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Prologue








     The Watcher sat, and performed his sole duty.  He watched.  He watched as events came about that would lead to the greatest war to ever exist.  The fate of an entire galaxy rested on this great conflict.  The Watcher wondered.  Would the loyal, brave soldiers of freedom and democracy succeed?  Or would the warriors of tyranny and oppression win the day?  


     He watched, and pondered these questions.


     And so it was, as the events that led to the Great War began......








     At least four times a week, sometimes once a day, Dale would try to get away from his responsibilites by working out in the ship's gymnasium.  He never used to do such things, as farm work was exercise in it's own form, but since his high school days, he had lifted weights and used aerobic machines.  Farmwork did not impress football coaches; weight lifts did.  So it was that, over the course of three years, he went from an average, physically fit kid, to a muscular, fast, agile, and very well known football halfback/linebacker.  It was a sacrifice, and the accompanying popularity was almost too much.  Fortunately, he wasn't alone in that.  While he was smashing school records on the field, chalking up 1,000 yard seasons and even being named MVP of the State Championship Game after blowing away a big city school with 200 yards on the ground, even he didn't match Andreys' performance on the basketball court, a sport he was too physical for.  Although he was pretty much committed to the armed services, he was still recruited by a few universities.  Even got a phone call from the legendary Bobby Bowden of Florida State.


     On the other hand, Andreys had let him see her "collection" of college recruitment brochures.  Every major university, and probably every other college and university in the country, had sent them.  It was the price of success for being the female "Larry Bird", as one recruiter had called her, and she seemed content, although Dale knew she was not.


     Of course, those times were years ago, as well as worlds.  Now, he was the Commander-in-Chief of the largest military yet known, and she was captain of a large starship that was the flagship for a 12,000+ ship force.


     "Strange how life can turn out," he said aloud.


     "You are correct."


     The young, female voice caused him to swirl around.  He hadn't noticed anyone when he walked in, and only know did he notice a young woman, of average height and build, sitting on a mat.  Her legs were crossed as if she were meditating, and she herself had her arms together on top of her legs.


     "Were you meditating?"


     She shook her head.  "No.  I was channeling swevyra.  I could not help but hear your philosophical statement."  Then, she extended her hand, and a small cup of liquid flew toward her hand, and gently moved into her grip.


     "You're a Gersallian?  I never knew Gersallians were telekinetic."


     "We are not, naturally.  We use swevyrase to do such things."


     Dale ran the words through his mind.  As he recalled, "swevyra" meant "life" or "force", while "swevyrase" was a combination, meaning "life force".  "Impressive.  Can all of your people do this?"


     "Everyone is unique with their power in swevyrase."  She looked at him, and then her expression turned to one of curiosity.  "You are very powerful with swevyrase.  If we were on Gersal, you would be as powerful as my swevyra master."


     "Who are you?"


     "Markasea Meridina, of the Gersallian Star Force.  Markasea is a rank comparitive to your Lieutenant Commander."


     "I'm Robert Dale."


     She nodded.  "I know.  Your thoughts were quite clear when you came in."  When he went to speak again, she held a hand up.  "No, telepathy is a natural ability of mine.  I am one of every three of our people, a ferisa, or 'viewer', in your language."


     "Meridina.  May I assume that you're here as an exchange officer?"


     "Correct.  I am here to train in starship operations and tactics.  I have been assigned under Commander Jarod to man the 'late shift', as you have termed it."


     "Gamma shift.  Everyone starts there."  Dale's curiousity grew.  "Meridina, have you yet been to the lounge?"


     "No, I am afraid that I have not."


     "Where will you be in three hours?"


     "Here, practicing with my swevyra'lakesha.  It is the weapon which all who train in swevyrase use."


     "In my culture, it is a gesture of friendship and respect for a man, such as myself, to offer a woman dinner.  Will you accept?"


     Meridina smiled for the first time.  "I will.  Is it also a part in your culture for men who offer women dinner to not make love to them afterward, in a private place?"


     Her bluntness and straightforwardness continued to amaze Dale.  "Only some.  I myself think of such an act too highly to just make love right on the spot like that."


     She laughed.  "You speak like a Gersallian.  To us, it is an act of spiritual significance, and many of my people see your peoples' apparent casualness with it as slanderous and demeaning."


     "Remind me never to introduce you to Commander Carrey.  But, in the meantime, I will see you at 1800 hours, okay?"


     "That is appropriate."


     Dale's communicator then beeped.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, we are receiving a Priority One Silver Level message from the High Command.  It is marked 'Urgent'."


     "Be right there."  As he walked out the door, he said to Meridina, "See you tonight."


     "Mi rake sa swevyra iso, Robert Dale."








     Ship's Log: March 3, 2160 AST; D.S.S. Koenig.  Commander Zachary Tyler Carrey reporting.  We are escorting a convoy of medical supplies to the independent human colony of Sindikash, which is suffering from an outbreak of Stafford's disease.  Since our course will take us through both Dominion and Federation space, a squadron of Valiant-class ships have been assigned to escort the supplies in.  It will be the last convoy; one of the transports has a jump emitter on board, so all further convoys will be able to jump straight to the system.


     Carrey settled into his chair, and almost laughed.  "How are we going?"


     Apley, his brown-haired first officer and the pilot, looked back from the helm in the front of the bridge.  "We are proceeding at Warp 4.  ETA to Sindikash, thirty hours."


     Carrey sighed.  "Steady as she goes."


     Derbely, the auburn haired operations officer, turned to him.  "Sir, picking up something weird to starboard."


     "Define 'weird'."


     She looked at her console again.  "It appears to be some kind of subspace disturbance.  Our sensors aren't the best, so I can't tell what it is.  Recommend dropping out of warp to investigate better."


     Carrey grinned.  "It's something to do.  Apley, drop out of warp.  Tell the convoy that we'll join them later.  Derbely, full scan."


     Apley sent the signal, then pressed the button to deactivate the Koenig's warp engines.  They were suddenly jerked around, and Derbely yelled, "Sir, we're being pulled into a gravity well!"


