Episode 30

Lonesome Road

“Feel the Force flowing through your mind,” Kyle Aurain continued.  “Clear it of the present…and you shall see things.  The future…the past…what ever the Force desires you to see.”

Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins took in another slow, deep breath as she did as he said.  As she had learned over the past couple of months of training, you could not make the Force do anything…you had to just let it happen…let it flow.

Suddenly, she felt her muscles jerk as several images began to flood her mind.  People dying…ships…Federation ships…in a long line…hull breaches…one mind…one large mind…

…Earth…
And then she saw a horrifying image…the unmistakable form of the Dragon…exploding in space…

She suddenly shot up from her seated position, her eyes flying open as she looked around in a panic.  She expected to see herself burning in the explosion…only to find everything exactly as it was.  No fire, no red alert called…everything was normal…

Kyle stood up slowly and moved next to her, putting his hand on her shoulder.  “What’s wrong?” he asked, concerned.

Vendar shook her head, feeling a little disoriented.  “Explosions…the Dragon exploding!” she exclaimed, looking at him in horror.

He closed his eyes, and she could sense that he was trying to see the same images…but then he became disturbed.  Not in the same manner that she was…but in some other form.

He opened his eyes slowly and shook his head.  “I don’t think I’m seeing what you saw…but something is going to happen.”  He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts.  “Something…”

Suddenly, they were both startled as the alert klaxon sounded.  “All hands to battle stations,” Captain Chris Harriman’s voice ordered over a ship-wide comm channel.

She looked at him knowingly, knowing that they no longer had the time to consider what was going to happen…

Unanimously, they headed for the door, moving as fast as they could to get to the bridge.

“The Kiklar vessel will intercept us in twenty seconds,” Lieutenant Commander R’Sharn reported in a state of fear.

Chris understood her fear.  Two months ago, they realized they had been heading into Kiklar space…the center of the galaxy.  They managed to escape by destroying a small battle ship of some sort…ever since then, they had been doing their best to evade the Kiklar.  Many Kiklar vessels had nearly discovered them, but each time they managed to stay one step ahead of the Kiklar…

…Until now.

When that thought passed through his mind, Kyle and Vendar entered the bridge.  He immediately noticed that both of them looked disturbed, but didn’t have the time to ask them what was wrong.

“Prepare to launch the nanites onto their hull,” Chris ordered, bringing up a visual scan of the vessel.  It looked almost exactly like the one the Dragon had first encountered a year and a half ago…

As Vendar took R’Sharn’s place at Ops, a sensor alarm sounded.  “Sir…I’m reading an odd disturbance off to our starboard bow.”

“On screen,” he ordered, standing up.  Immediately, the view screen showed an empty starfield…with some sort of weird disturbance actively distorting the starfield.  “That looks like a cloaked ship…”

“Decloaking now!” Vendar stated in alarm as the distortion took the shape of a very large vessel.  This alarmed Chris as he thought it was a Kiklar vessel…but it wasn’t.  It didn’t have a single crystal on it anywhere…

As suddenly as it had appeared, the familiar Kiklar vessel dropped out of light speed.  Instead of letting loose its arsenal on the Dragon…it began firing at the other, larger vessel.  To Chris’s surprise, the energy weapons splashed harmlessly against the larger vessel’s shield.

Immediately, scarlet energy blasts of some sort streaked away from the large vessel, all hitting the Kiklar vessel and causing severe damage.  A moment later, the Kiklar vessel exploded in a cascade of released energy.

It all happened so quickly that Chris never had a chance to give any orders.  Everyone on the bridge stood or sat there, staring at the screen for a long moment, even after the last signs of the energy explosion passed.  No one noticed, for a moment, the hailing sound emitting from Vendar’s console.

She suddenly noticed and activated the hail, not even waiting for Chris’s order.  As soon as she did that…a very familiar looking species appeared on screen.  “Humans!” Chris exclaimed in surprise.

The woman’s face was expressionless at first, then she smiled.  “You are Captain Chris Harriman of the Federation starship Dragon, I presume?”
Chris frowned, confused at how anyone would know his name.  “I am…” he replied hesitantly.

She woman took in a big sigh of relief.  “We’ve been waiting for this day for a long time.  The Dragon and crew have been in our databases for a long time as the people who saved this entire galaxy a long time ago from a threat you called…” she looked at something off screen, then concluded with “The Borg?”
Chris’s eyes shot up with realization.  “You mean you’re from the New Republic?”

The woman’s smile immediately disappeared.  “There is no New Republic any more…hasn’t been one for a long time.  We are…what’s left of the human species in this galaxy.

“But we don’t have time to keep discussing this,” she suddenly stated, changing her tone of voice to a concerned one.  “We monitored a transmission from that Kiklar ship…their fleet will be coming, and we can’t afford to lose this ship.”

Chris nodded and replied, “Understood.”

“We have a large hold that can hold starships during travel,” she stated.  “We’re sending you the coordinates now.  Please enter the bay and we’ll then take you to our home base.”
“Acknowledged,” Chris said, sitting back down in his chair.  “Dragon out.”

After the woman’s face disappeared, Vendar reported, “Receiving the coordinates now.”

“Helm, take us in…”

Captain’s Log, supplemental


I must say I am…a little disoriented.  Everything that’s happened so far has happened so fast that I’ve barely had time to make sense of it.  As far as I can tell…the remaining humans from the New Republic long ago are capable of putting up adequate resistance to the Kiklar.  However…we don’t know the whole story yet.

Within minutes, we were at the home base of these humans.  We have been invited to meet with the leader of this resistance group…

Chris, Lieutenant Commander Tom Halkrat, Vendar, and Kyle were following a woman down a corridor of the large station.  As he understood it from their current guide, the humans don’t hold planets any more because they can’t move the planets.  This station, their home base, was permanently cloaked and could move into light speed very easily.

