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     This episode will be the first domino to lead to the inescapable conflict that will arise next season.  By the end of this episode, the Alliance-Dominion border will have nearly tripled it's previous length, and open various issues that will strain the so-far cozy Alliance-Dominion relationship.








     Author's Note: This occurs a few weeks after the Deep Space Nine fifth season finale, "A Call To Arms".








Prologue





     The night of space is cold and lonely, so dark that light itself is an occurrence, outside of solar systems.  That is why most starships bear light colors, for easy visibility.  Much like their Federation adversaries, Alliance ships are mostly duranium white, proudly bearing the Alliance flag on their hulls, with running lights illuminating their names and registry numbers.  Their ships transmit information on subspace channels regularly, usually record searches or personal communications, enabling those around them to know that they are near.


     Some vessels, however, are not meant to be seen or heard.


     Such as the D.S.S. Nighthawk.


     Unlike the other ships of the Alliance Stellar Fleet, the Nighthawk was pitch black, almost invisible to the naked eye.  Only by blotting out the stars was she even visible.  The normally bright glow of the warp nacelles were as dim as a shadow.  Even her name was invisible, allowing none to identify her.  Indeed, very few knew of her existence, or that of her three sister ships, which made up the roster of Alliance Star Shadow-class stealth ships.  Her hull was composed of a metal-like material known as karicimite, a sensor deflecting material that allowed the ship to be totally invisible to sensor sweeps.  Her communications system used an interdimensional emitter, which sent an undetectable and untraceable signal through the universal barrier to it's target.  The ship was the only Alliance ship not equipped with a cloaking device.  She didn't need it.  She was superior to cloaked vessels.  No telltale tachyon anomalies, no phase discrepancies to give the ship away.  The skeleton crew of fifteen Alliance officers, all from the Alliance Stellar Fleet Intelligence Division, didn't even enjoy the comforts of gravity, to prevent enemy detection of the gravity field.  This ship was the ultimate spy vessel, shaped like an advanced twentieth century high altitude jet, the Blackbird.


     As the Nighthawk crossed into Tsen'kethi territory, the commanding officer had no fear of setting off the border alarms.  Silently, she whizzed by the two hundred lethal Tsen'kethi warships sitting on the border at Warp 9.3, on her way to a chain of planets and space stations known as the MacGregor Line.


     As they broke free of the space between the Tsen'kethi forces, the CO of the Nighthawk, Lieutenant Commander Alexander Samuels, held onto his chair, wearing a harness to prevent him from floating in the zero-g.  He knew what was at stake.  Those ships weren't there conducting training maneuvers.


     They were there to start a war.  A war with the organization he and his crew had vowed to protect.


     The Alliance of Democratic Nations.


     His sensor operator turned from his panel.  The bridge of the Nighthawk was fully circular, unlike most Alliance starships.  Weapons was on the starboard side, operations on the port, sensors and communications in the rear starboard side, and helm on the front.  At any time, there were eight officers functioning on board, with seven others resting.  "Sir, we are entering sensor range of the first base in the MacGregor Line.  Preparing scan."


     "Proceed.  Helmsman, set course for waypoint Delta, Warp 9.5.  Bridge to Engineering, bring the warp core's output up three percent."  Samuels then heard three confirmations.  After three minutes, the sensor operator turned.  "Sir, we have finished scan.  I am sending burst transmission now."


     "Course set."


     "Engage."  Samuels sighed, his heart pounding.  The fate of possibly billions of lives depended on this information.














    


     Dale put the dumbbells down, and got up.  He walked over to his XO on the Roddenberry, Commander Julia Andreys.  She, like him, was dressed in workout clothing, and was busy on a lifting machine.  They both worked out regularly, they had since middle school.  She released the handle, and the weights dropped to the bottom of their cavity.  "Why are you stopping?" 


     "I don't know.  Maybe because I just don't have anything else to do."


     She laughed, then got up.  "If you're going to stop, then I'm going to."


     Dale looked at her, and went to say something.  "You know, you look really..."  Then he stopped.


