Episode 23

Captain’s Log, Supplemental


Though we had to spend another four weeks in Hintaru dry dock, repairs to the Dragon have been complete, and we are already back to where we had encountered the Kiklar.  Life on the Dragon has taken on a new ‘normal’ as the Hintaru and Britar officers attempt to integrate into our way of life.  It definitely is not easy, especially for the Britar.  There have already been four fights in the forward crew lounge, but hopefully they will be the last.

Since we came into this galaxy, we have, for the most part, had the aid of the Hintaru, and then later the Britar.  Now, however, we’ll soon be too far away for them to be capable of rendering any assistance to us.  Once again, we are on our own.

On the bright side, we’ve detected an uninhabited M-class planet nearby, and are taking the opportunity to explore for the first time in over a year.

“We’re approaching the planet,” James Trikal stated.

Captain Chris Harriman stood up, anxious to see the planet.  He had studied the sensor readings of the new, uninhabited planet carefully.

It was an unusual planet, to say the least.  It was mostly covered by water, with scattered islands and one small continent in the Northern Hemisphere.  However, much of the water was very shallow.  In fact, so shallow in some places that he was sure that they would be able to see some of the ocean bed from orbit.

Another odd aspect of this ‘paradise world’ was its atmosphere.  Though most humanoids required oxygen to breathe, most humanoid’s planets had very little oxygen in comparison to the rest of the planet.

“We’re within visual range,” Lieutenant-Commander Vendar Perkins reported.

He felt more than saw Commander Sarah Caft come up along side of him, equally as anxious as he was.  “On screen,” he ordered.

Most planets he had ever seen seemed gem-like.  M-class planets usually were blue, green and brown, retained a beauty like no other.

This planet, however, was better!  The blue sky reflected on the vast, endless oceans, making most of the planet a bluish color.  However, in several places, he could see the coral-strewn ocean bed.  He could almost swear that he saw dark shadows moving across the ocean bed, adding to the mysteriousness of the planet.

The small continent, which was conveniently placed squarely in their view, was pure contrast to the endless blue.  Pure green for the most part, dense tropical forestry covered every millimeter of ground except for a small, white sandy beach to the planetary west.

“Damn…” Sarah commented quietly, her light voice a mere breath, barely audible above the normal, quiet hum of the ship.

“If I had known this was here,” Vendar added, “I would have stayed here during shore leave…”

“Doesn’t mean we can spend some time here,” Chris commented.

Sarah looked at him, a look of slight surprise, but satisfied expectancy, showing on her face.  “You realize we just got back from a six month shore leave!”

Chris looked at her a moment, an almost cocky grin on his face.  “So then a few more days won’t hurt.”

He put a hand on her shoulder and looked at the view screen.  “Besides, in this galaxy…….I doubt we’ll ever see a planet like this again.”

He gave a loving squeeze to her shoulder, then moved towards the turbolift.  “All senior officers report to transporter room’s one and two and prepare to beam to the surface.  Junior officers have the ship, but will be relieved in two hours.”

As he entered the turbolift, he thought to himself, and something tells me it really will be the last paradise we see in a while…

The familiar tingling sensation from the transport subsided as Sarah felt herself materialize.  Immediately, her feet ever-so slightly sank into the white, untouched sands of the beach.

Her first sight of the planet was the endless blue ocean that stretched endlessly to the horizon, meeting the cloudless blue sky with a barely perceptible line.  Small waves creeped up the shore line, leaving darkened sand as they receded back into the endless depths of the great sea.

The second sensation she felt was a burning in her lungs.  She thought back to the sensor readings she had studied of the planet and remembered that the planet had almost forty- percent oxygen in its atmosphere!  We better not stay down here more than a few days at a time or we’ll burn out our lungs.
Energy seemed to course through her body as vast amounts of oxygen reached every fiber of her body.  She began to feel light headed from the ‘overdose’ of oxygen, but she knew that the feeling would soon end as she became accustomed to the intense oxygen.

She looked to her right to see the rest of the senior officers who had used the other transporter room standing about ten meters away.  She nodded to them then continued scanning the area.

Her eyes fell upon the edge of the beach, where the unusually dense forest began.  Plants seem thicker than anything she had ever seen, engulfing the huge trunks of the trees.  Dense areas of green leaves seemed to pour out over the top, almost like the foliage beneath the canopies of the tall trees seemed to be constrained by the trunks and the foliage was pouring out over the top, trying to escape from a dark prison.

“My guess is,” Tom commented, “That, despite the green color, the underbrush relies mostly on thermal energy for photosynthesis than it does on sunlight.”

“I agree,” Vendar added.  “There’s no other way plant life could exist underneath that dense of a canopy if it relied mostly on sunlight.”

“With all of the oxygen in the air, you know there can’t be too many life forms on the surface,” Sarah commented, trying to take in all of the scenery at once.

“Well, we have a choice,” Chris said.  “We can either study the planet, figure out its inner working, or we can first enjoy it, then study it.”

Unanimously, the crew replied, “Enjoy!”

