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Author's Word





     This is the beginning of what will be a saga spanning six "seasons", which I hope will keep you waiting each week when I add another available story on the site.  As a member of the the SciFiPac, I feel obligated to stress cooperation between universes, instead of making up "crossover battles".  The major themes of this series, currently known as "Undiscovered Frontier", are simple: The struggle between good and evil, the fight between oppression and freedom, the capacity to go beyond current scientific and social beliefs to discover the truly infinite possibilities of the universe, the ability for love to face down all barriers, and most importantly, the ability of one man, or one woman, to change the world, and the future, against all odds.


     The idea for "universal jumping" is not original.  Fans have been watching Quinn and Rembrandt sliding between alternate Earths on "Sliders", and Star Trek fans have seen Kirk, Worf, Kira, and Sisko travel to alternate universes as well.  However, universe jumping will be a constant theme on Undiscovered Frontier.  Some may call this dumb, retarded, or stupid.  Fine.  This is the U.S. of A.  You're allowed to have public opinions.  I'm not the first to put forward "crossover" scenarios.  Michael J. Friedman did it in "X-Planet", as did Marvel, DC, and many other authors and comic books.  The fact that crossovers may be a somewhat frequent occurrence will be justified when the seemingly singular story threads weave themselves into a large tapestry.


     So here it is.  I hope you enjoy!


     Welcome to the Undiscovered Frontier, otherwise known to some theorists as the fifth dimension.





Prologue





     My name is Nicolas Mamatmas.  I was present at the dawn of the Fourth Age of Mankind.  The Age when we realized the true final frontier.  The Age when the enemies of peace and freedom would finally meet a sizable match.  The First Age was when we were so small and scattered that we considered rivers and mountain ranges to be frontiers.  In the Second Age, we finally realized global unity, exploring the far reaches of the Earth and the depths of the oceans.  In the Third Age, we moved out to the stars, thinking we had reached the final frontier.


     We were wrong.


     The onset of the Fourth Age was resounded on July 4, in the year 2156 A.D. on my world.  "My" Earth.  For, on that day, an alliance was forged between nations from different "universes", who saw each other as equals, and wished to contribute their abilities, resources, and peoples for a greater good.  This alliance of nations would become a bulwark against the evil of man's will.  A fortress of light, shining brightly, alone in the night of space.  I must say I am proud to have helped lead this alliance through it's formation, to it's establishment as a superpower, to it's many crusades for freedom from tyranny.  But, I was not a major part of these crusades.  There was another.  A man, who, though much younger and more inexperienced than me, was a leader in the truest sense.  He, in many ways, was the founder of our Alliance, and would lead it's forces to victory in the name of freedom in many wars to follow.


     Of all those victories, only one was desperate.  The war that started it all.  My world, and the outlying planets of it's solar system that had been colonized, had been invaded by an unknown race known as the Agressa.  We could not hope to defeat them, and only he and the forces of freedom that followed him could stem the tide.  This was the Founding War, the war that brought about the birth of a superpower, the war that nearly destroyed a world, and the war that killed my son.


     It was the dawn of a new Age....


     The time has come....


     A time for heroes....


     Hard to think that all of this started on Earth, in the year 1997, on a Kansas farm, under a glowing sun.....








     The Kansas sun beat down on the bare back of Robert Allen Dale as he labored to move an extremely heavy piece of tractor equipment, in an effort to fix the family farm tractor.  Sweat covered his forehead as he put every ounce of strength into moving the piece into place.  It didn't budge.


     "Damn it!"


     He and his father had endeavored for two years to get the tractor working again.  They had bought a new one, of course, but nothing made them feel more anxious than the day when the old tractor could be repaired.


     After two years, they had finally been able to buy the piece needed to fix the old tractor.


     Now, if only he could get it into position.


     Disgusted, Dale dropped the device to the ground.  I can lift three hundred pounds easily, run the length of a football field in less than fifteen seconds, and I can't even lift one damn piece of farm equipment!?


     He thought he could hear his father's voice respond.  Believe in yourself, Robert.  That's what it takes to do everything in this life.  Believe....


     Then Dale shook himself out of his fantasy, and accepted the harsh reality.  His father, mother, and sisters were dead.  They would never return.  He had lost them forever.  He briefly remembered his reaction to the news.  He would have joined them in that river if Julie hadn't invited him over for dinner, to finish off her birthday meal that her mother cooked for everyone.  Still, if he had been there, he might have been able to open the door that trapped them.  He might....


     By this time, Dale was wandering around the farmland, not paying attention to anything.  Not his surroundings, not the seemingly endless fields of corn and wheat, not even the incredibly hot sun baking him, and leaving him drenched with sweat.


     Then something wrenched him from his thoughts.  As he passed the old rock cliff, (if you could call a six foot high rock wall a cliff), he noticed that there seemed to be a flicker in the rock.  Not knowing what it was, he approached the rock, and pushed on the flicker.


     His arm went right through it.


     He started to trip over his own feet, and stumbled into an odd corridor.  It seemed to be carved from rock, but farther ahead, he could see paneling at the bottom of a ramp.  Curious, he walked forward.


     He did not notice a slight ripple behind him, and the appearance of a figure wearing a brown cloak.  The figure studied him, and then stated, "It has begun.  For the sake of all, may you succeed."  He then disappeared in a ripple of light.








     As Dale made his way down the ramp and into a corridor, he started to wonder how this got on the family property.  For years, the rock wall had been the only of it's kind in the county, and one of the few in the state.  He didn't understand how something like this hall could....


     Then, he found his progress impeded by what seemed to be an invisible wall.  He was knocked backward, and when he looked up, he could see a faint glimmer in front of him.  He put his hand forward, and felt an slight electrical surge pass through his arm.  He grimaced and yanked it back.


     Then a force knocked him backward, and restraints grabbed his wrists and ankles.  A green beam passed over his body, and then the restraints retracted.  In front of him, the hologram of what appeared to be an ancient Native American leader appeared.  "I apologize for the moment of restraint, but it was necessary to scan your mind and discover your language."


     Dale stood up, and folded his arms.  "Who are you?"


     The image bowed slightly.  "I am Chief Roaring Thunder, of the Sioux people."


     "Sioux?  I thought they were from the Dakotas?"


     "According to your current political status, yes, that is where we are from.  However, two thousand summers ago, my followers and I discovered Them.  They came from the stars, and called themselves 'Dargsla'.  They were an ancient people, who came to flee from a great and terrible conflict.  They took us to this place, the place you call 'Kansas', and we prospered.  Together, we combined with the Dargsla to build a few great areas, which they called 'interdimensional jump bases', to form our own great society.  Eventually, we connected each 'base' into one large one."


     "What happened then?"


     "A thousand summers ago, the Dargsla people returned home to try to save their world from a great menace known only as Shadow.  They miserably failed, and their race was wiped out by the great Shadow.  The last survivor returned here, and bade us to watch over this place until the time was right.  So, we lived here for centuries, using their technology to feed us and keep us living and prospering."


     "Where are your people?"


     The image frowned.  "When the white man moved into this area, we were worried that he may discover these incredible technologies.  Knowing that the man of his period was weak and greedy, we sealed the tunnel leading to this place, and my people left.  All except for one family.  Their grandson eventually married a white woman, and then died.  The white woman turned their son over to her brother. The son's name was....."


     An expression of shock filled Dale's face.  "Michael Ernest Dale.  My grandfather's grandfather....."


     "Correct, descendant.  Sioux blood flows through your veins.  You are the true possessor of this facility, by birthright.  I, the embodiment of this place's computers, shall guide you through the times to come."


     "How?"


     The image stepped forward.  "When the Dargsla arrived, they told us of the L'gedn Cukar'Oeqt, which in English means "The Legend of the Chosen One.  The legend says that a great evil would one day arise, and that the Chosen One, and an unknown group of six, would have to face the evil.  My tribe adopted this prophecy.  Five hundred summers ago, Wise Eagle, a philosopher and prophet of the tribe, deciphered the ancient Dargsla tablets that we had not yet read.  He proclaimed that the Chosen One would arise from a combination of our people, and the People of the East, or whom you call Europeans.  You, young Robert Dale, are the embodiment of this prophecy."


     Still having trouble digesting this information, Dale responded, "What do I do?"


     "This base has many great devices in it.  However, before you explore them, I ask that you find some friends to join you on this journey.  I have initiated the systems to repair the weakened holographic forcefield, so when you leave, it will be repaired, and the rock wall will feel solid again.  However, I shall also activate the scanner, so that when you return, you need merely to press you hand against the field to disengage it.  Until then, young One....."  The image disappeared.


     Still not quite believing what he had just seen, Dale rushed out of the base, and came back to the surface.  When he turned around, the flicker had disappeared.  He ran home, and after using a towel to wipe the sweat off his chest and head, he picked up the phone.





     Swoosh.


     In her family's driveway, wearing a gray workout top and blue shorts, Julia Andrea Andreys caught the basketball, and went to take another shot at the hoop.  She had been invited to nearly a dozen colleges for workouts and tours, being an All-American basketball player and that.


     Then the phone rang, and she sprinted over to it, with the grace of a track-and-field runner.  Grabbing the phone, she put it to her ear and, after brushing her shoulder-long blond hair out of the earpiece, said, "Who's there."


     "Julie," Dale's frantic voice came over the line, "I want to meet you at my house in about half-an-hour.  Don't have time to explain."


     "Robby?"  Before she could get her question off, he hung up.  Picking up a towel and wiping the sweat off her brow, she went inside to pick up the keys to her car.





     "Hmm, do I call Cindy, or maybe Rachel?"


     Zachary Tyler Carrey examined his book of phone numbers, are as Andreys put it, his "book of past scores."  As he flipped through the pages, he suddenly heard his phone ring.  Thinking it was one of his past conquests, he picked up the phone.  "Zack Carrey, at your service?  What time do you want to set for the date?"


     "Cut the crap, Zack," came Dale's response.  "I want you to come out to my place ASAP.  I've got something to show you."


     "What?  Found a sexy babe you want me to meet?"


     "Not exactly, Zack.  Just get down here."  He then hung up.





     "Hmm, if I recalculate the wing angle to...."


     Thomas Avery Barnes scratched his pencil on his graphing paper, trying to solve one of the many physics-related questions on his upcoming entry exam.  He popped a chocolate snack into his mouth, and continued with his calculations.


     Then the phone rang.  Reaching over, he grabbed it and barked, "Tom Barnes here.  What the f%&$ing hell do you want?"


     "Teddo, I've got something here that you'll like.  Get to my place ASAP."


     "What the f$#& are you talking....?"  Dale hung up before Barnes could finish.  "Damn it!  You son-of-a-bitch!  Stop calling me 'Teddo'!  It's Thomas!"  Then he grabbed his paper and pencil, and headed out to his car.








     After hearing what Dale had called them about, Barnes shouted, "What?!  I can't f$^#ing believe this!  Rob, you've gone off your rocker!"  The windows of the old shed rattled.


     Dale, who had put on a silver colored shirt, shook his head.  "I'm telling you what I saw, Teddo."


     Barnes glowered at him, his red hair matching his red clothes exactly..  "Stop calling me that, dammit!  It's Thomas!  Thomas!"


     Then the door opened, and Carrey came in, wearing a blue shirt and white shorts.  Stepping up beside Andreys, who had come dressed in her gray workout tanktop and blue shorts, he put his arm around her neck.  "Hey Julie!"


     She brushed him off.  "Hands off, Zack."


     Turning to Dale, Carrey asked, "So, what's going on?"


     Before Dale could speak, Barnes yelled, "He says he found an alien base by that old rock formation.  Something about Dargsla, Sioux, and his family legacy.  A total load of bullshit!"


     Carrey didn't flinch.  "So," he said, shrugging, "my uncle thought he was abducted by aliens as a child.  Rob's in good company."


     "Listen, if you don't believe me, that what harm is there in letting me show it to you?"


     Andreys nodded.  "I agree."


     Carrey voiced his agreement as well, and Barnes grumbled, "Alright, I'll go see this piece of shit rock you want me to see."








     When they got on the scene, Dale approached the rock.  Barnes rolled his eyes, while Carrey and Andreys just watched.  Suddenly, a green light swept across Dale, and a large portion of the rock wall disappeared, revealing a ramp downward.  "See?"


     Andreys slowly walked to the wall, while Carrey and Barnes just watched, their jaws dropped in misbelief.  "I don't f$&#ing believe this shit," Barnes muttered.


     Dale led them down into the cavern, and they approached the forcefield.  The holographic image of Roaring Thunder appeared.  "You have returned with friends.  Good.  Now I will tell you of your destiny....  The final request of a dead race...."


     "Wait a f#*$ing moment," Barnes interrupted.  "Just who the hell are you, and what the f$&# is this place?"


     Roaring Thunder's image recounted the story to them.  "You are the only ones who can fullfil the purpose of this place.  The Dargsla people were destroyed because they allowed their belief in non-interference to rob them of many potential allies, and they left many to wallow in misery ant tyranny.  This place was to be used to redeem that mistake.  This place's computers have one purpose: to help you in leading the fight for freedom.  If you save many peoples from destruction, then they will help you form an army of light, which you can use to make a stand for all that is right, and all that is just.  I ask you, will you fulfill this wish?"


     Dale turned to his friends for a moment, and then turned back.  "My grandfather, and his father before him, and so on, served in wars for freedom.  My grandfather never let me forget that freedom is one of the few things worth fighting, and dying, for.  Yes, I will take up your mission."


     Andreys stepped forward.  "I have always thought my life would mean something one day.  I want it to mean everything you have spoken about.  I'm with Robby."


     Carrey followed them.  "I side with my friends."


     They turned to Barnes, who stood for a moment, and then stepped toward them.  "It's time to kick some f$%&ing ass!"


     The image nodded.  "You are truly the ones that were intended for possession of this place.  I am now deactivating the forcefield."


     In front of them, a glimmer of green energy appeared, and the forcefield disengaged.  They walked down, and found two pathways leading to each side.  In front of them was a large computer terminal.  It activated, and Barnes went to the controls.  "It's a schematic of the base.  There are three main areas: The armory, the main storage complex, complete with replication systems, and a dock station for....."


     "....for what, Tom?"  Carrey observed the screen.


     Barnes turned back.  "For starships."


     "Starships?"  Andreys examined the controls.  "You mean ships that go through space?"


     "Yep."  Barnes then pressed a button.  "According to this computer, we can 'borrow' a starship from another universe, transport it here, and examine the f%$^er.  As soon as it arrives, the base computers will scan it's structure, and start replicating material to build another one of it's type.  As well, the base computers will hook to the ship's computers, and copy all of the information stored in the piece of shit."  Barnes pressed a button, and on the screen, starships began to appear.  "Choose one."


     Everyone looked up at the screen, and different ships began to appear.


     A small white vessel, flying away from a dark, spidery object......


     A gray-white ship, with a large engine port on the rear, flying out of a sphere just as the sphere was exploding......


     Several small bug-like ships soaring through space, heading toward an unknown destination.....


     A small, gray vessel with red-pink cords running beneath it, and a white energy beam firing out of it's front area......


     A gray, squat vessel in a spacedock, with two engine pods placed on each side.....


     Dale pointed at the squat vessel.  "That one!"


     "That one, Thomas," Andreys agreed.


     Barnes turned back to the control pad.  "Here we go!"  He pressed a button.


     Another screen activated, and it showed an empty dock.  Then, a white column of energy appeared, and the ship appeared in it.  On top, writing read: U.S.S. Defiant NX-74205.


     On the screen, the ship's structure was shown.  "Starship transported uses a subspace warp drive to propel itself faster-than-light.  Engine and power systems compatible with interdimensional jump device specifications."


     "Well, I'll be f$^#ed...."  Barnes studied the readout.  "This thing can go past the f$&#ing speed of light!"


     "So?"  Carrey leaned against one side.  "What's the big deal?"


     "Because, dumbass, Einstein's theory of relativity says that it's impossible to go past the speed of light!  You would require infinite energy to do so."  He turned back to the computer.  "I'm going to assume this damn thing can operate by voice."  He cleared his throat.  "Computer, have you hooked into the ship's computer systems yet?"


     "Link up complete.  Please specify file type you wish to examine."


     "Display the engine schematics and all data on physical use of the subspace warp drive."


     "Processing."


     A moment later, several different screen frames popped up.  Barnes examined them, and turned, smiling.  "This stuff is f#&$ing amazing!  It uses a fusion reactor for most secondary power, plus has a main power source known as a 'warp core' to run the engines!  The damned thing flows an anti-matter stream through an enhanced lithium, 'dilithium', in a controlled reaction chamber, which then uses the raw energy to power the warp drive!"


     "What the hell does that mean?"  Carrey was staring at the screen.  "All I see are lines, images, and numbers."


     "I think it means that this thing is really advanced, and really useful if we're to build this 'army of light'," Andreys answered.  Then she turned back to Barnes.  "So, what does it do?"


     Barnes examined another screen.  "Basically, the warp drive surrounds the starship that uses it with a pocket of 'subspace', a separate 'attachment' to the physical universe where the speed of light can be reached below infinite energy.  Apparently, you can send anything through subspace.  Even radio signals."


     "That could be useful."  Then Dale asked, "So, what type of equipment is on board?"


     Barnes entered a series of commands into the computer, and new displays popped up on the main screen.  "Besides thrusters used for close-range maneuvering purposes, and emergency thrusters, the main sub-light engine is the impulse drive.  This thing has a structural integrity field that keeps it together in high speed space flight, plus interial dampners that protect the crew from being turned into thin layers of organic material on the rear bulkhead.  Main defensive system is an energy shield, and the weapon systems include forward and aft torpedo launchers, which use a matter-antimatter explosive called a 'quantum torpedo', plus a main 'phaser bank' with enough firepower to turn NYC into rubble within thirty minutes of fire.  It contains two shuttles for cargo and emergency purposes, plus a matter-energy conversion device known as a transporter to enable you to transport to a planet or ship quickly."  Barnes shook his head.  "Damn, this stuff is so advanced that I doubt that just the four of us can handle this ship alone.


     Then the image of Roaring Thunder appeared again.  "If need be, the Dargsla computer can upload automation programs into the ship's computer.  This will enable you to concentrate on controlling the major systems."


     Barnes walked up to a nearby window, and froze.  "Well, there she is," he called out.


     The foursome gazed out the window, and observed the squat form of the starship they had just commandeered.  Dale read the name.  "Defiant.  That's a pretty good name."


     While everybody observed the ship, Dale turned back to Roaring Thunder.  "How are we supposed to find people to help?  Do you have a variation of the interdimensional transporter that was just used?  One that can help us search for these things?"


     The image nodded.  "I am activating the interdimensional scanners now.  What are the specific time periods, places, and events you would like to scan for?"


     Dale thought for a moment.  "Priority One: Time period from sixty-four to fifty-two years ago for my world.  Event: Nazi Holocaust.  Place: Current day Poland and Germany."  He thought for a moment, then added, "Priority Two: Time period from five centuries to two and a half centuries ago.  Event: Fighting between Protestant and Catholic populaces of Europe, plus the search for 'witches and warlocks'.  Place: Current day Europe, minus Balkan region and Russia."  Dale gave the computer a moment to run the information, then he continued.  "Priority Three: Time period from two millennia to fifteen hundred years ago.  Event: Roman persecution of Early Chrisitans.  Place: Western Europe and areas surrounding Mediterrean Sea."  Then, as an afterthought, he finished, "Priority Four: Time period from one hundred and sixty years ago to one hundred and thirty.  Event: Southern U.S.A. enslavement of black populace.  Place: South Eastern quadrant of U.S.A."


     For a moment, the image flickered, then it stabilized and answered, "Input complete.  Scans are now commencing."


     "Hey, is there any damn way I can get onto that ship?"  Barnes had turned from his view of the ship to look at the image.


     The image nodded.  "There is no docking area to latch onto the ship, but I can use our uplink to the ship's computer to activate the transporter sequence.  Are you ready?"


     Barnes turned to Dale, who nodded.  "Go ahead, transport us aboard."


     The image pointed to a panel on the wall by the computer.  "Before you go, please take one for each of you."


     Andreys opened the panel, and took out four devices.  She placed one on her lower arm, and it suddenly stuck to her skin.  "What the?"


     The image bowed.  "Do not fear.  The communicators bond themselves to your skin on the molecular level.  They are painless to pull off."


     Andreys handed them out, and everyone attached them.  Then Dale said, "Transport us aboard."


     The computer image disappeared, and a moment later, Dale could feel a tingling sensation fill him.  His vision blurred, and then he found himself one a glowing platform, with the other three members of his group standing by him.  He stepped off the platform, and turned.  "That was an... interesting experience."