     She looked at him.  "What?  I look like what?  Were you going to say attractive?  Maybe sexy?  How about beautiful?"


     He shook his head.  "Nothing.  The thought just crossed my mind."


     As he went to exit, she called out, "You staying with Rebecca tonight?"


     He turned, and smiled.  "You bet."


     She mirrored his smile.  "I'm happy for you.  She seems like a nice person.  It's great that...."


     Dale put his arm around her neck.  "What's great?  That I can make love to a woman without thinking of that brunette back in high school."  Her expression answered him.  "It took some doing, but she's gotten me totally over that."


     After a moment, they began to laugh.


     Then his communicator beeped.  Growling, he pressed it.  "Dale here."


     It was Spock.  "Minister, we have received a signal from the High Command.  They wish to speak to you."


     Dale groaned.  "I'll be right there."








     Thirty minutes later, Commanders Garak and Spock were assembled in Dale's office.  They were sitting in two chairs on one side of his desk, and he was sitting in his normal seat behind the desk.  "Gentlemen, I just had a discussion with the High Command.  The Tsen'kethi have amassed a force of two hundred starships on our border.  That includes enough transports to carry 300,000 ground troops.  The Tsen'kethi are claiming that most of current day Alliance space in this area, given to us by the Keloans and the Klingons, is actually theirs, including a piece of the Keloan homesystem.  They claim that they are willing to negotiate about this, but have given us a strict deadline before they invade."


     "It seems logical to assume that our local forces are on a war footing."  Spock sounded as calm and neutral as usual.


     "You are correct, Commander."


     "Minister, I believe that we have already exhausted all possible diplomatic channels.  Cardassia learned the hard way that the Tsen'kethi are impossible to deal with.  They are worse than the Breen."  Garak had a small smile on his face.


     Dale nodded his head.  "Commander Spock, do you believe that we should attack?  Or do you think we should pursue this through diplomacy?"


     "It would be illogical to assume that diplomacy would work.  The Tsen'kethi have a bad reputation when it comes to such things."


     "Thank you for your input."  Then Dale laughed.  "The Tsen'kethi have also been bugging the Dominion about the Cardassian border, because they know the Dominion is busy trying to solidify their hold on the Bajoran sector."


     "Do you believe that we should offer our assistance to the Dominion?"


     Dale let out a snort over Garak's question.  "I don't like the thought of the Dominion surrounding Kelos on three sides.  We're going to try to take them ourselves."


     "What is the High Command doing about the situation?," Spock asked.


     "Right now they're drawing up an attack on Tsen'kethi space, code-named Operation: Reprisal.  We'll be transferring three fleets to Kelos, as well as two Marine divisions and two armies.  Maybe three, if things go badly."


     "With our forces fighting on so many fronts, it may be difficult to effectively defeat them."


     "Correct, Commander Spock.  Fortunately, we have an ace up our sleeve.  We have extensive information on the MacGregor Line."


     Spock's eyebrow went up.  Garak also seemed stunned.  "The MacGregor Line?  A line composed of the most heavily defended bases and planets in this region of space?"


     "Correct.  We have uncovered the greatest weaknesses to their defensive fortifications, and we plan to hit those weaknesses.  With the MacGregor Line cracked, we believe the Tsen'kethi freedom resistance will stage a coup d'etat, and force the ruling family and their supporters from the throne.  When this happens, our forces will begin to form a circle around Tsen'keth, to protect it from pro-imperial forces who may try to come to the Emperor's rescue." 


     "Any idea on why the Tsen'kethi are acting so hostile?  After wars with the Federation and Cardassia, their military was practically crippled."


     Dale nodded slowly, understanding Garak's question.  "Unfortunately, since the fall of the Merisian Union, the Tsen'kethi have taken additional territories, giving them the resources necessary to build new warships, with better weapons.  That, combined with certain domestic problems at home, and the fact that both we and the Dominion are heavily engaged at the moment, may have led them to this action."  He stood up.  "We need to cripple the Tsen'kethi, but more importantly, we need to have room to deploy forces in case we join the war against the Dominion.  This war is going to brutalize the quadrant, and we will eventually have to take sides."


