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Prologue








     Personal Log: February 23, 2160 AST; Robert Allen Dale.  It's happened.  For months now, Alliance Intelligence has suspected that President Clark, recently implicated in the murder of former President Luis Santiago, would attempt to seize the government of the Earth Alliance with the backing of his Nightwatch and the Psi Corps.


     That day has come.


     Such an event is going to shake this galaxy's balance yet again, as Earth is transferring from a corporation-controlled democratic government to a fascist dictatorship.  The Alliance cannot, and will not, allow Clark to force his policies on the outlying worlds.  Alliance Intelligence has already given me the proper contacts from which to organize these anti-Clark colonies into a buffer zone, protecting the weaker members of the League against the obvious expansionist and anti-alien policies of Clark's government.  With the help of these colonies, the Alliance will hem in Clark, until we are ready to deal with him.


     Nothing is more crucial to this plan than Babylon-5.  In an emergency meeting with Captain Sheridan, he has promised that Babylon-5 will not fall to Clark.  As we speak, General Hague's ship, the Alexander, is en route to join us, as well as another Earthforce ship and an Alliance battle carrier, the Independence.


     It is anticipated that, when Clark hears of our gathering at B5, he will send forces to take the station through force.  The Council's decree is clear: If any Earth installation or colony is attacked by Clark's forces, the Alliance will consider it an act of war.


     Dale stepped onto the bridge of the Roddenberry, and noticed the yellow lights flooding the bridge.  "I take it that we're still on Code Yellow."


     Worf was at his usual station.  "Yes."


     Dale nodded, approving.  He looked at the viewscreen, which was situated on Babylon-5.  "Steady as she goes, then....."


     "Jump gate is activating," Jarod announced from the ops station.


     "On screen."


     The viewscreen changed to show the jump gate opening a jump point.  An Omega-class destroyer came through, with signs of battle damage.  Behind it, a Saratoga-class carrier followed.  "Sir, Babylon-5's communications have gone down.  They are re-routing short range communication through the Defiant."


     Dale went straight for the turbolift.  "Jarod, you have the bridge.  I'm beaming over to B5."








     Andreys started to wake up, and a feeling of guilt washed over her when she felt Bashir's arm around her.


     You idiot!  Now look what you've done!


     Gently, Andreys eased the arm off, got out of the bed, and slipped her nightrobe on.  I'm such a damn fool.  Why do I always let myself down like that?  She activated the replicator, and mumbled, "Coffee."  The replicator made a whirring sound, and then a cup materialzed in front of her.  She started to drink from it, and force the sleepiness from her eyes.  What am I going to do if he expects to do it again when he wakes up?  Or tomorrow night?  Or the next night?  Andreys felt like she had for every one night stand she had participated in.  Bashir, Moreham, plus a couple of nameless people on two vacations about three years apart.  She had never learned to say no, and each time, it hurt her more and more.  Even Carrey, the infamous ladies' man, tended to shy away from one night stands.  Derbely, Ensign Cray, plus his obvious inter-relationship conquests while on a dozen shore leaves spread for several years, each one he had spent more than one night with.  Barnes, well, she didn't know much about his love life, aside from his affection for the ship's warp core, and, of course, Dale's relationship with the late Rebecca Harverson, who had died at the hands of the Fourth Reich.


     Bashir started to stir, and Andreys felt even worse.  How's he going to feel?  What am I going to say to him?


     Her questions were interrupted by her commmunicator.  "Andreys here."


     It was Jarod.  "Captain, are you there?"


     "Jarod, it's 0530.  I'm not due on until 0900."


     "Captain, we're at Code Yellow."


     "What?!"  Then Andreys saw something out her window.  When she went up and looked through, she could see Babylon-5, as well as an Earthforce Omega-class destroyer and an Alliance Saratoga-class battle carrier.  "Um, I'll be there when I can get there...."


     "Are you sure, Captain?  It's still a little early.  Go ahead and get some sleep.  Jarod out."


     "What time is it?"


     Andreys nearly jumped out of the chair.  "Julian?"


     He got out of her bed, and rubbed an eye.  "I feel, I don't know, somewhat guilty...."


     "Guilty about what?"


     "Well, it's just that one night stands leave me somewhat, well, disappointed.  It's not a relationship, it's not something you can...."


     "Something you can appreciate, or cherish."  She took her last drink of the replicated coffee, and put the cup away.  "I know how it feels.  I hate one night stands."


     Bashir smiled, and sat down on the bed.  "It's so nice to know that we agree.  So, I think we should talk about this."


     "We really should."  Andreys sat next to him.


     A moment later, Bashir allowed an old quote to sound in his mind.


     Passion waits for no man.


     At the moment, they were kissing.








     Dale was with the B5 command staff, consisting of Sheridan, Ivanova, Garibaldi, and Franklin, when General Hague and Captain Alvin Robertson of the Independence entered the conference room.  "General, so nice to see you again."


     "You too, John.  Minister," Hague turned to Dale, "I have to thank you for helping out the Alexander.  If it weren't for the presence of the Independence, Clark's local commanders might have attacked."


