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     This will be the last stand-alone story for quite a while.  Hope you appreciate it!








Prologue








     From our place in the galaxy, humanity has seen many great wonders.  Looking into the night sky can bring the explorer out of all of us, in the thought of the day when we will finally bridge the gap between the small twinkling lights we call "stars".


     For some, this day has already arrived.


     And for them, new wonders have been discovered.  Nebulas, quasars, novas, spatial anomalies, these magnificant sights that give space it's color have awed these explorers, some for two centuries.


     But none of these sights can rival that of the multi-colored rainbow tear through reality itself, known as an interdimensional jump point.  The reason for the multiple colors in the exit point is unknown to scientists, as is most of the workings behind the interdimensional jump drives they use.  All they know is that it is a sight to behold one of these unexplainable wonders, especially for those on a planet, where the atmosphere seems to amplify the sheer beauty of the rainbow colors.


     For the humans on one particular Earth, circa 1985 A.D., the night sky once again shined with the creation of a jump point.  And if one was viewing it with a telescope, they could see the vessel that came out of it.


     Large, nearly a kilometer long, with three sections, most noticable the large saucer-shaped primary hull, this vessel came in, looking majestic in the stars as it glided through space.


     Slowly, with the power she had displayed many times before, the Starship Roddenberry eased into a geostationary orbit over North America.


     And as she did, three souls, belonging to the organization they represented, prayed into the night for protection against their zealous captors.....








     Ship's Log: November 24, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have come to universe KE-34, in search of the family of Gerald Parkerson, ambassador to the Earth in this universe.  The local time is somewhere in the 1980's, so we're going to have to tread carefully.  The Cold War is still in full swing, and the Alliance has been accused by both sides of siding with each other.  The disappearance of our ambassador's family may be linked to this.  As such, I have decided to call in some 'unofficial' sources.  I have sent Commander Andreys to contact them, and I hope, for all our sakes, that she succeeds.


     On a secondary note, a group of Klingons have come aboard, for a special "holiday" has come up, and they need to have a ceremony with the leader of their house, Commander Worf.  Strangely, it coincides with this year's Thanksgiving holiday.  That day there will also be the wedding for Lieutenant Thomas Paris and Ensign Laura Empsy.  I have been asked to perform the wedding ceremony.


     Andreys looked across the street at the bum sitting on a bench, the rendezvous point for the people she was to get in contact with.  She ran across, and sat down by him, putting down a "briefcase" by her leg.  He had gray hair and was covered by a shroud that smelled quite unsanitary.  He looked at her, and smiled.  "You're a nice girl.  Where are you from?"


     "I'm not local," she answered, which was pretty much the truth.


     "Where did you live as a child?", he asked, apparently very curious.


     "Kansas."


     "I've got something from a trip to Kansas.  Let me show it to you."


     She looked away, convinced that he was some sort of nut, when he put a piece of paper in her hand.


     It read: "You have just found the A-Team."


     She looked at him, and he had taken the dirty shroud off, revealing a normal suit below it.  Then, a large black van drove up, and the side door opened, revealing two men inside it.








     "So, you think that this man's family was kidnapped by somebody in the American government?"


     Andreys shook her head.  "Or Soviet.  We're trying to be neutral in your Cold War, but both sides say that we've joined the other."


     The driver of the van, a muscle bound dark-skinned man, turned to the gray-haired man, and said, "Hannibal, I don't like this.  The Alliance is fulla friendly people, and it's wrong to do somethin' like this to 'em"


     Then the man beside her in the back of the van, with brown hair and a sweet grin, tapped Hannibal on the shoulder.  "So, do I have to spring Murdock again?"


     She looked at him.  "Murdock?"


     "He's our 'secret weapon'.  He stays in a state mental facility, until we need him."


     "How do you get him out?"


     The man beside her grinned.  "We use, um, special procedure."


     The man called Hannibal turned back at him.  "So, what's it going to be this time, Face?"


     Before he could answer, Andreys turned to him.  "Face?"


     "It's our little nickname for him.  He's a disguise expert.  His real name is Lieutenant Templeton Peck."  Hannibal pointed to the driver.  "This is Sergeant B.A. Baracus, and I'm Colonel Gregory 'Hannibal' Smith."


     "You call yourselves the A-Team?"


