Star Trek Dragon Season 4 Premier

Episode 31

"Trials of Command"

"Just three days ago," the news announcer began, "The gallant crew of the USS Dragon returned home to face the Borg threat that nearly reached Earth itself.  In an amazing display of technology and bravery that has never before been seen, they swept in and nearly single-handedly destroyed both cubes.  Unfortunately, her gallant acts resulted in the destruction of the starship…but she has earned a place in history.

"Now, after initial debriefing, the Dragon crew is put on trial!"  To the rest of the world, this would be surprising news…and to who ever leaked the information to this news station…well, he, she, or it was in a lot of trouble.  "It appears that during the initial debriefing, the crew revealed that they had made several severe infractions on the Prime Directive during their stay in the Kalium galaxy.  We aren't sure just what those infractions are, but rumor has it that they are enough to warrant the resignation of Captain Harriman…and most likely put him in prison."
"Computer, turn off the damn monitor," Captain Chris Harriman ordered in annoyance.  Immediately, before the news announcer could say more, the screen flickered off.

He moved to the window in the small lounge at Federation head quarters and looked out.  Three days ago…he and his crew had finally set foot on Earth again.  After three long years…

He could still remember it clearly.  By request, he and much of his crew had been beamed down to the Presidio…and there was where they made it.  That was the place.  They…had come home…

A feeling of exhilaration still filled Chris, even just at the thought.  It was hard to believe that after three hard years of war and then exploration…after three years of calling the Kalium galaxy home…they were actually home!
But more than that…they had lost something.  The crew had lost their real home.  The Dragon.  Yet again, the Borg took much from the Federation.

It wasn't just the ship, either.  It was history…the past three years of history that the Dragon crew had made.  All logs, all technology they had acquired since their maiden voyage began…had been destroyed by the Borg.  The Dragon was destroyed, the Captain's Yacht was nearly destroyed, and every single Bladerunner fighter, all thirty of them…had been lost.

Of those thirty fighters…only two pilots had actually survived.  The ejection module of the fighters were not meant to be fast and maneuverable, they were only meant to be a last ditch effort that might mean the difference between life and death, even if only by a few seconds.

He shook his head, the faces of every pilot flashing through his mind.  But that wasn't all that flashed through his mind.  The faces of every crewmember he had lost under his command flashed through his mind.  The number was…astronomical.  Eight hundred seventy eight people died while on board the Dragon…under his command.  And he could see every single face.

From the start, he had made it his business to get to know his crew.  Although they had only left their galaxy with three-quarters of their standard compliment, roughly one thousand one hundred twenty five people.  He had actually managed to get to know each and every one before they were lost.  And then after words, when the crew was fully reinforced with Hintaru and Britar, he had gotten to know each and every one.  And then even more died…

On top of all of that, Q had decided to make things difficult.  Before, the USS Dragon had existed in another time line, what Chris thought was the proper time line.  But Q had made him and his crew live in that time line…and then gave them the opportunity to restore the proper time line.

When they did restore the proper time line…Q allowed the Dragon crew…to only retain memory of their previous time line.  Now Chris had to catch up, as did the rest of the crew.

So far, the most notable difference in the time line was the Dominion War.  Instead of ending just before the Dragon's launch…the Dominion war ended three years ago!  So it seems that the destruction of Deep Space Nine in the other time line…had caused the war to go very badly.

That had been hard on the Changelings who had somehow managed to find their way aboard the Dragon.  They still thought they were superior to humans.  But living in the Kalium galaxy, and hearing the Dragon's story after they left the Dragon…made them reconsider.  They were, even now, on their way to rejoin the Great Link.  Hopefully, Odo would show them what humans really were…

Another difference was the USS Excelsior.  In the Dragon's first time line, the Excelsior had been destroyed in the Marauder Nebula years ago...although really it was destroyed in the future.  That was the Dragon's first mission…  But that never happened.  Neither did the Dragon's encounter with Voyager after words.

It seems that, in this time line any way, the Dragon was called back to Earth to escort another starship with a diplomat on board to Deep Space Nine.  Before the Dragon could reach Earth, however…it vanished.

A week later, USS Voyager showed up…and the technology it came with was amazing.  Transphasic torpedoes and some new type of Ablative hull armor that formed around a ship.  The only bad part was that the armor seemed only capable of fitting around Voyager specifically.  They couldn't adapt the armor for some reason…perhaps a flaw Admiral Janeway from the future had purposely put in it?

To make things worse, Transphasic torpedoes have been called weapons of mass destruction.  They are limited to use only against the Borg.  However…Chris knew that would probably not last forever.

He looked up at the sky and stared at the cirrus clouds that had formed above Paris…  Several shuttles were flying over head…as well as an Intrepid class vessel.  Chris half wondered if it was Voyager…

As if somehow reading his thoughts, a very familiar voice startled him.  "You mean to tell me that you just got back to Earth…and your staring up into space?"

He smiled and turned around to face Captain Katherine Janeway.  He shrugged innocently.  "Not really.  I just miss my ship."  Not to mention the people I've lost…
She smiled and nodded her head.  "I can…kind of relate to that.  I've grown quite attached to Voyager over the past seven years."

