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Author's Word








     Here's a neat fact: the game that portrayed the characters and world that will appear in the next three eps, Final Fantasy VII, grossed 17 million dollars in it's first weekend back in September, 1997!  That was more than the top flick that weekend!  (G.I. Jane, as I recall....)  Now ask me why I made this crossover!





     Author's Note: Final Fantasy VII, and all characters and objects therein, are trademarks of Squaresoft.  I'm merely using them for this fanfic.





Prologue








     Captain Alexi Karkovsk, of the Red Starship Leningrad, (formerly the Democratic Starship Okinawa), turned to his weapons officer.  "Lock weapons and fire!"


     The man at the station pressed the right button, and three phaser beams lashed out, hitting the Aryan-class Nazi warship on their viewscreen.  It's shields held up to the blast, but the tactical officer launched torpedoes next, and the enemy's shields collapsed.  More phaser fire followed, and the enemy's hull lost it's structural integrity.  The crew of the ship died almost instantly, for the phaser fire destroyed the fusion protection unit, and an EMP pulse destroyed the crew's nervous system.


     Karkovsk turned to the Alliance operations officer at ops.  "Send a signal to your High Command.  Ask them to send ships here immediately!  We have caught a major prize."

















     Ship's Log: December 22, 2159 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  Three days ago, the R.S.S. Leningrad defeated an Aryan-class Nazi warship.  The good news is that Alliance Intelligence has retrieved information from it's computer network.  This critical intelligence is highly important to the security of the Alliance.  The bad news is what's on it.


     At the same time, I'm happy to report that Lieutenant Paris and Ensign Empsy have returned from their honeymoon.  Their presence has been sorely missed.


     Dale looked at his assembled officers.  Seeing that they were all accounted for, he pressed a button to activate the screen on the wall.  On it was a text file.  On top was the title "Operation: Rells".  Dale looked at them.  "If you know anything about the history of NZI-7, then you know about James Rells."


     Worf growled.  "He was the British officer who betrayed his people to the Nazis, in that universe's World War II."


     Dale nodded.  "He did it because he believed that he was the descendant of the Tudor dynasty, and that he deserved to rule Britian.  The Nazis gave him that power for helping them.  He died five years afterward, killed by a British Jew for his betrayal."


     Barnes cleared his throat.  "So?  What in the hell does this bastard Rells have to do with us?"


     Dale turned back to the screen.  "This operation was named after him, because the Nazis are doing the same thing.  They want a planet were they can start major starship construction.  So, they're going to conquer a planet with the necessary resources to accomplish this.  They've been in contact with somebody with some power on the planet, and he's going to help them."


     Worf almost jumped out of his chair.  "We must do something!  We cannot allow these to'bas to take a planet!"


     Dale nodded.  "I agree, Commander.  That's why we're going to that planet to open diplomatic relations.  That way, we can warn these people, give them a chance to find the traitor, and fight back."


     Dale turned to face Jarod.  "Commander Jarod, we have received the universal jump frequency to the specific universe.  How fast can you input it?"


     "Two minutes."


     "Good, get on it."  Dale turned to face the rest of them.  "We've got to stop the Nazis.  If they can use this planet to give them an industrial base, they can make themselves such a threat that they will virtually paralyze us if we have to move against the Dominion or the Earth Alliance."


     "I take it that the recent success the Dominion has enjoyed is unnerving the High Command."


     Dale nodded.  "Also, last week, while the Dukhat was docked at a Minbari space station for repairs, a member of the Home Guard tried to slip an explosive device on board.  He was caught, but this incident is just the tip of the iceberg.  Five prominent pro-Alliance journalists from Earth have been detained by the Nightwatch for "sedition", and it appears that Clark is trying to build his power base.  Three days ago, he mobilized two fleets of Earth warships, and positioned them near Abbai space.  This is apparently an attempt by Clark to bully the Abbai into withdrawing their membership request from the Alliance."


     "He has no honor.  Many Klingons feel that the Empire and the Alliance should move against Clark," Worf stated.


     "As long as he keeps to himself, things will remain amicable.  But if he tries any more saber rattling...."  Dale let the sentence sink into the staff.  "Well, let's get ready to go.  Prepare to evacuate the non-essential personnel to the tactical and saucer sections."


     Everybody left the room, except for Andreys.  She walked up to him.  "You're tense."


