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Last time on Undiscovered Frontier....


     The discovery of Cardassian data rods from a supposedly destroyed Cardassian space station in the Bajoran system tell the tale of an ancient war with the Darkness, an evil race bent on genocide and destruction.  The Bajorans, the Vorlons, and the Dargsla fought off this evil, with the assistance of the ancient enemies of the Darkness, the Lumerians.  After sending Jarke and Garak with Kira, Odo, and Bond to assist the Cardassian resistance against the Dominion, Dale brings Sheridan, Delenn, and Ivanova to learn the truth of the disappeared Cardassian station, Kenrok Nor, which is destined to travel back in time to aid the Bajorans and their allies against the Darkness.  A temporal rift is discovered near Bajor, caused by a change in history: Kenrok Nor has been destroyed......











And now, the conclusion.....








     "Jump point opening!"


     "On screen!"


     The jump point appeared on the screen.  "What the bloody hell?!"


     O'Brien's comment had obvious reasons.


     No ship emerged from the jump point.


     "Anything on sensors?!"


     "Nothing," Dax responded to Sisko's demand.  "No sign of a cloaked vessel."


     Then, for a brief instant, everyone in Ops felt something.  "What the hell?!"


     "It's almost as if our molecular structure had something pass through it....."


     "Ship decloaking!"  O'Brien's shout brought everyone's attention.


     On the screen, a ship rippled into view.  It was squat, and bulky, like a Defiant or Valiant-class ship.  The navigational deflector on the nose had a small circular deflector dish, instead of the large square one on the Defiant or Koenig.  The ship itself had more lights, and obviously more decks, than the Defiant.  Although similar in form to it's smaller forebearers, it was sleeker, like an Enterprise or Akira.  "That thing is over 400 meters long!"


     "434 meters, to be exact, Chief."  Dale felt all the eyes in the room.  "That's one of our four new Liberty-class pocket battlecruisers, based off the Valiant-class.  Though not quite as maneuverable as the original Defiant, they are still quite agile for their size, and carry the firepower equivalent to a Missouri-class battleship, give or take a few weapons.  Minbari fusion cannons, quantum interceptors, Type 6-X Pulse Phaser Cannons, a phase cloak, and self-replicating ablative armor make this one of the most dangerous warships out there.  Best of all, she has real quarters, a real sickbay, and even holodecks.


     "Picking up a signal from that ship, Benjamin."


     "On speakers."


     "Kelley to Dale.  Admiral al-Muraq sends his regards."


     "This is Dale.  Welcome, Kelley.  Let me get a look at your registry."


     The ship turned slightly, and the Bajoran sun shined on it's hull.  Unlike the Defiant, the Kelley seemed graceful, as if it was gliding through space.  The light illuminated the hull, and the name became visible.  D.S.S. Kelley.  DCC-61999-A.


     "Sir, that temporal rift is growing.  It will encompass us in the next four hours."


     Dale, Sisko, and Sheridan all turned toward each other.  "Well, we'll have to....."


     Then white light surrounded them.  "It is the Sisko," a spechural voice intoned.


     "He is with the Chosen One."


     "What the hell?"  Sheridan looked around, confused.


     "What do you want with me?  Do you know what is happening to Bajor?"  Sisko then added, "Can you help us?"


     "The Darkness has changed history.  It must be righted.  The Sisko and the Chosen One must follow their path......."


     "Who are they?"


     "They are the Prophets, the creators of the wormhole," Dale answered.  Sheridan's expression betrayed his surprise.  "They exist outside of linear time."


     "We will open the door for you.  You must accomplish your tasks."


     "John?"  It was Delenn's voice.


     They were back in Ops.  "What the hell....."


     "Benjamin, the wormhole's neutrino field is expanding.  It's surrounding us," Dax reported from her station.


     "What effect will it have on that rift?"


     "It should protect us, at least for a while."


     "It looks like the Prophets are giving us time.  Sisko, any ideas on how to get Kenrok Nor back in time two millennia?"


     "Kenrok Nor?  What the bloody hell is he talking about?  O'Brien's statement drew a shrug from Dax.


     "The wormhole is the best way.  I'm sure they know where it has to go."


     "And how do we get the station there?", Sheridan asked.


     "Maneuvering thrusters, placed between the pylons.  They are the best way.  However, records indicate that there were over two hundred Bajoran slaves on board, with at least one hundred and fifty Cardassian troops.  How are we supposed to get them all off?"


