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Captain’s Log, Stardate 55195.9


While en route to Starbase 10 to discuss the past events with the Romulans, we were suddenly recalled to Sector 001.  Admiral Perkins didn’t specify why we were recalled, only that she didn’t want the information to be intercepted by anyone…and she didn’t even say why to that.

“We’re approaching Earth,” Lieutenant James Trikal reported from the helm.

Commander Chris Harriman looked up from his console and stood up slowly.  “Drop us out of warp.”  He hesitated for a moment…  “On screen…”

With a flick of the switch, there she was, dead ahead.  A huge feeling of happiness engulfed him…it was his home.  He had sworn to himself never to let himself take this sight for granted…and he wasn’t about to start now.

After a minute of staring, he finally brought himself back to the situation.  Chris tapped his comm. badge and said, “Harriman to Captain K’Taul, we’ve dropped out of warp and are approaching Earth.”

There wasn’t even a reply; instead, K’Taul walked out of the ready room and headed for the command chair, only giving Earth a sidelong glance.  It’s not his home, so of course he wouldn’t be all that happy to see it…
Chris joined him and sat in his usual chair, flipping open his panel while K’Taul closed his.

“We’re being hailed by Starfleet,” Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins stated.

“On screen.”

With that, the very familiar face of Rear Admiral Claire Perkins appeared on the view screen.  She smiled warmly and said, “Captain K’Taul, Commander Harriman…it’s good to see you again.”
Chris simply nodded while K’Taul responded verbally.  “Greetings, Admiral Perkins.  We have reported to Earth as ordered.”

She nodded, the smile fading while she took on a serious face.  “I still can’t tell you what’s going on, not over a subspace channel…and besides which, we’re not even sure of what we’ve seen, we need your input to see if our assumptions are correct.”  She looked off screen at something.  “According to this, the Dragon was assigned the first Delta Flyer class to be commissioned aside from the original.  Is that correct?”

Chris was curious as to why that would be important, so he listened intently.  K’Taul nodded his head in confirmation.  “That is correct.”

“Good.  In its computer database should be modification specifications for underwater operations…they were provided by the ship’s designer, Tom Paris.  You’re to implement these modifications as quickly as possible…our best guess is that it should take you under an hour to do so.  I, on the other hand, will be transporting aboard momentarily.”

“Understood,” K’Taul stated, standing up in preparation to head to the transporter room.

“Perkins out.”
The view screen changed to show the Federation emblem, followed shortly by the image of Earth…  K’Taul immediately moved around the railing behind the command area and headed for the exit.  “Commander, have Lieutenant Commander Sall make the necessary preparations to the Meridian.  You have the bridge, I’ll be with Admiral Perkins.”

As the Captain passed through the doors, Chris said over his shoulder, “Aye, sir.”

“I still would like to know why you can’t tell me why we are going down to the ocean of Earth,” K’Taul commented to Admiral Perkins.  He moved past her station at the aft of the cockpit compartment and moved next to James’s seat.  He leaned forward to get a better look at the surrounding blue skies and the ocean ahead, his short ponytail dangling over his left shoulder.

“Well, I’ll tell you what we know for now,” she stated, snagging his attention once again.  K’Taul turned around and looked at her.  “As I told you before, we’re not sure what we’ve found…all we do know is that we’ve found a ship buried in the sea recently uncovered by an unpredicted earth quake.  We’ve identified the hull as duranium and tritanium based, and we’ve uncovered about forty percent of the ship…probably more since I was last down there.  We just recently uncovered a cargo bay door that appears less corroded than the forward facing one; we can get into it and we’ve spent the past twelve hours attempting to get the water out of the cargo bay…without further damaging the ship.”

The Meridian suddenly lurched forward slightly, catching K’Taul off guard.  He looked back out the view port to see that they had just entered the water.

When he looked back to Admirals Perkins, he put on a curious face.  “I assume, then, that you at least know the class of starship…maybe even the name?”

Admiral Perkins visibly hesitated when he asked this question.  She looked down at her console for a moment, apparently trying to find the right words…before she finally looked him in the eye.

“The name of the ship was covered by some sort of coral growth…and as far as we can tell from sensor scans, the ship is old.  It’s been down there a while…dating back to some year in the BC range, though we can’t be certain yet.  We do know that the ship is…is Intrepid class, and that the last part of its NCC number…is Nine – B.”

K’Taul’s eyes went wide as he moved to her console, which was to the right of the tactical station.  “Admiral…I happen to know for a fact that the only Intrepid class starship in service that ends with Nine – B…is the Dragon.”