     He shook his head.  "Sometimes, I wish I could be a farm boy again.  The worst consequences I could suffer was a bruise, or some other form of annoyance."


     She put her hand on his shoulder, and he turned.  He looked into her teal colored eyes, and she said, "You need to lighten up sometimes.  You seem tense."  Then she grinned, and giggled.  "Christmas is just a few days away.  Maybe I can find your a Christmas present you'll enjoy."


     Their eyes seemed interlocked, and, unable to really control themselves, their lips began to move to the other's.  Their passionate moment was then interrupted by the voice of Jarod coming from their communicators.  "Jarod to Dale.  We're ready."


     Dale pressed his communicator.  "Be right there, Commander."  He saw Andreys start to walk toward the door, and he followed her.  








     Jarod looked over to Paris.  "So, what do you think is going on in there?"


     Paris shrugged.  "They're old friends.  Maybe they're talking."


     Jarod laughed.  "You know, I heard someone say that they were seen coming out of the gym, and that Dale put his hand on Andreys'... well... you know."


     Paris shook his head.  "This ship's rumors are just as bad as Voyager's."


     Then they saw Dale and Andreys walk onto the bridge, and sit at their normal stations.  "Ready to activate jump?"


     Jarod nodded.  "Ready on your command."  Then he seemed to remember something.  "Sir, we have to give it a designate number."


     Dale nodded.  "FF-7.  That's appropriate."


     "Yes sir.  Ready to jump to universe FF-7 at your order."


     "Activate jumper."


     They seemed to be displaced for a second, then reappeared in normal space.  Dale tapped the arms on his chair.  "Any solar systems nearby?"


     "Yes sir.  One light year away, bearing 384 mark 862.  Reading one M-Class planet, fourth in orbit.  Request permission to designate planet FF7-1IV."


     "Permission granted.  Lieutenant Paris, set course, and engage at cruising speed."


     "Aye sir."  The screen shifted as the went to warp speed.  "We are currently moving on course 384 mark 862.  Speed: Warp 8.994.  ETA, ten minutes."


     "Commander Jarod, anything on sensors?"


     "Running sensor sweeps now."








     The one named Bugenhagen looked at the meteor that doomed them all.  There would be no hope to stop the giant rock from space, which would wipe out his planet.


     Then, he saw on his holographic imager a small hole in space.  He marveled at it's different colors, and saw a large object come out of it.  It stayed for a second, then bolted off, coming toward his planet at a speed faster than light itself.  He was amazed, and hope began to assert itself in his soul.








     "Dropping out of warp sir."


     The Roddenberry slowed to sub-light speeds, and Paris set a course to orbit the system's sun.  Dale looked at the screen, which still showed a starfield.  "Set course for the M-Class planet, full impulse.  Commander Worf, does our coordinates match those in the captured file?"


     Worf checked his screen.  "Yes sir, it does."


     Dale brought in a long breath.  "So this is the planet that they're going to attack.  Send a message to High Command.  Tell them that we've found the place."


     "Yes sir."


     "Commander Jarod, what do the sensors say?"


     Jarod looked at his sensor screen.  "Picking up heavy pollution in their atmosphere.  There are large traces of carbon monoxide, carbon dioxide, lead, and several other heavy pollutants in their air.  Sensors are having a hard time penetrating the intense pollution, but I'm picking up one gigantic city, and several smaller ones situated throughout the planet.  Estimated population: 695 million people."


     Then, Jarod saw something that shocked him.


     "Sir, picking up something big on a collision course with the planet!"


     "On screen!"


     Jarod pushed a button, and a large rock appeared on the screen.  It glowed red, and almost appeared to be on fire.  "Sir, according to the computer, it will impact with the planet in eight days."


     Dale, badly stunned, gasped, "It'll kill millions."


     Worf pounded his console.  Andreys' face grew white, as did every human on the bridge.


     Dale, determined to do something, jumped out of his seat.  "Commander Jarod, start calculating a way to stop that thing.  Worf, get Commander Carrey and Doctor Bashir, and have them meet us in Transporter Room One.  Have Doctor Bashir bring a medkit, and everybody should be armed."








     Dale felt his molecules rearrange themselves, and he looked around, and coughed.  It was hazy, and dark.  That's what puzzled him.  "Isn't it supposed to be daylight on this side of the planet?"


