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     Okay, I confess.  This ep's plot is inspired from the kickass sci-fi thriller Star Trek: First Contact.  Just with a few twists.  Time to kick ass and chew bubble gum!








Prologue








     The dream had returned.


     The dark corridors, the eerie voices, everything was as it had been before.  Nothing could save him from their unending onslaught.  He would not give himself willingly, but that did not matter.  They had him, and they would never let go.


     Jean-Luc Picard awoke with a start, alone in his dark guest quarters on the D.S.S. Roddenberry.  "No....  It can't be....."  Picard swallowed, his throat dry.  "It's them.  They're here....."








     Andreys groaned as the monitor on her desk began beeping.  What is it now?  She eased herself off of Dale, who was still sound asleep, and got off the bed without waking him.  Poor Robby, all this work has left him exhausted.  She chuckled as Dale turned on his side and began snoring lightly.  "Stop snoring," she whispered in his ear, nudging him on the shoulder.  Without a word, he turned on his back again and stopped.


     Slipping on her nightrobe, Andreys walked up to her small desk, the beeping continuing unabated.  Dammit, who would call in the middle of the night?  She sat down, raising the monitor, which read "Ultra Priority Channel".  I wonder what it is for it to be Ultra Priority?  "Computer, open the channel."


     "Authorization code required."


     "Andreys Gamma Sierra Charlie."  The screen activated, Chief Admiral Daresy appearing on the screen.  "Yes, Chief Admiral?"


     "Captain Andreys, it is relieving to see you in good health.  However, this is not a social call."


     "That much I assumed from the Ultra Priority.  What is it?"


     "We've lost contact with Outpost 34-D."


     "The outpost guarding the Dargsla homeworld and interuniversal jump gate?  What happened?"


     "A Minbari Warcruiser on station in a nearby sector received a distress signal from the outpost.  They sent us the video logs they received from the crew...."








     Anla'shok Serlonn watched the gigantic ship approach his White Star force.  "White Star 6 to White Star 87, 90, 93, and 99, prepare to fire on my command."


     The female human acting as his first officer operated the navigation controls.  "We are ready to attack, sir," she answered in fluent Minbari.


     "All ships, attack!"


     The White Star ships entered a diamond formation, pouring their firepower into the enemy vessel.  The vessel's hull took their attack in stride, and a streak of energy latched onto one of the White Stars.  "White Star 87 is trapped in a tractor beam!"


     Serlonn watched through the bridge windows as they raced across the surface of the alien vessel, continuning to strafe it with their weapons.  "Break off!  Break off!"


     A stray energy blast blew White Star 93 in half, while White Star 87 continued to stuggle against the tractor beam.  White Star 6 came about, hammering the tractor emitter.  White Star 87 was released, the four surviving ships racing away at full burn.  "Message coming in from the alien vessel."


     "Let me hear them."


     A dark voice began reciting the introduction that brought fear to many races.


     We are the Borg....








     Ship's Log: June 2, 2161 AST; D.S.S. Roddenberry.  Captain Julia Andrea Andreys reporting.  It has been confirmed: the Borg are responsible for the destruction of Outpost 34-D, and are currently rampaging into Minbari space, heading straight for Minbar.  All attempts to confront them by small groups of White Stars and Minbari warships have failed.  The Alliance is mobilizing all available forces to fight the Borg, and have sent out assistance requests to all of our other allies.


     Andreys sighed as she sat at the head of the conference room table.  The command crew, plus Picard, Data, and Troi, were assembled before her.  "Ten hours ago, we lost contact with Outpost 34-D, guarding the Dargsla interuniversal jump gate.  Video logs received by a Minbari warship near the outpost confirm those responsible for the attack."


     Andreys noticed Picard was beginning to sweat.  He said, with a trace of anxiety and fear, "Who was responsible?"


     Andreys swallowed, her heart nearly frozen at the mere thought of the word.  "The Borg."


     Silence filled the room.  To Andreys' surprise, Picard seemed to be expecting her answer.  Undaunted by the silence, Andreys continued.  "A squadron of White Stars engaged the Borg in Sector 72-98-09, but did little damage.  According to their reports, this is a large Borg attack cube, measuring fifteen kilometers on all dimensions."


     "Five times the size of a normal cube," Jarod remarked.


     "Where are they going?  Earth?"