The senior officers started to disperse in small groups.  Vendar and Kara went off by themselves into the dense foliage, followed later by Ada, by herself.  Kalia seemed to lead the rest of the senior staff off towards the water, and dove into the water, regardless of the fact that she was in uniform and boots.

Chris put his arm around Sarah’s shoulder, and for a moment they locked eyes and smiled.  Then, wordlessly, they walked down the beach together.

Tom laughed as Kalia walked back up onto the shore, her boots weighting her down so much that she had almost drowned.  She kicked one boot of, then kicked the other towards Tom.  Still laughing, he ducked out of the way, the boot barely sailing over his head.

Terry kicked his boots off and dove in, followed closely by Kalia.  They started to splash each other and wrestled around.  Kalia looked back at Tom, who just stood in the same location he had since the staff had separated.  She waved him in, but he shook his head.  He had something else he needed to do.

Kalia, knowing the complications he had been having recently, just nodded, then went back to pummeling on Terry with water.

Remembering where she had first entered the forest, Tom turned around and headed for that location.  As Chris and Sarah passed by, Chris gave him a knowing nod.

For the past nine months, their relationship degraded so much to the point where they only spoke while doing their jobs.  They never argued, but neither of them wanted to say anything.  Tom didn’t know Ada’s reasons, but he hazarded a guess that hers were the same as his.

They weren’t meant for each other.  At first, he had been very excited, thinking that he had found someone to fill in for his lack of strength, someone to lean on, someone who cared for him as much as he cared for her.

He scolded himself for thinking that alone would be enough as he pushed his way through the dense foliage.  Sure, they cared a lot about each other at first, but they just never had time to be together.  When they were together, it was like they were merely friends, nothing more.

It didn’t take long for their relationship to become unrealistic.  Both knew it, but they both tried to save it by trying to spend more time together.  That simply made the problem worse.

Now, it was time for one of them to break the ice.  They had to at least remain friends!  Tom couldn’t live with it being any other way!  But it was time for someone to end their love relationship now, because it simply no longer existed.  In a sense it already was…but they both needed to say it.

“Looking for me?” Ada suddenly said as she dropped from the trees onto the barely visible ground.

“Do you always need to make an entrance?” Tom asked, trying to make the situation lighter before he even began.

“When we’re going to talk about something like our relationship,” she asked.

Tom looked away to the foliage, not wanting to face her.  “Look, it’s pretty clear that our being together as more than just friends…well……it just hasn’t worked out.”

“I know,” she said.  Tom looked back at her, glad that she thought like he did.  “It seemed right for both of us at first…but it just wasn’t meant to be.”

Both of their tones of voice were hollow, like neither of them wanted to admit it was over, even though it already was.  It is…and there’s nothing either of us can do.
“Look, I couldn’t stand the two of us coming out of this not being friend,” he said, moving past her, deeper into the forest.

He paused just past her and waited impatiently for her reply.  Would she also want to remain friends?

After what seemed like an eternity, she finally replied.  “I don’t know.”  His heart leaped to his throat.  “I don’t know if it’s just me, but it just…doesn’t seem right.  But then…we were good friends before.  I’ve felt some very conflicting emotions about this whole thing.  And…I honestly don’t know what I’m feeling.”

“I know how that is,” Tom said, turning to face her.  “Because I feel the same way.  I’m feeling something about all this…but I don’t know what.  It’s like I’m a teenager again, feeling strange, conflicting emotions!  It’s confusing as hell!”

“Exactly!” Ada said, shaking her head.  “I think the best thing we can do is wait it out, now that the ice is broken, and see how we react to each other.”

Tom nodded and was about to reply, but a sudden, blood-curdling scream shattered the calm forest air.

“What the hell was that?!” Ada asked, spinning around to face the direction of the beach.

Suddenly, Vendar darted past them, moving through the forest with an energy no normal human could have.  Without saying another word, both Ada and Tom took off after her, Kara right behind them.

With a few cuts on his hands and face, Tom finally burst through onto the beach, almost tripping over a root.  It was then he saw Terry helping Kalia out of the water.  She seemed to be limping, and blood was coming out of her right foot.

A phaser shot from down the beach hit something behind Terry, and the odd sound of an unknown creature dying struck his ears.

“What happened?!” Kara asked, moving to Kalia’s side.  The entire senior staff was soon all around her.

“Something bit my foot!” Kalia said, gritting her teeth in pain.  “And it hurts like nothing I’ve ever felt before!”

Kara took out a tricorder and started scanning her foot with the small wand.  “A mild poison was introduced into your body,” she stated after a moment.  “It isn’t life threatening, but if I don’t treat it, it could put you in bed for the next week or so.”

Chris tapped his comm badge and said, “Harriman to Dragon, medical emergency.  Beam Commander Trieal and Commander Tarkent directly to sick bay.”

Tom  walked over to the creature Chris had shot and began scanning it himself.  Crab-like exoskeleton…small venom sacks in its mouth…capable of withstanding only small amounts of pressure.  Definitely a shallow-water creature.
That’s when he noticed for the first time that Kara and Kalia were still with them.  “Away team to Dragon, respond please!” Chris said, a worried tone taking over his mouth.

