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Twin galaxies
Introduction

Time. A fascinating subject, usually used to categorise events in a linear way in order to study those events in a practical way, often named historical research. 

In the beginning of all things, time was stable, solid and unquestionable. 

What happened could not be undone, what had been undone could not happen. 

Time was master of itself, supreme ruler, patient but without any emotion about events occurring under her reign: birth and demise of stars, galaxies or even super clusters of galaxies. 

In time, life forms started to manipulate their environment, even reaching to the stars above. They learned to bend the rules of nature, physics, travelling to distant stars, expanding their domain and knowledge.

Life forms encountered other life forms, sometimes resulting in peaceful cooperation but more often with a certain tension, even aggression. 

Wars raged through the universe, though there were peaceful galaxies, united under enlighted life forms or united by brute force.

Still, time did not care for these things to happen. Time has no soul, no desire. 

However, everything changed when a life form learned to manipulate time itself, bended the rules of chronological progress. They learned to travel trough time. Until now, it was only possible to travel to the future, but this was no true manipulation, only a sort of acceleration of time.

However, the life forms discovered a way to go back in time, to see things that past, and with that power they also had the ability to do what had not been done, and to do what was undone. 

They altered the timeline. 

Time had no consciousness, but it had laws that were violated unrepairable. However, when dealing with so much contradictions inflicted by time travellers, time found a way to compensate, to bring order into chaos, to restore logic in creating new laws.

When the primary timeline overloaded, it simply duplicated itself, spreading into countless lines. 

Where once was only one timeline, countless others evolved and when a chronical anomaly stressed a timeline too much, it splitted itself in 2 or even more new ones.

A new order was created, time was master again, but of a greater realm this time: thousand of universa, separated by timelines. 

Though countless timelines were hardly different and even impossible to distinguish from each other, many others were different in significant ways. A galaxy united peaceful in one timeline was ravaged by war in another timeline. 

But I will stop to elaborate. Its time to tell my story, what happened in a time line I monitored for several centuries. 

It’s a story of 2 galaxies, separated by space in countless timelines, but in one of a million there was an exception, against the odds. But where no limitations exist, every possibility calculation is useless. 2 galaxies met and this is my story…

Chapter 1: change of command

The Dominance exited hyperspace near the third planet of Zeth Hatel, a system deep in Wild Space on the outskirts of the galaxy.

A shuttle departed, escorted by 4 Tie-fighters, and headed for the secret station orbiting the planet. It passed the hangar shield and landed. 

Research Chief Slothi and his CEO Ractas walked to the backside, where a ramp descended. 

A dozen storm troopers marched out, forming 2 straight lines. 

The scientists waited at the end of the patch between the soldiers, to welcome the expected Grand admiral, who was overdue after his last visit.

But the man descending from the ramp was not Zaarin. He wore the same white tenue like Zaarin, but his skin was blue and his red eyes seemed to observe the environment sharply, struck fear and confusion into the hearts of the scientist.

The most feared of all Chiss walked over the path between the storm troopers. It seemed he would simply pass the scientist, but suddenly he turned and stood before them.

“I’m looking for doctor Slothi.”

“Sir, I’m dr. Slothi, and this is CEO Ractas.”  Slothi said, a bit nervous. In his mind, he cursed himself for trembling.

“Dr. Slothi, we have some matters to discuss.”

“If you allow me, sir: we expected Grand Admiral Zaarin to return, do you replace him for the moment?”

Grand Admiral Thrawn’s face revealed an amused smile for a second, but quickly he regained his strict pose.

“Well, lets say that Zaarin is permanently removed from command, I will deal with his businesses for now. But let’s discuss the matter in a more suitable place, like your office.”

Escorted by six storm troopers, the scientists and Thrawn went to the central command centre of the station.

With an air of nonchalance, Thrawn took place, facing Slothi and Ractas. His folded hands resting on the table, Thrawn viewed the scientists, who wondered what was going on.

“First, we have to discus the issue of loyalty,” Thrawn spoke with a calm voice but his words struck the scientists with fear.

“I’m not sure what you mean, Grand admiral. We always handled according the demands of Grand admiral Zaarin,” Slothi replied.

