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     And now on to Part Two!








     Author's Note: Events in this episode are concurrent with the Babylon-5 episode "Come the Inquisitor", as well as having plot events similar to those of "The Fall of Night".














Prologue








     The space station known as Babylon-5 is a site for all to behold.  Around five miles long, it is a symbol of the tenacity of a race, and of a galaxy, that defies all logic.  Her previous four sisters having been destroyed, with the exception of the disappearing Babylon-4, the humans of this galaxy, under the banner of the Earth Alliance, had built this station yet again.  However, this was done on one agreement.  Babylon-5 was the last of the Babylon stations, there would never be a Babylon-6.  Still, those who had built this station knew beauty, for it was vast, giving 250,000 sentient beings a home in the unhabitable night known as space.  Babylon-5 was a beacon in space, "all alone in the night", and with it's goal of galactic peace adding to it's beauty, Babylon-5 has become a great symbol.


     However, like all beautiful things, Babylon-5 has a dark underbelly.


     Known as "Down Below", officially called Brown Sector, this smelly, junk-filled wasteland is home to criminals, pickpockets, small groups of organized thugs preying on the weak for small amounts of credits, and rowdy nightclubs where women from many different species, (except Narn and Minbari), could be found "performing" for the pleasure of men from many races, (once again, excluding Minbari).


     All together, not a very nice place.


     Still, Ambassador Delenn, of the Minbari Federation, had journeyed to this place, to meet with her fellow Ambassador Kosh, of the Vorlon Empire.


     As she entered Brown 13, she could see Kosh waiting for her, standing in the middle of a corridor.  His presence had probably been enough to chase off any thugs who might try to attack her.


     She approached him.  "Kosh, what is it?"


     He looked at her through the small view port in his helmet.  "I have sent for an Inquisitor.  We must be sure."


     Delenn was visibly shaken.  "If you must..."  Then she left.


     Kosh lumbered toward his ship, knowing that the inquisition served two purposes.  To test Delenn for the time of the Shadows, and to serve as another part of the test...... 














     Ship's Log: September 13, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have arrived at Babylon-5, to implement emergency negotiations between the Centauri and two of the weaker races, the Drazi and the Pak'ma'ra.  The Klingons have already forced the Centauri to leave Narn territory, but have been forced to recall some of their forces, due to a renewed Dominion offensive in   ST-3.  The situation seems stable, but could blow up at any time.


     High Command has alerted me that, in one week, they will be ready for the maiden voyage of the newest class of Presidential-class starship.  I have been waiting for this starship to be finished for some time, and look forward to seeing it.


     Dale walked into Sheridan's office, and watched as the alien delegates argued.  He recognized one as the Centauri ambassador, Londo Mollari.  The other two were of their respective races.  Sheridan saw Dale walk in, and he sighed.  "I'm afraid I have some business to attend to.  Minister Dale will take my place."  Sheridan stood from his seat, and walked away.


     Dale sighed, and looked at the alien ambassadors.  "Gentlemen, due to recent events, I have had little time to look over what occurred between your respective governments.  Would you please fill me in?"


     Dale got more than he bargained for.


     The Drazi ambassador pointed at Londo.  "The Centauri have stolen our territory!"


     Londo let out a snort.  "We are simply protecting our space.  Expanding our borders will allow us to create a buffer zone, preventing anybody from hurting us."


     The two ambassadors started to argue, but Dale lifted his hand.  "Gentlemen!  I have spent the last two days in rehab from injuries I received from an accident!  I didn't come to hear you act like two-year-olds!"


     Londo looked at him.  "Minister, what do you propose?"


     Dale gave each of them a padd.  "I have drawn up an agreement for you to sign.  Read."


     They read, and Londo snorted.  "This is preposterous!  We will never agree!"


     The Drazi ambassador also seemed displeased.  "You insult us!"


     The arguments began to heat up again, but then Dale's communicator beeped.  He pressed it, and said, "Dale here."


     He heard Ivanova's voice begin.  "Minister, Chief Admiral Daresy wishes to speak with you.  He is available on the computer screen on the desk."


     "Thank you Commander.  Dale out."  Dale looked at the three squabblers in front of him.  "Go cool off.  We will resume in six hours.  And take those padds with you!"  When they left, he looked down at the screen on the desk.  "Activate screen."


     The screen blipped, and changed to show the neutral face of Matthew Daresy, Chief Admiral of the Alliance Stellar Fleet.  When it came to starships, Daresy was second only to Dale.  "Good morning, Minister.  How are you doing?"


     Dale moved a little in his chair.  "Doctor Bashir said it'll be another three days until my body heals completely."  They grinned.  "So, what's going on?"


     Daresy converted to business mode.  "The Council has decided to deploy a force of starships to Narn space.  They'll be going to help protect the Narn from the Centauri, and to keep a close eye on Centauri movements in other sectors."


     Dale chuckled.  "How many starships?"


     "We're sending in the 32nd Task Group, under Commodore Charles Empsy's command.  We need you to ask Captain Sheridan if he will allow them to organize at Babylon-5, now that they have their jump emitter in operation."


     Dale nodded.  "I'll see what I can do."


     Daresy nodded.  "By the way, guess who's coming with them."


     Dale grinned.  "I know that the El Alamein is the flagship he uses.  What else would he bring with them?"


     "The Saratoga."


     Dale felt surprise grip him.  "She's ready?"


     Daresy nodded.  "She was just completed.  They've loaded her, and she's on her way."


     "How long?"


     Daresy looked at a chronometer on his desk.  "About four hours."


     "I can't wait.  Dale out."  Dale pressed the button, and the channel was cut.  He then pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Command Center.  I need to speak with Captain Sheridan."


     "He's currently on break.  Try to find him at Earharts."


     "Thank you Commander Ivanova.  I'll see if I can reach him."  Dale got up, and headed to the busiest sector of Babylon-5.








     Paris walked up to the door, and was welcomed in by Ensign Empsy.  He was wearing his uniform, while she had opted for a black lace dress.  Her brown hair was arranged in a bun, and her equally brown eyes sparkled in the light.  The dress was low-cut, and blended in perfectly with the surrounding light.  "Hello, Tom."  Her smile showed her pearly white teeth.


     He put in her hands a bouquet of flowers, and kissed her waiting lips.  "Thanks for the invitation."  He steeled himself, and drew out the small box that had been concealed in his left palm.  Think Spock....  Think Spock....  He got on one knee, and put it forward.  She picked it up, and opened it, revealing the small ring inside.  He forced a grin, and said, "Will you marry me?"  His grin betrayed all the nervousness he felt.