Smiling as she went, she moved to a small couch in the lounge and sat down, beckoning Chris to take the couch across from her.  He complied, anxious to have conversation with someone new again.

"You and your crew has caused quite an uprising in the news," she said, motioning to the monitor.  Had she been standing at the door long?  "More than even Voyager did when she returned…which I find odd, considering how much attention we received before we returned.  It was like…some sort of build up.  But for you, you left, and a month later popped back with technology that's years ahead of anything the Federation has seen!"

Chris shrugged innocently…yet again.  "I think it has something to do with the fact that we came just in the nick of time to save Earth."

She smiled some sort of odd smile and shook her head.  "Most likely.  But then…Starfleet is never satisfied with a stellar entrance.  They still have to consider other matters."

The smile quickly faded from Chris.  "Indeed…"

The smile also faded from her face as a look of sympathy replaced it.  "When does the trial start?"

Chris looked over to a panel with a clock showing on it, then looked back.  "In about an hour."

She tilted her head to the side to get a better look at his sulking face.  "You know…a few years ago…I would have agreed wholeheartedly that they should put you on trial."  He looked up at her, wondering why she thought saying that would help.  But he let her finish.  "I even have a bad side that shows only when someone breaks the Prime Directive…as the Equinox crew discovered."

Chris was only partially familiar with that part of Voyager's encounters.  Apparently, they had encountered another Federation starship stranded by the Caretaker…the USS Equinox.  The crew was…killing alien creatures just to get home faster.  Janeway…had become vengeful when she discovered that fact.

"However…I can also sympathize with you," she added, surprising Chris.  "And I understand why you did some of the things that you did.  The Vorkalai war would never have ended if you hadn't helped them take out the Vorkalai.  The Kiklar…they seemed peaceful enough before they showed their hatred for humanity.  All the other minor infractions…I understand them."

He smiled again and looked down.  "Thanks…"

She leaned forward and put a hand on his shoulder, making him look at her again.  "Just remember one thing.  When you're in there, don't let them make you question your decisions.  Stand by them, stand by them firmly.  If you show that you are unsure about some decision…then they'll be even harsher."

He clasped her hand and nodded.  "I'll be sure to do that.  Thanks, Captain."

She grinned and nodded.  "I'm there.  I can understand entirely because…I've gone through things similar to what you have gone through."

She leaned back again in her chair, allowing Chris to stand up.  He realized that he needed to leave now because they required him to be in the courtroom very early for some reason.

As he moved away, she added, "Good luck, Captain."

He didn't reply…he simply left the room and headed for the court room…

Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins sat back down as the judge in charge of this entire thing as well as Admiral Paris sat down.  Vendar wondered why Admiral Paris was in charge of this trial…wasn't he head of communications as well as the Pathfinder mission?

The courtroom was extravagant, clearly made for public trials.  It had row upon row of seats as well as a second level with even more seats.

Originally, the trial was not going to be public…but since news somehow leaked out about the trial against the Dragon crew, they made a last minute decision to relocate to this courtroom.

Everyone else was with her, the entire senior staff.  Waiting in various rooms of the courthouse were other Dragon officers…but the senior staff was the concern.  They were the ones who made the decisions on the ship, they were the ones on trial.

The judge opened a file on his data PADD and started reading over some parts of it.  A moment later, he set it down and cleared his throat to get everyone's attention.

Normally, a jury sat where the senior staff sat now…  Then again, this wasn't a normal trial, either.  It was a court martial.  So when looking at it from, say, a lawyer's perspective, the judge and the Admiral were the prosecutors and the senior staff was the defendant.

"I have here," the judge began in his rather sharp tone of voice, "a list of rather severe charges."  He looked over to Captain Harriman and raised an eyebrow, acting as if he were a Vulcan and not human.  If it had been a Vulcan…we probably would be screwed before the court martial even began.  "I believe you know the list very well, but I'll review it any way."

He picked up his data PADD again and started reading off of it.  "The first charge is a breach of the Prime Directive.  You took it upon yourselves to spread Federation technology…Quantum torpedo technology, to be exact, around a small area of the Kalium galaxy."

Vendar remembered that.  From what she had later heard, the senior staff had discussed it on end in the briefing room.  Eventually, they came to the conclusion that spreading the technology would be the only way to help them combat the Vorkalai.

"The second charge," the Judge continued, "was a breach of Starfleet protocol.  The Dragon assisted in an operation…that was meant to commit genocide.  Although genocide was never committed as your reports state that many Vorkalai are still alive in Federation prison…the fact is, you knowingly helped a government attempt to commit it."

That was the end of the Vorkalai war…about a year after the Dragon launched.  The only way the war would be won was by striking while the Alliance had the ships left to strike.  Destroying the Vorkalai home world, where the Vorkalai had gathered most of its forces, was the only way to end the war.

"The third charge…and perhaps the most severe of them all…is another severe breach in Starfleet protocol…security protocol to be exact," she added, glancing at Lieutenant Ada Marquet.  Ada did not look down in shame…she simply continued to stare at the judge.  "You just handed over all data you had in your computer data banks, including many Starfleet and Federation files, to a species called the Kiklar.  Although they did not appear hostile at first…they turned out to be…as well as technologically advanced."