     "I thought the Council refused to even consider such an act."


     "They're merely trying to appease the smaller nations and states, who oppose the war on the grounds that it would cause too many casualties.  Casualties they believe would hurt their own defense and economies, and make them dependent on the larger members of the Alliance.  That's politics for you."


     Dale looked to his advisors, and said, "You are dismissed.  See you later, gentlemen."


     Spock walked out, but Garak turned and faced Dale again.  "I assume that the High Command was not only discussing the Tsen'kethi problem."


     Dale looked into Garak's eyes, and nodded.  "Yes, they used our conversation to once again ask me to delay the Soviets."


     "I'll imagine that the High Command is very critical of the lend-lease you and the Council approved gave them."


     Dale shook his head.  "Do your realize how much manpower it takes to protect their shipping?  We can free up a good chunk of our forces if the Soviets receive their own fleet.  Besides, we're only giving them fifteen starships, none of them Presidential-class.  We have too many ships.  There are at least eighty ships sitting in shipyards throughout the Alliance, unusable because of the lack of personnel.  If we can give these ships to our allies, they can take over our protection routes.  That will free up more forces in case of war."


     "I take it that the High Command is still a little wary of our new allies."


     Dale chuckled.  "Do you release that they opposed the Bern Accords all the way?  They believed that it was a Soviet trick to enable themselves to remain in power as Communists.  When I mention the eighteen year conversion deadline, they don't care!"  Dale went to the replicator in his office, and ordered a drink.  "Did I ever tell you about the so-called 'war' we had with them?"


     "I don't believe you ever did.  And the Federation and Bajoran news services were unwilling to provide any details, so I know very little of what happened."


     Dale sat down.  "It began in November of 2157, just four months after the end of the Great Democratic War, or the 'Reich War', as I prefer to call it.  In THA-4, we had already established a presence in Southeast Asia, specifically Thailand and occupied Cambodia.  In that month, the Eastern European nations Poland and Czechoslovakia overthrew their Communist leaders, and declared themselves democratic states.  The Soviet Union, led by a particularly nasty man named Josef Borsheskivky, immediately invaded.  When the western democracies didn't act, we did, sending in troops to both nations to support their democratic governments.  It really pissed the Soviets off, with their jets being swatted from the sky left and right by Alliance Air Force jets and their troops being shoved back by us.  Borsheskivky threatened to use nuclear weapons, and we countered with a threat to declare war on the Soviet Union, and invade.  Borsheskivky was about to follow on his threats when the Soviet government threw him out, and appointed Vladimir Chensko to the post of Premier.  He immediately contacted me and Foreign Minister Boris Umachov, and asked for a ceasefire.  Three days later, it was officially ratified by the Council.  Eight months thereafter, we signed the Bern Accords."


     "I recall that instant.  It was widespread in the Federation news service about how you actually signed a compromise with an enemy rather than conquer them in war."


     Dale chuckled.  "The High Command, to this day, opposes the treaty.  They think we gave too many concessions, even after our actions led to Eastern Europe embracing democracy after forty years.


     Garak nodded.  "Sometimes, military leaders forget that peace is just as good as war."  He then went toward the door.  "Will you be joining myself and Doctor Bashir for lunch?"


     Dale shook his head.  "I'm having lunch with Rebecca today, in my quarters."


     "We shall miss you.  I rather enjoy your philosophical edge, and your very keen mind.  You make for a very interesting lunch partner."  He then  left.








     Ship's Log: June 16, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  We have arrived at Kelos, so I can meet with General Gregory Beset, commander of the Keloan forces.  It has been three days since the last raid, and so far our movements have been moving according to plan.  Within four days, Operation: Reprisal should be ready to go.


     Dale pressed the button on his screen, and Beset disappeared.  Dale was about to get up when Worf's voice came in.  "Minister, we have a message for you.  It's from Deep Space Nine."


