From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Aug 17, 2001 12:16 pm
Subject: (story) A Time To Flee


Julie slowly lifted her head from Mike's chest and looked back at 
the open window from which Siras had made both an entrance and 
escape. She felt stupid... sure she had enough locks on the front 
door to keep an army out, but her windows...
She got to her feet and headed towards the open window. There she 
saw a trail of green blood, which spilled down onto her plush white 
carpet as well. Another thing to add to her list of things to do 
before she left for LA, have the carpet cleaned!
"I wonder if he'll come back," she thought aloud, putting her hands 
to her eyes and wiping the last few teardrops away. 
"Let's not risk it." Donovan picked up the phone and dialed. Julie 
stared at him in wonder as he spoke. "Yeah, have you got any rooms 
available?"
Julie let out a sigh and headed back to her bedroom where Amanda 
was stirring again and started her cries of uncertainty. Julie picked 
her up with one arm and started packing the diaper bag with her 
other. Amanda seemed to calm in her arms and started sucking at her 
neck, which made Julie giggle.
She heard a rap on the doorframe and turned to see Donovan. "Why 
don't you see if Hannah can lend you her car, maybe if whoever that 
is won't try to follow us," he said.
"Unless he's out there waiting," she said skeptically.
"I'll check it out."
"And leave me and her in here, alone. No thanks."
He went back out into the living room and waited for her return. 
She came with two bags.
"Better take the casserole to her too," she thought aloud.
"I beg your pardon," he replied.
"I baked a casserole for the funeral dinner tomorrow. It's in the 
fridge. You might as well grab whatever bottles are made up too."
"Yes, Ma'am," he saluted her and was off to gather her requests. As 
they made the last of their preparations Julie silently thanked God 
that Mike was with her again and there to protect her.




From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Aug 20, 2001 2:29 pm
Subject: (story) Last Respects

Gathered for final good-byes George Stewart's closest friends and 
family listened to the African American Baptist Preacher as he quoted 
the 23rd Psalm. George was being buried along side his wife who had 
passed on so many years before him. He left behind to cherish his 
memory a single child by the name of Lauren.
Slipping her hand into her fiancée Pete Forsythe's, Lauren sat on 
one of the ten chairs surrounding the casket. Her tummy gurgled in 
displeasure, as she had not eaten anything for two days. Her 
beautiful face was awash with tears and she took her hand back 
away from Peter's to wipe them away. She just wanted this to be over 
and done with. She just wanted to go back to bed. She just sought for 
privacy, but now it seemed that all of her emotions were being laid 
bare before the world.
"He maketh me to lie down in green pastures," the Preacher 
continued, as if not distracted by the sound of an infant crying 
nearby.
That infant was Amanda Parrish, and her mother backed away, so as 
not to disturb the group. She carried the infant over to a large oak 
tree and began to talk to her softly. Amanda's father, Michael didn't 
follow. He stood next to the old woman, Hannah Donnenfield and 
watched as the group moved forward to toss white lillies onto the 
casket. It had been so long since Mike attended a funeral, or at 
least a formal one. In war, the bodies were buried with little 
commotion. There were no flowers, no formal dinners. And one thing 
always remained whether in war or peacetime, the tears that were shed 
for the lost. Though he had barely known George, Mike sympathized 
with Lauren. For he too had lost his father not long ago, just before 
the Visitors first arrived. Patrick Donovan had died of liver 
disease, and little Sean Donovan had barely known him. Not that 
Margie had ever wanted Sean to know his paternal grandfather, for she 
was just as adamant about disregarding the man as Mike's mother 
Eleanor was. 
Then Mike suddenly began to realize the similarities between his 
mother and his ex-wife, both were filled with envy and lacked any 
trace of sympathy. It crossed his mind that he had done what most men 
do, gone and married his mother, in a sense. No matter how hard he'd 
tried he couldn't get through to Margie and then one day while on 
assignment in Laos, he'd been presented with that fateful letter...
Mike's thoughts were interrupted by the sound of that baby crying 
again. He turned to see Julie at his side and slipped his arm around 
her shoulders. Amanda was becoming relentless in her demands. 
"I think I better take her to the car," Julie confided.
"So soon?" asked Hannah Donnenfield who wasn't dressed in her usual 
blue jeans and Boston Red Sox jersey, but a flowing black gown as 
many of the women were. "Why don't you let Grandma Hannah take care 
of the Princess for a while?"
Julie nodded and gave the baby up, going after the diaper bag in 
the car. Mike occupied himself with expressing sympathetic feelings 
toward Lauren and Pete. He shook both their hands in turn. Then Pete 
took him aside.
"Hannah told us about what happened last night. If you're needing a 
place to stay I can get George's place cleared out for you maybe 
tomorrow. Its close to the hospital and its high security." Pete 
offered.
"Thanks, I'll talk to Julie," Mike replied.
"By the way, that's a cute kid you got there. A real chip off the 
old block."
"Thank you," Mike blushed.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Aug 21, 2001 11:18 am
Subject: A Touch of Reality


Joint post by Rosie and Wendy

Josh sleepily looked over at Sean as he tossed fitfully on his 
hospital bed and couldn't help hoping that whatever dreams were
tormenting his friend would end soon so that they could both get some 
much needed sleep. He and Sean had talked for what
seemed like hours before the procob withdrawals Sean was experiencing 
had eased off enough for his friend to fall into a fitful
sleep. Although he felt physically and emotionally drained from 
having to watch Sean go through such torment without being
able to help him anymore than what he was doing, Josh refused to 
allow himself to give into the comfort of sleep until he knew
that his friend had fallen asleep first.

Sean's eyelids fluttered as one image after another chased across his 
subconscious paused before his closed eyes. At first these
images were just shadowy images that seemed to take pleasure out of 
arousing his conscious just a little before fading away
and showing the next. Unlike the horrible images that had been 
haunting his subconscious ever since he had come to the
hospital, these ones weren't, in fact they seemed to depict some of 
the best times in his life...

His first image was of when he was about eight years old and his 
parents had surprised him with a new bicycle. He had only a
few weeks earlier learned how to ride his bike without training 
wheels and had been so proud of himself. Another image had
him and his dad playing baseball in the front lawn of their house in 
San Pedro, a year or so before his parents divorced. Then
there was one of him and Josh playing out front (after the Visitors 
had arrived) with Josh's new Visitor shuttle craft and figures. 
It was also the same day that his dad had arrived and presented him 
with the key to the mother ship.

The following images that swept over his consciousness became a 
little more scattered and although some were a little
frightening, those ones didn't last long before they were followed 
with more pleasant ones... He had a brief glimpse of a Visitor
breaking in their front door before another one appeared and he found 
himself being swept protectively into Diana's arms
after being chased. Another found him walking toward his dad down a 
darkened tunnel and feeling both elated and wary of
seeing him again.

It was during the last flash of images that something changed and 
fear and confusion settled over him. He found himself alone in
a corner of the schoolyard in Ojai, feeling despondent and alone. 
Then Josh appeared beside him, and Rei too. And suddenly
he knew that no matter what happened, he would never be alone again. 
Next he was at the Visitor Youth Corps headquarters
and Klaus had just congratulated him on his fighting techniques. 
Almost immediately this last image was followed by another
one of him and Rei standing over the body of a teenage boy. Fierce 
pride and accomplishment swept through him at having
dispatch such an unworthy opponent so easily and it was in that last 
feeling that the first realization of the monster he had
become swept over Sean and he awoke screaming,

"NO! NO!!"

Josh's eyes flew open he jumped up nearly breaking free of his 
restraints. "Sean, it's o.k. It's me." Josh said. "It was just a 
nightmare." Josh said. Sean shook looked at his friend. " I saw Rei. 
She was here. I just saw here." Sean said trying to recover 
from his nightmare. Josh closed his eyes tightly. If only that were 
true. If she were here his job would be a lot easier. Rei knew 
how to handle the detox. She trained herself to. Josh was always the 
weak one. The only reason why he was kept alive in the 
first place was that it guaranteed that they would stay in line. Josh 
looked at his friend who sat there shaking.

"Remember when we were in Ojai and we got into trouble and they 
wouldn't let your Dad come up for you birthday?" Josh 
said. Sean laughed "Rei showed up at 11:00 that night at are window." 
Sean said. "For the life of me I never understood how 
she could climb that shaky tree." Josh laughed. "She made us get 
dressed and climb down that tree." Sean said gulping 
beginning to regain control. "She lead us to the stables and we went 
for a midnight ride." Josh said. Sean nodded. "I never felt 
so free in my life it seemed like it was all so far away when we were 
riding huh? The Visitors, the war, everything." Sean said. 
Josh looked at his friend. "Everything except the three of us and the 
wind in our faces. We didn't get caught that night." Josh 
said. "Yeah but if we did it would have been so worth it." Sean said. 
Sean looked at Josh hopeful. "You think we'll find her 
Josh? I mean you think she's waiting for us?" Sean asked. Josh 
nodded. "I'm sure of it Bro. You know Rei she always had 
more faith in us than she did in herself." Josh said.

"Did you ever tell her bro?" Sean asked. "Tell her what?" Josh asked 
trying to sound like he had no idea what Sean was talking 
about. "Bro you never lied to me before why start now?" Sean asked 
staring at his friend Josh chuckled to himself. Sean was 
still the one person in the world that could read Josh like a 
book. "No man I never did." Josh said. "She thought about you a 
lot. When you were gone, the couple of missions we went on before I 
got transferred. She would cry I would ask her why 
and she said she would just put her head on my shoulder and say she 
missed you." Sean said. Josh looked down. "Don't worry 
we'll find her again as soon as your better." Josh said. Sean 
smiled. "All For One" Josh laughed trying not to cry of relief it 
felt as if his best friend had turned a corner. Josh for the first 
time in a long time felt hopeful. "And One For All."



From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Aug 21, 2001 9:42 pm
Subject: (Story) Even a Lizard Can Have a Change of Heart

The pillow was so close to Robin's face that Criti'Yan was certain 
she could sense its menacing presence. But Robin still did not stir 
from her slumber. The nightmare seemed to have passed because her 
features were once again serene and her moaning had ceased. 'Stupid 
girl,' he thought, 'tis I you should fear.'

Criti'Yan looked forward to this kill. It would be his crowing 
glory. 'This is for you, Briti'Yan.'

A voice in his head stopped him. 'No, Criti'Yan. The time is not 
right. Wait for it.' It was the cold, hard voice of Klaus, his 
mentor.

A battle of wills ensued. 'You don't control me any longer. I don't 
have to obey you,' he charged. But Klaus was gone.

'Criti'Yan,' another voice pleaded, 'if you do this now, you will 
never have a chance to get the others. Don't they deserve to die, 
too, for what happened to me? Kill her later, but have your fun 
now.' It was Briti'Yan. Only Briti'Yan could have talked him out of 
his bloodlust.

He knew they were both right. It had been his plan all along, but 
the excitement swayed him. He had to be careful. He was treading in 
dangerous waters.

Slowly, his killer instincts subsided, and he returned the pillow to 
its rightful place. He would have his chance, but it was not this 
night.

Robin stirred and opened her eyes to find him looming above her. Her 
mind still foggy from sleep, she opened her arms to embrace him.

"Love me, Colby," she begged. "Please love me."

Criti'Yan smiled, and his white teeth glowed in the darkness. "Your 
wish is my command, darlin'," he breathed...



PRIVATE
From: wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com 
Date: Wed Aug 22, 2001 11:20 pm
Subject: Leaving the cemetery



PRIVATE


PRIVATE



After the had come to an end, Mike and Julie slowly made their way 
back to the car they had borrowed the night before. Mike had kept his 
arm wrapped loosely around Julie's shoulders as they walked, liking 
the feel of her in his arms. Hannah had returned a sleeping Amanda to 
them a few minutes before and she now lay cuddled in Julie's arms. 
When they had reached the brown car that Julie had borrowed from 
Hannah the night before, he held open the door while Julie settled 
Amanda into her baby carrier and then slid in beside her. 

He had just closed the door and was walking around to the driver's 
side, when Pete approached him again. He had just seen Lauren to his 
car and had left Hannah with her, so that he could talk to Mike. 

"Are you going to go by the hospital today?" Pete asked.

Mike nodded. "I'm not sure when though. I don't like the idea of 
leaving Julie or Amanda alone after what happened last night."

"That's a good idea." agreed Pete. "If you do decide you want to go 
see Sean, then you could always leave them at our house. You're 
heading that way now aren't you?"

"Yeah. Julie thought you and Lauren would like some help with meeting 
people at the door and preparing the food." Mike answered.

"Well, I'll see you there. I better get Back to Lauren now." Pete 
told him.

The two men shook hands. Pete started down the driveway to his car 
and Mike climbed into his and started the ignition.

"What did Pete want?" Julie asked.

"He wanted to know whether or not I was going to go to the hospital 
and check on Sean." Mike answered as he drove out of the cemetery and 
headed in the direction of Pete and Lauren's house. 

"What did you say?" Julie prompted.

"I told him I didn't think it was a good idea for me to leave you and 
Amanda alone." Mike replied.

"I'm perfectly capable of taking care of myself and Amanda, Mike." 
Julie said.

Mike opened his mouth to argue with her, preparing to use the events 
of the previous night to make his point. Julie held up a hand to ward 
off any argument.

"What happened last night wasn't something either of us could have 
been prepared for and, if I recall correctly, it was me and not you 
who managed to chase the lizard off." she stated firmly.

Mike waited until he had turned onto the street Pete and Lauren lived 
on before replying. " Okay, you've made your point. I'll drop you off 
at Pete and Lauren's and then head up to the hospital. I'll take 
Amanda with me. It's time that she meet her big brother and maybe 
it'll help Sean."







From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 23, 2001 7:09 pm
Subject: Maggie's Musings.


