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     This is it!!!!!  While "Turning Point" was surprisingly good, this is the episode I have been waiting to write!  That's right!!!!  For those who have been waiting breathlessly for the first encounter with the Star Wars universe, THAT DAY HAS COME!!!!!


     So, without further ado, may I present "Meeting of Fates..."!!!!


     Or, as the saying goes, "LET MORTAL KOMBAT BEGIN!!!!"











     Author's Note: Thanks to John Eustace (HBMC), Matt Schuette (IceFire), and others for their assistance in terms of Star Wars info.  When it comes to post-ROTJ, I'm a total blockhead.











Prologue








     Ship's Log: November 15, 2160 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Captain Julia Andrea Andreys reporting.  It has been five weeks since Rob....  I mean, Minister Dale and Meridina departed for the Rim.  The only contact we have had with them are the bi-hourly communications meant to ensure their safety, but I am still worried.  For the last month, we have been stationed on the outer fringes of Minbari territory, battling an occassional raid from pirates and pro-Clark Earthforce destroyers seeking to test our defenses, waiting for them to return.  They have not.


     The crew knows that something is out there, but we do not know what.  Reports have come in that the Streib were wiped out by a giant Vorlon fleet out on the Rim.  Captain Sheridan has disappeared to a planet Ivanova called "Z'Ha'Dum", and she now fears he is dead.  The Shadows sent several ships to Babylon-5, but before they attacked, they withdrew.  These events are strange indeed.....


     Andreys bolted from her computer monitor, and ran to the bathroom.  After vomiting into the toilet, she came back into the main work room of her quarters.  I sometimes hate being pregnant.....  The door chime sounded, and she asked, "Who is it?"


     "It is me, Captain," Garak answered.


     "Come in, Garak," Andreys said, still feeling nauseated.


     The door opened, and the Cardassian entered, wearing his casual clothing.  "I have heard that your, I believe Doctor Bashir referred to it as 'morning sickness', had grown worse.  Judging by the rather pallad color of your face right now, I would say that this rumor is true."


     "Well, it's something I'm going to have to go through...."  Before Garak could respond, she bolted off toward the toilet.


     Garak held a chuckle at the sounds of vomiting coming from her bathroom.  "Some say that the good Minister has gone insane, running off to chase legends.  Others say that he has heard something he is not sharing with the rest of the crew.  Much like that mysterious mission into the Bajoran wormhole a few months ago.........."


     "That would be his peroga....."  Andreys began vomiting again.


     "True, oh so true.  Well, I must be off.  Doctor Bashir and I are having lunch today, and I so miss our discussions of philosophy and literature.  Humans tend to be strange indeed when they are smitten with a member of the opposite gender."  Garak left quietly.


     Andreys thought for a moment, then began vomiting again.








     Personal Diary Entry, Day 36 of our journey.  I am Meridina, of the Order of Knights.  Thus is the catalogue of my life.


     It has been five human weeks since Robert and I went in search of the Gate.  The matter has preoccupied Robert much.  We have spent four weeks searching this entire sector, and with each passing day, Robert grows more and more distant.  It has been eight days since he last joined me in bed, and three days since he last slept in the bed.  He eats less and less every passing day.  I have never felt his swevyra like this before.  He is fully concentrated on finding the Gate; nothing else matters.  Food, sustenance, rest, batheing, love-making......  Nothing matters to him anymore.  I am awed and frightened at the same time.....


     Meridina cast an eye toward the cockpit, where Dale was still piloting the ship through hyperspace.  "Robert, are you going to eat?  Robert?!"  Meridina walked to the cockpit, where Dale was intent on his navigation readings.  "Robert, you haven't eaten in ten hours.  You need to rest."


     "It can wait."  Dale didn't even turn his head.  His disregard for the normalities of daily life had left his hair disheveled, his clothing dirty, and his face unshaven.  His eyes were bloodshot from lack of rest, and he had not taken a shower in two days.  "We're almost to the next search point."


     "Robert, why are you like this?  You must rest.  Or at least have a shower and a change of clothes."


     Dale didn't budge.


     Despite herself, Meridina began to grow furious.  "Robert, why are you doing this to yourself?!  There is no need to go about in your state!"


     "What state?"


     "In case you have not noticed, there is a small, uneven beard forming on your face, your clothes are grimy, your hair is a mess, your eyes are bloodshot, and you stink!"


     Meridina's fury seemed to jostle Dale somewhat.  "I really stink?"


     "Yes, you do!"


     "Well, we have about fifteen minutes to get to the proper point for the jump, so I'll go take a shower, okay?"  Noticing Meridina had calmed somewhat, Dale set the computer on autopilot, and proceeded to the small shower stall.  After taking off his clothes, Dale got inside and activated the shower.  While he cleaned himself, Dale's thoughts continued to rage.  Why?  Why am I so obesessed?  Four weeks on the Rim, and nothing.  I should have packed it in a long time ago, and gone home.  But something's calling me.  I can feel it, growing stronger.....


     Dale's thoughts were interrupted when Meridina stepped into the shower stall with him.  She had her own soap, and began to clean as well.  "I can hear your thoughts, Robert.  Is something wrong?"


     "I... I don't know.  It's as if I'm being called by something, but I don't know what....."


     "Robert, are you sure that the Gate is this important?"


     "Yes, I'm sure.  I don't know why, but I'm sure."


     Dale finished cleaning himself, but didn't step out of the shower.  Freed of his obsession, he pushed Meridina up against one of the sides of the stall, and kissed her with as much passion as he could muster.  One of Dale's hands turned the water off, and the two stumbled out of the stall.  They didn't bother drying off as they stumbled to the bed.


     After several minutes of passionate love-making, Dale suddenly started laughing.  "This bed is soaking wet!"


     Meridina also began laughing.  "We forgot to dry ourselves!"  Most of all, Meridina was happy that she had convinced Dale to stop wasting away at the cockpit.


     "Foolish us...."  Dale put his lips to her's, and after a few more minutes of passion, they got off the bed.  After making sure they were no longer wet, they put on fresh clothes, and replaced the soaking wet sheets of the bed.  "Thank you, Meridina.  I needed that."


     "I did nothing, Robert.  You did it yourself."


     The two kissed, until Dale heard a beep coming from the cockpit.  Meridina followed him, and took the co-pilot seat.  Dale examined his display.  "We're here.  Activating jump engines."


     The Rhine created a jump point back to normal space, and entered it.  In front of them, a burned-out planet hung in space, with a distant red giant star in the distance.  "Picking up some....  Meridina, look!"


     Dale stared out of the front window, as did Meridina, and they watched in awe as the runabout neared a massive jumpgate.  "Picking up some form of signal....."


     A thin green beam passed through the ship, and wording appeared on the window.  In English and Klingon, Dale saw the words, "The people of Dargslar welcome you who have traveled far.  Now please choose your destination."  "Amazing....  Meridina, do you see what I see?"


     "It is writing, in English and Gersallian.  But how did...."


     Dale felt a sense of awe come over him.  "It scanned us, and displayed it's message in the two most prominent languages in our minds!  Incredible techno...."


     Suddenly Dale felt a presence, and turned.  "Oh my God...."  Behind him stood a cloaked being and a somewhat transparent version of Kosh.  "Kosh, but...  I thought the Shadows....."


     "I am now one with all," Kosh intoned.  "You... have done well.  Two circles are complete.....  Now, we begin to finish the third circle....."


     "Carl'sk'mona!!!!!"  Meridina stared in shock at the other cloaked being.


     "Who are you?"


     The being seemed to have a grin, from what Dale could see of his face.  "You will know me merely as 'The Controller'.  Now, do you know who you are?"


     "Why?"


     "Because, you must know who you are to reject the darkness."  The Controller removed the hood on his cloak, and revealed the head of a human, with gray hair upon his head, combined with gray and black hair that formed a beard.  "You are the hope of light, yet the hope of darkness.  Remember to remain on the path of Light....."  They disappeared.


     "What the....."  Dale was interrupted by his sensors.  "Jump point forming!"


     A hyperspace jump point formed above them, just far enough away to not severely damage the runabout, and an Earthforce Alpha-class cruiser came flying out.  "This is the Princeton to Alliance runabout, stand down and prepare to be boarded!  You are now prisoners of the Earth Alliance!"  Dale groaned when he noticed the Nightwatch symbol by the ship's number.


     "Hang on!"  Dale pitched the runabout away, and barely messed pulse fire from the Princeton.   "I'm going to........"  


     They were hit.  "Our warp drive is offline!  The shields are not functioning!"


     "I'm sending a signal to that jumpgate's receiver!  Maybe we can lose them!"


     Dale pressed a button, and turned the ship toward the jump gate.  "Here we go!"