     Dale responded by pressing his communicator.  "Dale to Roddenberry."


     "Andreys here."


     "I need the tactical section ready for separation in two hours."


     "Why?"


     "I'll tell you later.  Dale out."  He turned to Sheridan.  "We'll need the White Star to join us."


     "We're here with you."


     "We'll also take the Kelley and Defiant.  The Koenig, Maya, and Roddenberry will remain here in case something happens to us.  We'll leave in three hours."








     The door to Carrey's quarters opened, and Carrey looked up, not entirely sober.  Dale entered.  "Zack, I need to......."  Carrey got up, and Dale frowned.  "You've been drinking again, haven't you?"


     "So?"  Carrey struggled to take off his uniform, indicating he was ready to sleep.


     "Dammit, Zack, you've got to stop this!  You're one of the most important officers in this war!  We can't afford......"


     "We?!"  Carrey, despite his drunken state, glared into Dale's eyes.  "Oh, I forgot, you're the great Robert Dale!  You're too busy to have friends any more!  We're nothing but God damned soldiers to you!  I'm so sorry, sir!"  Carrey raised his hand in a salute filled with sarcasm.  "I'm not important enough for your concern, so I guess you can go off and continue to hobnob with your admirals, generals, and ambassadors, while I'm......"


     "Zack, that's en......."


     "You're too high-and-mighty to even see what Julie....."


     "Zack!!"  Dale's voice was filled with anger.  "That's just about......."


     Carrey hit him.


     Dale, unprepared, fell to the ground.  Carrey looked down at him, surprise filling his face, as if he had not performed the act that had just occurred.  Dale gazed up, and wiped a trickle of blood from his lip.  "That one's for free.  The next time, I'll have you court-martialed......."


     "Rob, you can take this uniform, and shove it up your ass!"  Carrey took off his rank stars, and threw them on the ground.  "I just don't give a damn anymore.  I want to go home.  I wasted the prime years of my life out here, on your holy quest......  I want to live my high school years again, and I want to have a future, and not this........"


     "Then why did you even come with me, six years ago?"


     "Because we were friends!  But over the last few years, you've seem to forgotten that.  No more good times, no more friendship.....  I'm tired of it!"


     "That's the alcohol talking."


     "Maybe.  Or maybe I really am tired of this."  Carrey slumped into a chair, and to Dale's surprise, began crying.  "I just want someone to care," he sobbed.  "Karen doesn't care, Julie doesn't care, you don't care......"


     "What about Thomas?"


     "Thomas?  All he wants to do is party and raise hell.  I wouldn't want to take that from him......"  Carrey put his hands in his head.


     "Zack, why did you start drinking?  It was before Karen left you, so....."


     "It started, because I felt bad about what happened in FF-7.  Four ships, with their crews, gone, because I was too stupid to break off.  The pain was just too great, so I started drinking whenever I thought about that battle......."


     "You did the right thing......."


     "All I can see is their faces, Rob.  The faces of the crew of the Hamner, the Tolstoi, the Ely, the Asakaze......  I let them down.  I was supposed to get them through the battle.  Instead, they're all dead.  And I'm not like you.  You can lead hundreds of ships into battle, and in the end, look at your losses, and not feel a thing."


     Dale shook his head at Carrey's statement.  "You're wrong there."  He sat down.  "My grandfather told me that, no matter how much some of his fellows hated them, he always admired officers.  While the enlistened personnel are the ones who have their lives on the line, the officers are the ones who have to live with their deaths.  After he told me this, I learned that, sometimes, bad things are going to happen, and you can do nothing but hope it's not as bad as it looks.  War is a necessary evil in this case."  Dale stood.  "Zack, I'm sorry.  I've been neglectful lately, and I should spend more time with you and the others.  I have to go now, but when I'm back, we'll talk some more."  Dale walked out the door.


     Carrey sat there for a minute, then put his hand in a drawer in his shelf.  The object he brought out was a photon pistol.  Placing a charge clip in it, he closed his eyes, and put the weapon to his head.  End it...  End it now...  Your life is over anyway......  His finger wrapped around the trigger, and he began to pull.....


     Then, a strange white light appeared in his vision.  Am I dead?  Is this.....  heaven?


     "Who are you?"


     A voice broke the silence.  "Who am I?  Don't you know?"  Carrey found it strange that the Almighty didn't know who he was.


     "Why are you here?"


     "Are you.... God?"


