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Captain K’Taul stood up as the three Romulan Ambassadors entered Colonel Kira Nerys’s office on Deep Space Nine, as did both Kira and Commander Chris Harriman.  Followed closely by the Romulan ambassadors were two Federation ambassadors, one Vulcan, the other looked human, though very well could have been a telepath.

“I demand to have this settled once and for all, right here, right now!” one of the Romulans spat out immediately, waving her arms around wildly.  “We have waited for a  month now!”

Kira raised her hands up parallel to the desk, then eased them downward, a motion she must have picked up from humans.  “Easy, Ambassador,” she said quietly.  “We’re as anxious to finish this as you are.”

K’Taul never was good with diplomacy, not when it involved Romulans…but he decided he might as well try.  “I apologize for delaying you in this matter,” he said in the most diplomatic tone he could manage.  “My ship has been rather occupied since the incident that occurred.”

The Romulan who had started ranting before seemed to glare at K’Taul, as if his apology were an insult more than anything else.

“Come, be at peace, Ambassador Rauss,” the Vulcan said, his tone of voice more soothing than Kira’s.  “The faster you calm down, the faster we can finish these proceedings.”

As the Vulcan and the other Federation ambassador sat down on the only other couch, the Romulans moved to their chairs and stood in front of them, seemingly daring anyone to try to tell them to sit down.

As Kira, K’Taul, and Chris all sat down, Kira said, “I’m sorry we don’t have any more comfortable chairs, my office was not made to entertain so many guests.”

“We prefer to stand,” another Romulan Ambassador said, his chin high with arrogance.

Kira shrugged easily and said, “Suit yourself.”

“All right, let’s get started,” the human ambassador said, her voice not nearly as easy going as every one else’s.  She motioned to Chris and K’Taul.  “We’ve read both of your logs, but we’d like to hear it straight from you.  What happened?”

K’Taul looked at Chris, who looked back, then nodded to him.  K’Taul knew he might do so, for only an objectified view would help them here.  Chris would likely go crazy describing how seven hundred lives were lost to the Romulans.

“Our first orders,” K’Taul began, looking at the Romulans, “when we first launched was to come here and receive orders.  Our orders were to accompany the USS Shauny to unexplored space to respond to a distress signal and investigate the disappearance of the USS Sovereign.  Upon receiving those orders, we set a course for the distress signal and followed the Shauny out of Federation space.”

“When did you encounter the Romulan Warbird?” the human ambassador asked.

“Almost four days after we left DS9,” K’Taul replied.  “About ten light years away from Lauss space.”

“Describe the battle.”

He nodded in annoyance, he was just getting to that point!  “The Warbird decloaked directly ahead of us,” he began.  “and fired at the Shauny.  We dropped out of warp and engaged the Warbird.  We soon discovered that its weapons were extremely powerful, more powerful than anything we’d ever encountered, and for a while, it looked as if the battle were lost.  However, my Operation’s officer soon discovered that their starboard nacelle was damaged, and the residual energy signature matched Federation weapons.

“We targeted that nacelle and fired everything we had at it.  However, the Shauny lost shields just after the Warbird lost its starboard shields, and the Warbird subsequently destroyed her.  We targeted the nacelle and fired torpedoes, but the power surge was more powerful than we thought it would be, and the Warbird exploded.”

He glared at the Romulans hard now, the obvious right in front of their faces.  “That Warbird was responsible for fourteen hundred deaths.”

“You can’t prove that it was our Warbird that destroyed your USS Sovereign,” Rauss stated bitterly.  “You can only prove that our Warbird was attacked by a Federation starship before its encounter with you!”

“Why else would our ship be missing and your ship damaged!?” K’Taul said, raising his voice.

“They probably lost a pitiful battle against your infamous Vrol!” she responded.

Edging out of his seat slightly, K’Taul shouted, “Or perhaps they encountered your Warbird and died in glorious battle!”

“Enough!”

Kira was on her feet now, glaring at both Rauss and K’Taul.  He glared right back at her…but her stare was harder than any he’d ever seen.

She was grinding her teeth when she sighed and shook her head.  “Look, we’re getting no where.”

She sat down and thought for a moment.  “All right, we have the information on the battle now.”  She looked at K’Taul, then at Rauss.  Both nodded in agreement, she was right on that count.  “We’ll take a break for now, let tension cool a little bit.  Reconvene after dinner, at nineteen hundred hours.”

Chris looked around at the promenade, something he’d only visited once or twice before.  Much had changed since the Dominion War…in fact, it appeared busier than he’d ever seen it!  Every shop he could see into was packed full, while the area outside of the shops, both levels, was teeming with alien life, conversations in so many different languages, making his ears hurt.

He started moving through the crowd, allowing him to finally figure out the range on his universal translator, which was quite distant.  As he concentrated on the language of an alien ahead, the alien’s language seemed to suddenly change from something alien to basic.

He shook his head and headed for Quark’s bar, the one place he always had to visit when he was on DS9.  It was odd to see just who he could find in there, sometimes he met old friends, sometimes old Commanding Officers.  He once even met Admiral Scott, who had been on a starship testing a new warp drive.

After a while of milling through the crowd, he finally made his way to it, only to find it unusually empty.  With all of those crowds out there, none of them were in here.

He slowly walked in, wondering what could keep all of these people out.  Only half of the tables were taken, which was very odd.  He looked around, but couldn’t find anything out of the ordinary.  It was empty…and quiet.

