"Tamie Kwist" 
Subject: The Predator

Her heart beating quickly, Juliet slept, though fitfully. In her 
mind she was being tormented by an unknown menace. She could feel its 
hand ripping her flesh. She screamed, breaking free from its grip, 
she moved away and fled into a darkened, Manhattan 
alleyway. "Mama..." she cried out. Her pigtails flopped in the wind, 
as she sought a place to hide. The monster called her name, but she 
didn't look back, nor did she pay any mind to the throbbing agony of 
her new wound. She had to get home.

"Julie..."
"N-no," she whimpered, feeling something grab her shoulder. She was 
being woke up by her lab partner. As she opened her eyes, they filled 
with tears.
Steve Maitland looked down at her with sympathy. "You're still 
having those dreams?"
Julie got up from her desk, abruptly, her neck throbbing from its 
recent disposition. "Is Sari back?"
Steve scratched his brow, thoughtfully. "Changing the subject, are 
we?"
"I don't want to discuss it."
"You need help."
"And I suppose you're just the guy to give it to me? You know so 
much about the human mind..."
"That's not what I-" he started to say, but gave up as she waved 
her hand, letting him no not to push her. "How about we go get some 
lunch?"
Julie looked at her calendar. It was Friday, March 3, 1986 and she 
had nothing planned besides work. "I don't want to," she protested.
"Oh, c'mon. Don't tell me you're on another one of your rabbit food 
diets."
She shrugged. "Actually, I have something better to do."
"What's that?" he grinned.
"Go home," she said absently, grabbing her files, and walking out 
into the hallway. "See you Monday."
As much as Steve wanted to stop her, he didn't. He couldn't help 
but to want her. Having just transferred in from Meta Labs a month 
ago and signed on for a year, he had been surprised to find her here, 
and even more surprised to find that the old flame in his heart was 
still burning brightly....

From: "Zak" <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Tue Apr 17, 2001 10:14 am
Subject: Ham Tyler - Scene One


"Same story, different day!" Ham muttered to himself as he climbed up 
a cat ladder leading to the roof.

Checking behind him as he made his way quickly to the roof, he 
spotted the outline of Daryian and Polly; his team for this mission. 
With midnight gone and the moon behind thick cloud cover, it was the 
perfect night for a little S&D operation.

Once they were all on the roof Ham turned to Polly, "You know what to 
do. I need sniper cover from here, judgement call on shots but 
Daryian and I must NOT be seen during this op." Polly nodded, 
unpacking the PSG from her rucksack. After assemlbing the weapon she 
firmly pressed a magazine into it and chambered a round.

Daryian was lying on the edge of the roof staring at the abandoned 
hospital through high power night vision binoculars. He was almost 
startled by Ham's silent approach. 

"Buddy system, 5 metres, no sounds," Ham stated. 

Daryian nodded, taking the silenced H&K from his pack and loading it.

Ham turned back to Polly, "We'll flash the UV twice when we get out 
the sewer tunnel in the hospital complex. Until then, no firing. 
Stay low. Stay alert." His instruction may have seemed unnecessary to 
some but he had been let down before by not stating the "obvious".
After taking one last long look at the hospital, Ham made his way 
through the skylight of the 2-story warehouse, and breaching the 
skylight dropped silently onto the gantry below. 

Checking his own weapon while he waited for Daryian, he closed his 
eyes, concentrating, focusing... Visions of Diana popped into his 
head. Snapping his eyes open abruptly, they disappeared.

"Just what i need! Some backstabbing lizard in my head before an op!"

His reverie was broken as Daryian landed on the gantry behind him. 
Using hand signals, Ham signaled for Daryian to follow him. Moving 
quick and quiet they made it to the warehouse floor without incident, 
finding the sewer entrance took a few minutes longer.

With a signal from Ham, Daryian took a quick scan around and moved to 
Ham's side, checking the sewer grate for traps before touching it.

Ham grinned slightly, "He learns quickly this one."

No traps.

Three minutes later, they were in the sewer tunnel and making good 
headway towards the hospital.


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Apr 29, 2001 9:08 pm
Subject: Oh, what a tangled web! (story--revised)

Elizabeth, the star child, half-human, half-visitor, paced back and 
forth across the length of her small quarters. It was her prison.
Elizabeth was not happy with what she was doing. Yet she had no 
other choice. She was not pleased with the deception yet knew this 
was the only way. Mankind was depending upon her.
 
Almost one year ago, after the Leader's unfortunate demise, the 
Visitors had planned a new invasion of the Earth. Elizabeth was now 
prisoner of the Supreme Commander Michael. He forced her to help the 
Visitors regain control of Earth or watch Kyle die. Elizabeth did not know where Kyle was. In return for Elizabeth's cooperation, Michael promised to keep Diana away from her. 
Earth and its people had given Elizabeth so much that she just 
could not let the Visitors get away with their plan. Elizabeth had 
watched Julie many times in her lab, and like learning how to play the piano, 
Elizabeth learned fast. She was working on a new virus that she 
guaranteed was harmful to all humans but harmless to Visitors. 
plCbo. Like what the humans had done with red dust, the Visitors 
would unleash the virus into the food and water supply. But 
instead of killing humans, it worked like a vitamin.
 
If she was found out, powers or no, star child or no, Elizabeth, 
Kyle, and all of Earth would be destroyed. It was up to Elizabeth 
to see that scenario never happened. She was really just buying 
time. Until she got out of this prison cell of a quarters. 
 
The only good thing about the whole ordeal was Nigel, Lydia's 
brother. Sweet, caring, in the dark about her scheme. 

Elizabeth hoped that she would be brought along for the invasion 
and that she would have the opportunity to escape or be rescued. It 
was quite a deception. 

She had also learned one very important thing: the key to the 
destruction of the Visitors. But could she do it? After all, she 
was part Visitor. And every day, she could feel more and more of 
that other part of her...

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Apr 17, 2001 4:16 pm
Subject: (story)Steven's Delimma

Watching the futile waves crash into the shore from the balcony of 
Hannah Donnenfield's mansion, Dr. Steve Maitland sipped his Budweiser 
reflectively. Down below, he saw Juliet getting into her car. He 
worried for her constantly, but didn't want to interfere with her 
life... Still, he reasoned 'someday, I'm going to marry that girl'.
"Dr. Maitland?"
It was Sari James gentle voice that startled him out of his 
pondering. He turned to her, meeting her pale blue eyes with his 
own. "Dr. James..."
"Dr. Maitland I-" Sari swallowed, not able to find the courage to 
extend an invitation.
"Something's wrong with the project?" he presumed. "The subject?"
"No." She felt her cheeks get warm. "He's stable for now."
"Good. I thought for sure we gave him to much medication. You won't 
tell Julie I said that, will you?"
"Of course not." She dug in her skirt pocket and pulled out a 
couple of tickets. "Um, I won a contest to see Bruce Springsteen, and 
I don't have anyone to go with. I was wondering if you wouldn't mind 
going."
Steve couldn't believe what he was hearing. It had never occured to 
him that this overgrown, little girl at heart found him attractive. 
He stayed silent for a beat, mulling it over.
"If you don't want to, its okay. I can ask Mitchell."
Steve shrugged. "Yes, I see how well you two get along," he teased.
Sari rolled her eyes. "Well, it won't be the most charming events 
in my life, but I'll deal with him if I must."
"What about Hannah?"
"Right, an old woman at a concert," she smiled. "She'd probably 
have a heart attack from all the excitement."
Steve nodded in agreement. "Can I get back with you tomorrow on 
this?"
"Sure," she answered, knowing that more than likely he would have 
to run it by Julie first. Sari had gotten along well with Julie 
during the past year, until Steve showed up. Then, things had 
changed. "Just stop by my lab when you decide."
With those words, Sari turned and went back into the house...


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Tue Apr 17, 2001 10:20 pm
Subject: (Story)...From The big apple to the City of Angels...

"Go to LA he said!" Jenna muttered under her breath as she pulled 
her gear out of the taxi right before the cabbie pulled from the 
curb. "Thanks buddy!" She yelled. 

"Orders, that’s all that man can give." She said slinging a bag over 
her shoulder. "Never...how soon, or at your convenience Jenna...No, 
He says Go to LA...Like I'm at his beck and call." Jenna could 
actually hear her voice change and thicken as her brogue started to 
show with the flare of her Scottish temper. 

As she hustled her way through the terminal she pictured Ham Tyler 
over an open flame and smiled. "Just you wait...You'll get your 
payback, aye ya will." The man behind her in line to the ticket 
counter glanced up from his papers as he overheard her muttering and 
smiled at her. She gave a brief smile back and kept moving forward 
with the line.

A two-day trip to LA was not going to improve her spirits any and she 
was to meet someone from the LA resistance and all Tyler had said 
was "Trust me you'll recognize him." No name, no 
description..."Bloody fool." She thought as she slid into her seat. 
She let out a small sigh and began to rummage through her carry on for 
her novel. 

