The Life of Maxin

The Yangtze Kiang Part 4
Maxin came too after having been flat on the floor of the bridge.  Groggily he moved around nudging others back to consciousness.  Within minutes the ship was back into operating order with all crew accounted for, no injuries.  Admiral Dronshed quickly asked navigation to find out here they were.  Maxin jumped on a control display.

“Engines are dead, we’re drifting” he said.  Then navigation spoke up.

“Sir the computer cannot recognize any of the star clusters to determine our position.   Captain Miller who had been quiet until then went up the a view port and looked out at the stars.

“Why that’s Polaris the nortnern star, and you see that there? That’s Sirius the Dog star, its not even 10 light years from Earth.”

“What’s the deal with calling your stars all these weird names?” asked Maxin

“I think the bigger deal is why are we now in your Galaxy, Captain.” Said Dronshed interrupting Maxin.

“Maybe they know.” Said Maxin pointing outside to incoming ships.  A look of fear came across Miller.

“Jump to hyperspace now! Those are Thargoid Ships!” he cried desperately

“Just a minute, we came here to find info, so that’s what we are going to do.  Open a channel.” Commanded Dronshed.

“They’re insectoids, they don’t understand or speak English.”
”They’re opening fire!” said the Comm Officer.

“Return fire and evasives!” replied Dronshed.

“This isn’t your Star Destroyer Sir, this is a luxury yacht, fleeing is the better part of valour here.” Noted Maxin calmly. A direct hit by the forward Thargoid through the crew across the bridge 

“Damage?” asked Dronshed.

“The port wing is gone, they punched through our shields on their first shot! Our weapons are having no effect!”

“Fire Torpedoes and prepare for hyperspace.”

“Torpedoes away.”  Time sat still for a few seconds as the missiles edged away from the yacht towards the octagonal craft.  A chill set down in all the crew as the missiles detonated in mid air milliseconds after an energy barrier erupted around the Thargoid ship.  By this time the second and third thargoid vessels had appeared and opened up with their green laser fire.  Both shots hit home on the yacht and again the crew were thrown across the bridge as fires erupted and electronics exploded. With only seconds to live, Maxin jumped to Navigation control were the officer was now lying concussed and slammed the hyperspace levers down.

The Damaged Yacht limped through the empty system, leaving behind a trail of gas emanating from the panel where there used to be a wing sporting vital equipment to the yacht.  Damage assessment showed that without the damaged equipment they weren’t able to get back to their own galaxy.

“I’m afraid from here, the closest human inhabitation is over 1200 Lightyears from here.  That will take more years than we have left to live to get there.” Said Captain Miller.

“perhaps with your hyperspace technology, seeing how you’ve only managed to colonize a small portion of your galaxy, but we have managed to colonize all of our galaxy because we have faster hyperspace technology.” Said Maxin.  Miller ignored the semi insult.

“There were rumours that the Thargoids Home Planet was around here.  The sighting of those ships would seem to make that rumour true.”

“Well we can get back to civilised space, but its gonna take a good few months of witchspace travel.  I don’t know if we have the food or the fuel or if the ship will stick together for that long, but at the moment it’s the best bet we have.” Said Dronshed.  He ordered a target of Earth, Sol then with a revived officer at the nav console, the Luxor re-entered witchspace.

They had been in witchspace for over a week when going against all known physics, the scanners picked up an object floating in witchspace.

“That will be a Thargoid Warship, laying in wait for transports like mine.” Said Miller.

“Its too big to be a Thargoid warship.  It could be a mothership, but if I didn’t know better, I would say it was a Star Destroyer.  It certainly has the dimensions for one.” Said Maxin

Dronshed ordered to check it out and as they got closer, the shock on the bridge reached titanic heights as Maxins revelation became true.

“Well I’ll be….” Started Maxin.

“What is one of our Star Destroyers doing in this Galaxy?” asked one of the officers.  If Maxin had been showing any surprise, it had doubled once he I.D’d the ship.

“Dronshed sir, this Star Destroyer belongs to Grand Jedi Master Jorus C’Boath, Krosas’s Predecessor.”