     They turned the corner, and found themselves on what was obviously the bridge of the ship.  There was a chair in the center, obviously for whoever was in command.  In front of the command chair was another chair, with a semi-circle control panel in front of it.  On both sides were several monitors and panels.  Panels on the right were labeled "Weapons", "Sensors", and "Computer", while on the left were panels marked, "Tactical", "Operations", and "Communications".  Dale walked toward the command chair, but was startled by a female voice stating, "Please identify yourselves.  Failure will result in activation of security protocols."


     Dale quickly answered, "Robert A. Dale."  The others followed suit.


     "Names are not registered in ship's company.  Please state authorization codes."


     Dale pressed the communicator, and anxiously said, "It wants authorization codes.  What do I tell it?"


     After a moment, he heard the computer answer, "Authorization Code Dale Gamma Epsilon Alpha."


     "Computer, authorization code Dale Gamma Epsilon Alpha."


     The lights on the bridge turned on, and the computer answered, "Authorization code accepted, Captain Robert Dale."


     Carrey whistled.  "Well, Captain, what do we do?"


     Dale chuckled.  "First things first."  Clearing his throat, he said, "Computer, change authorization code 'Dale Gamma Epsilon Alpha' to Dale Charlie Echo Zulu."


     "Authorization code changed," the computer answered.


     With that handled, everybody spread out to different stations.  Andreys went to the forward station, while Carrey went to the weapons panel.  Barnes headed toward the rear door.  "I'm going to head down and see what this damn warp core looks like."


     Barnes went through the door, and Dale took the command chair.  "The panels here seem to be controlling display screens."


     After pressing a few buttons, Andreys turned and said, "I think this is the helm."


     Carrey, meanwhile, was running his fingers along the weapon station.  "This stuff is pretty easy to run.  I guess weapon consoles should be that way."  After a moment, he added, "I just completed a training simulation.  Destroyed a couple of medium cruiser class virtual drones."


     "Good."  Dale then pressed a button, and a chirp sounded.  Wondering what he had just done, he asked, "Computer, what action did I just do?"


     "Bridge to sickbay communications channel has been opened."


     Dale nodded, and then replied, "Computer, close channel, and identify button to open channel to engine room."


     A button on the chair arm panel lit up.  "This is used to open a channel to engineering," the computer announced.


     Dale pressed it, and said, "Bridge to Engineering.  You down there, Teddo?"


     "It's Thomas, you asshole!," came the answer.  "I am cornholio!"


     Dale rolled his eyes.  "Quit it with the Dumbass Duo impersonations, Te...."


     "Thomas, you f#&$head!  For the millionth time in ten f$!#ing years, my name is Thomas!"


     Dale chuckled.  Nobody knew it, but he enjoyed calling Barnes "Teddo" just to rub in that mistake back in the third grade.  "Fine, Thomas, whatever.  Anyway, what have you found down there?"


     "This warp core is awesome!  I took one look at the bitchin' energy output, and nearly had a f $^#ing heart attack!"


     "Think we can fly her?"


     "Go ahead.  All I'm doing is monitoring the systems.  The automation program is doing the rest."


     Dale pressed the communicator.  "Any way to take her into orbit for a flight?"


     "Yes, there is," came the return answer.  "I will activate this station's interdimensional transporter, and re-calibrate it for spatial transport.  However, I ask that you consider installing an interdimensional jump device before you leave."


     "Get it over here.  Use the Defiant's transporter to send it to engineering."


     "Very well.  In addition, you might like to know that the computer has started to assemble another vessel of this one's type in Dock 5, and is preparing to build four more in Docks 3, 4, 5, and 10.  Estimated time of completion for Dock 5: Three weeks for structure, and an additional four to replicate and install systems."


     "Thanks.  That will be all.  Dale out."  The channel was broken, and Dale turned to Andreys.


     Just then, the entire ship was surrounded with energy, and when the energy dissipated, they were in orbit.  Dale chuckled.  "Never imagined myself going out into space."


     Andreys moved her hands over her console.  "We're in a loose orbit over Earth.  We're out of visual range, but a weather satellite will be passing by shortly.  We will be in visual range in about two minutes."


     "Take us to the moon, full speed."


     Andreys pressed several of the buttons, and the Defiant banked hard to starboard.  Carrey and Andreys grabbed onto their panels, and Dale held onto the status display by his chair.  Then the Defiant's interial dampners stabilized the pull, and the ship righted itself.  "Oops," Andreys apologized, "I must've made it think we were in a combat situation.  I accidentally activated it's evasive maneuvers."  Her fingers ran over the console again, and the moon came into sight.  "The computer indicates that we're on course.  Our current speed is full impulse."


     Dale leaned forward in the chair.  "Well, are you ready to try the warp drive?"


     Andreys examined the helm.  "I think so...."  She started to press certain buttons.  "I'm setting course for a nearby star labeled as Beta Galacta by the base computers.  What warp speed?"


     Dale shrugged.  "What's the rate?"


     "Simple, you stupid dumbass," Barnes voice came over the bridge speakers.  "I've found the files containing details on the warp system.  The speed rating is similar to the system used by the Air Force for supersonic speeds.  Warp 1 is equal to the speed of light, just as Mach 1 is the speed of sound."


     "Then how fast can we go?"


     After a moment, Barnes answered.  "Try her at Warp 6.  That's considered a normal cruise warp for whoever built this thing."


     "You heard him, Julie.  Hit it at Warp 6."


     Andreys turned and pressed several more buttons.  "Warp 6 it is.  Tell me when to engage engines."


     Dale put his back on the chair again, and nodded.  And, for the first time in his life, he said the word that many starship captains had said before.  "Engage."


     Andreys hit the button, and the Defiant went to warp speed.  On the screen, the stars in front of them started to blur, a blue distortion blocked them out, and then the stars returned, now buzzing by them.  


     They had become the first humans from their world to break the speed of light.


     As this fact sunk in, Andreys examined her console again.  "According to one of my screens, our ETA is seven hours.  Pretty inter....."


     Then Carrey turned.  "We're picking up some sort of signal.  I assume that it's our main base."


     Dale pressed his communicator.  "We're here.  Go ahead."


     "Interdimensional scanners have detected a distress related to your Priority Four.  I am transmitting the proper universal frequency code now."


     "Thanks.  We'll be back as soon as we finish this."  Dale tapped his communicator again, and then pressed the engineering button.  "Teddo, have you got that jumper hooked up yet?"


     "Yes, it's ready.  Activate it through the Operations console.  Let's go kick some ass!"


     Dale stood up, and went to the console.  "Activating jumper.... now!"


     The Defiant slowed to sub-warp speed, and in front of them, a gold vortex opened.  They entered it, and gold streaks blew by the screen.  Then a quick burst of rainbow color heralded their arrival in a new universe.  "We're in orbit over Earth.  Pollution in certain areas of the globe indicate that we have arrived sometime in the mid-1800's, during the Industrial Revolution."  Andreys then continued to lower their orbital altitude.


     Carrey turned from his station.  "Our interdimensional link with the base is uploading the necessary information into the tactical computer.  I've identified the coordinates of the disturbance that set off the scanners.  I'm putting it on screen."


     Utilizing their signal to their base, and that base's ability to take visible pictures and sounds from another universe, the screen turned on, and showed them an old slave auction.  A large black man was holding onto what appeared to be his little daughter while a young boy struggled with men heaving him onto an auction block.  "The signal is coming from a spot about ten miles north of Montgomery, Alabama.  A likely spot for a slave auction."  Andreys put her hand on her face for a moment.  "Are they really going to split the family up?"


     Carrey and Andreys turned to Dale, who, with a face filled with grim determination, answered, "Not if I can help it."  Then he got up, and went up to Andreys and the helm.  "Bring us in, Julie.  I want to give those bastards a buzz they won't forget."  He then went to the chair and pressed the engineering button.  "Hook up our interdimensional signal to your monitor and use it's data to transport those slaves up."


     "Right away, Rob," Barnes answered.


     Dale grabbed hold of Andreys' chair, and took a breath.  "Engage."


     The Defiant banked out of orbit, and went toward Earth.  The ship's shields went up as they entered the atmosphere, and heat streaks appeared on the screen.  Then, they disappeared, and ground was visible.  "Steady...."  Dale then turned to Carrey.  "Distance?"


     "Five.... four.... three... two... one!  We're in business, Rob!"


     Dale slapped his communicator, hoping that it served as an intercom as well as a communications device.  "Now Thomas!"


     A moment later, three columns of light appeared on the transporter pad.  "Transport complete!," Barnes crowed.


     Then Andreys pulled the Defiant up, and set a course to resume orbit.  Dale turned to their newcomers.  "Are you okay?"


     The black man grabbed both of his children, who just stared at Dale.  "Who are you, mister?," the little girl murmured.


     "Name's Robert.  And yours?"


     She let a sweet smile grow onto her face.  "Kaylie," she answered.


     Dale approached.  "Well, Kaylie, welcome aboard the Defiant."  He then offered his hand to the father.  "Pleased to meet you, Mister...."


     The man seemed weary for a moment, then stood.  "My owners called me David.  My fellows, however, know me as Kunta."  He examined Dale's face, and shook his hand.  "Where are you from?  What is this thing?"


     "This is a starship.  I am from the state of Kansas, in the year 1997.  I discovered this technology, and decided to use it to help you."


     "Thank you."  Kunta then gazed at the plaque on the starboard side of the bridge.  "What does it say?  I can't read."


     Dale examined the plaque.  He had not noticed it before.  "It's the ship's dedication plaque.  It has her name, plus her class, the number of ships of this class before her, and the shipyards she was built in.  Then it lists the officers responsible for her construction, and then what seems to be her motto."


     "What is the motto?"  Kunta looked Dale in the eye.


     Dale turned back, and read it.  "Just give me a tall ship and a star to steer her by..."  He then added, "Do you know where the mother of these children are?"


     Kunta turned to the screen.  "She died last year, bound to my owner's whipping pole.  They punished her for sneaking scraps out of the plantation kitchen to feed my children."


     Dale clenched his fist.  "How far is your owner's plantation from the auction you were sent to?  We need the distance to triangulate the coordinates."


     "It was about a ten minute ride from our plantation to the auction."


     Dale turned to Carrey, who activated the tactical scanners.  "Picking up a plantation about a mile away from the auction."


     Andreys turned.  "Coordinates for what, Robby?"


     Dale answered her by going over to a panel at the end of the bridge, and pulling out a rifle.  "I'm going down."


     Kunta grabbed one too.  "I will go with you.  I know my way around the plantation."


     As Dale went to the transporter pad, Andreys got up and came toward him.  "I'm going too."


     Carrey started to move toward the helm as Dale responded, "Julie, it's not going to be easy.  You could get hurt.  And these aren't your typical Southern gentlemen down here."


     She gazed at him, determination written all over her sparkling teal eyes.  "I'm a black belt, Robby.  I can care for myself."


     Then a moment, their eyes locked together.  Both felt the urge to allow their hidden feelings to break free of their self-imposed bonds.  Both yearned for the moment of unblemished love and passion that would result from just two seconds in each other's embrace.  Both wanted to break the silence, to admit themselves....


     But they both overcame their yearning.  Dale did not want to risk having Andreys lose all respect for him, and she did not want to risk angering him and losing him forever.  Instead, Dale answered, "Let's do this.  Kunta and I will handle the outside overseers, you head in and try to locate the women and children."  He turned to Carrey.  "Tell Barnes to keep a transporter lock on us.  And make sure he's ready to bring up the slaves when we identify them."  He then stepped onto the transporter pad.  "Activate."  They beamed down.








     Dale clenched the phaser rifle in his fists, and then set his sights on the first white overseer he saw.  He jumped out of the cotton, and yelled, "Stop!  Or I'll kill you here and now!"


     The white man turned, and then went to bring out a gun.  Dale fired, and sent the man sprawling.  The nearby slaves reacted by staring.  Then Kunta jumped out and shouted, "My brothers!  This white man has come to save us from our cruel owner!  Help us, and we can finally be free!"


     The slaves reacted by grasping their farm implements like weapons, and raising them in the air.  Dale nodded, and then raised his phaser rifle.  "We must rescue your women and children.  Then we can arrange for you to be transported out of here.  Follow me!"


     The slaves responded by forming a column, with Dale and Kunta at the lead.  They then marched for the plantation, taking out overseers and adding recruits as they advanced.








     "Who the hell're you!"  That was what a group of women slaves in the kitchen heard when one of their overseers stumbled into the room.


     The man who asked that was answered by a kick by Andreys.  She followed with a somersault kick, and sent the man straight to the floor.  "Name's Julia, you dirty pig," she responded.


     Then two powerful arms grabbed her from behind, and held her back as another of the ruffian overseers came toward her.  "Hmm, we got ourselves a nice one here.  You got yourself a nice accent, lady.  Where're you from?  Kansas?"  Then he got closer, too close for Andreys' comfort.  "You know what we do to ladies who help Negroes?"  The slaves cowered in a corner as the man reached for Andreys' thigh.  "Maybe we should teach you a lesson...."


     Then her knee came up, and caught him between the legs.  He fell to the ground, in tremendous pain.  Then she lifted her legs up, and caught the other man in his neck.  Using all of her strength, she used the leverage to break free of his grasp, and twirled over his head, ankles still around his neck.  She put her hands on the floor, and then flipped him over, bringing her to a standing position again and leaving him knocked out on the floor.  Andreys grabbed a rolling pin, and hit the first one in the head again.  Then she turned to the slaves, and asked, "Where are your children?"


     One came forward.  "They are holding them in the East Wing.  They're using them to make clothing."


     Andreys opened the door, and then heard commotion.


     "The Negroes are revolting!"


     "They say a white man....."


     "Must be another damned Yankee....."


     Leading the women out of the kitchen, Andreys went toward the East Wing.








     Dale fired his rifle again, and a orange-red energy beam sliced right through the door.  "Kunta, Bunke, and Michael, you're with me.  The rest of you, make sure we're not disturbed."  Kunta and the two other slaves followed him into the plantation.  They faced no resistance as they made their way to the eastern side of the mansion.  Then, as Dale turned a corner, he felt something bump into him, and whirled around to face....


     .....Andreys turned and put her arms in a defensive position.  "Robby?"


     "Julie?  Is everything okay?"


     "Yeah.  I've found most of the slaves in the kitchen.  The children are somewhere near here."


     Dale put his rifle back into a ready position.  "Use your communicator to contact the Defiant.  Get Barnes to start evacuating these women.  We'll get the children."


     Andreys nodded, and pressed her communicator.  Dale motioned for the other men to follow, and led them down one of the elegant halls.  Then, they ran into a young white man, dressed formally, who was leading about twenty black children out of a room.  He raised his rifle, and shouted, "Stop where you are!"


     The man stopped, and turned.  One of the children dashed toward one of the men by him, and yelled, "Daddy!"


     Dale watched the reunion, then turned back to the white man.  Then, Kunta placed his hand on Dale's rifle.  "This is the owner's son, Nathaniel.  He's always been against his father's treatment toward us."


     Dale lowered the gun, and extended his gun.  "I'm Robert Dale.  Pleased to meet you."


     Nathaniel stared at his weapon.  "Who are you?"


     "It's a long story.  You can hear about it later.  In the meantime, we need to get these children out of here."


     "I know.  I was leading them to a large carriage in the rear.  Maybe we can...."


     Dale chuckled softly.  "I have a better idea."  He pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Defiant, transport all of the life signs in front of me."


     One group after another, groups of six transported up, until all of them were gone.  "Kids are safe, Rob.  Any more instructions?"


     "Beam up anyone you can.  Have all able-bodied men guard the pads in case you bring up one of those racist bastards.  Alert me when you're finished."


     "Will do, Rob.  Zack out."


     Dale led his group back to Andreys, who was now alone.  "Robby, I briefly saw a large, well-dressed man pass by.  He seemed to be the owner of the plantation."


     "Where'd he go?"


     "Toward the open second floor balcony.  I guess he's going to talk to that crowd of slaves outside."


     Dale lifted his rifle, and led them to the balcony.  Outside, a man was speaking to the crowd.  "If you surrender now, then I will not punish you for this small incident."


     "Liar!"


     "We would rather die fighting!"


     The man slammed his fist on the railing.  "If that is what you...."


     Dale placed the rifle on the owner's head.  "Move, and I'll splatter your brains."


     The man gave a cold, Southern smile.  "Who're you, young man?"


     "Name's Robert Dale.  I'm the one who's come to liberate these men from your ownership."


     "Thank you, young man.  Now I know what name to put on the tombstone when they hang you from this balcony."


     Then, six of the slaves disappeared.  Another six soon joined them.  The man watched, bewildered.  "Sorry, but I've got other plans."


     Over the horizon, they could then see several figures riding on horseback.  Each was brandishing what appeared to be a weapon.  "Young man, you may want to...."


     "Surrender?  Don't know the meaning of the word."  He pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Defiant.  Zack, would you be so kind as to detonate a quantum torpedo near those gentlemen?"


     "Doin' it now."


     A white star appeared in the sky, and rapidly bore down on the horse riders.  It then struck the ground, and a bright flash forced Dale to cover his eyes.  When he looked back, he saw nothing.


     After a few more moments, they had all beamed up.








     Dale stepped off the transporter platform, and went right for the command chair.  Andreys went past him, and settled into the command chair.  "I take it we've got them all."


     "You were the last ones up."  Carrey then jumped over to the operations console.  "We've got about one hundred and twenty people on board.  About ten are bad guys.  They're under watch in the mess hall."


     "Then let's get out of here.  Connect to the base and get our return frequency.  Then activate the jump."


     A moment later, the Defiant entered the gold jump vortex that appeared.








     "So, how are we going to feed, house, and care for over a hundred men, women, and children from the nineteenth century, huh?"  Carrey started to pace the main control room.


     Dale shrugged.  "We'll have to find a way."


     Andreys shrugged.  "Maybe we can take them to the Earth-like planet in orbit over Beta Galacta?"


     "We are hard workers.  We will be willing to do anything to help you."  Kunta was leaning on the computer.


     "Unfortunately, you would also have to know how to read and write.  If there was a...."


     Then the image of Roaring Thunder appeared.  "We can help you with this."


     Dale, Barnes, and Kunta turned to the image.  "How?"


     "The Dargsla, when they encountered my people, built a machine to help us understand their language, as well as their technology.  It utilizes brainwave patterns to enable someone to understand how to operate equipment, or speak, read, and write a language nearly instantly.  You could use this to assist you."


     Then Dale thought of something.  "How often do you think the scanner will go off?"


     "At least once to twice an hour."


     He nodded.  "There's no way we can affect that many rescues with just one starship."  Dale then asked, "How much faster will the construction of our new ship be if there were at least fifty workers assisting the computer?"


     "With brainwave infusions and computer guidance included, approximentally five days on structure, and ten days on system placement," the computer responded.


     "That's almost one quarter of the time it was going to take before," Andreys noted.


     "So it is.  By the way," Dale turned to Kunta, "where are the others?"


     "In the large meeting room area to the left.  My people are using this place's food dispensers to feed themselves."


     Dale turned toward the doorway.  "Follow me.  I have something to ask them."


     The five fellows went down the hall, and entered the large room.  The liberated slaves were now broken up into mostly family units, all of them gorging themselves on the food that came flowing out of the computer's dispenser.  In the rear of the large meeting hall, there was a raised platform, where there was a podium.  The five got on top of the podium, and Dale activated the microphone.  Kunta put his mouth by it, and spoke, "My brothers and sisters, our liberator wishes to speak to you."


     All at once, heads turned, and faced Dale.  Summoning his courage, and hoping that his skills as an orator where good, he began, "I hope that the food and other materials this place produces is to your liking."  He was answered by nods and shouts.  "Good.  I have come to ask you for something."  He cleared his throat.  "The technology in this place is far more advanced than anything we have created so far.  However, it has the capacity to teach these things to you by placing the knowledge directly in your mind, allowing you to read and write.  Would you like this?"  He was answered once again by shouts, these far louder.  "Then I will arrange this at once.  Be sure to include your names in the computer so it can keep track of you."  Then, he leaned on the podium.  "Although I do not require you to answer yes, I would like you to consider my upcoming question.  This place was meant to be used in the pursuit of freedom for all of those who have been oppressed, and enslaved.  That is why I rescued you.  There are many more people my friends and I could save, but we simply don't have the manpower to do so.  I ask you, will you help me accomplish my task?  Half of you would stay here, and help the computer build another ship like the one we saved you with.  Most of the other half would settle on the planet Beta Galacta III, and help us get the materials we need to keep building ships.  And about ten of you would be trained to join us on board the Defiant.  I ask you, will you join me and winning freedom for others who have been enslaved as you have been?"


     A tremendous cry shook the room, as about sixty men shouted, "For freedom!"  Then they finished by shouting, "We will follow you, Liberator!"


