He looked up from the small speech and once again looked at his crew…his crew.  It was an amazing sensation, knowing that he could give one order that could make all of these people suddenly become a bustling mass of activity.

This would be a day he would forever remember…

Comfortable chairs, Chris thought to himself as he repositioned himself in the command chair.  He looked to his right to see his first officer and one true love, Sarah Caft.  “So tell me, Commander, what’s our first job?”

She looked into his eyes and smiled.  “Well, Captain, we’re to go to Deep Space Nine to pick up our remaining crew.”

That’s right, he thought.  We still only have three-fourths of our crew aboard.  We don’t even have a Senior Ops officer yet.
“Very well,” he replied, leaning back in his chair.  “Hail the Delta Construction Facility.”

“Channel open,” Vendar stated from her position at the Ops station.

“This is Captain Harriman aboard the Dragon,” he began.  “We are requesting permission to depart.”

“Permission granted, Captain.  Take her out at your leisure.”  There was a pause for a moment.  “I know this might sound odd to you, but…take care of her for us, will you?  We’ve grown quite attached to the little hatchling.”
Chris smiled in response.  “Don’t worry…we’ll keep her in one piece, one way or another.”

“I’ll hold you to that, Captain…  DCF out.”

Chris nodded his promise to them one more time, then focused on leaving.  “All right, everyone.  Let’s get this monster moving.  Bridge to engineering, bring main power to full.”

“Aye, sir,” Kalia replied.  “Warp reactors Alpha and Beta are online and producing nominal power.  Fusion reactors are all functioning properly…I think we’re ready!”
Chris smiled again and ordered, “Helm, activate thrusters and put them at station keeping.”

“Thrusters online,” James reported.  A moment later, he confirmed, “And are at station keeping.”

“Release docking clamps and umbilical,” Sarah ordered.  Hey, that’s my line! Chris thought jokingly to himself.

“Umbilical retracting,” Vendar replied.  “Docking clamps…released.”

“Let’s take this slowly,” he said.  “Aft thrusters ahead one-tenth impulse power.”

“Aye, sir,” James replied.

With only a moment of hesitation, he finally ordered, “Engage.”

With that order, the greatest ship Starfleet ever dreamed of creating began its journey.  The ship cut through the vacuum of space like it wasn’t even there.  It was as if no particles what so ever existed in space, nothing to put resistance on the ship, nothing to stop her on her mission.

She easily passed through the accommodating ‘space doors’ on the custom-built construction facility, and found herself in open space, with only the stars between her and her destination…

“Course laid in for Deep Space Nine,” James confidently reported.

Using a quote from somewhere, though he wasn’t quite sure from where, Chris ordered, “Very well, Lieutenant.  Let’s stretch her legs…  Engage at warp eight.”

Captain’s Log, Stardate 52157.2


Starfleet’s mission has always been one of peace and exploration.  For centuries, we have explored the great unknown, the ‘final frontier,’ as well as ourselves.  We’ve expanded our knowledge of not only the universe, but also of ourselves.  We have also defended our beliefs, and have time and again prevailed.

The Dragon is a living extension of that mission!  We will continue the journeys humanity has just begun.  We will seek out new life and new civilizations.  And, just like every other Federation starship before her, the Dragon will boldly go…where no one has gone before!

“All I ask for is a tall ship…and the stars to guide her by…”

I can’t believe how comfortable this chair is! Sarah thought to herself.  No wonder Chris was reluctant to give command over to me.
She looked around the new bridge, unlike any other bridge she had seen.  Unlike most bridges on Starfleet vessels, this bridge was circular.  Actually, if I remember correctly, old bridge stations did use the circular design.  Didn’t that end after the Excelsior class?
She wasn’t sure, and she wasn’t sure why they used the same design on this bridge, but it was definitely a nice looking design.  Somehow, though, there aren’t enough consoles to cover all bridge operations with backups…
“Commander, we’re receiving a distress call,” Vendar stated.

