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Author's Word





     I know that you B5 fans have been waiting for this baby.  Well, it's here.  Starting between the events in "Divided Loyalties" and "The Long, Twilight Struggle", this little number will add Babylon 5 into the mix.








Prologue





     Kosh walked into the dark dock, having just arrived on Babylon 5.  He was not greeted by Sheridan, just showing how busy the captain was.  He lumbered through the dock, knowing that the Chosen One was coming.  It was time.











     Ship's Log: June 29, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  Two months ago, an explorer ship went to a new universe, one we have designated EM-5.  There, they encountered an alien race named the Minbari, and we have opened preliminary trade negotiations with them.  To help finalize this deal, I have been asked to go to a diplomatic space station, named Babylon 5, to meet with a Minbari ambassador that resides there, a woman named Delenn.  Since all of the major powers in this universe have a delegate there, this is a good chance to begin diplomatic relations with everybody in this universe.


     Dale walked onto the bridge, and looked on as they finished another interspatial jump.  He walked up to his seat, and turned to Jarod.  "How many more jumps do we have to make?"


     Jarod checked his readings.  "At the rate we're supposed to go, at least two more.  In thirty minutes we'll be able to jump again."


     "Fine.  Are we cloaked?"


     Worf checked his panel.  "Yes sir."


     "Good.  Keep it that way."  Dale walked into his office.  








     Captain John Sheridan, commander of the space station Babylon-5, sat down, and was preparing to eat when his security chief, Michael Garibaldi, walked up.  He was holding a report in his hands.  Sheridan looked up at him, and said, "Yes, Mister Garibaldi?"


     "We just had another sighting.  Three sectors away."


     "Who saw it?"


     "Some Drazi.  They said, quote, 'that it was the largest ship they had ever seen'.  It was there for about a second, and then it disappeared, right in front of them."


     "All right.  According to the reports, it looks like it's heading toward us."


     "Commander Ivanova has already sent out Delta wing, and we've ordered all fighter pilots to remain on alert."


     Sheridan nodded.  "Okay.  I'll be at a Council meeting as soon as I finish eating."








     "The Minbari are holding something from us all!"


     Sheridan felt like he could just scream.  The ambassadors from the League of Non-Aligned Worlds were in an uproar.


     "From the locations of the sightings, and the course that the phantom is going, it is obvious that this phantom is coming from Minbar itself!"


     "The Minbari are obviously allying themselves with some new, unknown race!  They could be trying to subjugate us all!"


     "Where is Delenn!  We wish to speak with her!"


     Sheridan rubbed his temples.  "Ambassador Delenn has important business to attend to."


     "She is hiding from us deliberately!"


     The link on Sheridan's hand beeped, and he pressed it.  "Sheridan here."


     Ivanova's voice said, "Sir, we're picking up an unusual disturbance from one of our proximity probes."


     "Which one?"


     "50, sir."


     "I'll be right up."  He turned to the council members.  "I'm afraid I'll have to attend to this."








     "Sir, you won't believe this."  Ivanova was at her usual position at the viewing window.


     "What?"


     "We picked up a reading from another proximity probe, 23, thirty seconds ago."


     "And?"


     "Twenty seconds ago, we picked up a similar reading from probe 9."


     "That's impossible!  It takes about an hour to just traverse the distance.  They would have to be..."


     Ivanova saw the amazement in his face.  "...going faster than the speed of light.  I know.  I told you that you wouldn't believe it."


     Then, one of the operators said, "Sir, picking up a ship coming in to scanner range.  ETA, twenty seconds."


     





     Dale watched as the station called Babylon-5 came into view.  It was long, at least five miles in length, and the inner part was turning, like a centrifuge, no doubt for the production of gravity.


     Jarod was at Ops, and he said, "Sir, we're picking up several small craft around the station.  They appear to be defense fighters."


     He turned to Worf.  "Mister Worf, capabilities?"


     "I am not reading any shields of any type.  Just like we were told."


     "Okay, send them a signal."


     Jarod went to comply, then said, "I can't get anything through to them.  Their communications system is not fully compatible to ours."


     "Can you fix that?"


     "Give me a few minutes.  I'll see if I can align our communications array properly."


     "Okay, let's see if we can make them feel comfortable.  Drop out of warp, and come within one hundred kilometers of the station, then stop.  Go to Code Blue."  Dale noticed the stares around him, but he wasn't about to take a chance with the humans of this universe.








     Sheridan watched as the gigantic ship suddenly stopped, right in front of them.  It turned, and approached.  It was huge, with frontal section shaped like a saucer, a lower section beneath that, with a gigantic pulsating "dish".  At the lower section's sides were two long pods, with blue in the middle, and red in the front, probably engines.  At the rear of that was an uprising "spine" which led to an upper part, shaped like a long triangle, which came straight forward, it's point just at the middle of the saucer.  He drew in a breath as it approached them, and then stopped.  He saw a name on the bottom of the ship, and he strained to look at it.


     It read: D.S.S. Roddenberry DCC-1966.


     "Roddenberry?  Who the hell is Roddenberry?"


     Ivanova looked at the name as well, and said, "It's in English.  How is that possible?"


     "D.S.S.  What can that stand for?  S.S. might be 'starship', but what could the 'D' stand for?"


     The scanner operator looked at his panel, and said, "Captain, I'm detecting some kind of forcefield around that ship.  The scanners can't penetrate."


     "Who are they?  I don't think the Abbai could develop a ship like that."  Ivanova looked at Sheridan.


     "Order Delta wing to approach, carefully.  Don't make any sudden moves.  And try to open a communication link with that thing."


     "Yes sir."  The communications officer turned back to him.  "Sir, they're not answering."


     Sheridan looked at the ship again.  "Either they won't, or they can't.  If they have energy shields and faster-than-light travel without hyperspace, then they are way more advanced than we are."


     "Sir, Delta wing has come into a position between us and that ship."


     Then, a voice came over a comm link.  "Engines won't stop!  I'm going to hit them!"


     Ivanova's voice betrayed her panic.  "His main thrusters are stuck!  Try to break him off.  Maybe we can get the Starfury's evasive systems to....."








     "Sir, one of their fighters has lost control.  He is going to hit the shields in ten seconds."        


     Dale exchanged a look with Andreys.  "He won't survive that.  Mister Worf, activate tractor beams.  Try to hold him until he can get his craft under control."


     "Yes sir"  On the screen, a blue beam struck out and held the fighter in place.


     Jarod was frantic at his console.  "Sir, the beam's too powerful!  That fighter will be ripped apart if we don't do something!"


     "Worf, reduce power!"





     


     Sheridan listened as the pilot started to yell.  "They're attacking!  I need some assistance, now!"


     He immediately turned to Ivanova.  "Order them to wave off!  Now!"


     "I'm trying!  Delta wing, disengage!  Repeat, this is Babylon Control, stand down!"


     As Sheridan looked out, he could see the fighters hitting the ship with everything they had.  Every hit bounced off of their shields.








     "Sir, their fighters are attacking."


     Paris, who was at the conn, looked at the screen.  "Why would they do that?"


     "Because, Lieutenant, the tractor beam is shaking up that guy so badly that they probably think that we're attacking him," Andreys answered.


     Dale turned in his chair, so that he was looking behind him, and looked up at Worf.  "Disable them.  Try to use our smaller phasers to shear off their wings.  Hopefully, they have an ejection system."