“All I can really make out of the visions,” Vendar continued, “Is a long line of damaged Federation ships, the Dragon exploding…and Earth.”

With that last statement, Chris looked at her with eyes wide.  “Earth?!”

She nodded, smiling at his reaction.  “Yes…I saw Earth.”

He then frowned and looked at Kyle.  “What do these visions mean?”

Kyle frowned himself and looked ahead for a moment.  He seemed to consider the question for a moment, then shrugged.  “To be honest, I’m not sure.  Obviously has to be pictures from the future…but that doesn’t mean that future will happen.  The fact that I can’t see these images, and instead am seeing different images, also disturbs me…”

Chris considered that for a moment.  “What exactly are you seeing?”

“I…can’t say for certain,” Kyle replied.  “Let’s just suffice it to say…it looks like I won’t be with your crew for very much longer.  I must remain here for some reason.”

Vendar immediately became alarmed.  She had quickly became close to Kyle once her training started…  “You’re…leaving?!”

He hesitated, a sort of apologetic look on his face.  “It is the will of the Force that I stay…that is all I can say for sure.  We must let things unfold naturally, however…so who knows what will happen.”

With that, they came upon a closed door with alien writing on it.  The woman turned around and smiled at them.  “The Chief of State is waiting for you,” she said, motioning to the door as it opened.

The outside hall had been rather bland, like any Starfleet vessel’s corridor.  It had wall panels with gunship gray for its color, a carpeted deck, and plenty of ambient lighting.

The Chief of State’s office, however, was quite different.  It was very bright with mostly bright colors…white and light gray the dominating colors above all else.  Holo images were all around the room, pictures of people standing together smiling and waving at the holo camera that took their picture…ships of various sorts…

…Specifically one that caught Chris’s eye.  A holo image of the Dragon hung above the desk of the Chief of State.  All in all, though…it didn’t look like a politician’s office.

And there, below the holo image of the Dragon, sat a brown haired, green eyed man with a very rugged looking face.  He smiled at them and stood up.  His attire seemed very odd…it did not match the bright tone of his office.  Instead…it looked like an engineer’s uniform, with grease stains to prove it.

“Greetings,” he said, his smile not too enthusiastic…but that could easily have come from wear and tear.  “I’m Ruland Mishar.  Don’t call me by my official title of Chief of State or…we simply won’t get along.”

For someone who looked like he had just endured hell, he sure seemed to be in a good mood.  Chris stepped forward and stood in front of Ruland’s desk, his crew behind him and to the side.  “I’m Captain Chris Harriman.”

Ruland nodded, not offering his hand as Chris had expected, but instead sat down and motioned to the chairs in front of his desk.  Chris and his crew immediately sat down, intrigued by this unlikely politician.

“Yes, I know,” he stated, his gruff, but still somehow regal voice continuing to make his character that much more intriguing.  “I’ve seen holo images of you taken during your visit to our past.  For some reason, the New Republic had taken it upon itself to keep every record of your perfect…even after it was nearly annihilated by the Kiklar.”

“I see,” Chris said slowly.  I’ll have to omit that fact from my log…seems like we made a bigger impact on the past than we anticipated.  “Speaking of the Kiklar,” he began, changing the subject.  “I’ve not seen any species in this galaxy that has the kind of technology that you have!”

“There-in lies a story that is a millennium in the making,” Ruland replied.  “You see, when the Kiklar first started to take over, they had secretly acquired vast technology in weapons and ships.  They swept through the galaxy, claiming that anyone who sympathized with humans would be destroyed.  Some planets were defiant and fought the Kiklar, then still called the Vratix.”  Chris nodded at the name, recognizing it from Kyle’s recollection.  “The New Republic sent in its fleets to attack the Kiklar…but failed.  Humans scattered, hiding any place they could…the Maw, the center of the galaxy, outside the galaxy.

“The Vratix then announced their new name of Kiklar and said that they would not rest until the galaxy was purged.  They began to wipe out any species that was humanoid…and as you’ve probably seen, that’s a good portion of the galaxy.  But they had still suffered great losses, and they were slow in rebuilding.  They began to evolve their technology, their thinking.  The scattered humans knew that their only hope was to come together…

“So they did just that, on a remote, abandoned planet on the outskirts of the Galaxy.  They formed together, asked many other species to help them.  In the end…they had formed a force just as powerful as the Kiklar.”

Sighing as he recalled a story he had probably heard and recalled often, he continued.  “So both our cultures continued to evolve over the millennium, neither becoming better than the other…which kept the Kiklar at bay for the most part.  Not too long ago…but before my great grand parents were even born, they somehow came up with a great advantage over us, and humiliated us.  They took over the galaxy again, but didn’t have the resources to destroy everything…so they ruled through fear, not allowing any species to evolve and gain technology that might one day hurt them.

“Eventually, we recovered and found out how to counter-act their technology…but we were too late.  Now, all that is left is this station and about fifty vessels…”

It was disturbing, to say the least…but Chris had somehow imagined their story would have been something around these lines.  Since he did expect it…it wasn’t nearly as devastating to him as it should have been.

“I’m curious,” Chris said after a few moments of silence.  “Why were you so ecstatic to see the Dragon and my crew?”

Ruland smiled at this question.  “A couple of reasons,” he said in a near-giddy tone of voice.  “First and foremost, I’m meeting someone who is a legend over a millennium old.  Basically…a living legend…legends, for that matter,” he exclaimed, looking at Tom, Vendar…and then finally at Kyle.  “And most importantly, history recalls that a single Jedi accompanied the Dragon crew back to the future.”

Chris frowned questioningly as curiosity shot up in him.  “I know the Jedi are special…but why is this lone Jedi so important to you?”

“Well, that entitles another short story,” Ruland replied.  “You see…our new shield technology which we developed a while back makes our ships impervious to Kiklar weaponry.”  Chris’s eyebrows shot up in surprise.  “However, they still can somehow transport through our shields.  In essence…every time we encounter them, we are forced to engage them in hand-to-hand combat.”