From: thilda76@hotmail.com 
Date: Wed Apr 18, 2001 6:59 pm
Subject: (story) On my way

Hi 

I'm new here and I guess you're wondering who I am, so let me 
introduce myself and tell you my story. 
I'm Emma and I am, no was, a foreign exchange student at a college 
here in N.Y. I came shortly after the visitors first had arrived. I 
thought they were exciting at first and I was happy before they took 
my life, but now I'm going a head of events. The reason for why I 
came here in the first place was to visit my uncle; you might have 
heard of him, Olav Lindstrom, head of the UN. He has changed now, 
he's not the same man that he used to be. One night a couple of 
years ago he disappeared and we couldn't find him anywhere. When he 
came back a few days later, he wouldn't tell us where he had been. He 
still says that he can't remember, but I don't believe him. I can't 
put my finger on it, but there's something different about the man. 

I stayed because I fell in love. His name was Reese, but he's gone 
now. All that I have left of him is his ID-tag - see! I still wear it 
around my neck, that way I feel that a part of him is still with me. 
That's why I have to leave now. There are too many memories and 
questions here. Sometimes I feel like I'm losing it, when I think 
that I see him in the corner of my eye. I can't help but to think 
that if I turn around fast enough I'm going to see him, but he's 
never there...

We were a part of the resistance group here in N.Y. Sometimes I 
wonder if it was all worth it. If we had done things differently, 
maybe we would have had a few more moments together. But it's over, 
we were chased and I lost him. I don't want to talk about it anymore. 
If you're having trouble reading my handwriting it's because I'm 
sitting on a bus. It's shaking quite a bit; the roads aren't what 
they used to be. I have a window seat and looking at the sky is all 
blue, not a cloud in sight. I take it as a sign. I'm on my way to L.A 
in search of a new life...

From: "Zak" <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Thu Apr 19, 2001 7:28 am
Subject: Ham Tyler - Scene Two

Proceeding along the sewer tunnel Tyler spotted a bend coming up and 
signalled a stop. Removing his IR goggles, Tyler found the light 
coming from around the corner to be sufficient to pack them away. 
~Odd that there should be lights in a sewer!~ He thought.

After a flurry of hand signals from Tyler, Daryian moved ahead of 
Tyler and using a small mirror, checked what was around the corner.

Two guards, one male and one female. They were talking quietly about 
something that Daryian could not quite make out. Behind them was a 
ladder leading into the hospital building. Daryian retreated a few 
steps and briefed Tyler.

"Two guards, one male one female. Both have SMG's. Access to the 
hospital is behind them, a ladder. Good cover to within 4 or 5 feet 
of the two. Light sources from a series of halogens, wall mounted at 
various positions all behind the two."

~Concise and to the point, I like that~ thought Tyler. "Right, can 
you make the other side of the tunnel without being seen? Yes or no?"

"Yes."

"Right. We take them out. Hand to hand, nearest target to you. 
Follow my lead." Tyler moved out, hugging the edge of the corner to 
keep his silhouette as small as possible. Sighting down his 
favourite MAC-10 LISP just in case, he signalled Daryian.

Daryian moved quick and low to the other side of the tunnel…

Nothing from the guards.

Slinging his MAC-10, Tyler moved down towards the guards using as 
much cover as he could. ~Amateurs!~ He thought to himself, ~Their 
leader should be strung up for leaving this much cover close to their 
position!~ He grinned, ~Gotta love an idiot!~

Tyler reached the last of the cover. The guards were just the other 
side of the crates. Looking across he saw Daryian pull a knife from 
his boot. He nodded at Tyler.

Tyler had crept around the crate and saw that the woman was nearest 
to him. The two guards were facing one another, ~This has got to be 
very fast~ he thought, ~I hope Daryian is up for this.~

Without any further hesitation Tyler leapt out from his cover and 
covering the womans mouth, rammed his knee into the centre of her 
back and pulled her head back and to the right as hard as he could. 
There was an audible crack and the woman fell to the sewer floor, 
closely followed by the man who seemed to be having trouble breathing 
all of a sudden.

Tyler immediately moved to the base of the ladder leading up into the 
hospital. Nothing moving.

Daryian had secreted the two bodies behind the crates. He unloaded 
their weapons, including the chambered rounds and dropped them into 
the small river of sewage running along the centre of the tunnel.

Tyler had already spoken with Daryian about the next section of their 
mission. It was possibly the most dangerous. Entering the building 
through a solid manhole cover. Anything could be up there, it could 
be trapped, guarded or even have a vehicle parked atop it. 
Signalling Tyler that he was ready, Daryian took his place at the 
ladder's base as Tyler slowly and silently made his way up to the 
manhole cover. ~This is it,~ he thought, ~from here it either works 
or… Well, if it doesn't I probably wont even know!~

Tyler reached the sewer cover and listened intently.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Apr 29, 2001 9:10 pm
Subject: Re: (Story) If you summon them, they will come--revised


Alone in her quarters, clad in a white robe with a hood, Elizabeth 
knelt on the floor. She was attempting to use all of her powers so 
she could go into a trance. She had to clear her head and rid 
herself of all this negative energy. That was something only done 
when she was not wearing the Visitor uniform.
 
After a few minutes that seemed like hours to her, Elizabeth had 
made contact with the Lords of Light. The room was bathed in soft, 
white light, and Elizabeth was illuminated by that light. It made her 
even more beautiful.

"Child, we are here," Yutipor, Lord of Peace assured her.
 
Elizabeth saw them not as reptilian but just as balls of light. 
These were their souls.
She whispered, "Yes. I need your guidance, your advice, your 
strength." 

"You will always have those things," this came from Woentwa, Lord 
of Justice.

"I have finished with the virus," she began, "but there is 
something else which troubles me."
 
"Child, we will always be with you," Tranutop, Lord of Faith, told 
her.

Elizabeth smiled, "That is good to know, but it is something else. 
Something that I lie awake at night and think on. Something I 
dread."

"Ah," began Yutipor, "you have found it. The key to the 
destruction of our kind, haven't you?"
 
Elizabeth was stunned yet she realized that he had known all along 
that she would find it, "Yes."

"Child, you must use it when the time is right. It is the only 
thing that can save the Earth," Tranutop revealed.
 
"But what about Willie and Philip...and Nigel?"

"Only you can save them, Elizabeth," Woentwa answered, as the light 
faded.

They never got to stay long. Elizabeth had the 
answers but her troubles still consumed her...


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Apr 19, 2001 3:29 pm
Subject: (story) Farewell

Her head throbbing, Juliet awoke suddenly, and looked over at the 
man lying next to her who was snoring ever so lightly. Full of doubt 
she sat up and frowned, moving his hand away from her side.
"Where are you going?" he asked, stroking her backside with his 
hand.
"To make some coffee. Want some?"
"Sure," he nodded, getting up and pulling on his jeans. 
Julie gathered the sheet, hiding her own self from the awkwardness 
of being here. A sense of guilt and shame foreshadowed her thoughts. 
She didn't want to admit to herself that she had put herself in that 
place again. She found her own clothes and headed into the kitchen 
after putting them on. She felt the tension radiating from her 
temples to the crown of her head. Then came the thought that Hannah 
Donnenfield might call soon to work out the details of her contract 
with Brook Cove.
"Beautiful morning outside," her friend observed, joining her only 
seconds later.
"That's because you don't have a hangover," Julie said skeptically.
"Well, no one told you to finish of the last of it." He nodded at 
the empty bottle sitting on the table, then gathered her in his arms 
again. "It's good to have you back again."
She said nothing, feeling only uncertainty towards him.
"I love you," he said softly. "But you already knew that." He 
pressed a kiss to her forehead and felt her shoulders tense under his 
hands. 
Julie stepped back out of reach, "I uh- better make that coffee 
now."
"Is there something you want to tell me?"
"What do you mean?" She played dumb.
"You, you're a million miles away."
"I have a headache." She filled the brewer with bottled water since 
clean water was hard to come by these days.
"Uh, huh," he said sounding like he didn't believe her.
The phone started to ring and he picked it up. "Is that you, 
Philip?"
"Aye, lad. It's Donnenfield," said the woman on the other 
end. "Might I have a word with Juliet?"
"Hannah Donnenfield?" he said unable to contain his 
enthusiasm. "How are you? I haven't spoken to you since I came out 
last summer. How's Pete and everyone?"
"Good, and you?"
"Wonderful. Yeah, Julie's here. I'll turn you over to her."
Julie snatched the phone nervously as Donovan eyed her. "Hello?"
"We've reached a base salary and benifit package for you. When 
should I send Sari to come pick you up?"
Donovan smiled and reached for the mugs, unaware of Julie's 
alternative motive.
"Uh... well I need a couple of days, maybe," Julie said sounding 
just as unsure as she was.
"Fine. Fine. Saturday it is. Maybe Mike should give her a call and 
tell her wher the easiest landing strip is," Hannah said
"Sure, I'll need her number though." She grabbed a pen and paper, 
jotted down the number and was off the phone only seconds later.
Donovan was occupied making their morning beverage of choice. Julie 
sat down at the table, running her hand over the paper and biting her 
lip. Their eyes met only for a second, but the pained expression on 
her face was enough to make him curious.
"What?" he asked, sitting down across from her.
It took her nearly a minute to muster up the guts to say what she 
had to say. "Hannah's offering me a job."
He closed his eyes tightly for a second, then demanded, "H-How long 
have you known about this?"
"Only a coupla days."
"Just a couple?" he said sarcastically.
"Mike, I'm not doing this to spite you. I care about you too-"
"-But not enough to stay!"
"I'm sorry. I can't make that judgement based on what happened last 
night. The war just ended. I just think maybe I need some time alone 
to think things through, get my life back in-"
"Why couldn't you say that last night?"
She shook her head as the tears started to fall. "I'm not trying to 
hurt you. You need some time too. I know you do. If not for yourself, 
then maybe for Sean."
Donovan swallowed hard, annoyed that he had been used, and angry 
that she would play on his emotions. "Don't do that! Don't use Sean 
as an excuse. If you don't care about us then just say it, okay?"
Julie rubbed her eyes furiously. "I didn't say I didn't care!" she 
stammared. "Maybe we can work this out in a few months when we have 
our lives back to normal."
He said nothing, trapped in angry thoughts of betrayal, shook his 
head and walked away.

