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"I regret it's come to this, Colonel. To be completely honest, I've always admired 

you…but now you've crossed a line that I simply cannot condone," Woolsey said with a tone of 
finality as he and Sheppard stood in front of the gate in Atlantis's control room. An active 
wormhole back to Earth shimmered ominously large in front of them. 

"You're breaking my heart," John said sarcastically as Ronon eyed him from afar. He 
knew his friend was spoiling for a fight, and subtly waved him off with a downward flick of his 
bound wrists. 

Ronon sneered in disgust, but his movements seemed to settle down. He knew there 
was nothing that he could do for Sheppard, but that didn't mean he wasn't willing to go down 
fighting for his friend. 

"If there was any way to make this more pleasant for you, I would…" 
"How about I punt your dishonorable ass back through the gate instead," Sheppard 

countered, clearly agitated. 
Woolsey stiffened. "You can rest assured that will not be happening." He purposefully 

turned and looked at the open gate. "Once you step through that gate I doubt you'll ever lay 
eyes on one again. I hope it was worth it for you." Woolsey nodded to the security guards. 
"Send him through." 

The SFs took Sheppard by the elbow and dragged him forward. 
"John!" Teyla yelled out, not knowing what else to say...or do. 
Sheppard dug his heels into the ground three feet from the puddle and turned to look 

back at her. He gave her an unconvincing smile before he was dragged into the event horizon. 

 
"Donnor, Davis, watch the gate," Colonel Morris barked out a few minutes after SG-14 

arrived on the previously unexplored world through the stargate for the second time in three 
days…this time with an archeology team in tow. "Stevenson, you and me are on patrol. Take 
the southern ruins that we didn't get to last time, I'll take the plaza then escort the egg heads 
around. Report anything interesting." 

"Roger that," Stevenson said, turning south through the decaying remains of an Ancient 
city. Though mostly made up of abandoned buildings and crumbling infrastructure, a few pieces 
of ancient tech had been discovered on their first trip through the gate. 

Nothing groundbreaking had been found, but the fact that some tech remained 
suggested that the planet hadn't been scavenged by the Goa'uld or others…and that meant 
there might still be something worthwhile lying around. 



Captain Ryan Stevenson, fresh off a stint with SG-7, had been reassigned less than a 
week ago after personally requesting General Landry to move him to one of the teams tasked 
with exploring the remaining gates on the SGC's galactic list that General O'Neill had provided 
them with years ago. After an hour of debate, and a check of his medical records, Landry 
somberly granted his request and moved him into an open slot on an exploration team that a 
recently pregnant Lieutenant had vacated. 

After half an hour of meandering through the ruins with nothing but rubble to report, 
Stevenson checked in on his radio and headed back to the main structure where the stargate 
was located. It was one of the few worlds that the Humans had explored that had the gate 
indoors, which suggested to the experts back in the SGC that the planet might hold a greater 
significance than other Ancient sites previously discovered. 

There was even some scuttlebutt back in the SGC about establishing a permanent base 
in the ruins. While some of the buildings seemed intact to Stevenson, they weren't what he'd 
call livable. Most had holes of some sort in them, and the oppressive jungle surrounding the 
site had managed to invade every crack and crevice that it could, creating a hybrid city/forest 
that would require camping equipment in order to inhabit. 

But that didn't really matter to him. He and his team would be moving on to the next 
address on the diminishing unexplored list within a few days. He hoped they'd be able to finish 
off the uncharted gates in the Milky Way before he was deemed unfit for duty. 

Stevenson wound his way through the western edge of the ruins that he'd spied from 
afar earlier. There were several statues and large columns that seemed slightly out of place 
from the rest of the structures. They were clearly Ancient in design, but their coloration and 
placement suggested they weren't part of the original architecture. 

As he walked down a wide corridor and past the foot of one large female statue 
Stevenson jerked his P-90 up in response to movement on his flank. 

He lowered the weapon when he recognized the source…a section of the pedestal had 
jutted out towards him. 

A memory from his initial SGC training clicked and he reached for his radio. General 
O'Neill had encountered this technology twice during his tour on SG-1. 

Stevenson's finger froze over the radio's call button as another thought struck him. He 
felt a flicker of hope bristle through his skin before his mind quickly dismissed the illogic of it. 
O'Neill had nearly died both times. 

Without thinking his hand retreated from his radio. He looked down at it in wonder, 
realizing his instincts were disagreeing with his logic. Stevenson looked up at the partially 
deployed Ancient Repository of Knowledge and swallowed hard. 

"I'm dead anyway," he said to himself. "Million to one is better than no odds at all." 
Stevenson pulled the green cap off his head and closed his eyes. He sucked in one last 

breath and stepped forward. 
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"You've really done it this time, Sheppard," Landry said from across the table in the brig. 
"Done what, exactly?" Sheppard asked innocently. 
"Done what?" Landry repeated for emphasis. "Well, let's start with the obvious. 

Disobeying orders. I specifically ordered you and your teams not to go on any further offworld 
missions. The I.O.A. doesn't want us to needlessly jeopardize any more of our personnel 
fighting the Wraith when we know that any gains made will be for naught when we pull out of 
Pegasus." 

"So we just turn tail and run because the Wraith are proving more resilient than the 
Goa'uld did?" Sheppard argued loudly. 

Landry leaned his elbows over the table and looked Sheppard directly in the eye. "The 
original purpose of the Atlantis expedition was to recover Ancient technologies and bring them 
back to Earth…which is exactly what we're doing now. Fighting the Ancients' millennia old war 
is not why you were sent there…and despite the relationships you've established with the 
indigenous Humans in the Pegasus galaxy, their wellbeing is ultimately not our concern. And 
you, Colonel Sheppard, have no right to unilaterally inject Earth into the conflict." 

Sheppard leaned forward as well. "Are you referring to recent events, or the original 
rescue mission that woke up the Wraith?" 

"Both points could be argued, but I was referring to your recent assault on the Wraith 
outpost." 

"They were setting up a new shipyard," Sheppard argued, "one that could grow ships 
that could be used to attack Earth in the future." 

"The I.O.A. disagrees. It feels that without the advanced, intergalactic hyperdrive 
technology the Wraith will stay confined to the Pegasus galaxy the same way they have been 
for the past 10,000 years…and I'm forced to agree with them." 

"So let me get this straight," Sheppard said quizzically. "I'm being court-martialled 
because I disobeyed orders and succeeded in thwarting the Wraith's attempt to build more 
ships that could be used to attack Atlantis during the pullout? I thought that sort of thing 
usually led to a commendation, or at least an informal pat on the back." 

Landry shook his head. "It doesn't matter how it turned out, Colonel. You're a loose 
cannon and the I.O.A. has had it with your independent streak…as have I. Don't think that I 
haven't noticed certain supplies that have been mysteriously expended at a rate far faster than 
previous logistical reports." 

Sheppard cringed. 
"Oh…I see you didn't realize that. You thought you were real clever, ordering ammo, 

and weapons, and medical supplies through channels and then slipping them out of Atlantis's 
inventory in small numbers that wouldn't raise any suspicion." 



"One good thing I'll say about Woolsey is that he's efficient," Landry continued. "He's 
the one that spotted the questionable figures. Don't care much for the man myself, but you've 
gotta respect that kind of obsessive scrutiny when it leads to the capture of a thief." 

That brought Sheppard's ire up. "I'm no thief!" 
"Oh no?" Landry said, standing up suddenly. "Then who was it that cooked the books? 

McKay? Lorne? Or was it Teyla's idea?" 
"You know…" Sheppard said, shaking his head in disgust. "I thought Earth was supposed 

to be the good guy. The one the galaxy…or galaxies could turn to in times of trouble. Like the 
way the Asgard came to our aid when the Goa'uld were set to wipe us out." 

"Oh, we're still the good guys, Colonel. But sometimes the good guys have to cut their 
losses and look out for themselves. Even the Asgard came to the same conclusion when the 
Replicators were killing them off. They chose, and rightly so, to protect their own first. 
Fortunately it worked out for Earth and we were able to defend ourselves from the Goa'uld at 
that point." 

"We're not under attack," Sheppard countered, "so we aren't in a position to have to 
make that choice. We're just leaving for…why are we leaving anyway?" 

"Because, frankly, it's none of our business what happens in Pegasus. We're not going to 
throw away the lives of our people in a hopeless effort to defeat the Wraith." 

"It's not hopeless, General. The Wraith are tough but they aren't unbeatable." 
"Apparently the Ancients didn't think so, and while I'm not the kind to back down from a 

fight, I think we'll take their word over yours as to how dangerous the Wraith really are. By your 
own accounts, Atlantis has survived this far purely out of luck, with a little hard work and 
courage thrown into the mix. If the Wraith find Atlantis again, they'll destroy the city through 
sheer numbers and there's nothing that we can do to fend them off. If the Ancients couldn't 
beat them then what chance in hell do we have?" 

"Fine," Sheppard offered. "Let's hold out long enough to evacuate the Human 
populations from Pegasus back into the Milky Way. The Wraith have kept their numbers low, 
and without a food source the Wraith will either have to find something else to eat or starve to 
death." 

Landry held his tongue for a moment. "There at least I can sympathize. While I don't 
expect that we could evacuate an entire galaxy, we could at least provide refuge for some of 
the Humans civilizations that we've befriended. I don't like turning our backs on our allies any 
more than you do, Colonel, but the I.O.A. is ultimately the one in charge. And like it or not, we 
have to follow orders." 

"Even if they're bad orders?" 
"Even if they're bad ones, Colonel. You've had too much leniency in Pegasus for your 

own good. Being a galaxy away from command influence probably didn't help matters any. I'll 
be sure to bring that point up at your court-martial," Landry said as he turned to leave. 

"That's it?" Sheppard asked. "You just stopped in to chat?" 
"Believe it or not, Colonel, I have another disobedient soldier to deal with…or perhaps 

not. I doubt he'll live out the month. He's probably better off, given the circumstances." 
"What happened?" Sheppard asked. "Did Ronon do something?" 
"No, Colonel. He's one of mine. Seems he found an Ancient Repository and decided to 

use it on himself." 



"What's an Ancient Repository?" 
"General O'Neill refers to it as a 'head sucker'. Thing is it nearly killed him…twice. The 

Asgard saved his life both times, but Captain Stevenson won't have that luxury." 
"Did he know it'd kill him?" Sheppard asked. 
"Probably," Landry offered, "Only he knows for sure, and right now he's in a coma in 

sickbay. Seems he disobeyed orders and didn't report it in. His team leader found him 
unconscious beneath the device." 

"How do you know he did it on purpose?" 
"Standing up for another rogue…how touching," Landry said sarcastically. "We found his 

hat several meters away from the device, along with some very distinctive footprints. He didn't 
just walk by and it grabbed him. Apparently he took his hat off before walking straight up to it 
and sticking his head in. Either way I'll find out for sure when he wakes up. I've got Dr. Jackson 
standing by to translate." 

"Translate?" Sheppard asked, confused. 
"Seems the Repository rewrites your brain with Ancient knowledge. General O'Neill 

eventually lost the ability to speak English." 
Landry opened the confinement room door. "If I were you I'd start planning your 

defense. Your designated council will be here in the next hour, but you're going to need as 
much prep time as you can get. If I weren't ticked with you I'd wish you luck, even though I 
know it wouldn't do you any good. You're going to be staring at the inside of a cell for most, if 
not all of your remaining life." 

Landry shut the door behind him with a clank, leaving Sheppard sitting alone behind the 
spartan table with the security guard watching over him from the corner. 

Sheppard turned to look over his shoulder at the female guard. "Do we get any 
bathroom breaks?" 

  



3 
 
 
"Has he said anything?" Dr. Lam asked Daniel when she returned to Stevenson's bed 

after taking a brief lunch. 
"He woke up for about thirty seconds, complained about a headache, and passed out 

again." 
"In English?" she asked. 
"Yep," he answered, then shook his head in disbelief. "Why would he do this knowing 

that it was going to kill him?" 
Lam looked at him quizzically. "You don't know?" 
Daniel stared at her. "Know what?" 
She hesitated. "I'm not exactly supposed to reveal personal information, but I guess it 

won't hurt in this case. You probably need to know anyway if you're going to be talking to him. 
He has a degenerative genetic disease. He's not expected to live more than three more years." 

Daniel turned back and looked at Ryan. "I didn't know that." 
"He wanted it kept a secret, and I was ethically forced to oblige as long as his illness 

didn't disqualify him from duty." 
"How could it not?" Daniel asked. 
Lam shrugged. "As long as he can handle the pain and carry out his daily tasks there's no 

medical reason to take him off the active duty list. His disease moves slowly, it's not like it's 
going to develop to a critical level during a mission. He'll slowly be subjected to more and more 
pain until he can't take it any longer or his superiors notice a physical inability. He said he didn't 
want them to know so that they wouldn't pull him off duty without reason." 

"I grudgingly agreed and have waited for a medical incident to indicate he was no longer 
fit for duty, but so far that hasn't happened. Either his condition isn't progressing as fast as 
predicted or he's hiding the pain well. Either way it's a moot point. The Ancient device is going 
to kill him long before his disease will." 

Daniel sighed. "I guess he figured he didn't have anything to lose. Maybe he'll be able to 
tell us something useful and make his death worth something." 

"He made it clear to me he didn't want to die helpless in bed, slowly withering away," 
Lam confided. "At least this will be quick by comparison." 

Suddenly the status monitors started wailing and Stevenson's body began to convulse. 
Lam reacted instantly and ordered up a cocktail of drugs. "Did this happen to O'Neill?" 

"No," Daniel said confused. "His physical deterioration happened after his mental 
conversion." 

"This isn't good," Lam said, alarmed. "His blood pressure is spiking, and his neural 
patterns are erratic. I don't know how long his body can take this…" 

The constant tone of heart failure sounded as Stevenson's body fell still. 
"Get the crash cart over here, now!" Lam yelled. 



Daniel watched dejectedly as Dr. Lam worked feverishly to revive the Captain, but to no 
avail. Ten minutes later Lam finally gave up and deactivated the medical equipment. She 
morosely pulled the bed sheet up over his head and hobbled away from the dead patient. 

"There was nothing you could have done," Daniel said, trying to comfort her. 
"I know," she said, not happy in the least. 
"We knew this would happen, we just didn't think it would be this fast." 
"A patient died in my infirmary," she said icily. "I don't like that." 
Daniel put a hand on her shoulder supportively. He knew there wasn't anything that he 

could say to make it right. Losing people was always hard. 

 
"You really blew it this time, Sheppard," O'Neill said as he paced back and forth across 

the confinement room. 
"With respect, sir, as much as I could use a pep talk, what I really need is an ally who can 

do something about these ridiculous charges," Sheppard said exasperated. The more days that 
passed the more he was beginning to lose his patience…and his already limited respect for 
authority. 

Jack shook his head. "I can't get you out of this one, Sheppard. Both the President and 
the I.O.A. want your head. If you'd just defied the I.O.A.'s orders then maybe I could have done 
something, but stealing from the Air Force ticked the Commander in Chief off royally. They're 
going to eat you alive in the hearing tomorrow, then shuttle you off for the official beheading," 
O'Neill said metaphorically. "Just, tell me. Why'd you have to go and do it?" 

"Because it was the right thing to do. And I'd expect you of all people to understand 
that, General." Sheppard said with a bit of venon in his voice. He felt like he was being betrayed 
by everyone he'd ever remotely respected back on Earth. He seriously wished he'd gone awol 
back in Pegasus when he'd had the chance. 

"What good did it do?" O'Neill asked. "You've been found out and your operations 
stopped. Are the people of Pegasus any better off than before? The Wraith are still there and 
nothing you did was going to stop that. You threw your career away for nothing?" 

"At least I'll have a clear conscious when I go to sleep at night. I'll know that I did 
everything I could to save those people," Sheppard said determinately. "Can you say the same, 
General?" 

"Actually, I can," O'Neill countered half-heartedly. "I fought the I.O.A. on this one, 
Sheppard...and I fought hard. In the end it didn't change anything. Too many people see the 
logic in bringing back the technology we've found and destroying the Wraith's one and only 
route into our galaxy. They don't care about some faceless people they've never met nor ever 
will meet millions of light-years away…and there's nothing I can say or do that's going to change 
their mind." 

"But you're the one that has to give the final order to destroy Atlantis," Sheppard 
reminded him. 

O'Neill thought about saying something, then stopped and swallowed instead. 
"The I.O.A. isn't doing this," Sheppard argued, "we are. They may be giving the orders 

but we're the ones that have to do the dirty work." 
"You won't be, if that's any consolation," O'Neill pointed out. 
"Whatever happened to disobeying orders when it was the right thing to do?" 



"Ah, yes…the right thing to do," O'Neill said slowly, remembering back. 
"I know you've been in this position before, General, and that you did the same thing as 

me." 
"But you got caught, Sheppard!" O'Neill said, half joking, half sarcastic. "If you're going 

to pull a fast one you've gotta be able to get away with it. Did you really think Woolsey wouldn't 
notice?" 

"I…didn't think about that," Sheppard admitted. "I was too busy worrying about people 
getting life-sucked by the Wraith to worry about the sleeping monsters among our own 
people." 

O'Neill sighed. "I sympathize, Colonel. I really do. If it was up to me you'd be out bagging 
more bad guys, but the big wigs have stepped in and taken it out of my hands. And despite my 
best efforts to convince them to preserve Atlantis, they've decided that the remaining power in 
our ZPMs is too precious a commodity to waste flying the entire city back here. They'd rather 
strip it down to the carcass and then blow up the carcass. I'll do what I can for you at the 
hearing, maybe get them to go easy on the confinement request, but it doesn't look good." 

O'Neill started to say something more into the silence, but thought twice about it. 
Neither he nor Sheppard had anything more to say so he finally, awkwardly got up to leave. 

"Why is it that we shoot the bad guys on other planets," Sheppard asked, "but here on 
Earth they get a free pass?" 

"Job security." O'Neill said deadpan as he left. 
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The sickbay was blissfully quiet and unoccupied while Dr. Lam wrote up the death 

certificate for Captain Stevenson on her computer. Suddenly one of the nurses screamed in 
shock. 

"What is it?" Lam yelled as she darted out of her seat and around the corner…where she 
saw Stevenson's body convulsing again. "What the hell?" she said as she reactivated the 
medical sensors. 

"Call the General," Lam ordered as she held down Stevenson's arm so it wouldn't knock 
the meds off the nearby tray. "Tell him he needs to get down here now." 

 
Ten minutes later the General walked into the infirmary in stunned disbelief. "You said 

he was dead?" 
"He was," Lam insisted, "for four hours. Then he just came back…I can't explain it. His 

vitals are stabilizing, albeit slowly. He's gone through three convulsions in the past ten minutes 
and each time he comes out of it a little better off than before." 

"Explain," Landry demanded. 
"I can't," Lam said simply. 
"Will he recover?" the General asked. 
"If I had to guess, I'd say yes, but I'm really not qualified to give you an answer on this 

one. I have no idea what's happening to him, but he seems to me to be improving…despite 
being dead earlier." 

"Well this complicates things." 
"How so?" Lam asked. 
"If he lives," Landry said, stressing the 'if', "what do you think the I.O.A. is going to say 

about it?" 
"I don't catch your meaning." 
"If the Captain has the knowledge of the Ancients and lives to keep it…" 
"…they'll want to turn him into their personal oracle," she finished. 
"Hmmn, 'oracle' is a bit more pleasant than what I was thinking about." 
Lam stared at him. "He's still an Air Force officer. They can't just treat him as a piece of 

property." 
"I agree, but that doesn't mean they won't try. I'll have to discuss this with General 

O'Neill before he leaves. Maybe we can head this one off early…and there's still the matter of 
how this happened in the first place." 

"You don't think it was an accident?" Lam asked. 
"I'm guessing he did it on purpose, but anything's possible. Let me know when he's 

lucid…or if things take a turn for the worse." 

 



Stevenson lay comatose in his bed, his body motionless aside from the occasional 
tremor. Daniel and Lam stayed with him as much as they could, waiting for a glimpse of 
consciousness. Days passed by with no external developments. On the inside, however, was an 
entirely different story. 

His mind was hyper-processing a virtual reality simulation preprogrammed into the 
Ancient coding that had begun to rewrite his body and mind. He was living out days in a matter 
of minutes, facing challenge after challenge in a grueling simulation designed to test his worth. 

If he failed the test he would never remember having undergone it. He would wake up 
with the Repository of Ancient Knowledge in his mind, but the additional data cache hidden 
within the confines of the Repository would self-delete in one final security measure designed 
to insure that the Ancients' final hope wouldn't be discovered and destroyed before it could 
take effect. 

This, however, was not to take place. Inside the virtual testing chamber Stevenson 
proved his worth and accepted the mandate given to him by proxy. He knew full well the 
significance of what he was getting himself into, the Ancients had made sure to give him every 
chance to decline the burden that was about to be placed on his shoulders. 

He woke on the end of a deep breath, blinked his eyes and looked around. 
"You're in the infirmary, Captain," Lam said from beside him. "You've been unconscious 

for over a week. Don't try to move just yet." 
"Can you understand us?" Daniel asked from the other side of the bed. 
"Yes, Dr. Jackson. My marbles are still in my head," Stevenson said…in Ancient. 
Lam and Daniel exchanged glances. "It seems a few of them have become a bit 

scrambled," Daniel explained to Stevenson. 
"How so?" he asked. 
"You're speaking in Ancient," Daniel said, making mouthing motions with his hand. 
"Am I? I hadn't noticed." He worked his mouth around, thinking about something, then a 

frustrated expression manifested itself on his blank features. "I can understand you perfectly, 
but I can't for the life of me speak English." 

"Yeah…well, we've seen this before with O'Neill. The Ancient Repository seems to 
overwrite your existing language patterns with its own. Eventually you may not even be able to 
understand English. In which case I'll be here to translate, so you're not completely cut off from 
society." 

"I don't think that's going to happen to me, but thanks just the same. Talk to you later." 
"Later? You have somewhere to be?" Daniel asked sarcastically just as Stevenson's eyes 

rolled up into his lids and he started to convulse again. 

 
"According to Dr. Lam, Captain Stevenson's body is also changing as a result of his 

contact with the Ancient device," William Parson said from across the SGC's briefing room 
table. "From all indications his physiology is altering into a form similar to what we saw from 
the Anubis creation called Khalek. We squandered a unique opportunity for study then…we're 
not going to waste another opportunity now." 

"So what does the I.O.A. suggest?" Landry asked irreverently. "Confine him to a research 
lab for the rest of his life? This man is one of our own. He has rights." 



"Don't think that we in the I.O.A. haven't considered that angle, but each and every one 
of our Stargate personnel know and accept the risks involved with exploring the galaxy. Captain 
Stevenson has essentially been hijacked by alien programming intent on remaking him into an 
alien. He's not Human anymore, or at least he won't be for very long." 

"That's your rational?!" Landry asked, half laughing. "That'll never fly. He's still part of 
the U.S. military and he's not going anywhere unless I order him to." 

"That decision may ultimately not be up to you or your country," Parson said evenly. 
"Never the less, I'm sure some arrangement can be reached to have him examined here in the 
SGC. I'm sure your people are as anxious as we are to get access to the Ancient library within his 
mind. It's a freak of nature that he's survived to this point, and with any luck he'll hold on 
permanently…but if he doesn't and we've only got a limited amount of time for study, isn't it 
irresponsible to waste an opportunity such as this while we bicker back and forth about it here 
and up through the chain of command?" 

"Yes, there has been a bit of bickering involved," O'Neill said from the head of the table. 
"I've got Jackson with him now. If he has anything important to say we'll know about it 
immediately. We've also got a video feed on him 24/7." 

"And I've got the biomed sensor that we took from Anubis's lab hooked up and 
monitoring him as we speak," Lam added. "We're not missing anything from a medical 
standpoint." 

"I'm pleased to hear that," Parson said. "It'll give us time to discuss any long-term 
research projects. In the mean time you will be forwarding any data gleamed from him to my 
office?" 

"Of course," Landry said, standing up. Parson nodded to both Generals then left the 
conference table, briefcase in hand and posse in tow. 
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"Where am I?" Stevenson asked after waking up from another blackout, still speaking in 

Ancient. 
"They've moved you into confinement," Daniel said from his side. 
"Why?" 
"A little something to do with the fact that you admitted to intentionally sticking your 

head in the…head sucker." 
"Neural Interface," Stevenson corrected. 
"Right, well it seems you and all SGC exploratory teams were given specific instructions 

in your indoctrination not to mess with an Ancient Repository if you ever ran across one," 
Daniel reminded him. "So why did you do it?" 

"Certain death isn't very appealing," he said sarcastically, though Daniel didn't pick up 
on that intricacy. His knowledge of the Ancient language was tolerable, but Stevenson was 
speaking it as if he'd done so his entire life. 

"You mean you'd rather take a chance on a long shot instead of waiting around to die 
from a genetic disease?" 

Stevenson stared at him. "You know about that?" 
Daniel nodded. "They only told me after they brought me in to translate. No one else 

knows. Actually it's really a moot point now. Dr. Lam says the physical alterations taking place 
inside you are changing your DNA and have wiped out your disease in the process. It seems 
your long shot paid off…if you survive the transformation process." 

Stevenson blew out a relieved breath. "Good. I was wondering about that. You can tell 
Lam that I'm past the worst of it. Each time I black out I'm experiencing an upgrade that 
requires my body and mind to shut down temporarily." 

Daniel raised an eyebrow. "You know that for a fact, or just guessing?" 
"I know." 
"Really…what else do you know?" 
"What do you mean?" Stevenson asked. 
"Come on, you've got the entire Ancient library stored in your mind. Do you have access 

to any of the good stuff yet?" 
"Like what?" 
"What about Ancient history? Can you tell me anything new?" 
Stevenson started to say something then stopped short. "Maybe later, Dr. Jackson. I'm 

still fighting a monster migraine and it requires something of a conscious effort to hold it in 
check." 

"Alright," Daniel said unconvinced as he stood to leave. "I'll be back to check on you 
later." 

Stevenson waved to him as he left, but followed him with his mind. He felt him stop a 
few meters outside. 



"His physical health is improving and his mind seems stable," Dr. Jackson said to 
someone in the corridor. Stevenson could feel the other mind but couldn't identify the person. 

"But?" the other said. Stevenson heard the voice through Jackson's ears and knew it was 
familiar…Landry. It was General Landry checking up on him. 

"But," Jackson continued, "I think he's holding back." 
"Holding back what?" Landry asked. 
"I don't know," Daniel admitted. "I'm still impressed by the fact that he's survived this 

long. When Merlin upgraded me he had to install a failsafe in order to prevent an overload that 
would eventually kill me. I have no idea how his body is going to be able to stabilize the changes 
that are happening to him, but he seems confident that he'll make it through." 

"Oh he does, does he," Landry said. "It might turn out better for him if he doesn't." 
"Meaning what?" Daniel asked. 
"The I.O.A.," Landry said simply. 
"Oh, not again," Daniel said exasperated. 
"I'm afraid so. And there's the little fact that he disobeyed standing orders, which is 

what created this mess in the first place." 
Stevenson released his tenuous mental link. His new abilities were intermittent and 

unreliable, but he'd been able to hear enough. He knew he was going to have to escape the 
SGC…but he wasn't ready yet. He was too weak and continuing to black out. A few more days 
and he might be able to risk it. He'd only get one chance before they realized what he was 
capable of and implemented additional security measures. 

"Patience," he reminded himself. 

 
Sheppard left the hearing demoralized and disillusioned. Good men, men he had 

respected and trusted in the past had, one by one, sided against him and his actions and fell in 
line with the I.O.A.'s assertion that what happened in Pegasus didn't matter to Earth and that 
he had had no right to interfere. 

General O'Neill had spoken up on his behalf, suggesting that he be given some leniency 
since his plans to destroy the Wraith shipyard had actually succeeded and therefore aided the 
I.O.A.'s plans to withdraw from the Pegasus galaxy. By eliminating four partially grown ships 
that could have been used to attack Atlantis and hinder the evacuation ships as they hauled 
technology too big to fit through the stargate back to Earth, the odds of the Wraith succeeding 
in capturing Atlantis before the pullout had been reduced significantly. 

The I.O.A. hadn't bought it and had thoroughly raked Sheppard over the coals. He had 
argued with them for over four hours but in the end they were going to get what they wanted 
regardless of the truth. He would be moved onto court martial and the far-off Atlantis 
command that had always been outside of their comfortable reach would be disbanded and 
destroyed…after they had ransacked the city for any and all valuable technology. 

Sheppard was returned to his cell and dropped unceremoniously to the ground. He 
pulled his back up against the claustrophobic wall and cradled his head in his hands. He was 
screwed and he knew it. The SGC and his country were going to sacrifice him and the Pegasus 
galaxy to the corrupt whims of the I.O.A. for whatever deluded or twisted reasons they had. 



Sheppard had dodged the bureaucratic bullet many times before, but not this time. He 
wasn't about to give up, but with his options being what they were, his thoughts were sliding 
more towards jail-break rather than the defense at his upcoming court martial. 

 
"How are you feeling, son?" O'Neill asked Stevenson. 
The Captain blinked his eyes open. "Headache." 
"Don't bother talking, Stevenson," O'Neill said with a dismissive wave of his hand. "I 

don't speak Ancient anymore, and I don't feel like dragging Daniel in here, so just listen." 
Stevenson nodded. 
"I've deactivated the cameras so this will be a private conversation between the two of 

us," O'Neill said ominously, which drew a raised eyebrow from Stevenson. 
"You're in hot water with the I.O.A., and I'm not sure if we'll be able to protect you. They 

look at you as a combination guinea pig/data file more valuable than…well, than anything 
they've come across to date, and in my opinion they're not going to give you up." 

"I need to know if your head is as scrambled as mine was, or if you have control of the 
knowledge in your mind." 

Stevenson raised his hands and smirked quizzically as if saying 'why.' 
"If I can feed the I.O.A. some intel on my terms I can move you out of their reach to one 

of our more discrete offworld bases and dig my political heels in. So long as the information is 
flowing back to us I think I can protect you." 

Stevenson shook his head 'no.' 
"You don't have control?" O'Neill asked, disappointed but not really surprised. It had 

been a long shot idea from the beginning ten minutes ago in the commissary. 
Stevenson shook his head 'yes.' 
"Yes you agree with the 'no' or yes you can?" O'Neill asked confused. 
Stevenson gritted his teeth then made a snap decision to trust O'Neill. He motioned for 

him to come closer. 
O'Neill moved his chair up next to the head of his bed and leaned forward. "What?" 
Stevenson reached out and touched O'Neill gently on the right temple. Stevenson's eyes 

glassed over and a host of images flooded into O'Neill's mind…and suddenly he understood. 
Stevenson released the mental link and O'Neill sat up straight. 
"Take Sheppard with you. He's in a holding cell down the hall. You've got two more days 

before he's taken away for court martial. Will that be long enough or do I need to buy you some 
more time?" 

Stevenson gave him a 'thumbs up.' 
O'Neill nodded and quickly left the room. He reactivated the security cameras and other 

recording devices then headed back to the commissary for an extra dessert. He found himself in 
a much better mood than before, with a hankering for banana pudding. 
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Sheppard was lying helplessly on his small cot behind the cell's bars when he heard a 

commotion outside and saw his personal guard jump out of his seat and run into the hall. 
"Hey, what's going on?" he asked into the empty air. 
Seemingly in response, his guard came back into the room flying through the air. He hit 

the far wall and slumped to the ground unconscious. 
"What the hell?" Sheppard muttered. 
Stevenson walked into the room wearing an oversized uniform and lifted a hand toward 

Sheppard's cell. The lock screeched and cracked open. The door swung free and Stevenson 
beckoned Sheppard forward with a simple hand motion. 

"Okay…" Sheppard said slowly, not knowing what was going on but glad for the chance 
to get out of his cell none the less. 

Stevenson pointed to the unconscious guard, then tugged on his own uniform. 
"Right," Sheppard said, looking down at the orange jumpsuit that he was wearing. He 

knelt down next to the guard and proceeded to swap clothes with him. After he was finished he 
joined Stevenson at the door. "What next?" 

The man muttered something in a language he couldn't understand, then, seeming to 
realize that fact, he drew a circle in the air then pointed through it. 

Sheppard raised an eyebrow. "Stargate?" 
Stevenson nodded. 
Sheppard pointed out the door. "After you and your magic hand." 
They moved quickly through the halls, with Stevenson telekinetically knocking aside a 

few personnel as needed. They passed by an armory and ducked inside briefly, grabbing some 
essential gear. Forty seconds later they were back in the hallway headed for the gateroom 
when the base alert siren went off. 

"Let's move it," Sheppard urged, staying one step behind Stevenson. 
A pair of armed guards stepped around the corner in front of them, ordering them to 

stand down. A split second later the guards were lifted into the air and clunked hard into the 
ceiling. Their weapons dropped to the ground a moment before their unconscious bodies did. 

One of the Zats lying on the floor suddenly lept through the air and into Stevenson's 
hand. He tossed it back over his shoulder to Sheppard, who awkwardly caught it in mid-air. 

When they reached the outside of the gate room Stevenson struggled for half a minute 
with the blast door before finally opening up a half-meter crack…just enough for the pair to 
slide through. He closed it behind them with a thud and swiped a bead of sweat off his 
forehead. He was expending a lot of his limited amount of energy…and he knew he had to get 
through the gate before he passed out again. 

"How are we going to dial from down here?" Sheppard asked as General Landry's face 
appeared in the control room window. 



"Colonel Sheppard, Captain Stevenson, stand down immediately. This is a direct order. 
We have assault teams moving on your position as we speak. If you resist they will be 
authorized to use force as necessary to return you to either the brig or the morgue. Your 
choice, Gentlemen." 

"Doesn't look like I have much to lose at this point, General," Sheppard yelled back as he 
looked over his shoulder at Stevenson. "Please tell me you have a plan for getting out of here?" 

Stevenson visibly gathered himself and set his jaw before stepping over to the side of 
the stargate. He reached out and touched it, then closed his eyes. 

For a moment nothing happened. Then all of a sudden the computer readouts in the 
control room began showing erroneous feedback. 

"Sir," Siler said from the control board. "We're reading a dialing sequence, but it's not 
originating from the control room. We're completely locked out." 

"How is that possible?" Landry asked. 
"I don't know, sir" Siler said apologetically. 
"Pull the plug," Landry ordered. 
"Too late," Siler noted. 
The event horizon of the wormhole appeared, but without the customary kawoosh 

beforehand. Stevenson, looking exhausted, walked around and up the ramp, pulling Sheppard 
forward by the elbow. 

He took the hint and followed him through the gate, but not before he paused, grinned, 
and waved a sarcastic goodbye to Landry in the control room. 

 
Both men emerged into a clearing outside a wide, dark forest. Sheppard stopped just 

beyond the gate and looked around, trying to get a feel for where they were. 
Stevenson, however, immediately went for the DHD. He touched the center bubble and 

closed his eyes. The gate shut down a few seconds later and he immediately started to dial 
another address. 

"Smart," Sheppard said appreciatively. "They won't be able to follow us if we dial out 
again." 

Stevenson nodded as the kawoosh from the newly formed wormhole jutted out into the 
blue, sunny sky. 

"Come," Stevenson said awkwardly, as if he'd never spoken the word before. 
"So you can talk? Sheppard asked as they stepped into the gate. 
They emerged into a desert world with no one and nothing in site. Sheppard thought it 

looked a little familiar but he couldn't quite place the address. 
"What now?" he asked, glad to be free again, but still unsure as to what was going on. 
Stevenson pointed at the gate and started dialing another address. 
"Again?" Sheppard asked. "They shouldn't be able to trace us this far." 
Stevenson didn't answer. Instead he slowly input seven symbols…then he touched an 

eighth. 
"DHD's can't dial another galaxy," Sheppard insisted. "They don't have enough power. 

Wish they could, then I could get back to Pegasus." 
In response to his assertion the DHD began to light up randomly, as if it were having a 

motherboard meltdown. Stevenson input select symbols in response to the flashing lights for 



nearly a minute. Then all the symbols illuminated simultaneously and steadily. He reached up 
and pressed the center bubble and activated the gate. 

"What the hell?" Sheppard asked. 
Stevenson motioned him forward and led him through the gate... 
Sheppard's jaw dropped when they emerged on the other side. They were inside a 

massive facility, obviously of Ancient design, but the most awe inspiring sight was the presence 
of four other gates sitting side by side with their own. 

Sheppard stepped out and looked back up at the gate they had come through. "Holy 
crap…they're yellow," he said, referring to the chevron lights as Stevenson walked off into the 
distance. 

"Hey, wait up!" he yelled as he looked back at the other gates. One had normal red 
crystals, while the others had blue, green, and orange chevrons. 

Sheppard caught up with him just before he entered an alcove in the near wall that lead 
to an ascending staircase. He followed Stevenson up and through a latticework of hallways until 
they stopped before a thick, sealed door. 

Stevenson waved a hand over a nearby panel and the 10cm-thick door slid into the wall. 
Sheppard followed him in and found himself in familiar surroundings. There were Ancient-style 
control panels, similar to those in Atlantis's gate room, ringing a center platform with a single 
podium on its perimeter. 

Stevenson walked up to the podium and a holographic map materialized above the 
platform…identical in every way to its counterpart in Atlantis where he'd first seen a diagram of 
the Pegasus galaxy. 

Sheppard frowned. The map didn't show the Pegasus galaxy, obviously, but it wasn't 
showing the Milky Way or any other galaxy either. He walked up alongside Stevenson's 
shoulder as he worked the controls, and with a closer look the significance of what he was 
seeing finally dawned on him. 

"It's a map of the Ancients' galaxies," he said, half looking at Stevenson, but unwilling to 
take his eyes completely off the map. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the man nod in 
agreement. 

"What is that, two, four, six…twenty two galaxies? That's insane! Where are we?" 
Stevenson highlighted one of the central galaxies with a white hue. 
"And where's Pegasus?" 
Extra, colorless galaxies materialized around and within the cluster. One of these 

suddenly highlighted. 
"What's that mean? Why isn't it part of the group?" 
Stevenson worked his mouth around, then finally uttered, "New." 
"New?" Sheppard asked. "That's right, Rodney said the Ancients built the Pegasus gates 

after they left Earth. I guess that puts the count at twenty three." 
Stevenson shook his head and pressed another button. 
All the little dots within the galaxies suddenly connected to each other in a mass of 

millions of tiny lines that blurred together into a reddish hue…except Pegasus, where there 
weren't even any dots, just a swirling mass of white. 

"Not on the map, huh?" Sheppard speculated as another thought struck him. "Is that 
why we can't dial out of Pegasus without the Atlantis gate crystal?" 



Stevenson rubbed his forehead and nodded. Apparently he was still feeling the fatigue 
from their escape. 

"Don't supposed you can update the map?" Sheppard said offhand. 
Stevenson looked at him worried, then slowly nodded his head up and down, quickly followed 
by left to right. 

"You can but you can't?" Sheppard tried to translate. 
Stevenson pointed at the map and input a new command. For a long minute nothing 

happened, then all of a sudden a dozen or so dots appeared in Pegasus. Then a few more 
appeared, and more, and more until the entire galaxy was full of new stargate locations. 

"Does that mean we can dial Pegasus from here?" 
Stevenson pointed at the map again…more specifically at the lines interconnecting gates 

within and between galaxies. None traveled to Pegasus. 
"Not hooked up, huh?" Sheppard guessed. "Can you fix that?" 

The Captain reached a hand up to Sheppard's chest and pushed his palm flat against it in a 
feeding motion. 

"Don't want to let the Wraith out, I get it. Any way we can still get there? Unless you 
have somewhere else for us to go?" 

Stevenson held up a finger, giving Sheppard the 'wait' signal. Suddenly the map zoomed 
in on the Milky Way galaxy alone, and for the first time he could see that the lines connecting 
the dots were different colors. 

He glanced out the window at the different colored stargates on the platform below 
them and raised a curious eyebrow. "Where are we?" 

Stevenson highlight and zoomed in on one small dot near the galactic core. Sheppard 
noticed that lines of all six colors intersected it. He frowned. There had only been five gates, 
and none of them purple. 

"Where's the purple gate?" he asked Stevenson while pointing at the mass of thin 
colored lines emanating from their location to what looked like every other stargate in 
existence. It was hard to differentiate them all, but the colors stood out. 

Stevenson pulled up a holographic diagram of them in the control room and zoomed 
outward through the massive complex. 

"We're in space?" Sheppard realized as the diagram resolved itself into a space station 
with another gate floating outside. 

Stevenson nodded 'yes' to his question and highlighted the gate. 
"Wait a minute, how big is this station?" 
Stevenson brought up a second diagram of an Atlantis-style city for comparison, which 

overshadowed the complex at approximately twice its size. 
"If I'm reading this right, then that gate," Sheppard said, pointing to the one in space, "is 

a supergate?" 
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Stevenson nodded and highlighted all the purple dots within the galaxy. Sheppard saw a 

hundred or so locations strategically spread throughout various sectors. 
A connection clicked in his mind. "That's why the Ancient warships didn't have fast 

hyperdrives. They didn't need to go very far to get to the sector gate. Probably faster to get 
across the galaxy this way than to travel all the way using hyperdrive…where's Earth?" 

The purple dots faded back to normal and another dot further out from the galactic 
center brightened and enlarged. Only red lines intersected it. 

"Did all that stuff you did on the DHD have anything to do with these colored lines and 
the different color stargates?" Sheppard hazarded a guess. 

Stevenson nodded. 
The Colonel's pulse spiked. He had a feeling he was onto something big. "Are the gates 

different from each other?" 
He nodded again. 
"Twenty questions then…do colors only connect to similar colors? 
Again, a 'yes.' 
"We came through a red and exited from a yellow, right?" 
Stevenson nodded and pulled up a diagram of two gates and a DHD that superimposed 

over the galaxy map. Both gates glowed red and a red line connected them. They disappeared 
and reemerged as a red and a green without a connection. 

"Ok, different colors don't connect. I get that. So why did we come out a yellow when 
there was a red a few steps away?" 

The DHD suddenly showed seven symbols highlight. Stevenson tapped a button and an 
8th illuminated. When it did the red gate changed colors to green and a connection formed 
between the two gates. 

"Damn, I wish Rodney were here. Ok, so you can change the gate's color with the DHD?" 
Stevenson hesitated, rolled his eyes in helplessness, then reluctantly nodded 'yes.' 
"What was that look for?" 
Stevenson pointed at the gates outside, then did an amicable job of forming the shape 

of the gate crystals with his fingers. 
"The gates…colors?" Sheppard guessed. 
He nodded, then pointed back to the faint dots in the galaxy map. 
"I'm sorry, I don't get it." 
Stevenson blew out a frustrated breath and reached a hand up to Sheppard's temple. A 

moment later the Colonel suddenly understood and the Captain looked even more exhausted 
than before. 

"Neat trick," Sheppard said, a bit impressed and creeped out at the same time. "So the 
crystals don't actually change colors, but the gates act like they're a different color. 

Stevenson nodded, relieved. 



"So why didn't we come in through the red gate?" 
Stevenson pointed at his chest and shook his head 'no.' He pointed away from himself 

and shook his head 'yes.' 
Sheppard glanced back at the gates for a second before catching on. "You can dial out, 

but not in? Some type of security precaution?" Sheppard guessed and Stevenson confirmed 
with a tired nod. 

"So we got here by switching colors, which you managed with the extra symbol on the 
DHD. I thought that was for dialing another galaxy." 

Stevenson again nodded. 
Sheppard frowned. "How can it do both?" 
He held up nine fingers in response. 
"Ninth chevron?" Sheppard said as his jaw dropped. "It moves us between different 

color gates?" 
Another nod. 
"But you only input eight chevrons?" 
Stevenson used the DHD diagram and input the standard six symbols, then the point of 

origin, then the activation bubble in the center. A line connected the two stargates, both of 
which had been reset to red before he began. 

He held up a finger to forestall another question and input the standard six symbols 
again, then a seventh, then the point of origin. The gates connected and a galaxy to galaxy line 
appeared. 

"Intergalactic," Sheppard noted. 
The two gates switched to one red, one green. Stevenson reinput six commands, the 

point of origin, then another symbol before hitting the activation bubble. 
The two gates connected when the green gate turned red. Stevenson pointed to the 

point of origin icon in the string of eight symbols hovering just below the DHD. 
"It comes after the point of origin," Sheppard said, catching on. "That's why it doesn't 

dial intergalactic." 
Stevenson reset the diagram one more time with one red gate and one green gate. He 

input six icons, then belatedly a seventh, then the point of origin, then the ninth chevron before 
finally the activation bubble. 

The green gate turned red again, but this time the intergalactic connection showed up 
again. 

"Eight for in-galaxy gate-jump, nine for intergalactic gate-jump?" Sheppard asked, 
feeling like a stargate rookie getting his orientation lesson. And to think, the SGC and the IOA 
thought they had a complete list of every stargate within the galaxy. The Ancients had far 
better security than he'd ever given them credit for. 

Stevenson nodded curtly, apparently satisfied, and turned back to the map. He got rid of 
the diagram and input some new commands. Another long pause ensued while the computer 
worked on something. 

"What was with all the flashing symbols when you dialed?" 
Stevenson held up his forearm and started tapping on his wrist, pretending he had a 

GDO. 
Sheppard raised an eyebrow. "Some kind of access code?" 



Stevenson nodded as a few of the dots on the map began to disappear. 
"Dead gates?" Sheppard guessed. 
He nodded regretfully. Once the system completed the update, Stevenson scrolled 

through a list of planets and found the one he wanted. It was listed as having a green stargate 
only, and suddenly the green gate outside the window flashed to life, but without the 
corresponding kawoosh. The event horizon just popped into place. 

"We moving on?" Sheppard asked, adjusting the pack on his shoulders. 
Stevenson held up the wait finger again. 
A picture materialized over the galaxy map, revealing another large chamber with 

ancient-looking tech. This one had numerous struts extending from floor to ceiling with what 
looked like workstations spread around their bases. 

"Are we seeing that through the gate?" 
Stevenson nodded. 
"Did you send a probe through?" 
Stevenson shook his head 'no' this time. He made the stargate circle symbol with his 

finger. 
"The stargate? Wait a minute, are you saying the stargates have a camera in them?" 
Stevenson turned to look at him and nodded an ironic 'yes.' 
"Why the hell didn't Rodney find that? Ah…of all the times we needed intel about what 

was on the other side of the gate we had the perfect tool right under our nose!" 
Stevenson motioned to Sheppard to come with him as he headed for the door. 
"Guess we're going." 
They wound their way back through the maze of hallways and down the staircase. When 

they got to the green stargate it was still open and Stevenson walked through without 
preamble. Sheppard followed close behind, glancing up at the green crystals just before he 
passed through. 

They both emerged on the other side into what Sheppard immediately guessed to be 
some factory. He didn't have any hard evidence to back that theory up, but the congestion of 
equipment and lack of windows gave it that feel to him. 

Stevenson quickly found the control panel he wanted and suddenly the entire facility 
hummed to life with a restored power flow. He brought up a display screen and a list of data. 
He highlighted several sections and hit an overly large button on the control panel in front of 
him. 

Sheppard glanced over his shoulder as the machinery started to activate, doing what he 
couldn't imagine. "What is this place?" 

Stevenson motioned for him to follow, and together they worked their way through the 
now active facility into a storage depot on the opposite side of the complex. Inside Sheppard 
saw small, empty racks lining the walls and partitions. 

"What are these for?" Sheppard asked. 
Stevenson reached into the one and only occupied alcove in the depot and pulled out a 

ZPM. 
"No way!" Sheppard said in utter shock. 
Stevenson held up two fingers. 
"Two? Where's the other one?" 



Stevenson pointed out into the center of the facility. 
Sheppard glanced out the door, then back to the numerous empty racks. "Does this 

place make the ZPMs?" 
Stevenson smiled…and nodded 'yes.' 
Sheppard fist-pumped the air. "Now that's what I'm talking about." 
The Captain smiled and motioned for him to follow. He led him back to the gate and 

reactivated it. Sheppard glanced back at the active machinery. "How long is it going to take to 
make another?" 

Stevenson made a looping motion with his outstretched finger. 
"A while," Sheppard translated as he followed Stevenson back through the gate. 
When they got back to the 'gate center', as Sheppard thought of it, he noticed that 

they'd come back through the yellow gate again, not the green gate that they'd left through. He 
guessed yellow had a higher security rating than green, and followed the Captain back across 
the open platform to the wall alcove and the stairway to the control room. 

Instead of going back there Stevenson led him further into the facility and into what 
looked like personal quarters. They both pulled some rations out of the packs they'd grabbed 
from the SGC armory and stretched out on the low beds. The cushioning had long since 
deteriorated, but the solid slab that was left proved adequately relaxing. 

Stevenson finished his rations and laid down in a meditative pose. He remained 
motionless for the following six hours, in which Sheppard sat with his back against the wall, 
relishing his regained freedom and the awesomeness of where he currently was. 

After soaking it all in he finally managed to fall asleep. 
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When Sheppard woke up ten hours later he found Stevenson's bed empty. 
"Now where did he go?" 
He stood up from the low bed and grabbed at his soar back. Sleeping on a stone slab 

was as bad as it sounded. After stretching a bit he ventured outside the door and tried to get 
some sense of where Stevenson had gone. 

With neither a sight nor a sound to go by, he decided to backtrack to the command 
center…and found Stevenson once again at the holographic controls. 

"There you are…don't go wandering off like that." 
Stevenson glanced over his shoulder and said something in Ancient. 
"Apology accepted," Sheppard said, guessing as to the context. "What have you been up 

to?" he asked as he glanced out over the multi-galaxy map again. There seemed to be fewer 
dots amongst the other galaxies this time…but a number of interconnecting lines within 
Pegasus had been added, but without any extragalactic lines. There were, however, a few dots 
in between galaxies that he guessed were the remains of the gate bridge. 

"What happened here?" he asked, pointing to Pegasus. "And what is that?" Sheppard 
added, noticing another new galaxy far outside the Ancients' territory. It was connected to the 
Milky Way by a solitary gray line. 

Stevenson made the symbol for stargate with his finger. 
"Stargate." Sheppard said. 
Stevenson formed an 'O' with his fingers and expanded it outward. 
"Bigger…you mean supergate?" 
He nodded and pointed at the two ends of the gray line. 
"That's the Ori galaxy?" Sheppard asked. 
Stevenson gave him a thumbs up. 
"You can tap into their network from here?" 
The Captain held his hand up and wiggled it. 
"Kind of…partially?" Sheppard guessed. 
Stevenson held his fingers up and pointed at his eyes and then at the supergate 

connection. 
"See…you can see it? You can detect it?" 
Another thumbs up. 
"But you can't control it?" 
Stevenson shook his head 'no.' 
"What about Pegasus, can you control their gates?" 
Thumbs up again. 
"Can you get us back there?" 
He nodded and held up two fingers…then three. 
"Two, three," Sheppard repeated. "Two what?" 



Stevenson held his hands about a foot apart, one above the other. 
"ZPM? Two ZPMs plus the one in Atlantis make three? That's what they're for?" 
Another thumbs up. 
"Then what? The I.O.A. and stargate command still control the city. We go there and 

we'll get sent back to Earth." 
Stevenson shook his head 'no' and reached out to Sheppard's temple again. A moment 

later he released him, his eyes wide with surprise. 
"That…could work," were all the words Sheppard could manage in total shock. 

 
"Caldwell to Atlantis, we're ready to beam aboard the second shipment now," the 

Daedalus's commander said over the intercom in Atlantis's gateroom. 
"Woolsey here. You have clearance to proceed," he said, referring to the second load of 

scavenged tech from the city that was too large to fit through the gate and take back to Earth 
the easy way. 

The Daedalus activated its beaming technology and started plucking specific items from 
Atlantis's various wings while Woolsey continued to oversee the stacking of smaller crates on 
the gateroom floor in preparation for the next direct connection back to Earth. 

Once they'd managed to strip the city of everything remotely useful, the Daedalus or 
Apollo would bring five gate-buster nukes back from the Milky Way and beam them into the 
city as a means of obliterating the remaining superstructure. The gate link back to Earth would 
be destroyed as well as what was left of Atlantis's hyperdrives, forever stranding the Wraith in 
the Pegasus galaxy…at which point Earth would wash its hands of the whole affair while reaping 
the plunder from the lost city and preserving the finite remaining power in the ZPM. 

"Incoming wormhole," someone shouted from behind Woolsey. 
"Who could that be? We don't have any teams off world," Atlantis's commander asked. 
"We're receiving no IDC, sir." 
"Keep the shield up," Woolsey warned. "It could be the Wraith…or god knows what 

else," he uttered just before the shield dropped, exposing the incoming wormhole. 
"I said keep the shield up!" he yelled, glaring at the tech sitting at the dialing station. 
"It wasn't me, sir. My controls are being overridden. I can't raise it again!" 
"Security to the gateroom!" Woolsey yelled in panic as he started to backtrack from the 

open gate. "Find out where that override is coming from and some way to get around it." 
"What's going on?" Teyla asked as she ran into the gateroom. 
"We don't know and we can't raise the shield," Woolsey explained. 
"John!" she suddenly exclaimed as Sheppard and Stevenson walked through the gate. 
"What the hell?" Woolsey said as he darted back down the stairs. "Why did they send 

you back? Aren't you supposed to be awaiting court martial?" 
"Sheppard!" Ronon yelled excitedly as he entered the gateroom a few seconds behind 

Teyla. 
"Hey buddy, good to see you." 
"Answer me, Colonel," Woolsey insisted as they walked up face to face in front of the 

gate. 
Before Sheppard could smart off, Stevenson reached his hand out and the control pillar 

shot up from the floor. He placed his hand on it and suddenly the lockdown alarm sounded. 



"What the hell is going on?!" Woolsey demanded. "Security!" 
Four SF's stepped forward and raised their guns on the pair while another three started 

to come down the staircase. 
Stevenson raised a hand and ripped the guns away from the nearest two. A split second 

later Sheppard pulled out his Zat and shot one of the others. Ronon got the fourth with a quick 
draw before the man could fire at Sheppard. 

The three coming down the staircase quickly took fire from both Sheppard and Ronon 
while Stevenson relieved another of his weapon. Within seconds the gateroom was back in 
their hands. 

"Thanks buddy," Sheppard said to Ronon as he trained his Zat on Woolsey. 
Stevenson, meanwhile, darted up the stairs and ran to the city control board and raised 

the city's shields. 
"Are you insane? Who is he?" Woolsey asked almost simultaneously. 
"He stuck his head in an Ancient microwave and got superpowers," Sheppard said 

sarcastically as Woolsey's radio buzzed with static. 
"Daedalus to Atlantis, why did you raise shields?" Caldwell asked, quite miffed. 
"Ronon, Teyla, keep them under guard," Sheppard ordered as he bounded up the 

staircase. 
"Move," he told the tech at the dialing station. 
The man slid out of his seat while Sheppard dialed Earth. 
"What's going on?" Teyla asked, very concerned. 
"We're not going to let Atlantis be destroyed," he answered bluntly. "And we're not 

going to abandon the Pegasus galaxy either." 
"And by us you mean?" Teyla asked. 
"By us I mean me and my new best friend." 
"And he is?" she asked, frowning. 
"Captain Stevenson," Sheppard answered. "He can't talk but he can still hear us just 

fine." 
"Wait a minute," Ronon asked, "the two of you are planning to take over Atlantis on 

your own?" 
Sheppard glanced over at Stevenson, who gave him a nod of confirmation as he 

continued to work the controls. "Actually, we already have." 
"Who'd you get to lower the shield for you?" Woolsey asked snobbishly. "McKay?" 
"Nope, he did," he said, pointing to Stevenson. 
"How?" Woolsey asked incredulously. 
"None of your concern," Sheppard said as he sent Atlantis's IDC signal through the gate. 

He jogged back down the stairs and snatched the radio from Woolsey's shoulder, cutting off 
Caldwell's continued questions with a quick flick of the switch. He grabbed Woolsey by the 
collar and dragged him up to the gate. 

"Here's the deal. I'm kicking your butt back to Earth first so you can tell them not to 
raise the iris the next few times we dial in. I'm going to give everyone on Atlantis a choice to 
stay or go. Those who want to go, and those I can't trust, will be sent back through the gate to 
Earth, at which point we're cutting all ties with the I.O.A. and anyone under their command." 

"You're insane," Woolsey said slowly. "You'll never get away with this." 



"We'll manage," Sheppard said before using the business end of his boot on Woolsey's 
butt, knocking him through the event horizon. "Send the guards through," Sheppard ordered 
Ronon and Teyla. 

Ronon responded immediately, but Teyla hesitated. "Colonel, are you sure you know 
what you're doing?" 

"Too late too turn back now if I wasn't," he said sarcastically. When she didn't move he 
looked her in the eye and confidently said, "Yes." 

She nodded that that was good enough for her and started to drag one of the 
unconscious guards toward the gate. 

"How are we doing?" he asked Stevenson. 
The Captain pointed to the comm button. 
"Alright, here goes nothing," he said, placing his hand on the panel and activating the 

city-wide intercom. 
"Everybody listen up. This is Colonel John Sheppard, acting commander of Atlantis. I've 

taken control of the city and initiated a comprehensive lockdown, so just sit tight for a while, 
you're not going anywhere for a couple of hours." 

"In my opinion both the I.O.A. and stargate command have crossed the line when they 
decided to abandon the Pegasus galaxy to the fate of being Wraith food…not to mention 
destroying Atlantis in the process, but only after stripping it down like a pack of lowly 
scavengers. I would like to think Earth is better than that, but recent events have shown me 
otherwise." 

"I, however, am not going to abandon Pegasus, nor am I going to let the city be 
destroyed. I've already been declared an enemy of Earth, if not I will be soon, so I don't have 
the luxury of going back…but you do. So you have a choice to make." 

"Anyone that wishes to stay here and fight the Wraith will be welcome to, but it will 
mean never returning home to Earth, as well as imprisonment if we were ever captured." 

"I know this is a lot to throw at you all at once, but you're going to have some time to 
think it over as long as the lockdown is in effect, so think hard. You won't get a chance to 
change your mind…either way. If you choose to go back I won't hold it against you personally. 
I'll understand if you can't bring yourself to turn against Earth…me, with a court martial waiting 
back home, it's an easy choice. For you I know it won't be." 

"Talk amongst yourselves, think it through. Contact the gateroom over the comm when 
you finally decide, or wait for us to come around room by room. Figure a couple of hours at 
least. Sheppard out." 

Teyla and Ronon joined Sheppard on the command platform as the gate finally shut 
down. "I assume you two are with us?" 

"We were staying behind anyway," Ronon pointed out. 
"Just checking," Sheppard added. "What about the rest of you. Anyone want to turn 

renegade?" 
The half dozen people in the control room exchanged glances and bashfully shook their 

heads 'no.' 
"Ok," Sheppard said, expecting as much. "Redial the gate, check with the SGC to make 

sure the iris is down, then head on back." 
"What about our personal belongings?" one of the techs asked. 



Sheppard glared at him and the man held up his hands in defense. "Never mind." 
"Teyla, watch over the gateroom and make sure they get back safely. We'll be sending 

more this way," Sheppard said as Stevenson headed for the door. "Ronon, come with us. We'll 
need help with security." 

Ronon brandished his weapon. "Gladly." 

  



9 
 
 
Five and a half hours later the last wormhole to Earth was opened. Most Atlantis 

personnel had left without incident, but a few SF's had to be physically subdued. The last group 
of those not willing to stay walked through the gate, leaving Sheppard, Teyla, Ronon, and 
Rodney standing in front of the portal back to Earth. 

"I'm sorry," McKay said for the fiftieth time. 
"I understand, Rodney," Sheppard said, placing a hand on his shoulder. "You've gotta do 

what you've gotta do." 
"It's not that I don't want to stay, but I can't live with the thought of never seeing 

Jennifer or my sister again. But then again I don't want to abandon you guys either…despite the 
fact that you have zero chance of pulling this off, and with me staying you'd at least have a 
small chance of staying alive…" 

"Rodney," Sheppard interrupted. "It's ok. Go." 
McKay wanted to say something more, but couldn't find the words. He stepped forward 

and hugged Sheppard, who returned the gesture without hesitation or complaint. 
Teyla came forward, hugged him, and even gave him a peck on the cheek. "Goodbye 

Rodney." 
Ronon starred down McKay when he approached him with intent to hug, then softened 

and dragged Mckay over, lifting him up off the ground in a giant bear-hug. "Take care." 
McKay looked back at all of them, trying to find the right words. "Good luck," he said 

simply, stepping slowly, reluctantly through the gate. 
Sheppard swiped a tear from his eye and walked back up to the control platform. He 

pressed one of the comm buttons. "You're a go, Stevenson." 

 
Across the city, sitting in the Ancient control chair, Stevenson heard Sheppard's voice 

and leaned back, closing his eyes in concentration. 
The city rumbled through the pre-flight activation of the stardrive. Sheppard, Teyla, and 

Ronon waited in the gateroom and watched the city lift off from the ocean effortlessly, thanks 
to the three ZPM's now powering its engines. The handful of other personnel that had decided 
to stay watched the liftoff from various points around the city, wondering silently if they'd 
made the right choice. 

The city continued up into orbit, passing the helpless Daedalus by and entered 
hyperspace without incident. 

"Helm," Caldwell called out on the Daedalus's bridge, "track them and lay in a pursuit 
course." 

"Sir," the helmsman answered, "Atlantis will be out of sensor range in three minutes. 
They're traveling far faster than the Daedalus's engines are capable of." 

"What?" Caldwell asked. "How is that possible?" 
"I haven't a clue, sir. But there's no way we can follow them at these speeds." 



"Plot their current trajectory at least," Caldwell insisted. 
The other bridge officer consulted his control screen. "At present they're heading leads 

them to…intergalactic space." 
"Back to Earth?" Caldwell guessed. 
"No, sir. Above Pegasus's galactic plane…into the middle of nowhere." 
Caldwell rubbed his chin for a moment. "Helm, set course back to Earth. We need to 

consult with stargate command before we proceed any further." 

 
Atlantis sat in intergalactic space overlooking the Pegasus galaxy, its precious 

atmosphere safely contained within the city's shield. Sheppard, Teyla, and Ronon gathered in 
the mess hall, discussing the implications of what they had just done, much as everyone else on 
Atlantis was doing at the moment…all save one. 

Stevenson was still on the move, and had been ever since he'd left the chair room. 
Currently he was in the holo-room going through the updates to the Ancient database that had 
occurred since the construction of the Repository of Knowledge. He knew far more about the 
Ancients than any living person, but the Pegasus Ancients were a complete mystery to 
him…hence he had a lot of catching up to do before he started to tackle the challenges ahead of 
him. 

"Are you in pain?" a voice from behind him spoke in Ancient. 
"Yes, but I'm managing," Stevenson said, turning around to face the ascended Ancient. 
"I apologize for the discomfort that you must endure, but I could find no other way. Your 

body is in a constant state of flux, and will remain so for quite some time…until your 
advancement reaches a level where you can defend yourself from ascended beings. Once you 
reach that point you will have a choice: let the changes plateau or push on further." 

"And if I continue on?" Stevenson asked. 
The image of the Ancient man shrugged. "We don't know. No one has ever been allowed 

to develop that far." 
"Tell me about the others. You must have learned more over the past few million years?" 
The Ancient's expression tightened. "Yes...they're not all ascended beings, as we first 

believed. The core of the Ascended Empire is made up of a nameless race of energy-based 
lifeforms. They are the ones who have forced the assimilation of ascended beings into the 
Empire, and they are the origin of the non-interference and limited development edicts. They 
have a distaste for corporeals and, I think, they also don't want us interacting with our previous 
species." 

Stevenson raised an eyebrow. "How many other species are we talking about?" 
"Hundreds, if not thousands. Humans are one of the newer additions to the group. We're 

discouraged from information gathering, I think the Originals, that's what we refer to them as, 
like to keep us in the dark as much as possible. We have surmised that the Empire's domain 
extends through several hundred galaxies but, ironic enough, seems to end somewhere between 
Avalona and Destra." 

"Really," Stevenson remarked, "the Ori weren't part of the Empire?" 
"Oddly enough no, though they were closely monitored to determine if they would ever 

become a threat to the Empire. They knew that if they ventured into the Originals' domain they 



had to operate under their rules, but as long as they stayed outside of their territory and posed 
no threat to them, they were essentially free to do as they pleased." 

"Interesting. Why didn't you and the others leave their domain?" 
The Ancient sighed. "Once part of the Empire, forever are you bound to it. A few of us 

tried to leave and were tracked down by the others. Some returned...those who didn't were 
killed." 

"Are you in danger talking to me?" 
He shook his head. "The Universe is a big place, the Originals and their followers can't 

watch over everything. Some of the Alterra have, regrettably, assimilated into the Empire and 
assist them in watching us. I've been given a short window of time to meet with you while a few 
loyal Alterra distract them. It is doubtful I'll be able to consult with you again without drawing 
you unwanted attention." 