Realization quickly dawned on Chris when he heard that.  “As I’m sure you know, through one method or another, that engaging the Kiklar in hand-to-hand…”

“…Is basically suicide,” Chris finished for him.  “Yes, Kyle here has told us this…”

“Right,” Ruland said.  “We’ve been barely holding our own since then…  It wouldn’t be so bad, but…you see, centuries ago…well, a long time ago, the last remaining Jedi in the galaxy…died…”

And realization yet again hit Chris.  “And when you found out that the Dragon, with its single Jedi was here…your only hope for salvation appeared.”

He smiled and nodded approvingly.

Out of the corner of his eye, Chris could see realization also dawn on Kyle.  “And that’s why the Force compelled me to join the Dragon crew…it knew this would happen, and knew I was its only salvation…”

Everyone was silent when he said that.  Chris laughed in his mind about the whole situation, realizing that this is yet more proof that this…mystical Force, in one form or another, exists.  Religious fanatics from the past would be furious to learn of this fact, he thought, amused at the prospect.

“I know it is probably asking a lot of you all…but I would ask that Kyle remain here,” Ruland said slowly, realizing from Vendar’s face that at least a few people had grown attached to Kyle.

Kyle hesitated for a moment, taking a big swallow.  Not only had people grown close to him…he had grown close to them…  Then…as Chris expected, he said, “It is the will of the Force that I do so…therefore, I shall stay.”

Everyone was looking at him now…but he simply stared at Ruland.  He no doubt knew what everyone was feeling about this now…

Even Chris, who barely had the chance to get to know him, would greatly miss him.  Sure, he hadn’t actively done much for the crew, except for Vendar…but his presence was always a comfort…

“I know that any Jedi of the past might say that, as it is the will of the Force, no compensation should be required,” Ruland said, now speaking to Chris.  “But I think we can help you in return…we would have helped you any way!”

Chris immediately became intrigued.  He had a feeling it was going to be something that dealt with the Kiklar…after all, that was the current situation that the crew had to face now…and had faced for the past two months.

“The New Republic managed to sneak away with information about how you arrived in this galaxy,” Ruland started, catching Chris off guard.  “Ever since then, they began studying and experimenting with subspace…and a long time ago…we figured out how to get your ship back to your galaxy.”

The statement was blunt, to say the least…which meant it took a while for it to actually register with Chris.  When it did, hope suddenly shot up in him.  “You…you did?!”

Ruland smiled at his reaction.  “Yes, we did…and it is still stored in our memory banks, right along side the record of the short battle against the Borg.”

His lips stretched into a smile so wide he thought that the edges of his lips were touching his ears.  Home?!  The very prospect was something he had stopped considering for…well, a while now.  He kept the public face to his crew that, one day, they would indeed make it home…but he had long ago accepted that they probably never would…not in his life time…

But here was this man, who was supposedly the leader of the remaining humans in the Kalium galaxy, but looked like a…a grease monkey…here he was offering them a ticket home.  A genuine ticket, with only one price to pay…a price they would have to pay whether they wanted to take him up on the offer or not…

He and Tom looked at each other at the same time, a huge smile plastered across their faces.  They both knew it was time…time to leave this galaxy behind…time to go home…

The expressions on everyone’s face shot up in surprise the moment Chris told them.  They all looked at each other, then back at him.  “You mean…we’re going home?!” Kara asked in a very hopeful voice.

Chris smiled and nodded.  “Yes…they have discovered a way of precisely reproducing the circumstances under which our warp field was created.  All we have to do is travel to the exact coordinates we arrived at, compensate for galactic drift, reverse our course precisely…and engage the device they are about to hand over to us.”

He looked into everyone’s eyes as they stared back at him in awe.  It was shocking news, to say the least.  Everyone was so accustomed to living with the idea of never seeing home again.  Now, he was telling them they would see home…and very soon at that.

“James, how long would it take us to get to our original entry coordinates at maximum velocity?” Chris asked, trying to give a time frame to his crew.

James immediately activated his panel, brought up a navigation chart, and plotted the course.  “At a sustained velocity of warp nineteen point nine…it would take us roughly a day to get there.”

Chris nodded his head…  “Then within the next forty eight hours, we should be home…”

Lieutenant Terry Latrael, in all his wisdom and insight, frowned at Chris.  “There’s some other matter you wish to bring up,” he said…and it wasn’t a question.

Chris smiled at him and nodded.  “Indeed, there is.  You see, we’re about to leave this galaxy…and who knows when, even if, we’ll come back.  I would ask the permission of the crew…to first set course for Neo Risa.”

He didn’t even have to explain himself.  Everyone showed immediate recognition of the planet…not for their adventure on it a year and a half ago…but because that was where Sarah’s grave was.

Vendar immediately spoke up.  “Sir, I know I speak for everyone when I say that we have no problem with that what so ever.”  Everyone nodded in agreement, bringing a smile across his face.

“It’s been a long, eventful…and sad three years,” he said slowly, quietly.  “We’ve all endured so much…but all of that has brought us together.  And together…we will make it home.  Three years ago I promised this crew we would make it…and here we are…ready to make the leap…

“Now…let’s go home.”

With that, everyone nodded and stood up.  Everyone but Chris.  He simply sat there, staring at the black tabletop.  Once everyone was gone, he stood up and walked over to the large windows.  He stared out into the blackness of space…and then he looked at the large station they were in.  They were actually encompassed by the station’s cloaking field…which gave them a nearly unobstructed view of the station itself.

His thoughts wandered back to Sarah…  He was actually leaving her.  Somehow, he had expected that, someday…he would get her back.  Now, he was seemingly abandoning all hope of ever getting her back.

He was now forced to walk the road home…alone.  At this thought, an old song came to mind.  He smiled as the words to Lonesome Road rang through his mind…it was a favorite of his and Sarah’s during their days at the Academy, one they would often sing in the Academy choir.