     "Yes sir.  Locking secondary phaser arrays.  Firing."








     "Sir, they're firing at our fighters."


     Sheridan could see orange blasts of energy streak out and hit each of the fighters.  Their wings were sheared off by the shots, and they lost their power.


     "Shall I prepare defenses?"


     Sheridan thought for a moment, and had almost made his decision, when the matter became more involved.


     Then, the door opened.  In walked Delenn, wearing her usual Minbari dress.  "You must call off your attack on that vessel!"


     Sheridan turned to her.  "What are you..."


     "Please!  I shall explain later."


     "Okay, you owe me an explanation."  To Ivanova, he said, "Order everybody to stop firing."


     "What about them?"


     Delenn walked up to her.  "If you align your communications link to a higher bandwidth, it may be possible to communicate with them."


     "Should I, Captain?"


     Sheridan nodded.








     "Sir, we're being hailed.  Audio only."


     Dale leaned back in his seat.  "Put them on."


     A voice came in.  "This is Captain John Sheridan, commanding officer of Babylon-5.  Please identify yourself."


     "This is Robert Allen Dale, commander of the Democratic Starship Roddenberry, and Defense Minister for the Alliance of Democratic Nations.  We apologize for any damage we may have caused.  We did not come to cause harm to anyone."


     A new voice came in.  "This is Ambassador Delenn of the Minbari.  How soon will you be coming over?"  Her accent was similar to that of a Yugoslavian friend Dale had known.


     "Give me five to ten minutes."


     Sheridan's voice came back in.  "We'll meet you at the dock."


     Dale mentally shook his head.  "No need, Captain.  We'll beam over."


     Sheridan's voice betrayed his confusion.  "Beam?"


     Dale sighed, then said, "If you give us a map of you station, and show us where you're meeting room is, then we will see you shortly."


     "Okay, we're sending right now.  I'll see you when you get here."


     The link was cut, and Dale got up.  "Julie, you have the bridge.  Worf, you're with me.  Make sure that Garak and Spock are awaiting us in transporter room 2."


     "Aye sir."








     Sheridan sat in his chair, and looked up at Delenn and Garibaldi.  "Well, what do you think, Mister Garibaldi?"


     Garibaldi had no expression on his face.  "I don't trust them."


     "Of course you don't.  What else do you think?"


     "That we should be extra cautious of how we deal with these people.  We know nothing of them."


     Sheridan turned to Delenn.  "What do you know about these people?"


     Delenn looked pre-occupied.  She shook off whatever she was thinking about, and turned to Sheridan.  "Two months ago, a far-reaching Minbari ship, a Tinashi-class frigate, the Marzaria, encountered an explorer ship named the Endeavor.  At first the captain of our ship believed it was a ship from Earth Alliance, and when they observed the ship break the speed of light, the captain panicked.  The Endeavor drew near to the Marzaria, and the captain fired, fearing that it was a new human weapon.  The Endeavor withstood the hit, and sent out a distress signal.  Several moments later, a strange jump point opened near them, and another ship, a small warship, came out and engaged the Marzaria, crippling it.  However, they then helped the crew stabilize the ship, and brought them back to Minbar."


     "And it was this 'Alliance of Democratic Nations'?"


     Delenn nodded, and continued.  "They are an interdimensional alliance, with the ability to jump through universes at will.  They have so far spread to over forty universes, with contacts in at least twenty others."


     "Impressive."


     "They are a people committed to the maintenance of the political system you call 'democracy'.  From the contact we've had with them, we know that they have a large military, who's power can only be described as awesome."


     Garibaldi whistled.  "How awesome?"


     "Their ships use a weapon system known as 'phasers', an enhanced energy beam that disassociates matter at a molecular level.  In order to fight other ships with these weapons, their defensive technology includes force shields that are much stronger than those belonging to the Abbai.  Their ships possess a faster-than-light engine known as a 'warp drive'.  They also possess an extremely powerful cloaking device, which enables their ships to go undetected through any form of scanning equipment."


     "Impressive.  Anything else?  Who are they at war with?"


     Delenn paused for a moment.  "According to the report I received from my government, they are currently at war with the Berjakian Empire in their universe designate FHI-8, as well as a war against a race known as the Redeemers in universe designate ST-3."


     Sheridan took a sigh of relief.  "That means they're less likely to want another war on their hands."


     "Many of the enemies they have defeated were extremely arrogant, and the Alliance used that against them.  They have few allies, since most nations that have been friendly to them have joined their Alliance.  However, their allies are very aggressive.  Their major ally is a race known as the Klingons, who are a race of warriors, who value honor above all else, much like our warrior caste.  Another ally is a race known as the Allerians, who are helping them to fight the Berjakians.  They are also friends with several nations from an Earth in your late twentieth century."


     Just then, four pillars of light appeared in the room.  They were replaced by four people, one of whom was human.  Their uniforms were all different.  One was human, while the others were different aliens.  One on the human's left looked remarkably human, the only alien feature being his larger pointed ears.  The one on the right was an obvious alien, having scaly gray skin.  The three of them were wearing uniforms, with black near the shoulders, as well as below the knees.  The rest was silver.  The human had six gold stars on the left side of his neck, while the two aliens had only three.  The fourth alien was behind them, and was large, dark-skinned, and fearsome.  His forehead was larger than that of a human, with his head showing a network of what looked like large ridges, obviously in the skull.  His teeth were sharp, almost like small fangs.  His uniform had a different color than the other three, for he had brown where they silver.  He had two gold stars, and a black one with a gold outline.


     When the human stepped up, Sheridan saw just how young he was.  The human put out his hand, and said, "I am Minister Robert Dale." 


     Sheridan was out of his seat by now, and he went up and shook Dale's outstretched hand, and then said, "Captain John Sheridan."  


     Dale turned to his companions.  He first gestured to the alien with the pointed ears.  "This is Commander Spock, my diplomatic advisor.  He is a half human, half Vulcan."


     When Sheridan went to shake his hand, Spock lifted his left hand and showed a gesture.  His left two fingers were separated from his right two fingers, all of them stretched to the side.  "Live long and prosper, Captain."


     Sheridan and Garibaldi looked confused for a second, until Dale explained to them about the Vulcan greeting.  Then, Dale turned to the scaly-skinned alien.  "This is Commander Garak, my intelligence advisor.  He is a Cardassian."


     Garak extended his hand.  "Greetings, Captain."


     "Greetings to you to, Commander."


     Dale then gestured to the alien in the rear.  "This is Lieutenant Commander Worf, my chief of security.  He is a Klingon, and my official security escort."


     Sheridan went to greet him, but couldn't seem to get past a verbal greeting.  Something about Worf scared him.  he then walked over to the other side of the room.  He pointed an open hand to Garibaldi, and said, "This is my Chief of Security, Michael Garibaldi."


     Garibaldi tried to let out a small smile, without laughing.  "Nice to meet you."


     Dale had, by now, walked up to Delenn, and gave a customary Minbari greeting gesture.  "Ambassador Delenn, I am honored."


     She returned it, and responded to him.  Then she asked, "Where do you wish to conclude our negotiations?"


     Dale put up his hand.  "First, I would like to speak to your assembled ambassadors.  The Alliance Council has asked me to convey our wish to keep the peace you have worked so hard to maintain."


     "Yes.  This way, Minister."