     Andreys shook her head at Picard's question.  "No, they're not going toward Earth.  They are on course for Minbar.  As we speak, Commodore Chakotay is assembling a fleet in the Brevonn system to stop the Borg."


     "We can be at Brevonn in two hours at maxiumum...."


     Andreys cut Data off.  "Tom, I need you to set course for Proxima III, Warp 9.5."


     "Proxima III?!"


     Andreys sighed at Jarod's surprised outburst.  "Chief Admiral Daresy has ordered us to the Earth Colonies, in case President Clark decides to use the opportunity to attack."


     "Captain, if I may," Data interjected, "Clark's forces are currently preoccupied with other matters, and it is extremely unlikely they will be capable of launching an attack at this time."


     "What's the f#&@ing problem?!"  Barnes grew irate, drawing a stare from Troi.  "This is the biggest, most powerful f#&@ing starship we've got, and we're not going to get involved?!"


     Andreys hid a chuckle over Barnes' profane outburst, trying to remain serious despite the disappointment of the crew.  "Our orders are our orders."  She stood up.  "Meeting dismissed."


     The crew filed out, Andreys following them.  Picard turned around and blocked her way to the door.  "What is going on?"


     "You want the truth?"


     "Yes."


     Andreys sighed.  "It's about Robby."


     "'Robby'?"  Picard, for the moment, grinned slightly.  "I can never see him going by that name."


     "I'm the only one who calls him that.  We've known each other since we were little."


     An old story.  Two childhood friends who grow up and fall in love.  Picard then brought himself back on track.  "So, why are we heading toward an unlikely threat while everyone else is scrambling to intercept the Borg?"


     "Well, it seems the High Command is tired of our constantly putting our necks on the line.  Robby is too important to get killed, I guess."


     Picard shook his head, and sighed.  "One of the reasons everyone looks up to Dale is because he does not put himself above those he commands.  I can't think of the last time that Starfleet's Commander-in-Chief led starships into a battle.  Perhaps your High Command has forgotten what makes him one of the most respected commanders in the Coalition."


     Andreys smiled at that.  "I'm sure that Robby would feel honored to hear that coming from you."


     "Really?"  The two stepped out onto the bridge, heading toward her office.  "I've always seen him as the type that doesn't care about his external image.  He's brash, unmovable, unwavering, and is nothing like the attention-mongering bureaucrats I've encountered before.  He doesn't sway with the wind, or follow the....."


     "Captain, I'm not him, so save your praise of his character until he's here with us, okay?"


     Picard followed her into her office.  There were still a few mementos that Dale had accidentally left, but most of the things were her's.  Picard noticed the small replica of the original Presidential-class Roddenberry sitting on her table.  "It seems unreal, doesn't it?"


     "What?"


     "When I took command of the Enterpise-E, it was the most advanced ship in Starfleet.  Still, deep down, I yearned for the Enterprise-D, and even farther back, the Stargazer.  They were my first commands, and there's always something to that."


     "When the original Roddenberry was destroyed, I felt grief," Andreys told him.  "This ship, in a way, healed that grief.  But...."


     "Someone once told me that someone's first starship was like their first girlfriend, or in your case, boyfriend.  No matter what happens, you never forget the first."


     "Exactly."  Andreys sighed, her heart aching over her loss at Layrsko.  "If you don't mind, Captain, I'd like to end this discussion now."


     Picard noticed something was wrong, and decided not to push her.  "Very well.  I believe I shall go find some lunch."


     "Goodbye, Captain," Andreys replied, turning her attention to a maintenance report.


     Picard went to say something, but stopped himself.  Getting up, he made his way to the door.  As he exited, he saw Data go by and give the preliminary scanning report.  "Sensor sweeps along the Earth Alliance border have revealed that EarthForce has not mobilized any major fleet units...."


     The door swished close behind Picard's back.








     Jarod sat at the bar, sipping on a glass of synthehol.  Everywhere, crewmembers bickered and complained about being kept out of the fight against the Borg.


     "The crew seems upset."


     Jarod looked over to see that Commander Troi had taken a seat by him.  "Do you always state the obvious, Commander?"


     Troi laughed.  "It's a nasty habit from my counseling days."


     "Ah."  Jarod took another drink.  "Well, I'd better be going soon.  I have a bridge shift with my name on it."


     "Commander, you seem, I don't know, a little different.  If I didn't know better, I would believe you were a latent telepath."


