From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sat Sep 15, 2001 10:04 pm
Subject: "Birds of a feather & raw fish?"

Jenna pulled the jeep into Tempora's parking lot and turned off the 
motor. Tyler had been hungry enough that he wanted to eat before 
picking up the birds. As she sat in the booth across from him 
sipping her glass of water and waiting for their orders to arrive she 
finally had the chance to tell him what she had been thinking from 
the first time she had seen the new Headquarters.

"You’re certifiable, you do know that?" She said matter of factly.

He smirked. "Alright Mac, I've been waiting, let's hear it."

"A dam...what in the bloody hell where you thinking?" She hissed 
across the table. Tyler only shook his head and thanked the waiter 
who delivered their food. He took a large bite of a handroll and 
chewed for a moment before answering her.

"You have to admit it's a good hiding place, we'll be right under 
their noses and they'll never even see it."

She sighed as she took a bite from her plate. After a few moments in 
silence as they both ate she spoke again stating the obvious for 
Tyler she knew, "Donovan's gonna have a cow." She said staring 
across at him.

"And you're point is?" He asked her.

Jenna rolled her eyes and they finished their meal in silence. Forty 
five minutes later she stood in a small pet shop in downtown L.A. 
strolling the isles looking over the different types of birds. She 
continued to come back to a large cage filled with Lovebirds. As 
Tyler came to stand beside her she looked at him and smiled sweetly, 
then folding her hands in a prayer like position said, "Pleeasse 
Dad? Can I have them?" She batted her eyelashes while she looked at 
him imploringly. 


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Sep 16, 2001 9:29 pm
Subject: (story) Moving Forward



Pete Forsythe walked down the hallway on Sean's floor. A few days 
had passed since George Stewart's funeral, and Pete was finally 
getting back to his normal routine. He stopped at the nurse’s desk to 
find out the latest on Sean. The lad still remained in a civil state, 
no attacks on the staff, although he did give signs of emotional 
instability every now and then. And yet Dr. Forsythe wondered how 
long he could keep Sean in a hospital that was on a tight budget, and 
didn't like charity cases that much these days.
Entering Sean's room moments later, he found the youth sitting up 
in bed and playing a game of cards with his buddy, Josh Brooks.
"Good afternoon, guys," he smiled.
"Hey," Sean looked up at him.
"I hate to interrupt... Who's winning?" said Pete, removing his 
steth from his neck, and sitting on the edge of Sean’s bed, down near 
the foot board.
"Me, of course," Sean boasted.
"Only cause you cheated," Josh teased, taking his seat beside 
Sean's bed.
Pete smiled as he went about his business, pulling back the covers 
from Sean's leg and unwrapping the bandages to check for any signs of 
infection.
"I still can't figure out where I know you from," Sean told him. "I 
mean you look so familiar. Were you friends with my Dad before the 
war?"
Pete shook his head.
"Sean," Josh gasped, slugging him in his right arm. "I can't 
believe you don't recognize his name... Pete Forsythe, c'mon!"
"What?" Sean demanded.
The doctor continued his work, double checking Sean's heartrate, 
satisfied with the results. Sean continued to stare at him.
"That baseball card you traded away to Jenny, remember. You wanted 
that Fernando Vanzuela rookie card and got fifty bucks for it?" Josh 
hinted.
"Yeah, so."
"So who was on the card you gave to Jenny?"
Sean shrugged, not realizing what this had to do with 
anything. "It’s history, bro?"
"He's history, former third baseman for the New York Yankees... 
duh!"
"Pete... Forsythe," Sean said softly in disbelief. "AW! No way."
The doctor nodded.
"Aw, man! I'm sorry I traded that card away. My dad had this thing 
for the Dodgers, man."
Josh started laughing in his seat. "Yeah, and after you traded it 
away, Pete got MVP of the year... ain’t that so, Dr. Forsythe?"
"Well," he replied, "Now that you mention it, it was me. But enough 
about me. How are you feeling?"
Sean shrugged. "Okay, I guess."
"Do you feel okay enough to go home?"
A certain concern stood out in Sean's mind, he could barely get the 
words out. "When will I be able to walk again?"
Pete stood up and stretched his long, slender legs. "You'll need 
crutches for about five more weeks or so. If you stay off of that 
leg, it should heal just fine."

From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Tue Sep 18, 2001 4:27 pm
Subject: (Story) Planting the seed



Diana began to work through the reports from the section leaders of 
the mother ship. As she began reading the first report, the display on 
her desk bleeped, the communications officer's image appeared on her 
display. "Commander, your prisoner has arrived. What are your orders?"
"Take him to the detention level. Security is to be high with this 
prisoner, make sure no less than five men are assigned to escort him."
"Understood, I'll inform security."
"Tell them I will meet them there, Diana out."

Leaving the transport lift, Diana soon reached the detention level. A 
mass of troopers waited outside the surrounding area of Kyle's 
detention cell. She spoke to the troopers who escorted Kyle "You're 
dismissed." They filed out, leaving only the troopers assigned to the 
detention block.
She spoke to the trooper guarding the door of the cell, "I'll be a 
few minutes. Wait outside."
The trooper nodded diligently, "Yes commander." 

Kyle got up from the small bunk, the buzzing of the opening door 
alerting him.
The cell was small, and the lighting was dimmer than it was in the 
corridors outside.
Diana smiled as she greeted her new prisoner. Kyle smiled 
back, "Diana." The door closed behind her, as Kyle approached Diana 
slowly. He spoke quietly, "I've missed you... I couldn't stop 
thinking about you since that day..."

Diana suppressed the urge to smile. The conversion's effect seemed to 
be strong, stronger than she had imagined for a single session in the 
chamber.
However in the back of her mind, she knew the conversion was rushed, 
and even though the new technique used made conversion swifter and 
move effective, a subject must have a second conversion session, to 
eliminate any resistance that might linger within the subject's mind. 
Diana knew the conversion still hung on a knife-edge, but she didn't 
have a choice. A second conversion would be risky, as getting him 
back to the chamber would be nearly impossible. The corridors filled 
with various personnel, now that the mother ship was being readied for 
the voyage to Earth. 

"Really Kyle?" Diana replied, forcing a surprised tone.
He moved even closer, close enough that Diana had to look up to see 
his face.
His voice was soft, "Yes." Slowly, he gripped her shoulder and slowly 
drew Diana even closer. His other hand caressed her chin. Slowly he 
angled Diana's face toward his. He began his advance to meet her lips.
Diana spoke softly, "What are you doing Kyle?"
"Isn't it obvious? I want to please you."
"Why?"
"I said I was yours Diana... And I meant it." He resumed his advance. 
"No Kyle." she backed away from him.
Kyle's face expressed his concern and growing frustration.
"I need you. You've changed everything around for me. Everything is 
so much clearer... I've had time to think and I know my future is 
here with you!"

Diana turned her back to him, and began to calculate the consequences 
of rejecting his advances towards her. 'If I back away it could harm 
the conversion... It's too still too early... If I don't show him the 
affection he craves, it will cause a conflict within him. Damn it!'
"Please Diana, don't push me away. I know you feel the same way... 
You said I wouldn't be alone anymore." 

Diana turned back to face him, "You won't be alone Kyle, I made you a 
promise, and I will never go back on that." She moved nearer, 
extending her arms to hug him. As her arms wrapped around him, she 
could feel the warmth of his body. It was a strange, but pleasant 
sensation to her. After a moment they kissed. As they began to get 
deeper into it, Diana recalled the last time they had kissed. The 
thought made her tighten her grip on his arm. 
Kyle had made a fool of her on that day, letting Mike Donovan and Ham 
Tyler escape from her clutches at the prison camp. 
With her anger rising, she pushed him away. She knew she had to keep 
it from escaping. Kyle may have let her most troublesome adversaries 
escape, but now he was the key to their recapture, or better still 
their deaths.

"What's the matter?" Kyle asked.
"This isn't right..." 
"It feels okay to me... what's bugging you?"
"Elizabeth."
"Elizabeth?" he spoke her name like he was recalling a distant 
memory. "Look, I loved her... but she's in my past now, just like 
everything else."
"You're wrong! She's your future Kyle." Diana stated firmly.
"She was my future Diana... but I want nothing to do with my past... 
and that includes her!"

"One can never ignore their past, Kyle. Before you can move forwards, 
you must resolve everything in the past. If you don't the past will 
catch up with you."
"I understand Diana, but what is there to settle?"
"Your ties with the resistance for a start. They are a threat to your 
future Kyle. You know they are my enemies. If we are to have a 
future, then they must be stopped."
"I won't let them destroy our future Diana, I'll do whatever it takes 
to stop them."
Diana smiled, "Then we have much to discuss..."

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Sep 18, 2001 10:50 pm
Subject: (Story) No Mercy--part 1



Nigel walked briskly down the corridor. He cut a striking figure 
clad in a blue ceremonial costume specifically for swordplay. He had 
a practice scheduled and the costume was not required. However, 
Nigel insisted on wearing it anyway.

Inserting his key into the double doors, he watched as they swung 
open, revealing an exercise facility/recreation room for the 
Sirians. Many an eye raked over him in wonder. He had escaped death 
at the hands of Diana, after all, when he was almost sacrificed at 
Ramalan. Of course, Nigel liked to think the stares were also in 
appreciation for his extreme good looks--he was quite proud of his 
pseudo-skin.

Seeing his instructor, Jason, on the far side of the room, Nigel 
walked toward him. Jason was deep into a conversation with Oswald. 
Nigel groaned aloud. That was one lizard who grated Nigel's nerves. 
The two saw his approach and greeted him.

"Well, well, well," Oswald began, "if it isn't the wonder boy 
himself, dressed rather sharply I must say."

Nigel returned with "Oswald. Jason. I don't have time for games."

Jason started to speak but Oswald interrupted him. "Touchy, 
touchy," he remarked to Jason in a stage whisper. "I think it's that 
Elizabeth, you know."

"Oswald, would you like to be my opponent today?"

Oswald smirked, "Well, as much as I'd like to see those big muscles 
of yours flex, I have things to do. Experiments, don't you know."

"By all means," Nigel insisted, "don't let me keep you."

Oswald shrugged, shook his head and rolled his eyes at Jason. 
Then, he moved on. Jason turned to Nigel. "You're in a bad mood 
today. In fact, you seem to be in a foul mood all the time, lately."

"Why do you think I'm here? To chat?" he laughed. "I'm here to 
play."

Jason smiled and nodded. "Very well," he paused. "I've got just 
the person to be your opponent today. Are you willing?"

Nigel smiled. He couldn't care less whom he would fight. Just as 
long as he did fight. Blood surged in Nigel's veins. He would let 
it all out today. 'No mercy,' Nigel thought. 'Whoever it is.'


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Sep 19, 2001 4:48 pm
Subject: (Story) A People's Suffering



Joint Post by Bill and Jaime

Diana was busy reading through a report sent by the Head of 
Engineering. As she was halfway through it, she was interrupted by a 
schedule reminder on the screen. She activated the intercom. "Get my 
shuttle ready; I'm heading down to the surface with the star-child."

"Yes, Commander".

"Inform the troopers guarding the star-child to bring her to the 
shuttle also."

"Right away, Commander."

Diana left her office and proceeded to the shuttle bay.

When she reached the landing bay a few minutes later, preparations 
were complete. A pilot greeted them as the group 
embarked. "Commander, it's a pleasure." She nodded and returned a 
smile. Diana and Elizabeth took seats behind the pilot and the two 
guards sat behind them.

The shuttle pilot began the engine start-up procedure. "What is our 
destination, Commander?" He
asked, still busy pressing buttons on the control panel. 

"We are heading to sector 21."

The pilot was so sufficiently disturbed that he stopped the start-up 
procedure. "Section 21, Commander?"

"Yes, that's what I said..." Diana remarked impatiently.

"Of course, Commander, I just wanted to confirm the location." He 
resumed his work.

"I didn't think we would be going today. Wouldn't it be better to 
start in the morning? It's going to get dark soon." Elizabeth said. 
She had had enough surprises for today and didn't know if she could 
withstand more.

"If we went in the morning, we would not last very long, Elizabeth."

"What do you mean?" the star-child inquired, looking Diana directly 
in the eyes.

"That side of the planet gets very hot during the day. The ozone 
layer on that side was destroyed many years ago. As a result, 
radiation exposure is also a threat. However, the radiation drops to 
safe levels
around this time."

"Shuttle 00913A," a voice came over the radio, "You are clear for 
departure." The pilot acknowledged and directed the shuttle towards 
the entrance. He advanced the throttle. The
shuttle's speed increased as it headed out of the landing bay.

Elizabeth had only briefly glimpsed the land of Sirius IV, although 
she had vague recollections of
the topography. Recalling the time one year ago when the Leader was 
due to arrive, she remembered Philip working with her and receiving 
messages from the Leader. She saw visions from millions and millions 
of cycles ago-the history of the inhabitants of Sullam Voe, their 
victories, defeats, glory days, and days of darkness. 'Could Diana be 
right?' she thought wildly. 'Were the Sirians as stricken as Diana
suggested?' Although it didn't justify the invasion of Earth and the 
killing of millions of innocent
lives on Earth, at least it was a strong motive.

Diana was puzzled over Elizabeth's silence but decided it was 
probably for the best at the moment.
The shuttle touched down in sector 21, and Elizabeth took a deep 
breath. The guards disembarked first
and helped Diana down and then Elizabeth. Diana watched the star-
child closely to gauge her reaction
to the surroundings.

Elizabeth took one look around her and gasped. It was similar to the 
deserts of the southwest--dry,
hot, and stifling. Hearing and seeing the shuttle approach, Sirians 
came out of their hiding places. They wore tattered clothes, and 
their bodies showed signs of starvation, exhaustion, and a loss of 
hope. Many were covered in sores. Their scales were dry and 
cracked. The moist, shiny green scales, which Elizabeth was used to 
seeing, were faded and worn.

The guards ushered the people away. Elizabeth turned to Diana, and 
Diana read the question in her sorrowful eyes. "Yes, Elizabeth," 
Diana began, "All over our planet, my people suffer this same thing. 
Some are better off than others. Our planet is dying; our people are 
hungry and dying. We need Earth for survival... Your survival, 
Elizabeth."