Chris moved to the bar and sat down, continuing to look around.

“Uh, looking for someone special, Commander?” an ever-familiar voice asked.

Chris turned his head to see Quark now standing in front of him, cleaning a glass with a white cloth.  He frowned and shook his head.  “No, I’m just wondering why your bar is so empty.”

Quark rolled his eyes and shook his head.  “A bunch of Bajorans came in here earlier, odd even for Bajorans.  They started to perform an odd ritual in the middle of my bar!”  He looked at the glass, seemed satisfied, and set it in front of Chris.  “When a few interrupted them, they turned hostile towards everyone.  Though security got them to leave finally, everyone’s afraid to come into my bar!”

I definitely remember that whining voice of his, Chris thought, trying to keep a smile from creasing his face.

“So any way, what can I get ya?”

Chris narrowed his eyes slightly.  “Do you still not serve tea in here?”

Quark shook his head and shrugged easily.  “Look, the way business is today, I wouldn’t care if you ordered water, so long as you had latinum to pay for it.”

Chris smiled and nodded.  “All right, I’ll have a cup of Earl Gray, hot.”  As Quark moved to comply, he added, “And, uh, charge it to my tab.”

Quark frowned at him.  “You know, you’ve yet to pay all your tabs, Commander…Harriman was it?”

He smiled and nodded.  “Have patience, Quark.  I’m a Starfleet officer, my word is my honor.”

Quark looked Chris up and down, seemed to raise his chin defiantly, then moved to get Chris’s order.

Chris spun his bar stool around to look around the bar, then noticed something he hadn’t expected.  Sitting by them selves in a corner of the bar was Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins and Ensign Tal Celes.

When Quark brought his mug of tea, Chris picked it up and moved towards them.  Suddenly, he caught something out of the corner of his eye.  He looked out of the bar into the Promenade…and saw them.

The two noticed that he saw them, so moved away and out of sight.  He stared after them, his heart suddenly beating fast, his mouth going dry.  I don’t believe it…it can’t be!
He noticed someone next to him, so turned to look.  “Chris?” Vendar asked, pure concern on her face.

“Mister Harriman, I’ve had enough trouble today without you causing a mess!” Quark complained, taking out a new rag and moving next to Chris.  Chris just now realized that he’d dropped his mug of tea to the deck, splattering its hot contents all over.

“Commander!” Tal said with equal concern.  They both seemed very worried, like his face was showing emotions he didn’t even know he felt.  All he knew was that he felt dead right now…like a phaser blast set on kill had just hit his chest.  His heart started to clench as the impact of it all hit him.

“Chris, what’s wrong?!” Vendar asked, her hand on his shoulder now.  “I’ve never seen you like this!”

He looked around the gritty bar, getting his bearings again.  “Umm…I’m sorry, Vendar…”  He shook his head and moved away from them, letting Vendar’s hand slide off of his shoulder.  He quickly moved out of the bar, pushing his way through the crowds of people, eliciting many cusses as he went.

I can’t believe they’re here…

Lieutenant Julian Bashir shook his head as he walked through the corridor, reading over a Data PADD while eating an apple.  He took a crunching bite from the fruit while continuing.

These people don’t give up, he thought.  For months after the Dominion War ended, Starfleet had tried to convince him to relocate Earth, where they believe his services would be better used.  They probably thought that he could come up with some medical wonder in their state-of-the-art laboratories.

That wasn’t something he cared about.  Usually he did care about others…but right now, he only cared about staying on this station, with the people he knew.  With Dax…

A sudden thumping sound on the deck ahead caught his attention.  He was coming up to a T-junction, so he guessed that it must have come from around the corner.  Frowning, he picked up the pace a little to get there faster.  Probably a drunkard from the Promenade fell down he guessed.

He came to the T-junction and looked to the right, saw nothing.  When he looked to the left, however, he saw a limp human on the deck, dark skinned.  He quickly moved to the man’s side, only to find him bald, and very familiar.

Julian’s jaw slowly dropped as he pushed the man off of his side and onto his back.  It was him!
“Bashir to transporter room, two to beam directly to sickbay!” he shouted, checking the man’s vital signs.  He had a stable heart beat.

The familiar sensation of transporter overtook him, and in a moment, he was in the medical bay, the limp body on the deck in front of him.  A nurse immediately rushed to his side, pulling out a tricorder…but then paused when he saw who the person was.

“Is that…”

“I don’t know!” Julian said, taking the man’s arm and pulling him up.  “We’ll have to confirm his identity.  Help me take him to a bio bed!”

As they both took an arm and hefted him up, Julian wondered what this might imply.

If Ben Sisko is back…what’s coming?

Vendar paused at the door to his quarters, not quite sure what to do.  Earlier, Chris had rushed out of Quark’s bar.  The look on his face had been almost indescribable.  It looked like great surprise, and even fear.  Two traits he did not often show together, let alone with such intensity.

Finally, she nodded to herself and pressed the door chime.  She stood there waiting for a moment, but when there was no reply, she pressed the button again.

“Come!” Chris said through the door.

She pressed the starfleet delta on the top of the door panel, causing the doors to swish open.  Vendar popped her head inside and looked around, finding Chris on his couch, facing the starboard side window.

He looked back at her, but did not smile as he usually did.  “Vendar.  Can I help you?”