     Dale was bewildered.  What could the Dominion want, anyway?  He answered, "Put it in here, Commander."  Text appeared on his screen.  Dale read it, and then pressed his communicator.  "Dale to bridge."


     "Worf here."


     "Set course for DS9, Warp 9."


     "Sir?"  Worf was obviously stunned.


     "You heard me.  DS9, Warp 9."


     "Yes sir, right away."


     The connection terminated, then Dale pressed his communicator again, and said, "Dale to Engineering."


     "Barnes here."


     "I want you to keep the jumper warm, in case we have to use it quickly."


     "Okay.  Barnes out."


     Dale got up, and headed toward the bridge.








     As they watched on the viewscreen, the large gray thing that was Deep Space Nine came into view.  All around it were Jem'Hadar and Cardassian ships, and it still bore the scars of the battle which had raged just a few weeks before.  The battle that started a war, with the Dominion and their Cardassian allies on one side, and the Federation and the Klingons on the other.  The Alliance had chosen to remain neutral, a decision that was bitterly contested by Dale and several other of the Ministers and military commanders.


     As they approached, the Ops station began to beep.  Lieutenant Commander Jarod was manning the post, and he said, "Sir, the station has given us clearance to dock on pylon two."


     "Mister Paris, set appropriate course, and prepare to dock.  Mister Worf, get me a security detail, about thirteen strong, and make sure that you're not included.  I don't need a incident, not in this nest of vipers."


     "Yes sir."


     Dale got up, and headed toward the turbolift.  It opened, and he entered it.








     Dale walked into the war room on Deep Space Nine, now under it's former Cardassian name of Terok Nor.  On one side of him were seven guards, armed with photon rifles, and on the other side there were six more guards, similarly armed.  Also, the Roddenberry had a constant transporter lock on them.


     He still didn't trust the Dominion.


     As he entered, he could see the Vorta commander, named Weyoun, seated at the head of the table.  He had black hair, and blue eyes, like most Vorta.  He stood, and said, "Welcome, Minister Dale.  I assume that you received our message?"  His somewhat diplomatic attitude had a trace of arrogance that Dale was sure was common in most, if not all, Vorta.


     Dale sat, and answered, "Yes.  And I suppose that this has something to do with the Tsen'kethi?"


     "Correct.  We have detected the massive military buildup currently underway on both sides of your respective border."


     "I assumed you would."


     "Are you planning to attack them, in response to their threats on your space?"


     "That is a distinct possibility."


     "As you may know, the Tsen'kethi have also made unreasonable demands on the Dominion for territory.  The Founders, in their infinite wisdom, have deemed it necessary to invade the Tsen'kethi Empire.  As you are having your own problems with them, the Founders will be glad to lend you our assistance."


     Hoping that the Vorta were not telepathic, Dale quickly pushed some thoughts out of his mind.  "The Tsen'kethi are a threat to this region of space, and since we have deemed it necessary to remove that threat, the Alliance will welcome any attempt to assist in the removal of their military capability."  Dale stood up, and put a chip in the room's screen circuitry.  A screen showing the Alliance-Tsen'kethi border popped up.  Dale pressed a button, and three Alliance flags appeared.  Each flag was accompanied by an arrow pointing into Tsen'kethi space.  "Our preemptive strike is code-named Operation: Reprisal.  These flags our two assault groups, Alpha, Bravo, and Charlie.  Assault Group Alpha will take the Tsen'kethi area of Sector 583, in an effort to cut off the Tsen'kethi from their bases near Federation and Dominion space.  Assault Group Charlie will land a large force on New Baker, where we believe it will take at least forty hours to fully secure the planet.  The Tsen'kethi have started building an advance warning system near the planet aimed at your side of the border, which means that they won't see us coming at them from the other direction.  Most importantly, Assault Group Bravo will make a direct assault on the MacGregor Line."  Dale, still hoping that Weyoun wasn't telepathic, grinned inwardly.  Even though he wasn't lying about the attack on the MacGregor Line, he was lying about the other two thrusts.  New Baker was only important for someone wishing to fight the Dominion, providing an excellent position near their territory for a preemptive strike, and a sufficient industrial base from which to send supplies to any nearby invasion forces.  The Tsen'kethi had left the nearby sector sparsely defended, although the planet itself was home to an elite division of the Tsen'kethi Imperial Guard.  At most, three Alliance Army divisions would be thrown at them.  And the so-called offensive on Sector 583 was a lie; only a skeleton force of two task forces and the Army's 32nd Heavy Infantry Division would be attacking the area; it was protected by forces filled with old men and walking wounded from the recent Tsen'kethi-Merisian conflict.