     He was answered by a short laugh.  A figure moved into his vision.  It was an old male humanoid, with a gray beard, wearing robes of some sort.  "No, I am not 'God'.  You may call me Lorien.  Now, you have not asked my questions.  Who are you?  Why are you here?"


     "I am Zachary Carrey," Carrey answered, not caring about his military rank.  "I'm here, I guess, because I just blew my head off."


     "No, you are not dead."  Lorien waved his hand, and a small hole in the white background opened.  Carrey could see himself, sitting, holding the photon pistol to his head, finger on the trigger.  "Now, why are you here?"


     "Because, well, I don't think life is worth living anymore.  I'm an alcoholic, the only woman who meant anything to me left me because of it, I don't have anything to do with any of my friends, and I caused......"


     "Then the question is: Do you have anything worth living for?"


     "Um, well....."  Carrey began to think.  He had listed all the reasons to just die, but what did he have that was worth living for?  Julie, Rob, Thomas, they're my friends.  I shouldn't hurt them......  But he was not convinced.


     Then he began thinking.  I'm wrong.  Someone did show that she cared about me....  Maybe, maybe she's my chance......


     Lorien understood Carrey's thoughts.  "Then, you should reconsider yourself.  I believe my work is done.  Return, and live....."


     Carrey, his mind having returned to his body, placed the pistol in his drawer.








     Dale walked into his quarters, and found Meridina waiting for him.  "Robert, what is going on?"


     "Meridina, I have to go.  Everything depends on what we're about to...."


     "Take me with you."


     Dale picked up the hilt to his swevyra'lakesh, and placed it on his belt.  "It's too dangerous.  You need to....."


     She put her hand on his.  "Robert, we are sworn to each other.  I must be with you, despite the danger.  My skills will be of use."


     Dale considered her for a moment.  "Since you put it that way....."  Gently, he put his lips to hers, and for a minute, they kissed.  "How fast can you be ready?"


     "I am ready now."  She was wearing a brown suit, with the appearance of a bathrobe, that Dale recognized as her casual wear.  The bottoms were trousers, instead of a skirt or dress, and a belt held the loop from which the hilt of her swevyra'lakesh was hanging.


     "Then let's go."








     "All hands," Jarod's voice came over the Roddenberry's PA, "prepare for tactical section separation."


     Hargert grunted as he lifted himself through a Jeffries tube.  After he brought his leg out of the hatch, it closed.  A faint sound led Hargert to believe that the tactical section had separated from the main ship, and was now moving away.


     My destiny....  I have never been so certain before......








     Paris ran his palm over the helm on the Kelley.  "Impressive.  The controls are pretty easy, for a ship this size."


     Meridina turned from the operations console.  "All ship systems ready."


     Worf was at the weapon station.  "All weapons ready."


     Dale surveyed the bridge.  It was similar to the bridge on the original Kelley and the Koenig, except for being a little larger.  Ivanova and Delenn were also on board, Ivanova sitting at communications.  "What about the White Star and Defiant?"


     "They are in formation."


     Dale pressed the comm button on his panel.  "Dale to Jarod."


     "Jarod here.  We're ready to go."


     "Then let's get this over with.  Enter the wormhole."


     The four ships, with the Kelley at point, entered the swirling vortex that was the Bajoran wormhole......








     Dax and O'Brien watched them go.  "Why do they have to take that thing back in time anyway?"


     "I don't know.  But, for all of Bajor's sake, let's hope they succeed."








     "We are leaving the wormhole."


     "Meridina, do you have anything on sensors?"


     "Yes.  Kenrok Nor, and three ships heading toward it.  The computer does not recognize them."


     "Oh hell.  Magnify!"


     On the screen, three ships, barely three hundred meters in length, appeared.  They appeared to be smaller versions of the twenty kilometer planet killer in the records Dale had seen.  One fired, and barely missed Kenrok Nor.  "How powerful was that shot?"


     Worf turned.  "It was approximentally 2 terawatts, sir."


     "2 measly terawatts?!"


     "If I may," Delenn interjected, sitting at a computer station, "it was known that the Darkness used smaller, less powerful races as pawns.  It is possible that these ships are from one of those races."


     "Worf, do they have shields?"


     Worf checked the tactical section.  "Sensors are not detecting any shields.  Their hulls are composed of a semi-organic armor, which may explain a lack of shielding."


     "Strength in relation to the White Star?"


     "Possibly similar."