     On each strut of the jump gate, a beam of light appeared at the outer end, and headed inward.  The four beams met at the middle, and formed an interuniversal jump point.  The runabout burst through, followed closely by the Princeton.  Just as the ship fully entered the jump point, Dale released an interuniversal transceiver beacon, which was pushed out of the jump point's gravitational range in EM-5.


     They jumped back into normal space, with the Earthforce ship in close pursuit.  "Picking up a planet just a few thousand miles away.  I'll try to get us......"  A hit rocked them, and an aft console exploded.  "Impulse engines hit!  Using the thrusters!"


     Dale desperately tried to keep the Rhine under control as they were under constant fire.  "We're almost to the atmosphere!  We'll try to...."  Dale noticed something on his sensors.  "Five contacts coming in!  They're sending a general message...."


     "I am placing it on the speakers."


     "This is Commander Wedge Antilles of Rogue Squadron to unidentified vessel.  Hold your fire, or we will respond with force."


     "This is the Earth Alliance starship Princeton to unknown alien fighters.  You will not interfere with our lawful arrest of these fugitives under charges of treason against humanity...."


     "So, Clark thinks he has the right to arrest Alliance citizens?!", Dale barked into the comm channel.  "This is....."


     The Princeton fired, and smashed the runabout again.  Dale felt pain shoot through his abdomen after a slight explosion hit the panel in front of him.  He turned to Meridina, who gasped in horror.  Dale looked down....


     A piece of shrapnel had embedded itself in his stomach.


     Dale tried not to panic.  He was unsure if any vital organs had been hit, but also knew that blood loss could easily kill him.  Another hit shook them violently, and Meridina temporarily turned back to her panel.  "Our rear hull is buckling.  I am unsure...."


     Outside, the five fighters opened fire, hitting the Princeton with fire from their energy weapons.  Explosions shook the impacted areas as the Princeton continued to try shooting up the Rhine.  When the Princeton didn't stop, the lead fighters launched their projectile weapons, which obliterated the Princeton in a massive explosion.


     Meridina frantically attempted to open a channel as Dale struggled to keep awake, much less stop the massive bleeding.  "We need medical assistance!  Please!"


     Meridina took a peak at her sensors, and noticed another ship coming out of nowhere.  "Hold still, and our medical ship will bring you aboard."


     "Our ship is about to explode!  We will transport aboard...."  Meridina tried to drag Dale to the transporter, and barely succeeded.  Setting a five second delay for a transport onto what the sensors identified as a flight deck, she stepped up on the pad, and the two beamed off.


     Five seconds later, the Rhine was destroyed by a warp core breach.








     The Nebulon B-class frigate was silent in space, most of the crew taking care of their duties, while the rest spent the time in recreation.  A small portion had gathered at some of the windows, interested in the unknown alien device that hung in orbit over the dead world of Layrkso, on the Outer Rim.


     At one of these windows, a young man of incredible power also observed, feeling the presence of a power similar to his own.  Surely, he thought, the Force is strong with them.  He remained in his own thoughts, viewing the mysterious device in orbit that had led the small ship and it's two occupants here, fleeing a larger warship of primitive technology that left it unable to fend off an attack from merely five X-Wings.


     He turned to face a young woman of human appearance, wearing clothing that smelled of smoke and blood.  "You are strong in the Force," he noticed audibly.  "What is your name?"


     "I am Meridina, a swevyrase knight of the Gersallian people.  Your swevyra is strong, I feel.  What is your name?"


     "My name," the young man answered, "is Luke Skywalker."


     "An honor, Luke Skywalker."


     "Who is your injured compan....."


     A crewman ran in.  "Ma'am," he said to Meridina, "your friend is dying!"


     Meridina took a quick look at Luke, and ran out the door.  After a few moments, Luke followed.








     The medical staff of the ship tried to stop Meridina from entering, but themselves stopped when Luke followed her.  The two entered the operating room where Dale was laying, blood everywhere.  "I don't think we can do this!"  The doctor examined his instruments.  "He's too far!"


     "What about bacta?"


     "Too late for that!  If there was only some way of keeping him aware for the duration of the operation....."


     After noticing the sadness and despair Meridina was suffering from, Luke stepped forward.  "Allow me."


     "What can you do?"


     "I will enter his mind and attempt to keep him aware long enough for you to complete your operation."  Luke turned back to Meridina.  "I am unsure about whether I will be able to get through...."


     "I will assist.  I am a farisa, I believe the word is 'telepath' in your language, and I can lower his mental defenses long enough for you to enter."


     "Then, we must hurry."


     Meridina took Dale's right hand with her two hands, and Luke kneeled beside him, and placed his hands on Dale's forehead.


     Unbeknowest to those around them, three beings observed.  "The time is now," the Controller said to his companions.


     "And so it begins," Kosh agreed.


     "Come the time has, yes.  On them we rely...."�





     White....  The purity of the soul.....


     Dale felt his mind begin to fade.  Is this Death, come at last?


     Two figures entered his limited vision.  He recognized Meridina.  Meridina, are you okay?


     Yes, I am.  You, however, will die if your mind is not kept occupied.....


     My time is through, Meridina....  I can feel the pull of Death itself......


     No......  


     The other figure grew clear in Dale's vision.  A humanlike entity, possessing blond hair and striking blue eyes, with the same power about him as Dale felt in himself and Meridina.  Who is he, Meridina?  Is it a Gersallian like yourself?


     No, Robert.  It is one of those from this universe.  The universe you brought us to.  This one is powerful in swevyrase.  He will help you.... Allow him into your mind.


     Dale glanced at the two.  Meridina, where will you be?


     Watching, as always.....  I will allow no harm to come to you......


     Dale looked at the human, and extended his hand.  Let's get this show on the road.....


     The human took his hand.  Be prepared.....


     The minds of Luke Skywalker and Robert Dale merged........








     Pain..... loss..... hope...... these are the qualities of life......


     Dale looked up into the twin suns of Tatooine, heard the call of Uncle Owen through the thick desert air.....


     Luke gazed into the glowing sun of Earth, the cornfields of Kansas, the call of Susanna Dale, looking for her beloved big brother......


     Dale felt the exhilaration of flying through Beggar's Canyon in a T-16 Skyhopper.....


     Luke felt the triumph of scoring the winning touchdown in the high school state championship game....


     Dale saw the burning remnants of the farm, and the charred bodies of Uncle Owen and Aunt Beru.....


     Luke could feel the intense pain at the dreaded phone call, the deaths of Susanna, Leigh, and Michael Dale.......


     Dale saw the Millennium Falcon.....  He felt it rise above the atmosphere of Tatooine, and speed past two Imperial Star Destroyers.....


     Luke gaped in wonderment at the underground Dargsla base.....  He stared at the holographic Native American chief who guarded the facility....


     Dale's pulse pounded as he ran through the Death Star, Princess Leia by his side, and Stormtroopers behind him.....


     Luke's instincts went on alert as he lifted his phaser rifle and mowed down five Nazi SS guards in the concentration camp Auschwitz, in universe RF-45........


     Dale's finger stood poised to fire an almost impossible shot into the Death Star's exhaust port.......


     Luke felt the tension of engaging the Agressa fleet in a battle for Mars.......


     Dale could feel pride fill him, as Leia approached, award in hand.....


     Luke marveled at the sky as the celebration at the birth of the Alliance had begun.....


     Dale listened in awe to Yoda's lessons....  He felt Yoda's intense power filling the planet Dagobah.......


     Luke stood back and admired the Vorlon Kosh....  The immense power of his presence and his being.....


     Dale heard the words of Darth Vader.....  The words of the man despised and feared on a billion worlds.....  "Luke, I am your father....."


     Luke felt pain and rage as Rebecca Harverson died in front of his eyes....  The brutality and cruelty of her death, and the selflessness and courage of her stand......


     Dale felt pain rack his body as Emperor Palpatine struck him with the forces of the Dark Side....


     Luke was overwhelmed with pain, as he watched the Vorlon Inquisitor continue to torture Sheridan and Delenn....


     Dale watched as the body of Anakin Skywalker was enveloped in flames on his funeral pyre.......


     Luke felt the guilt of sending men and women to die in battle against the Nazi threat.....


     Dale was overcome with joy at the official fall of the Galactic Empire, and the installation of the New Republic...


     Luke felt the hope of a better tomorrow at the victory celebrations on FF7-1IV....


     "Are we truly this much alike?"


     "The Force binds us all.....  It is the Force that led you to us, to fulfill your destiny...."


     "What is this 'Force'?"


     "I believe your friend referred to it as 'swevyrase'.  The Force is strong in both of you....."


     "So Meridina has said about me.  Who are you people?  What is this universe we are in?  Where is Earth?"


     "Earth?  What planet is Earth?"


     "Earth.  The world from which humanity was born...."