     Jarod chuckled, and shook his head.  "No, it's not that.  My intelligence is genetically enhanced to the point where I can be almost anything I want to be after a few hours of observation.  From a career standpoint, of course."


     "Really?  I have never heard of genetically enhanced humans in the Alliance."


     "That's because my homeworld is not in the Alliance."  Jarod finished his glass with a gulp.  "And I can't say I'm eager to have it join, which it will most likely not."


     On the other side of Jarod, Schala sat down, wearing a blue shirt and purple skirt, some of the clothes given to her by Andreys.  "Commander Jarod," she said respectfully as she sat down.


     "Good to see you, Schala." Jarod answered.  "I take it you've met Commander Troi from the Federation Starship Enterprise?"


     "No."


     Jarod stood up.  "I trust the two of you will keep each other company."  He walked away.


     Troi watched him go.  "He seems so... distant."


     "You'll get used to it," Schala told her as Albert got her a glass of her normal drink.  "Jarod's always alone, except for the occasion when he has lunch with Doctor Bashir and Commander Garak."


     "Your name is Schala, correct?"  Troi was answered with a nod.  "What is your position on the ship?"


     "I don't have one."


     "You.... you're not military?"


     Schala shook her head.  "Are you surprised?"


     "Somewhat.  The Alliance Stellar Fleet is not as open as Starfleet in regards to civilians."


     "Well, I'm officially here as a liasion to the New Republic, if you wish to know.  Still, there's not much to do...."


     "You are from the New Republic?"


     "No.  It's a long story, but to put it simply, my homeland was destroyed by it's own foolishness.  I wound up here."  Schala took a drink.  "If you don't mind, Commander, I'm not in the mood to speak."


     Troi nodded in understanding, and turned away.  So many people on this ship seem to hide their own secrets and feelings.  One would think the Stellar Fleet would send a counselor....  Troi suddenly remembered that the Stellar Fleet did not use ship counselors, and moved on to other thoughts.








     Picard walked up to the door to Dale's quarters, and pressed the door chime.  "Come on in," Dale's voice responded from inside.  The door slid open, admitting Picard into the room.  They were not much larger than Picard's own quarters on the Enterprise, fully reflecting Dale's personality.  Old military decorations from the 20th century decorated one shelf, while other family items were one various dressers and shelves.  Dale himself sat at a small gray desk, a computer monitor system and communication device on the surface.  Guitar music blared out of the audio system, a rough voice performing background vocals.  "Captain Picard, what is it you want?"


     "20th century American rock-and-roll, correct?"  Picard sat down on Dale's couch.


     "Steppenwolf, to be correct, Captain."  Dale pressed a dial, the music fading into the background.  "Helluva lot better than what is normally listened to by most Starfleet officers."


     "Really?  I will admit that I don't know many officers interested in twentieth century music.  The century seems cursed to many.  War, destruction, death....."


     "Too bad.  I will admit, though, that not all twentieth century music is good.  God help you if Julie breaks out her pop CDs."  Dale enjoyed a small laugh, which grew at Picard's blank stare.  "I take it you're not here to discuss music, Captain."


     "I must admit that I am curious as to our current mission.  The most powerful ship in this galaxy is sitting on the sidelines while many others fight for their lives against the Borg.  Why?"


     Dale turned away, sighing.  "You know, I have fought for my life many times.  Each time, I always wondered if I would ever make it out alive.  Apparently, the High Command, and certain Council members, also had such worries, and believe that I've got to be reined in.  They fear that, should I die, it will cause a major loss of morale in the Alliance and the Coalition."


     "I've heard that before.  A hundred years ago, starship captains were the ones that led Away Teams on missions.  Starfleet changed all that, unfortunately.  Indeed, some Starfleet admirals want me to return to Earth and fly a desk."


     "The High Command would love for me to take that dormant office on Home Earth.  Only MCCS Richards likes the idea of me being on a starship.  Now, onto...."


     Dale's communicator beeped, interrupting them.  Dale picked the communicator up off the table and pressed the receive button.  "Dale here."


     "Sir," it was Jarod, "we've just received a signal from the Dukhat.  They are preparing to engage the Borg."


     Dale jumped out of his chair, Picard following him out to the corridor to the nearest turbolift for that section of the ship.  The turbolift brought them to the bridge, where Andreys had already beaten them.  She sat in the command chair, and said, "Data, put them on speakers."


     Chatter began filling the bridge, starting with a familiar female voice most of the bridge crew knew.  "Defiant to Dukhat, we are in position."