That was precisely what Chris needed to do now.  He must walk down that Lonesome Road…all by his self…

He shook his head, then turned around…only to find Vendar standing there.  They smiled at each other, then she simply turned around and left.  He shook his head, realizing she probably was in here…thinking the same thing he was…

They stood in the transporter room alone, with no one else around.  Vendar smiled at Kyle as they parted from their hug.  “I’m going to miss you, Kyle.”

He nodded.  “I wish I could have completed your training…but above all, I wish we could have stayed together.  Destiny has shown us another path.”

She shook her head, still a little angry.  “If I had known that the Force was so all-governing…if I had known it would do this…I would have never…”

He shook his head in turn and put his hand on her shoulder.  It felt heavy…but she didn’t want him to let go.  She wanted that hand to stay there forever.  “You would have done so any way…and you know it.”

She showed him how annoyed she was with a simple facial expression.  “You’re probably right.”

He used his other hand to tilt her head up so that he could look into her eyes.  “You’ve been a wonderful apprentice…you’ve learned faster than I ever could…

“…And you’ve been a wonderful friend.”

“As have you,” she choked out.  Tears were streaming down her eyes.  In the past two months…he had been the best friend she ever had.  It was something she had never encountered before.  She’d never formed a friendship as fast as the one between the two of them had formed…at least, not one as close as this one had been.

And now…she was losing that friend…possibly forever…

He embraced her in another long hug…one that seemed to last only a few short seconds…despite the fact that she knew it lasted longer than that.  She wanted it to last forever…she never wanted to let go…

“I’ll see you around,” he whispered…both knowing that was not true…

They pulled away slowly, holding onto their shoulders…then arms…then hands…

…And then they finally broke contact.  Kyle immediately turned around and stepped up onto the transporter pad.  Vendar also looked away and moved up to the console.

They looked at each other one last time…

…Before she engaged the transporter.  He dissolved into nothing but thin air…but Vendar still stared after him.

Good bye…and good luck…
You know as well as I do there’s no such thing as luck! Kyle chastised her jokingly.

She let out a laugh of amusement, but did not reply…she left it at that.  She wiped the tears from her eyes…then left the transporter room…

The shimmering in his eyes cleared after only a few moments, but it was still bright in the small clearing.  The sun was directly over head.  Chris looked up at the sun with his eyes closed and absorbed the warmth…

The sounds of a forest were all around him.  The rustling of leaves in a slight breeze…a few bird-like creatures chirping…and the sound of the ocean waves hitting the shore near by.  It truly was paradise…and was the perfect place for Sarah’s grave.

Chris opened his eyes and looked over to her grave.  It was still there, the marble-like head stone shining in the bright sun.  He slowly walked towards it in the tall grass, crushing it as he left the edge of the clearing and entered the short grass.  A moment later, he was standing next to her grave…he wouldn’t dare stand on top of it.

He kneeled down and rested the book he was holding on the ground for a moment.  “Hello, Sarah,” he said quietly.  “It’s been a while…what, almost a year?”

He stared longingly at the marble…wishing he could touch her, see her one last time…and it was only four months ago that he had finally gotten over her death.  A good time of his life aboard the Dragon had been spent in his quarters, alone…

“I…have some bad news,” he continued, hoping that somehow, somewhere…she could hear him.  “Well, good news and bad…  First and foremost, we did it!  The crew is going home finally!  However…I’m sure you know what that means…what the bad news is…”

He didn’t bother to explain…he was leaving her behind, finally giving up all hope of ever getting her back.  Though that was healthy on a psychological level…it still was bad to him.  He swore once that he would never abandon her…and now he was doing just that…

“I guess the needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few,” he quoted.  “I’ll make sure to tell your parents…how you lived…and not let them dwell on how you died.”

He then lifted the book up and looked at it.  The protective cover, as well as the nanites Chris had injected, would keep it preserved until the power cells of the nanites wore down…

“I’ve brought you a farewell gift,” he commented, turning the book over in his hands.  He let out a small laugh and said, “It took you forever to finish the book.  I figured you might want to keep it with you…keep it safe from any harm that might come to it.”

He set it on top of the fairly large head stone, adjusted it so that it was straight…and then stood up.  Moby Dick…  He read the words on the head stone for what he knew would be the last time…

Here lies Captain Sarah Caft Harriman

Let it be known by all that she died while in the line of duty and that her service to her crew was exemplary

May she find peace among the stars

Chris sighed and closed his eyes, wishing they would have been able to put her date of birth and her date of death…but as they didn’t know when they were, they couldn’t put a time of death…and it just didn’t seem right to put a date of birth, there by its self.

“Remember that old song we used to sing at the Academy?” he asked.  “Lonesome Road?  It feels like many of us must do that…you, myself, Vendar, Tom and Ada…  But I know that’s what you’re singing right now.  ‘Don’t turn your head…back over your shoulder…’”

A sudden, familiar sensation over came Chris as a bright light engulfed his vision, interrupting his thoughts.  A moment later, he was standing on the bridge of the Dragon, the alert klaxon sounding.  “Break orbit, full impulse!” Tom ordered in an alarmed voice.  Chris spun around and moved to the command chair.

“Report,” he ordered as he took his place.

“Our friend the lovely Borg just came around the bend,” Tom stated, sitting down in his chair.

Chris looked at him in alarm.  “You mean they knew we were coming?”

Tom nodded his head quickly, accessing something on his console.  “Looks that way.  They were here waiting.  My guess is after they got a hold of our logs, they realized we would some day return to this planet…and they wanted revenge.”

Chris shook his head.  “No…that’s not like the Borg.  They don’t even know what revenge is.”

Tom looked at him, but didn’t further argue the case.  Instead, he asked, “So then why did they bother to wait here for us?”