     When Delenn entered the council chambers first, she was deluged by questions and accusations.  When Dale and his entourage entered, everything fell quiet.  Everybody, from the ambassador to the smallest nation to G'Kar and Londo Mollari, ambassadors for the Narn and the Centauri respectively, looked at Dale and his companions, and wondered.  Dale got up to the center, where he was facing the ambassadors from the smaller nations, and spoke.  "I am Robert Allen Dale, Minister of Defense for the Alliance of Democratic Nations.  We mean you no harm.  We wish to open trade with you, to know you for who you are, and to help you defend yourself from harm.  That is why I'm here.  Now that I know what this station is all about, I have sent a request to our High Council to send an ambassador so that we too can participate in this station's mission.  If any wish to open talks with us, send your request through to the Minbari."


     When Dale finished, there was a flurry of small discussions between the different delegates.  Then, one, an alien with a scaly green head, stood and asked, "Where are you from?  You are human, yet you are not with your people."


     Dale was sure that his answer would cause some shock, but he went on anyway.  "We are all from a different universe than yours'.  We use universal jump drives, a technology developed millennia ago by an ancient race known as the Dargsla.  They enable us to travel through the barrier that lies between universes."


     A hushed silence fell over the room.  Dale did not notice that Delenn's expression had changed to one of shock.








     Back on the Roddenberry, Andreys was walking into the lounge, to get a drink.  She was in a fresh uniform, and walked up to the bar.  The Roddenberry's lounge host, a human with a German accent named Hargert, walked up to her.  He was in his sixties, and had a slight limp.  "Ja, and what do you want, Commander?"


     She thought a moment, then answered, "A Keloan s'nurga, with a dash of coffee."


     He nodded.  "Right away."  Then he left.


     Andreys looked around, and first the first time noticed how empty the lounge was.  Outside the window she could see Babylon-5, and noticed how it looked.  Since much of the Alliance's technology was produced in ST-3, the Alliance also used similar space station designs.  Their stations were mostly longest at their y-axis, but Babylon-5 was long on it's x-axis.  As she looked, Hargert came back with her drink.  She thanked him, and took the cup.  She looked out again at the station, and turned to drink.


     Then, the door opened again, and Paris entered, with Ensign Empsy right behind him.  They laughed, and he kissed her on the cheek.  They sat down, and a waiter came over to service them.


     Andreys was so pre-occupied watching them that she didn't notice Hargert come up behind her.  His words broke through her silence.  "You envy them, do you not?"


     She was startled, and quickly turned to face Hargert.  She met his kind, brown eyes, and then realized what he had said.  "I, I don't know what you're talking about."


     She was lying, and Hargert saw right through it.  "Ja, you do.  Young ladies your age are always envying others.  I believe you envy their love.  You want it to, but you can not have it."  Andreys was getting flustered, and couldn't get a word out.  He saw it in her eyes, and he knew the truth.  "You do love somebody, do you not?"


     "Um, no."  Andreys was beginning to wither under the blitzkrieg that was being unleashed upon her.


     Then she unintentionally gave it up.


     "He's... too busy.  He hasn't got the time for me.  He's already involved."


     At that instant, Hargert knew the object of her affection.


     "It is Dale, is it not?"


     Andreys raised herself with a start.  "Who did you say?"


     Their eyes met again, and she once again was defeated.  She jumped up, and walked-no, ran-out of the lounge.


     Hargert looked down for a moment, then went on to the next person.








     Dale was just about to finish answering the questions that he was barraged with, when Delenn noticed a newcomer to the room.  It was Kosh, the Vorlon ambassador.  He saw Dale, and the uniform he was wearing, and slowly turned to Delenn.  He went over to her, and said slowly, "Tell him."


     Delenn looked at him, and asked, "Tell him about what?"


     "You know."


     She gazed into the small hole that served as his viewing port, and knew.  She eased herself over to Garak, trying not to gather attention.  "Mister Garak," she whispered.


     He turned.  "Yes?"


     "As soon as Minister Dale is finished, would you please ask him to meet me in brown sector, level five.  If he wants an escort, have him bring Captain Sheridan."


     "If he asks for a reason?  What shall I tell him?"


     "Tell him that I wish to tell something to him."


     "What?"


     Delenn's eyes seemed to go stone cold, and Garak believed that he hadn't seen such a sight before.


     "The Shadows."  Then, she left, leaving Garak perplexed.








     "Sir, I cannot allow you to go alone!"


     Dale turned to face the raging bull that was his Klingon bodyguard.  "Mister Worf, it's not your decision to make.  It's mine.  I'm going.  Captain Sheridan will be with me."


     "But sir!"


     "Worf, I'm glad you're worried.  That goes with the job.  But, I'm a grown man, and I don't need a bodyguard everywhere I go.  Sheridan will be with me, and I'm sure that he will do everything to protect me."


     Worf, realizing that he had lost his battle, backed off.  He nodded to Dale, then turned and walked to the council room, where Spock was handling what questions Dale wasn't asked.


     Dale watched him leave, and headed to a lift.  As he went to enter, Sheridan walked up behind him.  They entered, and Sheridan said, "Brown 5."  The lift began to move.


     Sheridan turned to Dale.  "What's going on?"


     "All I know is that Garak said she wanted to tell me about some shadows.  I don't have an idea what it..."  Dale turned and saw Sheridan's expression.  Dale opted to stay quiet until he heard more.








     As Dale and Sheridan rounded a corner, they came upon Delenn and Kosh.  Kosh looked at Dale, and it seemed to Dale as if his muscles were not moving at all.  Kosh looked at him, and said, "You... are... the one."


     Dale looked at his helmet.  "What?"


     Delenn then walked up to him.  "We wish to tell you about the Shadows, and the Coming Darkness."





     


     Worf turned the corner, and came face-to-face with G'Kar, the Narn ambassador.  Their eyes interlocked, as they studied each other.


     Worf broke the silence first.  "Your eyes.  They are full of the warrior's spirit."


     "What?"  The Narn looked into Worf's eyes even harder.


     "You have the warrior's spirit in you.  As a Klingon, I am a good judge of the size of that spirit.  It is immense."


     "Ah, you are from a race of warriors.  We Narn have always been forced to fight, mostly against our worst enemies, the Centauri.  Just forty human years ago, we forced the Centauri off our planet, after decades of oppression and occupation."  G'Kar was inviting Worf into a discussion of their races' histories.


     Worf took the invitation..  "My people, about four centuries ago, were invaded by a race we named the Hucq'.  They defeated our warriors in battle after battle, until we hijacked one of their ships.  After two decades of war, we forced them off our planet.  Then, my people spread throughout sector, winning glorious victory after glorious victory, and we rule one of the largest empires in our galaxy.  We were finally stopped by other races, but we still yearn for glory and honor."


     G'Kar shook his head slowly.  "Yes, my people yearn for the same.  Victory is a thing of the past, however.  We are at war with our old enemy, the Centauri.  And they are using some unknown ally to defeat us in battle after battle.  They claim that it is their military expertise that is winning for them, but we know better."


     After G'Kar and him has discussed about the Centauri's tactics and battles, Worf let out a low growl.  "They are not honorable."  He looked at G'Kar's eyes, and said, "I am the leader of a large Klingon house.  We have tremendous influence with the Klingon High Council, and the Chancellor is my friend.  I will speak to him off your glorious struggle, and we may send our own ships and warriors to help you retake the honor that was yours."


     G'Kar grasped Worf's forearms, the Narn gesture of friendship, and said, "Thank you, Worf.  My people will sing your praises for centuries."