Roused out of her thoughts, she brought herself back to the present.  “Let’s hear it.”

There was a crackle of static before a somewhat familiar voice came over the comm.  “This is the Federation starship Excelsior!  We appear to be caught in some sort of temporal distortion’s field.  The gravimetric pressure from the nebula is crushing our ship!  I repeat, this is Captain Hikaru Sulu of the USS Excelsior in need of immediate assistance!”
Sarah stood up from the command chair, its comfortable property forgotten.  “What the hell?!”

“The distress call appears to be coming from the Marauder nebula,” Vendar stated.  “Or rather, it was coming from there.  Its transmission has ceased, possibly due to the nebula.”

“Or the tachyon emissions from the temporal anomaly,” Tom suggested.

“Yellow alert,” Sarah ordered, causing the bulkheads on the bridge to turn a yellow hue.  “Bring up all information on the Excelsior’s disappearance and find out anything you can about that nebula.”  She moved closer to the screen, as if the streaking stars on it could tell her something.  “Captain to the bridge.”

Chris immediately entered the bridge from his ready room and took his place in front of the command chair, Sarah taking her place at his right side.  “Report.”

“We just received a distress call,” Sarah told him.  She hesitated before she finished with, “One from…from Captain Sulu on the Excelsior.”

He looked at Sarah then sat down and looked at his console.  He didn’t seem one bit surprised.  “Let me guess.  A temporal anomaly.”

As Sarah also sat down, she commented, “As if we didn’t encounter enough when we were on the Enterprise.”  Chris smiled as he tapped in a few commands.

“Sir, the Excelsior was cataloguing the Marauder Nebula when Starfleet lost contact with her,” Tom stated from the aft computer station.  “According to this, she last reported entering the nebula to investigate some sort of an anomaly.  She was presumed destroyed, but even to this day…well, up to this day, no sign of her was ever found in the nebula.”

“Helm, set a course for the nebula, maximum warp,” Chris ordered.  “Advise Starfleet of our situation.”

“Altering course and engaging to warp nine-point-nine-nine,” James stated.

“Tom, scan the nebula,” Chris added.  “I want you to know it inside and out by the time we reach it.”

“Aye, sir,” Tom replied.

A sense of foreboding started to engulf Sarah.  Something about this didn’t feel right.  She couldn’t place it, she just knew that something bad was bound to happen.  Each time the Enterprise had encountered a temporal anomaly while she was stationed on it, a tenth of the crew was killed and the ship was nearly destroyed.

She didn’t like temporal anomalies…not one bit.

“Status,” Chris ordered as he walked back to the science station.

“We’re close enough to detect some sort of temporal anomaly,” Tom stated as Chris stopped in front of his console.  It’s pretty close to the outer edge of the nebula, but far enough back into it that it’s crushing…what ever ship it is that’s there.”

“Outer edge of a nebula crushing a ship?” Chris asked, baffled.

“Yes, it’s a class J-2 nebula,” Tom added.  “Which means it’s almost formed a protostar.”

“Great,” Chris commented, moving back around the wooden railing to the command area.  “Reinforce structural integrity and shields with all available power.  Can we get a transmission through?”

“Not yet, too much radiometric interference from the nebula, as well as tachyon disruptions,” Vendar stated.

Damn, I knew I recruited her for a reason, Chris thought.  She certainly knows her stuff…  “Will our shields and hull integrity hold if we enter?” he asked.

“Just barely,” Ada replied.

“Hell, with these shields, you could take us into a gas giant,” Tom added jokingly.

Chris sat back down in the command chair, dreading the order he was about to give.  “I hope you’re right,” he said.  “Helm, drop out of warp.”  He nodded and finished, “take us in.  Hail the Excelsior the moment you can get a signal through.”

“Aye, sir,” Vendar and James replied in concert.