(Note: This is a flashback scene)

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Apr 20, 2001 2:01 am
Subject: story :Farewell, Mike part 1

Michael Donovan pulled his black SUV into his assigned
parking lot and shut off the engine. Wearily he leaned
back against the leather seat and closed his aching
eyes. He had just barely gotten back into LA after
being on location for two weeks in Bosnia. The tidy
chunk of change he had received from the producers of
CNN would tide him over for the next couple of months
and aid him immensely in his continuous search for
Sean.
It was only minutes like this when he was too tired to
think, let alone move that his mind filled with doubts
ever finding Sean again or if he did, that his son
would never get over Diana's prolonged control of him.

He shook his head, unbuckled his care seat and opened
the door. He unfolded his six foot one muscular frame
out of the car, reached across the seat to remove his
duffel bag and camera case from the floor of the
passenger seat, pocketed his car keys, then locked and
closed the door behind.
Slowly he made his way across the blacktop to the
apartment buildings entrance and forced himself to
take the short flight of stairs to his second floor
apartment, instead of waiting for the elevator.

When he reached apartment 215, Mike reached into the
pocket of his jeans and withdrew his car keys and
unlocked the door to his apartment. He opened the door
and stepped inside too tired to care whether or not
there was anyone inside waiting to surprise him. It
could be the head lizard lady herself waiting for him
he wouldn't care. All he wanted to do was take a
shower, find a quick bite to eat in the fridge, a cold
beer and a good night's sleep. 

He dropped the duffel bag he carried onto the floor
beside the couch, placed his camera case
ever-so-gently onto the arm of the couch and crossed
to his bedroom. Flicking on the overhead light, Mike
rummaged through the oak chest of drawers for a clean
pair of boxers and a t-shirt, before heading into the
bathroom and stripping off his clothes. He turned on
the shower and waited a few moments for the water to
heat up and then stepped under the spray.

He couldn't remember when a simple shower felt so
good. As he closed his eyes to rinse the shampoo out
of his hair... It came back to him. The last time he
had enjoyed a good shower was the night before Julie
had told him about being offered a position at Brook
Cove. They had had a nice dinner together and had
gotten carried away over the bottle of Chardonnay he
had purchased for the occasion. 

One thing had led to the other after he and Julie had
polished off the Chardonnay and started on the bottle
of brandy he kept on hand for special occasions. They
had made drunken love on the floor of the living room
before sharing a shower and going to bed. There had
been something different about Julie's lovemaking that
night, and urgency to it that he hadn't understood
until the next morning when Hannah Donnenfield had
called and Julie told him about the job she had been
offered. 

If he tried hard enough, he could almost hear her
voice...

Julie snatched the phone nervously as Donovan eyed
"Hannah's offering me a job."
He closed his eyes tightly for a second, then
demanded, "H-How long 
have you known about this?"
"Only a coupla days."
"Just a couple?" he said sarcastically.
"Mike, I'm not doing this to spite you. I care about
you too-"
"-But not enough to stay!"
"I'm sorry. I can't make that judgement based on
what happened last 
night. The war just ended. I just think maybe I need
some time alone 
to think things through, get my life back in-"
"Why couldn't you say that last night?"
She shook her head as the tears started to fall.
"I'm not trying to 
hurt you. You need some time too. I know you do. If
not for yourself, 
then maybe for Sean."
Donovan swallowed hard, annoyed that he had been
used, and angry 
that she would play on his emotions. "Don't do that!
Don't use Sean 
as an excuse. If you don't care about us then just say
it, okay?"
Julie rubbed her eyes furiously. "I didn't say I
didn't care!" she 
stammered. "Maybe we can work this out in a few months
when we have 
our lives back to normal."
He said nothing, trapped in angry thoughts of
betrayal, shook his 
head and walked away.

Mike shook his head in an attempt to get rid of the
disquieting thoughts, turned off the shower and
stepped out, dripping water onto the floor as he
reached for the towel hanging on the rod of the shower
door. As he dried off and dressed in the boxers and
t-shirt, Mike couldn't stop his thoughts from drifting
back to that day...

He had been so angry and hurt by Julie's decision to
take the job, that he hadn't talk to her again until
the Saturday she was scheduled to leave. he had shown
up at the airstrip just before the plane that would
squire her away from him showed up and had told her
that he was going to miss her. There had been tears in
Julie's beautiful eyes when she had told him again how
she needed time away to think things through.

He had drawn her into his arms for one last embrace
and whispered into her hair,

"I know. You take all the time that you need. I'll be
here when you come back."

Julie had drawn slightly away from him in able to look
up into his face and sadly said, "Oh, Mike, I can't
promise you when I'll be back."

"It's okay. Just know that I'm here for you if you
need anything," he had said, swallowing past the lump
that had lodged suddenly in his throat.

"Bye Mike," Julie had told him quickly and without
warning darted across the narrow airstrip to her plane
and climbed aboard without turning back.


"Stop it Mike!" he told himself firmly as he left the
bathroom and went into the kitchen to find himself
something to eat. "No use rehashing painful memories
when you can't do nothing to change them. You might as
well realize that Julie doesn't love you anymore or
else she would have come back before now."

Suddenly the thought of eating didn't appeal to him
anymore. Mike turned off the kitchen and living room
lights and headed off to his bedroom to get some
sleep. Sleep was just what he needed to chase thoughts
of Julie out of his head, that is if she didn't decide
to haunt his dreams as well.

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Apr 20, 2001 8:51 am
Subject: Burdens To Carry

Near the warm hearth, Constance Parrish rocked the latest addition 
to her clan in the rocking chair passed down by her own mother. 
The baby girl smiled and cooed. This was the fifth grandchild of this 
53-year-old woman. The little girl couldn't have come at a better 
time, when grief had overcome Constance's world. Now in Constance's 
custody for the third month of her life, this child didn't have any 
clue that this wasn't her own mother. She valued the arms of the 
woman who fed her and kept her secure.
Constance began to sing a soft lullaby when there was a knock at 
the door. As she got up, the old rocker creaked in protest.
"Let’s go see who that is now, my little angel."
She opened the door to see the 6ft 5in, blond haired, blue eyed man 
on the other side.
He bustled past her and demanded, "Is Julie here?"
"No," she answered. "Come on in, Steven. Make yourself at home, why 
don't you?"
He couldn't tell whether her tone was exciting or sarcastic as he 
studied the infant who smiled back at him. "Do you have any idea 
where she might be?"
Constance shook her head wearily, annoyed that she had her own 
troubles keeping track of Julie. "Is something wrong at work?"
"No, its just me."
"Oh, I see," she smiled knowingly. "Have you two been getting along 
lately?"
He chuckled softly at the notion.
"Well, no need to take it personally, Steven." She put the infant 
down in the bassinet and retook her seat in the rocking chair.
"I'm worried about her," he confided. "I love her."
"Me too."
He motioned to the bassinet. "How's the baby?"
"Sweet as candy," Constance smiled. "She doesn't have a clue."
He got closer to the bassinet. "But still, it makes you want to 
kill the bastard, right?"
"Steven!" Constance snapped. "That child is a gift from God. All 
babies are."
He shrugged, kicking the carpet with the tip of his sneaker. "I'm 
sorry. I guess I'm not religious enough to see it that way."
"It has nothing to do with religion, but everything to do with 
unconditional love."
Steve could feel his mouth turn up at the corners, "Let's not go 
there, please."
"I'm sorry if she doesn't care for you anymore. She's been through 
a lot lately."
Taking a seat on the old, beat up coach, Steven continued. "You 
know, I always thought she would be a good mother, but she won't have 
anything to do with her, huh?"
"Sometimes, I see a twinkle in her eye like she wants to love her, 
I don't know. Maybe there's hope."