She paused a moment, then walked the rest of the way into his quarters, letting the door close behind her.  “Yes.  You can talk to me.”

His face didn’t change, it simply kept its seemingly expressionless features.  He shook his head and looked back down at his communicator, which was on the coffee table in front of him.

Why is his communicator off?  She moved to the back of the couch and placed her hand on his shoulder.  He responded by taking in a big breath and letting it out as a sigh.

“You’re never going to believe who I saw on the station,” he said, his voice shaky, as if at any moment he would start crying.

She narrowed her eyes and frowned, moving around the couch to sit down next to him.  “From the looks of it, you saw a ghost.”

He shook his head slowly, his face never changing.  “No…close.  Rather…”  He clenched his eyes shut, a small tear forming.  “Rather a ghost’s parents.”

She frowned again, then felt her face go to surprise as she realized what he was talking about.  “My god.  You mean…you mean Sarah’s parent’s?”

He clenched his eyes harder, nodding once.  “Yeah…”

Her jaw fell, a sudden feeling of sadness gripping her heart.  She felt tears starting to form in her eyes as well as memories of Sarah flashing through her mind.  She hadn’t thought about her in a long time.

She put her arm around Chris and leaned against him, trying to let him know that she was there for him while, at the same time, she was crying.  For a few minutes, they sat there together, both weeping silent tears.

Vendar knew how Chris must have felt.  If she felt this way at knowing they were here, he had to have been hurting.  She remembered just how much they loved each other, how much he cried when she died.  She also recalled just how long he’d stayed in his quarters after her death.  Three months wasn’t it?  He never came out…

“I sent them a message,” he said, his voice scratchy, the words coming out in spurts as he tried to keep his breathing steady.  “After we got back, I told them what happened.  Every detail of her death, which wasn’t as difficult to do as I thought it would have been.  What made it difficult later…was that they never sent a reply.  I haven’t heard from them at all.”

She nodded, understanding now.  “And after such a long time of not even having thought about it, they suddenly appear and remind you all about it.”

He nodded his head twice in quick succession.  “Exactly.  I mean, I still think about it every day…but now that they’re here.”  He shook his head once.  “I remember every detail I put in that letter…and then I see it all in my head.  The shot that hit her, the wound…the life slipping from her eyes, as if I could see her spirit leaving her body, expanding…until she encompassed everything.”

She nodded once, understanding entirely.  Tears continued to slowly stream down her face, as they did his.  “What frightens me most is that I might not be able to face them.  Now that they are here, and there is an opportunity, I might not be able to do it.”  He slowly shook his head back and forth, his eyes distant, frightened.  She knew she was one of the few to ever see him like this.

She thought for a moment about how to help him, then thought of something obvious.  “You know, if you are as afraid as they are…”  She looked into his eyes, narrowing her own ever so slightly.  “Think about how they feel.”

He frowned slightly, moving his head back in surprise.  He sat there for a moment, staring into space.  Finally, he looked into her eyes, equally narrowing them.  “I never thought about it that way.”

She smiled and slowly nodded once.  “That’s what friends are for.”

Lieutenant Commander Thomas Halkrat frowned as he stared at the readings.  The console on the side of the bridge was slowly scrolling sensor data from the battle from the bottom of the screen to the top.

He looked over at Vendar and frowned, the look on her face somewhat blank, distracted.  “Either you are multitalented and can concentrate on more than one thing,” he began, “or something’s stopping you from concentrating on this.”

It was half a joke, half a critique.  They needed to concentrate on the data from this battle so that the Captain would have enough information to present a case to the Romulans.  She, however, simply looked at him with her blank look.

“Sir?”

Frowning slightly, he said, “You’re drifting, Commander.”

She frowned herself, then suddenly shook her head, closing her eyes for a moment.  “Uh, sorry.”

He narrowed his eyes to small slits, wondering what was bothering her…wishing he could find out.  “Normally, I’d ask what’s wrong, but we have a job that needs to be done.”

She nodded her head.  “I know, and…”  She glanced at the screen.  “There’s something to help.”

She keyed in a command, stopping the flow of information.  Tom looked at the screen, narrowed his eyes…then felt them go wide with surprise when he read the information.  I guess she is multitalented.

K’Taul placed the data PADD on Kira’s desk, the Romulans eyeing it with curiosity.  “It’s not a Federation weapon that had done the most damage to the nacelle,” he said, glaring down at the seated Romulan Ambassadors.  “It seems that they had an even more severe battle with another Romulan ship before it’s battle with the USS Sovereign.”

Rauss frowned hard, the heavy brow covering more of her eyes.  “A Romulan ship?”

K’Taul nodded, his face showing his anger.  “Yes, you attacked  your own ship for some reason, then had that ship attack Federation starships.”  He slowly moved back to the couch where Chris sat, noticing that his stare was distant.  Ignoring his absent mindedness, K’Taul spun around to look at the Romulans and continued with his only conjecture.  “You sent your own people to die so you could start a conflict with the Federation!”

Looking taken aback, Rauss quickly shook her head.  “That’s preposterous!  Why would we want to send our people to die just to start a conflict with our allies?”

K’Taul moved towards the Ambassador quickly, a remark about Romulans and their lack of honor on the tip of his tongue, but before he could, Kira raised her hand to stop him.  “Captain, she’s right,” she said, staring at the data PADD.  “That wouldn’t make sense, the Romulans are far more intelligent than that.”