     "Shields up!  Apley, get us out of here!"


     Apley hit a button, and a deep chirp answered him.  "Sir, engines won't respond!"


     Carrey's communicator chirped.  He pressed it, and shouted, "Carrey here!"


     "Commander, what've ye gotten us into!  The warp core is goin' crazy!  It won't respond!"


     "I don't know!  It's some sort of subspace disturbance!"


     Derbely then whirled around in her seat.  "Sir, we won't be able to get away!  We'll hit it in forty seconds.  Recommend hitting it straight on, with forward shields at full!"


     "Fine with me.  All shields to fore!  Apley, full ahead!"


     The Koenig bolted through the disturbance, and were warped away.








     Dale looked on at Andreys, Spock, and Garak.  "I've learned that ten hours ago, two major Federation and Dominion armadas engaged each other in the Dervis sector.  Reports are that the Federation lost nearly half of their fleet, with most heavily damaged by the fighting.  The Dominion had some losses, but are pretty much the victors in this engagement."


     Garak seemed partially disturbed at this.  "A victory like that should be sufficient for the Dominion to conquer the Federation.  This is not good."


     "I agree, Mister Garak.  However, something else has happened.  Shortly after this battle, about thirty percent of the Dominion forces on the Federation front withdrew to Cardassian space.  It is possible that they are just trying to transfer them to the Klingon front, but that is unlikely.  This is a screen displaying all of the Dominion movements."


     A screen popped up behind them.  The starmap had areas marked "Dominion", and the rest was easily recognized.  They could see the stars that marked Kelos, Zen'keth, and several planets near the Alliance-Dominion border.  Spock cocked his eyebrows.  "Are you saying that the Dominion is preparing an invasion of the Alliance?"


     "High Command isn't sure.  We don't have any official agreement with the Dominion regarding troop concentrations on our borders, just the joint knowledge that balance will be maintained.  This could be just saber-rattling, to see how we'll respond."


     Andreys shrugged.  "So, what are we going to do about it?"


     Dale sat down.  "I've talked to High Command about Project: Sledgehammer.  They don't seem too enthusiastic about it's chances."


     Spock cocked his eyebrow.  "The Klingons have never been receptive about non-Klingon commanders of their military forces.  And since Sledgehammer calls for an Alliance commander, I must concur with the High Command.  It is not plausible."


     Garak laughed.  "After all, how many humans of history have ever impressed the Klingons?"


     Suddenly Dale's eyes grew wide.  Andreys looked at his green eyes, which seemed to light up.  "Robby?"


     "Garak, you're a genius!"  He hit his communicator.  "Dale to Worf!  Get me through to Chancellor Gowron, quick!"








     Dale walked into his office, and his screen activated at the same time.  On it was the face of Chancellor Gowron of the Klingon High Council.  Dale sat in his chair, and prepared a data transfer device.  "Chancellor, I know you're busy, so I'll be brief.  Do you remember Project: Sledgehammer?"


     He nodded.  "Yes, I am familiar with this.  I recall telling you that it was not possible."


     "I know Klingons don't really respect individual human commanders.  But, what if you chose the human commander?  I know there must be some humans in history that you respect."


     Gowron thought about this for a moment.  "What would you have me do?"


     "This is a list that Worf and I compiled some time ago.  I had him chose the humans of history he respected most.  Naturally, they are all military leaders.  If you can chose one from the list, I might be able to find a universe where he exists, and bring him in.  He could then lead a newly assembled First Army Group, including some of your elite units, as called for in the project guidelines."


     Gowron actually smiled.  "I shall do so.  Minister, have I ever told you that you are very intelligent, for a human?"


     "Many times.  I'm sending the list now.  When you've made your choice, then send it through.  I'll do my best to find him.  Kap'la, Chancellor."


     "Kap'la, Minister."








     Carrey got off the floor, and looked around.  Apley was still holding on to the helm, and Derbely was on the floor, starting to get up.  He sat down, and gave them a few minutes to get their bearings, then asked, "What the hell happened?"


     Derbely looked at her sensor records, while Apley checked the helm.  Then, they looked at the screen.  On it were two ships, a Klingon-Bird-of-Prey, and a Federation Galaxy-class starship.  There was a planet below them.  Derbely looked at her readings, and nearly froze.  Apley, meanwhile, checked his console.  "Sir, we're in the Veridian system."


     "Veridian system?  We weren't in that sector, were we?"


     "No sir."


     Then Carrey turned to face Derbely.  "What's wrong?"


     "Sir, I just cross-checked with an Alliance signal beacon at Eloh."


     "And?"


     "It's not there!  That disturbance had temporal properties!"


     Carrey moaned.  "Do you know how far through time we've come?"


     "Around three years, I'd guess."


     Then, Apley's yell brought their attention to the screen.  "Sir, those ships are attacking each other!"


     A green bolt of energy smashed into the Federation ship, and it turned.  It's name was then made visible by the light from the local star.


     U.S.S. Enterprise.  NCC-1701-D








     Worf entered Dale's office, and stood at attention.  Dale lifted his head to see him.  "Yes, Worf?"


     "I have received Gowron's answer.  Here it is."  He handed Dale a data chip.


     Dale took it, and inserted it into his information screen.  He looked at it, and grinned.  "Worf, send a signal to universe designate HE-1.  I have private files there, and I need you to access file GSPJ39.  Send it right to me."


     Worf nodded.  "Yes sir."  He went to leave, then he turned around.  "Sir, I have never heard of universe HE-1.  What is it?"


     Dale was still looking at his screen, and was cradling a cup of tea with his right hand.  Never moving his head, he commented, "Home, Worf.  It's home."  Worf then left, and Dale smiled.  Gowron, thank you.  I owe you.


     A few minutes later, a file came through on his screen.  It was the jump wave frequency for a certain universe he had discovered shortly after he first found the jump base.  He looked for it purely out of curiosity, and now he could finally do what he had longed hoped for.  He pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Jarod."