     "We do what we can, General.  An honor to meet you," Dale said as he shook hands with Hague.  "Any news from Earth?"


     "Clark is consolidating his hold on Earth, and is now expanding his grip.  We have a break, though.  Mars Governor Montoya has refused to implement the martial law order."


     "I'm sure Clark's going to respond," Ivanova said while sitting up.


     "You bet he's going to respond, the bastard," Garibaldi added.


     Sheridan's comm link beeped, and he pressed it.  "This is Sheridan."


     "Sir, the Churchill and the Clarkestown just came out of hyperspace.  Captain Hiroshi is asking to speak to you, personally.  She says it's urgent."


     "One moment."


     Sheridan turned to Dale, who pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Roddenberry."


     "Jarod here."


     "Prepare for site-to-site transport.  Hail the Churchill and beam Captain Hiroshi right to us."


     "Doing so, sir."


     A few moments later, an Oriental woman in an Earthforce uniform materialized in the conference room.  "General, Captain," she said upon seeing them, "we have a problem."


     "What?"  Sheridan sighed.  It seemed like everything was going wrong.


     "Clark is sending an assault fleet to take control of Babylon-5."


     Every face in the room darkened.








     Jarod was using the command chair's display to check the saucer's port power coupling when the comm button activated.  He lightly pressed it.  "Jarod here."


     "Commander, this is Dale.  How is everything going?"


     "Fine, sir."


     "Commander, go to Code Orange."


     Jarod froze.  "Sir?"


     "You heard me, Commander.  Code Orange."


     "Yes sir."  Jarod looked at Worf, and said, "Code Orange."


     On the bridge, orange lights replaced the yellow ones.  When a light flashed on, Jarod said, "All hands, Code Orange.  Repeat, all hands, Code Orange.  Standby for battlestations.  Repeat, standby for battlestations."


     Paris sighed, sitting at the conn.  "You do know what this means, don't you?"


     "Code Orange, which is only used by ships on the frontlines of a war."








     Andreys put her head back on the pillow, and put her arms around Bashir's neck.  "Julian, I think we were supposed to talk."


     "I know.  Just don't know what came over me."  He had his usual boyish grin.  "So, now that what's happened has happened, does it classify as a one night stand anymore?"


     Andreys and Bashir laughed again, together.  "Julian, I have to say something."


     "What?"  Bashir started to mooch on her neck.


     "Julian, this is serious...."


     He stopped.  "You have my undivided attention."


     "Well, Julian, I don't know if we should go on like this."  Bashir went to speak, and she put her fingers over his lips.  "Now, it was enjoyable, and while you are the best I've had," Andrey's noticed that smile on Bashir's face grow wider, "this really isn't appropriate.  I mean, I'm the commander of the ship, and you're the chief medical officer, so some might see this...."


     "I agree completely."  Bashir's comment stunned her.


     "You do?"


     "Of course.  If news that the captain and the chief medical officer are sleeping with each other, it might hurt the stability of the crew.  Just as much as Dale and Harverson's relationship did.  Or back on DS9, where Dax and Worf had a relationship, then Dax and Taylor."


     "Touche," Andreys answered.  "I guess that matter has been decided."


     "Obviously."


     "So, where were we?  Oh yeah," Andreys said, grinning, "You were about to passionately move your...."


     "All hands, Code Orange.  Repeat, all hands, Code Orange."  Jarod's voice boomed over the intercom.


     Bashir jumped off of Andreys, and the two put their uniforms on in record time.  As Bashir sprinted to the med center, Andreys went straight for the turbolift to take her to the bridge.  When she stepped on, she yelled out, "What's going on?!"


     "Don't know, Captain," Jarod answered as he moved to the ops station, "Dale ordered us to go to Code Orange right after those two ships came in."


     Standing at the tactical station, Worf grinned.  "There is only one reason why we would be on such an alert status."


     Andreys understood all too well.  "Clark's going to attack us."








     Dale stood in the B5 conference room, with Hiroshi, Hague, Sheridan, and the rest sitting at the table.  On the main screen was Commodore Charles Empsy, on board the El Alamein.  "We just picked up five Earthforce ships moving into orbit over Mars.  A Nova-class dreadnought, two Omega-class destroyers, a Poseiden-class fleet carrier, and a Hyperion-class cruiser.  They appear to be launching bombers to the surface."


     Everyone in the room shook their heads.  Dale sighed, and then answered, "Commodore, as due to Council Decree 473-G, you are to regard any attack on Mars as an act of war.  Do you understand?"


     Empsy nodded.  "Yes sir."  Then he turned to a subordinate, who shouted something, and turned back.  "Minister, they have begun bombing runs.  The civilian domes won't last long.  My ships are ready to attack their carrier force on your order."


     As all eyes turned to him.  Dale knew his decision, here and now, would decide the future of B5, Mars, and quite possibly Earth and the Alliance.


     "You have a green light, Commodore.  Attack any Earthforce ship that refuses to leave Mars space."