That was after the Dragon launched from Hintaru dry dock.  If it hadn't been for Sarah, from the future…none of them would be at this trial today.

"The fourth charge is another breach of the Prime Directive," the judge added.  "Not to mention your crew disobeyed direct orders from you, yourself, Captain Harriman.  They brought together several species and attacked another species called the Rukarian in order to rescue you and end the Rukarian reign of terror on that sector.  However…your crew acted under field commissioned Captain Sarah Caft.  As she…is not here, the charge is dropped."

That threw a pang of pain into everyone's hearts, Vendar included.  Sarah wasn't here…because she sacrificed herself.  She sacrificed herself so that the Vorkalai's reign of terror would also end.  The judge did seem to respect that…but also couldn't ignore the law, not right now.

"The next charge is a breach of the temporal Prime Directive," he added next.  "The Dragon and a Class Four Tactical Borg Cube were thrown into the distant past of the Kalium galaxy.  There, you initiated contact and relations with another government.  Although you did so in order to ensure the past was not assimilated…the charge, I'm afraid, must still stand."

That's when Vendar remembered her current predicament.  The moment they came back to their galaxy…she lost her ability…to manipulate the Force.  She didn't know how or why, she simply couldn't, no matter how hard she tried.  It confused her…but more than that, it sort of frightened her.  If she had become more reliant on the Force…perhaps she would be very frightened…

"The final charge refers to the Dragon's actions against the Vendoth," the Judge finally said.  That elicited some commotion about the courthouse…  "You once again breached the Prime directive to help free a species called the Venshai, which caused sever confrontation between the Vendoth and the Federation…costing thousands of lives." 

"These are the five major charges against you and your crew, Captain Harriman," the judge finally finished.  "How does your crew plead?"

Chris stood up from his chair on the far left of the jury stand.  He looked at his crew, smiled confidently, and then turned his attention back on the judge.  "Your honor…Admiral…on behalf of my crew, I'm afraid I must plead guilty on all charges."

She knew he would do that.  They were guilty of all of those acts.  The next step would be to prove to the judge and Admiral Paris that they had made the correct decisions.

He then sat down and awaited the judge's next decision.  After conversing with Admiral Paris, they both stood up and looked back at the jury stand.  "Very well, then.  Trial date is scheduled to begin three hours, at ten hundred hours.  Dismissed."

With that, everyone else stood up, Vendar included, and began filing out of the courthouse.  Today was going to be a long day…

Chris walked slowly into his temporary quarters in the Federation Headquarters building.  He looked around cautiously, half expecting a Section 31 member to jump out of the corner at him with a phaser set on kill.

It never happened.

He almost let loose a sigh of relief as he walked in and sat down on the couch.  He shook his head and tried to clear his mind.  It was a mass of memories and feelings…  For the past three years, he had made these decisions that now put his senior staff on trial.

He started to finally clear his mind and relax…and let the couch absorb his body…

Until he jumped out of it and spun around to look at where the footstep sound came from.  There, emerging from the rest room of the quarters…was someone he hated more than ever.  Anger filled in him as he glared at her.

Rear-Admiral Cherise Shivar smiled at him as she walked around his quarters, staring at him.  "It's nice to know you haven't forgotten me," she said, moving her tight jaw very little to get very pronounced consonants and vowels out.

If she wasn't a Section 31 member…Chris would probably consider her attractive.  Just a little shorter than he was, she had shoulder length dark brown hair, dark brown eyes…and very sharp facial features.

"I never thought I'd see you again soon enough," she added, smiling, reveling in the anger she induced in Chris.

"I hoped I never would see you again," Chris replied bitterly.  He then corrected himself.  "Wait, I take that back.  I was looking forward to seeing you again…so that I would have an opportunity to take your organization down."

She laughed nonchalantly, as if his threat were immaterial to her.  "You think that you, yourself, could take down Section 31?  I'm just curious, who's word would they take…yours, a Captain on trial, or mine, a well established Rear-Admiral?"

"Goliath once said something around those lines," Chris commented easily.  "He thought he could take on any one.  What was one little man named David?  Nothing but a puny target to crush."

He let it rest at that, knowing that even Section 31 members recognized a story from such an ancient human belief.

She finally stopped walking around the room and looked at Chris, the even smile on her face never changing.  "We had an agreement," she reminded him.  "That agreement can still stand.  Section 31 can make you keep your command, your rank, and your crew.  Just do as we ask."

That was her mistake.  Although she did not show it on her face…she was afraid.  As was the rest of Section 31.  They knew that Chris could disrupt their entire operation with a simple report.  "I see.  So that after all the trouble you've put me through…you want me to continue to let your operation work?"

"To do otherwise would make us kill you," she stated, pulling a type one phaser from seemingly no where.  She aimed it at Chris and made sure it was on kill.  "You either do as we say…or some of our new agents that you don't know will kill you."

It was a bluff, and Chris knew it.  They had no new agents.  In fact, they tried to avoid gaining new members for fear of exposure.  They arrogantly thought they were saving the Federation…but in fact, they only reveled in the power that had been assigned to them.