Elizabeth shuddered, "I understand your people are suffering, Diana, 
but it doesn't give you carte
blanche to kill humans." 

Diana interrupted, "I disagree. The instinct for survival overrides 
any sense of morality. No matter
how advanced we may believe we are, we are all animals underneath. 
When your life is threatened,
you must do whatever it takes to survive." 

"Animals don't have to wrestle with their consciences, but I think 
your people will... I
respect your people for wanting to end the suffering, Diana, I do. 
But not this way... Maybe
the humans can share what they have."

Diana laughed in derision, "Share? That was our first option-- 
believe it or not-- but we knew little about Humans at that point. We 
soon changed our minds once we discovered "Human nature". They can't 
even share food and water amongst themselves... much less help us, 
Elizabeth. Invasion was the only
logical option left open to us."

An elderly visitor approached the guards, "Please, help us! Have you 
any water?" Diana waved her hand to one of the guards. The guard 
handed the old man a water bottle. He snatched it away from the guard 
with great speed, hastily twisting open the cap. He gulped the water 
down quickly, tipping the water bottle from above his head. His jaw 
extended to capture every last drop of precious water. As his jaw 
extended, he cried out in pain, his scales cracking around his jaw. 
His skin was so dry it made it impossible to keep his jaw extended. 
He poured some water onto his hand and rubbed the moisture around his 
face to re-hydrate his scales. Elizabeth's heart ached for him and 
for the rest of the Sirians who were suffering just as he was. 
After finishing off the remaining water, his eyes widened as he soon 
realized that Diana and Elizabeth looked different.

He directed his question the guards who didn't wear the Human 
pseudoskin. "What species are they?"

Diana answered him, speaking Sirianese. "I am Sirian, the girl with 
me is a Human, externally at
least. She is half Sirian."

"If you are one of us, why are you are wearing that mask?" the old 
man asked, staring even more closely at them.

"We are the first alien species that the Humans have encountered. We 
wear these masks to make us more visually pleasing to them."

"I see--are they here to help us then?"

"Not as such, old man... Tell me, how long have you been without 
water?"

"It must be a week or so."

"What happened to the weekly ration?"

"It was stolen from us by some group. They have weapons... We are 
helpless to stop them..."

Diana sighed, "Some things never change..." Diana said in English.

"What did the old man say?" Elizabeth wanted to know.

"He said he has been without water for a week. Apparently there is a 
gang who is stealing the water from them."

"I gather there isn't any law enforcement, right?"

"Yes... Everyone is out for themselves here. Only the strong survive, 
the weak depend on the charity of others. But charity is as rare as 
water out here."

Diana turned to face Elizabeth, "You see Elizabeth, this is my 
home... I'm one of the lucky few who escaped this place."

"You lived here?" Elizabeth asked in a surprised tone and saw Diana 
in a whole new light. 

Diana nodded in response, "Maybe now you understand me a little 
better now?" Elizabeth nodded. 

Elizabeth recalled Diana's words she said seconds before, 'Only the 
strong survive.' It defined Diana's character perfectly. Her will to 
survive was stronger than most. It also explained Diana's quest
for power. "Why doesn't the government do something to help these 
poor people?" Elizabeth asked, already knowing the answer.

"Because the government put them here. They consider these people to 
be a drain on resources. Anyone deemed useless to the Lleader's cause 
is sent here."

Elizabeth was disgusted, "I've seen enough, Diana," Elizabeth 
announced. "I want to return to my quarters and rest." Diana nodded 
and motioned for the guards to escort them back into the shuttle. 
Elizabeth took her water bottle and placed it into the elderly 
Sirian's hand. He smiled then slowly bowed his head in appreciation. 
They made their way back to the shuttle. The shuttle slowly lifted off
to return to the mother ship. Elizabeth glanced out the window. She 
could see the Sirians below and shivered again. `What next?' 
Elizabeth asked herself.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Sep 20, 2001 1:34 am
Subject: Making Amends




Sean was just about to reply to the question that the doctor had asked him,
when the door to his room opened and in walked his dad carrying Amanda, with
Julie bringing up the rear. Sean's eyes settled on the petite blond woman and
felt anger well up inside of him. His mind flashed back on that night a week
back when he had ran into this very woman in the cafe. He and Siras had just
finished eating and were heading back to Youth Corps Headquarters, when he had
heard someone call out his name and turned to see her approaching him. She had
called him by his name and asked him if he remembered her, but he hadn't. At
least not then. He didn't remember anything after that until he woke up in the
hospital and she was standing by his bed, telling him how sorry she was over
having shot him in order to rescue him from Siras. 

"You're Julie? You shot me?" he asked, his voice tinged with anger and hurt.

Julie winced at the hurt and anger in his voice and stepped further into the
room. Her own voice was full of emotion as she said, " Yes, yes I did Sean. I
had to do something to get you away from the Visitors. I couldn't let you leave
again and lose the chance of reuniting you with your dad. Please believe me
when I say how sorry I am for having to hurt you to do it."

The room filled with silence as the other occupants in the room waited to hear
Sean's answer. Sean stared at Julie as if trying to judge whether he should
believe her or not. Something in the way that she was looking at him, triggered
other memories he had of her. He remembered back to when the Visitors had made
a deal with his Dad, that if Mike turned himself over to them, then they would
let him go. His Dad had done what Diana had asked and Sean was turned over into
Julie's hands. He remembered how she had wrapped her arms around him and told
him tearfully that he was safe and that she would take care of him until they
got him back. She had to, spending time with him as often as she could, helping
him with homework when necessary, making sure he had enough to eat and most of
all holding him at night when the nightmares came.

She had been kind, caring, almost motherly towards him then and he could
remember how good it had felt. How safe he had felt in her arms and knew that
she would never have shot him if she had had any other options. From her own
omission Julie had stated that she had done it in only to free him from the
control Siras had over him. Siras. Sean's blood boiled at the thought of ever
thinking that lizard was his friend. He had drugged him and used him to carry
out thier cowardly acts against resistance members, probably thinking all the
time how disgusted his Dad would be when he had learned what he had done. Sean
glanced over at his Dad and saw nothing in his face but pride and love. Being
reunited with his Dad again was worth any sacrifice he could make, including
being shot. It must have been really hard for Julie to decide that she had to
shoot him in order to help him. If it wasn't for her courage, then he would
still be under the Visitors control, doing their dirty work. For that, he
decided, he owed Julie nothing but respect and his gratitude.

"I believe you."Sean said finally. " Thank you. Thank you for having enough
courage to do what was necessary to reunite me with my Dad. I know it must have
been a very painful decision to make."

Julie let out a huge sigh of relief. Next to having to tell Mike about what she
had done, she had dreaded this confrontation with Sean as well. Especially
after his initial reaction to her a few days earlier. She stepped closer to the
bed and took Sean's hand in hers. "I should be thanking you Sean, not the other
way around. For forgiving me for hurting you. It'snot something I'd ever
consider doing again, but it worked out in the end. You and your Dad are
together and that's what counts."

"We're all together." Mike interjected, stepping forward and slipping an arm
around Julie's shoulders. "With an added person to boot and we're all going
back to LA."

"LA? I can't go back to LA! I have to stay here with Josh and look for Rei!"
Sean exclaimed.

Mike opened his mouth to protest, but Josh cut in before he could say anything.
"LA's as good a place to look for Rei as anywhere else Sean. You know there's
no way Criti 'Yan would keep her anywhere close to where one of us was."

Sean seemed to consider for a minute what Josh had said. "Alright, I'll go back
to LA with you Dad. But know this, I am going to look for Rei whether you like
it or not. Josh and I are the only friends that she has and she sacrificed
everything to keep us safe. I can't do any less in looking for her and making
sure she's safe as well."

"We can't do any less." Josh corrected.

Sean turned his attention back to Pete. " The answer to that question you asked
earlier is yes, I'm ready to go home now. The sooner the better."

"Then home you will go. Mike, if you'll follow me I have some papers that you
need to sign." Pete said and started toward the door. Mike handed Amanda over
to Julie and followed Pete out of the room. He was back in about twenty minutes
rolling a wheelchair. Sean grimaced as he caught sight of the wheelchair, but
knew better than to make a fuss. Josh and Mike helped him out of bed and into
the wheelchair. Then together they left the room and started down the
corridor, Josh pushing Sean in the wheelchair, with Mike and Julie with Amanda
following behind.

From: Zak S <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Thu Sep 20, 2001 4:04 am
Subject: Re: [v_resist_or_perish] "Birds of a feather & raw fish?"



She continued to come back to a large cage filled with
Lovebirds. As Tyler came to stand beside her she
looked at him and smiled sweetly, then folding her
hands in a prayer like position said, "Pleeasse Dad?
Can I have them?" She batted her eyelashes while she
looked at him imploringly. 

****

Tyler scowled, "Will you promise to take care of them?
And clean out the cage and feed them Jenna?" He
adopted a father speaking to children tone.

They walked out of the shop with 5 birds, assorted
bright colors. Back at the dam, Tyler started to
look through the plans for the new secure entrance.




From: "Rosie" <rosiepozie@qwest.net> 
Date: Thu Sep 20, 2001 5:53 am
Subject: Leaps Of Faith



Rei bolted up off on her bed her face covered in sweat. "Another 
nightmare" She told herself. They haunted her constantly. She walked 
over to the bathroom and splashed cold water of her face. She looked 
at her reflection in the mirror. The look in her eyes always bothered 
her. So much loss, so much pain. Most of all so much coldness. Josh 
and Sean said they could always read her mood by her eyes. So that 
was the first thing she worked on after they both were gone. For her 
eyes to seem blank and unreadable. She somehow succeeded in doing 
that. After every mission her eyes became more cold. Rei hid 
everything so far she was behind her eyes that she feared she had 
even hid from herself. Rei walked out of the bathroom and walked over 
to her duffle bag. She put on a clean shirt and walked out of the 
room lighting a cigarette. 

"Where's Jenna? Probably still out with the Old Man." She thought to 
herself. Somewhere deep down inside Rei somewhat respected Tyler. 
Only because Jenna so highly regarded him. Most of the time he showed 
nothing but disdain for her. Rei respected that as well. At least he 
was honest. A lot of people weren't even her former employers seemed 
to hate her but they could not deny her efficiency. She was one of the 
best enforcers they had. Rei realized it had been nearly two days 
since she had a drink. She chuckled to herself. Maybe there was hope 
for her yet. Rei shook her head not drinking until she passed out was 
one thing. A leap of faith was another. Still just the fact that she 
thought she might have some faith left was a vast improvement. 



From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Sep 20, 2001 11:14 am
Subject: Searching for Rei--Part 2



Searching for Rei--Part 2

Criti'Yan walked stealthily up the steps and tried the door to 
Muggo's apartment. It was locked. Glancing around, he saw there was 
no one in sight.

Mind made up, he stepped back several feet. Using the bottom of his 
large cowboy boot, Criti'Yan kicked the space beside the doorknob. 
He kicked again and the door opened. He looked around again and 
still saw nothing.

Quickly, Criti'Yan went inside. "Rei?" he called. No answer.

"Rei?!" a little louder this time. But still, only silence answered 
his call.

"Maybe she's hiding," he believed. Intent on finding her, he looked 
everywhere. Criti'Yan opened closets, looked under beds, peered in 
hiding places. No Rei.

He began to look closer at everything scattered around the 
apartment. "This place is a complete mess!"

Clearly, someone had left in a hurry. From his uncle, Laird, he 
learned a little about the art of tracking. Instinct told him that 
the move was a recent one. Criti'Yan guessed the occupants had been 
gone no more than three days. In frustration, he punched his fist 
through the wall. It left an indention but he didn't feel pain.

"Probably three days. I would've been here but for Robin."

Muggo's things were all over the apartment. Criti'Yan hunted for 
anything that Rei had left behind. He combed the apartment and 
thought the search would prove fruitless.

Just when he was ready to give up and leave, he saw something shiny 
under her bed. He crouched down on all fours and reached for it. He 
gasped when he saw what she had left behind. Her Youth Corps pin. 
She had been so proud of it--they all were. Criti'Yan held it up to 
his lips and kissed it.

"Oh, Rei, did you forget this or did you intentionally leave it for 
me to find?"

He didn't know the answer and became angry. Angry at Rei, at Robin, 
and at himself. 

"Rei! Rei!" he screamed and the sounds reverberated all around him.



From: "Rosie" <rosiepozie@qwest.net> 
Date: Thu Sep 20, 2001 1:56 pm
Subject: The Hunted



Josh rolled Sean along the long corridor. "How long have you been 
looking for Rei?" Sean asked. Josh sighed, "I've been looking for both 
of youn since the cease fire." Josh said. He walked down the hall 
slowly remembering how his search first got started. All the dead 
ends and empty leads. "What have you heard about her?" Sean asked. He 
desperately wanted to spare his friend. All the stories he heard 
about how cold Rei had turned. The tournaments she was involved in, 
her disregard for human life. Her jobs as a mob enforcer. He believed 
with all his heart that somewhere inside Rei was still the same girl 
that managed to carry them the darkest times in all their 
lives. "She's not good is she?" Sean asked. "No Bro, she isn't. 
That's why we need to find her." Josh said. Sean looked up at his 
friend and said. "Don't worry Bro we will."

**********************************************************************

"Rei! Rei!" he screamed and the sounds reverberated all around him.

**********************************************************************

Rei walked down the stairs suddenly he felt a chill down her spine. 
She shuttered and sat down on a step. She took another drag of her 
cigarette. Thoughts of Criti' Yan came into her mind. At times he 
almost seemed tender but he also looked as if it hurt him to be that 
way. Rei didn't mind his coldness back then. It helped her be so 
unfeeling. Rei hid all of that away. She sighed taking a long drag of 
her cigarette. Rei hugged her knees. She wondered if she would ever 
be free of Criti' Yan. "You're mine Rei until I decide your not." He 
told her once. "And after that Crit? " Rei asked using a nickname she 
knew he depised. 