After she had left Julie's house the night before, Maggie had headed straight
to the cottage in which she and Jillian lived. Since her chartering business
had steadily grown over the past year, Maggie had decided that she needed to
have somewhere to stay while in Manhattan. She had Jillian had become good
friends while the war with the Visitors were going on and Maggie had come to
think of her as a close friend. Not wanting to relocate permanently to New
York, because of her ties to LA and the resistance members there, Maggie hadn't
wanted to buy property. When Jillian had invited her to share her cottage with
her, it had been the perfect solution. The arrangement had worked out for
Jillian as well since she had just begun her residency at the hospital, was in
debt up to her ears from medical school and wasn't sure how she was going to
pay off her loan and have money to survive on.

Maggie pulled into a parking lot at the hospital and turned off the ignition.
As Maggie made her way toward the entrance to the hospital, she couldn't help
hoping for Mike's sake that there had been some improvement in Sean's condition
since she had seen him last. With the eminent threat of the Visitors return
hanging over their heads, the faster Sean was released from the hospital the
better. Time was of the utmost importance right now and she felt an urgency to
get back to LA and help the other Resistance members prepare for the attack,
but knew pressuring Mike to leave wasn't going to do either of them any good.
Mike wan't about to leave New York until Sean was able to accompany them and
she knew it.

She entered the building and set off across the lobby with a determined stride,
heading for the bank of elevators against the far wall. Once she reached them
she pressed the up button and waited almost impatiently for one to return to
the lobby floor and open. She got off on the second floor and headed down the
corridor toward Sean's room. At the nurses' station she spotted Jill giving a
nurse some instructions and waited until she was finished before approaching
her.

"Hey roomie, when did you get back. I saw your car in the driveway, but didn't
have the heart to wake you up." Jillian asked as they shared a brief hug.

"About eight or so. I took Mike and Josh Brooks straight to the hospital and
then headed over to Julie's. I kind of let a couple of things slip to Mike and
had to come clean about them before the two met up." Maggie explained. 

"Did you get things worked out?" Jill inquired.

"Yeah." Maggie said. "How's Sean?"

Jill's face turned troubled as she replied. "It's the strangest thing. He still
seems to be under the influence of both the conversion and the procob, fighting
against his restraints, yelling obscenities and threats like he was doing
before. When Mike showed up with that kid, Josh, he about went ballistic. He
didn't know Mike at all, but he remembered Josh clear as anything. Seeing Josh
with his dad is what triggered last night's violent episode, he assumed that
Josh was a prisoner and started screaming for somebody named Rei."

Maggie's heart sank as she heard the news. Poor Mike. He had finally found his
son after all this time and look what a mess Sean was in. Even after recovered
from the procob withdrawals and the conversion, Sean was never going to be the
same person he was before the Visitors had arrived and wreaked havoc on all
thier lives. 

"You think I should go in and see him?"

"It can't hurt anything. I'll go with you. It's time for me to check his stats
anyways." Jillian replied.

As the two women continued on down the corridor, Jillian continued. "He's been
quiet all night. That Josh kid had Mike go along with Sean's assumption that he
was a prisoner and had Mike tie him to a chair next to Sean's bed. I don't know
what he said or did, but Sean's been asleep for most of the night." 

Maggie nodded as they reached Sean's closed door. Jillian stepped in first and
Maggie followed her. Both Josh and Sean were awake and it was obvious to both
women that the two teens had been reminiscing about something, because both
were laughing hard when the two women entered the room. As Josh and Sean caught
sight of the two women watching them, their laughter died away, but not the
smiles on each of their faces. 

It was Sean's face that seemed to hold their attention the most, so surprised
as they were to see him in such good spirits. There was no trace of the earlier
animosity that Sean had exhibited on previous visits and his dark eyes were
shining with merriment. 

"Geez Maggie you look like you've seen a ghost. Lighten up, I'm not hurt that
bad." Sean exclaimed

All Maggie could do was stare back at Sean in open amazement and think about
how happy Mike was going to be.





From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 23, 2001 10:18 pm
Subject: (Story) The Morning After
PRIVATE


PRIVATE



Robin woke up slowly and stretched out her limbs. She had not felt 
so alive in months. She felt so warm and safe. Opening her eyes, 
she saw Colby asleep beside her.

He was also awake and studying her. 

"Good morning," Robin said, smiling.

Colby grinned and Robin was glad she was lying down. "Good mornin' 
to you, darlin'."

He leaned down to kiss her, and their lips met. After a few minutes, 
Colby pulled away.

"As much as I'm enjoying this," he began, "it's Monday, and I have to 
sell my truck."

Robin's hand covered her mouth, "Oh, yeah, I had forgotten about 
that."

"If that's a compliment, thank you."

She giggled, "We have a big day today so I better get dressed." She 
pulled her robe on and got out of bed. Then she disappeared into the 
bathroom to dress.

"A big day indeed," Criti'Yan echoed as she shut the door. He pulled 
on his clothes and wished for his uniform. He had not yet grown 
accustomed to human forms of dress.

Robin stepped out of the bathroom, all dressed and ready. Colby 
replied, "You look so beautiful."

"Thank you; you're not so bad yourself."

He shook his head, "I'll just be a few minutes and then we can sell 
the truck."

Robin nodded and Colby disappeared into the bathroom. She smiled. 
She was falling in love. He was so charming and handsome and she was 
going home. "Home," she said aloud. Home was at the ranch house 
just outside Mount Wilson, not far from L.A. It was her father's 
house, and, after the war, Mike had fixed it up and checked on it for 
her. He was nice like that; Julie should be lucky.

She was looking forward to seeing everyone again and saying good-bye 
to her old fears.

"A big day indeed."


From: "Rosie" <rosiepozie@qwest.net> 
Date: Fri Aug 24, 2001 1:06 am
Subject: Coffee and Condemnation



Rei sat at a table drinking a cup of strong coffee and smoking a 
cigarette. She heard Tyler barking orders to someone in the next 
room. Rei rolled her eyes. "Relax Old Man." She muttered taking 
another sip of her coffee. Rei thought about Jenna for a moment she 
wanted to thank her for coming to get her. But she couldn't find the 
words. Jenna had never given up on her. Rei was so used to keeping 
everyone at arms length she didn't know how else to be. Rei looked 
around making sure no one else was around and pulled out her plastic 
case holding her two pictures out of her back pocket. She traced the 
photo of her brother and herself. "She kept her promise bro. She's 
still watching out of me." She whispered. God she missed Kyle. Rei 
wiped the tears out of her eyes and quickly put the picture back in 
her back pocket. 

She closed her eyes and thought of Sean and Josh like she did every 
morning. She remembered the two of them busting into her room every 
morning, knowing she wasn't a morning person. They would jump on her 
bed singing their an awful rendition of "Good morning Starshine." 
Until she would get up. Rei remembered one time being ready for the 
two of them with a squirt gun. She also remembered that was the day 
they threw her in her shower with her pajamas still on. All their 
laughter and Rei's screams woke up the entire East Hall. By the time 
the headmistress came in she was dripping wet and the three of them 
had bathroom duty for two weeks. They said it was worth it though, 
like everything else they got in trouble for.

Just then, two people walked in laughing until they saw her. 
Immediately they stiffened and stopped laughing. Rei could feel the 
tension in the air. They poured their coffee and walked out. "It was 
nice talking to you too." Rei said overly sweet. They both looked 
back at her for a moment then kept walking. They knew who she was. 
They had heard what she had done. Rei stood up. Her hands began 
shaking as she took her cigarette to her mouth. Rei leaned against 
the wall and exhaled. They would never accept her. Why was she here?? 
She asked herself. Rei shifted back and forth from foot to foot. Just 
then Jenna walked in. "So met some of my colleagues needless to say I 
think they think I'll be murdering them in their sleep tonight 
because well let's face it Jenna to all of them, that's what I do 
right? Jenna who are we trying to fool?" Rei asked. "Do you really 
think they want me here? Do your really think this is going to work??"



From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Aug 24, 2001 9:10 am
Subject: (story) A Piece of Crap
PRIVATE


PRIVATE


Sitting on the black leather sofa in her studio apartment and 
watching the people gather in the next room to partake in friendly 
conversations, Lauren felt a cloud of tears covering her eyes. She 
wanted to stop crying, but the day was just too damned depressing for 
her. Seeing Julie approach with her infant, she straitened, wiped her 
eyes and forced a smile.
"Hi, sweetheart," Julie told her gently. "How are you doing?"
'How am I doing?' Lauren thought bitterly. 'Oh, what a stupid 
question!' 
"Fine," she said cheerfully. "How are you?"
Julie sat down next to her.
"Oh, we're fine."
"That was some scare you had last night," Lauren said 
sympathetically, though she didn't feel like sympathizing with anyone.
"I know you've had a rough time of it lately, but I really want to 
tell you it means a lot to me that you came today." She watched Amanda 
play with the buttons on Julie's blouse. "So how is the father?"
"Acting like a father, I suppose."
Lauren shrugged and shook her head, catching a hint of resentment 
in Julie's tone. "How's that?"
Julie hesitated to say anything more. She didn't want to add to 
Lauren's mental turmoil.
"Julie," she said, "You know I hate to say this, but you need to 
talk to people more. You can't solve life's problems by keeping them 
all in." Lauren realized that what she'd just said sounded a wee bit 
ridiculous, at this moment in time, coming from her and a lot like 
the lecture Pete had given her the night before.
"I know," Julie admitted. "I guess I thought in a way I'd have her 
all to myself, but now I see how much he cares for her..." she paused 
for a beat, "and me. And it’s just a bit too much. I don't think I'm 
ready for all that, you know."
"So technically, you two are not a couple...yet."
"Yet," Julie muttered. "I can't think about that right now. I think 
its more of a big brother, overprotective kind of thing," she giggled.
Lauren reached her hand out to Amanda who immediately grabbed it 
and started sucking. "What are you, a baby leech?" she 
giggled. "She's so alert. Where is dear old dad anyway?"
"Probably discussing the world series with Pete, in the kitchen I 
think," Julie answered.
"I have something for Amanda, a present I've been meaning to give 
to you for her. Do you care if I give it to her father?"
Julie shrugged having a feeling that Lauren was up to something 
mischievous. As Lauren went and retrieved the frilly wrapped gift, 
Julie waited in the kitchen. Only Mike and Pete were not discussing 
baseball as she suspected, but Sean's condition.
"My hero," Mike teased when Julie came in.
"You owe me your life," she gloated.
"Well, from the looks of things," Pete winked at Amanda, "I'd say 
you two are even now. I take it the princess is feeling better now?"
"Sociable as ever," Julie grinned.
"Actually, I wanted to repay Julie with a kiss, but I figured I'd 
already had one near death experience, why risk it?" Mike joked.
But Julie didn't get it, "What do you mean by that?"
"Oh, I don't know. You're kind of touchy," he said setting his 
martini down on the counter.
Pete said nothing, not sure if he wanted to hear yet another man's 
complaints on Julie's mental state, or how she was withdrawn from the 
male population in general. And just like her normal reaction to 
Maitland's ramblings, Julie gave her predictable rolling of the eyes.
Pete was surprised to find Lauren had joined them only moments later. 
She walked over and handed the package to Donovan.
"I thought you might want to open this, Daddy," she smirked.
"A present, for me?" he smiled.
"Oh, yeah," said Pete. "You'll just love it. I picked it out 
especially for you."
Mike noticed the wrapping paper decorated in pastel pink and blue 
handprints, shrugged and peeled it away to reveal a white cardboard 
box, suddenly that Christmas morning, "it's clothes" feeling came 
back to haunt him. Strange he would think of that now, as if he would 
prefer a toy instead. He took the lid off the box to stare down at a 
New York Yankees logo embroidered on soft materiel. He pulled out the 
sleeper and gazed at Pete muttering, "For me, huh? No child of mine 
will wear this... crap."
But it was all in good fun. Julie knew about the long held rivalry 
between Mike and Pete, and it felt like old times. Mike held the 
clothing out to his daughter and she seemed fascinated by its bright 
colors. "You like this?" he said sounding a bit surprised. "Well, 
okay, maybe just this once. But remember, kid... LA Dodgers all the 
way. Don't even think of rooting for the enemy."
Julie, Pete and Lauren shared the laughter. And Mike watched 
Julie's blue eyes stare back at him, full of happiness. He leaned 
forward, as if he was going to steal a kiss on the mouth, but went 
for her forehead instead. "I'll see you later. I'm going to head over 
and see Sean now."

From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Fri Aug 24, 2001 5:50 pm
Subject: (Story) Truth and lies [Part4]
PRIVATE


PRIVATE



Joint post by Bill and Jamie
----------------------------


Diana approached the conference room's entrance. The captain guarding 
the room approached Diana. "Commander, it's the star-child."
"What about her?" Diana replied. "She seems very distressed and is 
demanding to see you right away."

Elizabeth sat motionless in her chair. She appeared dazed and she 
looked a complete mess. Her tears smudged her makeup.
Diana didn't turn around to give her order, "Everybody out." The 
troopers left the room quickly. They were accustomed to jump when 
she gave the word.
Diana approached Elizabeth cautiously; she was unable to gauge her 
state of mind. Diana's voice was soft, almost a whisper, 
"Elizabeth?"

The star-child did not reply. Diana inched closer to her. She knew 
that Elizabeth was in shock. Slowly she sat in the chair opposite 
her, "I didn't think the video file would have such an profound 
effect on you..."

Elizabeth's eyes focused on the conference table, its shiny black 
surface reflecting her face. Then her eyes locked into the dark 
reflection of her face. She still remained focused on her own 
reflection as she spoke. It was much safer that way. Her voice was 
a sad whisper, and she sounded so defeated, so aged. The words came 
slowly, like she was in contemplation.
"Some truths are harder to accept than others, aren't they...?" She 
trailed off.