“You know,” Sarah whispered as they waited.  “We probably won’t be able to save her.  In our time line, she wasn’t ever saved…”

“All things are possible,” Chris replied quietly.  “Especially when dealing with time.  The future isn’t written in stone.”

“No, but the past is,” Sarah pointed out.  Chris knew she had a point, but he ignored it for now…

“We’re about to enter the nebula,” James stated.

“Red alert, all hands brace for impact,” Chris ordered, bracing himself with the arms of his chair.

With a surprisingly slight rock, the ship entered the nebula.

“That wasn’t so bad,” Ada stated.

Maybe not, but something tells me this won’t be easy, Chris thought.

“Hull pressure increasing exponentially,” Tom stated.  “I recommend taking us in even slower.”

“Very well, slow to one-third,” Chris ordered, fear edging into his thoughts, and almost into his voice.

“I think we can get a clear signal through to the Excelsior,” Vendar spoke up suddenly.

This should be interesting.  “Open a channel.”

“Channel open.”

He sighed before beginning.  “USS Excelsior, this is the Federation starship Dragon.  We’re en route to you.  Sit tight, we’ll have you out of here before you can say “engage!””

As if mocking his words, the ship began to shudder under the stress of the dense protostar nebula.

“USS Dragon, this is Captain Sulu,” the familiar voice of Captain Sulu replied.  I’ve heard that voice a hundred times at the Academy, Chris thought.  “We do not know of any Federation starship by the name of Dragon.  What is your name and what is your ship’s NCC number?”
“I’m…Captain Chris Harriman,” Chris said.  “Our NCC number is…is 27749-A…Captain, I regret to inform you that you are in the future.  Almost a full century into the future.”

Except for the slowly intensifying shuddering, silence engulfed the bridge as the crew awaited a reply from the now living legend.

“Then we actually did enter the temp…”  Suddenly, the communications was cut.

“She’s being pulled into the temporal anomaly!” Tom suddenly said in a raised, urgent voice.

“Tractor beam!” Chris ordered, standing up.  His mind raced, not knowing of the tractor beam would work in these conditions.

Suddenly, the Dragon bucked under Chris’ feet, sending him back into the command chair.  Odd alarms sounded as the sound of stress on the hull whined through his ears.  “We’re being pulled in!” Tom shouted above the noise.

“All engines, full reverse!” Chris shouted in reply.

“Too late, we’re too far in!” James shouted.

I was right, Chris thought as the image of the temporal anomaly filled the view screen.  We’re going to have a hell of a lot of trouble this time through…

“I think he’s coming around finally,” Chris heard a faint voice say.  “It’ll take him a few moments to regain full consciousness, though.”

Quietly, not wanting to make things worse on himself, Chris commented, “Well, the headache I’m feeling right now tells me I’m fully conscious.”

He felt the familiar press of a hypospray on his neck, and immediately felt relief from his killer headache.  He slowly opened his eyes, letting them adjust to the lighting.  Finally, after several minutes, he managed to sit up.

He looked to his left to see Sarah standing next to him, her hand on his arm.  Next to her was Commander Kara Trieal, who was setting a hypospray down on a tray.

“What happened?” he asked quietly, loud voices still making his head hurt.

Sarah sighed and shook her head.  “When we were pulled into the anomaly, you and twenty other crew members lost consciousness.  When we emerged from the anomaly, we found the nebula to have a significantly small density compared to what it was supposed to have.  We put the Excelsior in a tractor beam and towed it out.”  She sighed yet again and shrugged.  “All we know now is that we are somewhere in the past.  Sensors were damaged from the nebula, so for the time being, there’s no way of knowing when we are.”

Chris rubbed his right temple, trying to rub away the last elements of the headache.  “How long have I been out?” he asked curiously.

“A day, sir,” Kara replied instantly, scanning him over with a tricorder.  “You’re the first of everyone who lost consciousness to regain it.”

He looked at Kara in surprise, then slowly looked at Sarah.  “What’s the status of the Excelsior?” he asked, curious about this ‘ghost ship.’