"I wouldn't worry dear Rei as long as you have a pulse I am sure 
you'll keep me amused." He said. Rei several times thought of ending 
her own life. That it would free her from him and the heinous legacy 
she had created for herself. But when push came to shove she couldn't 
do it. She thought of Sean and Josh how destroyed they would be if 
she did. She knew they would blame themselves and she couldn't let 
them feel that way. She stood up and continued to walk down the 
stairs. Rei bumped into someone. "Oops sorry." She said she looked up 
and saw Lathaniel standing in front of her. Rei let out a bitter 
chuckle. "Well, well well Reece what the hell did I do to deserve 
running into you????"

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Sep 20, 2001 8:57 pm
Subject: (story) Joy Ride



It was but a day later when Maggie got clearance from JFK airport 
to return home to Los Angeles. Later that afternoon she drove to 
George Stewart's old residence to keep an eye on Sean and Josh while 
Mike took Julie and the baby to tell Constance goodbye…
Donovan looked back over his shoulder at his little girl cooing in 
her car seat as Julie drove the familiar route to her old 
neighborhood. 
"Someone's happy today," he observed, watching his little girl 
offer one of her characteristic grins. 
Julie was lost in her own thoughts, knowing that she wouldn't be 
able to visit her mom again for a long time. A sense of guilt washed 
over her as she bit her lip thoughtfully, wondering again if taking 
her baby girl into a war zone was the right thing to do. She changed 
her thoughts to focus on the man who would be protecting them.
"Are you nervous?" she asked.
"About what?" said Mike, turning the knobs on the radio. 
"Meeting her."
He shrugged his shoulders asking, "Why, is she frightening?"
Julie thought about it for a second while waiting at a light and 
turning past the CBS building. 
"Aw, shucks. I meant to get back with Deniese about that report we 
did," Mike said out of the blue, simultaneously as Julie said:
"She's stubborn."
"Well, at least now I know where you and Mandy get it from," he 
chuckled.
Julie gave him a deadly stare. "Me?!"
Mike watched an angry cab driver pass and flip them the bird. "Back 
at you, Pal!" he hollered out the window, then said to Julie, "Should 
I drive?"
"What's that supposed to mean?" she snapped.
He felt his stomach knot up, wondering if she was just nervous 
about introducing him to her mother, or if she was angry with him for 
some unknown reason.
"Sweetheart, I don't think we should be arguing right now," was all 
he could say.
"Men!" Julie muttered, punching the gas, changing lanes and going 
around the very cabbie that had cut her off.
"Hey-" Mike protested as the cabbie yelled obscenities at 
them. "Was that necessary, Julie?"
"Does it matter?!"
Donovan threw his head back, closed his head and shook it 
slightly. "Let me know when we're there and I'll open my eyes again." 
Julie bit her lip even harder now, fighting the urge to make a 
retort… 


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Sep 20, 2001 10:36 pm
Subject: (Story) No Mercy--Part 2



No Mercy--Part 2

Jason looked at Nigel intently, "Your opponent is a clone, Nigel."

Nigel glanced sharply at Jason, and the instructor nodded. "Yes, the 
Sirian he was created from is dead. Until then, he was used for 
spare parts, if the need arose. He was kept with other clones and 
was given little training in the arts of war." He paused, "But that 
all changed when the donor was killed. Now the clone is being 
trained and one day he might assume the same high position of his 
predecessor."

"Interesting," Nigel commented. "From whom was he cloned?"

Jason shook his head, "Even I don't know that. It's classified."

Nodding, Nigel asked, "So where is he? I'm not getting any younger 
just standing here."

"Yes," Jason replied, "it is Elizabeth." Before Nigel could respond, 
Jason held up his hand. "There he comes."

The clone looked impeccable. Dressed in black from head to toe, he 
looked to be about eighteen Earth years. Wavy black hair, dark eyes, 
and developing muscle tone characterized his features. He was taller 
than Nigel but Nigel could handle him. The clone approached Nigel 
and Jason.

Extending a hand, Nigel introduced himself, "I'm Nigel."

The clone sighed, "It doesn't matter. Let's get started."

Nigel shrugged, "Sure. I'm game."

Jason pointed out to them where to take their positions. His 
assistant brought the swords out and handed one to each man. Nigel 
adjusted it in his hands and prepared himself for victory. He never 
lost in this game. He surely didn't intend to let a clone best him. 
Jason walked to the side and paused, "Begin."

The fight was on. The clone advanced and Nigel was forced to 
retreat. Nigel hit the clone's sword and the clone blocked the 
blow. On and on it went. One thrusted; the other parried. One 
advanced; the other retreated. Nigel admired the clone's 
skill. 'Inexperienced but full of potential. He doesn't know I'm 
not right-handed, however.'

Nigel dealt the clone a hard blow and knocked him down. That gave 
him the opportunity to change the sword over to his left hand, 
dominant and deadly. The clone jumped up, undeterred, and advanced 
once again. Nigel blocked his advance. The clone's face registered 
his surprise.

The Captain moved in and seized his chance. With no mercy, he sliced 
the clone on the cheek of his handsome pseudoskin face. Green blood 
gushed from the wound.

Jason rushed over. "Stop! Nigel, what's gotten into you? This was 
supposed to be a practice!"

The clone looked hard at Nigel. "That hurt."

"Well," Nigel replied coldly, "that was my every intention."

"Go cool off, Nigel, get out of here."

"This isn't over, Captain," the clone promised. Nigel turned and 
went to shower. He knew he had made an enemy.




From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Sep 24, 2001 10:57 am
Subject: His Own Lizard



His Own Lizard

The clone sat in a chair while his face was being repaired. He had 
just arrived here, and this was all strange and new.

For years, he had been kept separated from Sirian society. He and 
other clones had been kept in a facility far away. Each intent on 
the study of his or her donor. Each possessed the same qualities as 
who they were cloned from. Yet, he had lacked the training of his 
donor. But all changed when Charles had been murdered. Charles II 
or Charlie had been given new orders, and those were to come here. 
Intensive psychological, physical, and emotional training followed. 
And Charlie loved it all. One day, he hoped to be The Leader, or at 
the very least, Supreme Commander. And he could do it.

Charlie was fiercely loyal and vowed to slit the throats of every 
Fifth Columnist and human sympathizer on Sirius IV. He heard there 
were many. 

He had yet to meet Charles' wife, Diana. For the moment, he was too 
busy training.

Today, though, he made a vow. He would find a way to get back at 
Nigel. No matter the cost. Charlie was his own lizard and would not 
allow a mere Captain to get in the way of his rise to the top.

'The Captain had better watch his back,' Charlie warned.


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Sep 24, 2001 3:24 pm
Subject: (story) Meeting Mom



Parking her car alongside the curb, Julie brought it to a halt and 
unfastened her seat belt, with Donovan still intently gazing at her like 
she had a booger on her face or something.
Julie could feel his piercing stare and gasped, "What?!"
"Someone's nervous," he grinned.
"Am not," she muttered stepping out into the street.
"Are too."
"Am not!" she insisted, childishly.
Instead of continuing the pointless argument, Mike busied himself 
getting Amanda out of the back seat, meanwhile Julie was caught off 
guard by an embrace from her mother who had scurried down the 
pathway when she'd seen Julie pull up.
"Oh, thank God!" Constance cried into Julie's shoulder. "I was so 
worried."
Julie broke away from the embrace to see the tears in her mother's 
eyes. "I'm sorry I couldn't call you. Some things have happened, I had to 
stay somewhere else."
Constance was trembling as she said, "Oh, Juliet I thought that man 
had found you for sure. I called Dr. Donnenfield and she wouldn't tell me 
anything."
"We're okay," Julie smiled reassuringly. "There's nothing to be afraid-"
"And to think that I let him in my house," Constance rambled on.
"He came by your place?" Donovan interjected without a formal 
introduction.
Constance nodded vigorously. "I thought he was a door to door 
salesman, you know," she noticed her grandaughter being held by the 
man who'm she recognized, but had never known. "He came for her, 
Julie. I just know it."
Juliet gave her mother a puzzled stare. "Why?"
"Why?" Constance asked incredulously. "You said yourself how he 
stopped you at the store just a week ago..." she led them up the steps 
and into the house and then took Amanda away from Mike. "Let me 
have a look at you... You've gotten so big!"
Julie put two and two together realizing that Constance was not talking 
about Siras, but her rapist. "How do you know it was him, Mom?"


From: "Rosie" <rosiepozie@qwest.net> 
Date: Mon Sep 24, 2001 5:22 pm
Subject: Sense Of Family



Josh Brooks looked out the window than back at his best friend. I 
always amazed him how they could just fall back into step. Like 
nothing had happened. Josh and Sean had known each other their entire 
lives it was easy for them to do that. He watched his friend sleep. 
He knew Sean's nightmares were violent and very realistic. He didn't 
think he would be able to sleep if he had Sean's nightmare. Josh 
actually admired his friend's determination to beat them. Even if at 
times he could not. Rei was the same way. Rei... Her nightmares were 
worse. She never called to Josh or Sean. She would try to deal with 
them on her own. Sean and Josh always knew when she had one. She 
would tip toe into their room late at night and sleep on the floor. 
Sean or Josh would wake up and put a blanket on her. They never said 
anything but they knew. By morning she would be gone. 

Josh remembered how on Rei's birthday at Youth Corps dorms, he and 
Sean woke her up like they used to by jumping on her bed and singing 
in a whisper "Good Morning Starshine." How they were only seconds 
away from being caught by Klaus and Criti'Yan. He could laugh at the 
memory now. But back then they lived in fear. Josh feared all the 
time for Sean and Rei. They were the only family he had. Now he was 
there with his "Bro" it didn't seem fair that Rei was out there 
somewhere alone.

Once at a club called Tech Noir he thought he saw Rei fighting but 
she ran out the door and disappeared into the night before he could 
catch her. The bartender would not answer his questions in fact he 
got kicked out and was never allowed in the place again. He decided 
that Tech Noir would be the first place he and Sean would look. 
Suddenly he felt stronger than he had felt in a long time. Sean was 
here. They always told everyone how much they meant to the world to 
each other. No one knew they truly did. Josh smiled taking out the 
picture of the three of them. He always kept it close. He laughed 
when Sean had pulled out his copy of the same picture earlier that 
day. 

"All For One..." Josh whispered looking out the window. Trying to 
exercise patience as the two of them waited to start their search for 
their third musketeer. 

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Sep 24, 2001 5:23 pm
Subject: (story) Meeting Mom continued...



"Because Jeffrey recognized him from when you went to the police 
station and looked through all those books.
Slowly, Mike had begun to catch on. "That guy followed you, he 
knows about Amanda?"
Anger and fear began to well up inside of Julie. She found 
consolation in the fact that they would soon be leaving, but she 
couldn't stop herself from crying. 
"Oh, don't do that, dear," Constance begged.
"Why didn't you tell me?" Mike continued.
But Julie couldn't find the words, and didn't think it was relevant 
anyhow. She said nothing as her mother offered her another hug.
Seeing that Julie was uncomfortable, Constance took the initiative 
to change the subject and backed away. "Who's your friend?"
Julie rubbed her eyes wearily. "This is Amanda's father, Mike 
Donovan."
The woman smiled and nodded at her guest. "I knew that. I'm 
Constance and I'm glad to meet you. What brings you by here, Julie. 
For the mere sake of formal introductions?"
Julie shook her head. "I came to say goodbye."
Constance couldn't figure out why it hadn't occured to her until 
now and a part of her didn't want to let go of Julie or Amanda. "When 
are you leaving?"
"Tomorrow, if all goes well," Mike said.
"Then you'll need your things from Gabriella," Constance told 
Julie. "She's upstairs."
"Things?" Julie questioned.
"From Grams. It isn't much, but- and I think you owe your sister a 
proper goodbye too, Juliet. Take Amanda with you."
Julie thought it over for a second, "And leave you two alone 
together?" she gave a sarcastic chuckle.
"Oh, I'm not going to bite Mr. Donovan, dear. Now go on," she 
handed over the baby and watched Julie head up the stairs with no 
further protest then motioned for Mike to follow her into the kitchen.
"Would you care for some coffee?" she asked once he was seated at 
the table.
"I'm fine, thanks," Mike said watching her pour her own. He studied 
the woman who had borne the love of his life and could see many 
resemblance, dimples and all. In a way he wished that they had more 
time to visit so he could find out all about the other side of Julie 
she had never revealed.
"Mr. Donovan," Constance started to say.
"Mike," he corrected with a smile.
She nodded, "Yes, I know you and Julie have a little bit of a 
history together, and I'm hoping you still care for her because I'm 
sure you can see she isn't well. I mean-" she broke off, not wanting 
to violate Julie's privacy by airing too much of her own concerns. "I 
mean what happened to her has changed her and I don't think she's 
really ready to be a mom. Unfortunately, I can't change that, but-"
"I disagree with you," he said softly feeling incredibly 
uncomfortable knowing that Julie could be back at any minute. "But 
even if you're right, I'm there for both of them."
"And what if she doesn't trust you? I don't think anyone can 
understand what that poor girl's been through...Mike. She can be 
stubborn and not too receptive. And I don't think she's ready to go 
fight those Nazi Lizards. She's only just begun to heal from her 
wounds. I do wish you would talk her into staying here, or at least 
make her leave Amanda with me."
Even having never met this woman before, Donovan couldn't believe
what he was hearing. "They're not safe here. Look, a lot’s been going 
on that you might not even be aware of. And I know you mean well, 
Ma'am, but I need to take on that responsibility right now. She'll 
get through this. She's a lot tougher than you think she is..."
"Mom?" Julie said angrily, coming in to join them. "I thought you 
said you weren't going to bite him?"
Julie was followed in by Gabby who carried the sleeping infant in 
her arms. The youngest sibling stood there, eyes wide with her jaw 
dropped and eyeing Mike, and blushing. She studied his handsome 
features, especially his muscular build and mumbled "Oh my gosh," 
she mumbled. "Where did you find this guy?"
"Oh," Julie forced a smile, reasoning that she would have to hash 
it out with her mother some other time, "I had him jumped by a street 
gang I was working with."
Constance and Gabrielle exchanged looks as Donovan returned Julie's 
cocky grin.
"A gang?" Constance said sounding worried, but seeing that Julie 
was giggling now, which was a rarity in her case, she eased up a bit. 
What really was eating at her brain was how long had her daughter been 
romantically involved with the man? And more importantly, why had she 
left him.
"And then you felt sorry for him, how romantic," Gabriella 
sighed. "I don't blame you."
"Oh, I wouldn't say sorry," Julie added.
Constance didn't get the inside joke that seemed to be just between 
the fellow in question and her daughter, nor did she ask, and it 
wasn't long before she was telling her daughter and granddaughter 
goodbye.
"I'm trusting you to look after them, Mike," Constance said moments 
later as she walked them to the front door. Then she gave Julie a 
final hug and watched them leave, wondering if it would be for the 
last time.