Diana remained silent. Elizabeth struggled to stop her voice from 
breaking into sobs. "Thinking that you are a child from rape is a 
horrible feeling... I didn't think anything could be worse than that, 
but I was wrong. I was very, very wrong, Diana..."

The conversation puzzled Diana. "What do you mean, Elizabeth...? I 
thought you would feel better knowing that you..."

Elizabeth cut her off. "No!" she shouted. Her voice was back to a 
whisper in the next breath, "I'm not talking about that..."
Impatience and exasperation filled Diana, "Then get to the point, 
Elizabeth. What are you trying to say?" Elizabeth loaded the file on 
the display screen and lifted her sorrowful eyes to meet Diana's. 
"This..." Diana walked over to the screen, and, as she read the 
contents, her mouth dropped slightly.

"Your little secret--Mother..." Elizabeth replied. She turned to face 
Elizabeth, her face showing obvious shock, "Mother?"
"Yes, or perhaps I should call you God instead?"
"I am no God, Elizabeth..." Diana's voice was quiet.

"No, you aren't a God. You aren't kind or forgiving," she trailed 
off and thought for a moment. "You are more like a devil, Diana, but 
the devil can't create life. He can only destroy it, and both you 
and he take such great pleasure in that, don't you!" It wasn't a 
question but an accusation and the star-child carried on. Her anger 
burning like a white-hot flame, burning stronger and stronger by each 
passing second.

Elizabeth was not finished, "Also the devil never tells the truth." 
She laughed bitterly, "My, you do have a lot in common. So tell me-- 
is all this a lie? Is what you wrote in your personal log true?"
Elizabeth demanded.

Diana's eyes darted away from hers. For a moment, Diana considered 
lying. 'There's no way out this time... What can I say?'
Diana's panic whirled through her mind. After a moment, she knew she 
had to answer... However, there was no lie she could tell... Her 
reply was slow and barely audible, "Yes... it's true..."

Diana's confirmation made Elizabeth grit her teeth in response. The 
pain of finally knowing the truth caused her hands to clench and 
unclench and her heart to tighten and race rapidly. Her hands 
gripped the edges of the table.

The star-child asked, "Why keep it a secret? Why let me find out like 
this? Why not just tell me?" Diana returned to her defiant 
stance, "What would be the point? Would it have changed our 
relationship?"
"I don't know, maybe if things were different..." Elizabeth offered.

Diana laughed in derision, "If things were different? You know 
that's not possible. I lost you a long time ago. There's no point in 
trying to change someone's mind after your enemy has poisoned it... 
You are one of them now."

Elizabeth was angry again at that, "They didn't poison my mind 
against you! I saw with my own eyes-- the suffering you caused the 
Humans... If I were in your custody, you would have only lied to me. 
You would have hidden the truth about your evil acts against
innocent people!"

"You haven't seen the suffering on this planet... People starve to 
death on Earth, because of the fanatical pursuit for profit; my 
people starve because there is nothing to grow, and little to 
drink... Now tell me who is more evil? The one who kills for 
survival, or the one who lines his pockets? That's the real question 
my dear! So don't you dare try to make me the "devil" in all this, 
because the things I do, I do for the survival of my people...
If it means I have to be ruthless and "evil", then so be it! I won't 
let anyone or anything stand in my way!"

Elizabeth was shocked at Diana's brutal honesty, but she was still 
unconvinced, "Can't you see that what you're doing is wrong? Are you 
so blinded by your ambition that you can't see what's really 
happening to both our worlds?"

"Everything is black and white to you, isn't it, Elizabeth? But it 
isn't like that in the real world..." Diana pointed out. 
"Life is nothing but shades of gray! You better learn that soon, 
because things are never that clear cut. You are young and naïve!
You have never seen true suffering, my dear."

"And just what is true suffering, Diana?" Elizabeth asked with slight 
sarcasm. 
Diana's rage erupted as she slammed her fist down on the table with 
great force, a force Elizabeth didn't think a woman of Diana's size 
could summon.
"What's happening down there!" Diana screamed. Diana's voice quickly 
changed to a frosty whisper. "That's true suffering, Elizabeth..." 
Diana's face was contorted with anger, her eyes betraying some of her 
real emotions. Elizabeth looked into them, and sensed there was 
something more to Diana's statement. It was as if she was reliving a 
past memory.

Diana headed to the entrance and nodded to a guard, "Take Elizabeth 
back to her quarters, we are through... for now." Elizabeth walked 
past Diana, but stopped abruptly. "I want to see what's really 
happening down there... Will you show me?" Diana nodded. "If that's 
what you want, Elizabeth..."
"Yes... and Diana... I want to see Kyle. I've got to see him. Just 
for a few minutes?"
Diana hesitated for a moment, "I'm not sure."
"Please Diana... I need him..."
Diana nodded, "I'll see what I can do." 



From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Fri Aug 24, 2001 7:35 pm
Subject: (Story) "Assurances"



Rei shifted back and forth from foot to foot. Just then Jenna walked 
in. "So I met some of my colleagues, needless to say I think they all 
think I'll be murdering them in their sleep tonight because well 
let's face it Jenna to all of them, that's what I do right? Jenn who 
are we trying to fool?" Rei asked. "Do you really think they want me 
here? Do your really think this is going to work??"
**********************************************************************
Jenna came in and stopped dead as Rei's barrage of questions hit 
her. She could see that the girl was visibly shaken. She gave a 
quick glance behind her and caught Polly and Daryian walking away. 
She knew that Tyler had probably told all of his team who Rei was. 
She had hoped that since she and Tyler where both connected to Rei in 
some way that they would cut her some slack, she could see she had 
been greatly mistaken. She sighed and accepted the cup of coffee 
that Rei stood offering her. As she took a sip she sat down at the 
table beside Rei and paused before answering the questions thrown at 
her. 
"You know Kyle once told me that he thought you where possibly more 
stubborn than your mom. She was a lovely lady Rei, I have only fond 
memories of her. But I remember her stubborn streak...it's what 
caused your biological father to want to break her. I don't believe 
he ever did, at least...not until he took you from her." Jenna 
sighed and set her coffee mug down and ran her hands threw her hair, 
she could remember how proud Camille Bates had been when she had been 
eight months along, she had sat one night and shown Jenna all the 
things she had bought for the soon expected baby. Jenna wiped away a 
stray tear and looked across the table at Rei who had grown silent 
and taken a seat to listen to Jenna's reverie. "Do I really think 
this is gonna work? Yes I do Rei...so long as you help make it 
work. You know that I'll never intentionally let anyone hurt you. 
Who are we fooling? No one...I thought long and hard about bringing 
you here and I think this is where you need to be right now. If 
nothing else Rei, I need you. Can you do that for me? You remember 
Galin? Rei I think he might have been getting ready to propose 
marriage to me right before Tyler called me here. I'm worried sick 
because I haven't been able to reach him. And at the same time I'm 
worried about you. I need you to keep it together. I'm here for you 
like I've always been, but I need to know I can lean on you when I 
need help, and I'm not just talking about a shoulder to cry on. I 
need your help with this..." Jenna looked around her, "..dump that 
Tyler calls an HQ. Can you do that for me Rei Rei?"
Jenna looked straight at Rei waiting for her answer, hoping that she 
wouldn't cause her "adopted" little sister to run again.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Aug 24, 2001 11:27 pm
Subject: A Visit With Sean

To Mike's surprise, Julie didn't put up much of an argument when he suggested
that he take Amanda along on his trip to see Sean. In fact it seemed to him
that Julie was a little bit relieved to not have Amanda to worry about for
awhile. He attributed Julie's relief more to her medical concern for Lauren and
wanting to help her, than wanting to have some 'mommy free' time. Either way
was fine with him because it allowed him some quality time alone with Amanda.
There were so many things he didn't know about her yet and he felt an urgency to
make up for the time that he had lost.

He reached the hospital a short time later and after parking, he got out of the
car and proceeded across the parking lot with Amanda in her baby carrier in one
hand and her diaper bag swung over his shoulder. A few minutes later found him
standing indecisively outside of Sean's room, wondering if it was such a good
idea for him to take Amanda into the room without first finding out how he
would respond to seeing him. As he was standing outside the door trying to make
a decision, the sound of voices reached his ears from within the room followed
closely by laughter. Any doubts he might have had were pushed aside as he
opened the door and stepped inside.

At the sight of Sean sitting up in the hospital bed, laughing and talking with
Maggie and Josh, a sudden lump formed in Mike's throat and his heart leaped in
his chest. The laughter that had permeated the room before he had entered,
faded away as three pairs of eyes turned toward the door and spotted him. With
his eyes locked on his son's face, Mike stepped further into the room and set
the baby carrier onto the floor beside the door, with a sleeping Amanda
strapped securely in it. 

"What's going on?" Mike croaked past the lump in his throat. "You guys having a
party and you didn't invite me?"

"Like we could have a party and not invite you?" Sean kidded, smiling at Mike.
"You would never let us hear the end of it Dad."

Mike's mouth dropped open in surprise and his eyes swung from Sean's face to
Maggie's. Maggie shrugged her shoulders in response to his unasked question.
Sean's complete turnabout was as much a mystery to her as it was to him. His
eyes swung back to Sean as he said,

"That's right and don't you ever forget it." 

Mike stepped cautiously toward the hospital bed, expecting at any minute for
Sean to turn against him once again, but eager to be near his son just the
same. When he came to a stop besides Sean's bed and Sean's disposition didn't
change, Mike leaned over and pulled his son into a bear hug and felt tears
spring into his eyes as Sean's wrapped around him as well. It had been too long
since he had held his son in such a way and Mike couldn't hold back the
feelings that swept over him. They stayed that way for several moments before
Mike reluctantly drew back and both Donovan men gained control of their
emotions. 

"You don't know how long I've been wanting to do that." Mike told Sean quietly.

"Probably as long as I've been wanting you too. Only I didn't know it until
now. I'm so-" Sean started, but Mike cut him off.

"Ssh, it's okay. We can talk about stuff later. What's important now is seeing
if you're strong enough to be released so we can go home." 

"Home?" Sean said, making the word a question. He glanced over at Josh, you
nodded imperceptibly at him. Sean took the hint and let the question slide.
There was no since in upsetting his Dad before he had too. 

"Yeah." Mike said, "But if you'd rather stay in the hospital I'm sure I could
arrange it for you.?"

"No!" Sean exclaimed loudly.

It was precisely at that moment that Amanda awakened from her nap and added her
protests to her older brother's. Mike, Maggie and Josh burst out laughing. As
soon as he had gotten his laughter under his control, Mike went over to the
carrier and lifted his crying daughter up into his arms.


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sat Aug 25, 2001 9:19 am
Subject: "Apologies"


Rei jumped up and ran out of the room. Jenna sighed and set her 
coffee mug down and followed Rei. Rei had stopped in the middle of 
the work out room. She went to the punching bag she had previously 
knocked down in the corner and began punching at it wildly. "IT'S 
ALL YOUR FAULT!!! YOU DESTROYED MY FAMILY!!!! IF YOU WHERE ALIVE I 
WOULD KILL YOU!!!" She screamed. Jenna ran her hands threw her hair, 
she could remeber how proud Camille Bates had been when she had been 
eight months along, she had sat one night and shown Jenna all the 
things she had bought for the soon expected baby. Jenna wiped away a 
stray tear and watched as Rei's fist went straight though the 
bag. Suddenly there was stuffing everywhere. Rei began clawing at the 
bag no longer able to control her anger. She threw pieces of 
the bag around the room. Screaming as she did.
**********************************************************************
Jenna stood helpless as she watched Rei's explosive temper 
flare...the girl was mad and she had a right to be. She watched as 
Rei finally stopped and slumped to the floor. Jenna crossed the room 
and sat down nearby. She wasn't sure where to start...she had 
assumed that Kyle had broken the silence and told Rei about her real 
mom and Nathan Bates, she had been wrong. Kyle wouldn't be happy 
with her when he found out. But for now she had no choice but to try 
to help Rei cope with the information Jenna had just given her. She 
took a deep breath and broke the silence...
"Rei, listen to me, I'm SO sorry that you had to hear this from me. 
I know Kyle would have been the one to want to tell you everything. 
So here's what I know to be truth. Your mom loved you more than 
anything else. That time when Kyle took you to see her? He was 
hoping desperately that she'd somehow snap out of it and recognize the 
fact that you where ok. That he had kept you safe from harm and that 
Nathan had been unsuccessful in keeping the two of you apart. In 
reality Nathan had lost his son. Kyle's a smart guy, he saw what 
Nathan really was. He loves you so damn much Rei, don't be angry at 
him for not telling you. He would have in time. You need to 
concentrate on the here and now. Are you listening to me Rei?" Jenna 
moved a little closer and reached out a hand to Rei, she wasn't sure 
that the girl would take it. So it came as a shock as Rei took the 
offered hand and held it close to her chest and bent her head. Jenna 
could still hear the soft sobs as they racked the girl. She moved 
closer and wrapped her arm around Rei's shoulders and hugged her 
close. "Oh Rei...I'm so sorry baby. You asked me something back 
there in the mess hall. Do I really think this is gonna work? Yes I 
do Rei...so long as you help make it work. You know that I'll never 
intentionally let anyone hurt you. Who are we fooling? No one...I 
thought long and hard about bringing you here and I think this is 
where you need to be right now. If nothing else Rei, I need you. 
Can you do that for me? You remember Galin? Rei I think he might 
have been getting ready to propose marriage to me right before Tyler 
called me here. I'm worried sick because I haven't been able to 
reach him. And at the same time I'm worried about you. I need you 
to keep it together. I'm here for you like I've always been, but I 
need to know I can lean on you when I need help, and I'm not just 
talking about a shoulder to cry on. I need your help with this..." 
Jenna looked around her, "..dump that Tyler calls an HQ. Can you do 
that for me Rei Rei?" 
Jenna waited for the young girl to respond. Hoping that just the 
fact that she had allowed the physical contact was a good sign.