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Fri Apr 20, 2001 9:20 pm
Subject: (Story)....The Calm before the storm

Jenna woke as the plane touched down in LAX. She had spent a 
miserable two days making connections from New york, to Chicago to 
LA. Travel had not become eaier but harder since the Visitors 
arrival and departure. She stood as the other passengers filed past 
her. Gathering her things she followed the line of weary travelers 
down the gang plank and into the terminal. It was a very early 
Thursday morning at 2:30am and even then the terminal buzzed with 
activity around her.
Tyler had not been lying when he had told her that she would 
recognize her contact. Phaedon Kietz (pronounced: Faydon) stood 
waiting for her as she came off the plane. Phaedon was a very good 
friend of Tyler’s, they had known each other for years and Ham had 
been heard to once call Phaedon 'The man who can get anything'. Not 
a light compliment coming from Ham Tyler. 
Jenna slung her carry-on over her shoulder and made her way to 
where he stood. She had met him several times over the years and had 
even gotten to work with him on a mission in Egypt. 
"Hello Phaedon." She said with a smile. The last time she had 
heard anything about him had been two years ago when he had been 
running weapons between Arizona and California. A very deadly trip 
with the Visitors tight grip on things back then.
Phaedon Kietz was a greek god and not just figuratively, he was 
native born to the Greek Isles and everything about his physical 
appearance betrayed his ancestry. He stood a good 5 foot 10, 
compact in build like a line backer, not one once of fat on his broad 
shouldered frame with a trim waist that made the blue jeans and white 
polo shirt he wore look like a million dollar suite. Paedon preferred 
his dark hair short, it was cut military style, what the company 
would refer to as a grade one haircut. He stood with thick muscled 
arms crossed over his chest, one eyebrow raised slyly over brown eyes 
as he stood waiting for her.
"Macleod...Why am I not surprised Ham chose to send you?"
"Because he knows we make a good team?" She asked sarcastically.
"Great, what did he pull you away from?" He asked reading into her 
tone and not just her words.
"Oh nothing important," she snarled, "Just the man I love, a 
weekend locked in a cabin in the Catskills and Two bottles of 
champagne!" 
Phaedon groaned aloud. "Fantastic...well whatever you do girl 
don't take it out on me." He said as he lead her to the luggage 
carousel.
"Mmmph." Was all he got from her as they made their way from the 
luggage area to his waiting Jeep. He loaded her and the luggage into 
the car and as he climbed in beside her she finally addressed him 
again.
"Phaedon, I don' care what else we have to do for Tyler, but before 
anything else you will feed me and give me a "good" place to sleep 
for at least 12 hours." She delivered this order very quietly as she 
gave him a level stare. He chuckled and started the car slamming it 
into gear and headed out onto the freeway.
"I thought I'd give you a brief rundown on what Tyler wants." He 
said. She just gave a nod and a yawn. "Fine, but do it over 
dinner." she asked. He nodded and 20 minutes later had them sitting 
in a booth at an all night dinner. After they had placed their 
orders Phaedon started to explain Ham Tyler’s instructions.
"He wants us to pick up some weapons..." 
"I gathered that from his message, what else?" she asked 
interrupting him. 
"If I may continue and finish without interruption...?" He asked 
her, his voice tight with irritation.
She shrugged an errant shoulder and continued to sip her 
coffee. Phaedon sighed and continued on. "He also said to tell you 
he wants you to contact "Gooder"?, I don't know what the Hell that 
was about but he said you would." On the Word "Gooder" Jenna stopped 
sipping her coffee and stared across at her contact. They sat in 
silence for a few seconds before she could bring herself to speak.
"Your sure he said "Gooder"?" 
"Uh-huh, why? Who is it he's talking about?" Phaedon asked biting 
into his recently delivered sandwich. 
"Mike Donovan." She answered. Phaedon stopped chewing..."You're 
kidding, right? He asked around a mouthful of sandwich.
She shook her head..."Nope." Suddenly more interested in what 
Phaedon had to say she sat forward a little and waited to hear what 
else Ham Tyler had in store for her.

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Apr 21, 2001 5:27 pm
Subject: (Story) Scars Only Time Can Heal



(flash back scene...)
After arriving in New York City, Julie was quick to reunite with 
the family she had not seen in over three years, and saddened to 
learn that her father had passed away. Then came the blame game, her 
mother being angry at her for not staying in touch.
Julie looked forward to meeting the ex-New York Resistance group at 
Guido's Bella Capri, an Italian restaurant. The Brook Field 
researchers, Hannah Donnnenfield, Sari James and Mitchell Loomis were 
anxious to hear her stories on the projects she'd worked on at 
Science Frontiers before quitting her job there only four months ago. 
She had discovered lots of ways how the red dust had a devastating 
effect on plant and animal life and the food chain in general, and 
had even written some articles for a prestigious scientific journal. 
Hannah Donnenfield was delighted to have her aboard.
Julie became uneasy when Deniese Daltrey, CBS anchorwoman, began 
asking about Donovan. Julie had wanted to put the thought of leaving 
him behind with that sad look in his eyes out of her mind. And yet 
Deniese just seemed a little too curious about Donovan, like she 
found him attractive herself or something. After a few diet cokes and 
a salad, Julie left the restaurant around ten that evening, exhausted 
from the day's events and anxious to get into bed at her mother's 
house.
As she walked across the street to get into her car, a grizzly 
looking man stopped her and asked her for change for the nearby 
payphone. As Julie dug into her purse, he snatched it from her.
"Hey!" she called out, her voice echoing into the night air.
"What will you give me for it?" He teased.
"I beg your pardon?"
"Oh, I'm sure there's some mighty valuable things in here, Missy. 
Your keys, your wallet. What will you give me for them?"
She glared at him, not believing what she was hearing. "You have 
everything. You want the car too?" she motioned to her recently 
rented Toyota Camry.
"Oh, I don't have everything. What will you give me for it?" he 
asked again, rummaging through her things carelessly, letting some of 
them blow away.
"What do you want?!"
"Hmmm," he smiled, pulling out her pistol and pointing it at 
her. "Why don't you come with me and I'll show you?"...
He grabbed her by her blond ponytail, dragging her away. She 
screamed and he covered her mouth, still dragging her into a darkened 
alley behind Bella Capri.

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sat Apr 21, 2001 6:05 pm
Subject: (Story)...Survival of the Fittest....(Lydia)

Lydia slammed off the com link and began pacing the room. "So, she 
thinks she'll be the conqueror this time...Over my dead body!" She 
screamed, picking up the nearest thing to her, an empty glass jar 
that had contained her dinner; a black tarantula. Flinging it 
against the nearest wall, the sound of breaking glass somehow made 
her feel better. She only wished it where Diana’s body she could see 
lying broken and battered before her. Diana had managed to take the 
leader out of the picture, for the time being anyway. The counsel 
would replace him, of that she had no doubt. And when they do, she 
would be in contact with whomever they chose, and she would gain 
control of the fleet. For now she would lay low...She may not be 
able to do much but irritate Diana’s plans...and that suited her 
fine. She smiled, "I'll see you suffer yet you green scaled bitch."
Lydia turned toward the computer on her desk and began a log, she 
intended to keep track of every mistake Diana made, starting with 
Sean Donovan.

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sat Apr 21, 2001 7:06 pm
Subject: (Story)....The Calm before the storm (Part II)

Jenna continued to sip her coffee as she studied Pheadon over the 
rim. They had finished dinner and for the time being she was no 
longer interested in sleep. With the revelation that Tyler wanted to 
bring Mike Donovan into the picture, and soon, she had regained her 
focus on the problems at hand and almost forgotten that she had left 
Galin...alone, with two bottles of champagne in front of a warm fire 
on a bearskin rug. She let out a long sigh and rubbed her eyes. 
"Well first things first. We need a headquarters, agreed?" She 
asked him.
"That's what the boss wants." He said.
"Well than we give it to him. Be a good boy and buy me a newspaper 
Pheadon. I'll meet you back at the jeep." She said leaving the 
table and heading back towards the car. He watched her go, a small 
smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "She is a piece of work." 
He mused to no one in particular as he got up and went to the counter 
to pay the bill. He purchased a local newspaper as he left the 
restaurant. 
Once back inside the car he handed her the paper. "So, you going 
to tell me what you’re looking for?" He asked.
"Prime real estate Pheadon me boy." She said smiling. "At the 
bosses expense of course."
"Great..." He groaned.
"Now, you mentioned something about weapons, tell me what he wants 
on the way to the hotel." She said, starting to flip through the 
paper.
"You ever heard of Science Frontiers?" He asked, glancing across 
at where she sat.
She looked up at him, "You..have..got..to..be..kidding!" She said 
the words incredulously. "He wants us to go in there and lift 
weapons!? He really is certifiable." She mumbled. 
"This is where we have to get Donovan involved isn't it?" she asked 
him.
Pheadon nodded. "The boss says he knows the layout and most likely 
will be able to give us a good idea of security as well as play an 
active roll as a diversion."
She nodded, I'm starting to see where he's going here. I think 
this could work..." She trailed off with a smile that gave Pheadon 
chills. 
"This could also be a lot of fun." She said grinning at him.
"Never the less, he asked that we try and stay as low key as 
possible he doesn't want anyone knowing we're here in town, if you 
get my drift." He said. Pheadon had been saving the best till 
last. "By the way, there's something else Tyler asked me to give 
you." He handed her an envelope.
She looked at it and its deliverer and then took it gently. She 
weighed it in her hands, "Hmm." Was all she said before tearing it 
open. All Pheadon heard was a small snicker from the seat beside him.
"He said you'd try and pull something and to tell you he's as 
prepared for you as always." Pheadon said to her glancing over to 
where she sat counting the one hundred dollar bills.
With that he pulled out of the parking lot and headed back to the 
hotel where he had reserved two rooms for them. Tomorrow would start 
their search for a headquarters and the layout of plans for their 
raid on Science Frontiers. It would be a few days before they would 
have to involve Mike Donovan. He had no doubts about Tyler’s plan or 
his companions abilities to make it work, he just hoped that they 
could get Donovan to cooperate. At this point a lot seemed to hinge 
on one mans involvement, Pheadon just hoped that Tyler was right and 
that Donovan could be trusted to come through for them.