     "Jarod here."


     "Hook the computers up to my files.  File name GSPJ39.  It has a jump wave frequency in it, and I need you to download it, and jump us there.  Designate number KA-45.  Do so now."


     "Sir, you may be late for your meeting with the Praetor."


     "When I tell you what's going on, you'll understand.  Have Captain Andreys, Commander Garak, and Commander Worf meet me, along with yourself, in the conference room as soon as we finish the jump.  I'll be right there."  Dale got up, and left for the conference room.








     Carrey was transfixed on the image on his screen, as the two ships fought it out.  But, all the while, a small idea was tickling him in the back of his head.  Then, he made his decision, and turned his head to face Derbely.  "Can you scan for lifeforms on that planet?"


     "I already did.  None whatsoever.  However, I did pick up an energy field."


     "Now, can they detect us?"


     "We're not totally in phase with them yet.  We will be in a few minutes, however."


     "Okay."  He got up, and headed toward the rear door.  Then he turned back around, and faced Apley.  "Set an atmospheric entry course, straight for that energy field."


     Apley stared at him as if he were crazy.  "Sir?"


     "Do it, now.  And have Mister Scott meet me in the transporter room.  By the way..."  He looked at Derbely.  "How in the hell do we get home?"


     "We could reconfigure the jump drive to catapult us back to our original time.  All we have to do is go right back to the place we appeared, and activate it."


     He was now by the door.  "Karen, get down to engineering, and start working."  Then, he left.











     Dale felt that he liked the way that they stared at the image on the screen.  Andreys was too stunned for words, Garak didn't even know what to think, Jarod had his arm on the table, leaning his head on it, and Worf seemed awestruck.  Dale looked at the man on his screen.  He was almost to his sixties, gray hair, wrinkled but gruff face, and commanding demeanor.  "This, people, is George S. Patton Jr.  If you know your military history, especially World War II, then you know of him.  He is considered one of the greatest field commanders of the war.  He helped to liberate Sicily from the Germans, then led the Third Army in Operation: Cobra, the breakout from Normandy, and relieved the 101st Airborne Division, surrounded in Bastogne during the German 1944 winter Ardennes offensive.  After the war, he was posted as military governor of Bavaria, where he ran into trouble for his refusal to fire key Nazis from their positions, because they didn't have sufficient personnel from the Allies to run various utilities.  When he remarked that German membership in the Nazi party was like Americans in the Democrats or Republicans, President Harry Truman sacked him, and he was going to be sent back to the states in disgrace.  Then, the day before he was to return, he was involved in a freak automobile accident, and his neck was broken.  For two weeks he remained in the hospital, then died one night in his sleep."


     Garak shook his head.  "What does this have to do with us?"


     Dale put his arms on the table, and leaned on them.  "About two years ago, I thought up Project: Sledgehammer.  It called for the creation of an elite Army Group made up of our best veterans from the Nazi War, the Ferengi War, and now the Berjakian War.  It would also have several elite Klingon units included in it.  However, it was going to be commanded by an Alliance commander, so, to many Klingons, it was unacceptable.  We shelved the idea.  Now, with the Dominion victory at the Battle of Dervis, it appears that the Dominion has decided to withdraw some of their forces from their Federation lines, and seem to be sending a good number of them to our border.  I believe that we should implement Sledgehammer, so in order to get the High Command's support, I need the Klingons to agree as well.  I gave Gowron a choice, and he chose Patton.  In this universe, it's the day of his accident.  We're going to save him, and convince him to lead Sledgehammer."


     They walked to the bridge, and Farren'da stood up from the command chair.  "Sir, we have achieved orbit, and have found the area you asked."


     "Good."  Dale pressed his communicator.  "Dale to Bashir."


     "Bashir here."


     "Doctor, please report to Transporter Room 2.  Bring your medical kit.  Dale out."  Then he pressed his communicator again.  "Dale to Uniform Replication.  I need you to replicate two World War II era American GI uniforms, as well as a British Royal Army doctor's uniform.  Send it to Transporter Room 2.  Dale out." 








     Carrey met Scotty in the transporter room.  "Scotty, did you study the Riker transportation cloning accident?"


     "Ye mean where Commander Riker of the Enterprise was duplicated?  Yes, I did hear of that."


     "Now, from what I heard, his ship sent a second transporter beam to keep their lock on him, but it was not needed.  They cut off the second beam, and a perfect double was stranded on the surface.  Do you think you can re-create that incident?"


     "I guess so.  What've ye got in mind, Commander?"


     Carrey smiled.  "You'll find out.  I'm beaming down, and when I attach a spare communicator to something, I want you to engage the effect.  Will you do it?"


     Scotty shrugged.  "If ye want me to."


     Carrey stepped up onto the transporter pad, and took a breath.  "Energize."  Scotty pressed a button, and he dematerialized in a swirl of light.


     





     Dale felt himself materialize, and looked at Jarod and Bashir.  They were in a vehicle yard, and Dale could see an ambulance sitting, idle.  He motioned for Jarod and Bashir to follow him to the vehicle, and they noticed a man sitting in it.  He was practically asleep at the wheel, and smelled like alcohol.  Bashir pressed a hypospray to his neck, he fell limp, and fell out of the ambulance.  Dale dragged him over to a ditch, and then ran back to the ambulance.  He jumped into the back, and they drove away.  Dale tried to remember what his grandfather had told him of the incident as he heard it.  They then turned up to an intersection, and they saw a small wreck.  Dale motioned through the window for Jarod to stop.  He did so, and Bashir and Dale jumped out.  A man ran up to them, shouting, "Thank God you've come!  The General's been hurt!"


     They got a stretcher, and Dale motioned for another soldier to help him lift Patton onto the stretcher.  He had a small piece of glass imbedded in his head, not deep enough to kill.  Then, Jarod got out, and helped Dale lift the stretcher into the back.  Bashir stepped up behind Dale, and closed the door.  Jarod got back into the driver's seat, and they drove away.  Once they were out of range, Bashir took out his tricorder, and scanned him.  "There's severe trauma in the neck.  His third and fourth vertebrae have been snapped."  Bashir pushed a small cartridge into his hypospray, and pushed it to his neck.  He started to struggle, and Dale held him.  "Don't worry, General.  We'll take care of you."