     Two Earth StarFurys flew in at the dome that was the Mars colony.  The lead pilot said, "Bomber One to Midas.  We are ready to drop."


     "Bomber One, this is Midas.  You are clear."


     The lead pilot grinned.  "This'll teach those Marsies to disobey the President."  Then he said, "Drop in ten, nine, eight...."


     Their communication links suddenly picked up someone yelling, "Please, stop!  There are women and children in the dome!"


     The lead pilot ignored them.  "four, three, two....."


     He never got to "one".


     Suddenly, his fighter was vaporized into nothing as twin phasers from a StarViper sliced through him.  His compatriot suddenly swerved, only to be destroyed by a photon missile from another StarViper.


     In orbit, the first officer on the Midas worked his controls frantically.  Then, his scanner screen started to blink wildly.  "Sir, picking up multiple contacts!"


     The captain, a grim British officer, said, with an air of authority, "Put them on the viewer."


     Their viewer turned on, and showed dozens of ships approaching them.  One of the largest came up in front of them, and the writing on it read: D.S.S. El Alamein.  DCC-1942.  The first officer gazed at his console again, and saw a small light come on.  "Sir, we're getting an audio transmission from the lead ship!"


     "Put in on."


     A man's voice began to say, "This is Commodore Charles Empsy on the Democratic Starship El Alamein, commander of the 32nd Task Group.  You are hearby warned to leave the space of Mars.  We have taken them under our protection.  You have one minute to leave orbit, or we will consider your presence a hostile violation of Alliance space, which will be met with adequate force.  Repeat, Mars and it's people are now under Alliance protection.  You are to leave immediately."


     The captain answered, "This is Earth jurisdiction.  You must leave now.  If you do not, we will open fire."


     "If you open fire, we will be forced to destroy you.  Do not make us do so."


     "Get a link through to President Clark and the Nightwatch.  Ask them for their advice."


     The first officer complied, and the read out the answer.  "Reinforcements are en route.  Hold your ground."


     "Lock weapons on them.  Send them a message to withdraw."


     "Yes sir."


     





     On the bridge of the El Alamein, the Keloan tactical officer said, "Sir, they are ordering us to withdraw, and they are locking weapons."


     Empsy nodded.  "Order all ships to lock weapons, and fire.  Attack wing 2, hit that carrier.  Destroyer wing 1 will handle the dreadnought.  Everyone else, concentrate fire on enemy capital ships."


     "Firing."


     The Alliance ships fired, and delivered several swift blows to the Earthforce ships.  The cruiser exploded into several pieces of debris as a torpedo found it's reactor.  Predator- and Steslus-class destroyers raked the dreadnought, wiping out it's weapons as it struggled to return fire against them.  Unfortunately for the Earthforce ships, the anti-starfighter weapons were ineffective against the destroyers, with most of the hits being harmlessly deflected by the shields.  Then, a lucky hit from a Steslus-class destroyer's main phaser array sliced through the fusion reactor, blowing the rear off of the dreadnought.


     The Midas, and their sister ship, the Montgomery, teamed on the D.S.S. Patton, a Mississippi-class assault cruiser.  Their plasma cannons were unable to penetrate the Patton's shields, but the Montgomery followed up with a barrage of fire from it's pulse cannon, and punched through to smash up the Patton's port side.  A ripple of explosions crippled the warp drive and jump drive, and the ship's captain ordered his crew to abandon ship.  Within thirty seconds, small escape pods started to fly off of the Patton.  Some of the Earthforce Starfuries, piloted by Nightwatch or anti-alien pilots, began to fire on the escape pods, trying to destroy them.  They were forced off by Alliance StarVipers.


     After the last escape pod left the Patton, the ship went to full impulse, and slammed into the Montgomery.  The Montgomery was smashed into two halves, then the combined explosions of the Patton and the Montgomery ripped through space.


     On the Earthforce carrier Hermes, Fleet Captain Macy frantically slammed his comm button.  "Nightwatch squadron, break off attack on escape pods!  Repeat, break off attack."


     "Negative, Captain.  Our orders from President Clark are to destroy all escape pods from destroyed Alliance ships."


     "God dammit, break off!"  When the fighter didn't respond, Macy turned to his first officer, Commander Hatzel.  "Commander, launch our last fighter squadron, and order all available squadrons to cover those escape pods."


     "Sir, you'll be...."


     "Much better than being a war criminal."








     Empsy was the first to shout with glee at the sight of the Earthforce fighters protecting the escape pods from the destroyed Patton.  "Where did those fighters come from?  Which ship?"


     "The Hermes, sir.  It's that fleet carrier."


     Empsy slammed his fist on the chair comm button.  "All ships and fighters, do not attack the carrier!  She's friendly!"


     Then, a final flower of flame rose up from the Midas, as it's weapons were disabled.  The ship turned, and opened a jump point.  "All ships, break off.  We've won here today."








     Dale felt his rage grow as he listened to ISN go offline.  "Clark's getting desperate," Sheridan stated.  "With Proxima III and Orion VII declaring independence, and Mars now out of reach, he's going to divert all his forces for one major attack.  And it's going to be against us."