“Look!” Vendar suddenly shouted, pointing off to the horizon.

Tom spun around and looked off to where she was pointing.  For the briefest moment, he surely thought his life prematurely flashed before his eyes…

“Report!” Lieutenant Commander R’Sharn stated as she stood up from the command chair.

“Subspace interference is too strong to get a signal through,” Lieutenant Tieran stated.

“How the hell can a storm produce sub-space interference?!” she thought loud.

“Uhh…a storm as big as this one,” Lieutenant-Commander Charley McKariant stated from the science station suddenly said.

With that, the view screen activated, and R’Sharn felt her blue mouth suddenly hang open.

“Jesus!” she heard someone whisper from behind her.  Engulfing a forth of the planet, a giant, hurricane-like storm showed its mean, ugly eye at the Dragon.  And to R’Sharn’s horror…it was moving towards the planet’s continent…

Vendar’s jaw seemed to stretch all the way to the sand as she stared in awe…and in fear at the great storm brewing on the horizon.  The ominous clouds seemed to stretch endlessly up into the blue sky, creating a dark splotch in the sky…a splotch that was moving towards them at an alarm speed.

She immediately took out her tricorder and started scanning the area.  “I don’t know the source, but something’s majorly disrupting subspace.  We won’t be getting a transmission off of this planet any time soon…let alone be beaming off.”

“Gee, thanks for the bad news,” Chris commented wryly.  He sighed and added, “Well people, let’s find shelter.  I’m sure we can find something in the forest.”

As Vendar put her tricorder away, she started to back away, keeping her eyes on the storm a moment longer.  She started to turn, but then something caught her eye.

“We don’t have much time,” she stated, pointing at the receding waters.  “Looks like an immense tidal wave is coming in.”

Chris spun around to look, cussed, and started off at a run, Sarah right beside him, followed closely by the senior staff.

Vendar looked behind her just as she entered the forest.  Her heart skipped a beat as the storm seemed closer than ever now.  Just barely visible below the dark clouds…was an immense tidal wave building up…and closing in fast…

“Damn!” she heard herself say.  Oops! She added in her thoughts.  “Move it, now!”

With that, the senior staff took off at a run.  Not wanting to leave anybody behind, Vendar stayed behind, helping anyone who tripped or got caught in the dense foliage.

She glanced back, and for a moment felt the most intense fear she’d ever felt!  Already breaking, the giant wave came ever closer, threatening to take her with it once it subsided back into the ocean!

She looked forward and noticed that she’d fallen behind a bit, so picked up the pace.  The extra energy in her body allowed her to run at very fast paces, but it wasn’t enough.

At the last second, when she calculated that she was almost out of range of the giant tidal wave, she suddenly felt a force crash into her body, sending her tumbling across the dense forest floor!  Her body hit trees left and right, but for the moment, she could feel no pain.  Adrenaline further pumped into her blood, threatening to exhaust her before she even had a chance to try to save herself!

In an instant, the water was no longer pushing her further inward, and was instead pulling her back out of the forest, pulling her out to sea!  Thanks to the tidal wave, however, there were far fewer trees for her already injured body to hit.  She tried to keep above the water, and tried to get her bearings.  When that failed, she decided to simply swim against the current, to try to stay on land before the wave took her out into the ocean!

Her energy-enhanced muscles pounding and throbbing against all odds, she was disappointed when she noticed that she now wasn’t moving at all!  Instead, despite all her efforts, she seemed to be standing in the same place!

Vendar quickly looked around and, to her relief, she saw a tree nearby, one with a dense enough trunk to not be pulled out, but also a slender enough one for her to grasp.  She quickly turned in the water and pumped with all of her strength!  Finally, after what seemed like millennia, she reached the tree and grabbed on, clasping her fingers together to prevent herself from being pulled away.  The pain of her fingers popping in restraint to the constant tugging was excruciating, but somehow the pain eventually subsided.

I don’t know how much longer I can hold on…

Sarah heard a sudden, blood-curdling scream from behind them.  Knowing what was happening, she only allowed herself a quick moment to look back.  To her horror, behind her, she saw the end of the tidal wave engulf Vendar and immediately pulled her deeper into the subsiding current.

Noticing that the wave was no longer approaching them, she grabbed Chris’ arm and came to a stop.  The entire senior staff followed and looked helplessly at Vendar as she was pulled away from them.  With in moments, she was concealed by the trees that seemed to barely hold.

The entire staff short of breath, Chris tapped his comm badge.  “Harriman to Perkins!” he said above the roar of the storm.  Rain began to finally pelt down on the staff, quickly turning into a torrential down poor.

Sarah buried her head in her hands, not wanting to accept what had just happened.  Chris put his hand on her shoulder and began rubbing it, trying to make her feel better.  “There was nothing any of us could do,” he said as quietly as he could in the deafening storm.  “The best thing we can do now is hope that the extra energy in her body will allow her to survive, and that we’ll be able to find her.”