Sarah closed her eyes morbidly, unable to hide the sadness in her voice.  “She’s lost forty percent of her crew…and she’s sustained a lot of damage.”

He quickly slid off of the bio bed.  At first, he was a little dizzy, but he recovered quickly.  He managed to finally stand up without showing much of his disorientation…he hoped…

“What about the anomaly?” he asked, trying to concentrate on her face so that he wouldn’t become sick from the ‘spinning’ room.

Sarah shook her head, the morbid look intensifying.  “It collapsed two hours after we emerged from it…”

He tried to prevent despair from entering his facial expression, but he couldn’t stop the despair from overtaking his emotions.  He knew that it was more than likely that they’d be stuck here for a while…

“I’ll be in my ready room,” he stated as he swiftly moved out of the sick bay, his disorientation seemingly all but gone.  Before Kara could finish her protests, he was in the turbolift and moving to the Bridge.

He tried to think of a way out of the situation, his mind racing.  He hadn’t asked all of these people to join his crew just so they could be stranded…and he owed it to them to get the ship back.

Then he realized that he wouldn’t be able to come up with a solution until he knew more about the situation.

The turbolift stopped and opened up onto the back of the well-lit bridge.  He stepped out, quickly heading for his ready room.

“Captain on the bridge!” Tom said in a loud voice, standing up at attention from the command chair.

Chris paused at his now-open ready room doors and smiled at him.  “Two things, Tom.  One, we’re friends, so don’t call me Captain.  Two…this isn’t a military ship, so drop the formalities all together.”

Tom looked at him confused, hesitancy obviously showing on his face, then he nodded.  “I’ll try.”

Chris’s smile deepened, then he ordered, “Open a secure channel to the Excelsior, and put it through to my ready room.”

Tom nodded, then began carrying out his orders as he entered the ready room.  He immediately moved to the replicator in his spacious ready room and ordered a cup of Earl Gray tea.

As he sat down behind his desk, an alert sounded on his desk computer, letting him know the transmission had been put through.  He rotated the screen to face him, activated it, and stated, “Authorization Harriman two-two-beta-seven.”

Immediately, the all-too familiar, and famous, face of Captain Hikaru Sulu appeared.

“Captain Sulu!” Chris said in a voice he hoped sounded very honoring.  “I’m Captain Chris Harriman.”

Sulu nodded and replied curtly, “Nice to see you finally awake, Captain.  Your first officer has informed me of the situation, but your ship is apparently in no better condition than our own.”

Chris nodded, agreeing with the famous captain.  “Until we can get our sensors online, there’s nothing we can really do,” he said quietly.  “We’re basically sitting ducks, when this could be any time period in history.”

Sulu sighed, clearly worn out from the entire ordeal.  “We have an even bigger problem,” he said morbidly.  “Life support is failing, and we can’t repair it.”

Chris smiled, proud that he finally could help this famous person out.  “I’m sure my people will be able to repair it.  Further more, I’d be honored if you’d host us for dinner aboard your ship.”

Sulu didn’t smile as Chris had expected, he simply nodded.  “Very well…but my entire senior staff has been killed…so the table might be a little empty.”

Trying to comfort him, Chris added jokingly, “Don’t worry, my staff is loud enough to make up for that.”

Sulu managed a weak smile, but it immediately vanished.  “We’ll be ready to receive you in an hour.  Excelsior out.”

With that, the all-too-familiar Federation emblem replaced Captain Sulu’s face.  Chris leaned back in his chair, thankful that the Dragon hadn’t lost any one…let alone his own senior staff.  He definitely felt sorry for the Captain, and wished he could somehow help…

Chris paused mid-motion as he continued to listen to Captain Sulu’s description of how they had found themselves almost a century ahead of their time.  His fork full of food was halfway between the plate and his mouth as he listened with curiosity.