From: Tamie Rankin <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Apr 22, 2001 4:58 pm
Subject: Re: [v_resist_or_perish] (Story) Amanda

(Present Day, Long Island)

Bent over a microscope, sweat beading from her brow,
Sari James ran a hand through her strawberry blond
hair. Pleased with her progress and excited about her
upcoming date with Dr. Steve Maitland, she knew that
life had never been more promising for her.
“I think we’ve found it, Julie,” she nodded at the
blond standing next to her. “Just a few more tests.”
Julie Parrish got off of her stool. She wasn’t in a
good mood. “I read the report, Sari. Why didn’t you
tell me?”
The older woman turned away nervously. “It wasn’t my
opinion.”
“Yeah, I know,” Julie said not so reassuringly. “How
convenient Steve didn’t show up today. He couldn’t
bare to tell me the truth.”
“He didn’t want to hurt your feelings. You’ve been
so fragile lately.”
Fighting back tears, Julie put the protective cover
over her microscope. “I’m trying as best I can to meet
the deadline. I really want to win the grant. Think
what we could do with that money next year…”
Sari smiled. “We need new equipment. Mitchell needs
his own lab. You need a vacation.”
“Uh, the money isn’t for personal use.”
Sari grabbed a soda from the small fridge in the
corner and popped the tab. “You’re so stressed, Julie.
Winning this grant isn’t everything.”
“I just know we’re that close. I just keep thinking
about all the people who need the drug, how many lives
could be improved. Its hard not to try.”
“Yeah, Lauren’s been really upset about her dad
lately. Do you ever wonder why some people who go
through the conversion process seem fine for a while
after words, and then the start to change all of a
sudden? Do you ever have that feeling like, what is it
he said? Someone else is controlling your thoughts?”
“Not anymore. I mean when I was near her, I could
hear her talking in my mind. “
“Diana?” Sari said sounding surprised. “When she
came in to talk to Bates, you mean.”
Julie shrugged. “I thought so. I could never say
anything, you know. I don’t have that feeling
anymore.”
“How could George? She’s supposed to be 8 light
years away.”
Gathering her journal, Julie sat down behind the
desk and turned on the Apple PC. “I don’t know. Maybe
he was more “converted” than I was. How is Lauren
doing otherwise?”
Sari sat down beside her, watching her type figures
onto the screen. “She’s worried about that Emma girl
leaving. She left for L.A. the other day, you know.”
“What’s in LA?” The question was said meaningfully
as the government out west had struggled to rebuild
what the Visitors had destroyed not so long ago.
“Do you ever talk to Donovan anymore?”
Julie shook her head quickly. “I don’t know where he
is.”
“Deniese said he was in Bosnia. I guess he just got
back from assignment. Sean’s still missing, you know.”
“I didn’t know that.”
“Don’t you want to call him and see how he’s doing?”
With a gentle headshake, Julie looked up at Sari. “I
hear you have a date tomorrow night.”
Sari’s cheeks flushed as she mumbled, “I’m sorry.
He’s just so cute and everything. Do you mind,
really?”
“Oh, no,” she confessed. “I thought you were doing
me a favor. Thank you.”
“Yeah, well, I don’t know if I can change his mind
about you though,” she teased, getting up and opening
the door after hearing footsteps in the hallway
outside. Steve Maitland was there, just coming in.
“Speak of the devil,” Julie muttered under her
breath.
“Sari’s a devil, what’d you say?” he teased coming
over to her desk. “They put Lauren’s dad in the
hospital. I had to run some tests on him this morning.
That’s what kept me.”
Julie’s expression turned to one of concern. “How is
he?”
“Nuts, hearing voices again.”
“Diana’s?” Sari asked anxiously, as she admired his
skin-tight blue jeans that matched his eyes perfectly
“He didn’t say, why?” He reached up into a nearby
window sill and turned on a small radio.
Julie heard the disturbing lyrics echoing in her
mind…
I’m gonna take you by surprise and make you
realize, Amanda. I’m going to tell you right away, I
can’t wait another day, Amanda…
“TURN IT OFF, STEVE!” she snapped, angrily.
Sari and Steve both gave her a look of shock.
“It’s just a song, Julie,” Steve argued, not
flinching.
“I DON’T CARE!” 
Astonished, he watched her yank the cord out of the
socket.
“Oh, c’mon. You can’t not want her entirely. She’s
a part of you,” he begged.”
“Shut up, Steven.”
“Julie,” he said softly. “Do you realize what you’re
doing to yourself, to your family?”
“I didn’t ask them to take her. I wanted to put her
up for adoption. That’s where she belongs. I don’t
need that constant reminder in my life!”
“Your mom said you would’ve had that choice if you
had been treated after it happened. They would’ve gave
you something so you wouldn’t have gotten preg-“
“I couldn’t go there. We both worked in the E.R. in
med school. You saw what they put those women
through,” she started to sob. “I couldn’t go through
that then.”
He gathered her into his arms and Sari watched
feeling a little jealous, but somehow she understood.
She walked out leaving them alone.


From: mlwhipple@yahoo.com 
Date: Sun Apr 22, 2001 6:00 pm
Subject: (Story) Philip finds Elizabeth part 1

Philip sat in his quarters , deep in thought. A year had passed since 
the Leader had called a cease-fire. A year had passed since Elizabeth 
had traveled to the Homeworld with the Leader. Philip slumped forward 
and rested his head in his hands. Now the Leader was dead and 
Elizabeth was a prisoner. There was nothing he could do about it. He 
thought sadly to himself. Or was there? Maybe he could find 
Elizabeth. He stood up and walked over to his computer. He said the 
password. He then typed in Elizabeth's name. Elizabeth's location 
came up on the screen. He turned the computer off. He walked outside 
and got in a shuttle.

Philip flew the shuttle to the place that Elizabeth was being kept. 
He landed the shuttle. He walked up to the building. He reached into 
his pocket and took out a key. He opened the door and walked outside. 
He walked down the hallway until he found Elizabeth's room. He 
knocked on the door. "Elizabeth, it's Philip." he spoke 
softy "Please let me in?"

Opening the door, Elizabeth had never been happier to see a such a 
 friendly face in all of her life. "Oh, Philip, I had hoped you'd 
come soon!"  After the two embraced, Elizabeth ushered Philip inside her small 
quarters. "Philip, things have been bleak here since plans for a 
new invasion began. This one will be so much worse than the 
others."
Philip let out a long sigh and nodded his head, "You are right. 
There will be more blood shed between our people and humans."
Elizabeth began to tell Philip what had been going on. "Michael 
has kept me prisoner and used Kyle to force me to produce a virus. The 
virus was supposed to kill humans, Philip, but I came up with a harmless 
virus. He does not know; if he finds out, I am dead."
 
"Philip, you have to warn them. You must go to Earth before they 
are ready to invade. You have to tell them so they can be 
prepared." Elizabeth told him.
Philip agreed, "Yes, I know. It will be dangerous, but it must be 
done."
He looked at her, "But what about you?"
 "I will remain here. Perhaps the resistance will help Kyle and I 
escape once the invasion occurs. Then I can help them defeat the 
Visitors." Elizabeth revealed.
"Is there anything you wish for me to tell them?"
Elizabeth smiled, "Tell them I am fine and that I miss them. That 
I haven't forgotten."
"I will, Elizabeth." He assured her.
"Philip, go with Zon," Elizabeth whispered, with tears in her eyes 
as they embraced good-bye.
"May Zon be with you as well. And God too."
Philip left the room. And Elizabeth was alone. Once again with 
her thoughts...(by Jaime and Mary)

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Mon Apr 23, 2001 9:28 pm
Subject: (Story)...Hurricane Lydia?