She looked at him morbidly.  “Precisely, Captain…”

Fear suddenly gripped him as he realized just what this could mean.  He looked back out the window to the ever-darkening surroundings as he considered it all.  What he did know was that sometime in the future, a temporal anomaly would somehow transport the Dragon to the distant past…and that the Dragon would be forced to crash land in the Pacific…

Which brought up another question.  He looked back to the Admiral and asked with a frown, “Just why would you damage a ship, even one as old as this one apparently is, from its interior being depressurized?”

She shrugged hesitantly.  “Well, we don’t know for sure whether fully depressurizing the interior would cause any damage…but the ship has been down there for, as I said, a very long time…and it’s apparently right next to the Mariana Trench…hell, we’re lucky it wasn’t in the Mariana Trench, else we might never have found it.”  She shrugged easily.  “We never really have any reasons to go down there.”

“We’re approaching the coordinates you gave me, Admiral,” James suddenly spoke up.

K’Taul spun around and moved back to stand next to the helm.  He stared hard out into the pitch-black water, the only light source coming from the powerful beam light equipped onto the Meridian.  That, however, soon changed.  Other bright light sources started to become visible…or at least, they had to be bright to cut through this dense water at this distance.

Slowly but surely, the ocean bottom started to become visible…as well as a murky shape on the bottom.  It didn’t take them long to get close enough…to easily recognize the shape.

“Well, I’ll be,” Admiral Perkins murmured.  “They’ve uncovered more than I thought.”

Without a doubt, it was an Intrepid class starship.  The port side bow of the hull was sticking out of where the ocean floor used to be…the ship appeared to be rotated fifteen to twenty degrees to its starboard as well as on its y-axis.  Several lights, however, seemed to be focused on the port side cargo bay doors, which became visible over the edge of the ‘excavation’ site.

Admiral Perkins herself opened a comm. channel.  “This is Rear Admiral Perkins to Team Leader.”

“Go ahead, Admiral,” another female voice replied.

“We’re approaching the site now, how’s work on that cargo bay going?”

“We just finished clearing all of the water out, we’re attempting to pressurize it with air now,” the other voice replied.  “If all goes well, you can transport over there in less than a minute, so get ready!”
“Understood,” she replied.  “Meridian out.”

K’Taul was definitely more than curious about this whole ordeal.  There was his ship, his first command ever, lying in the middle of the Pacific Ocean on Earth…and it was older than history itself…

He turned around to see Admiral Perkins stand up.  “We know the ship is old, but we’re assuming emergency power is still operational.  Hopefully the computer survived as well and we’ll be able to restore life support…at least, in the sections that count.”

He nodded and moved back to the aft door.  It opened at his command and allowed himself and the Admiral into the aft compartment.  They both moved to the storage compartment and began donning two environmental suites.

After a few minutes, James walked into the aft compartment.  “We’ve received word that it was a success and there’s now standard pressure inside of the cargo bay.  I’ve put the Meridian just outside of the cargo bay so that I won’t have any troubles beaming you out, should any problems arise.”

“Understood,” K’Taul said, moving to a panel on the side.  He placed his helmet on and checked to make sure there was a pressure seal.  When he and the Admiral were ready, he keyed in the command…and shortly after, they were in a mess.

That was the only way to describe the condition of Cargo Bay Two.  Crates were everywhere…but they definitely favored the forward section.  Obviously, when the Dragon hit the water, it hit it fast and hard…

K’Taul moved to one of the containers and tried to examine it…but much of the surface had been eroded, or at least, the details were.  He couldn’t tell if it was something their Dragon’s cargo bay currently contained or not…

He looked back over to find Admiral Perkins already at the panel attaching a remote power unit.

Making sure his gravity boots were on so that he wouldn’t slide down at an uncontrolled rate, he made his way to her just as she placed it on and activated it.

Immediately, the panel came to life, and displayed what it usually displayed.

“Well, the main computer appears slightly damaged…but operational,” Admiral Perkins reported.  “I’m trying to bring emergency generators online…”
“Remember to make sure life support doesn’t come on as soon as emergency power does…we don’t want to depressurize the whole ship right away, that could cause structural integrity to completely fail.”

“Yeah…hey!”  She suddenly looked at him…and he swore that the little ‘lamp’ that was at the front and top of her helmet was actually a light bulb.  “Why don’t we just establish a structural integrity field instead of life support!”

“Actually,” he suggested, “that’s a good idea, but we might as well see if we can restore both with emergency power.  After all, it is meant to power multiple systems in an emergency.”

She nodded and turned back to the console.  “True enough…”
For several minutes, she worked at the console, trying to get around broken computer relays as well as power relays…but after a while, she finally smiled.  The lights of the cargo bay suddenly sprang to life, lighting the whole bay up for all to see.