     Patton could barely hear this, as he felt himself start to fall into unconsciousness.  He thought of all the battles he had won, and then closed his eyes, and let history claim him.


     History wasn't quite finished with him yet.








     Carrey swept his head around, and heard talking.  He looked over a rock, and saw a metal bridge.  Two figures were on the far side, and Carrey recognized one as Captain Jean-Luc Picard.  He then turned and left.  The other started to run to the side closest to Carrey's location.  Then, a bright streak of energy smashed into the bridge, and it split in two.  The man on the bridge was hanging on, and Carrey chose this moment to ran out into the open, and straight to the bridge.  The man there picked up a device, and pressed a button.  Farther away, a small launch device shimmered into view.  Then, the bridge started to creak, and he went to fall.  Carrey through his hand over the side, and caught the man.  He was wearing a red overshirt with a white one below that.  He was in his sixties, yet seemed strong for his age.


     It was James T. Kirk.


     Carrey had in his free hand a communicator, and he slapped it on Kirk's wrist.  It activated, and Carrey yelled, "Now, Scotty!"


     They were enveloped in swirls of light, but then Kirk reappeared after it ended.  The bridge support snapped, and he fell to his death.


     Meanwhile, two figures appeared on the transporter pad of the Koenig.  Carrey walked down and said, "Good job Scotty!"


     Scotty totally ignored him, and walked up to Kirk.  "Cap'n, I canne believe it's you!"


     Kirk seemed stunned.  "Where am I?"  He then let the sensory information of the presence of his former chief engineer come to him.  "Scotty?  Is it you?"


     They hugged, and Scotty nodded.  Carrey simply grinned and stood with his hands behind his back.  Kirk turned to him, and noticed his uniform.  "Who are you?"


     "I'm Commander Zachary Carrey of the Democratic Starship Koenig.  Welcome aboard, Captain Kirk."


     Kirk stepped down.  "Democratic?  What happened to 'Federation'?"


     Carrey shook his head.  "We're not Starfleet, Captain.  You're on board the D.S.S. Koenig.  We're from the Alliance of Democratic Nations."


     "I've never heard of them."


     Carrey chuckled.  "We're celebrating our fourth annual Founding Day in about four months.  I'm afraid that you're going to find our technology somewhat different."  Then, his communicator beeped.  He pressed it.  "Carrey here."


     "Sir, the jumper's been modified.  We're back on course, and ready to go."


     "When you're ready, Apley.  Carrey out."  He turned back to Kirk.  "We were drawn into a temporal disturbance of some sort that warped us three years back in time.  We're returning to our time now."  He motioned to the door.  "Captain, would you like to see the bridge?"


     Kirk, for the first time, seemed to smiling.  "Lead the way, Commander."


     They walked through the ship, and took a turbolift up to Deck 1.  Then, they turned a few more corridors, and walked onto the bridge.  Kirk followed Carrey, and noticed the salutes he received on arrival.  He nodded, and everybody turned back to stations.  Carrey walked up to the command chair, and turned to Kirk.  "If you wish, you can take the chair by the computer station.  It's rarely used."


     Kirk walked over to it, and sat, looking at the screen.  Carrey sat in his command chair, and pressed his communicator.  "Carrey to Scott.  I hope you've got the engine ready for another bumpy ride."


     "Don't worry, Commander.  I'll give ye enough power.  Just don't make the ride too bumpy."


     "Do my best.  Carrey out."  He then looked to the screen.  "Derbely, activate the jump drive."


     She pressed a button, and a jump point opened, with violet-colored distortions coursing through it.  Apley engaged the impulse engine, and they entered the jump point.


     When they came through the exit, a Predator-class starship was waiting for them.  Kirk, who obviously didn't know who it was, turned curiously to Carrey.  Apley saw a small light on his console, and said calmly, "Sir, it's the Valor.  They're asking us what happened."


     "We weren't gone that long..."


     "They say we've been missing for ten hours."


     "Tell them, tell them that it was a temporal distortion.  It must have slowed time for us.  


     Apley pressed several buttons, and then looked at the screen.  "They're returning to the convoy."


     Carrey went to do something, then he stood up.  He turned to Kirk, and pointed his hand at the chair.  "Would you like to do the honor, Captain?"


     Kirk stood up, and they shook hands.  Then, Kirk sat down, and leaned back in the seat.  "Mister Apley, engage."


     Apley nodded.  "Yes sir.  ETA, thirty hours."


     Carrey then took a breath, and looked down at Kirk.  "Captain, would you take this watch?  I must admit, time travel can make you sleepy."  He then yawned.


     Kirk laughed.  "Go ahead and get sleep.  I'll take this watch."


     Carrey went to say something, than thought better of it, and walked off the bridge.  Kirk straightened himself, and partially grinned.  "Steady as she goes, Mister Apley."








     Dale strolled out of the turbolift, and nodded to immediately return the salutes that greeted him.  "Status?"


     Andreys was in her command chair.  "We've jumped back to ST-3, at Eloh.  We're on course to the Romulan border, speed at Warp 9, and will meet our escort in three hours."


     Dale stepped down to the chairs.  "I'd take a turn at the bridge, but I'm afraid that Doctor Bashir might be needing me in a few minutes."  He turned back to the turbolift, and stopped to say, "I'm going to need the conference room when I get back.  Please make sure that it's available."  Then he entered the turbolift.  He went up to the center of it, and stopped.  "Deck 12."  The turbolift started to move, and then his communicator chirped.  He pressed it.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, I'm finished.  I've repaired his vertebrae, and healed all of the trauma to his body.  He will be waking up shortly.  In fact, he's doing so now.  Bashir out."