     "We know of no such world in our galaxy...."


     "Then....  This isn't...."








     It has begun....


     Dale and Luke's minds diverged, but did not return to their respective bodies.  Instead, they remained connected via telepathic link.  For both, they appeared to be surrounded in white light.  "Who is it?"


     The third circle will be completed....  It is destined....


     Completed the first two circles are....


     "Master Yoda?!"


     Dale recognized the other voices.  "Kosh?  Hargert?"


     We will be with you, through the trial of darkness..... 


     "Jeff?!  Jeff Sinclair, is that you?!"  Dale looked around, trying to find the source of the voices.  Duh, it's in my mind, stupid!


     Difficult the trial will be.  Prepared you must be, yes.  Know you who you are, young Robert?  Hmm?


     "Yoda?  How?"  Dale could feel Luke's own confusion at the voice of his old trainer.


     The end of the dawn is nigh.  The clock points to the eleven.  The Darkness is reaching for the beacon of Light...


     "Kosh?"  Dale continued to look around.  "What's going on?"


     It is done....  Good luck, Robert.  The future of all life is in your hands....


     Be his guide, young Skywalker....  Linked are your fates.....


     Farewell.....








     Dale's eyes slowly opened, and he looked up.  Meridina's beautiful face shined in his vision.  "Robert, you are going to be fine..."


     "I am...."  Dale began to sit up, and gently pressed his lips against Meridina's in a soft kiss.


     Meridina and Luke helped Dale to his feet.  "What happened to the Rhine?"


     "It was destroyed, unfortunately," Meridina informed him.  "As were our swevyra'lakeshes."


     Dale sighed.  "Well, I'm sure Ledosh will get us some new ones."  He turned to Luke.  "I don't think we've been properly introduced.  I'm Robert Dale."


     "And I am Luke Skywalker.  Welcome to the New Republic.  Now, what were these 'lakeshes' that you lost?"


     "They are the traditional hand weapons of Gersallian swevyrase knights," Meridina explained.  "The metal they are made of is the strongest metal available on Gersal."


     "If your weapons are lost, than perhaps you would be interested in our Jedi weapons."


     "'Jedi'?"


     "The Jedi," Luke responded to Dale's question, "are those who use the Force to protect the New Galactic Republic from the scattered remnants of the Galactic Empire."


     "Much like Gersallian swevyrase knights, who protected the Gersallian Interdependency from the Coserian Empire for centuries," Dale realized aloud.


     "What weapons do you use?"


     "Follow me."








     Ship's Log: November 15, 2160 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Captain Julia Andrea Andreys reporting.  Having picked up a distress signal from the Rhine's transceiver, we have jumped to the system that it originated from.  And we have found the object of Robby's attention: the interuniversal jumpgate.


     "The jumpgate," Spock said as he examined the sensor console, "is made from the same material as that from the destroyed jumpgate in STS-21.  It appears to have been used recently."


     "But to which universe?"


     "I am attempting to ascertain that currently.  Scanning now...."


     Andreys felt a small impact, and ran her hand over the growing bulge on her belly.  She couldn't help but let out a small giggle.


     "Sir," Worf growled, "the ion trail here seems to indicate not only an Alliance runabout has been through, but an Earthforce Alpha-class cruiser.  We may need to consider that they were attacked by pro-Clark forces."


     "I believe I have found the frequency, Captain.  We are ready to try at your command."


     Several thoughts ran through Andreys' mind.  Should I wait for reinforcements?  Should I go in?


     Her decision was made.


     "Drop an interuniversal transmission buoy.  Transmit all of our recorder data and the jump frequency of the universe this leads to.  Let's get going...."








     "What are these?"


     Dale held a metal object in his hand.  It was shaped like a hilt, but he couldn't see the blade.  He moved his fingers go along it, and found a small mechanism.  He pointed it away from any of the others, and activated the mechanism.


     A long blade of green energy extended from the hilt.


     Meridina did the same with her hilt, and a blade of pinkish energy reached out.  "What... what are these weapons?"


     "They are lightsabers.  Be careful with them, for they can cut through flesh with ease."


     Dale waved the weapon around, and noticed the buzz sound it made as it moved through air.  He used the mechanism again to cause the blade to disappear.  "Impressive technology.  Now, what....."


     "All hands to battlestations!  An Imperial Star Destroyer is approaching!"  Klaxons sounded.


     "What the hell......!"  Dale and Meridina were led by Luke out of the armory, and directly to the bridge of the ship.  Dale looked out at the ship approaching them, and his heart froze.  That ship......


     "Robert, is that not the same ship that the Dominion used against us in the battle to liberate Cardassia?"


     "It damn sure is...."


     "Are the shields up?"


     "Shields are up, sir," the captain of the frigate reported.  "They are training their main turbolaser batteries on us."


     "Sir, that alien device....  It's activating!"


     The bridge crew, plus Luke, Dale, and Meridina, watched the jump gate activate.


     Dale breathed a sigh of relief when the Roddenberry exited.  "There's my real ship.  Can you open a communication?"


     "The Imperials are jamming....."  The ship shook slightly.  "They opened fire with their front heavy turbolaser battery!  Deflector screens are still holding!"








     "Sir, the larger ship is firing."  A large bolt of green energy struck the smaller ship they were approaching.  "The shields of the smaller vessel are holding.  Power estimation of the blast is...."


     Andreys felt her feet grow cold as Jarod just gaped at his screen.  "What is it?"


     "Sir, that bolt was approximentally 2.5 million terawatts!!!"


     "Oh my God.....  One shot would wipe out our shields!"  Andreys tried to think.  "Where do you think they could be?"


     "Picking up debris from an Earthforce cruiser and...."  Spock seemed to stop for a moment.  "A personal runabout."


     "No....."  Andreys felt for a moment that all was lost.  "They're dead....."


     "Or they are on board the smaller vessel."  All heads turned toward Spock.  "I am reading some alien life forms, and some human, from the ship, but I am also detecting life forms that could be Gersallian."


     "Which would mean that, at the very least, Meridina is alive."  Andreys sat and thought for a moment.  "Is there anyway we could get involved in this battle without getting killed?"


     "Unknown, sir."


     Andreys thought of something.  "Worf, what kind of weapons are those?"


     "The weapons appear to be plasma based, much like Berjakian and Allerian energy weapons," Worf answered.


     "Plasma....."  Andreys touched the chair button to connect to Engineering.  "Thomas, do you remember that trick about feeding densiona particles into the shields to make them stronger against plasma weapons?"


     "Yeah!  At full power, our shields would be able to withstand about sixty million terawatts of punishment!  With regeneration, of course...."


     "Then get started!"


     "Aye Captain!"


     "Worf, have you analyzed their shields?"


     Worf went over his console.  "Our weapons would be ineffective."


     "Even an MPTS broadside?"


     "Yes.  However, I am detecting a weak spot near the bottom end of their vessel.  A concentrated solar torpedo barrage with direct fusion cannon fire, followed by an MPTS broadside, might penetrate to their power core."


     "Get us started in that direction, Tom.  Worf, get ready."


     The Roddenberry began moving toward the large warship, which was still battering the smaller vessel.  "Densiona particles are being fed into the shields."  A green bolt of energy struck them.  "That appeared to be one of their smaller weapons.  Twenty five thousand terawatts in power."  Another bolt.  "Shields are still holding."








     "That ship must be crazy!"


     The captain of the frigate's exclaimation led Dale to ask, "How are their shields holding up?"


     "No flucuations are detectable.  They're taking the hits in stride."  The sensor operator seemed to notice something.  "I'm detecting some form of particles responsible for the deflection of the plasma energy in the Imperial turbolasers.  I've never seen these before......"


     "Can I see your readings on them?"  The sensor operator nodded, and Dale leaned over his chair to view the screen, which now showed a diagram of the particles and their chemical attributes.  "They're using densiona particles to reinforce their shields!"


     "Densiona particles?"


     "They are particles that exist in interphasic space, in a constant state of flux.  They enter normal space almost regularly due to this flux.  Our jump drives act as a magnet, drawing them in and, after collecting them, creating a small, almost microscopic burst of the particles which create an interuniversal jump point.  We can chose which universe we travel to by modulating the burst with the proper frequency.  Don't ask me all the mathmatical computations involved, because......"  They were hit again, and for the first time, they were knocked about. 


     "Deflectors are failing, sir!  The Star Destroyer is sending out boarding transports!"


     "Order all hands to repel boarders."  The captain turned toward the door.  "Wait!"


     Luke, Dale, and Meridina were all leaving the bridge.








     "Coming up on the bottom of the vessel."  A large green bolt hit them, and the ship shook slightly.  "Shield strength?"


     "Still holding at eighty five percent!"


     "Keep us steady, Tom.  Worf, fire forward torpedoes!  Fire fusion cannons!"