     "Sir, they've seen us, and are moving to engage," Worf reported, as the three ships turned toward them.  Orange streaks of energy hit the Kelley, and caused them to shake.  "Shields holding at eighty percent."


     On the screen, phaser fire erupted from the White Star and Defiant, striking the lead Darkness ship.  It faltered for a moment, then was destroyed by three quantum torpedoes.  "Sir, phasers locked on Darkness ship."


     "Let's see what she can do.  Fire!"


     Massive bursts of phaser energy slammed into one of the Darkness ships, and it fell apart under the withering barrage from the Kelley.  Ivanova whistled.  "Ouch!  This thing is good."


     The last ship turned to run, but Paris brought them up behind it.  "All weapons locked."


     "Fire phasers."


     Another barrage smashed up the remaining ship, and a few moments later, the Kelley flew through the remaining debris.  "Coming up on Kenrok Nor, sir."  Paris activated the thrusters.


     "Ivanova, are they hailing?"


     "No, they're not.  Their communication systems seem to be down."


     "That is not all," Meridina added.  "Their shields and weapons are offline.  Weapons fire is eminating from the lower core of the station."


     "Life signs?"


     "Bajoran and Cardassian."


     "I believe that the approach of the Darkness ships might have led to an insurrection among the Bajorans," Delenn surmised.  "We could take advantage of this."


     "And we will."  Dale turned to Ivanova.  "Ask John and Marcus to get over here."  Standing up, he added, "Susan, Meridina, Worf, let's go."








     The corridors of Kenrok Nor were exact replicas of the corridors of Deep Space Nine.


     The only difference was that they were darker.


     So dark, in fact, that everyone except for Meridina had put on night vision goggles.  Meridina herself was at point, with Dale and Sheridan right behind her.  Dale had a photon rifle in easy firing position strung over his shoulder, while Sheridan wielded a PPG rifle.  Behind them, Ivanova carried a phaser rifle, while Worf and Marcus held their respective hand-to-hand weapons, the bat'leth and Minbari fighting pike.  "So, what's the plan?"


     Dale turned his head back to face Ivanova and Sheridan.  "We're going to attach structural integrity field enhancers to several key points in the core and the outer rings.  Sisko and the Defiant crew will handle the docking ring, while crew members from the Kelley and Roddenberry handle the habitat ring.  We're going to take the core, get the Cardassian troops nicely tucked away in makeshift cells on the Roddenberry, attach our enhancers, then get the hell out of here before Kenrok Nor flies into the wormhole.  I'm sure the Prophets know what to do with it."


     "I hope so.  Now......"


     "Shh," Meridina quieted Ivanova.  "There are three Cardassians approaching."  Meridina drew her swevyra'lakesh, while everyone else kneeled.


     The Cardassians neared from a corridor perpendicular to their position.  "....... so I grabbed her, and started to rip off her clothes, her screaming the entire time for me to stop.  Then I put......"  They turned the corner....


     Meridina was as quick as lightning.  Before the lead Cardassian could finish his tale, Meridina had plunged her blade into his internal organs, killing him instantly.  The other two Cardassian raised their weapons to fire on their attacker.  One of those Cardassians screeched in pain as Meridina effortlessly sliced off his left arm, at the elbow.  The other was gunned down by Ivanova.  The remaining Cardassian looked at Meridina, horrified.  Then, he slumped to the ground, killed by the shock.


     Meridina gasped, and kneeled.  Dale put his hand on her shoulder as she began what appeared to be a prayer in Gersallian.  "Meridina, what's wrong?"


     She finished, and stood.  "I had to regain my control.  I... I got extremely angry at the memory of what that Cardassian did."


     "What was it?"


     "It was in his mind.  He raped a young Bajoran teenager, then slit her throat and hanged her naked body from of a tree to scare her friends into letting him have sex with them too......  It angered me so much...."


     Ivanova kicked the dead Cardassian.  "Personally, I would have used that weapon on a better body part than his torso."


     "You do not understand...."  Meridina started walking again.  "For a Gersallian, anger is treated as an impurity.  It is said in the ancient text, 'Anger leads to hate, and hate becomes pain.  Hate is the path of darkness.'"


     "Interesting culture," Ivanova muttered, as they continued on.








     The station core was chaotic.  Bajoran and Cardassian bodies lay everywhere.  Worf was constantly checking his tactical wrist tricorder.  "We are nearing the main battle.  It appears to be in an ore processing center."