     She was stunned for a moment, then smiled.  "Will I marry you?"  She then kissed him.  "There's your answer."  They kissed again, this time for a few moments.  "So, when are we getting married?"


     "I've got shore leave coming up in December.  Excellent time."  Paris felt the butterflies in his stomach begin to flutter a little less.


     She put the ring on, and grinned.  "I love it!  Thomas, where did you get this?!"


     "Spent half of my accounts on Earth and Sheffield to get that.  A jeweler on New Israel made it."  Paris thought about the little money remaining in his accounts back on Earth, and immediately his smile grew.  It was well worth it.


     Empsy refused to tear her eyes from the ring, which had a large diamond positioned around several rows of smaller emeralds.  "I can't wait to show it to Uncle Charlie!"


     Paris looked at her.  "Uncle Charlie?"


     She giggled.  "Commodore Charles Empsy, commander of the 32nd Task Group.  He's raised me since I was eight.  Didn't I tell you that?"


     Paris blushed with embarrassment.  "Umm, I guess you told me, and I forgot."  Most likely...., he corrected himself.


     "Oh, he'll love this!"


     "How much would he love it?"  The butterflies in Paris' stomach began to start moving around again.


     She openly laughed.  "He'll love it as much as I love you."  Then she kissed him, and walked into the area that served as her kitchen.  Paris followed her, and couldn't wait to eat.  He didn't dare to eat earlier.


     After all, it's not the smartest thing to vomit in the face of a woman when you were proposing to her.








     Sheridan looked up from his meal to see Dale enter the diner.  He then saw him, and came right for him.  "Captain, I must speak with you."


     Sheridan invited him to pull up a chair, and Dale sat down.  "Would you like something to eat?"


     Dale shook his head.  "Hargert stuffed me with strudel this morning.  He's a great cook, but our ideas about a proper diet are very different."


     "Who's Hargert?"


     Dale laughed.  "He's our lounge host.  He believes that, in order to do something right, somebody has to be stuffed with his special type of strudel.  I believe that it makes me sleepy."


     Sheridan grinned.  "I had a friend in the Academy, who's father was just like that.  In fact, I would keep leftovers to help me get to sleep, should I be restless.  So, what's the problem?"


     "We have two.  The Alliance Council has decided to deploy forces to Narn space, to make sure that the Centauri behave themselves.  Our treaty with the Minbari includes an agreement to refrain from using their space as a base for military operations.  We need to find an area of space where we can organize our forces, to prevent a sneak attack on them."


     Sheridan understood perfectly.  "And you want to use Babylon-5 as a staging ground."


     "In a way.  As soon as they reach Narn space, they will be under the command of General Kalken, supreme commander of all interventionist forces in this universe.  But until then, they have to have a sector where they can link up, and come together.  With your permission, we would like to use this sector for these purposes."


     Sheridan nodded.  "What is their overall mission?  I can't justify this if it has an aggressive nature."


     "It is purely defensive.  We will be using them to make the Centauri think twice about attacking the Narn again.  Their orders are to avoid any kind of conflict with the Centauri, as long as the Centauri do not violate Narn territory."


     "Okay.  Send a message to your commanders that I will allow them to organize here, as long as they try to keep civilian traffic open."


     "Thank you.  Meanwhile, I'm having trouble with the ambassadors from the Drazi and the Centauri.  The Pak'ma'ra ambassador seems to support our compromise, but they refuse to."


     "They can be stubborn, especially Londo.  What is the compromise, anyway?"


     "The Centauri claim that they wish to protect their local planets from attack by other races.  The races they have chosen to pick on don't want to give them any space.  I drew up a plan, in which the Drazi and Pak'ma'ra would agree to sign a non-aggression pact with the Centauri, and be forbidden to ally themselves with the Narn, which is a Centauri fear.  The Centauri must withdraw from the systems they took, but the other two races cannot move forces into the systems.  This would create a de-militarized zone between them, which would be monitored by a neutral power.  Probably the Minbari."


     "That's fair, but I don't see them agreeing.  The Centauri want those systems for themselves, and they won't let anybody take them from them without a fight."


     Dale looked at the table.  "That's the problem.  Plus, the Drazi don't like the idea of the DMZ.  They feel that it would invite another invasion.  So, it's going to be a while."  Then Dale checked his watch.  "What will you be doing in three hours?"


     Sheridan swallowed the food in his mouth.  "I'm back on duty.  Why?"


     Dale then asked, "Captain, how many times have you seen a new ship, first of her class, on her first mission into space?"


     Sheridan shrugged.  "Well, the Agamemnon was one of the first Omega-class destroyers to come online.  What do you mean."


     Dale smiled.  "A prototype Alliance aerospace carrier is on it's way.  The Saratoga, first of her class."


     Sheridan looked at him curiously.  "Aerospace carrier?  Are they anything like our Posieden-class fleet carriers?"


     Dale took in a large breath.  "I think so.  About eighteen months ago, we started to produce a new type of fighter jet for our air force.  It was given the designation XFA-27 StarViper.  It could fight in both space and in an atmosphere, hence it's title of aerospace jet.  Very agile, fitted with impulse engines, state-of-the-art microcomputers and targeting systems, as well as a pair of Type 1-X pulse phaser cannons and four Type IV Phaser Arrays, combined with a shielding system equal to that of a Predator-class destroyer."


     Sheridan whistled.  "Impressive.  Probably one hell of a match for the Starfury."


     Dale nodded in agreement.  "At first, it's space capabilities were used to form patrol squadrons for some of our starbases and moonbases.  Then, about ten months ago, the 45th Fighter Squadron, based on Starbase 45, destroyed three Nazi Tannenburg-class raiders, as well as a Berlin-class light cruiser..  We never anticipated it to be so proficient in space combat.  After this occurred, myself and the Alliance High Command decided to allocate resources to the design and construction of a new class of starship, which could carry these fighters into deep space, since they lack warp drives.  We came up with the Saratoga-class."


     "So, just how big is the Saratoga?"  Sheridan took another drink.


     "The Saratoga is the longest ship in the Alliance Stellar Fleet.  Almost two miles long.  She's got a large hanger deck, and right above that, a launch deck.  She carries about five wings, each consisting of four squadrons of five fighters each."


     "One hundred fighters.  Ouch."  Sheridan whistled.  "Just one of those outnumbers all of the fighters we've got on the station."