“At first, we weren’t sure it was a temporal anomaly,” Sulu stated plainly.  “Theoretically, tachyon emissions were a result of temporal anomalies, but that hasn’t been proven yet.”

Chris was about to comment how, in his time, tachyon emissions had been directly associated with time, but realized that he would seriously be breaching the temporal prime directive if he did that.  I don’t want to lose my command after my first mission, let alone my entire rank, he thought, stuffing the food into his mouth to keep himself quiet.

“We signaled Starfleet Command that we were going to move into the nebula to get a closer look, then slowly edged in,” Sulu continued as he also took a bite of his dinner.  “That was when some sort of gravimetric force hit our ship and began pulling us into the anomaly.  Moments later, we emerged on the other side with a few of my crew unconscious.”

“The same thing just happened to us,” Chris stated in a matter-of-fact tone of voice.

Sulu nodded in reply, then continued on.  “When we emerged, we had to launch a probe to relay our distress signal.  We thought no one had probably heard it as the probe was destroyed long before it emerged from the nebula.  Gravimetric sheer was beginning to tear our ship apart.  If it hadn’t been for the anomaly pulling us back in to give us temporary relief…”  Sulu hesitated for a moment, a look of sadness crossing his face.  “…We would have lost even more people…”

Chris set his fork down on his plate and looked at Sulu with an equally sad face.  He wanted to somehow console the man, but how does one try to make someone like Captain Hikaru Sulu feel better?  The man was bigger than life!

Before he could say anything, however, his communicator beeped.  He sighed in slight annoyance before he tapped his badge.  “Harriman here, go ahead.”

“Captain, we have sensors back online,” Suran, now the junior science officer, stated.

Chris looked to Sulu, who looked equally hopeful and curious.  “Begin scanning chronometric particles,” Chris ordered, trying to maintain a command tone of voice.  “Let’s see if we can find out when we are.”

“Already scanning, sir,” Suran replied.

Chris waited impatiently, knowing the scans took time but also not wanting to have to wait.  He wanted to know what the entire situation was, and he wanted to know now!

Finally, after several minutes of tense silence around the table, Suran finally hesitantly said, “It is…difficult to tell what time period we are in, sir.”
Chris frowned, slightly confused by Suran’s curious response.  “Explain,” he ordered.

“These chronometric readings are unlike any that Starfleet has seen or projected,” Suran stated bluntly, his unemotional Vulcan voice almost becoming monotone.  “However, they are similar to Starfleet’s projections on how the particles would be like in the late twentieth century.”

Chris’s frown deepened, curiosity, with a hint of fear, edging into his voice.  “Well then why don’t they match Starfleet’s projections if that’s the time period we’re in?”

“Unknown, sir,” Suran replied, a hint of exasperation breaking through his stone-cold voice.

Tom suddenly looked up from his plate, realization on his face…which effectively made the entire room look at him.  He looked around for a moment, almost blushing at having everyone’s attention on him.

“You have something?” Chris asked, curious.

Hesitant at first, Tom replied, “Uhhh…yes…sir.  It’s probable that we didn’t go through just a temporal anomaly.”

Before Chris could make the suggestion that he just now realized, Suran cut in, “It’s possible, sirs, that it was a dimensional rift of some sort.”
“Precisely!” Tom stated, enthused that he wasn’t the only one who was thinking along his lines.

Fear suddenly swept over Chris as he realized what the situation could very well be.  “Suran…run a comparison of these readings to those taken by the Enterprise-D when she was in the mirror universe.”

Silence engulfed the room as everyone realized, and hoped, that the Dragon and Excelsior weren’t stranded in that dimension.  Even Captain Sulu knew what the mirror universe was, for Captain Kirk and a few of his officers had once been stranded there.

In the twenty third century, while the original Enterprise was attempting to negotiate to set up a dilithium mine, a transporter accident had stranded Kirk, McCoy, and two other officers in what became known as the mirror universe.  In a basic sense, the four people had switched places with their counterparts, who were then detained on the ‘real’ Enterprise.

