STARGATE SG-1 fanfic. By Darth_Emma aka Lucy Ingram





Chapter one:


General George Hammond stared down through sore, tired eyes at his grand-daughter. She looked so peaceful, as she lay motionless among the white hospital sheets. A row of stitches above her eyebrow and a bruise on her right cheek were the only source on colour or texture on her stony pallid face.


The slow hiss of the artificial lung was offset by a random back-beat of hospital noises - sirens, ECG’s, pagers and footsteps. Still the young woman lay there, apparently unaffected by her surroundings. 


“I know, things seem a little strange now. But you need to stay here, do ya hear me Jenny, you have to hang on. We need you here.” General Hammond said softly, with a hint of pain. He let out the breath he had been holding, and with the effort, an unexpected tear rolled from his left eye and down his cheek. Then, for the first time in years, George Hammond began to cry.......


* * * * * * * *


SG-1 sat at their favourite table in the mess hall, quietly digging at their selected meals. Not a single person in the room was talking, every body entirely focused on the process of shovelling, lifting, chomping, swallowing, shovelling, lifting, chomping, swallowing. The monotonous scraping and swallowing increased the diseased atmosphere, making the mood mechanical, orderly, and unemotional.


Sam spoke up. “We need to talk about this.”


“What do you want to talk about?” Daniel answered bitterly.


She was about to answer, but was put off by Daniel’s tone. He wasn’t usually angry.


“Do you think maybe we should have a chat with Hammond?” Jack suggested tactfully. Sam looked up, surprised that he was taking the initiative in such a tender situation. Teal’c was also interested.


“I don’t think he wants to talk to anyone right now.” Daniel dismissed the idea.


“Do not be so quick to judge his thought, Daniel. He may require our intervention.” Teal’c cautioned. Daniel put his fork down sharply.


“Listen, I’ve lost people close to me before, and so have you Jack,” he looked at O’Neil, “you should remember what it felt like. He needs to work it out for himself.”


“If I recall correctly, what I felt like doing was extremely rash and totally emotional...” O’Neil trailed off. They all met his gaze. 


“Do you think...” Sam began, but their leader was already on his feet. They all got up and followed. After they had left the mess hall, the room was alive with discussion.


* * * * * * * *


“INCOMING TRAVELLER!” the announcement echoed through the cemented SGC, bouncing around corners and flowing along the tunnels of the underground complex.


“It’s the To’kra, sir.” The computer technician checked for the General’s response.


“Open the iris,” came the stern reply. Just then, SG-1 ran into the control room.


“Did you signal the To’kra sir?” Colonel O’Neil questioned his superior officer.


“Yes I did, Colonel. Do you have a problem with that?” he replied touchily. Jack paused. Something was going on, he could feel it. 


“No sir.”


The General was satisfied with this, and promptly left the control room to meet the To’kra that had just stepped on to their planet. SG-1 went to follow, but he barked back;


“Stay where you are, SG-1!”


They watched him go, and as they did, questions formed in each of their minds about the legitimacy of their commanding officer, General Hammond.


Chapter two:


Dr Frasier was frantically yelling orders, running alongside the movable hospital bed, holding up a dripilator and fumbling in her pockets at the same time. Soldiers lined the hallways, trying desperately to be inconspicuous while at the same time watch intently to see what was happening. The General emerged from the gate-room only long enough to nod secretively at the Doctor and pull up beside the stretcher. They went together back through the door, and the Stargate was fired up almost immediately. The whole thing was over in a matter of minutes, and both the Doctor and General Hammond were silent when they left.


The General then went back to his room and locked the door. Doctor Frasier returned to the SGC hospital and continued to monitor her patients.


Jack O’Neil motioned for the rest of SG-1 to join him in his quarters for a ‘team meeting’.


They came without hesitation - they all had something they needed to discuss.


* * * * * * * *


“Maybe he just needs someone to talk to....” Samantha Carter tried sympathetically.


“Sam, I think you forget,” Daniel was cut off by the SGC pager calling SG-1 to the control room. He sighed, “That’ll be Hammond now.”


Sam looked worriedly at their team leader, “what do we say to him?” She asked hesitantly. Teal’c joined her soulful stare toward Jack O’Neil. He sighed deeply and rubbed his forehead with his hands.