     "By herself, the Saratoga carries enough fighter support for a task group, and two carry enough fighters for a fleet, and then some."


     Sheridan nodded in agreement.  "Still, is that all you have?"


     Dale shook his head.  "No, we have a light carrier, the Hermes, being built right now.  Carries a fighter wing."  Dale allowed himself a chuckle.  "No one, not even the Dominion, has a match for our carriers."


     Sheridan put his drink down after taking a gulp.  "That's the weirdest thing about ST-3.  Here, all of the major powers, and many of the minor ones, have fighter units.  The best anyone can do in ST-3 is Starfleet's attack fighters.  And they're in no way close to our Starfury, or heaven forbid the Minbari Nyal and the Vorlons."


     "That's because the weapon systems, phasers, disruptors, and the like, make fighters pretty much unnecessary.  They get destroyed too easily.  Our fighters are the only ones with slightly powerful shields, and their weapons are far more advanced than the peeshooters the Federation uses."


     Sheridan nodded, and then his link went off.  "Captain, we've got a Vorlon transport coming in."


     Sheridan exchanged a look of surprise with Dale.  "But, Kosh is already here."


     "I know, sir.  What should I do?"


     "Send him to Bay 14."  Sheridan stood up.  "If you'll excuse me....."








     Spock sat in the lounge on the Roddenberry, and looked out at Babylon-5.  It's design intrigued him, and he was looking forward to examining it closer.  In one small corner, he could see the makeshift dock where the Defiant was berthed.


     The door swished open, and Paris and Empsy entered.  They walked up to the bar, and Hargert, the German host, was there to talk with them.  They whispered in his ear, and he grinned.  Spock was busy trying to think of what they could be discussing, when they walked up to the front of the lounge.  Paris cleared his throat, and said, in a loud, clear voice, "Ladies and gentlemen, may I have your attention, please?"


     Everybody, including Spock, looked on intently.


     He looked at Empsy, and she quietly gave her approval of whatever it was they were going to say.  He turned back to them, and said, "Laura and I have decided to get married!"


     Cheers erupted from everybody, and Spock cocked his eyebrow.  Then, he noticed that Hargert was bringing out a large plate of pastries.  "Please, come and eat.  Let us celebrate this beautiful day, Ja?"  Everybody started to head toward the plate, but Hargert took the best pieces and reserved them for Paris and Empsy.  After handing it to them, Hargert came over to Spock.  "Commander, would you like a piece?"


     Spock contemplated it for a second, then looked back at Hargert.  "I have tried many different human foods, but I have never had this particular one.  I would like to have a sample of it to try."


     "That is the closest I have ever heard you come to a yes.  I shall procure you a piece."








     Dale walked onto the command deck of Babylon-5, and went up to the viewing port.  Ivanova came up beside him.  "So, what's going on?"  Dale turned to her, and then her link went off.  "Ivanova here."  


    It was Sheridan.  "Have civilian traffic clear the area for the next five hours.  An Alliance task group is on it's way."


     Ivanova turned to a communications officer, and said, "You heard the man.  Order all civilian traffic to clear the area for the next five hours.  We're having some company."


     Dale heard his communicator beep, and he pressed it.  "Dale here."


     Andreys's voice came in.  "Robby, we're receiving a signal from the El Alamein.  They want to know if Sheridan agreed."


     "Tell them to come through."


     "Okay.  I have something else to tell you."


     "What?"


     "You lost.  About thirty minutes ago, Lieutenant Paris and Ensign Empsy announced that they were engaged."


     Dale chuckled.  "Send my congratulations.  And, I'll live up to my part of the bargain.  Dale out."


     Dale turned to see Ivanova's quizzical expression.  "Robby?"


     "That's my old childhood nickname.  Commander Andreys and I have known each other since we were toddlers."


     "Doesn't it feel, I don't know, weird to have a childhood friend serving with you?"


     Dale shrugged.  "No.  She's really helpful when it comes to ship business, because I'm usually talking to some diplomat or doing government errands.  Plus, she's one of the only people on the Roddenberry that I can go to in a pinch."


     "Are you involved with her?"


     Dale chuckled.  "No.  Our relationship is purely platonic."


     "Oh yeah, you're involved with that Marine.  Harverson, I believe..."


     Dale's face darkened.  "She's dead.  Please do not mention her again."


     Before Ivanova could respond, they head a sound.


     They looked back at the door, and Sheridan entered.  He walked up to them, and was just in time to hear the scanner operator say, "Picking up several interdimensional jump points."


     They looked out, and nearly fifteen small holes appeared.  They were rainbow-colored, and Dale could see several ships come out of each of them.  He quickly scanned the ships with his eyes, and then found the object of his search.


     As Dale, Sheridan, and Ivanova watched, the D.S.S. Saratoga, registry number DCC-1778, came in.  It was long, and looked somewhat like the tactical section on the Roddenberry.  The upper decks was not the length of the entire ship, and there were two ports, pointing forward, on the front of the upper deck.  The warp nacelles were on either side, positioned parallel to the middle.  The bridge was placed on the top of the frontal area.  The lower decks were filled with lights from transparant aluminum windows.  It was surrounded by Valiant-, Predator-, and Steslus-class ships, which were serving as escorts.  "Damn, that ship is long."


     "Over twice the length of the Presidential-class, which is around 998 meters long.  And that, ladies and gentlemen, is the newest ship in the Alliance arsenal.  There's enough firepower riding on that girl to level a moderately defended enemy base, or to bring an early twentieth century nation to it's knees."


     Sheridan seemed amazed by the sheer size of the force in front of him.  "How many ships are out there?"


     The scanner operator, also stunned, looked at his readings.  "There's about sixty-one ships."


     Dale nodded.  He looked out, and saw a Vicksburg-class ship approaching.  It's three nacelles, arranged in a triangle in conjunction with the drive section, where the only things that made it look different from the Federation's Galaxy-class ships.  "That's the El Alamein.  Open a channel."


     Dale looked down at a small screen, and saw the image of a middle-aged man standing on a bridge.  He had a small bald spot on his head, but the rest was filled with brown and gray hair.  His uniform was colored with burgundy red, denoting a command officer, and he had five gold stars on the left side of his neck.  He saw that it was Dale, and he stood at attention.  "This is Commodore Charles Empsy, commander of the 32nd Task Group of the Alliance Stellar Fleet."