     They creeped up near an overhang that allowed them to view the room.  At one side, about fifty Bajorans, of all ages and genders, were ducking for cover from thirty Cardassian soldiers, carrying heavy weapons.  Dale took out his swevyra'lakesh, and turned to Meridina, Worf, and Marcus.  "Let's get in there and raise some hell in the Cardassians' positions.  Susan, John, you provide fire support."


     "Today is a good day to die," Worf said in a low voice.


     The four charged the Cardassian soldiers, who turned to meet their new enemy.  Meridina and Dale were the first to get in the battle, their swevyra'lakesh weapons a mere blur as they brought down four Cardassians in their first few swipes.  Worf shouted a Klingon battle cry, and leapt in, bat'leth in hand.  Marcus followed, his Minbari fighting pike cracking the skulls of multiple Cardassians.


     The Cardassians turned to face their enemies, and left themselves open to a withering suppression barrage from both Sheridan and Ivanova, in combination with several armed Bajorans.


     Dale's swevyra'lakesh sliced through several Cardassians, as he felt his body moving with little or no actual mental control.  Meridina was doing even better, slashing through five more Cardassians within three seconds, and causing general panic in the Cardassian ranks.  "Retreat!  Get back to....."  The Cardassian officer was cut down by a phaser beam from Ivanova.


     Marcus and Worf used this moment to take up positions near the only exit, and started fighting off the retreating Cardassians.  Dale and Meridina continued to operate as a tag team.  After slicing through a Cardassian's arm, Dale stopped long enough to see the true extent of the battle.  The Cardassians were either dead, wounded, or surrendering.


     All in the course of fifteen seconds.


     Meridina retracted her blade, and placed it back in her belt.  She had barely broken a sweat.  "We must be ready.  Reinforcements were already preparing to attack."


     Dale caught the photon rifle thrown to him by Sheridan, and took a position behind one of the ore carts.  Sheridan and Ivanova kneeled down beside him.  Worf, Marcus, and Meridina were near the left door, ready to engage the enemy in hand-to-hand as they came in.  The armed Bajoran men, and three women, also took defensive positions near either of the two primary entrances, while other Bajorans found cover, or began to scrounge among the dead Cardassians for weapons.  The Cardassians who surrendered, after being bound, were stuffed in one corner of the room.  


     The first wave of ten Cardassians were taken down immediately by weapons fire.  The second wave, consisting of twenty more, came in through the other door, and turned to find Worf, Marcus, and Meridina slicing through their ranks.  The Bajorans aiming at that door opened fire, taking down over half of the second force in ten seconds.  The remaining Cardassians were engaged in hand-to-hand.


     Then the main force, fourty strong, came in firing.  The defenders returned fire, and the ore processing center was again filled with weapons fire.  Two groups of three Bajorans were quickly overrun, and the fight turned into a fercious hand-to-hand fight.  Out of charges, Dale flung his photon rifle to the ground, and drew his weapon, joining the melee.  Sheridan and Ivanova continued to shoot at any and every Cardassian they could aim at.


     As Cardassian after Cardassian came toward him, Dale could feel his body once again not requiring his mental commands.  Whenever it was necessary, he would jump, or dodge, out of the way of a Cardassian bayonet, and end up being able to stick his weapon into the back of the attacking soldier.  He noticed, out fo the corner of his eye, Worf being pummeled from all sides, and fought his way over.  Worf whirled around as Dale killed one of his enemies with a swipe of the blade.  "Watch your back, Worf!"


     "Sir!"


     Dale turned, and his swevyra'lakesh cut into the stomach of a Cardassian, who keeled over.  "Thanks."


     The Cardassians had not been prepared for close range combat with the likes of Meridina or Worf.  However, their number advantage was too great to ignore, and Dale began to fear the battle was lost.  His spirit lifted when he heard someone shout, "Entil'zha, veni!  In Valen's name!"  At that battle cry, fifteen Rangers entered the fray, followed by a small squad of Marines from the Roddenberry.  The Cardassians, not realizing that the battle had been joined, did not turn to face their new attackers until it was too late.  By then, over half of their ranks were mowed down by photon rifle fire, and the remaining twelve Cardassians, outnumbered 7 to 1, attempted to get away, but were stopped.


     Dale retracted his blade, and placed it back in his belt.  Meridina, near him, did the same, and surveyed center, filled with the bodies of many Cardassians, and some Bajorans.


     "Susan!!!"