"We can't continue to keep Federation security intact if we are disbanded and destroyed," she added.  "You would be hurting the Federation more than helping."

Chris shrugged.  "Perhaps…"

"So, what is your word?" she asked, leaving it simple like that…her smile never changing.

Chris stared at her for a moment, acting like he was taking things into consideration…then nodded.  "Very well, the deal stands.  Keep me in command…and I'll keep your secret safe."

She smiled deeper and nodded her head.  "I knew you would see things my way.  After all, I do outrank you."

The phaser disappeared as she moved towards the exit.  "I'll see you around…Captain Harriman."  With that, she left him.

He nodded in reply, despite the fact that she couldn't see him any more.  "You can bet on it…"

"This trial is now in session," the Judge stated, seating himself and reviewing a data PADD.  "Now as you all know, this court martial trial will also be used to review some other issues…"

Vendar expected there would be more, but she never guessed that they would be looking into those issues during the trial.  She mentally shrugged off her confusion and decided to concentrate on the trial.

However, the first person the Judge called to the stand…surprised her.  "We will first be addressing Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins," he stated, looking directly at her.

Her mouth went slightly ajar as she heard her name called.  She had expected that Captain Harriman would have been the first called to the stand.  Why her?

With some hesitation, she stood up from her seat in the jury box and moved out to the seat in front of the Judge and Admiral's platform.  She looked around at the crowd around her, wishing she didn't have to speak in front of them all.

Finally, she sat down, composed herself, and stared at the Judge, awaiting his first question.

He looked over his PADD some more, then looked her square in the eye.  He seemed surprised that she was staring right back at him.  An even look on his face, he began.  "Lieutenant Commander Perkins, it is my understanding from these debriefing records that after only three months you were given a promotion to Lieutenant Commander…as well as to chief of Operations.  Tell me…do you find your job difficult?"

Her nervousness seemed to disappear the instant he asked that question.  She let loose a small grin and shook her head.  "Well, to be honest…I don't know any other way of working as an Ops officer.  As you know, the Dragon was my first post.  Since the Dragon's Operations officer was waiting for us at Deep Space Nine, I had to perform the job myself from the start.  As for whether or not it is difficult…I don't really think so.  It was daunting at first, having to take so many reports on the general operation of the ship…but I'd rather know all of that than be in the dark about it."

He raised his eyebrows in surprise, probably expecting her to have told him right off that she originally found it difficult, or even that it was still difficult.  However…the only difference was that she had to take in those reports, review them, make any changes to the reports, submit them to the first officer…and then do as the XO says to change anything or address any issues in the reports.  It sure as hell added to the work load…but when you're on a starship, and you have a personality like Vendar's, that really didn't matter much.  Kept her from being bored…

"Since you have been operations officer from the start, perhaps you can answer a few questions about certain decisions," the judge finally said, never breaking his even tone.  "For one, regarding Captain Harriman's decision about spreading Quantum Torpedo technology throughout the region of the Kalium galaxy you were in at the time.  What do you think of his decision?"

"Well…I wasn't present at the briefing when he made the order to do so," Vendar replied, starting to get nervous now.  She realized that Chris's career might partially hang on her next words…  "I can, however, say that I totally agreed with his decision.  To do nothing, to not spread the technology, would mean that we would be letting anyone we pass by die by the hand of the Vorkalai, who we knew to be a very powerful species.  That, more than breaching the Prime Directive, would have been a crime, against our very principles as Federation officers."

She let those words sink in, wishing she could say more, but not knowing what to say.  They all believed in his decision…all of them.  Although it was against the Prime Directive…none of them cared.  They were humans, and couldn't let others suffer and die.

The Judge, however, simply nodded his head as he wrote down a few notes.  He looked up at her again.  "Less than a year later, the Captain made a decision to assist in something else.  The Alliance had decided to completely annihilate an entire species, starting with their home planet.  Weapons of mass destruction are something the Federation does not tolerate, nor does it tolerate an attempt at genocide.  Captain Harriman, however, decided to once again ignore Starfleet protocols and assist, in fact by his own words, spearhead this operation.  What are your views about this?"

This she was also hesitant about…  "Well…the Vorkalai war had been going on for nearly a year.  Millions, maybe even billions had already died at the hands of the Vorkalai in that war alone, let alone what they had done to so many other species."

"So it was an act of revenge?!" the Judge interrupted, seemingly appalled.

Vendar's extra energy flared to life for a moment…  "I didn't say that, sir!"  She said sir with a bite to it.  "What I was saying is that they still held the upper hand in the war.  We needed to take down their home planet, their pride, in order to win.  If we had not destroyed their home world when we did, they would have eventually won.  They may not have been capable of building ships as fast as the Jem Hadar…but it was comparable.  We needed to strike a blow while we still had the chance!"

Her flare did not anger the Judge, he simply nodded and wrote down a few notes, never breaking his even face.

"So what you're saying then," he added, "is that had the Dragon not helped, the mission would most likely have failed, the Alliance would have been conquered, and the Vorkalai would have continued their wave of conquering?"

Finally, he saw her point of view.  "Precisely!"