“I don’t know, alright. I don’t have the solution to everything!” he stopped abruptly, realising the stress of their situation had caused his voice to rise to yelling volume. “I think we should just go up there, and do everything the same. He’s still our C.O., and we ought to respect that. I’ll ask him later about what he’s been doing behind our backs.” He finished. Everyone nodded soberly.





Upon reaching the door to the control room, SG-1 could tell there was something wrong. The atmosphere was different somehow, transforming the business-like feel of the room into some freakish inner space. Daniel took a deep breath, and Sam’s eyes were unusually widely opened.


Jack mumbled a “you wanted to see us sir?” trying to draw as little attention as possible to the ‘sir’ bit. Hammond noticed.


“Sit down, SG-1.” he said in his loud commanding voice. Silently, they did so. He took a breath. “You would have been aware, over the past few days, of some minor disturbances in the orderly running of this facility.” he stated. Daniel cautiously put his hand up to interrupt.


“I’d hardly call it minor, General.” he said gently, but with the intended overtone. General Hammond did not take the interruption politely.


“Now listen here doctor Jackson, I’ve just about had it up to here with you and the rest of SG-1's supposed superiority complex. I’m sorry you obviously feel you’ve been put out somewhat for my benefit, but believe me when I say,  I don’t care.”


“General,”O’Neil warned Hammond.


“Not a word from you!” he shook his finger at Jack. “I am the commanding officer of this facility and it is my duty to inform you that SG-1 is hereby put on extended vacation until I can think of what better to do with you. Now, that doesn’t mean you can go sniffing around the base either. You will each remain in your own quarters until otherwise notified. Is that clear?!”


SG-1 were silent with shock. They looked around mutely at each other. “Is THAT CLEAR???!!”


    Slowly, and with much glancing around, together they agreed shakily, “Yes sir.”  One by one they filed out awkwardly, and as Sam left she took one daring look around, to see General Hammond put his head in his hands and shake slowly into a sob.


Chapter three:


“Colonel O’Neil!” Samantha Carter yelled from down the hallway. Jack stopped and spun to face her. “Could I’ve a word with you.”


“That depends Carter,”he replied, “is it about Hammond?” She took a quick breath.


“Ah, yes, yes it is.” she stumbled.


“Then forget it.” he spun away. She didn’t want to let the conversation drop, so she fell in beside him, matching his brisk stride. “That meant the conversation’s over Major,” he said tonelessly. She grabbed his shoulder and made him face her.


“Listen, what happened in there, it wasn’t right. This isn’t him. Something is going on with him, and I won’t be able to sleep at night until I know what that is.” she said strongly. He gripped her arm harshly and pulled into a nearby doorway. Surprisingly, it turned out to be Daniel’s quarters. Neither the Major nor the Colonel stopped to realise this.


“Alright Major, you want to know what’s going on? Huh? Well, let’s just do some investigating and wind up with our whole team kicked out of the SGC project. Is that what you want? It’s not going to happen. Get over it.” 


“You’re just scared you’ll lose your position because of all the other things you’ve done in the past to piss Hammond off! That man is suffering, and I want to know why!”


“Then go find out yourself!” O’Neil screamed, opening the door in one rude gesture. Daniel, who had been sitting at his desk the whole time mumbled with an uninterested tone, “Yes, please, do take it out-side.”


O’Neil and Carter, caught unaware, turned to face him. Sam blushed slightly, embarrassed to be seen yelling in front of Daniel. 


“Sorry Daniel.” Jack said weakly.


“No, no, it’s alright. Almost entertaining.” 


Sam was desperate to break the awkward tension. “Look, do you agree Daniel? We need to know what Hammond’s been doing.” She looked at him intently, eager for positive feedback. He smiled sourly.


“Yeah...”he replied vaguely. “Well, we know it has to do with how Jenny got messed up in that car crash.” he suggested.


“Exactly. Now, I think, Hammond brought her here, to the SGC, and then gave her to the To’kra to patch up on their world.”


“Oh, nicely put Carter. Patch up. Real nice.”


“Sorry, but you know what I mean...”


Jack was about to rebuke her, but Daniel stopped him first. 