     Twenty-four torpedoes raced out and collided with the shields of the larger ship.  Next came fire from all of the Roddenberry's fusion cannons.  The green energy beams lanced into the shields, but did not knock them out.


     Paris began rotating the Roddenberry, and the port side faced the bottom.  More energy bolts came from the enemy vessel, and Worf replied with a full broadside from the MPTS.  Phaser fire barraged the enemy shields, but they still did not crack.  The ship continued to rotate, and soon the starboard side was facing the enemy.  Worf fired again.


     Thirty three beams of phaser fire sliced into the shields, and caused enough local disruption to allow some of the beams to penetrate.  Two of the most powerful phaser beams sliced into the exhaust outlets for the enemy ship's power core, fusing the openings shut.


     Waste material from the Star Destroyer's power core, (mostly ionized material), built up.  The stress on the Star Destroyer was too much, and as the Roddenberry sped away at full impulse, the rear half blew off.








     The bodies of some crewmembers and white uniformed soldiers that Dale, through his mind-merge with Luke, recognized as Stormtroopers were along random locations in the ship's rear engineering section, on a trail that led the threesome to the main fight.


     It was the main engineering room, and whoever controlled it controlled the ship.  The crew was pinned down by a force of Stormtroopers twice as large.  Dale, for a moment, wondered how the three of them would change the tide, but his experience on Kenrok Nor made him remember that they were in a very good position to switch the side of battle against the Imperial boarders.


     Luke was first to charge into their battlelines, his blue lightsaber slicing through the surprised Stormtroopers.  Meridina, with the pink lightsaber Luke had given her, vaulted high over one small platoon, and landed, slicing off the barrels of their rifles.  Dale himself, after a moment, extended his own weapon's energy blade, and joined the fray.  Several bolts of energy flew toward him, and just as he had been trained to do with the swevyra'lakesh, he deflected them with the blade.  To his surprise and relief, the bolts were reflected by the energy blade, and pushed back toward the Stormtroopers who fired them, whom fell to the energy from their own weapons.


     The Stormtroopers panicked, and several shouted, "Jedi!  They have Jedi on board!  Concentrate your fire!!!"  Unfortunately for them, they ceased to hold the Republic crew back with suppression fire, and the crew returned fire, and counter-attacked.  In barely twenty more seconds of fighting, the Stormtroopers were either dead, dying, or wounded, with the last few surrendering.  "The boarders have been dealt with," Luke said into an intercom.  "What has been done about that Star Destroyer?"


     "They got destroyed by the other ship, which is now hailing us.  They are asking us about the two we rescued."


     "Can you put me through?", Dale asked.  "I need to talk to....."


     "Sir, two ships just came out of lightspeed.  It's the Millennium Falcon and Freedom.  Princess Leia and Admiral Ackbar wish to meet with you."


     "I will be there shortly."  Luke sighed.  "I fear... something is wrong."


     "As do I," Dale agreed.  "Would your people allow myself and a couple of members from my staff to be present?"


     "They will not object."








     The "briefing center" on the massive Freedom was twice as large as that on the Roddenberry.  The Freedom itself was a former Executor-class Super Star Destroyer, captured a few months prior to the New Republic's retaking of the capital world Coruscant.  It now served as the flagship of the New Republic Defense Force.


     Or so Dale though he knew.


     The mind merge with Luke had left him a little disorientated.  To have the memories, desires, nightmares, and hopes of another being transferred into himself had been strenuous.  Dale could see that Luke was also trying to clear the cobwebs that had formed due to his experience.  Merging minds is not something to be taken lightly, he thought wryly.


     True, came Meridina's telepathic response.


     "You are the Force users from another universe?"


     Dale turned and found himself face to face with Admiral Ackbar.  The Mon Calamari were a race of humanoid amphibians, and the dark red flesh and fish-shaped head of Ackbar was what Dale would expect of a member of his race.  "Yes.  My name is Robert Dale.  I am Minister of Defense for the Alliance of Democratic Nations."


     "Your ship's technology is not as advanced as ours, but yet you were able to take even the largest bolts of turbolaser fire without significant damage to either your ship or it's shields.  How?"


     "Well, we...."


     "This is a matter of utmost importance," the woman who Dale knew as Princess Leia announced to the assembly in the briefing center.  "The Imperial renegades are aware of the 'jumpgate' in this system, and are planning an operation to take it.  We cannot allow this."


     "Neither can we," Dale agreed.  "However, despite the protective properties our jump drives afford us through densiona shields, our weapons are incapable of fully damaging Imperial ships.  We got a lucky shot."


     "Then we need to destroy the Imperial base in the Trachus system," Leia's husband Han Solo answered.  "Take them out, and the Imperials will be forced to withdraw from this sector."


     "It will be difficult.  Even the Freedom's weapons will be unable to penetrate their shields."


     "Could we send in a special forces team?"


     "Listen, the Millennium Falcon can penetrate their defenses and get somebody close, but not close enough to dock to the complex," Han Solo answered.


     "How close can you get?"  Dale suddenly had an idea.


     "Oh, about five hundred meters in one of the blind spots.  Why?"


     "That's within transporter range.  I can have the engineers on my ship set up a transporter on the Millennium Falcon.  You get us close, and we can beam over.  All you have to do is lay low until it's time for us to come back."


     "And you can equip your transportation devices onto the Falcon?"


     Dale responded by pressing his communicator.  "Dale to Roddenberry."


     "Worf here."


     "Have Dock 2 cleared, and tell Commander Barnes to have a portable transporter and engineering crew ready to install it.  Dale out.  Now, Mister Solo," Dale and Han exchanged glances, "can you have your ship dock with ours?"


     "I'll do it right now.  If you don't mind, Admiral...."


     "You are clear to leave, General Solo," Ackbar answered.


     Han left, and Dale added, "But how will we protect the jumpgate in the meantime?  Even with densiona shields, we will be unable to stop a determined attack."


     "I will take the Freedom and a battle group of Mon Calamari cruisers, and attack an Imperial outpost in the Krekno system.  The Imperial fleet in this area will have to respond, or risk losing another system to our forces.  And the Empire cannot afford this."


     "Then, Admiral, we will leave the Roddenberry here to guard the jumpgate, and if necessary, destroy it.  We cannot allow the Imperials to take it," Dale promised.  "Now, we must decide who will be going on the mission."


     "Well, a portable transporter can only transport three at a time," Andreys reminded him.  "And I don't think Solo will be able to keep the Millennium Falcon that close to the base for more than one transport."


     "Then it'll have to be a three man team," Dale said, a hint of apprehension in his voice.  They're going to have their hands full trying to blow that place up by themselves, Dale mused grimly.


     "I will go," Meridina offered.


     Dale's head snapped around to view her.  Meridina!  This isn't Kenrok Nor!


     I will be fine, Robert.


     Dale answered verbally by saying, "Then I'll go too."


     Robert!  You cannot!, Meridina scolded him telepathically.


     Yes, I can.  If you go, I go.  Remember, you yourself said we were destined to be together.


     "And I shall accompany them," Luke announced.


     The three looked at each other.








     "Get this f$^&ing robot out of my God damn way!!!!!"


     Dale stepped on board the Millennium Falcon, and grimaced at the sound of Barnes' voice.  Never fails to have Thomas go apeshit whenever he gets pissed at something.


     "My, how rude!", came the said robot's offended reply.  "I was merely trying to help....."


     "Oh, you'll help....  After I tear your stupid golden ass apart and use it to make spare parts for my damn plasma welder!!!!!"


     A loud roar filled the small corridor as they approached.  "Shut that f$&#ing carpet up!"  Barnes' voice got louder.


     "Chewie, no!"  Han Solo's voice sounded above another roar.


     "Get your damn paw off me, you damned....."


     "Commander Barnes," Dale barked as they entered the engine area.  "Would you please get back to work, and not argue?!"


     "Chewie, calm down," Han ordered his large, furry companion.  Turning to Barnes, he said, "You're lucky.  Chewie has dismembered people for less."


     "Yeah, yeah, yeah...."  Barnes turned back to his work.  "Your stupid robot..."


     "Droid," Han corrected him.


     "Whatever!  Your stupid 'droid' nearly blew out one of the transporter's power couplings!"


     "How much do you have to do, Thomas?"


     "Well, fortunately, this gold mannequin of theirs didn't do any damage with his tampering, so it shouldn't be another hour."  Barnes once again lowered himself into the work area for the engine's power chamber.


     "I apologize, General Solo.  Commander Barnes is not known for his diplomatic personality.  In fact, he's downright hostile when he's in a bad mood."  Calling down into the power chamber, Dale added, "What the hell happened to you today?!"


     "Don't ask!", Barnes grumbled.