He jotted down a few more notes, then looked up at her again, ready to move on to the next subject.  The next subject, however…would be the most decisive one about the whole trial.  "Six months later…you encountered the Kiklar," the Judge stated coldly.  "In trade for technology to send the Dragon home…Captain Harriman decided to just simply hand over the Dragon's entire database, giving them a large tactical advantage over the Federation, should they ever decide to make their way to us.  I'm curious as to what your views are on this, Lieutenant Commander."

She visibly hesitated on this.  This…was something major.  Chris even told everyone to say that it was his order alone, and to not mention whether or not they agreed.  He wanted to take the blunt of the repercussions…

"Well…at first, the Kiklar seemed very peaceful people.  They seemed very intelligent, highly evolved, and most species that are highly evolved, with a few exceptions, are peaceful."  She shrugged her shoulders.  "There was no way of knowing that they had a hatred for humans, especially since we thought there were no other humans in the Kalium galaxy."

"I see," the Judge simply replied.  "So you are saying you agree with Captain Harriman's decision to just hand over the computer data base?"

"I'm not saying that," she quickly replied.

"Then you didn't agree?" he asked, acting somewhat shocked…the only emotions he displayed what so ever.  "Yet you were the one who carried out his order when you should have objected?!"

"I never said that either!" she stated in an obviously agitated voice.  "What I was saying is that it is understandable that he would give our computer data base to them.  He even suggested that if they learned about us, they would never consider violence with us.  Just like how Odo educating the Founders stopped the Dominion war!"

That stopped the Judge cold in his tracks, and she could easily see it.  At first, he thought he had found something to hurt her case with…but she turned it right back around on him.  He stared at her for a few moments, a sort of cold ice behind his glare.  She gave him an easy grin…despite the fact that she felt uneasy.  Her triumph might only be short lived…

He nodded to her, wrote something down on his PADD, then moved on.  "On to the next subject of matter, dealing with the Dragon's trip back into the Kalium galaxy's past.  While in the past, Captain Harriman initiated negotiations with a civilization that called itself the New Republic.  This is a clear violation of the Temporal Prime Directive."

"I'm curious as to what your view is on this, Lieutenant Commander Halkrat."

Tom looked into the past for a moment, remembering the events that transpired.  "Well clearly, we couldn't just let the Borg invade the past of the galaxy," he said, shrugging easily.  "And there was no way of taking on the Borg by our selves."

"What about ramming the Borg cube at maximum warp?" the Judge asked, catching him off guard.  "As first officer, you should have brought this possibility to the Captain's attention, should you not have?  After all, your duty, above all, was to maintain the Temporal Prime Directive."

He was trying to make Tom look guilty.  Like it was his fault that they breached the temporal Prime Directive…and he didn't like it at all.  He wished he had the courage to just glare at the Judge right now, similar to what Vendar had done during her…'interrogation.'

Then he thought of something…  "Well, as you say, our duty is to protect the Temporal Prime Directive.  What if the Borg somehow stopped us from ramming them at warp speed and disabled us?  We would have told no one how to defeat them, and soon they may very well have established a collective in the past, making them unstoppable.  We had a better chance of saving the past by allying ourselves with the New Republic.  After all, your honor…protecting the Temporal Prime Directive is of paramount concern, and in any case, the needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few."

He glared at Tom hard, but that didn't stop the grin from appearing on Tom's face.  He never thought he would have been able to face down an authority figure like that…

Finally, the Judge wrote down some notes, then once again moved on.

"How many people have died aboard the Dragon, doctor?" the Judge asked, looking Commander Kara Trieal square in the eye.  "And I don't mean instant death from an explosion or something, actually died while under care in sick bay?"

That was hitting below the belt.  How dare he make her think about that…and how dare he try to make it seem like she was the reason they died!  However…making the Judge angry wasn't going to help anything…

She thought back…realizing over eight hundred people total had died on the Dragon…but just over half of those people had died in sick bay.  The rest had died instantly…

"About four hundred twenty, give or take," she stated calmly.

"How many of those were part of the Dragon's original compliment?"

She had to think even further about that one.  She knew it was the majority, during the Vorkalai war…  "About ninety percent of that."

"I see, and why could you not have saved them?"

She was very angry now, and she couldn't control her anger any more.  "All of his major arteries had burst, there was no time to save him.  She had a piece of metal lodged in her head; it's a wonder she hadn't died instantly.  Neural activity was dropping for apparently no reason at all, the EM shock must have caused massive neural damage.  Some sort of weird pathogen had infected him, I came up with a cure, but only after he died.  The Vorkalai weapons caused neurological damage to Sarah, irreparable damage, and it spread quickly.  She was brain dead maybe five to seven minutes after the weapon hit her, maybe even longer.  Take your pick…your honor."

He certainly wasn't winning any popularity contests…

"And with all of your medical expertise, and all of your technology, you couldn't save any of those who died?"  He was also pissed off…

"Put any other doctor in the same situations, and lets just see if any of them could save as many people as I had!" she stated, trying to keep her voice from raising.  "I wasn't the one who killed them, I'm not to blame for their deaths.  The Devil's Virus, Vorkalai weapons, exploding bulk heads…those were the causes!"