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Sep 24, 2001 11:01 pm
Subject: Roommates




Maggie awoke to the sound of Jill stirring around in the bedroom next to hers.
Sleepily she rolled over and looked at the alarm o'clock on her nightstand and
saw that it was nearly ten o'clock. She laid back against the pillow and closed
her eyes again. She would have thought after having slept eight straight hours
she would feel much better than what she did, but after all the late hours she
normally kept that her body hadn't quite caught with the sleep she had missed.
After what Donovan had told her about the Visitors planning another attack, 
she didn't think she would ever catch up on it. 

Although she was already an overly cautious woman at best (thanks to the
previous attacks), she found herself slipping back into her Resistance persona.
Her Visitor sidearm never left her side and she carried a smaller pistol inside
the top of her boots. Over the past few days when she wasn't visiting with
Sean, she was seeing that all of her companies airplanes were in top condition
and had given orders to Jackson Riley in (NY) and Carlos& Danni Mueller(LA) to
start stockpiling food, pharmaceuticals, weaponry and other goods in unmarked
warehouses in both locations. Both men would be left in charge of the operation
at their ends when the fight against the Visitors resumed. She trusted both men
inexplicably as both had been involved in the previous war with the Visitors on
minor levels and would be go-betweens in the one to come. 

It hadn't been easy for her to get either of the two men to go along with her
orders, without telling them why she had issued them. Both men were full of
relentless questions that she found hard to answer without spilling what
Donovan had told her, but somehow she had managed feasible answers. Carlos was
a little easier to put off since she had given him his orders over the phone,
but Jackson was persistent to the point of being nearly obnoxious. Finally
Maggie had exploded and told him that if he couldn't follow orders like she had
asked, then she would find someone else who would. Jackson had relented then
and stalked angrily out of her office at the airstrip. She was going to have to
set things right between them before she left for LA, but right now what she
needed was a hot cup of coffee and some quality roomie time.

She crawled out of bed and ran a brush through unruly hair, then left her
bedroom. She followed her nose into the kitchen where she found Jill setting
the breakfast nook.

"Morning stranger." Jill said cheerily as she moved back to the stove and
proceeded to turn sausage patties.

"Morning." Maggie mumbled as she moved to the cabinet in which a number of
coffee cups hung underneath. She took the one with her name printed on it off of
its hook and moved to the coffeepot. She filled her cup with the hot liquid and
took a sip of its dark depths, made a grimace, and then proceeded to add cream
and sugar to it.

Jill watched her with an amused smile on her face. She never understood why
Maggie's first sip of coffee of the day had to be with it unsweetened. Maggie
had told her once that it usually took that first jolt of icky coffee to awaken
her enough to drink the rest.

"I was hoping that we could spend some roomie time today. I don't have to be at
the hospital until tonight." Jill said as she slid the cooked sausage patties
onto a plate and began to crack eggs into a pan for frying. 

"I was kind of hoping the same thing...with how busy the chartering business
has gotten, your schedule at the hospital lengthening, this mess with Donovan's
son, my going to pick him up and the rampaging lizard, we haven't had much time
to say more than a few words to each other in days. " Maggie replied.

Jill moved toward the table carrying two plates of fried eggs and sausage over
to the table and set one of them down in front of Maggie. She took the seat
opposite Maggie and the two friends dug into their food. Between bites the two
women shared tidbits of info each other had heard over the past week or two,
sharing anecdotes and telling off-color jokes that had them rolling with
laughter by the time they had finished eating. Maggie opted to wash the dishes
since Jill had cooked and Jill readily agreed, moving onto straightening up the
living room. In the midst of cleaning Jill stopped before the television
cabinet and turned on the stereo. She flicked through the dials of stations and
finally settled on one playing Madonna's "Like A Virgin".

Madonna was a recent addition to the music world and Jill had to admit she
liked her bold, funky style. She began to dance to the music and used the
feather duster like a microphone to sing along with the song. Maggie threw the
dishtowel onto the countertop and went to join Jill in the living room. Instead
of being appalled at the sight of her roommate carrying on in such a juvenile
manner, Maggie jumped right in and added her silly antics to her friends. Both
were a little out of breath by the time that the song had ended, but
immediately perked up as the first strains of a new song flooded into the room.
Maggie had barely recognized it as Michael Jackson's "Beat it" when Elias
Taylor's smiling features filled her mind. Elias had dedicated this song to
'Diana' at one of the few parties the Resistance members had thrown during the
war with the Visitors.

The memory was a sobering one that made her sit down suddenly on the floor in
the midst of dancing. This was the first in quite awhile that she had thought
of Elias at all and she felt a deep sense of shame sweep through her because of
it. How could she of easily forgotten such a dear, true friend who had fought
beside her and perished at the hands of the Visitors. Her husband Joe, Harmony
Moore, Ruby Engles, Brad, Robert Maxwell, Martin. Many more Resistance members
had perished during the war and their deaths were just as heavy a loss, but
they hadn't been close to her, been her friends or a part of the extended
family that had developed within the LA cell. She hadn't even been in LA when
Elias was killed, she had transferred to another unit that was sorely
outnumbered when the Visitors had returned, but she had felt his death just as
keenly. If what Mike said was true and indeed the Visitors were planning
another attack on Earth, Maggie realized that in the near future she could be
attending another funeral for one of her remaining friends and she felt tears
fill her eyes as sadness flooded over her.

"Maggie, what's wrong?" Jill asked, anxiously. She had been dancing around the
room away from Maggie and hadn't seen her sink to the floor. As soon as she
did, she had raced over to the stereo and turned it off and then dropped to her
knees beside her friend.

"I'm sorry for being so silly, Jill. It's just that the song reminded me of
Elias Taylor and that led to other friends and loved ones that died because of
the lizards," Maggie said, wiping the tears from her eyes with the back of her
hands.

"There's no need to feel silly around me, Maggs. I lost people I loved too
during the war remember? I know what it feels like to become so caught up in
what's going on around me and enjoying my life, then blam, a song, a voice,
favorite poem or movie will remind me of someone who is gone and I find myself
right back to the day, no the very second that I learned that they had died and
feel again sorrow and guilt sweep over me again." Jill said, her own eyes
filling with tears too.

"Jill I want you to know how much I love you and am honored that I have you as
a friend." Maggie sobbed.

"I love you too, Maggs. If it wasn't for you I wouldn't have made it through
this past year. As much as I love and respect Pete and Hannah, and care for the
other members of our cell, I never allowed myself to get too close to anyone. I
was too afraid of losing someone else that I loved after the Visitors took my
family, that I kept myself closed up, at a distance from the others. It's only
because of your insistence and unwillingness to give up on me that got me to
let go of the walls I had built around me. " Jill replied. 

"Jill there's a strong possibility that the Visitors are coming back. We don't
have any definitely proof yet, but Ham Tyler sent a few of his people to Mike
for some help in a raid at the Science Frontiers plant in LA. Mike didn't give
me the specifics on what they found out, just that the news wasn't good. Now
that Sean's been released we're heading back to LA to set up shop just in
case." Maggie said abruptly.

Jill's eyes grew round with alarm. "I was wondering why Mike seemed to be so
anxious to get back home. Is Julie and the baby going with you? Are you going
to come back here after you drop them off?"

"Julie and Amanda's going to. Jill, I'm not going to come back. At least not
until we see this thing through. I was going to leave you some money to help
pay for stuff..." Maggie said.

Jill's throat tightened at Maggie's words. More than anything else she had
hoped that Maggie wouldn't decide to remain in LA with her fellow Resistance
members, but underneath knew that she would. Just as she would remain behind to
fight with Pete and Hannah and the other members of her resistance cell as
well. " Well let's make the most of the time we have left with each other. How
about we go shopping for matching commando outfits?"

Maggie swallowed back the last of her tears and giggled. "As long as they
aren't green, you are on." 

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Tue Sep 25, 2001 8:44 pm
Subject: "Reflections..."


Jenna sat quietly sipping a cup of hot tea while she watched the 
sun go down. The evening had actually grown cool and she gave a 
small shiver as she held tightly to her mug with both hands. 

She and Pheadon had spent the afternoon dusting bird seed over the 
surrounding area and she had split up the love birds and hung their 
cages, one in the outer office, one in the waiting area and another 
she had hung in the bedroom she was currently sharing with Rei.

Thinking on Rei she looked around, it had been a quiet afternoon 
and other than seeing the young girl once on her way out this 
afternoon with Tyler she had not seen hide nor hair of her since. 
She took a deep breath and decided after her tea was gone she'd go 
looking for her.

It was a few minutes later that she heard someone approaching from 
the side of the building and she turned and watched as Pheadon made 
his way to where she sat. He took a seat beside her and without a 
word handed her a sheet of paper. She put her mug down and accepted 
it. She looked at him questioningly as she opened it, but he had 
turned his attention from her and was watching the birds in the field 
in front of them as they prepared for the coming night. Jenna 
looked back down at the paper and started to read:

Transmission from: NY to LA
Your bird has made arrangements to fly within 24 hours. 
Transmission ended...

Jenna read it over twice before glancing up at Pheadon, "Donovan?" 
She asked him. He nodded and accepted the sheet back from her.

"I've already told Ham. We estimate a days travel time. I've 
already made sure our contacts around the area are on the lookout and 
I even have a few friends at the airports, so no matter where they 
land, we'll now." He sighed and leaned backward and closed his 
eyes. The last days had been stressful and both of them knew it 
hadn't even begun. He finally stood up and disappeared as quietly as 
he had come. 

Jenna sighed and glanced down at her empty mug. She missed Galin. 
She could only hope that he was ok and even though she knew he would 
be better off in New York once the fighting started she had hopes 
that he might show up in LA. She had deliberately left a list of 
contacts and an address book in her nightstand just in case he would 
ever need it. She took a deep breath and headed inside. She wanted 
to find Rei and then have the both of them turn in for the night. 
She had a feeling they where going to need all the sleep they could 
get.

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Sep 26, 2001 12:36 am
Subject: Going Home




Sean awoke to find himself alone on the couch in the living room of George
Stewart's apartment. His Dad had given up the couch to him the night before,
opting to roll up on the floor next to Josh in a sleeping bag he had borrowed
from Pete Forsythe. Sean slowly wrestled himself into a sitting position,
gritting his teeth as pain shot through his injured leg. Though his body seemed
to be all right physically, accept for his leg, he felt overall weakness do to
his forced inactivity at the hospital. He carefully lowered his injured leg
onto the floor and followed it with the other. Using the arm of the couch as a
brace, Sean pushed himself upward off of the couch and reached over for the set
of crutches that Julie had placed against the wall before she had gone to bed.

He pulled one, then the other over to him and settled them under each arm.
Cautiously he took one clumsy step after the other, heading first toward the
bathroom so he could relieve himself. By the time he had maneuvered himself
across the room and into the bathroom he was both sweating and breathing hard
from the excursion. Anger rose up within him at his weak state and he slammed
the bathroom door shut and tossed the crutches against it. Immediately he felt
stupid over his childish act and started chuckling.

"You okay bro?" he heard Josh's voice ask through the door.

"I'm fine." he called back.

After using the bathroom, Sean washed his hands and face before opening the
door. He followed his nose into the kitchen where he found Josh scarfing down a
plate of scrambled eggs. Another plate piled high with fluffy eggs was sitting
on the table beside Josh. Sean pulled out a chair and sat down, grimacing as he
stubbed the big toe of his injured leg on one of the table legs and another
shot pain flooded through it. Without a word Josh rose from his chair and
retrieved a prescription bottle off of a nearby counter. Next he filled a glass
with orange juice before returning to the table and handing both over to Sean.

"Thanks." Sean said opening the bottle and removing one of the pain relievers
Pete had prescribed for him. He was reluctant to take anything that would make
affect his thinking now that he was off of the Procorb, but knew for now that
he couldn't tolerate the pain enough not to have something to ease it.

"What time is it?" Sean asked after he swallowed down the pill and started in
on his eggs.

"Noon. How you could sleep through your kid sister screaming at the top of her
lungs at six this morning is beyond me. Never heard something so loud come out
of someone so small!" Josh told him.

Sean chuckled. "Sounds like she's a Donovan alright. We're known for putting up
a fuss when we don't get what we want. Where's my Dad, Julie and the screamer?"

"They had some errands they needed to run before leaving tonight. Left around
eight, brought back some groceries and left again."

"You've been up since they left?" 

"Are you kidding? As soon as they left I went back to sleep. Didn't get up
until about an hour ago. Took a shower and then decided to make something to
eat," Josh said as he got up from the table with his plate.

"A shower sounds good about now. How I'm going to take one with these bandages
on my leg I don't know." Sean said after he finished the last bite of his eggs
and swallowed down the last of his orange juice."

"Julie said something about covering it up with plastic so it doesn't get wet.
I'll look around and see what I can find while you go on into the bathroom."
Josh told him.

Within a few minutes, Josh had rigged a plastic trash bag around Sean's leg and
left him alone to take his shower. He did up the few dishes that he had dirtied
and then went to find a pair of jeans and shirt out of his stuff for Sean to
put on when he got out. Then he made himself comfortable on the couch and
turned the TV on. Sean joined him a short time later and both were lulled into
a daze as they watched a continuous run of cartoons.

That was how Mike and Julie found them a few hours later. Mike carried a large
pizza box in one hand and a six pack of Pepsi in the other, while Julie carried
Amanda. "Glad to see the two of you have had such a productive afternoon." Mike
said sarcastically as he headed toward the kitchen with his burdens, Julie
following with Amanda. 

"You and Julie told me this morning to make myself at home, Mike. I was just
following what you said and Sean joined me." Josh responded as he helped Sean
up off of the couch and the two made their way into the kitchen. 