     "White Star Squadron 2, prepare to..."


     ".....Minbari Warcruisers in position....."


     "All weapons armed, frequency modulation activated."


     "Constellation to Battle Wing, take Gamma form...."


     "Commodore, picking up transmission...."


     The eerie metallic voice of the Borg filled the bridge.  We are the Borg.  You will lower your shields and surrender your ships.  We will add your biological and technological distinctiveness to our own.  Your culture will adapt to service us.  Resistance is futile.


     Chakotay's answer followed.  "All ships, attack!"


     The sounds of combat filled the open channel, with explosions and screaming echoing through the bridge.


     "The Krafili's jump engines are...."


     ".....Magnificant has lost main power....."


     ".....200 casualties on the Omega!"


     ".....drones are invading....."


     ".....Abraxis has been cripp....."


     "Port nacelles have been....."


     ".....lost all life support!"


     ".....severe damage to outer hull of the Excalibur....."


     ".....Cruiser wing 2 has fail....."


     ".....72 dead on the Orion....."


     ".....Charlemagne is caught in tractor....."


     ".....Star 83 has been destroyed!"


     "We can't hold them!  All ships fall...."


     The channel cut on Jarod's visual command to Worf.  Dale clenched his teeth, his emotions taking over.  The High Command doesn't want me in danger.  Well, to hell with the High Command!  I cannot stand by and watch people die!  Out loud, Dale said, "I am exercising my authority as Commander-in-Chief, and hereby take complete command of this vessel.  Captain Andreys, are you in disagreement with this?"


     Andreys stood up, offering Dale the command chair.  He took it, with Andreys taking Jarod's seat, Troi and Picard sitting to his left, and Jarod taking the communication station.  "I am now countermanding the orders given to this ship and crew by Chief Admiral Daresy.  Lieutenant Paris, set course for Minbar and prepare to engage at maximum warp.  If any wish to protest, please have it noted in the log."


     Barnes turned his chair from the engineering station.  "F*$# our orders!!!!!!"


     Grins filled the bridge.  Dale turned to Picard.  "Captain, as you and your officers are mere guests, I offer you the chance to get off before we leave."


     Data turned from ops.  "Minister, I do not believe it would be wise for us to leave.  We have been involved in previous combat with the Borg on several occasions, and may yield important tactical knowledge necessary to prevent the assimilation of Minbar."


     "What Data said," Troi agreed.


     "We're not leaving, sir," Picard added.


     "Very well.  It will be a pleasure serving with you in combat."  Dale leaned back in the chair, noticing how good it felt to be in the command chair again.  "Code Red!  Paris, engage!"


     The D.S.S. Roddenberry-A made a graceful turn in space, and went to warp.








     The Minbari home system was alive with weapons fire, and filled with the debris of destroyed and crippled warships.  Undaunted by their opposition, the Borg cube continued on course to Minbar.  In their way, several hundred ships from many powers, such as the Alliance, Federation, and Minbari, fought to halt them.


     The D.S.S. Defiant, her hull marked with hits from Borg plasma beams and her nacelles leaking plasma, conducted another strafing run across the cube's massive surface.  A Borg energy beam lashed out, striking the small vessel and inflicting another wound upon her.


     The Defiant bridge was a wreck.  The weapons officer lay dead on the deck, replaced by Lyta Alexander.  Hura had taken operations, and Lennier was at the helm trying to keep the severely damaged warship together.  Ivanova held onto the command chair, Sheridan kneeling by the injured Delenn, a small piece of bulkhead having struck her shoulder.  "Weapons are offline, and the shields are gone!"  Lennier's shout of doom filled the bridge.


     Ivanova turned for a moment to Sheridan, who grimly nodded.  "Lennier, prepare for ramming speed!!!"


     Sheridan turned back to Delenn, putting a hand on her face.  "I'll see you again, where shadows never...."


     "Picking up a ship coming in, Commander!"  Hura turned his head.  "It's the Roddenberry!"


     Ivanova grinned, despite their situation, as the giant warship swooped down and absorbed the killing blow.  It's port phasers and torpedo launchers came alive with weapons fire, pounding the Borg cube and directing it's attention away from the crippled Defiant.








     "The Defiant's life support is failing, sir," Data reported from ops.  "Recommend we drop the starboard shields and transport their surviving crewmembers aboard."