     He looked to Bashir, who was just stopping to cough.  "This air is extremely unhealthy.  I'm surprised that anybody could breath here."


     Worf looked up, and then said, "Sir, I think that I've found the answer.  Look."


     Dale looked up, and saw a gigantic "ceiling" above them.  "Is it a dome?"


     Zack looked at his tricorder.  "No.  It's an upper city!  The pollution must be so great that we couldn't detect it from orbit."


     Then, they heard a cry for help.  Dale drew his phaser, and was followed by Worf and Zack, with Bashir lagging behind.


     They turned a corner, and found a woman being dragged away by blue uniformed soldiers.  "I didn't do anything!"


     One laughed.  "You gave President Shinra the finger.  That's a crime, you know.  Threatening the president is a capital offense."


     She cried out again.  "I'll do anything you want!  Please, I have a daughter!"


     They stopped.  "Anything?"


     "Anything!"


     The guard turned to his cackling cohorts.  "Let's see if she's good enough."  Then, they began to unstrap their guns, and Dale had a feeling that he knew what they wanted.


     He wasn't about to let it happen.


     Dale leapt around the corner, and fired his phaser.  The orange beam hit one of the blue shirts right in the chest, and he was knocked down.  The others jumped to the ground for their weapons, but Dale got off another two shots, succeeding on both.  Then, he saw the blur that was his Klingon security officer go by him, and tackle an enemy.  With one of three remaining fighting Worf, the other two aimed their guns at Dale.  Then, Zack and Bashir fired their weapons, Bashir missing, (of course), and Zack nailing one.  Dale ran up and planted a fierce uppercut to the other.  Worf then threw his adversary into the wall, and the battle was over.


     Dale knelt by the woman, who looked to be in her thirties.  She was paralyzed in fear.  Bashir ran up and brought out a tricorder.  Running it over her body, he said, "She's in shock.  She needs treatment, fast."


     Dale pressed the communicator on his lower right arm.  "Dale to Roddenberry, five to beam up, now!"


     They disappeared in five pillars of sparkling light.








     Dale walked into the med centre, and found Bashir standing over the woman, who was asleep.  "Doctor, how's she doing?"


     Bashir looked at him.  "I gave her a sedative so that she could sleep.  Then I ran a full scan on her to determine her physical and mental health."


     Dale looked at the poor woman on the biobed.  "And?"


     Bashir pointed to a large screen on the wall.  "Her lungs are full of toxins and pollutants because of the air quality down there.  She has severe bruising throughout her body, a fractured arm that has healed, and a severe vaginal injury that would suggest her line of work."


     Dale nodded.  "All I know is that she's extremely poor, and she said she has a child."


     Bashir nodded.  "There's evidence that she gave childbirth ten months ago.  However, this is one of the only times in my life that I would suggest that she should have had an abortion instead.  That place is too unhealthy for an infant.  In shouldn't live more than two months in that environment."


     Dale shot him a glance, then said, "Anything else?"


     Bashir answered by taking a hypospray and pressing it to Dale's neck.  "There.  We all got an unhealthy exercise in that filthy air.  This will offset the effects."


     "Thank you Doctor.  When will she wake up?"


     "A few hours.  She had been deprived of sleep for quite a while."


     "When she wakes up, notify me."








     Dale walked into the conference room, and saw Jarod, Andreys, Barnes, and Worf waiting for him.  They stood at attention, and he said, "At ease."  They sat down, and Dale went to the head of the table, and put his hands on it, leaning on his arms.  "Commander Jarod, have you come up with a plan to destroy that asteroid?  Or at least knock it off course?"


     Jarod shook his head.  "I thought of that.  But then the sensors picked up some sort of electromagnetic pulse coming from the planet.  It's not just drifting toward the planet, it's being drawn there."


     "Could we knock it off course?"


     "If we committed a suicide ram, and hit it with the Roddenberry, we might succeed.  Might."


     Dale nodded.  "I'll keep that in mind.  Now, could we destroy it?"


     Jarod shrugged.  "The outside is composed of soft materials: magnesium, iron, a trace of copper.  But the inside is extremely dense.  Our weapons probably couldn't penetrate it."


     Worf looked at Jarod.  "Could Wasp missiles do it?"


     Jarod shrugged again.  "I'm not sure."