     Worf returned the gesture.  "Good day, G'Kar.  Should you go to battle, may you die well."





  


     "So, let me get this straight.  These Shadows, for the last thousand years, have been waiting to take over the galaxy?"  Dale felt his mind race.  Hadn't the computer at the Dargsla base mentioned that the Dargsla had been destroyed by a race known as Shadow, a millennia ago?


     "Yes."  


     He looked at the three of them.  "I've heard crazier, but why did you tell me this?"


     Kosh walked up to him.  "Because you are Cukar'Oeqt"


     Dale's face went pale.  Another coincidence related to the Dargsla.  "Where did you learn that word?"


     Sheridan and Delenn looked at the two of them.  "What does that mean?"


     Dale's eyes never moved from Kosh.  "It's a Dargsla word.  They were the first race to use interdimensional technology.  I am the reason the Alliance exists, because I found one of their last dimensional jump bases, and utilized the technology."


     "Do you know what it means?", Sheridan asked.


     "It means...," Kosh began.


     "It means 'Chosen One'."  Dale looked at Kosh.  "You didn't answer me.  How did you know?"


     "That is for another time."


     Dale was about to pry again, when Delenn put her hand up.  "That is not important.  What we need to tell you has a higher priority."


     "What is that?"


     "Right now, the Shadows are laying low.  But, their military buildup is going too fast for us to cope with.  We need to destroy one of their key bases, so we can delay them.  Right now, they don't know that we are aware of their presence, or they would have moved by now."


     "And you want us to attack them, and destroy one of their bases?"


     Delenn nodded.  "They are too powerful for any of our vessels to destroy.  But your energy shields and advanced weapons might give you the chance to defeat them.  Millions of lives may depend on your actions."


     Dale thought the matter through, then grinned and said, "Where do we go?"


     Sheridan's comm link beeped, and he pressed it.  "Sheridan here."


     Ivanova's voice was heard by everybody.  "Sir, I think you'd better get up here."


     As Sheridan found out what the problem was, Kosh gave Dale a data crystal.  "Here is the information you require."  Kosh turned and lumbered away.








     Sheridan and Dale walked into the command center of Babylon-5.  Ivanova walked up to them.  "We just picked up a distress signal from Sector 62.  I can't tell who it is, but they sound pretty desperate."


     Sheridan hit his fist on one of the panels.  "They're too far out for us to get a fighter squadron out there.  Damn!"


     He turned, and saw Dale smiling.


     "What's so damn funny."


     "Would you like to come with me, Captain?  I can help you get out there."


     Sheridan nodded.  "I'm coming."  He turned to Ivanova.  "Commander, hold down the fort.  Hopefully, I'll be right back."


     He turned back to Dale, who was pressing his communicator at the time, and Dale said, "Dale to Roddenberry, two to beam up, Tactical section."  He then motioned to Sheridan to stand right by him.  When he got there, Dale said, "Energize."


     Suddenly, Sheridan felt a tingle go down his spine.  He saw blue energy surround him, and his environment changed.  Then, it stopped, and he was somewhere else.  As soon as feeling returned to his body, he could see Dale step down in front of him, and then turning towards him.  "Come Captain, I have something to show you."


     They walked out of the room, and Sheridan found himself in a corridor.  Dale walked ahead, and Sheridan followed.  They went through some different corridors, and then Dale walked up to a door.  "Open door, Voice Authorization Dale-834."


     "Voice code accepted," replied a female voice, entirely devoid of emotion.


     The door opened, and Dale walked through.  Sheridan came up right behind him, and looked at the observation room they entered.  There were several lit panels, and three people were manning them.  There was a window, and Dale walked up to it.  Sheridan looked outside, and saw a ship sitting in a dock.  It wasn't big, the Lexington and Agamemnon had been much larger, but it conveyed power when he looked at it.  It had a large nose where the dock was hooked up to, but was basically featureless.


     The name on the top read: D.S.S. Defiant DCC-1997


     Dale looked at the ship.  "She's brand new.  Normally I'd have the Koenig with me, but she's in drydock recovering from some bad wounds she received some time ago."


     "I like her name.  Defiant.  There's something about that."


     "I agree.  She's our very first Defiant."


     Dale's eyes met Sheridan's, and they locked.


     Sheridan broke the contact, and turned back to the Defiant.  "Let me guess.  You want me to fly her."


     "I want you to command her."


     Sheridan looked at the little ship closely, and couldn't help but grin.  "What can she do?"


     "Let's put it this way.  She's small, she's fast, and she packs one hell of a punch.  She's got flaws, but she's also got teeth.  There's not many starships out there that can take that girl out.  Excluding full-blown battleships."


     The glint in Sheridan's eye told him of the love that was forming for the little gut-puncher that was sitting in plain view.  "I'll take her."


     "Her crew's awaiting.  As soon as you get on board, she's going to launch on her first mission.  We're going to be headed to that base, so I'll see you in a few days."








     Sheridan walked up to the command chair, with the crew gathered around him.  He sat down, and watched as they cleared the dock.  He then said, "Well, let's go.  Set course for Sector 62, and go at maximum speed."  He watched as the stars on the screen began to fly by them.


     The man at the helm turned to him.  "Sir, shouldn't we cloak?"


     Sheridan paused for a moment, and then nodded.  "Go ahead.  Cloak."  The bridge darkened.  "What the..."


     "Sorry sir, I forgot to mention that the cloak takes up a lot of power.


     Sheridan nodded, and asked, "What's your name?"


     "Samuel Hura, sir.  I'm a Lieutenant, junior grade."


     "Well, Lieutenant, do your stuff."


     "Aye sir."








     "The Defiant has gone to warp, sir."


     Dale sat down.  "Have you finished reading that crystal yet, Commander?"


     Jarod shook his head.  "Give me three more minutes."


     Worf looked up from his console.  "Sir, we are receiving an interdimensional message.  It's from the council."


     "Put through in the back."  Dale walked to one of the rear stations, and looked at the message.  After reading it, he pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Andreys."


     "Andreys here."


     "Julie, where are you?"


     "I'm at the med centre, getting my physical."


     "Tell Doctor Bashir to let you go.  I want you to beam over to Babylon-5 with a message for Spock and Garak."


     "Now wait a minute!"  A new voice, distinctly British, came in.  "Commander Andreys needs her tri-monthly physical to be completed, now!  You can't just..."


     "Doctor, you could go with her.  In fact, why don't you?  You might be able to give their medical crew some help, since they've recently had an outbreak there."


     "An epidemic?"


     "Yes.  I want the two of you to report to transporter room 4, and the message will be waiting for you.  Dale out."  Dale then turned to look at Paris, who was at the conn.  "As soon as they beam over, I want you to take the information that Jarod has been extracting, and I want you to use that to plot a jump course to within ten light years of that location.  Then I want you to engage the jumper as prescribed."


     "Aye sir."


     Dale turned back to Worf.  "Mister Worf, go to Code Red.  Order all non-essential personnel to report to shelters, and have all runabouts and shuttles prepared for emergency launch."


     "Yes sir."


     Jarod turned in his chair.  "Who are we going to fight?"


     Dale's eyes sparkled.


     "Commander, we're going to hunt down some Shadows."








     Bashir walked into the med-lab on Babylon-5, and saw what amounted to complete chaos.  People in white uniforms, obviously medical personnel, were running about, carrying equipment.