     "Do it, Data."  Dale watched as the Roddenberry flew alongside the massive surface of the Borg cube, each of it's dimensions the length of an Executor-class Imperial Star Destroyer.  The Borg opened fire, their weapons impacting harmlessly against the Roddenberry's shields.  As usual, the Borg changed frequencies, but their plasma-based weapons were still unable to penetrate the Roddenberry's shields because of the presence of densiona particles.


     "Transport complete," Worf reported from the tactical station.


     "Sir, the fleet has suffered nearly 60% casualties.  If we do not change the tide soon, we will have no choice but to retreat."


     Dale turned to Picard, who was staring at the Borg cube, his forehead sweating.  "Captain?"


     "I can hear them," Picard answered.  "This... this Borg cube is unlike the others.  It is so big it requires a powerful central node to control all the drones and ship systems.  Destroy the node, and the feedback will annihilate the cube."


     "Data?"


     "Scanning now, sir."  Data's fingers became blurs as they raced over the surface of the control panel.  "The central node is near the center of the cube.  It would take six days of continuous fire to break through the Borg hull to attack it directly."


     "In six days, Minbari will be long assimilated, with the Borg moving on to other worlds.  Anything else, Data?"


     "It is theoritically possible to disable the Node by opening a jump point inside the cube on the precise coordinates.  Unfortunately, it would be difficult even for me to activate the jump drive on the right spot."


     "And if we disabled the node?"


     "The Borg cube would lose many of it's functions, including regeneration and adaption."


     "Giving us a chance to kill it.  Data, transfer jump drive control to my emergency station."  Dale turned his seat slightly, a small control panel with a display moving into position.  The display activated, showing a 3D display of the cube, a small icon representing the location of the node.  The computer began feeding him telemetry on the change in relative position between the ship and the node, re-calculating the opening automatically to provide him as accurate as possible an opening to activate the generator.


     He ignored it.


     Dale concentrated, feeling the Force take over his hands.  His eyes closed for a moment....


     Data's sensors went alive with new information.  "The jump point is opening."  Explosions erupted on the cube's surface, power feedback destroying power conduits and igniting various gases present in the ship.  Immediately, the effects of the weapons being used against the Borg grew more destructive.  "The central node has been destroyed.  The cube's defense systems are offline."


     Dale turned to Picard, who was standing behind Data.  "Captain, I believe it's your turn."


     Picard, still hearing the voices of the Borg in his head, pointed out several sections of the cube to Data.  "Order the fleet to focus on those coordinates."


     "Doing so now, Captain."


     The fleet received the orders, and began pouring their respective firepower into the Borg cube.  The cube, defenseless to fight back, sat in space absorbing the punishment.  "Worf, have the fleet withdraw from the cube.  Dale to Engineering.  Thomas, activate the interphasic generator."


     "Interphasic generator coming online."


     "Ready A/HM cannon.  Fire when the fleet is clear."


     Worf complied.  Ten seconds later, bright yellow energy shined from the cannon and surged forward, penetrating the Borg cube with tremendous energy.  Explosions flared along the surface, the death blow struck.  As the cube exploded, a door along the side opened allowing a warship to fly out.  Dale noticed it immediately.  "Worf, lock weapons.  Lieutenant Paris, pursue."


     The turbolift door opened, admitting Ivanova, Sheridan, and Delenn.  "I'm glad to see you're all safe, John.  How are the others?"


     "Hura has some light burns, Lyta has a couple of cuts and scrapes, and Lennier is getting a head injury checked."  Sheridan frowned.  "Over half of our crew is dead."


     "I'm sorry, John.  I know how much the crew of the Defiant meant to you."


     "And the Defiant herself?"


     "Adrift, Susan.  But I'm sure she'll fly again."


     "John," Delenn pointed to the screen, "look!"


     "What is it, Delenn?"


     "That is a Drakh cruiser!"


     "Drakh?!"  Dale noticed the small cruiser continue to race toward Minbar.  "The former servant race of the Shadows?"  He was answered by a slow nod.  "But why are they with the Borg?"


     "Sir, the Drakh ship is forming what appears to be a temporal vortex."


     The bridge buckled for a moment as white energy surrounded them.  Ahead, the Drakh warship disappeared into the rift.  "Where the hell...."


     Delenn's face went white at the site on the screen.  "Look," she gasped.  All eyes turned to Minbar.