     Dale nodded, then heard his communicator beep.  "Bashir to Dale."


     "Dale here."


     "She's awake."


     Dale shot to attention.  "How's she acting?"


     "Somewhat normal.  She wants to see you."


     Dale nodded.  "Send her up."


     "Yes sir."


     Dale turned to his people.  "This woman will be extremely shaken, so watch what you say."  He was answered by nods.  Then he pressed his communicator, and said, "Dale to Bridge."


     "Farren'da here."


     "Begin to monitor all communications on the planet.  Give the computer the key words of 'Shinra', 'resistance', 'execution', and 'crime'.  Run it now."


     "Aye sir.  Farren'da out."


     Then, a turbolift door opened, and Doctor Bashir and the woman walked in.  She looked out the windows, and saw the planet she lived on beneath them.  She seemed in awe of the sight.  Dale walked up to her.  "I am Robert Dale, commander of this ship."  He extended his hand.


     She took it, warily, and answered, "My name is Diana.  I'm from Midgar."


     "Is Midgar the name of the city were we found you?"


     She nodded her head in confirmation.  "We're in space.  All the stars.  They're beautiful."  She walked closer to the windows.  "I wish I could see my baby."


     Dale came up behind her.  "Where is she?"


     She slowly turned, and started to sob.  "She's... in... Kalm."


     Dale turned to Jarod.  "Do you know were this town is located?"


     Jarod nodded.  "According to a transmission I picked up, just northeast of Midgar."


     She nodded.  "Who are you?"


     Dale sighed.  "I am the Defense Minister for the Alliance of Democratic Nations.  We travel through different universes, in search of new friends, tyrants to be defeated, that sort of thing.  You are on board the Democratic Starship Roddenberry."


     She seemed puzzle.  "What are democratic nations?"


     Dale sighed again.  "Democracy is a governmental system that gives the people choice in governmental decisions, through officials elected by popular vote.  We have many different rights, such as free speech, free media..."


     She seemed sad.  "I wish that we could have that."


     He came up behind her.  "How come you don't?"


     "About ten years ago, a weapons manufacturing company named Shinra, after it's founder, discovered how to extract energy from the planet itself.  They called it Mako energy, and it was such a powerful energy source that Shinra became the virtual rulers of the civilized world.  You had to do what they said, or you were cut off from all power.  Only a undeveloped country named Wutai fought back, but they were defeated in a war, and forced to become yet another of Shinra's slave towns."


     Worf let out a low growl, and everybody else seemed transfixed by her story.  She continued.  "Now, if you speak out against Shinra, you're arrested, and accused of being a terrorist.  A group of people who called themselves 'Avalanche' responded by blowing up two of their Mako reactors in Midgar, despite protection from their military organization, SOLDIER.  Then Shinra crushed them, literally."


     Dale looked at her.  "How?"


     She gathered a breath, as if it was a painful memory.  "Their headquarters were in Sector 7 of Midgar, below the plate.  Then, the plate support was destroyed, causing it to crush the entire village beneath the plate."


     Worf sprung to his feet, and yelled a Klingon curse.  Dale looked at him, and said, "Commander, don't interfere with the story.  Now please, go on."


     "Shinra blamed Avalanche for the destruction of the support, but there was nobody left, or so they thought.  Now they say they've captured the leaders of Avalanche, and have accused them of summoning Meteor."


     "Is Meteor the giant asteroid on a collision course with your planet?"


     "Yes."  She looked at him with large, pleading eyes.  "Please, you must save my baby!  Don't let Meteor kill her!"


     "Ma'am, we're trying to find a way to stop Meteor.  We'll do everything in our power to save your planet, and your baby."  Then he took her arm.  "Do you know where Shinra's main headquarters is?"


     "It's the large building in the middle of Midgar.  It's protected by the best technology the Shinra possesses."


     "Thank you.  Would you like to go to your daughter?"


     She slowly nodded.


     Dale looked to Bashir.  "Doctor, please escort her to a transporter room.  Have her beamed down to the appropriate coordinates."


     She left with Bashir, and Dale pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Carrey."


     "Zack here," came the response.


     "I'm sending down a small contingent of security officers to infiltrate a heavily guarded complex and gain access to their computers.  I'd like you to go, so please report to the armory, and get the proper equipment."