“That’s exactly the point, mister Slothi. Admiral Zaarin has been found guilty of treason. And for the record: he was no Grand Admiral at all, for only our emperor can appoint a person to that rank.  But I’ve dealt with Zaarin and he received the fate he deserved, like all enemies of the empire.  Question remains: where does your loyalty lie?”

Slothi’s face became pale and his CEO didn’t look any happier.

“We weren’t aware of the betrayal of Grand… I mean, of admiral Zaarin. I met him only once, the other meetings were with one of his subordinates, we didn’t care either for we had a simple agreement: support and protection in exchange for scientific advancement. We never asked anything about his activities, and neither we were encouraged to do so.”

“So you claim unaware of his deeds? His raids against imperial shipping? His assaults at several production facilities throughout the empire? His killing of millions of imperial servants? It’s this all new information for you? “ Thrawn replied, almost amused.

“Yes, we’ve hearted of some rumours, but we assumed it was due to terrorism and rebel misinformation. We never got any indication he was responsible for it,” Ractas exclaimed.

“Well, it’s hard to believe, I'm afraid. But you don’t have to convince me, we have other ways of finding the truth.”

Thrawn made a gesture and the storm troopers seized Ractas and dragged him away. 

“What do you want from him?” Slothi asked frightened.

“I’ll have him interrogated. If he cooperates, it will be less discomfort able. He might even survive the procedure. If he gives us the right information, I’ll save you from sharing his fate. However, I have some other issues to discuss with you.”

Chapter 2 : On the other side

Supervisor Yeleni was on his way to the bridge, after his check of the preliminary report of the anomaly, received from captain T’Kali.

After a recon discovered this phenomenon a fleet was been dispatched to investigate the matter. The Tal’shiar demanded a highly detailed report about its properties and possible security risks, for the anomaly was located in the no-man-zone, the region separating Romulan and Klingon territory.

This was an excellent chance for Yeleni to gain prestige and a career boost. However, failure could be as severe as success, he realized. 

Captain and acting fleet commander T’Kali rose when supervisor Yeleni entered the bridge. There was always tension, not by the chain of command, but the Navy and the Romulan intelligence agency weren’t quite amicable to each other.

“Welcome to the bridge, Supervisor. I assume you’ve read the report?”

“It’s a sufficient report, for the time being. Unfortunately, my superiors consider it necessarily to have a second opinion in this matter, from the perspective of the Imperial Navy. As highest officer in the field, your perspective must be reviewed. “ 

T’Kali felt a bit relieved and amused. Apparently, the Admiralty managed to get some involvement in this matter. Few admirals did appreciate the orders of the Tal‘Shiar. Though the intelligence agency were their supposed superiors, the balance of power was always a delicate matter, and the service was wise enough to take that fact into account. 

“I see. Well, the discovery of this wormhole can be of great importance, when the initial findings about its stability are correct. Further investigation is vital to determine this. We are considering launching a second probe, this time into the wormhole for more accurate data. This probe will travel as far as necessary to reach the other exit.”

“That will take too long, captain. My superiors get impatient. The longer this takes, the greater the chance our klingon friends notice this wormhole. Besides, a ship is a lot faster and can do more accurate scans then a probe.”

“Supervisor, I don’t want to risk our ship and crew when a probe can obtain sufficient data from the wormhole. According to the data from the first probe, the journey could take days, or even a week. And we don’t have a complete review. Its premature to guarantee a safe journey.”

“Few things in life are without risk. My superiors agree on this matter. It’s within acceptable parameters. But if you insist, the Hyperion and Vulture can remain at this end.”

“I don’t want the Green Hawk separated of the support ships. We can’t travel to an unknown region without any backup.”

“Then it is decided. We take all three ships in.”

“Supervisor, I don’t consider it responsible to...”: 

“You have your orders, captain”, the supervisor waved his objections away. Captain T’Kali made up his mind for a second, but gave up his stand.

“If you insist, supervisor. Com, signal the fleet to prepare, we’re going in.”  

Chapter 3 : First review

Location: aboard the ISD Dominance, briefing room.

Grand Admiral Thrawn dropped the data pad on the table.  

“Mister Slothi, the question of your loyalty remains to be viewed at a later point. For now, I ask your assistance to inform me of the research your team conducted the last eight months. Since I’ve no time to read an endless stream of scientific data, I would be pleased if you give me a summary before I ask my staff to examine it.”