The mirror universe was, to say the least, barbaric.  Though history had developed along similar lines as in the real Enterprise’s dimension, a noted diversion occurred during the Eugenics War…  Due to that one change, history was forever altered in that universe.  The Federation had become a violent, dominant, war-like culture that did not explore…but conquered.  Captain Kirk and his crew barely managed to make it back.

Almost a century later, the Federation in that mirror universe decided to try to invade the ‘real’ universe using its Enterprise-D.  Their weapons far more powerful than anything the Federation had ever created or encountered, the crew of the Enterprise was forced to infiltrate the mirror ship, and barely succeeded in thwarting the invasion.

Chris’s heart leapt into his throat as Suran finally, and quite suddenly, replied.  “Analysis complete, sir.  I regret to inform you that the readings are almost identical.”  Despair over came the fear Chris was feeling as he realized things would get a lot more difficult from here on out.  “With a basis to go by for comparison,” Suran added, “I can now determine that we are in the Earth year 1996…approximately two months after the start of the Eugenics war.”
With that, hope suddenly shot up in Chris. There were almost no space-faring species at this time in history, and the changes in the time line had not yet occurred.  For now, the Dragon and the Excelsior were safe.

Resolve formed within Chris as he stood up.  “We need to solve this, and we need to do it now.  Our presence in this time line could severely hamper the Federation’s encounters with this universe in the future.”

Captain Sulu stood, but only out of politeness when someone is about to leave the table.  The Dragon’s senior staff quickly followed him.  “Then I guess our dinner is over,” Sulu said, nodding.

Chris smiled and nodded back.  “That it is, sir,” he replied, grateful for the chance of personally meeting someone like Sulu.  He knew full well that he would most likely have a chance again real soon.

Chris tapped his comm badge to open a new channel, then said, “Harriman to Transporter Room One.  Beam the senior staff aboard.”
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Our ship stuck in the past and an evil dimension…a ship from our past along side of us…this almost seems like one of those science fiction novels I used to read when I was a teen.  Nothing I experienced, even on the Enterprise, can compare to this situation…

We’ve determined that the best hope we have of making it home is to attempt to recreate the anomaly we encountered.  However, we must figure out how we can do that before we can even try.  If we fail…the crew will be forced to vote on two options.  Either we remain in the here and now, find an M-class planet we know will never be colonized, and settle down…or we brave the future of this dimension and try to find technology to take us home…  Neither choice is very pleasing, either…

Chris ended his log, then pushed his computer console away, almost pushing it over the edge of his desk.  Never before had he ever felt the despair he now felt…the hopelessness.  He felt like he had somehow betrayed his crew in stranding them here.

He buried his head in his arms, wishing someone like Captain Picard were here to help him out of this situation.  If Picard were here, surely he’d find a way out of this situation…he always did!

Chris let his thoughts wander as he tried to mentally prepare himself to present the crew with bad news.

Perhaps I’m giving up too easily? He thought.  He honestly didn’t know…but then he realized that Captain Picard would never have given up, unless lives would unnecessarily be lost if he didn’t give up.

Chris suddenly became determined at that thought.  He didn’t bother to take his head out of his arms, and simply rested easier on his desk.  He began going through some of the lessons he had been through in his Quantum Mechanics class at the Academy.  Maybe the answer lie within those lessons…

Sarah sighed as she closed her log entry, the first one she had bothered to file after her initial entry.  Starfleet probably wouldn’t be pleased that she had neglected to make an entry every time it was prudent, but she didn’t care.  They were, after all, in a rather desperate situation.

She stood up and walked around the railing separating the tactical console from the front of the bridge, and then moved back to the science console.  There, she asked Tom, “Any progress?”