"As you are chief engineer, is it not your duty to keep the ship intact?" he asked next.

Commander Kalia Tarkent nodded her head evenly.  "Yes."

"So the destruction of the Dragon was your fault?"

He certainly wasn't going to be popular after today…  "No."

"But isn't it your duty to keep it together, to stop it from self destructing like that?"

She narrowed her eyes at him, but managed to keep her anger in check.  "My duty is also to know when the ship can't be saved so that I can give the crew enough time to evacuate the ship."

He nodded in agreement and jotted down a few notes.

"Shouldn't you have been able to lead your security forces well enough so that the murderer could have been captured?"

Lieutenant Ada Marquet glared evilly at him.  "Perhaps if we had known how to scan for Vendar while she was infected, we could have.  The fact of the matter is, her bio signature was altered, masked."

"Is that an excuse?"

"No, it is not an excuse," she stated, ice shooting at the judge from her eyes.  "It is a reason.  And I eventually did come up with a way to scan for infected crew.  Tell me, your honor, if you were put in the same situation, could you have found a way to scan for them?"

A few of the people watching let out a few snickers, eliciting an icy stare from the Judge.  "Perhaps not, but security isn't my forte."

"And what, tweaking the sensors to find alien viruses is my specialty?"  She kept her frown and continued to glare at him.

The Judge nodded his head.  "I suppose not."

"So where were you while the Captain lead his gallant venture to save the Venshai?"

Lieutenant Terry Latrael shrugged.  "In my office, knowing that there would probably be deaths.  I was preparing, mentally, to help any crew member that needed counseling after the battle."

"But Captain Harriman was ordering the crew to do something against the Prime Directive.  All you did was sit in your office, preparing to aid in making the aftermath easier, when you should have been suggesting to him not to take the actions he proposed?  In fact, why did you not check up on his mental health to make sure he wasn't insane?"

Terry shrugged easily again.  "I’m a telepath.  During the briefings before the actions, I could easily tell that his mental health was fine, and that he was thinking rationally, with a calm, calculating mind."

"So you mean to tell me that the few Venshai that still existed…were more important than that of the lives of the thousands of Federation personnel that died when the Vendoth attacked?"

"Starfleet's protocol is that the needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few," Chris quoted.  "At the time, the needs of the Venshai, who were more numerous than my crew, outweighed our safety.  How were we to know that some sort of spatial vortex would send the Vendoth to our galaxy?"


"The fact, however, remains that you violated the Prime Directive, yet again, to save those people.  As amiable as that may seem, you're a Starfleet Captain, and upholding the regulations should be of paramount concern."

Chris thought about that statement for a moment, then shook his head.  "No, you're wrong."  The Judge looked at him, wide eyed with surprise at his blunt statement.  "As a Starfleet Captain, it is my duty to uphold the moral beliefs of the Federation.  That, above all else, is what matters.  And no citizen of the Federation would ever dream of just leaving a species for dead.  If we had left them…we might as well have committed genocide."

The Judge stared him down for a minute, not pleased that he proved him wrong…but then finally nodded and jotted something down.  He then looked at his watch.  "It is now…seventeen hundred forty three hours."  Seventeen hundred?!?  This trial went on longer than it seemed…  "We are now in recess until further notice.  Once we reconvene, you will have my decisions."

He then frowned curiously and looked at Chris.  "One thing, however, puzzles me, Captain Harriman."  He hesitated for a moment, clearly afraid to make anyone else angrier than they already were.  "How did you obtain the rank of Captain and command of a prototype vessel…when you've only been a Starfleet officer for nine years?"

To Chris and the Dragon crew, as of now, he had been an officer for twelve…but to everyone else, it was still just nine.  Not to mention it was still nine years when he did take command.

He shrugged at the question, not wanting to give the real answer.  "I can't tell you, sir…but I would be willing to tell the Admiral in private."  By saying that…he was setting into motion a plan…that he hoped would work…

The Judge raised a curious eyebrow, then shrugged and stood up.  "You are all now dismissed."

Chris stood up in response to the door chime.  He was very nervous…but he did indeed hope that it was a Section 31 agent…  In fact, he was betting on it.

"Come in," he stated loud enough for who ever it was to hear.  He stood erect, not wanting to draw his phaser yet.  If it was a Section 31 agent, they wouldn't just open the door and fire…they would come in and probably try to toy with Chris before killing him and making it look like it was someone else entirely, if not just a suicide.

He tensed up as the doors slid apart…then relaxed when he saw who it was.  "Hi, Charley," he said, sitting back down.  Lieutenant Commander Charley McKariant entered, nodding and smiling to Chris.

"Heya Cappy, what's up?"  He frowned as he moved to the chair on the other side of the couch and plopped down in it.  "You seem tense."

Chris smiled nervously.  "Yeah, you could say that.  Remember what I told you after we pulled your crew out of subspace, on the holodeck?"

Charley thought for a moment, looking up at the ceiling.  He nodded.  "Yeah, you said you had information about Section 31 that would shut them down for good.  You said that's why you got command of the Dragon, they wanted to keep you silent."