     As he went to walk in, a dark skinned man came up to him.  "I'm afraid you're going to have to leave.  We're very busy at the moment, and I don't need any tourists to clutter things up."


     Bashir extended his hand.  "Doctor Julian Bashir, ASFMD.  I'm Chief Medical Officer of the Roddenberry."


     "You mean that large ship that just left?"


     "Yes.  I'm here to help."


     The man extended his hand and shook Bashir's hand.  "Doctor Stephen Franklin, Chief Medical Officer for Babylon-5.  If you want to help, then please leave, and leave this to us."


     Bashir wasn't about to back down.  "Commander Ivanova asked me to tell you to allow me to assist."


     Franklin folded his arms.  "She told you that?"


     "Yes.  I have my medical kit with me."  Bashir showed him the case he was holding.


     Franklin took it, laid it on a table, and opened it.  "What's in here?"


     Bashir put his hand in the opened kit.  He pulled out a small block, and opened it at a crack in it's side.  The inside had a small control panel, and a small screen appeared on it.  It began to emit a whirring sound.  "This is a medical tricorder.  The other equipment includes tissue regenerators, bone alignment stabilizers, blood sample tubes, plus a hypospray and several medicines useful in trauma cases."


     "Bone alignment?  You mean that it helps align the bone so you can put it in a sling?"


     Bashir shook his head.  "No, not at all.  The bone alignment stabilizers align the bone so that I can use a protoplaser to repair the fracture."


     "Repair the fracture?  You can do that?"


     Bashir nodded.  "Unless the use of the protoplaser would endanger the life of the patient.  Then, we use the old-fashioned slings until the patient is out of danger."


     Franklin looked at the equipment, and whistled.  "That's impressive technology.  Can you scan a body with that tricorder?"


     "The tricorder can detect any physical problem, outside of special exceptions, and can download all it's information into a computer."


     "We may need that.  Our equipment is needing maintenance, and I don't trust it enough to risk the lives of my patients."  Franklin gestured to a group of aliens, all gray-skinned with tentacle-like things over where their mouths should be.  "We've got some sick Pak'ma'ra.  It appears to be a viral agent, but I can't seem to get a good sample to examine."


     Bashir picked up his kit, and smiled, ready to put his best bed-side manner forth.


     "You lead the way, Doctor."








     Andreys sat down in one of the many cafes on Babylon-5.  She ordered a drink from the waiter, but then remembered that she didn't have any local currency.  She was about to tell the waiter to forget it when another voice cut in.


     "I'll have a drink, as well.  Put them on my tab."


     Andreys looked up and saw Ivanova sit down by her.  The waiter walked away, and Ivanova turned her head.  Their eyes made contact.  "Thank you."


     Ivanova shook her head.  "Don't mention it."  She leaned and whispered into Andreys' ear.  "Can I talk to you for a second?"


     Andreys shook her head.


     "I overheard that one of your aliens aboard has telepathic abilities.  Can I speak to him?"


     Andreys put her hands on the table.  "Commander Spock is half Vulcan.  His telepathic abilities require touch to work.  I'm not sure that you can talk to him right now, because he is currently filling in for the permanent ambassador that we're sending to this station."


     "I need to speak with him about someone."


     "Who?"


     Andreys looked into Ivanova's eyes.


     "A friend."








     "We're approaching the last known distress signal, sir."


     Sheridan turned his seat to look at the screen.  "Are you picking anything up on scanners?"


     "No sir.  And they're sensors, not scanners."


     Sheridan grinned.  "Sorry.  It's a habit."


     "Okay sir."  Hura turned back to the helm.


     Sheridan was about to get up when Hura's head suddenly shot up.  "Sir, we're picking something up."


     Sheridan immediately converted to battle mode.  "Put them on the viewer."


     The screen changed, and five ships appeared,  One Sheridan immediately recognized as a Narn transport.  The other four were Centauri vessels, small fighter-cruisers.


     "Sir, that one ship is sending out a distress signal.  It won't take much more."


     Sheridan leaned forward in his seat.  For months, he had wanted to help the Narn stop the Centauri.  Unfortunately, firing on the Centauri could spark a war with them.  Earthforce wouldn't be too....


     Then Sheridan remembered that he was in an Alliance ship, not an Earthforce one.  And the Centauri would probably not want to fight a power with the such technological superiority.


     "Well, let's see how sharp her claws are.  Disengage cloaking device, and fire at will," Sheridan said, grinning.  Inside, he knew that he could be court-martialed.


     Hura grinned too, and said, "Yes sir!"


     The Defiant dropped the cloak of darkness that she had been using to hide herself, and spread her claws for the first time.  She turned, and stared down the four Centauri jackals that were her enemies.  A burst of phaser fire ripped one of the Centauri ships apart.  The other three turned to run, but Hura was a good pilot, and stayed close to them.  The officer at the weapons station, Sheridan hadn't caught his name, pressed the trigger button again.  Two more Centauri were blown apart, and the last one tried to evade again.


     "Sir, they're sending a surrender."


     Sheridan got out of the chair.  "Lieutenant, take command and tell them to leave this sector of space.  Then set a course back to Babylon-5."


     "Aye sir."


     Sheridan walked off the bridge, and headed to the engine room.  He wanted to see just how big the Defiant's engine was.








     "Dropping out of warp, sir."


     Dale looked up at the screen.  "Full scan.  Can you pick up anything?"


     Jarod looked at his sensor screen.  "I'm picking up a large structure in orbit over the third planet.  Several ships are around it."


     "On screen."


     The screen changed from the stars to the base in orbit over the planet.  The station was pitch black, as were the ships around it.  They were a cross between a spider and everybody's worst nightmare.  Dale stared at them for a second, then said, "Suggestions, anyone?"


     Jarod looked at the screen.  "We could launch a Wasp missile."


     Dale shook his head.  "No.  They'd see it and intercept the thing before it could get in range."


     Paris looked up.  "Could we launch several missiles at once?"


     Dale turned to Worf.  "What do you think?"


     Worf shook his head.  "There are too many ships."


     Dale leaned back and tried to think.  "We can't take them all on."  Then he got an idea.  "Mister Worf, is it possible to launch a probe equipped with a jumper, and lure them away.  They'll give chase, and when they're far enough away, it will jump.  They will think it entered hyperspace, and they will enter hyperspace to try and follow it."


     "Leaving the base open to attack.  Good plan, sir."


     "Thank you, Mister Worf.  Are you ready to launch the probe?"


     Jarod pushed several buttons, and said, "Yes sir."


     "Launch."


     A small object flew out on the view screen.  As soon as it got within range of the Shadow ships, they pulled away to chase it.  It changed course, away from the base, and they pursued.  After five minutes, it was out of visual range, so Jarod put his sensor screen on the main viewer.


     "Probe jumping."


     The marker representing the probe disappeared, and ten seconds later, the Shadows did as well.


     "Mister Paris, take us to within torpedo range.  I want this to be a nice, clean kill.  Remain cloaked, however, until we're ready to fire."


     "Aye sir."


     The viewscreen changed, and they once again saw the dark base.  It grew larger, and finally Worf announced, "Sir, we are in weapons range."


     "One spread.  Maximum yield."


     "I have already done so, sir."


     Dale let out a chuckle, and said, "Decloak and fire!"


     The Roddenberry dropped it's cloak, and eight torpedoes flew out, and hit the base.  Most of it was ripped apart, and Dale could see several hull fires start.