     Hannibal nodded.  "You see, we were a commando team in Vietnam.  We were ordered to rob a bank in Hanoi, and after we did so, take the money, and give it to our commander.  We did as ordered, but our commander was killed in a mortar attack on our headquarters.  They arrested us, and said that we robbed the bank on our own.  We were convicted, sent to prison, and escaped.  Now, they've established a military unit, under the command of Colonel Lynch, to take us in.  Lynch isn't too bright, however."


     She nodded.  "If you want, we can give you asylum."


     He picked up a cigar, and put it in his mouth.  "We might just take you up on that."  He then lit the cigar.








     "So, do you think we can trust them?"


     Andreys nodded, although Dale could not see her.  "They have no reason to betray us.  In fact, they may ask for asylum."


     She heard the strain in Dale's voice.  "Okay, give them all of our information.  As of this moment, the A-Team is under Alliance protection.  I'm going to send Worf down to meet with you, and help."


     "Okay.  Have Worf stand by, and I'll tell him when to come down."


     "Take care.  Dale out."


     The communicator beeped, indicating that the channel was cut.  Andreys turned, and saw Hannibal coming back to the van.  "So, what did he say?"


     "You're hired.  He's sending down somebody to help us.  As soon as you're ready, I'll call for him to beam down."


     He lit another cigar.  "Well, let's get started."








     Worf lunged at Krokas with his mock bat'leth, and knocked him to the ground.  Krokas lost his weapon, and made the signal admitting defeat.  Worf put his weapon down, and walked over to him.  They talked in Klingon, and Krokas stood up.  Worf left his scowl on his face, but inwardly smiled.  His warriors were strong, and brave.  Ever since Gowron had restored his house, Worf had taken pleasure in participating in every aspect in Klingon life.  His house was very strong and influential, for several smaller, weaker houses had let themselves been absorbed by his house.  Worf had achieved something that few had, the leadership of a house, it's forces, and it's wealth.  He turned to his assembled warriors, and shouted, in perfect Klingon, "Today has been a great day of battle!  Tomorrow, we finish the ceremony of the JakGra'Ke!"


     The warriors shouted in agreement, but then Worf's communicator beeped.  He pressed it, and heard Dale say, "Commander, sorry to interrupt you, but I need you to report to Transporter Room Two, armed."


     Worf nodded.  "I will be there shortly."








     Andreys looked around, and saw all four members of the A-Team.  She pressed her communicator, and said, "Andreys to Roddenberry."


     Jarod, who was due for bridge duty, answered.  "Roddenberry here.  Go ahead, Commander."


     "Send him down.  Use my communicator signal for coordinates."


     "Gotcha."


     She turned to them.  "Worf's not human, okay?  He's Klingon."


     Murdock seemed excited.  "You mean he's an extra-terrestrial!  I'm actually going to meet an alien!"


     B.A. scowled, and Andreys swore that he resembled Worf.  "You an alien, so shut up, foo'!"


     Then, a swirl of light appeared, and coalesced into a humanoid.  He was dark-skinned, large, and had a larger forehead than humans.  His forehead had ridges that made a pattern on it.  He saw Andreys, and stood at attention.  "Lieutenant Commander Worf reporting, sir."


     She smiled, and nodded.  "At ease."


     He relaxed his body, and handed her a phaser.  He the turned to see Murdock reaching to touch his ridges.  His response was not predicted, however.


     "Lieutenant Barclay?"  Then, seeing the stares, he shook his head, and corrected himself.  "I apologize.  He looks like an engineer I once served with, on the Enterprise."


     Andreys put her hand out to them, and said, "Worf, allow me to introduce the A-Team."  She then said her names.  They all appeared to be intimidated by Worf's large physique.


     Except for B.A.


     They shook hands.  Then, when Murdock went to touch his ridges, he let lose an animal-like growl that scared him back.  Andreys then looked at the thoroughly scared Murdock.  "It is a sign of disrespect to touch a Klingon's forehead ridges.  To them, they are symbols of honor and valor."


     Worf went to the case Andreys had with her, and opened it.  Inside was a screen, with buttons to use it.  He pressed one, and the picture of a barracks-like building appeared.  Everybody gathered to see it.  "The missing family had subdermal transmitters implanted in them, so we have tracked this to them at this location.  It is guarded, but there is a way to get into the building without being detected."


     "How?"


     "We can arrange for the Roddenberry to beam us in, and then use wrist tricorders to locate them."


     "Good plan."  Hannibal brought out a cigar.  "When do we go?"


     "As soon as you are ready."