     "Get ready for a siege, John," Hague added.


     "I'll be on the Defiant."  Ivanova left Sheridan's office room.


     "There's one thing for certain.  Clark is underestimating the Alliance's resolve."  Dale pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Roddenberry, prepare to beam me back."


     "Transport standing by."


     "Gentlemen, I've heard a phrase before.  'Fortune favors the bold'.  Time to see if it's true."  Dale moved away from the two.  "I'va already given you half of my Marines.  The better half."


     "We appreciate it."


     "Good luck to us all," Hague agreed.


     "Energize."








     Sheridan stood in the command center, and looked out at space.  He could see the Roddenberry, Clarkestown, Alexander, and Churchill in short range, between B5 and the jumpgate.  Nearby, the Independence stayed in a geostationary orbit over Epsilon III.  He then turned to one of the officers on the bridge, and said, "Activate Draal's holographic program."


     An orange light flashed over him, and the officer answered, "You're on, sir."


     At that moment, Sheridan's torso area appeared in orange light throughout the station.  The crowds in the markets and the bars looked up at the image.  "Citizens of Babylon-5, this is Captain Sheridan speaking.  We have received orders to turn control of this station over to the Nightwatch, and relieve ourselves of control.  These orders are in direct contradiction of the charter for Babylon-5, as well as the Constitution of Earth.  Earlier today, as a result of the failed bombing of Mars by Clark, Proxima III and Orion VII declared their independence.  Now, Babylon-5 joins them by declaring independence from the Earth Alliance.  We will remain an independent state until Clark is removed from office.  As we speak, pro-Clark military forces are en route to seize Babylon-5, so I ask that all civilians stay confined to quarters until told otherwise.  That is all."


     Sheridan's image disappeared, and the crowds began to disperse.  Back on the command center, Sheridan sighed, and then confidently strolled up to the command console in front of the window looking out into space.  "Sir, we're getting a signal from the Roddenberry."


     "Let me hear it."


     "Captain," Dale's voice began, "Is it possible for you to put my voice over on your PA system?"


     Sheridan turned to one of his operators, who nodded.  "Whenever you're ready."  The PA operator activated the sound input.


     On the bridge of the Roddenberry, Jarod confirmed that Dale's transmission was being broadcast on subspace and hyperspace comm channels.


     Dale began to speak again.  "This is Robert Dale, Defense Minister for the Alliance of Democratic Nations.  I have an announcement to make.  A few short hours ago, Alliance forces engaged Clark's forces at Mars, and won a stunning victory, destroying three ships, forcing one to retreat, and having one switch sides to the anti-Clark resistance.  Clark's attack on Mars, under a resolution of the Alliance Council, has been consituted as an act of war against the Alliance.  Therefore, hostilities between the Alliance and Earth Alliance have officially begun.  We will stand here, with you, against Clark."








     Ivanova grinned as Dale finished his announcement.  Then, she settled into her chair, and said, "Lieutenant Hura, release docking clamps, and activate forward thrusters.  Go to Code Red."


     Red lights surrounded them, and klaxons sounded.  Then, the Defiant pulled out of the dock at the lower corner of Babylon-5, and twisted around to face open space.  Hura engaged the impulse engines, and they flew into the formation of ships that were ready for battle.








     "All attack runabouts launched.  Captain Andreys is aboard the Maya, and reports that all systems are online."


     "Open dock doors."


     Above the tactical section, the newest Valiant-class attack ship to be assigned to the Roddenberry rose from it's dock, and moved into formation with the Koenig, Defiant, and the four attack runabouts.


     "Jumpgate activating!"


     The jumpgate once again formed a jump point, and a lone Omega-class destroyer came out.  "Agamemnon to Sheridan.  Repeat, Agamemnon to Sheridan," a voice said through a comm channel.


     "James, is that you?  Tell me you're not here for a fight!"


     "Negative, Captain.  When we heard that you were making a stand here, we came as fast as we could."


     "Why are you here?", Hague asked from the bridge of the Alexander.


     "We were a couple of sectors away, near Abbai space, when we received orders to attack and destroy an Alliance transport filled with civilians.  My crew and I decided that we would rather join you than carry out the orders.  We've been at full speed for practically the entire trip."


     Dale frowned.  The Agamemnon had received those orders before the battle over Mars.  That meant that Clark was already preparing a war of aggression against the Alliance.


     "Captain, General, just before we came through the jump gate, we spotted a battle group on their way in.  Ten strong, six destroyers, and four cruisers.  And they've got company, if the signals we intercepted are any indication.  An entire battle fleet is on their way."


     "Jarod, send a communication to the High Command.  Give them a codeword," Dale ordered, a grim expression on his face.


     "What word?"


     "Armageddon."


     "Yes sir."


     On the comm channel, Hague ordered the Agamemnon into formation with the other Earth destroyers and cruiser.  On one flank of the formation was the Roddenberry, and on the other, the attack wing.  "Order the Independence to launch all fighters."