     Dale nodded.  "At ease.  This is Minister Robert Dale.  I am currently aboard Babylon-5, conducting mediation talks.  It is nice to see you again, Commodore."


     Commodore Empsy was visibly relieved.  "Minister, how is my Laura doing?"


     Dale, knowing that he was referring to Ensign Laura Empsy, smiled.  "She has a surprise for you.  Now, how much longer will it take for your other ships to get here?"


     "The Lithgon and the Berlin are currently in dock, trying to patch up some damage they received from Orion pirates in ST-3.  Their task force has been delayed, so it'll be a few days."


     Sheridan seemed to stiffen.  He went up to the screen, and put his hands behind his back.  "This is Captain John Sheridan, commander of Babylon-5.  Civilian traffic can't be clogged up by you, or I'll have a riot on my hands."


     Empsy shook his head.  "Don't worry, Captain.  I've ordered my ships to assemble on the far side of the planet below.  Empsy out."  His image disappeared.


     Dale turned to Sheridan, and said, "See, Captain?  I told you everything would be okay."


     Then, the scanner operator's panel began to beep.  "Sir, another jump point is opening."


     The same rainbow-colored hole in space appeared, and a small ship came through it.  Dale immediately recognized it as the Koenig.  "Open a channel to her."


     The screen changed again, and Dale could see Commander Zachary Carrey sitting in his command chair.  He was grinning, and he whistled.  "I must be late for the festivities." 


     "Don't worry, Zack, you just missed the entrance."  Dale took a look out of the viewport at the newly repaired Koenig.  "So, how's she doing?"


     Carrey moved his hand over his control panel.  "Good as new.  Scotty's spent the last forty hours looking over the new engines.  We've got a new torpedo launcher, updated power conduits, a new warp core, and two more shuttles."


     "Ready to return to active duty?"


     "Yep."  Carrey then got a devilish grin on his face.  "I'm going to be on board the Saratoga for a few hours."


     "Why?"


     "I beat Captain Kersowski in poker.  He couldn't cover the spread, so instead he's going to let me fly a StarViper.  I've always wanted to do that."


     Suddenly Dale began to darken.  "Zack, are you sure that you can fly one?"


     "I've practiced for the last nine months.  I can't wait."


     Dale drew in a breath.  "Fine, go ahead.  I'll see you later."  The screen shut down, and Dale turned to Sheridan.  "Do you know where Delenn is?  I want to talk to her about next week."


     Sheridan thought for a moment, then shrugged.  "No.  How about you Commander?"


     Ivanova shook her head.  "No.  However, I heard somebody saying that she cleared all of her appointments for the day."


     Sheridan folded his arms, and hummed for a second.  "That's not like her."


     He turned, and noticed Dale was leaving the command deck.  "I think I'll just go looking for her."








     Carrey walked through the door, and found himself in the hanger bay on the Saratoga.  Around him were sleek StarVipers, and maintenance crews running around loading and fueling them.  Carrey looked down, and liked the way the flight suit fit on him.  It was gray, with several pockets attached on the legs and torso.  Much like an Air Force uniform.  He turned and saw the young, auburn haired woman next to him.  She was going to be his co-pilot, but he found himself wanting her for something else.  "Well, Commander," she said in her nice, Australian accent, "let's go."


     "Lead the way, beautiful."  He came up behind her, and they walked through the hanger, until they got to a jet in the aft area.  A man in a maintenance uniform came up, and they exchanged pleasantries.  Then, they climbed into the cockpit, and Carrey began to flip switches to turn on the engines.  The woman behind him, Lieutenant Sarah Bremana, was busy checking the power systems.  "All systems check out okay.  Take her out, Commander."


     "Got it, beautiful.  Activating forward engines."  He flawlessly maneuvered the jet to the elevator, and they began to rise to the launch deck.


     Carrey looked up to see the airlock door opening, when Bremana jolted him out of his thoughts.  "Will you please stop calling me 'beautiful'.  I've had my fill of that, boyo."


     Carrey laughed.  "Okay, I will.  Will Sarah do?"


     "Yes, Zachary."


     "Call me Carrey."  Then, Carrey made his move.  "You doing anything else tonight?"


     She, knowing what he was thinking, laughed in her turn.  "No, I'm open.  Your place or mine?"


     "How about yours?  Valiant-class starships don't have much space."


     "Fine.  We'll meet at the mess hall, and then we'll go to my room for a lovely candlelight dinner.  I can cook a nice meal, straight from my mother's cookbook."


     Carrey smiled.  A little food, a little love.  "Fine.  Now, let's go off into the wild black yonder."


     Their jet rose to the launch deck, and a forcefield activated below them.  In front of them, stars glittered, and space was wide open.  Carrey pushed the button to activate the thrusters, and the jet picked up speed.  As they cleared the deck, Carrey looked around to see the large shape of Epsilon 3, the planet Babylon-5 orbited.  He looked at his sensors, and saw four jets come up behind him.  "OK, let's see what she can do."  They moved into a V-formation, and began to fly rings around the assembled ships.








     Dale turned a corner, and looked down yet another damned corridor.  He sighed, and kept going.  I've checked her quarters, the postmaster office, the garden....  He had stopped about ten people, and asked if they had seen Delenn, and everybody said no.


     He turned another corner, and collided with a Minbari.  He recognized him as Delenn's attache, Lennier.  He had a look about him, as if he had received a dreadful shock.  He looked Dale in the eyes.  Realizing who it was, he crossed his arms, and bowed slightly.  Dale did the same, and then asked, "What's wrong?"


     "He's going to kill her!"


     At first, Dale was going to ask who, but then the realization of Lennier's panic hit him full blast.  "Where's Delenn?"


     Lennier motioned toward the far corridor.  "Turn right, and then go straight to the door.  Please, hurry!"


     Dale nodded.  "Get Sheridan!"


     Lennier ran off, and Dale ran down the corridor.  He shook off the temptation to call the Roddenberry for reinforcements, and pulled out the small phaser that he always had hidden by his ankle, (except when he's on board the Roddenberry or is on an Alliance installation).  After turning, and following the path Lennier explained for him, he saw a door, and ran for it.  He hid by the corner, to prevent whoever was in there from seeing him.  He heard a loud scream, from Delenn, and Dale charged in, pointing his phaser forward.  He saw a figure laying on the floor, and ran up to it.  He picked the person up, and saw it was Delenn, her brown eyes aflame with pain.  Her black hair, which was unusual for a Minbari, was in tangles, and she was panting.  "Oh my God, let me get you out of here."  He picked her up, but she tried to resist.