     "Okey dokey.  Zack out."


     Dale turned to Worf.  "Commander Worf, I'd like you to lead the mission.  It's pretty straight forward.  Get down there, attach a data transmitter to their computer network, and get out.  We'll download the appropriate data."  


     Then he said a phrase to Worf in Klingonese, and Worf smiled.  "Yes sir."


     Worf got up, and walked out of the room.  Dale turned to Barnes, and said, "Teddo, can you modify the sensors so that they can penetrate the pollution?"


     "You bet your ass I can!  I'll get on it right now!"  He then walked out.


     Jarod got up, and said, "I've got to examine some of the readings we got from that EM pulse from the planet.  It's definitely artificial."  He, in turn, left, leaving Dale and Andreys to themselves.


     He turned to look out at the planet, and she came up behind him.  "I think you need some sort of recreation.  Want to go workout?"


     Dale didn't move.  It was as if he was mesmerized by the planet below.


     Then his communicator went off.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, receiving a Priority One signal from Chief Admiral Daresy, Silver Level."


     "Silver Level?  Patch it through."  Andreys knowingly left the room.  As she exited the door, Daresy appeared on the screen.  He appeared shaken.  "Matthew, what's going on?"


     "We just received a report from a contact on Bajor.  Gul Dukat and the Dominion are bringing down the minefield."


     Dale froze.  "They are?  Is the Dominion preparing to send in reinforcements?"


     Daresy nodded.  "According to intercepted transmissions, as many as 2800 Dominion warships are waiting to enter the Alpha Quadrant.  If they come through, the Federation and the Klingons are through."


     Dale's mind began to race.  "Patch me through to the Council.  I want to talk to them...."








     Worf felt himself materialize in a small corridor, and lifted his gun.  Arranged around him were Zack, a black-skinned man named Jarke, a young, white-skinned woman named Kelley, and a newly assigned Hidran officer named Menkos, wearing an implanted breathing device.  Worf looked around, and saw no one near them, so he motioned to his unit to start moving.  They turned a corner, and noticed that they had indeed been beamed into the computer area.  He ran up to a door, and it slid open.  Two blue suited guards, like those Worf had seen before, sat in control stations.  They turned to see who had entered, but Worf shot them down with his photon rifle.  He ran in, followed by his unit, and Menkos ran to a control station.  He took out the data transmitter, and hooked it up to the control station's computer hook up.  It immediately began to download data.


     Then, they heard a loud wailing sound, and Worf uttered a Klingon curse.  The alarms!  He took up a position near the door, as did everybody else, excluding Menkos, who was monitoring the download.  Worf almost smiled at the irony: a Hidran trusting a Klingon with his life, and vice versa.  The Hidrans had just joined the Alliance about a year ago, because they felt that it would protect them from reinvasion from the Klingons.  He then motioned for everyone to activate their PFFs.


     The door slid open, and four blue suited soldiers rushed in, aiming their weapons at Menkos.  Then, Worf and Jarke opened fire, and took them out.  Not wanting to give them an opportunity to overwhelm them, Worf ordered his people to take up positions around the short hallway which led to the computer room.  He checked the charges in his photon clip, and saw he had thirty more.  He steeled himself for a long siege.








     Dale looked up to see Lieutenant Commander Montgomery Scott, chief engineer of the Koenig, enter.  Scotty saluted, and Dale nodded.  "At ease, Scotty.  I called you for a casual conversation, not a military one."


     Scotty relaxed.  Like most times, he was wearing his engineer's suit instead of a uniform.  "What do ye want to talk t' me about, sir?"


     "I need some advice, Scotty.  Advice from someone with experience, and there was only two people on the list.  You and Spock, and I don't think Spock would be appropriate."


     Scotty sat down.  "What kind of advice do ye need?"


     Dale sighed, which was typical for someone who was about to spill his guts.  "I think I'm in love."


     Scotty nodded.  "Let me guess.  It's that lovely lass ye've got for a first officer, isn't it?"


     Dale slowly nodded.  "Sometimes, when I look at her, I don't see the friend I've known for my entire life.  I see a woman, sharp and beautiful, and all I can think of is my love for her."  He pounded his fist on the table.  "Damn it, I... I don't know what to do."


     "Ye're afraid that she'll hate ye, feel betrayed, an' never be around ye again."