Lydia had made sure to stay out of Diana's grasp for as long as she 
could. She avoided as many roll calls as possible if Diana was 
scheduled to be there and had instead started to report directly to 
Phillip. She had listened more than spoken in the few meetings with 
him and had walked away with the feeling that even though he had been 
strongly punished by his superiors for his acts while on Earth that 
he still harbored feelings for the people there.
She paused in front of her mirror, staring straight at herself she 
gave a soft sigh. "You also have to admit that you have feelings for 
the man you fool." She said to her reflection. She had watched in 
what could only be defined as admiration as Phillip had stood against 
Diana while on Earth, and while she could not understand Phillips 
love for the Humans, she adored the fact that he despised Diana as 
much as she did.
"Maybe…" she thought out loud, "There's a way to use that to my 
advantage. Such a pity that she would have to kill Phillip 
afterward. "A girl can never be too careful now can she?", She 
thought grinning at her reflection.
With that she turned and headed out to meet one of the ships 
technicians for a late dinner. He wasn't very attractive but he 
worked closely to Diana and had been keeping her informed on Diana's 
latest plan of invasion. Lydia had a feeling, 'More than a feeling.' 
She thought to herself as she entered the turbo lift, 'That Dearest 
Diana's plan wouldn't even be getting off the ground.' She didn't 
realize it but she managed to frighten the next shock trooper who 
boarded the lift simply by the way she was smiling.

From: "Zak" <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Tue Apr 24, 2001 6:06 am
Subject: Ham Tyler - Scene Three

Nothing… Not a sound.

Taking a deep breath, Tyler pushed the sewer cover up and moved it to 
one side as quickly as he could. The second the cover was down, he 
was pulling himself out of the hole, SMG up and scanning for targets.

Again, nothing. ~Well, that's the most dangerous part of the
mission over!~ He thought to himself as Daryian, scurried out of the 
sewer.

The two of them checked the room out, it was a store of some kind, 
~More than likely fuel for the ambulances~ Tyler thought.

There was one exit from the room, a sturdy looking steel door. Tyler 
and Daryian moved an empty barrel so that it was positioned between 
the door and the open sewer entrance hole. ~Not worth a great deal, 
but will pass a cursory inspection~ Tyler thought.

Daryian and Tyler moved to the room's exit door. Tapping Daryian
on the shoulder Tyler signalled him to wait and then listened at the 
door, testing the handle. No sounds. He turned to Daryian.

"No sound from outside but it looks like the door's locked. Beyond 
the door I'm guessing it's the garage we saw from the warehouse roof 
or maybe the small outhouse."

Tyler stopped as he thought he heard a noise from outside. He did. 
Footsteps were approaching. "Move!" Tyler whispered insistently. 
They retreated into the depths of the storeroom, secreting themselves 
behind stacks of barrels.

A few seconds later the door was unlocked and two men walked in, one 
carrying some foil wrapped parcels. "Give `em the food and we're out 
of here Dave!" He said to his partner, he continued, "I'm sick of 
this damn place and all the security. Don't see what's so damn 
important about the project anyway! Bloody Lizards really get up my 
nose you know?"

"Yeah I know what you're saying man!"

The men walked towards the barrel Tyler and Daryian had positioned.

Ham gripped the SMG tighter, watching the pair intently. ~And 
everything was going so well!~ He thought to himself.

Jumping from his cover Tyler took a bead on the first man, "Hold
it right there. You move, you die." Following Tyler's lead, Daryian 
sprung up to the right of the two men, covering the second man.

The first man, Dave, dropped the two parcels as his hands shot up 
straight into the air, "Don't shoot man! Don't shoot!!" He yelled. 
The second man followed suit.

Tyler winced at the volume of Dave's voice, "Shut up and keep your 
hands in the air!"

Daryian moved behind the first man and kicked him behind the knees, 
sending him to the floor. "Checking.." He said allowed before moving 
to the door.

"Get on your knees Dave," Tyler said. Dave did as he was told, Tyler 
continued, "We're going to have a little chat about what exactly is 
going on here scumbags. I want details and I want them now. If I 
think you're holding anything back I'll post you back to your mothers 
in matchboxes. Understand?!"

"Yes, yes," the two men replied.

Daryian returned from the door, looking at Tyler he shook his head.

~Good, with a bit of luck we wont get any more company.~ Tyler 
thought.

Tyler leant back on a barrel and pointed at the second man with his 
SMG. "You. I want to know what's going on in this place."

The man looked at Tyler, fear very apparent in his eyes. "Er… Erm… 
Well… I, erm…"

Tyler got up and moved quickly to the man's side, gun never moving 
from it's target. Tyler squatted down, "OK, now you see here's the 
problem. You're buddies no doubt expect you to return at some point, 
so I'm on a short timescale here, that irritates me. You've 
interrupted a very important "venture" that I was on and that 
irritates me. I don't like collaborators and therefore YOU irritate 
me." Tyler paused for effect.

The two men were scared, very scared.

Tyler got up and moved back to the barrel he was leaning 
on, "Basically I'm irritated! I don't have time to waste with the 
likes of you two. You mean nothing to me and I will not hesitate in 
killing you if I have to." Another pause. "I'm presuming you 
understand me?" Tyler raised his eyebrows…

Nodding heads.

Tyler smiled. "Good. Now, what's going on here?" The smile never 
reached his eyes.

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Apr 29, 2001 9:16 pm
Subject: Elizabeth's Flashback I---Red Dreams--revised

(Flashback)
Shortly after the Visitors made her a prisoner and a pawn, 
Elizabeth began to dream the same dream. Over and over again. Always the same.
 
It began with Elizabeth dressed all in gold. She was walking 
through a long hallway that was covered all in white. Elizabeth felt 
weightless and totally at peace as she continued down the corridor.

Suddenly, she came to a fork that extended right and left, almost 
forever. One way, left, was covered in a red light, and Elizabeth 
knew instinctively that if she went that way then the experience 
would be quite unpleasant. The other direction, right, was bathed 
in the same welcome, white light. As much as she wanted to continue 
down the white way, she knew that she had to go down the red 
corridor.

"Do not be afraid, Elizabeth," a voice reassured her in her 
mind. "They are only images you will see. Of the past. They 
cannot harm you."
 
The matter settled, Elizabeth, shoulders back and head held high, 
stepped along the red-lighted hallway. And what she learned proved 
enlightening. Images and voices reached her as she walked. A 
story unfolded--one of destruction and death but also one of hope...

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Tue Apr 24, 2001 9:14 pm
Subject: (story)...Galin


As he entered the apartment Galin threw his keys onto the table 
beside the door and hit the blinking message button on the machine 
that told him there was one message. As it rewound he shrugged out 
of his leather bomber jacket and headed toward the kitchenette. The 
voice on the machine stopped him cold in his tracks.
"Hi baby, well I'm in L.A.. I can't believe that they call this 
place the city of angels."
Galin raced back to the machine and stood routed to the spot as 
Jenna's message continued.
"It's more like the city of crazies. I'm so sorry for having to 
leave you…"(a moment of silence and what Galin thought might have 
been a sniffle.) "I um, well I had no problems meeting Ham's 
contact, he's actually an old friend of mine from the past. I have a 
feeling that Tyler told him to keep an eye on me." (Galin heard her 
give a small snicker and smiled himself.) "Ham was ready for me…as 
always. Anyway, I was just calling, well to tell you how much I love 
you, miss you and ah, Galin…" (Galin choked back the tears he felt 
threatening as he heard her voice soften and thicken as she spoke to 
him in Gaelic, her native tongue.) "Mo a gra'dhachadh (My Love), I 
miss you so much it aches. I promise you I'll try and call again. 
Maybe I'll get you at home." (He heard her sigh.) "I have to go, 
it's late and I've got an early morning. I love you Galin."
He heard the line disconnect and wanted to shout for her to tell 
her that he was there, not to go. He slumped back against the 
nearest wall. He wasn't sure how long he stayed there, but the onset 
of darkness seemed to bring him to his senses. He stood up and 
headed to the bathroom, he wanted nothing more than a cold shower and 
some sleep. He had worked a double shift hoping to forget that Jenna 
would not be at home waiting for him as he came through the door 
after a long day. As he let the spray take some of the heat from his 
body he thought back to the last night they had spent together. 
Galin had managed to secure a cabin in the Catskills as well as two 
bottles of Jenna's favorite wine; the ring he had gotten a few months 
before that. He knew she'd love it, it was a sapphire, Jenna was the 
only woman Galin could remember who had an aversion to 
diamonds. "Too gaudy." She always said. He smiled too himself, the 
cabin had been in the most perfect setting, right on the lake. They 
had arrived on a Sunday night, unpacked the car and lit a fire and 
made dinner. Both where to tired to do more than eat and sit curled 
up together in front of the fireplace. There they had talked about 
the future and what it might bring. Their lives had been anything 
but simple after the lizards left. She had been busy wrapping up 
business with the New York and European Resistance and he had been 
busy with the hospital and working double and sometimes triple 
shifts. They had taken some time off after that and visited her 
parents' home in Scotland. They had been killed in the first battle 
with the alien beings and Jenna had asked him to come with her to 
help wrap up the business of their estate. It had been a hard time 
for her emotionally and she had relied heavily on Galin for balance 
and stability. He had given as much as he could. Now almost a year 
later, he had known they where ready for marriage. After cooking 
dinner on Wednesday and taking an evening swim, they had been wrapped 
in a quilt by the fire, he was about to ask her when the phone rang. 
They had made sure that no one had the number but emergency contacts 
so Galin had made the mistake of answering it. Upon hearing Ham 
Tyler's voice, he knew that Jenna would not remain the night. He had 
handed her the phone and watched as she had argued with Tyler. He 
had even heard her use a few choice Gaelic curse words and then she 
had given in. As she hung up and turned to him, he had seen the 
unshed tears. He pulled her into a hug and had told her that it was 
o.k. If Ham said it was important than she knew better than to 
question it. She had nodded and they had both began to pack. He had 
driven her to the local airport and there proceeded to kiss her 
goodbye. She had been openly sobbing as she left and he had felt as 
if his heart where coming undone. 
Now as he immerged from the shower, he made up his mind that come 
the morning he would be heading to Los Angels after giving notice at 
the clinic. He wanted to be with her, no matter where or what 
happened. He would also bring the ring, even if it meant eloping, he 
wasn't about to let her go again.