“If anyone can survive the swim back to shore,” Kalia commented quietly.  “It’s Vendar…”

Chris gave one last, sympathetic squeeze to Sarah’s shoulder, then began to slowly walk away, keeping his eyes on the subsiding water.  “Come on, people,” he said.  “Let’s try to find shelter before this storm gets even more out of hand.”

Taking one last look at the water herself, Sarah slowly followed everyone deeper into the forest.  As she looked forward again, she noticed that they had a steep climb ahead of them.  This wet storm wasn’t going to make things easier…

“I need options and I need them now!” R’Sharn stated flatly, moving form console to console.  Her antenna moved in one direction, her eyes another, trying to find anything that might help the situation.

“If we had an Intrepid class starship, we could just take the whole damn ship in to rescue them,” James stated, keeping an eye on the view screen.

“Even if we could take the ship in,” Terry McKariant replied, “subspace interference might interfere too much with our systems for the ship to properly operate.”

“Is the interference that bad?” R’Sharn asked, moving to the science station.

“For a ship, yes,” Terry said quietly.  “But we might be able to get an over-powered support craft in there.”

Looking at the readouts, R’Sharn said, “But the only, as you say, ‘overpowered’ support craft we have are the Bladerunners, and there’s no way we could get the entire senior staff out of there without risking too many lives in the process.”

She stared at the readouts, trying to find some answer in the storm’s properties itself.  “I hate not being able to do a damn thing about this,” she conceded quietly to Terry.

“I got it!” James suddenly shouted excitedly, shooting up from the helm.  “What about the one support craft we haven’t even given a field test yet!”

R’Sharn felt her eyes pop open as she also realized the blatant fact.  “The Captain’s Yacht!  It was designed to be able to withstand high-end subspace interference, among other things!”

“But can we gain access to it?” Tieran asked.

“Of course, he gave Terry, James and I access to it, among other things, when the war ended,” R’Sharn stated.  She moved down towards the command chair, regretting what she was about to order.  “Unfortunately, I’m in command right now…which means I won’t be going anywhere.  James, Terry, Tieran, take the yacht down and find our senior staff.”

“Yes, ma’am,” they all replied, heading towards one of the aft turbolifts.

“Take as few risks as you can, but get our people back!”

Vendar slowly opened her eyes, trying to protect them from the stinging rain, but also trying to see where she was.  She found herself still clinging to the tree, her knuckles nearly dislocated but not quite yet.  The water had subsided long ago, and the mud had slowly collected on her tattered and torn uniform.

Her muscles protesting the whole way, she used the tree to slowly stand up.  Once or twice she slipped in the mud and fell back down, but after a few minutes of trying, she finally got to a full stance.

Immediately, she could tell that a few of her ribs were fractured, and she had sprained at least one joint, in her right wrist.  For now, though, that’s all she could identify.

She looked around, trying to get her bearings.  To her sudden relief, she suddenly noticed that she had grabbed on to a tree at just the right moment.  Just twenty or so meters more, and she would have left the tree line!  After that, she would have been lost at sea!

Instinctively, she tapped her comm badge.  “Perkins to away team, is any one in range?”  She waited a desperate few moments, already knowing that there would be no reply.  The best thing for her to do now was to simply make her way in the direction they had been moving before.

Slowly, painfully, she began to make her way up towards the center of the island…

“Come on, everyone!” Chris shouted above the raging storm as he attempted to work his way up the slick hill.  “Help each other out, work together!  We can make it to the top of this!”

He momentarily stopped his ascent and moved to Kalia’s side and put her right arm around his shoulder, trying to help her with her injured foot.  Kara came around to her other side and also helped.

Slipping and sliding as they went, the started up again, trying with all their strength to the top of this hill.  Why am I pushing this crew up to the top of this hill? he thought to himself.  Immediately the answer came to his mind.  A feeling, one that can only be coming from your instinct.  Well, Chris, your instinct has never failed you before, and has saved many a lives, including Sarah’s.  Don’t stop now.
Ahead, Tom slipped, but was immediately caught by Ada, who helped him back to his feet then gave him a boost as they traveled up.  Good…at least they aren’t letting their personal problems interfere with helping one another.

Chris felt his feet slide out from under him, but then felt the ever-helpful hand of Sarah grab on and help him keep his grip in the muddy hill.  They continued to push, helping each other, making there way slowly but surely up the mountains.

Instinct…don’t fail me now…

Finally, he noticed Ada and Tom make it up to the top of the hill.  Both just crouched down and looked down the hill, waiting to help others up the rest of the way.

“Is there anything up there!?” Sarah shouted up.

Both Tom and Ada looked at each other for a moment, then looked back.  Immediately, they stood up, obviously staring at something.

“What is it?!” Chris shouted up.

Ada looked back down, her smile barely perceptible in the down poor.  “Some sort of artificial shelter!  Come on!”

Relieved that his instincts had been correct, Chris began to climb with a renewed energy, using all his strength to help Kalia up.  Finally, with a little help from Ada and Tom, they both made it up.