From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Aug 25, 2001 9:35 am
Subject: (story) Priorities
PRIVATE


PRIVATE



Julie had been stunned by both Mike's kiss and his persistance on 
taking Amanda with him, but she'd protested to neither. The truth of 
the matter was, her lack of sleep lately was catching up with herr. 
It showed on her face as bags gathered under her eyes. She didn't 
dare sit down. For if she did, she knew she would be fast asleep. So 
she stood there in the kitchen, listening to the verbal exchanges 
between Pete and Lauren, and yawned every now and then.
"Someone's tired," Pete teased.
Julie gave him a smile but said nothing.
"You and me both," Lauren added. "Would you like something to 
drink? There's some Sherry-"
"No. No," Julie answered knowing that alcohol would only enhance 
her sleepinesss. "I'm okay."
"Well there you are!" exclimed Hannah Donnenfield with her eye on 
Julie as she entered the room. "I thought you and Michael had left 
already."
The old woman took a seat at the table. "Where's the lad?"
"He went, I stayed," Julie said softly.
"And took the child?" Hannah prodded.
Julie gave her a nod.
"I've been meaning to ask you, something." Hannah started to say, 
but didn't know where to begin. 
Julie thought for sure that Hannah was coming onto her wishes to go 
back to LA, and now was the time for confrontation.
Hannah, on the other hand, surprised her by asking. "Well, in spite 
of all the chaos, we need to decide what to do about Steven."
Steve Maitland was the last person who had crossed Julie's mind at 
this point.
"What do you mean?" Julie asked.
"Well, you were closest to him. Would you want to have some kind of 
memorial service, maybe say a Eulogy?"
After pondering it in her mind that was screaming, 'Hell, No!' 
Julie chose her words carefully. "Hannah," she whined. "I don't think 
I could stand up there and talk about him that way. Not now. You 
understand?"
Hannah's hand squeezed hers. "Did you ever love him, child?"
Sometimes Julie felt that Hannah was a second mother to her and 
this was one of those times, only she didn't feel like discussing 
what "Mother" wanted to know.
"A long long time ago," she forced it out, sounding annoyed.
"Do you care whether or not we have something for him? I mean-"
"Steven didn't know that many people here," Julie reasoned. "And I 
don't mean to sound selfish, but I don't think I can take anymore 
right now. But now that you're here, there is something I need to 
tell you."
Hannah made a face and leaned back in her chair. Julie sat down 
across from her.
"Michael wants to be with his daughter," Hannah guessed.
"He talked to you already?" 
"No," she sighed. "Its written all over the poor man's face. He 
loves you so. You know that, don't you, child."
Julie did't say anything, just stared back at her.
"What will you do in Los Angeles? You can't go out and fight. You 
have responsibility now."
"Play doctor, I guess," Julie shrugged. "I just don't feel safe 
here anymore. You've got to understand that."
"When will you go?"
To that question, Julie didn't have a precise answer, she only said 
what she was certain. "When Sean's well. I'm sorry about my contract-"
Hannah was shaking her head already. "You don't need to worry about 
that, dear. Winning this war has to be top priority so that we know 
Amanda and all those other dear little ones out there have a future. 
You do what you've gotta do, Juliet."
"Thank you," Julie said softly, then went over and gave Hannah a 
hug.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Aug 25, 2001 1:14 pm
Subject: Siblings

As his laughter died away, Mike went over to where he had set Amanda's baby
carrier, crouched down and after unfastening her from it, lifted his screaming
daughter into his arms.

"Ssh pumpkin, ssh." Mike crooned softly down at her as he walked back towards
the bed. He bounced Amanda lightly in his arms and patted her bottom until she
quieted down. 

It was only when Amanda's cries had dissipated that Mike noticed how quiet the
room had gotten. He tore his eyes away from Amanda's face to find himself the
focus of Sean, Josh and Maggie's attention. Both Sean and Josh were looking at
him in open astonishment, as if seeing him caring for a baby diminished their
masculine image of him. Maggie on the other hand was watching him with open
admiration in her eyes and for some reason her look bugged him more than either
Sean and Josh's did.

"What?" he said defensively.

His eyes went from one face to the other before he said anything else. When he
did he directed his question to Maggie. "You never seen a man hold a baby
before?"

"Not you, we haven't. It's just going to take some getting used to."Maggie
replied.

Sean spoke up finally. " Whose baby is it, Dad?"

At Sean's question Mike stepped over to the bed so that Sean could get a closer
look at Amanda. Josh moved to stand behind Donovan so that he could peer around
him and look at the baby as well. Mike took a deep breath. 

"This is your sister Sean. She's mine and Julie's."

Sean's eyes grew wide at the news. He gazed down at the baby in his father's
arms and felt his heart begin to melt. He had always wondered what it would be
like to have a younger sibling to play and share things with and now it looked
like he was going to find out. 

"What, um, what's her name?" Sean asked softly.

Mike's own voice was just as soft as he replied, "Her name is Amanda."

"Amanda." Sean said, liking the sound of her name on his tongue. "I like it. It
fits her. Can I hold her?"

For one brief moment Mike hesitated, unsure if letting Sean hold Amanda was a
wise thing to do. Even though it appeared to him that Sean was finally free of
the effects of the procob, there were other things that he had to consider.
Sean had after all been one of Diana's assasins while under her control and
though he was free of the procob, it didn't mean he was any less dangerous.
Still if ever he was going to help Sean overcome what he had done, he was going
to have to learn to trust him again. Letting Sean hold his sister would be a
first step in that direction and it wasn't as if he would have the chance to
hurt her with him, Maggie and Josh there to protect her.

Sean, sensing his dad's hesitation, said, "I don't know have to hold her if you
don't want me to. "

Mike caught the hurt in his son's voice and felt a pang of regret that he had
been the cause of that hurt. Sean had been through so much ever since the
Visitors had first made their appearance on Earth. Sean had been hurt so much
by the Visitors that it would be a wonder if he ever fully recovered and here
he was adding to it.

"Of course you can hold her." Mike said quickly.

"Hold out your arms. That's right, now place one hand under Amanda's head and
the other under her bottom." He instructed Sean as Amanda was transferred from
her Dad's arms to her older brother's. Sean maneuvered his sister into the
crook of his right arm, as if to leave his left free, but switched her instead
to his left so that his dominant hand was free. Both Mike and Maggie had caught
the significance of Sean switching arms and exchanged a brief glance over Sean
and Amanda's heads. As long as Sean continued to fight the effects of the
conversion the better off he would be.

Sean gazed down into the face of his infant sister and felt a swarm of emotions
rush over him as she opened her eyes and looked up at him. All the other babies
that he had seen before had never looked quite so perfect or pretty as Amanda
did. Fact is they all had looked liked wrinkled up Sharpei puppies when they
were this small, but not Amanda. Amanda was the most beautiful baby he had ever
seen and he was felt a fierce sense of pride at knowing that she was his sister
sweep through him. He made a solemn promise then to protect her from any harm,
even if it meant keeping himself away from her as well. Hurting her was one
thing that neither Diana or Siras was ever gonna make him do.


From: "Rosie" <rosiepozie@qwest.net> 
Date: Sat Aug 25, 2001 2:12 pm
Subject: Choices


Rei sat there shaking looking at the mess she created. All those 
times Kyle looked at her almost like he wanted to say something but 
didn't. A part of her felt as if she should be furious with Kyle but 
she couldn't everything Kyle had ever done was to protect her. The 
person he loathed was Nathan Bates. She wanted to destroy with 
precious city tear it a part piece by piece. She closed her eyes 
thinking to herself. "What good would that do. He dead you couldn't 
even enjoy the look on his face if you did." She thought. Nathan 
Bates, to everyone the world's biggest collaborator. Rei used to 
always say like father, like daughter. "At least now I know where I 
got it my heartlessness from. It's so sad Kyle use to tell me how 
Nathan was so disappointed with him because he was to much like his 
mother. The child he threw away was the one who turned out to be just 
like him." Rei said.

Rei said up regaining her composure. She had dealt with so much. The 
Youth Corps, the killings, Criti'Yan, losing Kyle and her two best 
friends. She could deal with this. "Pain makes you strong." She heard 
in her head in Klaus's voice. Rei shut her eyes and looked at what 
she had done. Slowly she began to pick up all the stuffing on the 
floor. "Ham isn't going to be very happy about this." Rei said. "You 
asked me a question. You asked if I would help. Do I think they will 
ever accept me? No, and now I'm beyond caring about it. I will help 
Jenna not because I believe in this cause or because I want Tyler to 
bark orders at me. I'll do because you asked me to. Because your one 
of the best friends my brother ever had, because you have always 
taken care of me and I owe you." Rei said her voice shaking with 
emotion. She put the stuffing in a bag and grabbed a broom in the 
corner. Rei stopped for a moment. "I'm um...sorry. I meant about 
Galin I know how much he means to you. I am sure you'll find a way to 
get in touch with him." Rei said feeling very awkward it had been so 
long since she had tried to comfort anyone it felt 
almost foreign to her. Rei began to sweep up the rest of the messed. 
She put the last of the stuffing the garbage bag, turned to Jenna 
and said "What do you want me to do next?" 


From: "JMacleod" <JMacleod@paonline.com> 
Date: Sat Aug 25, 2001 11:55 pm
Subject: Re: [v_resist_or_perish] (Story) "All Fired up...."



Jenna closed her eyes for a second… Rei's tone told her all she needed to
know...she had put up a barricade and God almighty wouldn't be able to break
through. She opened her eyes and saw Rei watching her.
"I'm hungry...how about you?" Jenna said standing and heading out of the
room and down the stairs toward Tyler’s voice and the noises below. "I also
need to talk to Tyler to see what his priorities are as far as getting this
place functional...so uh, lets grab some breakfast...or lunch or whatever
the hell these guys have and go from there ok?"
She saw rei nod as she followed quietly behind Jenna.

They raided the kitchen where Jenna found makings for BLT's and a glass of
milk. When they where done eating and had cleaned up, they made their way
outside to find Tyler and the rest of the crew. They found Pheadon first.

"You seen the Fixer?" Jenna asked as they walked toward him. He nodded
without looking up from a clipboard he was writing on and pointed around the
building. "Great, thanks for your help, we wouldn't want to strain you or
anything Phea." Jenna snapped walking past him and around toward the back of
the building. Jenna's snappy answer caused Pheadon to snicker, but he kept
working on whatever he was doing.

"Men, I swear if the world where run by women this kind of crap would never
happen. Diana and her cronies would have been running for cover instead of
getting ready to re-invade this planet." Jenna muttered as she and Rei
rounded the corner. They found the remaining members of the crew in the back
unloading a truck, Tyler stood at the head of the line helping the team
unloaded and distribute the boxes. Jenna stopped beside him and tapped his
shoulder.

"I need to know what you need accomplished first inside. Rei and I will get
started on whatever it is." She said as she watched him helping Daryian
with a large box.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Aug 27, 2001 2:25 pm
Subject: (story) A Place To Lay My Weary Head



As the hours wore on Juliet felt increasingly tired and longed for 
a bed or a couch where she might drift into a peaceful sleep. She 
helped Lauren dismiss the mourners and clean up after the buffet. It 
had been a long day. She watched Pete as he tidied up the living 
room, and accepted hugs from Mitchell and Sari. They were the last to 
leave and Julie was left waiting for Mike to return, which seemed 
like an eternity away. She wasn't sure if she could keep her eyes 
open for much longer.
Pete caught her trying to hide yet another yawn and said, "You know 
the couch is available. You look pretty beat."
"I'm," Juliet paused to cover her mouth and yawn yet again, "Fine."
"You don't look fine," he argued, brushing past her and heading 
towards Lauren who had her hands in the sink, washing dirt and grime 
away from a soiled pot.
"That's everyone, Sweetie," he told her, putting his hands on her 
shoulders. 
Lauren put her head down, squinted tears away and nodded. Pete was 
sure he heard a muffled sob as he turned away. He went back to her 
instantaneously, pushing her back away from the sink and gathering 
her in his arms where she broke down, and cried even harder. He put 
his lips to her forehead, and held her tight. He could almost feel 
her pain and agony and wanted to do nothing more than make her 
better, but knew only time could do that.
"I can't be strong anymore!" she said feeling frustrated.
"No one's asking you to, Babe. Why don't you go lay down and rest. 
I'll finish this," he motioned to the dirty counters.
"Why don't you take Julie home?"
"Donovan's coming to get her," he said softly.
Lauren lifted her head to look him in the eye. "Please?"
"It's okay," Julie volunteered, only able to imagine how Lauren 
felt. She'd lost her Grandmother nearly four months ago and had seen 
Constance shut the world, with the exception of Amanda, out. She 
gathered her purse and the gift.
Once in the hallway, Pete took Julie's arm, "I'm sorry she put you 
out like that," he said. "I know it must be hard for you to be alone 
under the circumstances."
"I need to be alone, trust me," was all Julie could say. They got 
to the ground floor via the elevator and walked to the parking garage 
across the street where Pete opened the passenger door of his truck, 
helping Julie step up into it.
It was nothing but a five minute ride to George's apartment down 
the street. Pete gave Julie an escort all the way to the third floor. 
It was strange bringing someone else to stay at his dead colleague's 
apartment, but he knew it had to be done, for her safety.
"I heard about you and Donovan going back to LA," he told 
her. "Make sure you remind my secretary to get Mandy's medical 
records at her next appointment. I think its next week if I'm not 
mistaken."
Julie nodded, barely able to concentrate on what he was saying 
because of her exhaustion.
He gave the apartment a quick once-over before leaving. Without 
hesitation, Julie laid down on the couch and fell fast asleep. And 
not long after that her mind began to churn with horrific visions...