"Well it's good that you're rested, cause we've got some work to do before we
head to the airstrip to meet up with Maggie. Eat up and then we'll get to
work," Mike instructed.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------
Maggie waved goodbye to Jillian as she drove away from the airstrip, feeling
the lump that had lodged in her throat earlier swell up. It had been so hard to
say goodbye to Jillian, knowing that she didn't know when she would see her
friend again. She batted back the tears that dotted her eyelashes and went to
watch over her employees as they loaded the back of one of her largest planes
with supplies she had requested along with her baggage. The boxes of
pharmaceuticals were sensitive due to some of it being packaged into bottles and
she didn't want any of them to get broken. 

The beam of headlights in the near distance caught her attention and she turned
to watch the vehicle they belonged to approach. It was Mike, Julie and the
kids. She waited for the vehicle to come to a stop a short distance away before
walking over to it. 

"About time you got here Donovan, I was beginning to think you had stood me
up." Maggie teased as her friends climbed out of the car. 

"I don't know any man fool enough to stand you up Maggie. Not unless they have
a death wish that is." Mike joked back as he held the door open for Julie,
while she got out.

"You better believe it." Maggie retorted. Then she turned her attention to
Julie and Amanda. "How's it feel to be going back to LA?"

Julie was silent for a moment. " I thought I was going to have a hard time
leaving New York, but I'm not. Oh I'm gonna miss my family, Pete, Lauren,
Hannah and Sari, but I'm actually glad to be going back even if it means we're
about to be involved in another war with the Visitors."

"I know what you mean. As close as I've gotten to Jillian and enjoy living in
New York, LA's always going to be home to me. So let's get this bird loaded up.
The sooner it's loaded, the sooner we can go home."

It was precisely an hour later when Maggie got the clearance to taxi down the
runway. She called back to the others to buckle their seatbelts, pulled back on
the throttle to back the plane away from the hangar, then pushed it forward to
pickup speed. Within a few moments the plane's wheels lifted up off of the
ground as the plane rose into the sky. Finally after all the waiting the pilot
and her five passengers were finally on their way back to LA, back to the city
they loved and would defend against the Visitors if the need arose.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Sep 26, 2001 12:13 pm
Subject: Reunion of Truth



Reunion of Truth
Joint Post by Karin and Jaime

Robin stepped across the threshold and placed the bags on the 
floor. Closing the door, she inched her way inside, afraid of what 
she might find waiting for her. A noise made her jump! Robin 
whirled around.

She relaxed as she recognized her cousin, Ulrika, from 
Sweden. "Ulrika!" she exclaimed and started toward her.

"Robin!" Ulrika returned, equally pleased to see her 
American cousin. The two hugged and regarded each other warmly.

"Ulrika," Robin pondered, "it's been so long since I've seen 
you. When was it? Years ago, I know! I just got back from Chicago-
living here permanently now." She paused, "But what has brought you 
all the way from Sweden?"

The two cousins sat down in the den. Ulrika looked at Robin 
intently. She had forgotten how young and vulnerable Robin still 
was. It would be so easy for a dangerous man to make her look like a 
fool. Ulrika remembered how Robin always acted like this. So into 
herself, like a spoiled child. Perhaps this was just Robin's defense 
against the world.

"First things first," Ulrika replied. "Robin, I am so glad 
to see you. You look good and happy, are you?"

Robin's eyes shone with happiness. "I've never been happier 
in my whole life!" she cried and clapped her hands like a little 
girl. "You are here and I think I might be in love."

Ulrika looked at her nervously. Robin noticed that something 
was not right with Ulrika and she wondered what it could be. But 
never in a million years could Robin imagine what Ulrika had to tell 
her.

"I remembered where the key was," Ulrika explained. "It's 
still beautiful up here. I'm so happy to see you, Robin. And who is 
this boy you think you're in love with?"

"His name is Colby Donaldson and he'll be here soon. You can 
meet him; I just know you will love him, Ulrika," Robin replied.

Ulrika took Robin's hand and said, "I have been so worried 
about you. You have to listen to me, Robin."

Robin raised her eyebrows. "What do you mean? Don't be 
silly!"

"You and the whole Resistance are in danger!"

Laughing, Robin said, "The Visitors are gone, Ulrika. 
There's nothing dangerous to me or to the Resistance!"

"No, Robin," Ulrika said forcefully. "You have to listen. 
See, it's my fault."

Robin looked strangely at her cousin. She always thought 
Ulrika was hiding something from her, but Robin never knew what. Not 
even her father, Robert, knew the secret Ulrika was hiding. Mystery 
surrounded her Swedish cousin. 'Will it unfold today?' Robin 
wondered.

"What do you mean, Ulrika? How are we all in danger? What 
have you done that is so horrible?"

This was much harder than Ulrika thought it would be. But 
she should have known--nothing where it concerned Robin was ever 
easy. "Robin," she began, "you should have some coffee or tea--this 
will shock you, I'm afraid. I have to tell you the truth today." 
Robin looked surprised but went into the kitchen and returned with 
two cups of coffee. She handed one to her cousin and sat down.

Ulrika looked at Robin and began to talk. "Robin, what I 
have to tell you will upset and shock you. I don't want you to ever 
be harmed. Your life is in danger. You could be killed if I don't 
tell you." She took a deep breath. "Some months ago, I met the most 
handsome, wonderful guy in the world. I told him everything that he 
wanted to know. Later, he told me that I was nothing to him and that 
someone had killed someone close to him. His name was Pierre, and we 
met in France. He beat me up and terrorized me. He wanted to kill 
me before going on to kill whoever killed his relative," she paused, 
but Robin didn't say anything.

Ulrika continued, "He was a lizard and after whoever killed 
Brian." This did get an emotion from Robin--she laughed but the 
laughter didn't touch her eyes. She was trying to block it all 
out. "Ulrika, you're crazy! The lizards are gone. They left! Come 
on--you didn't even know Brian or anyone here in L.A."

"Robin, I knew Brian very well," Ulrika finally admitted. "I 
was shocked when I found out you had a child with him. Maggie told 
me." She could tell Robin was only half listening. "Listen to me, 
Robin! I met Brian in Sweden. He came there with Daniel. I also 
knew Daniel. I had just received your letter where you admitted you 
had fallen in love with Brian. I did, too. He knew that I was your 
cousin but never told me anything. I went to L.A. with them. I 
stayed in your house and became friends with Daniel and Brian to find 
out what I could about you and your family." She looked into Robin's 
eyes, "You think you knew Brian better than I did? Maybe; maybe 
not. I don't know. I do know that I'm on Pierre's death list 
because I was there the night that Ham, Maggie, Caleb, and Donovan 
took Brian. I saw it and I ran. I hid. You have to believe me. 
Pierre will find you and he wants to kill you. He's quite capable of 
it, take my word. I am afraid for you and for me and for everyone. 
He wants to kill anyone involved in Brian's death. I'm sorry, Robin, 
but I had to tell you. I also think he wants to take Elizabeth to 
meet his family on Sirius IV. You are my family and I care about 
you. I think we should go to a safe house. It's not safe here!"

"Stop it! Just stop it, Ulrika!" Robin cried. "Have you 
lost your mind? I can't believe you're saying this to me. After all 
I've been through...No, it's not true."

Ulrika tried to console her and opened her mouth to speak, 
but Robin stood up. "I don't want to hear any more of this! I'm 
tired and I'm going to bed! Please don't scare Colby away with your 
crazy talk. I really love him!" She stopped and looked at 
Ulrika. "I know you mean well but you always were so dramatic. I 
love you, cousin, but this is all too much for me to take tonight." 
She bent down and hugged Ulrika. "Goodnight and I'm sorry. Please 
stay up to see about Colby, okay?"

Ulrika nodded, "I'm sorry, Robin. I don't mean to scare you; 
I just think you're in danger. I will stay up to see Colby."

Robin smiled. "Thank you; we'll talk more tomorrow. Maybe 
we both could use some sleep." 

Robin went to take a bubble bath and Ulrika waited up for 
Colby.



From: SHELLEY <sds126@home.com> 
Date: Thu Sep 27, 2001 4:21 am
Subject: The Orders: Morning



The Orders: Part 1
Morning 

The boy woke briefly when they were checked into transit quarters and
stumbled off towards the bedroom taking his sleep mat with him. Mable
found him curled up on his mat on top of the only bed in the room.
Saying nothing to awaken him, she efficiently helped him out of his
clothes and into his sleep wear before she quickly changed into her own
night clothes and slipped into the bed next to him. The issue 
of sleeping space could wait for another night. 

The apartment's chronometer chimed as the lighting devices slowly lit
the rooms in a soft glow. Mable struggled to unwrap the sleeping boy
from her body. Tymko slept hot. 

Sometime during the sleep period he had crept over to her and
sprawled his hot body over her cooler form. Sleeping with a mammal had
no sexual connections for Mable. It simply meant that one slept hot,
sometimes too hot. It was nearly pointless to make him sleep on the
floor when there was a bed, even if it is the hard military issue bed.
Tymko’s softer mat made it more comfortable for the both of them. 

I feel so much more refreshed sleeping on the foam mat. I must be
getting old, or maybe more sensible. A little comfort does not hurt
one's rest, she found herself thinking as she did her morning stretches.
Must get this child his own bed. He's getting way to big to share mine.

Tymko, half asleep, lounged in their bed while slowly waking to the
strange room. He fiddled with his private parts as he became aware that
he needed the facilities. Mable saw his movements under his blanket and
offered directions to the facilities in a matter of fact tone. “Behind
the door to your right. Manage on your own?”

The boy was off the bed in a flash and gone. Mable chuckled to
herself as she mused, the human male as a child. If only some of our
leaders could imagine Mike Donavon or Ham Tyler as children. She shook
her head thinking, most of our leaders lack a certain amount of
imagination. Do human males ever become mature like our males? 

She finished her routine and checked the small dining area for the
breakfast meal service provided from the night before. One large plate,
two smaller plates, several glasses and a pitcher. She could hear from
the bedroom the sounds of Tymko rifling through the travel bag for his
clothes. 

He easily found his boots but couldn't find his school holiday
uniform. A panic search found it rolled into his left boot, and at the
bottom of this boot he found his socks and underwear. Tymko then checked
what was packed into the right boot. He found all of his personnel
cleaning kit. He shook his head whispering, "Mommy never 
packed like this! But then Mommy never lived out of a Sirian issued
kitbag like Baba Mable." 

It never occurred to Tymko to watch how Mable, aided by the Movement
Officer and his team, packed everything so quickly and efficiently. He
looked at the large mess on the floor and wondered how he would ever get
everything back into the bag. Mable’s various uniforms and boots were
scattered along the with her personal
hygiene kit and other possessions on the floor. 

She is going to be mad at me and say angry words in Sirian to me,
worried Tymko as he belatedly realized his curiosity had once more got
the best of him. As best as he could, he scrambled to repack everything
into the bag as it had come out. 

Mable quietly had entered the room and stood with a subdued smile on
her face as she watched the naked child rummage through her personal kit
and then try to neatly repack everything back into the travel bag.
Musing to herself she thought he is exploring his environment through
childhood play yet is developing the more furtive 
nature of adolescent. The Sirian woman hesitated as to whether she
should announce her presence or let this moment be and just enjoy a
snapshot of his development. Choosing the latter, she slowly backed out
of the room, and when safely in the larger room, Mable called, “Tymko!
Please pull out my formal work uniform and place it on the bed. It's the
one in the right boot. And the other uniforms please hang them in the
closet. Thank you.” 

That will give him a saving grace. He need not know that I've been
watching him. A year ago he was too terrified to even look at my kit.
Now he demonstrates certain raccoon qualities of examining everything.
At least he tries to put things neatly back. There maybe is a career for
her in security. Mable mused to herself as she sat 
down at the low table on one of the many cushions. 

She picked up her electronic day planner and plugged it into the
power receptacle. She quickly called up to see where the rest of her
senior staff members and her favourite aides were as well as re-check
her revised meeting schedule thinking. A busy day of meetings starting
with my second in command and other senior members of our corps. At
least this meeting is in my quarters so no need to worry about what do
with my little pet. He can quietly play in the other room. Who is the
junior officer that is my duty aide for the day thought Mable as she
scrolled through the list of the scheduled duty officers drawn from the
data bank from within of her own corps junior officers.

Oh good it’s Norman! A specialist who transferred from the Youth Corps.
One of Howard's acquaintances. This young officer certainly has an
effective approach with human preteens and teens. Firm yet playful with
Tymko. Yes he will do as today's Tymko minder. Now that this is taken
care of. Let's see, I have a meeting with Philip in the Ramalon's
wardroom. The Ramalon is it not a cruiser class ship? She puzzled to
herself so why is my group being send to Earth this early in the
invasion? She put the thoughts aside as Tymko flopped noisily across
from her. 

He expectantly looked at her, waiting for her to serve his portion 
of the morning meal. A small lesson of table manners he quickly learned.
Wait until Baba Mable gave him his food and permission to begin eating.
For Mable notice certain members of her people lacked a sense of decorum
in which they would not think twice of feeding the lad the meat of last
resource. To them it would be comical as to some 
humans who would feed ham or bacon to their pet potbelly pig. 

The more I live with my Tymko, the more I like him, and less of my own
kind, she found herself thinking as they ate their meal in silence.
Another of the rules she had for him. In the mornings do not chatter
endlessly at me until after I've eaten my meal. 

For several minutes they ate in silence as Tymko made childish faces
at Mable trying to get her to laugh this early in the morning. She
remained a study of indifference on the surface ignoring Tymko’s funny
faces but inwardly amused at his antics. 

“All right Tymko. You won again.” she finally laughed. “No making of
faces onboard the ship. Many of my colleagues will not be amused! I did
like the last one. It was most suitably disgusting and gross!”

“Okay.” readily agreed Tymko who then excitedly asked. "When can I see
this base and watch the transports? Can I see where the fleet is? I
missed it when we arrived. I was sleeping. I was sleeping.”

“One thing at a time. First of all I will be in meetings most of the
day. While I'm busy the expectation is for you to do schoolwork.”
explained Mable. Tymko gave a downcast look. She reached out, cupping
his chin into her left hand turning his face 
upward to meet her gaze, “What are you sad about? The schoolwork or
being on your own in the apartment?”

“Both.” answered Tymko. “It's scary being by myself. Can't Howie keep
me company?”