Chris nodded.  "That's exactly it.  And commanding the Dragon for three years has, needless to say, boosted self-confidence.  I feel I can take them down…and because it's only been a month here, chances are that information might only have a slight error in it."

"Why would it have an error?" Charley asked, frowning.  Then realization hit him.  "Oh, because of Q messing with the time line and all?"

Chris nodded.  "Yes.  However…I'm sure I still have enough correct information.  I'm going to take them down."

Charley's smile widened as his eyes narrowed.  "I hate to say it, Cappy…but that's not going to happen."

Chris's eyes went wide as Charley pulled out a Type One phaser and pointed it straight at him.  Charley?!
"It seems, Cappy, that we can no longer trust you to keep our little secret…despite the fact that we've given you plenty of incentive."

Chris stared at him, wide eyed.  "So…you were the…wait a minute…"  He thought about it for a moment.  Charley couldn't be the Section 31 agent stationed aboard the Dragon.  He was stranded in subspace along with the rest of the Frontier's crew…  So then who was the agent aboard the Dragon?

"You're right, if you're thinking what I'm thinking," Charley stated easily, his voice still sounding comfortable.  "I'm not the agent stationed aboard the Dragon.  Your Chief of Ops was supposed to be…but you never did reach Deep Space Nine to pick him up."

Ensign Larry Como…another agent to add to my list.  That should make it exactly ninety eight percent of Section 31…
Charley tapped his comm badge twice, opening a secure channel to someone.  "Come on in, Admiral."

With that, the familiar hum of a transporter sounded.  A column of shimmering light appeared, and a couple seconds later, Admiral Shivar appeared.

"So nice to see you…yet again, Captain Harriman."

She was also comfortable, believing that she and Charley had the upper hand…which they did.

"I wish I could say the same," he murmured just loud enough for her to hear.

She grinned, pulling out her Type Two phaser and pointing it at him.  "Too bad it'll be the last time.  You see, I wanted the pleasure of killing you myself.  We've gone through a lot of trouble to protect the Federation…and you plan to destroy us.  We can't have that."

"You aren't protecting the Federation," Chris stated evenly, glaring at her.  "If you really did care about the Federation, you would care more about upholding its morals."

She scowled at him, moving closer to him.  Don't get too close…you'll screw everything up if you do…

"Federation morals…"  She shook her head.  "We don't just protect the Federation and Starfleet from outside forces…we also protect it from itself.  If we lived by the Federation's morals, the Federation would have died two decades ago!  If we weren't there then, the Federation's morals would have destroyed it!"

Chris looked at her calmly, trying not to show his agitation.  "Perhaps…but we live by our morals because we believe in our morals.  We are very much willing to accept what ever that entitles…including death.  Which is the very reason I was willing to sacrifice my life to expose you all."

She looked at him with clear venom and discontent in her eyes.  "You're mistake, fool.  I'm afraid, however, that you will now die because of your mistake in life."

She raised the power level on her phaser…then took aim.

Now would be a good time to fire…
And with no hesitation, she pressed the trigger.  A crimson beam full of deadly force shot out from it, lancing towards Chris faster than the eye could see…but to Chris, it was all in slow motion.  With one slight miscalculation on someone else's part, the plan could backfire…

The beam impacted on an energy barrier and quickly reflected back.  The barrier was meant to send the beam back at only a slight angle, but with a tremendous power drain.  When the beam hit Admiral Cherise Shivar, it did not disintegrate her, but it did throw her back hard.  She flew over another chair and landing hard on her back, either unconscious or dead…  Hopefully just unconscious.

Charley stood up in alarm, watching as Cherise's body went limp.  He probably thought she was dead…

Chris wished he could stun Charley himself, angry that someone he considered a good friend would betray him…

From out of the bedroom shot another crimson beam, impacting hard on Charley and sending him to the floor.  His feet twitched once, signifying a high stun beam.  He kicked the coffee table in front of Chris over, which hit the forcefield.  The forcefield fired to life, pushing the table away…but that was about the end of it.

A moment later, the forcefield flared once more, letting Chris know that it was deactivated.  He stood up and walked over to the limp body of Charley.  He knew very well that he was alive…

But what he needed to know was if Cherise was alive or not.  He moved over, not paying attention to the figure that emerged from his bedroom.  He bent over her limp body to check the pulse…to find it very strong.

Chris stood up and kicked her phaser away, then took out his own Type Two and pointed it at her.  As he expected, the reflected beam had been too weak in energy, if not in force.  She opened her eyes with a start, shot up…and found she didn't have a weapon.

"It looks like Captain Harriman was correct," Rear Admiral Claire Perkins stated, also pointing her phaser at Cherise.  "I always knew you were dirty…"

Cherise simply glared at the two.  Chris knew every Section 31 agent had a device in their mouth that, when activated would kill them.  He wouldn't let that happen this time.  Before she could activate it, he fired, stunning her yet again…this time for an extended period.

He nodded, satisfied that he could at least shoot someone, and placed his phaser in its holster.  He turned to Claire as she did the same…but did not smile in triumph.  "Admiral…thank you."

She nodded her eyes.  "Least I could do for you, Captain.  After all, you did look after my daughter."

This he smiled at, only glancing at the Starfleet security that rushed in to place the two Section 31 agents under arrest.