     Then, something bad happened.


     Suddenly Jarod yelled, "Sir, I'm picking up a subspace disturbance!  It's a ship jumping!"


     On the screen, they could see a Shadow ship ripple into existence, as if it had decloaked.


     "Mister Worf, raise shields, and lock weapons!"


     "Done sir!"


     The Shadow ship fired, and the blast hit their shields.  The bridge shook, and Dale yelled, "Return fire!"


     Worf complied, and two phaser beams flew out and struck the Shadow ship.  Two of it's "legs" were cut off, and it staggered for a moment.  Then it returned fire.


     At the time, Paris had been maneuvering them to a different position, and the beam hit the Roddenberry in the corner of it's drive section, where the spine began.  The beam spliced through the hull, and the corner came off.


     On the bridge, everybody was thrown around badly, and sparks and smoke filled the bridge.  Worf was thrown to the floor, but quickly got back up, and made it back to his console.  Jarod and Paris were holding on to their stations, and Dale was holding to the arms of his chair.  "Return fire!  Give me a damage report!"


     Worf looked at his console, and said, "They recalibarated their weapon to fire at the same frequency of our shields, and cut through!  The lower starboard corner of the drive section has been sheared off!  Phasers on the spine are completely cut off from control!  Engaging shield frequency rotation!"


     "Lock solar torpedoes!  Fire when ready!"


     Three white sparks flew out and smashed into the Shadow ship.  It flew wildly off course, and began to run away, going by the Roddenberry, and it activated it's jump engines.


     "Worf!  Fire a solar torpedo at them!  Now!"


     One solar torpedo left the aft launcher at the bottom of the spine of the ship.  It flew out, and the instant it was in blast range of the Shadow vessel, it exploded.  The ship, it's jump drives stopped from engaging the jump, exploded a moment later, taking the ship with it.


     Dale looked at the viewer, and sighed.  "Has the hull breach been handled?"


     Worf nodded.  "Emergency forcefields are in place."


     "Mister Worf, load a full spread of solar torpedoes in all forward torpedo launchers. "


     "Yes sir."  Five seconds later, Worf said, "Torpedoes loaded."


     "Finish off the base, this time with all three spreads in a simultaneous launch."


     "Firing."


     Three sets of eight torpedoes flew out into space.  They hit the base, and what was left was destroyed.  All that remained was debris.


     "Sir, I'm picking up a small pod.  It appears to be a communications log."


     "Beam it aboard."  Dale sat back in his chair.  "Mister Paris, set course, your discretion, and engage at Warp 9.  After ten hours, activate the jumper, set for Babylon-5."


     "Aye sir."


     While Paris did as ordered, Dale turned back to Worf.  He could see Worf's hands.  The left one had a bad plasma burn, no doubt from the explosion of the console.  "Casualty report."


     "The med centre reports twenty injuries, none serious.  There were no deaths."


     "Thank God.  Dale to Engineering."


     Barnes' voice, with a hint of annoyance in it, thundered over the comm channel.  "What in the hell did you get us into!  It'll take around two damn weeks to repair all the f$&*ing damage we received!"


     "Thank you, Teddo.  I'll talk to you later."


     Before Barnes could complain further, Dale cut the channel.  He got up, and headed to his office.  Before he entered, he turned and asked Worf, "Commander, what was in that message I sent to Gowron?  I'm sure he's received it by know, but I'm curious."


     Worf looked at Dale, and said, "It was a request to help a friend."


     Dale nodded, and walked through the door.








     Spock left the council room, and almost ran into Andreys and Ivanova.  He looked at Andreys and said, "Commander, is there a reason you wish to speak with me?"


     Ivanova looked shocked.  "How did he know?"


     Spock looked at her.  "It is logical to assume that you are here to speak with me."


     "Yes, Commander Spock, we wish to speak with you."  Andreys stood back while Ivanova moved to see Spock face-to-face.


     "My friend was telepathically forced to spy for an Earth organization named the Psi Corps.  She's about to be sent off the station, but I was wondering..."


     "If I may be able to help.  That may be difficult, as I do not know her a great deal."


     "Oh..."  Ivanova's face fell.


     "However, there is a possibility.  It may be dangerous, so we must proceed with caution, and in the presence of medical personnel."








     Sheridan walked into the command center of Babylon-5, just as a crisis started to mount.


     As he watched, the jump gate opened, and three Centauri battle cruisers appeared.


     Lieutenant Corbin was at the primary command station, and he said, "Sir, they're requesting to speak with you."


     Sheridan walked up to a screen, and motioned for Corwin to open the channel.


     On the screen, a Centauri commander appeared.  "Captain, the ship by your station destroyed three of our ships without proper reason.  We demand that it be turned over to us."


     "I'm afraid that isn't my decision to make.  That ship belongs to another nation.  We can't force them to turn themselves in."


     "If you do not, we will destroy you.  Make your decision now."  The image disappeared.


     Sheridan went up to the communications console.  "Open a link to the Defiant."


     A second later, Hura said, "Defiant here."


     "Did you monitor our talk?"


     "Yes.  We're locking weapons, and are ready to attack."


     "Standby."


     The instant Sheridan said that, the lead Centauri ship fired.  It was a warning shot, for it flew past the station.


     Sheridan turned to Corwin.  "Activate defense grid.  Lock all weapons on the lead ship." 


     Gun placements came into position, and Babylon-5 became a fortress.


     "Sir, the Centauri are preparing to fire."


     Then, the calvary arrived.


     "Sir, I'm picking some sort of disturbance.  It's almost like a jump point, but the scanners don't recognize the energy signature."


     Sheridan looked through the viewing window, and saw a hole in space.  It looked like a jump point, but it was multi-colored, like a rainbow.  Three large ships, with green on their hulls, came out of the vortex.


     "Sir, I can't identify them."


     "Captain, they're Klingons.  One Negh'Var-class, two Vor'cha-class."  Hura was still in on the conversation.


     Sheridan looked out again, and saw several green bolts of energy crash into the Centauri ships.  One exploded, and the others turned to face their new enemy.  The Centauri fired, and their shots bounced off the shields of the Klingons.  The Klingons returned fire, and the last two ships disappeared in a blaze of fire.


     "Hura to Babylon-5, the Klingons are requesting to speak with you.  We have re-aligned the Defiant's communications array to provide a common link."


     Sheridan turned to Corbin.  "Do it."


     The communications screen turned on, and a Klingon appeared on it.  He looked older than Worf, and his forehead ridges were different.  "I am General Kalken, and I and my men have come to defeat the dishonorable to'bas that you call the Centauri."


     Sheridan held back a laugh.  "Lieutenant Corwin, have Ambassador Mollari come here right away."


     "Yes sir."  Corwin went to work.


     Sheridan turned back to Kalken.  "If you will wait for a minute, General, you can announce your intentions."


     Five minutes later, Londo walked into the command center.  "You wished to speak with me, Captain?  Please hurry, for I must return to confer with our high command about our most recent victory over the Narn."


     Kalken growled.  "Soon to be your last victory against the Narn."


     Londo looked at the screen, and Sheridan said, still trying to hold down laughter, "I don't want to speak with you, Ambassador.  He does."


     Londo looked at Kalken, annoyed.  "Who are you?"