“Life support and structural integrity restored,” she stated triumphantly.  “All decks are pressurizing to standard atmospheric pressure…”  And with a smile, she removed her helmet.  “Oxygen restored to this compartment!”

Chris hated being left in the dark.  That’s why he missed being a Captain so much, he always knew what was going on with his crew…or at least, most of the time he did.  There had been no word from the Meridian yet, and he was becoming very anxious.

His anxiety wasn’t helped when an alarm on Vendar’s panel went off…he most likely visibly jumped!

“Commander, sensors are showing some…odd tachyon and chronoton surges in Earth’s atmosphere!” she said.

He looked back to her station with a frown…remembering the days when her station was next to the helm and he didn’t have to crane his neck around to talk to her.  “Location?”

She frowned at the readings for a moment.  “Western Hemisphere…North American continent…seems like they’re localized somewhere close to the Rocky Mountains.”

“What sort of surges are they?” he asked while standing up, curiosity killing him.

“Of the severe kind!” she stated.  Another alarm suddenly caught her attention.  “Sensors are now showing an anomaly…and some sort of a craft just came out of it!  It’s caught in the gravity well of the anomaly, though…” She looked at him in horror.  “It’s being torn apart!”

“Beam any life signs out!” he stated in alarm, moving back around the railing to her console.

She shook her head.  “I can’t, there’s a lot of tachyon particles coming from the anomaly.”  She looked at him.  “We have to get closer…and I mean a lot closer!”

His mind immediately told him what she meant as well as the answer.  He quickly moved back to the front of the bridge.  “Vendar, transfer the coordinates to helm.  All hands condition blue, prepare for planetary re-entry!”

He didn’t move to the command chair as many no doubt expected…instead, he did what he hadn’t done in a long time.  “I’ll take us in, Ensign,” he said, nudging the helmsman out of the chair and quickly taking her place.

The coordinates were already there; all he did was set a course and kicked the ship up to full impulse for a moment.

“Vendar, transfer emergency power to the confinement beams, try to narrow it…”  He looked back at her for a moment.  “We need to get that person or persons out of there as far away as possible.  Let me know the moment you have them.”

“Aye, sir.”

He looked back to the helm and saw that he had done so just in time.  He turned the ship hard to the side and decreased power to the impulse engines…but not by much.

On the view screen, he could see the familiar white-blue of a temporal anomaly…a color they seemed to often ‘favor’.  What bothered him most was how close they were getting…and how fast they were getting that close.

“In range in five seconds!” Vendar stated.  The ship started to shudder suddenly as the Dragon quickly entered gravimetric turbulence.  “Three…two…one…transport in progress!”

“Engaging lateral thrusters!” Chris shouted above a roar he hadn’t even noticed was there until now.

That’s when he realized that it was too little, too late…because that’s when the ship lurched hard.  On the view screen, the anomaly was suddenly in the center again…and it didn’t take them long to pass right through it…

The cargo bay door finally opened at their command, signaling that the entire ship was finally clear with full life support.  K’Taul lead the way in, knowing his ship better than the Admiral did…even though he’d been in command of it for less than a month still.

Much of the bulkheads were eroded…but they were strong enough to where they were still there.  The carpet was gone, however, leaving a metal deck that his uniform boots clanked loudly on.  The tilt of the ship didn’t bother him now, with the structural integrity field online, they were able to safely turn on artificial gravity…although there were a few decks that it wasn’t even functional on.  As a result, they had taken off their environmental suites and wore their simple uniforms.

“Do you think the turbolifts work?” Admiral Perkins asked.

“Worth a try,” he replied, shrugging easily.  He quickly led the way towards the nearest one, and within moments, they were in front of it.

To their dismay, it still wasn’t functional, which meant a rather lengthy climb ahead of them…unless…

“I don’t know about you, but I want to find out what happened…and I want to know it now,” he stated impatiently.  K’Taul quickly tapped his comm. badge.  “K’Taul to Meridian.”

“Go ahead, Captain,” James immediately replied.

“We need a sight to sight transport from here to the bridge,” he ordered.

“Aye, sir…when ever you’re ready.”
“Energize.”

The familiar tingling sensation and bright light engulfed his senses…and a moment later, he was on an all too familiar bridge.

K’Taul looked around in slight awe…the bridge was an absolute mess!  It wasn’t because of erosion, either…it was clearly damage from energy surges.  That could mean any number of things…combat, energy surges outside the ship.

Wanting to know just what had happened, he moved to the command chair and sat down.  K’Taul noted that his panel was already up, so he simply pushed in his command codes.

Immediately, he brought sensor records up and had the computer search for any temporal anomalies that were encountered.  The latest one, according to sensors, was right before the ship crashed…  That must have somehow caused the crash…
The next one…the time he saw made his heart leap into his throat.