Stevenson nodded. "I understand. What else do I need to know?" 
"My name is Lyran. I'm the one who developed and added the secondary programming 

to the Repositories…with the help of a few non-ascended Alterra before they finally died of the 
plague. I wasn't allowed to help them ascend and was forced to watch them die helplessly. To 
make matters worse, I've also discovered that it was the Originals who created the plague. They 
deemed us too dangerous and decreed that we could not be allowed to advance any further. 
They are also the ones responsible for killing the Asgard by tampering with their DNA and 
causing their gradual deterioration…as well as their inability to ascend." 

Stevenson's hands balled into fists. Blood dripped from where his fingernails were 
cutting into his skin. While he might not have been blood kin to the Ancients, the changes the 
Repository had made to his body and mind had essential turned him into one of them…and he 
found himself taking the news of their murder personally. 

"Now you understand how far they will go to insure that no corporeal species will ever 
threaten them. They also have to limit the number of new ascensions for fear of us one day 
outnumbering them. They tolerated the few of us that ascended, but made sure that no Asgard 
would, given our former alliance. The Originals and their Empire are not to be trifled with. You 
must be very careful, and very patient. Once you show your hand we won't get a second chance 
at this." 

Stevenson nodded slowly. "I plan to stay here and deal with the Wraith while I develop. 
What of the Furlings?" 

Lyran shook his head. "I would not involve them so soon. They are still in Ryss and 
Nextor, and have yet to attract the attention of the Empire. Do not involve them until you are in 
a position to protect them." 

"I'll keep that in mind. At least they're still alive." 
"Alive, but at risk. They are currently involved in a war of their own against an enemy far 

more powerful than the Wraith. Don't get involved in their fight until you're ready." 
"What can you tell me of the Wraith? How did they defeat the Lanteans?" 
Lyran glared with contempt. "The Lantean civilization was too focused on developing to 

the point of ascension. They lost the war out of pure stupidity. If you use the technology 
available to you wisely, you should have no trouble defeating them," Lyran said, glancing over 
his shoulder. "I must go. Good luck, brother." 



Lyran faded from view, leaving Stevenson alone in the holo-room. He wiped his bloody 
palms off on his pants, revealing smooth skin beneath…his cuts had already healed. 

He took a moment to gather his thoughts and get his emotions back in check, then he 
returned to his search through the database. He couldn't afford any missteps with the Wraith 
out of ignorance. It could jeopardize everything. 
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"Excuse me for saying so," Teyla interjected from her seat in the briefing room, "but I 

find it hard to believe that the few of us that are left on Atlantis would have any chance of 
defeating the Wraith." 

Sheppard glanced at Stevenson, then back at Teyla. "We do have our own Ancient now." 
"Yes, I noticed," Teyla countered, "but we've lost all support from Earth. No ships, no 

weapons, no soldiers…and no food." 
Stevenson jutted a thumb at his chest. 
"I think that means he's got it covered," Ronon speculated. 
Teyla raised an eyebrow. "How, exactly?" 
Stevenson opened the case lying in front of him on the table. He pulled out a small vile 

with gray dust inside. 
"Nanites!?" Teyla exclaimed. 
"You mean replicators?" Sheppard asked, stunned. "That's an insanely bad idea." 
Stevenson shook his head. "Toooollls," he said, not quite getting the pronunciation 

right. 
"Wait a minute?" Ronon said, leaning forward in his seat. "Are you saying we can use 

those things to build whatever we need?" 
Stevenson nodded. 
"Cool," Ronon decreed. "Why didn't we think of that earlier?" 
"Because replicators have a habit of not taking orders," Sheppard said. "I'm hoping 

these are different somehow?" 
Stevenson nodded emphatically. 
"I'm wondering," Teyla added, "is this how the Ancients originally built Atlantis?" 
Stevenson rotated his hand side to side in front of him. 
"That means 'sort of,'" Sheppard translated. "Good enough for me, as long as you know 

what you're doing," he said, glancing at Stevenson. 
"Do you mean to involve the humans in this galaxy in our fight," Teyla asked both 

Sheppard and Stevenson, "or do you intend to build an army of replicators to fight for us?" 
"I…had expected to bring volunteers here and begin training them," Sheppard said 

hesitantly. Stevenson nodded his approval. "As for using replicators, you already know where I 
stand on that." 

"But does he?" Ronon asked. 
All eyes fell on Stevenson. 
He reluctantly pulled out a datapad and meticulously typed in a message. He slid it 

across the table in disgust at his own inability to communicate, temporary as it may be. 
"What did he say?" Teyla asked when John didn't immediately say anything. 
"Seems he isn't opposed to using the technology, but he doesn't like the way the 

Lanteans built them to fight their war for them. At the least he intends to build some to use for 



security in Atlantis…" Sheppard said, shaking his head. "I am not going to agree to that…unless 
you can 100% assure me that what happened the first time isn't going to happen again." 

Stevenson motioned for the datapad back. He typed a quick message, then returned it. 
"Lanteans were stupid," Sheppard read aloud for the others to hear. "They programmed 

them to be autonomous and aggressive. Ours will be neither." 
"Forgive my bluntness," Teyla interjected, "but if you have the replicators, what do you 

need humans for?" 
"Good point," Ronon added. 
"Much," Stevenson said, almost normally. 
Teyla raised an eyebrow. "Like what?" 
Stevenson retrieved the datapad again. This time he slid it to Teyla when he was 

finished. 
"He says that machines can only do what they're programmed to do. They can't think 

for themselves, they have no sense of right and wrong. They are only tools. Nothing more." 
Teyla placed the datapad back on the table, already feeling better about Stevenson. "I 

agree, and my people will be willing to help as they can." 
"Good to know," Sheppard said, pleased. "Ronon, how do you feel about training 

ourselves an army to fight the Wraith?" 
The Setidan smiled. "About time." 
"Alright then," Sheppard said, standing, "Stevenson, get over to the control chair. We 

should be exiting hyperspace soon and I don't trust myself to put the city down in one piece 
over land." 

Stevenson stood, gave him a thumbs up, then left the room. 
"This whole not talking thing is starting to get annoying," Ronon said after he'd left. 
"It is a little weird," Sheppard admitted, "but he doesn't have a choice. His mind was 

reprogrammed to speak Ancient the same way General O'Neill's did. I'm just glad he can 
understand us." 

"Perhaps he'll be able to relearn to speak normally again," Teyla suggested. "He has 
managed a few words." 

"It's either that or he gets to carry a blackberry around the rest of his life," Sheppard 
said sarcastically as they left the briefing room. 

 
Forty three minutes later Atlantis emerged from hyperspace back inside the Pegasus 

galaxy. Stevenson immediately started to bring them down from orbit over an ice world. 
"This is Sheppard. Everyone hold tight, we're going in." 
Stevenson slowed the city's descent rapidly, coming to a virtual stop over a rocky 

ridgeline jutting up through the kilometer-thick ice. Utilizing the city's engines and the power of 
all three ZPMs, he drifted Atlantis to the east until they passed over a vast ice field. Atlantis 
stopped over the smooth surface and began its final descent. 

Sheppard had to catch his balance as the city shook violently as it punctured the ice 
sheet. The city's great weight drove the lower sections deep into the ice until they'd hollowed 
out a sufficiently wide cradle to support the city's weight. With one final tremor Atlantis 
imbedded itself into the ice field, riding slightly higher above the surface than it had in the 
ocean, but its orientation was still exactly parallel to the ground…a testament to Stevenson's 



piloting ability. Sheppard doubted he could have put her down with such accuracy, but he 
wasn't about to say that out loud. 

It took about an hour for Stevenson to get the city tucked in and reestablish their 
connection to the gate network. Now that they'd switched planets and addresses, it was 
unlikely that Earth would be able to find them again…if they were going to look for them at all. 

Sheppard wasn't sure what they would do. They had wanted out of Pegasus pretty bad, 
but now that he'd stolen Atlantis from them they were sure to be pissed…he just didn't know 
how far they'd go to come after him and the others who'd chosen to go rogue. 

And he really didn't like the idea of having to throw down against their own 
battlecruisers, but he knew that was a distinct possibility. 

At least their new location would buy them some time to get organized and regeared for 
their self-proclaimed war against the Wraith. Sheppard still had no idea how they were going to 
fight that war, but Stevenson had been adamant that they could win without assistance from 
Earth, and after what he'd shown Sheppard in the Milky Way, he was eager to see how this was 
going to play out. 

To that end Stevenson brought Sheppard to an obscure wing of the city where he had 
been spending the past several hours since landfall. Two large, clear containers were three 
quarters full of dust-like nanites…with a small, steady stream of the gray particles being added 
to each as they looked on. 

"That's…a lot of nanites," Sheppard commented. "Are those the security replicators?" 
Stevenson shook his head 'no' and stepped over to a control panel where he brought up 

a map of their current location. It rotated until they could see both Atlantis and several 
kilometers beneath the surface of the planet. The Captain highlighted several deposits of 
naquada and neutronium in close proximity to the city. 

"Mining," he said, again managing a word in English. 
"Cool," Sheppard said as Stevenson stopped the inflow of new nanites. The two 

canisters disappeared downward into the floor. 
"Where are they going?" 
Stevenson brought up another schematic that showed the canisters being moved down 

a shaft to the underside of the city. From there they would be released into the ice and work 
their way down into the bedrock, building micro-conduits as they went that would funnel the 
raw material back up into Atlantis. 

Stevenson handed Sheppard a case of viles and a datapad. 
"What's this?" he asked. He looked at the screen and found it to be another translation. 
Take the canisters and release the contents on the following worlds. They are 

preprogrammed to activate ten seconds after the seals are broken. Don't open them until you 
are in position. 

These nanites will begin gathering other materials we need and will report back to 
Atlantis via subspace. 

Sheppard glanced down at the two dozen addresses listed below the message and was 
suddenly glad for something to do other than follow Stevenson around. 

"Will do," he said as he picked up the case and left Stevenson to his work. He radioed 
Teyla and Ronon and had them meet him in the gateroom. 

"What are those?" Ronon asked. 



"Our cargo. We're going to make some deliveries," Sheppard told him while signaling 
the sparse control room staff, made up of mostly Athosians, to dial the gate. 

"About time we had a mission," Ronon remarked. "We've been sitting on our butts for 
too long." 

"I agree," Teyla said. "It's time we got back to work." 
Sheppard smiled as the kawoosh retreated back into the event horizon. "It's good to be 

back," he said as the three stepped through the gate together. 
  



Brave New 
World 
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Teyla stood in the center of the primitive town, perched on top of a small wooden 

platform. At her request the village elders had summoned all their kin to hear her speak about 
the Wraith and what they could do to oppose them. 

"Year upon year we have hidden from the Wraith, trying to minimize the damage 
they've done to our people, all the while learning to let go of those that were taken because of 
the indisputable fact that there was nothing that we could do to stop it." 

"Yes, some of us fought back, but without success. We did it out of spite, not truly 
believing that we could win. We fought back to save our sanity, for we could not simply sit by 
and watch as loved ones were taken away to be fed upon…at the very least we would have 
tried, and failed, but we tried. We did something, regardless of the outcome." 

"Over the years our family and friends would pressure us to stop trying, stop provoking 
the Wraith and just accept the losses as inevitable. And little by little we lost hope. Generation 
after generation that hope dwindled until it was barely equal to the flame upon a candle…but it 
survived, buried deep within our hearts, forbidden from rising to the surface and causing us 
additional despair, yet it was always there. The hope that someway, somehow the situation 
would change and we would be able to take back control of our lives and our own destiny." 

"A few years ago I was culled by the Wraith and taken onto one of their great hive ships. 
I was imprisoned within a cell and waited until the hour came when they would finally take me 
to be fed upon. I had lost any and all hope of surviving, but I did what I could to retain my 
faculties and at least die with some semblance of strength, of dignity, of defiance." 

"But luckily for me the impossible happened and I, along with a few others, were 
rescued by a group of people from a planet called Earth, which lies far outside our stars and 
beyond the reach of the Wraith. They didn't fear them as we did. They didn't see the 
hopelessness that has dominated our entire lives. They saw the Wraith for the first time and 
didn't react with horror, but with determination. Where we saw an implacable foe they saw 
weaknesses to exploit, and did so." 

"I owe them my life and the life of my people, yet recently they have decided to leave 
our stars and return to the safety of their world, leaving us to fight the Wraith on our own. My 
heart filled with dread when I first heard the news. I believed that they were our one and only 



chance of ever being free of the Wraith…and that chance was going to abandon us to the same 
fate which we have lived for generation upon generation, almost as if the universe were playing 
a cruel joke on us, giving us our first real hope only to snatch it away once we started to truly 
believe." 

"The people of Earth are gone, save for a handful that bravely refused to leave us 
behind, and were themselves left behind as a result. But in what seems like our darkest hour, 
when the Wraith are culling so many souls out of desperation to feed their unexpectantly 
awakened numbers, far more than we have ever seen in our lives or the lives of our 
forefathers…we have a new hope, not just for survival, but for total victory over the Wraith." 

"At long last one of the Ancestors has returned to lead us to freedom from the Wraith. 
He has asked me to travel from village to village to gather those of you willing to fight the 
Wraith and take you to where he is assembling and training an army that will hunt down and 
destroy every last one of the monsters." 

Teyla raised her right hand in caution. "But make no mistake…the Wraith will not simply 
lay down and die. It will be a long hard fight, and there is no guarantee that those of you who 
leave with me will ever return again." 

"I cannot promise you any outcome. Victory is not guaranteed, but for the first time in 
our lives it is a possibility. I can't speak for any of you, but for myself, back when I was 
imprisoned and waiting to be fed upon I would have given anything just to have been able to 
strike back at the Wraith. Just to hurt them as they have hurt me and you for untold centuries. 
Now we have that chance. The question that remains is…will you take it?" 

Teylaheld up her left hand for all gathered to see. "This ring he gave to me to prove to 
you that I speak the truth. He crafted it himself, not as a decoration, but as a defense against 
the Wraith." 

Teyla nodded off to her right and visibly braced herself. 
Three quick, whining blasts of an energy weapon tore through the silence and hit 

Teyla…or rather the energy shield protecting her. As the shield shimmered back to invisibility 
she turned her attention back to the crowd. 

"Those willing to fight should assemble at the Ring of the Ancestors tomorrow at dawn. 
From there we travel to a place where your training will begin. For now, think upon my words 
and the weight they carry. Whatever choice you make, danger awaits you, and you must decide 
how you are going to face it." 

Teyla confidently stepped down from the platform and strode out of the village, with 
the crowd respectfully parting for her. Ronon met her at the edge of the crowd and fell into 
step beside her. 

"Nice speech," he said as they started walking back to the gate. 
"I only hope it is successful," Teyla said cautiously. 
"We'll get a few at least," Ronon said assuredly. "We might even hit fifty with this 

group." 
"Yes, Colonel Sheppard's magic number," Teyla recounted with some skepticism. "I still 

do not see the wisdom in starting with so few. My people can help train a much larger 
number." 

"Quality over quantity," Ronon reminded her. "We're not training cannon fodder. We'll 
have the replicators for that." 



"So Stevenson says," Teyla said neutrally. "It's been six weeks and we haven't seen a 
single one yet. I believe he may be having more trouble than anticipated with their 
programming." 

 
Trouble he was having, but not with the replicators. 
While he did have access to the full technological knowledge of the Alterra, as well as 

the small gains made by the Lanteans, he wasn't adept at starship construction, nor naval 
warfare…which made designing new warships from scratch problematic at best. 

Stevenson stood in an unexplored section of Atlantis, his face half contained within the 
shroud of a neural interface. The green glow from the face shield was the only illumination 
within the dark room, save for the holographic schematics floating beside him that displayed 
his annoying lack of progress. 

Stevenson pulled back from the device and rubbed his forehead in both frustration and 
fatigue. The Alterra never had a great need for warships, and instead designed their starships 
for other purposes, adding on their advanced weaponry almost as an afterthought. 

The Lanteans had designed warships in a similar manner, relying on advanced 
technology but having no martial design about them. Stevenson knew that wasn't going to cut 
it down the road, even if it might be enough to defeat the Wraith in the here and now, which 
meant that he had to design entirely new warships…and the learning curve was not treating 
him well. 

Stevenson blew out a defeated breath and stepped back up to the device. The three 
starship schematics floating in the air disappeared over the circular pedestal. Instead, another 
design that he had recently finished appeared in hologram over the pedestal and quickly drifted 
down atop of it, shifting from hologram to materialized creation. 

It was a block of nanites. Not quite as small as traditional replicator cells, but nowhere 
near as large as the old style block replicators. These were still microscopic, but they were a 
much larger, hardier version, made up mostly of naquada, trinium, and only a dash of 
neutronium, unlike normal replicator cells that relied primarily on the stuff. 

Normally he wouldn't have used the power hungry material synthesis technology to 
create nanites, but the limited amount of raw materials that had been gathered were being 
devoted solely to the specialized factories in Atlantis's core that were busily constructing an 
Ancient outpost beneath the city. 

Those factories, and a few specialized labs, were the only industrial infrastructure 
located within the city. The Alterra had relied on outside production bases on the green gate 
network, such as the ZPM factory, to produce most of their technology, save for small items like 
clothing and food that could be synthesized without too much of a power drain on their ZPMs. 
Materializing an entire ship would have sucked ten dry instantaneously. 

Which was why they were going to have to rely on the surviving Alterran infrastructure 
spread throughout the galaxies that made up the Ancients' former territory. What few facilities 
the Lanteans had built had been constructed on the public gate network and therefore easily 
discovered and destroyed by the Wraith, if not by the Lanteans themselves to keep their 
technology from possibly falling into enemy hands. 



Only two gate networks had been built in Pegasus. The public gates and a limited 
number of supergates for their slower starships to move through, only two of which still 
existed. 

All of which meant that he was going to be seriously racking up his intergalactic frequent 
traveler miles en mass. 

Stevenson pulled out a datapad and activated the block of nanites. 
It slithered apart, expanding in volume into its preprogrammed shape…that of a petite 

human female dressed in a trim, dark grey uniform. It stepped down off the pedestal and 
looked questioningly at Stevenson, yet said nothing. It just batted its long eyelashes and smiled 
naively. 

"Come with me," he ordered in Ancient. 

  



2 
 
 
Sheppard stood tall and impassive, sunglasses obscuring his eyes but not his stern 

expression as he oversaw the recruits running laps on a dirt track in the middle of a grassy field 
on a crystal clear day. The distant twin suns shown brightly amidst the brilliant blue sky, 
warming the field just a bit past comfortable. The ragged band of volunteers, some 43 strong, 
dragged their out of shape bodies around circuit after circuit, drenched with sweat, yet 
sustained by their determination. 

He had overseen the last three days of training, periodically alternating with Ronon, 
Teyla, and an Air Force Sergeant by the name of Brand whom Ronon held in high esteem when 
it came to hand to hand combat. Sheppard was nearing the end of his three days in the 
encampment and was ready for a return to Atlantis and a decent shower. The temporary 
facilities they'd set up on the remote planet were adequate, and a bit of a luxury by Pegasus 
village standards, but he wasn't a local and had never been the 'camping' type back home. 

Ronon, on the other hand, spent most of his time in the encampment. He seemed to 
prefer the natural setting as much as Sheppard preferred the Ancient urban, with Teyla settling 
somewhere in between. 

Sheppard turned around at the sound of feet stomping through the grass and saw his 
two cohorts leading a band of thirteen Pegasus scrubs, as he thought of them, toward the 
training ground. 

He was glad to see more new faces, but it was going to take a lot of effort to polish the 
ragged, undisciplined rabble into proper soldiers…assuming they even tested out of the 
introductory training. Optimistically he was hoping for maybe half a dozen out of this first 
group. 

"I was wondered when you guys would get back," he said, cracking a smile for the first 
time that day. "They're all yours…good hunting by the way." 

"Yes, the Morari settlement provided more volunteers than we had expected," Teyla 
confirmed, glancing back at their recently acquired recruits, then at the others in training, 
including four of her own people. "I take it you have had problems." 

"Problems no, just an overall lack of fitness." 
"We'll take care of that," Ronon declared, striding forward and waving at his new men 

to follow. 
"Okay, then. I'm packing out," Sheppard said, turning to Teyla. "You staying or going?" 
"I'll join you in a few hours. I want to make sure the new recruits get settled." 
"We can swap notes when you get back," Sheppard said casually as he trudged off 

towards the gate on the other side of a small, adjacent ridge. 

 
Far off in the Milky Way galaxy, Stevenson and his replicator companion returned to the 

"gate center" via a gate-jump directly from Atlantis to the center's high security yellow 
gate…the only one of the five inside the space station that would receive incoming wormholes. 



As soon as they stepped out of the event horizon Stevenson turned an abrupt left and 
stepped over to the nearby green gate and placed a hand on the outside of the great ring. He 
dialed an address from memory, having visually scanned the address and determined its 
viability the first time he was here, yet unable to do anything about it at the time. 

The green gate's event horizon snapped into place and the pair walked through even 
before the incoming wormhole in the yellow gate deactivated. Both gates operated with 
different frequencies of wormholes, which meant that both could be simultaneously activated 
because they couldn't detect the presence of the other. 

It was in this same way that the Pegasus gates couldn't connect with those in the Milky 
Way, not because of some elaborate safety protocol, but because as far as the tracking systems 
within the Pegasus gates knew, there weren't any other stargates in existence outside of the 
galaxy. The original gates operated on different frequencies and were therefore outside of their 
connective capability. 

The specialized gate crystal in Atlantis operated like the DHDs did in the Milky Way and 
other Ancient galaxies, temporarily altering the frequency of the gate they were connected to 
in order to make a connection between gate networks…the special thing about the gate crystal 
was that it worked not just for outgoing wormholes, but for incoming ones as well. 

The Lanteans had made Atlantis's stargate accessible to other gates with the crystal by 
causing the Atlantis stargate to alter its frequency on an incoming wormhole if, and only if, that 
wormhole originated from Earth. The crystal allowed the gate to 'see' when and where other 
frequency gates attempted to search their coordinates for a lock, but would only reveal its 
presence to Earth's stargate, where it would then reset itself to the red gate frequency and 
allow a connection to take place. 

That single crystal was the only one of its kind in the galaxy that contained the 
frequencies of the other gate networks and their access codes. Without it, no wormholes could 
leave Pegasus, and since no DHD in the rest of the Ancients' domain had been updated with 
Pegasus gate frequencies, it was impossible to connect to the galaxy outside of Earth…save for 
the using the gate center to search out and find the new Pegasus frequencies, as Stevenson had 
done. 

That single station was the hub of the entire gate network, and the only location to 
contain all six network hubs…which was why it rated yellow gate security. Not only could all the 
stargates within the Ancients' galaxies be monitored by the gate center, they could also be 
controlled, activated, and deactivated by remote. Locations could be isolated, wormholes 
rerouted, and entire sections of the galaxy or galaxies quarantined if need be. 

It was as vital an installation as they came, and out of the Ancients' ingenuity and the 
station's anonymity (not even the Ancients' allies knew of its existence) it had survived intact 
for all these millions of years. 

Other installations hadn't been so lucky…such was the case of the foodstuff production 
plant that Stevenson had just gated into. 

He stepped out of the gate onto a floor filled with rubble, the result of a large hole in 
the ceiling and the piece of rock lying imbedded into the floor that was apparently the source of 
the damage. 



Stevenson walked around and over smaller pieces of debris until he found an intact 
terminal. He tried to access its systems, but got only random responses from the Ancient 
machinery…much as he'd feared. 

All Ancient facilities had a small number of nanites circulating through their systems, 
making minute repairs to the control circuitry and other vulnerable systems. Apparently the 
impact had exhausted the limited supply of non-replicable nanites and significant deterioration 
had ensued over the millennia. 

Stevenson turned to face the replicator that he'd specifically designed for repair work 
rather than security. "Assess system damage and viability of repair." 

With only a nod of recognition, the replicator walked up to the terminal and extended 
its slender hand into the control board…and disintegrated into the machinery. 

Stevenson walked away, knowing a full system analysis was going to take time. He made 
his way across the debris and into a more intact wing of the facility. Eventually he arrived two 
stories above, in an observation platform that had been filled with sand, blown in through a 
broken window. 

Seeing exterior light illuminating the sand with a red glow from somewhere off to his 
right, Stevenson climbed over the small sand dune and worked his way around to the other side 
of the platform. 

The windows on this side were intact, and gave him a nearly panoramic view of the 
planet's surface. The dull white sand looked blood red as far as his eyes could see, overcast by a 
bright, red giant star dominating the sky. 

Below him and spreading out to the left on the sand-covered planet extended several 
kilometers worth of additional buildings, all attached together into one massive complex that 
the Ancients had used to produce foodstuffs which where then shipped out to warehouse 
facilities in each galaxy through the orange gate network, which had been designed to facilitate 
high-traffic cargo transfers that would have otherwise tied up the other gate networks. 

Elsewhere in the facility, probably on the loading dock, there was an orange stargate 
along with an army of cargo sleds designed to fit through the gate much like the puddle 
jumpers did, and were shaped in a similar fashion. 

Those cargo trains weren't his interest at the moment, but rather the foodstuff 
production facilities and the patterns stored within their synthesis machinery. While Stevenson 
did already possess those patterns in memory, he really didn't want to spend days 
programming them manually into Atlantis's mainframe. 

Yes, Atlantis did already contain the patterns for some of the basic Ancient foodstuffs, 
which resembled solid bars, circles, and other geometric patterns, but these production 
facilities contained the patterns for thousands of varieties that Stevenson knew were of varying 
nutritional value…and he wanted them all. 

And while Atlantis could materialize any amount of foodstuffs that her current 
population might require, eventually their population would grow and power requirements 
would become too vast, requiring a more conventional means of production…hence he needed 
to salvage this facility if at all possible. 

Stevenson waited in the observation platform for a while, then belatedly decided to 
explore more of the facility while he waited. Three hours later the replicator tracked him down 
and slithered its way out of a nearby console. 



"Report." 
"Operating systems have experienced a significant amount of decay, yet computer 

memory is intact. Connective circuitry needs to be refurbished and replaced in seven locations 
where the lines have been physically severed. I estimate 10.2 hours for repair if given sufficient 
repair materials…85.7 hours if I have to cannibalize secondary systems to obtain the necessary 
compounds." 

"What production capacity will be available after repairs to the operating systems are 
complete?" 

"I estimate twelve percent, though I won't know for certain until I get the compound's 
diagnostic circuitry repaired. I detected significant damage and decay to the production line, but 
I believe the tertiary wing is relatively intact and can be brought online immediately, barring 
unforeseen damage." 

"Begin scavenging unrepairable systems only," Stevenson ordered. "I'll return with 
additional materials within the day. What exactly do you require?" 
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"Master Bra'tac, there is someone outside that wishes to speak with you," the Jaffa 

sentry reported to the elder warrior inside the pyramid complex on the planet Isidor. 
"Is this the one we have been foretold about?" Bra'tac asked. 
"He is. He said he's been searching for your whereabouts the past two weeks." 
"Is he armed?" 
"He is not." 
The balding warrior nodded. "Then let him come. I am curious as to his purpose." 
The sentry nodded, half bowing in the process, then left the room. A few minutes later 

he returned with two additional guards and a slightly shorter man draped in a simple, grey, 
oversized robe that disguised his features. 

"I hear that you have been searching for Bra'tac of Chulak amongst the worlds controlled 
by the Jaffa Nation. I am the one you seek. Speak." 

"I have heard much of you from the Tau'ri," the hooded man said, also speaking in 
Goa'uld. "They say that you are the greatest of warriors, with decades of battle experience and 
a respect unequalled amongst the Jaffa. They also say that above all else it is your wisdom and 
skill that set you apart from the rest of your brethren," he said, slowly pulling back his hood to 
reveal his smooth, angular face and sandy, almost white hair. "If your reputation is even half 
true, I have need of your skills." 

"It is customary upon meeting another to give one's name," Bra'tac reproached mildly. 
The man half nodded. "I would give it to you in private, for there could be repercussions 

if others knew that I am here." 
Bra'tac's eyes narrowed as he measured up the man. "Wait outside," he ordered the 

sentry and guards. 
All three nodded in respect then exited the room. The stone-like door slid into place and 

sealed the room from any eavesdropping. 
"I am Stevenson, formerly of the Tau'ri," he revealed, pulling off his robe. Beneath it he 

wore a solid white, form-fitting uniform adorned with a bracelet, ring, and matching silver 
gauntlets made of a twisting metal weave. 

Bra'tac seemed unphased by the name at first, then a stray connection clicked into 
place. "You are the one that escaped Earth, yes?" 

"I am," Stevenson confirmed. 
"There is no need to speak in our tongue, young one. Though I must say, I am impressed 

with your linguistic skills." 
"I apologize, but I can no longer speak English as I once did. I learned to speak Goa'uld 

only recently so that there would be no need for an intermediary between us." 
Bra'tac frowned slightly. "What has happened to you?" 
"You weren't told?" Stevenson asked. 



"Nothing more that to keep on the lookout for two fugitives from Earth should they ever 
cross our paths." 

"What do you know of the Alterra?" 
Bra'tac shook his head. "Nothing." 
Stevenson smiled faintly. "My apologies, you refer to them as the Ancients." 
Bra'tac hesitated for a moment as his mind started to put the pieces together. "I know 

of another Tau'ri who lost his ability to speak his native language when that knowledge had 
been overwritten by the language of the Ancients." 

Stevenson nodded. Bra'tac was already proving his intellect. "O'Neill." 
Bra'tac's eyes widen a bit further. "You have been changed in a similar way…yes?" 
"I have." 
"Do you not then possess the knowledge of the Ancients?" 
"I do." 
Bra'tac looked him up and down again, as if seeing him for the first time. "Is this why 

you are unwelcome on Earth?" 
"It is. They wished to imprison me so that they could use my knowledge to their own 

ends. I could not allow that to happen." 
"What is it then that you wish of me? Sanctuary?" 
"No, I require your combat skills." 
Bra'tac twisted his head slightly to the right. "Is there a war being waged that I am 

unaware of?" 
"Yes, and it will come to the Jaffa in due time. In exchange for your help I will provide you 

with what you need to defend yourselves, that which you are currently unable to produce…new 
ships." 

Bra'tac stared at Stevenson directly, feeling that there was something more to this than 
he was being told. "Explain." 

Stevenson sighed. This was going to take a while, and he was going to have to be careful 
not to tell Bra'tac too much about his true mission. Lyran had made his mind unreadable by 
ascended beings but Bra'tac's was not, so he couldn't risk giving the Jaffa any information that 
could compromise his mission. 

Stevenson waved his hand at the nearby table and chairs. "Have a seat." 

 
After fifteen hours of illuminating discussion Bra'tac was finally convinced. It seemed the 

old warrior had yet one more campaign to wage before the last of his days came to an end. 
"This is indeed a brave new world that we live in," he said in awe of all that had changed 

in so few years. "As much as I had hoped that democracy would serve the Jaffa well, I admit 
that I find your wisdom undeniable. If we allow ourselves to become as stagnant and corrupt as 
the Tau'ri we will be ill equipped to fight the coming war…and we may very well lose the 
essence of what it is to be a warrior. I will not let that come to pass in my final days. We have 
fought too long and too hard for this freedom to see it misused and replaced by another form 
of depredation." 

Bra'tac, pacing away while he spoke, held up his hand in pause. "I will not, however, 
destroy the democracy that we have created. We will let it run its course, and perhaps our fears 
will not yet come to light." 



"I will help you design your ships, along with the replacements for our H'ttak. With your 
help, I shall then endeavor to build up our forces here, in secret, and be ready to strike when 
your war spills over into this galaxy. That is the only path I see available to us," Bra'tac turned to 
face Stevenson once again. "Do you concur?" 

Stevenson nodded. "All except that part about your final days." 
Bra'tac smiled regretfully. "An undeniable part of life, I'm afraid. I've not half the 

strength I once had…yet my wits are still about me. Rest assured, I will not fail in my part." 
"Not what I meant," Stevenson said as he walked closer to Bra'tac. He reached a hand 

toward his forehead, stopping a few centimeters from it. "With your permission?" 
"You wish to read my mind and verify my intent?" Bra'tac guessed. 
Stevenson nodded. 
"You have my permission." 
Stevenson placed his right hand on Bra'tac's right temple, then brought his left hand up 

and fully bracketed the man's head. His search through his mind and memories was brief…his 
telepathic powers had already increased to the point where he could pull some thoughts and 
emotions without physical contact…yet what he did next was far more lengthy and complex. 

After nearly twenty minutes Stevenson withdrew his contact, nearly exhausted. Bra'tac 
too seemed to be mildly fatigued. 

"Did you find what you were searching for?" Bra'tac asked, rubbing his forehead against 
a slight headache. 

"I did," Stevenson said, once again sitting down in a chair. "And so too shall you, my 
friend." 

Bra'tac frowned at him. "You did something else while you were in my mind?" 
"Your old strength will return to you over time," Stevenson assured him, "and then 

some." 
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"I would not have believed it, if I had not seen it with my own eyes," Bra'tac said in awe 

after he stepped out of the event horizon into the gate center. "Five Chappa'ai, all of different 
color." 

"Six," Stevenson corrected him. "There is a chappa'ko outside." 
Bra'tac shook his head in dismay. "It amazes me that such a place could remain 

undiscovered for such a long period of time." 
"We're sitting in deep space, far from any star systems," Stevenson explained as they 

walked toward the entrance to the control tower. "Unless you know where to look, you'll never 
find it by ship, and without the access codes you can't get here by chappa'ai either." 

"Never the less, it is a wonder to behold," Bra'tac said, following on Stevenson's heels 
through the maze of tunnels that led off elsewhere inside the gigantic space station. Soon they 
entered the control room, with the multi-galaxy map catching Bra'tac's eye. 

"So this is the extent of the Ancients' domain." he asked rhetorically. 
Stevenson highlighted the network of supergates within the galaxies. "These are the 

chappa'ko that I spoke of, and the reason for the maximum width restriction for our ships." 
"And to think, all this time they sat right under our noses. I don't suppose it would have 

given the Goa'uld that much of an immediate advantage…I very much doubt a Ha'tak would fit 
through the ring." 

Stevenson brought up a diagram of one of the supergates and interposed a crude replica 
of a Goa'uld ha'tak from memory. 

Bra'tac's eyes widened further. "It seems I am in error. A standard Ha'tak will fit 
through. Had the Goa'uld access to these chappa'ko, they would have been able to conquer 
much more of the galaxy. It is indeed fortunate that they were so well hidden." 

"This is where we are going," Stevenson said, highlighting a gate in another galaxy. "The 
galaxy of Ida." 

Outside, visible through the windows in the control room, the green gate activated in an 
outgoing wormhole. 

"I've already sent ahead supplies for our stay. We have as much time as is required to 
complete the basic designs…though I will have to make an occasional absence to handle other 
business." 

"Then let us begin," Bra'tac said, eager to see more of the Ancients' legacy. 

 
It was on one of those occasional absences that Stevenson returned to Atlantis to check 

up on Sheppard's progress. 
"Morning," Stevenson said amicably, waking Sheppard up in his bed. 
He woke up rudely, mumbling something incoherent, then his eyes widened when he 

realized it was Stevenson. "Where the hell have you been? I've been looking for you for days." 



"Busy," Stevenson said simply. He'd worked around the Ancient language override 
enough to be able to answer with some brief, odd sounding words. 

"I'll bet…we need some more of your toys," Sheppard said, swinging his legs off the side 
of the bed and sitting up. "Ronon feels a few of our guys are ready for basic weapons 
training…for which we'll need basic Ancient weapons, assuming you don't want us using P-
90's?" 

Stevenson shook his head no, and touched the bracelet on his right wrist. "Beta, I need 
you to synthesize four type-B pistols with stun setting only. Deliver them to Sheppard's quarters 
when finished." 

"Understood. I'll have them there in 6.2 minutes." 
Stevenson gave Sheppard a thumbs up, then handed him a tablet with a prepared 

message. 
Sheppard suddenly jolted wide awake. "Are you serious?" 
Stevenson nodded. 
Sheppard twisted a kink out of his neck. "I guess he'd be the man for the job, but he's 

back on Earth…you want to get both at the same time?" 
Stevenson nodded, this time slower for emphasis. 
"You know, you are certifiably crazy…when do you want to do this?" 
Stevenson shook his head and waved off his question. "La…er." 
"Not in a hurry, huh? That's fine with me. Just give me a heads up a day or so before 

you're ready." 
Stevenson nodded, then pointed his thumb at his chest, then over his shoulder. 
"You're off to who knows where again?" 
"Ida." 
"Ida…what, the Asgard's old galaxy. That Ida?!" 
Stevenson nodded casually, not seeing a reason for Sheppard's excitement. 
"I asked you to take me with you the next time you went scavenging." 
Stevenson shrugged his shoulders. "Oops." 
"Oops?" Sheppard repeated, raising an eyebrow. "Of all the words you don't know how 

to say, you remember oops.?" 
Stevenson smiled and waved goodbye before turning around and leaving Sheppard's 

quarters. 
"Wait a minute," Sheppard yelled as he hurriedly got dressed. When he finished he 

darted off after Stevenson, nearly running into the replicator on the outside of his quarter's 
door. 

"Colonel, I have the requested weapons," it said, smiling coyly. "I assume they are for 
you?" 

"Thanks," Sheppard said, grabbing the box from her and running after Stevenson, 
hoping to catch up to him before he reached the gate. 

He got there just in time to see the event horizon vanish. 
"Son of a…," he said, looking over at the Athosian sitting nearby in the control room. 

"Where did he go?" 
The young woman shrugged. "He input the coordinates himself, along with a lot of other 

symbols I don't understand. I thought the maximum number was eight?" 



"It is," Sheppard confirmed, "unless you're a smartelic, backstabbing, good for nothing 
Ancient with a nose that looks like…" 

Sheppard stopped when he saw the Athosian looking at him strangely. "Never mind. Let 
me know the moment he gets back." 

"Yes, Colonel," she said smiling as he walked off. 

 
Stevenson arrived back at the Ancients' theoretical design and simulation center where 

he found Bra'tac conversing with the holo interface, which had been modeled after a very 
brusque ancient researcher. 

"It seems your computer and I have a different of opinion, Master Stevenson." 
"I told you to drop the 'Master' earlier," he reminded Bra'tac. 
"And I will, once you give me another title to address you by," the old man countered. 
"Titles are meaningless at this point. What's the problem?" he asked, glancing at the 

partial schematic floating between Bra'tac and the holographic Ancient. 
"It says their beaming technology is insufficient at a range over two kilometers," Bra'tac 

explained. 
"It is," Stevenson confirmed, "which is why we built the rings." 
"Yes," Bra'tac said, glancing back at the hologram, "it has informed me of such. But I 

know for a fact that the Tau'ri possess beaming technology that functions at a significantly 
greater range. How then, can the Tau'ri possess technology greater than that of the Ancients." 

"The range limitation isn't the only factor in why we developed the rings," Stevenson 
said in mild defense. "In the time since my brethren's demise, the Asgard have improved on the 
technology rather than utilize our ring transports. I don't know why they chose to do this, but it 
is from them that the Tau'ri obtained the technology." 

"What were the other reasons," Bra'tac asked, curious. He well knew the advantages of 
such beaming technology and wasn't about to abandon it lightly. 

"They are easy to interfere with. The ring transport system is much hardier and can be 
used in many situations where the beaming technology is unfeasible." 

"Yet the beaming technology can pick up or deposit one anywhere on the surface of a 
planet, whereas the rings much have an identical set to transmit to," Bra'tac countered. 

"We never had much need for that," Stevenson admitted, talking as if he'd lived those 
millions of years ago. 

"Perhaps not," Bra'tac counseled, "but we should make use of the technology none the 
less, and I suggest we install both means of transport on our ships. At the very least I want the 
transport beams for my Jaffa vessels." 

Stevenson nodded in acquiescence. "As you wish, though it will take some time to 
acquire the Asgard designs. I recommend we leave that piece of technology until last." 

"It is settled then," Bra'tac said, turning back to the partial schematics. "I have need of 
you to modify the primary weapon…the yield is too low." 

Stevenson raised an eyebrow. "If we increase power it will diminish fire rate. I thought 
that was something you wished to avoid?" 

Bra'tac shook his head. "By its nature, this weapon is an ungainly one. In order to be 
used effectively you must line up your shot, which takes time. One will only get a few shots 
before the battle is decided, perhaps even only one…therefore we must assure that we make it 



a heavy blow. Such a weapon is not easy to use effectively, but in skilled hands it will prove its 
worth." 

"If you say so," Stevenson said, not totally convinced. "How much do you wish to 
increase its yield?" 

"Tenfold," Bra'tac said without hesitation. 
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Two months after being kicked out of Atlantis on the end of Sheppard's boot, Richard 

Woolsey sat at the side of the SGC's briefing room table as his IOA cohort, Ian Victor, ran 
through the list of reasons for going after the now rogue city of Atlantis and the criminals who'd 
stolen it. 

"In addition, your President is in full agreement with the need to reacquire the city and 
bring Colonel Sheppard and Captain Stevenson to justice," the Brit reinforced. "So why are 
there currently no ships out hunting for the city?" 

"Because it's a really bad plan," O'Neill said in muted frustration. "We have no idea 
where they went, let alone if they're still in Pegasus. And just for the sake of argument, what 
exactly do you think we could do once we found them?" 

"Recover the city," Victor said patronizingly. 
"I believe the General is concerned," Landry jumped in as O'Neill gently banged his 

forehead on the table in a gesture of futility, "with our ability to bypass Atlantis's shield and get 
our teams within the city." 

"We have the Asgard beam weapons," Victor continued. "Use them to breach the shield 
and forcibly take back the city." 

"Might I remind you," O'Neill said irreverently, "that this is the city of the Ancients. Our 
current technology, even with what the Asgard gave us, is no match for what they've 
got…especially now that they have someone who knows how to use it." 

"So you believe," Victor countered. "That hasn't been confirmed." 
"The city took off from the planet," Woolsey gingerly interjected, "and entered 

hyperspace at a speed that even our 304s can't match. That shouldn't be possible with only one 
ZPM. Either they somehow acquired more, or this Stevenson did something above and beyond 
our current understanding of Ancient tech." 

Victor turned on his fellow IOA representative with a look of betrayal. "We must have 
the city back." 

"I think we all here agree on that point," Woolsey offered conciliatorily. 
"I don't," O'Neill said, raising his hand for emphasis. 
Woolsey leaned up over the edge of the table and looked down to the far end at O'Neill. 

"Surely you must understand the importance of the technology within the city." 
"Oh, I surely do," O'Neill said sarcastically, "but in my book I'd write this one off as 

karma. You all wanted to abandon Pegasus and blow up Atlantis after looting it to your hearts' 
content. Personally, I rather like the turn of events." 

"But why?" Woolsey asked with that innocent, incredulous look he used so often. 
"Because it once again gives me the chance to say…I told you so." 
"General," Victor began to patronize again, "we are all aware of your misgivings over 

our plans for Atlantis, but how we choose to utilize the city is none of your concern." 



"It is when it's our ships that'll be taking fire in the retrieval process," Landry interjected 
again. 

Victor raised an eyebrow speculatively. "You really think they'd fire on one of their own 
ships?" 

"I would," O'Neill stated, "if I was shot at first." 
"Which is exactly what you're suggesting we do," Landry added. 
"Alright then," Victor conceded, "give me another option." 
The briefing room fell silent for a few moments before Landry finally said, "McKay." 
Victor's eyes narrowed. "Explain." 
Landry blew out a reluctant breath. "Dr. McKay has been our foremost expert on the 

city of Atlantis since we first discovered it. If there's any way of getting past its shield he'll be 
the man to find it." 

"Where is McKay currently?" Victor asked. 
"Area 51," O'Neill answered reluctantly. 
"Then this meeting is postponed until you can recall him here." 
Landry glanced down at his watch. "Give me ten minutes," he said smiling. 

 
"No," McKay said emphatically after being beamed over to the SGC via the Odyssey in 

orbit. "I'm not doing it. I'll resign first." 
Victor was about to say something unpleasant when Landry held up a hand to stop him. 

"Dr. McKay, you're the best man we have for the job." 
"Best man maybe," O'Neill added from the other end of the table. 
McKay turned to him. "No matter what I do, you're always going to assume that Carter 

knows more than me. Oh no, completely ignore the five years I spent on Atlantis compared to 
the one year she spent, and of course she'll be more of an expert than I am, especially given 
that she was pulling command duty rather than working with and analyzing the Ancient tech. 
During her year of tenure, it was me who she came to when she needed something done…me, 
because I know Atlantis's systems inside and out, far better than she could ever hope to." 

"Actually," O'Neill said quietly, "I was referring to Stevenson and the fact that he isn't 
quite Human anymore." 

"Oh," McKay said, caught offguard. "Well in that case I agree with you. That 
man…Ancient now, I guess…knows far more about Atlantis's systems than I ever will." 

Woolsey cleared his throat. "Do you have any idea how he managed to get the city to fly 
that fast on one ZPM?" 

"Well I, hadn't really put much thought to that," he said hesitantly, making it clear that 
he was holding something back. 

"What do you know, Dr?" Landry said firmly. 
"Who me? Nothing." 
"Dr. McKay," Victor said, standing a bit straighter, "if you're intentionally withholding 

information you can be charged with conspiracy and put into confinement." 
"Hey," McKay yelled, pointing a finger at Victor. "I came back like I was supposed to." 
"Enough!" Landry yelled. "We are not going to start pointing fingers amongst ourselves. 

And the only people that are being charged are the ones that chose to stay in Atlantis. McKay is 



not at fault for wanting to shield his former teammates, but we do need to know what we're up 
against before we risk a confrontation," he emphasized, looking directly at McKay. 

Rodney frowned. "Fine, I might as well tell you. Maybe you'll think twice before sending 
anyone after them. Sheppard and Stevenson brought two additional ZPMs back with them. 
Atlantis is fully powered now…and you don't have a prayer of getting past their shields. Take a 
cue from the Wraith if you don't believe me." 

Woolsey stood in utter shock. "Three ZPMs! Where did find two more? He's right, 
there's no way we can retake the city if it's fully powered." 

Victor looked to O'Neill. "Have we lost any of our ZPMs?" 
O'Neill shook his head slowly. "Not that I know of…and if we had I think I would have 

been told." 
"Then Atlantis has acquired two new ZPMs…which makes recovering the city even more 

of a priority now," Victor said, his eyes gleaming greedily. 
"I don't think you're hearing what they're saying," Landry said irreverently. "With three 

ZPMs the Ancients held off the Wraith indefinitely. How are we supposed to succeed where 
they failed?" 

"Use the Asgard knowledge in Odyssey's data core," Victor suggested, "or find some way 
to infiltrate Atlantis and deactivate the shield from inside. It doesn't matter how you do it, just 
find a way." 

O'Neill suddenly stood, resting his arms on the table as he stared down all assembled. 
"My orders from the President are to recover Atlantis if feasible. That means if there's a quick 
and painless way to retake the city then we will, but if it isn't doable, or if it'll cost us a ship or 
more in the process then we aren't going to try." 

"McKay, I need you to go with the search teams and give an honest effort to try and find 
a way into Atlantis. If it truly can't be done, then we'll abandon the idea." 

"General…"Victor began to interrupt. 
O'Neill held up a stop finger. "I'm not finished yet. Regardless of what the IOA wishes to 

happen, we can't ignore facts. And one fact that I certainly am not ignoring is the fact that I take 
orders from the President and not the IOA. I'm also not ignoring the fact that it will be US Air 
Force ships that will be going after Atlantis. Neither the Russian nor the Chinese 304s are 
anywhere near complete, so it's US assets that will be put in jeopardy, and I'm not going to risk 
good people on some hair-brained IOA scheme." 

"So this is how we're going to play this," O'Neill continued. "McKay, I'm sending you and 
the Odyssey back into Pegasus to do your thing. If nothing else try and locate Atlantis. We need 
to at least have an idea of where it is and what they're up to. I'm sending the Daedalus and 
Apollo along with you to help in the search. The Phoenix will stay behind and safeguard Earth." 

"Colonel Carter has recently been given command of the Odyssey and will be in charge 
of the overall operation. Does that suit you, McKay, or is the stargate program going to lose 
your valuable services to retirement?" 

Rodney starred down at his feet for a moment. "I still don't like it, but I'll agree to go 
under those terms…and Colonel Carter's command." 

"General O'Neill," Victor objected. "Do you really think it's wise to put the operation 
under the command of someone who has a personal connection to Atlantis?" 



"Colonel Carter will do her duty," O'Neill emphasized. "Which, by the way, is to the Air 
Force and orders I give her, not to the whims of the IOA." 

"Never the less, General," Victor said, none too happy. "On behalf of the IOA, we would 
like a representative to oversee the operation." 

"Observe, yes," O'Neill correct him. "Oversee, no." 
Victor didn't answer, he just stared at O'Neill in aggravation. 
"I'll go," Woolsey offered. "My limited experience with Atlantis may prove to be of some 

use...if that's acceptable to all parties?" 
"You're free to tag along," O'Neill agreed, "but Carter has the authority to push you out 

an airlock if you get in the way." 
"General!?" Victor protested. 
Woolsey stood, cautioning Victor. "The General is exaggerating in order to make a 

point." He turned to face O'Neill. "I understand that I'll have no actual authority, but this way I 
can give the IOA assurances that certain persons aren't deliberately compromising the mission 
due to personal feelings." 

"If 'all parties' includes me," Rodney said passively, "then I vote no." 
"I can assure you it doesn't," Woolsey said stiffly. 
"Well actually," O'Neill started to say. "McKay, is there another IOA representative you'd 

feel more comfortable with?" 
Rodney sighed. "I suppose not." 
"Well then…" O'Neill said, waving at all assembled to get their asses moving. 
"Are you going to beam me back to Area 51," Rodney asked irreverently, "or am I going 

to have to walk? I have an ongoing experiment that needs finished or deactivated before it 
blows up half the continent." 

"I thought we stopped doing those?" O'Neill asked deadpan. 
Landry turned back to O'Neill as Victor and his associates began to file from the briefing 

room. "How long until we need to pass McKay your way?" he asked after the IOA suits had 
moved out of earshot. 

"Two weeks," O'Neill said, giving Stevenson and Sheppard as much lead time as he 
dared. He glanced over at McKay. "Well…better start packing." 
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The gateroom was quiet, with only a sole occupant attending the city's controls when a 

seldomly used panel lit up. The attendant, a former Air Force Lieutenant by the name of 
Devonshire, woke from her bleary-eyed stupor and turned toward the blinking yellow lights, 
unsure of what was happening. 

She turned back to her laptop status display…only to belatedly remember that 
Stevenson had removed all such devices in the control room in favor of English translations 
input into the Ancient control terminals. 

Devonshire cursed lightly then dragged up a schematical display of all functionality in 
the control room…a feature that she'd been relying on heavily since the trained control room 
staff had all returned back to Earth like good little minions. 

She found that particular panel tagged as a long range communications node, and 
briefly reviewed the protocol for retrieval. A moment later she swung her chair across the 
smooth floor over to the still blinking console and brought up the message packet in hologram 
above her fingertips. 

The message was written in Ancient, and she didn't know how to institute a translation 
program so she radioed for assistance. Teyla was the closest nearby and quickly arrived in the 
control tower. 

"What have you found?" she asked as she strode up the stairs. 
"I have a message, written in Ancient, but it didn't come over the subspace 

communications channels. It came through this console instead." 
Teyla looked at both the console and the message floating above it in turn and frowned 

in confusion. "I don't think it's written in the language of the Ancestors." 
Devonshire glanced back at the message. "Looks Ancient to me." 
"No," Teyla said assuredly, looking at the small box corners and dots that made up the 

language's characters. "I've seen many forms of the Ancestors' language here in Atlantis…this is 
not one of them." 

"Ok…then what do you want me to do about it?" Devonshire asked. 
Teyla raised an eyebrow. "Find Stevenson." 

 



Four hours later Stevenson returned from another of his mysterious journeys through 
the gate and was snagged by Devonshire before he could disappear elsewhere. She contacted 
Teyla over the intercom and the Athosian joined them within minutes. 

"Can you read it?" Teyla asked when she arrived back in the control room. 
Stevenson nodded without taking his eyes off the fairly long text. 
Teyla waited patiently until he had finished. "What is it?" 
"Response," Stevenson said, bypassing Teyla and going straight for the dialing chevrons. 
"You sent a message?" Teyla guessed. "To whom, may I ask?" 
Stevenson turned back to face her. "Nox." 
Teyla shook her head unsure. "Who are the Nox?" 
"Friends," Stevenson said as the wormhole activated and he headed down the stairs. 
"Would you like some company?" Teyla offered. 
Stevenson stopped and turned back to look at her. He smiled apologetically and shook 

his head no. He held up his index finger. 
"One…only one?" Teyla asked. 
Stevenson nodded. 
Teyla sighed. "Well off with you then, and have fun. When you finally remember how to 

speak, you and I are going to have a very long conversation." 
Stevenson laughed and waved goodbye as he walked off into the event horizon and 

back into Avalona…or as the Humans called it, the Milky Way galaxy. 

 
Stevenson stepped out of the gate into a clearing in the forest that covered the entirety 

of the Nox homeworld of Leth. He walked forward a few steps into the grassy field then waited 
patiently, glancing around at the verdant wilderness surrounding him. 

A few minutes later one of the Nox walked out of the nearby trees and greeted him in 
the language of the Ancients. 

"Hello my friend," Stevenson said in reply, not in his own language, but that of the Nox. 
"You know our language?" the short, bristly haired humanoid asked. 
"I do, among many other things. I am Alterra, once ally to your ancestors." 
"Indeed, as your message stated. How is it then that you still live when your kind passed 

on so long ago?" 
Stevenson frowned. "I explained as much in my message." 
"Forgive me, I was not told. Perhaps you could indulge my curiosity?" 
Stevenson nodded slightly. "My brethren died off from a plague long ago. Before the last 

of them succumbed they created a race of lesser lifeforms to populate the galaxy in their stead, 
ones that would not be susceptible to the plague due to their primitive physiology. My brothers 
also left behind a number of devices that would alter the descendants of this lesser race into 
Alterra once their physiology adapted to an adequate level. I am the result of contact with such 
a device." 

"What world did you originate from then?" the elder Nox asked. 
"Avalon." 
"Known today by its inhabitants as Earth, yes?" 
"Yes, it is." 
"Then you are of the same people as the one called O'Neill that visited us before?" 



Stevenson smiled. "I was. I am Alterra now." 
"Interesting. So your transformation created a schism with your former people?" 
"Out of necessity," Stevenson explained. "I cannot trust them." 
"How sad," the Nox said genuinely. "Do you seek refuge among the Nox?" 
"No, my friend. I wish to speak of resurrecting our former Alliance." 
The Nox tilted his head. "For what purpose?" 
"To undo that which time has ravaged." 
"We have not heard from the Asgard nor the Furlings for much time. How fare they?" 
"The Asgard are recently dead. The Furlings yet live." 
"How did they die?" 
"Their physical degeneration resulted in an illness that quickly spread amongst those 

that survived their war against the replicators. The remaining few destroyed their world to keep 
their knowledge and power from falling into the wrong hands." 

The Nox didn't say anything, merely let his head fall, shaking it in regretful disbelief. 
"I could not do anything to help them," Stevenson continued. "They died before I was 

transformed." 
The Nox sighed. "Four there once were, bound as brothers in friendship, now only two 

remain, separate and isolated." 
"Three now," Stevenson corrected. "Through me the Alterra have returned, and will rise 

once again." 
The Nox stood a bit straighter. "My name is Ohper. What would you ask of the Nox, our 

long lost brother?" 
Stevenson smiled. He had been afraid that over the generations since the Alliance had 

crumbled, the present day Nox might not have been willing to accept him, yet he should have 
known better. Nox were Nox, regardless of the time that had passed. 

"First, I want you to know that I intend to honor our Alliance. If you ever have need of 
our assistance, do not hesitate to ask our help. I have been given the complete storehouse of 
Alterran knowledge during my transformation. I will gladly share any of it that may be of use to 
you." 

"You are gracious in your offer, yet the Nox currently need for nothing. How might we be 
of help to you, young one?" 

Stevenson stiffened. "I need to know what progress you have made with the disease 
that killed my people." 

Ohper stared at him for a long moment. "That is not something that I can help you with. 
To obtain the answers you seek you must speak with the others." 

Stevenson slid his ornamented gauntlets off his forearms and set them gently on the 
ground. "I will leave these here." 

Ohper smiled. "You do indeed know the way of the Nox. Come with me," he said, waving 
his hand through the air. Both he and Stevenson vanished. 
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Ohper and Stevenson reappeared inside one of the Nox's hidden floating cities, 

surrounded by a sea of organic looking crystal. The floor was smooth, polished clear/blue 
crystal that was illuminated from a source meters below. The walls and ceiling were of an 
erratic design, resembling a subterranean cavern with stubby, blunt crystals extruding from any 
and all angles. 

The corridor ahead was not linear. It meandered to and fro, branching off in random 
directions. Had Stevenson not already possessed a schematic of the Nox city in memory, he 
would have been thoroughly bewildered. 

"You must speak with Olma," Ohper said as he began to slowly navigate through the 
caverns. "She will have the answer to your question, though it may not be the answer you seek. 
If memory serves, we were never able to find a cure to the plague." 

"Did the Nox ever become infected?" Stevenson asked. 
Ohper looked up at him as they walked. "Not to my knowledge." 
"That is fortunate," Stevenson said, relieved to hear that the Originals hadn't targeted 

the Nox for extinction with a similar plague. Apparently the Nox's insular ways had kept them 
from attracting the attention of the Ascended Empire despite the fact that the Nox were as 
physically advanced as the Alterra had been, though different in some significant and radical 
ways. 

As they walked, Stevenson and Ohper passed several other Nox strolling through the 
city, all of which looked at Stevenson with sedate curiosity. He noted both their numbers and 
the 'dead spot' within their minds that he couldn't touch. He knew from the knowledge 
imparted to him by the repository that this wasn't a lack of development of his telepathic skills. 
This was a well known attribute of Nox physiology. 

Though they resembled Alterrans, beneath the surface they were very alien, made all 
the more mysterious due to their unknown origins and unquantified abilities. Pleasant and 
friendly as they might be, they were still an enigma to the Alterrans and had every intension of 
remaining so. 

Without preamble, Ohper stopped walking and looked to the wall on his right. The 
crystal nodes extruding from the wall retracted and curved within themselves, creating a 
narrow, crack-like doorway into an adjacent chamber…one overflowing with plants. 

Ohper lead the way, with Stevenson trailing close behind him and having to duck in 
order to pass through the meter and a half tall opening. A step after he was inside, the fissure 
resealed itself just as another opened on the opposite side of the miniature forest. 

A second Nox entered through the opening. Stevenson could feel the presence moving 
through the greenery towards them with a light, airy, yet slow gate. A moment later she pushed 
aside a cluster of vines and stepped into the light. 

"Hello. I am Olma. You are Stevenson, the Alterran that has risen from the ashes of the 
past to return to us." 



"I am," Stevenson said simply, nodding his head in respect. "I would ask what you know 
of the plague, and if you have discovered the reason you are immune?" 

"To your second question the answer is simple," she said sweetly, almost smiling yet 
serious at the same time. "It wasn't designed for us." 

Stevenson frowned. He knew that, but it could be dangerous if they did. Lyran had made 
it clear that any knowledge of the Originals' sabotage of corporeals would be viewed as a threat 
and therefore erased from existence. "Designed?" he asked innocently. 

"The plague that killed your people sought out a very specific range of cellular structures. 
Yours were most affected due to the complexity of your bodies. Had your physiology not been so 
advanced, the virus wouldn't have affected you as extremely as it did." 

"That we knew," Stevenson told her. "It was why we retarded our gene pool and created 
a primitive race based on that genetic construct. However, we were under the impression that 
the plague attacked any advanced physiology." 

Olma slowly shook her head. "In the beginning we thought the same, but when one of 
our own was exposed to the virus and did not fall ill, we sought other lines of research that 
revealed several Lynomal indexes that had to be matched in order for the virus to activate. The 
Nox lack two of the required twenty six." 

"Luck was on your side," Stevenson said, lying through his teeth. "Have you learned 
anything new that might be of use in creating a counter-telmarse agent?" 

"No," Olma said, hanging her head slightly. "The virus seems to be impervious to that 
type of attack." 

"What of a nucleotide realignment code-locked inhibitor?" 
"That attempt was also unsuccessful." 
"Were you unable to enhance immuno-response?" 
Olma nodded, anticipating the question. "We did make significant progress in that 

regard, but our insights came too late to help our research partner. Her illness had acquired too 
strong a grasp on her body. The upgrades proved inadequate for her, and came too late to aid 
the others." 

"I thought you said you hadn't found a cure?" Stevenson said, glancing at Ohper. 
"I would not call it a cure," Olma cautioned. "Several Alterrans were near to overcoming 

the virus without assistance. I believe that our augment would have given the strongest of you a 
fighting chance…but no guarantee of recovery." 

Stevenson smiled faintly. "I understand. May I see the augmentation research?" 
Olma nodded and motioned with her hands for him to follow. The slightly shorter Nox 

led him through a waterfall of foliage and hidden paths before they arrived in a spacious alcove 
that the greenery did not infringe upon. As soon as Stevenson had cleared the vines from his 
vision he stopped dead in his tracks. 

Imbedded into the wall of the alcove was an Alterran stasis chamber…an occupied stasis 
chamber. 

"This is your research partner?" Stevenson guessed. 
Olma nodded. "She is near death, and would not survive more than a few days if revived. 

It was her wish that she be preserved so that we would have a living specimen to experiment on 
should we find a cure. We have revived her six times, each when we thought we had found a 
way to save her. None were successful, and lessened what little time she had left." 



Stevenson walked forward and pressed his palm against the transparent cover of the 
stasis pod. "Is this pod the only place you store the virus?" 

"Have no fear… you are not in danger of contamination. She has not walked our halls in 
over a thousand generations." 

"When was the last time you worked on the research?" Stevenson asked, still staring at 
the Alterran woman's frozen face. He knew it was simply the afterimage of when she'd been 
put into stasis. Exterior light entering the pod could potentially damage the flesh over time, so 
the pod was shielded against such things. Never the less, an afterimage was included in the 
technology so the occupant could be 'viewed' during stasis. 

"I have familiarized myself with the research of others, but have myself made no new 
insights. We have a virtual model of the virus if you wish to continue the research? There would 
be no risk to you." 

"I do not believe a simulation will be sufficient. Regrettably, I must have a live sample of 
the virus to work on. I searched our remaining research facilities for a sample, yet I found none. 
Either they used samples directly from their own bodies, or the facilities with the virus have long 
since been destroyed." 

Olma slowly shook her head. "We did not retain a living sample of the virus outside of 
Aeria's body. The only way to obtain one is to revive her, which would put you at risk of infection 
and push her further toward the threshold." 

"Now is not the time," Stevenson agreed, "but that time will soon come. When it does, I 
will need you to revive her for an instant. Just long enough to take a sample." 

"I am not sure if that is wise," Olma said hesitantly. 
"I have no wish to reintroduce the virus to the galaxy. It would affect the Human 

populations as well as myself. However, when we devise a cure it will have to be tested on a 
living sample of the virus before we can try it on…Aeria?" 

Olma nodded that he had got her name right. "You sound optimistic?" 
"I am," he said confidently. "I have been given the full knowledge of the Alterra, far more 

than any single Alterran ever possessed. I may not have the knack for medicine, but I have 
enough knowledge to recognize a diamond in the rough. Have you ever encountered a species 
known as the Goa'uld?" 

"Not personally, but they are known to us," Olma said quizzically. "You believe their 
symbiotic nature could defeat the virus?" 

"I don't believe. I know," Stevenson declared. "A few years ago, another of my sisters," 
he said, gesturing to Aeria, "was discovered on Avalon, frozen in the ice. Somehow she managed 
to survive millions of years in such a condition and revived when she was dug out. She was 
infected with the plague and spread it to the few Humans that rescued her. Before she died, she 
was able to cure them of the plague…save for one. She died before she could save him." 

Olma's eyes widened. "Did the virus spread?" 
"No, fortunately it was contained. The man that remained infected was offered the 

chance to live by a sympathetic offshoot of the Goa'uld known as the Tok'ra. Once joined, the 
Goa'uld was able to cure him of the plague." 

Olma's eyes wandered as she thought. "Interesting. It would remain to be seen whether 
a Goa'uld could kill the virus within an Alterra, given that it attacks your physiology on a greater 
degree than that of less advanced races." 



"Agreed, but that's not quite what I had in mind," Stevenson said cryptically."I'm more 
interested in learning how they do it, so that we might be able to develop an immunity to this 
plague and others like it." 

Olma considered that with a slight inclination of head. "Then it seems we have an 
invitation to extend." 
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"This is what I told you about," Teyla showed Sheppard as they arrived back in Atlantis's 

gate room from the planet where they were training their army, code-named 'Yavin' by 
Sheppard's order. 

"Right on our doorstep, huh?" Sheppard remarked as he watched the blip on the long 
range sensors that Teyla had run off to warn him about. "Any idea where it's headed?" 

"There are three populated systems in close proximity to us," Teyla said, pointing at the 
neighboring systems to the ice world they were currently inhabiting, also code-named by 
Sheppard as 'Hoth.' 