     "All nonessential personnel have been evacuated to the saucer section."  Andreys and Dale were walking toward the opening to Dock 2, Dale holding a bag of plasma explosives over his shoulder.  He was no longer in uniform, instead opting for the robes Meridina had given him for training/practice exercises they occasionally conducted in the gym.  "Are you sure you should do this?"


     "Don't worry, I'll make it out alive.  I made it out last time, remember?"


     Andreys frowned, despite Dale's smile.  They were joined at the airlock by Meridina.  "Do you have your weapon?"


     Dale touched the lightsaber hilt hanging of his sash, where his lakesh hilt used to be placed.  "Let's do this."  He patted Andreys' belly.  "Take care of this little bundle of joy, or I'm going to have to be angry with you."


     "I will, Robby," she said, laughing.


     Dale and Meridina entered the airlock, and passed what remained of Barnes' engineering team on the way to the Millennium Falcon.  Upon entry, they found Han and Chewbacca in the control room.  "Everybody secure in there!?"


     Dale placed the explosive charges down by one of the seats, where he sat down and buckled in.  Meridina and Luke were similarly prepared.  "How rough is this going to be?"


     "You will be shaken for a moment, but it will pass."


     After a few moments, Dale felt the ship's artifical gravity generators kick in after the gravity in the dock was deactivated.  The dock was depressurized, and afterward the doors opened.  The Millennium Falcon rose out of the docking bay, and into open space.  "Hold on back there!  Here we go!"


     The Millennium Falcon jumped to lightspeed.


     A few minutes later, the Freedom and Ackbar's battle group also went to lightspeed.








     The Millennium Falcon approached the Trachus base from it's "blind spot", a dense asteroid belt of certain exotic elements that interfered with Imperial sensors.  "We're almost into the range needed to transport you three aboard.  I'll stop her only long enough for the transport to complete, then I'll come back around when I get the signal.  Got it?"


     Dale put on the backpack of charges.  "Just keep out of their sensor range!  Leave this to us.  Ready?"


     "I am ready," Meridina answered.


     Luke merely stepped up on the pad, followed by Dale and Meridina.  The small droid Luke called "R2" connected into the transporter's controls, and made several beeps.  "Do be careful, Master Luke," the golden droid whom had drawn Barnes' wrath said.  "I do worry when you are in danger."


     "Don't worry, 3PO," Luke assured the droid.


     "We're in range," Han announced to them.


     "Energize," Dale answered.


     A few more beeps came from R2, and they disappeared in three pedastals of light.








     The Imperial base was dark and foreboding.  Low lighting, and what Dale felt to be ridiculously low security measures contributed to the feeling of lonliness in the base.  As they followed Luke into the bowels of the base's structure, toward what they thought was the power core, Dale could feel his apprehension building.


     Meridina felt it, too.  "Come.  We must be ready to....."


     Meridina and Luke disappeared from his vision, and he was once again surrounded by bright light.  "What is this?  What is going on now?"


     Who are you?


     "Not again......"  Dale's frustration with the super-beings who were constantly bothering him reached it's peak.  "What the hell do you want from me?!  I do not know who I am!"


     The being Dale now knew as the Controller appeared.  "You are troubled by us.  Why?"


     "You keep asking those incessant questions.  'Who are you?', for instance.  How is that so important to the Chosen One legacy I seem cursed to fulfill?"  Dale's anger simmered under the surface as the being considered him.  "Well?"


     "You do not know who you are, yet you seem to believe that you are indeed destined to carry out the legacy of the Chosen One.  How can you know this if you do not know who you are?"


     "That being, the one who appeared to me two months ago..."  Dale thought of the name.  "Lorien was his name.  He told me that not knowing who I am...."


     "....was the beginning of wisdom," the Controller finished his statement for him.  "Surely you see the reason in advancing past that point.  You cannot remain at the beginning forever, can you?"


     "But, how do I know who I am?  How would I learn?"


     "You must be the arrow," came another response, and Kosh entered his vision.  "The arrow flies true to it's target.  You must know the path...."


     "But how do I know it's the correct path?"


     "The truth points to itself," Kosh answered.


     Dale's inner doubts continued to run.  "But, I'm just...."  What?  I'm just a farmboy?  Nope, now I'm a military leader who also possesses superhuman powers through swevyra, the Force, or whatever the hell you want to call it.  "How?"


     "Why do you believe that you are the Chosen One?"


     "Because, of what the Inquisitor said to me.  Because of what has happened over the last year, with Kenrok Nor, and my dreams.  Wait, no, not the last year.... The last six years.  Also, why did the Vorlons interfere in the battle with the Breen?  Why did Kosh insist on me leading the first attack on the Shadows last year?  The Vorlons are an old race, and if they're sure I'm the one, then I must lend weight to that."


     "You cannot base your beliefs on other races.  You must believe for yourself that you are the Chosen One."  The Controller started pacing.  "Know this.  The path of Light is paved with pain, blood, and sacrifice, but is built on love, joy, and happiness.  It will be difficult, but you will be able to enjoy your life."


     "How will I know when I am on the path?"


     The Controller seemed to smile for a moment, and began fading away.  "You will know....."


     Dale blinked, and he was again looking into Meridina's face.  "....confront any security forces."  She noticed his expression.  "Robert?"


     "I'm fine.  Let's get going."








     "Two Imperial Star Destroyers have come out of lightspeed, Captain.  Their shields are up, and they are on an attack vector," Spock reported from sensors.


     Andreys felt a dreadful fright come over her.  "Code Red.  Raise shields, and begin feeding densiona particles into the shield emitters."  She activated the comm link to Engineering.  "Thomas, can you think of a way to break through their shields?"


     "Hell no.  Try the same technique as you did last time!"


     "We got a lucky shot, Thomas!  I need you to at least try!"


     "Let me put it this way.  Federation technology, and by extension most forms of Alliance technology, is two hundred years old.  Their technology is thirty f#^@ing thousand years old!  Does that paint the ugly picture it should?  Frankly, whoever says our technology could beat theirs is a f&@#ing idiot!"


     "Just keep the shields up, then.  Andreys out."  She sighed.  "Put us between them and the jumpgate.  And lock solar torpedoes on the jumpgate's mechanism.  If we have to, we'll destroy it before they get through."








     The bright blue light of the Imperial base's power core shined through the central shaft that Dale, Meridina, and Luke had entered.  A sturdy metal bridge, wide enough for six people to walk side-by-side across it, supported them as they walked thousands of feet above a glowing blue field of plasma below, which guaranteed death to those who fell.  The bridge itself was divided into three paths ahead.  "The lead path should lead to the main control room," Luke said from his position at point.  "Now......"


     Dale's senses alerted him to imminent danger, and he turned around to face Meridina.....


     She slumped to the ground as a bright red energy beam from another lightsaber cut into her side, barely missing her internal organs.  Dale faced her attacker as Luke kneeled down beside her, saying to the attacker, "You are...  Darth Marda, correct?"  


     He got a smile in return.


     Dale glimpsed into the face of Darth Marda.  It had a bluish tint to it, but Dale recognized it.  "What the......?!"  A cold rage built within him.


     Darth Marda laughed.  "We meet again, Herr Dale," he cackled.


     Dale's mind's eye looked into the face of Darth Marda.....


     .....and saw the face of.....


     "Reinhelt," he spat.  Dale's expression was cold, filled with rage.  "You murdering Nazi bastard....."  Dale's mind raged.


     "Now, Herr Dale, I am no longer a member of the Reich.  Our foolish leaders made the error of attacking the Empire.  Had it not been for the leader of the Empire recognizing my potential in the Dark Side, I would surely have died, as my former comrades did."  Reinhelt/Marda laughed.  "At my hand," he added with a smile.


     Dale could feel the hate resonating from Reinhelt.  "Why did you have to murder Rebecca?  Why?!  She was an innocent young woman, her entire life ahead of her......"


     "Who said I killed her?"  Reinhelt laughed.  "That was a fake recording I made for you, as I knew it would bring you pain to believe your lover dead.  She was actually taken with me to the Reich's capital, where I kept her as my personal guinea pig."  Dale's anger rose to new proportions as Reinhelt once again uttered an evil laugh.  "I would torture her for days on end.  Pain electrodes, the rack, plasma whips...  If there is a possible torture, she suffered it.  My men had their daily fun with her, raping her in every position and method imaginable...."


     "You lie!", Dale exclaimed, rage coming over him.  He drew his lightsaber, and the green energy blade within extended.


     "Robert!"  Meridina struggled to speak, despite her wound.  "No!  He is attempting to......"


     "Be quiet, schwein!!!!"  Reinhelt kicked Meridina in her wound, causing her to cry out in agony, and Dale lunged at him with his lightsaber.  Reinhelt deftly blocked the blow, and caused the saber to fly out of Dale's hand, sending the hilt crashing behind Reinhelt..  Defenseless, Dale stepped back toward the middle of the bridge as Reinhelt approached, his own lightsaber at the ready.