     Weyoun's expression showed tremendous amazement, (which Dale saw as obviously faked.).  "You are going to attack the infamous MacGregor Line?  The Tsen'kethi claim that it is impregnable."


     "The only people to attack it were the Federation, and we believe that Starfleet's ability to attack such a target is, at best, questionable."


     "I agree."  With the progress of the war, Dale felt that Weyoun was being a smartass.  "And how long away is this operation?"  Weyoun's questions seemed too curious for Dale's taste.  The Dominion could be planning to give the information to the Tsen'kethi to help them fight off the Alliance, while they moved in and got a superior advantage. 


     "About four to seven days."  Another lie.  Operation: Reprisal was scheduled to take place in two days.  "It is taking us some time to gather our forces from the multiple fronts we are fighting against the Redeemers and the Berjakians."


     "Yes, we have heard of your current engagements elsewhere.  May I offer the Founders' sincere support and encouragement for your efforts to stop the slaughter of innocents at the hands of the Redeemers."  


     "On behalf of the men and women fighting on the frontlines, I thank you, and your Founders."  Dale held several extra undiplomatic comments under his breath.  Realizing he had one more thing to discuss, Dale asked, "Mister Weyoun, I wish to discuss the Federation's fate."


     Weyoun was about to get out of his chair, but sat back down.  "What of it?"


     "We project that the Federation will be overrun in about twenty months, if not sooner.  We have contacts on several of their colonies, as well as a few of their member planets.  If the Dominion succeeds in taking them out, we must insist that you respect any pacts or treaties that we make with these planets .  That includes leaving any planet that joins us alone."


     Weyoun smiled.  "I'm sure that the Founders will consider your request."


     "Thank you, Mister Weyoun.  I'll be leaving now, for I have to continue to discuss our overall strategy with our commanders."  Dale then left the room, with his security detail behind him.  Weyoun turned, and another door opened.  Gul Dukat stormed in, and said angrily, "Why are we dealing with them!  We should be fighting against them, not with them!"


     "Dukat, you are supposed to be a smart man.  The Alliance is far too powerful for us to defeat, with our forces trying to push back the Federation and the Klingons.  When we conquer the Alpha Quadrant, then we will consider what to do about the Alliance."


     "Like what?  Even if we take Kelos, Eloh, and the other planets that have allied with them, all they will do is marshal their forces in another universe, and counter-attack!"


     "Thank you, Dukat.  You just made my point for me."  Weyoun turned.  "The Founders are in the process of trying to gain their technology from the Klingons.  If we succeed, then we will be able to defeat them, but not before.  Until then, we are not to provoke them."


     "And just let them continue to give aid and support to the Klingons?!"


     Weyoun scowled at Dukat.  "Are you questioning the Founders' decision?"  He was answered by a head shake.  "The Founders have ordered that, until the implementation of Phase Three, we will give all available diplomatic support to the Alliance.  Then, when the time is right, we will annex them into the Dominion.  And the Alliance will be no more...."








     Ship's Log: June 19, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  Our mobilization has gone as expected.  By tomorrow, we will be ready to launch Operation Reprisal.  In just a few hours, I will send a final diplomatic message to the Tsen'kethi, telling them to demobilize their forces near our border.  Intelligence has informed me that at least two hundred Jem'Hadar warships have been sent to the Dominion-Tsen'kethi border.  It appears that our unlikely ally is ready to take their portion of the pie.