"Do we know what the dot is yet?" Sheppard asked. 
Teyla shook her head. "Not yet, but by the size I'd say we're dealing with at least one 

Hive ship, maybe more." 
"You're sure it's Wraith?" 
"The computer seems to think so," Teyla said resolutely. "We will know shortly if it is or 

not. The closer they get the more information the sensors can gather. We'll also know if they 
start periodically dropping out of hyperspace." 

"But they haven't yet?" Sheppard asked. 
"I only discovered the blip half an hour ago," Teyla admitted. "I had the computer 

running a sector by sector sweep looking for the Wraith, and this was the first hit I got. It just so 
happens that it was heading out way." 

"What's their eta?" 
"A week or two," Teyla said, unsure. "Depends how many stops they make." 
"And you're sure they're coming our way?" 
"Yes," Teyla reaffirmed. She pulled up a flight path diagram of the contact that she'd 

studied earlier. It was on a linear course that the computer predicted would come within a few 
light years of Atlantis. 

"Any chance they're just passing through?" Sheppard asked. 
"Possibly, but there isn't any system within the galaxy that lies on their current 

trajectory." 
"Alright…what do you want to do about it?" 
"We at least need to warn the planets in their path," Teyla pleaded. "I had hoped that 

Stevenson would have a way for us to do something more, but he hasn't returned to Atlantis in 
over a week." 

"And we no longer have 304s to hit the Wraith with," Sheppard added. "If it was just 
darts or even a cruiser I'd take my chances in a puddle jumper, but we can't do anything against 
a Hive…unless we board it under cloak and drop off one of Stevenson's replicators." 

Teyla's eyes widened. "Will that work? I thought he designed them differently." 
"I didn't mean replicate and take over the ship," Sheppard corrected her, "I meant just 

drop the two SF's he's made inside and see how much havoc they can cause." 



"As well as fire a few drones into the dart bay to slow the speed at which they are able 
to cull the planet." 

Sheppard raised an eyebrow. "Starting to sound like a plan…assuming they're actually 
going to hit one of the nearby systems." 

"Time will tell," Teyla said calmly, "and hopefully Stevenson will return before then." 
"Where the hell is he anyway?" Sheppard asked in frustration. What good was it to have 

an Ancient around if he was never around? 

 
Stevenson waited in the research alcove while Olma went to the gate to welcome their 

guest. Despite the hopes he had for Goa'uld physiology, part of him wanted to find a solution 
the old fashioned way, and with the little bit of information that Lyran had given him about the 
virus he was making progress where the Nox had become stonewalled. 

Fortunately they had made several key insights into the function of the virus in addition 
to the research done by the Alterrans. Aeria had brought all their findings with her to the Nox, 
so Stevenson had quite a head start compared to the Alterrans when they first became infected 
with the Ascended Empire's plague weapon. 

Also, knowing that it was indeed a weapon helped narrow the focus of his study 
considerably. He assumed the delivery method was direct implantation by an ascended being, 
so all of the research done to reduce the likelihood of infection he simply discarded. To date, 
there was no way to stop an ascended being from messing with your body…but devising a 
method of shielding yourself against their interference was one of the items at the top of his 
permanent 'to do' list. 

Stevenson pulled away from the neural interface when he sensed three presences 
approaching. He turned around and waited until Olma parted the thick vines and walked into 
view along with a blonde-haired female Tok'ra. 

"Hello," he said in Goa'uld. 
She bowed slightly. "I am Anise of the Tok'ra. My host is Freya. How may we be of 

assistance?" 
Stevenson smiled slightly. Even though she had a snake in her head, she was none the 

less attractive. "We believe that your healing powers may be the key to discovering a cure for 
the plague that wiped out the ones you refer to as Ancients." 

Anise tilted Freya's head in curiosity. "Possibly, but what good would it do now. The 
Ancients are long since dead, are they not?" 

"Not anymore," Stevenson revealed. "I am Alterra, the race that you call Ancients, along 
with her," he said, pointing to Aeria's stasis pod, "and a Jaffa who will become fully so within 
the year. There will be others soon enough, and we need to develop an immunity to the plague 
should we encounter it, or another like it, again." 

Freya's eyes blinked. "Forgive me, but what you are saying is impossible. How can you be 
an Ancient?" 

"He speaks the truth," Olma said. "The woman in stasis is one of the original Alterra. 
Stevenson has only recently become Alterra." She turned to look at him. "Yet you never 
mentioned a third?" 

"A work in progress," Stevenson assured her. 
"What proof can you offer?" Anise demanded. 



Stevenson smiled and lifted his hand, and as he did Freya's body lifted in tandem. "I am 
not a fraud," he said, gently putting her back down. "But I do need your help." 

Anise gently straightened Freya's skirt. "I would like to know more of who you are and 
what has transpired." 

Stevenson nodded. "I can offer you such information in exchange for allowing us to 
study how your symbiot affects repairs to your body in general, but especially how you deal with 
disease." 

Freya's eyes narrowed. "I can agree to that in principle, but I need to hear more before I 
submit myself to any examination." 

"Very well," Stevenson said, pulling out a chair for both him and Anise/Freya. "I will tell 
you what you wish to know first…then you may decide whether or not you wish to assist us." 

Anise nodded and sat Freya down. "Perhaps you can begin by explaining this plague that 
you say killed off the…Alterra?" 

Stevenson nodded, then smiled faintly at Olma. 
She smiled in return then wandered off into the foliage. This was going to take a while 

and there was no need for her to hear the story twice. Through her telepathy she told him that 
she would return when needed. 

"Long ago, in a galaxy far, far away," Stevenson began, suppressing a smirk while 
knowing full well that Anise/Freya wouldn't catch the irony. He belatedly realized that he'd 
been hanging around Sheppard too much. 
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"You said two weeks," Sheppard reminded Teyla. "It's been four." 
Teyla slowly dipped her head in acquiescence. "I admit, I may have misread the display. 

It now seems that the Hive ship is still two weeks away." 
Sheppard raised an eyebrow. "Are you sure about that, or are you just making an 

educated guess?" 
Teyla stood a little straighter. "Without your portable computer systems to translate, it 

is difficult to decipher the Ancestors' display screens. In the past I would have asked Stevenson 
for a translation, but since he's been away for over a month I…" 

Sheppard waved a hand for her to stop. "I'm all for jumping on the blame Stevenson 
bandwagon, but if he doesn't show up soon we're going to have to undertake this op 
ourselves…and we need to know when the contact will get wherever it's going." 

Teyla adjusted one of the displays in the control room for Sheppard to see. "Now that 
the target is closer, the computer has been able to refine its course projection." 

The computer drew a new line through one of the dots on the map. 
"Leos," Teyla said, pointing at one of Hoth's neighboring systems. 
"You been there before?" Sheppard asked. 
Teyla nodded. "Once. They are a primitive people…farmers, artisans, mill workers. Their 

villages number in the hundreds. I would guess there to have been several thousands of 
inhabitants. Even if they've been culled in recent years, there should be several thousand 
remaining…so long as the Wraith refrained from completely wiping them out the first time." 

"That's assuming there was a first time," Sheppard pointed out. 
"A planet with a population of that size would have been sure to be culled once all the 

Wraith awakened and found too little food to go around." 
"You think they're coming back for seconds?" 
Teyla shrugged. "I am merely speculating, Colonel." 
Sheppard blew out a frustrated breath. "I'm tired of waiting. Forget Stevenson. Find 

Ronon and meet me in the jumper bay in half an hour. We're going to have a look for 
ourselves." 

Teyla nodded, half smiling. "Full gear?" 
"Full gear," Sheppard echoed as they walked out of the control room towards the 

nearest transporter. 

 
"I admit, I'm at a loss for words," Anise said after Stevenson had finished telling her of 

the death of the Ancients, their plan for the Repository, and his subsequent transformation 
from Human to Alterran. 

"Will you help us?" Stevenson asked. 
"If I do, will you help us in exchange?" she countered. 
Stevenson frowned. "How so?" 



"We are a dying people. The Tok'ra cannot reproduce without a queen, and we have 
been without one for many centuries. Our numbers grow fewer each year, and some of us have 
speculated that within a thousand years our kind will be relegated to the annals of history. If the 
knowledge the Ancient Repository gave you contains a way to save us from extinction, both I 
and the Tok'ra will assist you in any way that we can in exchange." 

Stevenson sat back in his seat for a moment as he considered her unusual request. 
There were many ways to work around infertility, but with the Tok'ra being comprised entirely 
of reproductiveless drones, theirs was a somewhat unusual situation. 

"Does your genome contain the dormant elements of a queen?" 
Anise considered his question carefully. "No. The queens pass on the genetic 

characteristics that they choose to their offspring. Only one chosen to be a queen will be 
endowed with that genome." 

Stevenson chewed on his lip absentmindedly. "Can you obtain a genetic sample from an 
existing Goa'uld queen?" 

Anise frowned in concentration. "Doubtful. The few remaining Goa'uld queens have 
disappeared into the backwater of the galaxy for fear of being killed by their rebellious Jaffa. I 
don't believe we know the current whereabouts of any. We do, however, have the genetic 
profile of our progenitor on file." 

Stevenson considered that. "Does it contain the complete genome?" 
"I believe so," Anise said hopefully. 
Stevenson leaned forward and extended his hand. "If you can give me a complete 

genome of a Goa'uld queen, I can fix your problem. Do we have a deal?" 
Anise extended Freya's fragile hand and grasped Stevenson's. "We do." 
Stevenson didn't let go. "However, if you use these new offspring to take so much as one 

unwilling host…I will hunt you down and take back that capability." 
Anise looked him straight in the eye. "We are Tok'ra. We would never do such a thing." 
"Even if it means you living in a water tank without hosts?" 
"Even if it means our death," she replied. "We are not the Goa'uld." 
Stevenson released her hand. He had searched Freya's mind during their brief contact 

and was satisfied that she meant what she said. "Then we have a deal." 

 
Ronon, Teyla, and Sheppard returned to Atlantis within eight hours, confirming both of 

Teyla's suspicions. Leos had indeed been culled a little over three years ago, and some eight 
thousand people had been sparred so as to reproduce the next generation of 'cattle' for the 
Wraith to feed upon. 

"Has Stevenson returned yet?" Sheppard asked the control room via radio as he slowly 
moved the puddle jumper up out of the gateroom and into the jumper bay. 

"Negative, Colonel," Lieutenant Devonshire reported. "The gate's been inactive since 
you left. 

"Damn it," Sheppard whispered to himself as he gently landed the puddle jumper in the 
center of the bay. "Find Twiki and Bam Bam," Sheppard told Ronon, referring to the two 
security guard replicators that Stevenson had made, "and have them meet us in the conference 
room." 



"You're really going to go through with this?" Ronon asked as they walked out the back 
of the jumper. 

"It's either that or let our neighbors get culled by that hive ship," Sheppard argued. 
"Stevenson may get back in time," Ronon offered. 
"And if he does he's going to get a piece of my mind," Sheppard said angrily. "The least 

he could do is leave us an occasional message…or carry the Ancients' version of a cell phone." 
"I'm sure whatever he's doing is important," Ronon said. 
Sheppard turned and glared at him. "You're only defending him because he gave you 

that mini-drone launcher." 
"Hey, it works," Ronon said half laughing. 
"That's not the point," Sheppard argued. 
"You're just sore that he didn't take you with him," Ronon jibbed, clapping Sheppard on 

the shoulder. 
"Ow," Sheppard mouthed as Ronon jogged off ahead of him. 
"I think there is some truth in what he says," Teyla added. 
"Not you too," Sheppard complained. 
She smiled then changed subjects. "Can we not give the replicators some type of 

explosive to take onboard the hive ship?" 
"I thought of that," Sheppard said, back to business. "But I figure a couple drones 

launched into their dart bay will work just as well. If we had a nuke or two I'd reconsider, but 
the only ordinance of that magnitude that Earth sent us was kept on the 304s and not in 
Atlantis." 

"Perhaps the other Replicator can make one for us in Stevenson's absence." 
"I already asked," Sheppard admitted. "She said she wasn't programmed to give us 

access to anything larger than firearms without Stevenson's approval." 
Teyla looked at him quizzically. "What did you ask for?" 
"Some large explosives," he said, strait-faced. 
"And?" Teyla prodded. 
Sheppard cleared his throat, mangling the word as he spoke it. "Ligh…ts…aber." 
"A what?" Teyla asked innocently. 
"Never mind," Sheppard said quickly. "The point is the Replicators are our best bet to do 

some damage." 
Teyla sensed he was avoiding something, but she decided to let it go. "How many 

refugees can we accommodate on Yavin?" 
"As many as we can convince to evacuate," Sheppard said. "That Replicator bi…Beta said 

she can provide us with as many Ancient ration cubes as we need." 
"What about shelters?" 
"All the basics are covered," Sheppard said offhand. "You can ask her yourself if you 

like." 
"I already have. Seems she isn't programmed to divulge even that much information to 

someone without the Ancient gene." 
"Really," Sheppard said, raising an eyebrow. "I'll have to have a little chat with him 

about that too when he gets back." 
"It's no matter," Teyla assured him, "as long as we get the supplies we need." 



Sheppard stopped her in the hall. "It matters because you're a member of my team. If I 
can be trusted, then it's the same for you and Ronon." 

"It seems he doesn't completely trust anyone," Teyla argued, inferring that it was a 
moot point. 

"Well he's going to have to if we're all going to be living under the same roof." 
"I would not press him too far," Teyla warned. "He seems to be under a great deal of 

stress." 
"Don't worry about that…we have an understanding." 
Teyla raised an eyebrow. 
"It's a guy thing," Sheppard said as they started to walk. "You wouldn't understand." 
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Devonshire sat in the control room, half dozing off amidst the boredom that had now 

become commonplace in Atlantis. No longer were there teams coming and going through the 
gate. No longer were there periodic reports back to Earth. No longer were there other staff 
manning the controls to converse with. It was just her and the emptiness. 

The Lieutenant woke with practiced reflexes when the gate activated with an incoming 
wormhole. Her hand slid over to the shield control without thinking and pressed the button 
that would activate the defensive barrier…and pressed it again, and again. By the fourth time 
she was fully awake and realized that there was a problem, now rhythmically tapping the 
controls in frustration. 

She blew out a relieved breath when she saw Stevenson walk through the gate with a 
passenger in tow, literally. Devonshire saw her feet hovering above the ground and her body 
slack. 

Stevenson stopped just inside the gate and lowered Freya's body until her feet gently 
touched the ground, but he didn't loosen his telekinetic grip until he swiped his fingertips 
across her forehead and woke her from the dreamy depths of unconsciousness. 

"Welcome to Atlantis," he told her as she blinked herself awake. 
"Stevenson!" Devonshire yelled to get his attention as she jogged down the stairs to 

meet him. "Where have you been!? There's a Hive ship on its way to cull one of the nearby 
systems. Teyla and Ronon took some of the troops to evacuate the planet while Sheppard took 
the Replicators and a puddle jumper to try and slow them down." 

Before she could say anything more Stevenson ran up the stairs and into the control 
room faster than humanly possible. He was there within three seconds, staring at the long 
range sensors and the red icon tagged as a Wraith hive ship, mere minutes away from its 
destination. 

"Stay here!" he yelled in Goa'uld at Anise before running off in a blur, deeper into the 
city. 

 
Sheppard watched from the pilot's seat of his cloaked jumper as the Wraith Hive ship 

emerged from hyperspace in orbit over Leos. As soon as the pseudo-motion faded from the 
mammoth vessel, three pieces of it broke off and took up escort formation. 

Sheppard toggled the puddle jumper's comm. "They're here. One Hive ship plus three 
cruisers," he said as he mentally brought up a targeting reticule over the main dart bay. "Get 
through the gate ASAP!" 

"We're on our way now," Ronon said via his Ancient wrist communicator as he hurried 
another group of natives toward the gate. "But we're still half a klick from the gate." 

"They're launching darts," Sheppard informed as he squeezed his eyes almost shut in 
concentration. "Hold on." 



The jumper decloaked, spat out four yellow orbs, then recloaked and abruptly altered 
course toward the nose of the Hive ship. 

The four drones twirled their way toward the dart bay as dozens of darts streamed out. 
The drones evaded the Wraith fighters and moved past them into the confines of the cavernous 
bay. They bored through the walls, looped around through nearby decks and emerged back 
inside the bay two, three, four times…hitting any and every vital or combustible system they 
could before their cutting energy expired and they detonated in one final act of destruction. 

From outside Sheppard could see the bay light up from inside. The jumper's heads up 
display highlighted dart debris being blown out into space along with bits and pieces of the 
ship. 

Without the computer enhancements it would have looked like the Wraith ship simply 
turned on and off a small light inside their hull. The Hive was so massive that even the 
destruction of the bay's interior made little change to the rest of the ship. The only noticeable 
difference was that the stream of darts flowing from the ship had stopped. The few dozen that 
had left prior to the blast split up, half moving down to the planet while the other half swarmed 
out in a defensive screen trying to find the source of the attack. 

Sheppard flew the puddle jumper closer to the ship, gradually making his way to the 
dart bay while monitoring the damage from afar. The bay's internal temperature had spiked 
rapidly, but even now the cold vacuum of space was mitigating the excessive heat while the 
ship's biomatter reformed to cut off breaches in the interior hull that were bleeding off 
atmosphere thanks to the tunnels that the drones had bored through the decks. 

The closer the jumper got the more data he received. Not all of the bay had been 
damaged, and many darts remained intact in their wall niches. It was the left side nearest the 
opening of the bay that had been slagged, with several huge chunks of the interior wall missing, 
exposing over ten decks and damaging all the surrounding dart pods. 

Further back into the bay, where the renewing pocket of atmosphere was held intact by 
a secondary force field, more darts stirred to life. As Sheppard gingerly flew the jumper inside 
he could see solitary Wraith running to board the darts on the landing pads while still others 
boarded directly from the wall niches. 

As much as Sheppard wanted to use his remaining drones to do some more 
redecorating, he needed stealth, not bravado, to cause the most damage he could to the Hive. 
"Twiki, Bam Bam…you're up." 

The two replicator guards that had been sitting behind Sheppard in silence since they'd 
left Atlantis eight hours ago. Both nodded in unison, stood, and walked into the aft 
compartment of the jumper. Sheppard set the ship down on one of the landing pads under 
cloak and lowered the aft hatch remotely. 

Twiki and Bam Bam stepped through the cloaking field and into view, then took off 
running toward the edge of the pad and a sealed entrance. Sheppard watched them make it off 
the pad, punch through the doors, and slither through the hole into the ship's corridors before 
he took off and headed back out of the bay and into space. 

"Package delivered," Sheppard reported. 

 



Ronon and Teyla heard Sheppard's words just before the whine of approaching darts 
caught their attention. They and their party were still 100 meters from the gate and running 
through an exposed grass field…with nowhere to hide. 

"Keep going," Ronon said as he slid to a stop and unslung the large tube that he was 
carrying across his back. 

Teyla didn't argue. Instead she sprinted on ahead of the villagers toward the DHD. When 
she got there she dialed Atlantis as quickly as she could…but the gate wouldn't accept her 
address. She tried once more, also unsuccessful, then switched to Yavin's address, cursing 
herself for not trying it first as well as wondering why Atlantis couldn't be dialed. 

The wormhole connected just as the first of the villagers reached the DHD. She turned 
back to hurry them through, just in time to catch a glimpse of Ronon and the swarm of tiny 
lights, brighter than the overhead sun, launching out toward the incoming darts. 

Stevenson had given Ronon the mini-drone launcher and the Ancient gene needed to 
use the weapon over a month ago, but this was the first time she'd seen him fire it. Just like 
their larger counterparts, the tiny lights twisted and arced their way toward the darts as they 
deployed their culling beams on a run that would cut across the path of the fleeing villagers. 

The first two darts were swarmed by the tiny lights and shredded within seconds. The 
drones continued on to the next three darts as they went evasive, having to chase them high 
into the sky before detonating along with the Wraith craft. Two tiny lights survived and 
streaked toward four more incoming darts. They were all Ronon had left to mentally direct. The 
launcher was out of ammo. 

"Ronon, come on!" Teyla yelled as the last third of the villagers arrived at the gate and 
began to flee through the puddle. 

Ronon stood, but didn't run. He used the last two mini drones to chase, but not impact, 
the next few darts and succeeded in turning them away from their culling runs…all except one. 

That one dove low and flew over Ronon's head, not bothering to activate its food-
snatching beam. Instead it headed directly for the last few villagers and Teyla. The Leosians 
made it through in time, but Teyla resisted the urge to follow them, which would have meant 
abandoning Ronon. Instead she ducked down behind the DHD as the dart flew into the gate 
behind the villagers. 

"Oh no," she whispered to herself before standing up to look for Ronon. 
She ducked back behind the DHD just as a full sized drone dropped down from the sky 

and chased the dart through the wormhole. 

 
In orbit, Sheppard tracked the movements of the Replicators within the Hive ship. He 

was rather pleased with their progress, not to mention his cleverness for thinking up this 
technique to deal with the Wraith. That was, until one of the signals was suddenly moved 
outside the ship. 

Sheppard frowned and zeroed in on the signal. It was Bam Bam, and he was in space 
floating away from the Hive. 

"What'd they do?" Sheppard asked. "Chuck him out an airlock?" 
Before long Twiki followed on the other side of the ship. 



"Well that just…wait a minute," Sheppard said, redirecting the jumper toward Bam Bam. 
"Two can play at this game. I'll just scoop them up and drop them off again. See how you like 
that!" 

Two seconds later the Hive's main guns fired and Bam Bam's tracking signal vanished. 
Twiki's followed a moment later. 

"Son of a…" Sheppard swore, getting cut off by the jumper's sensors as they detected 
another ship emerging from hyperspace. 

The thing was the size of a Hive, and for a brief moment looked like a jelly fish until 
Sheppard realized that he was viewing it from the bottom up. He half jumped out of his seat 
when he realized what he was looking at. The mass of grey that he saw in front of him was the 
underside of Atlantis! 

He saw several drones fired from the city immediately, a few dozen of which headed for 
the planet's surface to deal with the culling darts, Sheppard guessed. Six others stayed in orbit 
and targeted the four Wraith ships as they immediately began to make a run to hyperspace. 

Three of the drones slithered under the Hive ship and took out its hyperdrive 
generators. The remaining three did the same on the escort cruisers. Once all of the Wraith 
ships were stranded in the system, Atlantis…did nothing. 

"What are you waiting for?" Stevenson said to the air. "We've got more drones than 
that." 

As if in reply to his question, the jumper's heads up display highlighted six points within 
Atlantis that were charging with power. 

"What's he doing…" Sheppard started to ask when he belatedly remembered Rodney 
telling him that Atlantis had other weapons systems besides the drones…they just had never 
had enough power to use them before. "Well this should be good." 

The Wraith ships, knowing that they were horribly outmatched, began to run away on 
sublight engines even as they opened fire on Atlantis. The faster cruisers quickly left the Hive 
behind, yet it was them that Stevenson targeted first. 

On one of Atlantis's main 'piers' a thick column rose up a few dozen meters and locked 
into place. Crackles of orange lightning emanated from its halo and lept out towards the 
cruisers with only the slightest hesitation. 

The energy crackled through the cruisers, destroying critical systems and creating small 
internal explosions, but the biomatter construction of the ships resisted combustive detonation 
and did not explode. 

The three ships were partially shredded from the internal explosions, with trailing bits of 
hull spewing out from their decimated carcasses. Some Wraith onboard them may have 
survived, but the ships were as good as dead. All fire from them ceased the moment they were 
hit. 

"Wow," was all Sheppard managed to utter before another location on Atlantis pinged 
with completion of its weapons charge. Through the jumper's viewport he could see Atlantis 
rotate around on its central axis and bring that highlighted point from the opposite side of the 
city around to the side nearest the Hive ship. 

A yellow-green beam fired from the city and cut through the Hive's bow with ease. The 
beam didn't abate for several seconds…long enough to cut the ship in half. 

Sheppard pumped his fist in silent triumph. 



The Hive halves drifted apart, but not all of the weapons batteries had ceased fire. 
Multiple small explosions along the rift propelled the two halves further apart, but again the 
biomatter construction of the Wraith ships resisted detonation, and Sheppard saw the city 
rotate again to bring another side into range. 

Another beam cut through the halves, further breaking up the ship. Four more such 
salvos were required before the jumper's readouts showed the Hive's systems to be completely 
dead. He wondered how many Wraith had survived the attack, and a slew of tiny lifeform 
indicators appeared on the HUD. He watched as they winked out, one or two at a time for a few 
minutes, then deactivated his cloak and contacted the city. 

"I don't know if I should thank you or kick your ass, you arrogant, inconsiderate 
Ancient…but I have to say that was one hell of a show you just put on." 

Stevenson's voice came back and said something pithy in Ancient. Sheppard frowned 
and a text translation appeared on his screen. 

"Hey, I heard that!" 

 
Back on the surface Teyla watched the other drones kill off the darts as Ronon ran 

toward her. He too had seen the drone pass through the gate. 
Once he caught up to her they both ran through the event horizon and emerged into a 

nighttime version of Yavin. Several of Ronon's men were leading the villagers on the trail to the 
encampment while a small fire burned in the woods off to the right of the gate. 

Teyla and Ronon exchanged glances. "I guess that takes care of that," Ronon said, 
pleased. 

"Sheppard shouldn't have had that many drones," Teyla pointed out as realization 
dawned on her. 

"What?" Ronon asked, seeing the expression on her face. 
"I tried to dial Atlantis and couldn't," she explained. "Stevenson must have brought 

Atlantis to Leos and fired the drones from orbit." 
"So they could be fighting right now?" Ronon asked. 
Teyla walked over to the DHD and dialed Leos. After a brief conversation with Sheppard 

via comlink, she confirmed that the Wraith had been destroyed and Leos saved. Now all those 
villagers that they'd just evacuated had to be turned around and marched back through the 
gate. 

A small price to pay for a world saved. Teyla had a smile on her face the rest of the day. 
She was really starting to like Stevenson. 
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After Rodney beamed aboard the Odyssey he stowed his duffle in his pathetically small 

excuse for personal living space and made his way up to the bridge. 
"Welcome aboard, Rodney," Carter greeted him from the command chair. "We're just 

about ready to leave. Did you get everything you asked for?" 
"For whatever good it will do," McKay complained. "I still say this is a fool's errand. 

There's absolutely no way we're going to get past their shields." 
Carter shrugged. "Who knows, maybe we'll get lucky." 
McKay snorted. "Lucky for us means Sheppard and the others end up in a cell for the 

rest of their lives." 
Carter gritted her teeth and looked at the ground. All trace of amusement left her face. 

"Look, I know this isn't going to be easy for you. It isn't for me either, but we have our orders." 
"Hmmn, I'm sure the Nazis captured at the end of World War Two said the same thing 

at their pre-execution hearings." 
Carter glared at him. "That's not fair," she said firmly. "This isn't the same situation at 

all." 
McKay stepped closer to her and lowered his voice. "Don't you ever get the feeling that 

we might be on the wrong side in this fight…and that Sheppard is doing the right thing that the 
rest of us are just plain too scared to do?" 

"Which is what?" Carter asked. 
"Go against the I.O.A." 
"We've fought against the I.O.A. before," Carter countered. 
McKay crossed his arms over his chest. "Then why are they still the ones in charge?" 
"What?" 
"You heard me. If we've 'fought' them before why are they still giving the orders?" 
"Because of the gate alliance treaty the US signed," she said patronizingly. 



"So that gives them a 'get out of jail free card?'" 
"What are you talking about, McKay?" 
"For crying out loud, Carter, they just abandoned every last Human in Pegasus to end up 

as Wraith food. We've shot Goa'uld for doing less than that. You've shot Goa'uld for doing less 
than that." 

"What would you have me do then?" Carter asked, now getting miffed. 
"Something," McKay emphasized. "I at least had to have my arm twisted to get me here. 

All the rest of you seem quite happy following whatever orders your superiors give you. Maybe 
that's the curse of being a soldier and it's civilians like me that are still free to comprehend the 
difference between right and wrong!" 

Carter glanced to her right, noticing that the bridge crew was taking keen notice of 
everything they said. She grabbed McKay by the arm. "Come with me." 

"Where are we going?" he said as she dragged him out into the hall. 
"Somewhere we can talk," she said as they angled toward a maintenance hatch. Carter 

opened it and slid through, pulling McKay in behind her. She wiggled past him and closed the 
hatch. 

"You know, I'd make some flirtatious comment about the close quarters in here if I 
wasn't still pissed with your obtuseness," McKay said a few inches away from her face. 

She jabbed him hard in the sternum with two outstretched fingers. "I don't care how 
much you don't like this mission, and I don't care how much you don't like how I'm dealing with 
it…but don't you ever do that in front of the crew again." 

"Your ego, that's what you're worried about?" McKay said, exasperated. "People are 
getting the life sucked out of their bodies by the Wraith and you're worried about your 
popularity? I can't believe you of all people would be that shallow." 

"McKay…stop it right now!" 
"Or what? You'll leave me behind? Go ahead, it'd suit me just fine." 
"Will you just shut up and think for a moment," Carter said forcefully. "If you and I don't 

go on this mission they'll just find someone else to do it. We can't stop it from happening, but 
we might be able to make it a little easier on Sheppard and his crew if we're the ones calling the 
shots." 

"How?" McKay asked, full of sarcasm. "Are you willing to intentionally blow the 
mission?" 

"No," Carter said emphatically. "But with our combined knowledge of the city we might 
be able to find a way around a confrontation. At the very least, Sheppard will talk to us, 
whereas he probably won't with anyone else." 

"Forgive my stupidity, but Sheppard and the others still end up in prison regardless of 
who captures them…assuming of course we can capture them…which we can't." 

"Not if they manage to escape through the gate while we're retaking the city," Carter 
offered slyly. 

"So, you're willing to let Sheppard get away," McKay said sarcastically, "yet Pegasus still 
ends up doomed to be the Wraith's feeding ground while we sit blissfully unaware back in the 
Milky Way." 

"I'll admit, it's not a perfect solution, but it's the best we can hope for given our current 
situation." 



"Actually, I can think of one better," McKay countered. "Assuming of course that anyone 
back on Earth hasn't the gumption to topple the I.O.A., we can still hope that Sheppard and his 
Ancient can outwit the both of us." 

Carter frowned at him. "We still have to give it our best effort." 
"Why!" McKay all but yelled in the confined space the size of six or so phone booths. 

"Whatever happened to leave no man behind…stick up for the little guy…death before 
dishonor…and all that good guy mantra?" 

"None of that has changed…" 
"Oh yes it has," McKay said, his voice lowering. "Face it, Carter. Everything you and the 

SGC accomplished in the few years after the gate was opened is being usurped by men and 
women no less corrupt than the Goa'uld. The difference is, they don't have a snake in their 
head, and you're giving them a free pass because they're from Earth. If this was some other 
planet we were talking about you'd just shoot them and be done with it." 

Carter tilted her head in annoyance. "That's not exactly an option we have here, 
Rodney." 

"Why not," McKay said deadpan. "Bad guy here, bad guy there, what's the difference?" 
"Because they were democratically elected," Carter countered. "If we want to remove 

them we have to use the system in place to do it." 
"And in the mean time they get to rape and pillage to their hearts' content…all the while 

using us to do their dirty work for them." 
"Bottom line," Carter said, trying to get hold of the conversation again. "Are you going 

to help on this mission or not?" 
"I wouldn't be here if I didn't have to," he said, turning away and opening the door. "I 

just didn't expect you to take their side. I thought you were better than that," he said as he 
walked out on her. 

 
Once Atlantis had finished cleaning up the Wraith debris in orbit around Leos, Stevenson 

took the city on a galactic scavenger hunt before returning it to Hoth to resume the delayed 
construction of the Ancient outpost that would be tasked with overseeing planet-wide mining 
operations. 

Since the construction had already been interrupted, Stevenson took the opportunity to 
pick up a few things on his shopping list. Teyla and Ronon chose to return to Yavin for the few 
days that Atlantis would be off the grid, but Sheppard steadfastly refused to let Stevenson go 
without him. 

Atlantis's first stop was in the void between galaxies, where they picked up the first of 
the Pegasus gates that were floating uselessly in the broken gate bridge. Stevenson would need 
a new gate for Hoth, and figured it would be easier to repurpose existing gates before 
undertaking the tedious process of making new ones…which Atlantis still retained part of the 
production line for. He'd have to remake the rest from scratch and at present he had more 
pressing needs to attend to in his limited amount of time. 

Sheppard agreed with his reasoning, despite the fact that he really wanted to see how 
the Ancients actually made stargates. However, that curiosity faded once Atlantis completed 
the recovery of the Pegasus gates and proceeded to their next destination, also in the void 
between galaxies. 



Having reviewed the Atlantis Expedition's notes encoded within Atlantis's databases, 
Stevenson had discovered the existence of a derelict Lantean starship sitting helplessly 
between the galaxies. Once Stevenson located the Tria and brought the hyperdrive-damaged 
ship inside the city's shield and secured it onto one of the docking piers, Sheppard was 
distracted enough exploring the ship not to notice Stevensons' third and final destination on 
their journey back to Hoth. 

Another notation in the Expedition's notes was the location of a certain space gate and 
the unusual items that had been set adrift on the other side. Stevenson retrieved one of those 
items and destroyed the rest before returning Atlantis safely to Hoth. 

When they arrived back over the ice planet, the partially constructed Ancient outpost 
was visible in a deep, crater-like depression in the thick surface ice. The crater had been hewn 
out of the ice in their absence by the nanites, and now allowed Atlantis to land on the bare 
ground around and on top of the outpost. All around the city white walls extended upward at a 
sharp angle, blocking out the horizon and all of the sky save for a 60 degree arc directly 
overhead. 

Once the city was safely landed, Stevenson returned to the new lab that he had set up 
and continued to run Aniss/Freya through a battery of tests. Meanwhile, during his off hours, 
he started work on the item that he'd retrieved for Sheppard from its cold, orbital slumber. 

 
"Cooled down a bit?" Carter asked a week later when she caught up with McKay in the 

mess hall as the ship traveled through hyperspace between galaxies. Up until then he'd been 
deliberately avoiding her. 

"Not really," he said snobbishly, yet his tone was much milder this time around. 
"I guess I can't really say I disagree with you," Carter said, sitting down across the table 

from him. She leaned forward on her elbows and partially hung her head as she talked. "I 
thought about what you said earlier…and I'm ashamed that there was some truth in your 
words." 

"Oh?" McKay said, his irreverent tone gone. 
"It's different when you're looking in from the outside. You see things much more 

clearly because you have no personal stake in what happens. But when you're an insider, and 
it's happening in your home, it's not so easy." 

Carter folded her arms on top of the table nervously. "I know that's not an excuse, but 
from my point of view I don't really see that there's anything I can do to change the situation. 
The I.O.A. is still going to be running things at the end of the day." 

"I think the bigger question isn't what will happen," McKay offered in one of his rare 
philosophical moments, "but what part will you play in it." 

Carter bit her lip. "Meaning if we can't stop it, we should at least not add to it." 
"Bingo," McKay whispered slowly. 
Carter smiled disbelievingly. "A small piece of me wants to consider actually joining 

them…and that's the only piece that seems to be making sense." 
"You really considering that?" McKay asked, amazed. 
"No, of course not," she assured him. "But it would make things a lot simpler." 
McKay sighed. "The rings," he said, suddenly switching topics. He didn't feel like fighting 

with her anymore. 



"What about the rings?" 
"The rings are our only chance of boarding Atlantis." 
Carter frowned. "The rings won't connect to the transporters, the rooms are the wrong 

shape." 
"But," McKay said, raising a finger for half-hearted emphasis, "the city has a set of 

standard rings at the base of the central tower." 
"Really? How come you didn't say anything about that earlier?" 
"It never came up. Besides, we used the Asgard beams for all city to ship transit. With 

that technology available the rings are outdated tech…except for their ability to transit through 
shields." 

"You're saying we need to find a way to open Atlantis's shields to the rings' specific 
frequency rather than trying to breach the shields directly through sheer firepower." 

"Exactly…even though it can't be done." 
"Can't?" Carter asked, wondering why he'd brought it up. 
"Can't," McKay reiterated. "The only way I agreed to come on this mission is when 

General O'Neill said we'd scrap the whole thing if it proved unfeasible. I figure the sooner I 
prove that true, the sooner we can go home." 

"So why can't we find a way to puncture a frequency hole in Atlantis's shields?" 
"Because I don't have a clue how to do it…and because the Ancient will probably figure 

a way to counter us even if we did." 
"So why do you bring it up?" Carter asked, not giving up on the idea. 
"Because I know of someone who might know how to do it." 
Carter sat up a little straighter. "The Asgard." 
"And we have their datacore onboard ship," McKay finished for her. 
"Have you looked yet?" 
McKay shook his head. "No. I haven't the stomach for it. I've done my part and given 

you the idea. Now I wash my hands of it and hope you fail miserably…no offense intended." 
"None taken," Carter said as she considered his idea. He might be onto something. 
"Oh, by the way. Congratulations on your promotion. I was too pissed off before to take 

notice." 
"Thanks, but it's only a field promotion," Carter clarified. "I'm only a General for the 

duration of this mission." 
"Why's that?" McKay asked with a 'that's stupid' look on his face. 
"Chain of command gets kind of murky with three Colonels working side by side. Makes 

things easier when there's only one highest rank among the group." 
"Regardless, it's well deserved." 
Carter smiled. "I really appreciate that, Rodney." 
"Comes with a nice pay raise, I'd imagine." 
Carter blinked. "Actually, I never asked." 
"Well when you find out let me know," McKay said as he stood up from the table with 

his tray. "I'd be interested to see what the price of betrayal is going for these days." 
Carter blew out an annoyed breath as he walked her off again. "It's going to be a long 

mission," she whispered to herself as she headed off to the Asgard core room.  
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Stevenson held a small, clear data crystal in his hand. He stared at it closely as the 

significance of the tiny piece of technology weighed on him. This was the endpoint of a million+ 
year quest…as well as a key component in the war to come against the Ascended Empire. On 
this crystal was the means to make himself immune to the plague that had destroyed the 
Alterra…the means to counter any similar bio-weapon created by the Originals and their 
minions…and it was the cure that would save the last of his original sisters, Aeria, from the 
doom that had befallen the rest of his kind. 

It had taken him two weeks to isolate the means by which Goa'uld symbiots made 
alterations to their host bodies, another week to record and extrapolate the strategies they 
used to combat disease and instigate repair, and a final three weeks to create a white blood 
cell-like addition to the Alterran immune system that would function in a way similar to that of 
a symbiot. 

He'd already ran over a billion virtual simulations and counter-corrected his designs 
more times than he cared to remember, but in the end, when he had come up with what he 
thought was a suitable countermeasure to the plague, he had transmitted his research to the 
Nox for a second opinion. 

Stevenson had just received a reply a few moments ago. It was an augmented version of 
his bio-correction cell that had already been tested against a sample of the plague. Both his 
original version and the Nox-enhanced cell had both succeeding in destroying the virus in fresh 
tissue samples taken from Aeria. 

Olma had wanted to test the cure on Aeria without delay, but Stevenson demanded one 
final test first. He sent a final message saying that he would return within the month to test the 
virus on himself. In the mean time he had other loose ends to tie up. 

Stevenson pocketed the crystal, satisfied. He'd upload the DNA alterations into his own 
genome later. Right now he had a promise to keep to the Tok'ra. 

 
The Odyssey dropped out of hyperspace during the middle of the night shift, yet General 

Carter was wide awake…in the Asgard Core room. 
"Bridge to General Carter," a slightly staticy voice blared over the room's intercom. 
Or so it seemed to Carter's ears. She'd been studying Asgard shield schematics for the 

past five hours in complete silence. She stood up and walked over to the wall-mounted 
terminal. 

"Carter here," she said meekly, her own voice sounding extraordinarily loud. 
"We've just dropped out of hyperspace at the rendezvous point." 
"Have the Daedalus and Apollo arrived yet?" she asked as her hearing returned to 

normal. 
"No, sir." 
"Stand by. I'm on my way up." 



Carter reluctantly put her research on hold and left the core room on her way to the 
bridge. Rodney had guessed right…the Asgard did know quite a lot about shield frequencies and 
how to disrupt them. More than that, they also had a number of Ancient shield schematics on 
file that were proving extremely useful in her ongoing computer simulations. 

The plan to use the rings to bypass Atlantis's shields was feasible, except that the 
Odyssey didn't carry the type of weaponry that the Asgard typically had at their disposal, so it 
was going to be difficult to deliver the type of energy blast necessary to disrupt the city's shield 
in the desired fashion. 

They were going to have to build an entirely new weapon for the task from scratch. 
Carter arrived on the bridge just as the Apollo dropped out of hyperspace alongside 

them. The Daedalus was already floating off their port bow. 
"Give me an open channel to both ships," she ordered. 
"Channel open." 
"This is General Carter. Report on ship status." 
"Daedalus is in the green," Colonel Caldwell's voice came back. 
"Same goes for the Apollo, General," Colonel Ellis answered. "We're ready to deploy on 

your order." 
"Before we begin, let me emphasize one important fact. This is a retrieval mission. 

Whatever your personal feelings are toward Colonel Sheppard and the other Earth personnel 
that commandeered Atlantis, I will not tolerate any vigilante actions under my command. At 
this time your orders are to search for the city…nothing more. If you locate them, or if they 
happen to locate you, your orders are to report back to me and take no independent action. 
Are we clear?" 

"We are," Caldwell said. 
"Understood, General," Ellis agreed. 
"Be advised, we are currently working on a plan to penetrate Atlantis's shields and get a 

team onboard to retake the city from within. We believe that we might, and I stress 'might,' be 
able to use the ring transporters to penetrate the shields if we can disrupt them on a specific 
frequency, thereby allowing the matter stream to pass through." 

"We've seen Goa'uld ships transport cargo through shields this way," Carter continued, 
"and we may be able to do the same with Atlantis if we're successfully able to modify our 
weapons to create the proper disruption effect. If our efforts on the Odyssey bear fruit, we'll 
have to regroup and make adjustments to the Daedalus and Apollo as well." 

"What kind of adjustments?" Ellis asked. 
Carter's voice hesitated for a moment. "We may have to add an entirely new weapons 

platform onto our ships." 
"Isn't that something we should have done back at Earth?" Caldwell asked. 
"We have the Asgard replication technology onboard the Odyssey and a ZPM to power 

it. Earth doesn't have those kind of resources at their disposal…we do. Besides, we only just 
figured this out in the past few days." 

"I know I don't have to remind you of this, General," Ellis cautioned, "but now that 
we've entered the Pegasus galaxy we're sitting in the middle of enemy territory. Without a safe 
haven like Atlantis to set down in, I'm not sure how comfortable I am having the Apollo undergo 
construction within the reach of the Wraith." 



"I understand your concerns, Colonel," Carter agreed. "If we have to make a jump back 
into intergalactic space to get some privacy we will. In the mean time we need to focus on 
finding Atlantis. To that end, the Apollo is hereby dispatched to begin placement of the recon 
satellites. I believe the first destination on your list is Setida?" 

"It is," Ellis confirmed. 
"You have three weeks to work through as much of your list as you can. If you haven't 

completed your assignments by then, break off and return here for debrief. If you encounter 
the Wraith you have authorization to go weapons hot at your prerogative. Any Wraith kills will 
be appreciated, but that's not your primary mission." 

"But it is a secondary objective?" Ellis asked. 
"Unofficially, yes," Carter confirmed. "If you run across them, take the bastards out…just 

don't go looking for trouble." 
"Will do, General. Permission to get underway?" 
"Granted, Apollo," she confirmed. "Good hunting." 
Outside the forward viewport the Apollo rotated on her center axis and turned away 

from the group. A moment later she shot forward and entered hyperspace. 
"Colonel Caldwell." 
"Yes, General." 
"Have your teams been fully briefed?" 
"They have, though I was going to reemphasize a few points before I dropped them off." 
"Make sure they keep a low profile when questioning the local inhabitants. Word may 

have got out that we intended to destroy Atlantis." 
"They'll stay incognito," Caldwell assured her. "I'm not going to chance letting them 

leave the Daedalus unless they're fully dressed in native garb. If there's any rumors floating 
around about Atlantis's whereabouts we'll track them down discretely." 

"Err on the side of caution, Colonel. We don't want to tip our hand this early in the 
game." 

"Understood. I assume we're operating under the same rules of engagement concerning 
the Wraith?" Caldwell asked. 

"You are." 
"And the Odyssey?" 
"We'll cross that bridge when we come to it," Carter answered dubiously. 
"Are you sure you don't want the Daedalus tagging along as backup?" 
"We have a cloak," Carter countered, "Daedalus doesn't. We'll be alright, Colonel. See 

you in three weeks." 
"Good luck," Caldwell offered before the Daedalus moved off and jumped into 

hyperspace. 
"To us all," Carter whispered to herself. "Helm, set course for the nearest known Wraith 

outpost." 
"Wraith?" the helmsman asked wide-eyed. 
"If Sheppard was serious about taking the fight to the Wraith, then we might be able to 

find some evidence of their presence and use it as a starting point to backtrack to Atlantis." 
"If you say so, General," the helmsman said, unconvinced, as he pulled up the Odyssey's 

galactic map and chose the closest candidate system. 



Carter leaned back in the command chair as they made the jump into hyperspace. She 
knew searching Wraith worlds was a long shot, but she wasn't going to say that in front of the 
crew. The truth was, the odds of finding Atlantis were nil if they were intent on hiding. Their 
only chance of finding them was if they were still interacting with the locals in some form or 
another. O'Neill had given her a 12-month deployment window to find Atlantis…if not, then 
they'd turn their back on the Pegasus galaxy once and for all and give up any hope of ever 
reclaiming the lost city of the Ancients. 

 
Stevenson was waiting in a specially prepared lab when Anise walked through the door. 

"You summoned me?" 
"Yes. I need you to separate from your host." 
Freya's eyes glanced at the water tank behind Stevenson. "We can't survive outside of a 

host for more than a short period of time," she warned. 
Stevenson raised an eyebrow. "That may be what you want others to believe, but you 

forget…I've been scanning your physiology in depth and I know for a fact that's a lie. You may 
not want to live outside a host body, but you are physically able to for an indefinite amount of 
time." 

Anise glared at him, quite miffed. "You doubt my word?" 
"There is no doubt involved. I know for certain. Your transition back into an aquatic 

habitat may not be pleasant, but you are physiologically capable of making the transition. 
Regardless, I only need you to separate for a few days." 

Anise didn't look convinced. "Why must I separate from my host?" 
"Because I must have only one lifeform within the device at a time, otherwise it would 

alter the genome of the host as well." 
Anise frowned. "What are your intentions?" 
"I am going to transfer specific elements of the queen genome that you supplied me with 

into your own." 
Anise blinked in surprise. "You're going to transform me into a queen?" 
"Is that a problem?" 
Anise hesitated. "I did not think such a thing was possible. I thought you were going to 

create some means for us to reproduce artificially." 
"You pass on your genetic memory voluntarily, so cloning a new queen from the genome 

you provided would not produce a new Tok'ra, it would reproduce the genetic memory that the 
queen that bore your queen had given her. You would have another tyrant on your hands unless 
this clone chose to forsake her genetic legacy as your forbearer did, and there is no guarantee of 
that." 

"Withholding the genetic memory," Stevenson continued, "would create an untainted 
symbiot with no memories whatsoever. For other species that would not be a problem, but since 
your kind rely on prerequisite knowledge from birth…cloning a new queen is not an option. In 
order to reproduce more Tok'ra, or at least those inclined to follow the ways of the Tok'ra, one 
of you must become a queen and pass the necessary genetic knowledge on to your offspring. If 
you do not want to be the one to do this, then you must supply me with another Tok'ra to 
transform." 



"That will not be necessary," Anise said quietly. "I would be honored to bear this burden. 
Shall we begin now?" 

Stevenson raised his hand toward the meter-square tank sitting atop an ancient genome 
altering device. Anise walked over to the tank, lowered Freya's head to just above the surface 
of the water, then slithered out of her mouth into the tank. 

Freya coughed against the pain initially, then regained her composure. Stevenson could 
sense her discomfort and walked over to her. "Allow me," he said, placing a hand gently against 
the side of her neck. He concentrated for a long moment, healing the fissure that Anise had 
torn in the back of Freya's throat upon exit, then moved his hand up to tousle her hair 
sympathetically. "Better?" 

"Thank you, yes. How did you know?" 
"I could feel your pain, as well as your shock from being disconnected from Anise's 

mind." 
"I imagine she must be feeling the same about now," Freya wondered aloud. 
Stevenson looked at the Tok'ra symbiot swimming gently around the tank. "I don't 

know. My telepathy doesn't work on their species." 
"But it works on me?" Freya asked as a different range of emotions flowed through her. 
Her thoughts caught Stevenson off guard and he nearly blushed. "Be careful with your 

feelings. Being separated from Anise may be affecting you in ways you don't realize…and stay 
away from Sheppard for the next few days," he added belatedly. 

Freya gently grasped Stevenson's right hand in her left. "Sheppard isn't the one I'm 
thinking about." 

Stevenson didn't take her hand, nor did he push it away. Instead he turned to face her 
directly and raised his left hand to her temple. "There's no way for me to explain this in words. If 
you wish it, I will let you feel what I am feeling for an instant…but let me warn you, it will not be 
pleasant." 

Freya frowned. "Do you not find me attractive?" 
Stevenson smiled. "Quite attractive…but that's not my point. If you allow me to connect 

our minds you will understand." 
Freya nodded, and Stevenson extended his thoughts and feelings through his telepathic 

connection while screening out any sensitive information that he didn't trust the Tok'ra with. 
Freya jerked backward in reaction, nearly doubling over as she clutched her body in 

pain. A moment later Stevenson's mental image dissipated and Freya was herself once again. 
"How do you stand the pain?" she asked in horror. 

"I have no choice," he explained. "It is a side affect of the ongoing transformation. My 
abilities are growing faster than naturally possible, and the resulting physiological flux is, 
needless to say, unpleasant." 

"Is there no way I can ease your pain?" Freya asked as she sympathetically placed a hand 
on his shoulder. From the outside she could detect no trace of the pain he hid so well, but the 
moment of insight he had shared with her wasn't something that she could easily forget. 

"None," Stevenson said with a touch of genuine regret. 
"Might I at least stay by your side these next few days?" she asked earnestly. 
Stevenson laughed lightly. "If for no other reason than to keep you away from Sheppard, 

yes." 



"Is he dangerous?" Freya asked. 
"Not in that way," he said, sensing her concern. "But the only reason he hasn't been 

fawning over you since the moment you entered the city was the presence of Anise within your 
body. Now that you're symbiot free, I suggest you keep your distance from him." 

Freya smiled and wrapped her arm around his. "That won't be a problem." 
He silently relented and they walked a few paces arm in arm over to the control 

terminal where Stevenson began inputting commands with his left hand, augmented by a few 
telekinetic button presses, given that Freya had a good grip on his right arm that he was 
reluctant to relinquish. 

Her eyes widened with wonder as she saw him operate some of the controls without 
touch, then her mind calmed to a researcher's placid curiosity as she observed him make the 
numerous alterations to Anise's genome that would transform the genderless symbiot into a 
fertile queen that would become the future progenitor of the Tok'ra. 
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Stevenson took care to make sure that the genetic alterations to Anise's physiology 

developed according to design before he allowed her to return to Freya's body. He had been 
concerned about the growth of the new organs and Anise's ability to operate them, yet it 
seemed the genetic knowledge transferred from the queen's genome gave the symbiot all the 
prerequisite information she needed to operate her new bodily functions. 

Anise formed a small larval sack within the tank, wanting to make sure that she was fully 
capable of asexual reproduction, then disconnected from it in order to blend with her host once 
again. When she did, Anise and Stevenson had a very long conversation about genetic 
technicalities that were far above Freya's understanding, but she did sense from Anise that all 
was well…and that the Tok'ra had indeed escaped from their inevitable doom. 

Once every aspect of the alterations had been covered, Anise/Freya gated directly to 
the Tok'ra homeworld to begin repopulating their dwindling species. Stevenson gave them an 
Ancient communicator so that they could contact Atlantis independent of the gate network just 
in case something went wrong with the spawning cycle. The Pegasus galaxy was still off the grid 
as far as the Tok'ra were concerned, so he'd given them the intergalactic 'fax' machine 
technology that he'd used to contact the Nox, with strict instructions not to share it with 
others. Anise had agreed and they went their separate ways. 

After cleaning up the lab, Stevenson oversaw the final construction of the planetary 
outpost beneath the city and initialized the five replicators tasked with expanding the mining 
infrastructure across the planet. They would personally construct several new factories around 
the outpost using the minimal resources already being drawn from the planet, then begin 
feeding the raw resources into those factories to begin the construction of the planet-wide 
infrastructure. 

Meanwhile, he sent Sheppard on another cargo run to one of their auxiliary mining 
facilities to pick up the weekly shipments from the automated resource collectors. These 
machines had been constructed by the nanites that Sheppard and his team had deposited 
earlier and were collecting some of the rarer resources used in crystal and circuitry construction 
that weren't readily available on Hoth. 

The Colonel hadn't started to complain about being a delivery boy yet, but Stevenson 
knew that conversation was coming and hoped to have a few additional hands by then to help 
with logistics. He didn't trust machines to handle oversight duties, and had only reluctantly 
assigned the five replicators to Hoth's outpost out of necessity. With the city sitting above the 
outpost he could intervene immediately if something went wrong, and the planet was 
uninhabited to begin with…but eventually he planned to replace them with an actual lifeform, 
and a particular one at that, if she was willing. 

Stevenson returned to the cloning lab late in the night to make final preparations for the 
transfer of Elizabeth Weir's consciousness from her replicator body into a newly grown 
biological duplicate of her original organic form. It had taken a few weeks for Stevenson to 



hyper-grow the clone body from a blood sample he'd retrieved from the Tau'ri infirmary 
equipment that he'd cleared out of the medical wing and stowed away in one of Atlantis's 
warehouses. 

He hadn't told Sheppard or anyone else what he was attempting to do, and had only 
recently reactivated Weir's replicator body from the power conservation mode that she'd been 
in when he'd retrieved her frozen form from space. The two of them had had a long 
conversation about the process he'd begun without her permission, but in the end Weir had 
been convinced and given him her blessing to continue. He found her in her Fran-style body 
hovering near the vertical cylinder that held her cloned body and a vast array of diagnostic gear. 

"Is it time?" Weir guessed. 
"It is if you're ready," he said in Ancient. He'd uploaded his language into her nanites so 

he wouldn't have to struggle with communication before or after Weir's transfer. 
She breathed in shallowly, steadying herself. "Where do you want me?" 
Stevenson pointed to the wall and a slab slid out from a hidden recess. "Lie down and 

relax. This shouldn't take long." 
Weir walked over and gently sat down on the platform. "What will happen to this body 

afterwards?" 
"The nanites will become inert, and I'll recycle the raw components for use in other 

projects…I need your head in the receptacle." 
Weir glanced at the base of the platform where there was a circuitry ring recessed into 

the wall. "Are you sure this is going to work?" she asked again. 
"It will. This isn't our first time doing something like this." 
"I suppose not," she said, lying down and sliding her head into the ring. Several icons lit 

up around the ring once she was in position. Stevenson walked over to the clone body and 
affixed a similar ring across the forehead. 

"Ready?" he asked, standing over a nearby control console. 
Weir braced herself. "Do it." 
Stevenson gently activated the controls and Weir's eyes closed on her replicator body. 

Four seconds later she blinked her eyes open on her biological body as Stevenson pulled off the 
transfer ring. "Do you feel alright?" 

Weir glanced down at her flesh and blood hands. "That's it? I didn't feel a thing." 
"Do you have full control of your body, your mind, your emotions?" Stevenson asked 

robotically. 
Weir flexed her limbs and walked out of the cloning cylinder, stumbling a few steps 

before Stevenson caught her. "My body feels weak…exhausted even, but it feels like mine 
again. My mind is clear…no more code, and my emotions…are extremely grateful to you for 
saving me," she said, also nodding her thanks. 

"Take it slow until your body adapts…it's brand new after all. It has your presets, taken 
from the file of your most recent body scan, but developing complete strength will take some 
time." 

"I'll keep that in mind," Weir said, standing up straight without the need for assistance. 
She took a few more careful steps, getting her balance on her new/old legs. 

"Come with me to the commissary. We need to get some food into you." 



"I'm not sure if I'll make it all the way there just yet," she said, taking another wobbly 
step. 

Stevenson waved a hand and suddenly Weir felt lighter. "What did you do?" 
"I'm carrying some of your weight telekinetically," Stevenson explained. "You should be 

able to walk easier now." 
Weir walked forward much easier this time, though she felt a bit like a marionette on 

strings. "Thank you. How long should this weakness last?" 
"Days at least, but your coordination should come back much quicker. The more active 

you are the faster your progress will be." 
"Alright then. Let's get walking. What part of the city are we in anyway?" she asked as 

they left the cloning lab walking side by side, with Stevenson telekinetically aiding her the entire 
way to the commissary, though by the time they got there Weir had regained enough strength 
that Stevenson was able to release some of his grip on her torso. 

 
"When was the last time Stevenson wanted to eat lunch with us?" Sheppard asked Teyla 

and Ronon on their way to the commissary. 
"Never," Ronon said from behind him. 
"Exactly," Sheppard said emphatically. "Something's up." 
"With his inability to speak to us, I can understand his reluctance to socialize," Teyla 

argued. 
"So what, you think he's finally relearned English and wants to sit down and gossip?" 

Sheppard said sarcastically. 
"Why don't we just wait and see," Ronon answered as they approached the refurbished 

commissary. "We're almost there." 
"I'm just saying…be ready for a surprise," Sheppard reiterated. "He's up to something." 
The three of them rounded the corner and walked into the nearly empty commissary. 

Only three of the Ancient style tables were occupied, two of which contained Athosians. At the 
other table sat Stevenson and a woman with her back to the door. He waved the trio over to 
them without bothering to even look in their direction as he continued his current 
conversation. 

"What's this about?" Sheppard asked as they walked up to the table. 
"He owed you one," Weir's voice said just before she turned around to face him. "That 

and we don't leave people behind." 
"Elizabeth?" Teyla blurted out first. Sheppard couldn't find his voice for a moment. 
"What's going on here," he asked wide-eyed. 
"It's alright, John," Weir said placatingly. "It's really me." 
"How is that possible," Sheppard asked, not allowing himself to believe it. "You should 

be a replicator." 
"I was, but Ryan was kind enough to transfer me into a copy of my original body." 
"Ryan? Oh, Stevenson. I keep forgetting you have a first name. So was it really you we 

stranded on the other side of the gate?" 
Weir nodded, unpleasant memories flooding to mind. "It was. He retrieved me from 

space a few weeks ago." 
Sheppard glared at Stevenson. "And you didn't bother to tell me!" 



Stevenson smiled. "Surprise." 
"That it is," Teyla said, genuinely enthused, "and a most welcome one at that." She 

walked forward and hugged Weir. "We've missed you, Elizabeth." 
"Good to have you back," Ronon said, placing a hand on her shoulder. 
Sheppard was at a loss for words. "What's this about you owing me one?" 
"I…left…too long…" he began to explain in broken English before giving up and turning 

to Weir. 
"Tell him that I made the mistake of leaving him without a babysitter when I should have 

known that he'd get himself into some kind of trouble in my absence." 
Weir smiled gently and translated for Sheppard. "He says he's sorry for leaving you 

alone and how things almost turned out badly with the whole Hive ship thing." 
Stevenson raised an eyebrow at Weir, but offered no other complaint of her generous 

translation. 
"Wait a minute. You can understand him?" Sheppard asked. 
"Yes," Weir said, enjoying the moment of superiority before explaining. "He 

downloaded the original Ancient language into my nanites before the transfer. The language 
copied along with my consciousness into this body." 

"Lucky you," Sheppard said sarcastically, looking at Stevenson. "I don't suppose you 
could do something similar for us?" 

"No need," Stevenson said. "Will not be long…learning…" 
"Yeah, well, keep practicing, you'll get it someday," Sheppard mocked. 
"Easy John," Weir cautioned. "Have a seat. Teyla, Ronon," she said, motioning to the 

other floating chairs magnetically latched to the table. They were by far the most comfortable 
seats Weir had ever sat in. 

"Now, where's Rodney?" she asked once they'd all sat down. 
Sheppard grimaced. "Back on Earth, along with most of the Atlantis expedition." 
Weir leaned forward. "Ryan filled me in on the basics, but I want to know more. Tell me 

everything." 
Sheppard leaned back in his chair, bobbing up and down slightly as it adjusted to his 

weight. "That could take quite a while." 
Weir smiled. "It seems I have plenty of time." 
Sheppard reached forward and grasped her slight hand. "I…we…thought we'd lost you. 

It's good to have you back, Elizabeth." 
"It's good to be back," she said, squeezing his hand in return. "Now talk. I need to get 

caught up on what's happening." 
Sheppard released her hand and cleared his voice. "Well, it all started with that weasel 

Woolsey…" 
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"What's really going on?" Elisabeth asked Stevenson as he guided her on a tour of the 

new outpost. 
"Meaning what?" he asked, stopping in the middle of the hallway and turning to face 

her. 
"I've had some time to think over the past few days, and something about your story 

doesn't quite add up. First of all, why are you having Teyla, Ronon, and Sheppard train villagers 
for combat when you can build an army of replicators far more suited to the task?" 

"Machines are limited," Stevenson explained. "They can't be trusted to think. In combat 
you have to adapt to the unexpected…machines can only do what they're programmed to do." 

"Then why were the replicators such threat, both here in Pegasus and the block-like 
ones back in the Milky Way?" 

"Because they were programmed to incorporate new technologies into their own. They 
couldn't create something new. They could only copy what others had made and use it against 
them, often with more efficiency than the creators had. Your speculative notes in the database 
about the replicators taking the form of their creators as a homage are incorrect. They copied 
Lantean physiology because it was the most advanced form available to them. This is the same 
reason the replicators continued to copy our technology rather than create their own or improve 
on ours." 

"So the Ancient city on Asuras was a copy of Atlantis because that was the best design 
they had available?" 

"Correct." 
"Why do you keep referring to the Lanteans as a separate entity from yourself? You're 

the same bloodline, are you not?" 
"No, we're not," Stevenson said with some scorn. "The plague killed off my kind…the 

Alterra…completely. There were no survivors, and no one escaped infection. However, the 
disease did not kill us instantaneously, which gave my brothers and sisters time to construct the 
repository of knowledge and other projects. One of those projects was to take Atlantis into an 
untouched galaxy and seed it with primitive Human life as we did in Avalona, but with one 
ambitious difference." 

"Wait," Elisabeth said, holding up her hand for Stevenson to stop. "How did you reseed 
life, exactly? And why seed primitive Humans across the galaxies? Why not recreate your own 
kind?" 

"The nature of the plague," Stevenson answered simply before moving onto 
complexities. "The more advanced the physiology the more deadly the disease became. Only by 
going back and creating a very primitive version of our current physiology did we have a chance 
of repopulating Avalona. We used the device built on Dakara to reorganize matter on the other 
side of the gates into protoform cocoons that would grow into an adult form, thus creating a 
large-numbered species within a few months. We placed food dispensers and basic shelters onto 



those worlds to aid them, but they were so primitive we couldn't communicate and were forced 
to simply let them be." 

"Avalona? That's the Milky Way, right?" she asked speculatively. 
Stevenson nodded. "And Avalon is Earth…that should have been included in your 

language upload." 
"I thought so," Elisabeth confessed. "I just wanted to be sure. So the disease attacked 

your advanced physiology?" 
"In order for the galaxy to be repopulated, it would take many millions of years for 

natural adaptation to advance the seeded species back to a similar level. We knew that there 
would be some inevitable deviations in the process, so the repository was created with the 
ability to alter the individual's physiology to match Alterran norms. In the time it took to 
undergo this long evolutionary process, we had hoped that the plague would have been 
eradicated from the galaxies long before the seed species would have advanced to a point 
where they would be susceptible to the disease." 

"Why didn't you just recreate your own kind in a secure location?" 
"Because we never isolated the source of the plague. It infected all of us in a relatively 

short period of time…too short for it to have been spread person to person. Without knowing 
the method of infection we had no idea what a 'secure' location might be. None the less, we 
took a risk with Pegasus. We seeded the galaxy as we had done with Avalona, but we also 
recreated our form is a lesser state, but by no means as primitive as the seed species. The 
Lanteans, as they were called, were originally on the same physiological level as yourself and 
were tasked with taking over Atlantis and caring for the seed species when the last of us were 
gone…if they managed to avoid or survive infection." 

"So you're saying that the Pegasus Ancients, the Lanteans, were another restarted 
primitive form of the Alterrans?" 

Stevenson nodded while the ramifications cycled through Elisabeth's mind. 
"The Ascension machine," she said, still thinking fast. "They were trying to catch up 

physiologically to the Alterra so they could also ascend." 
"Though the database is unclear, I believe the Lanteans first observed ascension when 

some of their Alterran creators here in Atlantis ascended as the plague killed them off, and ever 
after that point their society focused on internal development toward attaining ascension and 
neglected outside events." 

"Such as the emergence of the Wraith?" Elisabeth guessed. 
"Indeed." 
Elisabeth squinted slyly. "Is there more to the database than I've seen?" 
Stevenson smiled and nodded. "There are restricted files that the Lantean leaders didn't 

want made public. They require an access code before the database will even acknowledge their 
existence." 