     Marcus' panicked shout brought all eyes to Ivanova and Sheridan.  Sheridan was holding her up, as blood gushed from a stomach wound.  Everyone from their party ran over as she tried to stop the bleeding with her hand.  "That has to hurt," one of the Marines commented.


     "Oh, duh!  Of course it hurts, you moron!!!!!"  Her injury seemed to make Ivanova's temper even worse.


     Meridina kneeled near her.  "She is going into shock.  She requires immediate medical........"


     Dale's communicator beeped, and he pressed it.  "Dale here."


     "Sir......"  It was Jarod.


     "Commander, you need to beam Commander Ivanova over, now!"


     "Yes sir.  There's someone who wants to beam over to your position."


     "Who?"


     "Hargert."


     Worf and Meridina joined Dale in showing surprised reactions.  "Hargert?!  How the hell did he......?"


     "I don't know.  But he insists that he needs to speak to you."


     Dale thought for a moment, and then nodded, although he knew Jarod couldn't see him.  "Okay, send him over.  And get Ivanova to the sickbay on the Kelley."


     A few moments later, Ivanova disappeared in a swirl of energy, and in another section of the room, Hargert appeared.  "What are you doing here?  How did you...."


     "There is no time to explain.  We must get to the control center of the station, while the interial dampners are being attached to the station."


     Dale looked at everyone, and then motioned to Worf and Meridina, "Let's go.  We'll take one of the secondary shafts."  Hargert, Meridina, and Worf followed him out.








     Dale looked down to see Hargert struggling to climb the ladder that would lead them to the command center.  "Hargert, are you okay?"


     "I... am.... fine," the old man wheezed.


     "If you want, we'll....."


     "Continue on.  I will be okay."


     Dale shrugged, and continued to follow Worf and Meridina, who once again was at point.  As they reached the last ledge before the entry way into the command center, Dale's communicator beeped.  "Dale here," he whispered into it, after tapping it.


     "We've finished setting up the interial dampners in the docking ring and habitat ring.  All Cardassian soldiers have been put in secured cells on the Roddenberry."


     "What about the Bajorans?"


     "They are being attended to."


     "Good.  Dale out."


     Worf hauled Dale up to the floor, and then went to do the same to Hargert.  Dale got over by Meridina, having trouble moving in the cramped space of the maintenance shafts.  "How much farther?"


     "We are almost there."  Meridina smiled slightly at Dale's groan.  "What is wrong?  Surely you are not uncomfortable in this shaft."


     "I hate this...."


     Worf finished hauling Hargert up.  "I am beginning to feel muscle cramps in my back.  If I do not get out of here soon, I will be unable to fight," Worf grumbled.


     "Klingons find it difficult to fight when their muscles tighten up," Dale explained.


     They continued down the shaft, and stopped.  Below a grate, they could see Cardassians operating the control panels of the command center, which was at the same location as Ops on Deep Space Nine.  "Shhh......."


     The Cardassians were speaking.  "Our troops have been unable to hold back the invaders, Gul.  Their ships continue to use jamming devices to prevent us from calling for reinforcements."


     "How did the Bajoran Resistance take possession of such ships?"


     "We are not entirely sure that they are Bajorans, Gul."


     The Cardassian officer sighed, and then more footsteps sounded through the shaft.  "Then we must consider the possibility that the Federation has targeted this system for attack.  We must be sure that they cannot use Kenrok Nor as an assault base for their forces.  Prepare to initiate self......."


     Meridina seemed to concentrate for a moment, and one of the Cardassians suddenly yelled, "They're coming in from the transport tube shaft!"


     "Take defensive positions!"


     Dale realized what Meridina had done, and checked the photon clip in his rifle.  "Let's go!"


     Worf nodded, and kicked the grate down.  Dale went through first, firing his photon rifle as he fell.  The Cardassians, having prepared for an attack coming from another side, were ill-prepared, and two fell before the remaining three could find new defensive positions.  Worf followed with Dale giving him cover, and Meridina came after Worf.  Without stopping, Meridina jumped over a set of computer panels, and swiftly disabled the Cardassian there.  A streak of Cardassian weapon fire flew past her, and barely missed.  She followed by flipping over the Cardassian, landing behind him, and putting him to sleep with a quick touch to the back of the neck, similar to the Vulcan nerve pinch.


     The final Cardassian rose to shoot her, and Dale shouted, "Meridina!".  She turned, but before either could move, Dale fired, taking the Cardassian down.