     Andreys felt herself materialize, and lifted her photon rifle.  Worf, who appeared beside her, brought out his rifle, and looked around.  The A-Team were behind them, and they picked up their guns as well.  Andreys looked at her wrist tricorder, and pointed to a door.  "That way."


     Then, machine gun fire erupted behind them.  Worf turned, and fired, knocking down the guard behind them.  Andreys went to the door and opened it, spraying the guards inside with photon charges.  She rushed in, and found two people, a woman and a small child, bound hand and foot.  She went up, pulled a phaser, and destroyed the ropes.  The woman looked at her, and cried, "Get us out of here!  They're going to kill us!"


     Hearing the sounds of battle outside subside, Andreys pressed her communicator.  "Andreys to Roddenberry, we've got them.  Energize."  They disappeared in a swirl of light.








     Andreys looked to her sides, and saw Worf, plus the two rescuees standing by her.


     But no A-Team.


     She looked at the transporter operator.  "What happened to them?!"


     She was frantically pressing buttons on her console.  "I don't know!  It says I beamed them up!"


     Andreys turned, and saw Worf looking at four communicators on the pad.  "Why did they take off their communicators?"


     She looked at her wrist tricorder, and pressed a button.  Readings from the room they were in popped up.  "Worf, the room that we entered was a trap!"


     "How?"


     "There were explosives lined behind the walls.  They were going to lure a rescue party in there, and kill them!"


     Worf looked at her.  "But why didn't they?"


     "Worf, the A-Team was wrongfully accused of a crime.  The American military was after them!  Is it possible that, seeing they were part of the rescue party, they extorted them into surrendering, to save us?"


     Worf thought for a second, then dashed to the pad.  He growled a Klingon curse, having to do with the punishment for cowardice, and then ordered, "Beam me back down, now!"


     "And me too," Andreys added.  She climbed up by him, and the operator activated the transport sequence, making them turn into swirls of light.








     Dale heard the operator make her report, and yelled, "Are they crazy!?"


     Jarod looked back at him.  "Should we try to beam them up?"


     Dale shook his head.  "No, we shouldn't.  Inform our guests to get ready for combat.  When they're ready, have them beamed down to the same location.  Let's wish them good luck."








     Andreys looked at the guards in the front, and turned back to Worf.  "We need to get in there, without raising a ruckus."


     Worf shook his head negatively.  "We need a battle strategy."


     She smiled at him, although he could tell it was forced.  "We need a distraction.  And I think I know how to supply it."


     Worf went to ask how, but then he noticed that both guards were male.  He looked to see the incredibly attractive young woman who kneeled by him. "Commander, that is not necessary.  They may try to use you."


     She winked.  "If they do, I'll have to teach them how to play nice.  As soon as they're occupied, sneak through the side door," she pointed at it, "and get them out.  We owe it to them."


     Worf nodded.  He looked at her, said, "Good luck, Commander," and felt great admiration at her courage.  She then took off her uniform, and was wearing a sleeveless undershirt and shorts under it.  She put them on the ground, and got up, sneaking over to the men at the door.  They saw her coming, and both smiled.  As Worf quietly made his way to the side door, Andreys did her best to look seductive, averting all of their attention.  "Do you gentlemen know where I can find a nice meal and place to rest?"  She hoped her smile made it seem like she was looking for something else, too.


     And they bought the bait.








     Hannibal looked at the colonel in charge, named Jarver.  "So, why did you kidnap that diplomat's wife and daughters?"


     The man laughed.  "The Alliance is against freedom, not for it.  Their allies are Communists!  We were going to kill them, and their rescuers.  Then, when you showed up, I decided that we should get the real traitors instead."


     "You must think that you're a real hero, huh?"


     "Oh, I think he does, Hannibal...."  Face's sarcasm was, as always, witty.


     "I fight for freedom!  Now, I'll leave you.  I have to prepare your firing squad."  Then he left.


     Hannibal looked around, but knew that they couldn't try anything.  Think of a plan, think of a plan......


     Then, he saw Face trying to get his attention.  He turned, and saw Face mouth the word "alien".


     He looked up, and, raising his hands over an MP, was the Klingon, Commander Worf.


     The MP never knew what hit him.


     Worf brought his fists down in a hammer punch, and knocked the MP to the ground.  Then, he raised his phaser, and shot the other one before he could react.  He drew a alien knife, and cut their ropes.  "We must hurry.  They are bringing in more troops, and I do not know how much longer Commander Andreys can distract them."