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Aug 27, 2001 8:40 pm
Subject: Returning to a Temporary Home



Mike couldn't help but beam with pride as he
watched his two children interacting with each other.
A short time after Amanda had been transferred from
her father's arms and into her brother's. She had let
out a piercing wail that was even louder than the one
Mike had heard the evening before and continued crying
until a nipple had been placed in her mouth. Mike had
tried to take her from Sean in order to feed her, but
Sean had insisted on doing it himself. Mike had been
looking forward to feeding Amanda himself, but after a
moment he relented and handed her bottle to Sean. 

Amanda now lay quiet in Sean's arms, except for her
continuous sucking sound and an occasional sigh that
indicated that she was comfortable in her brother's
arms and enjoying her bottle. There was a fascinated
statement on Sean's face as he watched his sister eat
and Mike couldn't help thinking that his own face must
have looked the same when he had first set eyes upon
his daughter. It was during this time that
Mike thought how thankful he was to Julie for allowing
him to bring Amanda with him to the
hospital.

It wasn't that he felt it necessary to
ask permission of Julie to spend time with Amanda, he
knew she would never intentionally keep her from him,
but more that he wasn't sure yet of how comfortable
Amanda felt with him yet. Or how comfortable he was
with her as well.

It had been quite some time
since he had had to change diapers, burp a baby or
follow a feeding schedule and knew he was going to
need some time to adjust to it. Just like Amanda was
going to need time to adjust to having him care for
her as well. It seemed though that they were both off
to a good start.

Once Amanda was done eating, Sean reluctantly
relinquished his sister to Mike so that his dad could
burp her. When he was sure that she didn't have any
more bubbles, Mike changed Amanda and then re-settled
her back into her baby carrier. After promising to
come back and see Sean in the morning, he and Amanda
left. It didn't take him long to return to Pete and
Lauren's house, where Pete explained about taking
Julie over to George's house to rest. The knowledge
that Julie was alone worried Mike, but he didn't
let it show. As briefly as he could Mike explained
what had kept him so late at the hospital. Pete was as
astounded as he was over Sean's quick turnaround and
promised to check him over first when he got to the
hospital the following day. He gave Mike directions on
how to get to George Stewart's apartment, who thanked
him and left.


From: Zak S <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Tue Aug 28, 2001 9:52 am
Subject: [v_resist_or_perish] All work and no play....


"I need to know what you need accomplished first
inside. Rei and I will get started on whatever it is."
She said as she watched him helping Daryian with a
large box.

****

As Tyler struggled under the weight of the box that
Daryian and him were carrying, he decided that from
the lack of effort showing on Daryian's face, either
he had the heaviest end or he was getting too old.

He decided on the former.

"You need to know what to do next?" Finally putting
the box on the ground, Tyler tried not to pant too
obviously. "Just think of it like moving home Jenna,"
he siad, pointedly ignoring Rei again.

He mopped his brow on the back of his sleeve, and
watched Lathaniel almost casually throw a box over his
shoulder, that was slightly bigger than the one
Daryian and him had been carrying a moment ago.

Lathaniel strolled past, and placed the box on the
floor next to the other. Lathaniel caught his look,
"Hey, you always said I was only good a carrying stuff
boss man!" Lathaniel said with an idiotic tone of
voice.

Daryian laughed along with Phaedon, as he rounded the
corner.

"OK, here's the short list," Tyler said, emphasizing
the word short. "The medical lab needs clearing out
and cleaning. The armory needs all those boxes moved
onto rack on one wall. The kitchen needs cleaning and
sorting out. That bedding," he indicated a stack of
boxes in a far corner, "needs taking to the dorms. 
The bathrooms need cleaning and quite a bit of
plumbing too. The entire place needs to be rewired. 
I need multiple data connections brought in and
patched to the panel there. The heaters in the
entrance need installing. CCTV system needs to be
built, installed and hidden away. The whole place
needs to have explosives wired through it in case of a
rapid withdrawal." Tyler had almost run out of all
the things he thought needed doing when Phaedon
interjected.

"And more importantly, who's getting lunch?!"




From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Aug 28, 2001 12:25 pm
Subject: Intensive Care

Siras awoke with a start and the sense that someone was once again bending over
him and reacted to what he assumed was another one of Julie Parrish's friends
examining him. His dominant hand shot out quickly to grasp who it was by the
throat, only to instead feel a searing pain shoot through his arm and chest and
have the hand fall back listlessly to his side.

"He's coming around. Give him another injection." a reverberating voice said
close by and Siras only had a moment of wondering what kind of injection he was
going to get, when he felt the prick of a needle in his arm and fuzzy darkness
swept over him once again. 

Travis, a Sirian equivalent to an anesthesiologist, checked his wounded
commander's breathing and heart rhythm to see if it both indicated any signs of
irregularity then nodded up over at Solomon. 

"Good. I always knew the commander was strong willed and loved control, but
walking up twice from the anesthetic during delicate surgery is ridiculous.
Let's hope he stays under long enough this time for me to finish repairing the
severed nerves in his shoulder and suture him up." said Solomon, the resident
doctor stationed at the Youth Corps Headquarters. 

"I think the commander beats Supreme Commander Diana hands down on strong
wills. I've never seen anyone come out of anesthetic quite so quickly or with
their wits about them so. I don't suggest that we keep him under much longer
either, I've given him double the amount normally used for a man his weight."
Travis replied.

"I'm almost finished here. How he ever managed to get back to HQ with such a
wound and losing so much blood is beyond me. On top of it all he seems to still
be recuperating from an additional bullet wound to his chest. By the way the
wound is stitched up, it appears that a human doctor did it." Solomon said, his
hands working quickly and efficiently to repair the damaged nerves, before
suturing up the wound. 

"That explains why-?" Travis broke off speaking in mid-sentence as the
patient's body gave a sudden lurch and began to shake uncontrollably. Alarms
began to blare as the medical instruments monitoring Siras's breathing, heart
rate and other vitals began to go off at the sudden change in his body.

"His body's going into shock from loss of blood, lowered metabolism. We've got
to stabilize him!" Solomon cried out.

Doggedly the two officers set to work, injecting their injured commander with
several different medications to increase his immunity and raise his
metabolism, used electric pads to stimulate his heart and pumped more blood
into his veins until they finally got him stabilized again. Neither man spoke
again until after Solomon had finished suturing him up and Siras was being
wheeled down the hall and into a room where his condition would be monitored
carefully until he was out of danger.



From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Aug 28, 2001 1:33 pm
Subject: Returning the Princess to her Mother


With the directions to George Stewart's apartment imbedded in his mind, Mike
hopped back into the car with Amanda. It took him only about five minutes to
reach the blue with gray trimmed apartment complex and find the parking space
for number #50 on it. Within another couple of minutes, he was walking across
the green lawn and down the walkway between the buildings with Amanda, minus
the baby carrier, in his arms and her diaper bag slung over one shoulder. 

Dusk had fallen as he had navigated his way from Pete and Lauren's cottage to
the apartment complex and he was surprised to see no lights on in George's
apartment. Mike felt his heart quicken at the thought that something had
happened to Julie while he was gone, but he shoved the unwanted feeling aside.
He knew that he was letting his guilt over not having been able to protect
Julie from being raped and hastily clamped down on it. His feeling guilty over
something he couldn't have controlled even if he had been in Manhattan at the
time, wouldn't do either of them any good. All he could now was make sure that
nothing like that ever happened to her again. Besides Julie had proven to him
yet again at how capable she really was at protecting herself, Amanda and
even...him...from harm.

He remembered suddenly what Pete had said about Julie being exhausted and
realized that she must have gone right to bed after she had been dropped off.
He felt relief wash over him as he reluctantly knocked on the door. He hated to
wake Julie up from her slumber, but hadn't thought to ask Pete for an
additional key to the apartment. He waited a few minutes for Julie to open the
door, then knocked a little harder. After another few minutes, the porch light
came on and he heard the deadbolt slide free and then the door swung open a
little to reveal Julie.

Mike couldn't help grinning down at Julie as he took in her sleep tousled hair,
squinting eyes and rumpled clothing. Julie shot him a sleepy glare, then opened
the door further to allow him entrance. Mike entered the livingroom of the
apartment and heard Julie close and lock the door behind him.

"Where do you want the princess at?" Mike whispered so as not to awaken Amanda. 

Julie stifled a yawn and said, "On George's bed. She can sleep with me until we
move her crib or bassinet over here tomorrow."

Mike waited for her to lead him to the bedroom. Julie frowned up at him,
wondering why he was standing beside her and not taking Amanda into the bedroom
as he suggested. Then she remembered that Mike had never been to George's
apartment before and didn't know where to go. "Sorry, " she said sheepishly and
led Mike to the bedroom. 

After Amanda was settled into the center of George's bed and pillows were
placed around her to prevent her from rolling, Mike and Julie quietly made
their way back into the living room. As Julie began turning on lamps to light
the living room, Mike slipped out of his coat and made himself comfortable on
the couch.

"How did your visit go with Sean?" Julie asked. 

"Much better than I expected it to. Not only has Sean done a complete attitude
turnaround, but he remembers me and you and is thrilled at having a sister."
Mike told her.

"What? That's great Mike! " Julie exclaimed.

"Looks like we might be going back to LA sooner than we think." Mike began,
then paused as another yawn struck Julie. "We can talk more about this in the
morning. Why don't you get some sleep?"

Julie opened her mouth to reply, but instead of sound coming out of her mouth,
another yawn escaped. Julie giggled. "Some company I am I can't even stay awake
long enough to complete a sentence."

Mike grinned at her. Don't worry about. We're both a little sleep impaired
right now. We'll finish this conversation tomorrow."

"Good night." Julie said and left the living room.

"Night." Mike replied and settled himself into sleeping on a couch once again,
his last thought being how glad he was that this couch appeared to be used to
accommodating a man of his size.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Aug 28, 2001 10:11 pm
Subject: (Story) Wheelin' and Dealin'


 (Story) Wheelin' and Dealin'

Robin sat behind the wheel of her convertible and followed 
Colby in his truck to the dealership. It was a beautiful southern 
California day, and Robin was eager for them to sell the truck, check 
out of the hotel, and be on their way to the ranch house in Mount 
Wilson.

Colby glanced into the rearview mirror and waved at her. He 
had on sunglasses and looked very hip. She watched him pop a pill 
into his mouth and chase it with bottled water. Every twelve hours, 
his watch beeped and he had to take a pill. As he had explained to 
her, "I had a heart condition as a child and take these as a 
precaution."

Robin saw the dealership up ahead and followed him into the 
parking lot. After parking and shutting off the engine, she got out 
of the car and so did Colby. He walked over to her and carried 
papers in his hand.

"Why don't you look around and I'll handle this?"

She nodded, "But are you sure I can't sweet talk them into 
giving you a better offer?"

He grinned but said firmly, "I've got this under control." 
He walked away from her, and she began looking at cars.

Criti'Yan entered the dealership and asked to see Jim, the 
man he talked to on Friday. "Right this way, sir," a man guided 
Criti'Yan to Jim's office.

Jim stood up when Criti'Yan entered the room, "You're right 
on time, Mr. Edwards. Let me see your paperwork."

Criti'Yan had stolen the truck from a Matt Edwards. He 
handed Jim the papers, and the man looked them over. After a few 
minutes, he nodded. "Let's go have a look at your truck."

They stood up and headed to the parking lot. Criti'Yan 
caught sight of Robin flirting with a salesman. He shook his head.

Jim looked at the truck and motioned for a mechanic to pull 
the vehicle into the body shop and check it out. "Mr. Edwards, let's 
return to my office." Together, they went back inside and sat back 
down.

"It's in great shape, low mileage, only a year old," he began 
and wrote a number down on paper. "This is the best I can do." Jim 
passed the paper to Criti'Yan.

Criti'Yan read the figure and nodded, "That is acceptable to 
me."

The phone rang, and Jim excused himself. He listened for a 
moment and then hung up the phone. "Everything's fine. We do have 
that kind of cash here so we can take care of the fee here, Mr. 
Edwards. No need for a bank."

Criti'Yan smiled. His contacts had been right. This 
dealership conducted business under-the-table, and he would have no 
problems. The two walked to another office, and they gave him a bag 
filled with the money. He had done it. After thanking them, he 
walked back out into the parking lot. Robin was sitting in the 
passenger seat of her car. He opened the trunk and put the bag 
inside. Then he got in the car and started the engine.

"Well?" Robin asked impatiently.

"Fifteen thousand big ones, baby," Colby replied. 

Robin clapped her hands, "Wow!"

"I know," he leaned over and kissed her. "Let's go back to 
the hotel and check out." They drove in silence, listening to the 
radio. He would take care of the bill, while Robin packed their 
belongings.

The manager was on duty and Criti'Yan stood in line to see 
him. When it was his turn, he smiled at the manager and reached his 
hand out for the manager to shake. The manager took it and nodded. 
The manager was now $200 richer. The bill was settled, and Robin 
came down with their bags. She had the morning paper in her hands.

"Let's go home, Colby," she whined. He had had quite enough 
of that whine.

`To your home, not mine,' he thought. Aloud, he said, "Yeah, 
let's drive."

He got behind the wheel and she slid into the passenger 
seat. Colby pulled out onto traffic and headed west. Robin read the 
paper.

"Colby!" she yelled, almost causing him to have a wreck.

"Robin!" he yelled back at her.

"Sorry. Anyway, remember the bellboy? He's disappeared."

"Well, what do you know?"

From: Karin Osterman <karinosterman@telia.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 30, 2001 1:16 am
Subject: (Story)L.A.