Chief Research Slothi stood before Thrawn’s desk, quite nervous. But Slothi  realized this was a small chance to redeem himself.

“Understood, my lord. I’ll try to explain. Well, ehm…the anomaly we studied is a category C wormhole, quite rare in our galaxy. But this one is even more special. Last months, it increased enough in stability to send probes in. It now forms a stable connection with galaxy 513-628B.”

“Another nearby galaxy, you say?”

“Not really, my lord. It would take our fastest ship more then 6000 years to cross the distance.”

“Interesting. How can a wormhole stretch so far into intergalactic space?”

“There is a old theory, speaking of the nature of twin galaxies. In short, this idea means some galaxies travelled in pairs, but slowly splitting up. However, the gravimetric bending of space between such galaxies could cause a wormhole to form, but only in the most ideal situations.”

“I see. Do you have any idea how long this wormhole will be stabile?”

“We are trying to determine that, but for now, we don’t have a clue. It can remain active for days, but also for centuries. Further research could give more answers.”

“I see. What information did the probes gather?”

“The size and composition of the alien galaxy is almost similar with our galaxy. We’ve mapped an area of one million cubic light-year. We haven’t detected any use of hyperspace of hyper wave communication, but we found some interesting physical aspect of this galaxy wich could be the explanation. 

The average subspace density is almost a 1000 times the level we have in our own galaxy. This makes hyperspace travel very hard.”

“Please elaborate this point, mister Slothi.”

“Well, my lord, the high density causes hyper spatial turbulence during hyperspace travel, wich makes it extremely dangerous during high speed. We estimate the safety border is approximately around 100.000 c.”

“This is quite a limitation, mister Slothi. Are you sure of this?”

“We don’t think we can overcome this limitation, my lord. There is no conceivable way we could lower the turbulence, the density is simply to high to solve. 

But there is more. Long-Range Hyper wave communication is also impossible, the signals will lose cohesion after travelling more then 10 light-years. And hyper matter becomes highly instable in an environment with such subspace density. Our reactors are not safe to use. Fortunately, our probes used fusion reactors.

“Have you researched solutions for these problems?”

“We’re still working on a way to solve the hyper matter instability. For now, we would rely on fusion reactors to power our systems there. 

For the other problems, we’ve a theory wich can help us. We think its possible to use subspace to communicate. We’re working on a prototype to detect any subspace transmission. It would be logical to assume the more advanced species of this galaxy would use this way of communication. We could adapt our own COM systems as well. And we could develop a subspace radar as well.”

“Interesting idea. But do you think they developed space travel without hyperspace?”

“Well, we think it’s possible to use subspace to bend the fabric of space to propel a ship faster then light. But it would take years for us to develop such drives ourselves. We need to verify if they use such engines.”

“We will see. Well, mister Slothi, I’m not entirely displeased with your interesting review, though its premature to decide your use in this matter. You are at the disposal of my scientific staff to assist them in comprehending all data of this project. If your cooperation is fruitful, I’ll consider to forget all your early transgressions against the legitimate authorities of the Empire. You are dismissed.”

Slothi quickly nodded and the guards escorted him to his new quarters aboard the Domination. Thrawn opened a comm to the bridge.

“Yes, my lord?”

“Captain Drack, I’m leaving for Coruscant for a while. I’ll expect you to deal with all matters at hand. Our operation here is now classified.”

“Understood , my lord. I’ll secure all communication immediately. And I’ll  have your shuttle prepared for departure.”

Thrawn closed the comm and took a moment to over think the magnitude of the situation. The emperor would be quite interested in this matter. And Thrawn would be pleased to offer his services and deal with the challenges the wormhole would provide him. It could be worthy of his attention and time.

Chapter Four : An adventure begins

“Today is a great day in the history of Cardassia and Ferenginar and their colonies. As president I have the honour to be the first to welcome your people as members of the United Federation of Planets. Let our common cause and ideals be the cornerstone of a brighter and better future and this day be an inspiration for all members of the Federation.”

President Janeway ended her speech and all invitees applauded. The official part of the meeting was over, many handshakes followed to congratulate the Cardassian and Ferengi representatives with their fresh membership.

Janeway left the main conference hall to escape the noisy gathering and walked into the botanical garden.

She was exhausted, though she felt quite satisfied about her accomplishments. This was the crown of her political career. 