     Dale nodded.  "Thank you."  He pressed a button on his communicator, and several computer images popped up around the room.  "Go to this, and state your names, immediate family members, and the place you would like to go.  The computer will analyze this data, and assign you to one of the three possible assignments.  We will make sure that your families are not split up."  He left the room, and everyone started to file toward the computers.








Fifteen Days Later....








     Dale, Andreys, Kunta, and Carrey stood in the main control room as the new starship was unveiled.  It looked just like the Defiant, the only difference being that Dale had decided, with the blessing of his fellows, on a new prefix name.  Instead of U.S.S., the ship bore the letters D.S.S, standing for "Democratic Starship."


     He had liked "Free Starship" better.


     The name D.S.S. Kelley was painted across the top of the ship.  They had not yet attached a registry number, which didn't really matter.  There were still several people hovering around the ship, polishing it up.


     Then, on Barnes' signal, a bottle of champagne was ejected toward the ship.  It crashed into the ship, the contents flying everywhere in the artificial zero gravity environment.  Then cheering came from around the dock area as the spectators watched.  Plus, a subspace link was connecting them to the colony on Beta Galacta, and the people there were watching as well.


     Over the last two weeks, they had mounted eight more rescue missions, always netting at least one hundred people.  Five were back to Kunta's universe, two committed to Russia, and the other three to rescuing more black slaves.  The other three had been related to World War II, and they had rescued about three hundred concentration camp prisoners.  The majority of them were Jewish, and they had settled on a planet in another universe, FHI-8, which they named New Israel.  These two colonies continued to produce supplies, which were picked up when they were not initiating rescues.  The base had showed them how to use "jump emitters", which sent out pulsewaves that jumpers could lock on to, and pull themselves straight to another planet.  Also, small supply ships were being constructed on all three settlements, so that they wouldn't have to choose between rescues and supply runs.  As anticipated, all of the ships were going to possess a warp drive, as that had become their major source of transportation.


     "It's been one hell of a time."  Dale turned to the controls.  "Well, we're due for another supply run to Beta Galacta.  When we return with this shipment of duranium, we can start construction on an orbital shipyard."


     "So, you're going to go back up to the Defiant?"  Kunta was toying with the communicator on his arm.


     "No.  The Defiant is at New Israel, dropping off some organic supplies to the colony.  It's almost Passover, and they want to get their ceremonial foods there before the holiday begins."  Dale tapped his communicator.  "Dale to Barnes.  You ready?"


     "Come on over.  My new staff is ready to start up the engines."


     "Be right over."  Dale turned to Kunta.  "You staying here?"


     "I'm comin'.  I'd kinda like to see the new ship in action."


     Andreys put her hand on Dale's shoulder.  "You're going to need a helm officer.  I'll be there."


     They looked at Carrey, who shook his head.  "I'm staying.  See you later."


     Dale nodded, and pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Kelley, three to beam over."


     After they disappeared in sparkling columns of light, Carrey smiled and turned to find a young Russian girl his age standing nearby.  "So, Nastasha, do you like speaking English?"


     She approached him, wearing the simple clothes of a nineteenth century Russian peasant.  "Of course," she answered in a thick Russian accent, "your language is very easy, compared to Russian."  Then they kissed.  "Is there anything else you would like to teach me?"


     He smiled, his blood starting to boil with excitement.  "Why not?  There are many English slang words that you do not know."  Leading her off to a bunk room, he started his list.  "There's 'whoopie!', and 'Woo Hoo!', and "Ya!', and many others....."

















     The Kelley left orbit over Earth, and went to warp for the first time, traveling at Warp 8.  Dale was in the command chair, Andreys at the helm, and Kunta at tactical.  A Russian youth was at operations.


     The instant they entered warp, the Kelley started to shake.  "What the...?"


     Barnes' voice came on the intercom system.  "The f&#@ing interial dampners are misaligned!  I can't fix this!"


     "Well, what do we do to stop it?!"


     "Try Warp 6.9!  That should fix the shaking!"


     Andreys complied, and the ship slowed.  Then the shaking stopped.  "Well, that helps."  Dale stood and inspected his display panel.  "Te, um, Thomas, what's wrong with the interial dampners?"


     "They weren't f$^#ing installed properly!  Unfortunately, unless you want to f$^%ing rip this damn ship apart, we can't fix the shit!"


     "Do you know how they should be aligned?"


     "Ya.  In fact, I'm sending the information back home to the main computer.  The next ship we make won't shake, I'll f$&#ing guarantee."


     Then the Russian operations officer turned.  "Sir, ve are receiving a signal from the home base.  It is sending a jump frequency identifying a Priority Three distress.  Orders?"


     Dale thought for a moment.  "Priority Three?  That would be Roman times."  He stood on his feet.  "Well, let's try the jumper.  Julie, drop out of warp.  Anatoly, set jump frequency and activate when ready."


     The Kelley slowed to impulse speed, and a gold jump vortex was waiting for them.  When they came out the other end, Earth was below them.  "Sensor scans confirm population centers around the Mediterranean Sea consistent with those of the Roman Empire."  Andreys eased them into orbit, and continued.  "According to the signal of distress we received, the Priority Three would be originating from Rome itself."


     "Use the ship's magnification system to bring up the exact site of the distress.  Use that to prepare to transport a landing party."  Dale stood and picked up a phaser rifle.  "I've got room for three volunteers.  Who wants to join?"


     Andreys stood up, as well as Kunta and his son, Samuel.  "Sam, you're not quite old...."


     The boy cut Dale off.  "You rescued me and my daddy from our mean owners.  Why can't I help you rescue some people from the bad Romans?"


     Dale turned to both Andreys and Kunta, seeking their input.


     "No harm in bringing him along, Robby."


     "My son can fight along with us.  I have no objections."


     Dale sighed, and then handed Samuel a hand phaser.  "Use it freely," he told Samuel.


     The four of them filed onto the transformer pad, and Anatoly zoomed the screen in on their destination.  Dale and Andreys recognized it immediately.


     "The Colosseum!"


     "You know what this means...."


     The four of them faced each other, and nodded.  "It's time to take the lion by the tail," Dale said confidently.  Then they transported down.








     "Stop, in the name of Ne.......Uhhhh!"


     The Roman centurion struck by Dale's phaser beam fell backward.  Dale quietly thanked the mini-translator in his ear for enabling him to hear the centurion's phrase in Latin.  Then he shouted, "This way!"


     They blasted their way through the dimly lit underground holding facility.  After two more pairs of centurions went down, they found a large cage, filled with men, women, in children bound inside.  Some had crosses draped over their necks, apparently their attempt to show defiance for the Christian-hating masses of Rome.  Placing his translation headset microphone to his mouth, he switched it to speak Latin, and said, "We are here to rescue you!  Do not be afraid."


     With that, Kunta cut the cage door down with his phaser, and they ran in, modulating the phasers for narrow beam cutting.  Within a minute, they had the prisoners unbound.


     Then a fantastic roar came from a nearby tunnel.  "It is the crowd of the Colosseum!  They are going to kill Peter!"


     Dale went to the prisoner, and used the translator to ask, "Who is Peter?"


     "Peter, he is a young boy, barely a decade old.  He is the most faithful of us, and the most willing to die for Jesus.  Nero decided to make him an excellent example.  Instead of being fed to the lions, they are going to torture him publicly first, trying to make him denounce Christ before death!"


     Dale's eyes flashed with anger.  Turning to Andreys, he barked, "Julie, get these people to the Kelley."


     Samuel pulled his phaser out.  "Where are you going?"


     "To teach Nero a lesson.  Stay here."  He quickly moved through the tunnel, on his way to the Colosseum.  After receiving a nod from Kunta, Samuel went after him.








     Dale used his phaser to mow down the two centurions standing at the entrance to the Colosseum, and then gazed outside to see a crowd in the spectator sections.  At one section, he could see a raised platform housing what appeared to be Emperor Nero, as well as an entourage of guards and other officials.  In the middle of the floor area, a small figure was bound hand and foot to poles, with several armor-wearing men by him.  Then, a signal was given by the Emperor for quiet, and when the crowd responded, he said proudly, "Denounce your God, and I will spare you and your friends, young boy."


     Dale re-adjusted his ear translator, and heard the young boy's answer.  "I will never do so, Emperor.  I forgive you all for this."  At Nero's angry gesture, one of the men brought out what seemed to be a leather whip, and started to lash the boy's back.  At each lash, the boy gasped from the pain.


     In a fit of rage, Dale brought up his phaser rifle, and took all of the soldiers out in a few shots.  He then aimed at the ropes binding the boy, and sliced them off.  The crowd, seeing the energy beams, suddenly ran with fear.  The translator started to try to translate the sounds, and Dale could hear the translated shouts of, "The gods are angry with us!" and "Run, before the gods' fire destroys you!"  He ran over to the boy, who was so weak that he had slumped to ground.  Picking the boy up on his shoulder, he glared at Nero.  Speaking into the translator, he shouted angrily, "Nero!  I should kill you for what you've done!  You don't deserve your power!"


     Then he felt the boy holding his shoulder, and he knelt to put his ear to his mouth.  "Do not kill him, for he is lost anyway.  He may yet find Christ because of this."


     Dale grinned.  "Kid, if half of the 'Christians' of my world were to have your faith, then the world would be a better place."  Then he held him up.  "Time to get you to safety."


     Then the Emperor yelled, "Guard, kill them!"


     Dale turned to see one of the supposedly stunned guards running at them, sword drawn.  He was aiming at the boy's head, so Dale did what was natural.


     He threw the boy down, and jumped in the way.


     Unable to stop himself, the guard brought down his sword across Dale's rib cage, along the left side of his chest.  The sword cut cleanly through Dale's flesh, leaving a long gash.  Dale grunted with pain, and dropped to his knees.  He could feel his blood pouring freely onto the ground.  The guard, realizing his good fortune, then raised the sword to strike a deathblow.


     Suddenly, the guard stiffened and fell over.  Behind him, Samuel was elevating his phaser to point at Nero.  "You're a bad man!," he cried, and then he fired.  The phaser beam struck the Emperor, and caused him to fall off his platform.  Then Samuel ran over to Dale, and shouted, "You alright?"


     Dale struggled to get off the ground, and put his arm over Samuel's shoulder.  "Good shooting, kid."  Then he pressed the communicator.  "Dale to Kelley, three to transport up."  The three lone figures in the Colosseum were surrounded in light, and disappeared.








     "Stop squirming!"


     Andreys' command only prompted Dale to reply.  "I'm trying!  Stop being so fussy!"


     She grunted, and then continued to run the Dargsla tissue regenerator over the large gash along his chest.  "I'm not sure how to use this correctly.  I'm not sure that I can erase the scar completely....."


     "Think I care?"


     She finished running the regenerator along the wound, and then turned away to put it back in it's place.  "Robby, I know how your grandfather used to show off that scar he got from World War II, but it doesn't mean that you have to do the same.  It's not exactly a pretty...."


     "Julie, you know that sometimes you can be such a nagger.  I'm going to be fine...."  He got up, and then briefly watched a few other crewmembers tending to the wounds of the people they had just saved.  "So, how many did we snatch?"


     "Thirty-five.  Although only eight are healthy enough to undergo brainwave infusions, the rest are still adamant that they want to join us."


     "Good."  Dale then got off the bed, and put his shirt back on.  "So, how's that kid doing?"  He turned to see the young believer, sleeping peacefully on a bed.


     "Pretty good.  According to one of the adults, he was being beaten and tortured nearly everyday after his capture.  They say that it was an attempt to break his faith.  Instead, his painful, defiant stand gave the Christians being held sympathy and support, so Nero ordered him to be publicly tortured and brutally executed."  Andreys went over and moved the sheet covering the boy, and Dale could see his back.  "What they did was terrible."


     His back was filled with whip lashes, bruises, and cuts.  Dried blood nearly covered every inch, from the base of his spine to the bottom of his neck.  Then, the boy turned on his side, still sleeping, and Dale could see about ten to fifteen different gashes, all caused by a large blade, on his front torso.  His chest was covered with lashes and bruises, and the boy's nose appeared to be broken.


     Dale clenched his fist, trying with all of his heart to keep his rage under control.  "Those bastards....."


     Barnes then barged in, swearing.  "God damn it!  I've been trying to get your fu....."  Barnes then noticed the boy's appearance.  "Holy shit!  What the hell happened to that poor bastard?"


     Dale turned to Barnes as Andreys put the sheet back on him.  "It was the Romans, led by Nero.  They were trying to break his faith."


     "Those f$^#ing bastards!  We shoulda' blown the shit out of them!  This f@#$ing pisses me off!  Just f$^#ing wait until I get my hands on the mother f$^#ers!  Some bastard's gonna f%^$ing pay for doin' this shit to this kid!  I'll beat the shit out of those stupid f$^#ing asshole bastards!  I am cornholio!"  Barnes stomped out in a fit of temper.


     Dale went to follow him.  "Can't say I disagree.  Julie, make sure the kid is well treated, as well as fed.  We're on our way to Beta Galacta to pick up that duranium."  Then, he added, "Make sure to copy an image of his condition in the computers.  He's the reason we're doing what we're doing, and I want everyone to remember it."  He left the sickbay.














Ten Weeks Later....








     Dale stood on the bridge of the Kelley as another piece of their new space station at Beta Galacta was being placed.  Within a week, it was expected that the station would be completed, and that would be a great accomplishment.  When it was finished, it would be a large, uneven cylinder in space, with a squared mid-section that had four small arms jutting out of each side.  Those arms would be where the small "Valiant-class" ships they were constructing would be docked.  There were also about twelve drydocks, which would be used to build larger warships, when they could afford the personnel drainage.  Also, with the completed station, they could avoid the tricky transport launches from the Dargsla base, and instead simply build and resupply ships using the starbase instead.


     He turned to Carrey, who was at the tactical station.  "Well, any news coming in so far?"


     "The Defiant is on it's way back from universe YTR-42, where they just rescued about a hundred more Christians from Nero.  It seems that he's still pissed over the ass kicking you gave his centurions."


     Dale chuckled, and Andreys turned from her position, smiling.  "I'd think that he would feel just a little embarrassed."


     "Ya, well, that's not all.  Kunta's currently leading the Nimoy on a campaign in RF-45, to save more victims of WWII Nazis.  The Koenig is heading toward a Priority Two, and the Takei is about to finish the return run to home, with a shipment of duranium to build another part to the space station."


     "What about the Furlan?"


     "She's ferrying Peter to RU-2.  Pope John Paul VI wants to personally bless him for his defiance and faith."


     Dale couldn't help but feel proud about his new young charge.  While other refugees his age were more concerned with eating and playing, he was already trying to be the best representative of Dale's heavily armed force of freedom fighters.  RU-2 was a particular trouble spot: Nuclear war stemming from the Soviet-American conflict over Cuba had devastated their world for 150 years.  Most nations were too busy trying to keep food supplies up to worry about the common welfare of the poor and helpless, so leaders like John Paul had an uphill battle.  Dale had promised all of the help he could afford.


     "Well, our newest ship should be completed in about three days.  When that happens, we'll have to make sure to return the Defiant."


     Carrey stood, and then asked, "Aren't the people who own it gonna wonder where it went?"


     "According to the base computer, we can send it back at the exact moment we took it.  Therefore, I'm not very worried about it."


     Then Andreys leaned over her console.  "Picking up a transmission from the base.  It's a distress signal it has just received from universe designate ST-3."


     "ST-3?"


     She turned.  "The universe the Defiant is from.  The computer gave it a designate code," Andreys replied.


     "When did we order the computer to start monitoring that universe?," Carrey asked.


     "Thomas was hoping to find some of the engineers responsible for the creation of this class of starship.  Wants to ask them some questions."  Then Dale pressed a button on his display panel.  "Computer, nature of the distress signal?"


     "It appears to be a call for help from a private starship under attack.  The base would not have picked the signal up if it had not been augmented by a local dimensional disruption."


     "Can we get a visual signal?"


     "Affirmative."


     "Put it on screen."


     On the viewscreen, a large green vessel appeared.  It appeared to have a double hull, with a frontal section.  Between it's dual hulls was an empty area of space, plus the two hulls were connected to engine nacelles.  "Damn, that thing's big!"


     "Please, help, anyone!  We're being attacked by Romulans!  I repeat, this is the inde....."  The frantic voice coming over the comm link was cut off.


     Dale was quick to respond.  "Code Red!  Lock jumper frequency, and activate jump!"  Klaxons sounded as Carrey punched the alert button.


     The Kelley created a interdimensional jump vortex in space, and then entered it.








     Jonathan Masterson, Starfleet Lieutenant Commander (ret.), held onto his control panel as his private runabout was hit again by a Romulan disruptor beam.  His fellow, Frederick Kimmer, a retired Captain, tried to stabilize their position.  "The Romulan's comin' in for another pass!"


     Masterson felt his youngest child, a three-year-old, grab his trouser leg.  "Daddy!  Why are they trying to hurt us!"


     "Robby!  Don't disturb Daddy!," his wife shouted.


     Another old compatriot, Michael M'Benga, Starfleet Doctor (ret.), turned from the makeshift communications console.  "Communications are gone.  We're in trouble."


     Masterson then noticed his last two friends, Commander (ret.) Alexander Farmer and Lieutenant Commander Ammad al-Muraq (ret.), trying to keep their families safe.  "Just goes to show how useful Starfleet is nowadays.  Romulan Warbirds constantly crossing the border, colonies along the Cardassian border being turned over....."


     Then Masterson saw a blip appear on his sensors.  "There's some sort of vortex opening.  I can't..."  He looked out the window.  "What the hell?"


     A rainbow-colored vortex appeared behind the warbird.  A small ship soared out of it.  "It appears to be Federation design, but I've never seen something like it before."


     The ship then let lose a furious burst of phaser fire, which smashed the warbird in the upper hull.  Then the ship passed through the internal area, phasers still blazing.  It hit the connection bridges to the Romulan main hull, and then halted fire as it approached the runabout.  "Communications running again!  Michael, try to contact that ship!"


     M'Benga had just moved to do so, when he yelled, "Picking up a general hail.  Putting on speakers."


     "This is the Democratic Starship Kelley to hostile alien vessel," a young voice began, "Withdraw or be destroyed."


     "Just who the hell do they think they are?"  Kimmer then banked them to stay parallel to the new ship.


     The Romulans answered by firing again.








     Dale could feel the Kelley shake as the Romulans fired back.  "Keep moving."  He turned to Carrey.  "Zack, can you get us a few moments free of the Romulans to beam those people up?!"


     Carrey shook his head furiously.  "No can do, Rob!  They've got too many weapons!"


     Dale turned back to his viewscreen.  "Then let's play chicken!"  He gripped his chair, adrenaline coursing through his cardiovascular system.  "Full speed, right at their main weapons port!  Zack, aim torpedoes and phasers at them!"


     Andreys brought the Kelley about, and they faced the Romulan dreadnought.  Then they pushed their engines to maximum, heading right toward the Romulan.  Dale could hear his crew gulp with anxiety as they bore down on the giant Romulan ship.  Then, just as they reached the point of no return, he shouted, "Fire!"


     The Kelley's main phaser bank opened fire, followed by the launch of several quantum torpedoes.  The Romulan shields buckled under the intense barrage, and collapsed just long enough for the torpedoes to get through and fuse the Romulan weapon ports.  Andreys then pulled the ship up, and they barely missed colliding with the warbird.  "That was close, Rob!"


     Dale turned to Arkady.  "As soon as Zack drops the shields, get those people on board!"


     Arkady turned, and a few moments later Carrey dropped the shields, and both began to frantically initiate the transporter.  After a moment, Carrey shouted, "All clear!"


     Then the ship shook with fury as the Romulans began to use their secondary weapon systems.  "We've got damage on Deck 3!"


     "We're f$#&ed, Rob!," Barnes' voice resonated over the comm system, "The damned power conduit to the jumper's been knocked out!  We can't get the hell out of here!"


     Then, Andreys shouted, "Jump vortex opening!"


     At that moment, five men piled onto the bridge, followed by a couple of black guards.  "Who the hell are you!  How did you steal an advanced Federation prototype!"


     "Please, not now!"  Dale then turned to the screen to see another Valiant-class exit the jump vortex.  "Which ship is it?"


     Carrey checked his instrumentation.  "It's the Furlan!"


     The Furlan opened fire with her phaser banks, and hit the Romulans amidships.  They had shifted power away from that quarter of the ship, so the shots went through unchallenged.  The hull buckled for a moment, and then an explosion shredded an engine nacelle.  Andreys, reacting on instinct, turned and pulled away from the Romulan.


     Ten seconds later, the Romulan warbird exploded.














     "Now, answer my question.  Who are you!  How did you get your hands on an advanced Federation prototype!"


     Dale sat with the five men he had rescued, all in their forties-fifties.  The one who was speaking to him was black, about 6'3", and large.  "My name is Robert Dale.  As for how I got this ship, and others like it...."  He explained to them about the Dargsla base, the interdimensional jumping technology within, and the mission he and his fellows had embarked on.  "Any questions?"