There, standing not more than fifteen meters in a small depression in the top of the tree-strewn hill, stood what appeared to be some sort of artificial dwelling.  Surprisingly sophisticated in design, it appeared to fit humans quite well.  The one doorway Chris could see seemed like the usual height for humans.

Ada immediately drew out her tricorder and began scanning.  “I can’t get a clear scan yet, I’m going to have to move in closer!”

Drawing his phaser, Chris ducked down behind a soaked, moss-strewn log.  “We’ll cover you, but be careful!”

Not bothering to draw her phaser, knowing it would be useless to do so, Chris watched as Ada slowly approached the building, keeping her tricorder pointed towards the building.  She was waving it back and forth, making sure nothing would sneak up on her.

After several anxious moments passed by, Ada finally made it to the building.  Chris saw her tap her comm badge.

“*arquet to Ha**iman.  Ca* you hear *e?”
Chris tapped his comm badge and replied, “Barely.  But I understand what you’re saying.”

“Un**rstood.  Ho*d on…”  Ada seemed to be doing something on her tricorder for a few moments, then tapped her comm badge again.  “Is that better?”
“Much, what’d you do?”

“I used my tricorder to boost my communicator’s subspace range.”
Chris smiled for a second.  “I never knew you were an engineer, too.”

“I’m not, but I understand subspace well,” she replied.  “It comes with working on black ops missions.  Anyway, as far as I can tell, there are no life signs in the building.”
“Any defenses present?” Chris asked.

“None,” Ada stated, continuing to scan.  A deafening thunderclap suddenly echoed over the hill, making Chris jump a meter off of the ground in surprise!  “But there appears to be some sort of scanning device on the entrance.  Some writing I’ve never seen is above it.  Hold on, I’m scanning the writing in now.  Maybe the universal translator can decipher it.”

Chris could see Ada scan her tricorder over something on the door, then began tapping in commands.  A moment later, an audible gasp made its way over the comm channel.

“What is it?!” Chris asked.

“You’re not going to believe this, but this type of writing is a form of Hintaru writing!” she replied.  “Not nearly an exact match, but that isn’t the surprise.”
Curious, Chris asked, “There’s more?”

“Yes…you aren’t going to believe what it says!”
He waited a moment, wanting Ada to hurry up and state what it said.  Finally, impatient, and overly curious, he said, “Well?!  What does it say?!”

“It says…well…  ‘Humans Only.’”
The logical part of Chris’ mind suddenly kicked in.  Automatically, he stated, “That’s not possible…run it through the translation matrix again!”

“I just did, three times,” Ada replied.  “It comes back the same way each time.”
Chris thought for a moment, wondering just how any human until the Dragon could have made it out here, on the other side of the known universe.

“Hold on, we’ll be right there,” he said, closing the channel.  Keeping his phaser drawn, he began to move slowly towards the building.  A few minutes later, he and the rest of the senior staff were at the door with Ada.

“Well,” he said, examining the door, trying to find a solution in the door itself.  “No harm in trying.”

He stuck his finger into the scanner and impatiently waiting.  A light seemed to emit from the scanner for a moment, and then a holographic panel shot up.  Though slightly disrupted from the rain, he could clearly make out the symbols on it.

Ada quickly ran her tricorder over it and then began translating.

As the sound of an unlocking bolt sounded, Ada read off: “Eighty percent DNA match.  Access granted.”

“Only eighty percent?” Chris asked, looking to Kara.

She shrugged in confusion.  “Don’t look at me.  Ever since humans could actually analyze DNA, there has only been, at most, a seven- percent change in our structure.  I can’t account for the thirteen percent difference.”

Chris looked back to the door, and let his mind delve into instinct.  In it, he found now sense of danger, no apprehension what so ever.

Shrugging, he grabbed the latch on the door, and gave it a tug.  Nothing happened.  So instead, he pushed.  Again, nothing happened.  Finally, he tried the only other thing he could think of, pushing it from side to side.  Finally, it gave, and the door slid into the wall.

Inside, he heard the sound of some sort of power cell activate.  Lights suddenly turned on, filling the nearly empty interior with light.

“Oh yeah,” Ada said sheepishly.  “Did I mention that there was an inactive fusion-based power source in there?”

Chris gave her a playful glare, and replied, “No, you didn’t.”

Finally, his phaser out in front of him, he slowly entered the room.  Heat, generated from and unknown source, welcomed him in, and for a moment he felt good.  Finally, he was out of the cold rain.  He slowly panned the room, and all he saw was a small metal desk with some sort of cylinder on the top of it.

Satisfied, he put his phaser in its holster and waved everyone in.  Not long after the sound of several people rushing in, he heard the door close behind him, and the raging sound of the storm could no only be heard as rain pelting the roof above their heads.

“Well, it certainly is nice and warm in here,” Kara stated, helping Kalia over to a wall.  She sat her down against the wall and began examining her foot.

“How is she?” Chris asked, a noticeable look of pain on Kalia’s face worrying him.

“The venom’s beginning to travel through blood system,” Kara stated, running her tricorder over Kalia’s body.  “She won’t last much longer if we don’t get her back to the ship.”