     Dale then steeled himself for the scene he would likely see.  He exited the turbolift, and walked through a few corridors to the med centre.  He entered, and saw Bashir by the bed of the healed-but-very-pissed Patton.  "Who the hell are you people?"


     "Sir, please!  You must rest a bit, or else you could hurt yourself!"


     "God damn it!  Tell me what I want to know!"


    Dale chuckled at the sight.  "Doctor, should I take the good General off your hands?"  He turned to Patton.  "I'll tell you everything.  Just follow me."  Patton got up, and they headed out of the med centre.  He turned to him.  "You are on board the Democratic Starship Roddenberry.  We are from the Alliance of Democratic Nations.  We exist throughout forty universes, some as early as the American Revolution, and one universe in the twenty-fourth century.  I'm Robert Dale, the Minister of Defense for the Alliance.  I'm the Commander-of-Chief of the Alliance High Command, as well as the middleman between the Alliance Council and the High Command."


     He turned his head to stare at Dale.  "You mean that we're in outer space?"


     "Correct, General.  The Roddenberry is a Presidential-class starship, our largest class.  We travel through space using a faster-than-light system known as warp drive.  We have found other ways to travel faster than light, but  the warp drive continues to be our major system of propulsion."


     They walked into a turbolift, and Dale said, "Bridge."  The turbolift began to move.  "I'll tell you everything when we get to the bridge."


     They rose to the bridge, and the door opened.  "This way, General."  They stepped out into the bridge, and Patton seemed amazed at all the lighting and panels.  Worf turned to face him, as did everybody else.  Dale strolled up to Worf.  "Report."


     Paris looked at his console.  "We are proceeding to the Romulan border, Warp 9."


     Dale nodded.  "May I introduce everybody to General George S. Patton."  He turned back to Patton, and each of his officers walked up.  Worf was first, and he put his arm across his chest, a Klingon symbol of respective greeting.  "This is Lieutenant Commander Worf.  He's the chief of security for the ship, as well as my personal chief of security."


     Patton looked into Worf's eyes.  "You're an alien.  You're also a soldier, aren't you?"


     Worf gazed back into his eyes.  "I am Klingon.  My name is Worf, son of Mogh, leader of the house of Worf, one of the greatest houses of the Klingon Empire."  Then he said a phrase in Klingonese.


     Dale nodded.  "It's a Klingon greeting, General.  It means, 'May you earn glory today, fellow warrior'."


     He shook Worf's hand.  "I like you, Commander.  May you earn glory, as well."  Worf walked back to his station.  


     Jarod then came up.  "I'm Lieutenant Commander Jarod, Second Officer and operations officer."  They shook hands.


     Then Paris came up, and finally Andreys.  "Captain Julia Andreys, commanding officer of the Roddenberry.  Welcome aboard, General."  Then she returned to her seat.


     Dale motioned for Patton to follow him into the conference room.  They entered, and Dale walked up to the head of the table.  "Come, General.  Sit.  What would you like to drink?"


     Patton sat on the side.  "What do you have?"


     Dale walked up to the replicator.  "Let me see.  We have six types of tea, several coffees, and some wines.  Your choice."


     He looked thoughtful for a moment.  "I'll have some coffee."


     "Coffee.  And tea."  Two cups shimmered into view, and Dale took them both, and handed one to Patton.  Then he sat down.  "General, the reason we rescued you is simple.  Commander Worf, as he said, is a Klingon.  His race is one of our greatest allies.  They are currently involved in a brutal war with what is called the Dominion.  We have stayed neutral, due to alien threats such as the Berjakians.  However, the Dominion recently won a major victory over the United Federation of Planets, the Klingons' other allies in their home universe.  Since, we have detected a major force being sent to our border.  To offset the risk and to prove to the Dominion that we will fight them to the bloody end, I have began to implement Project: Sledgehammer, which would bring our best armies together with elite Klingon troops to form the First Army Group, which would be the greatest military unit ever conceived by us."


     Patton chuckled.  "And you want me to command them, correct."


     Dale shook his head, laughing.  "Yes, that's what I want.  Your were hand-picked personally be  Chancellor Gowron of the Klingon High Council.  Plus, I have a great amount of respect for you."  He looked down at the table.  "General, let me tell you a story."


     Patton took a sip of his coffee.  "I'm all yours."


     "In my home universe, I was born in 1980.  My family is from Kansas, and I grew up a farmboy, playful, and old-fashioned.  My family was filled with military officers.  My father received a honorable discharge from the Navy after I was born, and he and my grandfather raised me with tales of military greatness.  My grandfather, Ernest Gregory Dale, was a World War II veteran, and served under you in Sicily and France.  Well, under the version of you that existed in my universe.  He thrilled me with stories of your great drive for Palermo, or when you swept across France 'like a hot wind'."  He drew a chuckle from this.  "A story that really thrilled me was about the Battle of the Bulge, the last western German offensive.  And how you relieved Bastogne."


     "I see my reputation precedes me."


     "I've sent word to Gowron that we recovered you, and he's currently convincing his commanders to create the new units for your command.  The Alliance High Command has to send the appropriate armies to the planet New Baker.  You will have about two hundred thousand men under your command.  Do you think you can handle it?"


     "Of course.  Who the hell do you think I am, Monty?"


     "No, you're definitely not Montgomery.  By the way, we're heading to Romulus, the homeworld of the Romulans.  I'm meeting with their leader, and it's customary for Romulans to have a military leader at their side when meeting with somebody.  I'd like you to perform the function."


     "I'll love it.  What do I do for now?"


     Dale pressed his communicator.  "Dale to bridge."


     "Bridge here."  It was Andreys.


     "Do you have any quarters arranged for our guest?"


     "Deck 4, room 7."


     "Have Commander Worf escort him to his quarters.  Dale out."  He motioned to the door.  "I recommend that you look over the types of equipment that your forces will use.  Memorize their attributes, because you're going to need them.  I'll come by later for dinner.  Then we can talk business."