He quickly tapped his comm. badge and said in an alarmed voice, “Captain K’Taul to Dragon, come in!”

There was no reply…

“Trikal to K’Taul,” James suddenly replied.  “I just received word…that the Dragon disappeared into a temporal anomaly…she’s gone, sir.”

They were too little…too late…

“Impulse engines are offline!” Chris shouted as the view screen suddenly reactivated.  They had passed right through the anomaly…and ahead, he still saw Earth.  That meant that the anomaly wasn’t spatially based…instead it was somehow anchored to Earth, and it was with Earth in whatever time period this was.

“Main power is also failing!” Vendar shouted across the shaking bridge.

He didn’t have much he could do right now, he’d have to find a place to land before the main thrusters went offline…  “Vendar…find out when we are!”

“Already on it!” she responded quickly.

He didn’t know when they were…but that didn’t matter much, he still would have to put the ship in a low and out of the way place.  He smiled as he thought I always wanted to park a ship in a canyon…
His sensors quickly found him one, four degrees to starboard.  He quickly altered course and began to slowly pull the ship up and slow it down.

The clouds were very dense ahead of them…but he knew the ship would be able to take a little lightning.

They entered the clouds in less than a minute, where they found a lot of turbulence.  The crew couldn’t feel it due to inertial dampers, but he felt it as he tried to keep the ship on course.

Finally, they were through and were flying through the rain.  Below they could all see rolling hills…and soon they left the rain and even the clouds.  Within minutes, they were approaching a mountain range.  The Rockies?  They don’t look right…
“Commander,” Vendar started, awe in her voice.  “I…I’ve analyzed chronometric particles in the area…” He looked back at her for a moment to see a shocked look on her face.  “Although I can’t get an exact estimation, I’d say we’re back around the time when humanity was still very primitive.  Probably around the time that cliff dwellings were built, maybe even just before then.”

Chris never paid much attention to the section of his history class that dealt with this time period.  He was, however, fairly certain that there weren’t any humanoids living on this continent yet.  He seemed to remember being told that Natives hadn’t crossed over the land bridge yet into this area…but even his history class could be wrong.

Landing in a valley would mean they wouldn’t be seen from a distance if they were stranded here for a long, long while…so they would have time to do what ever they needed to hide the Dragon.

To his dismay, the thrusters started to slowly lose power.  He quickly increased to compensate…but soon enough he knew he wouldn’t be able to compensate.

Relief washed over him as they passed over the canyon.  He stopped the ship, rotated it twenty degrees to port…then extended the landing ‘legs’ as he called them.

He didn’t even input the command to start dropping, the thrusters simply started to lose power…and he had the controls as high as they could go.  Slowly the ship lowered into the canyon…but its velocity was increasing.

“All hands, brace for landing!” he stated quickly.

He didn’t give them much time…suddenly, the thrusters gave out completely, causing the ship to go into a free fall for about fifteen meters.  It wasn’t much, but it was enough to cause an unnerving jolt.

“Main thrusters have lost power,” Vendar reported the obvious, her voice shaken.

Chris stood up and sighed, staring at the canyon walls…  The Dragon had barely fit into the canyon…in fact, he might have even scraped the starboard nacelle a little…

“Secure all stations,” he ordered, moving back to the command chair.  “Let’s try to conserve what power we have left.  Match our structural integrity field with the planet’s atmosphere and disengage life support.  Open all outer hatched…and let’s get some air flowing through here.”

“Aye, sir,” Vendar replied, quickly keying in commands.

“Harriman to engineering, what’s going on with our power supplies?”

“I’m not exactly sure,” Lieutenant Commander Jurand Sall’s voice replied.  “We just started losing power for no apparent reason…sensors aren’t detecting anything that would do it.  I’m going to have to go through all of the pieces of the warp core with tricorders and the like to find the problem…”
“How long will that take?” Chris asked, fearing the worst.

“I’m not sure…I’ll have to go through the warp reactor, injectors, storage tanks…the injectors alone will probably take me an hour just to go through each!”

“Keep me advised on any progress,” he stated.  “For now, the rest of us will start on repairs…Harriman out.”

He sighed and clenched his fists, frustration hitting him.  He looked at Vendar, who shrugged innocently, then spun around and sat down in the command chair.  This was going to be a long day…

She was beautiful, whoever she was.  Chris leaned over her bio bed to get a better look at the face…and noted that it wasn’t familiar in the least.

He leaned back and looked to Commander Kara Trieal, who was tapping in commands on the bio bed control system.  “What’s her status?”

Kara narrowed her eyes for a moment in response.  “She has some internal bleeding, broken bones…or should I say had.  I’ve already repaired most of the damage to her body.  I don’t know if I should revive her just yet.”