     Dale leaped over Reinhelt, landed behind him, and combined a jump and a slide to get to his lightsaber.  Reinhelt went to bring his blade down upon Dale, and Dale rolled onto his back, blocking the death blow.  "Luke," he yelled, "get Meridina somewhere safe, and set the explosives."  Dale threw the pack of charges to Luke.  "This is between me, and him."


     Luke nodded.  "May the Force be with you," he said before leaving, first getting Meridina to the other opening in the shaft.


     Reinhelt stepped back, and considered Dale, who got up to his feet and was now holding his lightsaber in a defensive position.  "You are strong in the Force, Herr Dale.  But the Dark Side is unstoppable."


     "Good will always have more power than evil, Reinhelt.  Your own Nazi brethern are an example, as they could not stop the forces of freedom and justice from taking back those lands which....."


     "You, Herr Dale, are an ideological fool.  You should have joined the Dark Side long ago."


     The two considered each other for a few moments, circling, waiting for a moment to strike.  "I will never join the forces of evil," Dale vowed to his enemy.


     "Very well.  If you will not be turned, you will be destroyed."


     For a few more moments, they continued to circle.


     Their lightsabers clashed....


     The battle of fates had begun....








     Turbolaser bolts collided with the Roddenberry's shields, and Worf obliged them by returning fire, concentrating on the smaller TIE fighters swarming around the ship.  Unshielded, they were cut up by the phaser fire.  Next, the quantum interceptors opened fire, striking down entire squadrons.  "Shields holding at seventy percent.  No sizable damage to enemy shields."


     "Come on.....," Andreys said under her breath as the lopsided battle continued.








     Green and red flashed in Dale's vision as he and Reinhelt continued to duel in the middle of the power shaft.  The ballet of death was an entrancing one, and every ounce of his will was going into the battle.  Unlike sweyvra'lakesh duels, there was no hope for catching an enemy's thrust with anything but your own weapon, and Dale acted accordingly.  He leaped over Reinhelt, as the latter cut through the bridge, weakening the support structure.  "You... are doing well... Herr Dale...."


     Dale didn't answer, concentrating on the battle.  He blocked two more attacks by Reinhelt, and three of his own were blocked.  It was a constant stalemate, neither being able to break the other's concentration.  The ultimate battle of attrition.  Worf would probably find this poetic, Dale thought wryly.


     Reinhelt's lightsaber cut into his vision several more times, as Dale's body forced his arms into the position to deflect the blows.  A couple of times, one or the other would jump, but never too far, lest they fall to their doom in the power shaft.  It was the perfect setting for their battle.  Dale could feel his hate for Reinhelt, his anger over the fact that Reinhelt could be telling the truth inherent.  The all-too-possible suffering of Rebecca at Reinhelt's hands was pushing Dale to new heights in his power, as he was caught up in a frenzy of rage over the fate of Rebecca Harverson.  Reinhelt himself was obviously feeling hate toward Dale for ideological reasons.  No matter his newfound position and power in this universe, Reinhelt was a true Aryan Nazi, and Dale's ideological philosophy, in conjunction with his newfound love with an alien, was driving the former Nazi officer turned Sith Lord to also increase his power through anger and hate.


     Dale and Reinhelt circled, their lightsabers colliding every few moments.  The air filled with the buzzing sound of the lightsabers, and the deadly blades of energy were ever ready to dismember or otherwise cripple the opponent of it's weilder.  Dale and Reinhelt faced off between their lightsabers, both of their minds conflicting, hate added onto anger and rage.  It was the battle of legends.....


     The glow of the lightsabers dominated Dale's vision still as they continued their game of death.  I must find a weakness.  I don't know how much longer I can keep this up.  Still, Dale felt that thought to be unreal, since he was already holding his own due to his building rage.  Look for a weakness....  Dale continued to process tactical information in his mind even as the Force took over his body, as it had done before in critical situations.  It was the same as when Meridina trained him, and he gladly allowed it to take control while he was clear to think.


     Reinhelt was clearly growing frustrated, and Dale realized his fears.  He's not actually that powerful.  His anger makes him more powerful, but that is quickly diminishing.  Dale launched into a series of quick thrusts at Reinhelt, continuing to wear him down.  "Admit it, Reinhelt.  You're not that good!"


     Reinhelt instead let out a bloodcurdling cry, and a blast of blue lightning struck out at Dale.  He harmlessly evaded it, jumping high in the air, and coming down in a swipe.  His lightsaber cut into Reinhelt's hilt, destroying the lightsaber.  Reinhelt fell back, defenseless.  Dale pointed his lightsaber's blade at his throat, Reinhelt's life within an inch of being ended....


     "Yes....  Kill him," a voice said.  Dale turned to face a cloaked figure coming from one of the shaft entrances.  "Allow your hate to take over, and kill him.  The Dark Side beckons.  You can feel it, and you know it is your destiny...."


     Dale kept looking from Reinhelt to the cloaked figure.  "Yes, kill him," the figure continued.


     "No!  Robert!"


     From another entrance, Luke and Meridina entered.  Meridina's wound had gotten better, probably from Force healing, and some color had returned to her face.  "You must not listen to him!  He is an eliv'swevyrase!"


     Dale's rage blocked her out, as he took pleasure in the image in his mind of Reinhelt's death.  Rebecca....  Whether he was telling the truth or not....  She must be avenged....


     "Yes, Herr Dale, I never got to finish telling you what I did to her.  For months, she endured unending torment.  Oh, at first she was resolute, but eventually, the pain and humiliation of torture and rape broke her.  She began to cry for mercy.  One day, I was having my usual fun with her, raking her scarred back with hot coals, and she finally broke completely.  She begged me to end her torment, and I made her a deal...."


     "Robert, don't!"


     Reinhelt continued as if Meridina had not spoken.  "She agreed, upon which I tied her to my bed, and had hour after hour of pleasure with her, as you used to.  It was not passion, it was not lovemaking, it was simple sex, for the pure enjoyment, although the physical torture had taken it's toll on her once attractive features.  In the end, it was the worst rape she had endured of those five months of torment.  Afterwards, I did end her ordeal.  I took my disruptor pistol, and shot her in the head with it.  It was all....."


     "You liar!"  Dale grinned.  "I know you're lying, Reinhelt, Marda, whatever the hell you call yourself know."  He laughed.


     Reinhelt and the cloaked figure who had tempted Dale exchanged glances.  "How would you...."


     "They found her body!"


     Reinhelt gulped, and Dale laughed again.  "What's wrong, Reinhelt?  Your plan failed.  You sought to make me so overcome with rage, with hate, that I would kill you.  You would have won, because in killing you through my hate, I would have become you.  Well, I refuse to."  Dale turned to walk away.


     "No!!!!!!  You will die!!!!!!!!"  Reinhelt extended his hand toward Luke and Meridina, and Meridina's lightsaber flew from her belt to his hand.  Activating the blade, he jumped up and took a swing....


     Dale vaulted over him, performing a 180* in the air, and landing facing Reinhelt's back.  Reinhelt began to turn....


     Dale ran him through.


     Reinhelt looked down to see Dale's lightsaber sticking into his torso, the death blow having been delivered.  Raising his head again, he glared at Dale as Dale deactivated the blade, leaving a hole in Reinhelt's body.  The glare from Reinhelt was that of pure hate, while Dale returned it with a glare of triumph mixed with vindication.


     His senses suddenly going on alert, Dale jumped back as the support structure, weakened by the fight, gave way.  Reinhelt fell with it, tumbling toward a death in the plasma at the bottom of the shaft.  "Mein Fuehrer!!!!!!!!!!"  His death howl echoed in the shaft as his body fell into the plasma, and was vaporized by the intense heat of the plasma.  Dale watched his body disappear in a puff of blue.  I've avenged you, Rebecca.  Rest peacefully with our child.....


     "You are strong in the Force, but not strong enough."  The cloaked figure removed his guise, and Dale looked into the face of a young man, about 30, with a hilt in his hand that was obviously for a lightsaber.  "Now, you and your friends will die."


     "Palpatine...."  Luke's lightsaber was drawn and activated in a moment.


     Meridina's face went ghostly white.  "Palpatinos?!"


     Palpatine, otherwise known as Darth Sideous, former Senator of the planet Naboo, former Supreme Chancellor of the Galactic Republic, former Emperor of the Galactic Empire, and the most powerful Sith Lord in existance, cackled with laughter at Meridina.  "Yes, I once went by that name.  Your pitiful Gersallian people were too inferior for me to bother returning, so I chose to come here, to this universe.  And a wise choice it was indeed......"  He laughed at Dale.  "You fool.  This base was a trick.  I had been hoping to draw the Republic fleet here long enough for my forces to take the Dargsla jumpgate at Layrkso, but it seemed that something even better has come.  Now, your ship and it's pitiful technology will be annihilated by the Empire as we move on to glorious conquests in other universes."