A matter of opinion, K’Taul commented in his mind.

She presented the PADD to Rauss, who leaned forward for a moment to take it, then leaned back and started analyzing it.

Her eyes seemed to widen when she finished reading the information.  She let one of her colleagues read it, then she stood up, followed by the other two.  “Colonel Nerys, though we are anxious to resolve this…”  She hesitated for a moment, her mouth open with her request on the tip of her tongue.  “I would like to ask for one last recess.

Kira frowned at the request, as did K’Taul.  When this had begun, they had been screaming about how long it had taken this to even start, now they were asking for another postponement.

“What is the purpose of this?” she asked.

Rauss looked to her colleagues, then back at Kira.  “We wish to consult with our superiors on some of the sensor data collected.  I have a theory about it, but I’d like to confirm it before I say anything about it.”

Kira hesitated for one last moment, then finally nodded her head.  “All right, you can send one secure transmission from DS9 or as many as you like from your ship.  We’ll reconvene at your convenience.”

She bowed slightly in thanks, then lead the other two Ambassadors out, the security detail outside of her office following.

Kira looked at the Federation ambassadors and then at Chris and K’Taul.  “I know none of you probably agreed with my decision to let them, but if they have an explanation, I’d rather have a clear one rather than one of only speculation.”

K’Taul nodded his head, noticing the Ambassadors do the same out of the corner of his eye.

“Again, we’ll reconvene at their discretion.”  She stood up and nodded her head at them all.  “Until then, we are in recess.”

Chris had basically zoned out the entire session, catching only the last part about the Romulans wanting to talk to their superiors.  He stood up to follow K’Taul out, his mind still wandering.

Knowing Romulans, they would be a while…perhaps now would be the best time to talk to Sarah’s parents.  Then again, he had no idea, Romulans did like to stall for time, but they also could be unpredictable.

When they left Kira’s office, he suddenly stopped as a group of individuals just outside caught his attention, all Bajorans.  That wasn’t what really caught his attention, it was the fact that he knew all of them, one in particular.

“Kailar!”  He almost couldn’t believe it!  Kailar Nerissay and the major representatives of the Bajorans the Dragon had rescued from the Kalium Galaxy, all of them here.

“Captain Harriman!” he said with equal surprise.

Chris shook his head and pointed to his rank pips.  “You must not have heard, but I was demoted to Commander.”

A look of sympathy crossed Kailar’s face, his soft, intelligent eyes communicating even more than that.  “I do apologize if we had any cause.”

Chris smiled and shook his head, wondering what part of the past would show up next.  “What brings you to DS9?”

Kailar seemed surprised at the question, frowning deeply as if Chris should have known the answer.  “Why, searching for answers, of course.”

Chris frowned, then realized what he meant.  The Prophets has deposited a small group of Bajorans in the Kalium galaxy long ago, but their reasons had not been explained all that well.  So now they were here, at the wormhole, searching for answers.

“Commander, I was wondering…”  He hesitated, his next request seemingly difficult to ask.  “I’m still not very familiar with Starfleet and its protocols.  We’ve been summoned to the station commander’s office, and I was wondering if you might accompany us.”

Chris was surprised at the request, but then considered it for a moment.  He looked to K’Taul, who was waiting for Chris on the lift.  He simply nodded to Chris and pressed the command to begin the lift’s decent into the station.

Smiling, Chris looked to Kailar.  “All right.”

A security officer, who had entered Kira’s office earlier, came out and motioned to the group of Bajorans.  “All right, you can go in now.”

Chris immediately moved ahead of them before they could start moving, going straight to her office again.  He popped his head inside, catching her off guard.

“Commander?”

Giving an innocent look to her curious one, he said, “Hi.  The Bajorans you are about to interview asked me to accompany them.  Is it all right with you?”

She seemed surprised, but then nodded.  “Very well.  I take it you know them personally?”

Chris also nodded as he stepped inside, the Bajorans quickly following him.

“Yes, these…are the Bajorans from the Kalium galaxy.”

Once again, surprise crossed her face, but then it turned into understanding.

As half of them filed into a line next to Chris and the other half behind them, Chris suddenly wondered if these were the Bajoran’s Quark had mentioned.  I don’t know why I thought of that, he thought.  These aren’t the people to cause trouble.
“So,” Kira said, bringing her hands together and interlacing her fingers.  “Why were you causing trouble in Quark’s bar?”

An eye brow went up in surprise.  They were the ones?!

“I do so apologize for our behavior,” Kailar said, bowing his head slightly.  “It is generally not our way to be violent.”

Kira frowned questioningly.  “It’s nothing new to me, you’re Bajorans.”

Kailar shook his head slightly.  “Partially, you would be correct, but we were taken away from the Bajoran gene pool long ago and have evolved independently.  We do not generally succumb to violence.”

Kira eyed them curiously, skepticism ever-present upon her face.  “Right.  You still haven’t answered my first question.”

Kailar frowned, Chris seeing in his eyes that it wasn’t an angry frown or a confused frown, rather that he was trying to determine how to explain.  He remembered that it wasn’t often that Kailar didn’t know how to articulate emotions or motives behind actions.