He nodded and looked at her again.  “She’s human?”

She nodded.  “Yep, uh huh.  I ran her DNA through the computer, no recognition.  Now I’m just running her face through to see if she is from any past records…but she could easily be from the future.”

He shook his head.  “No, she’s from the past.  A few years after the first Enterprise was launched.  The craft she was in didn’t even have a Warp Five engine, but it did match with a ship from that era.”

Kara looked at him and frowned.  “Warp Five engine?  I thought a Constitution class could go to warp seven.”

He frowned at her, then realized what she meant.  “Well, aren’t we rusty on history.  I’m talking about the first Starfleet starship, not even a USS attached to it.  Enterprise, NX-01.”

She frowned, then realization coursed over her face.  “Ah, yes, I seem to remember reading about that now.”

He took one last look at the beautiful face, then turned around and headed for the exit.  “Keep her sedated for now, we’ll figure out what to do with her later.”

“Aye, sir.”

Vendar let herself basically fall into the couch of the Mess Hall, her mind exhausted.  She didn’t even look at the data PADD she held in her hand…  She pulled her legs in under her and leaned back, wishing above all that the couch had a higher back.  Her couch in her quarters did…but if she went there, she knew she’d probably fall asleep.

For the past two hours she had reviewed all sensor data taken from the anomaly as well as the sensor data Kalia had sent her.  Kalia hadn’t finished her scans yet, but so far it didn’t look like the problem was in the warp system at all…

Ok she thought to herself.  You can do this…just concentrate!
Lately, that hadn’t been much of a problem for her.  Thanks to people’s efforts at Starfleet medical, she was feeling fine…

She sighed quietly before she finally lifted her head back up…and brought herself to look at the data PADD.

OK…what’s odd about this temporal anomaly…what makes it different from all of the others?

She shook her head slowly, realizing that almost every temporal anomaly was different.  So let’s identify those differences and see if they could be the cause.  Tachyon emissions were in bursts, not the standard emissions we usually see that are constant or fluctuating.
She thought further about that fact.  Never had Starfleet recorded tachyon emissions as bursts coming from an anomaly…so what did this mean about the anomaly?  Was it unstable for some reason?  Most temporal anomalies are, in one fashion or another…
Was that the answer?  Just how was this anomaly unstable?  Well…let’s look at some of its other properties.
The size wasn’t that large at all…in fact, it was one of the smaller ones that was ever recorded.  The one in the Kalium galaxy was absolutely huge, no correlation there.  The temporal vortex created by the Borg was very stable…the only time it created bursts of tachyon emissions instead of a stream was when it was being created, so that was to be expected.

It wasn’t a rift, either…or at least, not like the one the Enterprise D had once catalogued.  Rifts were like wormholes…they had a certain ‘opening’ where ships would have to pass through…trying to enter it from any other direction could have…who knows what kinds of consequences.

Another unique aspect was that the anomaly wasn’t spatially based…it was locally based somehow.  In both times, it was in the same location in the upper atmosphere of Earth…  So what did that mean?

That’s when it hit her…was it possible there was some sort of spatial variance that the anomaly caused?  Something even focused scans couldn’t detect?

She stood up slowly, her mind racing with that possibility.  Not just spatial, but temporal as well…  It had never been a problem with anomalies before…but considering the fact that the anomaly caused bursts instead of a stream of tachyon particles, it was very possible…

She quickly moved towards the exit, tapping her comm. badge.  “Perkins to Sall…I might have a solution in the works here!”

There he is! Tom thought, finally seeing where Chris was.  He smiled as he moved with quick strides in the direction.

Then he realized just what Chris was doing.  He was sitting on the edge of the cliff, facing the Dragon in the valley below…and he appeared to be meditating!

His steps slowed…he didn’t want to disturb him…but he had to tell him the news!

When he was about five meters away, he stopped and stared at him for a moment.  He seemed at peace there…with the valley and graceful ship giving him a beautiful panoramic view.

Chris turned around quickly, startled…then relieved to see it was only him.  “Hey, Tom,” he said quietly, blinking hard.  He smiled easily and pushed himself off of the stone ground.  “What’s up?”

This was a side of him Tom hadn’t seen very often since their days aboard the Enterprise.  He was at ease…something he usually wasn’t during a crisis.

Tom caught himself and shook his head.  “Sorry,” he said, smiling.  “Ummm…Vendar discovered a way to restore power.  Apparently there’s a spatial and temporal differential caused when we went through the anomaly.  We can compensate…but the problem is, we can’t fully compensate.”

Chris frowned questioningly.  “What do you mean?”