     "Yes sir."


     Dale pressed the button on his chair to re0open the comm channel.  "Captain James, how soon will they be attacking?"


     Dale's answer came immediately.


     "Jump point forming!"


     All eyes went to a small corner of space, as a large blue vortex appeared.  Ten Earth ships came flying out.  The instant they were out, they began to launch fighters.  "Sir, they are sending a signal."


     "This is the Agrippa to renegade ships and Babylon-5.  Stand down by order of President Clark!"


     Sheridan responded.  "This is Captain Sheridan, commander and military governor of Babylon-5.  Babylon-5 is an independent state, and will remain so until Clark stands down.  Clark's orders are illegal under the Earth Alliance Constitution and the Babylon-5 charter.  We will not stand down."


     "Jarod, put me on."  When Jarod turned back and nodded, Dale added, "Babylon-5 is under the protection of the Alliance.  An attack will be taken as an act of war, and we will respond accordingly."


     "This is Earth jurisdiction.  You must leave immediately, or we will destroy you."


     Dale laughed, openly and loudly, into the comm channel.  "How arrogant.  Captain, this is a Presidential-class superdreadnought.  You don't have nearly enough firepower to take us down.  Now, I will give you a chance to withdraw.  If you do not...."


     The Earth ships began to launch fighters, and increased their speed.  In response, B5 and the other Earth ships on their side launched their fighters.  The two groups of fighters flew at each other.  "Attack wing, prepare to engage enemy ships.  Worf, activate MPTS, lock torpedoes on the lead destroyer, and fusion cannons on the Agrippa.  If they want a sample of our firepower, we're going to give it to them."


     "Enemy ships entering firing range.  Their weapons are beginning to come to bear....."


     Several streaks of pulse fire ripped through some of the formations of renegade Starfuries, as their pro-Clark counterparts fired.  While the Starfuries dodged, Alliance StarVipers returned fire, destroying several Starfuries with their pulse phasers and phaser arrays.


     Then the lead destroyer fired, and struck the Alexander in the front.  Worf replied by firing torpedoes, which flew into the destroyer's launch bay and exploded.  The head suffered from massive explosions, and the destroyer slowed to a crawl.  Then Worf followed up by firing the fusion cannons, and sliced the laser cannons off of the Agrippa.  The Agrippa replied by firing it's pulse cannons, which impacted on the Roddenberry's shields.  "Shields at ninety percent."  Worf then added, "The Odyssey is bypassing us, and is about to attack Babylon-5."


     "Lock MPTS!"


     Worf replied, and on his viewscreen, a targeting reticule appeared over the destroyer.  "MPTS locked!"


     "Fire!"


     Worf placed his finger on the button, and thirty phaser arrays on the Roddenberry's starboard side sliced into the destroyer, leaving virtually no debris after the intense explosion.  Dale shook his head, thinking of all the innocent crewmen who had to die for Clark's arrogance.


     "Sir, they're backing off."  Even as he heard this, Dale had noticed the breaking off of the Earth ships' attack on the viewscreen.


     "Hold your fire.  I think they underestimated our firepower.  When they saw the Odyssey torn to shreds, they realized that they couldn't just overwhelm......"


     "Jump points opening on our flanks!  We've got fourteen more Earth ships coming through!"


     "Forget about it!  Worf, keep MPTS ready, and fire at will!!!!  All ships and fighters, fire at will!"


     The battle turned into a melee.  Once again, the Agrippa's forces charged them, and the forces on either flank, each consisting of about five destroyers and two cruisers, moved in.  Two destroyers bypassed them to attack B5.


     The Roddenberry turned the nearby space into a deadly web of phaser fire, as phaser beams lashed out into all directions, hitting fighters and enemy ships.  "MPTS is at 60%!  Returning fire!"


     Once again, the MPTS struck out, striking a cruiser and destroyer, destroying the former and crippling the latter.  Then, Worf relocked the MPTS on the port side, where a destroyer was blasting through, and fired again, destroying the Omega-class ship the same way the Odyssey had gone.  The fusion cannons fired every other moment, raking and then destroying the Roanoke, then the Pegasus.  A cruiser fell prey to the Roddenberry's torpedoes, then a destroyer succumbed to fire from the attack wing, which turned it's attention to the ships along the left flank of their line.


     Near B5, the destroyers Bellopheron and Juno began firing.  B5's defenses fired intercepts, and returned fire with the main pulse cannons.  Nearby, the Independence activated it's defense turrets and weapons, and pummeled a cruiser moving to attack.  The Juno received a hit to their main reactor when the Defiant came in on a strafing run, and ceased fire, it's power systems disabled.  The Bellopheron fired it's rear batteries, but the Defiant easily evaded them, and destroyed the cruiser attacking the Independence.


     At the same instant, four Earth destroyer's concentrated their firepower on the Roddenberry, and only succeeded in hitting the secondary shield layer.  The MPTS targeted the two destroyers on their starboard side, and Worf annihilated both.