Elisabeth raised an eyebrow. "How would the repository have that code if it was made 
before the Lanteans developed?" 

"It didn't. But it did give me enough technical knowledge to hack into the system. The 
lack of Asuras and the replicator experiment made me suspect there was more…and there was." 

"Can I access those files?" 
"No, they're still code locked." 



"And you don't trust me enough to give me the code?" 
"I don't know you," Stevenson said frankly. 
"Yet you're offering me command of this planet…little that there is now." 
"I'm willing to trust you to a point…anything beyond that you'll have to earn." 
"Does that include your real plans for Atlantis?" Elisabeth challenged. 
"Speak plainly," Stevenson urged. "What's on your mind?" 
"You're hiding something. There's more going on here than it appears." 
Stevenson chewed his lip for a moment. She was right, of course, but he couldn't tell her 

that. "Alright, I'll throw you a bone…on the condition that you accept this position and you keep 
this information to yourself, I don't want Sheppard and the others to get distracted." 

"Agreed," Elisabeth said carefully. 
"I'm grooming Sheppard and the others into the guardians of this galaxy. Once we 

defeat the Wraith they'll stay here in Atlantis while I move on to other threats. I need them, you, 
and the people of the Pegasus galaxy to learn to be able to defend yourselves. You were right, if 
my only concern was destroying the Wraith I could use other means to do so, but there is much 
more at stake that I have to consider." 

"Such as?" 
"Our realm of influence used to extend over 22 galaxies. In our absence, those territories 

have grown wild and dangerous. Eventually I'm going to reassert control over them, and in 
order to do so I'm going to have to defeat many enemies more powerful than the Wraith. 
Cleaning out Pegasus is, not to put too light a point on it, merely a warm-up for the real war to 
come." 

"Ambitious doesn't quite cover it," Elisabeth said half-joking. "Are you doing this by 
personal choice or because you were instructed to by the repository?" 

Stevenson glanced down at the polished grey floor. "I'm to reclaim what we once had 
and set right all that has gone wrong in our absence. That includes dealing with the 
Wraith…though technically that was the Lanteans' fault." 

"You don't like them much, do you?" Elisabeth guessed. 
"Instead of fighting they turned tail and ran, abandoning the seed species to the Wraith 

and leaving me quite a mess to clean up…with the same tools they had at their disposal, mind 
you." 

"I don't know if I like being referred to as a 'seed species.'" 
"Nothing personal," Stevenson offered. "Just a description." 
"Can we stick with Human, if you don't mind?" 
"If you wish." 
"Thank you. Human doesn't sound as much like a science experiment. By the way," 

Elisabeth said, suddenly remembering something, "this outpost is powered by a ZPM, right?" 
"Potentia," Stevenson corrected her. Now that she spoke Ancient he wasn't going to 

humor their erroneous terms quite so much. 
"Potentia then," Elisabeth echoed. "Exactly how easy is it for you to build them? 

Sheppard told me you took him to the factory that made the ones powering Atlantis." 
"The Potentia are merely batteries that hold their energy in a self-contained region of 

subspace. Their construction is delicate, but ultimately not time consuming. The hard part is 
collecting the energy to charge them with. The Potentia factories are all located near abundant 



energy sources. The one Sheppard saw is one of only two that still exist, and the only one 
currently operational. It sits near a quasar and absorbs energy redirected to it from twelve 
satellites in orbit around the quasar. Its capacitors can hold sufficient charge for 37 Potentia 
when full, though they rarely are. Only because they've been sitting unused for millions of years 
are they now full." 

"So you can make 34 more Potentia, then that's it for a while?" 
"35, actually. There was one in storage in the factory that I didn't have to charge. The 

capacitors are recharging to replace the energy lost, but it will take over a year to replenish a 
single Potentia charge." 

"I guess we're set for the time being then, but eventually we'll need to make more 
Potentia factories?" 

"Which is why I need the natural resources from Hoth." 
Elisabeth smiled. "You never should have let Sheppard name it that." 
"I know," he admitted. "So, we have a deal then? You can ring back up to the city at will 

or you can keep your quarters here if you like." 
"Seeing as how my tenure with the Atlantis expedition has been cancelled and that fact 

that I'm next to useless on the battlefield…I'll gladly accept the position and anything I can do to 
help defeat the Wraith and protect this galaxy." 

Stevenson extended his hand. Elisabeth took it and felt a slight tingle as he held her in 
his grip for a few seconds. "That felt a little strange. Did you do something?" 

"If you're going to run the planetary operation and command this outpost then you're 
going to need the activation gene. I just gave it to you." 
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"This is most unwise," Olma cautioned as she retrieved part of the plague sample from 

stasis. 
"It must be done," Stevenson said, cradling the regenerator in his lap. The small cube 

was a potent healing device developed by the Alterra to augment their already advanced 
healing ability…so much so that it was dangerous to less advanced forms, such as the seed 
species, including the Lanteans. Today he had brought it with him as backup, just in case he 
needed some biological help in fighting off the plague virus that he was about to infect himself 
with. 

"We will quarantine this room and await the outcome of your test," Olma said, looking 
up into his eyes with concern. "We don't want to inadvertently rerelease the virus back into the 
galaxy." 

"I'll be fine," he assured her. "Aeria will be the difficult one to heal." 
Olma handed him a small injector vile. "I will monitor your progress from another 

chamber. If you require our assistance don't hesitate to ask." 
"Thank you," Stevenson said kindly, "but this is one fight that I need to win on my own. If 

my body can't quickly squash a small infection, then there is little hope to save her." 
Olma glanced along his eye line at the frozen image of the Ancient researcher. "She 

seemed hopeful, given what little information I was able to convey to her. If this cure does 
indeed prove to be successful, I wish to sit down and have a proper discussion with her. Our 
ancestors held her in great esteem." 

"You'll have to get in line," he said sarcastically. "We have much to discuss." 
Olma smiled. "I suppose you do. Good luck, my friend." 
Stevenson nodded to her as she left, conveying his gratitude for her help with a brief 

telepathic burst. After she was clear of the room he injected himself with the virus and laid the 
empty vile on the side table next to his chair. He still held the regenerator in his lap, yet it 
wasn't active. He needed to let his new Goa'uld inspired bio-correction cells do their thing while 
the Nox medical sensors tracked their progress, gathering data that might be needed for an 
alteration of the cell design if the refined prototype failed. 

No more than six minutes later a green sterilization field swept across the room, 
followed promptly by Olma's return. Her wide smile told Stevenson everything he needed to 
know. 

"Amazing," she said, grasping his hand and examining it. "The new cells worked 
flawlessly. Their response time was twice as fast as predicted." 

Stevenson frowned. "What are you looking for?" 
"A small portion of the virus tried to flee your body just prior to its destruction. I am 

searching for toxic residue within your skin cells." 
Stevenson frowned. "It moved outward by design." 



"Yes, it was shocking. It appears to be a reaction to a failed infection. Our research notes 
never hinted that the virus held such a capability." 

"Must be a defense mechanism," Stevenson said, realizing the full truth. The Ascended 
Empire had engineered the plague to flee the body upon a defeated replication attempt in 
order to spread the plague to others before it was completely destroyed by the host body. 

"This is a most virulent disease," Olma commented, continuing to examine his hand 
where the injection had taken place. "It appears to have deposited some type of inert particle 
on the surface of your body. The sterilization field didn't register it as a threat. I'm removing it 
now," she said, pulling out a small device from a hidden pocket. When finished, she took the 
sample and placed it in an examination slot on one of the Ancient diagnostic machines. 

"It mutated into a transit spore," Stevenson commented as they reviewed the scan data. 
"And a non-active spore at that." 

Olma shook her head disbelievingly. "I don't know how it obtained this ability, but it 
appears to be a deliberate evasion of the immunization process. If it can't quickly get a foothold 
in your tissues, it retreats before your immune system can adapt to counter it. This way a 
preventative cure can never be devised for an uninfected individual. Those that prove strong 
enough to survive the plague never become immune to it because the virus doesn't remain in 
the body long enough for that to happen…this is incredibly unlikely for a naturally occurring 
disease. There is a possibility this plague was deliberately engineered to behave in this fashion." 

"That doesn't matter so long as the new cell can defeat it," Stevenson said, trying to 
deflect the conversation away from that line of thought. Who knew how many ascended beings 
could be eavesdropping on their conversation at this very moment. "Revive Aeria." 

Olma visibly stirred. "Should we not study your success in more detail before we attempt 
to heal her?" 

"She's waited long enough," he said, activating the regenerator. Small streams of bright 
white light emanated from tiny cracks in its ornate surface. "I'll use this to keep her alive long 
enough for her body to produce the new cells." 

"As you wish," she said reluctantly. "But I'm staying with you this time. You may need my 
help to keep her alive." 

"Alright, but have someone else monitoring her progress from afar. If this goes badly we 
need as much of a head start as possible to return her to the stasis pod." 

"Leora is there. Are you ready?" she asked, standing by the Ancient stasis pod. 
Stevenson touched the device and the brightness of the light doubled. "Do it." 
Olma deactivated the stasis field and Stevenson telekinetically caught Aeria's body as 

she collapsed to the floor. He pulled her over to him through the air and placed her hand on the 
regenerator. 

Focus sister, he said to her telepathically as he injected her with the genome update, 
you have little time left. Draw strength from the device and me while the cure takes effect. 

He felt her mind coalesce around his words and the regenerator responded to her 
mental command, sustaining her cells against the debilitating affect of the festering disease 
encompassing every facet of her body. 

Who are you? she asked wordlessly. 
The last of your brothers, he said, using his own healing abilities to further sustain her 

quivering form. I am the product of the Repository of Knowledge. 



How much time has passed? 
I do not know for certain, but at least four million years. 
Aeria blinked her eyes open and looked up at him, her hand still on the regenerator. Tell 

me what has happened. Tell me of this cure you have found. 
Your body is producing a specially engineered cell patterned after a parasitical lifeform 

currently native to Avalona that has impressive healing abilities. It succeeded in destroying the 
virus in the tissue sample taken from you earlier, and was equally successful in curing the virus 
within me. 

You were infected? 
Deliberately so, just a few minutes ago.  
That was foolhardy. You never should have taken the risk. The whole point of the 

Repository was to circumvent the plague. You jeopardized everything. 
I needed to be sure it would work before we revived you again. And it did, magnificently, 

yet my condition was infantile compared to yours. We must take care or we may lose you 
yet…and after all the years you've survived it would be a shame to surrender to defeat now. 

Indeed…hold me up. I am beginning to feel faint. 
Stevenson cradled her head in the crevice between his shoulder and neck, making sure 

to keep her hand squarely on the regenerator. He wrapped her up in a tight embrace and held 
her to him over the next four hours. The conversed in silence, mind to mind, where not even 
Olma could overhear them as Aeria's body began to create more and more of the bio-
correction cells and send them into battle against the invasive plague. 

Aeria's body suffered from the toxic aftermath of the tiny battles. She drew heavily on 
the regenerator to keep her body functioning while the internal war continued to escalate. 
Through it all, Aeria kept her mind linked to Stevenson's, using his consciousness as an anchor 
and a diversion from the internal strains. They talked long and in depth about many things, save 
for Stevenson's true mission, which she had no knowledge of and he had no choice but to avoid 
for fear of exposing himself. 

Never the less, Aeria and Stevenson grew close very fast, with Stevenson the better for 
it. Ever since his transformation he had felt empty and alone, longing for something that he had 
never experienced before, and did not completely understand. Now, holding her in his arms 
and sensing her mind he realized that which he'd been missing…brotherhood. 

They were the last two Alterrans in the universe, save for those that had ascended, and 
he could feel the bond between them, as palatable as the gravitational pull beneath him. It 
meant a great deal more to be Alterran than it did to be Human, and the connections between 
individuals was much more intense. They didn't operate with a hive mind like the Wraith did, 
but the bonds between them were equally intense…without compromising their individuality in 
the process. 

With only having known Aeria for a few brief hours, Stevenson was more fully 
committed to helping and protecting her than anyone he had known on Earth, his former family 
included. He was Alterra now, and so was she, and what that truly meant defied description. 

After half a day of effort, the tide had turned in the internal war and Aeria's bio-
chemistry began to creep back toward Alterran norms. She wasn't out of the woods yet, but 
she was passed the worse of it, and making small, yet steady progress. 

Suddenly her mind slipped from Stevenson's. 



What's wrong? he asked. 
The others…they're calling to me.  
…no, no don't do it. Don't listen to them…Stevenson said panickly. 
Thank you for saving me, brother. They couldn't act until…you…goodbye… 
"No!" Stevenson yelled, jolting Olma out of her speculative daze. 
"What's wrong?" she asked as Aeria began to glow. Her body transformed into the pure 

energy of the ascended within the circle of Stevenson's arms, then rose upward, disappearing 
from this dimension and leaving Stevenson clutching little more than her clothing. 

Anger welled up inside him as he stood and yelled violently. "You back-stabbing traitors! 
It was working…it was working! I was going to save her! What happened to your precious non-
interference!?" 

Every muscle in Stevenson's body was tense, flexing against his own strength in 
frustration. He slowly dropped to his knees, looking as if he was going to burst a blood vessel. 

"You bastards," he whispered vehemently. "You hypocritical bastards…I needed her," he 
said, pounding the floor with both fists. He threw his head back, looking up at the ceiling in 
futility. 

"I needed her!" he screamed. 
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Stevenson lunged forward, staff extended from a single-handed grip, and whipped the 

long wooden pole around in an arc low to the ground, attempting to catch his opponent's legs 
and drop him into the dirt. 

Bra'tac nimbly jumped over the swing, coming down with an overhead shot that caught 
Stevenson on the left shoulder. He dropped to a knee from the force of the blow, but before he 
could roll clear of Bra'tac's reach he got the blunt end of the Master's staff driven into the 
center of his chest, knocking him backward and pinning him to the ground. 

"You were not this easy to beat the last time we sparred," Bra'tac admonished. 
"Something troubles you, and you are distracted because of it." 

Stevenson blew out a frustrated breath. "You've gotten faster since last time." 
"True enough," Bra'tac said, removing the end of the training staff from Stevenson's 

chest and extending his hand to help him up. Stevenson took it and the old man pulled him up 
from the ground with ease. "But something clouds your mind, and as a result your reflexes are 
dulled." 

Stevenson considered stonewalling him, but quickly relented and chose to seek his 
counsel. "I am having doubts as to whether I can accomplish my mission." 

Bra'tac's eyes were locked on Stevenson's and did not waver. "What has transpired?" 
"I found one of our sisters, preserved by the Nox." 
The former Jaffa's eyes widened with surprise. "Alive, after all these years?" 
"Yes. She was held in stasis, mere hours away from death, in the hopes that someday a 

cure would be found for the plague that wiped out our brethren." 
"And she is still there?" Bra'tac asked, believing his consternation was tied to her 

existence, yet his inability to save her. 
"No. With the help of the Nox and the Tok'ra, I was able to find a cure to the plague. We 

revived her, and I spent many hours talking to her as we fought to bring her back from the brink 
of death. When we had finally turned the tide and she was on the path back to health she was 
taken from me by the Shol'va that are our ascended brothers." 

"Taken how?" Bra'tac asked in dismay. 
"Ascended while I held her in my arms." 
"She still lives then? Is that not something to be fortunate for? She has survived where 

many did not." 



Stevenson glared at Bra'tac, but his anger wasn't directed at him. "They could have 
ascended her years ago. Instead, they left her there to rot until I saved her. They don't care what 
happens to her, they did it deliberately to spite me." 

Bra'tac considered that for a moment. "How can you be sure of their intentions?" 
"They didn't ascend her until I had succeeded in healing her. They had hours to do so 

after we brought her out of stasis. I don't think they would have cared if I'd failed and she'd 
died, they just wanted to make sure I didn't have access to her. When I succeeded and it was 
clear that she was going to live they ascended her to deny her to me." 

"And now you are wondering whether or not they will interfere with your plans in the 
future?" 

"They are the ones who created the repository of knowledge for this very purpose," 
Stevenson complained. "Why then would they deliberately work against me?" 

"If my understanding is correct, a great deal of time has passed since the Alterrans first 
ascended to escape the plague. In my experience, I have come to see many people change over 
time, not all for the better." Bra'tac placed his right hand on Stevenson's shoulder and stared 
him in the eye. "I know very little of the ways of ascended beings. They are truly an enigma to 
me. But if they were once like us, then their actions can be anticipated. If they wanted you dead, 
you would be dead already. They have the power to kill any one of us, if my understanding is 
correct." 

Stevenson nodded in agreement, but said nothing. 
"Then their intention is something less than that of a true enemy. What their reasoning 

is, I cannot know, but what they have not done is as telling as what they have done. They did 
not stop you, they only took her from you. Now, what does this suggest?" 

Stevenson considered his question carefully. "Her presence altered the balance 
somehow. If I have all the knowledge and abilities of the Alterra, then her presence would have 
been redundant, and added nothing. She must have been different somehow." 

Bra'tac nodded. "They gave you the ability to transform others into Alterra, so it is not 
numbers they are concerned with. If it were they would have prevented my transformation. 
They have not done so, so we must assume that our sister was different somehow." 

Stevenson shook his head in bewilderment. "I cannot see how." 
"Perhaps she knew something," Bra'tac offered. "Something you were not supposed to 

know. Regardless, it seems they do not want to stop your actions." 
"They did not stop me from talking to her," Stevenson countered. "We discussed many 

things." 
"What was her name?" Bra'tac asked. 
"Aeria." 
"Did you discuss your mission with her?" 
"She already knew of it." 
Bra'tac glanced down at the ground in thought. "Could she have been a threat to them 

somehow?" 
"Not that I know of. Why do you ask?" 
"If they are no longer flesh and blood, and have gained considerable power and 

knowledge in the transformation…could they not also have gained a disadvantage? Perhaps 
they ascended her, made her one of them, so that she would not pose a threat." 



"Why then, would they want my mission to continue?" 
"If she was a threat to them, and you are not, then they may simply not care what you 

do." 
"How then can I continue, not knowing when I will become a threat to them and when or 

if they will step in to either ascend me or stop me?" 
"You cannot know. Nor can you assume that is their reasoning. I merely mention it as a 

possibility. The more options you consider, the more likely you will be to recognize the truth if 
you ever come across a clue to their true motives." 

"So, in the mean time I do what? Continue with my mission or forestall it looking for 
answers that I may never find?" 

"Ultimately," Bra'tac answered with the benefit of experience, "you will encounter 
things you cannot control. You must then decide not the outcome, but what path you will walk, 
however long or short it may be." 

Stevenson reached up and placed his hand on the elbow of Bra'tac's outstretched arm in 
a gesture of thanks. "And what advice would you have when potentially facing an invincible 
opponent." 

"If possible, find a means of defense. No one is invincible, despite appearances to the 
contrary. And if you find yourself inadequate to the task…seek out a more powerful ally." 

Stevenson's head came up suddenly, and Bra'tac sensed his emotions shift. "What is it?" 
he asked. 

"Something I had overlooked," Stevenson answered cryptically. 
"Is it something you must attend to now?" 
"No," he answered, guessing at his meaning. 
"Then might I suggest we resume your training with a clear mind. Your strength and 

speed as assets over weaker opponents…they will not save you against an even match. Even I, 
with my incomplete transformation, have bettered you every time we have sparred. You must 
learn technique, you must learn skill, and you must learn what it is to be a warrior." 

"And the only way to do that," Stevenson answered for him, "is with time and training. 
Lots and lots of training." 

Bra'tac smiled. "Indeed, my friend. Let us continue," he said, retrieving his weapon from 
the ground. 

Stevenson extended a hand and his staff lept up from the ground into his grip. He 
quickly swung it up and around into a guard position and waited for Bra'tac to strike as he 
cleared his mind of all thoughts of the Ascended Empire and the Shol'va that were his ascended 
brothers and sisters. 

 
"What do you mean, 'you don't feel right?'" Sheppard asked Teyla. 
"Being a mother doesn't feel like I thought it would," she said in a loud whisper so that 

others in the commissary wouldn't hear. "I find myself putting the interests of my son over the 
lives of others that I could be saving from the Wraith." 

"He's your kid," Sheppard emphasized, "he's gotta take priority." 
"But to what point?" Teyla asked emphatically. "How many lives is a few hours with my 

son worth? That galaxy is still at the mercy of the Wraith, how do I justify abandoning it to 
spend time raising my son?" 



Sheppard glanced around at the nearby tables then leaned in closer towards Teyla on 
the opposite side of their table. "Where is all this coming from? You've saved countless lives 
already. You don't owe anyone anything. Your son is going to need you by his side growing up. 
That's where your responsibility lies." 

Teyla bit back a comment amidst a small tear fighting to form inside her left eye. "Many 
Athosians live sedentary lives. They are passive, rarely leaving the village or their family unit for 
more than a few days. I am friends with several of them, and they are good people who will 
fight to defend themselves and their fellow Athosians if they have to, but they are not capable 
of leaving their people, their village, and going off to help others. They have ties, bonds that 
keep them linked to their family and friends. Those bonds give them great strength and a 
commonality that has helped them survive beneath the constant threat of culling by the 
Wraith, but it has also created limitations. It forces them to live very contained, defined lives. 
That's not the person I am, John. And it's not the person I want to be, yet I seem to be 
becoming her none the less. I feel trapped…helpless. I know what I need to do, but I can't 
without abandoning my son, which is unacceptable." 

"Whoa, hold on," Sheppard said, holding up his hand for her to stop, which she did, 
swiping away a few new tears at the same time. "What is it that you need to do but can't?" 

"Fight the Wraith without reservation. Train day and night to strengthen myself and 
become as potent a weapon as possible to be used against them. I am a fighter, John. In the 
past we didn't stand a chance against the Wraith. Now things have changed. First when I met 
you, and now with the hope that Stevenson brings. I joined your team, knowing that I was 
serving my people best by fighting the Wraith to one day free the Athosians from the threat of 
culling once and for all. Many of my people disagreed with my actions, believing that I was 
betraying them, abandoning them. I had doubts myself, but my purpose was always clear." 

"Now, I have a son to consider. And I hate myself for it. I'm compromising my integrity 
to meet his needs. I don't go on some missions because I don't have someone to look after him. 
So perhaps someone is fed upon by the Wraith that I could have saved, and I didn't because of 
something as unimportant as watching over a child. Torren would have lived if I had just left 
him alone in my room. Is his comfort really worth the life of another person?" 

"Why are you thinking like this?" Sheppard pleaded with her. "This is nonsense." 
"No it's not," Teyla countered. "It's true. And I'm stuck. I don't have a choice. I'm a 

mother and that's not something I can resign from. The part of me that won't abandon 
someone to their death at the hands of the Wraith is the same part that won't abandon my son. 
I have to choose between the two. I have to sacrifice someone, and that appalls me. I don't 
wish Torren ill, I love him deeply, but if I had to do it over again I would not choose to have a 
child." 

Sheppard was left speechless, and reached out to take Teyla's hand sympathetically as 
he searched for the right words…any words to say. As it was, he was interrupted before he 
could say anything more. 

"Teyla, are you alright?" Stevenson asked. 
"Yes, I'm fine," she said, burying her emotion deep inside where none could see. 

Stevenson could sense her mood, though, with his telepathy. Out of respect for her he didn't 
press the issue. Instead he turned to Sheppard. 

"Mission…you and you only," he said in his incomplete English. 



Sheppard raised his eyebrows skeptically. "You're actually asking me to go on a 
mission?" 

"Yes," Stevenson answered simply. 
"Well, that's a first. I've had to beg and annoy twice as much as Rodney ever did to go 

on any mission with you. What changed?" 
"I need a pilot. You are best we have." 
Sheppard smiled egotistically. "Well, I can't argue with that," he said, belatedly 

remembering Teyla. He glanced over at her apologetically. 
"Go," she said evenly. "He rarely asks. Have fun," she said, forcing a smile. 
Sheppard raised an eyebrow at her, but her expression didn't budge, so he shrugged 

and jumped out of his seat. "Where are we going?" he asked Stevenson eagerly. 
"Avalon." 
Sheppard paled. "You mean…Earth?" 
Stevenson nodded. "Home." 
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The rings aboard the Tria activated, and deposited both Stevenson and Sheppard in the 

aft section of the Lantean warship, which was currently sitting off Atlantis's number 3 pylon, 
suspended in mid air by over a hundred small lift beams eminating from Atlantis. It had been 
residing there for weeks, undergoing hyperdrive repairs and modifications. To date, the original 
hyperdrives had been restored to working order, but the more advanced Ancient designs had 
yet to be completed. 

The slower hyperdrives were an annoyance to Stevenson, and yet another reminder of 
the Lanteans' shortsightedness. Fortunately for this mission, they wouldn't be too much of a 
burden. 

When the pair got to the bridge Stevenson slid into the pilot's seat, to Sheppard's 
chagrin. "I thought I was the pilot on this mission?" 

Stevenson pointed to the Captain's chair. "Later." 
"Fine," Sheppard said, disappointed. He slipped into the thin command chair in the 

center of the bridge and toggled the built in communications controls. "Tria to Atlantis. We're 
ready to embark. Are the shields set for us to pass through?" 

"You're good to go, boss," Devonshire answered playfully from the control room. "Make 
sure and bring me back some Skittles." 

"Skittles?" Sheppard asked, surprised. "You want me to bring you back candy?" 
"And some Starbursts while you're at it," Devonshire added. "One pack each will do." 
"Just one?" 
"Sure. One is enough for Stevenson to scan 'em and upload their patterns into the 

synthesizer." 
Sheppard's eyebrows rose as he considered that…and other possibilities. "Well, if we 

have time I'll try and stop by a 7-11 and hook you up…do you want regular or sour?" 
The Tria's engines flared to life and Sheppard felt the minute vibration of the ship's 

landing struts leaving the deck. 
"Regular," Devonshire said with disgust. "I can't stand the sour ones." 
"Me neither," Sheppard said as they passed through the city's shield and into the frigid 

atmosphere. Once clear of the delicate city spires Stevenson kicked the engines into higher 
thrust and made for space. "Oh, and while we're gone keep an eye on Teyla for me, will ya?" 

"Something I should know about?" Devonshire asked. 
"Not really," Sheppard said casually. "She's just seemed a little down lately." 
"Will do, Colonel. Have a nice trip." 
"Thank you, Lieutenant. Tria out." 
Sheppard turned off the comm and looked toward Stevenson. "You can do that, right?" 

 
Two hours later the Tria exited hyperspace in the void between star systems at a set of 

highly classified coordinates. There was nothing to be seen outside, save for the stars of the 



Pegasus galaxy, which shone brighter than normal with the lack of ambient light from nearby 
stars or planets. 

Stevenson reached over to a side panel from the pilot's seat and touched a button 
above the blank, white surface. The panel retracted to reveal the dialing crystals of a DHD. 

"Cool," Sheppard said, walking up to look over his shoulder. "Didn't realize these ships 
had those." 

Stevenson quickly typed in an access code on a subpanel filled with Ancient numbers. 
When he entered the code with a final touch to a blue crystal, the DHD lit up…as did the giant 
stargate outside the ship. 

"Whoa," Sheppard said as nine blue chevrons appeared outside the forward viewport. 
"Where did that come from?" 

"Hidden," Stevenson explained. 
"You mean cloaked?" Sheppard asked. 
Stevenson shook his head 'no.' "Camouf…camoufl…" 
"Camouflaged," Sheppard finished for him. 
He nodded, visibly frustrated with his continuing linguistic difficulties. 
Sheppard did a double take out the viewport and frowned. "By the way, if we're in the 

middle of nowhere…what's powering the supergate?" 
"Potentia," he said offhand as he uploaded a temporary purple gate frequency program 

and dialed an address. 
"Potentia?...Oh, right. ZPMs," Sheppard remembered. He still hadn't assimilated some 

of the Ancient terms Stevenson kept using as if they were common knowledge. "How many? 
Atlantis had three…" 

"Tw.." Stevenson started to say, but was unable. Instead he raised two fingers, then six. 
"Twenty six?!" Sheppard exclaimed. 
"Needs a lot of power," Stevenson said as he finished the nine symbol address and 

began entering the gate jump access code in response to the flashing symbols on the DHD. 
Outside the supergate, each chevron had glowed brighter with their individual activation. Now, 
with the completion of the jump code, their brilliance was surpassed by the ambient light 
created as the event horizon snapped into place directly in front of them. 

"Why doesn't the kawoosh happen for you?" 
"Not needed," Stevenson said as he aligned the Tria with the open wormhole. 
"What's it for then?" Sheppard asked. 
"Make sure no obstruction," Stevenson said as the Tria settled into final position. "None 

here to clear out." 
"Why stop it?" Sheppard asked. "Does that save power?" 
"Not cool," Stevenson explained, smiling, as he thrusted the Tria forward. 
"Oh, so all us simpletons have to go the redneck way while you Ancients get to travel in 

style." 
"Yep," he said, free of any distortion. 
Sheppard laughed. "Whether redneck or in style, either way, this is still cool," he said as 

the Tria approached the event horizon. "We are going to fit, right?" 
Stevenson nodded. "Barely." 



The ship, properly aligned, slid through the breadth of the gate, narrowing passing 
through laterally along the aft section, but fitting through with room to spare in all other 
dimensions. 

A moment later they emerged through a purple supergate of similar, yet slightly 
different design. 

"Back home in the Milky Way in two seconds flat," Sheppard commented. "Not bad." 
"Avalona," Stevenson corrected him. "Nine hours to home." 
"Nine?" Sheppard asked, scoffing. "The Daedalus is faster than that." 
"I know," Stevenson said, cringing. He really disliked the Lanteans' incompetance. 

 
The Tria emerged from hyperspace outside of Sedna's orbit…far enough away from 

Earth that their entry wouldn't be noticed. After a quick look at the proximity sensors, 
Stevenson abdicated the pilot's chair and motioned for Sheppard to sit down. 

"Now you want me to fly?" he asked, taking the seat. Stevenson pointed to a specific 
button on the console. 

"Cloak, now," he said. 
Sheppard glanced at him, then the button. "I didn't think Ancient warships had cloaks," 

he said, tapping the button. "Though I suppose you can change anything with a shield into a 
cloak?" 

"With right modification, yes," Stevenson confirmed. "Set course for Avalon." 
"Right…" Sheppard said, looking over the controls. He tried the navigation system first 

and, with a little difficulty, pulled up a sensor log of the star system and isolated Earth. After 
that it was pretty much point and click and the Tria was on its way. 

A little over an hour later the Tria quietly made Earth orbit, right under the nose of the 
Pheonix and the Ancient outpost in Antarctica which, if properly used, could have detected 
their approach in hyperspace. Given the fact that the Pheonix hadn't moved from orbit and that 
the outpost was still powered down, it seemed that their approach to Earth had not been 
detected, and now that they were under cloak, there was no way for the Humans to track 
them. 

Stevenson walked over to a side station and did something with the ship's sensors. After 
a few moments he seemed satisfied and left the workstation, motioning for Sheppard to follow. 
Not a word was said until they were back in the ring room. 

"Stay with the ship," Stevenson ordered. "Move if needed. Do not lower cloak." 
"Where are you going?" Sheppard asked. "Are you boarding the Pheonix?" 
Stevenson shook his head 'no.' "They can board the Tria if you do not lock out rings. I 

will send code when ready to come back. It will unlock." Stevenson said, hefting his wrist-
mounted comm device for emphasis. 

"How do I lock out the rings?" 
"Bridge or here," he said, pointing to two buttons on the ring control pad. "Same time." 
"Can I do it from the control chair?" Sheppard asked. 
Stevenson thought for a moment. "Yes." 
"You still haven't told me where you're going," Sheppard reminded him. 
"Nope," he said, activating the rings around him via his comm device. 



"Bus driver," Sheppard said, punching the wall. "I should have known he wouldn't let me 
in on the good stuff. I can't even get candy," he said as a thought came to him. 

"No, that won't work. I'll never be able to find the ship again if I take the puddle jumper 
down. Looks like I'm stuck here until he gets back. I wonder if the ship's computer has 
Solitaire…or something like it." 

 
The seldom used rings emerged in perfect sequence and deposited Stevenson in a flash 

of light between them. The site to site transportation devices retracted into their hidden 
niches, leaving him standing alone in the caverns beneath Glastonbury. 

It was quiet and dark. Nothing moved. The Humans had long since exhausted their 
interest in the site after removing the treasure and artifacts that SG-1 had discovered. Their 
decision not to make use of the secure location smacked of arrogance. It was the one place on 
Avalona that was invisible to sensors, and provided the perfect location for a doomsday backup 
facility, or at the very least an offshoot of the SGC. 

But the Humans hadn't possessed the forethought to recognize the value of the 
location…and instead had left it bare and unattended. 

Stevenson looked around from his position within the ring platform. Small amounts of 
light were trickling in from somewhere, probably powered by the same device that allowed the 
rings to function. After all, it wouldn't do to have guests arriving in total darkness. 

After finding nothing of immediate interest or danger, Stevenson started to walk about, 
with the sword in the stone being the first item to catch his eye. According to the mission files 
that he'd read, it was a holographic device designed to test the mettle of the user in order to 
open up the treasure house that Merlin had left behind. 

He found it a little odd that the sword remained now that its purpose had been served. 
It was holographic, after all, and could easily be turned off. But for some reason Merlin hadn't 
programmed it that way, which furthered his hopes that something else of value might be 
within the Lantean's former lair. 

Stevenson stared at the sword for a moment, then moved on. He searched every nook 
and cranny of the caverns, which were far larger than the mission report had indicated. He 
found two locations which he thought might contain hidden chambers…but if they did they 
were well secured and he could find no way to access them. 

After six hours of searching Stevenson returned to the main chamber and sat down next 
to the sword. He cradled his head in his hands and thought hard. 
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Stevenson ringed back aboard the Tria frustrated, but none the less determined. There 

was something down there…or had been there, and he was intent on finding it. 
"Where the hell have you been?" Sheppard demanded, running into the ring room. 
"England," Stevenson answered as he began to pace back and forth across the room, his 

hands locked behind his back. 
"England?" Sheppard asked. "Where in the world did you find a set of rings in England? 

And what the hell were you doing down there in the first place?" 
"Merlin," he answered simply. 
"Merlin? You mean you went to Glastonbury? Merlin's secret lair under Glastonbury? 

What for?" 
"What did they find there?" Stevenson asked Sheppard as he continued to pace. 
"The Ori," Sheppard answered, wondering where he was going with this. 
"How?" 
Sheppard frowned. "Some old book and the intergalactic communications device. Daniel 

Jackson and some chick supposedly traveled to the Ori galaxy, got into a heap of trouble, and 
revealed our existence to the Ori. Then they sent their followers here to convert or kill us. Kind 
of nice being in Pegasus while all that went down, by the way." 

"Why did Merlin have it?" Stevenson asked. 
"Have what?" Sheppard asked, his frown deepening. 
"The Mentis Transitia," he said, glanced at Sheppard's blank look, then translated with 

the few words available to him. "Galaxy phone." 
Sheppard snickered at his choice of words, then his expression dropped all levity. "Good 

question…actually, that's a damn good question." 
"I found nothing in the cave," Stevenson said as Sheppard continued to think. 
"Who would Merlin have been talking to? It'd have to be someone in the Ori galaxy, but 

that doesn't make any sense." 
"No," Stevenson said quickly. "The Mentis Transitia finds any other you want, but finds 

near…est on own." 
"Wait a minute," Sheppard said, holding up his hand. "You're saying that he was talking 

to someone farther away than the Ori galaxy?" 
Stevenson nodded. "So it would seem. Why else have a Mentis Transitia?" 
"Yeah, I see your point. Who do you think he was talking to?" 
Stevenson shrugged. 
Sheppard's eyebrows came up. "You don't have any idea?" 
Stevenson shook his head 'no.' 
Sheppard considered that. "Well, what's your next move?" 
Stevenson stopped pacing as a thought came to him. He turned to look at Sheppard for 

the first time. "O'Neill." 



 
Jack was standing on the back lawn of his suburban Washington D.C. home over a 

smoking grill and a pair of plump Ball Parks. He pulled one off the rack and slid it into a bun, 
then heaped a load of condiments on top before squeezing it all together and aiming it for his 
mouth. 

"Nice dog," a voice said from behind him, nearly making him miss. 
"I know that voice," O'Neill said, slowly turning around to see Sheppard standing behind 

him. "Strange you being here and all. Don't suppose you parked the city in orbit, or I'd have had 
a phone call by now." 

"No, we found an alternate means of transportation," Sheppard said, eyeing the other 
hot dog. "You really going to eat both?" 

"It was a plan," O'Neill admitted. "Who's we?" 
"Stevenson," Sheppard told him. 
"Of course," O'Neill said sarcastically. "The two black sheep coming back home together. 

How is the old boy doing, by the way?" 
"Still breathing, if that's what you're asking," Sheppard said, remembering that O'Neill 

had had a similar encounter with an Ancient Repository. "Right now he's playing tag with the 
Phoenix. Something about making a copy of the Asgard tech." 

"Is he now?" O'Neill asked, taking it all in stride. "And you're gracing my home with your 
presence because…?" 

"We need to know what else you found under Glastonbury," Sheppard said evenly, then 
added. "Please." 

"Merlin's stuff?" O'Neill asked. "What do you want that for? You've got your own 
Ancient and the city of Atlantis to boot." 

"Yeah, well, we were kind of interested in who Merlin might have been talking to," 
Sheppard admitted, then added, "and we think there might be a secret chamber." 

"Ah, a secret chamber," O'Neill emphasized. "Seems like there's always one of those 
popping up. By the way, where are you parked? Was that you that snapped off that branch 
about ten minutes ago?" 

"Yeah, sorry about that," Sheppard said apologetically. "The puddle jumper was a tight 
fit between the houses." 

"Why didn't you just land in the driveway?" O'Neill asked. 
"Someone might pull in," Sheppard said innocently. 
"True, true," O'Neill admitted. "About Merlin's stuff…I haven't a clue. Everything 

Ancienty went to the SGC and the gold went to the Brits. Aside from the intergalactic 
communications device and the out of phase thing I don't really know what we found. You'd 
have to ask Daniel." 

"Right," Sheppard said slowly. "I don't suppose you know where he's at. It took us quite 
a long time to track you down." 

"Why?" O'Neill asked. "I'm in the phone book." 
"No, you're not," Sheppard corrected. "Your number's unlisted." 
O'Neill's cell phone rang from his belt holster. 
"If it was, would I keep getting interrupted at home?" he said, completely ignoring the 

fact that they were talking about his home phone. He listened for about 20 seconds before 



answering. "Understood. Keep me in the loop," he said, snapping his phone closed. "Apparently 
the Phoenix has an unwelcome guest onboard." 

"Damn it," Sheppard said under his breath. "I thought he was going to scan it from the 
ship." 

"With the cloak up?" O'Neill offered. "I assume your ship is cloaked or I'd have had a 
very different phone call." 

"So what, he decides to board the ship instead?" Sheppard said, perturbed. "Have they 
caught him?" 

"No, seems they don't know what's going on. The rings activated by themselves, then 
the ship's computer showed an unauthorized access. They put two and two together and 
figured that someone had come aboard that wasn't supposed to be there." 

"Great, now how am I supposed to get back onboard if he isn't there?" Sheppard 
complained. 

"Get back onboard what?" O'Neill asked, curious. 
Sheppard's voice caught in his throat. He thought twice about it and decided it would be 

stupid not to trust O'Neill when they were asking him to trust them. "We salvaged the Tria." 
"Good for you," he said cheerfully. "Wish we'd thought of that. Probably would have 

been cheaper than building a new 304. Actually, I'm surprised the I.O.A. bean counters hadn't 
floated that idea." 

"Yeah, well, when you have a flying city to ferry it back it makes things a bit easier to 
retrieve." 

O'Neill raised an eyebrow. "You took the whole city out to bring the ship back?" 
"Well…it's not like it's that far out of the way with three zpms," Sheppard explained. 

"Besides, the city had already left the ground to kill the hive ship." 
"Hive ship? What have you two been up to latel?" 
"Quite a bit," Sheppard said, blowing out a knowing breath. "Our resident Ancient keeps 

us quite busy." 
"Really. Anything going on that I should know about?" 
"Killing more Wraith, saving more lives, situation normal, just without all the annoying 

paperwork," Sheppard said deadpan. 
"Ah, wouldn't that be nice. No paperwork," O'Neill said, thinking about it. "Actually, I no 

longer have any idea what that would be like. It seems I've been assimilated into a bureaucrat, 
and I never even saw it coming. No, that's not true. I did see it coming, in little bits and pieces. 
I'm just so bad at math I didn't realize what it would all add up to. If I don't find some way to 
save myself soon, I may need to escape to Atlantis myself." 

"You're always welcome, General," Sheppard said with sincerity. "But since Ancient Boy 
has already blown our cover and we're on a bit of a time table, if you could tell us…" 

"Daniel's still at the SGC as far as I know," O'Neill said, anticipating his question. "Hold 
on a minute. I've got an idea," O'Neill said, pulling out his phone. He hit the number 2 speed 
dial and waited for it to connect. "This is General O'Neill. I need to talk to Dr. Daniel Jackson, if 
he's available. Yes, I'll hold." 

"Ten bucks says he isn't there," Sheppard said into the silence. 
O'Neill pointed to him. "You're on." He waited for another minute before getting a 

response. "Uh, huh. No, don't have him call me back. I'll get with him later. No, no message. 



Thank you." He glanced up apologetically at Sheppard. "He's currently off world," O'Neill said as 
he dug out his wallet. "How'd you know?" 

"It's just been one of those missions where you can't seem to find any luck at all," he 
said, taking the ten dollar bill from Jack. 

"I remember those. Daniel should be back within the next 10 hours or so. I'd offer to put 
you up until then, but you are a renegade after all." 

"I understand, sir. Not a problem. I have to run to the nearest convenience store 
anyway," he said, hefting the ten as he turned to leave. 

"Sheppard," O'Neill called him back regretfully. "You should probably know, there's a 
task force in the Pegasus galaxy hunting for you…and Stevenson…and Atlantis. Carter's in 
command." 

Sheppard nodded his understanding. "Thank you, sir. We appreciate the heads up." 
"Go easy on them," O'Neill insisted. 
Sheppard smiled and nodded. "Will do," he said, then disappeared around the side of 

Jack's house. 
A minute or so later O'Neill heard another crack and a second tree branch fell to the 

ground. He turned to face the fallen limb. "Doh." 
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When Sheppard made it back into orbit he activated his wrist bound communicator. 

"Stevenson, where are you? I'm ready to come back aboard." 
"Standby," was the only reply he received. 
"Tell me you're not on the Phoenix," he pleaded. 
The comm was silent. 
"O'Neill got a call while I was talking to him," Sheppard explained. "He said they 

suspected an intruder on board the Phoenix. I'm assuming that's you." 
Still silence. 
"Come on, already. I need to dock with the ship." 
In the distance Sheppard saw the tiny spec that was the Phoenix highlighted by a short, 

straight, white line terminating into nothingness. A long moment later the glowing line was 
gone. 

"Oh, like that didn't give your position away," Sheppard growled over the comlink as he 
hurried his cloaked puddle jumper toward the pair of ships. Halfway there a computer 
generated silhouette of the Tria popped up on his screen. It was moving away from the Phoenix 
to reset its anonymous position after the ring beam had revealed its whereabouts. 

"Open the bay," Sheppard told him grumpily, "I'm coming in." 

 
"Are you nuts?" Sheppard yelled at Stevenson five minutes later in the Tria's small 

landing bay. "Now they know we're here." 
"And now I have Asgard Beams," he countered, holding up a data crystal for emphasis. 

"What did O'Neill tell you?" 
"Not much," Sheppard said, still frustrated. "Shouldn't one of us be on the bridge 

playing keep away with the Phoenix?" 
Stevenson stepped aside and waved Sheppard toward the bridge. 
He hurriedly brushed past the Ancient. "With the way you fly I'm surprised we haven't 

hit the moon yet." 
Stevenson followed him. "O'Neill," he repeated. 
"He doesn't know what else was found in Glastonbury," Sheppard told him as he hurried 

back to his pilot's chair. "He thought Daniel would know, but he's off world and not due back 
for another ten hours." 

"I'll find him when he gets back," Stevenson said as they walked onto the bridge. "There 
are some things I need to get from the SGC anyway." 

"You're going to break into the SGC?" Sheppard asked as he slid into the pilot's chair and 
deactivated the autopilot program that Stevenson had running to evade the Phoenix as it ran 
through a gridded search pattern, scanning for any trace of the cloaked ship. 



Stevenson didn't say anything. Instead he just reached to the ornamental gauntlet on 
his right forearm and touched a small crystal, disappearing beneath a personal cloaking field. 
He reappeared a moment later with a patronizing look on his face. 

"That doesn't get you inside," Sheppard reminded him. "Oh yeah, by the way. O'Neill 
mentioned a little task force they've sent after us in Pegasus…led by Colonel Carter." 

"Really?" Stevenson asked. 
"Uh huh. O'Neill asked that we go easy on them when we finally meet up." 
"How many vessels?" 
"He didn't say, but I'm assuming at least two. One ship doesn't make for much of a task 

force." 
"Odyssey, hopefully," Stevenson said, heading for the door. "Park us somewhere safe 

and sit still." 
"You're going to break in now?" Sheppard asked. 
"I need to be there when Daniel returns." 
"What was that about Odyssey?" 
"I need a copy of Asgard data core." 
"Why?" Sheppard asked. "I thought Ancient tech was better." 
"Most is. I want to see what they right behind." 
Sheppard frowned. "Left behind." 
"What did I say?" Stevenson asked. 
"Right behind," Sheppard repeated. 
Stevenson thunked himself on the side of the head theatrically as if he were realigning 

something then left the bridge and headed back to the bay for the puddle jumper. 

 
When SG-1 returned from their off world mission, Mitchell, Vala, Jennifer, and Daniel 

split up to spend their off hours as they individually chose. Teal'c had once again left the 
stargate program and returned to the new Jaffa nation once the recently returned Colonel 
Carter had been permanently reassigned to 304 command duty. Colonel Mitchell had replaced 
the pair with the one person in the SGC rumored to be as smart as Carter…the young Captain 
Hailey, whom Carter had infamously crossed paths with when she had been on the brink of 
being kicked out of the Air Force. 

The four had meshed well enough, though there had, and never would be, any real 
replacement for Carter and Teal'c. Daniel had been rumored to have considered leaving as well, 
but with Atlantis now out of Earth's hands, he didn't really have another assignment befitting 
him, so he had chosen to stay with SG-1 without too much arm twisting from Colonel Mitchell. 

When Daniel returned to his on base quarters he found a note lying on his desk, written 
in Ancient. 

Did you ever wonder where the Mentis Transitia came from? 
Daniel looked at the note twice, wondering who would have had the linguistic skill to 

write it…and what a Mentis Transitia was. He glanced back at the door just in time to see it slide 
shut, latch, and lock on its own accord. 

"Okay…I'm assuming I'm not alone here," he said cautiously. 
Beside the door, but out of view of the narrow window contained within it, Stevenson 

appeared with a finger over his lips. "Shhhh," he said quietly. 



"Hell-lo," Daniel said in muted surprise. 
"We need to talk," Stevenson said quickly. 
"Oh, hey, you speak English now. How did that happen?" 
"Still learning," Stevenson admitted. "Did you ever think about it?" 
"To answer that I'd have to know what a Mentis Transitia was?" Daniel said 

apologetically. 
"It, ah, it's the long range, intergalactic communications device that you found in 

Merlin's cave and used to make contact with the Ori," Stevenson finished in his more fluent 
Ancient. 

"Oh, that, I guess it makes sense that you'd know the original name," Daniel answered 
offhand. "I'd always assumed it was something the Alterrans had brought with them from the 
Ori galaxy." 

Stevenson tilted his head in disgust and gave Daniel a none too happy eyebrow. "Merlin 
was Lantean," he reminded him. 

"Yeah, he was," Daniel said, not seeing where he was going with this. 
"Why would a Lantean have a device brought here by the Alterra millions of years 

before he was born?" 
Daniel nodded his head slowly in thought. "That…is a good question. I guess when it 

mentally took Vala and me to the Ori galaxy, I assumed that was its original purpose. I suppose 
it wouldn't make much sense for Merlin to hang onto a device that could give away our location 
to the Ori, which he must have known weren't aware of our existence from his time as an 
ascended being. But then again, when he left the book detailing Alterran history one could 
assume that the…Mentis Transitia…was meant as a way for us to discover the truth about the 
threat of the Ori." 

"I suppose there is a bit of a contradiction there," Daniel admitted. "Did you come all 
the way back here to ask me about that?" 

"The Mentis Transitia did not connect you to the Ori because that was its purpose. It 
connected you to the closest device because you didn't select a specific location." 

"Wh, wh, how were we supposed to do that. I didn't see any buttons or displays," Daniel 
asked. 

"Mentally." 
Daniel sighed. "Of course." He glanced down at the floor as the significance of what 

Stevenson just said hit him. "If Merlin was actually using the device, who was he talking to, and 
how far away where they…and why didn't he put some safeguard in place so some simpletons 
like us couldn't accidentally reveal ourselves to the Ori?" 

"I doubt he ever considered the possibility of another such device existing in the Ori 
galaxy. We destroyed everything we left behind, and purposely traveled far enough away so 
that we would never have to deal with the Ori again." 

"That's right…you would know, wouldn't you? Then if he didn't intend for us to use the 
Mentis Transitia to discover the existence of the Ori, then why was it left for us to find?" 

"Why did Merlin build one in the first place?" Stevenson added. 
"Why would he necessarily have to build one?" Daniel asked. "Wasn't that sort of 

standard equipment in Ancient days?" 



Stevenson shook his head 'no.' "After we built the stargate network, we didn't need the 
Mentis Transitia for communication…and Merlin was a Lantean. They were confined to a single 
galaxy and had no use for intergalactic communications. Merlin had to have built one of his 
own." 

"And again, for what purpose?" Daniel asked. 
"What else was found in Merlin's cave beneath Glastonbury?" 
"Ok, I see where you're going with this. You think he left the Mentis Transitia behind for 

another purpose, and you think he might have left another clue behind." 
"I found nothing in the caves," Stevenson admitted."However, I think there may be more 

chambers than are currently accessible." 
Daniel's eyes widened. "You've been there already?" 
Stevenson nodded. 
"Well, there was the mantle that Merlin used to design his weapon in private. The 

power source went dead on us and we weren't able to retrieve much data from it." 
"I know. What else?" 
"There was the storybook, a lot of gold and jewels…and the runes," Daniel said, stepping 

to the side suddenly and digging through his storage bins. 
"What runes?" Stevenson asked excitedly. 
"These," Daniel said, finding the right bin. He pulled out three small stones. "They're 

unremarkable save for the Ancient writing on them. One word each." 
Stevenson lifted one from Daniel's hands telekinetically and brought it up hovering in 

the air between them, rotating slowly. "Infinity," he read aloud in his native tongue. 
"Hope and Solitude," Daniel translated as he held up the other two and Stevenson 

added them to the first, rotating in a rocky halo between them. "Do you know what they are?' 
Stevenson reached out and grasped one in his hand. He concentrated on it for a 

moment, then the writing on the rune began to glow. 
Daniel's eyes widened. "That never happened before. So they are a form of technology." 
"Keycards," Stevenson said, floating the small stone back amongst the other two in mid 

air. 
"We've had people with the Ancient gene handle them before," Daniel told him. "Why 

didn't they activate then?" 
"I had to mentally turn it on," he explained. "These were not meant for Human use. Only 

an Alterra or advanced Lantean could activate them." 
"Do you have any idea what Merlin used these keycards are for?" Daniel asked eagerly. 
Stevenson nodded and pocketed the runes. "I believe so." 
Daniel quickly got the impression that he intended to leave. "You have to take me with 

you. You're going back to Glastonbury, aren't you?" 
"I'm a renegade," Stevenson warned him, once again speaking English. "You could get 

into trouble." 
Daniel knew well that he was right. Even if the SGC let him off the hook, he knew the 

I.O.A. was furious with both Sheppard and Stevenson and would take it out on him if he got 
caught, so he made a snap decision that, in retrospect, had been a long time in coming. 

"Then take me with you back to Atlantis," he said, almost pleading. "You've had the 
complete library of Ancient knowledge downloaded into your head and survived. You have no 



idea how much I've wanted to pick your brain since you escaped. I could continue studying the 
Ancients for years and not learn as much as I could from five minutes of talking with you." 

Stevenson looked at him skeptically, not saying anything. 
"You've also got Atlantis, which is where I planned on ending up anyway, if the whole 

Ori thing hadn't happened first…I realize that with what you know I'm not going to be of much, 
if any, help…but please, at least let me tag along." 

Stevenson eyed him closely. "There's something else you have not mentioned. I can 
sense it." 

Daniel blew out a reluctant breath. "Since you've been gone, things with the I.O.A. have 
gotten worse. Our new President seems to be in their back pocket, and they've been given 
more authority over stargate operations. And not dissimilar to what they tried to do to you, 
there's also been more shady decisions than usual. General Landry's even had to threaten them 
with retirement in order to get them to back down on a few things, but even he can't hold them 
up forever when the orders start coming down from the President." 

Stevenson's eyes narrowed angrily. "Sounds like it's time for you to get out then." 
Daniel's eyes lit up cautiously. "Is that a yes?" 
"Yes," Stevenson confirmed. "Grab a backpack and fill it with what you need. I'll follow 

you out to the surface." 
Daniel winced. "Technically I'm not supposed to leave the base. We've got another 

mission scheduled for ten hours from now." 
"Leave anyway," Stevenson said. "If they stop you I'll clear your path," he said, 

reactivating his cloak. 
"Oh," Daniel remembered. "I'll need to leave Mitchell a note, telling him not to come 

looking for me." 
"Don't mention England," Stevenson's phantom voice advised. 
"Right," Daniel said, quickly scavenging around for a pencil and paper. His heart was 

beating faster than he ever remembered. His life was about to take a sudden and radical 
change, much like it had when he'd chosen to stay behind on Abydos. Only this time, he had a 
feeling that things were going to be different in a more radical way. 

It'd been too long since he'd been on a real adventure, and he figured that with 
Stevenson's knowledge of the Ancients and his turning his back on Earth…things were bound to 
be interesting from here on out. 

After finishing his hasty goodbye note and slinging in a few essentials to a rough, old 
knapsack Daniel moved to the door and headed down the hall to Mitchell's quarters. The door 
was closed, and there was no light coming from the crack beneath it, so he assumed that 
Mitchell was elsewhere. Daniel leaned down and slid the folded note under the door, then 
casually walked away, his pulse pounding with each step as he tried to look normal as he 
headed toward the elevator that would take him up to the surface. 

He made a few polite comments to people he passed on the way there, but 
encountered no difficulty. He was a regular here, after all, and the only one from the original 
stargate project to remain in the SGC. No one was going to question his movements. He 
shouldn't have been worried. Still, when he got inside the elevator and an invisible hand settled 
on his shoulder to signal him to push the ascent button he felt relieved. 

Fifteen minutes later and he was out of the base. Five after that, he was in space.  
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Stevenson and Daniel ringed down into the isolation of Merlin's bare caverns while 

Colonel Sheppard kept the Tria moving about in orbit to avoid the Phoenix's frantic search. They 
emerged into the same dull lighting that Stevenson had encountered a few hours earlier. The 
sword remained the only object of interest within sight. All was the same as it had been before. 

This time, however, Stevenson walked off in a hurry in a specific direction. 
"You know where you're going?" Daniel asked, trailing behind. 
"Yes," the Alterran answered, palming the 'Solitude' rune in his hand. He turned around 

another unimpressive corner and stopped dead in his tracks, with Daniel almost bumping into 
him from behind. 

Stevenson traced his fingers over a blank section of wall until he stopped on a small 
glyph in the upper right hand corner near the ceiling. "See?" he asked. 

"I do now," Daniel said, straining his neck to see what was over his head. "I wish I'd 
noticed that the first time I was here." 

Stevenson stepped down from his tiptoes and raised the rune up to the identical glyph 
telekinetically. It's glowing symbol provided the only illumination in this small corner of the 
caverns, but when it touched the glyph on the wall both Daniel and Stevenson were bathed in a 
warm green glow as the wall disappeared to reveal another chamber. 

"Wow," Daniel said subtly, stepping into the small room. Stevenson followed him in, 
quickly taking interest in wall-mounted display screen. Daniel continued around the small room, 
noting an antechamber next to a low bed. He walked into the antechamber and quickly 
recognized it as an Ancient lavatory. 

"Solitude," Daniel repeated aloud. "Merlin was the only non-ascended Ancient at the 
time he built these caverns…I think these might have been his personal quarters, a sanctuary of 
sorts, someplace he could get away from the commoners of the time." 

By now Stevenson had the display screen activated and a tracking image of the Phoenix 
in orbit. "Planetary sensors," he said when Daniel finally took notice. 

Stevenson adjusted the point of view from orbit down to the surface of the planet. He 
zoomed in enough to pick up individual lifeforms and could actively track their movements. 

"He could keep an eye on the entire planet from this chamber?" Daniel asked, in awe. 
"Yes," Stevenson confirmed. "There's more." 
The screen suddenly blanked, then gridded itself into a number of smaller screens, each 

popping up with similar tracking data, but from different locations. Daniel recognized the name 
above one of them. 

"Camelot? That's another planet." 
"They all are," Stevenson said. "The data is being relayed here through subspace." 
"These must be all the medieval civilizations that he set up across the galaxy," Daniel 

said quickly. "Looks like some of them didn't make it." 



Stevenson highlighted one of the lifeless ones and superimposed it over the others. He 
zoomed out and performed some kind of search. A moment later the computer tagged and 
highlighted a large impact crater. 

"Asteroid," he told Daniel. "Log indicates it hit 231 years ago. No survivors." 
"I don't suppose any of these planets are outside the galaxy?" Daniel asked. 
Stevenson shook his head. "No. We couldn't get telemetry from that far away." 
Daniel sighed. "Anything else interesting?" 
"This consol is only used for sensor data, nothing more. If Merlin had a personal log, it's 

not here." 
Daniel looked at him. "You think he kept one?" 
"I'm hoping," Stevenson said, deactivating the display screen. "Without the original 

Mentis Transitia there's no way of knowing where the other end of the line was. You destroyed 
it, if you remember." 

"Well it's not like we had much of a choice," Daniel protested. "The Ori were forcibly 
sustaining the connection. If Mitchell hadn't destroyed it when he did, Vala and I would have 
died." 

"I'm just saying it would have been easier if we had the original," Stevenson said, half 
serious, half teasing Daniel. "Come on, we've got two more runes to use." 

"Do you know where the other glyphs are?" Daniel asked as he followed him out of the 
room. 

"One," Stevenson answered. "We're going to have to search for the third." 
"Which one is it?" Daniel asked. 
"Hope." 
Daniel kept looking at the walls and the numerous nooks and crannies that their 

irregular surfaces contained as he followed Stevenson to the second glyph, which read 
'Infinity." 

Stevenson unlocked this chamber the same way he had the first, but when the wall 
disappeared they discovered a much larger chamber…filled with all kinds of Ancient technology. 
One in particular stood out immediately, built into the opposite rocky wall. 

"Am I seeing things," Daniel asked, his jaw dropped. "Or is that another stargate?" 
"It is," Stevenson said casually, closing his eyes in concentration. When he opened them 

again he looked to Daniel. "Locked down. That's why it doesn't interfere with the SGC gate." 
"What did you just do?" Daniel asked. 
"Pulled a status report from the gate." 
"How?" Daniel insisted. 
"The gates can be controlled mentally, Dr. Jackson." 
"They can?" he asked, not sure if he was saying that in jest. 
Stevenson held up one of the runes. "Most of our technology is mentally controlled." 
"Why build a DHD then?" Daniel asked. 
"It serves several purposes," Stevenson explained. "First of all, it allows non-Alterra use 

of the gate, which I see Merlin didn't care about, since he didn't build a dialing interface." 
Daniel looked around, now noticing the lack of a DHD. "Doesn't it also have something 

to do with the correlative updates?" 



Stevenson pointed to the wall that the stargate was built into. Depressed into the rock 
inside the ring was a block of Ancient tech. "That is the control interface, without a manual 
dialing pad. I'm guessing that this was Merlin's private way on and off the planet." 

"Can you turn it on?" 
Stevenson shook his head 'no.' "Not without Merlin's access code." 
"What's the rest of this stuff?" Daniel asked, walking around until he laid eyes on a 

familiar pedestal. "Now that looks familiar." 
"This is how Merlin made all of this," Stevenson said, walking up beside Daniel. "It's a 

molecular synthesizer." 
"I know. I've had the pleasure of using one before." 
Stevenson frowned. "Your physiology isn't advanced enough to utilize the interface." 
"Not now," Daniel explained. "But Merlin made a few temporary modifications so I 

would be able to use the device to complete his weapon." 
"I thought Merlin completed the weapon," Stevenson told him, "then Adria killed him, 

captured you, and stole the weapon." 
"No, that's not what happened," Daniel objected. "Where did you get that idea?" 
"The mission files," Stevenson said. 
"That can't be, we…" Daniel said, stopping as the answer suddenly popped into his 

mind. "The I.O.A. They must have edited them like the others." 
"What others?" 
"Oh, yeah. Forgot to mention it earlier, but one of their recent projects has been to go 

back over the mission files and rewrite anything that doesn't portray them in the best of light. 
Landry about blew a gasket when he found out. Supposedly, Jack was able to put a stop to the 
whole mess, but from what you're telling me it seems they're at it again." 

"I'm glad I left when I did," Stevenson told Daniel. "You'll have to fill me in on the rest 
later. Right now I need to check some files." 

"Files about what?" Daniel asked, tracing his line of sight. 
"This is a genetic alteration device," Stevenson said, walking over to and powering up 

the console. He ran through the operational log with a few mental impulses, then turned to 
Daniel. 

"It seems I'm not the only Ancient after all," he said cryptically. "Merlin genetically 
advanced fourteen Humans on this platform." He manually and mentally dug through the 
specifics contained within the files. "It seems that he altered their genome towards that of a 
Lantean of his era, plus a few modifications." 

"Like what?" Daniel asked. 
"Some weakened versions of my Alterran abilities," he answered quietly. "Similar to 

what the Ori Priors possessed." 
"Weakened?" Daniel asked skeptically. "They seemed pretty impressive to me, 

especially Adria." 
"I wasn't talking about Adria. She was closer to an Alterran…actually she was probably a 

recreation of the Ori physiology akin to ours, though there were probably some developmental 
differences that occurred over the eons." 

"Does the file give any names?" Daniel asked suspiciously. 
Stevenson checked. "No, only serial numbers." 



"I always thought that Merlin might have helped Arthur ascend," Daniel explained. 
"Could the alterations he made to those 14 have resulted in ascension?" 

"Probably not," Stevenson cautioned. "Not on their own." 
"Can you ascend?" Daniel asked as the stray thought hit him. 
"That's not what the repository was designed for," Stevenson advised him. 
"No, but you didn't answer my question," Daniel urged. "Do you have the ability to 

ascend, here and now, if you chose, like Adria did?" 
Stevenson stared at Daniel for a moment, deciding whether or not to answer him. In the 

end, he figured it could do no harm. "Yes." 
"Then why don't you?" Daniel asked in dismay. 
"That's not my mission," Stevenson answered. "I could ask you the same thing, Dr. 

Jackson. Why did you choose to retake Human form?" 
Daniel inclined his head to the side in a 'you got me there' gesture. "Ultimately I felt that 

my place was here, where I could make a difference. I couldn't let go what happening in the 
galaxy and just sit by and watch as bad things happened." 

"Do you think I could?" Stevenson asked. 
Daniel considered that. "To be honest, I don't know you well enough to answer that 

question." 
"Fair enough," Stevenson said, deactivating the Ancient device. "We'll go through the 

rest of this stuff later. Help me look for the third symbol." 
"You don't think there's anything valuable here?" Daniel asked, following him out of the 

room. 
"No, it all looks pretty standard," Stevenson said, motioning Daniel to the right as he 

went left. "Split up." 
"Alright," Daniel said, trying to get the Ancient toys out of his head and focus on his task. 

The glyph was so small and obscure that it was going to be hard to find, but now that he knew 
what to look for he figured he stood half a chance. He started with the wall nearest him and 
began his search along the ceiling, where the other two had been. 

Step by tedious step he began to search through the caverns. 

 
Two and a half hours later Daniel and Stevenson returned to the main chamber and sat 

down on the floor next to the sword in the stone. They had found nothing. 
"Well it's got to be here somewhere," Daniel insisted, not wanting to give up. 
"We've searched everywhere," Stevenson countered. "I don't see it." 
"The first rune said 'Solitudes'," Daniel reiterated, "obviously referring to Merlin's 

quarters as a sanctuary of sorts. The second said 'Infinity' which I'd take a guess as to meaning 
the synthesis machine that can make anything and everything Merlin needed. The third says 
'Hope', so maybe whatever is in that room is valuable enough to warrant some extra security." 