     "Never...."  Dale's lightsaber was now extended.  "We will stop you, no matter the cost."


     "You are welcome to try...."  Palpatine activated the object in his hands, and energy blades extended from both ends, forming a lightstaff.  "Now, we end this."


     Palpatine leapt over them, and landed behind them.  Dale and Luke both turned in time to deflect his blows, and the battle began.  The crimson red energy blades of Palpatine's lightstaff conflicted with Dale's green and Luke's blue blades, as they clashed.


     Dale found himself exerting more this time, as Palpatine was several times stronger than Reinhelt had been.  Blow after blow hammered at him and Luke, and the two could never gain the numerical advantage.  Meridina watched in frozen horror as they fought for their lives against the immensely powerful Palpatine.  Dale tried to get Luke to attempt another angle of attack, but the telepathic link he temporarily established with the Force was broken by Palpatine.  Dale's body once again was taken over by the Force, but this time, he could feel his muscles begin to stiffen, and his heart race, as overexertion set in.  His blood began pumping vital hormones and stimlants, such as adrenaline, to his body, even while his mind raced on how to defeat an opponent as powerful as Palpatine.


     Dale had to leap to avoid getting his feet cut off during a moment of weakness, and Luke immediately suffered as Palpatine battered him against the edge of the bridge, only stopping when Dale re-entered the fray.  Luke was also having trouble holding his own against Palpatine.  How can we hope to defeat this guy?  His supply of power is endless!








     "Shields down to twenty percent!"


     Worf's shout sounded over another shower of sparks as the Roddenberry's densiona enhanced shields began to buckle under the immense bombardment.  Andreys' hair was in a mess, with a small tangle of blond interfering with her vision, and some of it was singed.  They had been successful in breaking through the defenses of one of the Star Destroyers with their MPTS broadsides, and had disabled it by blowing off the bridge, and severly damaging the engines.  But they had little time for a repeat performance with the other.  "We've got to do something!"


     Jarod threw his hands up in despair.  "There's nothing we can do, Captain!  No way in hell we'll be able to stop them."


     "Then we'll have to destroy the jumpgate!"


     "Our torpedo tubes are offline," Worf reminded her.  "Phasers and fusion cannons will be ineffective."


     "Damn...."  The possibilites ran through her mind.  The only one left was not to her liking, but was her only choice.  Slamming her hand on the comm panel, and ignoring the sting, she shouted, "Thomas, evacuate everyone from the drive and tactical section!"


     "What the hell for?!"


     "I'm going to blow up the ship!"


     Silence answered her.  "Right away, Captain," Barnes finally replied.


     "You have...."  Andreys turned to Spock.  "How much longer can our shields hold out?"


     "Approximentally twelve minutes, with a 10% decrease coming from every heavy bolt that makes a full impact on the shields," Spock answered.


     "You have eight minutes!  Andreys out!"  She turned her attention to Paris.  "Tom, set a course for the jumpgate.  Time the ship's arrival for ten minutes."


     "You're going to blow up the jumpgate with the drive and tactical sections?!  We'll be stuck here!"


     "Too bad!  Hopefully someone got that beacon we left with the jump coordinates!"  Andreys stood for a moment, and gulped.  "Computer, set auto-destruct sequence for sections 2 and 3, authorization code Andreys Alpha Niner Bravo."


     "Computer, set auto-destruct sequence for sections 2 and 3, authorization code Spock Beta Charlie Bravo."


     "Computer, set auto-destruct sequence for sections 2 and 3, authorization code Jarod Omicron Zulu Tango."


     "Auto-destruct for ship sections 2 and 3 is set.  Awaiting final authorization to begin countdown," the ship's computer voice answered.  Totally emotionless, like it was saying the time of day, Andreys thought bitterly.  Out loud, she answered, "Computer, set auto-destruct for sections 2 and 3 for nine minutes, with audio warnings every three minutes.  Final authorization code, Andreys Gamma Charlie Niner Tango."


     She sighed as the computer acknowledged her.  "Auto-destruct is set.  Nine minutes until ship sections 2 and 3 are destroyed."


     Jarod sighed.  "She was a fine ship."


     "She was the best ship," Paris corrected him.


     Andreys almost laughed, but she felt somewhat bitter.  Her first command, destroyed in a firefight with a vastly superior enemy.








     As the battle raged, Dale noticed that Palpatine was growing older in appearance.  His skin was wrinkling, and growing deep blue in appearance, as if the blood was not circulating efficiently.  What the hell is wrong with him?


     It also affected Palpatine's physical ability to fight, and he gradually began to weaken in his attacks.  C'mon you bastard, give it up!!!


     The battle continued......








     Barnes' gasping voice came over the communication system.  "Everyone's on the saucer section.  We're ready to go."


     Andreys looked at one panel, and noticed the countdown was down to one minute, and twenty seconds.  "Begin saucer separation sequence.  Fire all port thrusters, and pull away.


     The Roddenberry's saucer section lifted off of the drive, and pushed itself away from the drive and tactical sections as they continued to fly toward the jumpgate.  "Sir, the explosion from the warp core and the solar torpedoes on baord will not be sufficient to crack that thing's shields enough to cripple it."


     "No, but the collapse of that jumpgate will."  The saucer went to it's highest possible safe acceleration as it tried to get away.  "What's that Star Destroyer doing?"


     "Focusing fire on the other sections, sir.  The shields are still holding."


     The Roddenberry continued to charge toward the jumpgate.  "Fourty seconds to detonation!"


     "Captain, the jumpgate is opening!"


     The jumpgate opened a jump point.  "Did anything come out?"


     "No Captain, it was apparently activated by a detection device that sensed the Roddenberry on a collision course, most likely as a safeguard against attempts to ram and destroy the jumpgate."


     "I only hope the Roddenberry explodes before it jumps.  Will it Spock?"


     "I am unable to ascertain when, due to the normal gravitational flux the jump point generates."


     "Sir, it's shields are failing!"


     Worf's exclaimation brought everyone's attention to the screen.  The Imperial turbolasers were now hitting the hull, blasting the outer armor to so much molten slag.


     "Ten seconds to detonation!"


     "The Roddenberry is approaching the outer gravitational field of the jump vortex."


     "Five....."


     "Four....."


     "Three....."


     "Two....."


     "The Roddenberry is....."


     The proud flagship of the Alliance Stellar Fleet exploded in the jump point, sending a shockwave that hit the Imperial's shields, but did little else.  Andreys' heart sunk with the flower of temporary fire in space that marked the passing of her ship.


     It did not die in vain.


     The jump point collapsed, and the feedback destroyed the Imperial Star Destroyer, smashing it's shields and hull as if it were paper.  The massive warship was obliterated in a giant ball of fire, before the oxygen and other gases that caused the flames were all exhausted, upon which the flame disappeared.


     The Roddenberry saucer section approached the dead world, on impulse only.  "Prepare for normal...."  The entire ship was rocked from a hit, and Andreys was thrown out of her chair.  "What the?"


     "It's an Imperial cruiser, Captain!  They're firing...."  The Roddenberry was jostled again.  "We can't....."


     The ship fired again, causing massive destruction on the bridge, and the saucer began to lose it's orbit.  Then the cruiser itself was annihilated as Ackbar's flagship came out of hyperspace firing.  The mammoth Freedom activated a tractor beam, and brought the Roddenberry saucer in close.


     On the bridge, Paris and Jarod both got up by each other.  "Woh...  that was bad....."  They looked around.


     The bridge was a wreck.


     The screen had been torn up, and their chairs and consoles were all knocked out of their positions.  The lights were not functioning, except for a few emergency lights.  They heard a growl, and Worf got off the floor, a piece of shrapnel embedded in his upper left arm.  He seemed to be in great pain, unlike Spock, who got up without so much as a few bruises and cuts, but Worf bolted toward Andreys, who had fallen to the floor, and was not moving.  "Captain?!  Captain!!!"  Worf turned her over, her blood covering her face from a gash inflicted by a piece of flying shrapnel.


     Her torso was cut up, with a sharp piece of bulkhead sticking out of it.  She looked up at Worf for a moment, then her eyes shut closed, and she layed back, motionless, while Jarod was yelling into his communicator, "Medical emergency on the bridge!  Medical emergency!!!!"








     Dale avoided another thrust from Palpatine as he and Luke continued to struggle with the now enraged Sith Lord.  "You cannot stop the Dark Side!," Palpatine howled at them.  His skin was heavily wrinkled, his skin a pale blue, and his eyes sunken into his face.  He seemed to be over a century in age.