     "No... leave me.  Don't let him find you."


     Then, a voice, distinctly British in origin, cut through the darkness.  "Too late."


     Dale twirled around, and fired.  The beam hit the wall, and the voice laughed.  "Another hero.  Another chosen one.  You are just as weak as her."  Dale then felt a sharp pain hit his back, and he fell, unable to move.








    Ivanova slipped into a space flight suit, ready to take a nice, leisurely flight to relax her nerves.  She looked at the pilots of Alpha squadron, and walked to the Starfury she would be flying.  She strapped in, and then they dropped into position, and took off.  She felt exhilarated, and began to make a loop.  She was jolted out of her pleasure by the sight of a long craft flying in front of her.  She banked hard to avoid it, and then yelled into her comm system, "What in the hell are you doing!"


     A young man's voice answered her.  "I'm trying to avoid running into you!  What are you, crazy?"


     Ivanova felt angry, but bit her anger down when she realized that it was an Alliance StarViper.  "This is Commander Susan Ivanova, of Babylon-5.  Who are you?"


     "Commander Zachary Carrey, commanding officer of the Koenig.  Nice to meet you, Commander."


     Then, their short conversation was cut short, and a man's voice came in on a comm channel.  "This is Babylon Control to Alpha squadron.  We're picking up a distress signal from a freighter in Sector 23.  Please investigate immediately."


     "This is Commander Ivanova.  We're on our way."


     Overhearing her, Carrey pressed the communications button, and said, "Saratoga, request permission to participate in rescue mission."  Behind him, Bremana nodded.  Good, she wants some action, too......


     Captain Kersowski appeared on a small screen in front of him.  "Permission given.  See you in a few hours, Commander."


     Carrey nodded, and cut the channel.  He then sent a signal to his squadron, telling them to come into a Cross formation with him, (meaning that they would all be behind him, and one at each corner, dorsal starboard, dorsal port, and so on....).  He then turned, and followed Ivanova's squadron to the jump gate.  "Carrey to Ivanova, we're coming with you, so wait up."


     "Glad to have you, Commander.  Activating jump sequence."


     In front of them, a large brown colored hole in space appeared, in the middle of the four long pillars that served as Babylon-5's jump gate.  They flew through it, and Carrey looked around and found himself surrounded by red space.  "So, this is what hyperspace looks like."


     "After a while, it gets boring."  Ivanova didn't appear to be joking.


     "How long until we get there?"


     The response came back, "Give it about an hour, on the current course."  Then it was followed by a question.  "What kind of weapons do you have on that thing?"


     "Two pulse phaser cannons, four phaser arrays, and fourteen quantum missiles."


     "Hope it's enough.  These raiders are supposed to have a lot of firepower."


     Carrey smiled.  "Let them come.  We're ready for them."


     A chuckle sounded over the comm link.  "Well put.  I like your attitude, Commander.  Now let's go kick some butt."








     Dale woke up, and found himself bound to the wall by metal shackles.  His uniform was torn in the front, exposing his sweat-drenched chest to the open air, which felt comfortable.  Then he noticed that someone had attached some form of device over his heart and chest.  "What the hell?"  In one corner of the room, he noticed the collapsed form of Delenn, barely moving.  "No.... Delenn....."  He struggled against the restraints.


     A voice came out of the darkness.  "Awake, are we?"


     Dale looked up, and gazed at a man dressed in late-nineteenth century dress.  He was holding a cane, and possessed a hat.  Dale looked at him, trying to drum up some confidence.  "You do realize that our governments will hunt you down and execute you if you kill us."


     The man merely laughed.  "Ah yes, you are the great Robert Dale, heroic military leader, ready to die in the belief that your cause is righteous!  You are quite an interesting fellow.  You are supposed to move little figures around on a board, and stand back as other men do the actual fighting.  Yet you constantly put your life on the line in the name of freedom and justice."


     Dale's eyes met his.  "There's nothing wrong with that!  Dying for the side of good is preferable to letting evil win!"


     Suddenly, a sharp pain flew threw his body.  He gasped in pain, and the sweat on his skin felt like fire.  His tormentor shook his head.  "You are just another foolish hero.  You feel that it is your destiny to die a heroic death, correct?  Maybe leading a fleet of starships into an ambush, knowing that your sacrifice could win the war.  Or, maybe, taking the fatal wound that was meant for another.  Quite heroic.  Or, just perhaps, leading a hopeless charge to take that final enemy position, going out in a blaze of fire and glory.  Very noble.  Isn't the Klingon battle cry 'Today is a good day to die'?  Is today your best day to die, young man?"


     For an instance, Dale remembered Harverson's defiant stance before she died.  Shackled, electrodes placed over her body, not even given the dignity of wearing some form of clothing over her body, as most women are given, she still stood there, ready to die.  "I will lay my life down for anything that is just!"  The pain of Harverson's tragic death, (murder, Dale corrected himself), made him feel that much stronger because of her sacrifice.


     "Yes, you would.  I can see it now!  The funeral for the great Robert Dale.  A military honor guard formed by the best officers, a 21 gun salute to your valiant sacrifice, droves of people weeping in the streets because of your death in battle!"  The man turned back to Dale.  "Is that not how you think?  Forget about the normal people, who's sacrifices will, at most, garner their families a few strips of ribbon and a letter offering them condolences.  You are the GREAT ONE!!!  The Chosen One, whom God has fingered out as a person of destiny!"  The strange man walked up to him.  "And what about the late Rebecca Harverson?"  Dale glared at him, stunned at his knowledge of Harverson's death.  "Her brutal and painful death at the hands of your worst enemies, only to spare you the necessity of destroying your dreams of glory.  The woman you loved is dead, and you didn't even try to save her.  What was she?  Another pawn?"


     "You leave her out of this!"  Then Dale gasped again as the man activated the pain device.


     "Ohh, I touched a nerve, didn't I?  So, she wasn't just another pawn.  She was actually a living being to you, not just something to use for pleasure?  She....."


     "What we shared was more than physical pleasure!  We loved each other!  Don't mention her again!"  He was answered by another lash of pain, but refused to back down.  "So, what's wrong?  I'm not crying for mercy?  I'm not giving in?  Is that what's wrong?"


     The man didn't take kindly to his remark.  "I am in control of this situation."  


     He pressed something on his cane, and more pain flowed through Dale's body.  "Ahhhh......."  He doubled back, unable to think through the pain.