“Since our return to this galaxy,” Kailar began, “we’ve been searching for answers from the Prophets.  Our search brought us here, to the worm hole and your station.”  Kailar paused, probably taking the time to choose his words carefully.  “Our kind has evolved a sense of what you might consider the super natural.  We can feel the presence of beings that are far more evolved than we are, including the Prophets.  Unfortunately, they are not providing us answers, only riddles to follow.”

“Riddles that led you here to the station,” Chris added for him.

“Correct.  When we were having a meal on your promenade, we all felt a sudden surge of energy from the Prophets, one which somehow shocked our systems.”  He sighed.  “I’m afraid that is why we became violent.”

Kira’s eyes didn’t necessarily show surprise, but instead showed concern.  “I see.  Well, I think I might have an explanation as to what the surge was that you felt…”  As she stood up, she said, “Mister Nerissary, please follow me.  I’m afraid your friends will have to remain here until I show you what it is I mean.”

Kailar stepped forward a step, hope edging into his eyes.  “Of course, any thing to help us understand our riddles.”

Curious, Chris also stepped forward.  “I’d like to accompany you two.”

Kira paused as she was walking around her desk and eyed Chris.  After a moment, she nodded.  “All right, you can come too.”

“All right, this doesn’t go past this medical bay,” Kira said, her eyes piercing into both of them.  “The only exception is your small group of Bajorans.”

Kailar nodded his compliance.  “Of course, Colonel.”

She then looked to Chris to make sure he understood the order.  He shrugged.  “As ordered, I’m a Starfleet officer.”

Kira eyed him curiously.  “That didn’t stop you when you were a cadet.”

Chris felt surprise over come his face as his stuttered for a moment.  “I…Does everyone in all of the Federation know about that?”

She let herself grin a little, then turned around and pressed the command into the pad by the door.  It immediately opened to show a closed off section of the bay…and someone he never expected to see again.

As Chris felt his jaw drop and his eyes go wide, he saw a very similar expression on Kailar’s face.  “The Emissary!”

“Ben Sisko!” Chris added.

Both rushed into the room after Kira, moving close to the bed, gawking.  Kira slowly followed them in, letting the door slide closed behind her.

“My guess is, his return was the surge you felt,” she said.

“That would be my guess as well,” Julian said, moving from a medical console to join them.  “His cells were saturated with neutrino particles that nearly match the wormhole’s.”

Chris frowned and looked at the doctor.  “How the hell did he survive that?”

Julian shrugged.  “He is the Emissary.”

“Can you revive him now?” Kira asked, staring down at Ben’s face.

Julian nodded.  “Sure, most of his cells have been cleared.  The rest of the particles should have already dispersed.”

He picked up a hypospray that he had probably prepared earlier and pressed it against Ben’s neck.  He paused for a moment and looked from Chris to Kailar to Kira.  After a moment, she nodded, and he pressed the button.

After the hiss subsided, he placed the hypospray on the tray.  A moment later, Ben’s eyes shot open.  He took in a large breath, paused, then slowly exhaled, his eyes moving back and forth.

“I’m back?” he asked, not moving anything more than his eyes and mouth.

Kira nodded, leaning over him and smiling.  “Yes, you’re back.”

He swallowed hard, then started to look around.  He saw Julian, then Chris, and then Kailar.  He frowned when he settled on Kailar.  “You…”

Very odd, Chris thought.  Kailar knows him…and he knows Kailar.  This meeting was most definitely not coincidence.
“Please,” Kailar said, leaning forward himself.  “I must know…I need…I need answers.”

Ben nodded once, solace on his face.  “The only answer I can give…is that you need to trust the Prophets.  Everything they do is for a reason, a purpose.  And they know what they are doing.”

Kailar was stunned for a moment, something Chris had rarely ever seen in him.  Finally, he nodded.  “I suppose I couldn’t have expected more than that.”

Chris frowned, tilting his head to the side.  “I’m sorry, I know this moment is all very important…”  Ben looked at him with a look of peacefulness and intelligence…something he often didn’t see in humans.  He’s a different man now…  “But I find it hard to believe that the Prophets only now send you back to give that simple answer.”

Ben nodded.  “I was told two other things.  One, to tell you that something from your past, Commander Harriman, would one day soon be upon us.  Something terrible.”

Chris felt his mouth go dry for a moment, wondering what it could be.  So many things from his past were terrible and were capable of causing trouble.  “And what exactly is that?”

He shook his head, probably the most movement he’d done so far.  “I don’t know.”

Chris rolled his eyes, unsatisfied.  “Why else did that send you back?” Kira asked, referring to his statement of there being two other things.

Ben rolled his eyes back to look at her, barely moving his head.  “They wanted me here before the storm…so that I could help fight this.  One person may not make much of a difference…but that difference could one day be integral…”

Everyone went silent with those last words.  They knew all too well the truth behind those words.  History had already shown many times just how important one person can be.

“Security to Colonel Nerys,” a harsh voice startled the group.

After a moment of pause, she tapped her comm. badge.  “Go ahead.”

“The Romulan ambassadors are in the outside medical bay demanding to see you.”
Her eyes went wide, immediately looking into Chris’s eyes.  “We’re on our way.”

“Romulan ambassadors?” Ben asked.

“I’ll explain later,” she said, moving around the bed and towards the door.  Chris quickly followed her to the door and through it out into the outer bay.

The Romulans seemed in a panic, quickly shoving their way past the security guards.  “Colonel!”

Rauss quickly moved up to Kira, stopping her in her tracks.  “We have a serious problem!”