“I wish I could have him stay with you more often. But, my Sweetie,
it is an abuse of power for me to have him always sit with you,” she
explained with a impish smile. “After all Howard is not an officer cadet
nor an ensign who is so eager to prove himself for me to willfully take
advantage of.”

“But he is your senior aide!”

"One of many. And the only one who I trust to care for you when I'm
very busy or will be gone for prolonged periods of time. But on a day
like today when I'm in and out of this temporary office then one of my
very trusted duty aides can supervise you.” Mable reassured him. It was
her way of telling him that her schedule would 
keep them apart for most of the day. She gave him a stern look while
adding, “Don't harass or torment the duty aide because I am leaving
instructions for Howard to administrate the chekE’a.”

Tymko quickly looked down at his plate averting his face from Mable.
The threat of being caned by Howard or Mable was not an idle one. She
meant it! At the junior school he came from, the use of chekE’a, the
ritual caning in public, was used on those students who broke the rules
of respect towards the teaching cadre. The only 
time he was caned was when he thought he could get away with verbally
teasing, and overall harassing Mable’s duty aides as if they were
playmates on the school yard thinking that they could neither complain
nor discipline him because he was Mable’s pet. 

The unpleasant memories of being disrobed and held down for the caning
ritual in front of the assembled group of her duty aides still caused
tears to well up in his eyes. It hurt, and he didn't know which hurt
most, his butt or his childish pride. 

When Mable came to attend him before bed he learned that she was not
treating him any differently than any of her own children. The promise
she made to him was to keep him safe, healthy and to educate him so he
could live long enough for her to return to him to his own people.
However, to do this she needed his full co-operation in that he must
promise to willingly obey her at all times. Since that night, to the
best of his youthful abilities he did. 

“But can't Howie help you find someone else who is just as
trustworthy?” asked Tymko who shyly smiled as he added, “Last few times
he stayed with me there was a girl named Lisa who joined us.”

Not reacting to the news, Mable stared at Tymko wondering just how
long has Howard been entertaining his dates in her quarters. 

“Oops! I wasn't supposed to say anything about that! I promised
Howie.” Tymko caught himself saying. He then quickly added, “She is
really nice to me and Howie likes her. A whole lot!”

Should I ask how much or just assume that Tymko may know a little too
much about our courtship behaviours? Is it already time to answer his
questions on courtship and mating behaviours of both our species? I
never foreseen this as something I would have to impart our moral
values. I hoped it could be one of his family members who could
enlighten him on the morality of sexual behaviours for his cultural
group. Sexuality and behaviour within humans is so damn cultural. The
only one standard of tolerance it seems is for human males who are
allowed to exercise poorer standards of sexual morality. I have no
option other than to treat this subject area no differently than I did
with my own children. Well Howard can lend a hand in this matter seeing
that it is in part an outcome from his dating habits. Plus he does have
a very good understanding of human physiology and psychology.
Furthermore, it will give him an opportunity to clear his conscience and
volunteer information about this Lisa to me. Mable worriedly speculated
before finally asking without sounding too concerned, “So what is this
Lisa like?”

“She is really pretty and super nice to me. She doesn't have her
human suit yet but only a human name. Lisa is teaching me spelling. And
if I learn all the words on the reading list then she will start
teaching me silent strike and fencing. And she plays Scrabble and
Cribbage with me and Howie.” babbled Tymko his gray green eyes
sparkling. “She is one of the conversion specialists, I think neural
activity if I remembered it right. I like her. And I do want to make
sure Howie keeps seeing her.”

His boyish giggles echoed throughout the room. 

So my Tymko does notice women of my species! I wonder if Howard is
aware of how fast Tymko is becoming attached to this Lisa or that he 
has the competition of a human boy? I wonder what is in it for Tymko? It
seems to be more than just a fresh face around here pondered Mable as
she poured the water into the glasses. Finally in a lilting teasing
voice she said, “For Howie’s sake or yours?” 

Tymko answered with a grin as he wriggled in his seat trying to keep
himself from blurting out the answer. He promised Howie not to tell
anyone about Lisa and he did until now when he blabbed it to Baba Mable. 

“It's not because Howard is in need of a little help?” offered Mable
who entirely enjoyed watching Tymko squirm as he tried hard not to
answer any more questions. The boy's body language gave away to Mable
how close she was to his secret. She then playfully clicked he tongue
before teasing, “Or could it be that you like Lisa too? That she is your
girlfriend and not Howard's. He can't have a girlfriend! Impossible!
Howard only has eyes for his work.”

“He really likes Lisa! And Howie needs my help!” blurted out the
grinning boy who blushed as he excitedly nodded his head before he
earnestly offered, “He wanted to know what she is like around children.
And around here I'm the closest he has to a
child. And he can't tell her how much he likes her just yet. In case she
decides to transfer out. ”


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Sep 29, 2001 9:30 am
Subject: (story) 20 Questions...



Aboard a small jet plane, flying over the Midwestern states, 
Donovan made his way down the narrow isle and to the middle section 
of the seating area where Julie sat reading the New York Times. Next 
to her was their infant daughter in the carrier sound asleep, sucking 
away at nothing. Wearily, he gazed down at them both and smiled. He 
had not wanted to come back here, but Maggie insisted, seeing that he 
was barely able to stay in a conscious state and act as a co-pilot. 
Then Maggie woke him from a deep slumber and told him to go rest in a 
more comfortable spot. Frankly, he didn't know why he'd felt it 
necessary to come back here and be with Julie because the last thing 
he wanted to do at this point was to socialize
"Hey stranger," Julie said, tucking her legs under the seat so he 
could get into the row without disturbing their daughter. He ended up 
sitting by the window and putting the shade down for fear of 
disturbances by the bright yellow circle off in the distance. "Did 
you lose your job or something?"
He nodded. "She kicked me out."
"Was it a behavioral problem?" Julie teased.
"Oh, you could say that." For a second, he wondered how long she 
would carry on this way or how he could go about telling her to shut 
up without offending her, and then a thought hit him like a brick… 
Emma. The touch of Julie's hand on his own snapped his mind back into 
reality and he mumbled, "Damn it!"
"What?" she asked.
"I meant to call Emma before we left."
"Who's Emma?"
"Just this woman who's staying at my apartment, no big deal," he 
emphasized the last part knowing where the conversation was headed 
and wondering why he had opened his big mouth.
Julie could not help but to wonder and it worried here. "Prey 
tell."
Donovan felt his eyes closing, thinking about how uncomfortable 
he'd been on the floor last night, then he felt Julie poke his chest 
with her fingernail.
"Don't ignore the question, Michael," she pleaded.
His eyes flew open like a shudder and he jumped, reacting to her 
physical gesture. "What?"
Julie rolled her eyes wondering how naïve he could possibly be. It 
really wasn't something he was known for. "Emma."
He shrugged his shoulders, even they were achy. 
"Hmmph… I guess you really meant it wasn't a big deal. Would you 
just tell me who she is, and why she's staying at your apartment?" 
Julie demanded.
"Okay, she's a very pretty woman, about mid-twenties," he broke 
off with and evil grin. 
Julie didn't see the humor in it, and poked him again. "Someone 
you've been seeing?"
This time, he pulled his arm away, telling himself he'd had more 
than he could take and that she was already insecure enough as it 
was. "No. Actually, she's a friend of Lauren's. I think she came out 
to LA to forget her boyfriend. He died in the war or something."
Something clicked with Julie, she remembered how Lauren had worried 
about the girl, but it still didn't ease her own mind. "And so she 
moved in with you to forget her dead boyfriend?"
He couldn't resist one last shot, "More or less. Hey, 
sweetheart, I'm a little tired. I can't really think straight right 
now. Can we continue this conversation another time?"
Julie nodded, getting up and reaching into the overhead 
compartment. She pulled out a small pillow, threw it at his face, and 
headed up the aisle to pay Maggie a visit.

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Sep 29, 2001 12:29 pm
Subject: Having Learned to Cope With Being Alone




After Mike and his friends had departed for New York, Emma had felt an intense
loneliness settle over her. She had drifted from room to room of Mike's
apartment listlessly and was reminded again of how just alone she really was.
Oh, she knew that Mike cared about her and would have stayed to help her
through Reese's death if it hadn't been for his wanting to go to New York to
reclaim his son. She rather felt that it was better for him to do that instead
of stay home and pamper her. 

That day she had sat down and let herself have a really long cry over Reese,
like she hadn't done since she had learned he was gone. Afterwards she had
washed the tears from her face and vowed not to cry again over what she had
lost. Though her heart felt as if it had been torn out of her chest and stomped
on, Emma knew that she had to go on living. Reese wouldn't want her to mourn
for him for too long. He would want her to be happy and so she was determined
to try. She had spent too much time feeling sorry for herself and what she had
lost in the past few months and now it was time for her to stop and adjust to a
life without Reese.

The next day she had gotten up, showered, dressed and headed out to tour LA in
Mike's SUV that Juan had returned to her the evening before. She day in the
week that followed she set herself something specific to do on that day.
Whether it was shopping for more groceries, scouting out possible jobs, looking
at rentals, walking on the beach or cleaning Mike's apartment. In what should
have taken only about an hour or so for Mike or anyone else to do, took her two
days. For instance in the kitchen she had not only cleaned the counters, washed
the dishes and scrubbed the floor, but had cleaned out his refrigerator,
defrosted the freezer, and reorganized all the cupboards.

She did the same thing to the rest of the apartment as well. Dusted all the
furniture tops, reorganized all the closets, changed the bedding on all the
beds, did the laundry, vaccumed and scrubbed the bathroom. Each day she had
kept herself so busy that she didn't think about Reese until she had sunk
wearily into bed and fell into a teary, but restful slumber. On the very night
that Mike, Julie and the others made their departure from New York, Emma lay
curled up on the couch watching Casablanca and wondering what else she could
do to keep herself occupied until Mike returned home. 

Emma hadn't realized that she had dozed off until she awoke with a start as the
phone let out a piercing ring. She dashed off the couch and over to the phone
to answer it, but decided at the last minute to let the machine pick it up. If
it was Juan she owuld recognize his voice. The Hispanic man had called every
day to check up on her and find out if she needed anything as she was sure that
Mike had instructed him to do. He formed his questions regarding herself in
such an unobtrusive way that she had easily found herself appreciating his
concern, instead of being angry with him or Mike for acting as if sh couldn't
care for herself. 

When she heard the smooth voice come over the line, Emma picked up the phone
and turned off the machine. "Hi Juan. What's up?"

"Just wanted to let you know that I got a call from Pete Forsythe telling me
that Mike and company are headed this way. I don't expect them to touch down
until tomorrow some time," Juan said.

"Thanks Juan," Emma told him.

They spoke for another couple of minutes, before both hung up. Emma turned off
the TV and headed off to Mike's bedroom. As she was drifting off to sleep she
couldn't help wondering if Julie would be perturbed at knowing Mike had another
woman living in his apartment and sleeping in his bed? She supposed she was
going to find out sooner or later. She only hoped that Julie would understand
that he and Emma were only friends and not intimately involved.


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Sep 30, 2001 10:08 pm
Subject: The Waiting Game



Waiting Game

Joint Post By Karin and Jaime

Ulrika sat on the sofa. She heard the water run in the 
bathroom and knew Robin was taking a bath. She sighed. Maybe she 
would take a bath later. After all the travelling, she really needed 
one.

Something told her that Robin knew what she said was true. 
But after all Robin had been through, Ulrika could understand why she 
reacted the way she did.

'Who is this Colby and what is he like?' Ulrika wondered. 
She hoped that he was good for Robin. Her American cousin did not 
have much luck with males; she had heard much more than she told 
Robin. Ulrika had friends here. Friends who had been looking out 
for Robin and her sisters for Ulrika.

A photo of the Maxwell family was on the table. She picked 
it up and studied it. Ulrika missed Kathleen and Robert very much. 
Her parents, like Robin's, were dead. She had no one except the 
Maxwells.

She hoped Colby would arrive soon. Ulrika felt so tired. 
Telling Robin the truth was harder than she thought it would be.

Finished with her bath, Robin emerged. "Good night!" 

She was trying to sound cheerful, but Ulrika saw she had been 
crying. Ulrika couldn't blame her. "Good night, Robin," she said 
and Robin went to bed.

'Colby might be all night,' Ulrika thought. 'I'm going to 
take a quick bath.' After, she sat back on the sofa and wished for 
sleep. Just when she was half in dream world, she heard the sound of 
a car coming up the road.

Ulrika rose from the sofa and looked out a window. She saw a 
man get out of the car and start for the front door. She couldn't 
see his face but guessed this was the famous Colby. She couldn't 
wait to meet him...

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Oct 1, 2001 10:03 pm
Subject: Mad, Bad, and Dangerous to Know--Part 1



Joint Post by Karin and Jaime

The door opened, and Ulrika watched as Robin's lover walked 
into the living room.

"Robin?" he called.

Ulrika did a doubletake. The voice calling out her cousin's 
name was so familiar to her. It was a voice she would never forget. 
The face that accompanied the voice would also be forever etched into 
her memory. She saw that face before her. Colby was Pierre! He had 
found Robin first--just as he threatened he would.

Colby/Pierre turned toward her then. Both knew the 
masquerade had come to an abrupt end.

"Pierre," she whispered. "Oh, no."

Colby sneered, "Why are you here?"

Ulrika approached him slowly. "I came for the truth. I told 
Robin everything. About Brian, about you. Everything," she nearly 
screamed at him. Neither gave a thought to Robin in the bedroom.

"Everything?" Colby/Pierre asked. He laughed softly. 
Ulrika thought he looked nervous, and that was good for her. But he 
was still very dangerous.

She nodded, "Yes. Everything."

He shook his head and laughed softly, "But you don't know 
everything, Ulrika. Nevertheless, I can't let you get away with 
this, little lady. I'll have to tell her you ran out of here 
screaming. Yes, a crazed lunatic. And you know she'll believe me. 
Robin can't handle the truth."

Ulrika swallowed hard. "What are you going to do to me?"

"Well," he began and stroked his chin. Then, he grinned. "I 
can't eat you here so I'll just have to kill you. It'll be painless--
I promise..."