     Then the Bellopheron smashed B5 with a full hit from it's laser cannon, smashing up the hull, and partially destroying the armor there.  It launched breaching pods to invade B5.


     As the breaching pods attached themselves to the hull, and blasted through, the Bellopheron exploded. The Maya had slammed it's reactor with solar torpedoes.








     Garibaldi, with the Narn and human members of B5's security forces, ran toward the reported sector of the Earthforce Marine incursion.  His team ran into PPG fire, and dove for cover.  "Team Charlie, this is Bravo.  We're under heavy fire.  Come in their flank from sector...."


     Garibaldi ceased his order over the link when a barrage of photon charges slammed into a few of the enemy Marines trying to break through.  Nearby, an Alliance Marine force moved in behind them, and let loose a furious barrage of fire that sent the invaders scrambling for cover.  Then they took cover as more Marine poured in from another breaching pod.


     Garibaldi turned to one of them, a rather large black-skinned man with a small scar down his left cheek.  "I'm, Michael Garibaldi, B5 Security Chief.  Who are you?"


     "Sergeant S.R. "Swamp Rat" Reynolds, Strike Team Beta from the Big R.  Who're these dots?"


     "Dots?"  Garibaldi then understood.  "Ah, dot as in bullseye.  They are Earthforce Marines.  How many men do you have?"


     "Seven."


     "Seven?"


     "That, and the other Marines, coming in on their flank.  Big Boss Man sent us in to help!"


     "'Big Boss Man'?  You mean Dale, don't you?  Um, never mind," GroPos, Garibaldi thought wearily.


     From another angle, more Alliance Marines came in, firing behind them.  One ran over and stooped down by Garibaldi and Reynolds.  "Sir, another breaching pod just hit about ten meters from here.  We've gotten the dots to chase us, but they're pinning us down."  Behind him, the other Marines took cover, and then resumed to fire their photon rifles at the onrushing Earthforce Marines, who took cover, and joined in with the ones already pinned down.


     "We have to stop them.  If they get to the reactors, or the weapon implacements, they can turn us into a sitting duck."  Garibaldi pursed his lips, and thought hard how to outsmart the Earthforce troops pinning them down.


     A nearby Marine sighed, and asked, "Sarge!  What would Rebecca do if she were here?"


     "Harverson?  Well, she would...."  Reynolds smiled, and shook Garibaldi's hand.  "Nice to meet you, Chief.  Pleasure sharing this foxhole with you."


     "What are you going to do?  You can't...."


     Reynolds turned on the comm link to speak to the other Marines, and yelled, "Anyone here want to live forever?!"


     Several "no's", and a "hell no", came out of the mike.  Reynolds grinned, and then yelled back, "This one's for Rebecca!"  


     He then leaped out from behind the fallen box he and Garibaldi had been using, followed by the other Alliance Marines who all charged the Earthforce positions, shouting, "For Rebecca!"


     About three minutes later, the Earthforce breaching pods detached themselves, and left, filled with Earthforce Marines shocked at the ferocity of the enemy charge.








     "Their breaching pods are leaving!"


     Dale relaxed at the news.  Then another hit shook them.  "Shields down to forty percent!"


     "Let's end this.  Lock MPTS and weapons on all nearby Earthforce ships, and fire!"


     Once again, the Roddenberry fired it's phaser arrays, wiping out three more destroyers.  Nearby, the crippled hulk of the Churchill was ignored, as the destroyers tried desparately to overwhelm the Roddenberry.


     Torpedoes smashed up another destroyer, and another was destroyed when the Agamemnon and Clarkestown combined their firepower on it's rotating section.  The Alexander crippled another by hitting it point blank.


     "They are falling back, Captain."


     "Status report."


     "Shields are now at forty-eight percent.  Decks 12, 14, and 26 have suffered damage.  Phaser core 3 is overheated, and will require twenty minutes to be back to firing status.  All other phaser cores are at moderate stress rate."


     "Our other ships?"


     "The Churchill has lost it's weapons, jump engines, and life support on three decks.  The Alexander's port laser cannon has been destroyed, and the Agamemnon is down to only it's anti-starfighter weapons.  The Clarkestown has no damage.  All attack runabouts are still operable, and all attack ships have suffered only minor damage.  All figher wings report losses of 10%."


     Ten fighters down.  How many, twenty people either dead or adrift in space?  "I want all escape pods from fighters to be picked up.  Deploy our remaining runabouts."


     "Yes sir."


     "Jump point forming!"


     Near the jump gate, another jump point formed.  Twelve destroyers, two dreadnoughts, a fleet carrier, and eight cruisers jumped out.  "My God, they were only the initial wave!"  Dale knew that they would stand no chance against those ships.  "Tell Sheridan to evacuate B5 of all personnel loyal to him.  If we have to, we'll return and re...."


     "Another jump point opening!"


     Nearby, another jump point opened.  But Dale grinned when he saw that it was green, not blue, meaning that it was a spatial jump using a jump drive.