“Well,” Chris said, looking to the cylindrical device on the desk.  “Let’s see if this thing can help us cut through the subspace interference.”

He moved to the desk and began examining the device.  All he could find on it was one button.  Thinking that it might have some sort of holographic interface, he pressed the button.

The top depression in the cylinder suddenly lit up, and the holographic figure of someone began to take shape.  He felt his jaw drop at the sight of the person in the hologram.  He looked human!

The human male began to say something, but the vocal part seemed cut.  Before he could begin to guess what was wrong, however, the voice of a human, speaking basic, cut in.

“…ight,” the hologram finally started.  “If you are seeing this message, I have no doubt that it will only be viewed by someone decades from now, if not centuries.  If you are here, I’m going to make the assumption that you are trying to use the storm’s subspace interference to hide from the Kiklar.”

Suddenly, Chris froze with horror.  Just the mention of the Kiklar was enough to quicken his pulse!

“I’m not sure that, at this time, any records of the Kiklar’s past remains.  I don’t have much memory on this, so I can only tell you a little.  At one time, they were a peaceful people, who were never violent except in self-defense.  They were also indigenous to only one planet, but sometimes visited the capitol planet.  Finally, however, they were sick and tired of being killed off, caught in the middle of a struggle for a highly valued healing material known as B…”

Without warning, the vocal part cut off again.  “Must be partially degraded,” Tom suggested.

“All I can say about them now is that they are bent on ridding the galaxy of humans, as well as anyone else who was part of the R…”  Again, it cut off.  “…ave an image of them stored on here.  They have not shown themselves personally in decades.  Instead, they use ships to bombard planets and to destroy other ships.”

“They have become vicious people now.  All I can say is that you must never give up hope.  There will always be a way.  Good luck in your struggle, and may the…”  Finally, the vocal cut off, and a moment later, the hologram cut off.  In its place came a barely perceptible image.

Tom immediately took out his tricorder and scanned the device.  “It appears that the image of the Kiklar has severely degraded.”  He seemed to go silent for a moment and peered at his tricorder.  “This doesn’t make sense…”

“What?” Chris asked, wondering how things could get any deeper than they already were.

He looked at Chris and said, in astonishment, “The materials of this desk and the holoprojector…appear to be several millennia old!  And I don’t just mean one or two!”

Chris suspiciously looked at the holoprojector, curious as to how humans could have existed so long ago…and as to how the metal hadn’t degraded by now.

“It’s amazing that much of the holoprogram was left,” Tom commented, storing his tricorder.

“This is confusing as hell,” Sarah said quietly.  “A building with Hintaru writing…one that contains a holoprogram that seems to suggest that humans once existed throughout this entire galaxy at one time.”

“Could we be wrong about Humanity’s origins?” Chris asked.

“We can’t be wrong about it,” Tom said.  “The crew of the Enterprise D found that out.  All people, at least in the alpha/beta quadrant region, come from a common ancestry.  Probably the entire Milky Way Galaxy, as they suggested that no one existed in our galaxy during their life time.”

“What were their names again?” Ada asked.

“Who, our ancestors?” Tom asked.

“They never said,” Kara suddenly pitched in from Kalia’s side.  Chris realized that she had been silent almost this entire conversation.  “All they said is that they were probably extinct by now, and that everyone in our home galaxy was a part of them…”

“Could it be possible that a species evolved much like humans did?” Ada asked.  “Even called themselves human?”

Kara shrugged and replied, “It’s possible…but the odds of that happening are probably incalculable.”

Chris found himself rubbing his chin, curiosity killing him.  “This is very peculiar…”

“Launch sequence has been initiated,” James stated.  Terry watched with interest as he watched on a feed from the stardrive section the bay doors opening.  At first, the bay doors just seemed to ‘pop’ off of the ship.  However, guided and held in place with forcefields and tractor beams, the doors parted and slid across the bottom of the saucer section.

“Bay doors are clear,” Tieran stated from an aft Ops console.

“Engaging thrusters,” James said.  Out the forward windows, Terry saw that they had indeed launched.  The bay was no longer visible, and he could now see the bottom of the Dragon, the stars, and part of the storm-strewn surface of the planet.

Immediately, that changed.  The planet came into full view, and started getting closer.

“Take us in easy,” Terry ordered.

R’Sharn watched anxiously as the yacht left the bay.  The bay was created with windows so that people could see the yacht launch through them.  It was rather interesting to see…

She gave them her best wishes as they engaged impulse engines and left her view.  Soon, the bay doors obscured her view.  All she could see was the lit interior of the yacht bay.

“Good luck…”

Vendar jumped a meter high as a lighting bolt struck not more than ten meters away.  The smell of burned plants and ozone filled her nostrils.

She continued to climb up the steep hill, noticing, with great hope, that other people had left marks from climbing.  All she needed to do was follow their trail until she either caught up to them or found whatever shelter they had found.

For the past twenty minutes, she had wondered if she was going to die or not.  Many times, she had thought she was going to die.  The tidal wave taking her, lighting bolts striking up to five meters from her, trees falling down almost on top of her.  It was almost like some force kept anything from harming her…but barely.