Her star had risen quickly after the heroic return of Voyager, becoming involved in many diplomatic matters. Many recognized her as one of the greatest diplomats the Federation ever conceived.

Her experience with many species in the Delta quadrant had paved the way. After two years serving as ambassador at Cardassia, she became the favourite candidate for presidency. This was the third year of her term, but she wondered if she wanted a second time in office. Suddenly, a low voice startled her and she turned to the sound. 

“President Janeway?”

“Ambassador Worf! I didn’t notice you coming?”

“My apologies, president. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“That’s ok. Its good to meet you again. How are thing on Kronos?”

“A bit dull lately. Chancellor Martok puts a pleasure in stacking me with loads of diplomatic papers.”

“You never were the man to work from behind a desk, Worf.”

“We all have our duties.”

“Bureaucracy can be quite boring, I know. Being president includes a lot of paperwork too.”

“Speaking of bureaucracy: how is the reform of the federal economy going?”

“We’re working hard together with the Ferengi to accomplish our goals. Fortunately, their new government is quite effective.”

Janeway shake her head in pretended disbelief. 

“I never imagined the Ferengi to learn the Federation something useful. But a lot has changed on Ferenginar. Grand Nagus Nog made quite an effort in convincing his people to accept the new Rules of Acquisition. But they did and adapted quite well to the new situation, their economy is still booming. Their advisor did their job well in redefining our economic system.”

“I do not fully understand the need of those reforms, president Janeway. Your people did quite well the last centuries, or didn’t they?”

“It’s a long story, but I’ll give you the short version. Our self-sustaining society did quite well in peacetime, but it made us vulnerable during times of conflict. With no money system, our production capacity remained low by lack of stimulation. And our technological level made us lazy and only postponed the collapse of our lifestyle. 

But during the Dominion war we came close to the point of collapse. Our industry had to triple their production to meet the demands of the war effort. Few know this: a year longer war would have resulted in defeat. In the long run, the war of attrition would have ruined us. We can’t take such risks ever again. And who knows when the Borg return? We must be prepared.”

“I see. It also explains the new Federal drive to colonize more worlds. You need to expand to survive.”

“Precisely, but with friendly means. We keep our high principles that brought us this far. Reforms are going well but there is still a lot to do. But that’s for the next president to worry about.”

“Aren’t you looking for a second term?”

“I have my reservations. I’m considering returning to Starfleet. My job was quite a challenge, but I like to be on the bridge of a vessel again. Perhaps on one of the exploration vessels. Back to the frontier of known space.”

“How convenient. Perhaps I can interest you in some adventure?”

“What do you mean, Worf?”

“Please follow me and I’ll explain.”

Janeway wondered what was going on, but she followed the klingon to the thundering waterfall in the southern section of the garden.

“Ok, Worf. What’s this all about.”

“I don’t want anyone to hear our conversation. We can speak freely here.”

“Bring it up please, you made me curious.””

“I planned to inform you by the official channels, but now we’ve met, I can inform you anyway. Our scanners detected a strange anomaly in the neutral zone between klingon and romulan space. Preliminary scans suggest it can be a stable wormhole, and we want to check this. Chancellor Martok is planning an expedition and I volunteered to command the fleet. But we need some assistance from the Federation. Their scientists are better equipped and trained to adequately research the wormhole.”

“This is a important discovery. I understand your secrecy now. We can arrange a good team and ship.Seven of Nine would love this opportunity. I’ll arrange the preparations. Alas, I can’t leave my post to join your mission.” 

“I knew you would like the challenge, so I’ve convinced Martok to request your presence as acting captain aboard the federation vessel. Your experience with Voyager made you the best candidate, and I mean it.” 

“That’s very kind of you Worf, but I can’t accept this post. There are a lot captains suitable for this mission.” 

“So it’s true what they said. You’ve changed. The old Janeway would take every change she could get to participate venture like this.”

“This is not fair. You know my obligations.” 

“Don’t tell me you can’t be missed for a few weeks.” 

“Actually, I can’t!” 

“Well, if you say so. The offer still stands. Please contact me if you change your mind. Good day, president.”  

Worf turned around and walked to the exit of the garden. Suddenly, Janeway called him.

“So when do we leave?” 

Worf smiled.  

“As soon as you are ready, president.” 

“Well, I realized it’s time to take a holiday. It’s a long time overdue.” 