     Patton and Dale walked out, and Worf was waiting by the turbolift.  "This way, sir."  They walked into the turbolift, and Worf barked, "Deck 4."


     Patton turned his head to Worf.  "Commander, if I'm going to command Klingons, I'm going to need to know how to interact with them.  What are your holidays, your special cultural beliefs?"


     He looked him in the eyes again.  "Foremost, you must learn about Kahless.  He was our greatest warrior and leader, and the founder of the Klingon Empire.  Many of our cultural ceremonies involve legends about him.  Our weddings involve a recreation of Kahless' wedding, in which spies for the evil Molor attacked him and his wife.  You must also be able to hold your bloodwine."


     "Bloodwine?  What kind of damned drink is that?"


     "It is a warrior's drink.  We drink it in all of our victory celebrations, and it is highly intoxicating, even to Klingons.  Humans can barely drink one cup.  Minister Dale seems to have a natural ability to drink it and remain alert."


     "Interesting."  The turbolift came to a stop, and they walked out.  "What do you think about him?"


     "Minister Dale is one of the bravest humans I have ever met.  He is never afraid of battle, and has endured the tortures of the Nazi pa'chek."


     "I'll take that as 'Nazi yellow-bellied bastards'."


     Worf slightly grinned.  "That is an accurate translation."  They walked up to a door, and Worf said gruffly, "Open."  The door slid open.  "These are your quarters.  There is a monitor inside to display all information you may wish to know.  For now on, this door can only be opened by you.  Enjoy yourself."  He then left.


     Patton sat at a desk, and looked at the monitor.  "Computer, bring up information on Army tanks."


     And image appeared on the monitor.  An emotionless female voice also spoke.  "The heaviest battle tank in use by the Alliance Army is the M-90 Patton series."  Patton got a small grin.  "It is equipped with a 90mm photon launcher, two 17mm photon guns, and anti-infantry phaser ports, which can fire up to five phaser beams on each side.  In a situation where the enemy possesses numerical superiority, a force shield can be erected around the tank, which can withstand several direct hits by all known enemy weapons.  Propulsion is provided by a microfusion core.  Top speed: Fifty kilometers per hour."


     Patton leaned back in his seat.  "Computer, next tank."


     "The next largest tank is the SM-25 Crusher.  It is equipped with....."








     Dale strolled into the lounge, and quickly scanned the normal crowd.  At a table in a corner, right by the window showing the streaks of warp flight, he found Meridina, sitting and waiting.  My God, I never....  She was wearing a yellow-colored dress and blouse, which showed off her figure perfectly.  The blouse was cut just above the cleavage, and transparent material covered her arm down to the elbow.  The dress flowed to her ankles, and shined like the brightest star in the lounge's light.  "Meridina?"


     "Yes?"  Her eyes, sparkling with a bright blue color, amazed him.  I never realized she was so beautiful!


     "I was just, well...."  Dale was trying to get over the shock of seeing Meridina as brightly as he saw her at that moment.  Calm down, and remember, she's a Gersallian.  Desiring her might offend her.


     "No, it would not offend me at all," Meridina answered his thought, with a smile.


     "Forgot about that.  It's a little hard suppressing basic instincts like that with a telepath around."  "Suppressing basic instincts" is probably the worst understatement I've made since calling the Dominion a "two-bit organization of military nitwits" a few years ago.  "So, how long will you be on board?"


     "Two years," Meridina answered.


     Two years?!  Dale once again found himself surprised.


     "That is a common tour of duty for a Gersallian Star Force officer.  I am allowed two months a year, however, to return to Gersal, to spend time with family and receive more training in swevyrase."


     Hargert came up, and asked, "What may I get you for drinks?"


     "My usual, Hargert."


     She thought for a moment.  "Water will do fine."


     "Yes, Fraulein."  Hargert turned away, proceeding to another nearby table to get more orders.


     Dale watched him leave earshot.  "Earlier, you said I was powerful in swevyrase.  What does that mean?"


     Meridina, for the first time, thought for a minute.  "Each person has a certain amount of," she seemed to be struggling to find a word suitable for her definition, "of capability to use swevyrase.  My abilities are quite advanced, but the abilities of my master are the best on Gersal.  I can detect the amount of swevyra in everyone around me.  Most people have little power, but some here have potential.  But you..."  She took his hands.  "You, Robert Dale, have great power in your mind, and you have not yet learned how to use it.  You are probably the first human we have seen to wield such power."


     "How do your people apply this power?"


     "I am sure that you have heard of our prior wars with the Coserians?"  Dale nodded in response.  "I'm sure that you know that the old Coserian Empire was the most powerful force in our quadrant of space.  On five occassions over the course of three centuries, they tried to conquer us.  Each time, when they neared Gersal, we would rally behind our swevyrase masters and knights, who would use their power to stop the Coserians.  Finally, during the last war, Coserians who wished to end their people's tyrannical grip on conquered territories were able to defeat the forces loyal to their Emperor, and established the current day Coserian Stellar Union, which has been our ally since.  The rebels were trained in the use of swevyra, and used it to destroy the Emperor.  This is how we apply our power."


     Dale felt his curiosity reach greater peeks.  No wonder I've been able to endure torture, and fight with such skill against aliens larger than myself.  This mysterious power may have helped me.


     "It most likely did."  Meridina still gripped his hands.  "Robert Dale, may I ask you a question?"


     "Yes.  And call me Robert."


     "Okay, Robert.  My question is: Will you allow me to train you in swevyra?"


     "What?"  Dale couldn't believe he had heard her say that.  "You want to train me?  Aren't you being trained yourself?"


     "Most of my training is on amplifying my power, not on actual teaching.  And all I need do is ask my master for permission.  I am sure he will grant it."


     "Why?"


     "Because he supports the current friendship between the Alliance and our people, and if it were discovered that a human had power in the swevyrase, then it would cause great wonder among my people, and sway even more into supporting the alliance.  And because it is our duty to find all who can use this incredible power, so they can understand it and use it properly."


     Dale thought for a minute.  "Oh, what the hell.  I'll do it.  When do we start?"