"So you never guessed that it was Charley," she asked, motioning for him to leave the room.

He moved out of the room, Claire following.  "No…and I never would have guessed, either."

She smiled.  "The wolf always does take on the sheep's form.  Best way, really."  She looked ahead down the hall, the security escort around them staying close.  "We'll have you under trusted protection until we take care of the list."

Chris nodded.  "Thank you, Admiral.  It's too bad, though…some of those people were such seemingly good people…"

She smiled and shook her head.  "Like I said, wolf in a sheep's cape…"

Two weeks later…

"That accused will now stand," Admiral Paris ordered, "and fall in."

Chris looked to his crew and nodded.  They all stood up and filed quickly out of the jury stands.  There, they stood erect in front of the Admiral and the Judge…afraid…but also confident in themselves and the decisions they had made.

"As I'm sure everyone has heard by now," Admiral Paris started, "Section 31 was recently all but destroyed, thanks to information provided by Captain Harriman.  Not to mention the fact that the USS Dragon and crew literally saved Earth…as well as the entire Federation.

"Furthermore, the crew has proven itself, and proven itself well.  They survived in a galaxy where they were hated…where just about everyone even feared them.  They survived…and even managed to make friends along the way.  They even established the first Federation outpost in another galaxy, making a spot in history for themselves."

He did not smile has he prepared to make his announcement…  "We have taken this into consideration.  As such, almost all charges have been dropped."

He frowned hard at Chris.  "We can not, however, ignore one charge.  That is a breach of security…where you, Captain Harriman, gave the Kiklar a huge advantage over us.  Under normal circumstances, you would be reduced to the rank of Lieutenant, Junior Grade, if not lower…but as I said, we have taken all things into account."

A security officer walked over to the crew as the Admiral prepared to state his final decision.  "Without further digression…I'm afraid I must reduce you to the rank…of Commander."

With that, the security officer pulled one rank pip from his collar…one rank pip.  One always made a difference…one person, one ship…and one rank pip.  He felt stripped.  For three years, he had enjoyed command…and now, it was gone…

The security officer walked to the Admiral and handed him the rank pip…then walked away.

The Admiral hesitated for a moment, then handed the rank pip to Admiral Perkins.  She was seated beside them as she had helped Chris with Section 31…

She then stood up, preparing to talk.  She also hesitated…

"When a crew performs so well together," she stated, "we generally like to keep them together.  And for the most part, this will be the case with at least a small portion of the Dragon crew.  However…because of the engineering team's experience with highly advanced technology…a position for each and every one of them is now open at Starfleet's R&D section.  None of them are ordered to go…it is just an offer."

With that, a large smile overcame her face.  She looked directly at Chris…and then at her daughter, Vendar.  "You all have performed so well during your voyage.  Where many would have given up…you pushed on, you survived.
"With that in mind, much of the Dragon's crew will remain together.  You will be given a starship, and a new Commanding Officer.  I hope you continue to have such unprecedented success…but please, Commander Harriman…try not to violate the Prime Directive any more."

A huge smile over came Chris's face as he stared at her, thankful…that his family would be together.

"For now, however," she finished.  "…You all have been given shore leave until further notice…  Dismissed."

With that, the crowd that had gathered in the courtroom erupted in cheers.  All wanted to see the final decision, the decision that decided the fate of a crew…that had earned a place in history.  They had become living legends, something people so young rarely did.

They looked at each other, smiling, patting each other's backs…but then they all turned their heads to Chris.  He looked at them, curious as to why they were looking at him…

But before he could begin to worry about anything, smiles crossed their faces again…as they began to clap their hands.  After only a few moments, more people began to clap their hands…and even more, until the entire courtroom was nothing but applause.  Even the Admirals and the Judge were standing respectfully, clapping their hands.

A feeling of exhilaration filled Chris, one he had never felt before.  They had all accomplished something…something amazing.  But to them, he had been the leader, the one who pulled them all through…  And, in fact…he was the one who had pulled them through.  He was their commanding officer…and they were his family.

He expected the applause to die down, but it never did, it simply grew stronger.  Whistles and cheers echoed throughout the courtroom, but were easily drowned out by the hundreds of people applauding him.

They all finally moved, not caring about any security officers, and streamed around the Dragon crew, looking not at the Dragon crew…but past them, at Chris.  The crew…his family, formed a barrier around him, not letting anyone get through…  The smile on his face was larger than any other smile he had ever put on…he may have just lost his command…but that no longer mattered.  What mattered…is that he had brought his family home.  What mattered…is that he had done what he had only dreamed about doing…he had made a difference!

Someone tapped him on the shoulder.  Expecting it to be someone from the crowd, he turned around to smile at them.  To his surprise, it was Admiral Perkins.  Somehow, she had made it through the crowd.

She held up the rank pip that had been taken from Chris…and smiled at him.  "I'll be holding onto this for you!" she shouted above the applause.

He smiled back at her…and nodded his thanks.

This moment…was a moment he would always remember.  A moment he wished would last forever.  It was a moment of triumph…a triumph he had never expected to live in.

They were heroes…all of them…  And like many other heroes…they had a hero's welcome…