     "I am Kalken, son of Grenok, of the house of Worf, and I and my loyal warriors have come, in the name of the Klingon Empire, to assist the valiant Narn against your dishonorable people."  Londo was obviously stunned, and Kalken studied him closely.  "You are just as pathetic as I thought.  Send your leaders a message.  Tell them to prepare for their deaths, for you will now find yourselves in battle with Klingons.  Long live the Empire!"


     Londo, still stunned, couldn't move.








     "Let me go!  They'll kill you all!"


     The former Psi Corps officer on Babylon-5, named Talia Winters, was being dragged into med-lab by two security guards.  There, Spock, Andreys, Ivanova, Franklin, and Bashir were waiting for them.  They put her in a chair, and restrained her.  Then, Bashir injected a sedative into her with a hypospray.  She struggled for a minute, then slowed down, as the sedative made it's way into her brain.  Finally, she was unconscious.


     Ivanova sat down in a chair beside her, and Spock was between them, facing them as well.  When everything was set, Bashir whispered into Spock's ear, "If you think something's going wrong, cut the meld."


     "I shall certainly do so, Doctor," Spock whispered back.


     Bashir walked back, and Spock put his hand on Winters' head, arranged in the proper pattern.  "Talia Winters, my mind to yours."


     Then, using his other hand, he did the same to Ivanova.  "Susan Ivanova, my mind to yours."








     Ivanova looked up, and saw a mysterious window.  She couldn't see through it, but then Spock appeared in front of her.  "You are in one corner of my mind.  Miss Winters is in another.  You must travel to that other corner, and try to help her reclaim herself."


     "How?"


     Spock motioned to the window.  "Just walk through it.  I am giving you free access through my mind."


     Ivanova went up to the window, took in a breath, figuratively, and stepped through.  She found herself in a small room, filled with grayish mist, and then saw two figures fighting.  As she stepped forward, she could see one was Talia Winters.  The other was a perverted version, with anger in her features and fingernails like sharp razors.


     Spock reappeared.  "Normally, they would look the same.  However, I have used my mental power to make the manufactured personality look different.  If you help her defeat the manufactured personality, she will be cured of it.  If that personality succeeds, however, then the Talia Winters you knew will be lost forever."


     Ivanova nodded, and ran toward them.  The normal Winters looked up, and yelled, "Watch out!"


     The perverted one leaped at Ivanova, and knocked her to the ground.  The normal one got up, and ran to help.








     Back in the physical world, Franklin was looking at a readout of their lifesigns.  Everybody else was looking at the interlinked trio, sitting in the three chairs.


     Suddenly, Ivanova let out a moan, and jumped.  Bashir saw this, and brought up his tricorder.  He took out the handheld sensor, and passed it over her head.  "She's starting to go into shock.  We must separate the mind-meld."


     Then, Spock said, "No, Doctor.  Her body thinks it is hurt.  It is just her mind, however.  She is currently battling the split personality in Miss Winters' mind."


     Bashir reluctantly sat back down.








     Ivanova hit the false Winters in the jaw, and knocked her off.  The false one was quick, however, and went to hit her again.  Then, the real Winters tackled her to the ground.  The began to scuffle again.  Ivanova looked over, and saw an object laying on the mist covered floor.  She picked it up, and saw it was a weapon.  She turned back to the two Winters, and waited to get a clear shot.  The real one was hit in the head, and staggered in the mist.  Ivanova fired, and the false one disappeared.


     They had won.








     Ivanova looked up, and saw the faces of Franklin, Bashir, and Andreys looking over her.  She looked over, and saw Winters get up.  Ivanova got up too, but she was dizzy, and started to fall.


     Bashir grabbed her, and said, "Wait a minute.  Watch yourself."


     Winters looked over at Ivanova and smiled.  They hugged each other, and turned to Spock.


     At the same time, they said, "Thank you."


     Spock cocked his eyebrow.  "It was only logical to assist you."


     Everybody, excluding Spock, laughed.








     Ship's Log: July 4, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have returned to Babylon-5 in time for our annual Founding Day ceremony.  The crew of Babylon-5 will be participating in the event, and it looks like all's well that ends well.


     I have received a request from Miss Talia Winters for protection from her former superiors in the Psi Corps.  I will enjoy granting it.


     Other news is just as interesting.  The Klingons have begun to assemble forces near Minbar, and are dispatching a high-speed transport with a jump emitter to Narn.


     The communications log we retrieved from the destroyed base has given us some interesting information.  It links the Centauri ambassador on the station to the Shadows, through an intermediary named Morden.  However, Morden is not on the station right now, so there is no way to confirm this.  Besides, Delenn and Kosh want to keep this under wraps.


     On a personal matter, I am left wondering about these Vorlons.  How do they know the Dargsla language?  And how do they know the story of the Chosen One?  These questions are best left for later, however.


     The fireworks exploded in what served as Babylon-5's sky, and cheers exploded.  Dale walked up to the podium.  He looked down at the crowd, consisting of the local people, plus Alliance and Klingon personnel.  "On this day, three years ago, a new power arose, like a phoenix, from the ashes of the Corporation Wars and the Founding War.  We called it the Alliance of Democratic Nations.  It consisted of twenty nations, and since then, has more than doubled it's membership.  It has stood, as a beacon of hope, for those poor unfortunates in the darkness of tyranny.  We have spread the light of freedom to those who wallowed in this darkness.  The tyrants of history used a cloak of darkness to shield themselves from retribution, and now we have brought the torch of freedom to burn that cloak.  May you always know that, should an evil tyrant, be he individual or race, try to oppress you, the Alliance will be there, fighting at your side.  We will also help any race suffering from poverty, or damages from war and nature, to show our humanitarian spirit.  For the freedom to live a full, joyful, and healthy life is one of the more important freedoms.  To show our commitment to these promises, we have sent an ambassador to this station.  Our allies will also join us in this commitment to the integrity of your peace, and we offer our services as intermediaries in any conflict, including the Narn-Centauri conflict that even now is killing innocent civilians.  Thank you for your hospitality."


     Sheridan stepped up beside him, and said, "I, representing Earth Alliance, welcome you, and wish to make clear our hope that your presence will lead to a greater peace in this galaxy.  The Earth Alliance has always made it clear that we favor peace over war, and friendship over animosity....."








     Winters put her bags on the floor, and turned and hugged Ivanova.  Dale, Worf, Sheridan, and Delenn were there as well.


     "So, what's your new job?"


     Dale provided the answer.  "I'm going to be involved in some tense negotiations with the Federation soon.  I don't want them to use Betazoids in the negotiations without me knowing about it.  With Miss Winters' telepathic abilities, they won't be able to."


     Winters saw Ivanova's sad expression, and said, "Don't worry.  When I have my leaves, I'll come and visit."


     "How?  The only Alliance jump station is near Minbar.  It'll take a few days just to get here."


     Sheridan and Dale smiled.  "Not so, Commander Ivanova."


     Ivanova turned to them.  "What do you mean by that?"


     "Babylon-5 is going to become a jump station for us.  We're already preparing an interdimensional jump gate for this purpose.  By the time Lieutenant Winters has her first leave, it'll be ready."


     After another minute of small talk, everybody beamed back to the Roddenberry.  Dale stayed behind for a moment, however, and turned to Sheridan and Delenn.  "I had that communications log examined.  All of the information has been classified, so don't worry about somebody reading it."


     Sheridan looked out a small window, at the Defiant.  It was in station-keeping position to B5's star-side.  "What's going to happen to her?"


     Dale smiled.  "She's yours."