Exhausted, she sighed in relief as she finally made it to the top of the hill.  Five times she had slipped and fallen back to the bottom of the hill.  She grabbed onto some planet for support, but it immediately gave way.  She slipped onto her face and began to slide down, but before she could fall too much, she got a hold of a better-rooted planet.

Her muscles protesting with pain and weakness, she barely managed to pull herself back up to the top.  For probably several minutes, she remained there, the left side of her face slowly sinking into the mud.

Suddenly, the Captain’s Yacht lurched to the side.  The lights and panels flickered for a moment, indicating power fluctuation.  Not a moment later, the same thing happened.

“Report!” Terry ordered.

“For some reason, lighting seems to be attracted to us!” Tieran replied.  “And this is some powerful stuff!  Shields are down to eighty seven percent!”

The yacht lurched again, only this time it caused a panel at the back of the cockpit to explode in a shower of sparks.  “Correction, seventy two percent!”

“Why’s the lighting attracted to us?!” James asked, trying to keep the ship under control while they traveled down through the swilling clouds.

Being a science officer, Terry began to think about that question himself.  He didn’t hear Tieran’s response of “I don’t know!” as he began to mentally analyze the properties of the storm.

“Wait a minute!” he said, bracing himself as another bolt struck.  “The storm appears to be somehow effecting subspace, right?”

“Yeah, so?” Tieran replied.

“So don’t our scanners and communications system interface with subspace?”

For a moment, Tieran didn’t reply.  Finally, he said, “You’re right, our sensor sweeps are probably attracting the lightning to us!  Plus our comm system is active!”

“Shut them down, now!” Terry ordered.  Lighting once again struck the ship, nearly throwing him out of his seat next to James.

“Communications system is no longer powered,” Tieran confirmed.  “Deactivating subspace scanners.”

“I’m flying blind now!” James shouted in alarm.

“Keep our rate of descent slow and use visual scanners once we’re clear of the clouds!” Terry ordered.

Terry waited anxiously, waiting for another lightning bolt to strike.  After about a minute, they finally cleared the clouds.  All they could see was water and a hazy horizon.

“Where’s the continent?” Terry asked, panic edging into his voice.

“We were knocked off course by the storm,” James stated.  “Hold on, I found it.”

The yacht banked to starboard and, to Terry’s relief, the small continent filled their view of the water.

“There she is…” Tieran said in relief.

“James, take us in,” Terry ordered.  “Let’s look for any type of possible shelter, caves or what ever.  Tieran, activate our communications again, but keep them on very low bandwidth.  Try to keep the range short, no more than three-fourths of a kilometer.”

“Aye, sir,” Tieran replied.

Terry kept an eye on the island, noticing lighting bolts strike here and there.  The side of the island they were approaching had obviously taken heavy flood damage.  “A tidal wave must have hit…I hope our people got away in time.”

“We’ll find out soon enough,” James replied.

After about five minutes of resting, Vendar finally decided to open her eyes.  For a moment, time seemed to stand still.  To her elation, directly ahead, was some sort of structure!

They must be in there! she thought to herself.

Her muscles complaining the whole way, she pushed herself up to her feet.  Slowly, stumbling as she went, she began to make her way towards the structure.  It seemed kilometers away, each and every step shooting pain up her spine.

Several times, she took a short rest against a tree, her muscles wanting to just quit working.  She could tell that, despite the drenching rain that made her uniform heavy, she was severely dehydrated.

Finally, after nearly fifteen minutes, she made it.  Almost too exhausted to think, she tried to push and pull the door.  To her surprise, a male computer voice stated, “Please place a finger in scanner slot for identification.”

She decided to take a closer look at the door, and this time she noticed a small slot in the door.  Her hands almost shaking too much for her to do so, she placed her left index finger into the hole.

Some text displayed across the screen, but before she could even see what language it was in, her vision severely blurred.  Am I going to die?
The sound of the lock on the door startled everyone.  Kara moved to Kalia’s side, phaser drawn.  She looked ready to protect Kalia no matter what it took.  Everyone else simply turned towards the door and moved into an attack stance, phasers drawn.

For a moment, nothing seemed to happen.  The door did not move, no sound was ever made.  For a moment, Sarah wondered if the door had malfunctioned.

Without warning, the door slid into the wall, and there, drenched and wearing a torn uniform, stood Vendar!

“Vendar!” Chris suddenly exclaimed.

Before anyone could do or say anything else, however, Vendar suddenly fell to her knees.  A moment later, she was flat on the floor.  Alarmed, everyone stowed away their phasers and ran to her aid.

Chris and Ada dragged Vendar into the door, but no one remembered to close the door itself.  Kara began scanning her over with her tricorder quickly, afraid that Vendar might already be dead.

“What’s wrong with her, Doctor?” Chris asked.

“Sever exhaustion and dehydration,” Kara replied, closing her tricorder.  “She must have used a lot of energy in order to survive that tidal wave.  I’m surprised even she survived it.  Plus, she’s running a high fever.”