"What do you suggest?" 
"I don't know, but we can't just give up," Daniel pleaded. 
Stevenson leaned on the stone mount and rested his head in his hand. "I'm waiting for 

any bright ideas." 
Daniel blew out a frustrated breath and momentarily laid his forehead down on the cool 

stone. When he lifted it up his eyes laid directly on the hologram. 



"Did you try the sword?" he asked. 
"Try it how?" Stevenson said, glancing at it. 
"I don't know. Did you touch it?" 
Stevenson shook his head 'no.' 
Daniel was beside himself. "You mean to say you spent hours looking through this place 

and didn't bother to examine the one obvious artifact down here." 
"We already know what it does," Stevenson countered, but he was starting to agree 

with Daniel none the less. 
Frustrated, Daniel reached out and grabbed the hilt of the sword. It wouldn't budge. 

"You try…" he said as the sword suddenly recaught his attention. 
"What is it?" Stevenson asked, standing up. 
"I found it," Daniel said simply. He pointed to the very bottom of the sword, on the tip 

of the hilt, where the tiny symbol for 'Hope' was written in Ancient. 
"I'm glad I brought you along," Stevenson said, pulling out the third rune. He mentally 

activated it, then touched it to the hilt. 
Suddenly there was a bright light that flooded the cavern. Just as suddenly, it was 

gone…and Stevenson and Daniel found themselves standing in the center of an endless sea of 
white, with nothing visible, save for the sword in the stone next to them. 

"Does this remind you of…"Daniel asked. 
"…the Matrix. Yeah," Stevenson answered. 
Before either of them could say anything else, a hologram of Merlin appeared, standing 

behind the sword in the stone. Only this time, he appeared dressed in Ancient garb. 
"My brother, if you are seeing this, then either the Human race has advanced to a level 

akin to my forbearers or the Ancient Repository has finally come to fruition. I will assume the 
later, for if the former has occurred, what I have to tell you is for naught. Events will have 
already played themselves out for good or ill, and the fate of our little corner of the universe will 
have already been decided." 

"I am leaving you this message for the simple reason that you deserve to know the truth 
about the civilization you have been bequeathed to restore. Not all of the original Alterra have 
been killed. Many have ascended, as I'm sure you are aware of by now. What you do not know, 
is that most of them no longer wish for their project to succeed." 

"There are rules that the ascended must live by. Some of our own making. Others have 
been forced upon us. We were not the first to learn to ascend, and we will not be the last. Those 
that came before us will tolerate no threat to their continued existence. If one in the lower 
planes comes by such knowledge as to become a threat to the ascended, they will be killed or 
altered in some way as to no longer be a threat. For all their powers, the ascended are nothing 
more than energy based lifeforms. They, as I once did, have a number of weaknesses. 
Knowledge of those weaknesses is deemed an executable offense." 

"Fear not, for they cannot eavesdrop on our conversation. As you will have noticed, you 
are no longer standing in a cave. I have temporarily shifted you into an alternate dimensional 
structure where ascended beings cannot follow. Guard what information I give you carefully. If 
you do not reveal it to others, the ascended will not force it from your minds. They care not for 
the thoughts of lesser beings and are forbidden to interfere save to counter threats to the 



collective. Do not speak of what you have heard here, and you should remain safe from their 
influence." 

"The knowledge contained within the Repository is not deemed a threat to the others, 
but some of the research that the Alterra were conducting was. For this reason, some of the 
others do not want you to rebuild their former civilization, out of fear that they will be forced to 
stop you if history repeats itself. If not for the plague that ended the Alterran civilization, the 
other ascended beings at the time would probably have intervened at some point to stop the 
Alterran research from progressing." 

"Now you may ask, what do they deem dangerous to them?" Merlin's hologram 
continued. "There are three areas that seem to concern them. The first is medical. Any research 
into ascension catches their eye, but it is to tangents of ascension research that they will not 
allow. I do not know for sure, but there may be a chance that a lower being such as ourselves 
could develop to the point where we could interact on the upper planes without actually 
ascending." 

"That is speculation only. If there is a way, it is beyond my knowledge. I only know that 
such research is forbidden, and anyone who deliberately or accidentally follows that course of 
inquiry will be stopped in whatever way the others deem expedient." 

"The second is a branch of physics you know of as Orilisieo. To my knowledge, neither 
the Alterra nor the Lantean civilizations made any considerable headway into this field, and I do 
not know how it would become a threat to the ascended, but it is taboo none the less. Avoid 
anything similar to avoid a confrontation…which you will lose, I can assure you." 

"The third area is something called Precartis, which I have no knowledge of. It seems to 
have something to do with a region of space outside of the gate network. So long as you stick to 
the former territory of the Alterra, you should not have to worry about invoking the others' 
wrath on this account." 

"There is one other matter I would make known to you, and the efforts I have taken to 
deal with it. They are called the Ori, and you should be familiar with our history from the 
knowledge placed within the repository. What you do not know is that the Ori have ascended, 
as we did, but they are not bound by the same rules of conduct. Within their home galaxy, they 
fall outside the realm controlled by the others, and so long as they do not enter our collective 
domain, they are free to do as they choose." 

"What they have chosen to do is dominate the lower planes, using their knowledge and 
power to pose as gods to the recreated Human-like species that the Ori seeded in their galaxy 
after their ascension. These Humans worship the Ori, and through a complicated process the Ori 
are able to extract energy from them, strengthening their non-corporeal selves in the process." 

"I believe this is part of the reason why the others choose not to bend the Ori to their 
will. I hope it is not the only reason, else some of my efforts will be in vain. If the Ori are let to 
run free because of their geographical location, then hope still remains." 

"I have chosen to retake corporeal form in violation of the ascended rules in order to 
counter the threat of the Ori. I have done so in two ways. The first is the creation of a weapon 
that can kill ascended beings. My research is nearly complete, yet the fabrication will take some 
time. Once completed I will wait here, in Avalona, until the Ori finally discover the Human 
populations in this galaxy and attempt to convert them to their cause, siphoning additional 
energy from them, enough to strengthen themselves so that they can defy the others within 



their own territory long enough to attack and finally destroy the last of the Alterra and their kin, 
as they attempted to do so long ago, as you know well." 

"However, I have taken additional measures to insure that something survives if I should 
fail. I have sent fourteen brave knights on a journey across the cosmos to a galaxy far beyond 
the vision of both the others and the Ori…I hope. I have enhanced them physically and mentally 
to nearly our level, insuring their longevity and ability to rebuild a second civilization in 
anonymity. If they are truly beyond the range of the others and the Ori, then they will be free to 
develop and one day ascend without interference, eventually growing in numbers sufficient to 
counter either the Ori or the others if they should ever encounter either one. That is my hope. 
And if fortune should smile upon me, it will not be in vain." 

"The location I sent them to is far beyond the gate network, and I have instructed them 
to build their gates in a such a way as to be inaccessible to ours. They are in isolation by design, 
and I intend for it to stay that way. I have remained in communication with them during their 
long journey and their early years of development. Once they had attained a sufficient foothold I 
instructed them to sever all communications with this galaxy, where I would remain alone in my 
solitudes, awaiting the coming of the Ori. Regardless of my fate, I wished to insure that they 
would live on, anonymous." 

"Never the less, I have kept my end of the communications link intact, fearing that they 
would encounter obstacles that would require my counsel. To date, they have not requested 
contact, which I take as a good omen." 

"My purpose in telling you this, in violation of my own secrecy imperative, is to let you 
know that you are not alone. My knights and their kin may be out of your reach, but they are 
your allies, none the less. I tell you this because I know what it is to be alone, with everyone and 
everything seeming to work against you. Take heart, my young brother, for your task is equally 
important to their own. More so, considering the additional pressures you face from the others, 
and perhaps the Ori if I fail." 

"The last thing I will say to you is this. Be wary of your ascended kin. They cannot be 
trusted beyond their own self interest. Mind the warnings I gave you, and regrow our civilization 
around them. The others should leave you be if you do, though I can make no promise of it." 

"Fare well, my brother. Despite my efforts, you are still our first and best hope. May you 
succeed with all due haste." 

Merlin's hologram faded and the hilt of the sword began to pulse…but nothing 
happened. Apparently they were to touch the hilt when they wished to return. 

"How much of that did you get?" Stevenson asked, knowing that Daniel's Ancient wasn't 
nearly as good as his. 

"I think I got the gist of it," Daniel said quietly. "Merlin sent Arthur and the Knights of 
the Round Table away to where he thought they'd be safe from the Ori and the Ancients." 

"Merlin only knew part of the truth, Daniel. And even that part I must wipe from your 
mind." 

"Why?" Daniel asked as if he were being treated unfairly. 
"The others he spoke of are far more malevolent than he knows, and any knowledge of 

them is a danger to both you and me. My mind is shielded from them. They cannot read my 
thoughts. Yours, however…" 

"Tell me what you know first," Daniel pleaded. 



Stevenson frowned. "You won't remember any of it." 
"Still, I want to know. Even if for only a few minutes." 
Stevenson nodded. "Alright, I owe you that much for finding the third rune." He 

proceeded to tell Daniel everything, and felt much better himself for having someone to 
confide in. They spent over five hours talking, then Stevenson finally used his telepathy to erase 
all memory of their conversation from Daniel's mind before touching the sword and returning 
to the main chamber. 

Stevenson resealed the two chambers, leaving the Ancient technology where it lay. He 
needed none of it, and it should be safe where it was, lying anonymous behind sealed doors 
that only the runes or an Ancient hacker could open…and the Humans now had neither. 

With runes in hand, Stevenson and a somewhat bewildered Daniel returned to the Tria 
and headed back to the concealed supergate…to Daniel's genuine shock. What Daniel had been 
told he couldn't know about what happened under Glastonbury was quickly forgotten, 
surpassed by the knowledge of an alternate series of stargates and the true function of the 9th 
chevron. 

The three of them returned to Pegasus without incident, bringing with them Stevenson's 
knowledge that he wasn't truly alone in the universe, Daniel's wonder and awe at the suddenly 
expanded gate network and Ancient knowledge now available to him, and Sheppard's small bag 
of goodies that he'd quietly collected while on Earth. 

  



The Forgotten 
Ones 

1 
 
 
Temman dropped to the ground, helpless. His body went numb from the Wraith stun 

blast that had hit him dead center, and he fell backward onto a rock so that his chest lay higher 
than his head. His line of sight was fixed back the way the shot had come. Upside down he saw 
three Wraith abandon their cover in the forest and come towards him. 

He wanted to yell for help, but he could not. His partner had already gone down a few 
seconds before he did. Her hit had prompted him to stand up from cover to see what was 
happening, which had got him shot. He had been stupid. Ronon had taught him better. 

The Wraith passed out of view, either standing over him or moving on past. His head 
was set in a fixed position, and Temman couldn't so much as wiggle a finger…yet he hadn't 
passed out, which gave him a slight advantage. When stunned in training drills, he had 
discovered that if one worked constantly to fight past the numbness then it would dissipate 
quicker than normal. He fought with all his available concentration and hammered against the 
neural block. 

Suddenly one of the Wraith stepped back into view and fired his weapon into the forest. 
Temman just made out a figure on the periphery of his vision as the Wraith adjusted his aim 
and fired repeatedly. The more the figure moved into line the better Temman could see 
him…or in this case, it. 

The figure hesitated each time it was shot, but then continued on undiminished. 
The combat model replicator ran forward and latched onto the Wraith's weapon, 

tearing it from its grip and breaking the Wraith's arm in the process. It kicked the Wraith to the 
side and fired several blasts over Temman's head. 

Though he couldn't show it, Temman was incredibly relieved. He didn't know whose 
replicator it was, but it had apparently been close enough to respond to the attack and would 
kill or drive off the Wraith, preventing them from dragging him off helpless to be fed upon. 

The replicator held position near Temman and fired off stun blast after stun blast, 
getting hit by several itself, but never more than momentarily affected by the incoming fire. 
Behind it, Temman saw more Wraith approaching, but couldn't cry out a warning. Of the new 
Wraith, one held out a small pistol and fired a green blast at the Replicator. 



Temman saw its left shoulder disintegrate into melted droplets that fell to the ground in 
front of his eyes. The tiny bits smoked on the ground, falling apart as if they were nothing but 
burnt sand. They lay directly in front of his eyes, smoldering as they further disintegrated. 

The Replicator, when hit, calmly turned around, shifting the Wraith weapon to his other 
arm and fired precisely into the Wraith's torso, dropping it to the ground. More blasts ensued 
from the damaged Replicator, keeping the Wraith away from Temman as he worked a slight 
sensation back into the thumb on his right hand. 

The Replicator took two more stun blasts, then, without reason, abandoned Temman 
and ran off into the woods. If he could have screamed, or pleaded, or cried out in any fashion 
he would have, but he couldn't. He lied frozen in place as he saw the injured Wraith slowly rise 
to its feet and walk toward him. 

Step by step it approached, its arm limp at its side, all the while staring at Temman 
through its bony faceplate. It knelt down next to him and just before it touched him Temman 
could see the feeding slit in its hand pass over his face. 

The stun blast couldn't dull the pain that came. Temman's life drained from him as the 
Wraith healed its injured arm. When finished it stood up and returned to the fight, leaving 
Temman's withered body behind. Within a few minutes the stress of the feeding overloaded his 
heart and he died, frozen in place on top of a rock. 

 
A quarter mile away from Temman, Teyla hid behind a fallen tree waiting to ambush a 

group of approaching Wraith. She had with her one of three 'regulars,' which they'd come to 
call the Pegasus recruits that they'd been training. This regular's was named Inis, and she was 
hunkered down behind a thick tree trunk ten meters away. 

The plan was to draw the Wraith out of the forest base with a distraction further down 
the ridge. Sheppard and his team had drawn that duty, while Teyla's five man squad had 
ambush duty at the complex's south entrance. 

Her three regulars were equipped with basic stun rifles similar in design to the P-90 that 
she still carried. With the vast array of weapons that Stevenson had made available to her, 
Teyla had been trying out many different varieties, but to date she hadn't found one that she 
liked and wasn't proficient enough for her tastes with any of the new weapons so, like 
Sheppard, she had decided to stick with the P-90 until she could find a suitable replacement 
and get in enough target practice to grow comfortable with using it. 

The regulars that they'd brought with them, nine in all, had proven themselves enough 
to be added to the mission rosters, but they hadn't yet rated lethal weapons. All of them 
carried stun rifles or pistols, and would continue to do so until they proved that they could fight 
without their commanders worrying about friendly fire…which had been a continuing problem 
in training missions. 

This mission, however, was not a training scenario. It was a real assault on a small 
Wraith production facility hidden beneath the canopy of a very high forest. The Wraith base 
extended underground and was thought to be a small arms factory. It had come to their 
attention via Stevenson and his ability to monitor all current gate travel from the gate center 
back in Avalona. He'd written a program to monitor and transfer all Pegasus gate data to 
Atlantis daily via the subspace 'fax' technology that the Ancients used to send one way text 
messages over great distances. 



By backtracking known Wraith movements they'd discovered this small, cozy, out of the 
way system that had abnormally high gate traffic and was a stop off location for Wraith ships 
from time to time, confirmed by Atlantis's long range sensors when they'd been focused in to 
monitor the planet in question. Addition recon had provided all the pertinent data to add this 
planet to the hit list for Sheppard and his crew. 

With the painfully slow Tria being the only option for transit aside from the gate 
network, and with this particular system lying well away from the two remaining supergates, it 
had been determined that they would make the strike on foot, given that the puddle jumpers, 
or navicula porta as Stevenson called them, couldn't maneuver through the trees that 
surrounded the gate. 

After using the built in surveillance equipment that Stevenson had kindly showed them 
how to use after hooking up a standard display in Atlantis's control room so they wouldn't 
continuously hound him to mentally check off world status through the gate, three teams led 
by Teyla, Ronon, and Sheppard headed out to hit the Wraith factory, accompanied by one 
replicator each. 

Teyla had ordered her other two regulars further back along the path they thought the 
Wraith would take from the south entrance to get to the disturbance that Sheppard's team was 
going to create. She had ordered the replicator to quietly patrol the area and make sure that 
the Wraith didn't sneak up on them from another direction. So far everything had been quiet, 
but that wasn't going to last for long. 

Off in the distance she heard the gentle boom of the Wraith's forward watch tower. 
Apparently Sheppard had succeeded in overcoming the guards and detonating the small 
building…but not before letting Ronon's squad by with the big fireworks, which they would 
attempt to plant inside the facility while the Wraith were busy outside. 

To that end, the southern entrance opened up and over a dozen Wraith flooded out, 
heading west southwest…and not on the well worn path that Teyla thought they'd be on. 
Instead, they were heading through the underbrush in a direction that would bring them 
directly on top of Teyla and Inis, instead of on the path through the gully directly below them. 

"What now?" Inis mouthed to Teyla. 
She signaled for her to stay put while she thought hard about what to do. Meanwhile 

the Wraith hurriedly crunched their way through the forest undergrowth, heading towards 
what had been their watchtower. 

Teyla pointed along the ridge, ordering Inis to move down and fire on the Wraith well 
away from her. Once they redirected on Inis, Teyla would hit them from the side. 

"Then run back," Teyla whispered, pointing to the direction of the other two regulars. 
Inis nodded and crawled away. 

Teyla steadied herself, hidden behind the log. When she heard Inis open up, she would 
give it a count of three then jump out of cover and lay into the Wraith while they were 
distracted. Then they would both fall back and draw the survivors to the rest of her squad, as 
planned beforehand. The replicator would join the fight once the regulars opened fire, so as not 
to blow the ambush. 

Teyla heard Inis's stun rifle fire three quick burst and she began counting. 
One…two…three! 



She stood up behind her log and took one step forward, but stopped in her tracks. She 
fired on the nearest Wraith, downing it with a hail of P-90 fire. She turned to the next and 
downed it just the same, but by then the other Wraith had noticed her presence and began 
firing on her. 

Teyla dropped back behind cover, cursing herself. She had planned to run and gun, but 
when she'd stood up she'd froze. Now she was in a bind. 

"Teyla!" she heard Inis yell as she crouched behind a thin tree, surrounded by a hail of 
stun blasts. One of them impacted the trunk and her shoulder. 

Her rifle dropped from her limp arm. "Teyla! Help!" 
Teyla knew she had to do something, but she also knew that if she stood up the other 

Wraith would shoot her on the spot. They were approaching her position, she could feel them 
as hazy spots within her mind. Three of them, approaching cautiously. 

She raised her gun up over the log and fired wildly, hoping to hit something. The Wraith 
ducked behind cover, buying a few more seconds for Teyla to do something. 

Reluctantly she activated her wristband. "Achilles, recall now!" she screamed, ordering 
her personal replicator off patrol duty and back to her position immediately. 

Teyla knew she couldn't call up her other regulars, they'd be target practice moving 
through the woods. They had to stay under cover if they were going to do any good. Teyla and 
Inis had to pull back to them. 

Just then Teyla heard a faint hum and zap, and she felt one of the Wraith fall dead, with 
the others confused. She knew this was her chance and jumped to her feet. She fired her 
weapon at the other two Wraith, hitting both but not killing either. 

Another tiny glowing light zipped between the trees and hit one of the Wraith. It 
slumped out of cover, dead. 

"Thank you, Ronon," Teyla said to herself. 
Off from her left several stun blasts zipped through the trees and she automatically 

ducked to the ground…but they weren't aimed at her. They hit the other cowering Wraith, and 
he too slid into sight. 

Teyla ran forward and filled the stunned Wraith with bullets as her replicator sprinted 
towards her through the woods with inhuman speed. When it got to her it didn't need 
additional orders. Its programming sensed the other Wraith and responded to the threat 
immediately. 

The replicator named Achilles ran past Teyla in a blur, firing its captured Wraith weapon 
with precise, yet rapid shots. Teyla ran behind it, failing to keep up. She heard the sounds of 
battle ahead as the replicator manhandled the Wraith, snapping limbs and necks with ease. 

Teyla shot one Wraith as it tried to limp off through the underbrush, and made sure to 
put at least two bullets into every one lying on the ground. She caught up to Inis with the 
replicator pacing around the immediate area, keenly alert. 

"Inis, I'm so sorry. Are you alright?" 
"Can't feel my right arm," she said, clearly afraid. 
"Can you walk?" 
"I think so," she said, struggling to stand up. 
"Achilles, take her back to the rest of the squad. Hold there and protect them. I'll lead 

the rest of the Wraith back to your position." 



The replicator simply nodded, then began to pull Inis along by the arm. When she 
stumbled, it simply picked her up, swung her over its damaged shoulder, and carried her at half 
a run back through the woods. 

Teyla turned her attention back towards the complex as she sensed more Wraith 
coming out…but this time they weren't coming towards her. They were headed towards what 
she guessed was Ronon's group, based on the direction the mini drones had come from. 

Pissed off at her own incompetence, she sprinted forward toward the emerging Wraith, 
intent on killing as many of them as she could before they could outflank Ronon's squad. 
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Ronon dropped the mini drone launcher to the ground and pulled out his sidearm just in 

time to shoot a Wraith as it charged out of the western entrance of the complex. Its dead body 
fell into him, which he quickly shucked off to free his gun arm to shoot another Wraith point 
blank in the head. 

His replicator, Ares, had been sent around to the North entrance to block any flanking 
maneuver by the Wraith while Ronon and Reva, his best regular, charged down their throats 
into the complex and planted their charges. 

Twenty four Wraith lay dead at the entrance, all killed by the mini drone launcher at 
range. Now it was up to Ronon to take care of what he hoped would be only a few stragglers in 
hand to hand combat. Reva was to follow close behind him while Temman and Ella held guard 
duty a hundred meters to the north as backup should Ares fail to stop all the Wraith. Sheppard 
and his team would be joining them as backup as soon as they finished off any Wraith at the 
western watchtower that overlooked the clearing where the cruisers and darts would land. 

Ronon stepped over the dead Wraith and moved down the sloped tunnel through the 
organic hallways. He jogged slowly, keeping decent pace while staying alert for more Wraith. 
They only needed to place the explosives fifty meters inside and the Ancient technology would 
create a concussive blast that would devastate the entire Wraith factory. 

Ronon held up at a junction and waved a hand backward for Reva to do the same. He 
hunkered up against the wall as Ronon quietly drew his forearm-length blade at a reverse 
angle. He waited until the footsteps became unbearably loud and the first inch of blue skin 
appeared around the corner, then he stepped forward and slid the blade neatly into its torso. 

He pulled it out just as quickly and the male Wraith dropped to the ground, his odd 
pistol slipping from his grip. Ronon glanced around to make sure the area was clear, then he 
knelt down and retrieved the weapon. 

"Come on," he said to Reva as he got to his feet and began to move forward. 

 
Outside Teyla caught up with the last two Wraith in the group and shot both in the back 

while on the run. She jumped over the two bodies just as three more ahead heard her gunfire 
and turned around, firing. 

Teyla fired another burst as she ducked sideways and took cover behind another of the 
abnormally large trees. She felt the Wraith split up and move towards her, two on the right and 
one on the left. She waited until they were halfway there, then swung around the tree on the 
left and fired on the lone Wraith, dropping to a knee. 

It got off a single blast before being riddled with bullets, which flew safely over Teyla's 
head. She dropped out a nearly empty clip and quickly replaced it with a fresh magazine. Before 
the other Wraith could get to her she darted backwards and took up position behind another 
tree, grabbing a quick breath. 



She had three seconds to compose herself before the Wraith were on top of her again. 
Putting all concern for herself aside, she jumped sideways out from behind the tree, firing at 
the first one she saw as she flew through the air. When she hit the ground with a painful thud 
she switched her aim to the second and held in the on the trigger. 

Both Wraith went down, but one caught her with a shot in the foot and her leg went 
completely numb. 

She groaned more in frustration than pain and pried herself up to a sitting position and 
scanned the horizon. The rest of the Wraith in the group hadn't turned back and where 
probably even now bearing down on Ronon…and there wasn't anything more she could do to 
help him aside from ordering Achilles to intervene, but it was guarding Inis and her other 
regulars whose current condition she knew nothing of, and she couldn't risk pulling Achilles 
away from them if they were in trouble. 

She'd done all she could to help Ronon. The best she could do now was try and drag 
herself back toward the others. 

 
"Oh crap," Sheppard said, kneeling over Temman's withered corpse. They'd already 

found Ella's unconscious body after killing two Wraith in the area, but only now had they come 
across Temman. "Squad hold here," he ordered. "See to her and watch our six. Ariel, you're 
with me," he told his female version replicator who dropped into step eight inches off his right 
shoulder as Sheppard ran ahead, following the mass of tracks in the damp soil toward the 
complex. 

They came to the western entrance just in time to see three Wraith enter. Suddenly 
Ariel darted off to the right, and Sheppard was about to say something rude about the nature 
of machines when he too spotted a group of Wraith coming up from the south. 

He fired a quick burst of P-90 fire into the complex entrance, hoping to wing the Wraith 
disappearing within or at least stall their advance. He did neither and had to quickly make a 
choice…move off to engage the others with Ariel or dive on into the Lion's den, hoping that the 
Wraith didn't get past the replicator and shoot him in the back. 

Sheppard chose to go to Ronon, and sprinted into the tunnel on the tail of the Wraith. 
He jumped over a couple more Wraith corpses within the organic hallway and moved forward 
as quickly as he dared. Up ahead he heard the telltale whine of Ronon's Traveler-built pistol and 
knew he was close. 

Before he knew it he was on the back of the Wraith party and unloaded at point blank 
range, skidding to a halt as he came around a blind corner. Four Wraith stood with their backs 
to him, trying to get a shot off at Ronon who was out of Sheppard's vision. 

Sheppard slung a line of bullets left to right, wounding but not killing all four Wraith. In 
their momentary pain-induced hesitation he permanently damaged three of them while an 
orange blast from Ronon took down the fourth. 

"Charges are set," Ronon said, walking forward. "We need to pull back." 
"There are more Wraith outside," Sheppard said, falling into line behind Ronon as he led 

the way back to the surface. "We found two from your squad down," Sheppard told him. 
"Temman's dead." 

Ronon half stopped. "What? How?" 



"I don't know," Sheppard said. "The rest of my team is standing by with Ella. Ariel took 
off after the Wraith." 

Ronon turned and sprinted for the exit. 
"Damn it," Sheppard said under his breath as he and Reva lost ground to Ronon. 
When they got outside they ran smack into Ariel as the replicator entered the western 

exit. "Where's Ronon?" Sheppard asked. 
"That way," it said, pointing directly away from the complex. 
Sheppard stepped around it and trailed after Ronon. Ariel dropped into step beside him, 

as normal. When they eventually caught up, they found Ronon kneeling over Temman's body. 
"Ares is gone. The Wraith got through from the north," Ronon growled. Sheppard 

glanced down at Ronon's wristband and the small red light that indicated the replicator's status. 
"Find Ares, or what's left of him," Sheppard ordered Ariel. The smaller of the three 

replicators nodded and took off running through the woods. 
"Ten meter perimeter, heads up for more Wraith," he ordered his squad, who quickly 

encircled them in a defensive halo. 
"I found this on one of the Wraith," Ronon said, still looking at Temman. He tossed the 

Wraith pistol toward Sheppard's feet. 
Sheppard picked it up and looked it over. "Not the standard stun pistol," he said, taking 

aim at a nearby tree. He fired once…a single green dart that completely obliterated the trunk 
on impact. 

"Whoa, look out!" he yelled as the small tree toppled over. Ronon didn't move, even as 
it landed some two meters to his left. 

"That's some firepower," Sheppard commented. "Doesn't make sense they'd build these 
to use against humans. It'd ruin their meal." 

"Probably designed to fight the replicators," Ronon said, finally standing up. "They 
fought a war against them twice. We should have known they'd find some way to kill them." 

"Where's Teyla's group?" Sheppard asked. 
"Don't know," Ronon said, his senses alert again. "Last I knew they were fighting the 

Wraith down by the ridge." 
"Better find them and get back to the gate before any more Wraith pop up." 
"I've got point," Ronon said, leading the way. 
"Carry her," Sheppard told his squad. "Leave the body." 
Kelson glanced up in surprise. "Leave him behind?" 
"He's dead," Sheppard said, retrieving Temman's stun rifle. "Our duty is to the living. 

Move out." 

 
Teyla limped back to Atlantis through the gate, supported on one side by Ronon. The 

other two strike team members that had been stunned were also assisted through, while Ariel 
carried back the small glob of nanites that had been Ares, or what was left of him. The still 
functioning nanites clung to her own on command, but would revert to useless dust when she 
released control of them. 

Ronon helped Teyla back to the mission prep room where she stowed her weapons, 
stumbled through a long shower, and slipped into a fresh pair of clothes. Afterwards she 



hobbled on down to the commissary and grabbed a tray of food which she did little more than 
stare at for the better part of an hour. 

"Mind if I join you?" Daniel asked, sitting down across from her with a chess set. 
"That's alright, I was just finishing," Teyla said, not making eye contact. 
"Looks to me like you haven't started," Daniel said casually. 
"I am not as hungry as I thought," Teyla said, still staring at her tray. 
"I heard you took a hit?" Daniel asked. 
"Yes," Teyla said, finally looking at him. "In the leg. It's mostly worn off by now." 
"Look, I know I'm still the new guy around here," Daniel said, almost apologizing, "but 

I've seen the look on your face before…sometimes in the mirror." 
"And?" Teyla said, a little challenge in her voice. 
"I heard we lost a man today," Daniel said, his voice softening. "I know from experience 

how hard that can be." 
"Not nearly as hard as it was on him," Teyla said, standing up. "If you'll excuse me." 
Teyla limped off, tray in hand. Daniel watched her go as Dr. Weir entered and noticed 

Elizabeth's hesitation as she passed Teyla. They exchanged a few quick words then Teyla moved 
on. 

"What was that all about with Teyla? She walked me off when I tried to talk to her" 
Daniel asked, setting up the chess board as Elizabeth joined him. 

"I'm not sure," Elizabeth admitted. "But I know not to press the issue when she's in that 
kind of a mood. If she wants to talk she will. If she doesn't, then she won't." 

"I think it has something to do with their last mission," Daniel offered. "I don't know if 
you heard, but they lost a man." 

"No I hadn't," Elizabeth said, glancing back at the door where Teyla had exited. "That 
may have something to do with her mood, but there's been something nagging her for some 
time now. Knowing her its usually something that she has to work through on her own." 

"If you say so," Daniel said, pulling back. 
Elizabeth smiled. "You'll get your feet here quickly enough. It just takes some time to get 

exposed to the local cultures. After a while I found that I didn't have too much of a problem 
relating to them, especially Teyla, who I know best of all." 

"I'm sure I will," Daniel echoed, turning his attention to the chess board. "What's it now, 
four and two?" 

Elizabeth nodded. "Your move." 
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Sheppard palm-smashed his ring onto Stevenson's tabletop next to his computer display 

screen. "What good are these things if they can't block Wraith stun blasts?!" he asked grumpily. 
Stevenson looked up from the mission memory playback files he had downloaded from 

the replicators. "They're not supposed to," he answered, raising an eyebrow. 
"Then I'll say it again," Sheppard reiterated. "What good are they?" 
Stevenson sighed. "We've had this discussion before. They are designed to prevent a 

one-shot kill or a grenade blast…something lethal. Stunners aren't, so the rings won't waste 
their limited power supply to stop them." 

"Temman died yesterday," Sheppard all but yelled at him. "If we'd had shields that 
stopped stunners he'd probably be alive right now." 

Stevenson stared directly at Sheppard for a long while before answering him. "You 
would have me give you the most advanced weaponry, shields, and other accessories that I 
have available?" 

"That'd be a nice change," Sheppard said sarcastically. 
"Why didn't it work for the Lanteans then?" 
Sheppard shook his head back and forth. "I don't need a history lesson, Stevenson." 
"It didn't work," he continued, not taking his eyes off Sheppard's, "because they 

misused what they had. If I gave you full shields, you and your men would just walk out in front 
of the Wraith and fire with assumed impunity, taking hit after hit until you'd exhausted your 
supply of power…at which point you're back to square one. If you don't learn the basic skills 
and how to effectively use them, the technology will be more of a hindrance than an asset." 

"I don't believe that for a second," Sheppard countered. "With full shields and an army 
of replicators we could do some serious damage to the Wraith." 

Stevenson didn't say anything for a moment, then he spun the display screen around for 
Sheppard to see. "Take a look." 

It took a while for Sheppard to make sense out of what Stevenson cued up for him, but 
when he did his argumentativeness faded and he pulled up a nearby chair…and slumped into it. 

"I'm not holding out on you," Stevenson said slowly. "I'm just making sure that you can 
handle what I give you." 

"We can't tell Teyla about this," Sheppard warned. 
Stevenson starred blankly. "I already sent for her." 
"She's already here," Teyla said from the doorway. "What is it that I'm not supposed to 

know?" 
Sheppard got up from his seat and met her halfway across the room. "Teyla…" 
She held up a hand for him to stop before he even began. "Just tell me." 
"Here," Stevenson offered, pointing to the display screen. 



Teyla sat down and watched the playback from Achilles' data. She saw him respond to 
the Wraith attack on Temman and Ella, the source of his shoulder wound, and the override 
command that she'd initiated…which caused the replicator to abandon Temman to his death. 

"No," Teyla murmured, half falling out of her chair onto the floor. She stood on her 
knees, staring down at her hands and the place on her wrist where she'd initiated the recall 
order. "I killed him." 

"That's ridiculous," Sheppard said, pulling Teyla to her feet. "The Wraith killed him. You 
didn't know what Achilles was doing when you called for him. He exists to back you up. You did 
what you were supposed to do. It was just plain bad luck what happened." 

"No!" Teyla said, shaking him off. "No, it is my fault." 
"Ah," Sheppard groaned, looking to Stevenson. "A little help here?" 
"You want to know why I called Achilles back?" Teyla all but yelled. "It was because we 

were in trouble, and we were in trouble because I froze. If I hadn't, then I wouldn't have 
recalled Achilles and he would have saved Temman. If I had been my normal self, he would still 
be alive," she said quickly, tears beginning to run down her cheeks. 

"And the reason I froze," she said, her voice becoming tortured, "is because at that 
moment all I could think of was what would happen to Torren if I died. What kind of a life he 
would have without a mother. I caused Temman's death," she said before quickly walking out 
of the room. 

"Teyla!" Sheppard yelled after her, but it did no good. She only took off running, and 
John knew that he'd never be able to catch her. 

"A lot of good you were," he barked at Stevenson. 

 
Seven hours later Teyla, emotionally composed, met up with Kanaan in an isolated part 

of the city for a conversation that she was not looking forward to. 
"Teyla, I'm here," he said, walking out onto the patio high above the city in one of the 

outer towers. "What's so important that we couldn't talk in our quarters?" 
"I am not well, Kanaan. And in order to get well I am going to have to hurt you, very 

badly I fear," Teyla said, looking out at the ice cone around the city and not at Kanaan. 
"I don't understand." 
"Do you remember what it was like before we came to Atlantis, before we met the 

people from Earth?" 
"Of course," Kanaan said softly. 
"Do you really?" Teyla asked. "Do you remember the horror of seeing our people culled 

by the Wraith? Do you remember the constant fear we lived in, and how we tried our best to 
ignore it? Do you remember what it was like?" 

Kanaan walked up beside her on the railing. "I don't think I'll ever be rid of those 
memories, Teyla." 

She laughed, without any trace of humor. "Our people seem to be doing their best to 
forget, and I do not blame them. We have escaped the horror that has been the fate of our 
forbearers for untold generations. Our people deserve to be free of the Wraith after all we have 
endured, as do you and Torren." 

"And you," he reminded her. 



She nodded slightly, but it was obvious that she didn't agree. "I am overjoyed that my 
people are finally free of the Wraith, safe here in Atlantis with a living Ancestor to watch over 
them…but I cannot be content here. I don't begrudge this life to any of you…but it is killing me, 
Kanaan." 

"What do you mean," he said, taking her hand. 
"Back when we first met the people from Earth, I was criticized for leaving our people." 
"I don't think anyone holds that against you now," Kanaan said. 
Teyla bristled at that. "Why should they hold it against me at all?" 
"We are your people, Teyla. Not them. Some of us believed you wanted to be one of 

them more than you wanted to be one of us." 
Teyla's jaw dropped, but she quickly realized that she hadn't really expected more from 

him. "I joined with them to protect our people, not abandon them," she said in low tones, 
dropping his hand. "Until Stevenson came here, we were still in danger, whether it be here in 
Atlantis or on a world of our own, and if it wasn't for him and Sheppard defying their own 
people we'd be back where we started and Atlantis would be gone. Doesn't that mean anything 
to you?" 

"We have always been a strong and determined people, Teyla. We would have found a 
way to survive." 

"As Wraith food?" Teyla challenged. "Any and all hope of ever defeating the Wraith was 
about to be torn away from us, and knowing what we had lost would have been twice as hard 
to bear as before." 

"What is the point of all this?" Kanaan asked, a little annoyed with Teyla's tone. "That 
didn't come to pass. We are safe and secure here in Atlantis. We can live our lives as we wish, 
and at some point we may yet have a world of our own again, one where Torren can grow up 
free of the Wraith…and others." 

"I know," Teyla said, starting to tear up again. "But I can't live that life, Kanaan. And the 
more I'm pulled into it the more it is killing me." 

"You look fine to me," Kanaan said, not knowing what else to say. 
Teyla pressed her palm to her chest. "In here," she emphasized. "How can you live so 

blithely knowing that millions of others just like us are still being culled by the Wraith. With a 
slight shift of events, it could be us out there and some other people here in Atlantis. Have you 
not considered our fate if Sheppard and his team had first dialed another planet instead of 
Athos when they first arrived in this galaxy? Do you not see how tenuously lucky we were?" 

"Lucky to have our village and home obliterated by the Wraith in retaliation?" Kanaan 
countered. "Yes, we have been fortunate, but the Earthers have not always been an asset to us. 
Two of my friends were taken that day because of them." 

"I was also taken that day," Teyla reminded him. "My point is, I cannot live in peace here 
knowing that there are others still out there suffering the same fate we did." 

"Why not? You have a son to look out for now. He is your charge, not the galaxy," 
Kanaan said, virtually driving a knife through her heart. Now the tears began to flow 
unrestrained. 

"And that is the problem," Teyla said slowly. "I cannot let them go, not even for Torren. 
He may be my son, but I will not sacrifice others for him, just as I will not sacrifice him for 



others. I will not ignore the fate of the people of this galaxy simply because I gave birth to a 
child." 

"What happens if you are killed fighting for the people of the galaxy?" Kanaan argued. 
"What happens to Torren if he doesn't have a mother to grow up with?" 

"That, is unacceptable," Teyla said. "But abandoning the others is also unacceptable. 
They are the forgotten ones, and I will not let myself forget them as our people have." 

Teyla raised her hand to stop Kanaan before he could speak again. "I do not ask that any 
of you fight unless you choose to. I am not displeased with what has become of my people…but 
you need to understand that I am not like the rest of you. I am a fighter, and it is abhorrent to 
me to just sit here while others suffer and die when I could have prevented it." 

"Now you insult our people, myself included," Kanaan said, clearly taking offense. 
"That is not my intent," she said conciliatorily. 
"It is in your tone." 
Teyla glared at him. "So be it then. Their lives are far more important than your 

feelings." 
Kanaan looked at her as if he was looking at a stranger. "What is wrong with you? This 

isn't like you, Teyla." 
She looked down at the floor. "I haven't been myself for some time. And the only way I 

can become so again is to deal with my conflicting priorities." 
"You're going to give up your missions then?" Kanaan urged more than asked. "That is 

the only path available to you." 
Teyla shook her head, still crying and beginning to sniffle. "No. I cannot let go the 

forgotten ones. I don't have it in me, Kanaan. I have to fight to save them." 
"What you have to do is insure that our son has a mother to raise him," Kanaan said 

pointedly. 
"Torren will grow up with a mother," Teyla said, her chest tightening. "But it will not be 

me." 
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Sheppard was on his way to the commissary to enjoy some more of Stevenson's Ancient 

food cubes and a bottle of Gatorade, which he'd had scanned and replicated from the small 
sample he'd had brought back with him from Earth, when he saw Kanaan walking the opposite 
direction ahead of him. As they came closer he saw the man glaring at him, and when they 
passed each other in the hall Kanaan punched Sheppard in the head. 

The blow caught Sheppard off guard and knocked him sideways into the wall, but he 
managed to stay on his feet and brought his hands up into an unnecessary guard position. 
Kanaan wasn't interesting in delivering more than the single punch and walked on. 

"What the hell was that for?" Sheppard yelled at him. 
Kanaan stopped and half turned around. "That's for taking Teyla away from me," he said 

before turning away and leaving without another word. 
"Ow," Sheppard moaned, holding his head in his hand. Suddenly the thought of food 

made him sick, so he decided to track down Teyla and find out what was going on…before he 
settled up with Kanaan. 

 
After her conversation with Kanaan, Teyla had fled into the remotest part of the city she 

could find. She was angry with herself for letting things get this bad in the first place, but she 
was confident that what she was doing would work out in the long run for all considered. 

Right now though, she certainly didn't feel alright. 
"There you are," Sheppard said, coming up behind her on top of the pylon 3 landing pad 

on the topside of the city. "I searched half of Atlantis before having to use the chair to find 
you." 

"I don't feel like talking, John. Just give me some space for a while." 
"I don't think so," Sheppard said angrily. "Not when your boyfriend punches me in the 

head, claiming that I'm taking you from him somehow." 
Teyla half turned her head, but didn't fully look at Sheppard behind her. She remained 

seated cross-legged on the city surface, looking out at the diminishing ice fields as the 
replicators gradually shaved them back from the city. "He hit you?" 

"Yeah, he did," Sheppard said, walking up and sitting down beside her. "What's going 
on?" 

If Teyla had had any tears left in her she would have started crying again. Her emotions 
were raw and twitchy after several hours of distress. "I had to give up Torren…and Kanaan." 

"Gave up? Why?" 
"I can't fight to rid the galaxy of the Wraith and be a mother at the same time. I should 

have seen this before, but I was hopeful that I could make it work. Recent events have proven 
otherwise." 

"So you choose to give up your son? Are you nuts?" 
Teyla glared at him. "It is not a decision I made lightly." 



"Teyla, your family is more important than anything. That's the last thing you should 
ever give up, and not even then, in my book." 

She starred off at the ice wall ahead of them. "How many lives is my raising Torren 
worth?" 

"Doesn't matter," Sheppard said. "Your family takes priority." 
"How many?" Teyla asked again. 
Sheppard sighed. "I think you're missing the point." 
"No, you're missing mine," Teyla said harshly. "How many lives is a fair trade for me 

raising Torren?" 
"I can't put a number on a kid growing up without a mother, Teyla. How can you even 

ask me that?" 
Teyla shook his head. "Torren will grow up with a mother. Mella, a close friend of mine, 

lost both her husband and her son to the Wraith a year before you arrived in this galaxy. I have 
seen the pain in her eyes whenever someone with a child was present, myself and Torren 
included. She has long lived with a void in her life, and was overwhelmed with gratitude when I 
asked if she would raise Torren in my stead." 

"You gave your kid up to someone else to raise?" Sheppard asked in shock. 
"Mella will raise him well, I have no doubts in that regard. If she should become unable, 

Lenari has vowed to take her place. Torren will grow up with both a mother and a 
father…something that I cannot guarantee him...and most importantly, he will grow up free of 
the Wraith." 

"Teyla, you can't give up your kid!" 
"I already have." 
"Then undo it." 
Teyla's jaw started to clench. "I will not abandon the rest of the galaxy in order to raise 

Torren." 
"We're talking about your own flesh and blood," Sheppard countered, "not some 

strangers that you've never met." 
"Does my not having met them make their lives any less valuable?" 
"Oh, don't give me that. This is your family we're talking about. Besides, you're just 

upset about what happened to Temman. It wasn't your fault in the first place…and even if it 
had been, things like that happen occasionally. You can't let yourself dwell on it." 

"You can't let yourself ignore it either," Teyla countered. "How many people have to die 
for Torren's sake?" 

"Stop asking questions like that," Sheppard said, standing up in frustration. "You know 
you have another choice," he said, turning back to her. 

"And what choice would that be?" 
"Let others fight the Wraith in your place and stay here and raise your son." 
Teyla looked back over her shoulder at him incredulously. "It was you that wanted me to 

come back to active duty in the first place!" 
"Not at the expense of your son," Sheppard pleaded. "Yes, I want you out there kicking 

Wraith butt alongside me. But if it comes down to a choice between that and your son…that's 
really a no brainer." 



Teyla shook her head, looking away again. "I can't give up on the rest of the galaxy. I 
never should've expected you to understand, you've never lived under the heel of the Wraith, 
but for some reason I thought you of all people might." 

"What's that supposed to mean?" Sheppard said, losing interest in the conversation. 
"The other ones out there could very well be me and Torren and Kanaan and all of my 

people. They were us for most of our lives. The only difference between us is you and your 
people. I can't write them off, abandon them to their fate, simply because we escaped ours." 

"All good and true," Sheppard said stiffly, "but in the end it comes down to this…you 
look after your own first, others second, and right now you have a baby to take care of. If that 
means you can't go on missions, then so be it. You have a responsibility to acquit." 

"And what of my responsibility to the forgotten ones in the galaxy, then ones being fed 
upon this very moment and in the moments to come?" 

"The rest of us will take care of that, you have more important matters to deal with." 
"I don't like to think these thoughts. It burns me to say it, and I hate you for making me 

say it, but my child is only one life. How can he be more important than a thousand others, 
especially since he isn't at risk from the Wraith?" 

"That's cold, Teyla." 
"But it's true." 
Sheppard walked two steps away then turned back. "I'll make this simple. You either go 

back and raise your son like you should be…or you're off the mission roster permanently." 
Teyla ground her teeth together angrily. "This is not a time for jokes, Sheppard." 
"Oh, I'm not joking. I couldn't be more serious." 
Teyla shot to her feet and spun around to face him. "Don't…you…dare." 
"It's done," Sheppard said defiantly. "If you can't make the right decision on your own, 

then I'm going to make it for you. Your days of fighting the Wraith are over." 
That's when the blow came, so fast and accurate that Sheppard didn't realize what was 

happening. Teyla knocked him backwards onto his ass, then kicked him in the gut as she ran 
over him and off across the deck toward the doorway into the city. 

Sheppard coughed roughly, and sat up massaging his ribs. "That went over better than I 
expected." 

 
Over the next two days virtually everyone Teyla knew tried to talk her out of her 

decision, which further left her feeling isolated and betrayed. Elizabeth tried to 
compassionately steer her back to what she believed to be the right course, espousing 
sympathy while she subtly attempted to manipulate her thinking, but like with everyone else, 
when it didn't work she grew irate and began to apply whatever leverage she believed she had 
over Teyla to get her to change her mind. 

Ronon, at least, she had hoped would understand. He had lived beneath the oppression 
of the Wraith too, and had suffered more at their hands than she or anyone else she had ever 
known. So it was even more insufferable when he told her in his simple, quiet voice that she 
was making the wrong choice. He told her that she would regret it later in her life and let the 
conversation end at that. She had almost wished he'd started yelling and throwing punches. His 
simple dismissal of her motives hurt her the worst of all. Could she really doing the right thing 
with everyone so vehemently opposed to her choice? 



She knew in her gut that she had made the only viable choice, but she was having an 
increasingly hard time living with it, and everyone's constant hostility made her situation even 
more unbearable. Instead of having to suffer their continual disapproval on a hour to hour 
basis, Teyla collected her belongings and moved into quarters in an unoccupied section of the 
city…where she trained alone, trying to regain her center. 

Two days after having her confrontation with Sheppard she was going through a series 
of flexibility drills with a meditative aspect meant to calm her emotions and center her 
thoughts. Though outwardly successful, inside Teyla was filled with conflict and doubt that no 
one else could see…save for one. 

"Hello, Teyla," Stevenson said from the open doorway. Somehow he'd snuck up on her 
without her knowing. Either it was a skill of the Ancestors or her emotional instability was 
affecting her senses. 

"I wish to be left alone," she said brusquely, continuing her drills. 
Stevenson smiled and walked over to her, feeling her ire rise as he did so. He stooped 

down next to her and, ready to telekinetically restrain her if she tried to hit him, softly kissed 
her on the forehead. "I'm proud of you." 
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"You are?" Teyla asked, caught completely off guard. "Everyone else in the city thinks 

I've lost my mind. Why are you any different?" 
"Because I am different," Stevenson said, sitting down cattycorner to Teyla on the dark 

lavender mat. "I'm Alterra." 
"And that means what?" 
"We don't raise our own children, not like Humans do." 
"No?" Teyla asked, surprised. "How then are they raised?" 
"Children of similar age are brought together at or near birth and form a maturia, 

usually numbering around 100. They become your brothers and sisters, though to a slightly 
lesser extent all Alterra are looked upon as family. Each maturia has 20 or so handlers at any 
given time that oversee and teach the children as they mature." 

"You have 20 parents and 100 brothers and sisters?" Teyla asked, wide eyed. 
Stevenson shook his head. "No, Alterrans have no father or mother concept. Each of the 

handlers is assigned a developmental stage, and spends four or five hours a day with a maturia 
at that stage. When the maturia reaches a certain level, the handler reverts back to a younger 
maturia and oversees their development. Each child will go through more than 100 handlers 
while in the maturia, with none lasting more than a few years." 

"A relay system," Teyla wondered aloud, "with one parent passing the children off to 
another." 

"Not parents," Stevenson corrected her. "The handlers are more like older brothers and 
sisters. Once we reach maturity we're all on the same level." 

Teyla frowned. "The elders aren't given precedence within your society?" 
Stevenson smiled. "When you live as long as we do, what year you were born has little 

consequence. It's your skills, abilities, and wisdom that matter." 
Teyla raised an eyebrow. "How long do you live?" 
"If we're not killed and we don't grow stagnant, then we have an unlimited lifespan." 
"You don't grow old?" Teyla asked in awe. 
"Only if you succumb to stagnation," Stevenson clarified. "What you call 'growing old' is 

a myth. The years you have lived don't cause the degradation, not even in Humans...nor Wraith 
for that matter." 

"I don't understand," Teyla admitted honestly. 
"You have within you many autonomic systems that regulate your body and your mind 

without conscious thought. These systems include your ability to heal. So long as the damage 
doesn't surpass your healing ability you won't 'grow old.' Alterran physiology is considerably 
more advanced, and our autonomic systems are far more robust than yours. It doesn't take 
much conscious effort to maintain our, for lack of a better word…youth. That said, some Alterra 
have chosen a stagnant lifestyle that their autonomic systems couldn't fully cancel out, but 
even then most usually lived over a thousand years." 



"I cannot imagine living for so long," Teyla said, dumbfounded. "Our lives are so short, 
and made even more so by the Wraith, that we have focused on making the most out of the 
few years that we have. Dying of old age is seen as a victory to my people." 

"A victory in escaping the Wraith perhaps," Stevenson said, shaking his head, "but it is 
not natural. It is a failure of your regenerative systems to cancel the damage accrued." 

Teyla tilted her head at an angle as her breath caught in her throat. "Are you saying that 
Humans don't have to grow old?" 

"Technically no," Stevenson admitted, "but the odds are stacked against you." 
"How so?" 
"During the maturation cycle your autonomic systems control most of your 

development, limiting you somewhat. When you are fully grown, the autonomic systems 
release certain elements to your conscious control, which is why adults are physically and 
mentally more capable than children. However, if that extra conscious control is not used, or is 
misused, degradation can occur that will exceed what your autonomic regenerative ability is 
capable of countering. If it can't account for all of the damage, but can handle most of it, you 
will see a gradual, even subtle deterioration occurring over many years or decades. This is what 
Humans refer to as growing old." 

"How then can we avoid it?" Teyla asked. 
Stevenson shook his head again. "There is nothing to 'avoid,' it is a matter of limiting 

damage and upgrading your autonomic abilities through training. That is why some people 
seem to 'age' faster than others. If one can get their regenerative ability equal to or above the 
continual attrition, then their lifespan will be unlimited." 

"That sounds too simple." 
"Far from it," Stevenson warned. "Life is not constant, and many adjustments have to be 

made, both internally and externally. Even with our advanced regenerative abilities not all 
Alterra live forever." 

"Because with stagnation there is no training," Teyla began to catch on, "and with no 
training, one's autonomic systems aren't strengthened." 

"And one is more vulnerable to environmental attrition…not to mention internal 
inefficiency, much like you're suffering from now." 

"I am?" Teyla asked. 
"The body and the mind are one…they cannot function independent of each other. 

What affects the body affects the mind, and what affects the mind affects the body. The 
internal conflict that you are feeling is creating a negative affect on your body. It is lowering 
your efficiency, which lowers your regenerative ability. A lower regenerative ability allows more 
damage to stack up…which further lowers your efficiency." 

"And the cycle builds," Teyla said quietly. "Can such damage be undone?" 
Stevenson nodded. "If you are able to increase your healing rate above your damage 

rate, then recovery is possible, but it rarely happens." 
"Why is it rare?" Teyla asked, beginning to think through various possibilities. "It should 

simply be a matter of training, should it not?" 
"Perhaps," Stevenson offered, "but usually the source of the damage isn't 

addressed…and at some point people simply give up trying to fight it, which hastens their 
degradation." 



"And what of my source?" 
"Sources," Stevenson corrected her, "usually more than you know exist. The big one 

right now is finding your center, which you're unable to do because of a conflicting loyalty." 
"Between my son and the people at risk from the Wraith," Teyla said quietly. 
"No," Stevenson disagreed, "between your misguided loyalty to your son and your 

loyalty to yourself. You have been compromising yourself on his behalf…which only hastens 
your degradation. We learned early on that those who train the children cannot become 
engrossed in the task, else they lose their sense of self and live vicariously through their charges 
rather than their own lives. This creates an incredible amount of internal conflict which must 
either be challenged or surrendered. When it is surrendered, stagnation ensues." 

"So," Teyla said, trying to wrap her head around the concept, "my people…John, 
Elizabeth, Ronon, even Daniel…they were trying to force me into a situation where I would lose 
myself and stagnate?" 

"They probably don't realize it…but yes." 
Teyla thought about that for a minute, becoming slightly nauseous. To think what she 

had almost allowed herself to me pushed into… 
"Which is why I am proud of you," Stevenson explained. "You challenged your instincts 

through logic and reason, allowing yourself to see the situation for what is was. You made a 
very hard choice, but it was the correct one." 

"What do you mean, 'challenged my instincts?'" 
Stevenson sighed, trying to figure out a way to explain the basics. "Lesser species have 

strong instincts that guide their actions. The most basic is preservation of self. It is the inner 
drive to save yourself no matter the cost to others. Humans, in general, maintain this instinct, 
but it is less intense than in more primitive species." 

"Another instinct, more prevalent in modern Humans," Stevenson continued, "is to 
favor the family unit above all else. This instinct is the root of your internal conflict, and I image 
is the source of the animosity you have been receiving. Your actions have conflicted with the 
others' instinctual rules and they feel threatened by it. They aren't thinking logically, they are 
acting instinctually. You, however, are not." 

"You have been able to see past your maternal instincts enough to realize that they 
were at fault. You did not erase those instincts, they are still screaming inside of you that what 
you are doing is wrong, but logically you know the opposite is true." 

Teyla held her head in her head. "How then can I deal with them and clear my head?" 
"The key is to first be able to break through their hold on you, which you have done. The 

second part is being able to see the truth for what it is. The more you understand what's going 
on within yourself the easier it will be for you to deal with it." 

"Wait," Teyla said as another thought occurred to her. "You said the body and mind 
were one, which would explain the physical pains I've had in connection with giving up 
Torren…but what of Dr. Weir. Wasn't her mind separated from her body?" 

"Yes, and no," Stevenson said vaguely. "Her mind couldn't function outside of her body, 
and was in a state of…say, stasis when the transfer occurred, then her mind reformed to her 
new body when…implanted." 

"How then did her mind function as a replicator?" 



"It was, ah, this is hard to explain in your language. Your vocabulary is lacking. Let's just 
say her nanite cells acted as her body, and as such had an affect on her mind, making her more 
replicator than just having a replicator body." 

"She became one of them in spirit?" 
"Partially," Stevenson explained. "Part of her retained her former identity, another part 

conformed to her new body. She was both, yet neither." 
"For example," Stevenson said, seeing the look of confusion on Teyla's face, "if you and I 

switched bodies, after a year or so your body wouldn't look exactly the same because it would 
reform to my…core…and this body would conform to your core." 

"Core being your essence?" Teyla asked. 
"Yes," Stevenson said, looking as though that wasn't fully correct. "The body takes on 

characteristics of the mind, or core in this case. What I did was transfer Dr. Weir's core from 
one body to another. Her replicator mind didn't transfer because it's hardware. Her core was 
implanted into her cloned body, which with it came her cloned mind…think of it as a 
computer…and her core is the person operating the computer." 

Teyla sat silent for a moment, soaking in what he had said. "You can make a copy of the 
mind, but not the core?" 

Stevenson smiled. "Yes. Quite right." 
"How then are clones made?" 
"Clones are a copy of body and mind, but one cannot create a core. The cloned body I 

made for Dr. Weir was nothing more than biological hardware. Other clones are made in a 
different way. They are 'grown' from…let's just say they pirate the natural development of life 
in order to create multiple persons of the same form, yet each of their cores is unique." 

"Well, what makes someone's core?" Teyla asked. 
"That…is still one of the mysteries of the universe," Stevenson said. 
Teyla frowned. "If you don't know, how could you transfer Dr. Weir's?" 
"I didn't say we knew nothing of the essence of lifeforms," Stevenson corrected her. 

"We know a great deal, but we do not have the ability to create new ones. How a core is 
formed is still beyond our knowledge. After its formed we know a great deal, but how and why 
the core is what it is…has eluded us for a long time." 

"That's also why we raise our children in maturia," Stevenson continued. "We have 
learned that the formation of a core is in no way tied to the parent lifeforms. The body and 
mind may be derivatives of the parental genetic code, but the core is not." 

"Meaning what?" 
"Meaning that Torren isn't going to be anything like you on the inside," Stevenson 

explained. "His body and mind may be similar to yours, but the person he is will not be linked to 
you. In essence the type of core an offspring has is a random function. We have not been able 
to find any correlation." 

"You're saying that Torren, on the inside, isn't my child?" 
"His core isn't. At least, no more than any other child. His body and mind are linked to 

you in common form." 
"So my attachment to him is…" 
"Instinctual…a superimposed emotion," Stevenson clarified. "There are no preset bonds. 

You form those during your life." 



Teyla knelt with her elbows on her knees and cradled her head in both hands. 
"I'm sorry," Stevenson apologized. "I'm probably talking over your head." 
"There's no doubt of that," Teyla said sarcastically, "but some of what you said made 

sense. Thank you." 
"Actually, that's not the reason I came here." 
Teyla looked up between her fingers. "No?" 
"You have spoken of your conviction to fight the Wraith. How serious about that are 

you?" 
She looked at him incredulously. "I gave up my son so that I could fight the Wraith." 
Stevenson shook his head again. "You gave up your son because you were being forced 

down a path you didn't want to travel. Your desire to save others from the Wraith is what 
helped you overcome your maternal instinct. Very little of that was really about Torren. So long 
as he is well cared for, this is an internal conflict that has to do with you and only you. Don't let 
yourself be deluded otherwise." 

"Without Torren…I don't intend to stop until the galaxy is free of the Wraith. Every last 
one of them." 

Stevenson smiled again. "That's what I sensed in you. The desire to help others you 
know nothing about is another instinctual drive, yet one that is beyond most Humans. I have 
that instinct as an Alterran by default. You do not. Therefore I can only assume that yours 
doesn't come from your body and mind…it comes from your core, and that is very rare." 

"Meaning?" Teyla asked, though she thought he was giving her a compliment. 
"As I said before, cores are random, so even the caliber of Alterra isn't assured. Our 

instincts and biology have a strong influence over our cores, but those abilities don't make our 
cores superior to those of lesser species. Our skills, knowledge, and power are superior, but the 
essence of who and what we each are isn't determined by our race. There were many Alterrans 
less of a person than you, Teyla. Though your body and mind doesn't match ours, you are not 
inferior to us...and are in fact superior to some." 

"Thank you," Teyla said, genuinely flattered. "I think I understand what you mean." 
"Not quite," Stevenson said a bit more rigidly. "You have proven yourself worthy, Teyla. 

If you wish it…I can make you Alterra." 
"What!?" Teyla asked, wondering if she'd heard him right. 
Stevenson nodded. "I have been given the power to transform lesser species into 

Alterra. It is not something I do lightly, but as I said, you have proven your worth." 
"I…would become one of the Ancestors?" Teyla asked in a whisper of a voice. 
"Not Lanean, Teyla…Alterra. The Laneans that you know of as your Ancestors are not 

our kin. They were less advanced than the Alterra, yet they were more advanced than 
Humans." 

"I…I don't know what to say," Teyla said, her voice catching in her throat. "What about 
Sheppard and the others?" 

Stevenson frowned. "Sheppard is annoying. Elizabeth is bordering on stagnation. 
Ronon…well let's just say Ronon's case has been complicated by his time as a runner. As of 
now, none of them are fit to become Alterra." 

"Then I am the first?" 
"Second," Stevenson clarified. "A wise Jaffa who I hold in great esteem was the first." 



"Jaffa?" Teyla said, thinking. "I think Sheppard told me about them. They are from his 
home galaxy, yes?" 

"Yes, Avalona. His transformation is nearing the end, so as of now, there are two of us. 
You would make three." 

"What would become of me if I did?" Teyla asked. 
"Whatever you wished," Stevenson said before starring her directly in the eyes. "But 

what I had in mind was grooming you into a super-warrior that I would send on solo missions 
against the Wraith. Would that be to your liking?" 

"I would have your abilities then?" Teyla asked, her eyes gleaming with possibilities. 
"Most of them," Stevenson said reservedly. "Some of mine are unique to me, such as 

being able to transform others in to Alterra. However, you will have all the powers that a 
normal Alterran would have, for you will become fully Alterran. Your Human genome will be 
completely replaced…including your Wraith genes." 

Teyla's eyes widened even further. "The Wraith in me will be stripped away?" 
"Yes, and the transformation will be permanent. You won't have any Human or Wraith 

aspects to revert back into." 
Teyla laughed in spite of herself. "I had given up all hope of ever completely separating 

myself from the Wraith. When I learned of the Wraith genes I possessed a few years ago, I 
consoled myself with the fact that I could use the abilities they granted me and turn them back 
against the Wraith…but I have never liked having them. You said they would be completely 
gone, forever?" 

Stevenson nodded. 
"How will this transformation take place?" 
"I will trigger a slower version of my own transformation. It will take around a year to 

run to completion. You will not have the knowledge download that I have been given, but your 
body and mind will gradually alter until you are fully Alterra." 

"How will you cause the transformation?" 
Stevenson pulled himself over in front of Teyla and stood on his knees. "All I need is a 

few minutes with you. The most pain you will feel is a headache afterwards. Just do as I do." 
"Very well," Teyla said, standing on her knees opposite Stevenson. 
He grabbed her hands in his, spread apart on either side of them. "One last thing. If you 

wish it, I can make you sterile." 
Teyla thought about that. "I would be physically unable to have any more children?" 
"Yes. If that's what you want. I only offer it as an option." 
Inside Teyla fought a battle of wills, but in the end came to the conclusion that if she 

was to fight the Wraith with every fiber of her being it would be best to rule out the possibility 
of any distractions from that purpose. 

"Please do," she said, trying to steady her conflicting emotions. 
"All I need you to do is hold still," Stevenson said, tipping his forehead against Teyla's. 

She leaned into the familiar Athosian stance, wondering if this was normal or an adjustment 
Stevenson had made for her. When their heads met she felt an electric tingle along with a slight 
adhesive pull, keeping their heads lightly joined together. She settled herself into that pose and 
resigned herself to wait as long as was necessary. 

 



Twenty two minutes later Stevenson broke their connection and told Teyla that it was 
finished. He also told her to pack for a several day hike through the forest and meet him in the 
gateroom when she was ready. 

Fighting off a persistent headache, Teyla began to gather what she needed from her 
quarters while Stevenson left her to herself. She felt tingly all over, with an excited anticipation 
that nearly overrode her former emotional distress…the headache helped with that too. 

After grabbing the few items that she needed from her quarters, Teyla stopped by the 
mission prep room, grabbing what gear and supplies she would need. She didn't know what 
Stevenson had planned, but she'd lived enough of her life in the forest to know how to prepare 
for a hike. 

When she got to the gateroom Stevenson was standing in front of the already active 
gate. "Where are we going?" she asked. 

"I'm staying here," he told her, "but you need to get away from Atlantis for a while and 
clear your head. On the other side you will find an obelisk about 80 meters from the gate. From 
there travel east until you come to a river. Follow it south until it crosses a large ridge. Cross the 
river and follow the ridge further east. Eventually you will come to a large lake." 

"There are three islands. Your destination in on one of those islands. It is a secluded 
outpost that I visit on occasion to train in private. You will have adequate supplies to last you as 
long as you need. Take the time and find your center again…and take as much time as you 
need. You will do far more damage to the Wraith once you're whole than you will going after 
them while still incomplete." 

Teyla flexed her left hand experimentally, then closed her eyes and let out a slow 
breath. "You're right. I do need to get away. I don't know how to begin to thank you." 