Ulrika was soon in L.A. she did not fell well. She was scared fore Pierre,
but she must comeower thart feer, it?s not the firt time she have been in to
the fire and not the last time to, She was not happy over thart she have to
tell Robin the truth, how will she take it? Ulrika feel how the plane slowy
thent don to earth. At last, she did not like the flying very mutch. She
thent out off the plane then it landed in the airport and look fore a taxi.
She will take in to a hotel before she contact Robin. It?s was inporten,
Pierre was a dangers person and if he know thart she was here and will
distory his plans she will not been living long. He?s charming way will get
every girl on earth to fall in love with him and she hade been here before
with Daniel and Brian, she will be notice about they peopel she meet and the
will raport to the Vistoris and Pierre will know. Ulrika whent to a hotel, a
good hotel but not expenset.She took a phonenumberbook and start to look
fore the Maxwellfamily adress, to be shure thart the address she have was
the right one.Ulrika tolk one off the newpapper and start to read. Nothing
new. She feel hungri and order roomservis. Then it came, the women look at
her more and three times:" Do I know you?" she wonder. Ulrika feel how she
wanted to get down the floor and diseperd. "I think I have you seen you here
before, sometime before?" Ulrika smield nevers, "Maby frome a past
lifetime?" she said and triy to be funny.The women look at her agin:"Not
here, but somethere else!" she wispering and look at her with hard eyes."
You there with them, you ware a trater!" Ulrika look at the women to
reconice her but she culd not remeber her," I don?t know thart you meen, I?m
frome Europe, Sweden and I never been here in my life?" she had to lie to
get the women out of her room. "I remeber you. You was with thart
youthleader and his helper. I say thart was you, I remeber alway a face. I
see you try to rember me, but you will not, you did not see me." She smiled
at Ulrika. " I will tell my boss, if you not will tell me. We will not have
there friends here!". "I don?t know thart you meen? Maby is was someone how
look like me all people have someone hows look a like, maby thart. I have
never been here."Ulrika did not want to tell, becose if the women was a
informer to the Vistitors. She have learn a bit frome Daniel and Brian how
things work to find the enemy."Now will you go frome this room, I have to
call a inproten phoncall!" Ulrika said and hope thart the women will go
frome here. The women look at her with a dark eyes and she said nothing, she
want out and band the door hard.Ulrika look at the door and thating fore
the hoteldirektor or the Vistoris will get in. But now one came. Ulrika that
to the phone and called to the ranch, maby someone will anwer. No one come
to get the phnoe. Ulrika look at the phone and tryed Robins mobilphone and
now one anser. "Robin your life is in dangers, my life is in dangers, the
recestens is in dangers and your daugher is in dangers anser the phone.
Pierre is on his way and will find you. Pleanse aser. A ide come in to her
hand, maby Pierre have find her. Her heart beet faster, but Robin will be
dead now and it?s was nothing about it in the pappers. The Starchild mothers
death will get something in the newspapper, the vististors will thart and
Pierre. She hope thart Pierre have not find her.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Aug 30, 2001 2:35 pm
Subject: (story) Haunting Memories

Entering George's room ever so quietly, Julie pulled the blanket 
over Amanda's small form after lying her gently on the full sized bed 
she'd pushed up against the wall earlier. The new mother had no 
trouble falling back asleep as her body once again succumbed to 
exhaustion. It was after falling asleep when her real trouble began 
as her mind played its horrific imagery over and over, like a 
vicious cycle. 
The dream went something like this. It was the very night that 
Julie conceived her daughter. Only two days after the Visitors had 
left for good. Julie had been feeling guilty about letting Elizabeth 
go. She was nearly on the verge of tears and laid down to rest that 
evening when Hannah Dononnenfield called with the job offer. She'd 
taken the phone call in the kitchen at the fashion shop where the 
resistance had its base. The only other resistance member left, 
waiting to pick up the pieces of his life again was Mike Donovan. And 
he'd been going back and forth to meet with Philip to find out Sean's 
wherabouts. He was gone at this particular moment.
Indecision took over Juliet's mind as she hung up the phone. The 
opportunity for a carreer and to spend some quality time with her 
family were there. And the more she thought about it, there were no 
real reasons to stay in Los Angeles anyway.
Her heart skipped a beat as Donovan came in the back door, slamming 
a small, brown paper bag onto the counter. He was angry, and he 
didn't have Sean with him. It didn't take long for Julie to put two 
and two together. She didn't ask, avoiding eye contact with him.
"Go ahead and ask!" Mike stared back at her. "I know you want to 
know!"
Julie gathered her books from the table and headed out into the 
shop's main room. She wasn't sure how to answer him or if she should 
at all, for getting involved in his problems was the last thing she 
wanted to do right now.
"Or, you can tell me I'm acting like a jerk," he muttered self-
consciously.
She sat on the couch, finally asking, "What did Philip say?"
Donovan scratched his head nervously as he crossed the room. "Same 
old bull about Diana having Sean sent somewhere, he doesn't know 
where and he was 'sorry' he couldn't help because he had to go back 
to the home planet!" he yelled angrily.
'Whether you like it or not, you're involved now,' Julie told 
herself as her eyes quickly darted away from his and she bit her lip.
"I'm sorry, its not your problem," he finally admitted. 
For a short second Julie realized that this was the first time that 
they'd been alone in a long time and she hesitated for a few seconds 
before going over and giving him a hug. It seemed to catch him off 
guard, but then he squeezed her gently, resting his head on her 
shoulder.
"You know I'm here for you if you need to talk," she 
offered. "We're still friends, remember?" She added, hoping he 
wouldn't confuse her gesture for something more. Even as he nodded 
she could see that twinkle in his eye, which made her back away.
"Say, you wouldn't have plans for this evening, would you?" he 
asked politely.
"What do you mean?" she giggled.
"Well, c'mon. I'll show you." He took her by the arm and led her 
back into the kitchen, then emptied out the bag which he'd carried in 
to reveal two steaks, some potatoes, a loaf of garlic bread and a 
bottle of wine. "Compliments of our dear friends down the street. For 
our celbration of the war being over."
"Uh, huh," she murmured sounding a bit skeptical.
"What?" he asked.
She shook her head. "Well, being that I've been doing most of the 
cooking these past few months, I'd say I'm looking forward to being 
waited on hand and foot." She grabbed the bottle of wine and two 
glasses that were tucked up in a wooden cabinet...
Becoming more intoxicated as the hours passed, Julie had mostly 
listened and not talked to Mike about his "problems." When a Neil 
Diamond tune came on the radio, it was hard not to confront the past. 
And she found herself in his arms once again. They eventually ended 
up making love on the floor...
Julie dreamed and remembered well... when suddenly the vision 
changed, and she could feel could concrete beneath her, and something 
cutting across her chest. Even the smell of alcohol changed. It was 
more like... beer, and her lover was being very rough with her. Julie 
let out a scream as she began to recognize her surroundings. The 
smell of garbage nearby filled the air. 
"Shut up, woman," the man told her. It wasn't even Donovan's voice.
"No!" she cried. "Leave me alone... Please leave me alone!"

As Julie thrashed in her bed, Amanda was waken and started her 
fearful cries. Not long after that, the infant's father hurried in, 
turning on the light. Julie was still sleeping, but mumbling. And 
Donovan didn't know who to comfort first, her or Amanda. Amanda 
seemed to quiet down once she caught sight of him so he grabbed 
Julie, pulling her into a sitting position, this woke her, and she 
let out a scream of protest.
"Leave me alone." She tried to break away from his embrace, but he 
didn't let her go.
He realized that she hadn't opened her eyes yet. "Look at me," he 
ordered. "You're okay."
Recognizing his voice Julie obeyed the command. He let go of her, 
but remained sitting beside her as she started to cry. Again he 
grabbed her, pulling her to his chest and kissing her forehead.
"Do you want to talk about it?" he asked.
Julie shook her head, realizing that Amanda was still beside her 
and making soft whining noises. As she turned to look at her, she 
could see that Amanda was looking back at Mike and grinning up at him.




From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Sep 3, 2001 8:16 pm
Subject: Comforting Julie


Mike awoke to the sounds of Julie screaming, "No! Leave me alone...Please
leave me alone!"

He threw off the afghan he had pulled down over him and raced into the bedroom,
clad only in his boxers. By the time he reached the doorway of the bedroom in
which Julie slept, Amanda had awakened and joined her cries with her mother's.
Mike flicked on the overhead light and rushed over to the bed, hesitating for
only a brief moment over which one of his girls' he should comfort first,
before deciding Julie needed comforting more. Already Amanda's cries were
beginning to lessen and a teary smile to play on her tiny lips.

Mike grabbed hold of Julie and pulled her up into a sitting position, awakening
her into letting out another scream of protest. "Leave me alone!" She
struggled to free herself from his embrace, causing Mike to tighten his hold on
her. It was then that he realized that Julie still hadn't opened her eyes.

"Julie look at me!" he ordered her gently. "You're okay."

As if she had recognized his voice, Julie opened her eyes and stared up at him.
She glanced quickly to either side of her as if searching for something or
someone as the last vestiges of her nightmare faded away. Julie dissolved into
tears, covering her face with her hands as she broke down. Mike pulled her into
his embrace and held her as she sobbed, her warm tears trickling down his bare
chest. After several minutes had passed and Julie's sobs had softened into
gentle cries, Mike kissed her softly on the forehead and asked,

"Do you want to talk about it?"

Julie shook her head no, realizing that Amanda still lay on the bed beside her
and was making whimpering sounds. As she pulled herself out of Mike's embrace
and turned to look at Amanda, she saw that Amanda was looking up at Mike and
grinning. She smiled through her tears at Amanda, amazed again at how
unaffected her daughter seemed to be to the emotional upheaval her mother was
going through. Let her mother or father walk into the room and all of Amanda's
fears seemed to fade away. If only it was that easy for her own fears to
disappear as well.

She lifted Amanda up into her arms and softly began to croon a lullaby in hopes
it would lull the infant back to sleep. Just holding Amanda and feeling her
warm little body pressed close to her had a calming affect on her own emotions
and she felt her shoulders begin to loosen up a little.

She was vaguely aware of Mike sitting beside her and found his presence both
irritating and comforting. She knew that the irritation she felt toward him
stemmed more from her own insecurities and fears about men in general. It also
stemmed from the reality that she would eventually have to share with Mike
everything that she had experienced because of and since the rape. If ever they
were to be together again he deserved to know everything so that he could help
her through it. At the same time she was comforted in the fact that he was
there and that he seemed to understand that it was going to take her some time
before she was ready to commit herself to a relationship with him. Knowing that
Mike was willing to give her as much time as she needed, made Julie even more
determined to one day tell him how much he meant to her. 

Mike was silent on the bed beside her, struggling to control his own turbulent
emotions less they make him say or do something that Julie wasn't ready for. He
ached to hold Julie in his arms and chase her fears away, but somehow felt to
do would only frighten her further. He could only imagine what she must be
going through in the wake of being raped and having him here must be added
agony for her. He had been as surprised as Pete had been when Julie had
suggested that he stay with her, but later realized that she had done so in
order to introduce him properly to Amanda. Maybe it would be better for both of
them if he found somewhere else to stay while they waited for Sean to recover,
but the thought of leaving her and Amanda alone with that murderous lizard on
the loose alarmed him. 

"She finally went back to sleep." Julie whispered softly.

The sound of Julie's voice broke Mike out of his thoughts and caused him to
focus his attention on her once again. She was just lowering Amanda onto the
comforter and withdrawing her arms out from under her. Mike reached over and
drew a pink and white baby blanket over his sleeping daughter and tucked it
around her. Slowly he rose up off of the bed and into a standing position.

"Well I think I'm going to go hit the couch. If you need anything call me." he
told Julie and turned to head out of the room.

"Mike, don't go. Stay with me please. Just until I go back to sleep? "Julie said
hesitantly, hating how scared she still felt over a silly dream.

"Sure." Mike answered.

Mike turned off the overhead light and walked back over to the bed as Julie lay
down and drew the comforter up over her body. Mike settled himself on the floor
beside her and used the nightstand as a brace for his back. Almost tentatively he
felt Julie reach out a hand and lay it on his arm closest to her. Mike laid his
right hand over hers and when he didn't feel her hand withdrawn, laced his
fingers with Julie's.






From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Sep 3, 2001 9:51 pm
Subject: Re: (Story) Man on a Mission

After Elizabeth's screams roused Diana away from the bridge, Nigel 
was free to wander around until he found out something tangible 
about Elizabeth. He was worried about her. 'I just can't think of 
what Diana has planned for her now,' he said to himself.

Things just didn't feel right to him. Instinct warned him to keep 
his eyes and ears open. Something was about to change his life. 

Whenever he thought of Elizabeth in emotional or physical pain, he 
wanted to slay her dragons and rescue her from it all. He knew he 
could, but it would mean turning his back on his planet, his home, 
his career, his family, and Lydia. But he could do it--he loved 
Elizabeth that much. He could be her knight in gleaming scales, if 
she'd have him.

Nigel doubted very much that she would take him over Him. He 
couldn't say his name without bile rising in his throat. 'Kyle 
Bates.' But something was going on with him, Nigel just knew it. 
But security was so tight even Nigel couldn't learn a thing. And 
that had to mean that Diana was planning something. He had no proof 
and no one, certainly not Elizabeth, would believe him.

He had been doing a lot of thinking about his allegiance and whose 
side he wanted to be on when the war was over. His side might be 
the winning one, but at what cost to all their souls? That was a 
hard question to answer. 

Nigel had much respect for Philip and knew the rumors about him 
being a fifth columnist. In fact, Nigel believed them to be true. 
If the Inspector General found a way to do it, then he could, too. 
It would be easier if he only had his sister's blessing, but he knew 
that was too much to ask from Lydia. He understood that. She was a 
nationalist, a Sirian loyalist to the core and always would be. 

But her brother was another story. He would risk everything for 
her--for Elizabeth. He hoped and prayed to Zon that she felt the 
same way about him. He was truly a 'man on a mission.' His mission 
was to win her heart and stop his people from annihilating the human 
world. For Elizabeth, he would do anything...