“Simple…our technology,” Chris stated.  “Helm, set a course for the Onkrine system, maximum warp.  You see…we have technology that they don’t.  Our warp cores, our shields…almost every system on this ship has, at one point or another, undergone a change, an improvement.  They want those improvements.”

Tom nodded…then frowned and looked at his console again.  “Sir…isn’t the Onkrine system…”

“That’s right,” Chris stated, their only savior ahead.  “Vendar, dispatch a message to any Federation vessel that comes within range, tell them to stay clear of the nebula and to stay clear of the Borg…we’ll handle them.”

“Aye, sir,” she replied quickly, beginning her scans for any Hintaru or Britar vessels.

The Dragon suddenly lurched as weapons fire began hitting the shields.

“Prepare to disengage impulse engines and primary maneuvering thrusters,” Chris ordered.  “There are to be no energy discharges.  Once we enter the nebula, atmospheric thrusters only.”

“Sir, maybe we should fire on the Borg, just to make sure we keep their attention,” Tom suggested.

He looked at Tom, then nodded.  They didn’t want any harm to come to the new Federation.  “Ada, full aft torpedo spreads.  Target the Borg’s weapons array.”

“Aye, sir,” she replied.  The launch siren sounded immediately after words.

“We are now approaching the Onkrine nebula,” James reported.  “Trilithium particles appear to be slightly denser than before, we better be very careful.”

“Disengage weapons fire,” Chris ordered, realizing he had just ordered the fire to begin.  “Drop us out of warp right into the nebula and disengage all energy emissions.”

“Dropping out of warp in two…one…”

With that, the streaking star field was engulfed in the orange-hued nebula of the Onkrine nebula…

“Vendar, did you get any messages out?” Chris asked.

“Yes, sir, two Britar vessels near the nebula,” she replied.  “They evacuated immediately.”

He sat back slowly in his chair and sighed.  Part one of the great escape was done.  The Borg had to know that they couldn’t enter the nebula without possibly setting it off…and they knew what that would mean.

“Ada…can you come up with some sort of high-yield weapon that can destroy that cube?” he asked.

He looked back at her to see a face of concentration.  “The only thing I can think of is…maybe making an isolitic weapon.”

Chris’s eyebrows went up.  “You realize that those were banned by the Khitomer accords…and that it could cause serious damage to surrounding space.”

“I think if we launched it to hit the Borg right after we activated our device,” she said in defense, “the Borg would be destroyed and we’d be safe.  Not to mention there are no inhabitants any where near that part of the galaxy.”

Chris looked forward at the view screen, wondering how his charges would be piled up on him now…he was already facing a serious demotion…now he was breaking the law…

“Do it.  How long?”

“Maybe ten minutes to convert a probe into one, depending on how much luck I have,” she said, moving towards the turbolift.

“Make it quick!  Vendar, can they detect us if we cloak?”

She shrugged and looked at him.  “Probably.  They know we have a cloaking device, so they will probably be looking for that.”

“But it’ll still give us an edge, even if only a few seconds, right?”

She nodded.

“Then prepare to take us back on course to our entry coordinates,” Chris ordered.  “We’ll leave as soon as the weapon is finished…”

The hive mind was small…only a few thousand drones.  No governing mind, no Queen to figure out if the standard way of Borg life would work or not.  They were alone…

This Federation vessel.  It held records of a subspace disturbance that sent it here.  The Borg would assimilate that knowledge and adapt a Transwarp coil to emit the interference.  They would succeed.  Resistance is futile.

Those few thousand voices spoke as one to the drone.  “A cloaked vessel has been detected leaving the nebula…activate.” 

With that, the enhanced vision of the Borg reached the brain of the drone.  The drone moved out of its alcove with a clicking sound and began to walk its way to the weapons control of its section.  It reached it quickly and brought up a scan of the vessel, ready to attack.

“Vessel identified, USS Dragon.  Pursue.”
Another drone not far down the line moved to its station and activated this section’s Transwarp coil.  The Class Four tactical cube immediately jumped up to maximum velocity, gaining quickly on the Federation vessel.

“Entering weapons range of the Federation vessel.  Disable.”
The drone entered in its commands and began firing torpedoes.  They all impacted on the Federation vessel’s shields and caused minor damage.  Minor damage that would accumulate over time.  The vessel would be theirs.

A full spread of Quantum and Photon torpedoes hit the Borg cube’s weapons array.  Two torpedo launchers were completely destroyed, four more were damaged.  Three tractor beam emitters were damaged and three phaser emitters were like wise damaged.

Suddenly the ship dropped out of warp, seemed to engage some sort of transporter and transported maybe twelve or more…life forms aboard, and then jumped back into warp.  The sensors identified the life forms as changelings.

“Shield rotation analyzed, re-calibrate weaponry.”

The drone rotated the modulation of the weapons to that which it was given and fired another spread of torpedoes.  “Federation vessels shields are down to fifty three percent.  Continue weapons fire.  Approaching edge of the galaxy.”
Four more torpedoes streaked away and damaged the shields of the Federation vessel, followed closely by other torpedoes fired by other units.  The Federation vessel’s shields were falling fast.

“Vessel has dropped out of warp.  Prepare to exit Transwarp conduit.  Vessel is approaching entry coordinates.  Intercept and disable now.”
There was no voice of alarm, not confusion.  The Collective worked as one mind…

The cube dropped out of Transwarp, and there the Dragon was in space.  It seemed to have stopped.  More weapons fire hit the Dragon, causing its shields to drop to eighteen percent.

“Alert, cloaked object detected.  Engage disruption beam.”
The drone complied and engaged a disruption tractor beam.  The object immediately decloaked.

“Federation vessel’s power levels are increasing.  Object identified as an isolitic subspace weapon, high yield.  Disable vessel.”