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Apr 29, 2001 9:18 pm
Subject: Elizabeth's Flashback II--A Few Bad Apples... Revised




(What Elizabeth saw in the red hallway)
 
The Leader was one reptile who accepted no dissention. Through 
purges and "reforms," there were few Sirians left to voice their 
disapproval of what the Leader was doing. Those brave enough, or 
stupid enough (depending upon whom you asked), to defy the Leader 
hid in the jungles, where an underground network flourished. 
 
These Sirians were peace loving, scientific, and held deep 
religious beliefs. Zon was their religion and their life. They tried to 
assassinate the Leader on numerous occasions but failed. The only 
hope that they had were the "Hak-Sarash" or the "Lords of Light." 
But even they were not immune to the Leader's evil plans.
 
Planting a spy in the jungles, the Leader learned the principal 
Sirians involved in stirring up the population with Zonism. Set up 
and cornered by the Leader's underlings, the "Lords of Light" were 
captured, cruelly tortured, and killed. 
 
However, one survived. He is called Amman. He escaped from the 
Leader's clutches and hid again in the jungles, carrying on the Zon 
religion.

The "Lords of Light" (Yutipor, Woentwa, and Tranutop) live on 
still.  Their souls give comfort to believers. And Amman, feared by the 
Leader and laughed at by Diana, became the High Priest of Zon. He 
carried the same mark that Elizabeth has on her hand, the Mark of 
Zon. 
 
The knowledge of Amman became Elizabeth's. Reaching the end of the 
hallway, Elizabeth heard the voice in her mind once more, but this 
time she knew to whom it belonged.
 
"Elizabeth, you know what you must do. Our people have been 
persecuted, and the rest of the Sirians have persecuted others. 
But it will end with you."
 
Elizabeth woke up then to find herself curled up in a fetal 
position. She woke to her own tears and a memory.
 
It was from the time that she was on the mothership as a little 
girl with Diana. With hope rising in her little voice, Elizabeth 
reminded Diana, "Prete-na-ma (peace be yours)." 
 
Diana responded with an angry "no."

Elizabeth, more adamant this time, "Prete-na-ma!"
 
“No, it's not in our destiny!"
 
But it had to be. For both the Sirians and for Earth people. And 
especially for Elizabeth, the product of both...


From: Tamie Rankin <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue Apr 24, 2001 9:46 pm
Subject: Re: [v_resist_or_perish] (story)... A Trip To The Lawyer
At three o'clock in the afternoon, Constance went to
the appointment she'd long been waiting for. She
waited patiently in Alan Smith's office, stroking her
granddaughter Amanda's hair ever-so-gently. The infant
was sleeping now, and yet her little mouth was sucking
away at nothing.
Constance smiled. Sixteen years had passed too
quickly since her youngest, Pierre was a baby. He had
been a colicky and noisy one, never as peaceful as
this child. Now it was Constance's turn to raise a
child all over again, and she didn't mind it a bit.
For as much as she hoped that her daughter would come
to love the baby, Constance was prepared to fill the
empty void in her own life with the unconditional love
of a child. 
Amanda was named for the mother Constance had lost
to cancer only a few months ago, a cancer thought to
be caused from overexposure to the red dust. Constance
knew that Julie felt guilty for her death, and tried
to reassure her that what she and her colleagues had
done a few years ago was the right thing. But Julie
couldn't help but to feel bad. She had been her
Grandmother's favorite... she missed her something
awful. Now this child was also a reminder of that
pain.
"Sorry to keep you waiting, Mrs. Parrish," said a
tall, dark headed fellow coming into the tiny, fourth
floor office. As he closed the door it gave a soft
squeal. "The paperwork is all set. We can start the
adoption proceedings in another month."
"Why so long?" Constance balked. "Juliet doesn't
want her. Why should we wait?"
He sat down, folding his hands under his chin and
staring at her intently. "What are you afraid of?"
"I'm not afraid of anything."
"The state of New York's laws require we wait until
the child has been with the prospective adoptive
parent for four months, before starting the
proceedings."
Constance was shaking her head, "They get their
money no matter what. Why can't we just do it and get
it done and over with?"
"To give the mother a chance to think things
through."
"My daughter was raped. I assure you that she wants
nothing to do with this child!" she argued as Amanda
began to stir and whimper. "Shh," Constance said
softly, padding her back.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Parrish," was all Alan Smith could
come up with as he reached for a manila folder and
began to pull papers out from it. CPS sent these over
for you to sign, if you will."
She snatched them away. "I don't understand why they
have to get involved."
"It's standard procedure, Ma'am," he said, forcing
reassurance and tolerance at the same time.
Amanda slapped and batted at the papers, trying
desperately to get a grasp on them, but her efforts
failed.


From: thilda76@hotmail.com 
Date: Wed Apr 25, 2001 5:42 pm
Subject: (story) On my way - part 2

Reluctantly, Emma climbed back onto the bus knowing it would be hours 
before their next break. I the poorly lit aisle she searched for her 
seat, stumbling over bags and feet. Finally, she found it, and sat 
down. Letting out a sigh, she began to watch the people around 
her, observing their faces, and nervously playing with the chain she 
wore around her neck. It wasn't the first time she noticed
she'd picked up some of Reese's characteristics, in
particularly, being nervous around new people. During the first 
invasion they had both changed. Of course, it was always easier to 
find the changes in someone else. Soon, the old Reese had 
disappeared, and in his place stood a man with relentless 
determination, one who carried out every mission with decisive 
military precision. 

When war became a reality, Emma hadn't fully grasped the risks, 
consequences or possible loss that their actions might bring. Looking 
back she doubted that knowing the outcome would've changed her 
decision to join the New York Resistance anyway, and yet a part of 
her blamed them for his death.
Living in the western world all her life, Emma had lead a secure 
life, never expecting to witness or experience what she had only seen 
on TV before. That was then. Now she had gone through deprivation and 
personal trials that were more difficult to comprehend than what she 
thought was humanly possible. Emma had known illness and hunger 
border lining starvation at times. 

After the release of the red dust, all the cities above the frost 
line, was sanctioned from the Visitor attacks. During the second 
invasion, N.Y and other cities had served as suppliers of food, 
medical supplies and weapons to other, still fighting resistance 
groups. With nothing to do, Reese had grown more and more restless. 
So when Lauren Stewart and Pete Forsythe had asked them to aid Sari 
James with the distribution of supplies, they had accepted.
A decision she later regretted, for what happened to Reese. In the 
end they had fought a war, doomed from the beginning, against a 
higher civilization, and won. Emma was one of the survivors, but the 
sacrifice she felt had been too great.

Originally, Emma had left New York to escape the memories of Reese. 
Just being around the others had become a constant reminder of him. 
She knew that they all meant well, but being around them made it 
harder to forget. Emma shifted her weight in her seat in an attempt 
to get more comfortable. She stretched out her legs, and longed for 
the next break. Bored, she picked up a magazine she had purchased at 
the last stop. Skimming through the pages, an article on Bosnia 
caught her attention. `The cameraman in the background,' she 
thought. `Isn't that Reese's friend… Mike
Donovan?" 
Emma had only met the man a couple of times before the first war. 
Since then she had only seen him on the news and on the Visitors most 
wanted list along with the other leaders for the Los Angeles 
Resistance, Ham Tyler and Juliet Parrish. 

Emma didn't know Julie very well, she seemed distant and troubled 
most of the time. Lauren Stewart, Olav Lindstrom's secretary and 
former New York Resistance member, had informed her that Donovan and 
Julie were once lovers. Emma didn't know Julie very well, but
from what Lauren had explained to her, Donovan was not a subject that 
was open for discussion with Julie. So Emma never told Julie how she 
knew him from before the Visitors first arrived. Looking up from the 
magazine, Emma wondered if Mike Donovan still lived in L.A., and for 
a second she toyed with the idea of looking him up...