     Sheridan looked at him.  "Your giving her to me?"


     "Officially, she's staying behind to help protect our ambassador, and to provide protection for Alliance ships in the area, thereby preventing raider attacks, and the like.  Under Lieutenant Hura's command.  Unofficially, she's yours."


     "Thanks."


     Dale turned to Delenn.  They both gave the customary Minbari good-bye, and Delenn said, "Have you heard of the legend of the Chosen One?"


     Dale's mind partially darkened.  "Yes.  I read it from the files that I found from the Dargsla."


     "Then you know that the Chosen One must face four tests to prove his worth.  Whether you like it or not, I believe that you are the Chosen One.  You defeated the Shadows in a one-on-one battle.  You discovered the Dargsla technology."


     "I also read where it speaks of an unspeakable evil which will be unleashed upon creation.  And how the Chosen One must defeat them, but only with the help of six worthy ones."


     Delenn nodded.  "May you find those six, Minister."


     Dale nodded.  "I think I've already found two of them."  He smiled at them.  Then he pressed his communicator, and said, "Dale to Roddenberry.  Energize."


     He disappeared in a swirl of light.


     Delenn looked at the spot where Dale had stood.  "May you pass your tests, Cukar'Oeqt."








     Kosh looked out to see the Roddenberry enter a large golden jump point.  He lumbered away, thinking of the future.  Of the future of the crew of the D.S.S. Roddenberry, and of their commander.  He thought of these things, and continued to head to his ship.








    Talia Winters and Commander Andreys walked down the corridor, heading to the lounge for a nice meal.  As they walked down the corridor, they ran into Commander Zachary Carrey, who looked at the two of them.  His eyes focused on Winters, and she said, "Nice fantasy.  But that's not me."


     Zack looked at her through enlarged eyes.  Then he got away as fast as he could, as Winters and Andreys laughed.








     Dale walked into the med centre, just in time to see Bashir arguing with Worf.  "Commander, you have a second degree plasma burn on you left hand!  I must repair the damage now!"


     "I do not have time for this, Doctor!"


     Dale walked up to them, and said, "What do you have to do, Mister Worf?"


     "I must make up a list of security arrangements for your next meeting, I have to oversee training for some of our newer security officers.  I must..."


     Dale turned to Bashir.  "How long do you think he should rest from his injuries, Doctor?"


     "Three days.  If he doesn't, his hand will never heal."


     Dale turned back to Worf.  "As of now, Commander, you are on leave.  Four days leave.  If I see you do one iota of work, I'll make it four weeks.  Got it?"


     Worf growled, but nodded his head.


     "Good.  Commander Carrey can handle things until you get back.  Get well, Mister Worf."  Dale turned and left.


     Worf grunted, and scowled.  "Captain Sisko would have..."


     "...would have given you the four weeks, and threatened four months.  Now hold still."








Epilogue








     Londo stepped onto the bridge of the Royal Battlecruiser Valerus, and was immediately greeted by Lord Refa, one of his closest allies.  "Ah, Londo, I trust you are well?  We are ten minutes from attack position."


     Londo nodded, still feeling uneasy about what was about to happen.  Upon hearing that the bulk of the Narn fleet was about to attack the supply depot on Gorash VII, Refa had convinced Londo to ask his associates to protect the depot, allowing the Centauri fleet to attack Narn itself.  Against Londo's wishes, and several interstellar treaties, Refa had outfitted the ships in the fleet with a terrible weapon: mass drivers.  These devices would fire asteroids into the atmosphere of Narn, and cause widespread destruction.  Millions of Narn would die.


     Londo had no love of Narn, but it made him feel sick.


     Then Refa's attention was diverted by a panicked transmission coming in.  The communications officer turned.  "Lord Refa, it is the commander of the supply depot on Gorash VII."


     Both Londo and Refa went toward the panel.  On the screen, a Centauri officer appeared.  "Sir, under attack by Narn forces.  They're....."  Static filled the screen.


     Refa turned to Londo, angry.  "Where are your associates?!"


     "I told them to be there!"  His mind racing, Londo patched a transmission through to Morden, on Babylon-5.  


     Morden appeared on the screen, an expression of shock and anger on his face.  "Yes, Ambassador?"


     "Where are the forces you promised to protect Gorash VII with?!"


     Morden glowered at the screen.  "The Klingons interrupted us.  While their forces held my associates at bay, the Narn launched their attack.  My associates' ships were heavily damaged, so they withdrew."


     "The Klingons?!"  Londo turned to Refa.  "We must call off the attack.  If the Klingons engage our forces, we will have no defense against their disruptors."


     "Posh.  A few Klingon ships managed to destroy three of our oldest battlecruisers.  We will make short work of any Klingons we find at Narn."  Refa turned to one of the bridge officers, and said, "Take us into normal space.  Prepare to fire mass drivers."


     "Yes, Lord Refa."


     The Valerus and it's fleet jumped to normal space.  In front of them, the Narn homeworld beckoned.  There were no ships between them and their target.  "There, you see, Londo?  Prepare to...."


     Then the officer manning the scanning equipment shouted, "Lord Refa, several jump points opening in front of us!  Their energy signatures are...."


     In front of them, the view of the Narn homeworld was blocked by large amounts of rainbow-colored interdimensional jump points.  Dozens of Klingon warships leapt out.  Two classes of Birds-of-Prey, old battlecruisers, plus the newer Vor'cha- and Negh'Var-class attack cruisers made up the fleet.  "Receiving signal from the lead ship, the Ro'Tar'An."


     A rough Klingon voice came through.  "This is General Martok of the Klingon Imperial Fleet.  The brave forces of the Narn and the House of Worf have destroyed your supply depot, and now the forces of the Klingon Empire have come to show you the true meaning of battle."  A loud shout in the Klingon language followed.


     The Klingons fired.  The Valerus shook with several impacts on it's hull.  "Jump!  Jump before they destroy us!"  Londo tried to yell over the explosions.  On the screen, Centauri vessels were being pummeled, and some destroyed, by the Klingon onslaught.


     "No!  We must destroy the Narn!  Prepare mass...."  And explosion rocked the bridge, and a large beam fell on Refa.  As Londo approached him, he could tell that he was dead.


     Turning to the captain of the Valerus, Londo shouted, "I am taking command.  All forces, retreat!"


     The Centauri forces quickly formed jump points, and entered them as fast as they could.  Londo refused to settle down until he could see the red and black ether that was hyperspace.  "Losses?  How many?"


     The captain gasped at his screen.  "Two-thirds of our attack force were either crippled or destroyed.  They didn't make the jump."


     Londo looked out of the screen, and noticed the debris from a Centauri warship floating near the wing from a Bird-of-Prey.  Obviously, the Klingon ship has ventured too close to the jump point in an attempt to destroy the Centauri warship it was after, and got crushed in the gravitational flux from the closing of the jump point.  "Set a course back to our forward base.  Full speed."


     Seven hours later, when the crippled fleet arrived at the main base, it found chaos.  Debris from Centauri ships cluttered the nearby space, as well as a few pieces of Narn and Klingon debris.  Eventually, the routed Centauri ships made it back to Centauri space.


     On his way back to Babylon-5, Londo couldn't speak.  In one action, the Klingons had totally caught their forces by surprise, and had annihilated them, and any hope of the Centauri winning the war.  Because of Refa's gamble, the Centauri Republic had suffered it's worst defeat in centuries......