From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Sep 5, 2001 10:23 pm
Subject: (story) Tears In The Dark



Joint post by Wendy and Tamie
******

Julie lay there in silence for a while with her left
hand draped over the side of the bed and holding
Mike's. She wondered what he was thinking. She
sensed that he thought no less of her in regards to her
trauma. But something about the thought of being
with him or any man again bothered her something fierce.
These past few months she'd avoided any direct contact
with men. From Maitland's nagging her to go out with
him, "just once", to the caring embraces she got
from Pete Forsythe and even her own brother, Jeff. And
even holding Mike's hand now made her nervous. 
She didn't want to be this way. She wanted to be
normal. And if she couldn't be normal, then she
wanted to present herself as normal to everyone else.
But she knew she didn't look normal, from her bout with
anorexia to the sadness in her eyes. Julie found
herself questioning Mike's feelings for her as she
thought to herself, How could you still want me?
Instead of asking him the question directly. She
felt the tears gather in her eye lids once again. As much
as she tried not to think about everything there was
that could come between her and Donovan, she couldn't
help it. It wasn't so much that she was sure she
loved him at this point. But it was more about her
realizing she needed someone to see her through this,
and until now, she'd been unwilling to let anyone in her
world of fear and terror, anyone who could possibly bring
her out of it...
Suddenly the silence was replace by Julie's sobs
again. And above all other thoughts, she repeatedly
asked herself, why she had asked him to stay with
her. She took her hand away from Mike's to wipe away
her tears.

Mike had been both surprised and a little bit
pleased at Julie's request for him to stay in the
bedroom until she fell asleep. It wasn't that he
expected things to change between them over night or
that Julie would simply be better the next day. It
was just that he knew how hard it was for Julie to
admit to having any vulnerability on a regular
basis, so to admit to having it now was a step in
the right direction for her. It meant that she
trusted him enough to let down her guard and
acknowledge just how scared she really was.
When he had felt her hand slide down the side of bed
and onto his arm, a sudden lump had formed in his
throat at the simple touch. Treading ever so
carefully so as not to scare her off, he had slid
his own hand over hers and intertwined their
fingers. He was just beginning to dose off when he
heard Julie let out a muffled sob and draw her hand
away from his. Mike rose from a sitting position to
his knees beside the bed and cautiously wrapped his
arms around her shaking form. He felt Julie tense up
at his initial touch and almost withdrew his arms
from around her, but then she relaxed ad he knew
that she was willing to take the comfort he offered
in the casual embrace.
He didn't tell her it was all right or beg her not to
cry, knowing that to do so would be to lessen his
pain and not her own. She needed to release all the
tangled emotions he knew she must be feeling and had
kept bottled up inside of her. Again he was glad
that she felt comfortable enough to break down in
front of him and was determined to not do anything
that would make her regret her decision to do so. He
held her tightly to him and listened as she cried,
feeling helpless over not being able to take this
horrible ache away from her. Mike felt tears dot his
own eyes as he thought of everything they had once
been to each other and wondered if they would ever
be able to get some of that back. Somehow he felt
that they would but knew it was going to be a long
time coming. 

Julie straightened a little, but still clung to
Mike like a
helpless child. Pulling her head away from his chest
she murmured. "I dreamt it was you."



From: "Karin " <karinosterman@telia.com> 
Date: Sun Sep 9, 2001 1:37 am
Subject: (story)the ranch

Ulrika look to the clook and she disaded to go to the Maxwells ranch. 
She know the way she have been there as a before. She hope thart the 
lady not have do nothing about her freat to her. She get her phone 
and call a cap.
Later she was on her way. She was nerves. She will tell Robin 
everything and she hope thart Robin will understand her. She toke upp 
her phone and called the ranch and nobody ansers. She will stay at 
the ranch to Robin get there. There could she be. Ulrika was very 
wored fore her. She didn´t know anyone in the resistens, but Maggie. 
She have meet Mike and Ham once, but she didn´t know there the ware. 
She could not say the dangers the was in. Plese, let not Pierre have 
find Robin if he hade she was in the bigerst dangers and the world 
to. Pierre was in revange to get his friends death.
Ulrika get a ide, maby Polly know something about Robin, but she 
didn´t have her phonenumber.
The taxi was on his way to the ranch. Soon the was there.
Ulrika notice the ranch and she notist thart nobody was there. The 
pay the taxi and want upp to the house. She was there.
She remeber there the key was. And she open the door and get inside. 
It´s was a she remember the ranch. And she want to the couch and hope 
she could sleep to Robin get there. 
She fall in to sleep, the came before the storm...




From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Sep 10, 2001 12:29 am
Subject: No Pity Parties Allowed





After Maggie had returned with the cheeseburgers, fries and sodas from
McDonald's she, Josh and Sean grubbed out. Sean was nearly ravenous with
hunger, eating two cheeseburgers and a large order of fries in a matter of
minutes. He chased everything down with long gulps of his icy coke and then lay
back against his pillow and waited until both Josh and Maggie had finished
eating. 

When both Maggie and Josh finished their food a short time later, the threesome
played another game of gin rummy before Maggie said that she was going to call
it a night and head home. She gave both boys hugs and again told Sean how glad
she was that he was feeling better. Sean's eyes grew moist at the words,
knowing that once he came clean to his Dad and the other Resistance members
about the things he had done, that none of them, including Maggie, would ever
speak to him again.

From his chair besides Sean's bed, Josh watched as a dark look crossed over his
friend's face after Maggie left. He waited for several moments for Sean to 
tell him what was on his mind, but Sean remained silent. Pulling his chair even
closer to the bed and directly into Sean's line of vision, Josh leaned forward
and said.

"What's wrong bro? Are you in pain? Should I get a doctor?"

Sean was silent for a few minutes more, then finally spoke. "No doctor can fix
what's wrong with me. Only a bullet can."

Shock flooded Josh's features at Sean's response to his questions. "That's not
funny Sean!" he told his friend sharply.

"Does it look like I'm laughing Josh? I didn't mean it to be funny." Sean
exclaimed just as sharply. 

"Then why did you say it? "Josh asked. "Talk to me."

Sean took a deep breath to calm the turbulent emotions that had swirled up
inside of him as Maggie was leaving. All the feelings he had for her and the
other Resistance members that were his dad's closest friends had suddenly hit
him after being dormant for so long. He hadn't even realized just how much he
cared for Maggie, Julie, Kyle, Elizabeth, Ham and Chris until the thought of
losing them forever hit him. He knew that such loyal, caring, honorable people
as they were would never understand how he allowed Diana and Siras turn him
into the monster that he was. Hell, he didn't even know how he had let it
happened and that was the hardest for him to deal with. 

"How can I go back to LA and face Ham and Kyle and Elizabeth knowing what I've
done? What I let Diana make me do? How can I look any of them in the eyes and
tell them that I killed Resistance members, some of their friends in fact?
What's worse is how am I going to tell my Dad? He'll disown me and I really
can't say that I blame them. I'm a killer Josh. A murderer and a monster. And I
don't deserve to live." Sean told him, breaking down into sobs.

Josh found himself struggling with his own tears as he tried to come up with
something to reassure Sean, but found there was nothing he could say. Sean
was going to have to deal with what he had done and get through it the best
that he could. Despite what he knew that Sean had done, Josh knew that he was a
good person who would never willing done the things that Diana and Siras had
brainwashed him into doing on his own. Sean was a good person and he would
fight anyone who said otherwise, including Sean himself.

"Oh no you don't Sean! I'm not going to sit in here while you have a pity
party! If you want to blame anyone for what you did, blame Diana and Siras and
all the damn lizards! It was they who are responsible for all the horrible
things that have happened lately and for the terrible things we've all done!
They brainwashed you Sean and drugged both of us! Rei too and countless other
kids they decided not to eat! So if you want to blame someone, blame the
lizards!" Josh told him heatedly, hoping that his words would have the desired
effect on Sean.

Sean stared up at him with tears streaming down his face. He couldn't say
anything for several minutes because of the sobs wracking his body. He really
didn't know how or what he had ever done to deserve such a loyal friend as
Josh, but he was grateful just the same. For Josh to be able to see pass the
terrible things that he had done and still stand beside him and want to be his
friend meant more to Sean than he could ever say. He was going to make damn
sure that Josh never regretted his decision to remain his friend.

When he could talk again, Sean said hoarsely. "Thanks bro, I needed that.
Promise me you'll always tell me like it is when I start talking stupid?"

Josh choked back his own tears and nodded. "You better believe it. Friends
until the end Sean. Remember? All for one-?

"And one for all." Sean finished clasping Josh's hand in his.
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From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Sep 10, 2001 1:55 pm
Subject: (Story) There's No Place Like Home



Robin grew excited as Colby drove through L.A. No other place 
would ever feel like home to her. Chicago certainly hadn't. 
Regardless of what had happened here to her, this was where her heart 
was. She was finally home.

Colby looked over and saw her smiling. "You're happy, aren't you, 
to be back home?" he asked.

She laughed, "You don't know how good it feels already!"

"Yes, I do know that feeling," he began. "I long to get back to my 
home as well." Melancholia filled his voice, and Robin ached for 
him. She reached over and patted his shoulder.

"Colby, you will go home soon. Believe that."

Colby drove on, and the two enjoyed a companionable silence as 
Robin saw familiar and unfamiliar surroundings. Things were 
different; yet, so much remained the same. Humanity had continued on 
after the Visitors departed and would surely triumph once again. 
They just needed a little more time. They would have it, right?

As they headed toward Mount Wilson, Robin worried about what she 
might find at the ranch. With a shudder, she remembered the scene 
that she and Kyle and walked into--dozens of lizards dead from red 
dust. But that was then. Shaking her head, she decided not to 
worry. Mike promised to watch out for the ranch, and Robin knew him 
to be a man who kept his promises. Unlike some people...

She showed Colby a side road to take. After a few minutes, the 
ranch came into view. It took her breath away. Mike had kept his 
promise. The ranch looked even better than it had before.

"Isn't it beautiful?" she asked.

He had to admit that it was. "Yes, it is." Colby pulled up in the 
driveway, and they disembarked.

"Even the air is crisper, cleaner here. I'm really home."

Colby got the bags out of the trunk and deposited them at Robin's 
feet. "Robin," he began, "I need a favor."

She nodded, "Anything. What do you need?"

"Well, I need to borrow your car. There are some things I need to 
take care of. I won't be long, I promise."

"Sure, go ahead," she replied. She reached up and kissed him. "Be 
careful."

"You know me," he grinned.

Robin's stomach flip-flopped, remembering another man in her life 
who had said the same thing to her. The man her daughter stole right 
from under her nose. She waved as he started the engine and drove 
away.

Sighing loudly, she gathered up the bags and started for the door. 
Mike kept the key under the "welcome" mat, she knew. But it wasn't 
there. Trying the door, she discovered it was unlocked. She opened 
it and peered inside. It looked okay. No dead lizards. So she 
walked in...
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From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Mon Sep 10, 2001 2:24 pm
Subject: "Home sweet home?"



*************************************************************
Tyler had almost run out of all the things he thought needed doing 
when
Phaedon interjected.

"And more importantly, who's getting lunch?!"
*************************************************************
Jenna snorted at Pheadon's question. "You've got two arms and two 
legs and may I add the keys to the jeep. So when you go, bring us 
back something will ya big boy?" Jenna said as she and Rei turned 
together from the men and disappeared back around the building. She 
heard Tyler and Lathaniel both chuckle at Pheadon as she went. She 
smiled at Rei and shook her head.

"So…I don't do bathrooms." She said with a laugh, "So how about the 
medical lab. We can clean it out and get the supplies stocked up. I'm 
half hoping my " Doctor/Knight in shinning armor will show up and 
help out and he likes his lab neat. So how about it?" Jenna asked 
Rei. "Then maybe we can wire the main room with the TV and security 
stuff.

Jenna flipped switches as she went waiting for Rei's answer. The girl 
was at the moment looking around her at the building. Jenna could 
pretty much imagine the type of thought that where going through her 
head as she reflected back on her first reaction to Pheadon's first 
tour of the place.

"This place is a dump." Rei said quietly. She looked around the lab 
and said. "However, I think we can start here. We don't want to 
disappoint anyone now do we?" Rei said rolling her eyes. Rei began to 
quietly sweep the lab. She looked down and saw tile. "Would you look 
at that." Rei said. "We've found the floor." Something about cleaning 
the lab gave Rei a sense of peace.
There was a beginning, middle and end to it. Unlike so many other 
things in her life. Before she knew it Rei looked up and the lab was 
almost shining. "What do you say the sleeping rooms next?" 

A few days past as Tyler's crew wired the entire power plant with 
security devices and a first rate sound system. Tyler was extremely 
careful and even though Pheadon seemed to think that Ham's choice of 
a new HQ was almost as unsinkable as the Titanic (Jenna got quite a 
laugh over that). Tyler took the time to set up a few different ways 
out of the building in case of a raid, he had said knowing Gooder 
he'd be picking over everything that Tyler had chosen to do. Jenna 
and Rei made runs into the city stocking up the food supplies and 
ammo at Tyler's demand. The few days of cleaning and preparing had 
given Jenna and Rei a chance at some piece. "The calm before the 
storm." As Tyler had commented to her late one night as they had 
shared a drink and quiet reflection of the past several days.

They where almost fully operational and the only thing that ate at 
Jenna when she had any time alone where thoughts of Galin. It had 
been almost two weeks since she had left her message to him on their 
answering machine at home and she was getting more worried with each 
day. "Please baby…be ok." Was the mantra that she repeated to 
herself as she tried to stay busy preparing the L.A. resistance's new 
HQ.