     Hannibal stood after Worf sliced his ropes, and then reached over to a counter, and picked up his case of cigars.  Putting one in his mouth, he smiled and said, "Okay, I've got a plan."








     Worf fitted the photon rifle onto the top of the jeep, and nodded.  He heard B.A. start up the engine, and they began to move out of the garage.  As they left, guards came up behind them, and Murdock mowed them down with the machine gun he had.


     They turned the corner, near the door, and Worf could see Andreys planting a fearsome kick into the guard, in an area that would make most human males cringe.  He doubled over, and she chopped him in the neck, knocking him out cold.  She had put her shirt back on, and turned to see them in the jeep.  Then, a guard came up behind her, and went to shoot her.  Worf shot him, and he fell.  Andreys ran, and jumped into the jeep.  Then, they heard a loud whistling noise, and Worf looked down to see the tires deflating, from a bullethole.


     Not waiting for the others to react, Worf jumped out of the jeep, and planted a punch on an incoming guard.  The man was knocked to the ground by the force, and Worf turned to face a new adversary.  He was in full battle mode, and his blood raced through his veins, his heart pounding like a hammer.  He made a large fist, and delivered another punch, this time to the jaw, which he heard crack from the force.  He turned to find yet another victim, but found most of the guards involved with others.  Then, the one called Face was knocked to the ground, and the guard pulled a knife to finish him.  Worf roared, typical for Klingons in the heat of battle, and he leaped, like a gigantic lion, smashing into his target.  The man fell to the ground, then Worf turned and saw the knife planted firmly in his throat.  Not even bothering to help Face up, Worf immediately found another enemy, and went to take him on.  He found him engaging the one called B.A., who was already taking on another, and winning.  Worf stopped momentarily, for it was an insult to one's honor to jump into a battle in which he was already winning, but then a third guard jumped in, and Worf felt free to attack.  He ran up, seeing a headlock being executed on B.A., and he grabbed the executor, and brought him to the ground.  He picked him up, and threw him into a wall.  He then grabbed a man by the head, with B.A. grabbing the other at the same place, and they crashed their heads together, sending both to the ground.


     Worf looked at B.A.  "You fight well!"


     "Thanks.  Now let's go give these suckers a lesson they'll never forget!"


     Despite their best efforts, however, it was apparent that they could not beat the enemy without reinforcements.  Everybody in the A-Team, plus Andreys, was wearing down.  All that Face was doing was supplying the enemy with a punching bag.  Hannibal was just barely holding his own, Murdock was doing the same, and Andreys had just received a punch to her face, although she was fighting valiantly.  Even Worf and B.A. couldn't fight forever, although they took out five more guards in tandem with each other.


     Then, the calvary arrived, although it didn't quite use a bugle call.


     A loud yell in Klingon resounded through the area, and Worf turned to see the warriors from his house joining the fray.  Krokas was at the forefront, and the guards of the enemy were too shocked to effectively defend themselves, as they feel beneath the bat'leths of the Klingon warriors.  One Klingon was knocked down momentarily, his name was Lar'kas, and Hannibal picked up the weapon, handling it just well enough to defend himself.  Worf immediately drew his short blade, and slashed the muzzle of a machine gun pointed at the injured-but-still-fighting Andreys, who was being rescued by a Klingon warrior.


     The enemy, seeing that the battle was lost, ran.  The Klingons went to pursue, but then everybody in the area was beamed up by the Roddenberry.


     Ten seconds later, the area was ripped apart by solar torpedoes.








     Bashir ran the regenerator over Andreys's torn lip, and it was good as new.  "Now, Commander, I'll expect you to take light duty for the next few days.  No running around, helping maintenance crews, no exercising in the gym, no heavy activity of any kind.  If you do it, I'll have you relieved, got it?"


     She smiled, and nodded.  "Yes, mother hen."  She got up, and went to walk off, when she turned back at Bashir.  "Are you coming to the wedding?"


     Bashir nodded.  "I wouldn't miss it."


     Andreys smiled back at him, and then she left.


     Bashir went to his next patient, Face.  "Now, what's wrong here?"


     He shook his head.  "Doc, how much will it hurt?"


     Bashir laughed.  "Not a bit."  Bashir saw his eye, and ran the regenerator over his eye.  "There you go.  Now, don't get in any fights for the next few days."  


     He chuckled.  "Who's getting married?"  