     The five men were thoroughly stunned by his story, and didn't ask anything until Masterson said, "How did you find us?"


     Dale stood, hands behind his back.  "The already-mentioned Thomas Barnes is an engineering genius, but even he is having problems handling this technology.  He wanted to find someone to help him, so he programmed the interdimensional scanners to look for people like you.  That meant that the scanners themselves were focused on searching your universe, and they picked up your distress signal.  I immediately jumped here to rescue you."


     "What are your plans for the future?"


     Dale shrugged at Kimmer's question.  "We're eventually hoping to build some larger ships, which will allow us to travel into your universe and others like it without worrying about getting blown to pieces.  Maybe, one day, we can find a planet advanced enough to begin a nation of our own."


     Kimmer glanced at his friends.  Knowing their thoughts, he turned back and said, "We'd like to join, if you don't mind."


     Dale nodded with approval.  "Of course.  Since you know more about this technology then us, we'd love to have you aboard."


     Kimmer stood up, and shook his hand.  "It's a deal.  Let me introduce ourselves.  I am Frederick Kimmer, a retired captain from Starfleet.  I am an expert in battle tactics and ship design."  He gestured to one of his compatriots, a dark-skinned man who appeared to be an Arab.  "This is Ammad al-Muraq, a retired Lieutenant Commander.  He is an expert tactical officer, as well as a weapon designer."  Then he pointed to a white skinned man with brown-gray hair.  "He is Commander Alexander Farmer, a retired science officer who specializes in subspace phenomena and astrophysics."  Kimmer went on to a black man with gray hair.  "This is Doctor Michael M'Benga, a prominent medical scientist formerly in Starfleet Medical."  Then he went to the last.  "This is Lieutenant Commander Jonathon Masterson, a top-rated engineer and system designer.  He has won many awards for his theories and designs, including the Montgomery Scott Citation For Advanced Engineering Study."


     Dale shook their hands, and then pressed a button.  His friends piled in.  "Allow me to introduce my fellows."  He put his arm around Andreys.  "This is Julia Andreys, ship's pilot.  She's also a black belt."  Then he went on toward Carrey.  "This is Zachary Carrey, weapons officer, somewhat.  He's the guy who mans the weapon station."  Then he clapped Barnes' back.  "And this is Thomas Barnes, the head of engineering."


     After the greetings were fully exchanged, and Andreys, Carrey, and Barnes had left, Dale then asked, "By the way, what is Starfleet?"


     "Starfleet is the defensive and exploration branch of the United Federation of Planets," Kimmer answered.  "Our rank system is the same used by the navies of Earth since the nineteenth century.  Starfleet officers are not considered soldiers, but Starfleet is considered the military arm of the Federation."


     "Then, why are you so eager to abandon them?"


     Kimmer and the others looked at each other for a moment, and then Kimmer answered, "When we entered Starfleet, the Federation was peaceful, but aggressive diplomatically.  We stood for what was right, and refused to buckle to our adversaries.  Such an approach led to peace treaties with former enemies, such as the Gorn and the Tholians, and also cemented our alliance with the Klingon Empire.  Now, today, we are anything but strong.  After wars with the Cardassians, the Talarians, and several other races, Starfleet and the Federation have grown weak.  The Federation Council and Starfleet Command will sacrifice anything to keep the peace, even our own citizens.  We have made ourselves protectors of freedom and individual rights, but refuse to help other cultures reach our level, hiding behind our Prime Directive."


     Dale sat in a chair and leaned back.  "What is your Prime Directive?"


     "It is the Federation's law of non-interference.  We are not allowed to involve ourselves in the affairs of another society, or to alter it's natural fate, even if it means the destruction of that society.  When our Klingon allies were thrown into civil war with Klingons allied with the Romulans, Starfleet refused to get involved, because of the Prime Directive.  Only the threat of a Romulan-Klingon alliance pushed Starfleet into a blockade that led to the victory of the anti-Romulan forces."


     Dale shook his head, chuckling.  "I'd say that your Federation needs to wake up and smell the coffee.  Very well, I'd be glad to accept you with us."  Then Dale asked, "By the way, why would the Romulans want to attack and kill you?"


     Kimmer turned to Masterson, who placed a data chip on the table.  "The five of us have come up with a new class of starship, large enough to take on anything.  Even a squadron of Romulan Warbirds!"


     "We were going to submit the plans to Starfleet Command after our cruise was finished.  We were trying to put the finishing touches on the designs in space, but then the Romulans attacked."  Al-Muraq folded his hands on the table.  "Although I have said from the beginning that Starfleet would probably throw the design away.  Too much emphasis on the weapons and engines, and not enough scientific equipment."


     Dale pressed his communicator, and said, "Bridge, set jumper for home base, and activate when ready."  Then he said to them, "How about I show you our main computer?  It uses an artificial intelligence program to interface with people using it, so you can explain your design to it, and it'll help you develop it.  Very advanced design, even by your standards."


     "We'll get right to work."  Then Kimmer asked, "I take it that your force is pretty big?"


     Dale shrugged.  "We used to be lucky to bring in two hundred people a week.  Now, since we've expanded our fleet and widened our search parameters, we're getting that amount almost every hour."


     "What do you do with the people you rescue?," M'Benga inquired.


     "One of four possibilities: They work at our home base, deep under the ground in Kansas, they serve in our fleet, they settle on Beta Galacta III, or they go to New Israel, a colony we set up for Jewish victims of the Nazi Holocaust."


     "Do they have proper medical care?"


     Dale shook his head.  "The best we can give.  Unfortunately, our rather small medical staff is not enough for the constant loads of normally malnutritioned and sick people we keep saving.  It's quite an uphill battle for the doctors we've got."


     "Mister Dale, I will do my best to train your medical staff with the best medical treatments possible," M'Benga declared.


     Then Dale's communicator beeped.  He tapped it and replied, "Dale here."


     It was Carrey.  "We're in a loose orbit over Earth.  The base is ready to activate the transport to Dock 6."


     "Tell them to go ahead.  And, where's the Furlan?  I wanted to thank Peter for his excellently timed arrival."


     "He's already going back to RU-2.  He's been asked to mediate a dispute between Japan and Korea."


     "Good.  Dale out."  


     Dale put his arm back to the chair rest, and Farmer asked, "Who is Peter?"


     "He's probably the most faithful, stubborn kid I've ever met," Dale answered, chuckling.  "When I found him, he was a Christian under Nero's rule.  If you are not familiar with history, you might not know that the Romans persecuted the first Christians.  Nero himself despised them, and took it upon himself to torture this kid, who was the most faithful of his individual church."  Dale used the local computer terminal to call up an image.  "This is what he looked like when we rescued him."


     The image was taken during Peter's first stay in the ship's clinic, and the five officers looked at it.  As Dale remembered, the boy's flesh was practically ripped off, his back nothing but a slab of shredded meat, with all the dried blood.  Bruises, cut and whip lash marks, and a broken nose were evident immediately to the five, and they all gasped.


     "My God....."


     "Those bastards...."


     "How could they...."


     "May Allah reward him...."


     "Barbaric....."


     They turned to Dale, who then turned the image off.  "I've kept that image hear to remind me what we're doing.  It's turned out to be a great motivator."


     Noticing that the five officers know had faces filled with determination, he asked, "Well, are you in this with us?"


     Kimmer and his associates were very quick to agree with him.








Three Months Later....








     Dale listened as Masterson finished his report.  "The computer has confirmed that we have all the materials we need to start construction of our new Presidential-class starship.  All we have to do is decide on a name...."


     Dale turned from his brief gaze at the newly built Doyle, and grinned at him.  Kimmer, who was standing by Masterson, asked, "You seem to have that part already decided.  Care to share?"


     "Not at all."  Dale turned back to the window.  "Thirty years ago, a show came on the air throughout the U.S.  It only had three episodes shown, for it wasn't very popular to many, but my father told me that it inspired him.  During the sixties, our society was in upheaval.  Riots, hate crimes, and the Vietnam War dominated the headlines.  My father said that this show happened to give a glimpse of the future, in which everyone was equal in society, and humanity had overcome our own hatreds to reach the stars.  He didn't remember much about the program by the time I was old enough to understand what he was meaning, but he did remember the name of the man who created it.  Someone named Gene Roddenberry.  He's dead, of course.  Something about a plane crash in the 1970's.  My dad told me that he was a writer, but foremost, he was a dreamer."  He glimpsed at Kimmer and Masterson.  "So, what do you think?"


     "The Roddenberry?"  Masterson then gave a slight grin.  "Has a nice ring to it, if you ask me."


     "Well, I must be going," Kimmer stated.  "The Koenig's crew needs some training, and I'm the one to do it."  He pressed the communicator on his arm, and said, "Kimmer to Koenig, one to beam up."  A moment later, he was whisked away by the transporter.


     Dale shook his head and turned toward the window into the dock.  "You know, we used to say 'transport', not 'beam'."


     "Of course," Masterson replied.  "It's just that, for Starfleet, it's been named 'beaming' because it's quicker, and easier, to say."


     "Oh, of course.  It's just hard to get used to."  Then Dale pressed his beeping communicator.  "Dale here."


     "Transmission coming in from AR-12.  It's General Washington."


     "Put him on."  Dale was hoping for good news: two months before, they had discovered an Earth undergoing the American Revolution while rescuing some Polish soldiers from the Prussians.  After meeting General Washington and his government, Dale had promised military support and equipment.  The newly organized Freedom Force, under his and Kimmer's command, dispatched an elite force of about two thousand troops to Washington's command, plus one starship was to be on station in orbit at all times.  With Dale's help, the Americans were already winning the war, with Britain close to collapse.  The only thing that Dale was not doing to Britain was bombarding their country: He didn't feel that it was necessary.


     The face of the esteemed general appeared on the computer's monitor.  Dale nodded with respect.  "General, I trust the war is going well?"


     "Very well, Mister Dale.  With your brigade's assistance, we have driven the British out of Philadelphia.  We hope to be taking New York within the month.  Our envoy to France has already discovered that the British are feeling the pinch of this war.  Your starship continues to sink any British vessel that attempts to blockade us."


     "I'm sure that Captain Sobieski will be glad to hear that.  I'll be sending the Doyle next week to replace the Justman.  On board will be five hundred more troops, fresh out of training with Commander al-Muraq."


     "Once again, I thank you, Mister Dale.  Farewell."  The channel then closed.


     Dale then turned to Masterson.  "I assume that you're heading to Beta Galacta."


     "Correct."  Masterson then put his communicator back on his arm.  "My family wants to settle down there, and someone needs to command the space station."


     "The Takei's in orbit, preparing the deliver another large part to the station to create an industrial replicator.  You can go along with it."


     "What about you?"


     "I'm going back to the Kelley.  We're going to launch a strike against the neo-Communists in RU-2.  Their attacks have been growing worse for some time, and with the free nations of that world now launching a counter-offensive, we've got to be there to support them."  Dale then pressed his communicator, and said, "Dale to Kelley, tran....," with a nod toward Masterson, he then continued, "beam me up when ready."


     A moment later, Dale disappeared in a swirl of light.








Six Months Later....








     Dale was grinning as Kimmer gave the signal for the champagne bottle to be thrown out the airlock.  The bottle twirled through space, making it's way toward the hull of their first warship.  As the bottle crashed into the hull, shattering and spreading glass shards and champagne, a cheer rose from the attendees.  "I hearby christen this ship Roddenberry."


     Dale's proclamation then caused the crowd to cheer again.  For an army without a country, they were pretty pleased to see their first major accomplishment.  In the drydock, all could see the first capital starship built by the Freedom Force.


     The primary hull, which contained crew quarters, plus recreational and medical facilities, including holodecks, was shaped as a saucer, which Kimmer had explained as a standard Starfleet design.  At the top of the saucer lay the bridge module, which also contained an office for the commander, and an observation lounge/briefing room.  At the front of the saucer, windows revealed the location of the ship's lounge.


     At the bottom of the rear of the saucer, the neck of the starship appeared, where the main torpedo launcher and main impulse engine were located.  At the bottom of the neck was the front of the drive section, which contained a navigational deflector dish, pulsating with blue light.  The drive ran backward for about three-quarters of a mile, with nacelles attached by pylons to both sides of the drive, remaining directly parallel to the middle of the drive.


     The supposedly revolutionary section started at the rear of the ship, where a section referred to by Masterson as a "spine" started, heading straight up.  At the rear of this spine lay another impulse engine, for emergencies, although the section itself was only a support for the tactical section.  Near the top of the spine, it began to thicken, creeping toward the saucer until it reached the very top.  After passing the saucer's relative elevation, the spine stopped, where it connected to the tactical section.  The tactical section itself was a large triangle, which it's farthest extent right over the main bridge on the saucer.  The tactical bridge and the upper torpedo launcher were located at the very front of the section.  Along the top of the tactical section lay two large doors, side-by-side, where two docks for Valiant-class ships were placed.  At the very rear of the tactical section, there were two doors, one on each side, where warp nacelles could come out.  The tactical section itself was composed of a secondary engineering section with a smaller secondary warp core, as well as the secondary nacelles, the two docks, and spare quarters area for evacuees, should the saucer be immobilized.  In an emergency situation, the saucer, drive, and tactical sections could be separated.  Only the saucer would be without warp power, but it could attach itself to the tactical section if necessary.


     When it came to weapons, Dale knew, this ship was loaded for bear.  Each section possessed fore and aft torpedo launchers, included with nearby storage lockers.  What made the ship even more dangerous was that, unlike other ships before her, she possessed dozens of phaser arrays.  She had eight primary phaser arrays, known as Type X, while the hull was dotted with many other smaller phasers, some only as powerful as a hand phaser.  Their combined firepower, however, gave them the ability to deliver "broadsides" that were similar, in scale, to the firepower of the greatest battleships in history.


     "Well, gentlemen, she looks beautiful."  Dale turned to Kimmer.  "I think we're in business."


     "That we are."  Kimmer then pressed the communicator on his arm.  "Kimmer to Takei, energize when ready."  A moment later, he disappeared in a pillar of sparkling light.


     Dale then walked out of the observation lounge, heading toward the main docking port to enter the new ship.  As he neared the door, he found Andreys, Carrey, and Barnes waiting for him.  "Ready to go aboard?"


     "Of course."


     "Are you kidding?  Let's go!"


     "I've been waiting half a f$%&ing year to check out this beauty!  Let's go!"


     The foursome entered the airlock, and then found themselves inside a corridor on the ship.  Making their way to the turbolift, they passed many of the crewmembers of the vessel, preparing for the launch.  Once in the turbolift, Dale ordered it to take them to the bridge, which it did.  When they arrived on the bridge, they found it mostly empty.  There were two officers, one at the conn, and the other at ops.  The conn officer was wearing a burgundy red uniform, with black above the shoulders and below the waist, like the one that Dale and Andreys had donned due to Kimmer's suggestion.  The other was wearing a brown uniform, with the general black on the trousers and shoulder area.  The elite Freedom Force officers who crewed the starships were now using the same rank system as Kimmer's Starfleet.  On the left side of Dale's collar sat five golden stars, which he and Kimmer had agreed upon as rank insignia, while Andreys had three, and Carrey and Barnes had two gold and one black each.


     The four examined the bridge, which was much larger than the bridge on the Defiant, Kelley, or any other ship in the fleet.  At the front, which was the lower area, there was a large viewscreen.  Then came the conn and ops, which were side by side, with the conn on the captain's right, and ops on the left.  Then came the command chair, with small control panels and status displays on the arms, and the adjacent seats for the first officer, and a bridge guest.  Then, on the bridge's upper area, there was a bar extending across the bridge, stopping only to give access to the stairs between the lower and upper areas.  At the middle of the bar, with a support below it, was the tactical station.  Behind it, at the aft control panels, were the Sensor, Computer, Communications, Tactical II, and Engineering stations.


     Barnes stepped up to the Engineering station, and, after examining it, went back toward the turbolift.  "I'm headin' down to f%$^ing engineering."


     Carrey went up to the tactical station, and began to tinker with it, while Andreys told the conn officer to move.  When she sat down, she immediately ran a diagnostic.  "All systems seem ready."


     Dale took the command chair, and relaxed in it for a moment.  Then he asked, "Well, are we ready to go?"


     Andreys turned and nodded.  "All systems are ready, and the airlock is cleared."


     "Then let's get this show on the road.  Detach docking clamps, and have the doors opened."


     Andreys complied, and a moment later, the doors in front of them started to slide open.  When they did, Andreys activated the thrusters, and the ship slowly started to advance.  After the door was fully opened, Andreys activated the impulse drive, and they left the space dock.


     As the Roddenberry entered space for the first time, three ships entered formation with her.  The Takei, Kelley, and Koenig took the front, and then split when the Roddenberry hit full impulse.  On the bridge, the four man command crew started clapping.  "Well, let's see what she can do at full warp," Dale commented.


     "Course?"  Andreys turned to face him for a moment.


     For a moment, Dale smiled.  Then he responded, "Second star to the right, and straight on till morning."


     Understanding, Andreys nodded, and turned back to her console.


     A moment later, the Roddenberry went to warp.











Four Months Later....








     Dale felt the ship lurch as Andreys pulled the Koenig out of the gravitational field of the moon of Gamma Rechver III, the newest settlement for the Freedom Force.  "The new impulse engine is working fine.  Response time is up, as well as acceleration and stamina."


     In front of them, the Freedom was maintaining her position.  "Captain Kimmer is congratulating us on our maneuver.  Shall I set the jumper to return to Beta Galacta?"


     "Not yet."  Dale turned to his operations officer.  "Any word yet from the Roddenberry?"


     "No, sir.  Ve have not received any signal from them.  Shall I send a hail?"


     "No...."  Dale turned back to the screen.  "Tell Captain Kimmer to head back to the planet.  Julie, take the Roddenberry's previously known heading, and project an intercept course.  Engage at Warp 7."


     A few moments later, the Koenig jumped to warp.








     Personal Log: Day 552; Robert Allen Dale.  Captain Kimmer convinced me to start keeping these things, so this is my first entry.  We are currently en route to a projected interception point to discover where exactly the Roddenberry has gone.  Under Zack's command, she was sent out on a fact finding mission toward what we believe to be Earth's solar system, but she has not sent any signals back our way in three days.  Therefore, I have taken the Koenig to investigate.


     When it comes to our current activities, things are as hectic as usual.  In AR-12, the new United States are facing incredible economic hardships, even with our efforts to help.  If something positive doesn't happen soon, then we may need to start mining precious metals just to give the American government some capital with which to run affairs.  In another new universe, THA-4, we are trying to help defend our only ally, Thailand, from the depredations of the Khmer Rouge, which has invaded.  If not for the Democracy in orbit, providing strike teams and orbital assistance, the forces of Pol Pot would already be in Bangkok.  Commander al-Muraq has already sent a brigade of a couple thousand to the rescue, but it will be two weeks before we can send anything larger.  Still, without Kimmer and his friends, we would probably just be at the organizing phase of the Freedom Force.


     "Sir, ve are picking up several wessels dead ahead.  One matches the varp signature of the Roddenberry."


     "Hail them, Lieutenant Pavel."


     Pavel tried, and then turned back.  "I cannot get a signal through, sir.  They are being jammed."


     Dale, alarmed, responded.  "Code Red.  Prepare all phasers and quantum torpedoes, and raise shields."


     A few moments later, five ships showed up on the screen.  One Dale recognized as the Roddenberry.  Another was a long, white, slender vessel, with what appeared to be weapon pods sticking out of both sides, and a large thruster engine in the back.  A flag on the side showed a planet inside a pair of olive branches, similar to the United Nations emblem.  


     The three other ships were dark green, shaped like a manta ray with nacelles on the sides.  Then, one of the aliens fired a green bolt at the white vessel, and caused a large explosion along it's starboard side.  The Roddenberry retaliated with a spread of torpedoes, and then followed up with a streak of phaser fire.  The other two ships then started to move toward the Roddenberry, while the white ship pounded the original aggressor with a burst of energy from one of it's weapon arrays.


     Dale watched the exchange of fire, and turned to the weapons officer.  "When can we be in range?"


     "In five seconds!"


     "Lock weapons on the lead vessel, and fire!"


     The Koenig slowed to impulse, and large bursts of orange energy smashed into the port side of the lead attacker.  Two white sparks followed thereafter, and the torpedoes crashed into the enemy ship.  A series of explosions rippled across the ship's port side, and it came apart in one final explosion.


     One of the attackers turned to face the Koenig, while the other continued toward the Roddenberry, which was trying to cover the white vessel.  The enemy ship fired another bolt at the Roddenberry, but the shields held against it.  Then the Roddenberry responded with a limited "broadside", by hitting the enemy ship with fifteen phaser beams.  The phaser energy cut through the green vessel's hull, and sliced it into several fragments.  An instant later, the enemy's engines hit critical, and another explosion flowered in front of them.