     The first ship out was a Presidential II, with the White Star in close formation.  Behind them, four Narn heavy cruisers, two Klingon Negh'Var class battleships with a wing of B'rel-class Birds-of-Prey, and five Minbari Warcruisers leapt out of the jump point.  "Picking up a hail!"


     "Open channel."


     Delenn appeared on the screen.  "To Earthforce destroyers, this is Ambassador Delenn of the Minbari.  Babylon-5 is under our protection.  Leave, or be destroyed."


     "Negative.  This is our jurisdiction.  Do not make us engage your fleet."


     "Why not?  Only one human commander has ever survived battle with a Minbari fleet.  He is behind me, you are in front of me.  If you value your lives, be somewhere else."


     Dale leaned back in his chair.  "Thank God for Delenn and Chakotay."


     "The Earth ships are retreating, sir."








     Personal Log: February 24, 2160; Robert Allen Dale.  With our victories at the Battle of Mars and Babylon-5, Clark has been forced to step back his aggression.  Although he still controls Earth, Io, and at least ten other systems, most of the others have either declared neutrality, or declared independence and formed a defensive alliance.  Nearly a third of Earthforce has defected to the rebel side, and with their help, the Alliance will have an easier time keeping Clark in check.  Already, we are establishing a military presence at Mars, with the full blessing of their government.


     In acknowledgement of his brilliant service and diplomatic successes, the Alliance High Command has agreed to promote Chakotay to the rank of Lieutenant Commodore, and has given him the command of the Sixteenth Fleet, making him the only Lieutenant Commodore to command an actual fleet, even if it's just a defensive fleet.  The Sixteenth Fleet has been ordered to secure Earth space, as the 32nd Task Group is being reassigned to Narn space.


     Today, I have been asked to lead a memorial service on Babylon-5 for the brave men and women who sacrificed their lives to hold off Clark's forces.


     The observation dome on Babylon-5 was filled with officers from both of the military services who fought the battle.  Dale, with Ivanova, Sheridan, Chakotay, and Hague flanking him, stood at the front, in full military dress.  On Chakotay's collar, a new fifth star, this one black, signified his change in rank.  "We are here to honor those who fell defending this station, and the future, from destruction.  May their sacrifices forever inspire us," Hague said thoughtfully.


     "About face!"


     Ivanova's command led everyone to turn to face the stars.  In the main cargo bay, unnoticable from their position, small caskets exited, flanked by a squadron of Starfuries and a squadron of StarVipers.  Some of the caskets had the seal of the Earth Alliance etched on it, the others had either the starfield-and-anchor emblem of the Alliance Marine Corps or the eagle-and-starfield patch of the Stellar Fleet.  "March, Kelly, Samuelson, Dohl, Hessen, LeFevre, Karef'sa, Yomosaka, el-Rashid, Mobuto," Dale began to name off the Marines and fighter pilots who died in the battle, with the traditional military "taps" playing, "Alvrio, Karvid, Alvarez, Masterson, Lakes, Reynolds," I'll miss you, Swamp Rat, Dale thought, a tear in his eye, "Cooper, Yakasara, Merizzi, Chang-sen, Muraq, Ali, Gibbons, Parsons, Marivna, Summers, Crowfeather, Cove, Michaels, Rodriguez, Firewalker, Marka'da...."  The names went on.  Each squadron had one fighter break away, forming two missing man formations.  In the lead of the Starfury squadron, Garibaldi looked over to the leader of the StarViper squadron, Carrey.


     When he finished, Sheridan said, "From the stars we came, and to the stars we return, for all of time."


     Everyone saluted, and then Chakotay officially ended the ceremony.  "Burial company dismissed."


     As the occupants filed out, Dale turned to Hague.  "General, the colonial governments have asked me to offer you the position of commander-in-chief of their defense forces."


     "I will be happy to accept the position."


     "Minister, the Sixteenth Fleet has already arrived at Proxima III, and if you don't mind, I would like to leave to join them."  Chakotay was still standing at attention.


     "Dismissed, Commodore.  Oh, and, are you taking the Churchill with you?  Captain Hiroshi needs about six weeks in spacedock to repair the damage and be refitted with artifical gravity and warp drive."


     All eyes turned to Dale.  "What?"


     "We're going to upgrade your fleet with the best Alliance tech available.  Warp drives, artifical gravity, the newest Type 5-X Pulse Phaser Cannons and Type VIII Phaser Arrays,  torpedo launchers, shield generators, warp cores....  Hell, maybe even jump drives."  When the stares didn't subside, he added, "This will enable you to stand up to anything Clark and his bunch throw at you.  Still, you'll need about a year to fully upgrade all of your ships."


     "Thank you, Minister.  Now, what about a base of operations?"


     "I'm dispatching construction crews to build starbases at Proxima III and Beta IX, the planets most likely to be attacked.  Smaller shipyards and outposts will be built at all other systems.  Probably take us eight to ten months to build a defensive line."


     The door opened, and Delenn and G'Kar entered.  "Ambassadors, I can't thank....."