     Bashir scratched his head for a second, trying to think of why they would want to know.  "Our astronavigator, Lieutenant Paris, and one of our operation officers, Ensign Empsy."


     Face nodded, then he motioned for Bashir to put his ear by his mouth.  Bashir did so, and he whispered, "So, is Commander Andreys available?"


     Bashir almost laughed in his face.  "You've got to be joking.  Asking her out is a death wish.  She is very sensitive about relationships, and she's not exactly a love-them-and-forget-them kind of girl."


     "Okay."  He looked crestfallen, then got up and walked away.


     Bashir shook his head, and went to his next patient.








     Worf and his Klingon soldiers burst into the lounge, and Hargert was there to meet him.  "The usual, Commander?"


     Worf looked at him, still feeling the effects of the battle fever that had infested in him.  "Bloodwine!  For all of my warriors!"  A roar of approval came up behind him.


     Hargert smiled.  "I traded a large barrel of Deutsch beer for three large casks of bloodwine when I was last on Quo'nos."  Hargert disappeared behind in his store room behind the bar.


     Worf turned, and saw three members of the A-Team, they were missing their leader, sitting down.  He went up to them, and they looked up at him.  "You are some of the most honorable humans I have ever met.  Drink with me and my warriors, and we shall never forget this night!"


     B.A. immediately stood up, and walked up to the bar, the Klingons parting so he could get through.  "Whatever they havin', I want it too!"


     The other two stayed in their seats.  Murdock was busy looking out at the earth, and Face was eyeing a young female noncom who was sitting by him.


     At the same moment, Dale and Hannibal walked in.  Dale saw the celebration, and the bloodwine, and he said, "I want a glass of that too."


     Hannibal looked at him.  "What's that?"


     "Klingon bloodwine.  Most humans can't stomach it, but for some reason, I can.  My first drink of it was over three years ago, when I met with the Klingon government for the first time.  They couldn't believe it when I downed a whole glass of it in one gulp, something that even Klingons have trouble doing."  Dale also remembered the hangover he received from that, as well.  He shook of the memory, and the embarrassment, from the event.


     Worf saw him, saluted, and stood at attention.  Dale nodded, which was a signal for him to be at ease, and said, "Well, Worf, you seem to be enjoying yourself.  You think that you'll be ready for the wedding tomorrow?"


     "Yes sir."


     "Good."


     Dale picked up the drink, and gulped it down.  The Klingons stared at him.  "Sir, you drink bloodwine?"


     Dale regarded the glass for a moment, and then set it on the counter.  "There are still things you don't know about me, Commander Worf."  He smiled, and left.








     The ensign at Ops said, "Sir, jump point opening."


     On the screen, a hole in space appeared.  It swirled in different colors inside, and a large starship came out.  It has three nacelles, arranged in a triangular pattern on the drive.  It's saucer was adorned in lights, and the name on top of the saucer read: D.S.S. El Alamein; DCC-1942.


     Dale stepped onto the bridge, and turned to Lieutenant Jarke at tactical.  "Hail them, Lieutenant."


     On the screen, Commodore Empsy appeared.  "Commodore, nice for you to make it here.  We were almost on our way to Babylon-5 to rendezvous with you."


     "I'm afraid that travel to B5 right now would not be prudent."


     Dale frowned.  "What happened?"








     "Damn Clark!!"


     Dale pounded his fist on the conference room table as he read the padd Empsy handed him.  Andreys, Worf, and Jarod stared at him, mystified.  "What?"


     "Commodore, when was this announced?"


     "Nine hours ago."


     "Damn them all."  He sat down.  "The Earth Alliance has signed a non-aggression pact with the Centauri Republic."


     The full blow of his words came down on the assembled officers.  "Now the Centauri are clear to begin expanding into the League of Non-Aligned Worlds," Worf stated angrily.


     "Not if I have anything to say about it."  Dale pressed his communicator.  "Dale to bridge."


     "Bridge here."


     "The instant you confirm that the Council is in session, I want to open an encrypted channel.  I have an urgent message for them."


     "Yes sir."


     "Good.  Dale out."


     "What are we going to do?"


     Dale frowned.  "If I have my way, by next week, the Alliance, the Minbari Federation, and the Narn Regime will have signed a treaty of mutual-defense, a treaty we will expand into the League."


     "Sir, you do realize that anti-Minbari sentiment has risen dramatically on Earth in recent months.  If we sign a treaty like that....."