“We can’t restore full power…but just enough to get us back up to the anomaly.”  He chose his words carefully.  “That is…if we are lucky.  We might have enough power to get back up to the anomaly.  If we don’t, and we get too close to the anomaly, there’s a possibility that the differential could change…and we’d instantly lose power again, sending us crashing completely out of control towards Earth.”

Chris half smiled.  “Damn, you sure are good at giving too many bad details.”

Tom let out a light laugh.  “Well, then, to make things seem better, if we have enough power, we’ll get home, spend a week in dry dock, and be in space again!”

“Oh, well, that makes things different.”  He grinned easily, then tapped his comm. badge.  “Harriman to Dragon, beam Commander Halkrat and myself directly to the bridge.”

Minutes later, he was in the first officer’s chair next to Chris, his console showing him that they were already set for lift off.

This is it, he thought, trepidation overtaking his thoughts.  Please, please let us live through this!
He keyed in a few commands…then looked over to Chris, who nodded to him.

“All hands, this is the Captain.”  He paused.  “Go to condition blue…prepare for lift off.”

Yet again, several bulkhead panels on the bridge turned a blue color, giving the bridge an even darker, ominous tone.

“Main power is as high as it’ll go,” Vendar stated from her station in the back.  “I can’t guarantee that we’ll make it…but we have a good chance.”

Chris stood up and quickly moved to the helm, relieving the ensign yet again.  He keyed in a few commands…then turned around to look at Tom as well as Vendar behind him.

Tom nodded his encouragement to him…and he smiled and nodded back.  He swiveled back around, then stated, “Engaging lateral thrusters…”

The ship started to shudder for a moment, enhancing Tom’s anxiety.  For a moment, he wondered if they would lift off.  The ship’s shuddering increased…but a moment later, they finally began to lift off.

The valley started to ‘fall’ from his view, and within moments, they were above the hills and cliffs.

The ship quickly started gaining forward momentum, Chris seeming to decide immediately that momentum would be the best way to get there, not sheer strength.  They soared over the open hills and formations, seemingly unstoppable.

With a grace only precision could make, the ship banked to port, and after a large, close to one-eighty degree turn, they leveled out…and started to climb.  Ahead, through the light cirrus overcast, Tom could see the anomaly.  It blended in quite well with the sky, being blue…but because of bursts of white energy, it set itself apart through movement alone.

“Impulse engines are at maximum power,” Chris said.  “I don’t know if we have enough momentum or not.”

“Power is too erratic to tell,” Vendar added.  “I won’t know till we actually get to the anomaly.”

“Five minutes until we reach the anomaly,” Chris reported.  “I hope…”

Tom noted on his console that power was fluctuating the closer they got to the anomaly…but it was so minor that he wouldn’t have noticed it had it not been for the computer.  Most of the power reserves were being routed through the impulse engines…but that very well might not be enough.

He looked up from his console to see they were already passing by the cirrus clouds, their crystallized moisture no match against the Dragon’s deflector field.  The sky was quickly turning a darker blue as they had already left the lower atmosphere.  There were fewer and fewer particles of air to resist them…but momentum alone was the only thing keeping them going, and the power fluctuations were getting worse.

He noted that, as expected, impulse power was now below the amount it would need to break Earth’s gravity well…even if only by a little bit.  It was expected…and it was at the time they thought it would happen…which meant they were still unsure as to whether or not they would make it.

The ship started to slow drastically as fluctuations in main power started to increase seemingly exponentially.  That was happening far too soon…

He looked up, and was shocked to see just how close they had come to the anomaly…but knew that it was too late.

Suddenly, the ship jolted hard, sending him out of his seat for a moment, and causing him to land back in it hard.  That was not where it ended, either.  The ship bucked and heaved in all directions.

The lights suddenly dimmed dramatically as his console started to blink on and off.  Everything on the bridge was blinking on and off, everything but the view screen, which displayed the horror in every detail.  The anomaly could be seen as a bright blue blur while stars streaked by…and dominating much of the picture was the Earth’s ocean.

“Main power is offline!” Vendar reported, her voice strained as she tried to hold onto her console.  “Auxiliary power is already failing!”

The bucking and heaving let up, leaving behind only shuddering.  “I’ve lost all power to the thrusters!” Chris said.

That’s when Tom looked up again from his console, getting nothing from it.  The view screen was still somehow active, as were visual sensors…giving him a horrific view of their fate.  They had just passed through a layer of clouds…and were screaming straight towards the ocean.

He started to stand up slowly from his chair as the bridge took on a silence like never before…but that silence was short lived, for they were going past the sound barrier…and those clouds were low.