"By proving that my assessment of your value is correct," Stevenson said simply. "I'll 
make sure the Athosians have everything they need, whether they be here in Atlantis or on a 
world of their own." 

"If they do choose to move offworld, I'll make sure their new settlement has an 
adequate defense system against the Wraith. Torren will have everything that he needs to grow 
up safe and sound…and you will no longer need to concern yourself with his welfare. Make the 
break with him now, and fully so. When he grows up you can explain your reasons. For now, 
Teyla needs to concern herself with her own life…not Torren's, which will now take a radically 
different path from hers." 

"I hear the wisdom in your words…but I fear it will be some time before I can feel them 
in my heart," she said knowingly. 

"Time you have…" Stevenson said, motioning her forward. She stepped through the gate 
and began the journey to rediscover herself. 

"Use it wisely, sister," Stevenson said, looking into the event horizon. 
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Teal'c spun his staff around, letting it extend through his hands until he caught the end, 

attempting to surprise his opponent with the additional reach, but it turned out to be a 
mistake. Bra'tac sensed what he was about to do and stepped forward, catching the whirlwind 
blow at its base and not allowing the velocity to accelerate into a nasty hit. Already inside 
Teal'c's radius, he brought the butt end of his staff up and punched it into the Jaffa's sternum. 

Teal'c fell to the ground, looking up at Bra'tac as he slowly shook his head in 
disapproval. "You have become predictable, my friend. You must conceal your intent before you 
act." 

Teal'c spit out a bit of dust and climbed to his feet. "I cannot land a blow on you without 
you knowing from where it will come," he complained. "It is as if you are reading my mind." 

Bra'tac stood passive. "There may be more truth in your words than you know…" he said 
absent mindedly. "However, that is no excuse. You must tailor your moves so that even if your 
opponent knows they are coming, they cannot completely counter them. This, I taught you long 
ago…have you now forgotten?" 

"I have not," Teal'c said assuredly, "but either you have gotten stronger or I have gotten 
weaker." 

"Perhaps you should spend less time in council chambers and more time in training and 
meditation?" 

"Perhaps you are right," Teal'c admitted, "but that is not all of it. You have changed. I 
wish to know how." 

Bra'tac's face blanked, then a smile began to creep onto his less wrinkled face. 
"Convenient. It seems you will have your answer shortly. Another student of mine approaches. 
He has the answer you seek." 

Teal'c glanced around, but saw no one. He silenced his body and extended his hearing, 
yet he still could not detect anyone's approach. "I see no one." 

"He has just come through the gate," Bra'tac told him. 
"The gate is far from here. How could you possibly know?" 
Bra'tac smiled. "In good time, my friend. Let us get another session in before he arrives." 
"As you wish," Teal'c said, then cracked a smile. "I will endeavor to be less predictable 

this time." 
"So I hope," Bra'tac said, making the first strike. 

 



About ten minutes later Stevenson emerged on the trail from the stargate into the 
clearing where Bra'tac held many of his training sessions. "The day is well," he said, offering 
Bra'tac a traditional Alterran greeting. 

"Your arrival is unexpected," Bra'tac answered, also in Ancient. A few weeks earlier 
Stevenson had brought him to Atlantis briefly to give him a neural download of the language 
and some basic operating manuals for Alterran technology. "But fortuitous." 

Bra'tac turned and gestured toward Teal'c. "My friend here was just asking me," he said, 
switching to Goa'uld, "what has changed so that I am now able to defeat him on a whim." 

Teal'c groaned slightly, taking mild offense to 'on a whim,' but he said nothing. 
Stevenson smiled, also switching to Goa'uld. "Hello, Teal'c. It has been a while." 
Teal'c looked him over closely. "Have we met before?" 
Stevenson glanced down at the ground briefly in embarrassment. "Forgive me, I 

shouldn't have expected you to remember. We ran into each other a few times in the SGC…and 
there was no one on the base that didn't know of Teal'c." 

The former first prime of Apophis stared at Stevenson for several seconds. "I have no 
recollection of you." 

Stevenson tilted his head slightly. "No reason you should have. You were gone before the 
fireworks with the I.O.A. started." 

Teal'c's eyes suddenly widened in recognition. "You are the one the Tau'ri are looking 
for?" 

"Yes," Stevenson asked, curious. "What have they told you about me?" 
"That you are wanted for disobeying orders," Teal'c repeated unemotionally, "and that if 

any Jaffa should cross paths with you, the Tauri will compensate them for your capture and 
unharmed return." 

Stevenson frowned. "They put a price on my head?" 
Teal'c nodded. "Indeed, and a far greater one at that than they placed on your 

accomplice." 
"Sheppard too?" Stevenson asked. He knew the I.O.A. were scumbags, but he hadn't 

expected this. 
"I too have heard of this," Bra'tac offered. "I would have informed you earlier, but I was 

under the mistaken impression that you already knew." 
Stevenson shook his head. "Did they say anything else about me?" 
"Nothing," Teal'c answered. "Though it seems they want you alive, whereas with 

Sheppard they are indifferent to his fate." 
Stevenson's hand clenched into a fist. "Let them try." 
"The sum is substantial enough that many amongst the Jaffa will attempt your capture," 

Teal'c said. "Perhaps a less conspicuous attire would be appropriate," he said, referring to the 
bright white clothing that Stevenson was wearing in addition to the ornate jewelry that covered 
most of his arms from elbow to fingertips. 

"That will not be necessary here," Bra'tac said. "Though on other worlds you may wish to 
take Teal'c's advice. Powerful as you are, you can still be taken unawares." 

Teal'c raised an eyebrow at the word 'powerful' and reassessed Stevenson with a single 
look. Bra'tac caught his glance. "Perhaps the two of you should spar," he suggested. "I believe 



Teal'c would like a demonstration of your abilities," he said, raising a questioning eyebrow 
towards Teal'c. 

"Indeed I would," Teal'c said as Bra'tac passed his staff to Stevenson. As he did, he 
communicated something to him telepathically that he didn't wish Teal'c to know about. 

Stevenson smiled briefly, but hid it before Teal'c could see. He set himself opposite the 
Jaffa and waited for him to strike. 

Teal'c offered his opponent the option of striking first, but when Stevenson didn't take it 
he elected to charge forward and made three quick thrusts with his wooden staff before 
inexplicably losing his balance and falling on his face. 

Only his face never hit the ground, nor did his body. Teal'c found himself suspended in 
mid air, body parallel to the ground, and Bra'tac laughing loudly from the side. 

Stevenson rotated Teal'c up so that he could look them in the face, then slowly lowered 
him to the ground. 

"Forgive me, my friend, but I couldn't squander such an opportunity," Bra'tac said, 
thoroughly amused. "Stevenson here has become one of the Ancients…as have I." 

Teal'c's eyes widened even further. "How is this possible?" 
"The repository of knowledge," Stevenson explained, "that SG-1 discovered was not the 

only one. I found another and survived the transformation. That is why the I.O.A. wants me 
captured alive." 

"They want the Ancient knowledge in your mind," Teal'c said, catching on quickly. 
Stevenson nodded. "What they don't know, among many things, is that I've been given 

the ability to transform others into Alterra. Bra'tac was the first. He does not have the library of 
knowledge as I do, but his mind and body are now fully Alterran." 

Bra'tac smiled widely at Teal'c. 
"You deceitful old man," he chastised him. "You let me believe my own skills were 

lacking," Teal'c said, half sarcastically. 
"You needed the motivation," Bra'tac said, losing some of his mirth. "As do many Jaffa 

these days." 
"Never the less you should have told me," Teal'c said, turning back to Stevenson. "How 

do you know each other?" 
"We are partners in something of a joint venture," Bra'tac explained. 
Stevenson interrupted. "It is that 'joint venture' that I have come to discuss with you. I 

have something more ambitious in mind than we previously agreed upon." 
"Really?" Bra'tac inquired passively. "Does it have something to do with the box you 

brought with you?" 
"Indeed," Stevenson said, telekinetically lifting the box off the ground and into the 

sparring ring where they now stood. He opened the canister and pulled out a foot-long, slightly 
wriggling white worm and held it up for both Bra'tac and Teal'c to see. 

 
"General Carter, we have our first lead," Colonel Caldwell reported via subspace 

communication to the Odyssey. 
"What have you got?" Carter asked from the battlecruiser's command chair. 
"It seems some of the locals on Felonis were recruited by representatives of Atlantis 

four months ago. No one seems to know where the volunteers went, but the remaining 



villagers are getting a bit nervous due to the fact that none of their people have returned home 
yet." 

"Did they say what they were recruited for?" Carter asked. 
"That they did…they said they were training an army to fight the Wraith." 
"What!" Carter half whispered. 
"I know," Caldwell said, mirroring her thoughts. "Sounds rather ambitious, even for 

Sheppard." 
"What is he thinking," Carter asked. "Does he really expect to turn farmers and 

millworkers into an effective fighting force? And now that they've broken off from Earth they 
don't even have any ships at their disposal. Everything they do will have to be through the 
gate." 

"It seems the locals weren't convinced until the representatives demonstrated some 
sort of advanced weaponry and defense shields. After that they picked up a few dozen 
volunteers." 

"Shields…really?" Carter said, reassessing the situation. "Must be Stevenson's doing. 
With his knowledge of Ancient technology thrown into the equation it could give them some 
advantages over the Wraith, but I still don't like their chances. Were your people able to remain 
under cover?" 

Caldwell nodded. "They were. The locals' speculation about what happened to the 
people who left was at the top of their gossip list. My team got most of their intel without 
having to say a word." 

Carter nodded. "Good work. Now we at least have a breadcrumb to follow. Rig up some 
type of surveillance system so we can monitor the planet's gate. If any of the volunteers come 
back for a visit, I'd like to get a gate address." 

"Way ahead of you, General," Caldwell told Carter. "It's already set up. How are the 
Odyssey's modifications coming?" 

"Slow," Carter said. "We've got the weapon half built, but in order to properly test it 
we're going to have to use your ship as a guinea pig." She saw Caldwell's expression sour. 
"Sorry." 

"I don't suppose 50 bucks would convince you to pick on the Apollo instead?" Caldwell 
jokingly asked. 

Carter laughed gently. "I'm afraid not, Colonel. The Daedalus is the closest to us at 
present." 

"Not to sound like I'm dodging," Caldwell said, turning serious, "but are our shields 
anything even remotely like Atlantis's?" 

Carter nodded regretfully. "We've considered that angle, and though the shield 
construction is different, we still need to test a few aspects of the weapon on an active 
shield…and we can't very well shoot at ourselves." 

"Could always put it on one of your 302's," he offered. 
"Thought of that," Carter said, slightly amused at his squirming. "Too big to fit." 
Caldwell blew out a defeated breath. "How soon is this test going to occur?" 
"The Odyssey will come to you when we're ready. Keep to your mission list until then." 
"Will do, General. Any last orders?" 



"Nope. Just keep up the good work. The more breadcrumbs we get the faster we'll be 
able to track them down." 

Caldwell nodded. "Daedalus out." 
Carter leaned back in her command chair and glanced up at the ceiling. "What are you 

up to, Sheppard?" 
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"If I did not know better," Bra'tac said, staring at the contents of the box, "I would say 

that you held a Goa'uld symbiot." 
"Indeed," Teal'c echoed. 
Stevenson glanced at Bra'tac and they exchanged a long look. 
"You make speak freely," he said, giving his blessing. "I trust no other more tha, Teal'c." 
Stevenson nodded. "Symbiot yes, but it is not Goa'uld. It is a creation of my own…and it 

is completely technological." 
Bra'tac looked at the moving symbiot and raised his eyebrows. "It does not live?" 
"No," Stevenson explained. "I recently had the opportunity to study Tok'ra physiology in 

great detail. From the data I gathered I was able to create this replacement for the Goa'uld 
symbiots…and your more recent Tretonin." 

"For what purpose have you done this?" Teal'c asked. 
"Since they left the Goa'uld," Stevenson said, "the Jaffa have lost their purpose. I intend 

to give them a new one, as we had discussed before," he said, nodding towards Bra'tac. "What I 
now propose is to offer all Jaffa a choice…retain your newfound democracy within the Jaffa 
Nation, or enter into a new covenant and serve the Alterra as guardians of this galaxy, with this 
symbiot as reward for faithful service." 

Bra'tac extended his hand toward the symbiot and Stevenson gave it to him for 
inspection. It was not slimy, yet slippery. Completely white save for a small red ring around the 
center. It had no eyes, fins, or any surface features. It was completely sealed to the outside 
environment and moved slightly within his hand. 

"And you say this will function the same as a regular symbiot?" he asked. 
"Better, my friend. It will give the Jaffa the same immunity to disease, yet it will extend 

their lifespan considerably. It grows as a Goa'uld symbiot would. What you now hold in your 
hand is the mature version, but unlike the original, this symbiot can still be used when mature. 
All you will ever need is one…you will never have to seek a replacement unless the symbiot 
should become damaged." 

"If it is technology as you say," Teal'c asked, looking none too happy, "then how can it 
grow?" 

"The same way the Goa'uld did," Stevenson answered. "It siphons nutrients from the 
Jaffa that carries it and uses them to fuel and add to itself." 

Bra'tac shook his head in wonder. "I have never seen the like. This will go far towards 
our efforts to unify the Jaffa." 

Teal'c looked at him as if he had spoken the words of treason, but was preempted from 
speaking by Stevenson's revealing words. 

"That is not the end of it, Bra'tac. I wish to reestablish some of the old ways." 
"Yes?" Bra'tac asked, thoughtful. 
"I wish to reestablish the System Lords and their command hierarchy." 



Both Teal'c and Bra'tac were silent. 
"You would have us serve the Goa'uld again?" Teal'c finally said. 
Stevenson shook his head. "No. The System Lords would be Alterra, and the symbiots 

would be to free the Jaffa from both the Goa'uld and the creators of the drug that now sustains 
you…permanently." 

"You speak of the Tauri?" Teal'c said, again with misgivings. "You are one of them…why 
do you imply that they now hold us in bondage?" 

"Until the Jaffa are able to produce the drug themselves, that is exactly the position you 
are in," Stevenson said, locking eyes with Teal'c. "Do the Jaffa now have the ability to recreate 
the drug?" 

When Teal'c was silent Bra'tac spoke. "No, we do not. We rely entirely on the Tauri and 
the Tok'ra for its production." 

"As I thought," Stevenson continued. "Speak, Teal'c. I sense I have angered you." 
"As it should be for all Jaffa," he said, glancing at Bra'tac. "While many revere the 

Ancients, and have for generations, we will not give up our hard fought for freedom so lightly. 
And despite the changes made to both of you, you are still Human," he turned to Bra'tac, "and 
you are still Jaffa. How can you even consider this?" 

"I have said nothing, Teal'c." 
"You need not. I see the truth in your eyes," Teal'c said as if Bra'tac had just betrayed 

him. "You favor his proposal…and would return the Jaffa into bondage once again." 
"No," Stevenson said emphatically. "What I am offering is a choice to every Jaffa, to 

choose of his or her own accord. Your service will not be compelled…and I am Alterra, not 
Human…not anymore." 

"Say what you will," Teal'c said defiantly. "This will only serve to undermine the few 
gains that the Jaffa nation has been able to make," he turned to look at Bra'tac. "You will 
fracture us beyond mending, and our goal of a unified, free Jaffa nation will be ground unto dust 
before it has a chance to see the light of day. I will take no part in this, and advise others to do 
the same," he said, walking them both off in a rush, ostensibly to head back to the gate and 
warn others of what they were planning. 

Stevenson watched him go, wondering if he should blank his memory before he did. 
"What are your thoughts, Bra'tac?" he asked in Ancient. 

"Teal'c is right about one thing," he said, walking up and standing beside him as they 
watched Teal'c go. "Reestablishing the System Lords will be the end of the Jaffa Nation, one way 
or another. It could also invite a civil war." 

"What would you advise then? The status quo will not do." 
"No, it will not," Bra'tac agreed. "Allow me to mediate on this. I believe your thinking is 

along the right lines, but without careful implementation it could be disastrous." 
"Very well," Stevenson said, "I leave it in your hands. Just so you know, I intended to 

make you the first System Lord." 
Bra'tac glanced at him. "And not yourself?" 
"No. I have 23 galaxies to watch over. The System Lords will safeguard Avalona and only 

Avalona. I cannot devote enough time to such an endeavor." 
Bra'tac stared at the forest as he lost himself in thought. "Who else did you intend for 

the rank of System Lord?" 



"No one at this time," he said reluctantly. "There are only two of us…soon to be three. 
But Teyla's interest will not be in this galaxy." 

"But her own," Bra'tac finished. Stevenson had informed him of her transformation 
several weeks ago. "On another note," he said, changing topics slightly. "I have found a suitable 
location for our shipyard…and now that I think of it, the location will serve us in many ways." 

Stevenson raised an eyebrow. "How so?" 
Bra'tac smiled. "To effectively answer that question, you would have to know the history 

of the Jaffa. To put it into simpler terms, let me just say that the world that I speak of holds a 
significant place in the hearts of all Jaffa. It is the world where we received our first symbiots 
from the Goa'uld, and it would be a fitting place to receive this," he said, holding the synthetic 
symbiot in his hand, "and announce a new covenant between the Jaffa and the Alterra." 

"What world is it?" Stevenson asked. 
"I speak of the ruins of Dakara, my friend." 
Stevenson smiled, seeing another irony. "Very good," he said, glancing at Bra'tac's 

forehead. "Though before we establish a new covenant, we must put an end to the old." 
"Of what do you speak?" 
Stevenson tapped the gold symbol of Apophis upon his forehead. 

 
"This is not what I signed up for!" Woolsey heard someone say from around the corner. 

Two seconds later McKay walked out of the doorway into the hall, nearly running him over. 
"Excuse me," Woolsey offered, but McKay just kept going. Woolsey straightened his tie 

and walked in the door McKay had just exited. He found General Carter sitting at a table in 
front of a viewport with her head in her hands. 

"Am I intruding?" he asked her. 
Carter looked up. "No…not at all." 
Woolsey took a seat opposite her. "Is there some problem with Dr. McKay?" 
Carter sighed. "Nothing out of the ordinary. We have one of these spats every couple 

weeks. I think it helps him blow off steam." 
"If you don't mind my saying so, you look a little worse for ware because of it." 
Carter smiled humorously. "Burden of command and all. Is there something you 

wanted?" 
Woolsey cleared his throat. "I've been reluctant to broach this subject with you up until 

now because I didn't want to…how shall I say it? Rock the boat. But I have to ask…we've already 
exceeded our 12-month deployment window. Why haven't you ordered us back to Earth?" 

Carter sighed. "I've just had a similar conversation with McKay. We've got our first real 
lead, and the weapons system is almost finished. If we manage to get the gate address from the 
planet in question, we can query the gate system for its spatial coordinates and find out where 
they're going. We're close to finding them, and I don't want to call it quits just yet." 

"Do your deployment orders give you that latitude?" Woolsey asked. 
Carter nodded. "They do. I can call off the op after 12 months, I don't technically have 

to…though I'm going to need to contact Earth before too long so they don't start to worry 
about us." 



"On behalf of the I.O.A., I can say that we approve of your aim to accomplish this 
mission, and I'm not arguing against it, but I thought you'd want to pull the plug as soon as you 
were able, given your friendship with Sheppard." 

Carter lightly glared at him. "I'm a professional, Woolsey. I follow my orders even if I 
don't agree with them. But above and beyond that, I know how valuable Atlantis is to Earth. We 
need the technology and data that is within the city. The Asgard gave us a lot, but most of it 
can't hold a candle to the knowledge of the Ancients. I'm not willing to throw all that away 
because of my relationship with Sheppard." 

Woolsey raised an eyebrow. "Relationship…as in?" 
"Friends," Carter said, forcefully. 
"My apologies," Woolsey said quickly. "I didn't mean to infer anything…well, my point 

is…how comfortable are you going to be bringing him back to Earth for what will amount to 
nearly a life sentence in prison?" 

Carter leaned back in her seat and thought for a moment before she spoke. "Honestly, if 
it were up to me, I'd pin a medal on his chest for what he did. Unfortunately it's not up to me. 
He's made his choice, and if it comes down to me making a choice between him and Earth…I 
choose Earth." 

Woolsey nodded. "I think we're on solid ground then," he said, getting up to leave. 
"But," Carter said, getting his attention back. "If Sheppard flees the city, I'm not going to 

hunt him down. My orders are to recover Atlantis, not Sheppard." 
"Perhaps not," Woolsey said standing, "but the I.O.A. still wants him and Captain 

Stevenson returned to Earth custody. They have crimes to answer for." 
Carter smiled ironically. "Not my problem." 
"I see," Woolsey said dispassionately. "I'll make sure to note your voluntary extension of 

the mission in my report to the I.O.A. For that at least, they will be grateful. And frankly, if we 
are able to recover Atlantis and Stevenson, I don't think the I.O.A. will care that much about 
Sheppard. That's off the record, by the way." 

Carter smiled and nodded. "I understand." 
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A crowd of over 2000 Jaffa had gathered on Dakara, drawn from worlds across the 

galaxy at Bra'tac's invitation. He had not told them the reason for the summons, only that it 
would have ramifications on their future. Many of his longtime friends and respected 
adversaries had come, but most notable Jaffa had not, busy elsewhere or not deeming his word 
of significant value to merit their time. There were also many higher ranking Jaffa that resented 
his influence, and deliberately snubbed his invite. 

Bra'tac, however, was nowhere to be seen. A great flat space had been excavated in 
front of the gate, and the crowd stood on the sands of Dakara around a large monument, some 
type of spire, at the center of the rough circle. At the appointed time a hazy white beam flashed 
down from the sky, lasting no more than a second, and a hidden ring platform at the base of 
the monument activated. 

When the rings resettled into their hidden niche they revealed Stevenson, dressed in his 
usual Ancient garb. His arrival had quickly drawn the crowd's attention, which he drew on 
immediately by raising a hand in the air and activating the monument…which burned with a 
white fire high into the sky, twice the monument's height. 

"Millions of years ago," he began, speaking loudly as his image grew in size. By the end 
of his first sentence he 'stood' 15 meters tall with a booming voice to match. "There was a race 
of beings that inhabited this galaxy and many others. You know them as the Ancients…their true 
name was the Alterra. They watched over and protected this galaxy, along with 21 others until a 
time came when they were ravaged by a plague that they could not cure." 

"The sickness did not kill them quickly, and they had years in which to fight against their 
inevitable doom…yet it proved futile. The disease could not be countered. The only way to beat 
it was to escape it." 

"A few of the Alterra learned how to ascend, and upon the death of their body they 
transformed into energy-based lifeforms. Many of them probably still exist to this day, but for 
reasons unknown to us, they spurn the material world and will not interfere in our lives…not 
even to save us, nor their own brothers and sisters who were dying of the plague. The rest of the 
Alterra who could not ascend died out…and their civilization was thought dead. That, however, 
was not the case." 

"The Alterra were both powerful and wise. They devised an ingenious plan to rebuild 
their civilization after the plague. Knowing that they would soon be dead, they engineered a 
lesser race from their own biology, one so inferior that the plague could not take hold of them. 
This race was seeded throughout this galaxy in the hopes that one day, millions of years later, 
the seed species would advance to the point where the Alterrans' plan could be put into effect." 

"In addition to this seed species, the Alterra created several devices that they placed 
throughout the galaxy. These devices were meant to store the collective knowledge of the 
Alterra in order that one day it could be used to rebuild their civilization. It was the Alterra's 
intention that once the seed species grew advanced enough, one of them would encounter the 



Repository of Knowledge, whereupon that individual would be transformed from the seed 
species into an Alterra, with all their knowledge and power." 

"This individual would then be tasked with rebuilding the Alterran race and their 
civilization…culminating in their final victory over the plague and a return to stewardship over 
this galaxy and the others that made up their territory." 

"It was a risky plan, but the Alterra had no other choice, lest their race be completely 
destroyed. The seed species I spoke of is your ancestors…Humans. You are the seed species, and 
the Alterrans' master plan has finally come to fruition." 

Up until now the crowd had been silent, but with that last revelation they began to 
murmur amongst themselves. Stevenson held their complete attention. The Jaffa had always 
revered the Ancients, and were curious to know anything about them, but the news that the 
Alterrans' plan was currently active was a shock to them all. 

"I am the one of which I speak," Stevenson said after giving them a moment to think 
through what he had just revealed. "I am the first Alterra in this galaxy in over a million 
years…and I am free of the plague, my brothers' plan has succeeded. It is now upon me to 
rebuild our civilization and regain control over our former territory…which is why I have come to 
Dakara and summoned the Jaffa here." 

"A year ago I was but one Alterra…now there are three. Soon there will be more, but not 
enough to maintain stewardship over our former territory, at least not soon enough. For that 
reason, along with an admiration of the warriors of the Jaffa and an understanding of the 
hardships you have suffered under the oppression of the Goa'uld…I am offering the Jaffa, and 
only the Jaffa, a place in the new order that has already begun." 

"What I offer is this…serve the Alterra as you once served the Goa'uld, only this time it 
will be by your free choice, and the free choice of every generation yet to come. Your service will 
not be that of a slave, but of an ally acting as protector and peacekeeper of this galaxy. The 
Jaffa have always been warriors, and I would have you continue as such, only with a new 
purpose…a mandate to guard the Alterra's home galaxy against any and all threats, whether 
they be from within or another invasion from forces originating beyond Avalona." 

"When the Goa'uld held you in bondage, they made sure to keep any knowledge of their 
technology from you. Because of this there are no Jaffa scientists. No Jaffa engineers. No Jaffa 
doctors. Your current infrastructure is only the leftover remains of the Goa'uld civilization. You 
cannot build new ships. You cannot build new weapons. You cannot colonize more worlds, at 
least not with the technology you currently possess, for the simply reason that you cannot 
replicate that technology." 

"In order to survive the Jaffa must make alliances with others. Indeed, even now you 
must barter for the very drug that sustains you. Without it you will die, as surely as you would 
have died if the Goa'uld denied you a symbiot. Your freedom is tenuous. Sooner or later you 
must submit to another power or face extinction." 

"I offer you an alternative. In exchange for serving the Alterra, we will provide you with 
the infrastructure you lack. We will supply to you everything that the Goa'uld did, only we will 
not ban knowledge of such things from you. We will teach you to build new ships, new weapons, 
new colonies. We will give you the capability to become self-sufficient…something the Goa'uld 
strictly forbid. The Jaffa will no longer have to live in tent cities, scrounging for basic needs as 



the Goa'uld meant for you to be. You will be treated as warriors should…with dignity, respect, 
and deference." 

"Above all else, the Alterra offer you something you have not yet experienced. True 
freedom. While servants of the Goa'uld you relied on a symbiot to sustain you, and that symbiot 
would have to be replaced every few years as it matured, keeping you in their constant service 
merely to survive. Now, you rely on a drug called Tretonin, which you must take on a regular 
basis, or you will die just the same." 

Stevenson pulled out the white worm that was his technological creation and held it up 
for all to see, nearly as long as a staff weapon, given the size enhancement of the holographic 
technology. 

"The Alterra offer the Jaffa a new symbiot as a symbol of the new covenant between us. 
This symbiot will never need replacing. When it matures, it can be split into two new symbiots, 
which will then also grow to maturity, but upon maturity they do not have to split, nor do they 
have to be replaced. You may carry a mature symbiot as long as you wish, for it is technology, 
not a lifeform, and it will not expire." 

"I offer the Jaffa this one symbiot…and this one alone. A new covenant can be declared 
in a single day, but it takes time for the bonds of friendship to truly develop. I entrust this 
symbiot to the first of the new System Lords." 

As soon as he spoke the words the rings activated again and Bra'tac appeared. He was 
clothed in silver armor, unlike Jaffa standard, and he shone in the sunlight like a beacon. His 
forehead was smooth…the golden symbol gone. Once the rings settled, he walked out amongst 
the Jaffa, but did not speak. 

"In addition to becoming an Alterra," Stevenson continued, "I have been given a special 
ability that even my brothers and sisters did not possess. I have the ability to transform others of 
the seed species into Alterra. I have done this twice, and will do so again when I find an 
individual worthy to become Alterra." 

"Bra'tac was the first to be found worthy. He is now fully Alterra…but in his heart he is 
still Jaffa. I am proclaiming him the first of the new System Lords, all of whom will be Alterra, 
not Goa'uld. To him I entrust this new symbiot. Those of you choosing to serve the Alterra will do 
so by serving Bra'tac. Those of you choosing not to serve the Alterra…go in peace and friendship. 
Dakara will remain open to all Jaffa, should you choose to one day enter into the new covenant 
and serve the Alterra." 

"As for the newly created Jaffa Nation…the Alterra are not your enemy…unless you make 
yourselves as such. We may offer you limited trade in order that you may retain your 
independence and not have to submit to another power merely to survive…but know this, the 
new symbiot is reserved for only those who serve the Alterra. Should any other Jaffa be found to 
possess one…it will be reclaimed through whatever means necessary." 

"This monument will serve as a reminder of the new covenant, may it never be broken. 
None of you should enter into it lightly…and I trust the wisdom of Bra'tac to know who is 
genuine and who merely seeks material gain." 

"Now I must take my leave of you, for I have business in another galaxy, rebuilding the 
Alterran civilization. I leave you in Bra'tac's capable hands." 



Stevenson's hologram shrank back to his normal size, and he handed Bra'tac the new 
symbiot. He walked back over to the rings without another word, yet before he activated them 
he raised his hands into the air above him. 

With a wave of distortion a huge Ancient warship decloaked directly above them. As 
Bra'tac had guessed, its size and close proximity had a significant effect on the Jaffa assembled. 
Stevenson activated the rings and went back aboard the Tria. It hung above the flaming 
monument for a few moments, then slowly pulled up into the clouds and disappeared as it 
headed for space. 
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"I will not be able to provide all the necessary raw materials," Stevenson told Bra'tac as 

the two of them stood on a sandy hillside overlooking the plateau on which the base elements 
of the Jaffa's first shipyard were being constructed. Over fifty engineer-type replicators moved 
over the reshaped ground with steady efficiency, transforming the puddle-jumper like cargo 
sleds of supplies into foundation elements directly, using their molecular restructuring ability. 
"Eventually, the Jaffa will have to procure their own." 

"That will be difficult," Bra'tac admitted. "The most abundant resources have long since 
been picked over, and the remaining ones are mostly in the hands of others. We will have to 
search long and hard to find new locations for our naquada mines especially." 

"On the contrary," Stevenson said on a brighter note, "you simply lack the equipment to 
get at the deeper deposits. That I can provide you. Also, if you extend your search beyond the 
gate network I believe you will have more luck finding the 'easy' resources of which you speak." 

Bra'tac smiled humorlessly. "For that, we must have ships…and to have ships, we must 
first have the resources. It seems we face a paradox." 

"Our operation on Hoth will maintain a small, but constant supply of material to the 
Jaffa. At the worst, it will simply take time to accumulate enough to produce the first 
H'tel…though it may be wiser to build several Alket first," Stevenson suggested. 

Bra'tac considered that. "How do the Alket fare against Goa'uld motherships in your 
simulations?" 

"Depends on the design of mothership," Stevenson said, referring to the numerous 
upgrades the basic design had seen over the centuries. "Those of the Jaffa Nation, for the most 
part, require four Alket for an even match. Those that Anubis upgraded with Ancient tech 
require up to ten." 

"Of which the Jaffa Nation has no less than twelve," Bra'tac told him. "I fear that they 
will move against us out of fear…and at present we have no defense against them." 

Stevenson looked at him. "Would Teal'c?" 
Bra'tac kept his eyes on the construction site. "I would think not…but then again, I did 

not expect him to react as he did earlier. It seems my feel for the Jaffa has slackened since my 
transformation. It seems I no longer think as they do, and I fear I may have misjudged their 
intent." 

"Do not worry, Bra'tac," Stevenson said, looking back over the plateau as well. "I would 
not construct a shipyard without the means to defend it." 

This time Bra'tac did turn to look at him. "How so?" 
"It will be equipped with a strong shield and a cache of drones…once I get a drone 

production factory up and running. None survived the ages, and my current supply is running 
thin. None the less, I hid twelve within the monument, should you have need to use them." 

Bra'tac's eyebrows rose. "Really. How am I to use them?" 



"On the back side there is a removable panel. Use the neural interface within to control 
the drones…or if you just want to take a peak at what's in orbit. I included a full sensor 
package." 

Bra'tac smiled. "You are devious, my friend. So much the better." 

 
"We cannot take this lightly," one of the Jaffa Nation's high counselors stated slowly. 

"What Bra'tac has done is undermine our efforts and spit in the face of the democracy he once 
advocated. I fear his mind is no longer his own. Teal'c, you said that he had been changed into 
an Ancient…could not this Stevenson have done something to his mind as well?" 

"It is possible," Teal'c admitted, "but I sensed no significant change in him. Anything 
radically different would have betrayed the change within him early on. He has been altered 
now for many months…it was only when he spoke of his present course of action did I detect a 
change of heart. I do not believe he has been brainwashed as you suggest, but his opinion has 
changed…and I do not know why." 

Herran, the newly elected leader of the Jaffa high counsel stood. "I have known Bra'tac 
my entire life, and I can attest that he would never do anything willingly to harm the Jaffa. So 
either his current actions are not his own…or he sees reason to abandon democracy in favor of a 
return to the old ways…something that many of you also argued for in the past." 

"What would you have us do then?" another counselor asked. 
Herran placed his hands on the ring-like table where they all sat, save for himself. He 

perched over his seat, looking down at all those assembled…a common position for when he 
had finally made up his mind. "We must speak with Bra'tac…in person. Intermediaries will not 
suffice. We must know why he has given up his seat on the Council and declared himself to be 
the first of the new System Lords. Only then can we ascertain his true intent." 

"What of this Ancient?" another counselor asked. "Is he for real, or is this all some sort 
of hoax?" 

"I do not believe it to be a hoax," Teal'c said reluctantly. "But the one of which you speak 
was recently of the Tauri. Only through an Ancient device has he been given his powers and 
knowledge. To call him an Ancient is to grant him a title he does not deserve." 

"And what of his warship?" the counselor argued. "That was real enough. Both you and I 
stood there when he revealed it, Teal'c…or do you suggest it was some type of illusion?" 

"I do not," Teal'c admitted. "But possession of an Ancient warship does not undo the fact 
that we are dealing with a Tauri, not an Ancient." 

"And how do you suggest that we deal with this Tauri?" Herran asked. 
"We do not," Teal'c said determinately. "We must combat this return to the old ways by 

putting aside our pointless bickering. Many Jaffa have already joined Bra'tac on Dakara…and I 
have no doubt that this Counsel's inadequacies are in part to blame for this. We must act as one 
voice, with common purpose and true wisdom if we are to offer our people a credible 
alternative. We must also procure the ability to produce our own Tretonin, if for no other reason 
than to undermine the promises made by Stevenson." 

"What of the proposed trade that this Ancient offered?" yet another counselor asked, 
deliberately using the term to offend Teal'c, one of his constant rivals. 

"What of it?" Teal'c asked brusquely. 



"Such trade could be of significant value to the Jaffa Nation…depending on what exactly 
he wishes to exchange." 

Teal'c looked to Herran in surprise. "Are you really considering this?" 
"Nothing is off the table, Teal'c," he said neutrally. "We are merely considering our 

options." 
"We must offer stiff opposition to this…" Teal'c said, rising, both his body and voice. "The 

System Lords cannot be allowed to return…in any form. It is an affront to all Jaffa and a means 
that can be used to enslave us once again, whether now or a hundred years from now. We all 
know that Bra'tac would never do such a thing, but what of future generations. If the Ancients 
live as long as the Goa'uld, then this could be the beginning of a long term play for power, 
gradually reducing our freedom and creating a dependence on them to survive. We must retain 
our independence at all costs. There is no other choice." 

"Would you suggest a military strike then?" one of Bra'tac's oldest friends asked. 
Teal'c drew himself up to his fullest height. "Hear this, all of you. I will never condone us 

starting a civil war amongst the Jaffa. I know that Bra'tac feels the same. What we have to fight 
is a different kind of war…the battlegrounds are the minds of the individual Jaffa that must 
choose between service to the Ancients and membership in the Jaffa Nation. We must provide 
them an incentive to choose democracy. As we are now, with our internal divisions hampering 
us, we have little to offer them." 

"Serve the Ancients or serve the Tauri?" Teal'c's rival asked. "You seem to be striding 
both sides of the fence, my friend." 

"He has proclaimed both himself and Bra'tac to be Ancients, and that is the enemy we 
must counter, whether it be true or an illusion makes no difference, that is how the galaxy will 
see him. It is important that this counsel know the truth of his origins, but with his powers his 
claim to the Ancients' legacy will be impossible to deny…and we must not try. We must counter 
his offer with a better offer, and we must do it quickly before more Jaffa turn against us." 

"What course of action are you suggesting, Teal'c?" Herran asked. 
"I am asking that we air our private grievances here and now, and dispose of them so 

that we can stand as a united front. It is, in fact, long overdue." 
"Indeed it is," Herran said with finality. "Yet it is easier said than done. How then, shall 

we proceed?" 
"I suggest we start with what we all have in common, and work from there," he 

suggested wisely. "If we cannot come together in these counsel chambers, then we have no 
hope of uniting our people across the galaxy. It is here and now that we fight the first 
battle…against our own pride and superstitions. And given the reluctance of this Counsel in the 
past, I will make the first step…I hereby cede my position on the Jelnor Valley. I do not believe I 
was wrong…but given current circumstances it is of little consequence." 

Herran nodded. "A noble gesture, Teal'c. I commend you for it. But let's not worry about 
the small things yet. Let us instead cut to the heart of the matter, and let us settle it once and 
for all…my election to this post." 

From there the discussions and arguments raged for hours, with little progress. In the 
end some small gains were made, and the Counsel did agreed to forestall arguments on several 
issues until the situation with Bra'tac and the Ancients were dealt with, but it was hardly the 
consensus that Teal'c had sought. 



He left the Counsel chambers dejected, knowing full well that what little hope they'd 
had just died amidst their useless bickering. The only thing that could now unite them against 
their common foe was a military invasion…and he knew Bra'tac wasn't that kind of enemy. 

If the Jaffa Nation was going to find a solution, Teal'c was going to have to find it on his 
own. 
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"Caldwell to Odyssey. Daedalus is ready to receive your attack. You may proceed when 

ready." 
Out the Daedalus's forward viewport Colonel Caldwell watched the Odyssey shift its 

orientation slightly to bring the new weapon, mounted on the starboard side of the 
battlecruiser, into view. With barely a second for his eyes to adjust to the presence of the tiny 
new weapons node, he located the addition just as it opened fire. 

The tiny purple orbs impacted the Daedalus's forward shield one after another in ten-
blast bursts of rapid fire. Two seconds separated bursts and repeated over and over again. 
Twenty four seconds later Caldwell got a report from the ring-room…one of the Odyssey's crew 
had successfully transported over while the ship's shields were raised. 

Caldwell hit his command chair's transmit button. "You can stop firing now, Odyssey. 
You're people are aboard. Congratulations on a successful test, unnerving as it is. I don't 
suppose you have found a way to adjust our shields against this sort of penetration?" 

Carter's picture popped up on a side console. "Not our mission objective, Colonel. If this 
is going to work our shields will be raised at the same time, purposefully adjusted so as to allow 
ring transport. Any such modifications would be counterproductive." 

"I know that, General. I was referring to future operations. I don't like the idea that 
people can board my ship at will." 

"I understand your feelings, Colonel. Once this is over we should probably look into 
doing just that. But for the moment we have an operational weapon…and baring any 
unforeseen complications in the test data, we're ready to move on Atlantis." 

"I thought you wanted all three ships armed with the weapon?" Caldwell asked. 
Carter nodded. "I do, but according to our research even one will be sufficient to disrupt 

Atlantis's shield. That said, I want to send over Dr. McKay to start outfitting the Daedalus 
immediately. If and when we get the address for Atlantis we're going to move on the city 
immediately, but if we have time I want both the Daedalus and Apollo equipped with the 
weapon as backup in case the Odyssey is neutralized." 

"That's a cheery thought," Caldwell offered. "I suppose we're going to be tied up here a 
while?" 

"Not long," Carter said, shaking her head. "We already have the second weapon's 
components materialized. All we have to do is transport them and McKay over to the Daedalus 
and you can be on your way." 

"Good to hear," Caldwell said agreeably. "We've got a number of unchecked datamines 
to attend to, and I'd hate to miss a shot at Atlantis because we delayed here too long." 

Carter frowned. "I didn't realize we had anything time-sensitive going on?" 
"If any of the hyperspace sensors pick up a contact I want to be close enough to chase 

it," Caldwell said. "And we can't even get telemetry data out here." 
"Last I checked," Carter said almost sarcastically, "they didn't have any ships." 



"I know it's a long shot," Caldwell said, "but there's a chance we might catch Atlantis in 
transit." 

Carter raised an eyebrow. "You think they're flying around in the city?" 
"They'd have to, if they're serious about attacking the Wraith," Caldwell countered. 

"Either that or they'd have to acquire new ships. They can't rely on gate travel for everything." 
"You may have a point. And who knows, with Captain Stevenson's Ancient knowledge 

they may be able to build ships of their own." 
Now it was Caldwell that raised an eyebrow. "I hope not, or this mission is quickly going 

to go from improbable to impossible." 
"Just thinking out loud, Colonel. I don't really expect they'd have the resources to 

construct a ship, let alone within a year," Carter tried to assure him. "Either way your point is 
taken. We might just get lucky." 

"That's the idea," Caldwell agreed. "Have you heard anything else from the Apollo on 
that front?" 

Carter nodded. "We did get confirmation from another planet that Atlantis is recruiting. 
No word on an address yet." 

"They're bound to show up at home again sometime," Caldwell said confidently. 
"Sooner or later we'll catch them going back and forth." 

"I hope so," Carter said, feeling the pressure of an extended mission scenario of her own 
making. "Request permission to start beaming over components into your hangar bay?" 

"Give us half an hour, General," Caldwell said, thinking fast. "We need to move a few 
things around first." 

"Will do, Colonel. Call us when you're ready." 
Caldwell nodded. "Daedalus out." 

 
On Dakara, in the third of five Ancient-style prefab cities that Bra'tac was using to house 

the influx of Jaffa, the first of what would become a common ceremony was about to take 
place. 

In the months since Bra'tac had been declared the first of the new System Lords, he'd 
had the Jaffa coming to Dakara involved in a mass of training drills and tests to determine their 
worth. The Jaffa that proved himself or herself the strongest, quickest, and wisest of them all 
would be granted the honor of receiving the first symbiot. 

That top spot had been hard fought over, but in the end it was Raknor that knelt before 
Bra'tac in the center of a large translucent dome in the center of the small settlement. He was 
dressed in traditional Jaffa armor, which he had brought with him, but neatly folded behind 
Bra'tac was a new set of garments that awaited him, along with a new set of weapons. Winning 
the trials definitely had its rewards. 

"Raknor," Bra'tac said approvingly. "You have proven yourself against the standards I set 
forth with ease, and have bested your fellow Jaffa by a slim margin…however, that margin is 
sufficient to earn you the first prim'tah. With it comes a solemn vow to serve the Alterra as 
guardians of this galaxy. Your survival cannot be guaranteed. Victory cannot be guaranteed. 
What I offer you comes with great danger and an awesome responsibility. Think carefully before 
you answer. Once entered into, this covenant cannot be lightly discarded." 



"I have considered this new covenant," Raknor said, still kneeling, "since the day it was 
announced. I do not take it lightly." 

"Very well then," Bra'tac said, fishing a hand inside his armor and into his symbiot 
pouch. While he didn't require one himself, he had kept the symbiot Stevenson had given him 
in the safest place he knew. He held it up before him in two hands. 

"What was one, will now become two," he said, sliding one hand over the center red 
stripe. He was careful to ring his fingers around it completely, then slowly constricted the 
center, as Stevenson had instructed him to do. 

Thirty seconds later the two halves pulled apart…and Bra'tac held two new immature 
symbiots, one in either hand. 

He slid one back inside his own pouch then held the other above Raknor's head, clearly 
visible to all around. "Do you accept this covenant, and all the responsibilities it bears?" 

"I do, Master. It is an honor to serve you." 
Bra'tac smiled. "And it is my honor to lead. Rise and accept your prim'tah." 
Raknor did as bidden and took the small white symbiot from Bra'tac. He opened his 

symbiot pouch and pushed it in. To his surprise, the technology crawled the rest of the way in 
and coiled up inside him as a Goa'uld symbiot would have. 

Bra'tac held up a small device in front of Raknor's forehead. "With the beginning of a 
new covenant comes the end of the old." He pressed the device against Raknor's tattoo. 

The Jaffa held steady, bracing himself against whatever pain might come, but to his 
surprise he found it minimal. After a few long seconds Bra'tac removed his hand to reveal a 
completely blank forehead. The surrounding Jaffa looked confused, murmuring amongst 
themselves. They had been told that they would receive a new mark, Bra'tac's mark, in replace 
of the old…but Raknor's head held none. 

Their confusion was short lived. 
"Within a few hours," he said to Raknor, "your symbiot will alter your vision and the 

mark upon your crown will become visible to you and any other Jaffa in the service of the 
System Lords. All others, save for the System Lords themselves, will see nothing. They will know 
you only as you choose to appear." 

Raknor nodded his understanding as Bra'tac turned and brought forth the Jaffa's new 
accoutrements. "I give two garments. The first is a light robe, in the fashion of a servant of the 
Alterra. The second is battle armor. It is flexible, yet sturdy, and will offer some protection 
against the energy of stun weapons. The red color is changeable, offering several more suited to 
camouflage at the touch of a button." 

He handed both garments to Raknor, who accepted them on top of his extended 
forearms. 

"The weapon you know well," Bra'tac said, producing a staff weapon, "but with new 
functions. The staff weapon has three settings. Standard, stun, and overkill. The first two are 
what their namesake implies. The overkill setting will offer you a more intense blast at a slower 
rate of fire. Use it against immobile and heavily armored targets." 

"The zat'ni'katel has been replaced with an Alterran stun weapon. It is small, light, and 
easily concealable." Bra'tac handed it also to Raknor, who had been forced to tuck his garments 
under each arm to accommodate both them, the staff, and now the new zatna. 



"And last of all, an addition to your armor of my own design," Bra'tac said proudly, 
handing Raknor an equally red skullcap. "In addition from guarding your shaved head from 
sunburn," he said humorously, "within the head cover is a communications and navigation 
system. It is difficult to use for the novice, but with sufficient practice it will enhance scout and 
group maneuvers greatly." 

Bra'tac looked directly at Raknor's eyes. "Take these gifts of the Alterra and use them 
wisely. You are the first of many, but do not take your laurels as a substitute for continued 
training and vigilance. One can always find improvement within…but one must first seek before 
they can find." 

Bra'tac turned to address the others present. "The young symbiots will grow to maturity 
in a matter of months…at which time we will repeat the prim'tah ceremony for two other Jaffa. 
A few months after that…four more. Be diligent, be patient. All those who seek the new 
covenant and are willing to prove their worth will receive their prim'tah. It is the promise of the 
Alterra, and the promise of Bra'tac." 

Six hours later, after his first training session in his new armor, Raknor retreated to his 
small private quarters within the second city and grabbed a quick shower. When he emerged 
and glanced at his appearance in a small wall-mounted mirror he could not help but smile. 

In his image, emblazoned on the mirror as if it had been chiseled there, gleamed the 
first symbol on the Chappa'ai in neon red…Bra'tac's signature color. Raknor rubbed his fingers 
over it, but the image didn't fade or distort any more than his skin did. He rubbed his hand over 
it five more times before finally letting himself believe that it was truly there. 

Raknor drew himself up to his full height, jutted his jaw out and examined his new 
visage. In his opinion, he'd never looked better. 
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Dr. Weir sat in front of the Ancient console that served her as a desk in the small room 

that she'd chosen for an office in the Ancient outpost beneath Atlantis. The floating chair upon 
which she sat bobbed gently under her weight as she leaned back and blew out a tired breath. 

What had originally been a boring babysitting operation on the planet's surface had 
quickly escalated into a full blown administrative endeavor. The growth of the surface facilities 
was continually increasing as they brought more natural resources into the fold and had even 
gone so far as to necessitate clearing away more ice from around Atlantis. As the city sat now, 
the vertical 'cone' that had blocked lateral view had been shaven back to a very low angle and 
enlarged to nearly a three kilometer radius out from the shield perimeter. 

Over fifty buildings extended beyond the central outpost, most of which appeared in 
daylight, as opposed to those whose 'sky' was the underside of the city. All of the structures 
were interconnected by transparent surface tubes that kept out the chill of the ice world's 
atmosphere where they extended beyond the city's ventral shield. Inside the city the air 
temperature was a balmy, windless 73 F, but outside the shield the winds were howling at an 
average of -20 F. Without the constant presence of the shield, Atlantis's exterior would freeze 
over within hours. 

Which was why the surface facilities had to be built to withstand the cold on their own. 
Weir had come to think of the interconnecting tunnels as spider webs, and week by week that 
web grew increasingly larger. So much so that she was actually busy managing the resource 
collecting, processing, and distribution operations that made up Hoth's 'mining' infrastructure. 
And in addition to the additional facilities that Weir was having built to expand their 
powerbase, Stevenson had also ordered several other non-related structures built…all in all 
Elizabeth had her hands full, and she was loving every minute of it. 

The door to her office hissed open behind her. She turned around just in time to see 
Stevenson walk through. 

"Ah, Ryan, just the person I wanted to see," she said, spinning her hovering chair around 
with a datapad in her hand. "The replicators have just finished the excavation on the drone 
production site. They're scheduled to begin construction the day after tomorrow." 



Stevenson nodded. "Good, but that's not what I came to talk to you about," he said in 
Ancient. Though he spoke in English, Goa'uld, Nox, or whatever other languages he needed at 
the time, he still reverted back to his native tongue whenever convenient. 

"Oh?" Elizabeth asked, taking his cue and changing languages. 
"I checked the attendance logs for the recreation areas," he said, unimpressed. 
"Oh…right," Elizabeth confirmed with a slow nod of her head, knowing quite well what 

he was referring to. 
"Why haven't you been training?" 
"I have, from time to time," she said evasively. "When I need to clear my head I've been 

walking laps around the complex, and given the amount of figures I'm having to deal with that's 
been more often than not…" 

"That's not good enough," Stevenson lightly reprimanded her as he held a small device 
over her head. "Stand up." 

"Alright," she said reluctantly. He'd warned her that she might have some difficulty 
adjusting to her clone body if she didn't make an effort to explore and expand her physical 
abilities. To date she'd done very little exploring, and the only expansion had been half a 
centimeter to her waistline. 

Stevenson ran the device up and down her height twice, then stepped back to review 
the results. 

"How much trouble am I in?" she asked playfully. 
Stevenson raised an eyebrow in her direction. "Why?" he asked forcefully. 
Elizabeth frowned, glancing at the floor. "I'm just not a very physical person," she 

explained."It's not that I'm opposed to it, I just don't see the urgent need so long as I don't get 
out of shape." 

"Shape?" Stevenson asked sarcastically. "You can always make improvements…and 
compared to some you're downright flabby." 

"Uh…" she uttered, her jaw visibly dropping. "That's hardly a nice thing to say." 
"I wasn't going for nice," he said, eyeing her. 
She glanced down at the medical scanner in his hand. "How bad am I?" 
"Not too bad," Stevenson admitted. "Minor degeneration along neural pathways, 

coupled with a 6% reduction in cellular growth. Immune system running 12% above average to 
compensate for rejected cellular tissue. Overall fat cell count up 3%..." 

"Alright," she interrupted, holding up her hands for emphasis. "I get the picture. I'm a 
little off where I should be." 

"That's easily correctable, Elizabeth. The problem is your current trend. You're losing 
ground with every second that passes. If your trend were positive, even minutely so, your 
lifestyle wouldn't be a problem. But if you don't at least try to increase your fitness trend you'll 
never get anywhere. That's the real problem." 

Weir sighed. "And how long will that take me?" 
"Years…months…depends on your progress," Stevenson told her. "And even then you 

have to make occasional adjustments. Bottom line is you can never 'maintain' your fitness. You 
either are increasing it or decreasing it…and right now you're decreasing. And for you, with a 
newly cloned body, that's more of a concern than for others." 



"Maybe I need a training partner," Elizabeth relented. "Someone who can keep me 
focused on…" 

"No," Stevenson said emphatically. "You have to learn to do this on your own." 
"Why?" she asked, thoroughly confused. 
Stevenson shook his head. "There's no way for me to explain it given your lack of 

prerequisite knowledge." 
"Meaning what?" 
Stevenson placed a hand on her shoulder. "Some things you have to learn on your own." 
"Trust you know what you're talking about," Elizabeth translated, "and get my fat butt in 

gear?" 
"More or less," Stevenson agreed. "Though your butt's not actually fat. In fact, Sheppard 

thinks it's rather cute." 
"Really?" Elizabeth asked curiously. "He said that?" 
"No…but I caught him thinking it a couple of times." 
Elizabeth considered that. "I guess you get to see a lot of people's thoughts, being 

telepathic and all. How did the Ancients tolerate the lack of privacy?" 
Stevenson smiled. "It's simple. We just block everyone else out, aside from those we 

choose to let in. Humans just don't know how to do it." 
"Hmmn, I don't suppose you could teach me how? I don't really care to have every 

random thought in public view." 
"Oh, so you want me to help you upgrade your mind?" he said slowly, laced with 

implications. 
Elizabeth smiled in quiet surrender. "If I'm going to upgrade my mind, why don't I also 

want to upgrade my body?" 
Stevenson didn't say anything…he just winked at her. 
"Alright…if I succeed in upgrading my body first, will you help me learn to shield my 

mind?" 
"We can do both at the same time," Stevenson offered. "Just so long as you don't renege 

on your half of the deal." 
Elizabeth raised her hand. "I promise." 
"Good," Stevenson said, cracking a smile. "Because if you did, I'd have to retrieve one of 

the developmental pictures of your clone body and send it to Sheppard…one taken from the 
backside." 

Elizabeth's eyes widened. "You wouldn't dare." 
"Oh, I would. But then again you don't have anything to worry about, do you? After all 

you promised, and you wouldn't be thinking about breaking your promise, would you?" 
Elizabeth swallowed hard, seeing in Stevenson's eyes that he knew that she wasn't 

serious about doing any hard training…just something light and temporary to satisfy him 
enough to get off her back. Now she knew she wasn't going to have much of a choice but to 
dive in head first…and she knew that he knew that she knew it. 

"Are all Ancients this comfortable with blackmail?" she asked sarcastically. 
Stevenson smiled lightly but whatever he was going to say in response was cut off by a 

tone on his wrist-mounted communicator. He touched a button. 
"Stevenson here." 



"This is Devonshire in the gate room…long range sensors have picked up a fleet of ships 
heading our way. I would have called for Colonel Sheppard but he's offworld at the moment." 

"How many?" Stevenson asked, with an odd look on his face. 
"Hard to say," Devonshire said, hesitating. "Looks like at least fifty." 
"Fifty!" Elizabeth said in shock. 
"You can relax, Lieutenant," Stevenson said calmly. "They're still a long way off…and 

they're friendlies." 
"Friendlies?" Devonshire asked. "Are you sure?" 
"Positive," he said, his finger hovering over his communicator. "Stevenson out." 
"Who are they?" Elizabeth asked. 
"New allies," he answered cryptically. 
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"How do you know who they are?" Sheppard asked, standing next to Stevenson in the 

control room as they watched the city's sensors as the fleet of ships approached the system. 
"Because I invited them," he confessed. 
"Invited who?" Sheppard asked warily. 
"Some old friends of yours," he said, not quite answering him. 
"Why does everything have to be a mystery with you?" Sheppard complained. 
"Would you prefer I kept you completely in the dark?" he countered sarcastically. 
"No," Sheppard said simply as he saw the ships begin to exit hyperspace on Atlantis's 

short range sensors. "Wait a minute…I've seen those ships before." 
Before he could say anything else a comm channel opened with a familiar voice. 

"Atlantis, we're here. Do you have a preferred orbit for us to settle into?" 
"Larrin?" Sheppard asked aloud. 
"Sheppard, is that you?" her voice asked back. 
"Yes it is," he answered tentatively. "What are you doing here?" 
"Your Ancient kept you out of the loop…that's interesting." 
"That's one word for it," Sheppard said, glaring at Stevenson. "What's going on?" 
"Looks like I'm going to make your day, Sheppard." 
"You'll excuse me if that doesn't quite fill me with confidence, given our 

past…interactions. Though I will admit that I'm a bit curious as to what you think will 'make my 
day.'" 

"You're not still holding a grudge from the time I beat you up, are you?" 
"Had me beat up," Sheppard corrected. "And I just might." 
"Huh, well that's too bad. Anyway, as long as Stevenson keeps his promises, it seems 

you and I are going to become allies after all." 
"Well, I knew you'd warm up to me eventually," Sheppard said, covering his surprise. 
"Commander Larrin," Stevenson interrupted. "Geosync orbit will be fine. I'll meet you 

and your senior Captains in Atlantis as soon as we can arrange transit. I would like to send my 
inspectors onboard as soon as possible, with your permission." 

"That'll be fine, Atlantis." 
"They're replicators…if that makes a difference." 
There was a long pause before she answered. "I trust you keep them on a short leash?" 
"They're tools I created, nothing more. You needn't worry." 
"I'll hold you to that, Stevenson," she warned him. "Send them up at your convenience." 
"Estimate no more than half an hour. Atlantis out." 

 
"We can accommodate eight of your ships at once," Stevenson explained to the seven 

ship Captains gathered around the Atlantis conference room table. "Finish time will vary on the 



current and proposed configurations of your ships, but I estimate we can service your 
assembled fleet within six months." 

Larrin and the other Captains exchanged looks, but it was her that spoke for them all. 
"We didn't bring all our ships…the others are still conducting business as usual, spread out 
across the galaxy. Those that we brought here make up about a third of our combined fleet." 

"We can accommodate the rest of them at a later date," Stevenson offered. "All they 
have to do is show up here and get in line. That is, assuming they're all onboard." 

"Not all are," Larrin said reservedly. "Some of them decided to keep away, waiting to 
see whether or not this was some sort of trap." 

"I see," Stevenson said evenly. "Their caution is understandable. However, I don't want 
any ship upgrades passed on to others who didn't sign on. Is that understood?" 

Again, the various Captains glanced at each other…and again it was Larrin that spoke for 
them. "Fair enough. I suppose you also don't want us trading away any new technology that 
you give us?" 

"That goes without saying." 
Larrin nodded. "We can abide by that…so long as you hold up your end of the deal." 
"You'll get your mothership…so long as you follow the Charter." 
"As big as a Hive ship?" she asked. 
He nodded. 
"And it'll have the ability to produce other ships?" 
"It will." 
"And other mother ships?" Larrin pressed. 
Stevenson hesitated. "It will possess that function, but in order to accomplish such a 

build it will have to be immobilized. You won't be able to jump into hyperspace." 
Larrin nodded in understanding…or comprehension at least. "Where do you expect us to 

get the resources to build new ships?" 
Stevenson smiled. "The first item on your to-do list actually serves a dual purpose. Once 

your ships are outfitted with an enhanced sensor package, I want you to start surveying 
systems without stargates. I have a priority list for you to start working through, with 10,000 
year old data that needs updating. I'll build several outposts to collect resources toward the 
construction of your mothership. Once it is completed, I will turn possession of those sites over 
to you for your future use." 

Larrin's eyes narrowed. "How many sites?" 
"Minimum of twenty," Stevenson told her. 
More looks crossed between the Captains. 
"Are these outposts going to be the same design as this planet's surface base?" 
Stevenson shook his head. "No, it'll be a less advanced design specifically built for 

resource gathering." 
Larrin thought for a moment. "Will we be able to build others on our own if we want to 

expand the number of our ground bases?" 
"The designs that I'll be giving you will be modular," Stevenson explained. "You'll be able 

to create the outposts and auxiliary facilities in your mothership's onboard shipyard and land 
them on the surface using a specialized transport ship that you'll also be able to produce. It will 



take time and effort on your part to build a lot of these things, but I'll provide you with designs 
for every type of structure and ship that you'll need to become fully self-sufficient." 

Larrin nodded agreeably. "Sounds good…how soon do you see us going into battle 
against the Wraith?" 

"Hopefully not at all," Stevenson said, pulling back a bit from his earlier requirements. "I 
will take the fight to the Wraith with our own ships once they're built…but until then I need 
your fleet for strategic operations, specifically the movement of indigenous populations to a 
number of sanctuary worlds that I'm in the process of setting up. I'm not asking you to go 
hunting for the Wraith, but there is a good chance that you'll cross paths with them at some 
point." 

"I'm sorry," Larrin said, confused. "I thought you wanted us to kill Wraith for you?" 
"I'm not opposed to that," Stevenson clarified. "But even with the upgrades I'm 

providing you the Wraith Hive ships are beyond your reach. With numbers you'll be able to 
chew up their smaller vessels, but the biomatter construction of their ships takes a lot of effort 
to destroy…time that they will use to take out at least some of your ships. I don't want you 
engaging them in that type of a scenario. Be devious. Hit, run, hide, hit again. Don't put yourself 
in a situation where they're going to be able to beat your shields down." 

Finally one of the other Captains spoke. "Now it sounds like you do want us attacking 
the Wraith. Which is it?" 

Stevenson stood up behind the conference table and leaned forward, placing his hands 
on the tabletop and getting a bit closer to the others. His eyes stayed on the Captain to his right 
who had asked the question. 

"Right now, the Wraith probably don't know of my existence. We destroyed a hive ship 
and its escorts, and during the battle they had sufficient time to communicate our existence to 
the others. We don't know if they did or not. If they did, their lack of a reaction could be due to 
Atlantis's undisclosed location. When I finally begin to take the fight to them, I will allow them 
to locate Atlantis in order to draw them to the city where I can use its weaponry against them." 

"When that happens," he continued, "the war that ended 10,000 years ago will resume, 
and it will spread across the galaxy. It is then that I see your ships coming into battle against the 
Wraith, probably in situations of self-defense or in the defense of ground targets. I do not want 
you or any other Captain taking the fight to the Wraith on your own. Only do so in support of 
my fleet or in times of absolute need. You need to preserve yourselves in order to be of any use 
to me." 

"That's something we've been doing for centuries," Larrin added. "We know how to 
keep our heads down. We just don't understand how our limited use is worth your offer of a 
mothership…especially if you don't intend for us to fight against the Wraith on a regular basis?" 

"As we discussed earlier, your people are far more technologically adept than most of 
the indigenous populations in this galaxy. As you've probably already heard through other 
sources, we're recruiting Pegasus natives to build a force to fight against the Wraith. You can 
imagine the difficulties I'd have if I tried to put hunters and farmers in command of starships." 

"Then you want some of our people to sign on with you?" Larrin asked. 
"It is not a requirement," he countered, "but I am making that option available to any of 

your people…especially your engineers. Also, if any of you have a desire to get some payback 
against the Wraith, I'd prefer if you did it on my ships rather than put your own at risk." 



The Captains exchanged glances again. "I can think of several Captains who would be 
inclined to accept that offer," Larrin said slowly. "Myself included…so long as our people are 
taken care of first." 

"They will be…and your people will be first in line for naval positions once we get our 
first few ships built," he said as another thought hit him. "However, if you're looking to sign up 
now, Larrin, I do have one Aurora-class warship available for you to command. At the moment 
I've been using it primary as a means of transit, but it's fully equipped to fight if need be." 

Larrin smiled. "You make a tempting offer. Let me sleep on it." 
Stevenson nodded. "Choose which of your ships you want modified first and land them 

at your convenience. If you have business elsewhere you can come and go as you please, just 
be careful not to let the Wraith track you back here. I don't want to draw their attention just 
yet." 

"As long as you remain in this system you are under my protection. Atlantis will defend 
you if the Wraith should follow you here, and I can guarantee you the city is more than a match 
for their Hive ships. It survived their combined onslaught 10,000 years ago and after a few 
minor repairs is once again fully operational. As it is, this is the safest world in the 
galaxy…Wraith or no." 

Larrin smiled, not in complete agreement. "You'll forgive us if we don't want to 
completely abandon the wilds of deep space. It has served us well in the past, and we're not 
about to completely change our ways." 

Stevenson nodded. "And I'm not asking you to. Just letting you know you have a safe 
haven to fall back on if things take a turn for the worse. Are there any other questions?" 

Larrin looked around. "We're good…for now." 
The conference room doors opened on Stevenson's mental command. Sheppard was 

waiting outside. Stevenson left the room, patting him on the shoulder in a 'tag' motion as he 
went. 

"I see you've made a new friend," Larrin commented. 
"Depends on the day," Sheppard said, taking a moment to look her over. "You need a lift 

back to your ship?" 
Larrin glanced to her left. "Not yet. We're going to have a look around the city first." 
"Well, just let me know when you want to go back. Stevenson's assigned me as your 

designated driver until you get ring systems installed on your ships." 
"Assigned?" she asked doubtfully. "Or volunteered?" 
Sheppard shrugged. "You know me…always willing to offer a helping hand." 
Larrin raised an eyebrow. "Really…well, how about you showing me around that Ancient 

warship of yours?" 
"Not much different than the one you had," Sheppard said out of reflex before he 

realized what he was turning down. "Then again, I wouldn't mind a walk." 
"I'm sure you wouldn't," she remarked. "I just want to check out the ship before I give 

your Ancient an answer." 
"Answer to what?" 
"He offered me command." 
"Of the Tria?" 
"He didn't give a name, he just said it was the one ship he had at present." 