     Everyone stopped, until Hargert fell out of the upper grate, landing on his knees.  Worf helped him up as Dale began to operate one of the control panels.  "We're ready to fire the thrusters.  Prepare for beam out."


     Meridina took another station, and slowly turned her head toward him.  "This... is not correct."


     "What?"  Dale walked over.


     "According to this, the transmitter for the station has not been installed yet.  How will we send the remote signal for the station to enter the wormhole?"


     "Damn!"  Dale slammed his hand on the panel.  "This station's transmitter was supposed to be operational!"  You fool, you hinged your entire operation on an supposition?!


     "You did what you could in the short time you had to plan, Robert.  However, we must find a way......"


     "I shall take the station back."


     Hargert's statement shocked everyone.  Dale stared at the elderly man.  "Hargert, what are you talking about?"


     "I shall take the station back."


     "Hargert, are you okay?  It's a one way trip.  You can't......"


     "I know."


     Meridina suddenly dropped to her knees.  "Lar se rake, Carl'sk'mona!!!"  Her face had paled considerably.


     "What is it, Meridina?"


     Dale turned to find her standing in front of a cloaked figure.  "Who the hell....?!"


     The cloaked figure removed his hood, and Dale was speechless.


     Hargert?!


     "How....."


     Then he noticed something on this Hargert.


     Bajoran nose ridges.


     "For me, it has been millennia, friend.  It pleases me to see you again."


     Dale switched his gaze from one Hargert to the other, still unable to speak.


     The normal Hargert stepped up to him, and placed his hand on Dale's shoulder.  "It is my destiny, and I must see it through.  I wish you all well....."  He also looked toward Worf and Meridina.


     The moment was interrupted by Dale's communicator.  He pressed it, and replied, "Dale here."


     "Sir, we have to leave, now.  The wormhole is about to time shift again."


     "We're on our way."  Dale took Hargert's hand.  "I will miss you, Hargert."


     "And I you, Robert.  And, make sure Albert takes good care of the lounge."


     "I will."  Dale slowly lifted the still-petrified Meridina to her feet.  "Good luck, Hargert."


     "And good luck to you, Robert."


     After being joined by Worf, Dale let Meridina go, and pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Kelley, three to beam up."


     Both Hargerts watched as they were whisked away by the transporters on the Kelley.  Then the cloaked one turned to the normal Hargert.  "Are you ready?"


     "Yes."


     The cloaked Hargert brought his counterpart into the officer's room, and on the desk sat a device.  Hargert went up to it, with his double standing at the doorway.  At Hargert's touch, the device turned on, and small fibers began to accumulate at the side of the room.  "Now, you must wait.  When the chrysalis is complete, the transformation can begin."


     "Yes, just as you have said."  Hargert looked out the window, and saw the Kelley and the ships with it leave.  "I shall miss them......"


     "I know, for I missed them."


     "Then, let us end this.  Is there anything else I should know about the triluminary?"


     "No.  It has been set to convert your DNA and appearance to that of a Bajoran's.  Now, you must go activate the thrusters, and guide the station into the wormhole.  When you arrive there, the chrysalis shall be complete."


     Hargert nodded at his older self, and went to do so.


     His elder self turned to a cloaked being in the corner of the room.  "It has been done."


     "Yes.  The circle is complete.  Now, let us concentrate on the matters at hand.  For soon, the Darkness shall return....."








     Deep Space Nine appeared on the Kelley's viewer as they exited the wormhole.  Dale ran his right hand over the control panel by the chair.  The Kelley had performed admirably, and gave definite proof that the Liberty-class battlecruiser would perform masterfully in combat.  "We're ready to dock," Paris reported from the conn.


     "I'm going to miss him," Dale murmured, thinking of Hargert.


     "We all are," Meridina added.


     Gently, the Kelley eased itself into the dock.  Without waiting, Dale jumped out of his chair, and left.








     Personal Log: June 30, 2160 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  History has been restored.  Bajor is safe, and the timeline is now correct.  I hope Hargert did well in the past.....


     Dale entered one of the Cardassian data rods in his computer, and began to access the data within.  Meridina came out of the main room, wearing a robe.  "What is it, Robert?"


     "There's something here.  'The Second Prophecy of Harvadis', as the records indicated.  It's about Harvadis himself.  'I am one with the Prophets, and with the future.  Of Bajor, but not Bajoran.  I have seen all we are, and all we will be..."