Suddenly, the Dragon was gone in a bright flash.  The subspace interference was high in the area.  “Bring cube into subspace interference and engage maximum warp.”
Too late.  The isolitic weapon detonated.  The tear began forming immediately…and it was moving…moving towards the Borg cube.  They were too close to do anything about it…It impacted on the cube, throwing the drone to the ground.  A moment later…nothing…

“Warp engines are off line,” James stated.  “The warp field is powering itself…and we’re on course for our galaxy!”

The bridge erupted in cheers.  The Borg were destroyed, and they were on their way home.  It wouldn’t be long now…it wouldn’t be long before they could all visit home once again…

Chris looked at the image of the Kalium Galaxy, quickly moving away.  Good bye…Sarah…

Captain’s Log


We are approaching our galaxy…it won’t be long now.  I’ve waited for this for a long time…three years.  It seems like it’s been longer than three years.  A year of the Vorkalai war, a year and a half of exploration…

And now…its time to go home.
The bridge was engulfed in absolute silence.  No one spoke, almost no one moved.  They stared at their screens blankly, waiting, watching…  Everything came down to this one moment.  He was waiting to hear what he needed to hear…were they going to make it home?  Or would they end up someplace else?

Chris’s palms were sweating as they grasped onto the armrest.  Normally, he wouldn’t be so nervous…but normally, he would have Sarah at his side showing just how nervous she was.  Somehow…they always seemed to put each other at ease.

The view screen was blank.  No stars, nothing.  Even if they passed by any galaxies, they would be moving too fast to see them, unless they were almost on top of one.  They might be able to see their galaxy before they reached it…

Suddenly, the ship shook for a moment, but ever so slightly.

“We just passed through some sort of energy barrier,” Vendar stated.  “I think it was the Great Barrier!”

“We’re slowing down,” James stated.  The tension on the bridge jumped up ten levels.  “Looks like we are right on schedule…and if we are, well…”

“Three,” Vendar started.  “Two…one…”

An infinite amount of streaks appeared, long and never ending.  Then they started to come to ends and passed by…and then there was nothing but the vast ocean of stars.

No one spoke, not even to confirm their position.  They stared at the star field, possibly one they hadn’t seen in three years.  That’s when it hit Chris…was this the right starfield?

“What’s our position?” he asked quietly, almost at a whisper so as not to break the silence on the bridge.

Vendar started keying in commands, then waited patiently.  So did everyone else…

Finally, the computer beeped.  She brought up a read out…then looked up at the view screen.  He couldn’t see her face…so he didn’t know what she was doing…until she turned around.  First, tears were forming in her eyes, then a huge smile appeared on her face.  “We’re home!  Right where we left!!”

With that, the bridge erupted in cheers.  Chris jumped up out of his chair and threw his fist into the air, a triumphant yell coming from seemingly everywhere and not just with in him.  They were home…home…
Suddenly, another sensor alarm sounded on Vendar’s panel.  She wiped the tears of joy from her eyes and sat back down.  She brought up the reading…then looked back at Chris in horror.

“Captain!”  That was enough to get everyone on the bridge to be quiet.  They all looked at her, puzzled by what could be bothering her.

Chris knew already as the memory of her description of her vision came to mind.  “Sir…I’m reading several starships in a long line leading from the edge of Federation space towards Earth…all of them severely damaged or destroyed.”

Everyone quickly moved to their stations and started working.  “Red alert,” Chris ordered.  “All hands to battle stations.”

“We’re being hailed,” Vendar said hesitantly.  “By…the Enterprise!  She’s one of the disabled ships!”

Chris smiled, despite the situation, and stood up.  “Let’s see it…”

At first, the Federation emblem was displayed…followed by the familiar face of Captain Picard.  He had a rather nasty looking cut on his forehead, and the bridge behind him was utter chaos.

He smiled, which seemed to hurt his face.  “Captain Harriman.  Are you a sight for sore eyes.”

“It’s good to see you too, sir,” Chris said, his smile widening.  Then a console exploded behind Picard, bringing Chris back to reality.  “What’s going on?” he asked, frowning.

“We’ve had a little visit from the Borg,” Picard said with a wry look on his face.  “Seems they were rather…angered by Voyager’s method of returning home.”

Chris’s eyes went wide.  “Voyager is home?”

Picard nodded.  “Yes, and they brought new technology…unfortunately, something seems to be wrong with Voyager, and they can’t get it into the battle.”
Chris nodded his head.  “We’ve brought back some technology of our own…we’ll defeat the Borg before they can do any real harm.”

Picard looked around his bridge for a moment and shook his head.  “Too late for that.  A regular cube and some new Tactical cube, which Seven describes as a Class Four tactical cube, are already halfway through the Sol system.”
Chris nodded, determination crossing his face.  They couldn’t use an isolitic weapon that close to Earth…but they certainly would help.  “Understood, Dragon out.”

He sat back down in his chair when the starfield replaced Captain Picard’s face.  He sat there staring at the deck for a moment, contemplating everything.  The Borg…yet again.  Seems like fate.

“Helm, set a course to intercept the Borg, maximum warp,” he finally ordered.  “Drop us out of warp outside of their weapons range.  Once that’s done, launch all fighters.  Set everything on a rotating modulation.”

Everyone set to work again.  The stars twisted for a moment, then elongated into rainbow colored streaks.  A moment later, they became pinpricks.  “Bladerunner fighters…are launching,” Tom reported.

“Show the battle on screen.”

The starfield seemed to magnify.  To starboard was a standard Borg cube…and to port was the heavily armored tactical cube.  Looks like the Borg have finally gained some intelligence…takes more than one cube to assimilate us…

…And that’s what worries me.
Several Federation, Romulan, and Klingon vessels were flying around, constantly firing and being hit by Borg weaponry.  The Paris flew between the two, firing its advanced phasers into the heart of the Borg…but still not doing all that much damage.

“Fighters launched,” Tom reported.

“Then full impulse,” Chris ordered, determination returning.  “Get us in there, fire full spreads of torpedoes once in range, and then add phaser fire to it as soon as you can.  Hold off on the cannons for now.”