“Listen, we’re all a little stressed here, so I think maybe we should get some sleep.” That had the intended calming effect on the two officers, except, before she left, Samantha said to Daniel, “In the morning, I’ll be on Abidos, to see if I can find out what happened with Jenny, despite the General’s orders. If you’re with me, I’ll see you there.”





Daniel waited until they’d both gone a safe distance, then mosied back to his desk, lazily shutting books in preparation for sleep, muttering softly to himself.


“If you’re with me... of course I’m bloody with them, they’re my team for goodness sake......”











Chapter four:


Sam jumped up from where she was resting at the shake and shudder of the stargate firing up. ‘So,’ she thought, ‘either I’m dead, or Daniel decided to come.’


She was totally surprised to see the rest of SG-1 step through the blue shining liquid-like substance along with other officers and personnel from the SGC.


“Thanks for coming.” she said brightly, despite the fact she had received little sleep the night before, and the small amount she had managed was full of restless fits. The Colonel smiled back satirically. “That’s okay.” he coughed. “So, anyway, as I was saying to Teal’c here, you should be happy to hear that before we came, we had a little chat to Doc Frasier, who told us a few things that might be useful.”


“Really? Like what?” Sam was happily inquisitive. Jack stepped towards her and motioned for the others to follow. They all joined him.


“Like, Jenny’s been taken by the To’kra to their main base to be healed with special Goauld techniques. Something about ‘healing the inner peace.’ blah blah blah. Then, this is the interesting part,” he paused to gauge her reaction. When he was sure he had her devoted attention, he continued, “then, if all fails with the Tokra, they have been ordered by Hammond to take her to the Nox in a plea for their understanding.”


Sam gasped. She knew the General would never put that kind of burden on the Nox unless it was terribly important to him.


“What exactly did Doctor Frasier say was wrong with Jenny?” Sam asked, confused. O’Neil sighed and shook his head mysteriously. Jackson jumped in with an explanation.


“All the Doctor would say was that there was no way on Earth that Jenny would survive. She said the crash had done a lot of damage to her brain, but that there was more than that involved.” 


Sam shook her head. “I understand what Hammond must be going through, but really - the To’kra and the Nox? There’s something that just doesn’t click. I mean, what happens when she wakes up? The General must realise what’s at stake here?”


“Well, Carter, I’m sure what he realises is that his granddaughter is terminally ill some way or another, and he’s probably acting on raging emotions more than on logic.” O’Neil burst in suddenly, making Carter jump a little.


“I’m sorry Colonel,” Sam stuttered. “I shouldn’t have assumed....”


“That’s alright,” he cut her off, rubbing his forehead tiredly.  “And hey,” he drew her eyes up to his with his tone, “sorry about what I said last night. I was tired, and grumpy, but that’s still no excuse.” She smiled in response. 


“That’s okay Colonel, I shouldn’t have yelled either.” Jack smiled back.


With peace made and all arguments aside, the group began preparation for dialling up the To’kra. Daniel pulled out the ‘mobile diary’ of addresses, and Teal’c set up the calling device. Sam checked the bags to see if they had brought something to monitor the stargate on Earth, so that they would know when the To’kra replied. This would enable them to know the approximate location of a To’kra settlement. They hoped.


Upon not finding a device, she questioned Teal’c, and he replied that they already knew the location of an outcropping settlement of the To’kra, and that the signalling was a distraction. Sam glanced in the direction of Colonel O’Neil.


“His idea?”


Tealc nodded knowingly, then allowed a hint of a smile to appear on his face. Sam smiled back, then sat down and waited for Daniel to dial up.


She was finally going to find some answers to the questions buzzing around in her head.











Chapter five:


“Gone? What do you mean, gone? Gone where?” Major Carter was practically hysterical. 


“Jenny has been taken to the Nox homeworld after failed attempts here, following the request of General Hammond. The man you all work for, may I remind you.” Martouf answered Sam calmly, throwing his gaze across the raggedy group of Earthlings.