“Slow down,” Kira said, backing away from Rauss.  “What’s going on?”

“I didn’t want to say it before contacting my people, before getting permission to tell you, but I think I know who attacked your ships.  And I think you need to know now.”

Kira looked at Chris, who raised his eye brows in surprise.  She looked back to Rauss and nodded.  “Go on.”

She suddenly hesitated, switching her weight from one foot to another.  “Several years ago, our research and development department began a program to modify two Warbirds, specifically modify their weapons and shields.  The results were phenomenal, the shields were stronger than ever.  The only draw back was that if one could get them down to, say, ten percent, it would take a long time to get them back.  The disruptors drew power from the power core directly, giving it immense power.”

Chris already knew the story before she finished, or at least the basic concept behind it.  He began to panic…

“Several months ago, a rebel faction, one specifically bent on starting a war with the Federation, managed to steal both ships…”

Kira frowned.  “You think one of those ships was the one that attacked the Dragon?”

Rauss stared at her for a moment, then nodded.  “Yes.”

Chris frowned, the other part of the story not out yet.  “You made it sound like you were unable to contact your superiors…”

Rauss looked at him with a worried look, then back at Kira.  “We tried, but our signal was disrupted a few light years from here.  We tried again, and our signal was disrupted once again…only at a source that was closer.”

Chris and Kira’s eyes both went wide.  “You mean they’re coming here?”

She nodded.  After checking her wrist chronometer, she added, “they should arrive within the next fifteen minutes at the speed we calculated.”

Kira suddenly looked at Chris, who stared back at her with an open jaw.

He nodded to her and started moving.  “I’ll get back to the Dragon.”

“Red alert!” she shouted.  “All hands, battle stations.  Starship crews report to their ships!”

“Report!” K’Taul ordered, moving off of the turbolift and towards his chair as fast as he could.

“About five minutes left,” Chris said, standing up from the command chair and allowing K’Taul to take his place in front of it.  He looked at to view screen to see that the Dragon was still stationary.

“We’re about to disengage from DS9,” he added to K’Taul’s relief.

“Magnetic clamps released,” Vendar reported.  A dull clunking sound echoed through the Dragon, echoing her words.  On the view screen, the Dragon began to finally move away from the upper docking port.

K’Taul sat down and brought up a tactical readout.  The Defiant and the Romulan Warbird Tiaura were already in position, the Dragon the only ship not ready.

The Dragon moved ‘up’ about two hundred meters, moved over and away from DS9, then finally took up a position with the other ships.

“The station’s shields are up, all ships report ready,” Ada said, her voice calm, prepared.  “Weapons status fully operational, though we only have twenty six torpedoes left, but hopefully with the station and the two other ships, we won’t need them all.”

“Less than a minute,” Vendar said.

“All hands, prepare for battle!” Chris added.

Another ship battle, something K’Taul was beginning to tire of.  That was all he had encountered while commanding the Dragon, while Chris and other officers had the fun of surface combat once.

However, hopefully today would be a glorious victory, and not a glorious death…

“They should be here any second now, give or take!”

Suddenly, the stars in front of the ships began to waver, and a moment later, a Romulan Warbird appeared.  Green-hued energy blasts immediately lanced out, hitting everything, including the station, and the Dragon.  The ship lurched hard, a light fixture exploding in sparks.

“Full impulse, evasive maneuvers, pattern delta omega!”

“Lock phasers and return fire!” Chris added.  “According to the ambassadors, their shields will be the hardest to take down.”

As K’Taul had somewhat expected, the enemy ship ignored the Dragon after the initial attack, only caring about hitting the more immediate dangers, such as the standard Warbird.

Crimson beams lanced out from the Dragon as it moved past the Warbird, away from the station.  K’Taul saw on his sensors the Defiant firing torpedoes and pulse blasts, followed by disruptor blasts from the standard Warbird.  All impacted hard on the advanced Warbird’s shields, but didn’t do as much damage as he would have liked.

“The Tiaura’s shields are dropping fast,” Vendar stated.  “She’s not going to last long!”

K’Taul scowled, almost not even wanting to do anything to help them.  “All right, increase phaser yield to maximum, double the Quantum torpedo yield.  Let’s get their attention!”

No sooner did he say that then did the shields on the advanced Warbird glow bright from weapons impact.  A spread of quantum torpedoes launched out at it, and as the Dragon passed nearby, exploded with enough force to cause the ship to shudder.

After a few more passes, K’Taul quickly became disappointed.

“We’re just not causing enough damage to get their attention,” Ada said.  “And if we increase the torpedo yield more, we could risk damaging ourselves and the Defiant just as much as the Warbird.”

K’Taul scowled again, looking away from his tactical readout to the view screen.  There wasn’t a chance that they would be able to take this out in time.  The full arsenal of the Dragon, Defiant, Tiaura, and Deep Space Nine were all directed at the single Warbird, and they were barely scratching the shields.

The power that had to be used to generate those shields had to be coming directly from the artificial singularity power source, else there was no chance that power of that magnitude could be generated and regulated.

“Wait a minute,” Chris suddenly spoke up, looking up from his console as if the human expression of a light bulb appearing were true.  “The only way they could be maintaining those shields is if they had power conduits strong enough to regulate the power flow.”