“Engaging full impulse,” James stated.

“Firing first volley,” Ada added.

Eight Quantum torpedoes, followed by sixteen photon torpedoes streaked away from the Dragon, half hitting the regular cube, the other half impacting on open parts of the tactical cube.

Suddenly, the tactical cube fired four torpedoes at the Dragon, but only three hit…but it was enough to rock everyone in their chairs.  “Target both cube’s weapons, and let’s take them out.”

Phaser fire began add to the mayhem…but by now, the Bladerunners had grouped up and were streaking at nearly the speed of light past the Dragon.  Their pulse blasts and mini-Quantum torpedoes were all impacting on various parts of the Borg…causing even more damage.

“Evasive pattern delta seven,” Chris ordered.  “Take us between the cubes, and then everything will be at your discretion.  Let’s try to take some of the heat off of the rest of the fleet.”

“Umm, sir…we haven’t fully repaired our shields since our encounter in the Kalium galaxy,” Ada stated.  “Right now, we’re sitting at fifty two percent.  We can’t really afford to take the heat off.”

Phaser blasts, tractor beams, and a single torpedo impacted on the Dragon, almost throwing Chris out of his chair.  “Too late for that!”

The Dragon finally reached between the two cubes and was firing phasers at both cubes.  They fired back…but they had fighters and other starships to worry about.

A moment later, the Dragon was on the other side and flew over the bow of an Intrepid class vessel.

“Vendar, begin scanning the interior of the regular cube,” Chris ordered.  “See if you can find something we can hit with our cutting phasers to destroy it.”

“Aye, sir,” she replied.

“The field coils have been fried,” B’Lanna Torres stated, angry.  Her and Tom had just barely, finally moved into their temporary apartment on Earth when they got a call saying that the Borg were attacking.  So, they had to leave their baby with a strange person…a baby sitter.  “No one bothered to replace them after we got back!  That was almost a month ago, too!”

Captain Katherine Janeway shook her head.  “How long to replace those?” she asked, impatient with the whole situation.

“At least another two hours, but that’s about all we have left to do,” she replied, her back beginning to hurt for the first time since they got back.

“Janeway to bridge, how long until the Borg reach Earth?”

After a pause, Chakotay’s familiar voice replied, “About twenty minutes.  But, believe it or not, the USS Dragon just made an entrance.”
Torres looked at Janeway with a look of surprise.  “Keep me informed of any progress with the Borg, Janeway out.”

She then looked to Torres.  “Any chance we can get under way in the next twenty minutes?”

Torres stared at her blankly for a minute, then jogged over to a panel.  There was no definite answer…so she just left it at that…

“There seems to be a large conduit that’s almost at the center of the cube,” Vendar reported.  “If we target it and reach it…it should destroy the cube.”

“James, prepare to target those coordinates,” Chris stated.  “Find the area of the cube that has the most damage to its weapons systems and prepare to hit it from that side.”

“Aye, sir,” he replied, quickly moving the Dragon into position.

“Ada, are the cutting phasers charged?” Tom asked.

“Fully charged and ready to cut!”

“Entering position now…”

Chris hesitated as the Dragon rotated into position.  A single torpedo from the cube fired and hit the Dragon, but three Quantum torpedoes of return fire ended its reign of terror.

“Fire!”

With that, two very thin crimson blasts fired and impacted on the cube, causing two very bright points of light…until the energy cut further into the cube, beyond their vision.

“We’ll reach the location in ten seconds,” Ada stated.  It was working…

…Until a green energy signature began riding the phaser blasts up towards the Dragon.  “They’re sending some sort of feed back pulse through the beams.  All systems are being compromised, helm is off-line…and we can’t take weapons off-line!”

“Then disengage all power to the cutting phasers, even if you have to do it manually!” Chris ordered.  If those feedback pulses reached the Dragon…game over…

“Attempting to shut down…” Ada stated.  She kept getting error tones…but then finally, one tone of confirmation blessed Chris’s hearing.

With that, the cutting phaser ceased its fire…and the feedback pulse traveled with the end of the blast into the cube.  A moment later, explosions began to rock across the surface of the cube.  Pieces of debris and blurred sparks flew out in all directions, some impacting on the Dragon’s shields harmlessly…

But they weren’t all harmless.  In one final display of energy, the entire cube exploded in a cloud of debris, dust-like matter, and energy.  Much of that energy impacted on the Dragon, which didn’t even have a chance to escape.

Chris found himself on the deck of the bridge for probably the hundredth time since he first boarded the Dragon.  However, he didn’t hurt himself this time, much like he had many other times.

He slowly stood up, his muscles aching, and then moved back to his chair.  His chair rocked and made the squeaking noise…

Uh oh…that never is a good sign…
“The first cube has been destroyed,” Ada stated the obvious.  “The second one took some damage…but is still on a course for Earth.  Estimated time to arrival…fifteen minutes, present speed.”

“Get us back into the action,” Chris ordered.  “Status report.”

“Shields are down to fifteen percent,” Ada stated.  “There’s not a chance of getting our cutting phasers back online…three phaser banks are off-line…the phaser cannon itself is off-line…and there’s some buckling along the hull on decks thirty through thirty two.”

Always in the thirties Chris thought to himself.

The tactical cube was still firing left right and center.  It was brimming with weaponry…and disabling its weapons would be all but impossible before it reached Earth and began beaming down drones.

Suddenly, five torpedoes streaked away from the cube…and all of them hit the Dragon hard.  Consoles, lights, and power conduits exploded from power feedbacks while much of the ambient lighting on the bridge dimmed.

“Shields are failing!” Ada shouted above the ruptured conduit.

“Activate all transport inhibitors,” Chris ordered above the noise.  “Keep them on rotating modulations, we can’t let them beam over!”

Suddenly, the ship rocked again…but it was from an explosion on the cube, a very large explosion.

“A fighter just careened into the cube!” Vendar reported.  “One of ours!”