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Mon Oct 1, 2001 10:38 pm
Subject: "The Welcome Wagon...Part I"




Tyler had thought about taking Jenna and going himself to pick up 
Julie Parrish and Gooder, but had decided against it. The HQ was 
pretty much ready but nothing was perfect and so he had decided to 
send Pheadon and Jenna to collect the additional resistance fighters 
while he took one final look around to make sure everything was in 
place. Now all he had to do was tell the two of them they where 
going.

He had seen them heading toward the workout room a while before and 
headed up the stairs, had he not known their intentions he would have 
had to only follow the loud music that throbbed through the upstairs 
halls. Tyler recognized the group, "Journey" who where currently 
belting out a tune called "Separate Ways" as he pushed open the door 
and stood silently watching the two of them sparing in the middle of 
the room. Both had already worked up a good sweat and any other man 
not knowing the two of them as well as Ham did would have openly put 
their money on Pheadon. But it wouldn't take a person long to 
realize what a mistake that would have been. Jenna was just as 
lethal as any of his men and was so proving as she moved toward her 
sparing partner. He watched as Pheadon backpedaled just in time to 
miss her roundhouse kick. He grinned and made himself more 
comfortable as he settled in to see who would walk away the victor. 

Jenna moved in quickly and followed up her roundhouse with a quick 
right jab but missed as Pheadon spun left and landed a swift kick to 
her backside, propelling her forward. He snickered and was rewarded 
with a nasty Gaelic curse. She straightened and spun around, 
shocking Pheadon with a bright smile. He let down his guard for a 
split second in bewilderment and too late heard Tyler's cry as she 
moved forward lightening quick, turning as she did so, she sent an 
elbow into his middle, sending the air out of his lungs in a 'woosh' 
and doubling him over. He heard her giggle as she then shoved hard 
enough to send him sideways down onto the mat. She walked away 
brushing her hands together as if dusting dirt from them. He groaned 
and sat up.

"You play dirty Mac." He said through his teeth.

Jenna snickered and shrugged. "I learned from the best." She 
said motioning a hand toward the door where Tyler stood watching them.



From: "Rosie" <rosiepozee@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Oct 2, 2001 8:57 am
Subject: Fun and Games



Rei looked at Lathaniel and turned around. She walked back up the 
stairs looking for Jenna. She turned the corner hearing the music 
come from the workout room. She walked in and saw Ham standing there. 
Rei saw Jenna standing over Pheadon. She fought the urged to laugh 
knowing Jenna had just bested him. One thing Rei knew about Jenna was 
that she enjoyed a good sparring match. 

Rei remembered the time that Jenna and Kyle had a go round. Rei 
watched completely fascinated as they almost seemed to dance around 
the room as they battled. Finally Jenna did the perfect counter 
attack to Kyle round house kick as he landed on the mat. "Fine Mac. I 
guess you win. You get to teach Rei how to fight." The three of them 
laughed as Jenna helped Kyle to his feet.

Several times during her Youth Corps training Rei thought of Jenna 
and the agreement her and Kyle had made. She wondered a couple of 
time what Jenna would have thought of her fighting style. But after 
awhile Rei pushed it to the back of her mind. 

Rei snapped back to the present and looked at Ham. She looked at 
Jenna and said "Am I interrupting something??.."


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Oct 2, 2001 1:39 pm
Subject: (story) Girl Talk



Julie made her way up to the cockpit stifling a yawn, for she too 
had difficulty sleeping last night. It wasn't so much because of the 
nightmares that haunted her dreams, but the excitement in going home. 
For deep down she knew that LA really was her home. She had settled on 
that feeling years ago while in her junior year at UCLA. A part of her 
longed for going to the beaches and Santa Monica and working on her 
tan. Juliet dismantled that thought remembering that she hardly had 
the figure to carry out such a fantasy, nor did she want any attention 
from the male population.
She opened the cockpit door and entered therein, finding Maggie 
Blodgett looking straight ahead and out into the great blue yonder 
which seemed to go on for an eternity.
"Lonely" Julie asked, taking a seat on the right side.
"I was just thinking about Chris," Maggie replied. In all truth 
Maggie had left the resistance long before Ham and Chris' departure to 
Chicago just for the mere fact that she and Chris couldn't seem to 
work out their differences. A part of her missed him and that very 
same part of her wondered if he would be there when she got to the new 
resistance base.
"You haven't spoken to him since?" asked Julie, fidgeting with some 
buttons.
Maggie shook her head. "I don't know why we couldn't work it out. 
Guess it was a bit like you and Donovan, huh?"
Julie shrugged. "I never got the impression that Chris was trying to 
get you to settle down with him."
"No," Maggie agreed. "I guess men do those things because they feel 
insecure, like they don't trust you to stay with them. Chris and I 
just didn't get along on many points. I don't even know how we wound 
up together in the first place." She reached down and took the lever 
down so they would be sailing at thirteen thousand feet. The plane 
shook with a little protest and then settled into a soft hum.
"Oh, yes you do," Julie teased. "If you really thought about it, you 
would remember a lot."
"But do I want to remember?" Maggie shook her head. "God, I just 
hope he isn't there. I don't think I could face him again after 
walking out like that. I'm not usually a coward like that. I just 
couldn't stand the thought of losing him."
"Evasion... works for me," Julie grinned.
"But for how long?" Maggie teased. "Where is Mr. Wonderful?"
"Sleeping, I think."
Maggie allowed herself to sympathize with Julie momentarily. "It 
must be awkward for you and him."
"Very."

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Tue Oct 2, 2001 10:02 pm
Subject: "The Welcome Wagon...Part II"



Rei snapped back to the present and looked at Ham. She looked at 
Jenna and said, "Am I interrupting something?"
**********************************************************************
*

Jenna turned and looked at Rei with a smile and a quick shake of 
her head. "No Rei, I'm just putting this poor misguided…" Jenna 
didn't get to finish her sentence as Pheadon stood swiftly and 
swinging his foot out caught her off guard sending her hard to the 
floor. The only sound he heard her make was a deep intake of breath 
in shock as she fell. He smiled smugly and leaned down in front of 
her. "Lesson number one little girl, never turn your back on your 
opponent." Pheadon said laughing as he offered her a hand to get 
up. She stared silently at the outstretched hand and then rose with 
as much dignity as she could muster. She threw Tyler a nasty look as 
he let out a loud laugh. She stood a moment in silence and listened 
as Tyler's laughter was joined by Pheadon's and lastly and most dear 
to her was Rei's light laughter as well. For that Jenna didn't even 
mind the embarrassment of Pheadon’s trickery. She shrugged and joined 
them. Finally as the laughter ebbed away Tyler told them why he had 
come to find them.

"I'm sending you two…" He said pointing to Jenna and Pheadon, "To go 
meet and greet Gooder and his crew. They'll probably be landing in 
the next few hours. Gooder, being the predictable person he is will 
head back to his apartment. I want you two goof-offs to meet him 
there. Use the van and bring them back here. Any questions?" He 
asked looking between the two of them. Pheadon shook his head, Jenna 
did the same and then they started to snicker in unison as they 
shared a quick look at the other. Tyler let out a long sigh and 
turned and left.

"You’re always getting me in trouble." Jenna said accepting a towel to 
wipe her face with from Rei.

"Me? What'd I do?" He asked her with a funny look on his face. He 
was rewarded with more laughter from both girls as they left the 
room. 

"Meet me downstairs in two hours. I'll be ready to go." Jenna threw 
back over her shoulder as she and Rei left. Turning to Rei and 
throwing an arm around the girls shoulder as they walked she 
asked, "Think you can find something to occupy yourself with for a 
few hours while I'm gone Rei-Rei?"


From: "Rosie" <rosiepozee@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Oct 3, 2001 8:31 am
Subject: Baby Steps



Turning to Rei and throwing an arm around the girls shoulder as they 
walked she asked, "Think you can find something to occupy yourself 
with for a few hours while I'm gone Rei-Rei?"

**********************************************************************

Rei shrugged her shoulders. "I guess as long as these dweebs don't 
expect me to cook or anything." She said quietly. She looked at 
Jenna. "Mac, if you don’t mind can you not tell Donovan I am here. I 
don't know what he knows about me. If he is still looking for Sean I 
don't want to give him false hope. Especially since I have not seen 
Sean in so long." Rei explained. She could still see Sean standing in 
the Visitor transport as he left for New York. Rei remembered a 
mixture of incredible sadness and deep relief. She was sad because 
for the first time sine she had met Josh and Sean she was completely 
alone. She had no idea how to function with her Musketeers. However 
she felt relief that the two guys she loved like brothers were 
finally free of Crit'Yan.

Rei stiffened as she thought of Criti'Yan. "Your mine, Rei." She heard 
in head. For a brief moment she began to shake. So much in fact that 
she broke free of Jenna's arm around her shoulder. She walked a step 
ahead of her and said. "I hope Tyler doesn't lay into me while your 
gone. Just in case I think I'll stay clear of him. I am going to go 
take a shower and see what's going on up stairs." Rei said walking 
away. She stopped for a moment and looked at Jenna. Rei smiled and 
said, "Be careful Mac." With that she walked away.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Oct 3, 2001 3:37 pm
Subject: Lost in Thought


The cockpit of the plane filled with silence as both Maggie and Julie both
lapsed into silence. Her conversation with Julie about Chris had struck a nerve
that she hadn't even known was there. It had been her decision to get
transferred out of LA because she just couldn't deal with her feelings for
Chris and where the relationship might be going. She just hadn't been ready to
commit herself to another relationship while the war still raged, not after she
had already lost her husband Joe in the first wave of the Visitors attack, she
had also lost her boyfriend Mark as well.

Mark...it had been quite awhile since she had thought about him. Finding him
and then falling madly in love with him in the midst of all the chaos had been
a surprise to her, but one she had fully welcomed. Being in love and knowing
that someone loved her was a heady thing that had eased away the pain she had
still felt over losing Joe. The few months they had had together had been both
wonderful...though a bit rocky toward the end...

Mark hadn't understood why she had volunteered to be the one to seduce Daniel
Bernstein in order to obtain privy Visitor information that the Resistance
needed badly. Those nights when she was with Daniel were difficult for her, but
even worse for Mark. She had locked it into her mind that she was only doing
what was necessary for the good of the Resistance and that had kept her from
feeling guilty about what she was doing. At least that was what she was able to
tell herself while she was with Daniel, but as soon as she would get back to
Headquarters she would start feeing bad and that feeling would only worsen when
Mark would confront her. It was during one of those confrontations that Mark
had angrily grabbed her arm and told her she wasn't going anywhere and Chris
had stepped in and told him in no uncertain tones what he would do to him if he
didn't take his hand off of Maggie.

Mark had done as Chris had requested and later on that same day she had
consented to be Mark's wife. The marriage never took place because Mark was
killed at the water plant raid a few scant hours later. Surprisingly it had
been Chris that she had turned to for comfort and in so doing had discovered
there was a whole other person underneath the hard exterior he presented to the
outside world. It wasn't until about a month or so later, when Chris had
temporarily lost his eyesight during a raid and she had opted to be the one to
care for him. It had been a way for her to pay him back for all the support he
had given her and at the same time show him that she had developed feelings for
him as well.

Maggie shook her head to clear the thoughts of Chris away. There was no sense
in her rehashing her own feelings about Chris or their relationship until she
had to. She glanced over at Julie and found that her friend had drifted off to
sleep in the co-pilot's chair. She arched her back and stretched her legs as
best she could in the cramped seat and glanced at the clock in the console and
saw that it was almost two o'clock. They would be approaching the airstrip in
about a half hour's time. She pressed down on the throttle of the plane and
felt it dip downward. She leveled the plane off at eight thousand feet and
turned the wheel toward the left and felt the plane obey her commands with
ease. 

She glanced out of her window and could now see the patchwork quilt of houses
and lawns stretched out below her as they flew out from the cloud cover. A long
stretch of sparkling beach and glittering blue-green ocean caught her attention
and a lump formed in her throat. It was so good to be home again, too bad it
had to be because of another Visitor attack looming over all their heads. 

"Julie. Julie wake up." Maggie called out softly. 

"Huh? What?" Julie said in response to Maggie's calling her name. 


"We're almost to the airstrip. Will you go back into cabin and make sure
everyone is strapped in before we land." Maggie told her.

Julie stifled a yawn and then stood up and headed out of the cockpit. Maggie
waited until she was sure that the others were buckled up before she lined up
the plane with the airstrip and pushed downward on the throttle. She waited for
Carlos to give her the okay to land, before pressing harder on the throttle and
lowering the landing gear. a few minutes later and the plane was taxing up to
the hangar.

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Wed Oct 3, 2001 9:15 pm
Subject: "Love make me strong..."


Jenna watched Rei go. She sighed and headed off toward their room 
to change and get ready to go. She also wanted to eat something 
before they left, it had been a while since she had, had anything. 
With that last thought she heard her stomach grumble and she laughed 
to herself. Galin was always teasing her about her appetite, he had 
once seen her down an entire cantaloupe and that had been only an 
hour after she had finished her dinner. She had just shrugged and 
said innocently that she had been hungry. She could remember the 
laughter dancing in his eyes as he had watched her. She sighed and 
picked through the clothes she had brought with her. Unintentionally 
she continued to bring Mike Donovan's handsome face to mind. It 
still amazed her how close he came in resemblance to Galin. She 
chose a pair of soft brown leather pants and a white short sleeve 
shirt that clung to her figure, accenting her soft curves. She 
brushed out her hair and then braided it into one long French braid, 
at the end she wrapped it with a strip (thong) made of brown leather 
that matched her pants, finishing by pulling on a pair of brown suede 
boots. Once done she gave a glance in a mirror and headed out 
satisfied with her appearance. It was as she hit the bottom of the 
steps and headed toward the kitchen that she met up with Pheadon and 
watched as he stopped in his tracks and whistled softly in 
appreciation. She grinned and kept going entering the kitchen to 
find Lathaniel making himself a light lunch. He too stopped and gave 
a soft whistle as he watched her make her way around the kitchen as 
she grabbed an apple and half of a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. 
She smiled and headed out to meet Pheadon. 

She sighed, thinking how much she missed the looks Galin always 
gave her when he looked at her. She missed him…ached for the feeling 
of being in his arms. She polished off the half of sandwich and was 
contentedly munching on her apple when Pheadon came out of Tyler's 
makeshift office, a slip of paper in his hands.