"Really…" Sheppard said in shock. "He didn't say anything to me." 
"Why would he?" 
"Well, I've flown the ship before…" 
Larrin laughed. "Is he offering me your ship?" 
"Well, no…" Sheppard stammered. "It's just that…oh, forget it. The important thing is 

that we're going to be allies, right." 
Larrin couldn't stop smiling. "Now," she said, forcefully taking him by the arm. "Show me 

to my new ship." 
Sheppard half grimaced, but he didn't object. They walked arm in arm all the way out to 

the Tria…with Larrin half dragging him along the way. 
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Stevenson sat in the center of his personal quarters on the end of a low bed. His legs 

were crossed, arms relaxed, and eyes closed amidst his Spartan surroundings. He'd done away 
with all the Lantean decorations and returned his personal space to the simplified functionality 
that Alterrans preferred. In one of his few moments of retrospection, he couldn't believe how 
he'd ever tolerated the clutter of typical Human apartments…even when he'd been one of 
them. 

Stevenson quickly noted it as another example of the differences between the races, 
despite their similarity in appearance, and returned his thoughts to the twelve objects orbiting 
around his head. 

"Enter," he said to the person he sensed outside his quarters. 
The doors slid apart and Dr. Jackson tentatively walked in. 
"Hello, Daniel," Stevenson greeted him, his eyes still closed. 
"Ah, hi," he said hesitantly, his attention caught on the floating chairs, datapads, 

jewelry, and other odds and ends moving around the room. "Maybe now is a bad time. I can 
come back later," he offered, turning around. 

"Sit down," Stevenson said, lowering one of the two chairs towards him. "I can multitask 
well enough. However, I won't be able to read the questions burning in your mind directly, so 
we'll have to rely entirely on vocal communication. My thoughts are a bit preoccupied at the 
moment." 

"I can see that," Daniel said, walking further into the room and sitting down as the doors 
closed behind him. 

"What's on your mind?" Stevenson asked. 
"Well, I was going to ask you a question that I've been meaning to ask you ever since I 

came to Atlantis," he said, still watching the orbiting objects, "but first I've got to ask…what 
exactly are you doing?" 

Stevenson's face remained impassive. "The development of all skills requires 
training…telekinesis is no exception. But in my case such drills serve a dual purpose. My body 
remains in a state of hyper stimulation, and as such I carry with me a constant amount of 
internal instability. Levitating these objects helps me bleed of some of that instability." 

Daniel blinked. "You're still changing?" 
"Yes…the Alterra who built the Repository of Knowledge wanted a mature Alterra to 

rebuild their civilization, not an infant. This transformation will last approximately ten years, 
depending on how I progress, and will result in the development of a body and mind equivalent 
to a typical 10,000 year old Alterra." 

Daniel's jaw dropped. "I had no idea." 
"Nor should you have." 
"Well, at least I think I can understand your need to bleed off instability through physical 

manipulation. We saw the same thing with a young girl named Cassandra. She had been 



genetically altered by the Goa'uld to develop at an accelerated rate in order to give them a 
hak'tar for a host. Fortunately, we found the Goa'uld responsible and convinced her to undo 
what she had done, but in order to buy herself time before that happened, Cassandra levitated 
a chess piece and spun it about in the air. She claimed it helped make her feel better." 

"Before my time, Daniel, but your analogy is apt…save for the fact that her development 
at the hands of a Goa'uld was probably crude and random whereas mine is pinpoint accurate." 

"Probably," Daniel offered. "I fail to see the difference." 
"Because my transformation is geared to end at a specific, predetermined genetic 

profile I can be put under greater stress and still survive, whereas with a random acceleration of 
the genome you must account for the unexpected with a slower rate of change." 

"Yeah, I doubt the Goa'uld went with that approach," Daniel said, thinking back to his 
days with SG-1. "They probably just went with the shotgun method, happy if just one out of 
hundreds survived." 

"The unscrupulous do have their advantages," Stevenson commented, his stature 
unchanged. "What was the question you meant to ask me earlier?" 

"Ah, yes," he said, leaning forward a bit. "Do you know what the Clava Thessara Infinitas 
is?" 

Stevenson finally opened his eyes. "That's not supposed to be in the city database." 
Daniel's eyes widened with glee. "Then it's real? You know what it is?" 
"Where did you hear of it?" he asked, ignoring Daniel's other questions. 
"It's a legend I came across in my studies. It's supposed to be an Ancient storehouse of 

riches, and it was something that the Goa'uld Athena was rumored to have been searching for. 
Some thought it was purely a myth, but if you know what it is…" 

"Clava Thessara Infinitas?" Stevenson asked slowly. "The key to infinite treasure." 
"Yes," Daniel said nodding. 
Stevenson smiled gently, but the orbiting halo didn't falter. "I suppose one could call it 

that. It's one of our closest guarded secrets…not even all the Alterra knew of its existence." 
"But you know?" he asked. 
"Yes," Stevenson answered simply. 
"And?" Daniel emphasized. 
"Maybe someday I'll show it to you, but today is not that day." 
"Oh come on," Daniel said exasperated. "You're really going to let me get this close then 

hold out on me?" 
"It's a thought," Stevenson said sarcastically, then decided to throw him a bone. "By the 

way, you have the pronunciation wrong. It's Cla-Va-The-Sa-Ra-En-Fin-At-Es." 
"Cla…At?" Daniel said, quickly counting symbols. "That's a 9 symbol stargate address 

dialed from Earth, isn't it?" 
"No." 
"No?" Daniel asked, confused. 
"Addresses can be dialed from anywhere." 
"But 'At' is Earth's point of origin," Daniel argued. 
"On a stargate that the Goa'uld brought to Avalon?" Stevenson countered. 
Daniel was caught speechless for a moment. "Good point." 
"The syllable 'AT' means a generic locator." 



"So 'AT' really means any point of origin, not just Ear…Avalon's?" 
"Yes." 
"Then the address is a gate jump?" Daniel asked, working it through in his head. "Since 

the point of origin is second to last." 
"Yes," Stevenson said again, his choice of vocabular diversity being slightly affected by 

his continuing concentration. 
"You said earlier that the 8th chevron dials other galaxies, right." 
"Yes." 
"And the symbols on the stargate…they can't be repeated in an address?" 
"Correct." 
"Then how do you dial another galaxy when that galaxy's dialing symbol is already 

present in the six symbol address of the planet in question?" 
"It seems you've been doing your homework, Dr. Jackson." 
Daniel inclined his head slightly. "Yeah, well, Sam and I had several conversations 

concerning the subject." 
"Sam?" Stevenson asked. 
"I'm sorry. Colonel Samantha Carter." 
"Each galaxy in the network isn't assigned a symbol. It's assigned a number. For 

example, Pegasus is number 14." 
"But not the 14th symbol?" Daniel asked. 
"14th available symbol," Stevenson corrected him. 
"Available symbol?" Daniel asked again, not catching on. 
"Starting with the locator, move clockwise around the symbol on the gate, not the 

dialing device. The 14th available symbol not already used in the planetary address is used to 
reach that planetary address within Pegasus." 

"That's so simple," Daniel commented. "I can't believe I didn't see it before," he said as 
his thoughts continued on. "Then the gate jump symbols are numbered the same way?" 

"Yes. Red gates are the first available symbol clockwise of the locator. Pegasus gates, 
once I reconfigure the system, will be the seventh available symbol." 

"Wait a minute," Daniel said as another thought struck him. "Didn't you say that the 
Pegasus galaxy was added to the gate network last of all the Ancients' galaxies." 

"Yes." 
"And there are 23 galaxies, right?" 
"Yes." 
"Then why is Pegasus number 14 instead of number 23?" 
"The galaxies are numbered in the order in which they were surveyed by the Alterra 

when they originally left Destra, known to you as the Ori galaxy. They spent 3,472 years putting 
distance between themselves and the Ori and surveying 32 galaxies, before finally settling in 
Avalona." 

"Thirty two galaxies," Daniel said, doing the math, "plus six for the address and one for 
the point of origin…makes 39 symbols on the stargate." 

Stevenson smiled. "Very good, Daniel." 
"So you assigned a symbol for each galaxy surveyed, just in case you ever wanted to 

extend the gate network there?" 



"Yes." 
"What if you wanted to expand beyond those 32?" 
"That was deemed unlikely. Never the less, we designed the stargate to accommodate 

additional galaxies should we choose to add any above and beyond the original 32 surveyed. 
The 9th chevron, when used before the locator, can select a different group of galaxies to 
choose from, using the original 32 options. This gives us the possibility of expanding the gate 
network into 992 galaxies without having to build or redesign the existing gates…and there was 
zero chance of us ever expanding that far." 

"Amazing…" Daniel said. "But then, why do the Pegasus gates have 36 symbols instead 
of 39? Doesn't that mess up the system?" 

"It does," Stevenson said frustratingly. "We didn't build the Pegasus gates. The Lanteans 
did, and they were under strict orders not to leave the galaxy for fear of them contracting the 
plague. We instructed them to build stargates on a specific frequency, one that wouldn't 
connect to the rest of the gate network. Knowing this, they didn't feel it was necessary to 
match their gates up to the rest of the network. Why they chose 36 symbols instead of 39 is not 
mentioned in the city database, which is my only source of information on the subject. The 
Repository of Knowledge was completed before the Pegasus gates were built." 

"So how does that affect intergalactic dialing from Pegasus?" Daniel asked. 
"It means that you can't dial an address from Pegasus that requires symbols 36, 37, or 

38 without a specialized interface. The inner workings of the Pegasus gate network are clone 
copies of the originals. The Lanteans only changed the auxiliary systems to their liking. It takes a 
bit of work, but fortunately the Pegasus gates are salvageable. I won't have to replace them 
with new ones." 

"Wow…hadn't thought about that. Are you counting the point of origin as symbol 1 or 
39?" 

"Neither. It is simply designated as the locator." 
"Hmmn…I really don't know why I didn't ask you about this before," Daniel said offhand. 

"Too bad you weren't around 15 years ago to help us figure out the gate from the beginning." 
"I was twelve," Stevenson told him, "I wouldn't have survived the conversion." 
"Right…that wasn't quite what I meant." 
"I sense that was not your only question, nor your real reason for coming to speak with 

me," Stevenson said, changing the subject. 
"No, it wasn't," Daniel said, growing a bit more serious. "I want you to know I mean no 

offense when asking this…I know you set up some sort of arrangement with Bra'tac, he told me 
as much when he came here, but I didn't have a chance to dig out any details. And now with 
the deal you've supposedly offered the Travelers…it looks, on the surface, like you're setting up 
some kind of Empire." 

"A crude, yet adequately accurate analysis," Stevenson said, partially agreeing with him. 
"I'm sorry," Daniel said, taken aback by his admission. "I thought the Ancients were 

more democratic than that?" 
"What led you to that assumption?" 
"Well, for starters, what little I know of the ways of ascended beings, there is some form 

of consensus required for certain actions to take place." 



As soon as he said the phrase 'ascended beings' Daniel noticed the orbital rates of the 
objects accelerate slightly. 

"They are not Alterra anymore," Stevenson said sharply, leaving no room for argument. 
"Do not construe their methods with our own." 

Daniel raised his hands in front of him. "Ok, sensitive subject there…I didn't mean to 
offend you, if that's what I actually did." 

"You concern yourself too much with offense and the feelings of others. Focus your 
attention on the truth, however pleasant or painful it might be." 

"Alright," Daniel said tentatively. "In that case…are you out of your mind?" 
Stevenson's stare hardened a bit. "Explain." 
"The bits and pieces I've put together of what you're doing sounds more like something 

a Goa'uld would do than what I've come to know of the Ancients. How can you choose 
autocratic rule over democracy?" 

"Is that what I'm doing?" Stevenson asked curiously. 
"I don't know what you're doing, but to be honest it's starting to scare me." 
"I suppose you wouldn't consider my reestablishment of the System Lords as a positive 

step forward either?" 
"What?!" Daniel half yelled. 
"I made Bra'tac the first of the new System Lords and I brought him here because I 

needed him to know how to speak Lingara as well as become familiar with the basic operations 
of our technology in order to fully assimilate into the position. I didn't realize you'd spoken with 
him while he was here." 

"And Bra'tac agreed to this?" Daniel asked in disbelief. 
"It took some convincing, but eventually he understood the need for a more cohesive 

bond between the Jaffa than democracy would allow." 
"And that bond being what?" 
"Service to the Alterra," Stevenson said as if such a thing were commonplace. 
Daniel went slack-jawed. "So they go from being slaves of the Goa'uld to being slaves of 

the Ancients. I don't really see that as much of an improvement." 
"Not slaves, Dr. Jackson. They do so by choice, and in exchange we enhance their lives. 

This is no different than we have done for other races in the past, most notably the Asgard and 
the Furlings." 

"What?" Daniel said, still not believing what he was hearing. "I thought the Asgard were 
your allies…your peers?" 

"They became so after a long period of time. In the beginning they were a young race 
that benefitted greatly from our guidance." 

"Yeah…but you don't need service in order to offer guidance." 
"Service to the Alterra provides a societal purpose and chain of command that stabilizes 

a civilization as it develops. Democracy, as you obviously favor, is not a new concept. It has 
been used in many forms by many races at some point or another in their development. In the 
end, the more advanced races always abandon such naïve forms of societal structure." 

"Naïve?" Daniel asked/complained. 
"And ineffective. In order to establish an effective structure you must have stable 

leadership. Democracy doesn't allow for that, and will, in some forms, remove a capable leader 



in favor of a lesser individual simply because they deem their 'turn' to be up. Can you not see 
how naïve an approach this is?" 

"Absolute power corrupts absolutely," Daniel repeated the old saying. "I've seen it time 
and again with the Goa'uld. I've seen it happen to myself in a virtual simulation. The turnover of 
leaders insures that no one individual gets the opportunity to become a tyrant." 

"Power doesn't create tyrants…corruption does. And like it or not, democracies are 
usually rife with corruption…with a few exceptions. Avalon not included." 

"It's the best we have been able to do," Daniel argued. "Would really have us step 
backwards?" 

"No," Stevenson said dismissively. "Just accept the fact that the lesser races aren't at the 
pinnacle of social development, and are therefore incapable of implementing the social 
structures of the more advanced races." 

"What's the difference for the advanced races? How does Ancient society really work 
anyway?" 

"Alterran society," Stevenson corrected him again, "is structured around the basic 
principle that all Alterrans are brothers working together for the common good." 

"Sounds like an idealistic form of democracy to me," Daniel interjected. 
"No," Stevenson said emphatically. "We know better than to ask people what to do in a 

subject area outside their expertise. For example, if I needed to know the best way to augment 
a hyperdrive to resist the oscillating radiation currents near a galactic core, would your option 
be of any value to me?" 

"I see where you're going with this," Daniel said, avoiding the question. "You're saying 
that by letting all people vote on things they have no knowledge about is folly, and I agree. But 
we don't vote on everything, we elect leaders who do that." 

"And what makes a good leader?" Stevenson countered. "Is it always visible on the 
surface? Is it always public knowledge? How do you know if a person is an expert in a certain 
field if you are not an expert in that field? I could tell you many things about technology that 
were false, but you would not know the difference because you do not have the prerequisite 
knowledge. In such circumstances, what is the point of voting on matters you know nothing 
about? Especially when leaders need to make decisions that are not always popular. Time and 
time again we've seen the masses favor those that promise the things they want, regardless of 
whether or not that is the best course of action." 

Daniel nodded. "Yes, democracy isn't perfect. But using a more rigid form of 
government is too dangerous. You get the wrong people in power and it is very difficult to get 
them out of power…outside of a democratic system that periodically has to reelect its leaders." 

"Your point of view is valid for the lesser races, where corruption and greed run 
rampant, but it is not the same for others. Alterrans exercise their power in their individual 
niches and leave all other aspects of our society to those with the applicable knowledge. We do 
not have any one individual or counsel that rules over all. We share duties and leadership based 
on our abilities in order to maximize efficiency. We don't fear our own people…and we don't 
tolerate corruption on any level. Voting is an outdated, ineffective, and quite frankly, childish 
notion." 

"Even if that is true for the more advanced races," Daniel argued, "what would you have 
us 'lesser races' do?" 



"By serving the Alterra, you take away the possibility of the tyrant that you fear so 
much. With the uppermost leadership posts inaccessible to the individuals of the lesser race, it 
is impossible for corruption to stem from the top on down…and any instances of lower level 
corruption can always be reported up through the command structure. If they get high enough, 
then we will take notice and correct the situation. In this way, the lower tiers in the command 
structure can't be bullied into submission as easily with the knowledge that they can always go 
over the heads of those trying to coerce them." 

Daniel considered that for a moment. "So by having lesser races serve you, you're saying 
you're actually doing them a favor?" 

"Have you seen Star Wars?" Stevenson asked, seeming to change the subject. 
"Which one?" Daniel remarked, almost sarcastically. 
"The first three." 
"The first three made, or episodes one through three?" he asked, definitely sarcastic this 

time. 
"Episodes one through three," Stevenson said, ignoring his tone. "Are you familiar with 

how the Jedi Order trains their younger members." 
"Forgive me, but I'm not that big of a scifi fan…but if memory serves they're taken away 

from their parents and trained from birth." 
"Yes, but I was referring to their older students." 
Daniel searched his memories. "Not off the top of my head." 
"They use a system of Master and Apprentice. The Alterra do the same with the lesser 

races. We did so with the Asgard until they had progressed far enough to become our 
peers...well, lesser peers, but we interacted with them on an equal level. Same for the Furlings 
and others." 

"And the Nox?" Daniel guessed. 
"No," Stevenson admitted. "They were in Avalona before the first Alterrans arrived. 

They were peers from the beginning." 
"Interesting," Daniel said as his mind drifted elsewhere. "Still, you're putting a lot of 

faith in your own people." 
"Should we do otherwise?" Stevenson asked. 
"Surely not all of the Alterra were trustworthy? There had to be a bad egg every now 

and then." 
"On occasion, yes," Stevenson admitted. 
"So it's possible," Daniel urged, "that a tyrant could arise, even in an advanced society." 
"Only if the bad eggs outnumber the good eggs," Stevenson said, using Daniel's 

metaphor. "And in our case, the numbers would be so far against them that they wouldn't 
stand a chance." 

"But now you're changing individuals of lesser races into Alterra?" Daniel pointed out. 
"Doesn't that change things?" 

"It just means I have to be very careful who I choose to become Alterra," Stevenson said 
as one of the objects spinning above his head began to flash with a blinking light. 

Stevenson pulled it down into his hand and hit the activation button. The long range 
communication device displayed a text message as a hologram, with the Ancient symbols 
glowing blue between Stevenson and Daniel. 



Suddenly Stevenson set all the moving objects down, back into their original, neat 
positions around the room. He slid the communications bracelet onto his wrist along with his 
ornamental jewelry. 

"What is it?" Daniel asked. He couldn't make out most of the message, but got the 
feeling it was urgent. 

"I'm needed on Dakara," Stevenson told him. 
"Trouble?" Daniel asked, sliding his own chair out of the way. Stevenson telekinetically 

grabbed it and slid it back into its slot when Daniel let go. 
"A minor technical problem that the replicators weren't programmed to handle. It isn't 

serious, but it'll hold up operations until I get it fixed," he said, glancing at Daniel and getting his 
first good read of his thoughts. "Seeing as how you're concerned with my intentions, how about 
you come along and speak to the Jaffa. I'm sure they can alleviate some of your concerns." 

"It's not that I doubt your intentions," Daniel began, but was stopped by a knowing 
eyebrow from Stevenson. "Ok, so I have some doubts. But you have to understand that this is 
still all new to me. Very little information on Ancient…Alterran culture survived. I guess I just 
assumed you were democratic when I should have realized that you guys would have improved 
on societal structures as much as you did with technology." 

"Apology accepted," Stevenson said sarcastically, knowing that wasn't exactly what 
Daniel had meant. "You coming?" 

"Sure, why not." Daniel said, falling into step beside him as they headed for the gate. 
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Stevenson and Daniel stepped out of the Dakara stargate into the sights of fourteen 

staff-wielding Jaffa guards. As soon as they recognized the Alterran they raised their weapons 
and parted to either side, making way for him and Daniel to pass. 

"I'll leave you here," Stevenson told Daniel. "I estimate this will take no longer than an 
hour." 

"You find me or me find you?" Daniel asked. 
"I'll find you," Stevenson told him before he walked off down the dirt trail toward the 

Ancient-style settlements and the partially constructed shipyard beyond. 
Daniel glanced around at the Jaffa near the gate. "Hi there. My name is Daniel Jackson, 

and I was wondering if you wouldn't mind answering a few questions about everything going on 
here?" he said, motioning to the plethora of new buildings visible in the distance. 

One of the larger guards stepped up to Jackson and stared him in the eye. "You travel 
with the Alterra?" 

"Ah, yes. I travel with the Alterra," he answered hesitantly. "He brought me with him so 
I could inspect your operations here." 

The guard stood a little straighter. "What do you wish to know?" 
"Good…well, let's start with your rank and position here on Dakara." 

 
Stevenson walked slowly, intending to give Daniel more time to talk with the Jaffa, but 

he seriously doubted the reprogramming would take very long. According to the message 
Bra'tac had sent him, the replicator engineers had stopped working when they encountered 
micro-fractures in the subsurface support grid that they hadn't been programmed to deal with. 

It was an oversight on Stevenson's part, and probably not the last, given that the design 
of these replicators was his own and not a copy of the Lantean designs. These variants had a 
different physical construction as well as a different programming priority. They were dedicated 
engineers, designed to replace what normally would have been Alterrans…which Stevenson 
currently didn't have available for such tasks. He was going to have to make due with the 
machines for some time, and as a result he expected to have to make occasional upgrades to 
their programming as unforeseen complications arose. 

Not that such things had been unanticipated. The shutdown was part of a 
preprogrammed procedure to minimize problems when something went amiss. The replicators 
hadn't been designed as troubleshooters. They were simply meant to carry out routine tasks 
within well established parameters. Stevenson had made those parameters as comprehensive 
as he could, but this little programming inadequacy served him as a reminder how much work it 
was going to take to rebuild the entire Alterran civilization. 

Still, once he made this upgrade it would forever be included in their programming code 
and he wouldn't have to deal with it again. It was progress, albeit on a very minute scale, but it 
was something he could live with. 



 
Stevenson let Daniel have a full two hours before tracking him down in one of the 

settlements. He'd eventually found Bra'tac and plied him with an unending stream of 
questions…but in the end he'd gotten the answers that he'd hoped he'd get. After all this time, 
the last thing Daniel wanted when he finally got to meet an Ancient was to have the misfortune 
of finding a tyrannical one. 

"So," Stevenson said as they were walking back to the gate, "you still think I'm an 
Alterran version of Dr. Evil?" 

Daniel couldn't help but laugh at that. "You know it's rather odd how you occasionally 
mix in Earth-based concepts with everything Ancient…but to answer your question, I think I 
owe you an apology. The Jaffa had nothing but high praise for what you've done here. I guess I 
let my Earth cultural bias affect my judgement, and that's usually something I work hard to 
avoid. I'm sorry," he said, extending his hand. 

Stevenson took it. "Forget it. If you don't mind, I need to make another stop before we 
head back to Atlantis." 

"Sure," Daniel said dismissively. "What's up?" 
"I have another shipyard run by replicator engineers. I need to install this programming 

update to them as well." 
Daniel frowned. "Won't the program transmit from these out to the rest of them?" 
"No…they aren't interconnected by anything more than simple communications 

channels. I have to make the modifications to each one personally." 
"Sounds rather inefficient," Daniel commented. 
"Perhaps…but it keeps problems isolated to individual units and doesn't allow for the 

possibility of sabotage or program corruption spreading throughout a common network." 
"Like what happened with the original replicators when we were able to temporarily 

freeze all of them by gaining access to only one." 
"Exactly," Stevenson said as they approached the gate. The guards spread wide, giving 

them access to both the gate and the dialing device. "Cla," Stevenson said slowly as he touched 
the first symbol to get Daniel's attention. "Va, The, Sa, Ra, En, At, Es." 

Daniel's eyes went wide with surprise. "Aren't you missing a syllable?" he asked as the 
DHD started to go haywire. 

"It's in this galaxy," Stevenson explained as he entered the network jump code. "And 
don't bother trying to memorize the code…it randomizes each time," he said as all the DHD 
symbols illuminated simultaneously, indicating that the code had been accepted. Stevenson hit 
the center bubble on the dialing device. 

The event horizon snapped into place and Stevenson led Daniel through the gate. 
When they reached the other side Daniel's breath caught in his throat. He stood in an 

extremely large chamber next to multiple stargates with different colored chevrons. "Where 
are we?" 

"The hub of the stargate network," Stevenson said as he turned and walked off toward 
the green gate. "The key to unlocking every gate on every network." 

"The key to infinite treasure," Daniel whispered to himself as the chevrons on the green 
gate lit up…but he didn't see any DHD. "How are you dialing?" 

"Mentally," Stevenson told him as the event horizon snapped into place. 



Daniel glanced back at the still open yellow gate, then back at the equally active green 
gate. "Cool." 

Stevenson stepped through without preamble and Daniel was quick to follow. 
"Why didn't you say anything earlier…" he started to ask him about the gate center 

when his attention was torn away by the new view as they came out of the gate. 
They stood inside another gigantic facility…directly in front of the ribs of a partially 

constructed starship. 
As Daniel's jaw hung open a replicator approached them from the side. 
"Is there something you require?" 
"Upload," he ordered in Ancient. 
The replicator held out her right hand, palm down. 
Likewise, Stevenson held out a small tablet parallel to the ground and touched it to her 

palm. With the physical connection the programming upload was made instantaneously. 
"Recall the others in sequence, then return to prior tasks." 
"Done," she said, quietly walking off. In the distance Daniel could see others leaving 

their positions and walking towards them. 
"What is this place?" 
"It's one of the few surviving Alterran shipyards." 
"Are we in space?" 
"No, we're underground. Inside a moon, actually." 
"I'm surprised the Goa'uld or someone else never found this place," Daniel commented, 

looking down the extremely long slip that held an equally long ribcage. The first of the 
engineers made their way to them, forming a line, and approached Stevenson one by one. 

He reset the tablet and allowed the replicators to 'tag' it as they walked past at a rate of 
two every three seconds. 

"There's no red gate in this system," Stevenson told him as he attended to the 
replicators, "and the moon is camouflaged. From the outside all your sensors will detect is a 
worthless piece of rock." 

"Ingenious," Daniel commented, still looking over the pieces of the new ship. "How far 
away from Earth are we?" 

Stevenson shook his head. "We left Avalona. We're now in Kestardra." 
Daniel finally took his eyes off the ship. "We switched galaxies?" 
"That's why we had to go through the hub," Stevenson explained as he serviced more 

replicators. "Without an override, the dialing devices won't provide enough power for an 
intergalactic connection…I believe astronomers back home call this the Andromeda galaxy." 

"Andromeda…really?" Daniel asked, becoming more impressed by the minute. "But the 
stargate hub was in the Milky Way?" 

"Avalona…yes." 
"What makes it so special…besides the multiple gates?" 
"It's the only location with direct access to all six networks…the ability to remote control 

all the gates…the ability to make new gates…the…" 
"That's where you made the gates?" Daniel asked quickly. 
Stevenson nodded. "Most of them, yes. Then we send them out through the purple 

gates by ship to wherever they're needed." 



"Amazing," Daniel said, looking back at the ship under construction. He pointed up at it. 
"By the way…what are you building?" 

"A Columnar-class warship." 
"Columnar?" Daniel asked. 
"It's a new design. This is the prototype." 
"Is this what you're going to be building on Dakara too?" 
"No. That shipyard is for the Jaffa. It won't be big enough to build Columnar…just large 

enough to produce the new H'tel." 
"I assume that's some version of a Ha'tak?" Daniel asked. 
"Not exactly," Stevenson said, finishing up with the last of the swiftly moving line of 

replicators. "They're a new design based on Alterran tech so that the Jaffa will have the muscle 
to help us defend Avalona." 

"Defend it from what?" Daniel asked. "I know the Lucian Alliance and other small 
factions are still on the loose, but without the Goa'uld around I don't know of any real threats 
that Earth and its allies can't handle…unless you're referring to something extra-galactic like the 
Ori?" 

Stevenson glared at him. "You think Avalona is safe?" 
Daniel shrugged. "I don't know about safe…but what you're doing with the Jaffa seems a 

bit like overkill to me." 
The last of the replicators in the line touched the tablet and received its programming 

upload. Stevenson locked down the tablet and telekinetically tugged Daniel back toward the 
gate. "Come with me." 

 
Within moments they were back in the gate center, again entering through the yellow 

gate, but this time Stevenson walked off toward the blue one. He dialed mentally again, but 
hesitated before going through. 

"You said the blue gates were reserved for experiments?" Daniel asked gingerly, sensing 
that he was a bit upset. 

"And hazardous locations, such as this," he said as he mentally reviewed the telemetry 
from the other side. "We're clear." 

"Where are we going?" Daniel asked, suddenly nervous. 
"Fin, O, Nas, Tar ,Ta, Rush." 
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Daniel stepped through the blue gate at the telekinetic prodding of Stevenson and 

arrived first into darkness. Only the light of the event horizon and the blue chevrons on the gate 
gave his feet a visible target as he hesitantly moved forward. When the Alterran stepped 
through a few seconds later the small room in which they stood suddenly came to life, 
powering up a vast array of surveillance equipment in what looked to be a copy of the Tria's 
bridge. 

Foremost of all the visual splendor was a floating hologram of a dense star system in 
front of several observation screens directly opposite the gate. The numerous planets within 
the system were surrounded by a sphere made up of small red dots. 

"What is this place?" Daniel asked. 
"An observation station," Stevenson said, reviewing the most recent logs. 
"Observing what?" Daniel asked, trying to piece it all together. Something about the 

address sounded familiar, but he couldn't quite place it. 
"This system is near the core of Avalona," Stevenson explained as he continued to work 

the consoles. "It contains 52 planets along with 76 moons and is one of the densest systems in 
the galaxy. Originally we had intended it for our own use, but circumstances led us to designate 
it for another purpose." 

Stevenson brought up a visual display of one of the planetoids, a green-white world with 
obvious signs of civilization scattered across its surface. He zoomed in the surveillance footage 
until Daniel's eyes went wide with shock. "You have got to be kidding me?" 

"Not at all…and do not mistake them for mere beasts. Jurassic Park didn't do them 
justice." 

"They're intelligent?" Daniel asked as he watched live footage of a group of long-necked 
dinosaurs walking through a series of arches outlining a corridor within a massive city. 

"Very," Stevenson said without any hint of levity. "They are called the Lovakora…a 
conglomeration of twelve races along with numerous subspecies. They were the dominate 
power in Avalona when the Alterra originally settled in this galaxy, yet they controlled less than 
1% of its territory. Those systems that they did possess were spread far apart, cherry-picked by 
the Lovakora for the worlds that best suited them. This provided more than enough free space 
for us to inhabit without crossing their path. In the end, however, that didn't prove to be true. A 
few thousand years after we colonized Dakara the Lovakora came into conflict with one of our 
allies. We intervened…and a galactic war ensued." 

"Dinosaurs?" Daniel asked, still not believing it. 
"When the war began," Stevenson continued, ignoring his rhetorical question, "our fleet 

was small, but we had a significant technological advantage that kept us alive. We had hoped to 
defend ourselves and our allies and force the Lovakora to abandon the war…but we quickly 
discovered that wasn't an option. The nature of the Lovakora is one that doesn't tolerate 



opposition. Once they enter battle, the fighting doesn't end until the enemy is completely 
annihilated. They will accept nothing less." 

"Surely there must have been some diplomatic recourse?" Daniel argued. 
Stevenson shook his head. "You underestimate them greatly, Dr. Jackson. They will 

tolerate no rivals. Even when they were on the edge of total defeat their resolve did not 
slacken…and it took us over a thousand years to overcome their hold on this galaxy." 

"In the end we decided not to wipe them out completely, though that seemed to be the 
only logical recourse. Instead, we devised an end to the war that would give them a second 
chance at survival." 

Stevenson pointed at the holographic map. "They were banished to Tar, Ta, Rush, never 
again to leave under pain of death. We didn't negotiate the terms of the armistice with them. 
Even as they faced total defeat they would not consider us worthy enough for communication. 
At the time we believed they only accepted the armistice in order to give themselves a chance 
to rebuild their forces and attack us again. Knowing this, we established a network of satellites 
around the system that marks the limit of their allowed movement, as well as establishing a 
jamming field that blocks all incoming and outgoing transmissions." 

"Wait a minute," Daniel said, holding up a hand for him to stop. "Tar-Ta-Rush…" he said 
aloud, thinking it through. "Tar-Tar-Ush…Tartarus. This is Tartarus, from Greek mythology, 
where the Olympians imprisoned the Titans in the underworld…" Daniel hesitated as it finally 
sunk in. "The Dinosaurs are the Titans…twelve species, twelve Titans?" 

"Twelve dominant species," Stevenson corrected him. "There are many more that serve 
under them. They use another one of those forms of government that Avalon isn't familiar 
with," Stevenson said, referring to their previous conversation. "The best analogy I can give you 
is that of the Covenant in Halo…though the Lovakora share power more between the species 
than the Prophets allowed." 

"Ah, I'm sorry…Halo?" Daniel asked. 
Stevenson frowned. "You've never played Halo?" 
"I'm not even sure what it is," Daniel admitted. 
"It's a video game," Stevenson told him. "There were weekly tournaments in the SGC." 
Daniel shrugged. "I never cared for games. I was always more into books and artifacts." 
Stevenson rolled his eyes. "Whatever. Anyway, by the end of the war the Alterra were 

left in the default position of galactic stewardship…which we never relented. The surviving 
Lovakora were relocated to this system and have remained here ever since." 

Daniel looked at the holographic map. "And the satellites keep them in?" 
"No," Stevenson said menacingly. "The promise of total annihilation should they ever 

violate the armistice has kept them here." 
"Well what's keeping them in now?" Daniel asked. "With the Alterra gone they should 

have…" 
"And you thought Avalona was safe," Stevenson reminded Daniel, sensing that he'd 

finally caught on. 
"They don't know what happened," Daniel said, almost in a whisper. "They still think the 

Alterra control this galaxy." 



Stevenson nodded. "That's the only reason I can think of that they would still be here. 
With the blackout in place they have no knowledge of outside events…and if they sent even so 
much as a probe past the satellites it would break the armistice and we would kill them all." 

"How big of a threat are they?" Daniel asked, looking at the visual images of the 
Lovakora on one of their prison worlds. 

"Haven't you been listening?" Stevenson rebuked him. 
"I mean now," Daniel clarified. 
Stevenson ground his teeth. "This citadel orbits the central star in what is a trinary 

system. The abundance of stellar energy is what feeds the satellites and keeps them 
operational. This space station gathers the energy and redirects it periodically to the jamming 
net. Fortunately the citadel's backup generators are also stellar powered, or the station would 
have shut down long ago, and with it the blackout. When I first came here a few months ago I 
found the Potentia depleted. I've since replaced it and the citadel's monitoring equipment is 
now back to full capacity. The first thing I did once power was restored was to have the 
computer compile an updated report." 

"Initially 16 of the 128 planetoids were habitable," Stevenson continued. "Now they all 
are, and are filled to the brim with Lovakora…with estimates placing their total population at 
over three trillion." 

"Oh my god," Daniel commented, feeling the pit of his stomach sink. 
"Initially, this system wasn't abundant in naquada and other materials essential to the 

creation of advanced technology, so it wasn't theorized that they would be able to build up a 
sizeable force to challenge us again…but in the millions of years that have passed they have 
upgraded their technology with an eye towards creating alternative compounds to those that 
they are lacking. Their power generators are using a compound unknown to the Alterra, which I 
believe is some type of synthetic construction created through combinations of available 
resources…much like how a metallic alloy is stronger than its constituent parts." 

Daniel stared him in the eye. "So they've become far stronger than you ever imagined 
they would?" 

"We weren't here to keep an eye on them…and to be honest, even their current 
strength wouldn't be something we couldn't have countered at the time the plague hit us…but 
now, if they discover that we're no longer here to contain them, there's nothing that I can do to 
stop them. Not yet, anyway." 

"How advanced is their technology compared to Earth's…or the Asgard's?" 
"Avalon can't compare," Stevenson said with a hint of disgust. "And given the 

advancements they've made in the interim…they may have even surpassed the Asgard." 
"Oh, this is bad," Daniel commented. 
"You see now why I need the Jaffa to back us up?" Stevenson asked pointedly. "And 

there are even more lethal threats in Avalona than the Lovakora…just none this large." 
"More lethal?" Daniel asked, questioning his own hearing. 
"Not all threats vie for galactic domination," Stevenson reminded him. "Some prefer to 

remain hidden…waiting for you to cross their paths. There are some so powerful and so unusual 
that we quarantined them rather than face them in battle. However, the Lovakora do vie for 
galactic domination…which makes them the largest threat within Avalona. Then take into 
account all the possible extra-galactic threats…" 



"And you need as big a defense force as you can get," Daniel said, seeing the logic. "Do 
the Jaffa know about them?" he asked, pointing to the monitor. 

"No one does," Stevenson said, eyeing Daniel. "And I want it to stay that way. I don't 
want to distract them from their current assignments, especially given the fact that there's 
nothing the Jaffa could do in the here and now against that," he said, also referring to the real-
time images of the Lovakora. 

"Are you sure that's wise," Daniel asked, thinking. "I've found that sometimes the threat 
of mutually assured destruction can be a great incentive for cooperation," he said with just a 
hint of sarcasm. 

"Temporary cooperation," Stevenson corrected him. "The Jaffa united to defeat the 
Goa'uld, then split apart into competing factions after the threat was eliminated. I want a 
unified force to safeguard this galaxy, not one cobbled together out of immediate need." 

"Point taken," Daniel said, staring at the displays. "Who's the dominate race in the 
Lovakora? The T-Rex I suppose?" 

Stevenson shook his head. "The Atla are a subspecies to the Iapetus. They're used 
mostly as front line commanders." 

"In mythology Iapetus was one of the original Titans and Atlas was the offspring," Daniel 
said in awe. It still amazed him how much of mythology still proved to be true in the present 
day…even if it had become a bit distorted. "Not to mention Prometheus, Epimetheus, and 
Menoetius." 

"All subspecies of the Iapetus," Stevenson told him, searching the surveillance data for a 
particular feed. He had to switch planetoids to find the appropriate species. 

"These are the Iapetus," he said, bringing an extremely large dinosaur onto the screen 
from a top down view. "I don't believe their remains have been found on Avalon." 

"Is that?" Daniel asked, pointing to a small dinosaur beside the Iapetus. 
"An Atla." 
Daniel's jaw dropped again at the sheer size of the creatures. "How did they come to be 

on Earth anyway?" 
"Avalon was one of their regional capitols before we took it from them," Stevenson said 

warily. 
"Which means it'll probably be one of the first worlds they want back," Daniel said 

ominously. 
"Probably," Stevenson reasoned. "Hopefully I'm able to rebuild our civilization before 

they grow bold enough to challenge their imprisonment. If not, Avalona will fall with little 
resistance." 

"And I suppose Pegasus and other nearby galaxies not long after that?" Daniel guessed. 
"I don't think so," Stevenson countered. "The Lovakora's hyperdrive technology proved 

inferior during the war…and it's not like they've an opportunity to field test any upgrades." 
"So you're saying they can't reach another galaxy?" Daniel asked. 
"Not categorically, but there's a strong chance that's the case." 
"Just for argument's sake," Daniel said offhand, "what happens if, say, a rogue Goa'uld 

or an explorer happens to stumble across this system?" 
Stevenson didn't say anything. He just shook his head. 



"Yeah, that's what I was afraid of," Daniel said, staring at the Iapetus and the hoards of 
smaller Lovakora flanking it. "I liked Spielberg's version better." 

Stevenson placed his hand on Daniel's shoulder. "Come on," he said, mentally dialing 
the gate. When it came to the jump code he input that manually on the dialing device then hit 
the activation key. As soon as the event horizon snapped into place his communicator 
registered a new message. 

He read the brief holographic text message then deactivated the device. "There's a 
medical emergency on Atlantis. We have to return at once." 
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"Alright Blue Team, listen up," Sheppard said in frustration in their impromptu meeting 

on Yavin's southern combat field. "In case any of you hadn't noticed, we're currently in the 
basement," he said, pointing to a nearby scoreboard. Four teams were listed, with Sheppard's 
Blue Team in dead last. 

"Now I don't know about you, but I'm tired of getting my butt kicked day in and day out 
by Green Team…and if any of you ever want to even think about being included in an offworld 
mission you're going to have to prove it on the training field first." 

Sheppard glanced back and forth across the 54 assembled members of Blue Team, all of 
which were sitting in a semi-circle on a wide grassy field. He pointed off in the distance at a 
small rise. "We get bunker 2 this time…and the Greenies aren't going to get it. Am I clear?" 

"Yes, sir," about half of the group said in unison. 
"Keep your heads down when you're not firing this time," Sheppard scolded them. "We 

lost 15 kills to slop like that last time. Do that again, and I'll put an extra stun round into you 
myself," he yelled, not bluffing. "Get to the bunker!" 

Together, all of Blue Team trotted off across the grass field toward their designated 
bunker for this round of the team competition. Sheppard fell in at the tail of the line, carrying 
his own stun rifle slung over his back while his smaller stun pistol rode in a hip holster on his left 
thigh. 

All of the troops on Blue Team carried the same weapons…the rifles boasted increased 
stun power and were designed for range, while the pistols were for hand to hand combat…or in 
case their rifles' power packs ran dry. The bunker contained several gun turrets with scattershot 
stun batteries that fired at a rate of 50 per second, but each blast wasn't enough to induce 
unconsciousness, merely numbness that would debilitate the victim. However, multiple impacts 
would rack up a kill, not to mention a wicked headache afterwards. 

Meanwhile, the attackers carried cut-down rifles known as 'nippers' that could be 
operated one handed. They carried this version because they were also allowed to carry static 
energy shields shaped as long rectangles, extending from a short lateral pole that could be 
handled with one or two hands. The attackers would approach the bunker across open field, 



using strategically placed ditches and holes, in conjunction with their personal shields, and 
attempt to seize the bunker. 

The attackers were also given numerical superiority, which meant that Green Team got 
to field four times the number of Blue Team, which amounted to 240…Sheppard had forgone 
his extra 6 men allotted due to the simple fact the rest of his men couldn't yet shoot straight 
and had proved in past training battles to be more nuisance than assistance. 

Green Team was led by none other than Ronon, and together they had racked up a unit 
score of 954. Yellow Team, led by Brand, ran second with 674. Teyla's former team, now 
commanded by a Pegasus native called Striker, formerly Ronon's top man, and ran third with 
439. Sheppard's Blue Team was last of all with 375. 

When all of Blue Team was in position within the bunker Sheppard hoisted the Blue 
flag…the signal to begin the battle. 

Sheppard stayed on top of the bunker, literally daring Green Team to shoot him, as he 
scanned the horizon looking for Green Team's advance, which could be taking place from any 
direction. 

He stood there for a good twenty minutes, cursing Ronon for 19 of them, before he 
thought he caught a glint of energy shield toward the northwest. 

"Herra, four two-second bursts along a vertical axis in sector 11," Sheppard ordered. 
A thin woman dressed in blue camo fatigues powered up her turret, raised it into the 

air, and started spraying yellow stun bolts towards the northwest. Sheppard saw a few impact 
the nearly invisible shields and he knew at least some of Ronon's men were camped out in 
ditches and underbrush in that direction. 

But Sheppard wasn't about to be caught in another of his buddy's diversionary attacks. 
He turned around and looked the opposite direction, just in time to catch the faint movement 
of grass about three hundred meters out. Ronon had his men crawling forward through the 
long grasses no more than a couple of inches off the ground to. 

Sheppard hoisted his rifle and laid down on top of the bunker's highest roof. He 
positioned the rifle on its built in bipod and sighted the crawling Greenies when he heard 
weapons fire from behind him. 

"Sheppard!" he heard one of his men yell from below. 
"I know!" he yelled back, keeping his sights on the crawlers. "Do I have to do everything 

for you? Use your heads…steady, even suppression fire. Snipers double up on individual 
shields." 

Sheppard ignored the fighting starting behind him and took careful aim with his rifle's 
scope. He sighted in on several of the crawlers, noting their slowly moving positions. 

"Ok, Ronon. You're going to have to work for it this time," Sheppard said before firing 
three blasts at the first target. Without waiting to see if he'd hit anything he switched to the 
second, then the third, fourth, and fifth...firing some twenty shots in a matter of five seconds. 

He hit three of his targets, resulting in a swarm of green camo fatigues springing out of 
the grass and sprinting forward just under 275 meters away…farther away than Ronon had 
probably wanted them to get. "Reinforce rear guard!" Sheppard ordered as the Greenies 
charged the bunker from both sides. 

Half the Blue troops on the lateral flanks pulled off their positions and doubled up the 
back half of Sheppard's defenses, mowing down the Greenies in a pleasing fashion. On the front 



side, from what he could hear, things weren't going so well, but if they could take the backside 
troops out quickly they could then triple up the front side and make up some badly needed 
points on Ronon's team. 

Just as Sheppard started to get hopeful one of his four turrets got knocked out…literally. 
The gunner slumped out of the seat and fell two meters into a crash bag below. 

"Someone get in the turret!" 
Just as Sheppard yelled out the order somebody jumped up and slid into the seat…but 

the person wasn't wearing blue. 
"Son of a bitch," Sheppard said under his breath as he recognized Ronon in the gunner's 

seat as he twirled it around to target Sheppard's men inside the bunker. Two more Greenies 
jumped up over the east wall...the wall Sheppard had pulled men from…and took up guard 
positions beside Ronon. 

Sheppard took both of them down with quick, accurate shots, but not before Ronon 
opened up the repeater and stitched eight of Blue Team's front side defenders. Then his 
opposite number turned the gun towards Sheppard with a wide smile on his face, making it 
clear that he knew he'd outwitted him again. 

Fortunately, Sheppard was able to roll off the roof onto a second lower roof before 
Ronon could light him up…but from then on things continued to go downhill quickly, resulting 
in another lopsided Green Team win. 

At least Sheppard had been spared the sight of Green Team's flag being hoisted over the 
bunker…he was still lying unconscious inside the bunker's command tower during Ronon's brief 
victory celebration. 

 
After Sheppard had regained consciousness he retreated to the 'VIP' center where the 

other commanders and on duty defense personnel were stationed. He pulled a quick video 
review of the massacre and vowed not to let Ronon make a fool of him again…a vow that he'd 
been making on a daily basis, yet one he hadn't yet been able to keep. 

"Commander Sheppard?" someone asked from behind him, addressing him in his 
Pegasus Army rank. 

He spun around in his floating chair. "Yes." 
"We have a new report from SG-B," Corporal Wiggins said, referring to the special ops 

teams that Sheppard had compiled out of the original Earth personnel that had chosen to stay 
in Atlantis. He still retained command of SG-A, though at present it was little more than himself 
and Ronon. He still wasn't sure what to make of Teyla, though a part of him didn't want to go 
ahead and officially replace her. 

"What's up?" Sheppard asked, leaning back in his chair with his hands behind his head, 
making it clear that he didn't want to read the report himself. 

The corporal took the cue and skimmed through the file on his datapad. "It seems a 
group called the Quindosim Brotherhood have put out the message that they want to meet 
with the people of Atlantis, namely you, sir, on a world called Merx. SG-B was able to procure 
the address to the planet." 

Sheppard sat up straight. "Oh they do, do they?" 
"Yes, sir," Wiggins said unnecessarily. "Something to do with the recently returned 

Ancestor and the item that they have been safeguarding for him." 



"Now they want to give us the ZPM?" Sheppard said sarcastically. "Atlantis was nearly 
destroyed because they held out on us the first time, and now they want to play nice when we 
don't need it?" 

"What's a ZPM?" the corporal asked. 
"It's an Ancient power generator. Atlantis uses three of them to power the city," he 

explained. 
Wiggins looked at him curiously. "The whole city? They must be huge." 
"Na," Sheppard said dismissively. "It's only about yea big," he said, holding his hands 

about a foot apart. 
"And we...don't need one of those?" the corporal said, obviously impressed. 
Sheppard considered that, and the fact that Stevenson said that they were working off a 

limited supply of the things. 
"Ok, so it's still important...just not as much as it used to be," he said, standing up and 

taking the datapad. He read through it quickly while the corporal waited. 
"Find Ronon, and tell him to gear up along with two of his men, his choice. I want them 

ready to go offworld within the hour." 
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Sheppard and a temporary SG-A stepped out of the stargate into the pre-dawn hours of 

Merx and a swift, but steady breeze. The four men switched on their nightvision goggles and 
cautiously made their way up the trail to the nearby settlement with Ronon on point, followed 
closely by Harr and Reva, while Sheppard brought up the rear. There was no talking, no 
laughing, no complaining along the way…just a neat, four man line efficiently covering ground 
with their senses alert for trouble. This was one of those moments when Sheppard didn't mind 
McKay's absence. 

The Atlantis team arrived in the village just before the first rays of sunlight broke over 
the treetops and fell inward onto the forest settlement. The dwellings reminded Sheppard of 
the Ewok huts in Star Wars, except that these were on the ground, but they were equally 
wrapped around and between tree trunks. The forest canopy above was patchy, allowing as 
much view of the sky as it did greenery. Right now those gaps showed fading stars amongst a 
blue-green hue, but in the daytime they allowed the necessary light for the growth of the long 
blue grasses that flooded themselves around the base of the sporadic trees. 

Those grasses had disappeared where the village began, and Sheppard and company 
had a bit more leg room to fan out once the trail opened up into the village clearing. Ronon and 
Sheppard walked forward together with the two regulars following a step behind as they slowly 
wove through the structures towards village center. 

Early in the morning as it was, there were still plenty of villagers awake. Most looked 
upon them warily, some as if they had just waken. 

"I don't suppose they could have heard the stargate open from here?" Sheppard 
commented to Ronon. 

The larger man glanced back the direction they had come. "Not with the wind. They 
might have had a sentry." 

"I don't know," Sheppard said as they hesitantly made their way forward. "Something 
seems to have rattled them." 

"Maybe they're not used to visitors," Ronon suggested. 
"Maybe," Sheppard offered, "but then why would the Brotherhood arrange a public 

meeting here?" 
Ronon shrugged. "Darts can't make it past the trees around the gate." 
That was true enough. The DHD had been sandwiched between two massive trunks 

directly in their flight path. "I don't know. I've still got a bad feeling about this." 
"Major Sheppard, I presume," a young man said as he approached them, coming out of 

one of the nearby huts. 
"I'm Sheppard," John said, stepping over to him. 
"I thought as much, given the description Allina provided. Please come with me," he 

said, leading them further into the village. 
"Where are we going?" Ronon asked gruffly. 



"To meet the Master Handler," the man said without stopping. 
Ronon glanced to Sheppard. He leaned toward him and whispered. "The chick that 

boned us last time." 
"If you don't mind me asking," Sheppard said, raising his voice so their guide could hear. 

"It doesn't seem like the locals are very happy to see us?" 
"It is not you," the man said back over his shoulder. "Two nights ago one of our people 

disappeared and hasn't been seen since. We fear that one of the beasts of the forest may have 
killed him, but we have yet to find a body." 

"Beasts?" Sheppard asked, not liking the sound of it. 
"Do not fear. They rarely come near the village…and the few that do provide easy kills 

for our hunters. The beasts are only a threat for those foolish enough to travel alone away from 
the village after dark." 

"How big are they?" Ronon asked. 
"No higher than a man's shoulders," the guide said innocently. "Ah, we have nearly 

arrived. The Master Handler resides in the large dome ahead." 
The 'dome' he spoke of was a large conical hut nearly the size of a two story apartment 

building. Smoke rose from within through slats in the ceiling and cast shadows as it drifted up 
through the light of the quickly rising sun. Sheppard pulled off his nightvision goggles as the first 
few rays leaking through the treetops started to cause him amplification problems. 

Ronon and the regulars followed suit as an attractive young woman stepped out from 
the hut to greet them. 

"Hello, Major Sheppard," Allina said as she glanced over his team. "I'm sorry to see that 
Dr. Rodney McKay didn't accompany you." 

"I'm sure he is too," Sheppard said, noticing the distinct fact that she was not carrying 
the ZPM. "So let's get down to business." 

Allina half smiled an apology. "I imagine you are still angry over how events transpired 
the last time we met." 

"If you mean how we tirelessly helped you track down the ZPM and defeat the Genii, 
only to have you steal it back from us after all our hard work…then yeah, I'm still a little miffed 
over that." 

"I hope you can understand my reasons, Sheppard," she said, staring up at him with her 
big brown eyes. "As Master Handler I've been entrusted with a sacred duty which I must carry 
out…I apologize for the means by which we recovered the Potentia, but I do not apologize for 
our intent. We will not fail our forbearers, nor the Ancestor that first entrusted us with the 
Potentia." 

"All well and good," Sheppard said, cutting off anymore excuses. "But in the end, 
Atlantis still ends up with the ZPM, and all your caution did was nearly get the city destroyed." 

He let that sentiment hang in the air for a moment. 
"However, we were able to narrowly defeat and escape the Wraith attack on the city," 

he continued. "Since then, as you have undoubtedly heard, one of the Ancients has returned to 
Atlantis." 

"Yes!" Allina said excitedly. "This is the day the Brotherhood has been waiting for in 
earnest. I am very pleased to hear that the rumors were true. Tell me, what is the Ancestor 
like?" 



"My point is…" Sheppard said, trying to steer her back on track. 
"Where is it?" Ronon asked bluntly. 
Sheppard nodded his head in agreement, though he had been trying to be a bit more 

diplomatic than that. 
All levity drained from Allina's face. "I cannot give it to you." 
"What?!" Sheppard asked, louder than he had meant. A dozen or so villagers turned 

toward him to see what was wrong. He stepped closer to Allina and lowered his voice. 
"What do you mean we can't have it?" 
"I only asked you here in order to confirm the rumors," she said apologetically. "There is 

only one person whom we can deliver the Potentia to…and that's the Ancestor himself." 
"You've got to be kidding me?" Sheppard complained, all pretense of diplomacy 

dropped. "You're holding out on us…twice?" 
"Surely you can understand our caution," Allina said, a bit defensively. "Though I do not 

doubt your word, it is possible that you could have heard of our offer and come here bearing 
false claims in order to reclaim the Potentia. We cannot risk even the slightest chance of 
deception." 

"Hmmm," a resonating voice said from around the corner of the hut, "that's too bad." 
Sheppard raised his P-90 instantly upon hearing the voice. Behind him he heard Ronon's 

pistol power up just before Todd walked into the open and the villagers immediately began to 
panic. 

"It appears we're going to have to do this the hard way," Todd said ominously, looking 
at Allina. 

"Aren't you supposed to be dead?" Sheppard asked, not taking his sights off the Wraith. 
"Easy way to fix that," Ronon offered. Beside him Reva and Harr had their stun rifles 

trained on Todd, but they knew better than to open fire before Ronon did. They held their 
nerve amicably, but inside they were scared to hell. 

"I wouldn't do that if I were you," Todd suggested as dozens of Wraith warriors filtered 
into the village from the treeline, herding a good portion of the villagers that hadn't escaped 
back toward Todd and Sheppard. "You're hopelessly outnumbered." 

Sheppard glanced around, counting numbers. "What's this all about?" 
"Alas, my position within the Alliance has diminished somewhat, given the failure of 

your drug," Todd said regretfully. "I require something of value to reestablish my position…and I 
could think of nothing better than a Lantean power core." 

Todd looked into Allina's frightened face. "It was most kind of you to make such 
a…widespread invitation." 

"And I must also thank you, Colonel Sheppard," Todd said, smiling, "for confirming my 
suspicions as to the identity of the item that they possess." 

"Glad to be of help," Sheppard said sarcastically. "Shouldn't you have a big bug attached 
to your neck about now?" 

"Hmmn, yes," Todd said, remembering. "I may have overstated the rigors of the 
regenerative process. But then, if I had explained the ease of which the curative cells could be 
harvested from the…bugs…I doubt you would have let me go. In fact, I believe that you truly 
expected us never to meet again." 



"Wishful thinking, I know," Sheppard admitted. "But you got to admit, you were in 
pretty bad shape when we let you go." 

"Indeed," Todd mewed. "But as you can see for yourself, I am fully recovered. Now all 
that remains is for me to recover my rightful position," he said stepping toward Allina. "And for 
that, I require your assistance." 

"Hold it right there," Sheppard warned, stopping Todd in his tracks. 
"Surely you can't be seriously thinking of a fight?" Todd asked disbelievingly. "Or do you 

need help counting?" 
"We've been up against 10/1 odds before and survived," Sheppard informed him. 

"Besides, all it takes is a second for me to light you up." 
Todd smiled cruelly. "My wounds will heal…yours will not. You have my promise that we 

will leave peaceably once we have what we came for. No one need be killed," he said looking 
back at Allina. 

"Never," she said meekly. 
"Never," Todd repeated casually, glancing back at Sheppard. "Perhaps you simply lack 

the proper motivation," he said looking over the crowd trapped with Sheppard and the others 
inside the circle of Wraith. He saw one cloaked figure visibly shaking. 

"Perhaps this one," he suggested, walking over to the individual. "Show me where you 
have hidden the power core or I will feed on him," Todd threatened, pointing to the shaking 
man. 

"Don't…" Sheppard said, all levity lost. 
When Allina remained silent Tood looked down at the much shorter Human, smiling. "I 

don't think she values your life," he said, drawing back the man's hood. "Perhaps if she sees the 
look of fear upon your face…" 

The man looked up at the Wraith with his mismatched eyes and smiled. Todd frowned, 
not understanding the man's reaction. 

"What fear?" Ford said, pulling out a concealed knife and slitting Todd's throat. 
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Todd clutched at his throat, total surprise evident in his eyes as he dropped to his knees. 

Meanwhile, Ford lept out of his overrobe toward the next Wraith, blade in hand. 
Sheppard watched it happen behind the barrel of his P-90. He couldn't believe what he 

was seeing, but he knew that he had to act now. He adjusted his aim to the nearest wraith and 
unloaded half a dozen bullets into its torso, then he dropped to the ground, jumping laterally as 
he did so that he now faced backwards. 

A stun blast flew over his head and hit one of the scattering villagers. Sheppard poured 
fire into the Wraith behind him as he heard Ronon snap off several shots. 

Ronon hit two Wraith dead center before getting hit in the back by a stun shot. He 
remained conscious but fell to his knees, his back numb. He managed several more shaky shots 
forward before a second stun blast hit him in the head and dropped him to the ground. 

Sheppard downed the Wraith behind him, then got the one that had shot Ronon. By 
that time he belatedly noticed a number of the villagers attacking the Wraith with knifes and 
even stun pistols. Just as it dawned on him that they weren't villagers, but more of Ford's men, 
he got stunned in the leg. Biting off a curse, he elbowed himself around looking for something 
to shoot. 

What he found was Todd crawling toward one of the downed villagers, his hand still 
clutching his throat, though it looked as if the bleeding had stopped. He was keeping a low 
profile, and if Sheppard hadn't been half stunned and lying in his current position he wouldn't 
have even noticed. 

Sheppard couldn't push off of his left leg, so he had to wiggle his upper body around to 
line up the shot. Todd reached the man, dropping his hand from his already half-healed throat 
and pushed it against the man's chest. 

The cut on his throat diminished quickly, but it was soon replaced by a plethora of bullet 
holes. Sheppard held in on the trigger until his clip ran empty. By that time Todd had crumpled 
to the ground and Sheppard was out of the fight, unable to reload given that he was lying on his 
stomach. 

He twisted his head around and saw Harr lying next to Ronon, but Reva still stood, firing 
off rapid stun blasts. Suddenly he stopped and stood up to his full height…and Sheppard 
realized the battle was over. 

"Reva!" he yelled, his face half in the dirt. "Help me up." 
The regular came to his aid quickly and helped pull him up into a sitting position before 

attending to his fellow soldier and commander. Sheppard took a moment to look around and 
saw many Humans lying on the ground. Ford, however, was not one of them. 

That was, if it was really Ford. Sheppard still wasn't sure until the man knelt down next 
to one of the Wraith corpses and shakily started to cut the enzyme sack out of its right arm. 

"How the hell are you still alive?" Sheppard said loudly enough for his voice to carry 
across the impromptu battlefield. 



"What do you mean?" Ford said, looking up from his shoddy work. The Wraith's arm 
was a mess and he was having trouble inserting his needle into its other arm. 

"The Hive ship blew up," Sheppard reminded him. 
Ford finally got the needle to go in and extracted as large of a dose as he could, then 

injected himself with it, using his forearm to steady his hand. "I was off before that happened." 
"How?" Sheppard said disbelievingly. 
"I took the jumper," he said as if it was common knowledge. 
Sheppard frowned. "What jumper?" 
Ford stood up and shrugged. "I assumed it was the one I ditched after I left Atlantis. 

When we were planning the op I went back to get it and it was gone. I'd assumed you'd tracked 
it and taken it back to Atlantis until I found it in an offshoot of the hangar bay." 

Sheppard raised his eyebrow. "What would the Wraith want with a jumper?" 
"I don't know," Ford admitted, walking over to Sheppard. His bodily tremors appeared 

to have stopped. "They'd tore up the forward console pretty good. I thought they might have 
been looking for some type of black box, but I never knew for sure. The jumper was still flight 
worthy, so after I went back to rescue you I used it to get off the ship. I stuck around long 
enough to see the battle. Good work, by the way. Getting them to shoot at each other like 
that…oh, and that new battlecruiser you got is sweet." 

"Whoa, whoa…back up a minute," Sheppard said, trying to keep up. "If you had a 
jumper on the Hive ship why didn't we all use it to get off the ship?" 

Ford looked down at Sheppard where he sat on the ground. "Because if we'd left 
together, I knew you'd have taken me back to Atlantis whether I'd wanted to or not." 

"Right," Sheppard said, agreeing with the obvious. 
"Actually, I wish it had worked out that way," Ford admitted. "It would have saved us a 

lot of trouble." 
"Meaning what?" Sheppard asked. 
Ford knelt down so he was at even eye level with Sheppard. "We need your help. The 

enzyme isn't working like it used to. After a few hours I get the shakes so bad I can't fire a 
weapon worth crap. The others aren't so bad, but then again I've been on the enzyme longer 
than they have." 

Sheppard looked shocked. "You're saying you want to go back to Atlantis?" 
"Yeah," Ford said, half apologizing. "We all do. Hopefully Beckett can find some way to 

fix this." 
Sheppard smiled. "I can do better than Beckett. A lot of things have changed since we 

last talked. For starters, you don't have to worry about a court martial anymore. Atlantis has 
declared its independence from Earth." 

"Really?!" Ford said, not quite believing it. "I didn't think Weir had the balls to do 
something like that." 

Sheppard shook his head. "Weir's not in charge. I am." 
Ford raised his eyebrows. "You?" 
Sheppard cocked his head at an angle. "Well, to be honest, it's more of a co-command 

between me and…the Ancient," he said dramatically. 
"An Ancient?" Ford asked. 



"Yeah, name's Stevenson. He was a member of the SGC and found one of those head 
sucker things that downloads Ancient knowledge into your brain." 

"General O'Neill used one," Ford said. "It nearly killed him." 
"Well, Stevenson lived…and it turns out it does a bit more than a simple data download. 

It completely changed him into an old school Ancient, called an Alterra. He busted me out of 
the brig and got us off Earth. Ever since then Atlantis has been on its own. I'd bet a hundred 
bucks Stevenson can fix your problem within twenty minutes." 

"Stevenson…" Ford said, thinking. "That name sounds familiar." 
"You know him?" 
"Maybe…I can't remember," Ford said, shaking it off. "Why doesn't Atlantis's address 

work anymore? We tried dialing it earlier to ask for your help but we couldn't connect." 
"Ah," Sheppard said, beginning to understand his thinking. "We moved the city to 

another planet…twice." 
"Really…you can do that?" 
"We can do a lot of things now that we've got an Ancient on our side and three ZPMs to 

power the city." 
"Three...then why do you need theirs?" 
"We don't need it," Sheppard admitted. "But it would be stupid not to get it when we 

have the chance. It's still useful." 
"No doubt," Ford said as Ronon suddenly woke up. 
"Hey, Chewie. Have a nice nap?" Sheppard asked sarcastically. 
"What happened?" Ronon groggily muttered. 
"The Wraith are dead, thanks to Ford and his…" Sheppard cut off suddenly. He looked to 

Ford. "Two of my men were equipped with stun weapons. Some of the Wraith might just be 
unconscious." 

"We'll fix that," Ford said, walking off and giving orders to his men as Sheppard tried to 
shake off the sudden wave of pins and needles torturing his leg. 