K’Taul looked at him just as he looked at K’Taul.  “You’re thinking around the same lines that I am,” he commented.  “Power conduits like that had to be special made, and I’m willing to bet that they barely can regulate that power and deal with the feedback from this amount of weapons fire.”

“According to these readings,” Ada commented, “they are doing a perfectly fine job of regulating the power.  No weapons we possess can produce enough energy at this proximity to DS9 to overload the power conduits.”

Chris glanced back at her, then looked at K’Taul.  “So what we need is something that’ll feed a lot of power into their shields all at once.”

K’Taul raised his eyebrows, the answer quickly coming to him.  “Two things channel that amount of energy.  Our main navigational deflector dish and our shields.”

Chris frowned, then let a smile bloom across his face.

“Vendar, can you regulate enough power to the deflector dish to generate a pulse blast?”

Both looked back at her to see her frowning.  “I think so.  If I had time to install higher-capacity regulators, we could get more…”

“As powerful as you can get it will do,” K’Taul said, looking back down at his tactical readout.  The Tiaura’s shields weren’t going to hold out much longer.  “Make it quick.  Reroute auxiliary power to the shield grid, I want at least one hundred percent shields in the next minute.”

“James,” Chris added.  “I’m going to need you to do something we generally don’t condone.”

Not having to bother with evasive maneuvers, James turned his chair around to look back at them.  “You know me,” he said with a grin.

“I need you to lay in a course for the weakest point on the advanced Warbird’s shields and prepare to collide with them.”

K’Taul looked down at his console again to check the situation, finding that their time was quickly running short.  When he looked back up, he saw James still turned around, his jaw hung open and his face white.

“Is there a problem, Lieutenant?” he asked.

James looked from Chris to K’Taul.  “Sir, I don’t think I can do that…”

He frowned.  “Why not?”

Chris immediately shot up from his chair.  “Don’t have time to explain, let’s just say it’s in his records.”  He moved next to James and nodded.  “I’ll take over, James.”

James looked up at him, then nodded and stood up.  Chris immediately sat down and began keying in commands.  “Course laid in.”

“Modifications completed,” Vendar added.  “Ready to go.”

“Get us into position, let me know when you’re set,” K’Taul responded, directing his orders to Chris, who immediately altered course.

After a moment, he nodded to the view screen, as if K’Taul were looking down at him from it.  “All set.”

“Engage course, three-quarters impulse power.”  He craned his neck back and added, “Vendar, initiate the pulse.”

When he looked at the view screen again, the light-blue pulse shot out from the Dragon and impacted hard on the advanced Warbird’s shields, causing them to flare to life with a brighter light than he’d ever seen.

“Impact in ten seconds!” Vendar shouted above the increasingly loud humming that the deflector was generating.  “Radiation on deck’s seven, eight, and nine and the forward section of the stardrive area is increasing, rapidly approaching dangerous levels.”

“Evacuate anyone who isn’t essential to ship operations from those areas,” K’Taul ordered.

“Five seconds!”

“All hands, brace for impact!”

Closer and closer the ship loomed, ready to rip the Dragon to shreds if their shields decided to fail at the last second.  Closer and closer…until it hit.

For a split second, K’Taul saw the Warbird’s shields flare to life, a moment later the ship lurched so hard that he found himself thrown out of his chair and back.  He swore gravity plating failed for a moment, but when it came back online, he found himself landing behind the command area, just barely missing the railing that encompassed it.  Bulk head panels and light fixtures exploded in sparks.  A part of the ceiling blew away while plasma began streaming into the bridge.  Lighting dimmed by over half as even more consoles began to flicker off and on.

After the motion from the impact finally stopped, K’Taul managed to push himself up onto his knees.  He grabbed a hold of the railing and used it to pull himself up into a standing position, more or less.  His hand reached for his forehead and pulled away with pink blood.

The sound from the damaged plasma conduit was already adding to his headache, but fortunately someone managed to shut it off.  When he looked over, however, he saw that the heavy plasma gasses were beginning to spread on the deck.  Great, that can only mean that life support is online to get rid of the plasma gas…
“Damage report,” he managed to say as he walked around the railing back to the command area.  Several of the bridge officers were trying to get up from awkward positions, two of them weren’t moving at all.

As K’Taul sat down, Chris finally managed to pull himself back into the helmsman’s chair.  “Helm controls are offline.”  A moment later, power to his console finally failed, making it go completely black.

“I’m having trouble establishing much of anything,” Vendar said from behind him.  “But from what I can tell, if it weren’t for the emergency generators around the ship, well over half of the ship would be without power.  A lot of our power grid has been damaged.”  He could hear her working furiously at her console.  “I can’t even get a power feed from engineering, there isn’t any pathway that hasn’t been damaged.”

“What about external sensors?  What’s the status of the Warbird?”

“Ummm….”  There was a momentary pause.  Then, “Brace for impact!”

K’Taul grabbed the arm rest of his chair a moment before the ship shook hard.  However, it was nothing compared to what they just went through.

“What was that, weapon’s fire?” Chris asked, standing up from the helm and moving back towards her station.

“No, it was the Warbird blowing,” she responded, much to K’Taul’s relief.  “I think that means we managed to blow out their shield grid.”

K’Taul nodded his approval.  “Good.  Continue with the damage report.”

“Major hull breaches on decks four, nine, and twelve from major EPS conduit ruptures,” she continued.  “Minor hull breaches on decks seven, eight, and fifteen.”  Suddenly, the ship shuddered again.