     The last attacker tried to make a run for it, but Andreys pulled the Koenig above it, and then swooped the ship down like it was a hawk descending upon it's prey.  Phaser bolts crashed into the enemy ship, and it too went up in flames.  Andreys turned the Koenig, and set a course back toward the Roddenberry.


     "Can we contact them now?"  Dale was standing now.


     "Not yet, sir.  It appears that their communications system are damaged."


     Dale went toward the transporter pad, saying, "Drop shields and beam me over, straight to the bridge."


     After stepping on the transporter, Dale was beamed over.








     The instant he materialized, Dale found himself facing Carrey, who was busy conversing with the officer at ops.  "Zack, what's going on?"


     "It's a long story, Rob.  To make it short, we're trying to get that ship repaired so we can escort it back to Earth.  Unfortunately, during our first firefight with those aliens, our subspace communications got knocked out, and we've been too busy trying to repair the El Alamein to fix them."


     "The El Alamein?  Who...."


     "The United Earth Ship El Alamein," a new voice answered.  Dale turned to see a man exit the turbolift.  He was wearing a naval uniform, with enough bars to show that he was a Captain.  "And you must be Robert Dale?"


     "Rob, this is Captain Charles Empsy, commander of the El Alamein."  Carrey then formally introduced them.


     Empsy offered his hand, and Dale shook it.  "Do you know who those aliens were?"


     "We've never taken one of them prisoner, so the only name we have for them are 'Agressa', due to their aggressive attacks on our outer system colonies."


     "I'd be very interested in hearing your story, Captain.  What type of government are you led by?  What is your level of technology? "


     Before Empsy could answer, Carrey's communicator chirped.  "Carrey here," he replied.


     It was Barnes.  "Hey, I think I've got this rust bucket's engines on-line!  We're starting her up again!"


     "Good job, Tom!  Captain Empsy will be returning shortly."  He turned to Empsy.  "Your ship awaits."


     "Thank you.  I'll make sure to commend your chief engineer in my log."  Empsy then turned to Dale.  "Mister Dale, I request that you return with me to Earth.  We may still run into Agressa warships."


     "Of course."  Dale turned his head toward the conn officer, and stated, "Bring us on a parallel course with the El Alamein.  Match her speed."  He then pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Andreys."


     "Andreys here."


     "Julie, bring the Koenig in on the other side of the El Alamein.  We're escorting her back to Earth."  Dale was sure that she had already gotten a look at the ship's name.


     "Already doing it.  See you when we get there, Robby."


     The three ships set their course, and then headed toward their destination.


     Earth.








     Matthew Daresy, Commander-in-Chief of the United Earth Space Fleet, stood to welcome his superior into the main command room in the Pentagon.  The aged, but still strong and firm, black-skinned leader whom Daresy called friend stepped onto the main command platform.


     President Nicolas Mamatmas shook Daresy's hand.  "Admiral, I trust that all is ready for my inspection?"


     "Yes, sir."


     "And what of our strategic situation?"


     Daresy allowed his head to droop slightly, showing that there was bad news.  "Currently, all of our forces are pulling back to Mars.  We'll make our last stand there."


     "And my son?"


     Daresy suddenly grew cold.  He could tell that Mamatmas was keeping his cool, even though they both knew the answer.  "The Lexington confirmed that his fighter was destroyed in the suicide ram.  I must tell you, sir, that he did the right thing.  If not for Kevin's sacrifice, our entire strike force might have been wiped out by the Agressa weapon."


     Mamatmas nodded, slowly.  "Well, I had better inform Diane.  She'll want to know...."


     Then a warning bell went off, and Daresy whirled around to face the front screen.  "What the hell is that?!"


     One of the station officers turned in his seat.  "Admiral, we are picking up two unidentified ships approaching Earth.  There is a Yorktown-class warship with them.  According to our radio signal, it is the El Alamein."


     "Are those other ships Agressa?"


     "No, sir," another officer answered.  "Sir, we are being hailed by the El Alamein.  Captain Charles Empsy is standing by."


     "Put him on the viewer."


     Empsy appeared on the screen, in customary military form.  After saluting, he said, "Admiral, we have just returned with valuable information about Agressa movements and ship positions."


     "Captain, what are those two ships following you?"


     "Sir, they have come to help.  We were attacked, and crippled, by an Agressa patrol, when the larger starship came to our rescue.  Shortly thereafter, the smaller ship arrived, carrying the commander of these military forces."


     "Captain, what alien race are they?"  Daresy then took a peek at Mamatmas, who was watching the proceedings carefully.


     "Sir, they're human."  When Daresy and Mamatmas exchanged a quick series of expressions, Empsy added, "Sir, they have some pretty advanced technology.  It may be best if they came down and explained it."


     After receiving a nod from Mamatmas, Daresy answered, "Yes, I agree.  When can we expect them down?"


     "Right now."  Empsy turned and said something to one of his bridge officers.  "Here they come."


     Daresy heard a humming sound, and then turned to see three pillars of light coalesce into people.  To the surprise of the occupants of the command room, all three people were very young, probably not even twenty.  One was strongly built, with a burgundy red and black uniform.  His black hair was closely gathered to his head, while his green eyes seemed to burn with an inner fire.  To his left was an attractive, athletic young woman, with shoulder-length blond hair and shining teal eyes.  The final person, with an athletic build similar to his two compatriots, wore a brown and black uniform, with the brown matching his dark brown hair and brownish eyes.  The black-haired, green-eyed man stepped forward.  "I assume that you are Admiral Daresy and President Mamatmas?"


     Daresy nodded, and then offered his hand.


     Dale shook it, and then shook Mamatma's outstretched hand.  "Name's Robert Dale."  He turned to the brown-haired officer, and said, "This is Lieutenant Commander Zachary Carrey, Chief Tactical Officer."  Then he put his arm around the young woman.  "This is Commander Julia Andreys, first officer of my ship."


     Mamatmas and Daresy took turns shaking hands, and then Mamatmas asked, "If I may ask, how did you get your hands on transporting technology, as well as those ships?"


     Dale chuckled.  "I was certain that you would ask me that.  Believe me, it's a long story."  Then he countered by asking,  "Just who are these aliens who are attacking you?"


     "We know very little about them," Daresy replied.  "About five months ago, they attacked and destroyed one of our outposts near Pluto, and since then they have begun a direct invasion of this solar system.  They possess energy weapons nearly eight times more powerful than our own, as well as a system similar to your transporting technology.  They have used this to consistently defeat our defense forces in battles at Uranus, Saturn, and now the Asteroid Belt.  We believe that they will be attacking Mars next."


     "Really?  Any idea how soon their attack will come?"


     Daresy moved his head to look at Mamatmas, who answered, "We don't really know.  They have a weapon of some sort; it enables them to disable all defenses that stand in their way.  We were fortunate to destroy one of them in a recent strike, but we believe they have another.  If they do, then their attack can come at any time."


     Dale turned to Carrey, and nodded.  Apparently knowing what he meant, Carrey placed his hand on a device on his lower arm, and said, "Carrey to Roddenberry, one to beam up."


     After Carrey disappeared in the sparkles of the transporter, Daresy turned to face the screen, where the three vessels were displayed.  "What is he doing?"


     "You'll see."


     After a few minutes of small talk, Dale's communicator beeped.  He tapped it, and answered, "Dale here."


     "Kimmer sent a reply.  They're on their way."


     A moment later, all eyes turned to the viewscreen.  Everyone could see about ten rainbow-colored vortexes appear near the three ships on the screen.  About seven starships came out of each, already in combat formation.  "Can you give me the coordinates where it is expected that they will attack?"


     "Captain Empsy was sent to gather the information we needed to make that assessment.  And since you will be joining in our defense, then I will allow you to come up with the necessary strategy."  Daresy extended his hand.  "I would like to talk to you later, Mister Dale, but I have the feeling that you will need to get going if we are to win."


     Dale shook his hand.  "Good luck to us all."  Then he pressed his communicator, and said, "Dale to Roddenberry, two to beam up."  They beamed up, bound for the front.








     The instant Dale stepped onto the Roddenberry's bridge, he saw the fleet turning toward the interception point.  "Has the El Alamein sent the information about their positions and movements?"


     The ops officer pressed a few buttons, and a map of the solar system appeared.  The nine planets were arranged in their proper orbits, and several symbols showed up near the asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter.  Another larger symbol appeared near Saturn.  "The Agressa forces are currently navigating the asteroid belt, probably in order to catch the Earth Space Fleet by surprise."  He went up, and tapped one part of the map, close to Mars.  "That is where we'll stay, until they move in range.  That way the Earth Fleet can still be in position to fight them if we're wrong."  He took his seat.  "All ships, follow us."  He turned to the conn officer, and she nodded and activated the impulse engines.


     Back on Earth, Daresy and Mamatmas watched as the fleet pulled out of orbit.  Daresy turned to face Mamatmas, and stated, "You do realize that they are our only hope, don't you?"


     Mamatmas nodded slowly.  "Of course."  Then he grinned.  "And I think..., no, I am sure, that they know that as well."  Then he turned, and went toward the door.  Then, as an afterthought....


     "Pray, Matthew.  Pray for us all," he called out over his shoulder as he stepped out of the command center.








     Personal Log: Day 552; Robert Allen Dale.  We have arrived at the intercepting point, and are waiting for the Agressa fleet to come out of the asteroid belt.  Sensors confirm that the small bands of ships that have started to harass the Earth Fleet are merely diversions; an attempt by the Agressa to lure them into a vulnerable position to destroy them.  Admiral Daresy has ordered them to remain at their stations, so that we can force them to change their attack route, enabling our combined forces to catch them in a pincer.


     Surprisingly, Julie has returned to the Koenig to command her in this upcoming battle.  I hope she knows what she's doing....


     Dale gripped the chair arms as the operations officer shouted, "Picking up one hundred and sixty warships approaching!"


     "I'd say they're here."  Remembering what Kimmer had taught him and his other commanders about starship battle tactics, Dale then added, "All ships, attack pattern Delta.  Bring the Justice's attack wing over to their left flank.  All other ships, fire!"


     At once, every vessel in the fleet fired spreads of quantum torpedoes.  The masses of white sparks nearly always hit their targets, and on the small tactical display on his right, Dale could see several blips that were enemy vessels disappear.  "Twelve enemy ships destroyed.  Twenty heavily damaged, and thirty more with some damage."  Then Carrey peered at his console.  "Enemy is entering phaser range."


     "Justice Attack Wing, remain in formation.  Let no enemy ship pass.  All other ships, break and fire at will!"


     The battle then turned into a melee.  Dale had been hoping to confuse the Agressa by using a formation based attack to start off, then turn the battle into a free-for-all.  And with the Justice Attack Wing at one end, and the main force in the other, Dale was attempting to force the Agressa to take a course right into the Earth Fleet's main defense line, where they could encircle and wipe out the enemy force.


     It was working.


     As Dale concentrated on the tactical board, leaving his crew to defend the ship, he could see the enemy start to turn.  A few formations tried to break through the Justice's formation, but each attempt meant with dismal failure, as no ship could survive inside the Justice's secondary phaser range, which was the only route not blocked by the smaller Valiant-class hunters.


     Then the ship shook lightly as one of the larger Agressa ships fired at them, seeking to engage in a fight.  Carrey obliged them by firing a dozen phaser beams at the Agressa, which ripped it apart.  Then a spread of torpedoes took apart another Agressa ship which tried to engage them.


     Within another minute, half the enemy fleet was destroyed.  The remaining ships tried to slip free, and ended up doing just what Dale hoped they would, as they turned toward the Earth Fleet defense line.  As the enemy ships left weapons range, Dale asked, "Fleet status?"


     "All ships reporting in.  Five vessels have suffered moderate damage, and the rest report either minimal or no damage.  The Doohan has suffered a hit to their main phaser bank, and is heading back to Gamma Rechver III."


     "We did good.  Now that we've got them heading in the right direction, let's close the trap.  Send two attack wings after them, and then have the rest follow us.  It's time to finish this."


     The fleet then split into two parts, and headed off to their positions.  It took thirty minutes for Dale's half to reach their position, where they could block any Agressa attempt to sidestep the Earth Fleet defenses, thereby forcing them to either withdraw, or try to go around them as well, which would lead them right into the teeth of the other force's weapons.  For ten minutes, they waited patiently.  Then, the ops officer turned in his chair.  "Sir, the Agressa have attacked the Earth Fleet defenses," he reported.


     "That's our cue.  Bring us on an intercept course, full impulse."


     It took five minutes for them to get in range.  As they approached the battle, they could see the Earth ships valiantly trying to hold their position.  But even the reduced might of the Agressa fleet was too powerful for them, and several explosions marked the destruction of some of the Earth ships.


     Dale turned his head and looked up at Carrey, who was switching his gaze from the screen, and his console.  "Weapons range in five... four... three... two... one... locking on!"


     "All ships, break and attack!"


     Once again, the Freedom Force ships leapt into the fray.








     From the bridge of the Earth Fleet flagship, the Freedom, Admiral Richard Hastings watched as the unknown starships plunged themselves into the battle.  Streaks of orange energy joined similar orange energy bursts and white spark projectiles as the vessels pounded the Agressa fleet that was starting to crack their lines.  Several Agressa ships exploded under the fury of the attack, and the others turned to face their new enemy.


     At that moment, Hastings' communications officer turned, and shouted, "Sir, we are receiving a signal from Admiral Daresy!"


     Hastings turned to the small screen on the wall, and faced his superior.  After saluting, he greeted him.  "Admiral Hastings reporting."


     "Admiral, have you noticed the reinforcements that have been dispatched to aid you in holding your position?"


     Hastings, after a moment of confusion, answered, "You mean the starships that just plunged headlong into the Agressa fleet?  Those belong to us?"


     Daresy chuckled a little.  "Not quite.  Suffice to say that we've got an ally."  Then he added, "If a young man by the name of Robert Dale contacts you, do whatever he asks.  Daresy out."


     After the transmission ended, Hastings returned his gaze to the viewscreen.  "Status of the battle?"


     "The Agressa forces are....," the officer turned, "they're losing, sir!"


     As they continued to watch, newer explosions marked the passing of Agressa ships, as they failed to even dent their new enemies.  Then Hastings noticed something on one of the Agressa ships that made him shiver.


     "Is that what I think it is?"


     His XO nodded.  "Sir, that's the Agressa Defense Shredder!"


     The communications officer turned again.  "Sir, picking up an audio signal from one of those ships!"


     "On speakers!"


     A voice filled the bridge.  "This is Robert Dale, commander of the Freedom Force.  I assume that I am speaking to Admiral Hastings?"


     "Yes, you are," Hastings answered.


     "Admiral, what is that object on that flagship?"


     Hastings swallowed, and then replied, "That is the Agressa weapon, known as the Defense Shredder.  When that thing fires, it'll leave all of us disabled."


     "Then allow my people to have a crack at it.  Launch an attack on their flank.  My ship will penetrate their formation, and destroy the weapon."


     "Will do.  Hastings out."  After the comm officer cut the channel, Hastings ordered him to place him on a general signal to his fleet.  "This is Admiral Hastings.  All ships, fire at will!"


     The Earth Fleet rallied, and rejoined the battle.








     Dale watched as the Agressa weapon grew larger on the viewscreen.  It was mounted on top of a large Agressa manta ray-shaped vessel, formed like a large pedestal with small rods sticking out in all directions.  "Time to range?"


     "Torpedoes locked.  Ready to fire when ready," Carrey replied.


     "Fire!"


     Quantum torpedoes streaked out and collided with the weapon.  


     After the explosion cleared, it was still there.


     "What the hell?!"


     Then a bright green beam pulsed out of the weapon, and struck the Roddenberry.  The entire ship shook under the fury of the attack.  "Report!"


     "Shields down to forty percent!  We've got damage to Decks 5, 6, 8, 12, and 21!"


     Dale turned to Carrey.  "Why didn't the torpedoes work!?"


     Carrey shook his head.  "I don't know!  It's like their explosive force was buffered by an energy absorption field, or something!"


     Dale could see the weapon light up for another blast.  "Well, what now!?"


     Then, several streaks of phaser fire sliced through the Agressa ship, destroying the device as well.  The ops officer turned.  "Sir, it's the Freedom!"


     On the viewscreen, the Roddenberry's sister ship soared into view.  The Freedom fired a spread of torpedoes, and another Agressa ship exploded.  Carrey fired his own spread at an Agressa ship, and then destroyed it and it's partner with combined phaser fire.


     Then, to everybody's amazement, the Agressa ships turned tail, and started to run.


     Unwilling to give up his advantage, Dale then ordered, "Send three wings to harass them.  Make sure they know that this war's not going to be a cake walk anymore."


     After the ops officer sent the order, some of the ships pulled out of formation, and took off after the retreating Agressa forces.


     Then Carrey reported, "Rob, the Freedom is hailing.  It's Captain Kimmer."


     On the screen, Captain Kimmer appeared.  "I believe that you called for help," he said, smiling.


     "How the hell did you....?"


     "....destroy that device?"  Kimmer stood.  "Commander Farmer discovered that the weapon was protected by a field which absorbed any energy sent toward it.  It took a mere moment for him to recalibrate our phasers to disrupt that field, and take the ship apart."  He then added, "We've noticed the damage.  Do you require assistance?"


     "No, but the Roddenberry's going to have to return to Beta Galacta for repairs."


     "You're welcome to come aboard, if you want."


     "No, that's okay.  I'll escort her back.  Dale out."  After Kimmer disappeared, Dale started toward the turbolift, when Carrey then said, "Rob, we're picking up a signal from Earth.  It's visual."


     "Put them on screen."


     Admiral Daresy appeared on the screen.  "Congratulations, Mister Dale.  You've managed to win our first victory against the Agressa."


     Putting his best face forward, Dale asked, "So, what's next?"


     Daresy shrugged.  "That, sir, depends on you." Before Dale could say something, he continued, "If you support us, then we can use your fleet to conduct military operations against them while our forces are rebuilt, as well as refitted, hopefully, with your technology.  Then, we can mount the push to drive them out for good.  If you don't support us, well...."  He then seemed a little shaken at the thought.  "....the best we can do is give it a good fight, and hope they decide to call it quits."


     Dale didn't even contemplate it.  "We're here for good.  As for the technology refits, we'll get started immediately."  He turned to Carrey.  "Zack, get a channel through to Beta Galacta.  Tell them to send those space station parts with the Liberty, when it launches tomorrow, to this universe.  We're going to have a need for them after all."


     Then Daresy added, "I'd like to meet with you.  It would take about seven hours for us to reach your position."


     "Just get started on your way here.  I'll meet you halfway.  Dale out."  The channel was closed, and Dale went up by Carrey.  "Get a hold of the Koenig."


     Carrey shook his head.  "They're off with that harassment force you sent."


     "What about the Kelley?"


     Carrey checked his screen, and nodded.  "They're available.  Want me to hail them?"


     "Yes," Dale agreed.  "I'm on my way to the transporter room."








     On the bridge of the Kelley, Dale entered through the aft door, and immediately took the command chair.  "Status?"


     On the screen, he could see the Roddenberry enter a gold jump vortex, and disappear.  "Set course for Earth, full impulse," he ordered as the vortex closed.


     "Yes sir," the helmsman answered.


     The Kelley pulled out of formation, and headed toward Earth.








     On the viewscreen, the largest Earth ship Dale had yet seen appeared.  On the hull, the name that was visible was Menderson, itself a large ship that closely resembled the other Earth ships in shape.  "Sir, they are sending a signal."  The communications officer turned.  "Admiral Daresy is awaiting."


     "Lock on and beam him aboard."


     Dale turned to the transporter pad, and waited as the sparkling lights of a transporter beam appeared on it.  A moment later, Admiral Daresy stepped off the pad.  He seemed to have been caught off guard by the transporter, but he recovered quickly.  "Mister Dale," he began, "I see that you seem well.  Where is your flagship?"


     "The Roddenberry received damage during the battle, so she's on her way back to our main base for repairs.  This is the Kelley."


     "The Kelley?"  Daresy visually examined the bridge, and the uniforms that the different officers wore.  "An interesting ship.  It seems so.... small, but yet...."


     "According to her specifications, the Kelley and her class were originally designed as small attack cruisers, capable of fighting ships at least three times her size."  Dale then went to the helm, and put his hand on the panel.  "Set course for Mars, full impulse."


     "Course set."


     "Engage."


     The Kelley turned away from the Menderson, and then picked up speed as it went toward the outer system.


     When Dale turned back to Daresy, he heard him ask, "What do you mean by that?  You didn't design this ship yourselves?"


     Dale shook his head.  "No."


     "But, your crews...."