For a moment, everyone just stared at Vendar’s limp body.  They knew that if they didn’t make it back to the Dragon soon, Vendar, along with Kalia, would die.  Sarah knew that everyone else would eventually follow.  This shelter couldn’t provide them with clean water, and this storm would make it somewhat difficult to make water with.  Their uniforms were poor filters.  In fact, water barely penetrated them, and when they did, it only meant that they became soaked!

Plus, food was probably scarce right now with this storm raging on.  And it’s not like anyone could go outside to actually look for food, either!

A low whining sound began to fill the air, and for a moment, Sarah thought she was hallucinating.  Does that mean I’ve also become dehydrated?
“What’s that sound?” Ada asked, looking out the open doorway.

Relieved that she wasn’t hallucinating, Sarah now became curious.  She stood up and started to move towards the door.

“** **yone ther*” they all suddenly heard over their comm badges.  “I ***eat, I* **yone there?  Cap***ns Yach* ** *way team, can *ou hea* me?”

Chris immediately tapped his comm badge.  “This is Captain Harriman.  Terry, is that you?!”

“Hey, Cappy!!” the now-familiar voice of Terry replied.  “I knew you had to have at least survived!”
“Get down here, now!” Chris ordered.  “We have injured and we need to get them back to the ship as soon as possible!”

“Aye, Cappy,” Terry replied.  “There’s a clearing behind the building you’re in.  We’re about to land there, meet us there.  Captain’s Yacht out.”
Sarah raised here eyebrows in surprise.  “So, looks like you weren’t the one to take her out on her first voyage, eh ‘Cappy?’”

Chris smirked at her, then ordered, “Come on, everyone…let’s get these two out there.”

Tom, Kara and Ada all moved to Kalia while Chris and Sarah both took one of Vendar’s arms.  They put her arms around the shoulders, then looked at each other.  Sarah stared into Chris’s eyes, seeing the all-too-familiar love he felt for her flashing across them.  Once again, they had survived together…

It took some working, and they all became soaked once again, but they made it to the back of the building.  There, Sarah saw one of the most beautiful sights she had seen in hours.

“To hell with this planet,” Chris said slowly, admiring the Captain’s Yacht.  “Let’s go home…”

Captain’s Log,


It’s been about a day since we were on the planet the crew had named Neo Risa while we were gone.  Of course, they had given it that name before the storm had formed.  Kalia and Vendar are both recovering in sickbay and are expected to return to duty within the next couple of days.

From the looks of it, this unexplainable storm will probably last up to three weeks, if not a full month.  As it dissipates off the East Coast of the continent, it continues to form just off of the west cost, basically ‘hovering’ just above the continent.

We now look at humanity in a different perspective.  How could humans have been a dominant species in this galaxy at one time?

At least one question has finally be answer, however.  That is, why the Kiklar attacked us.  They have been hunting humans down in this galaxy for a long time.  Suddenly, humans pop up again, and they supposedly live in another galaxy.  I wonder…does this mean the Kiklar will attempt to invade our galaxy one-day?  If so…then the Borg will be the least of our problems…

Chris eased himself into the command chair, aches and pains from their ‘away mission’ still piercing his muscles.  To his relief, the chair seemed to absorb his body, and almost massaged his muscles the further he sunk in.

“Our previous course has been laid in,” James reported from the helm.

He stared at the viewscreen…at the planet.  This Neo Risa had left them with many questions, questions that boggled the mind more than anything.

“Today,” he stated quietly.  “We leave this paradise with many questions on our minds.  Where did we really come from?  Who are the humans that once lived in this galaxy?  How did they get here?

“Those questions are part of our mission.  We are, after all, explorers.”  He raised his eyebrows and sighed slowly.  “Sometimes, though…we might not want to even know the answers to those questions.  Our beliefs that we have held true throughout all of our history…could now be proven completely inaccurate.”

He continued to stare at the planet, his mind struggling for an answer to these questions.

“Space is a dangerous place,” Sarah added quietly.  “In more ways than just one, with treasures to savor those who’s hunger is both curious and savage.  But this is part of our mission.”

“Indeed,” Chris replied, looking down at the deck.  “And I have no doubt that the answer to our questions…”  He looked up again and pointed to the stars.  “…lies out there…somewhere.”

“This has been one hell of a ride,” Ada said.  “But it’s just the beginning, Chris…you know that as well as I do.”

Chris smiled and nodded.  Indeed, this sleigh ride was not about to finish…was not about to get even easier.  Things could only become more difficult the further they went.

“Well, then…shall we boldly go where no one has gone before?” Sarah asked with a slight smirk on her face.

Chris returned the expression, then gave in.  How many times must I try to sound philosophical…and fail?  I hope my crew doesn’t think I’m too stupid…
“Helm, break orbit,” Chris ordered, sitting further back into his chair.  “Resume course.  As soon as we’re clear, engage at warp seventeen.”

His stare lingered at the planet just long enough before the Dragon banked away.  For a moment, the eye of the storm seemed to wink at Chris.  He mentally laughed at himself, and wondered not what the answers to their questions would be…but how they would find the answers…

Space truly was vast… 