     The planet was dead.  Craters marked it's surface, the atmosphere destroyed, and the soil darkened.  This was a planet totally incapable of supporting life, unlike the beautiful Minbar Dale had seen many times before.


     "The radiation levels are consistant with detonations of nuclear weapons, apparently below the planet's surface near the planetary core."


     "What kind of weapon could create such destruction?"  Picard stared at the screen, aghast.


     "The Shadow Death Cloud, Captain," Sheridan explained.  "The Shadows destroyed several worlds supporting the Vorlons before the Battle of Corianna VI.  Had we not stopped them there, they most likely would have targeted Minbar."


     "The question is; How did the Drakh and the Borg get together, and what have they changed in the past?"


     "Sir, if I may," Data interrupted them, "the vortex is beginning to close."


     "Keep us on course, Paris."


     With the nightmarish ruins of Minbar before them, the Roddenberry-A entered the vortex.








     Thomas Jordan, aka "Jinx", looked out his visor into the vastness of space.  "Hey, do you see that Whitey?"


     "See what?"


     "That flash of light.  It couldn't have been a jump point, but...."


     A bright beam of energy flew by the uncompleted structure of Babylon-5.  Jordan dropped down.  "We're under attack!"  Who it is would be an entirely different question, he added mentally.








     "Picking up Drakh cruiser, sir.  Detecting weapons fire."


     "Ready neutron torpedoes for launch.  Lock on and fire at my command."


     "Locking on."  Worf viewed his tactical screen, which showed the Drakh cruiser under the targeting reticle which was now blinking red.  "Torpedoes locked."


     "Wait a minute!"  Sheridan pointed to the planet ahead of them.  "That's Epsilon III!!!!"


     "That's what they're doing.  Attacking B5 before it can be completed.  That's how they're changing history!"


     "Wait a minute...."  Andreys stood up.  "Notice that they haven't yet hit B5.  Yet they're within weapons range."


     "They're firing again!"


     Another salvo of fire recognizable as Borg pulse weapons flew by B5 and hit Epsilon III.


     "They're not here for B5," Sheridan realized.  "They're here to attack the Great Machine!"


     "Sensors are detecting contacts launching from the cruiser," Data reported.  Some Drakh fighters launched from the cruiser's sides, moving away from the planet and B5's unfinished structure.


     "Data, let me see their course," Sheridan asked, excited by a possibility that had just come to him.


     "Displaying now."  Data pressed some of the buttons on his console.  The screen changed to show the starmap of the local area, a red line following the Drakh fighters' course.  "They appear to be heading to an area listed on the starmap as 'Sector 14'."


     "The temporal rift.  They're going to do something to the temporal rift."


     "What temporal rift?"


     Sheridan sighed at Picard's question.  "The temporal rift in Sector 14 was used to transport Babylon-4 back in time a thousand years to the first Shadow War.  If they destroy that rift, time will be forever changed."


     "Well, your choice sir," Picard pointed toward the cruiser, which was now taking up a position on the other side of Epsilon III.  "Do we go after the cruiser, or the fighters?"


     "Why not both?", Ivanova asked.  "I mean, you do have fighters, don't you?"


     "Two wings of XB-30 StarRaptors," Andreys answered.  "But most are currently outfitted for short-range CAP duty.  We only have a couple of squadrons properly fitted for a long range intercept."


     "Well, I'll take out those two squads and we'll intercept them," Ivanova offered.


     "You do realize that flying a StarRaptor is different from flying a Starfury, Commander Ivanova," Dale warned her.


     "Of course I do, but if you've flown one, you've flown them all."


     Dale and Sheridan chuckled.  "Fine, I don't have a problem with it.  Do you, Captain Andreys?"


     "Not one," Andreys agreed.


     "Hurry it up, Ivanova.  You need to get going."


     Ivanova walked into a turbolift on the left side of the bridge.  "Paris, set a parabolic course to stay out of B5's visual range," Dale ordered.  "The Drakh are apparently going to leave the station alone, so we should too.  And keep the shields on full, with the anti-transporter jammers on constant emission.  We don't need unwanted guests trying to assimilate the crew."


     "Activating transporter jammers," Data responded.


     "Unnh...." Delenn fell to one knee, clutching her still-bloody head.  Sheridan rushed over to her, as did Dale.  "Delenn," Sheridan gasped, helping her to her feet, "are you okay?"


     "Let me take her to the medical center," Dale told Sheridan, helping to lift her to her feet and taking her over to the turbolift.