“But,” she started, then stopped herself upon seeing his solemn face. “Ugh, fine.” she said harshly, then stalked back toward the gate. Martouf sighed. Jack tilted his head in a ‘that’s what she gets like, I can’t help it,’ gesture, and Daniel pursed his lips in an ‘I hope the friendship between our two worlds isn’t severly damaged by Sam’s short temper,’sort of look. Tealc turned swiftly on his heel with no expression and other SG members followed like true soldiers. Sam saw none of this, she was already gone........





She stepped out briskly of the event horizon and sucked in the cool, crisp air. She was met by several Nox, Lya included, who had obviously just been utilising the stargate.


Colonel O’Neil, Daniel Jackson, Teal’c and co stepped out after Sam and followed her gaze. Teal’c looked at Sam with a raised eyebrow, “Major Carter, you must refrain from rushing off so quickly, we may lose you on some inhospitable planet.” He was trying to lighten the mood.


It didn’t work, and Carter’s attention focused immediately on the Nox girl.


“Lya, did a girl come through here? Her name’s Jenny. We’re looking for her.” she asked. Lya nodded passively. She looked at Carter. Carter looked back.


“Well, where did she go?” Sam snapped back.


“Easy, Carter.” O’Neil warned.  She sighed.


“Sorry Lya, it’s just, we’re worried about her.”


“So are we.” she replied. Everyone suddenly paid great attention. If the Nox were worried about Jenny, then there was definitely something to be worried about. “In answer to you question, Jenny has been taken by the Azguard. We are hopeful that their technology and knowledge of the healing spirit will mend her body, mind and soul. We trust she will be safe.”


After a short pause, they all nodded sadly and headed back for the Stargate. Azguard ships were not openly accessable to any of them. Even Colonel O’Neill could not go there of his own will. The Azguard control who goes up and who comes down. Even Samantha Carter accepted this.








Chapter six:


Jenny sucked in a gust of air, her whole upper body rising above the surface it lay on to accomodate the action. She let it out, flopping back down onto the soft, comfortable structure. It felt like a bed, and that was good enough for her.


She was automatically aware of her surroundings, she could feel the difference between parts that touched the bed-like surface and parts of her that skimmed the air. The room was brilliantly lit, and she soaked in the warmth of the light. When a small part of her normal mind was working, it reminded her of what preachers described heaven being like. But she refuted it immediately. This was not after death.... she was still very alive. She had seen death before, it was nothing like this.


She was about to venture to open her eyes, when a soft thudding began in the back of her head, pulling her like the ebb and flow of a tide into the dreamy realms of sleep.


For the next immesurable space of time, Jenny floated in and out of consciousness, sometimes dreaming beautiful dreams, sometimes soaking up her surroundings, and sometimes remembering with horrid vivacity previous events she had tried so hard to forget.....


* * * * * * * *


Thor stared down at the human girl through dark almond-shaped slits on his head. He blinked in thought, pondering over the current situation. It was a situation to be pondered indeed. 


He wondered what the reactions of the other humans at the SGC would be like when they discovered the truth. General Hammond knew the reality already. This Thor understood. What Thor also knew, was the the General was unaware that the Nox had allowed him to take Jenny to his ship. 


He pondered over the Nox. Such a gentle, kind race. They obviously did not realise what actions had led to Jenny’s state. No-one really knew anything about the Azscents, a strange, brutalistic sect of the Azguard. Most of the victims and witnesses would not be able to tell the difference, which was one reason behind the Azguard decision not to inform most humans of their existence. Thor contemplated the possible impact of a revelation to the people of Earth of their existence. With all the Azscent activity on the one planet, the public outcry would be catastrophic. 


Bringing his focus back to the severly injured young woman, Thor gently probed her upper mind. There was something awake there, remotely aware. Almost.... no. He could not even entertain such thoughts. This girl was only human, and that was all there was to it. 


Still, she was somewhat different to other Azscent victims. Perhaps she was their only hope.


* * * * * * * *


“SG-1, I am absolutely appalled by your behaviour!” General George Hammond snapped at his best Stargate team. “You deliberately disobeyed my orders! You, you marched in to other civilisations, one which, may I remind you, Earth has a fragile friendship with, and demanded information. This is totally unacceptable. What do you have to say for yourselves.”


All of SG-1 were silent, heads hung for a respectable moment. Then, slowly, each member began a tender explanation.