     The inquisitor frowned.  "Feel your heart begin to race.  Feel the beating grown ever faster, and faster, and faster, before the heart simply destroys itself.  The death young Rebecca Harverson suffered was excruciatingly painful, and you were responsible.  Now it is time for you to reap what you have sowed."


     "It.... was.... the.... Na.... AAAHHHHHHHHH!!!"  Dale's body arched backward against the wall as he howled in pain.  True to his tormentor's words, he began to feel his heart start to beat faster, as the muscle contractions caused by the immense pain accelerated his heart muscles.


     "They were merely the executors of her fate, a fate you caused.  If you had given into their demands, she would be alive right now."


     Dale struggled to respond, but his lungs refused to exhale enough air to allow him to speak.  All he could do was close his eyes as the seemingly endless currents of pain rolled through him.  All he could do, however, was agree with him.  Maybe I should have told them.  I could have saved Rebecca!  She would be alive if not for me.....  That was the worst pain of all.


     "Stop!  Put your hands up!"  It was Sheridan's voice.  Dale was still in too much pain to pay attention.


     "And now another player enters this game."  A noise filled the room, and a grunt came from Sheridan.  "Oh, I apologize, your heart is almost ready to blow.  Wouldn't want you to die in this cold and lonely room, like an ordinary man, Cukar'Oeqt."


     As Dale heard the Dargsla words from the mysterious tormentor, he suddenly passed out.








     Carrey checked his sensor screens, and angled his head back at Sarah.  "You okay?"


     "I'm fine," she answered.


     Carrey looked back at the sensor screens, and saw several blips appear.  "Ivanova, this is Carrey.  I'm picking up several ships, distance, 300,000 kilometers.  Pull her up ten degrees, and turn full to port."


     "Ivanova here.  Course set, and we're moving."


     Carrey followed his own instructions, and his squadron did the same.  They engaged their impulse engines, and within eight minutes, the two squadrons were in visual range.  Carrey looked at his sensors again, and saw twenty-two raiders, attacking a transport ship.  Let's see, we have five StarVipers, as well as the nine Starfurys that Ivanova has.  Should be enough.  "Carrey to squadron, activate weapons.  Fire when attacked."


     At the same time, Ivanova sent a message to the raiders, ordering them to stop, or "face the consequences".  They responded by turning toward them.  Ivanova's fighters opened fire, and knocked one of them out.  Then they broke formation, and Carrey's squadron fired.  Five more raiders went up in five balls of fire.


     Carrey pulled the stick, and brought his fighter to a new trajectory.  The enemy missed him, and he looped quickly, locked on, and destroyed another raider with his phaser cannons.  Then he locked on to one just out of effective phaser range, and launched a missile.  It soared through space with the bright appearance of a torpedo, and ripped apart the raider who had been unfortunate enough to be in the way.  The fighter rocked as it was hit by a glancing blow from a raider weapon.  He hit the ventral thrusters, and the fighter soared "upward" as more shots came after them.  Carrey then fired his dorsal thrusters, pulling the fighter back behind a raider ship.  A burst of pulse phaser fire ripped it apart.


     "Nice moves, Commander," Ivanova said over the comm link.  "Now watch this."  Carrey could see her Starfury, being trailed by a raider, suddenly fire it's thrusters, moving up and over the raider.  Ivanova, with the touch of an expert pilot, twirled the Starfury to get a fix on the raider, and took it down with a well targeted volley of pulse fire.


     Carrey responded by firing his port ventral and ventral thrusters to align his fighter with another raider, and picked it off with a shot from one of the phaser arrays.


     Then, he heard somebody yell out, "They're on me!"  Carrey turned the stick, and watched as one of the Starfurys turned and forced a raider to break off it's pursuit of another Fury.  Then, that pilot ended up in trouble, as two raiders got on their tail.


     Ivanova's voice had a hint of desperation in it.  "I can't shake them!"  Carrey turned quickly, and locked his pulse phasers on the two raiders.  He fired, and blew one's wing off, causing it to twirl wildly in space.  The other fired at Ivanova, but she fired her thrusters, and the shot missed.  Carrey got up close, and unleashed close range pulse phaser fire, which vaporized the rear of the raider ship, and left the rest destroyed.


     The rest turned and fled, but then a blue jump point opened, and a Narn cruiser appeared, with five Klingon Birds-of-Prey in close formation.  "Wonder what they're doing so far out of Narn space?"  Carrey checked his sensor screen.


     "Don't know.  Probably going after those raiders."


     The Narn and Klingon ships confirmed her statement when they opened fire, and destroyed the last of the raiders.


     On Carrey's screen, a Klingon officer appeared.  "To whom am I speaking?"


     "This is Commander Me'drosk of the Imperial Bird-of-Prey Kar'Vek."


     "This is Commander Zachary Carrey of the Alliance Stellar Fleet, commander of the D.S.S. Koenig."


     "Commander Carrey, we have been searching for these dishonorable raiders for a week now.  W, and our Narn allies, thank you for your assistance in finally defeating them.  Qa'Pla.  Me'drosk out."  The Klingon disappeared, and Carrey could see the ships enter a jump point.


     Carrey sighed, and activated his comm link to Ivanova.  "Well, we're done here.  Is that transport OK?"


     "They're fine.  Alphas 6 through 8," Carrey listened as she gave orders to her squadron, "stay back and cover the freighter."


     "Section 2, help them."  Carrey's orders committed two of his fighters to the escort formation.


     "Roger, Squad Leader."


     "Time to go home.  I'll lead the way."  Ivanova brought her Starfury out in front, and the formation headed back toward the jump gate.








     "Unnnhh..."  Dale raised his head, and opened his eyes.  Beside him, Sheridan was shackled as well, with the tormentor wailing away at him with his pain cane.  Delenn was now struggling to get up.


     "Now for the final part of this exercise....."


     Dale glared at the man, and asked, "What the hell do you want with them!  This is between us!"


     "This... is... between.... you and me....."  Delenn got to her feet, and tripped toward the inquisitor.  "Leave them out of this."


     "Delenn, run!!!!"  


     Sheridan's yell prompted the tormentor to turn.  "Move an inch toward that door, and they both die."


     "Delenn!"  Dale gathered his strength, and continued his shout, "Run!!!!  Save yourself!!!"


     "Delenn, get the hell out of here!"


     Delenn instead shouted, "Why them?!  Take me!  Kill me!!!  Let them go!"