“What was that?” he asked, fear edging into him again.

After a moment, she replied, “Looks like our warp core was just ejected.”

He sighed and let himself ease his muscles again.  “At least those systems weren’t destroyed,” Chris commented.

“I can’t establish internal communications at all, not even the auxiliary systems are working,” Vendar continued.  “I think I’ve got the auxiliary external array working, though.  In fact, DS9’s hailing us.”

K’Taul stood up and pulled at his uniform.  “All right, on screen.”

Kira’s face appeared, but it was mired by static.  “Captain, it looks like your ship has been severely damaged.  Do you require assistance?”
He showed his teeth with a smile.  “Oh, just about all we can get.”
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Our little gamble worked.  DS9’s sensor records show that our impact caused a massive structural failure of some fairly heavy-duty power conduits on the advanced Warbird.  All ships had ceased fire, but the overload caused several other subsidiary overloads, eventually working its way all the way back to the power core.  The singularity lost cohesion and caused every single conduit and relay on the ship to detonate simultaneously.

The Dragon almost faired just as badly.  Our warp core is still floating out in space and it’ll be at least a few days before we can reinstall it.  We’re going to repair what ever we need to in order to set course for the closest Starbase.  Looks like that’ll take about a week, probably more.  The trip should take us a couple of weeks, and then, depending on what repairs we can make while en route, we may spend up to a month in Spacedock, possibly more…

Chris held the data chip in the palm of his hand as he stared down at it.  He’d just spent the last ten hours working on repairs and he should be getting sleep now…but there was something else he had to do.

It had taken him about fifteen minutes to finally track them down, but now he was standing in front of their door.

Finally, he used his free hand to press the chime.  One long and tense minute of silence ensued, but finally, the doors parted.

Standing there was exactly who he had expected.  He nodded his head.  “Hello, Nick.”

Nick Caft simply stood there for a moment and stared at him.  A moment later, Cynthia Caft emerged from another room and moved towards the door.

“You’ll have to forgive his silence,” she said, not surprised at all.  “Neither of us are exactly happy to see you…but we knew we would eventually find you.”  She stopped beside Nick and partially leaned against him.  “Although it is painful to see you again…we wanted to tell you, in person, that we don’t blame you at all for Sarah’s death.”

Chris let a small smile form on his face, making sure to keep what tears he had left from streaming down.  “Thank you…”

Nick stared at him a moment longer, then motioned to Chris’s hand.  “What’s that?”

Chris looked down to see that his hand was still open, the chip still on the palm of his hand.  He stared at it a moment longer, then looked up at the Cafts.  “It…it’s the only surviving record from the last Dragon’s library.”  He looked down for a moment, then back up.  “It’s a holographic recording of mine and Sarah’s wedding.  I, uh, thought you two would like to see it.”

For a moment, they stared at him blankly.  Then, simultaneously, they smiled.  “That would be nice,” Cynthia said.

The doors to the holosuite parted, showing the three exactly what Chris had remembered.

The three moved to the bottom of the steps that led up to the elevated area with the Hintaru ‘priest,’ purple-skin and all.  Every single seat was taken up, mostly by Starfleet officers along with a couple of Hintaru officials.

All turned around when they heard the sound of a door opening quickly, and out of a small room came Chris in his white dress uniform with bow tie, Kara and Tom hot on his heels.

The holographic Chris took the five steps up in two strides, then took a position, along side Tom, while nervously toying with the hem of his uniform.

Finally, the traditional music began, filling the large hall, reverberating enough to give it a huge feel to it.  The large doors at the end of the aisle slowly swung open.  There, with only a maid of honor along side her, was Sarah.  Her beautiful, simple white dress not touching the floor as with classical wedding gowns, but rather hovering just above it.  A large smile overcame her face…as it did Chris’s.

Memories started to flood his mind as he remembered every single day they had spent together in their lives.  Their questionable first day meeting, the day they finally talked things through, the endless days they spent studying at the academy, their time aboard the Enterprise where he had first, and finally proclaimed his love to her.  Their vacation to Karandis Seven, the first journey of the Dragon…  All of it came flooding through his mind as she made the long journey across the aisle and up the steps.

Chris wanted to reach out and touch her…but at the same time, he didn’t want to spoil his memory of this event.  It had been the happiest day of his life, his happiest memory.  Their first ceremony had been interrupted by the Vorkalai, but even then, the ceremony had started out almost the same exact way it had before.

Finally, the music ceased, and the Hintaru began.  “Do you,” he began in his deep voice, “Christopher Harriman, take this woman to be your wife?”  He seemed to have trouble remembering the human vows they had asked him to recite.  “To love and cherish, in sickness and in health, for as long as you both shall live?”

For as long as you both shall live.  Even after death…I still love her…and miss her…

“I do.”

Tom handed the holographic Chris the ring, which he slowly slid onto her left ring finger.  They stared into each others eyes as he did so, smiling the brightest smiles possible.

“And do you, Sarah Anne Caft, take this man as your husband?  To love and to cherish, in sickness and in health, for as long as you both shall live?”

For the first time since the recording began, she spoke, her voice creating a well in his chest.  “I do.”  He remembered that voice…

“Then I now pronounce you man and wife!”

They stood there for a moment and stared into each others eyes…and then finally, a moment later, they leaned towards each other and let their lips connect in probably the most memorable kiss of their lives…