     "Whenever you are ready."  Hargert handed them their drinks, and each took a sip.  "Robert, I thank you for this opportunity."


     "You're welcome.  Now, why don't we talk about ourselves a little...."  In his mind, Dale kept thinking the same thing over and over again.  This is so weird.








     Nearby, Bashir and Andreys took bites from their dinner.  "So, the works of Merca are considered superior to 'Royalty' by Merse'ka, by all except for Keloans, who generally don't trust Hidrans because the Hidrans fought the Klingons, a race the Keloans hold great respect for, even before their revolution.  Now....."


     Andreys shook her head, overwhelmed.  "Julian, we're supposed to be having dinner, not talking about literature."


     "But...."


     "Julian, I'm not Garak.  Or have I begun growing scales on my skin, and no one's told me?"


     Bashir sighed, and took his last bite.  "Sorry, Julia.  I just, well, sometimes I get carried away."


     "Julian, maybe you need to start having lunch with him again...."


     "No, I shouldn't.  Besides, lunchtime is when we get to practice on the court."


     Andreys rolled her eyes.  "Julian, you're not interested in that."


     "Of course I am!", Bashir protested.


     "Why, then, were you lying on top of me on the court?"


     "Because I tripped!"


     "You should have gotten up, instead of trying to undo my exercise bra!"


     Bashir blushed.  "Well, I did get a little out of hand...."


     "Julian, I do not even like the idea of having sex on a basketball court, holographic or not.  When we're in my quarters, or your quarters, it's fine, but not in a holodeck!"


     "Julia!"  Bashir noticed she was looking at something.  "What is it?"


     "Is that Robby sitting with the new Gersallian exchange officer?"


     Bashir turned, and saw Dale, dressed in a flannel shirt and blue jeans, sitting across from a beautiful woman in a yellow outfit.  "That's Lieutenant Commander Meridina.  Why are they together?"


     Both watched as the two laughed.  "My God, is it possible?"


     "He's having a date with a Gersallian?  Aren't they against that sort of stuff?"


     "Supposedly."  Bashir got up.  "Well, I have to finish my evaluations of the engineering staff's physicals.  I will see you tomorrow."


     "Take care Julian."








     "I thank you for having dinner with me.  It makes me feel as if I am a part of your crew."


     "You are a member of the crew."  Dale stood outside her quarters, with her preparing to enter.  "I must admit that I am interested in learning more about swevyra.  Maybe this training will answer my questions."


     "The training will answer some, and raise even more.  That is our way."


     When Dale left, still stunned and curious, she closed the door to her quarters, and excitingly activated the communications system.  "Open a channel to Gersal, Mastrash Ledosh's home."


     The ship's communication systems answered, "It will take approximentally ten minutes to establish interuniversal comm link."


     "Do it then!"  Meridina took off the dress, and put on her home cloth, a large one piece cloth she wore when not on duty or training.  While waiting, she picked up a small book given to her by Mastrash Ledosh, and opened to a page containing perhaps the most sacred of prophecies for Gersallian swevyrase knights.  As according to ritual, she laid the book down, and put each hand on a point just below her neck.  "'When enemy becomes friend, look to the reaches of existance for the one who will come, who will stop the Darkness of Legend.  He shall bare with him the body of a knight, the heart of a leader, the mind of a wise man, and the soul of a hero.  He shall be strong with swevyra, and shall be the salvation in the days of Darkness.  A farisa shall guide him, so be watchful, all children of Swenya!'"  Meridina remembered hearing the adventures of Swenya when she was a child.  Swenya had been the best of the farisa swenvyrase knights, two millennia before, after "the Great Migration".  Some believed that she had possessed the ability to see the future as well as the race who had developed the legend before them, the Dra'gsla, (as they were known in the Gersallian language).


     After reading the passage, she heard the computer beep.  "Comm link open."


     On the screen, Ledosh appeared.  Like her, he appeared to be human, but a small jewel-like object was attached to his forehead.  "Meridina, it is good to speak with you.  What do you wish to talk with me about?"


     "Mastrash, I believe I have found the One of Legend!"


     Ledosh suddenly seemed excited.  "You found him?!"  Ever since the last war with the Coserians, when peace had begun, Ledosh has been searching for him.  Meridina knew this, and respected her teacher even more because of it.  "Who is he?!"


     "A human, named Robert Dale."


     "The Alliance leader?!  He is the One?!  Are you sure?"


     "Yes, Mastrash.  I sensed his power immediately.  It is stronger than you!"


     Ledosh nodded.  "Will you train him?"


     "Of course, Mastrash.  However, he is highly curious about swevyra, so he would agree to you coming....."


     "No, Meridina.  I am not a farisa.  You are.  It is your destiny to guide him.  Follow your destiny."


     "It is an honor, Mastrash."


     "I shall ask of your progress later.  Mi rake sa swevyra iso, Meridina."  He disappeared from the screen.








     Ledosh drew away from the screen, and sighed.  It has come.  The prophecy has come true....


     He walked up to a book case, and took out an older version of the book he had given Meridina.  While that one had been new, his version had been the original, passed down by his family since Swenya herself had given it to them.  He read the prophecy, and sighed again when he read the passage at the end.  


     "'And the One will be made strong by the loss of his farisa guide'......."








     Meridina took off the cloth, and got into her bed.  As she began to feel sleep come to her, she thought about the truth she had not told her Mastrash about the One.


     I'm in love with him.......








     Ship's Log: March 9, 2160 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Minister Robert Allen Dale reporting.  Today, I meet with the Romulan Praetor.  News of the Dominion victory at the Battle of Dervis has spread, and things do indeed look bleak for the Federation.  A new topic for discussion is a mutual-defense pact between us and the Romulans.  I will be introducing this to the Romulans, and they may agree to accept it.


     Patton has been officially made the commander of the First Army Group, and will be going to his new post soon.