     The Inquisitor studied her for a moment.  "You would be willing to die, here, in the dark, with no one to remember you, no one to know of your sacrifice.  You would die, despite your grand destiny!?"


     "This body is but a shell.  If I fall, another will take my place, and another...."


     The tormentor, for the first time, smiled.  "Very good.  You may go."


     In a flash of light, their restraints were gone.


     Except for Dale's.


     Sheridan and Delenn stared at the inquisitor.  "You said we could go!"  Sheridan propped Delenn up, despite his own poor condition.


     "You two may go.  Because you passed the test, he will die."  The Inquisitor pressed his cane, and then the pain returned to Dale.  "AHHHH!!!!!"  His body contorted as he grimaced at the endless currents of misery.


     "Let him go!"  Delenn approached the Inquisitor.  "He is too important!"


     "Is he?  Feel his heart accelerating.  Feel the blood vessels that run through it starting to wear thin.  Soon, they will come apart.  His heart will burst as if an explosion had rocked his body, and he will die, instantly."


     "Dammit, let him go!"  Sheridan added his voice.


     "If I let him go, you must die.  Your choice."  The Inquisitor continued to examine Dale as if he was a specimen of some sort.


     For an instant, Dale was able to get out a shout.  "Let me die!  Save your.....  AAAAHHHHHHH!!!!!!"  The pain grew worse.  Dale could not even begin to think of how much it hurt.  All he knew, all he could see, was pain.  His nerves blazed like fire, and his muscles contracted in protest to the energy pouring into his body.  It was like he had fallen into a large, fast river of pain, constantly being bombarded, never able to recover......


     "Let him live!!!!!"


     The Inquisitor looked at Dale for a moment.  "Are you in pain?  What if I were to tell you that pain would be all you would know all your life?  Would you rather me kill you than live like that?"  He stopped for a moment, as Dale was able to let out another cry of pain.  "Do you want me to kill you, to save yourself from the intense pain that is to come?"


     Despite his pain, Dale heard this.  He could feel a voice calling....  "Yes!  Die!  Welcome death!  No more anguish!  No more pain!"  He thought of his family, his friends....


     Then more voices came.....


     "Never give up, boy.....," his grandfather's voice shouted through the pain.


     "Believe in yourself, Robert.  You must believe.....," his father added.


     "Robby, you must live!  We have to stick together!  Come on.....," Andreys' voice came in too.


     Then Dale thought of Harverson.  She had resigned herself to death, but did not really want to die.  She wanted to spend her life with him.....


     "NO!!!!", he managed to get out.  The Inquisitor smiled.


     "Correct answer."


     The pain stopped.  Dale, weakened by the torture, slumped down, only his restraints stopping him from hitting the floor.  "I....  will not.... dishonor.... Rebecca's.... memory.... by dying....."


     As the shocked Sheridan and Delenn watched, the Inquisitor approached Dale.  "Remember this lesson.  Pain is not the end.  You will know pain, but you must live through that pain.  We are all depending on you, young man....."  Then the Inquisitor disappeared.


     At the same time, Dale's shackles, as well as the device on his chest, disappeared.  He fell to the ground, and Sheridan ran over to assist him.  Dale tried to order his muscles to move, but they had been so badly treated that they refused.  His entire body ached, as he laid on the floor in misery.  "You OK?"


     Dale nodded, which was the most he could do.  "Get me... to the medi...."  He then closed his eyes, and lay still.


     Sheridan leaned down, and touched his neck, as Deleen watched him nervously.  "He's alive."  Sheridan pressed his comm link.  "Sheridan to CNC."


     "This is CNC."


     "Contact the Roddenberry.  Have them transport Minister Dale and myself straight to their medical center."


     "Yes Captain."


     A few moments later, the three disappeared in swirls of light.








     "So just what the hell happened to you three?!"


     Bashir stepped into the port med center section, and faced down Delenn, Sheridan, and Dale.  "All three of you have temporary, but significant, nerve damage!  Your metabolism has gone through the roof, your hearts are still recovering from cardiac stress, and your nervous system has a 90% increase in neurotransmitters!"


     The three exchanged looks.  "We, uh, appear to have been caught in some form of energy field.  Jarod thinks that it was a form of electrical field that materialized on the station.  About a one-in-a-million occurrence."


     Bashir nodded, apparently not believing them.  "Just... just forget it.  For know on, I don't ask anyone on this ship what happened to them.  I'll just treat them, and send them on their way."  He left the room.


     Dale rolled his eyes.  "Doctor Bashir can be such a pain in the ass."  He turned to Delenn.  "Ambassador, may I invite you to a launch next week?"


     "What launch?"


     Dale smiled.  "Well, the launch of the symbol of Alliance-Minbari friendship.  First ship that will be assigned to your space."


     Delenn, understanding him, smiled back.  "I would be honored."


     Then Sheridan asked, "What about Londo and the other Ambassadors.  You still have to talk with them."


     Dale's expression turned to a frown.








     "We will never agree!"


     Dale looked and sighed.  His nerves still hadn't recovered from the Inquisitor's game.  "Ambassadors, this agreement is the only thing standing between you and war.  Would you rather have more blood spilled?"


     Dale knew that it was the Centauri and Drazi holding out.  The Pak'ma'ra ambassador had already agreed to the deal, but it wouldn't matter if the Centauri wouldn't accept it.  Dale gazed into their eyes, trying to detect their resolve.  


     He then came up with an idea.


     He activated the screen behind him, and the 32nd appeared.  "This, gentlemen, is the 32nd Task Group.  On my order, they will occupy the disputed territory, if you do not sign."    


     The Drazi ambassador leaped to his feet.  "You attempt to embezzle us!"


     Londo also stood.  "If Alliance warships move into this territory, it will mean war!"


     Dale stood and met them eye to eye.  "Ambassador Mollari, do you think that the Centauri Republic can take on the Narn, Pak'ma'ra, Drazi, Klingons, and the Alliance?"  He was answered by silence.  "Peace is available now, so why try to hold out?"


     The Pak'ma'ra ambassador stood by Dale.  He spoke through his translation device.  "We agree.  A Demilitarized Zone would be most useful."


     "We demand the right to hold that territory!  Centauri blood was shed for it."


     Dale glared at him.  "So?  The Drazi and the Pak'ma'ra shed blood protecting it, as well."  He stared Londo down for a moment, and then turned back to the other ambassadors.  "Now, the territory will only be occupied by a marginal neutral force.  Delenn has told me that the Gray Council has accepted our offer to perform this duty.  They will destroy any ship that attempts to enter without authorization of both corresponding governments."