Chris knew what that meant…a warp core breach on the fighter.  The cube didn’t even last long, it simply, instantly exploded.  The armor remained intact and impacted on many Federation starships, but thankfully missed the Dragon.

The rest of the explosion and debris, however, did not.  Once again, Chris found himself on the deck…

Kalia stood up, grasping her command console for support.  She looked at the warp core, which was making a weird thrumming noise, unlike it usually did.  She then looked to her console…and gawked in horror.

“Oh my god…”  Three reports were coming in, from each core…and each had it’s own problem…major problems at that.  Her core was losing containment, as was the Alpha core…and the Beta core had a coolant leak that couldn’t be sealed.

She paused for a moment, then blinked.  “Engineering to bridge…we’ve, umm…got a serious problem.  I estimate…”  She checked her readings.  “About seven minutes until all three warp cores breach!  That’s going to be one helluva bang!”

Chris felt his face go white as he sat down slowly in the command chair.  Indeed, it would be a bang…the starbase in orbit of Earth would feel it, and then some.

Finally, he realized what needed to be done.  Vendar’s vision was right…the Dragon was about to explode.  “All hands, this is Captain Harriman.  Proceed to emergency escape pods…and abandon ship.  I repeat, abandon ship.”

It was something he had never considered…losing the Dragon once and for all.  And there was nothing that could be done…

“Senior officers report to the Captain’s Yacht.  Vendar, stay here and help me set up a computer link to the Yacht.”  He stood up and walked over to her console.  “We need to transfer all of our logs and information regarding the technology we’ve acquired, and we need to do it as fast as possible.”

Everyone except Vendar and himself were piling off of the bridge as everyone moved to their escape pods.  Vendar tapped in a few commands to set up the transfer, then looked up at him.  “Most of the gel packs were damaged, sir…its going to take a while to transfer the information.”

Chris looked to James, who was just now leaving his console.  “James, when you get to the yacht, prepare it for launch.  Find out how much time you think you’ll need to launch and clear the debris field, then let me know.”

He nodded and said, “Aye, sir.”  He then moved to the emergency turbolift…and didn’t wait for anyone else.

“Transfer of all logs is in progress,” Vendar stated.  “As I thought, it’s taking a while.”

Chris stood erect as he looked at the damaged view screen.  “And if we launched a log buoy…it would never escape the blast of the warp cores…”

He shook his head, then looked back at her.  “In the mean time, tell all ships to evacuate the area immediately.”

He moved back to his seat, sat down, and brought up a status report of the escape pods.  Only a third had been launched, and the others were being filled still.  They would hopefully be able to make it out of the blast radius…

And they only had six minutes left.

Vendar was working quickly, trying to speed up the transfer by any means possible.

It seemed like forever, her working on the transfers, watching the pods launch, and preparing the yacht for launch.

Finally…time was up.

He stood up, as did Vendar.  “Computer, beam Commander Perkins and myself to the Captain’s Yacht!”

A moment later, they were aboard.  Light entered the covered bay as the doors fully opened.  The yacht was thrown out of the bay with emergency forcefields, making Chris feel weightless as James immediately engaged the impulse engines.

The debris field was already at their feet, and he worked furiously to maintain full impulse and avoid all debris.  A few bounced harmlessly off of the fully powered shields of the yacht…

And within moments, they were out.

“Warp speed!” Chris shouted in alarm as the countdown ended.

James entered in the command…and suddenly Chris found himself flying against the bulkhead headfirst, knocking him to the ground and giving him a concussion.  A headache immediately set on…but what got him was the fact that every console, panel, and light exploded in either sparks or energy discharges as the extremely powerful energy hit the yacht just as it engaged its warp engines.

The sound of bending Duranium/Tritanium screamed at Chris has he was forced all around the deck by odd gravimetric forces.  His head was spinning as he became severely disoriented.

It seemed like an eternity before things settled down and his head cleared.  He looked around at the blackened yacht.  Flashlights from a few of the senior staff came on and began shining around.  He stood up and went to a computer access panel…all he got was an error sign…

…And that’s when his heart sank.  That meant that the computer had been purged by the energy surge…all of it, their logs, their technology…the past three years…it was gone…

But then a bright light spilled into the yacht, blinding Chris for a moment.  How long had he been lying on the ground in the dark?

He and several of the senior staff moved to the front window…and saw it.

Crystal clear, up close, personal.  It was a beautiful gem of ocean and land…with a gray satellite hanging next to it.

His heart welled up in him as time seemed to stand still for a moment.  He could almost see the swirl of the clouds…but then realized the weather patterns were probably disrupted from the shock wave of the Dragon…

And then his heart sank.  The Dragon was gone.  His home for the past three years…was gone…

The only consolation was that he had been able to keep one thing.  He took off his communicator and looked at the back…and right where he had left it was an isolinear chip, containing the entire holo recording…of his marriage to Sarah.  He clenched to the badge to his chest and looked back at Earth.

We made it, Sarah…we made it back to our real home…
He smiled as he saw a…modified Intrepid class starship approaching.  His communicator beeped, so he took it away from his chest and tapped it.  “This is Captain Harriman,” he said quietly, staring at the beauty of a planet…and the ship coming towards them.

A somewhat familiar voice came back in reply.  “This is Captain Katherine Janeway of the USS Voyager…welcome back, Captain.  It seems we only missed you by a week.”
Curious, Chris asked, “How long were we gone?”

“According to what I’ve read, only a month.”
That shocked Chris…only a month!

He smiled, and shook his head.  “Well…it’s been a lot longer than that for us.”

“I look forward to hearing your story,” Janeway said with a bit of amusement in her voice.  “Prepare to transport aboard, we’ll tow your vessel back to starbase.”

“Understood,” Chris replied.  “And…thank you.”

With that, the channel was cut…and for the moment, he stared at Earth…knowing that, within the next few hours…he and his crew would once again set foot upon it…

They were home!