     Dale put his hand on the helmsman, whom he knew as an early Christian.  "This is Joseph.  He is from Palestine, circa first century A.D.  We rescued him."  Then he gestured toward the tactical officer.  "His name is Jan.  He is Polish, circa 1778.  As a member of the anti-Russian Polish underground of his time, he was going to be executed, until we stepped in."  Dale then added, "We are, to put it simply, a military force, without a nation to defend, that is comprised of refugees, freedom fighters, and victims of persecution for religious, social, and ethnic reasons."


     To Dale, Daresy seemed a little overwhelmed.  "Then, how did you....?"


     "...acquire this technology?  That's.... a long story."  Dale then asked, "Care to hear it?"


     "Of course," Daresy replied, still a little bewildered.


     Dale led him off to the mess hall.








     By the time the two had returned to the bridge, Dale had recounted most of the events of the previous year and a half to Daresy, who was still amazed.  "President Mamatmas will wish to hear your story.  It's.... quite interesting."


     "Actually, it's unbelievable.  Still...."


     Then the weapons officer whirled in his seat to face them.  "Sir, we've got three Agressa warships coming in, Warp 2!"


     Dale and Daresy exchanged glances, and then Dale yelled, "Code Red!  Lock weapons and fire when ready!"


     After jumping in the command chair, Dale noticed the three green ships bearing down on them.  After another moment, one of them got in range.  Phaser bursts lashed out to meet it, and they crashed into the front of the lead vessel.  It blew apart a moment later.


     Then the other two fired back, and both blasts succeeded in hammering the Kelley.  The bridge shook, while Dale continued to issue orders.  "Evasive pattern Omega!  Fire whenever possible!"  He turned to the communications officer.  "Send out a distress signal, now!"


     The helmsman read off a damage report.  "Shields down to fifty percent.  Minimal damage to Deck 2."


     On the screen, one of the remaining Agressa ships appeared.  Phasers and torpedoes went out to greet it, and succeeded in delivering what appeared to be a severe hit on it's side.  "Enemy vessel has suffered a crippling blow to it's port side.  I'm detecting massive power fluctuations in their power grid.  They're out of commission."


     "Good."  Dale allowed himself to relax a little.  "Now the odds are even.  Bring us about, and let's take....."


     Then the bridge shook furiously as the other Agressa pounded them, point blank.  The helmsman shouted, "They've hit our shield generator.  Shields are......"


     He was interrupted by several patterns of green light that appeared on the bridge.  The aliens that formed from the light were large, with two small, beady eyes that were bordered by armored scale.  The aliens possessed green, scaly skin, and carried similar green weapons and wore, (what else), green armor.


     Before anyone could say anything, one of the aliens fired at an officer in the rear.  The officer jumped out of the way of the green beam, firing his phaser as he landed.  The phaser blast cut down the initial aggressor.  The beam itself blew off a part of the bulkhead.


     Then the other Agressa holstered their weapons, and went to fight some of the officers hand to hand.  The communications officer jumped out his chair, and tried to punch one of them.  The punch didn't even faze the Agressa, and he responded with a fierce shop to the officer's neck.  A sickening crack sounded as the officer fell to the floor, dead.  The other officers fumbled for their phasers, but were quickly grabbed, and taken out of action.  More security officers then rushed to join the fray.


     As the helmsman tried to keep the Kelley out of the weapons range of the Agressa cruiser, Dale jumped out of his seat, and landed a powerful kick on the back of one of the Agressa.  He then picked up a piece of the destroyed bulkhead, and used it to deliver a hammer blow to the Agressa warrior.  The sharp edge sliced through the scale of his head, and the warrior fell dead.  The adrenaline coursing through his system, Dale turned his attention to the nearest Agressa, and attacked him with the bulkhead shard.  His third swing found it's mark, and that Agressa was also dead.  A third soon followed him, and then a fourth....


     Daresy's view was then blocked when another Agressa and a security officer moved in front of him, wrestling with each other.  As the two continued to grapple, another blast hit the ship, shaking everyone.


     Then, as Daresy saw the Agressa ship turn on the viewscreen, a white spark smashed into it's rear.  The helmsman shouted, "Three ships incoming!"


     The Agressa suddenly stopped fighting, and each pressed a button on their arms.  They then transported off the bridge.  "They're beaming back over."


     On the screen, the Agressa ship turned tail, and then blurred for a moment, as it went to warp.  The other three ships moved into range.  "Sir, picking up signals from the Takei, Nichols, and Justman.  They wish to know our situation."  A security officer had taken the communications console.


     Dale took a glance at the four dead human bodies on the bridge, and then answered, "Tell them we've got casualties.  We'll need some medical....."


     Then the button for engineering lit up, and Dale punched it.  "Bridge here."


     "Sir," the engineer on the other end said, full of panic, "something's wrong down here!"  He was clearly flustered.


     His adrenaline still flowing, Dale impatiently shouted, "Well, what's wrong?!"


     "It's the warp core!  That last hit ruptured our coolant system!  We're about seven minutes from a warp core breach!"


     "Oh hell!"  Dale turned to the officer at communications.  "Stop those medical teams, we need to start evacuation, now!"


     In response, the helmsman pressed one of the buttons on his console, and said, "All hands, abandon ship!  Repeat, all hands, abandon ship!"


     "What's wrong?!", Daresy asked.


     "When that warp core breaches, this entire ship will be nothing but atoms floating in space."  Dale then thought of something.  "Admiral, where is the main base for the Agressa invaders?"


     "According to our recon reports, Saturn.  Why?"


     Dale grinned.  "Why?  We're right now sitting in the largest anti-matter bomb in this solar system, and it's filled with highly explosive quantum torpedoes."


     Knowing what Dale was thinking, Daresy also grinned.  "It'll be fun to watch the fireworks, won't it, Admiral?"  Dale then got out of his chair, and went to the helm.  "How many more?"


     "Decks 2 through 5 are clear, sir.  The Justman is picking up the last of engineers, and then we'll be the only ones left."


     "Good."  Dale then leaned over, and started to work the helm controls.  "I'm laying in a course for Saturn, Warp 3.  It'll engage five seconds after I press this button," he indicated a small blue button on the panel.  Then he pressed his communicator, and said, "Dale to Takei.  At my signal, beam us aboard, but not before."


     "Aye sir."


     Daresy and the other crew members gathered around Dale, and he tapped his communicator again.  "Now!"  As the word came out of his mouth, his finger tapped the "engage" button.  The remaining crewmembers disappeared in the transporter effect, and five seconds later, the Kelley went to warp for the last time.








     As Dale materialized on the Takei's bridge, he shouted, "Follow the Kelley!  Cover her at all costs!"


     The commander nodded in acknowledgment, and the helmsman, (or woman, in this case), set a parallel course and brought the ship up to Warp 3.  The Nichols and Justman were close behind.


     Within two minutes, they were past the asteroid belt, and well on their way to Saturn.  Five thousand miles from Saturn, the Kelley dropped out of warp, and the three ships behind her did the same.  In front of them, a large green space station loomed in Saturn's orbit.  It was a large station, shaped almost like a house of cards, with several levels built on top of each other in no apparent shape.  It was nearly surrounded by several large warships, and nearly two hundred others were tethered to the station.  "The Agressa have noticed us, sir.  We've got five ships moving to intercept."


     After taking the command chair offered to him by the Takei's commander, Dale replied, "Dale to all ships, tactical formation Gamma.  Remember: although you are clear to engage in evasive maneuvers, your chief objective is to give the Kelley cover fire until she reaches her target."  Then he turned to the weapons officer, and said, "Lock weapons on lead enemy vessel, and fire when ready."


     The two forces bore in on each other, and finally entered weapons range.  The Takei fired the first shot, nailing the lead vessel in it's port nacelle.  After another explosion rippled across it's hull, it stopped, crippled.  Then the Justman broke from formation briefly to place a full phaser burst in the starboard side of a second ship.  Then the Justman returned to the protective triangle formation around the Kelley.  The Agressa ships began to return fire, and the ship shook slightly as they were hit.  "Shields holding at eighty percent.  Nichols' shields are down to seventy-three percent, and the Justman has suffered no damage," the weapons officer reported.


     "The warp core on the Kelley is seventy seconds from a breach.  Orders?"


     "Keep with her until ten seconds from the breach.  Then break off."


     The helmsman responded, and the four ships continued to brave the interceptors that were now firing on them.  For a moment, the Justman broke formation again, dodging a shot at their warp nacelle, and responding with a spread of torpedoes.  The torpedoes ruptured the Agressa ship's hull, and left it helpless in space.


     "Twenty...," the helmsman started to countdown, "fifteen.... fourteen.... thirteen.... twelve.... eleven.... ten!"


     "All ships, break off!  Repeat, break off!"


     The three other ships broke formation, and left the Kelley to finish her suicide charge alone.  The Agressa, confused by their actions, tried to continue attacking the Takei and her squad, not realizing just what the last vessel was doing.


     "Five.... four.... three.... two.... one.... warp core is breaching!"


     On the screen, which was still focused on the Kelley, they could see the ship suddenly explode as the warp core breached, allowing matter and anti-matter to collide and annihilate each other.  The explosion then detonated the load of quantum torpedoes the ship normally held, and caused an even larger explosion.


     And a chain reaction.


     At the moment of the Kelley's destruction, an Agressa cruiser had pulled in front of it, trying to stop what appeared to be a ram attempt on their base.  The shockwave from the Kelley's destruction swept through the ship, and caused it's engine core to go unstable as well.  It exploded, and then a ship near it exploded, and so on.....


     Even as the second ship was hit by the destructive force, the Kelley's initial explosion shockwave slammed the Agressa station.  The immense force of the anti-matter explosion instantly destroyed the station's power grid, and in doing so, caused the station's power core to destabilize.  The explosion that followed lit up the sensor panels on each ship in the solar system.  On the screen, Dale, Daresy, and the bridge crew of the Takei watched as the station was engulfed by a white fireball.  The ships tethered to it were destroyed next, their own explosions contributing to the destruction.  After seven seconds, the station and the fleet attached to it obliterated themselves in a final gigantic explosion.


     Dale turned to Daresy, who's grin portrayed all of the emotions that Dale knew must be going through him at that moment.  "With that fleet gone, I'd say that the Agressa might have, what, three months of fighting left in them?"


     Daresy nodded slowly.  Dale then turned to the helmswoman.  "Set course for Mars, Warp 1.3."


     "Aye sir."


     The three ships, free from pursuit, went to warp speed.








     Dale, Andreys, and Captain Kimmer watched as President Mamatmas finished delivering his speech.  "Now, I would like to introduce the people who have made our victory possible.  Because of their valor, and their belief in the institutions of our society, that we are in our current....."


     Andreys gently nudged Dale's arm.  "Feeling nervous?"


     He chuckled.  "Me?  Nervous?"  The slight grin on his face disappeared.  "Hell yes."


     "Don't worry about it," Kimmer whispered, stunning them.  "Just go with the flow."


     "Remind me never to underestimate your hearing again, Captain."


     Kimmer then smiled.  "All you have to do is ask."


     Then, Mamatmas gestured toward Dale, and introduced him to the audience.  With butterflies fluttering about in his stomach, he stepped up to the microphone, and then listened as he was barraged with questions.  "Where are you from?"


     Dale swallowed, and answered, "I am from Kansas, in the year 1997 A.D."


     A hushed silence fell over the crowd.  Then, another journalist asked, "Are you and your friends time travelers?"


     "No."


     "Then, how did you wind up here, in the 22nd century?"


     Dale swallowed again.  "That, gentlemen and ladies, requires a very long answer.  One that spans over a year of labor and effort."


     "Can you give us a shortened answer, then?"


     Dale sighed, and nodded.  "To be perfectly blunt, me and my compatriots are not from this universe."  Another hushed silence fell over the crowd.  "Sixteen months ago, I discovered a hidden alien base deep within the land under my family's property.  The aliens who placed the technology there, known as Dargsla, had already discovered the secret of 'jumping' between one plane of existence to the next.  They called them 'dimensions', while we know them better as 'universes'.  This technology enabled me, and my three friends, to 'borrow' a starship, in which we launched rescue missions in different universes situated at different periods of time.  Jews from the World War II Nazi Holocaust, Christians from Rome, and many other different groups and peoples that had been oppressed.  After we rescued some people, we used another Dargsla invention to train them in many advanced fields, and started to construct a fleet of starships, based on the one we had already appropriated."


     "Those would be the small 'Valiant-class' used in the recent battle near Mars, right?"


     "Correct."  Dale then glanced at Kimmer, and continued, "About a year ago, the ship I was on picked up a distress signal channeled through the Dargsla technology at our base, and discovered a small shuttle filled with people from the universe in which our ship's were built.  We came to their rescue, and they have since helped us organize the people we have helped into the 'Freedom Force', complete with ground troops and newer, more improved starships they helped us develop.  We are now expanding our population by large amounts each day, and therefore we are trying to travel to new planets to feed and house our growing population."


     "What about your government?  Who do you answer to?"


     "We have no central government.  Each planet has a small group of elected leaders who manage resources, population count, and many other requirements."


     "What about your military structure?  Who is the Commander-in-Chief?  And....."








     The door to Dale's temporary quarters on the Koenig opened, and he stumbled in, made his way to the lower bunk, and collapsed in it.  Before he could fall asleep, however, he heard the door chime sound, and groaned, "What now?"


     The door opened, and Andreys entered, looking fatigued.  She had taken her uniform off, and was wearing the white, sleeveless undershirt that she normally placed under it.  She noticed him on the lower bunk, and moaned, "C'mon, Robby, I don't feel like hoisting myself up there."


     "Think I feel like it?  I just spent three hours answering question after stupid question about everything we do, mean, and believe.  I've dealt with questions ranging from our weapon technology to my family's background.  Hell, I had one reporter even ask me about my sex life!"


     Despite her fatigue, Andreys smiled, and sat in the chair by the bunk.  "I take it that the last question came from that twenty-something reporter that was sitting next to General Korsofsky?  Tell her about Cindy?"


     After glowering at her, he answered, "Yep, that was her."  Then he rolled off the bunk, and added, "If I give you the bottom bunk, will you help me up?"


     "Sure."  Andreys placed the chair next to the bunks, and said, "Here you go.  I'll hold the chair steady, and you step up there."


     Dale put one hand on the upper bunk, and then stepped up on the chair.  He brought up his other foot, trying to put it in the bunk.  After he felt like he had a good hold on the bed, he brought himself up....


     Then his foot slipped, and he came crashing to the floor.  Andreys attempted to catch him, but the force of his fall tipped her off balance, and she went down too.  As she hit the floor, Dale fell right on top of her.


     When they recovered from their loss of breath, Andreys shouted, "Get off me!"


     Realizing the position he was in over her, Dale blushed.  "Sorry."  Then, he tried to move, and grunted.  "Damn, I must've overextended my arm.  I can't move it!"


     Then their eyes caught contact again, and they could both, once again, feel that old desire for each other.....


     Beep.


     Dale's communicator beeped, and he tried to reach it.  Barely able to do so, he answered, "Dale here."


     "Sir, we have received a signal from Beta Galacta.  They have finished repairs on the Roddenberry, and Commander Carrey is on his way back here as soon as they clear him."


     "When he arrives, inform me.  Until then, please leave me alone.  I'm trying to get some sleep."


     "Aye sir.  Mershevski out."


     Dale moaned, and then tried to move again.  Then, before he could say anything, Andreys lifted her head, and placed her lips on his.  After a few moments of kissing, she dropped her head.  Dale, bewildered and thoroughly confused, asked, "Now, what the hell was that about?"


     She grinned, and then giggled for a moment.  "I felt like doing it.  After all, it's been, what, two and a two and a half years since I last had a man?"


     Dale shook his head, still unable to move.  "I thought you hated Phillip's guts?  After all, it wasn't exactly love that he was after...."


     She glowered, and then sighed.  "If you don't mention Phillip anymore, then I won't mention Cindy anymore, okay?"


     "Deal."  He then grimaced.  "You mind giving me a hand?"


     Andreys grinned again, freed her hands, and then applauded.  Dale moaned.  "Is it just me, or are you in a very jovial mood right now?"


     She put her hands around his neck, and nodded.  "I guess I'm giddy.  It isn't everyday that you win an important battle in a desperate war for the fate of the Earth, get nominated for a medal because of it, and then end up with a very handsome, sexy man on top of you, unable to move."  Then she kissed him again.


     After she was finished, Dale was able to use his now-very-sore back to pull himself off her, and get to his feet.  "If you don't mind, I'll be in the clinic, trying to get this arm healed."  Then he noticed her disappointed face, and couldn't help but smile.  "Down, girl.  If you want, we can discuss this later."  Then he exited the quarters.  As he started to go down the hall, he stopped, and shook his head.  The only woman I've ever wanted is in those quarters, ready and willing, and I've got cold feet.  I must be stupid.  Then he continued on to the clinic.








     Dale stepped off of the Roddenberry's transporter pad, and breathed a sigh of relief.  "It's good to be back."  After making his way to the hallway, he bumped into Barnes, who was wearing a casual brown T-shirt and black trousers.  "Teddo, what's going on?"


     Barnes groaned.  "C'mon, Rob, it's Thomas.  Why can't you stop annoying the hell out of me?  What have I done to deserve this shit?"


     Dale shrugged.  "Maybe I'm doing it because I enjoy it.  Or maybe I'm trying to get you to lighten up."


     "Lighten up?!  You're the jerk who needs to lighten up!"  Barnes continued down the corridor, still swearing.


     Dale shook his head, and continued down the corridor.  Eventually, he found the door marked "Holodeck 3".  He then took a glance at the holodeck status, and saw that it was in use.  When the name "Commander Zachary Carrey" flashed into his vision, he pressed the "open" button, and entered the holodeck.


     "Zack, I need a report on....."


     He found himself on a tropical Caribbean beach, recognizable by the turquoise water that lapped at the simulated shoreline.  Over at one side, he saw Carrey laying on a beach towel, dressed only in his swimming shorts.


     Under him was a young woman, clad only in a now-untied bikini.


     Suddenly Carrey jumped off of her, and seemed confused for a moment.  "What the.....?"


     Dale turned toward the door.  "Nothing, Zack.  I'll talk to you later."  He left the holodeck, before Zack or his newest love could say anything.


     As Dale heard the door close, he thought, Is it just me, or is everyone either really horny or really pissed?





Four Months Later....








     Personal Log: Day 659; Robert Allen Dale.  Tomorrow, a combined United Earth-Freedom Force fleet will launch an assault on the last Agressa outpost in this solar system.  Victory is nearly assured, and with this, we will finally end this war.  Already, the United Earth military forces have been refitted with our technology, and everyone believes that the end of the war will see the Freedom Force fully integrated into the United Earth military.


     Still, we have much to do.  Even after this victory, human colonies on Titan, Mars, and Phobos will have to be rebuilt.  We also have another problem: many of the nations we have assisted with military, technological, and economic aid might object to our integration into the United Earth military, as it might give them an unfair advantage.  However, I have an idea about how to get by this.....


     Dale held his breath as President Mamatmas finished reading the writing on the padd.  He noticed the elder statesman grin slightly, then place the padd on the table.  Behind them, Earth twirled slowly as they orbited the planet.  "I take it that Captain Kimmer and your fellows have agreed to this?"


     Dale nodded in response.  "Yes, they have already said they agree with it one hundred percent."


     "What about the other nations you have contact with?"


     "Out of thirty-one nations we have contact with, I have received messages from nineteen of them, indicating that they are willing to begin negotiations on this matter."


     Mamatmas leaned over, folding his hands on the table.  "Then I will immediately put this to a vote in Congress."  He stood, and they once again shook hands.  "Now, if you will excuse me...."  He left the conference room, with his guards close behind him.  Dale sighed in relief, and then watched as Andreys entered the conference room.  "Well, what did he say?"


     Dale smiled at her.  "They're going for it."


     "Good."  Then she sat down next to him.  "Robby, about that incident on the Koenig a few months ago...."


     "You mean where I fell on top of you, and you tried to seduce me?"


     Dale's grin didn't seem to make Andreys feel comfortable.  "Uhh...., ya."  Andreys then grimaced.  Tell him, damn it!  Tell him how much you want him!  Tell him how much you need him!  Tell him.......


     Dale shook his head.  "I perfectly understand, Julie.  You're lonely, and you turned to me.  It's okay.  I don't hold it against you."


     Andreys loosened her hair, and then asked, "Well, have you tried out the gym?"


     "No, I haven't," he answered.  "But I'll see you there later."  Then he turned back to the display on the room's viewscreen, and she left, still feeling sick about herself.








     After returning to her quarters and changing, Andreys went on toward the gym, wearing her customary workout clothing.  She was smart enough to notice the looks she received from some of the male crewmembers who wandered by.  Then, as she went to turn another corner, she bumped into a large, well-built man wearing a tank top and black workout shorts.  "Umm, excuse me, but can you direct me to the gym I heard was here?"