     "You have no need to mention it."  Delenn and G'Kar exchanged looks.  "We have both agreed to finance and contribute to the ongoing defense of Babylon-5, although the Narn assistance might be a little small for a short while."


     "You saved Narn from the Centauri through your Klingon allies.  You have brought peace to our galaxy.  Now, we must fight for that peace!"


     Dale extended his hand after G'Kar spoke.  "Ambassador, I am sorry that I have not gotten to know you better.  It pleases me that we can be such friends."  After a handshake, he turned to Delenn.  "Delenn, I am proud to call you friend.  You are probably one of the best friends I've had for years."  With that, he hugged her.


     When he finished, Delenn answered, "I appreciate it.  I believe the name is 'Robert', correct?"


     "Yes."


     "Okay, 'Robert'.  Why?"


     "Delenn, I lost a friend in this fight.  And many others I could have been friends with.  I have to replace them, and it won't be easy.  So I would prefer to have as many friends as possible."


     "Then, I gladly accept your friendship."


     "As do I," Sheridan added.


     "Thank you, friends."








     Dale watched on the viewscreen as the Dukhat entered a jump point, with the Churchill behind it, being towed by two Vicksburg-class heavy cruisers.  "Are we ready to jump?"


     "Not yet, sir.  There are still some crewmembers from the Koenig on B5, on shore leave."


     "Unfortunately, we don't have time to wait for them.  Just tell the Koenig to follow us to FHI-8 when it can.  I'm due for a strategy session with the Allerians, Gersalliens, and Minbari on the Berjakian War.  Jump when ready."








     Garibaldi entered the casino on B5, and went up to the bar.  Knowing that Garibaldi wouldn't touch the liquor, the barkeeper stayed away.


     "Hey, barkeep, one more shot."


     Garibaldi turned to see Carrey, leaning on the bar, holding a glass.  The barkeep poured him another shot, and stepped away as Carrey downed it.  Garibaldi got close, and shook his head.  "You're drunk.  C'mon, I'll go sober you up."


     "To hell with that."  Carrey threw away Garibaldi's hand.  "I'm not finished yet."


     "Yes, you...."  Garibaldi stopped when Carrey's head plunked down on the bar.  "....are."  Garibaldi then proceeded to half-carry, half-drag Carrey to his quarters to sober him up.








     When Carrey came to, he was in his quarters on the Koenig.  Apley stood over him.  "Sir, what happened?"


     "Never done that before."  Carrey stood up, his head aching.  "Well, any new orders?"


     "The Roddenberry left a few hours ago.  We've been trying to find you so we could follow.  Finally, Chief Garibaldi located you on B5."


     "Okay, then, take us to the Roddenberry."


     "Yes sir."


     When he left, Carrey laid back again, and went to sleep.








     Andreys put her nightrobe on, then heard the door chime.  "Come in," she said, frustrated from trying to find her hair bun.


     Bashir entered.  "Julia?"


     Andreys sighed.  "Hey Julian.  I suppose you're here to spend the night with me again."


     "Not at all.  Just to see if you were okay, and to tell you about my new holographic program.  It's a Las Vegas lounge, with it's own, intelligent lounge singer, named Vic...."


     "Not right now, Julian.  I need some rest."  Then she noticed the hurt puppy expression on his face.  "Oh, come here, you pour thing."  They both sat at her table.  "Now, we agreed that it wasn't wise to have a relationship."


     "Correct."


     "And that we should make sure to keep all contact at either a professional or friendly level, correct?"


     "Absolutely."


     "Then why are you here?"


     "To tell you about...."


     "Julian...."  Andreys got up, and got into her bed.  "Admit it.  You're here because you want to sleep with me again."


     "Well, to tell the truth, that was a distant third, behind seeing how you were and telling you about my program."


     Bashir got up, and approached the bed.  "Sure, Julian, sure....  We both agreed that last night was a mistake, and that...."


     Suddenly, Bashir tripped on one of her shoes, and fell on the bed, on top of her.  "Oops, sorry..."  He moved to get up.


     Andreys shook her head.  "Julian, if this is your idea of foreplay, then you really need to get better."


     "I can think of worse things to fall on top off."


     "I'm sure you can."


     Bashir swallowed.  "You are so beautiful."


     "Really?  Am I?"


     "Yes, you are..."  Then he kissed her.








     Dale sat in his office, and ran down the casualty list.  On each name of a dead Marine or pilot, he entered in the command for a posthumous award for valor.


     He had already fielded criticism for being too favorable to the Marine Corps.  How could he help it?  A deceased Marine had been his lover.  Her loss had cut him so deeply....


     Dale then read another report.  The Alliance Department of Colonization had approved a request from a group of Native Americans to colonize Jerkan V.  He immediately started to write a letter to the colonists, congratulating them, and asking them to look for Harverson's body, even though the first search had not found anything.  He wanted so much to see her one more time.  To remember the good times, the passion.....  He wanted to bury her, maybe even be buried beside her, one day.....


     I am in so much pain...  But that will be helped, with friends like Delenn, John Sheridan, Zack, Thomas....


     And Julie.......