     Later that day, Dale stepped up to a podium in the Romulan Great Square.  Alliance reporters, as well as some Romulan bigwigs, gathered around the Square, as well as a good portion of the city's residents.  He looked down at his speech.  "Today, a new chapter in the history of Alliance-Romulan relations has been written.  We stand... as the two strongest powers in the Alpha Quadrant who have not yet been drawn into the war that rages at our doorsteps.  We need to join together to keep our peace, yet let our possible enemies know that we will protect each other.  Therefore, the Praetor and I have affixed our signatures to a mutual-defense pact.  Today, we bury the past of the Elohsian Incident, and boldly step forward into a new future.  One of the greatest human leaders ever, Julius Caeser, was quoted for saying, 'I came, I saw, I conquered.'  Well, may I say of my visit to Romulus, that I came, and I saw, and I marveled.  You are a hard-working, hardy people, and you have taken this planet, and built a great civilization.  This city is one of most beautiful cities I have ever been fortunate enough to lay eyes on.  Hopefully, our relationship will be fruitful for eternity.  Now, we must trust each other, and go into a new era of friendship.  I will be leaving now, for I have many tasks to accomplish.  Thank you for your attention."  He stepped down, and heard applause.  Then, the Praetor stepped up, and began to talk to the people.  Dale turned to Worf, who seemed on edge.  "Come, Commander.  We must get going."  He pressed his communicator, and said, "Dale to Roddenberry.  Energize."  They were enveloped in two swirling pillars of light.








     Dale grinned as Patton walked into the conference room.  They could see a Mississippi-class starship hanging in space.  It resembled a Steslus, but was at least 50% larger.  "That's your personal escort ship, General.  She's the Glory.  When you beam over, you'll be heading off to New Baker."


     Barnes, who happened to be in the conference room examining the replicator, looked out and snorted.  "Damn, those ships are as ugly as hell.  What dumbass thought those up?"


     Patton turned to him, clearly infuriated.  "And what in the hell would you know?"


     "A lot more than you!"


     They exchanged insults and obscenities, and Dale tried to come between them.  "Please, Teddo, not here!"  It continued, and Dale felt his anger start to rise.  "Mister Barnes, I will assume that you thought that I was making a request.  That was an order, so shut the hell up!  Or would you like to spend the next two weeks working double-and-a-half shifts?!"


     Barnes turned and resumed his work.  Patton grinned, and left the room, on his way to the transporter room.








     Dale watched as the Glory rotated in space and went to warp.  He sat in the command chair, to take an occasional look of the bridge from a commander's view.  Then, Worf looked up from his console.  "Sir, we are picking up a signal from the Koenig.  They are currently dropping out of warp, and request docking clearance.


     "Open dock doors."  He got out of his chair.  "I'm sure Zack will want to get to his quarters, but I want to talk to him.  Tell him I'm coming."








     Dale stood at the dock door with Spock, who had come to greet Scotty.  As usual, he was one of the first off the ship.  He seemed frenzied with excitement.  "Spock, ye'll never believe who we found!"


     Spock merely cocked his eyebrow.  Then, Carrey stepped through the door, followed by somebody else.  "Rob, may I introduce you to Captain James T. Kirk."


     Spock seemed stunned, which was strange for a Vulcan.  "Jim?"


     Kirk stepped up to him.  "Spock, the least you could do is come up with a better greeting than that."  Then he turned to Dale.  "Minister Robert Dale, I presume.  Permission to come aboard."


     Dale put out his hand.  "I admit, it's a surprise to meet you, Captain Kirk.  Permission granted.  Welcome aboard the Roddenberry."  Then he turned to Carrey.  "I assume that I'm going to receive a full report."


     "Don't worry about it."


     "Good.  In the meantime, Captain Kirk, I assume that you're going to want some real food, and not this replicator crap.  Do you like German dishes?"


     Kirk shrugged.  "I don't really care."


     "Good.  Because Hargert is obsessed with cooking German, all the time.  Follow me."  Dale led the five through the ship, and to the lounge.  There, they settled down into chairs around the table.  "Hargert, one of your specialties, please!"  The gray-haired German host of the lounge grinned and walked back into the kitchen.  Dale turned to Kirk.  "So, Captain, what are your plans?"


     "I, I don't know.  During the short time we spent coming here, Commander Carrey and his crew were very generous in allowing me to view history records.  I don't think I have a place here."


     Dale took a drink.  "Captain, when I reviewed the Federation's history, I found that the Federation of the 23rd century, your Federation, is very close to what the Alliance is.  Over the years, the Federation has allowed itself to grow weaker, and weaker.  If the Federation had maintained the level of military readiness we have, and they used to have, they would not be losing the war.  Unfortunately..."


     "So, what do I do?"


     Dale pondered Kirk's question.  "I have an idea, Captain.  You are probably the best starship captain to ever live, even though one Jean-Luc Picard has started to equal your legendary status.  In two months, the Alliance is going to launch our most advanced starship to date.  She's the first capital ship we've built to actually have explorative capabilites.  I want you to command her."


     "Me?  I know nothing about modern day technology."


     "You have two months to catch up.  I'll ask Captain Andreys, Commander Carrey, Commander Scott, and Commander Spock to assist in your training."


     Kirk, for the first time, seemed to cheer up.  "What can I say?"


     "'Yes' would suffice."


     The two laughed.


     Then, Hargert put a large plate of German cream pastries on the table.  "Enjoy.  And, do you want anything else?"


     "No, Hargert."


     Then, Worf entered the lounge.  Dale motioned him over, and Kirk turned as well, and froze.  "A Klingon?"


     Worf saw him and heard him.  "You are Captain Kirk?"  He saluted.  "It is an honor to meet you, sir."


     Dale nodded.  "At ease, Commander.  What are you here for?"


     "Sir, the High Command has sent a message.  A Jem'Hadar strike force violated Alliance space to launch a raid on Klingon supply lines."


     Dale groaned.  "Here we go...."








     Author's Note: The events of this episode, and afterward, do not correspond with William Shatner's trilogy of novels involving Kirk.  They are in different "timetracks".