He suddenly flew forward towards the view screen at an incomprehensible speed…and a moment later, darkness…

K’Taul was looking frantically over the data, realizing that his ship might already be on its way to its grave…

The ship took off…gained momentum…pulled up and attempted to reach the anomaly again.  The spatial and temporal shielding couldn’t compensate at that close range, and the ship drastically lost power.  Then main power went offline…and right before the ship plowed into the ocean, auxiliary power went offline, as did all sensors.

Apparently, the Admiral had also just read over the data in the XO’s chair.  “So what can we do to prevent this from happening again?”

K’Taul frowned, accenting his cranial ridges to a new degree.  Obviously, the only two ships he knew of with equipment capable of handling time…were the Paris and…

Wait a minute…

“What ship is equipped with special sensors and capable of special shielding to handle temporal anomalies…and capable of planetary reentry and leaving again after words?”

He looked at the Admiral, who furrowed her brow for a moment…then took on a stunned look.

“Voyager!” they exclaimed at the same time.

Seven of Nine was still reading over the data collected from the ruined Dragon’s database.  Her eyes moved slowly back and forth, taking it all in.

Voyager’s ready room was just like the Dragon’s, with some minor differences…specifically in furniture coloring.

Both K’Taul and James were sitting on Captain Janeway’s couch while Janeway sat in her chair.  Seven, on the other hand, remained standing in front of Janeway’s desk.

“I see one flaw in their shielding system,” she suddenly stated, breaking K’Taul out of his thoughts and observations.  She looked over to Janeway and finished, “they do not have sensors capable of telling them precisely what they should set their shields to.”

Janeway nodded.  “Where as with Voyager’s Borg-enhanced sensors, we would know precisely how to modulate our shields, allowing us to retain full power.”

Seven, her head tilted to the side, nodded.  “Precisely.”

Janeway grinned a little and looked over to K’Taul.  “Well, Captain, I think you chose the right ship.”

K’Taul nodded.  “I figured as much.”

She looked down at her desktop computer, then back up.  “You’ve already cleared our departure with Admiral Perkins?”

He nodded again.  “I have.  However, we must move quickly.  The anomaly is showing signs of collapse.”

Janeway’s eyebrows went up when she heard that.  She jumped up onto her feet and started moving towards the exit.  “Then we better get going.”

K’Taul and James also stood up and followed both Janeway and Seven out.  He noted as they entered the bridge just how empty it was.

“We don’t have a lot of crew on board,” Janeway said.  “Most are still on shore leave or haven’t arrived yet.”

She sat down in the command chair as K’Taul sat down next to her in the first officer’s chair.  “Then perhaps you would like Lieutenant Trikal to pilot the ship?”

She nodded to the helm and said, “Be my guest.  I’m not so sure Tom will be coming back…”

James quickly moved to the helm and started keying in commands, getting the ship ready.

“Harry,” she said, looking back to the ops station.  “Get us cleared for departure.  Release umbilical and docking clamps.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied.

She looked back to her own console and started keying in a few commands.  “Lieutenant, as soon as we’re clear, engage thrusters and take us out.”

“Aye, Captain,” James replied.  “Engaging thrusters now.”

“Engineering.”

“Go ahead, Captain,” a cool, calculating voice that could only be a Vulcan’s replied.

“We’re going to need full impulse power here,” she said.  “We need to get to Earth as fast as possible.”

“Understood.  Impulse generators are online and functioning normally.”

“We’ve cleared dry dock,” James reported.

“Get us clear of Utopia and set course for Earth.”

“Setting a course.”

Chris noted that, as expected, impulse power was now below the amount it would need to be to break Earth’s gravity well…even if only by a little bit.  It was expected…and it was at the time they thought it would happen…which meant they were still unsure as to whether or not they would make it.

The ship started to slow drastically as fluctuations in main power started to increase seemingly exponentially.  That was happening far too soon…

He looked up, and was shocked to see just how close they had come to the anomaly…but knew that it was too late.

“Chris, the anomaly is fluctuating!” Vendar stated.  “I think something’s coming through!”

Suddenly, something did come through.  Specifically, an Intrepid class starship flew out of the anomaly, screaming towards the Dragon.  Who ever the pilot was, he or she was good.  He had maybe two seconds to move the vessel out of the way, but he or she did.

Before he had a chance to check his sensors, the Dragon suddenly lurched hard, nearly throwing him from his chair.

“It’s Voyager!” Vendar shouted above a droning sound of some sort.  “They’ve locked onto us with tractor beams!”

“Bridge, this is engineering!  We’re losing main power!”

“We don’t have enough power to maintain the tractor beam!” Harry said.

“Reroute all available power to the tractor beams and the engines,” Janeway ordered, never taking her eyes off of her console.

“I don’t think it’ll be enough!  They’re just too heavy and we’re too close to Earth!”