“Well, it’s just...” Sam bit her lip.


“What really happened was...” Jack began.


“We all thought that...” Daniel interrupted.


“It appeared as though...” Teal’c started, but stopped along with the others. They simultaneously muttered apologies to each other, then had to haggle about who would answer the General’s question first. He eventually cut them off.


“Actually, you know, I don’t want to hear it. You’re all suspended from duty until further notice.”


They all sighed a ‘Yes General’ and headed sorrowfully out of the briefing room. As they left, they caught a faint mutter from the General.


“As if I haven’t got enough on my plate......”


* * * * * * * *


Jenny’s mind floated up, up beyond the whiteness, out of the cotton-wool thickness of her unconscious mind and out of her body. She gingerly spread out, as though she were the air itself. At that very moment, Jen felt as though she could fly. She remembered a dream she had had about ten years ago, when she was nine, where she was an angel with great white feathery wings. In the dream, she flew up through the clouds and out into space, far, far away. Jenny mentally smiled, a warm surge flowing through her body from the memory of the pleasant dream. She was glad, somewhere in her fuzzed up mind, to be thinking about the good dreams she used to have. Before They came, before everything changed.


Dropping that hint of nasty thought, she continued to fly, floating around her body, gradually moving further and further away. Suddenly, her mind met something. It felt solid, yet not quite in the same way as something one could touch. The mass was warm and caring, and she felt comfortable in just skimming its presence. 


She realised it was a person, but like no other person she knew. It was not human, that was certain. She pulled away, suddenly afraid that it might be one of Them.   








Chapter Seven:


Thor reeled back from the human’s wandering mind. Her mental touch had seemed warm and inquisitive, but had suddenly turned cold and afraid. He allowed a hint of sadness melt through his passive exterior. So, she had found out who he was, and she was obviously going to hold that against him.


He let out a sigh. Thor knew he should not have expected anything more. These humans were not at the same level of inter-racial understanding as the Azguard. They would not see the difference between them and their counterparts, the Azscent. They looked the same, and Thor knew nothing else would matter. All the good the Azguards had done would still not atone for the evils committed by their brothers in blood. 


The girls soft mind crept out again, slowly seeping, still curious. Thor was taken aback by this. He had been certain that she would venture no more. Even her initial mental response had surprised him. He had never before encountered such mental aptitude as with this human girl.


Despite himself, Thor found himself as curious about the child as she was about him.


* * * * * * * * 


Jenny stretched out again, eager to make contact with this strange being. She was no longer afraid, her fear won over by her relentless curiosity. Who was this warm presence, watching over her from a distance?


She felt along the perimeter of his mental field of being, as though asking for permission, knocking on a door before entering. Thor’s mind melted into hers, and for a few brief moments, she saw what he saw, felt what he felt, realised the truth. The truth about her, about others, about the difference between the Azguard and Azscent, about the abduction the night before the crash.... how it had affected her.


Jenny ripped away, suddenly wanting desperately to stay purely unconscious, to go back to her ignorant recent past and know nothing of these truths. All she succeeded in doing was giving herself a headache and more brain trauma. She also had hurt Thor.


Realising what she had done, she tenderly allowed a sliver of her mind to reach out and touch the tip of Thor’s mind. Although hurt, Thor allowed the contact, carefully enfolding his care thoughts around her bruised mind. She allowed him to cradle her in this way - she needed the comfort right now.








Chapter eight:


General Hammond stared up at the vast expanse of night sky.  From his position on the side of Cheyenne Mountain, the stars spread out in a giant arc, and he could spy the curve of the horizon in the distance. With no cities in sight, and all activity below the surface, the stars were bright and sparkling. Usually he found their brilliance comforting in a wonderful, mystical way, somehow feeling more a part of the universe when in their company. But tonight, there was no comfort to be had from celestial thoughts. His own life had been so caught up in the stars lately, he had forgotten about the lives of his friends and family. And now, it had all come back at him. His granddaughter was the victim of a race with which he himself had dealt with, and who knew how many others from his planet had also been taken?





He jumped at the unexpected arrival of Colonel O’Neil, who lay down beside him and followed his gaze.


“Beautiful, aren’t they?” he said, nodding towards the sky.