     They stared at each other.  "Harvadis......"


     ".....is Hargert!", Dale completed her sentence.








     Yarken Devarus entered the strange station his patrol had just discovered.  He thought of how bad the war was going against the Darkness, and realized that this station could be their salvation.  He and his three companions made their way to the middle of the station, passing through gray corridors.  When they arrived in the middle, they found themselves in a large area near the top of the core.  Noticing a Bajoran religious symbol on one door, they entered, believing it was a temple.  When they entered, they saw a man in a cloak and hood at one end of the temple.  They drew close, and he took the hood off, revealing an elderly man, Bajoran in appearance.  The man turned his attention to Yarken, who found his strange accent interesting.  "Welcome to Kenrok Nor.  I am Harvadis, and I have been sent from the Prophets to aid and guide you against the evil you face."


     The Bajorans were astounded.








     Carrey entered Quark's, and sat down at the bar.  Quark walked up, and asked, "And what will it be today, Captain?  A tequila?  Or......"


     "Synthehol."


     Quark seemed shocked.  "Synthehol?!"


     "You heard me, synthehol."


     Quark sighed, and left to fill the order.  Carrey sat for a moment, thinking of how his life had to be changed.


     "Mind if I take this seat?"


     Carrey looked over to see Sisko.  "Go ahead."


     Sisko sat on the bar stool, and placed his hands on the bar.  "I take it you know why I'm here?"


     "My drinking problem."  


     Carrey's answer came just as Quark put a glass of synthehol on the bar.  "One synthehol, Captain.  And what might I get for you, Captain Sisko?"


     "I'll have a synthehol myself."


     Quark left, and Carrey took a small drink.  "I've, well, been forced to reconsider myself.  I had to ask myself if I had something to live for."


     "And?"


     Carrey never averted his eyes from Sisko.  "I found something."  After taking a drink, he said, "Captain, I need to tell you something about Jake....."


     "Sherlily, isn't it?"


     "What?"


     "Ensign Sherlily.  She's the woman Jake's involved with."  Sisko grinned at Carrey's apparent shock.  "I've been looking forward to Jake falling in love for years, and you expect me to let it pass by so easily?"


     "Well, I guess I underestimated you, Captain."


     Sisko raised his glass.  "A toast, to love, to friendship, and to the future."


     Carrey followed, and they toasted.  After taking their drinks, Carrey stated, "I'm going to like it here."


     "I'm sure you will....."








     Dale and Meridina stood in the now closed lounge, and watched as Albert tried to get ready to re-open it, in the wake of Hargert's departure.  "It's so strange, Hargert leaving.  I've gotten so used to him...."


     "He will be missed."


     Dale sighed, and then remembered something.  "Meridina, before we knew that cloaked being was an older version of Hargert, why did you react the way you did to his presence?"


     Meridina stared off into the stars.  "Among my people, the Carl'sk'mona are revered.  Their power is beyond comprehension, and their appearance is seen as an omen, although one never knows if it is good or bad."


     "What does 'Carl'sk'mona' mean?"


     "It is difficult to translate it to English, but the closest I can do is, "the one who controls".  Swenya is the one who first encountered the Carl'sk'mona, two millennia ago...."


     "Two millennia, during the last war against the Darkness.  Is there some connection?"


     "I am not certain."


     After a few moments of silence, Dale put his hand on her shoulder.  "I'm sorry for trying to stop you from coming earlier.  I just didn't want anything to happen to you," he apologized.  "I couldn't bear the thought of losing you, not... not after Rebecca...."


     "That is, how do you humans say, 'okay'?"  Meridina put one of her hands on Dale's cheek, and smiled.  "We are sworn to another.  I understand your reasons, and now you understand mine."  Afterward, they softly kissed.....








Epilogue











     On the space station Babylon-5, a small ship docked in one of the many cargo bays.  The figure that came out of the ship was none other than Jeffrey Sinclair, who was embarking on his greatest mission ever.  He now had the knowledge of his fate, and finally knew the reassurance of destiny.


     As he entered customs, two beings, both invisible to both the naked eye and the station's rather thorough security scanners, watched.  One wore the distinctive encounter suit of a Vorlon, more as a tradition than a necessity, the other wearing the humble cloak and hood of those the Gersallians called "Carl'sk'mona".  "One circle is complete, and another has reached it's end......"


     "Yes, Kosh.  Now, we wait....  The time is near......."