     Dale walked up to the platform, and looked on as cameras from the four major Alliance news stations looked on.  He looked at his padd, which contained his speech.  "Ladies and gentlemen, I have come here today to make a final plea to the Tsen'kethi Empire.  I ask them to let us solve this problem diplomatically.  We ask them to stop the demobilization along our respective border.  If they do so, we will do the same.  We give them 24 hours to answer.  That is all."


     He then walked through the door to the back, leaving General Beset to answer questions regarding the possible military action should the Tsen'kethi refuse.


     When Dale got to the transporter pad, his communicator chirped.  "Dale here."


     "Excellent speech, Robby."  Andreys' voice sounded through it.  "I have a communique from the Council for you."


     "Okay, I'll be right up."


     When Dale entered his office, he read the message.  On it, the Council voiced it's overwhelming support to his decision for military action.  He turned off the screen, and headed to the turbolift, via the bridge, to go spend an evening of relaxation with Harverson.








     Dale woke up, and immediately heard his personal communications screen beep.  Gently getting of his bed, as to not wake the sleeping form of Harverson, he went toward his desk, slipping on his nightrobe.  "Activate, voice code authorization Dale Tango Sierra."


     On the screen, General Beset appeared.  "Sir, we just received a report.  The Tsen'kethi are moving ships into Sector 583, and the Orleans has detected several strike forces heading toward our space at full warp."


     "Has the Fifth Fleet arrived yet?"


     "They just did, sir."


     "I want you to attach them to Assault Group Bravo.  Send them to intercept the Tsen'kethi ships about to cross the border.  Tell Assault Groups Alpha, Charlie, Delta, and Echo to get moving.  As of this moment, the Alliance is at war with the Tsen'kethi Empire."


     "Yes sir."  Beset disappeared from the screen.


     Dale turned back toward the bed, and found Harverson sitting up, taking a drink from a glass of water she kept on the nightstand.  "Harold sent me a message, telling me that the Krellan was being assigned to the Fifth Fleet."  She was holding up the sheet on her chest.


     Dale sat down next to her.  "Did you tell him about us?"


     "I didn't have the heart.  All he said was that he really wanted to speak to me about something, personally."


     Dale nodded slowly, and then kissed her.








     Later that day, Dale was sitting in his room, and watching the news.  The anchorwoman was talking about the attack on the Tsen'kethi.  "We have just received a report that the Fifth and Ninth Fleets have routed the enemy vessels that were guarding the border, and that the attack is going as planned.  In other news, the Dominion has launched an attack on their border with the Tsen'kethi.  Their surprise attack has already cut off at least three major systems, and appears to be converging near Sector 539 and New Baker, where an Alliance force is already engaged in heavy combat with Tsen'kethi forces.  We will continue to announce reports as they are given."


     Dale turned off the channel, and walked out of the room.  He headed to the war room, which was on Deck 13.  After about four minutes of walking, he walked up to the door, and entered.  There was only three young ensigns in the room, keeping watch over the equipment, but as soon as they saw Dale, they stood and saluted.  He returned it with a nod, and said, "At ease."  He then walked up to the chair normally reserved for those giving the orders, and sat in it.  "What is the current status of our assault?"


     One of the ensigns pressed a button, and a map of Tsen'kethi space popped up.  In one corner, he could see the star of New Baker, and he could also see as well the positions of the four fleets in Tsen'kethi space. Each force was winning, although Assault Group Echo had suffered 900 casualties in taking the bases in Sector 538.  It looked like the plan was working out well.  On another end, he could see Jem'Hadar ships approaching the Tsen'kethi from another direction.  It looked like their main forces would get caught in a pincer, one part Alliance, the other Jem'Hadar.


     After an hour, Dale felt like going back to his room.  The Tsen'kethi were retreating on all fronts.  They had sent most of their forces to the Dominion front to hold them off.  Alliance Intelligence agents on Tsen'keth were reporting mass protests and riots against the Emperor and his government.  It seemed that the Tsen'kethi Empire was falling apart at the seams.


     Then one of the ensigns turned.  "Sir, the Fifth Fleet just sent this casualty report."  He handed Dale the padd.