“Not as beautiful as they used to be.” Hammond sighed, allowing O’Neil a clue to his mood.


“Coffee?” O’Neil replied, brandishing a steaming thermas and apparently unaware of Hammond’s previous comment. George resented that slightly, but smiled when his stomach rumbled noisily. When had he last eaten?


“Sure.” he replied, feeling a little better all of a sudden.


Colonel Jack O’Neil pulled out a cup from an unseen bag and poured his general a hot cup of coffee. He hadn’t made it, Sam had, and he had only taken it because she insisted that the general would be much easier to talk to if he had something warm in his stomach. O’Neil was suddenly very grateful to have someone so bright in his command. The coffee worked like a charm, which was just what he needed if he was ever going to sweet-talk Hammond into bringing back the SG-program to full working order.


Hammond gratefully accepted the bribe, almost spilling the boiling liquid on himself during the exchange of hands. Jack suppressed a giggle, then poured himself a cup. The two men began sipping their coffee, staring at the stars and forming loud questions in their minds. Finally, General Hammond voiced his own.


“So, Colonel, how did your little adventuring go?” he looked at O’Neil. O’Neil looked back, unable to ascertain what his C.O. implied with his question. Hammond put it differently.


“How’s Jenny?”


“Oh,” O’Neil nodded. “Fine, we think... actually sir, we got as far as the Nox homeworld, then we decided to give it up and come home.” he finished gingerly.


“You lot, give up?” Hammond chuckled sadly. “Why?” he asked seriously.


“When the Nox couldn’t do much for her, they gave her over to the Azguard. And, General, as you would know..”


“WHAT!” Hammond cut in, dropping his cup and burning his leg. He hardly noticed, his face turning red with rage. “Colonel, you let them give her over to the Azguard! What, how?....”


He was speechless. O’Neil suddenly felt sick in the stomach and angry at himself for giving in to his team and volunteering to go talk to Hammond. What had they done?


“Son,” Hammond came back, obviously a little more calmed but still hurt, “do you have any idea what you just did?” 


There was sheepish silence on O’Neil’s part. He shook his head, his eyes on the ground.


“No sir, we didn’t know anything. That was the problem in the first place..” he answered quietly but daringly. Hammond clutched his head.


“Oh, Jack, this is such a nightmare....” 


Jack O’Neil’s brow creased, a small sign of his worry and guilt. 


“I’m sorry...” he attempted to ease his C.O.’s pain.





“That’s okay, Colonel,” Hammond whispered slowly, “you didn’t know....” 











Chapter nine:


Jenny sat up for the first time in weeks and swung her legs out over the side of the bed. She clutched her head, moaning a little as a sudden flush of blood to her forehead made her dizzy. She waited, then took a good look around, aware of how limp and flabby her legs had become. 


How long have I been asleep? She asked herself rhetorically.


Not long since our last encounter, Thor broke her thoughts suddenly. Her head shot up abruptly, surprised by his prescence. How do you feel now? Are you hungry? He asked warmly. Jenny stared at the frail being, wondering vaguely why she heard what he meant but his mouth never moved. He chuckled. This time he spoke normally.


“You don’t remember our meeting earlier?” At this Jenny blushed, she had hoped it had all been a crazy dream. “Never mind.” Thor replied dissmissively. He had not been reading her thoughts, but she seemed to emit her emotions naturally. It is hard not to ‘listen’ when someone is ‘shouting’, he found.


“Why am I so tired?” she asked him, certain he would have the answers.


“You have been in a coma for some time. We have removed all the implants we could find, so you are healed now, but your body is having difficulty recovering. You will need more time to rest and recover.” he replied confidently.


“What impl...” she stopped herself, checking her memories, “oh, those implants.” she finished. Now that she thought about it, Jenny found she could recall many things from the past few weeks.  It seems like so long ago........ she thought wistfully, but then her thoughts were interrupted by her stomach’s loud rumbling. I am hungry..... she thought as loudly as she could.


“Alright, alright, no need to shout!” Thor chuckled again, this time sounding more sarcastic.


Jenny blushed again, embarrassed that she had an ability she didn’t know how to control.