     He then noticed that she was wearing workout clothes as well, and asked, "You going to the gym too?"


     Andreys nodded slowly.  "Yes."  Then she realized that she didn't recognize him, and asked, "Who are you?"


     He smiled.  "Name's Marshall.  Marshall Moreham, United Earth Special Forces.  I was assigned here as part of the integration and training program our bosses started.  Now, who are you?"


     "I'm Julia Andreys," she answered.


     "The Julia Andreys?  The woman who destroyed twelve Agressa ships in one battle?!"


     Andreys blushed at his exclamation.  "Well, yes, that's who I am.  But, I didn't destroy those ships by myself.  I did have my crew, after all."


     Moreham offered her his hand.  "Pleased to make your acquaintance."  Then he added, "Now, where is that gym.....?"


     Andreys took his hand.  "Follow me, big guy."  She then led him down the corridor to the ship's gym.








     Dale sighed as Kimmer finished his report.  "The Agressa are preparing to move.  They may try to sidestep us in an effort to hit Earth on a suicide run.  I can't guarantee our being able to stop such and attempt from the get-go."


     "And you want to go in right now, right?"


     Kimmer nodded.  "Yes, I do."


     Dale sighed again.  "Well, President Mamatmas gave me sole authority on this mission."  He then made flippant gesture.  "Go ahead, launch the attack.  But, try to keep the casualties low."


     "Will do.  Kimmer out."  He disappeared from the viewscreen.


     Dale turned to Carrey, who was at the tactical station.  "Am I crazy, or just plain stupid?"


     Carrey chuckled.  "Neither.  You did the right thing, Rob."


     Dale snickered.  "Oh ya?  And who made you a master military strategist?  You're the one who wanted to launch that phantom offensive against them before we took back Titan."


     "Ya.  And you and Daresy both called me crazy."


     Dale then stood, and went right for the turbolift.  "I'm going to the gym.  If anything exciting happens, call me."


     As the turbolift doors closed, Carrey answered, "Will do."








     Moreham watched in awe as Andreys lifted a two hundred and thirty pound weight off her chest for the tenth time.  "Impressive.  The strongest woman in our unit can't lift two hundred pounds ten times."


     "That's what I get for having a friend who lifts weights."  She then sat up.  "Besides, I've always been something of an athlete and an exercise maniac."


     "Oh ya?  What sports?"


     She thought for a moment.  "Well, let's see, I was an All-American in basketball and track-and-field, plus a pretty good volleyball player.  Come to think of it, lacrosse was the only sport I didn't try."


     Moreham whistled.  "Never played much myself.  I was always a lifter and a runner, so Special Forces was the best place for me to go."


     She smiled a little, and then he asked, "Well, you goin' out with anyone?"


     "No.  I used to have a boyfriend, but he..., um, didn't turn out well."


     Moreham slapped his hand on her back.  "Yep, reminds me of my first girlfriend.  Once you give to 'em, they don't care about you anymore."


     She nodded in agreement, and then peered at his face.  "You have anyone?"


     He shook his head, looking a little gloomy.  "Nope.  She's, um, MIA."


     "Oh."  Andreys placed her hand on his shoulder.  "Well, I'm sorry for you."


     "That's okay.  There're always be others...."  He placed a hand on her cheek, and they both laughed.


     Then she reached up, pulled his face to hers, and kissed him.  He eagerly returned it, and they ended up on a bench near the wall of the gym.


     They were so caught up in what they were doing that they never noticed Dale open the door, and see them.  As he watched them, he suddenly grew angry with himself, and stormed out of the gym.


     Before he went out the door, Andreys caught him in the corner of her eye, and withdrew her lips for a moment.  "Robby?!"  However, he was out the door before she could say anything.


     "'Robby?'  Who's he?  You don't mean...."


     "He's one of my oldest friends.  At one time, I thought we were meant for each other.  Now it appears that I was wrong."


     "That's okay, Julia."  He then grimaced for a moment.  "You don't mind me calling you Julia, do you?"


     "Not at all."  Then she looked around, and whispered, "I think it would be better if we went to my quarters, though.  This isn't the best place for sex."  They stood, and went out the door.








     "Hnnh!"


     Dale awoke with a start, panting.  After a moment, his senses returned to him, and he looked down to see his chest drenched with sweat.  Putting his hand on the sheet, he could tell that it was damp from the perspiration.  Still very dazed, he got to his feet, and took a brief shower, trying to get the sticky sweat off.  As he left the shower stall, and draped a towel around himself, he could hear his communicator start to chirp.  He pressed it, and replied, "Dale here."


     "Sir, we are receiving a signal from Captain Kimmer."


     "Put it on in here."  Dale turned to his viewscreen, and Kimmer appeared.  "I trust that everything has gone according to plan?"


     Kimmer was literally beaming.  "The Agressa are gone, Robert.  About ten ships were able to escape.  From their course, we believe that they are heading toward the edge of the galaxy.  Since they're only traveling at Warp 4, it'll take about three years just for them to get there."


     For the first time in twenty four hours, Dale felt happy.  "Good.  Come on home, Captain, and bring our allies with you."


     "Will do, Robert.  Kimmer out."


     Dale then tapped his communicator.  "Send a message to President Mamatmas' office.  Tell him..."  Dale thought of the proper words to use.  "Tell him that his son's sacrifice was not in vain."


     "Yes sir.  Sending now.  Anything else you need, sir?"


     "No, that's all.  I'll be sleeping, if anyone wants to talk to me.  Dale out."


     With the channel closed, Dale got back in his bed, and went back to sleep.








     "Ohhh, Marshall...."


     Andreys' moan of pleasure echoed through her quarters as Moreham moved his hands along her body.  "That was the best...."


     He chuckled.  "Thank you for the compliment."  Then their lips joined again, and both laid back down, Moreham on top of her.


     Then her communicator beeped, and Moreham scrambled off.  She reached over, and tapped it.  "Andreys here," she grumbled.


     "Umm, sir, Commander Barnes wanted to speak with you about...."


     "Tell him I'm too busy."


     "But...."


     A growl of annoyance cut off the protest, and the channel closed.  Then Andreys leaned her head back, and yawned.  Then she noticed that Moreham wasn't engaging in his usual foreplay, and rolled over to see that he was asleep.  After yawning again, she fell asleep.








     "What's going on?"


     Andreys looked around, seeing nothing but grayish mist.  When she looked down, she could see her workout clothing, which was drenched with sweat.


     "Julllliiieee..."


     Hearing the moan, Andreys kept turning, trying to find the origin of the murmur.  What she found made her gasp.


     She could see Dale, haggard and worn, shackled to some sort of metal slab/table.  His bare chest was covered in burns and bruises, while she could see scratch marks and burns on his legs.  "Julie....  Help me...," he moaned again.


     "Robby?!"  


     Andreys went to move toward him, and then stopped when Moreham appeared between them.  "Julia," he softly whispered, "hold me.  Let me show you my love."


     "Marshall?  Help me save Robby!"


     He seemed to ignore the painstricken Dale behind him.  "He doesn't matter, Julia.  He's nothing to us."  He approached her.  "Let me hold you.  Let me make love to you."  Then he bent his head and kissed her.


     At first, she enjoyed the kiss, until she heard Dale howl in pain.  She separated herself from Moreham, and looked at her friend.


     As she watched, horrified, streaks of blue electrical-like energy coursed through Dale's body.  He tensed, his muscles seemingly shocked into contraction, and stopped breathing, (that was probably the only reason he wasn't screaming from the intense pain she felt he was going through.)  His green eyes, blazing with pain, focused on her as if she was his only hope.  "Robby!"  She moved toward him.


     Then the pain stopped, and Dale slumped over, the restraints around his hands holding him up.  Smoke seemed to rise from him, and he gasped, "Julie....  please....  help me....."


     "Robby, what do I do?!"


     Then Moreham put his hands around her, placing his hands on her midriff, just below her breasts.  "Julia, let's forget him.  He's had his chance to have you, and didn't take it.  It's just us now."  Then he started to mooch on her neck, and suddenly she closed her eyes and moaned with pleasure, unable to help herself.


     Then her eyes bolted open again as Dale yelled again.  The energy started to course through him again, but this time it was far more powerful.  His mouth was frozen open because of the pain, his lungs unable to exhale enough air to let him scream.  "Robby!!!!!!"  She bolted to him again.


     Once again, the energy ceased, and he slumped again, smoke rising like steam over him.  "Julie....  the pain....  help me...."


     When Moreham came toward her again, she shouted, "No!  Marshall, if we don't stop, we'll kill him!"


     "He doesn't matter...."


     As Moreham continued to approach her, suddenly she heard a shout.  "Stay away from her, you bastard!"


     Carrey leapt out of the mist, and planted a flying kick to Moreham.  It didn't even faze him, and he grabbed Carrey by the throat.  Carrey started to struggle, and was able to gasp, "Julie, help me!  He's.... trying... tooooo... stranggggg....."  Carrey then went limp, and fell to the floor after Moreham released him.


     Horrified, Andreys kneeled over by Carrey, and put her fingers to his neck.  Then she looked up at Moreham, and shouted, "You've killed Zack!  Why?"


     "He was between us."  Moreham continued to approach, and added, "Nothing can stand between us.  We love only each other, and are loved by only each other."  He continued to approach.


     "Hey, you mother f$&#er!  Step away from Julie, or'll I'll make you f%&$ing pay for this shit!"  Barnes was the next person to come from the mist, wielding a welder.  He tried to place the shining blue flame on Moreham's neck, but all the brute did was turn around and snatch Barnes' neck.  Then he applied pressure.


     Crack.


     Barnes also fell to the floor, and Andreys checked his pulse as well.  When she felt nothing, she got to her feet and shouted, "Why are you killing my friends?!"


     "They are nothing.  We are for each other..."  He then stepped over, and after grabbing Andreys in a forceful embrace, began to kiss her again.


     She heard Dale's screams of pain again, and this time forced Moreham off.  When she turned to Dale, however, she saw his body sag, despite the energy crackling through him.  When she got to him, the energy stopped, and then the table disappeared.  Dale's body fell to the ground, and she kneeled over and put her hand to his neck.  Upon feeling no pulse, she put him on his back, and tried to conduct CPR.  After breathing into his mouth, she started to pump his chest, and softly cried, "Please, Robby.  Please don't be dead!  Please!"


     Moreham merely folded his arms.  "You are wasting your time.  He is long gone.  It is just us."


     She glared at him, enraged.  "Go to hell!!!!!!!!"  Then she started to breath in his mouth again.


     "I'll see you later, Julia.  I'm waiting for you."


     He disappeared, and Andreys continued to conduct the CPR.  However, all she succeeded in doing was hurting herself, and lose her own breath.  When she finished the tenth rotation, she bent over, covered her face, and started to cry.  "Nooooooo!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!  Robbbbbbbbbyyyyyyyyyyyyy!!!!!!"


     It is not too late, Julia.....


     Andreys turned, and saw a woman standing near her.  "Who are you?  What do you want?"


     For love, it is never too late, Julia......  Her mouth never moved.


     "Who are you?!!!!!!!  Can you help me save Robby?!"


     He is not gone.  This is merely a dream, Julia.  A dream in which the truth is merely trying to manifest itself.  You must understand it.....


     "Who are you?  What have you done?"


     The woman seemed to consider Andreys for a moment, and then turned away.  I am nothing.  However, if, in your journeys, you meet a woman named Susan Ivanova, you may want to consider speaking of my existence with her.....  Then the woman disappeared.


     Andreys looked around, and found herself alone.  Then she looked at the bodies of friends, and continued to weep.


     Suddenly, Dale opened his eyes, and looked up at her.  "Julie....."


     "Robby?  Are you alive?"  She grabbed him, hugging him as she had never done before.  "You're alive!!"


     Andreys helped get him to his feet, and then refused to let go.  "What do I do, Robby?  I don't want to hurt you anymore.  What do I do?"


     When she gazed into his green eyes, she already saw the answer.  He merely answered, "Follow your heart, Julie.  Follow your heart."


     And so she did.  They locked lips and kissed, and she felt as if the weight of the world had come off of her shoulders.....








     "Julia!  Julia, wake up!"


     Andreys felt two powerful arms shake her, and she opened her eyes.  In front of her, Marshall Moreham gazed into her face, apparently worried.  "Are you okay?"


     Clearing the cobwebs from her mind, she mumbled, "What....?"


     "You musta been havin' a nightmare."  He put his arm around her, and added, "You okay?"


     She nodded slowly.  "Yes, I'm okay."


     He smiled.  "Good."  Then he frowned.  "Um, Julia, there's been somethin' I've wanted to talk to you about...."


     "What?"  Andreys reached for a nearby towel to wipe the sweat off her body.


     He put his hand on her.  "I've.... been seein' someone else.  I don't know why we did this tonight.  I've already got me a girl...."


     Andreys put her hand to his mouth.  "That's okay, Marshall.  I've given my heart to someone too, although I don't think he knows it yet."


     "Lucky guy."  Moreham then sighed.  "Well, I guess I should get up and go back to my quarters."


     Andreys shook her head, and put her hand on his chest, holding him down.  "Just because we've agreed that tonight shouldn't have happened doesn't mean we can't enjoy what's left of it fully."  She smiled at him, and he grinned back.  "One more time, to remember me by?"


     "Why not?"  The two fell back to her bed, locked in each other's embrace.











     Personal Log: Day 663; Robert Allen Dale.  The war is over.  We have won.  Today, celebrations have erupted throughout Earth, marking our victory.  As a symbol of gratitude, the Congress of United Earth has agreed to give me the post as Secretary of Defense, making me the second-in-command of all military forces for United Earth.  The United Earth government has also agreed to start full integration of our colonies on New Israel, Beta Galacta III, and Gamma Rechver III.  Finally, we've found a home.


      Later today, several Freedom Force vessels will arrive with delegates from nineteen of our other allies.  Their purpose: the forming of an interdimensional organization that will be the first in known history.  If we succeed here, then it will mean the dawn of a new era, in which all of the goals of the Freedom Force will be met.


     Dale sighed as he finished reading a report from the United Earth Space Fleet.  In front of him, Captain Kimmer continued his report.  "So far, we've refitted nearly every ship in the United Earth Fleet.  However, their construction yards are currently being remodeled to handle the construction of our starships.  They have estimated that it will be next month before they can start construction on new starships."


     "What about our newest classes of starships?"  Dale rubbed his head.


     "Our first modified Galaxy-class starship should be finished by next week.  Keeping with our naming classification, we've named her the Missouri.  The Vicksburg-class starship will be finished in eight days, and will launch about five days later.  Commander Masterson is expecting to complete his designs for our new destroyer within a month, and Commander al-Muraq has assured me that the necessary modifications to the Marathon will be complete within ten days."


     Dale then chuckled.  "That's a lot of starships.  Still, it'll provide a good backbone to our current fleet."  Then, he asked, "When will the Abraham Lincoln be finished?"


     "Commander Menshesevi promises that it will be completed by the end of the week."


     "Good.  I want to give that command to Admiral Jarke, and assign the Lincoln as command ship for Sector Four.  Several reports of Agressa raiders that stayed behind are starting to worry the United Earth Merchant Union, and since Sector Four is the quickest route to Sheffield, we need that clear."


     "I'll make sure the appropriate orders are sent."  Kimmer stood and went toward the door.  "I'll see you later today, when those talks begin."


     "See you there, Captain."  Dale then turned back to the pile of reports that sat on his desk, and moaned.








     Later that day, the nineteen delegates met with President Mamatmas in a large conference room situated in the old Capitol building in Washington D.C.  Dale and Kimmer had taken up positions at one end of the room.  In front of each delegate was a copy of the proposal that they had drawn up.  As each delegate examined the proposal, Dale began to get nervous.  "Well," he whispered, "are they going to accept, or not?"


     Kimmer's shrug didn't make him feel any easier.


     Then one of the delegates, Senator Matthew Hage from the United States of RU-2, asked, "What is this clause about 'continued national sovereignty and rights'?  And what are these 'requirements'?"


     "The clause, Mister Senator, is meant to keep the individual rights and privileges of a member nation intact.  Being a member of our new Alliance will only mean that you agree to the following.  One: You send one representative to the Alliance Council, to give adequate representation of your nation's population.  This representative is to be chosen by an popular, free election, not a governmental body.  Two: Your nation pledges to give total military support in case of war, although you will be allowed to appeal any declaration of war by the Alliance to the heads of Defense, Foreign Relations, and Justice.  Three: You will drop all tariffs and taxes on trade from your fellow members.  Four: Three-fifths of your military personnel will be integrated into the standing Alliance military force, and they must report for whatever training is needed.  To be fair, all officers and personnel will retain their ranks.  And, finally, Five: You must obey whatever decision the Alliance Council makes in reference to foreign policy.  Failure to do so could mean expulsion from the Alliance."  Dale then swept the entire room under his gaze.  "Any more questions?"


     "And what do we receive for membership?"  This question came from Jean-Mark Rospierre, the leader of the French Republic in AR-12.


     "For one thing, membership gives you a voice in Alliance policy.  Each nation will have one voice, as to maintain equality and fairness.  Membership also enables you to carry out free trade among your member nations, which in turn will allow smaller, less advanced nations to catch up financially.  As a member of the Alliance, you are guaranteed the protection of the full Alliance.  An attack on your soil, or your people, will be considered an attack on the entire Alliance, and will be responded to immediately.  Also, membership in the Alliance means that we are required to help your nation build modern facilities, and modernize your industrial, agricultural, and transportational systems.  Alliance troops will be deployed on your soil to help train local defense forces that are not integrated, and provide an immediate response to any enemy incursion.  All nations will also receive at least one bomber wing from the Alliance Air Force, and nations in late twentieth-century and twenty-first century worlds will receive whole Air Groups, possibly even Air Divisions, depending on the military strength of the enemy forces that are in a position to invade."  Dale paused for a moment.  "Gentlemen, we're not just thinking of forming a social club for certain nations, or a toothless organization of fools and greedy jerks who just want more money.  This Alliance is going to mean something to us all.  We are forming this Alliance to be a symbol; a symbol of all that is good, and right, about humanity.  We must band together, not for profit and personal good, but for the good of all.  The good of the tired, hungry, but determined freedom fighter.  The good of the concentration camp prisoner, praying to whatever god there may be for freedom.  The good of those not even born yet, so that they might enjoy a life of prosperity, instead of a life of misery because some greedy, totalitarian dictator wants to give his lover expensive jewels and clothes instead of feeding his populace.  That is what this Alliance will stand for.  I'm sure that many of you, such as Premier Rospierre, can at least visualize what those poor people go through.  They are why we are doing this, not ourselves."


     Silence filled the room.  Then the delegates started to murmur among each other.  Then, Senator Hage announced, "I believe that this proposal is acceptable.  Allow me to confer with my government about our incurring membership."  Senator Hage then left the room.  One by one, the other delegates agreed, more or less, and went to confer with their governments.


     When the last delegate had gone through the door, Dale turned and faced Kimmer.  "So, what do you think they're going to do?"


     "Hard to tell, Robert.  Out of thirty-one possible members, they are the most likely to accept our deal.  However, national pride may interfere with their decision."


     Mamatmas turned from the window.  "Now, as we were discussing earlier...."


     "The military?"


     "Yes."  Mamatmas took a seat.  "Congress wants to make sure that our current military will remain intact in this new Alliance."


     "Of course."  Dale took a seat near him.  "Captain Kimmer and I have gone over this several times, and we have decided on offering this proposal."  He handed Mamatmas a padd.  "If you follow this proposal, we will possess four different military services, led by a High Command of their top officers.  The Alliance Army would adopt both your current military forces, the Freedom Force ground troops, and the forces of the other member worlds to form a frontline ground defense against aggression from hostile nations.  As for a training, Commander al-Muraq has already set up a large training facility on New Israel.  It would be a simple matter to convert this facility into an officer training academy."


     "What about a space fleet?  If we are to travel into universes, such as Captain Kimmer's, then we must have a large space fleet if we are to protect ourselves and our interests."


     Dale nodded, understanding.  "Of course, Mister President.  We have already started building newer, more advanced starships than you have seen already.  These ships would provide the backbone of a large, task force-based starship force that we believe will become the best to ever travel the spaceways.  Captain Kimmer will explain."


     They turned to Kimmer, who responded by sitting down at one chair.  "As you know, I was a member of Starfleet, the defensive and exploratory branch of the United Federation of Planets.  Starfleet itself does not use fleets and squadrons, as we have done in this war.  Instead, they use task forces of around ten starships of various capabilities to patrol areas of space equal to one sector.  During extreme wartime needs, there are provisions to convert their forces to fleet organization, but it would take nearly five months to finish such a reorganization of space forces.  In our system of organization, we would take about thirty to forty percent of our available starship forces, and organize them into fleets.  Such forces would be defense forces near hostile borders, to provide a frontline defense against incursion.  The rest of our forces would be divided into twenty ship task forces, and then combine at least half of our task forces into task groups made of four task forces each.  Such organization provides a good defense against raiders, effective frontier guards, and easy-to-deploy forces we could send almost immediately to hotspots."