     Dale nodded.  "It could cause a war.  A war we would probably win.  But a war that would cost the lives of thousands, or millions....."











Epilogue








     Dale, in his dress uniform, looked on at the groom and bride.  Lieutenant Paris was in his dress uniform, while Ensign Empsy was in a wedding dress, which made her look even more beautiful.  Paris' best man was Jarod, and Empsy had her uncle, Commodore Charles Empsy, both in dress uniform.  In fact, everyone there was in dress uniform, excluding their guests.


     Dale looked at the crowd, and began to speak.  "Since the first ships appeared on the oceans, humans, as well as many other races, have had marriages at sea.  The captain was the man with the duty and privilege to conduct these weddings.  Even though we have gone from the seas to the stars, captains still enjoy this honor.  Since I am the captain of this ship, it is my duty, and my privilege, to join these two in holy matrimony."


     Dale heard a "Get to the good part!" from the audience, but his stare forced everybody to remain quiet.  It did cause the couple before him to giggle, however, and so he looked past it.  He said the usual vows, heard the appropriate "I do's", and proclaimed them man and wife.  They kissed, and everybody clapped.


     Then, Hargert appeared, with a cake, some German pastries, and drinks.  Due to tradition, Empsy took a piece of the giant cake, and smeared it in Paris' face.  Paris did the same, and they began to lick it off each other.  Laughter began to mount.


     Dale walked up to Hannibal, and shook his hand.  "Congratulations, Colonel."


     "On what?"


     "You asked me to get you into the military.  I did.  Your unit is Unit A, and it composes of your little quartet."


     "Hmm...  What's the benefits?"


     "Medical, pensions, nice retirement check.  You'll like it.  Then, you'll also have a vacation now and then."


     He nodded.  "How about now?"


     Dale made a small shrug.  "They haven't assigned you yet, so that's your vacation time."


     He heard B.A. come up behind him.  "What about my family?"


     "Your mother?  I sent people down to get her.  She's coming up in a few hours, as soon as she gets things settled."


     B.A. seemed content.


     Dale turned back to Hannibal.  "Would you like to see the reaction of Colonel Lynch when I informed him of your service with us?"


     "Wish I could of seen it."


     Dale drew a small isolinear chip out of his pocket.  "It's all on here.  Enjoy."


     Then, Dale looked over at Worf.  "Commander, where are you off to?"


     He turned back to Dale.  "I must finish the ceremony with my fellow warriors.  When we return to Home Earth, they will be leaving for Quo'nos."


     "I'll see you later."


     Then, a loud voice filled the lounge.  "Hargert!  Why isn't the damned cake chocolate!  I hate yellow cake!  It sucks!"  Barnes' angry shout drew a cringe from Dale.


     Fortunately, Hargert seemed to be prepared for such a possibility.  He brought a plate of chocolate sweets to the main table, and that mollified the angry, dirty-mouthed chief engineer of the Roddenberry.  Dale shook his head, and then turned to face Jarod, who was holding a piece.


     Lieutenant Farren'da called from the bridge, "Sir, I'm receiving a signal from the Council.  They are asking you to activate ANN."


     Dale turned to the monitor in the lounge, and said, "Computer, ANN."


     On the screen, a reporter appeared.  "We have just received this footage from EM-5.  What you are about to see may be considered violent, so you might want to keep this from the view of children."


     Then, a space field appeared.  A small Alliance transport zig-zagged through space as an Earth Alliance Nova-class Dreadnought came after it, weapons firing.  Dale frowned upon noticing the small Psi Corps insignia on the side, under the name Yorktown.


     Then, a phaser beam sliced in front of the Earth ship's bow, and two Alliance starships, a Vicksburg-class heavy cruiser and a Marathon-class light cruiser, took up position in front of the ship.  "The Phillipine Sea and the Quebec responded to this situation with a warning shot.  The EA ship claimed that the transport was ferrying telepathic terrorists, although all records indicate that it was laden with telepaths that fall under the Political Dissident Protection Act."


     On the screen, the Yorktown suddenly fired, striking the Quebec in the starboard shields.  Both ships replied with torpedoes, which destroyed the Yorktown's forward weapons.  The Yorktown turned, and entered a jump point that appeared.  "Five hours ago, President Clark withdrew all diplomatic personnel from Alliance space, and ordered that Alliance Ambassador Kelver'da be removed from Babylon-5.  We will be giving more reports as they become available....."