“We will have to teach you to control your thoughts....” Thor said from the next room, as if he had read her mind, but she realised he had not.  He came through the minature doorway with a plate of something hot, handing it to Jenny a little shakily. Looking at his skinny frame, she realised he was not used to carrying things as heavy as a plate of food.


At least, I hope it’s food... she projected uncertainly. 


Yes, it is food.  I think you’ll like it.... Thor said, affirming her original assumption.


“Will I be staying here much longer?”  Jenny asked, shovelling something mushy and yellow into her mouth. It tasted like some kind of plant matter, similar to a colliflour. She sceptically tested the taste a little further, washing it around in her mouth. When she decided she could bear to eat it, she shovelled up another mouthful. Thor watched, intrigued by the human’s eating habits. She looked back at him, wondering if he had heard the question. 


He jumped slightly. “Pardon? Oh, no, you should probably go back to your family.” His answer was less assuring than Jenny would have liked.


“Probably?” she voiced her concerns.


“Definately.” he stated firmly, now seeming more in control. She paused.


Are you sure? She wondered aloud.


Yes. Sure. He confirmed. Jenny detected a hint of sadness. I will take you back as soon as you have eaten. Thor commanded. Jenny nodded soberly.


Thankyou....





Chapter ten:


“I have decided, after reviewing my actions over the past week, to re-instate SG-1 and all SG teams as soon as possible.” General Hammond said plainly to his top team. Sitting at the end of the briefing-room table, he was in the best position to gauge their reactions. They were what he had expected. Excitement mixed with joy and relief. Strangely, they seemed to be the same emotions he felt every time the team returned through the stargate.


“Thank-you Sir!” O’Neil crowed happily. Carter smiled and shook her head appreciatively at her C.O. Daniel lowered his head, then gave a loud whoop! And Teal’c nodded at the general with a hint of a curve of the lips.





Suddenly, though, their excitement was interrupted.





At the far end of the table, Thor arrived in a slip of light, unanounced as usual. General Hammond stood up and leaned over the table. 


“What do you want, Thor.” he near-growled.


“I am here to return your grand-daughter, General.” Thor replied slowly and calmly.


Awkward silence followed in the next few seconds, as the general and the little grey alien stared at each other, sussing each other out. The team looked from one face to the other, then back again. The colonel decided to break the tension.


“Good, Thor, that’s good. Right General? He’s giving Jenny back?” O’Neil looked hopefully at Hammond. The general broke his stare and returned O’Neil’s gaze. 


“Yes. That’s very good. Thankyou Thor.” 


His voice rumbled like thunder. 


Another streak of light fell into the room, and a young woman was standing there, dressed in white, sheet-like material. She looked very pale, but she smiled. Hammond smiled back.


Jenny walked briskly up to her grandfather and hugged him. They stood there for a few long seconds, then she pulled away and looked back at the strange group of people in the room. 


“Hi.” she said happily with a nervous little wave.


SG-1 stared back for a few seconds, then each member replied differently at the same time.


“Hi, I’m Sam.”


“Greetings, Grand-child of Hammond.”


“Hey there. Jenny. I’m Daniel, this is.... oh.”


“So, you’re little Jen.”


She giggled. Then Jenny walked back to where Thor was preparing to leave. She bent down and kissed him softly on the cheek. Then she stood back up.


“Thankyou for everything.”


“My pleasure.” Thor replied cooly. A swift beam of light carried him back to the ship, and Jenny turned back to the air-force officers. They were staring at her strangely.





“What?” she asked defensively. Hammond drew a quick breath.


“Honey, are you sure you’re feeling alright?” he speculated.


“I’m fine.” she answered lightly. When everyone continued to look at her through raised eyebrows, she dug one foot into the ground, then looked up again. “What?!” she asked again, near to light-hearted hysteria.


“Nothing. Don’t worry about it.” General George Hammond brushed off his concerns as well as hers with a wave of his hand. “You’re here, and safe, and that’s the main thing.” he said.


Jenny walked back over to him, obviously trying to ignore the looks the others were throwing around. She gave her grand father another brief hug, then, after glancing briefly out the door asked, “So, where is here, exactly?”


Four heads shot up from around the table. Hammond sighed.





“Well, now, that’s a long story ........”





The End!