She shook her head, frustration hitting her.  Come on, Kathryn, pull it together!  She opened a channel to the Dragon herself, which came up on screen.

On the Dragon’s bridge, she could see that there was no one at the command chair; instead, Chris was sitting at the helm, shocked to see Janeway’s face.

“Commander, we need you to help us out.  Use whatever power you have left and activate your lateral thrusters.  Try to help in the direction of the tractor beams.”

He nodded his head and already moved to key in the commands.  “Understood.”

The ship lurched suddenly for a moment, pushing K’Taul down further into his seat.

James looked around, as if stunned to see the ship in one piece.  “Well, that certainly helped!”

“Strain on the tractor emitters has decreased,” Harry added.  “We’re gaining altitude.”

K’Taul sighed and slumped back into his chair.  They had done it!  They had saved the Dragon…  It certainly would have looked bad to lose my first command already…
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With the help of Captain Janeway and her crew, we pulled out of this alive.  I must say, though, that it is quite unnerving…sitting in the Meridian, staring at the Dragon as it erodes away on the bottom of the ocean floor.  Just thinking about it…had Captain K’Taul and Voyager not helped, we would have crashed to the ocean below…

No one knows what they are going to do with the ruined Dragon.  I’ve heard rumors that they are going to take out everything they need to and let the hull erode the rest of the way, as it basically it useless now.  It’s somewhat difficult to see that in my mind: the great USS Dragon…reduced to billions of particles…basically reduced to nothing.

As for the person we rescued, we were relieved of her by Starfleet and I’m told that she’s been revived and brought up to speed.  In all honesty, I’m curious as to how she’s going to live her life in this century.  Where she comes from, warp five was something new and exciting, and ships didn’t use binary coding as its primary console language…

Chris sat down in the couch and stared out at Earth.  The lounge in the Starbase was very luxurious, making him wish he were aboard the Dragon class again…  The lounge had been this spectacular…and if this were the Dragon class…he would truly be at home.

He missed his ship.  It had carried them all through so much…and in the end, he felt like they had somehow betrayed it by abandoning it…

“Commander Harriman?” a soft, quiet voice asked, breaking him out of his memories.

He looked over to see who had called his name to find a familiar Bajoran.  Her brunette hair and slender face told it all.  “Ensign Celes, correct?” he asked, standing up.

She nodded her head ever so slightly as she tried to avoid his look.  “Yes…Tal Celes, sir.  I’ve been assigned to the Dragon.”

He nodded his head.  “I know, I’m the one who requested you be brought on to the team.”

She frowned and looked into his eyes for the first time.  “But why?”

He motioned to the couch and then sat down, Tal slowly following him.  She felt the cushion of the couch, as if she needed assurance that it was there, then finally let herself relax…somewhat.

“I would have thought that…well, because of your experience on the Dragon and in another galaxy, you would expect a better person to work in astrometrics.”

He shrugged a shoulder.  “Well, we already have plenty of ‘the best’ working here from my original crew.”

He looked around to make sure no one was in earshot, then leaned over to her.  “And in all honesty,” he said, “I wanted someone who actually has a personality in astrometrics.”

She looked at him curiously, then smiled and looked down at the deck.  “Well, I don’t know if my personality will be worth the errors in data.”

He shrugged easily again.  “Not from what I’ve heard.”  He then frowned curiously.  “A question, though: even though Voyager will be launching again within a month, you decided to accept a position on the Dragon.  How come you didn’t stay with Captain Janeway?”

She looked down at the deck again for a moment, then looked back up at him.  “She said I should go with the Dragon…because I might have an easier time there.”

He frowned.  “Easier time with what?”

She shrugged.  “Everything.  People, learning how to interpret data.”

He narrowed an eye at her as he considered that possibility, then raised his eyebrows.  “Well, I don’t know if she’s right or not…but I guess we’ll both find out.”

She smiled and nodded her head.  “All right, then.”

When she broke eye contact with him again, he looked out at Earth.  He noticed that the Starbase was rotating, giving him only a view of half of Earth as well as the moon.

He sighed and shook his head, standing up and stretching hard.  When he looked at his chronometer, he saw that it was past twenty three hundred hours.

His eyes widened when he saw that.  He looked down at Tal.  “Well, I think I’m going to get some sleep.  I’ll see you in probably a week, Ensign.”

She nodded sharply.  “Commander.”

He smiled, then started walking.  Well, he thought.  Vendar has already befriended her and she seems to have an easy time getting along with me.  It looks more and more like Janeway was right…maybe we can help her.
He shrugged the thoughts away as he passed through the double doors into the corridor beyond.  Right now he didn’t care too much.  What he cared about was that warm, soft bed in his temporary quarters…

Sleeeeeeeep……