     Dale examined the padd, and then came upon an entry that froze his heart.








     Harverson crossed the finish line, and the nearby crew members and Marines started cheering.  Behind her, Lieutenant j.g. Meys crossed.  Sergeant Mare walked up to her, and smiled.  "Good job, Corporal."  He turned to Worf, who handed her a gold star.  "You are now in command of Strike Team Beta," the Klingon barked.  "Congratulations," he added after a moment.


     Harverson picked up a towel, and wiped the sweat off her forehead.  She then put down the combat pack strapped on her back, and placed the photon rifle on a rack.  Her auburn hair was sticking to her head, and her entire body was filled with perspiration.


     Then the holodeck door opened, and Dale walked in, a concerned expression on his face.  She ran up to him, and embraced him.  "I've got a strike team!"


     He lightened up, for a moment, then said, "Rebecca, I've got to tell you something."


     She noticed his face.  "What?"


     "Harold....  the Krellan....  they're gone.  Suicide ram.  All hands lost."


     Tears clouded her face.  "Oh my God, I never told him...."  She ripped herself out of his arms, and ran out the double doors.  


     Worf approached Dale.  "What is wrong?"


     "Her old boyfriend was on board the Krellan.  It just got destroyed, with all hands lost.  Rammed a Tsen'kethi cruiser about to destroy a civilian transport."


     Worf nodded.  "They died with honor."


     "That won't help her, Worf.  He thought that she was still thinking of him.  She never got an opportunity to tell him about me."  Dale gave Worf the padd.  "Let me go and try to calm her."








     Harverson enter Dale's quarters, still sobbing.  Taking a seat on a chair by the window, she looked down at her personal effects.  Dale had been gracious enough to let her move in his quarters, (they were lovers, after all), and she kept everything by the window to the stars.


     How could I?  I swore to him that he was my life?  How could I turn to another man like that?  How could I let someone else make love to me?


     Then she noticed a little beeping light on her personal monitor.  Turning it and flipping it on, she saw that she had a message.  Curious, she pressed the button to hear it.


     Harold appeared on the screen.  He was in an engineer's suit instead of a uniform.  His brown hair was drenched with sweat.  "Rebecca, I'm sorry I couldn't talk to you face to face.  We just got underway to stop a Tsen'kethi heavy cruiser from attacking a civilian liner, and the CO didn't put much hope in us surviving the encounter.  We've taken too much damage."  He grinned slightly.  "I've met someone, Rebecca.  We're going to get married next month.  I should have told you earlier, but...."  he sighed.  "I didn't want to hurt you.  If we live through this, I would like it if you came to the wedding.  If not...."  He shook his head.  "Then please remember me with love.  Either way, you've been a good friend.  Thanks."  His face disappeared.


     Harverson calmed down for a minute, relieved.  Then Dale entered the room, and noticed her.  "You alright?"


     She nodded.  "Yes, I'm fine."  She took a breath.  "Harold left me a message.  He was going to get married to someone else.   I feel so relieved...."


     Dale smiled a little.  "So you don't hate me for loving you?"


     She chuckled at his question.  "Of course not.  I could never hate you for loving me."  Then she gave him a kiss, one he quickly returned.








     Ship's Log: June 22, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  Just an hour ago, the new Tsen'kethi government issued an unconditional surrender.  Several of the planets in the highly touted MacGregor Line are now under Alliance control.  New Baker was seized by a combined Alliance-Dominion assault, and we have split the planet between us.  The Dominion has taken several border planets, and suffered few casualties.  We suffered 1,200 dead, mostly from ground fighting, and about 10,000 wounded.  Already, the now democratic Tsen'kethi government has set itself up, while the planets the Dominion have taken have been turned into a Dominion protectorate.  Another plus is that the Dominion authorizing Alliance trade with Bajor, who have been forced to cut off trade with the Federation.  I don't trust the Dominion, but for now, they're behaving themselves.


     Dale walked onto the bridge of the Roddenberry, and found everybody waiting for him.  He nodded at them, and sat in his seat.  "Well, what do we have to do now?"