     Mamatmas sat down, interested.  "Tell me more."


     "Task groups and smaller task forces would give our space fleet tremendous mobility, allowing us to redeploy starships, and ground support vessels, faster, easier, and safer than smaller ten ship or larger one hundred plus divisions."  Kimmer placed his hands on the table.


     "Have you spoken to Admiral Daresy about your recommendations?"


     "Yes, Mister President.  He fully agrees," Dale replied.


     "I would like your recommendations available to Congress, if at all possible."


     "At my order, the Roddenberry will transmit our entire proposal on the military question."


     "And what will we name this branch?  The Alliance Space Force?"


     Kimmer and Dale exchanged glances.  "No, Mister President," Dale answered.  "Since 'Starfleet' is already taken up, we decided on a tentative title of 'Alliance Stellar Fleet'."


     Mamatmas grinned slightly, apparently impressed with Dale's preparation.  "Good.  Now, please, continue."


     "The third service would be the Air Force.  Even though they would not be very useful in an interstellar conflict, a planetary military conflict will require air power, even in less advanced universes, such as AR-12 and CW-14.  The Air Force would retain your current rank system, and your current jet designs, with a few moderate improvements, of course."


     "Such as?"


     Dale activated the screen, and a military jet appeared.  It looked like a cross between an American F-15 Eagle and a Russian SU-33 Flanker.  "This is your F-30 Tomahawk.  With a few minor improvements, mostly in internal computer equipment and additional phaser cannons, this jet could become a top-rate tactical fighter."  He pressed the button again, and another jet appeared.  This one was smaller, and it's compact frame seemed to be a well-designed mixture of an F-16 Falcon and a F/A-18 Hornet.  "This is a design that one of your Air Force designers, together with our engineering expert Commander Masterson, developed at the beginning of the war.  We've named it the ST-89 Stinger, a naval tactical bomber that we can place on naval warships, or assign to land bases.  We tested it in a recent naval campaign against neo-Communist controlled France in RU-2.  This jet was praised by our British and American allies, because in combat missions against French land targets and landing craft concentrations, pilots brought a fantastic 96% success rate, with no losses.  Now, on to the next jet...."  The jet that appeared was large, with the normal tail end, but the two tail wings were swept forward instead of backward, with the wings in front of them.  "This, Mister President, is the ST-100 Skyfire, a modern version of the old American F-14 Tomcat, as well as your F-25 Superstar.  Having already tested this jet in RU-12, where the Freedom Force maintains a squadron attached to the R.A.F. and Royal Navy, we can verify our belief that is a top-of-the-line naval interceptor and dogfighter, with both naval and land-based capabilities."  Dale leaned on the table.  "These three jets would be our best, but there are many other support craft that I could mention but choose not to.  Need I go on?"


     "No, you need not."  Mamatmas chuckled for a moment.  "Now, the last military branch."


     "The Marine Corps."  Dale noticed Mamatmas' interested gaze.  "The Marines, in nearly every universe I've seen, are connected to the Navy.  I believe that they could be far more effective if they were a service of their own."


     "With the same divisions as we have today?"


     "Correct, Mister President."


     "Good.  You've done a lot of overtime on this, young man.  I think that I was correct to get you the post of Secretary of Defense."


     Then the other delegates started to filter back into the room.  Mamatmas and Kimmer vacated their seats, and Dale watched intently as they all took their seats, and placed their hands on the table.  "We have conferred with our governments, and they agree to your proposal.  However, there is one condition...."


     Dale felt his heart drop.  "What?"


     Clearing his throat, Senator Hage continued.  "To assure that the executive position is fully neutral, and not predisposed to any singular member, we demand that you, Mister Dale, take the Alliance Presidency."


     Mamatmas and Kimmer exchanged curious glances as Dale audibly gulped.  "Um, with all due respect, Senator, I must say that I am not the best choice for that position."


     "And why not, Monsieur Dale?," Rospierre asked.


     "Let's get this straight, gentlemen.  I am a nineteen year old teenager who got lucky and found a millennia-old alien base hidden under his family's farmland.  I'm not a statesman, nor am I a politician!  I am not a qualified man to run this Alliance.  Maybe in a decade or so, but not now."


     "Sir, if you do not accept, then this Alliance will have no credibility in the eyes of our fellows.  You are the only one among us who can truly be neutral."


     "With all due respect, Senator, I am not...."


     Then Kimmer interrupted them.  "May I make a suggestion?"


     All eyes turned toward him.  "You have our attention, Captain Kimmer," the British delegate from RU-2 said.


     Kimmer didn't flinch.  "It is possible to do away with the Presidency, or at least ignore the position for now, with a division of presidential powers."


     "How?"


     "The political power of the president could be taken by the Chancellor of the Alliance Council.  While that would make his vote more meaningful, and give him the leadership of the government, he would have to delegate his domestic duties to the Ministers.  The Minister of Defense would be the Commander-in-Chief of all Alliance military forces, with obvious safeguards against corruption.  The Minister of Foreign Relations would be responsible for the appointment of ambassadors and embassy staff, while the Minister of Justice will be the one responsible for our legal representation.  All of the other Ministers would also have their power and responsibilities increased to compensate.  And, last but not least, the Chancellor would have no military power, but the Defense Minister would have no political power, and be subject to removal from office by a Council resolution."  Kimmer then calmly surveyed the delegates.


     Seeing the chance Kimmer was offering them, Dale and Mamatmas quickly backed his idea.  The delegates started to murmur, and then Senator Hage, who was the de facto speaker for the delegates, nodded slowly.  "Agreed.  As long as Mister Dale takes the position of Defense Minister, assuring that the military remains fair, we will agree to this Alliance."  Then Hage shook Dale's hand, then Mamatmas, and finally Kimmer.  "Gentlemen, our worlds will never be the same after this.  When shall we sign the agreement?"


     "By next Tuesday, we should have an interdimensional signal network completed among our allies, and your nations.  We will publicly sign the agreement then."  Then Dale added, "Now, we have other business to discuss on our new Alliance.  If you will please look at this diagram...."








     Personal Log: Day 669; Robert Allen Dale.  With great pleasure, I now begin a new log entry:


     Ship's Log: July 4, 2156 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  Today is the dawn of a new era for myself, and my friends and fellows of the Freedom Force.  Too long, we have been without a home to call our own.  Now, on this day, we have founded that new home.  


     It's name: The Alliance of Democratic Nations.


     The Freedom Force has officially split up to help form the four military services of the Alliance.  I have officially taken command of the D.S.S. Roddenberry, registry number DCC-1966, with Julie as my first officer.  Zack is my Chief of Security, and Tom Barnes is where he belongs, as the Chief of Engineering.  Today, about forty billion people witnessed the signing of the Declaration of Sovereignty, which announced that the Alliance was an independent organization free of all outside influences.  It is our fervent hope that the Alliance will be a beacon of hope to those who do not breathe the sweet air of freedom.  For, in the Alliance Constitution, there is a declaration of our mission.  "To uphold freedom for all."  It is the dawn of a new Age, and it amazes me that I am here to witness it.


     The celebration had lasted for several hours.  Columns of troops from the newly formed Alliance Army and Alliance Marine Corps marched down the main avenue in Washington D.C., the appointed capital of the Alliance government, (Geneva, the popular choice and former capital of United Earth, had been destroyed by Agressa raiders during the war.)  Throngs of cheering people cluttered the sidewalks, many waving the flags of United Earth and other members.  As the parade ended, President Mamatmas stepped up to a podium in front of the Capitol building, and announced that he was stepping down from the United Earth Presidency, as to allow himself to be eligible for the position of Chancellor of the Alliance Council.  He was answered be cheers.  Then, with Dale, Kimmer, Daresy, and many of the other delegates from other member nations watched, Mamatmas then presented the initial design for the Kevin Mamatmas Memorial Center, a place where all of the dead and wounded of the Agressa War would be remembered for their brave sacrifice in the name of patriotism.  Afterward, the new Alliance flag was unfurled.


     The flag itself resembled the American flag in many ways.  However, there were major differences.  First of all, the red stripes had been replaced with black ones.  In the upper left corner of the flag, there was a white torch, burning with orange fire, and twenty white stars surrounding it.  Finally, the field behind the torch and stars was black instead of blue.


     Upon seeing the flag unfurled, the crowds cheered again.  In the air, a flight of five ST-100 Skyfires soared over them, the sound of their jet engines going perfectly with the fireworks going off behind them.  Flowers of red, blue, green, and orange colored explosions appeared in the sky, illuminating it.  Then, a band of Marine and Army officers began to play the tunes of the Alliance national anthem, "Onward for Freedom", (composed during the horrific Corporation Wars that Dale had learned nearly destroyed United Earth in the twenty-first century.)


     Then, each of the delegates gave a short speech, mostly praising their accomplishment in forming the Alliance, and wishing for the Alliance to never falter, (blah, blah, blah....)


     Then, it became Dale's turn to step up to the podium.  With what seemed to be a million butterflies bouncing around in his stomach, Dale gulped and stepped up, wearing the silver-and-black formal military uniform of a government-related Stellar Fleet officer.  On the left side of his collar, six golden stars betrayed his title: Commander-in-Chief Alliance Armed Forces.


     As he began to speak, the crowds fell silent.  Hiding his nervous feelings, Dale started to hit stride with his speech.  The words began to flow unconsciously, as if he were no longer in mental control.  Sitting along Dale's left side, Kimmer grinned slightly at Dale, whom he felt to be his protegè.  Mamatmas also allowed himself a small grin.


     By the time Dale was able to force himself to finish, he peeked at his watch and found that an hour had passed.  Stepping down, he was answered by a wave of applause.  As soon as he sat down, he took a breath.  At least that's over...., he thought.


     Then he felt someone tap his shoulder.  As Foreign Relations Minister Crelton Heller took the podium, he turned his head, and gasped at the site in front of him.


     It as Andreys, and he had never seen her so radiant.  Her blue dress, which sparkled like a night sky, flowed down to her heels, with the material transparent from the bottom of her thighs down.  The top of the dress cut neatly below her shoulders, with transparent material reaching down to the top of her cleavage.  Her now-smooth looking blonde hair was wrapped up in a bun, to prevent it from covering her shoulders.  "Am I late?"


     "No, not by a long shot."  Dale, still a little stunned by the way the dress brought out her natural beauty, stood up and gestured toward his chair.  "Want to sit down?"


     "No, I don't."  She put her arms around his neck.  "When does the dancing start?"


     "Dancing?!  We're not...."  Dale shook his head.  "Why did you wear your favorite dress?"


     Andreys giggled.  "I wanted to look my best.  After all, I'm the Commander-in-Chief's right hand woman."


     Dale then heard Heller finish, and Mamatmas step up again, officially ending the celebration.  Of course, people would probably still celebrate through the night, to the next day.  The delegates sitting around him went their own ways, leaving Dale and Andreys standing alone.  "Well, what do we do now?"


     Andreys shrugged.  "I hear that there's a great restaurant near the White House.  Want to treat me to a dinner?"


     "I was actually thinking of returning to the Roddenberry, and meeting that new lounge host.  Admiral Daresy said he used to be an official cook on his flagship, and recommended him for the job.  Someone by the name of Hargert."


     "Hargert?  Sounds German."


     Dale nodded, and then swallowed.  "Julie, did I ever tell you that this dress makes you absolutely beautiful?"


     "I heard you say that at our senior prom."  Andreys then said, "Well, if we're returning to the Roddenberry, you'd better contact them."


     "Right away."  Dale reached into his pocket, and took out his communicator.  After attaching it to his arm, he tapped it.  "Dale to Roddenberry."


     "Roddenberry here."


     "Two to beam up."


     A few moments later, they disappeared in twin columns of light.








     When they materialized, Dale led Andreys to her quarters.  After they entered, Dale looked away, and said, "Well, tomorrow I get swamped by a mountain of reports as part of my new duties."


     Dale then turned to see Andreys start to slip off her dress.  Walking up behind her, he placed his hands on her shoulders, noting how soft and smooth the skin felt to touch.  "Julie, why did you really wear this dress tonight?  It probably got the attention of every lonely, single man that saw you tonight.  Probably even some of the married ones, too."  He chuckled at the last comment.


     She joined him in laughing.  Then she turned and answered, "I think you know why...."


     The next thing either one knew, their lips were joined in a fierce, passionate kiss.  Then, Dale pushed her away, and shook her head.  "No, this isn't right."  He shook his head, and went toward the door.


     She got in his way, and asked, "Why not?"


     "Julie, I can't take advantage of you like this.  Our friendship means to much."  He walked out the door, and tears began to flow down Andreys' cheeks.








     Dale entered the ship's lounge, and for the first time, found it nearly packed.  Waiters, and one waitress, rushed to give out drinks and plates of food.  Wading through the crewmembers standing around, carrying on conversations, he took a seat at the bar, and an elderly man approached.  "What would you like, sir?," he asked, in a thick, quaint German accent.


     "Something.... strong."  The memory of the ill-fated kiss with Andreys still stung his memory.


     "Strong?  I take it that you have not had a good night."


     "How's that so obvious?"  Dale put his head in his hands, frustrated.


     "A woman, yes?  She has rejected you?"


     Dale, intrigued by the man's seemingly impossible observations, answered, "Yes, it's a woman.  No, she has not rejected me.  She's an old friend, and in her lonliness turned to me."


     "And you turned away?"


     Dale raised his head, and gazed at the elderly man.  "What are you, a telepath?"


     "No.  However, as a mere lounge host, I have learned a great many things about humanity.  May I entertain you?"


     Dale's curiosity peaked.  "Why not?," he replied.  "Entertain away."








A Few Weeks Later....








     "Coming into orbit over Earth, sir.  Are you and Minister Heller ready for transport?"


     Dale sighed, and turned to Minister Heller.  His normally robust demeanor was worn down, and he appeared fatigued.  "Almost.  Give us a minute."  Then he asked his companion, "Are you okay?  I'll go....."


     "No, let's get this over with."  Heller stepped up on the transporter, and Dale followed, thinking of the past hectic week.


     Following the advice of now-Admiral Frederick Kimmer, Commandant of the Stellar Fleet Academy at Annapolis on Home Earth, (as United Earth was now known), the Council had decided to make contact with the powers of his home universe.  First, they had with met the Romulans, where Romulan arrogance immediately made it clear that relations would be, at best, tense.  Then they met the Cardassians, where the head of the Cardassian military was cordial, until Dale started to venture into the civil rights abuses of the Cardassian military upon both POWs and occupied worlds.  The abrupt end of their meeting made it clear that the Alliance had found a probably enemy, not an ally.


     The meeting with the Klingon High Council had been the most promising.  The Klingons were very interested in the Alliance's military power and potential, as well as their stance on many key interstellar issues.  Their answers seemed to impress them, and one Klingon general even voiced a belief that the Alliance would be a better ally than the Federation.


     Their next contact.


     Dale, unsure of what to expect from the Federation diplomats waiting for them, nodded to the transporter operator.  "Beam us down."








     Captain Jean-Luc Picard, of the Federation Starship Enterprise, ventured into the observation room at Starfleet Headquarters.  Two admirals were waiting for him, Vice Admiral Alynna Nechayev and Admiral Charles Haley.  "Captain, good for you to be here."


     Picard took a seat.  "Thank you, Admiral."


     "Where is the Enterprise?"  Haley took a seat by them.  His square jaw and weathered face seemed rugged compared to most Starfleet admirals.  Then again, Picard privately mused, to rise through the ranks of Starfleet's virtually unrespected infantry branch would probably take a toll on the hardest of us.


     "Commander Riker is currently investigating a recent attack on my security officer.  He believes that Klingon renegades allied with the Duras sisters are behind the murder attempt."  Picard then asked, "Why did you call me here?"


     Nechayev glanced at her superior, and Haley took a drink of what appeared to be Bolian tonic water.  "Ten days ago, a mysterious message was sent to Starfleet Command, as well as the respective military commands for the Klingons, Romulans, and Cardassians.  It was a request for a meeting."  Before Picard could ask a question, Haley continued.  "They claimed to be an interuniversal organization called 'The Alliance of Democratic Nations.'  All requests were granted, and they have sent two of their top officials to meet with us today."


     Picard took a moment to get over his shock.  "Inter-universal?  They actually have the necessary technology to implement it?"


     "Apparently so.  We weren't sure of the authenticity of their claims, until they arrive earlier today.  Watch the screen."  The three turned to the screen, and it changed to show a starfield.  There was nothing on the screen.


     Then, a small point appeared.  It twinkled for a moment, then enlarged to show a vortex with swirling rainbow colors.  A large ship exited the vortex, and slowed.  It was composed of a saucer, a drive, and a third section that reminded Picard of the sensor pod of a Nebula-class ship, although it was more pointed, and longer.  "After entering orbit, they beamed down their officials, and our diplomats are currently talking with them.  We have a live channel to the room, without audio."


     "For privacy reasons," Nechayev added.


     Picard nodded slowly.  "Of course."


     On the screen, Picard could see two Federation diplomatic officials talking with two men.  One, an older one, was wearing a business suit that reminded Picard of a twentieth century man.  The other man was wearing a silver uniform, with six gold stars on his left collar, and a eagle patch on his left chest.  He appeared strikingly young, with dark black hair and fiery green eyes.  He appeared to be almost shouting at the Federation diplomats, while his associate merely observed.  Picard could swear that the older man was amused at his companion's agressive stance.  One of the Federation diplomats fired back a remark, but he quickly retaliated, and pointed a finger at the Federation man.  "Quite the fiery one, isn't he?"


     Haley chuckled at Picard's remark, while Nechayev merely looked away.  "From what I heard at the introductions, his name is Robert Dale.  He is the Minister of Defense for the Alliance, as well as Commander-in-Chief of their military."


     "Any ideas on what this Alliance is going to do?"


     "We don't know."  Haley took another drink.  "We know their meetings with the Romulans and the Cardassians didn't go well, but the Klingons seem to have a high opinion of them.  Chancellor Gowron told me personally that he thought the Alliance could help hold the Romulans at bay."


     "Do they have a foothold in our universe yet?"


     Haley shook his head.  "Not yet.  However, if their negotiations with the Klingons bear fruit, they may send military forces to the Klingon Empire, allowing them to expand along unknown space."


     "Any idea on whether they will respect the Prime Directive?"


     "Not really.  We hope they will, but the Federation Council has already decided that failure to accept it at least partially will result in a total boycott against them, as well as economic sanctions."


     Picard shook his head.  "I really don't see the wisdom of such an act.  Even if they refuse to accept the Prime Directive at first, engagement may be a better strategy than hostility."


     Haley grinned, but Nechayev bristled.  "Captain," she commented sternly, "the Prime Directive is essential to the well-being...."


     "Admiral, if engagement worked for Clinton and the Chinese, then it can certaintly work for us."


     "Captain...."  Picard steeled himself for another of Nechayev's speeches.


     "Not now, Alynna," Haley barked.


     Then, the two men stood up, and the young one, (Dale, Picard corrected himself), pressed a device on his arm, and said something.  He and his companion then beamed up.


     Haley pressed a button, and audio came in on the channel.  "Well, what was that about?"


     One of the diplomats sighed.  "They've refused to accept the Prime Directive.  They say that it is merely a shield that many dictators and oppressive governments use to protect themselves from the intervention, and that they will refuse to follow it.  They claim that if we try to use military force to stop them, they will consider it an act of war."


     Picard visibly blanched, while Haley maintained a neutral expression.  "Give me your report, and I'll talk with the Federation Council and Starfleet Command."


     Nechayev smirked at Picard.  "And what was this you were saying about 'engagement', Captain?"


     Picard merely shrugged.  "So much for diplomacy...."








Epilogue











     A lone, cloaked being stood on the bridge of a starship, traveling through a blood-red realm known as "hyperspace".  "The time has come.  It has begun."


     A white form of energy hovered next to him.  "Yes."


     The being began to channel his energy to travel to another plane of existance.  "Fare thee well, Kosh.  I shall return later."  He disappeared from the bridge.


     The Vorlon known as Kosh merely hovered for a moment.  "And so it begins...."  He then altered his course, heading for a sector of space that the humans called "Grid Epsilon".  It was time to arrive at his new home.


     A space station known as Babylon 5.....








     The birth of  a superpower....  A superpower that would defend the rights of infinitely large numbers of people....  A superpower that would usher in the Fourth Age of Mankind....


     A time for heroes....








     Dedicated to the great writers and dreamers such as Gene Roddenberry, Martin Luther King Jr., and J. Michael Strazynski.  Their work is the foundation upon which this series will be built.