From: Zak S <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Wed Sep 12, 2001 7:09 am
Subject: [v_resist_or_perish] An HQ by any other name....
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Tyler was tired, there was no other way to describe
it. He relaxed in a chair at the base of the dam
after just having completed his final finishing
touches to the base.

Lathaniel was in the make-shift gym bashing away at a
body bag, Phaedon was finishing up the electrics to
the kitchen units, Polly was on the firing range, and
Daryian was driving the last load of rubbish to a far
away refuse tip.

Tyler was sipping on a tumbler of Bombay Sapphire. A
drink that Lathaniel had introduced him to, and Tyler
made a mental note to thank him and get a large case
of it. He had a pretty strong reason for thinking it
would come in handy.

The raid on the abandoned hospital had been a real eye
opener. No one could quite believe it. The Visitors
had never left!! The infiltration team had guessed
that there were easily seven or eight thousand of them
down there!

The Visitors had essentially built a mothership
underground. It couldn't be excavated and flown away,
Tyler was pretty sure about that, but some of the
technology they had down there far outshon anything
they had seen to date. There seemed to be some kind
of new laser rifle being constructed, Daryian thought
that it could even be fired on automatic!

They had barely gotten away from the base unseen. 
Tyler knew that they would find out that someone had
been on the grounds, due to the dead guards in the
sewer, the loading bay and a little way inside, but
the Visitors would have no evidence to think they had
got any further.

Tyler wasn't sure what was going on, and ideally would
have loved to have been able to stay in the base for a
while longer, but they feared capture and thought it
would be best to get away with what they had.

Tyler and his team were the only part of the
Resistance that knew of their findings and he had
arranged a meeting to discuss this and the new base in
2 days time.

The base had come together well. The reason he loved
the new base was that the Visitors would not be able
to believe the Resistance so stupid to bottle
themselves up in a dam. That would put them on their
guard or make them very arrogant, either way, the
benefits were huge. There were 14 different exits
from the dam, only 3 obvious (one at each side and one
in the middle). Tyler had rigged three at the base of
the dam, direct water exits. He had also tunneled
into a number of rainwater pipes and sewer lines. 
There were a few more secret exits too.

There was two of everything in the base. The dam had
basically been divided horizontally into two parts. 
The bottom half mirroring the top. Tyler had rigged
the top half with enough explosives to collapse it
without damaging the bottom section. Thereby, if the
Visitors found the base, they could give the
appearance of it being destroyed and still operate
from within. The chances of the Visitors thinking the
Resistance had that set up was next to none.

In actual fact Tyler had no intention of telling the
entire resistance of the 'sectioned base'. He figured
that a core of people should know, the rest shouldn't
for the Resistance's own safety, in case of capture.

Swallowing the last of the Bombay, he made his way up
the stairwell to find Jenna and the others. By the
time he got to the top he was out of breath, "Well,
it'll do be some good I'm sure." Tyler said thinking
about his team of young and strong puppies. He
smiled, it almost looked like one too.
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From: rosiepozie@qwest.net 
Date: Wed Sep 12, 2001 9:46 am
Subject: Sudden Hope



Rei sat on her bed a bit sore from all the cleaning she and Jenna had 
done. She looked out the window. For a moment she thought about 
Criti'Yan. She was able to forget about him for awhile. But somewhere 
inside she knew Criti'Yan would not rest until he found her. NO one 
had ever been able to prevent that from happening. Everywhere she 
went as a Youth Corps leader somehow Criti'Yan had managed to pop up 
making it look like a coincidence.

She thought about Josh and Sean. For the first time she felt a bit of 
hope. Tyler knew Donovan. Perhaps he had heard something? Not like 
anyone would tell her if they did. She was evil incarnate to most 
people. A cold-blooded killer. No one really knew why she had done 
all the things she had done. It kept Sean and Josh safe. She became 
so good at what she did they didn't use Sean as much as they did 
before. Rei made that choice a long time ago. No one not even herself 
would make her feel guilty about that. Besides for her it was to late 
for guilt. 

Rei pulled out her pack of cigarettes and lit one. She looked down 
and saw that her plastic picture holder had fallen out at the same 
time. She looked at the picture of the three of them together. 
Suddenly she felt something she hadn't felt in a very long 
time...hope. Maybe one day she would see them again. Maybe she would 
be able to do something with her life besides tournaments and 
enforcer work. Maybe she could have a normal life. Maybe...
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From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Sep 12, 2001 1:28 pm
Subject: Searching for Rei--Part 1



Criti'Yan drove away from the ranch without a backward glance. The 
truth was that he was glad to get some much needed peace and quiet. 
Robin Maxwell wore on his last nerve. 'I don't know how Brian ever 
stood it,' he thought. "She's too much for me to take," he admitted 
aloud.

He drove like he had been driving all his life and not for just a 
couple of years. Criti'Yan had grown rather fond of automobiles and 
admired the way the felt and moved. 'Almost like a hunter. Like 
me,' he thought.

Then he thought of Her. The human female that never left his mind 
or his heart, if he had one. Sure, he had used her to meet his ends, 
and she had used him too. All was fair in love and war. But there 
was so much more.

Sometimes he thought he had fallen in love with her. If he could 
love, that is. Maybe it wasn't love. Maybe he just wanted to 
possess her. To own her. To make her his. He ached to own her. 

His destination was the apartment where Rei sometimes stayed. A 
strange man by the name of "Muggo." "Now why would anyone want a 
name like that?" It puzzled him. All Sirians had names that meant 
something. His name meant "hunter." Briti'Yan's meant "warrior." 
He felt sure if he did encounter this "Muggo," he could disable him, 
if need be.

Once there, he parked the car in the front of the building. 
Ignoring the "no parking" sign. "Let someone mess with me. I dare 
them. Damn the no parking sign."

He exited the car and prepared to reunite with Rei...


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Wed Sep 12, 2001 6:28 pm
Subject: "The waiting game..."
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***Swallowing the last of the Bombay, he made his way up
the stairwell to find Jenna and the others.***

Jenna was busy finishing up the top medical lab when Tyler came 
in. She continued to finish loading some supplies into a cabinet, 
once she was done she closed the door and carried the empty box over 
to the corner where she tossed it down beside two others. Then 
turned to stare at him. He was looking around the room with interest.

"Nice job Mac." He said leaning against the nearest counter.

"Thanks...this was it. We're ready, well...as ready as we can be I 
guess." She said with a sigh. She crossed the room to the medical 
bed. It was steel, and reminded her of the ones in her OBGYN's 
office. She hoisted herself up and sat, feet dangling over the 
side. 

"So...who do you plan to tell about what we found out on the hospital 
raid? Gooder, I would list as a given. Ahh, but what if he brings 
Julie Parish back? You gonna be as up front with her?" She asked him 
with a look of interest.

"That who he went to collect?" Tyler asked her gazing at his empty 
glass as he evaded her question.

"I think so, he never really said. Well at least we never got around 
to discussing it. He just said he was going out of town and he'd 
find us when he came back. Why?" She asked him swinging her legs 
back and forth.

He watched her, a grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. He 
suddenly realized how much of a kid she looked like with her hair in 
a ponytail and jeans and a sweatshirt on. If he didn't known her he 
would peg her for about eighteen. He shrugged and shoved away from 
the wall. 

"The Science Frontiers raid went well Phaedon told me." He said 
crossing the room comming to stand in front of her. He watched as 
she nodded.

"As well as could be expected." She raised an eyebrow. "What did he 
have to say?" She asked, sudden suspicion lacing her voice.

"Nothing much." He said with a grin. "By the way, I hear you owe me 
ten bucks." He said.

She rolled her eyes and spat, "I do like Bloody Hell. Make Donovan 
pay it." 

He gave a quick chuckle and then, "You expecting your doctor 
friend?" He asked watching her face. 

She shook her head and he could see the concern written there, "I'm 
not sure, I'm hoping." Was all she said.

They both fell silent, listening to the building settle around them. 
Finally, she sighed and hopped down from her perch. "I'm 
hungry...you coming?" She asked as she flipped off the light switch 
leaving him standing in a dark room. She giggled as he heard him 
yell, "MACLEOD!"
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From: Zak S <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Thu Sep 13, 2001 4:10 am
Subject: Re: [v_resist_or_perish] "The waiting game..."
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Finally, she sighed and hopped down from her perch.
"I'm hungry... you coming?" She asked as she flipped
off the light switch leaving him standing in the dark.
************
Catching her up, Tyler walked along beside Jenna
observing the activity of people stocking up the rooms
and clearing away rubbish.

As they reached the entrance, Tyler noted that they
should create five or six stage switchback of walls. 
That would essentially slow people down as they
entered, enabling the cameras to gather their info,
and the guards to prepare for any necessary response.

"I quite fancy a few of those Tempura and salmon
handroll thingies," Tyler said, "You up for that?"

"Oh, and we need to buy a few small birds and a cage
too," Tyler continued.

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Thu Sep 13, 2001 10:09 pm
Subject: 



***"I quite fancy a few of those Tempura and salmon handroll 
thingies," Tyler said, "You up for that?"

"Oh, and we need to buy a few small birds and a cage
too," Tyler continued.***

Jenna glanced at Tyler like he'd lost his mind. "Birds and a 
cage? What the hell for?" She asked as she accepted the keys to the 
jeep from Pheadon and followed Tyler out to the parking lot. She 
climbed into the driver’s seat and buckled up. As she waited for his 
response.


PRIVATE


PRIVATE


From: Zak S <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Fri Sep 14, 2001 3:13 am
Subject: Re: [v_resist_or_perish] Birds but no Bees




"I quite fancy a few of those Tempura and salmon
handroll thingies," Tyler said, "You up for that?"

"Oh, and we need to buy a few small birds and a cage
too," Tyler continued.

Jenna glanced at Tyler like he'd lost his mind. "Birds
and a cage? What the hell for?" She asked as she
accepted the keys to the jeep from Pheadon and
followed Tyler out to the parking lot. She climbed
into the driver’s seat and buckled up. As she waited
for his response.

********

Tyler looked at Jenna, the scowl deep, "Have you ever
noticed how birds go ape when Visitors approach? I'm
going to set a few cages up in the entrance and also
ensure that there is always adequate food for local
birds outside. Think of it as a biological early
warning system."

He turned to Phaedon, "I need you to get some plans
together or a zig zag entrance, 4 or 5 tiers, concrete
block structure with steel bolted to them. You can do
that?"

Phaedon rolled his eyes, "Do flies fly? Are you ugly?"

Tyler smiled, "Draw it up funny boy."

"Let's go Mac. Stomach thinks my throat's been cut,"
Tyler said, pushing back in his seat, trying to relax
while Jenna drove.

PRIVATE


PRIVATE


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Sep 15, 2001 10:35 am
Subject: Holding Onto Julie.





Mike wasn't sure that he had heard what Julie said correctly. He could have
sworn she had said that 'she dreamt it was him' but that couldn't be right. She
had obviously been having a nightmare so he couldn't see how she would have
thought he had been in it, unless she had dreamed that he was killed or
something. Either way he wanted to know, but wasn't so sure it was a good idea
to question her and make her drudge up something that had upset her. Finally he
gave in to the temptation to ask her.


"What do you mean Julie? How did you dream that
it was me?


Julie felt the muscles in her throat contract with pain as she swallowed,
trying to find the words. "It was that night when we were together, but then it
wasn't you. I don't know," she stammered, balling
her fists in frustration. "I dreamt it was you that hurt me..."

Shock coursed through Mike's body at Julie's words, followed closely by pain
and hurt. How could Julie even think, let alone dream that he could hurt her in
such a way. He fought to keep his voice calm and filled with no recriminations
for what she had said.

"I would never hurt you like that Julie. I'd rather die first." he told her,
hating that he had to defend himself against her in such a way. 


"I know," she said softly, and looked up at him. "I don't know why I would
dream something like that. I know I'm not afraid of you."

Mike felt relief flood over him at Julie's words. He didn't know how he would
have handled knowing that Julie was afraid of him. To some extent he knew that
she had to be frightened of him because he was a man, but not of him
personally. He wished he knew of a way that he could help her more, but guessed
that him being here was enough for now. if Julie needed anything more he was
sure he would figured out. He didn't expect her to ask knowing how independent
she was, but in this case he hoped she would.

Again, Julie wiped her eyes and moved away from him slightly. She gently picked
up Amanda, moving her closer to the wall, and put a second pillow in the middle
of the bed, then she laid down and patted the mattress with her left hand, a
signal that she wanted Mike to stay with her for the evening.

Hesitantly Mike climbed onto the bed beside Julie and stretched his long frame
out. He was afraid to do anything that might scare Julie more than she already
was, yet wanting to comfort her in anyway she would let him. He kept his arms
close to his sides, though he longed to wrap her petite frame in them and hold
her close. 

Julie lay beside Mike feeling both frightened and happy at the idea of Mike
being so close. She yearned to have him wrap her close, but at the same time
was scared he would do it. She knew that after what she had just told him that
Mike wouldn't attempt to touch her unless she signaled to him some way that it
was okay. With her heart hammering in her chest, she reached over and drew his
arm upward so that she could snuggle under it. She lay her head onto his
shoulder and closed her eyes, trying not to think of him so much as a man but
simply as Mike. Thinking of him as Mike the man who loved her and would never
hurt her seemed to have a calming affect on her emotions and she found herself
relaxing against him.

Mike's started hammering in his own chest as her tentative touch sent shivers
down his spine. After so long apart it was amazing at how such a slight touch
as her reaching out to his arm and drawing it upward affected him. Better still
was the way her petite body felt pressed up against his. Mike hastily clamped
down on the desire filled feelings Julie was unknowingly eliciting within
him. He would do nothing to scare her away from him. He felt Julie snuggle into
the crook of his arm until her head rested gently on his shoulder. Carefully he
brought down his arm and wrapped it, loosely, around her and closed his eyes.
Just having Julie in his arms again was enough to make him content.