     Dale had already gotten accustomed to the streaks of red, green, and blue in his vision, and kept relying on the Force to keep him fighting as he tried to think of a way to get out of this, and most importantly beat Palpatine.  C'mon...  There has to be a way......


     He got his answer.


     Palpatine turned the staff toward Luke, and Dale was able to slip in a swipe unfettered, which cut the lightstaff in two.  It also devastated the inner mechanism that made the energy blades, causing the entire staff to shut down.  "You've lost, Palpa......."


     Suddenly Dale and Luke were both thrown back by energy bolts from Palpatine's hands, upon which he cackled, "You fools.  You truly understimate the powers of the Dark Side!"  He let some more bolts fly, and Dale and Luke both seized up with pain.  "You will now die."  Palpatine used his powers to pick Meridina up and throw her with them, and proceeded to torture all three with his force bolts.  Meridina, already in pain, actually screamed while Luke and Dale merely flinched and shook under the raw pain of Palpatine's fury.  "Now, we end this...."  Palpatine gathered all of his Force power, ready to incinerate them, and a large bolt of energy emerged from his hands and.......


     An orange burst of light appeared in front of them, and destroyed Palpatine's energy bolt.  A figure coalesced from it, and Dale recognized it as the Controller.  Next came a Minbari with gray human hair, and Dale was shocked to see it was Jeffrey Sinclair.  Afterward, Hargert/Harvadis appeared, and following him was a small green alien Dale recognized from Luke's memories as Yoda.  "Who are you?!  How dare you try to stop me!!!"  Palpatine tried to use his force bolts, but to no avail.  They merely impacted with the four figures, who stood silent.


     Behind Palpatine, Kosh appeared.  "Your time is now over," Kosh told the now thoroughly aged Palpatine.


     "We will not allow harm to come to the Chosen One.  The third circle will be completed...."  The Controller began building a massive orange bolt of energy in his hands, as did the others.  Kosh emitted orange from the top of his now somewhat transculent encounter suit.


     "No!!!!!  You cannot destroy me!!!!  I am the Dark Side incarnate!!!!!  Noooooooooooooooooooo.........."  Palpatine disappeared in a burst of orange light, his spirit finally destroyed after millennia of imposing suffering and pain on others.


     The Controller turned.  "Robert Dale, Luke Skywalker, Meridina, today your fates have been forever linked.  The third circle must be completed.  Now, leave....."  The Controller and his associates disappeared.


     Helping Meridina, the three carried her to the beamout point, upon which Dale pressed his comm button.  Within eighty seconds, Han Solo had beamed them back aboard the Millennium Falcon.  "How did it go?", he asked upon their return.


     "It was, difficult," Dale answered.  "Now blow that thing up and get us the hell out of here."


     The Imperial base exploded as the Millennium Falcon bolted away.








     Dale rushed into the sickbay on the Freedom.  "Where is she?!"


     "Sir, you shouldn't...."


     "What happened!  Don't tell me she's......"


     "The news, I'm afraid, is not good...."  The Republic doctor's expression was one of sadness.


     Dale felt a heavy weight come upon his heart.  Oh my God, Julie's dead....  Oh my God.....  Please, Lord, don't let her have died....  I'll never be able to forgive myself....  Please God no.....  I'll gladly die now if you spared her.....  Just don't let Julie had died....  Please don't let Julie have died....     The doctor led Dale to Andreys, who was dressed in a white medical gown on a bed.  Her eyes were closed, and she seemed serene, at last in peace.  Bashir was sitting by her, holding her hand.  "Julian, is she......"  Dale dreaded the answer.


     "Julia will be fine," Bashir answered, sadness in his voice.


     A temporary relief entered Dale, then he noticed Bashir's expression and went to ask, "Then, what is....."


     "She lost the baby," Bashir said, now sobbing.


     The heavy weight returned.  Oh no.....  The baby.......  Dale remembered how much Andreys had always wanted to raise a family.  To have children of her own.  This loss would crush her.  Dale took a seat next to Bashir, and stood vigil with him.


     Watching them were Luke and Leia.  "They seem... so sad...."


     "She was carrying a child," Luke told her.  "These people, no matter what their technology, or their origin, are just like us, Leia.  I sense great potential in them, even those with no strength in the Force."


     "Then, we should care for them."


     One of Ackbar's staff entered.  "Sir, a starship named the Enterprise has arrived in the system, apparently using the same technology these people used.  A man calling himself 'Captain Kirk' wishes to speak with Minister Dale."


     "He is in there," Luke said, and the aide went in.  "He is strong in the Force, Leia.  Incredibly strong.  His power is equal to our own."


     "Then, we will have to care for him, as if he was a brother...."








     Personal Log: November 18, 2160 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  The Roddenberry is gone, the first Presidential-class ship to be lost in action since the Liberty was lost against the Nazis at the Battle of Krellan Nebula.  I feel sorrow for my crew, which will now be broken up, and for Julie especially.  She has suffered a double blow; her baby was lost as a result of her injuries, and she lost her ship.


     The crew has gotten their personal belongings off of the Roddenberry saucer, and later today, we will scuttle what's left.  The Enterprise and the Dukhat have already arrived carrying emissaries from the Alliance and it's allies to open diplomatic relations with the New Republic.  Our friendship has been given a foundation of blood and sacrifice, but perhaps that is a positive.


     Dale finished his log, and uploaded his files into the Enterprise's computers.  He picked up the medals his grandfather had received in World War II, and then placed them in his duffel bag.  His clothing, due to Worf, had already been transferred out, leaving just his personal effects, which were now gathered up.  He took one final look at his old quarters, and left.


     When he arrived in the transporter room, Meridina was waiting for him.  "We should go, Robert.  They are ready to commence with the scuttling."


     Dale took one final look.  "I'll never forget this ship.  She was truly one of a kind."  Dale opened his bag for a moment, and took out the dedication plaque.  "Might as well keep a memento...."  He stepped up on the transporter pad, as did Meridina, and pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Enterprise, two to beam up."


     For the last time, Dale beamed off of the D.S.S. Roddenberry.......








     The Enterprise bridge was filled with both the Roddenberry command crew and the Enterprise one.  Also in attendance were Luke, Han, Leia, and Ackbar.  Captain Kirk offered his chair to Andreys, her teal eyes clouded by what must have been a waterfall of tears.  "I'm sorry for your loss, Captain.  No woman could ever deal with the loss of a child."  One by one, the Enterprise crew gave their condolences, especially Uhura, who gave Andreys her shoulder when the younger woman broke out crying.  Leia also offered a sympathetic hug, being a mother herself.


     Dale watched as Worf was given the tactical station by the Enterprise tactical officer.  "Commander Worf, are torpedoes locked?"


     "Torpedoes locked on to critical support structures.  Ready to fire at your command."


     "Think they'll ever build another?"


     Paris' question brought smiles.  "They'd better damn well built another, or those assholes at the Stellar Fleet Command are gonna get me on their asses!", Barnes declared, bringing everyone a laugh.


     "There are still 26 letters in the alphabet, Lieut..."  Dale stopped, then corrected himself.  "Tom."  Dale turned back to the screen, and sighed.  "Worf, fire."


     Solar torpedoes raced out of the Enterprise's launcher, and crashed into the saucer of the Roddenberry.  The ship fell apart, a growing cloud of debris all that was remaining of the once proud Roddenberry.  "The ship went out like the warrior she was," Worf stated.


     Dale felt shocked.  "Worf, is that a tear I see in your eye?"


     Worf growled, "No, it is not.  Klingons do not possess tear ducts."


     Despite the somber moment, everyone laughed.








Epilogue








     Dale and Luke entered the transporter room of the Enterprise.  "The New Republic has agreed to limited diplomacy with your Alliance, provided you do not ask for an exchange of technology.  For our people, consolidating the galaxy against the Empire is more important than interuniversal exploration."


     "We will honor your request," Dale answered.  Luke stepped on the transporter pad, and Dale asked, "How did you learn about your Force abilities?"


     "From the Jedi who trained my father, Obi Wan Kenobi."


     "Just curious."  Dale thought for a moment about what to say.  "May the Force be with you, Luke," was what he came up with.


     "May the Force be with you, Robert," Luke answered.


     The door opened, and Meridina entered, a new lightsaber hanging on her belt.  "Mi rake sa swevyra iso, Luke Skywalker," she said, bowing slightly.


     "Mi rake sa swevyra iso, Meridina," Luke responded, also bowing slightly.  "I am ready," he said to Dale and the transporter operator.


     "Energize."


     Luke beamed over to the Freedom, and a few minutes later, the Dukhat and Enterprise entered two jump points, leaving that universe for the universe of EM-5.