     Dale nodded.  "It's also the fact that I've got an important job to do.  I'm frequently stressed, and I'm afraid that, should I get involved with her, I'll let the stress of the job interfere with her life.  I don't want to do that."


     Scotty looked sympathetic.  "Well, ye're goin' t' have t'do something.  I recommend the direct approach."


     Dale nodded solemnly.


     Scotty stood up.  "Would ye like t' join me in the lounge for a drink?"


     Dale stood.  "I guess I will."  He followed Scotty out of the office.








     Worf slashed another guard with his short blade, and left a large gash in his chest as he fell to the ground.  He then sheathed his weapon, and shoved another clip into his rifle.  He let lose a barrage of fire that knocked down several more guards.  He turned, and saw Zack deliver a roundhouse karate kick to a guard, then pick up the other foot and hit a second guard with it.  "How're you doing, Worf!"


     Worf fired another round at guards coming across the corridor perpendicular to theirs.  He then turned back.  "Lieutenant!  Have you finished!"


     Menkos' strained voice answered back, "Ready sir!"


     Worf went to press his communicator, but then saw a guard had snuck through their northern defenses, and was aiming a gun at Menkos.  Inside the control room, Menkos saw this and was too stunned to do anything.  The guard went to fire, but Worf leapt and knocked him to the ground.  Menkos finished disconnecting the transmitter, and pressed his communicator.  "Menkos to Roddenberry, get us out of here!"


     The Shinra guards couldn't believe their eyes when the intruders disappeared in sparkles of light.








     Dale looked at the assembled senior staff around him.  "According to the information Worf and his people acquired, a man named Sephiroth, who possesses genetically given super powers, is the one who created this EM pulse, and he wants to gather the energy that will result from the collision that will enable him to become a practical god.  Shinra wants to use a super energy cannon to destroy a barrier that Sephiroth has erected to protect himself.  Now, I know we're here to stop the Nazis, but, that will quickly become a moot point if this bastard succeeds.  Suggestions?"


     Jarod looked at him.  "I've been thinking.  If we emit a high static subspace pulse to encompass the source of this EM pulse, it could nullify it."


     Dale nodded.  Then, his communicator beeped.  He pressed it, and said, "Dale here."


     Farren'da's voice sounded stressed.  "Sir, the computer has recorded a visual radio-wave news broadcast that has some of your key words in it."


     "Patch it in here, Lieutenant."


     The screen on the wall activated, and a news broadcast began to run.  It showed a picture of a room with seats, and small text at the bottom said, "Junon Execution Chamber."  A man's voice was saying, "This is the room where the terrorists will be executed.  They have been convicted of summoning Meteor, as well as resisting Shinra's authority, and will be punished by a slow and painful death by asphyxiation.  Here are their pictures now."


     The screen changed, and showed two people.  One was a dark skinned man, with a beard, who was rugged and tough looking.  The other was a girl, about Andreys' age, who had dark hair and light skin.  Her brown eyes seemed to convey sorrow.


     The voice resumed.  "The executions will begin in about an hour, and we'll have it, live."


     Dale pressed a button to turn it off, and turned back to his staff.  He looked at Jarod, and asked, "How long until Meteor hits?"


     "About six days."


     "Six days, three hours, twenty-two minutes to be exact."  Spock was as Vulcan as ever.


     Dale nodded.  "In the meantime, if Shinra wants those two dead, then I want them alive.  Teddo, Zack, Worf, you're with me.  The rest of you, start running scans to find out where this Sephiroth is at.  That is all."  Dale stood up, and with his team of four behind him, he walked toward the door.  Then he turned back to them.  "Julie, I'm making you acting captain.  You're in command of the Roddenberry if anything happens to us."


     Andreys watched as the four of them left, and turned to Jarod.  "Have you found a way to penetrate the heavy pollution of their atmosphere?"


     He nodded in confirmation.  "We should be able to run scans whenever you're ready."


     "Good."  She turned to Spock and Scotty.  "Commander Spock, when they leave, I think it would be best if you took command of the Koenig, and launched.  We never know when a Nazi scouting unit may appear."


     He bowed his head.  "Your plan sounds logical.  I presume that Mister Scott will be my engineer."


     "Yes."  She turned to Garak.  "Commander Garak, you're my first officer.  Let's do it, people."

















To Be Continued....














          