     They looked thoughtful for a moment, then Londo nodded.  "I will advise the Emperor to accept.  Now if you will excuse me...," he promised, with an air of reluctance in his voice.


     Dale motioned to the door, and Londo walked out, followed by the Pak'ma'ra ambassador.  The Drazi one looked glum, but he too said it would be accepted, and he left.  Dale looked on, and began to think about the events of the past few days.  The torture, the death of Harverson, the Inquisitor's words...


     He was so deep in thought that he did not notice the lumbering form of Kosh enter the office.  "You... have done well."


     Dale looked at him.  "What do you mean?"


     "You... have passed the test.  You are Cukar'Oeqt."


     Dale looked at the alien.  "The test?  The one spoken about in the Dargsla texts?"


     "Yes."


     Dale gazed into the port that served as Kosh's view sight.  "The Dargsla were from this universe, weren't they?"


     Kosh slowly nodded.


     "Delenn told me of the last Shadow War.  How many races were obliterated.  The Dargsla were one of them."  He remembered what the hologram at the Dargsla base had said, about the destruction of the Dargsla at the hands of "the Shadow".


     Kosh nodded again.


     "This 'darkness' spoken of in their writing.  Is it the Shadows?"


     Then, Kosh replied negatively.  "No, they are not.  The true Darkness will come soon.  You are the only one who can defeat them.  Your next task, is to find the six."


     Kosh turned to leave, and Dale stopped him.  "The six?"


     "You will know them...  When the time comes....."


     Kosh left, followed by a mystified Dale.








     Carrey leaned up from the bed, and looked over at the form of the unclothed Sarah Bremana under the covers.  She was on her stomach, and he moved his finger over her neck, and down her back.  She turned, and he planted a kiss on her lips, and she awoke from her sleep, startled.  She had sat up, and the sheet fell off her, incidentally showing her chest.  She turned to him, and said angrily, "Why're you waking me up this early?"


     "We've slept for eight hours, and I've got to report to the Koenig soon, anyway.  I assumed that you might want to spend a few more hours with me, so I kissed you."


     She gave him a wide smile, and pushed him back to the bed, their lips locked in a kiss.








     On the bridge of the Roddenberry, Paris looked on nervously as Commodore Charles Empsy stood in front of him.  "I heard that you're my niece's fiancee."


     Paris nodded slowly.


     He slapped Paris on the back, as if they were old buddies.  "Well, my boy, let's go have a drink!  I can't wait for the wedding day!"  They headed to the turbolift.


     Dale looked on, and laughed.  He then headed for his office.  When he entered it, he sat down at the table, called up the file he was looking for, and then saw Andreys enter.  She was wearing her normal burgundy red uniform.  "How are you, Robby?"  She sat down on a couch.  "Julian told me about your medical condition.  What happened?"


     "Nothing much....."


     Knowing to discuss the matter further would be a moot point, Andreys instead asked, "So, what about that vacation?"


     Dale sighed.  "No need now."


     Andreys answered by moaning.  "You could always take me!  I never get a vacation!"  Her smile assured him that she wasn't actually meaning it.


     He laughed, and then looked at the files on his viewer.  She saw them, and asked, "What's that?"


     "The legend of the Chosen One.  Here it says that, after he passes the test, he will find six people to join him against the Darkness.  If he fails, the Darkness will obliterate everything that is."


     "How would he find these six?"  Andreys, despite her rolled eyes, seemed interested.


     "There are clues, describing them.  Here they are.  'One who has cheated Death, one who has served as an emissary of time, one who has faced the evil of his blood, two who have defeated darkness, and one who has let love conquer all."


     She looked slightly interested.  "Sounds like gibberish."


     Dale nodded.  Inwardly, he was scared.  It was supremely powerful, with weapons that could wipe an entire planet of all life, and it would be difficult, if not impossible, to stop it.


     Dale turned, and looked out at the stars.  "Sometimes I think pessimists like Commander Ivanova...."


     Andreys stared at him.  "Ivanova?"


     Dale turned.  "Yeah, Ivanova.  You know her.  Sheridan's first officer."


     "I know the name, it's just......"  Andreys rummaged her memory, sure that she had heard that name before.  "I guess I thought I had heard it somewhere else.  No big deal."


     "Okay.  Now, about....."











Epilogue














     Six days later, in Dock 12's observation lounge at Headquarters Station over Home Earth, Dale turned to Delenn, and said, "Ambassador, if you may do the honors."


     Delenn nodded, and pressed a button.  A bottle of champagne left an airlock, and ten seconds later, slammed into the hull of the ship berthed there.


     As the crowd waited, Delenn whispered to Dale, "What do I say again?"  He whispered an answer into her ear, and she said, in a louder voice, "I hereby christen thee the D.S.S. Dukhat."


     The new Presidential II-class D.S.S. Dukhat, registry number DCC-2242, sat proudly in the dock.  The bright blue metallic sheen of her hull was evidence of the duranium-crystalline alloy armor the Alliance and the Minbari had developed together.  The crowd ohhed and ahhed the appearance of the ship, even as Delenn told Dale, "I find this custom most interesting.  For every new ship, you throw a bottle at it?  Isn't that wasteful?"


     "It's tradition, Ambassador.  Some things never change."  Then Dale found the man he was looking for, and said, "Ambassador, may I introduce the captain of this fine new vessel?"  The captain smiled at her as Dale introduced him.


     "This is Captain Chakotay."


     Chakotay bowed in the customary Minbari religious greeting.  "An honor, Ambassador."


     Delenn returned it.  "Thank you, Captain."


     Dale looked back at the ship.  "Captain Chakotay has been told of his assignment."  Dale, with a whisper, added, "He also knows of the shadows between the stars."


     Delenn nodded, understanding.  Then Dale looked at the chronometer on the wall.  "I'd better get back to the Roddenberry.  I've got two weeks of vacation coming up.  It's just what the doctor ordered."  Dale smiled at the irony of his words.  Bashir had threatened to stun him and leave him on a island on Unila II if he didn't agree to a vacation.


     "Are you going alone?"


     Dale shook his head at Delenn's question.  "No, Commander Andreys will be accompanying me."  Then he went for the door.


     Delenn smiled for a moment, thinking of the two, and then began to make conversation with others.








     The cloaked being entered Kosh's quarters.  "It has been done," Kosh told him.


     "Good.  After two millennia of waiting, the time has come....."