     "You're supposed to be present for the rechristening of the ships that we're giving to the Soviets."


     "If that's so, then let's get going.  Set jump for Home Earth.  Activate when ready."


    "Aye sir."


     Dale smiled.  He couldn't wait to see the looks on the faces of those military bigshots, who knew nothing of diplomacy.


     Of course, neither do I, he thought.


     He looked at Paris and said, "So, Lieutenant, how is Ensign Empsy doing?"


     Paris turned to face him.  "What?"


     Dale let out a chuckle.  "I saw you with her walking into a holodeck yesterday.  I hope you two enjoyed yourself."


     Paris looked bewildered.  "It's a program I've got of one of my favorite hangouts.  I showed her how to play pool."


     "Fine with me.  Just don't cry when Bashir tells you that you're a father."


     Paris was actually getting angry.  "How many times do I have to tell people?  I am not having sex with Laura!"


     Unfortunately for Paris, referring to Empsy by her first name only made the rumors grow more believable.








                                                                   


Epilogue











     Dale looked on as they threw the bottle through the airlock.  It twirled through the dock, and collided with what had been the D.S.S. Okinawa, one of the survivors of the Battle of Krellan Nebula, the ambush that lead to the Reich War, (or for historians interested in propaganda titles, the Great Democratic War).  The wine that had been inside the bottle flew out in several directions, as the dock was exposed to space.


     As he watched, Ambassador Zhirkovsky proclaimed her to be the Red Starship Leningrad, and cheers filled the room.  As Dale looked at her, he could see the repainted name.  It read: R.S.S. Leningrad.  RCC-1917.


     Dale turned, and faced a mob of reporters.  His voice, loud enough to be heard, said, "This is a great day for both the Alliance of Democratic Nations, and for our dearest friends, the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics.  Their warmth, hospitality, and acts of friendship have made us realize that we are not alone in our commitment to freedom and peace for everyone.  We now have a great ally who can join us in the stars.  Let this be the dawn of a new age for both of our peoples.  To the Soviet Union, I give my warmest congratulations, for they are the first to receive a starship fleet from the Alliance, as dictated by their actions.  I hope that we can forget the past of the Borsheskivky Incident, and live in peace and brotherhood!"  He looked to Zhirkovsky.


     Zhirkovsky walked up to him, and said, "On behalf of the people of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics, I thank you, and our Alliance comrades, for this great honor.  At one time, we were enemies, but now we are the warmest of friendships, and for the good of our peoples, I hope for this comradeship to continue for eternity!"


     Dale smiled, and could imagine the frowns on the faces of the generals and admirals in their offices.  It was a good thought, one he liked.  Then he turned and made his way to the nearby conference room, which had been converted into a dining room for the attendees.  Beside him, Chancellor Mamatmas placed a hand on his shoulder.  "We have you to thank for this, Robert.  If not for you, this station, indeed this very Alliance, would not exist."


     "Thank you, Nicolas."  Then Dale's thoughts darkened.  He thought of the countless civilians probably being butchered by the Dominion, and his loss of respect for the spineless councilmen who refused to do anything about it.  "Still, we have a long road ahead of us.  One, I'm afraid, paved in blood, sorrow, and pain."


     Mamatmas nodded, understanding.  "The Dominion."  Then they entered the room, and Mamatmas asked, "Robert, I need a favor from you.  A mission to do after this event is over."


     Dale turned, curious.  "What?"


     "I'm sure you heard of the Endeavor Incident?"


     Dale nodded.  "The Discovery-class ship Endeavor jumped into universe designate EM-5 last month.  Attacked by a frigate from a local power.  It was an accident."


     "True.  Since then, we have established a covert jump station near their homeworld, Minbar.  One of their leaders wishes to meet with us, to discuss a possible treaty with our two powers."


     "When do I go?  I'm assuming we'll meet on Minbar."


     Mamatmas shook his head.  "No, you won't.  You'll be meeting on a space station."


     "Name?"


     "Babylon-5.  You will be meeting with a Minbari Ambassador, Delenn."  