Ronon dragged himself over to Harr and tried to wake him up, with no success. He 
looked up at Reva who was standing in silent guard over the two of them. "Gather up the 
Wraiths' weapons," he ordered. 

Reva nodded and hurried off on his scavenger hunt. 
Ronon slowly pulled himself to his feet, shaky as he was, but he still managed to stand. 
"How do you do that?" Sheppard asked, his leg still wobbly. 
"Takes practice," Ronon said, looking around and finding his weapon. He retrieved it, 

then found Todd's body. He looked down at it, then the man next to him. "Sheppard, this guy's 
been fed on…and he's still alive." 

"If we get him back to Atlantis maybe Stevenson can do something for him," Sheppard 
said. 

"That was my thought," Ronon echoed as he looked around. "Who are all these guys." 
"They're mine," Ford said, rejoining them. 
"You didn't have this many before," Ronon said. 
"We've got more than this back at our base." 
"How many?" Sheppard asked, leaning on a tree trunk as he stood up on one leg. 
"About fifty," Ford said, staring at him. "Is that a problem?" 



"No," Sheppard said quickly. "But we need to get back to Atlantis now. That guy might 
not have very long. Are any more of your people injured?" 

"He's not one of mine. Just one of the villagers," Ford said, glancing around. "My guys 
are fine. Their stun weapons don't work as well on us." 

"Right," Sheppard said, remembering. "Can your guys carry him and our guy through the 
gate?" 

"Sure," Ford said, motioning to his men. 
Ronon stepped over and put an arm under Sheppard. Nearby they saw Allina peeking 

out from the large hut's doorway. 
"How about now?" Sheppard asked. 
Allina stepped out. "I'm sorry. I can't give you the Potentia. Bring the Ancestor here and 

we'll give it to him…but only him." 
Sheppard frowned. "We'll be back." 
Ronon helped Sheppard toward the gate as Ford and his band collected the two men 

and did likewise, leaving the rest of the unconscious villagers where they lay. On the way Ronon 
stopped by Todd's body and put a couple of shots in his back, just to be on the safe side. 

"Bye, Todd," Sheppard said irreverently as they walked off. 
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Devonshire sat in Atlantis's control room, pulling gate duty as was the norm for her on 

odd numbered days. She'd gotten use to the long, dull hours while still keeping her wits about 
her. In the beginning she had dosed off several times…fortunately with no one around to 
notice. Since then she'd learned to keep busy in order to stay awake and focused enough to 
respond to trouble on a moment's notice. 

Today she was reading a novel called Eragon that they'd gotten from Earth before the 
split. She was through about a third of it when the gate activated. 

By reflex she slid across the control room floor on her floating chair to the dialing 
station. She tapped the shield button as usual…yet nothing happened. 

Devonshire frowned, then glanced at the nearby display where the cause of the inaction 
was revealed. Colonel Sheppard's ID code had already been entered, making it impossible for 
her to raise the shield without entering an override code…which she could accomplish with the 
press of a few keys if needed. 

She still couldn't believe that her predecessors handled the shield manually before 
Stevenson had arrived. All it would take was a slight delay on the part of the control room staff 
and the incoming travelers would walk right into the shield and die. That was a lot of 
responsibility on her part and she was glad that the automatic shield lowering program had 
been enacted. She didn't want someone's death on her hands if she hadn't been fast enough. 

This time it seemed Sheppard had beaten her to the punch, having input his code before 
she could even respond. That usually meant trouble. Devonshire stood up and looked over the 
railing as a number of unfamiliar faces walked out of the gate. 

Sheppard stepped into Atlantis still supported by Ronon's arm and immediately looked 
up to the officer on deck. "Lieutenant, get Stevenson down here ASAP!" 

Devonshire shrugged helplessly. "He's currently offworld." 
Sheppard frowned. It figured he'd be gone right when they needed him. "Well get him 

back here." 
"What do you want me to tell him?" 
"Tell him it's a medical emergency," Sheppard said, finally relinquishing Ronon's 

assistance. He hopped up the stairs on one foot. "Send him to the infirmary as soon as he gets 
back." 

"Yes, Colonel," Devonshire said as she composed the message on the Ancient 'fax' 
machine. She sent it without delay…then went back to her book. 

"What now?" Ford asked when they got to the infirmary. 
"Put him on that table," Sheppard said, struggling to keep up. 
"That one?" Ford said, pointing to the one and only 'bed' left in the room…one that 

clearly hadn't come from Earth. 
"Yeah," Sheppard said, leaning against the doorjamb. "It should activate automatically." 



Ronon stepped over and helped Ford lift the villager that had been fed upon up onto the 
life support station that Stevenson had placed in the infirmary when he had cleaned out all the 
'primitive junk.' 

They gently laid his head back onto the thin pads and the rim of the table suddenly 
glowed to life. Status monitors appeared above both the table and patient, completely 
composed of holographic symbols that Sheppard couldn't make heads or tails of. 

"That should keep him alive until Stevenson shows up," Sheppard said as he heard rapid 
footsteps in the hallway behind him. "Speak of the devil," he said as Stevenson came running 
into view. 

"What's wrong?" he asked, suddenly seeing the patient. He walked past Sheppard and 
went right to the diagnostic displays, his eyes narrowing. 

"He was fed on by a Wraith," Ronon told him. 
That seemed to clear up something for Stevenson who immediately began making 

adjustments on a slide-out control panel. He input a long series of commands before turning to 
his left and reaching a hand out into the air. 

From across the room a small cube came floating into his grip. Stevenson finally looked 
that way when the cube reached his fingertips…and saw Ford. 

"Aiden?" Stevenson asked, not believing his eyes. "I thought you were dead?" 
Ford blinked twice. "Ryan?" he asked hesitantly. 
"Who else?" Stevenson said wryly, sliding the cube into a slot on the table above the 

man's head. He input a few more commands then let the healing device do its work. 
He walked over to Ford, looking him up and down. "You don't look so good." 
Ford smiled ironically. "I was about to say the opposite for you. You've never looked 

better. In fact, you look so good I didn't recognize your ugly face when you walked in," he jibed. 
"Wait a minute," Sheppard interrupted. "You know each other?" 
"You kidding," Ford said, laughing. "We were best buddies back in the SGC…then I came 

out here and he stayed back home…said something about having too many headaches," Ford 
said, having a little difficulty remembering. "You still got those?" 

"Yes and no," Stevenson said, stepping closer to Ford. "Hold still for a moment." 
Ford smiled. "I can't believe you're the Ancient," he said as Stevenson touched his right 

hand against the left side of his face. "What are you doing?" Ford asked as he suddenly felt 
weird. 

Stevenson held him still in a telekinetic grip as he continued his work. "Just relax, 
Aiden," he calmed him, both verbally and telepathically. 

From across the room Sheppard's jaw dropped when he saw Aiden's black eye suddenly 
lighten. Stevenson dropped his hand away and Sheppard felt compelled to take a closer look. 
He hop/walked over to Ford…who now had two normal eyes. 

"What did you do?" Ford asked suspiciously. 
"I healed your eye," Stevenson told him, telekinetically pulling a hand scanner from the 

far shelf. He ran it up and down his friend, confirming what he had sensed from him. "You're 
more of a mess inside than out," he said, turning the scanner on one of Ford's men. 

"It feels like it too," Ford admitted. "Can you do anything for my guys?" 
Stevenson nodded confidently. "It'll take some work, but yes. You, however, are worse 

off than them." 



"I figured that," Ford said, nodding. "I've been on the enzyme longer than any of them." 
"More than that," Stevenson said, scanning him once more. "It has to do with the 

Wraith's feeding process. You're the only one that's been fed on, correct?" 
"Yeah," Ford said, not liking the memories such a question brought to the surface of his 

already convoluted mind. "How do you know about that?" 
"I read all of Atlantis's mission reports," Stevenson said offhand as he pointed back at 

the villager who even now appeared to be de-aging. "His core energy was drained, along with a 
cocktail of very specific biomatter, leaving an insufficient amount of either to sustain his body. 
It's similar to having too much blood taken out of your body by an overzealous nurse at a Red 
Cross blood drive." 

Ford half smiled. "Yeah, I remember when that happened to Steve. He was off duty for a 
week after that." 

"Because it took time for his body to replace the lost blood," Stevenson explained. "It's 
the same for his core energy. So long as some remains it can regenerate the rest…but his body 
won't last long enough for that to happen. This device is introducing a form of neutral core 
energy that his core can use in the interim, sort of like a blood transfusion, until his natural 
energy is replenished." 

Stevenson pointed to Ford. "You had less core energy drained from you…but it was 
never replaced. Your body shifted your biochemistry in order to survive the loss, and it has 
caused a continuing chain of malfunctions ever since. The enzyme sustains you while more and 
more of your internal systems fail. If I were to take you off it now, you would die instantly." 

"What about them?" Ford asked, clearly concerned for the welfare of his men. 
"The enzyme itself has caused a different set of problems for them," Stevenson 

continued, "but I should be able to heal the damage within a few days." 
"What about our abilities?" one of Ford's men asked suspiciously. 
Stevenson looked at the man. "Your enzyme-enhanced abilities will revert back to 

normal…but free of the enzyme you will be able to advance yourself through training. Currently 
the enzyme is blocking any normal adaptation because your body is operating in a semi-
controlled state of overload." 

The man looked to Ford for an explanation. 
"No more super-powers," he said bluntly. 
"No way," the man said. "I'm staying on the enzyme." 
Ford grabbed him by the shoulder. "Hey! You wanna end up like me, do you? Get off it 

while you still can." 
"What good are we if we can't kill more Wraith?" the man angrily countered. 
"I understand your situation," Stevenson interrupted, "and I'm willing to offer you a 

chance to keep your powers." 
Both Ford and the man looked at Stevenson. "How?" they asked in tandem. 
"I'll give you a chance to earn back your powers…and these won't have any side effects." 
Ford frowned. "You can do that?" 
"Yes," Stevenson said simply. "But I won't give them away for free. You'll have to prove 

yourself worthy." 
"How do we do that?" another of Ford's men asked. 



Stevenson pointed to Sheppard. "He's currently training an army to fight the Wraith. 
Prove yourselves to be capable and trustworthy and I'll give you genetic enhancements equal to 
the abilities you've gain from the Wraith enzyme." 

All of Ford's men looked at Sheppard. 
"I'm not going to cut you any slack," he said defiantly. "I'm going to work your asses off, 

trying to get you to break down or blow up. If I don't like what I see I'll cut you loose…but if I do 
like what I see I'll reserve slots on a special ops unit that could use men with your experience 
fighting the Wraith." 

"When do we start?" the first man asked, clearly excited about the offer. 
"As soon as Stevenson gives you the green light," Sheppard told them all. 
Stevenson put his hand on Ford's shoulder. "As for you…I have another idea." 
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Sheppard walked into the infirmary and saw Ford sitting alone at one of the 

workstations. "Where's Stevenson?" 
"Don't know," Ford said, visibly shaking. "He told me to meet him here this morning, but 

he hasn't shown yet." 
Sheppard frowned. "Same here," he said, taking note of the shaking. "Isn't it about time 

you had another dose?" 
"I took the last of what I had a couple hours ago," Ford said warily. "I hope Ryan came 

up with something…or I'm going to need to go hunting more Wraith." 
"Can't he synthesize more?" Sheppard asked. "I thought that's what he's doing for your 

men." 
"No," Ford said, shaking his head. "He's got them all in a coma on the other side of the 

city while they detox. He said it would be easier on them that way. Set up a whole med bay for 
them. I've been keeping tabs on their progress…looking like the first of them will be in the clear 
in a day or so. I'd go easy on them the first few days if I were you." 

"We'll give them a few days to get their legs," Sheppard said, emphasizing the 'we.' 
"That includes you. I need your help to whip my guys into shape. Ronon's team has been kicking 
our butts on a regular basis." 

"Teams?" Ford asked. 
"Yeah. We split up into four teams for combat training. We go at it with stun weapons 

and the men get some badly needed experience. We score each battle and keep a running tally. 
My team, Blue Team, is currently in last." 

Ford considered that. "This Ronon…has he had military training?" 
"Yeah," Sheppard said, remembering that they weren't that well acquainted. "He was a 

Specialist back on his home planet, Setida, before he was captured by the Wraith." 
"Specialist…what's that mean for them?" 
"Ah…I don't really know," Sheppard admitted. "He doesn't like to talk about the past 

much." 
"And he's proving to be a good leader?" 
Sheppard nodded. "Definitely has a head for strategy." 
"What about the other teams?" 
"Brand is a typical drill Sergeant. By-the-book type. Striker is a Pegasus native who 

learned all he knows from Ronon, so their styles are similar." 
"And your style is what?" Ford asked sarcastically. "A little PT, weapons training, then 

everyone goes out for a day at the beach?" 
"What are you saying?" Sheppard asked, a little miffed. 
"How hard are you pushing them?" Ford asked pointedly. 
"As hard as I can…they're not exactly crème of the crop. Half of them can't even shoot 

straight." 



"How did you pick teams?" 
"Each team leader got to choose, one at a time." 
"Guess you're just not a good judge of talent then," Ford decided. 
Sheppard opened his mouth to say something smart, then decided to shut it. "You may 

have a point there," he admitted. 
"We'll then, it looks like we've got our work cut out for us," Ford said, looking down at 

his shaking hands. "That is, if Stevenson can fix this." 
"He said he had it covered," Sheppard reminded him. "As for your men…we'll have to 

split them up between the teams." 
Ford raised an eyebrow. "I thought you were going to have them do special training?" 
"I meant after that," Sheppard clarified. "They'll have to pass through basic training 

first…which is where we'll find out if they've got what it takes." 
"Don't worry," Ford said confidently. "They're all good fighters. I can vouch for them." 
"It's not the fighting part that worries me," Sheppard said. "It's their ability to follow 

orders and keep a level head. Aside from you, have any of your men had any military training?" 
"A few…but nothing up to snuff with the U.S. military." 
"My point exactly." 
"Still," Ford argued, "the raw material is there. I didn't just pick people at random." 
Both of them turned when they heard footsteps approach. A moment later Stevenson 

came through the door along with Ronon and set the ZPM down on the bio-bed beside 
Sheppard. 

"Sorry we're late…" he apologized. 
Sheppard's eyes went wide. "You got it?" 
"Piece of cake," Ronon said. "All he had to do was show off some of his powers and they 

gave it to him." 
"Really," Sheppard said, not quite believing it. "That easy was it? Did they get their 

reward like they thought?" 
Stevenson nodded. "That's what took us so long. We relocated the Brotherhood to 

Atlantis. Their reward is never having to worry about being culled again." 
"Is that what they were expecting?" 
"No, but they were thrilled none the less. By the way, Allina is looking for you. I think 

she wants to apologize for not trusting you the first time." 
"Wonderful," Sheppard said sarcastically. 
"I don't mean to be impatient," Ford interrupted, "but I used the last of my enzyme this 

morning." 
Stevenson nodded and held up three vials that he'd brought with him. "I finished these a 

few hours ago." 
Ford and Sheppard both frowned. "I don't understand," Ford said. 
"These nanites," Stevenson said, sitting down next to Aiden, "will synthesize a slightly 

altered version of the Wraith enzyme using nutrients gathered from your own body. You'll 
never have to worry about running low again, so long as you have food and water available." 

"Cool," Ford said, genuinely pleased. 
Stevenson held up a finger. "That's not the end of it. You're still dying…the enzyme is 

just keeping you alive a little longer, not to mention doing some damage of its own. This vial," 



he said, holding up the second one, though it contained the same grey dust as the first, 
"contains nanites specifically designed to combat your physical decay. They're going to start 
putting you back together, even as the enzyme continues to tear you apart. There is no 
guarantee that they will win this war of attrition…but at least they'll give you a fighting chance." 

"So those nanites," Sheppard said, pointing to the second vial, "are going to heal him as 
fast or faster than he's falling apart?" 

"Hopefully, yes," Stevenson said hesitantly. "Even in a best case scenario it will take 
years for Aiden to recover. What he does and doesn't do from this point on may very well tip 
the balance." 

"What do you mean?" Ford asked. 
"Enhancive training," Stevenson said to Ford, then glanced over at Sheppard. "Not the 

'break them down then build them up' variety. He needs to start healing his body through 
regenerative training in addition to the nanites. I don't imagine your previous diet and living 
conditions helped matters any." 

Ford glanced between the two of them. "Things were rough, but we managed alright." 
"You can't afford 'rough' anymore," Stevenson told him. "At least, not if you have a 

choice." 
"What's the third one for?" Ford asked. 
Stevenson held it up. "These will counteract the mental affects of the enzyme…clear 

your head." 
"There's nothing wrong with my head," Ford said, taken aback. 
"Yeah, there is," Sheppard told him. "Ever since you got on the enzyme you haven't 

been yourself." 
"I don't believe this," Ford said, standing up suddenly. "You all turned your back on me 

before, thinking I was crazy…but after everything that's happened I thought I'd finally proved to 
you that I'm fine." 

He turned to Stevenson. 
"And you…I can't believe you're siding with them. I thought you were my friend…you of 

all people should believe me," he said angrily. 
"Your head is a mess, Aiden," Stevenson said calmly. 
"And you know that how?" he argued, taking a step forward. "You've been around me 

for a few hours and you think you know what's going on inside my head? You're pathetic." 
"Aiden…," Stevenson said sarcastically, "I have the ability to read minds." 
Ford glared at him silently for a moment. "Prove it. I'm thinking of a number between 

one and ten." 
"Fourteen," Stevenson said without hesitation. 
Ford's frown deepened. "I guess you can read minds." 
"I can also sense emotions," he said, adding a bit of soothing telepathic influence behind 

his words. "And right now yours are erratic. These nanites will clear your head within a minute." 
Ford glanced between Stevenson and the vial, with Sheppard and Ronon waiting silently 

to see what happened. "I have been a bit punchy lately," he admitted. 
"It won't take more than a few seconds to inject the nanites," Stevenson said calmly, not 

forcing anything on him. "Do you want to do this?" 
"You're asking?" Ford said suspiciously. 



"Of course," Stevenson said. 
"And if I don't want the nanites for my head?" 
"Then I'll still give you the other two," Stevenson said honestly. "But you have my word 

that all three will do as I've said. The nanites won't alter your mind, they'll just keep the enzyme 
from affecting it. If I'm right, you'll feel better instantly. If you're right, then nothing will 
change." 

Ford considered that for a long minute before finally nodding. "Alright, give them to 
me." 

Stevenson didn't say anything, he merely pulled an injector out of a storage bin and slid 
the first vial into it. He placed the tip against Ford's neck and over the course of a few seconds 
emptied the vial into his blood stream. 

He inserted the second vial and did likewise. Before he could even get to the third Ford's 
hands stopped shaking. 

"Son of a bitch," Ford said, not believing it. "It works." 
"They will regulate the dosage so that you never get too little or too much," Stevenson 

explained as he loaded the mind-insulating nanites into the vial. He injected them then put 
away the empty canisters and injector. 

As he did, Sheppard took his place next to Ford. "How do you feel?" 
"I don't…" Ford said, suddenly grasping his head. "Ah…that stings," he said as the 

sensation suddenly passed. He blinked his eyes twice as if suddenly waking up. "What the hell?" 
"What's wrong?" Sheppard asked. 
"It feels like someone just pulled a spike out of my head…" 
Sheppard glanced at Stevenson who nodded slightly. 
"Whoa…" Ford said, leaning on the table for balance as the last of the enzyme was 

flushed from his brain. "That is so cool." 
"Lieutenant?" Sheppard asked. 
Ford glanced up at him and smiled guiltily. "I was just being an ass, wasn't I?" 
"Well," Sheppard said, looking for the right words. "Let's just say you weren't your 

normal chipper self." 
"I swear, I had no idea I was acting like that." 
"It's ok, Aiden," Sheppard said, putting his hand on Ford's shoulder. "The important 

thing is you're back to normal." 
"I wouldn't say that," Ford cautioned as he took a wobbly step. He glanced over at 

Stevenson. "How much did those nanites weigh? I feel like the tin man." 
"Only a few kilos," Stevenson said dismissively. "You'll get used to it." 
"A few kilos?" Ronon asked. 
"Heavier than your gun," Sheppard said, explaining the non-Pegasus weight 

measurement. 
"Really?" Ronon said. "Didn't look that heavy." 
"I guess looks are deceiving," Sheppard said, getting back to Ford. "About everything 

that's happened since you left Atlantis…I want you to forget all of it. Your head's clear, you're 
back now…that's the end of it." 

Ford nodded gratefully. "Thank you, sir. That's probably better than I deserve." 



"Now, none of that," Sheppard argued. "You here hyped up on an alien drug. Some of 
the blame has to go there." 

"Will my guys be the same way?" Ford asked Stevenson. 
The Alterra nodded. "Once the enzyme is clear of their systems their minds will be clear 

as well." 
"Good," Ford said, relieved. "I got them into this mess in the first place." 
"You also gave them a chance to kick some Wraith butt," Ronon told him. "That's not a 

bad thing." 
"True," Sheppard agreed. 
Ford glanced between the three of them, then suddenly cracked a smile. 
"What?" Sheppard asked. 
"Well, if I'm the tin man, then that makes him the lion, him the wizard, and you the 

scarecrow," Ford said, moving his fingers above his head making fun of Sheppard's hair. "By the 
way, where's Dorothy?" 

Sheppard didn't even blink. "Teyla or McKay?" 
Ford cracked up at that. "Both I guess." 
Sheppard glanced briefly at Stevenson. "Teyla's off trying to find her ruby slippers…and 

McKay went back to Kansas." 
"McKay went back to Earth?" Ford said, not believing that the man could ever give up 

the technology within the city. 
"Yeah," Sheppard said, catching his meaning. "Girlfriend." 
Ford couldn't help but laugh. "McKay has a girlfriend?!" 
"Believe me, we didn't see it coming either," Sheppard admitted, glancing at Ronon for 

confirmation. "And she's kind of hot too." 
"Lucky dog," Ford said admirably. "I still can't believe he gave up Atlantis…even for a 

chick." 
"He also said something about not ever seeing his sister again," Sheppard added. 
"McKay has a sister?" Ford asked. 
"I guess you missed that part too," Sheppard said, trying to remind himself that Ford 

had been away from Atlantis longer than he'd been here. "She even came out here a couple 
times to help him on some technical stuff." 

"She's as smart as him?" 
Sheppard smiled. "Smarter, actually…and not nearly as annoying." 
"Man," Ford said, absorbing it all. "I've missed a lot, haven't I?" 
"We'll get you up to speed in no time," Sheppard assured him. "How long before I can 

get him over to Yavin for some real training?" 
"Now," Stevenson said surprisingly. "The nanites will be fully situated within a matter of 

minutes." 
Sheppard clapped Ford on the back and pulled him toward the door. "Well then, let's 

get to work. Blue team has some catching up to do," he said, intentionally looking at Ronon. 
"With your help, we should be kicking butt in no time." 

"Don't count on it," Ronon warned, following a step behind them. 
Sheppard smiled and put Ford in a quick headlock. "Buddy, I'm glad you're back. The 

yellow brick road just hasn't been the same without you." 



"Likewise, sir," Ford said, easily pulling himself out of it. 
"And you can drop the 'sir' from now on," Sheppard told him. 
Ford smiled. "Alright, John…and thanks…for not giving up on me." 
"Never," Sheppard said as the three of them walked off together. Stevenson 

disappeared down another hallway, off to who knows where. 

  



Epiphany: Part 1 
1 

 
 
General Carter sat alone in her small quarters onboard the Odyssey rereading the recent 

mission report from Colonel Ellis. The Apollo had come across a stray Wraith cruiser…and 
destroyed it. Carter didn't know if this was a good thing or bad, but she was concerned that the 
battle had been more the result of impatience and boredom than it had been mere 
coincidence. 

She too was feeling the strain. With so little to do but wait and see if their detection 
traps signaled a response, Carter had started to reread the books that she'd brought with her in 
the spare hours between random searches of the Asgard database. She'd even started to learn 
the Asgard written language out of sheer boredom…and she knew her crew were just as bad off 
as her, if not worse. 

So it wasn't unexpected to hear that Ellis had found some target practice. Part of Carter 
wished that the Odyssey had come across a cruiser or two themselves…but they hadn't. She'd 
kept the ship in interstellar space nearly all the time, and the odds of someone stumbling onto 
their position were next to zero. 

She didn't even have the luxury of an occasional spat with McKay, who had decided it 
was best if he remained onboard the Daedalus for the rest of this 'over-extended' mission. At 
the time she'd wholeheartedly agreed, but now she was craving anything that would break up 
the dullness that was saturating the ship. 

Reluctant as she was at first, Carter had begun to get to know Woolsey a bit better just 
to pass the time, and the more she talked with the man the more she started to see that he was 
more than just suit, tie, and protocol. They discussed any number of things ranging from their 
current mission to the ethics of offworld exploration vs. the risk of cultural contamination. She 
liked getting a different perspective on things…not that she agreed with him all the time…but 
some things the man said made sense, and she thought she was starting to understand how the 
I.O.A. thought. 

Up until now, frankly, she'd considered them to be a group of naïve bureaucrats more 
adept at screwing things up than accomplishing anything positive, but after discussing several 
sensitive issues with Woolsey she started to get the sense that from their own point of view 
they were still trying to do what was best for Earth. The problem, she had finally concluded, lay 
in the selection of inexperienced persons for positions of power over the ones that actually 
knew what they were doing. 

The I.O.A. governing council was so unaccustomed to life outside of cliché Earth culture 
that they couldn't help but get so many things turned around. And yes, while there was always 



going to be some corruption in the ranks, she thought most of the trouble with the I.O.A. was 
due to sheer ignorance…and ignorance was curable. 

Since she had a copious amount of spare time on her hands, Carter had begun writing a 
report that she intended to deliver to General O'Neill detailing the flaws within the I.O.A. and 
how they might combat such negatives. 

For starters, she'd come up with a plan to have any I.O.A. personnel that would be 
working hand in hand with the US military go through sort of a 'basic training' course for 
stargate operations. It would include basic knowledge of Earth and its allies, an overview of the 
history of the SGC, at least one trip offworld, and a 'what if' test designed to bring up potential 
scenarios and let the I.O.A. personnel see how much they really didn't know in addition to the 
consequences that such bad decisions would have in the 'world' beyond Earth. 

She also recommended that more former SGC personnel be assigned to I.O.A. posts, 
given that they had the needed experience. She'd even went so far as to suggest a few names, 
starting with Major Davis, who she thought would fit the position nicely. 

Bottom line, she didn't just want to write the I.O.A. off as incurable, especially given that 
their leadership didn't look to be in jeopardy. While the stargate was still property of the US 
military…and that wasn't likely to ever change…the SGC could still opt out of I.O.A. funds and 
return to unilateral operations. 

That Carter didn't think had a snowball's chance in hell of ever happening. Once the 
other countries got their fingers into the mix they'd be hard pressed to get them out again. So it 
seemed the situation would remain status quo…which also meant that changes had to be made 
within the system, because with the way things had been going lately with the I.O.A., Carter 
didn't think Earth had much luck left in its account, and if something wasn't done they'd end up 
biting the bullet sooner or later. 

She'd passed a few of these ideas onto Woolsey's plate for consideration and had been 
pleasantly surprised to hear him agree with her. He even went so far as to suggest more 
aggressive indoctrination training in order to make sure that the oversight had the proper 
mental framework to make necessary decisions. 

Carter skeptically assumed part of Woolsey's agreement was based in the fact that such 
measures would aid his rise within the organization, considering the experience his tenure as 
commander of Atlantis had granted him, but the fact that he was open to some of her ideas 
was encouraging none the less. 

A small part of her still wanted to agree with Sheppard's solution…cut them out entirely 
and go rogue…but she knew that wasn't an option with Earth or even the SGC. 

No…if something was going to be done it would have to occur from the inside, and the 
more clout one had the more receptive others would be to that change. O'Neill couldn't be 
counted on to change everything on his own. He would need help. By bringing Atlantis back 
into the fold not only would she be regaining the technology and knowledge of the Ancients for 
Earth, she would be gaining significant prestige and political capital to be used in the game of 
influence that seemed to drive all decision making within the upper levels of military and 
civilian command. 

Carter sighed. Ten years ago she wouldn't have agreed with herself. She'd been an 
idealist, concerned with the moment and not able to see the bigger picture as it unfolded 



around her. She'd had faith in their leadership, spoiled in part by Hammond no doubt, until 
time and again she'd been forced to face the hard truth about basic Human nature. 

The negative outweighed the positive, and in order to make any progress one had to 
play the survivor's game in order to win out in the long term. 

In the past she'd been blinded by the short term, unable to see the wheels within 
wheels that existed within the Air Force…let alone within the I.O.A. where such things 
dominated every facet of every decision they made. Given that sort of environment, Carter 
didn't hold out much hope for any competent leadership. 

Which was why she proposed that the I.O.A. needed members with offworld 
experience…specifically the experience of former SGC personnel. Given everything that she'd 
seen and done, there was no way that she could make the same mistakes their leadership was 
currently making had she been in their position. Carter firmly believed that with an experience 
prerequisite for all I.O.A. personnel the voices of sanity could combat the corrupt environment 
that the organization wallowed in and morph it into more of an offshoot of the original SGC 
concept rather than have it continue as a purely political body. 

To this end, they would also need to incorporate more non-US personnel into the SGC 
framework in order that they could get the needed experience. Carter figured she'd have to 
have a long discussion with O'Neill before he'd ever agree to that, but in the end she thought 
that he would see the benefits of such a change…especially since the underlying purpose was to 
sneakily turn them to the darkside, as the career politicians might put it. 

The intercom sounded with a quiet beep, but within the silence of Carter's quarters it 
was unbearably loud. 

"Carter here," she answered, stepping over to the wall-mounted intercom. 
"General, we have a new message packet from the Daedalus." 
"On my way to the bridge," Carter said, darting out the door. Finally, something fresh to 

chew on. 

 
"What have we got?" Carter asked as she hurriedly walked onto the bridge. 
"See for yourself," the young Lieutenant said, stepping aside from one of the wall 

terminals so she could read the brief message. 
PEGASUS NATIVES ALLIGNED WITH ATLANTIS HAVE RETURNED TO THREE OF THE 

WORLDS UNDER OUR SURVEILLANCE. REPORTS INDICATE THAT THEY ARE ON A THREE DAY 
PASS AND WILL RETURN THROUGH THE GATE WHEN THEIR LEAVE EXPIRES. EXPECT TO HAVE 
ATLANTIS'S NEW ADDRESS WITHIN THREE DAYS. 

LOOKS LIKE THE PARTY IS ABOUT TO START. – CALDWELL 
Carter turned back to her bridge crew smiling. "Everyone," she announced loudly to get 

their attention. "No, wait a minute," she said, walking over to her captain's chair, "this is 
something the whole crew should know about." 

She activated the ship-wide intercom. "Attention: this is General Carter. I know the last 
14 months have been hard on you…and I'll admit they've been hard on me too. I appreciate 
your patience and dedication to your duty. You are all a credit to your uniform, and I'd expect 
nothing less from such a fine crew." 

"I've just received a report from the Daedalus that I thought you'd like to be made 
aware of. They say that they've found members of Atlantis's army returning to their 



homeworlds. If our intelligence is correct, they will be returning to Atlantis after a short leave of 
duty. When they do, we'll finally be able to ascertain the stargate address for the city, and from 
it we can deduce their exact spatial coordinates." 

"When we do, we'll finally have a chance to complete our mission and return home. I 
want all personnel to begin readying themselves for whatever roll you will play in the assault on 
Atlantis. If nothing else, get up off your backsides and shake off the dust you've accumulated 
over the past year." 

"The time for waiting is over. Now we get to do what we came here to do," Carter 
finished. 

The bridge crew burst out in a round of cheers and clapping. They were clearly excited, 
but also relieved. It had been a long time in coming…now they just had to find a way to pull it 
off. 

Easier said than done, Carter thought to herself. 

  



2 
 
 
Ishta waited patiently inside her tent, her legs crossed before her as she sat in a 

meditative pose on the dirt floor. The Hak'tyl sentries had reported that they would soon be 
receiving a visitor…one that Ishta was eager to meet. 

She wouldn't let it show, of course. She would continue her meditation uninterrupted 
and wait for him to come to her, but inside she was overly pleased that he had returned. It had 
been a long time since he had graced her presence. 

Ishta did not know why he had come, and largely doubted it was to see her alone, but 
she held hopes that that was still part of his purpose here. By the rustle of the guards outside 
her tent she sensed she would soon find out. 

The visitor pulled aside the curtain that blocked the outside sunlight, illuminating Ishta's 
golden hair in reflective radiance for a brief moment before he let the cloth slide back into 
place behind him. Teal'c bowed in greeting. 

"Why have you come here?" Ishta asked, not bothering to look at him, her eyes still 
closed. 

Teal'c stood up straight, slightly miffed at her tone. "Is my presence unwelcome?" 
"That was not my question," she said stoically. 
Teal'c nodded slightly, conceding the point. "I have come to speak with you of the future 

of the Jaffa Nation." 
"What of it?" she asked, opening her eyes and slowly standing to face him. 
Teal'c smiled guardedly. "Though I am here on business, I would be remiss if I did not 

mention how good it is to see you once again." 
Ishta's expression softened slightly. "I am not hard to find, Teal'c." 
"Perhaps not," he agreed, "but recent events have drawn my attention 

elsewhere…compounded ever more so by the Hak'tyl's withdrawal from the council." 
"You wish us to return? That is your purpose here, then?" she asked skeptically. 
"I wish to know why," Teal'c pleaded. "The Jaffa Nation is crumbling, and your absence 

has only hastened that fall." 
"Please, have a seat," Ishta insisted, sitting herself on a low chair. 
Teal'c relented his haste and joined her on a slightly higher stool, which only further 

exaggerated their height difference. 
"Long ago, when the Hak'tyl first banded together, we all swore an oath, stating that if 

and when the day of our freedom ever came to pass we would never again submit to another's 
rule. We have withdrawn in order to honor that oath," Ishta said simply. 

"You compare the council to the oppression of the Goa'uld?" Teal'c accused her. 
"Never," she said quickly. "But the original premise of the Jaffa Nation has not been 

upheld. Once again we found ourselves to be servants to a new master, and with a choice to 
make. Leave our Jaffa brotherhood or sacrifice our freedom. We chose freedom." 



Teal'c glared at her. "The Jaffa Nation offers freedom to all Jaffa…it does not take it from 
them." 

"What would you call it then, when another is telling your people what they can and 
cannot do?" 

"We must have a central government in order to maintain cohesion," Teal'c argued. 
"Without it we will become scattered and divisive." 

"And is a central government worth the lack of freedom?" Ishta asked quietly. "Was our 
battle cry all those years one of Jaffa government…or one of freedom?" 

Teal'c's eyes narrowed. "You believe both cannot be had?" 
"I do," she said, sipping from a nearby cup of herbal tea. 
"Why then did you join the council in the beginning?" 
"We naively thought that the council would be a forum for all Jaffa to cooperate and 

coordinate their efforts for the common good. When it began issuing edicts and enacting laws 
over the Hak'tyl that we did not want…that was when we began to lose our freedom. Our 
subsequent withdrawal was a foregone conclusion that the council would have seen had you 
bothered to learn of our ways before you started to tell us what to do." 

"The Hak'tyl were once part of the council," Teal'c countered. 
"Yes…despite our better judgement we did attempt to work out a solution, mostly at my 

behest. I thought you, Bra'tac, and others that I have come to respect would act with wisdom 
rather than become the puppets of the Tau'ri." 

"The Tau'ri are largely responsible for our freedom," Teal'c reminded her. "And the Jaffa 
are puppets of no one." 

"Yet you have adopted their form of government," Ishta said, her voice cooling just a bit. 
"One in which a group of Jaffa as small in number as the Hak'tyl has no voice. Only the large in 
number wield power, and those smaller than them become their thralls." 

"Who has poisoned your mind with these lies?" Teal'c said angrily. "Democracy is the 
only viable future for the Jaffa. We must govern ourselves and not let a few individuals hold 
sway over our destiny…and if we should select a corrupt leader, what other form of government 
offers such an ease of removal? In any other system there would be blood-letting involved. 
Democracy is the means for a peaceful future for the Jaffa, and while we have experienced early 
troubles, we cannot shy from the task. Instead we must press on with increased diligence and 
vow to never settle for less than a unified Jaffa civilization." 

"What if we don't want to be unified?" Ishta asked, sipping from her cup again and 
staring at Teal'c over the rim. "Would you force it on us?" 

"Unity is the only chance we have of continued survival," Teal'c said, starting to get upset 
with Ishta's stubbornness. "Either we band together or we will tear each other apart." 

"That is the way it has been for centuries," she reminded him. "And I would ask whether 
you consider our freedom as a right to choose the lives we live?" 

"Of course," Teal'c all but growled. 
"And if the Hak'tyl wish to live independently…" 
"It is your right to choose," Teal'c admitted, "but I fear you are making a grave mistake. I 

am not here to demand that you return, only to argue the wisdom in such a move." 
"That distinction is why you are still welcome amongst the Hak'tyl…" Ishta 

informed/warned him. "Not all are granted the same privilege." 



"You have had problems?" 
"Nothing we could not handle," she said dismissively. "But there are those within your 

precious Jaffa Nation that are using your dreams of unity as a cloak for their own ambitions." 
"Of this I am well aware," Teal'c said regretfully. 
"And yet you still work with them?" 
"I have not given up all hope," Teal'c admitted, "but I am through trying to argue sanity 

to the council. Our only hope is to convince the masses of true wisdom and to elect new leaders 
a year from now." 

"And in the mean time, you allow the current leaders to do as they please?" Ishta said 
condescendingly. "That is not the Jaffa way." 

"You would have me forcibly remove them?" 
"Retribution must be swift if it is to be effective," she counseled. 
"Such an action," Teal'c cautioned, "would be the death knell of our fragile democracy." 
"Let it die then," Ishta said to Teal'c chagrin. The reaction on his face told her all she 

needed to know. In the few times they had spent together she had become adept at reading his 
emotions. "You've committed yourself wholly…and are blinded to other possibilities." 

Teal'c sighed and leaned back, nearly tipping over on his stool. "Honestly, I do not know 
what to do." 

Ishta smiled unguardedly. "Free yourself of your burdens and your path will become 
clear." 

"You would have me quit the council?" 
She shrugged. "Do what you must. But it would be folly to continue forward while your 

vision is obscured." 
Teal'c looked down at the ground for a moment, then back up at the fragile, yet 

beautiful eyes staring back at him. "What do you know of Dakara?" 
The question seemed to unsettle her slightly, in so much as she readjusted her seat 

distractedly. "If not for our vow, I would have joined them already." 
Teal'c's jaw dropped. "How can you speak of freedom on one hand and approve of 

renewed servitude on the other?" 
"We have the freedom to choose," Ishta said quietly. "To serve or not to serve." 
She glanced in the direction of the guards outside then lowered her voice. "Since our 

victory over the Goa'uld I have lacked a purpose in my life and have found myself lesser for it. 
We no longer have any goals to work towards…no real goals, at least. None that you are willing 
to dedicate your entire life, your very soul towards. I have found that once your life takes on a 
measure of significance, you cannot return to the mundane and be content." 

Teal'c's eyes met hers. "I know of what you speak, and I do not disagree." 
She stared back at him. "You tried to recreate that purpose with your efforts to construct 

the Jaffa Nation…and failed. Yet it isn't within you to give up, so you continue on hopelessly." 
"Our fight for freedom was considered hopeless once," he reminded her. 
"Yet it was a worthy cause," she countered. "Your current one is not…which is why you 

cannot find your path." 
Teal'c smiled humorlessly. "Stubborn pride demands that I disagree with you." 
"But you hear the wisdom in my words." 
"Indeed I do." 



Ishta stood suddenly. "Come with me," she said, marching out of the tent. Teal'c raised 
an eyebrow, unsure of her intentions, and followed in her wake. She led him outside, down a 
small trail across a grassy plain until they arrived at what looked to be some type of training 
circle. Ishta pulled two wooden staffs out of a concealed storage compartment, half buried 
within the nearby grasses and tossed one to Teal'c. 

"If one is to rediscover their path," Ishta stated loudly, twirling her weapon theatrically, 
"then one must start at the beginning. You were a warrior once, then lost your way in a sea of 
words. Let the staff reawaken your senses and clear your mind." 

"As you wish," Teal'c said, taking up a guard stance. Neither of them moved for nearly a 
minute. 

"Why do you delay?" Ishta asked. 
"I await your move," Teal'c said passively. 
"A warrior does not wait…a warrior acts. Attack me," she challenged. 
Teal'c swung his staff wide to his left in a one handed grip. "Very well," he said, attacking 

her using only the one hand to wield his staff. 
Ishta made him pay for his arrogance within four moves, digging her staff into his groin 

in a nasty upward slash, using her superior two handed grip to overcome his insufficient block. 
He backpedaled, looking up at her with protest…only to take a wicked lash across the 

face that drew blood, but even then she didn't relent. Ishta attacked him with every 
underhanded move she could think of, never giving him a moment to relax. She forced him to 
not only defend himself, but to go on the offensive in order to disable her. 

Five minutes later Ishta lay pinned to the ground with Teal'c's hand around her throat. 
"You try my patience, woman." 

She kicked at his leg uselessly. "A real…warrior…wouldn't have…been 
caught…off…guard," she struggled to say through his chokehold. 

Angrily he punched her in the stomach then released her. She kicked his leg in spite as 
he walked her off. 

"You're welcome," she told him. 
"For what?" he asked with disgust. 
"For giving you an enemy you could hit back," she said, spitting out the blood from a 

busted lip. 
He stopped walking. "You were deliberately trying to provoke me?" 
"You needed to fight me out of anger," she explained, dusting her leather pants off. 

"More than a sparring session would have allowed." 
"Because I haven't been able to strike at my real enemies," Teal'c said, following her line 

of thought. 
"An enemy is meant to be fought, Teal'c, not negotiated with," she said, retrieving both 

of their staffs and returning them to their storage container. "Every time you hold yourself back 
from throttling the life out of them you lose a bit of yourself. I know I did. The only thing that 
saved me was the fight to save some of my sisters from the fire, while I had to stand by and 
watch the others… One must oppose evil with all of their being, lest they be consumed or 
corrupted by it." 

She looked up at him. "Tell me it didn't feel good thrashing me after I'd hurt you." 
"It did," he admitted. 



"When was the last time you had a real fight?" she asked, already suspecting his answer. 
"Too long," he said, realizing she was right. "I've lost my edge…and I don't remember it 

happening." 
"You were a lone warrior once. I suggest that's where you begin again." 
Teal'c looked down at his hands, clenching and unclenching them as if he hadn't seen 

them in a very long time. "What has happened to me? Where did I go wrong?" 
Ishta grabbed him by the shoulder. "You will figure that out after you've found 

yourself…not before." 
Teal'c stood up straight, muscles rippling with a renewed determination. "I must take 

my leave of you," he said, walking off in the direction of the gate. 
"You owe me," she called out behind him. 
"Indeed." 

  



3 
 
 
After their three days of leave on Jolsic, the five members of Green Team and two 

members of Blue Team trudged back to the stargate together suffering from a massive 
hangover. Their welcome back celebration had been a huge event for the five villages on the 
planet, made even more joyous by the positive changes they observed within the men. They 
had become heroes to their people…and as soon as they had the opportunity they did the very 
unhero-like, yet culturally acceptable, deed of getting drop-dead drunk. 

The two members of Blue Team didn't see this as a problem, aside from the pain they 
were now experiencing. Green Team, however, knew they'd get punished by Ronon upon their 
return for coming back unfit for duty. Two of them wanted to delay their return until the effects 
had worn off, but the third reminded them that Ronon would be just as pissed, if not more so, if 
they didn't return to Yavin on time…and they'd probably never be granted leave again. 

One of the Blue Team members clumsily punched in the address for Yavin and misdialed 
in the process. The stargate didn't activate and the man was pushed aside by Ferris of Green 
Team. 

"Idiot," he muttered as he dialed the correct address. The wormhole activated and the 
five men walked through. 

In a nearby tree, high up in the branches above the gate, a tiny surveillance camera 
nailed into the wood of the trunk recorded with perfect clarity both the inaccurate address that 
went nowhere and the correct address for Yavin. 

Forty three minutes later the data from the past hour was transmitted in a compressed 
burst to a nearby receiver that then relayed the intel through subspace to the Daedalus, where 
Dr. McKay then grumpily queried the gate system for the most recent spatial coordinates of the 
stargate in question…completely unaware that the coordinates were for another planet and not 
the city of Atlantis. 

 
Teal'c stood outside the council chambers, mulling over if what he was about to do was 

wisdom or madness. Belatedly, he recognized his own hesitation and mentally scolded himself 
for it. Hesitation got one killed. He must act swiftly and with purpose. How long, he wondered, 
had he been like this? No more. 

Teal'c slammed open the council doors and stormed into the meeting that he was late 
for. All eyes turned toward him, reprimand on their faces…which was quickly replaced by shock 
as Teal'c punched the nearest council member out of his seat. 

"Teal'c!" Herran shouted in protest, to no avail. The former First Prime went on a 
rampage, attacking any and all council members within reach. Those on the other side of the 
room moved to restrain him, but he shook them off and slowly added them to his victims list. 

Several council members, seeing the ease at which Teal'c defeated the others, bolted 
towards the open doors but Teal'c got back there first. He punched one in the throat, stunning 



but not killing him. He kicked aside the falling man and clothes-lined another trying to slip past. 
Four others stood opposite Teal'c on the other side of the chamber, Herran included. 

"What are you doing!" the leader of the Jaffa Nation shouted. 
"Releasing my burdens," Teal'c said sarcastically, kicking down one of the men struggling 

to stand back up. "Your collective greed and incompetence have doomed the Jaffa Nation to 
failure. I have tolerated your corruption in the hopes that some progress could be made. That 
was my error. I make it no longer," he said angrily, walking forward toward the remaining 
conscious council members. 

A minute and a half later Teal'c walked out of the ornate doors unopposed by any 
guards rushing to the council's defense. It galled him even more to see the lack of proper 
security. The Jaffa were supposed to be a race of warriors…they were becoming a race of 
sniveling, incompetent bureaucrats. 

Teal'c walked out of the capitol building without incident and made it halfway to the 
stargate before an alarm sounded throughout the city. He glanced back, feeling a fresh rush of 
adrenaline spike through his veins. He was a rogue once again, and for some inexplicable 
reason it just felt…right. 

He turned and jogged off behind cover, making his way towards the stargate as quickly 
as possible. 

 
When he arrived near the gate he found it guarded by two sentries. No others were 

visible in the area, though there were a number of nearby buildings that could have been 
concealing their presence. 

Teal'c walked casually into view towards the dialing device. "Has anyone passed through 
the Chappa'ai within the last ten minutes?" 

"No one," the nearest sentry said, blocking Teal'c's access to the dialing device. "I'm 
sorry, Master Teal'c. No one is permitted to leave until the 'all clear' sounds." 

Teal'c stopped his advance just in front of the guard and bowed. "Very well," he said, 
raising his head and his fist at the same time. He hit the man under the chin, then pulled the 
Jaffa's zatnikatel from his grip and shot the other sentry. 

Teal'c elbowed the first Jaffa in the head, knocking him a few feet distant, then shot him 
as well. He quickly dialed the gate, took one last look around for pursuers, then walked into the 
portal…feeling truly alive for the first time in years. 
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"Unscheduled activation!" Walter said from the SGC control room as he palmed the 

hand scanner and closed the iris. 
"What have we got?" Landry asked, arriving a few moments later. 
"Looks like it's the Alpha Site, sir. We have an incoming text transmission." 
Landry stepped forward and read the brief message. "Let him through…and get SG-1 

down here." 
"Yes, sir," Walter said, opening the iris and sending an 'all clear' radio transmission back 

through the gate. 
By the time the General had made it to the bottom of the ramp Teal'c had already 

stepped through, dressed in several layers of gray-colored robes. 
"Thank you for receiving me, General Landry," Teal'c said, bowing his head in a small 

gesture of respect. 
"You're always welcome here, Teal'c. Why didn't you use the GDO we gave to the Jaffa 

Nation? Colonel Davidson mentioned something about 'internal fighting' in his message." 
"Indeed. The device of which you speak is no longer within my reach. The infighting is 

something better left discussed in private." 
Landry nodded. "Briefing room. SG-1 is already on their way." 

 
"You did what?" Mitchell asked, half laughing. "God, I wish I could have been there." 
"Colonel," Landry lightly reprimanded him for his tone from across the briefing room 

table. "I take it this was a long time in coming?" 
"It was," Teal'c said, almost regretfully. "The Jaffa Nation has been on the path to self 

destruction for some time now. I foolishly thought that I could convince them of the necessity 
for unity amongst all Jaffa. I realize now that I underestimated their greed and arrogance." 

"What does Bra'tac have to say about all this?" Vala asked. 
Teal'c looked at her dismissively, but when he noticed the expressions of the others he 

frowned. "You have not heard?" 
"Heard what?" Vala asked, a bit more interested. 
"Bra'tac has left the Jaffa Nation and declared himself the first of the new System 

Lords." 
Mitchell's and Landry's jaws fell open in perfect symmetry. "He did what?" Landry finally 

asked, aghast. 
"Every day that passes," Teal'c continued, "more Jaffa join his army on Dakara. This is 

the internal division of which I spoke earlier. I had sought to rally the Jaffa Nation to counter his 
actions through a war of ideology…but the council would have nothing of it. They seek to trade 
with Bra'tac for access to the Ancient technologies that he now possesses." 

"Whoa, whoa, wait a minute big fella," Mitchell interrupted. "Where did Bra'tac get his 
hands on Ancient tech?" 



"From Earth," Teal'c said with emphasis. "Captain Stevenson transformed Bra'tac into an 
Ancient and gave him access to their technology for the sole purpose of raising an army of Jaffa 
to serve them." 

"Good for him," Vala said, noticed the looks of horror from the others. "Well it's not like 
the whole democracy thing was really working out for the Jaffa anyway…not to mention the 
troubles you have with it here on Earth." 

"Are you out of your mind?" Mitchell asked/scolded her. 
"Look," Vala countered, "you've got to remember that the galaxy is a big place and not 

everyone is going to want to pattern themselves after your civilization…and to think that they 
would is, I have to say, a wee bit on the side of arrogance," she said cautiously. 

"Point taken," Landry agreed. "But I hardly think reestablishing the tyranny of the 
System Lords is a viable alternative." 

"The voice of wisdom," Mitchell commented, glaring at Vala. "Teal'c, correct me if I'm 
wrong, but wasn't Bra'tac one of the strongest advocates of establishing a democratic 
government?" 

"He was," Teal'c admitted, "but no longer. He told me as much himself." 
"Is it possible," Mitchell wondered aloud, "that Stevenson changed him…other than the 

obvious part about him becoming an Ancient…by the way, how is that even possible?" 
"Maybe the same way Stevenson was transformed," Haley speculated. 
"No," Landry said, shaking his head. "That site has been under close guard since 

Stevenson's 'incident.' He couldn't have used it without our knowing." 
"Is it the only one in the galaxy?" she asked. 
Landry considered that. "She may have a point." 
"I do not believe Bra'tac has been adversely affected," Teal'c interrupted. "The physical 

changes he underwent occurred over a long period of time, during which we met on several 
occasions. I believe his mind to be his own…which makes his recent actions even more 
confusing." 

"Physical changes?" Vala asked. 
"He has become stronger and faster than any Jaffa, myself included. And though he did 

not reveal it to me, I believe he may also possess telekinetic abilities." 
Everyone was silent for a moment. They hadn't quite gotten past the shock of his 

previous revelations. 
"What makes you say that?" Haley asked. 
"Because Stevenson did demonstrate his telekinetic abilities…and I believe Bra'tac 

possesses the same powers." 
Landry's eyes widened. "You've seen Stevenson?" 
"Yes, several months ago," Teal'c said as if it was of no consequence. "It was the day 

that Bra'tac revealed his plans to me. I have not spoken with either of them since." 
"Well doesn't that beat all," Landry said, perturbed. "Stevenson can travel back and 

forth between galaxies at will." 
"How do you know this?" Teal'c asked. 
"Because he was last seen in Atlantis," the General said. "And up until recently, Earth 

has been the only means of reaching the Pegasus galaxy via stargate. So either he knows 
something about the gate network that we don't…or he's found himself a fast ship." 



"He does possess an Ancient warship," Teal'c said. 
"An Ancient warship?!" Mitchell asked, even further stunned. "Damn it, Ryan's been a 

busy boy." 
"You've seen it?" Landry asked. 
Teal'c nodded. "It appeared over the skies of Dakara when he announced the new 

covenant between the Ancients and the Jaffa." 
"New covenant?" Vala asked, her eyes glittering. "That's interesting." 
"How so?" Landry asked. 
"Well it's just a guess, but it sounds as if they're using the mythology established by the 

Goa'uld in order to facilitate a quick and easy transition of leadership," Vala explained, looking 
at Teal'c. "Are they making unsubstantiated promises, or are they offering something of value 
in return?" 

Teal'c stiffened. "Bra'tac has given a few Jaffa loyal to him a new symbiot, with the 
promise of more to anyone who earns them." 

"Really," Vala said, her eyes now beaming. "And this new symbiot, is it the same as the 
old or different somehow?" 

"It is claimed to be artificial in nature, and never to need replacing." 
"Bingo," she said excitedly. 
"What's your point?" Mitchell asked. 
"They know the Jaffa aren't interested in any more false gods…so they're giving them 

real ones. The Ancients. And they're not holding out on them either." 
"Meaning what?" Landry asked, wondering if she had some valuable insight or if she 

was just rambling again. 
"They're the real deal," she said, letting that thought hang in the air for a moment. 

"They're not faking…not pulling a con. If they were, then they'd leave promises to be completed 
in the future or keep some aspect of what they're doing vague. But if they're doing everything 
above board, then this isn't some massive con or a feeble grasp for power. This Stevenson is the 
real deal." 

"You're saying he's not pretending to be an Ancient," Haley commented. "He really is 
one?" 

Vala nodded. "And remember, in their time they were the masters of this galaxy and 
who knows how many more," she said, turning to Landry. "I wouldn't write him off as a would-
be tyrant just yet, General. He may turn out to be a very good influence on this galaxy." 

"Unless he is giving us what we want now," Teal'c countered, "only to show his true 
nature long into the future. I have seen such deception at the hands of the Goa'uld before. Do 
not assume his true intentions to be honorable." 

"Why do you automatically assume his intentions to be dishonorable, Teal'c?" Vala 
asked. "Why can't you consider the possibility that this guy might be on the up and up?" 

Teal'c leaned forward over the table. "I would expect one with your…experience…to be 
wary of such enticements." 

"I am," Vala countered. "And if he's planning some type of con, I'll probably be the first 
to spot it. But from what little you've told me, he doesn't fit the profile. I am a con artist, I 
know," she said, glancing around the table. "Retired…of course." 



"Regardless," Landry interrupted, "the I.O.A. is not going to like this. They already have a 
bone to pick with Stevenson, and I don't think they're going to care about any possible 'good 
intentions,' if that really is the case, of which I'm not convinced either way." 

Landry turned to Teal'c, who was seated on his left. "With you opposing Bra'tac, and you 
recent fallout with the Jaffa Nation...what are your current plans?" 

Teal'c didn't answer immediately. "I have recently become aware of the fact that I am 
not the Jaffa I once was. Dealing with the corruption on the council and getting nowhere has 
left me without a sense of direction. The Jaffa Nation is dying, it cannot be saved. Bra'tac has 
set the Jaffa loyal to him on a path of renewed servitude…which I cannot now or ever support. I 
have lost my place in the galaxy, and have some much needed soul searching to do." 

"Any idea of where you'll be doing that?" Mitchell asked, his words suggesting his 
intent. 

"Indeed," Teal'c agreed. "With your blessing, General Landry, I would request to rejoin 
the Tau'ri. I found my purpose here once…perhaps so again." 

Mitchell swung his gaze around to meet Landry's. "SG-1 currently has an open slot, sir." 
"Which you have been dragging your feet to fill," Landry reminded him. "Though I 

suppose even if Dr. Jackson shows back up it won't be the first time SG-1 has had five 
members." 

Landry paused a moment. "I'll have to clear it through the I.O.A…but no one is going to 
say no to Teal'c. Jack will make sure of that," he said, standing and extending his hand. "It's 
good to have you back, son." 

Teal'c took his hand. "Thank you, General Landry. I will endeavor to make myself useful 
once again." 

"I'm sure you will," Landry said, releasing his hand. 
"To that end," Teal'c said, pulling out a small crystal. "These are the most recent reports 

on Dakara." 
Landry took the crystal from him. "I'm sure they'll make an interesting read for the I.O.A. 

Colonel Mitchell, find the newest member of SG-1 some quarters," he said, leaving them to get 
reunited. 

"Yes, sir," Mitchell said sharply before walking around the table and clapping Teal'c on 
the shoulder. "I knew you'd be back." 
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Carter read the message from the Daedalus that contained Atlantis's address and spatial 

coordinates, nodding her head as she did so. She turned around and walked over to the vertical 
coordinate board and started to work out an applicable rendezvous point for the three ships in 
her task force. 

"Send the following coordinates to the Daedalus and Apollo…" she said to the Major 
flanking her control chair, "tell them to meet us there with all due speed. We'll travel the rest of 
the way to Atlantis together." 

 
The Odyssey arrived at the deep space rendezvous point first, given that they were the 

fastest ship of the three, and waited patiently for their sister ships to arrive…giving Carter an 
ample amount of time to mentally go over her attack plans. 

'Attack plans' didn't seem an appropriate phrase…'retrieval approach' perhaps? No, that 
didn't sound right either. The closer this operation came to completion the more Carter started 
to worry. This entire 'reclamation project' was based on the basic assumption that former Earth 
personnel wouldn't shoot at their own…or at least not kill their own. She knew full well that 
with three ZPMs Atlantis had enough weaponry to annihilate the Odyssey with a single shot, 
but she didn't think Sheppard would do that, especially with her in command…which was why 
she'd added her command signature to the ship's IFF. 

What had her worried was Stevenson. She didn't know the guy as others had in the SGC, 
and despite that former association there was no way to know what changes the Ancient 
Repository had made to his mind. Would he shoot to kill if he was in command? Was he in 
command? There were too many unknowns, yet Carter knew this approach was their best bet 
to retake the city, barring some sort of theatrical 007 infiltration scheme. 

She estimated that it would take between seven and twelve seconds for the shield 
disruption weapons to sufficiently alter the city's defensive energy matrix with all three ships 
firing simultaneously. That time window increased considerably if less weapons were brought 
into play, which meant that they'd probably only get one chance at this before Atlantis decided 
to disable one or more of their ships. 

Carter didn't doubt that Atlantis would assess the situation before acting…that didn't 
really bother her. They should be able to get at least their first two or three teams inside the 
city before they realized what was happening to them and could mount a response. 

But of course, Atlantis would see them coming with their long range sensors, so they'd 
probably have something planned for when they arrived…and that was what was bugging 
Carter to no end. Would they just wait for them to come…or would they have something 
special planned? 

 
"I assume we're ready to depart?" Woolsey asked as he walked onto Odyssey's bridge. 
Carter nodded. "I thought you'd like to oversee the last part of this from the bridge." 



"Not going to throw me out an airlock for looking over your shoulder?" he jokingly 
asked. 

"Not as long as you keep your mouth shut," Carter said sarcastically. She cringed when 
the words processed through her mind. "Sorry, that came out wrong." 

"I get your meaning," Woolsey said, shaking off her concern. "How far away are we?" 
"About ten minutes in hyperspace," Carter said, glad to change subjects. "We'll drop out 

in low orbit, then circle the planet until we locate the city. That way we give them less time to 
react." 

"Sounds reasonable," Woolsey said, nodding once. "I assume the assault teams are 
waiting near the ring room?" 

"They've been on station the last half hour. It should only take forty seconds for 
Odyssey's teams to ring into the city, and the same for Apollo's…Daedalus's will take longer, 
because they're carrying the bulk of the boarding parties." 

"And you're sure that the new weapons will work," Woolsey asked speculatively. "It 
would be one hell of a waste if we came all this way and spent all this time for nothing." 

Carter nodded, smiling patronizingly. "I can assure you they've been thoroughly tested. 
Even McKay signed off on them…and you know how skeptical he's been." 

"True enough," Woolsey said with a cautiously tone. "But correct me if I'm wrong, aren't 
Atlantis's shields one of a kind? I mean, aren't they of a different construction than the Asgard 
design that our ships' shields are based off of?" 

"Yes," Carter said, starting to get a little annoyed. "But the Asgard have a copy of the 
shield dynamics that Atlantis and all Ancient tech employs. I shouldn't have to remind you that 
the Pegasus Asgard were able to fly their ship through Atlantis's shields when they infiltrated 
the city." 

"Which begs the question," Woolsey countered, "why haven't we taken that approach?" 
Carter cringed a little and leaned in closer to Woolsey. "We're not that smart," she 

whispered loud enough so only he could hear. 
"I see," he said without much confidence. 
"Relax, Richard," Carter said informally, "I'm not worried about the technology aspect of 

this mission." 
"What are you worried about?" he asked, catching her unintentional implication. 
"What they're going to do in response," she said honestly. 
"Well," Woolsey said dismissively, "at least we have our own Asgard designed shields to 

hide behind once the shooting starts. I wouldn't feel comfortable going up against Atlantis with 
only our own tech, but as you've said, the little gray guys knew what they were doing." 

"Right," Carter said, avoiding correcting him on how screwed they were if the 'shooting' 
did actually start. "Open a comm channel to both ships," she ordered. 

"Channel open," Major Kelson said. 
"This is the Odyssey," she began. "I want a go/no-go on your weapons' status and 

boarding parties." 
"Go for weapons," Caldwell's voice answered back. "Go for retrieval teams." 
"Go, go, General. Apollo is ready." 



"We're go as well," Carter replied. "Ready to enter hyperspace in thirty seconds. Apollo 
first, Daedalus second, Odyssey will bring up the rear. Keep the timing close. I want to arrive 
together. Odyssey out." 

"Major?" Carter asked. 
"Ready for hyperspace," he answered. 
Carter looked out the forward viewport as the Apollo swung around on its exit vector. 

"Here we go," she whispered to herself. 
With a flash of pseudomotion the Apollo disappeared from view, followed quickly by the 

Daedalus. Carter barely had time to blink before the Major launched them into hyperspace on 
their heels. On the Major's display screen a countdown clock activated at 9:37 and began to 
count down. 

 
The three ships dropped out of hyperspace within three seconds of each other into orbit 

over a very green world with only scattered patches of blue. Carter squinted against the sun on 
the horizon as it suddenly broke past the planet as the Odyssey roared into an elliptical orbit for 
maximum speed. 

"Report," she ordered. 
"No signs of Atlantis," the Captain on the other flanking control station noted. "It'll take 

us several minutes until we completely scan the planet." 
"Let me know the moment you see anything," Carter said, her adrenaline pumping. "Are 

the other ships still with us?" 
"They're lagging a bit, but they've accelerated to match our orbit." 
"General," Captain Norris said oddly. "We're detecting a stargate on the planet's 

surface." 
"What?" Carter asked, standing up and looking over the Captain's shoulder. 
"Along with a few thousand inhabitants," Norris continued. 
"Why would they have two gates on the same planet?" Woolsey asked. 
"Damn it," Carter swore. "I should have expected this." 
"What is it?" Woolsey asked worriedly. 
"Sheppard probably used an intermediary world for transit," she explained, thoroughly 

ticked with herself. "Double gating to hide Atlantis's address from the locals." 
"So Atlantis isn't here?" Woolsey asked. 
"We'll have to complete the orbit to be sure," Carter said, retaking her seat, "but I doubt 

it." 
"So what now?" 
Carter chewed on her lip. "I suppose we can examine the DHD, pull a list of addresses. 

One of them should be Atlantis's. I don't see any reason for Sheppard to triple gate." 
"So this isn't completely a dead end?" Woolsey asked monotone. 
"Let's hope not," Carter said, embarrassed. 
"General," Norris said into the silence, "I'm detecting a locator beacon." 
Carter frowned. "What kind of beacon?" 
"It's consistent with the subdermal locators used by Atlantis personnel," she said. 
"Just one?" Woolsey interrupted. 
Norris nodded. 



"Guess we're not coming up empty handed after all," Woolsey noted. 
"I guess not," Carter said, suddenly a bit queasy. She wondered who it was on the planet 

below…and what would happen to them when they got back to Earth. 
Carter shook away the thought. High time to be worrying about that sort of thing now. 
Woolsey glanced around the bridge. "If I'm right in assuming that you're going to beam 

them onto the bridge, might I suggest you get a couple of SFs up here?" 
"Major," Carter said with a nod. Kelson relayed the request to the lower decks as the 

bridge crew waited for two muscular Sergeants to come jogging onto the bridge. 
"Now," Carter said. 
In front of them a blue/white glow obscured the forward viewport for an instant then 

disappeared…revealing a blue camo-clad Sheppard. 
"What the…" he muttered, trying to get his bearings. He glanced around the bridge 

confused, then it dawned on him just where he was. 
"Oh, crap." 
 
 

To be continued in ROTA Season 1.5 
 

 