Tom shook his head slowly as he studied a tachyon emission scan of the anomaly.  “None,” he replied morbidly.  “I’m working with engineering…but so far we’ve come up with nothing.  I also sent the information we collected over to the Excelsior, but so far we haven’t even heard a reply from them on the subject.”

Tom sighed, exasperated, as he leaned back in his chair.  “I honestly don’t know if there is a solution to this dilemma.”

Sarah rested her hand on her friend’s shoulder.  “Don’t worry,” she said reassuringly.  “We may not have been through worse on the Enterprise, but even then we got through it.  We’ll pull through.”

He looked up at her, smiled warmly, then leaned forward again to study the readings.  Sarah looked at them…and then something sparked in her mind.

She brought her face close enough to the screen that her nose almost touched as she studied some of the readings.  Suddenly, she shot away from the console at almost a jog as she headed for the turbolift.

“I’ll be in engineering!” she said excitedly.  “You have the bridge, Tom!”

“Captain to the bridge!” an excited voice suddenly shouted, suddenly waking Chris up from a sleep.  His head flew up from the desk, causing him to suddenly feel dizzy.  “I repeat, Captain to the bridge!”
Wiping the sleep from his eyes, Chris immediately stood and ran out of his ready room.  “What is it?!” he asked as Sarah quickly emerged from the turbolift.  He sat down in the command chair, still a little disoriented from waking up so suddenly.

Tom, who was still back at the science console, stated before Sarah could, “I think we’ve found a way to recreate the anomaly, sir!” Tom stated, his voice as excited as Sarah’s had been over the comm system.

All signs of sleep suddenly left Chris’s consciousness as he stood back up and looked to Tom.  “How?!” he asked, curious and hopeful.

This time, Sarah answered as she came to his side.  Too excited to lower her voice, she began quoting science to him.  “We found that the anomaly wasn’t just a tear in time and space…but also a tear in subspace!” she stated excitedly.  “In fact, it was based on this tear in subspace!  So all we have to do is modify one of our warp cores, hope it can generate enough power, and voila!  We’re home!”

A huge smile slowly appeared on Chris’s face, and he was about to embrace Sarah in a hug, but his happiness was compromised.

“There’s one catch,” Tom stated hesitantly.  Chris’s smile immediately turned into a stone expression, unemotional, for he did not want to show how afraid he was of Tom’s next words.

“And that is?” he asked, trying to maintain an even tone.

“Since we have only traveled through the anomaly once,” Tom said, “We don’t exactly have a reference database to go on…meaning we can’t calibrate the warp core to take us straight home.  We’ll have to randomly set it…and hope that we aren’t brought into a universe and time full of death and destruction.”

Still clinging to hope, Chris asked, “Can we last long enough to compile a reference database?”

Tom nodded, a slight grin on his face.  “If we modified the saucer section’s warp core to perform this function alone, we could probably jump twenty times.  I don’t think it’ll take us even nearly that many jumps…but that means we’ll have an easy buffer.”

Chris felt his smile appear again.  As he turned around and sat back down in his chair, he said in a hopeful tone, “That’s a better chance than we would have if we just stayed here.”  He paused for a moment as Sarah sat down next to him.  Finally, he gave the order.  “Make the appropriate modifications…and advise the Excelsior of our situation.”

“Aye, sir,” both Tom and Vendar replied enthusiastically, both getting to work quickly.
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It seems that we may yet have a chance at making it home.  I may not have to make the crew decide…at least, not yet.  Once we reach home, we’ll need to recreate the anomaly one more time…to send the Excelsior home.  Perhaps Sarah’s suspicions are incorrect…we may yet be able to save the Excelsior, and restore time…

Space truly is a place of wonders, a place where all things are possible.  It may not take much to make a situation look hopeless…but I’m somehow confident that we will make it home, and in one piece.  It seems that we are fulfilling Starfleet’s mission to the fullest…one mission that started with the Enterprise’s famous saying, and has now been shouldered by us.  That mission is, put simply… “To boldly go where no one has gone before.”