Jorus C’Boath had disappeared in his Star Destroyer with its revolutionary Hyperdrive before Maxin had joined the Imperial Order but Maxin always knew his history.  Maxin could also make two and two equal four so he guessed that his modifications to the Luxor were the same as done to C’Boath’s ISD and so there they were, both trapped in the Milkyway Galaxy.  Maxin brought the Luxor into the main landing bay of the Star Destroyer, entering through the huge opening at the bottom. The Atmosphere seemed to be still ok, so they threw open the doors of the Luxor and clambered down onto the Star Destroyer, heading immediately to the bridge to determine what happened. Dronshed, Maxin and Miller slowly crept down the corridors, guns ready, not sure what the would encounter, but the trip to the bridge was eventless, the air a little stale, but the ship still spotless, like all Imperial ships are.  Arriving at the doors to the bridge, the away team found them locked and bolted down.  They were covered in armour so they couldn’t blow through them and the force had no effect in Witchspace.  That left them with the final option of using command code clearance.  As it turned out that didn’t work either, as when that ISD was commissioned, Dronshed was a Lieutenant General and Maxin wasn’t a member of the IO.  Maxin bailed back to the Luxor and grabbed an electronic overload supply box from the engine room, a device needed to motivate the hyperdrive into the power region it requires.  Getting a few crew to help him pull it back to the bridge.  Linking it up to the Mechanism that controls the locking system.  Maxin setup a feedback loop which drained the electricity back into the controls, resetting them and opening the lock  With that, Dronshed forced the doors open and charged onto the bridge, there sitting at their stations lay all the bridge crew, all of them Dark Jedis and all of them dead, but all of them in perfect condition.  

“I guess Decay doesn’t have much of a hand in Witchspace either.” Said Maxin.

“If they could have had access to the force, they would have gone into hibernation before they died, especially C’boath.” Said Dronshed, pointing to the once glorious Dark Jedi sitting in the captain’s chair.

“Well you know what we have to do right sir?” asked Maxin.

“Take them home and give them a real funeral?” inquired Dronshed.

“No, we have to steal this ship and go home.  Which reminds me, if C’Boath was such a great Jedi, how come he hasn’t disappeared after dying?”

“I’m not sure Maxin. But you’re right, get all the crew up here and lets see if we can get this thing running again.”

When running a ship over a kilometer long, you needed a crew of over one hundred, which was fine, unless you only had about 20, in which case things were a little difficult.  Maxin was made Chief and only Engineer, while the rest were needed on the bridge.  Looking after Star Destroyer engines singlehandedly is an overwhelming task.  Theoretically impossible, but after taking a page out of the Dark Force book, Maxin with the help of others was able to rig up a slave system to allow Maxin to work the system, and the ‘modifications’ by himself.  Maxin was busying himself in getting everything ready to launch the ship when the proximity alert when postal and klaxons began blaring throughout the ship.

“Tell me those aint Thargoids.” Called Maxin on the Intercom to the bridge.

“Get ready for flight, Maxin, cos we aren’t sticking around to fight.” Replied Dronshed.  Maxin skipped a heartbeat as he realized he had ten minutes of preparations to do in ten seconds.  He quickly darted up and began frantically skipping things out and trying to get the engines ready for a reemergence from witchspace, when suddenly a thought came to him.

“Sir, if this ship could exit witchspace, why didn’t it?” asked Maxin.   He didn’t get a reply, of if he did it was drowned out by explosions rocketing the ship.

”Staying to fight, aye.” Murmured Maxin.  The ship continued to rock as inertia compensators fought a losing battle to maintain pitch.  Not knowing what was happening outside, being trapped down in engineering, Maxin decided to take matters into his own hands by initiating a jump to hyperspace while in hyperspace.   It was physically impossible.  Its like antimatter meeting matter.  Very destructive.  That’s why it destroyed everything within the witchspace corridor, except the Star Destroyer which was hidden by the entry clouds dampning effects.  Unfortunately the huge explosion ripped a hole in the tunnel of Witchspace and for the second time in a matter of days, Maxin was seeing white again as he lost consciousness and fell to the ground.