"They landed about 30 minutes ago. Let's get a move on shall we?" 
He asked as he headed toward the van. She nodded and followed after 
him. 

"Yes sir..." She said with a small salute. He rolled his eyes as 
he climbed into the driver’s side of the van.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Wed Oct 3, 2001 9:38 pm
Subject: Mad, Bad, and Dangerous to Know--Part 2



Mad, Bad, and Dangerous to Know—Part 2
Joint post by Karin and Jaime

Criti'Yan had been enjoying himself. Until he saw her, that 
is. Ulrika. She knew too much, and he would remedy the situation.

It wouldn't be that hard. Criti'Yan could kill her. 
Soundlessly, of course. He could hide Ulrika's body somewhere on the 
ranch or on the side of the highway.

When it was all completed, Criti'Yan would join Robin in 
bed. He would tell Robin that, because of the time difference 
between L.A. and Sweden, Ulrika was restless and went for a walk. He 
knew Robin would believe him.

Impatient, Ulrika asked, "Well, what are you going to do? 
You'll have to kill me because I'm not running away. Not when 
Robin's here and needs me," she paused. "What will you do? You have 
no weapons. What will you do?"

Criti'Yan laughed at her. Ulrika studied him and then 
smiled, "You forgot something, Lizard. I have been told of your 
fighting skills. But have you heard about the Visitors' Friends 
Group here on Earth? Of course you have. They were taught to fight 
the way you do." She paused, "I wasn't in the group but I did know 
Daniel and Brian and how do you know that they didn't teach me 
anything?" When she finished, she folder her arms across her chest 
in a top that fashion.

He had not expected this. She was using Brian to sway him. 
But he was doing all of this for his brother and would not be swayed.

She continued, "I don't even believe you knew Brian. Brian 
wanted peace." Criti'Yan laughed. "He told me so! He wouldn't want 
this. You didn't know Brian."


Criti'Yan had had enough. He advanced toward Ulrika. "Shut 
up! You didn't know my Brian. You couldn't leave well enough alone, 
Ulrika, and now you're going to pay. I swear you'll pay!"

Ulrika's back hit the wall. She had not intended to be in 
this position. She tried to go the other way, but he was too fast. 
Criti'Yan braced himself above her. She heard animal sounds coming 
from deep in his throat. He spat venom in her face and she cried 
out, stumbling forward. Criti'Yan caught her roughly and threw her 
savagely against the wall. She landed with a whimper and was silent.

He smiled to himself. "Time to clean all this up."

"Stay right there!"

It was Robin, and she had a gun. Aimed right at him.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Oct 4, 2001 1:11 am
Subject: Hail! Hail! The Gang's All Here-



Mike was just waking up when Julie made her way back to the cabin to wake him,
Sean and Josh. 

"Maggie says we'll be landing in about twenty minutes." Julie told him as she
sat down in the seat next to their still sleeping daughter and strapped herself
in. " You better wake the boys."

Mike nodded and stood up stiffly and quickly stretched out his long frame
before sitting immediately back down into his seat and buckling his seatbelt.
With one arm he turned around and tapped a sleeping Josh who was curled into
the seat directly behind his. Josh awoke with a start from the persistent
tapping on his shoulder and drew back his fist as if to ward off any more
blows. Mike let out an amused laugh at the teenager's reaction to being
awakened suddenly. The sound of Mike's laughter forced Josh to open his sleep
heavy eyes and look at him. 

"You never were one to wake gracefully in the morning's. Remember that summer
when I took you and Sean camping for a weekend and how you would gripe about
getting up so early?" he asked Josh.

"Yeah. Quite vividly in fact. Or at least I remember the times when you dumped
a cup of ice cold creek water on top of me and Sean if we didn't get up whe you
said to." Josh said wryly as he uncurled off of the seat. 

Mike chuckled. " Nah, I wouldn't have done something like that. Must be
thinking of someone else."

"Oh it was you alright Dad." Sean piped up from his seat across from them. " I
remember quite clearly how angry you got when me and Josh turned the tables on
you and poured a whole cooler of water on top of you. Boy were you mad." 

"I had every reason to be… You ruined that watch that your mom bought me for
my birthday that year." Mike retorted. He grew silent for a moment as he
thought of Margory. That birthday had been one of the last he and Margory had
spent as a happy couple. Mike shook his head to distill the memories that had
suddenly flooded into his mind. " You boys better strap yourselves in. We're
about to land."

Both teenagers did as they were instructed and fastened their seatbelts. Almost
as if she had known that they had done what she had requested, the plane
suddenly dipped and almost as quickly touched down on the runway below. Another
ten minutes passed before the plane had come to a complete halt by the hangar
and they were able to unboard. Juan Suarez was there to meet them as planned
and quickly ushered them into a van with only their luggage packed with them.
The rest of Julie's belongings and Maggie's would be unloaded from the plane
and carted off to Mike's apartment later.

"So who does the baby belong to?" Juan asked as he drove away from the
airstrip. 

Julie and Mike glanced at each other. They had known that there were
explanations that they were going to have to make about Amanda, but hadn't
realized it would be so soon. At the questioning plea from Julie, Mike decided
that he would be the one to tell Juan. "The baby is Amanda and she's mine and
Julie's daughter."

Mike caught the surprised look Juan sent into the rearview mirror at his
revelation. The surprise was evident in Juan's voice as well when he said, "
Wow. How did that happen?"

"You’re a smart boy, figure it out for yourself." Mike teased. 

Julie elbowed him in the gut." What?" he exclaimed.

"Give him some credit for knowing how babies are made for Mike. I don't think
he means 'how did that happen' literally, but more like when did it happen."
Julie told him.

"I know that. Can't I kid around with the guy a little? If I didn't he'd think
that I didn't like him." Mike explained. "Right Juan?"

"Oh definitely. " Juan answered.

"See." Mike told Julie.


"Juan you really shouldn't encourage him. He's incorrigible enough as he is."
Julie chastised lightly.


"That's what I like about him." Juan said.

"See there Mike, you do have a friend after all." Maggie broke in teasingly.

Mike sent her a scathing look as everyone else burst out laughing. After a
moment Mike joined in as well and the rest of the ride to his apartment was
spent cracking jokes and laughing. 

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Oct 4, 2001 12:20 pm
Subject: Mad, Bad, and Dangerous to Know--Part 3


Mad, Bad and Dangerous to Know—Part 3

Joint Post by Karin and Jaime

Criti'Yan looked at Robin with a strange look on his face. 
This wasn't a pleasant situation. He raised his arms toward Robin, 
hands palms-up. "Robin, this isn't what it looks like," he 
pleaded. "I promise you."

Robin laughed a crazy laugh. Her control was snapping in 
two. "You might think I'm stupid but I'm not that stupid!" He 
started toward her. "Don't you move!"

She looked over at Ulrika. Her cousin was not moving. With 
the gun still pointed at Colby, Robin started toward her cousin. She 
bent down beside her and checked for a pulse. Luckily, she found 
one. "Ulrika? Can you hear me?" Ulrika moaned and stirred 
slightly. Her face was swollen, and she'd have some bad bruises 
tomorrow. Hopefully, nothing was broken. "Can you talk?"

Ulrika's head was spinning, and she couldn't open her eyes. 
They felt so heavy. Her body ached all over, but she forced herself 
to move. And she discovered she could. "Robin," she began, "watch 
out."

"I know, Ulrika. Do you think you could get to the couch, 
with my help?" Ulrika nodded. With one hand still holding the gun, 
Robin used the other hand to guide her cousin to the couch. Ulrika 
opened her eyes and stared at Colby.

"Robin," he explained in a low, soothing tone, "put the gun 
away. I'm not dangerous. You know that. Have I hurt you in any 
way? No. I was only trying to help her. She had an allergic 
reaction or something. I don't know. She acted strangely and began 
screaming. She threw herself against the wall, Robin, I promise you."

"Too many in my life have made false promises. I was such a 
fool to trust you!" Robin yelled. "You are lying. I heard you and 
saw you. You're a Visitor." In a low voice, almost to herself, she 
said, "I've done it again."

Louder, she asked, "Why me? Why are doing this, Colby?"

"My name's not Colby. And we Visitors still believe in the 
old saying `an eye for an eye.' See, you killed somebody. Now I, 
his relative, demand vengeance. I demand your life as forfeit."

"But I've never killed any---Oh, God! Brian!"

Ulrika whispered hoarsely, "Of course! You're his brother! 
He told me about you. He said you idolized him. He would not want 
this."

Robin gasped. "I can't believe this! All this time—we've 
been on your terms. Now, we're on mine! And you're going to listen, 
you slimy, scaly, reptilian piece of space trash! And you're going 
to answer some of my questions. This is a real gun and I do know how 
to use it. See, a man who used lizards for target practice, Ham, 
taught me. And he taught me just where to shoot Visitors. Would you 
like a preview?"

Criti'Yan smiled and smoothly replied, "That's not 
necessary. Don't do anything foolish, Robin."

"Oh, I insist!" Robin fired and hit him in the shoulder with 
her handgun. The impact only dazed him but the hate shone in his 
eyes. The time of reckoning had come.

From: "Karin " <karinosterman@telia.com> 
Date: Thu Oct 4, 2001 1:10 pm
Subject: Story: Mad, bad, and dangeroues to know part 4


story from Karin and Jaime!

Ulrika look at Robin and she didn´t know thart to say. She know thart 
she had kill Brian was so could she killed CritiYan to. Maby it´s 
look as she could. Ham have toald her. She was still sik after the 
posion and she feel like she wanted to faint agine. The look on 
Robins face was in a strange way like she know exakling how she will 
do. CritiYan was chocked in a way. He never had figuer this out. The 
pain he feel mad him agruy and he wanted to get his revange more now.
Ulrika didn´t say anything she could not talk so good and she fell 
thart her coments should disterv Robin. 
There did the stay like a pitcure fore some moment.
The poison stared to get out off her system now and she feel thart 
she could brev batter.
She wonder whart will happend now. She will help Robin so mutch she 
cane and Colby or wart his name was should not give up easy.
From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Fri Oct 5, 2001 1:49 pm
Subject: (Story) Diana's Game [Part 1]


Diana's Game, Part 1
Joint Post by Bill and Jaime

Elizabeth tried to sleep but found that sweet slumber eluded her. 
She was so tired from today and the day was not over yet. Diana had 
hinted there was more to come. She shook her head, "What else does 
she have planned for me today?"

Her mind wouldn't stop recalling the scenes of hardship and despair 
she encountered in sector 21. The resistance never talked about the 
Visitors' hardship. After all, they had little cause to. Survival 
was the only thing on their minds. 

Besides, even they didn't know the extent of the suffering of the 
Sirian people. Even Willie, to whom she was closest to, never 
mentioned the suffering on his own planet. After seeing the terrible 
plight of the Sirians first hand, she could understand why Willie 
kept his silence. She tortured herself with the guilt she was feeling 
for them. She felt so helpless, and utterly useless. 'What good are 
my powers if I can't help those poor people?' She sighed, 'I can't 
start thinking like that, I'll find a way, somehow...'

As soon as she finished her thought, the display screen bleeped to 
indicate an incoming message. She quickly got out of bed and hurried 
to the display panel. She pressed the button to activate the screen. 
The image of the Communications Officer appeared, "Diana wishes to 
see you in fifteen minutes. Will that be enough time for you to get 
ready?"
"Yes, I'll be ready by then." Elizabeth replied.
"Very well, I'll inform her. An escort is waiting outside, and he 
will take you there as soon as you're ready." The screen went 
blank. 'I wonder what Diana wants now...' She thought. The star-
child prayed to Zon for strength...

Fresh from a shower, Nigel felt better. The work-out against the 
clone had been just what he needed, even though he had probably made 
an enemy who could be a formidable opponent one day. 'But it
had been worth it,' he told himself.

As he walked toward his quarters, he was interrupted by the sound of 
someone calling him.
"Captain!" he heard from behind him. Stopping, he turned around and 
waited for the out-of-breath trooper to catch up to him. "Captain, 
this in an urgent message from the Commander." He saluted Nigel 
smartly and gave him the message.

Diana's message read as follows: "Nigel, I need you to handle 
something for me. There's a problem I need to deal with on the
bridge right now. I need you to take a prisoner to the conference 
room for me. I would like to see someone I can trust to handle this 
matter. The prisoner is Kyle Bates. He's in section 4, cell 9. I'll 
send the confirmation to detention section to release him into your 
custody." Nigel scrunched the message in his hand, "Kyle Bates... We 
meet at last..." he said to himself. 

Nigel reached the detention centre, and presented himself to the 
administrator. "I have orders from the Commander to take the Human to 
the conference room."

The administrator looked at his computer screen, "Yes, I have the 
confirmation here, Captain. He's all yours..."
"Thanks."
Nigel walked down the long corridor of section 4. The door opened 
flooding the small cell with light. 
"Get up, Human." Nigel found himself treating Kyle like the other 
captains would do, though he knew it wasn't in his character. Nigel 
analyzed him carefully, trying to figure out what made him so special 
to Elizabeth.

Kyle got up from the bunk and replied in an equally disrespectful 
tone, "What do you want?"
Nigel's voice was calm but commanding, "Just do as I say,
and maybe you'll stay in one piece, Human. Do I make myself clear?"
Nigel's reply made Kyle think of Ham Tyler.
'If that isn't a Tyler-ism, I don't know what is...' he thought to 
himself. He forced a smile in return, "Crystal..."
"Let's move it then." Nigel replied snappily. They walked down to the 
transport lift, and got in.
"So... you sound like you don't want to be here, right?" Kyle asked 
in a jovial tone.
Nigel's voice remained calm. "And you would be right, Human. I have 
better things to do..."
"Such as?"
'Such as spending time with Elizabeth.' he thought. "It's none of 
your business what I do, Human."
"Jeez, I'm only trying to make conversation..." Then sarcastically he 
added, "Gets lonely down there..." 
Nigel glared at Kyle, "That's not my problem." 
Kyle had his fun winding up the lizard as the lift reached its 
destination. Additional guards waited outside the transport lift to 
escort them for the rest of their journey.