From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Wed Apr 25, 2001 8:35 pm
Subject: (Story) The Visit

Footsteps filled the corridor as Diana walked down section eight of 
the detention centre. Section eight is the "special" section 
reserved for important prisoners, which still had some importance in 
society. 

The trooper greeted Diana, "Welcome commander". Diana nodded
in acknowledgement, "I trust my prisoner has been well looked
after?" 
"Of course, our orders were quite strict..." The captain spoke 
again "He must be important for having the inspector general and a 
commander visit on the same day!" 
He inserted his security card into the console in front of him, the 
heavy door opened to reveal the entrance to the cells. "The inspector 
general...? I see... thank you captain." Diana's suspicion was 
aroused, 'Why would Philip visit him here?' she thought.

Diana entered, flanked by two troopers. Walking past the cells Diana 
could recognise various political leaders held in detention for 
speaking out against the Leader. A prisoner moved quickly to the 
front his cell as Diana passed by. He stared at her with a hate 
filled expression, Diana looked away... she didn't recognise
him.

"Who is that prisoner?" Diana inquired. "I'm sorry
commander I have limited information on him". Diana was surprised at 
his lack of knowledge about his prisoners, "You should make it your 
duty to know trooper..." She snapped. Slightly embarrassed, he 
diligently replied with "Yes, commander". 

They arrived at the end of section 8. Another heavy door opened, to 
reveal a large room. "Wait outside". she ordered. The troopers nodded 
and walked outside the room, the door moved down behind them. 
Kyle appeared from behind a partition in the room. His face was 
expectant, but it soon changed, as he saw Diana. She smiled "How
are you Kyle? I trust you have been well looked after?" "What do
you want Diana? Here to play with me again?" he answered 
sarcastically.
"I'm not here to play games with you today, so I'll get
to the point... What was the inspector general doing visiting you 
here?" "That's my business, Diana" he said with defiance. 
"He knows where Elizabeth is doesn't he... after all I
don't see why he should bother to visit you, other than to give you 
some sort of message."
Kyle tried to express his indifference, but it was in vain, Diana 
knew the score. She grinned, "You really must work on that, your 
poker face is terrible..." She called for the guards, "Take him to my 
shuttle". They walked back to the entrance. Additional guards were 
waiting to escort Kyle to the shuttle. 
"You'll soon be reunited Kyle, I'll make sure of that..." Kyle was 
puzzled, but he knew he wouldn't be reunited on his terms...


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Wed Apr 25, 2001 10:07 pm
Subject: (Story)...Headquarters, or Fortress?

Jenna sighed and wadded the paper into a ball and tossed it out the 
window of the speeding jeep. 
"Hey!" Yelled Pheadon. "You want to get me a ticket! Cut that 
out." He snapped at her.
"Sorry!" She yelled back. "Jeez…a tiny piece of paper." She 
grumbled, the newspaper had been no help to them as far as finding a 
HQ had gone. Pheadon had herded her into the car after lunch saying 
only that he had something he wanted to show her. She scrunched down 
in her seat and closed her eyes. Thoughts of Galin drifted through 
her mind. She had left him a message the night before, hoping he 
would have been home, but she knew instinctively that he had probably 
been working back to back shifts. Most likely for the same reason 
that she was trying to stay in motion. "Because the second you stop, 
you think of him!" She thought to herself. She had wound up crying 
herself to sleep last night and that had not helped matters the next 
morning when Pheadon had found it necessary to wake her at the crack 
of dawn. 
Suddenly Jenna realized that the motion of the car was changing, 
the road had gotten very bumpy all of a sudden. When she cracked her 
eyes open she could tell they where on a long gravel service road. 
The mountains rose up before them, Jenna rolled down her window and 
let the cool wind into the car. It smelled good; it was then that 
she heard it for the first time. Water. It was extremely loud and 
gaining strength by the minute. "Pheadon, where are we?" She 
asked. 
"Wait." Was all he said as he continued to help the jeep over the 
bumps and into a large parking lot to the right. In front of her 
rose a tall stone building, maybe 16 floors in all. But behind it 
was what she stared at in open horror, a dam! 
"Pheadon? What is this!" She asked again, her voice was rising.
"Our new headquarters." He said with a grin. "Like it?" He asked 
her.
"WHAT!? Are you completely insane?!" She screamed at him, 
pointing to the building. That is NOT a headquarters, it's…it's…" 
"Perfect." He finished for her.
"Perfectly atrocious, that's what it is! You can't be serious. 
Pheadon, how in the world do you expect us to work out of here. I 
mean, we'd be sitting ducks!" She said, shaking her head and staring 
at him as if his brain had fallen out of his head.
He waited till then to tell her the best part. "It was Tyler's 
first pick." He said with a small grin of satisfaction. 
He hadn't anticipated the laughter. She was laughing so hard she 
had to grab the front of the jeep for support. "I should have 
known!" she cried. It took her a minute but she regained control and 
every now and then Pheadon would hear her giggle. He shook his head; 
he would never understand woman as long as he lived.
He took out the keys and headed toward the front door and the 
office within. He glanced back to see her staring up at the 
building. "Coming?" He called to her. He walked her around the 
offices and dorm type rooms within. Explaining that Tyler had 
considered it perfect. It offered sleeping arrangements, 
Kitchen/mess hall and a large infirmary. As well as plenty of space 
to store weapons. Once he was done showing her around, he brought 
them back to the main office and sat across from her at an empty 
desk. He could see the wheels turning in her head as she thought 
about everything she had been shown. She had grown very quiet and 
that scared him a bit. 
"Well?" He asked, "What do you think?"
Her thoughts racing, she could see why Tyler had liked the 
building; it had everything he said it did and more. But the 
Dam! "Pheadon…" she said slowly, "You…can…not…be serious. It's the 
most impractical thing I've ever seen. I mean…. The DAM Pheadon!" 
She screeched at him. "How in the world do you expect us to escape 
if we're ever found out!?" He winced in pain at her volume. 
"The wall of the dam would be impenetrable, the visitors would 
never be able to climb it and the service road is hidden, pay 
attention on the way out." he said. 
She shook her head. "It's ours isn't it?" She asked. "No matter 
if I like it or not, it's ours and that crazy man wants us to move in 
and get it ready. Am I right Pheadon?" She asked looking at him 
point blank. He nodded. She groaned.
"Great…. and tomorrow I'm supposed to walk into Mike Donovan's and 
explain this." She said motioning to her surroundings. He nodded 
again, this time while wearing a wide grin. "I can't wait to see 
what "Gooder" has to say about this." he chuckled.
She gave a deep sigh. "Well she thought, too late to back out 
now. Why had she let Galin answer that phone?" 


From: "Zak" <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Thu Apr 26, 2001 4:47 am
Subject: Ham Tyler – Scene Four




(Having infiltrated the abandoned hospital, Tyler holds two people 
prisoner and demands details of what is going on.)

Dave looked over at the other man.

"He can't help you Dave!" Tyler said in a commanding voice, "Now 
speak!"

"OK, OK…" Dave stuttered nervously. He took a breath, "I don't know 
that much. Alan and I have only been here a week."

Tyler rolled his eyes, ~Why is it when you capture someone, they're 
always newbies and they never know anything!!!!~

Tyler squeezed his eyes shut, "I'm not interested in your life story 
Dave." Tyler paused, "Maybe you need a little focus. I'll tell you 
what…. the longer you speak, the shorter you live… How's that?"

All of a sudden, Dave couldn't speak quickly enough. "We joined 8 
days ago. We were caught snooping around the grounds by some guards 
and we bluffed our way into getting jobs. They're building some kind 
of base. I don't know for who or what purpose, but there's a lot of 
medical and electronic equipment being shipped in. There's also some 
works going on deeper inside the hospital but I don't have a clue as 
to what they are."

Tyler looked at Alan questioningly.

Alan shook his head, "No, no,no, what he said! I don't know what's 
in there either!"

Tyler signaled for Dave to continue.

"The place seems to be arranged in security bands. The nearer to the 
middle you get, the tighter the security becomes."

"How many guards? What kind of weapons? Are there shifts? Are 
there patrols? How often to deliveries come in? What time do people 
arrive and leave?" Tyler asked in staccato fashion.

Dave struggled to remember all Tyler's questions, stuttering even 
worse than before. 

Alan interjected, "There are about 20 to 30 guards at any one time. 
Mostly automatic weaponry but I don't know the makes and models. The 
shifts are every 6 hours. Yes there are wandering patrols but they 
are random. Deliveries come at various times, very few people know 
when. Most people turn up at 7 and leave at 6." Alan paused for a 
second, "There's something else that I've noticed too."

"Go on," Tyler said simply.

"I think…. and that's all it is! Just my own feeling. I think that 
this is some kind of forwarding base for someone," Alan seemed 
unsure, "I have nothing concrete to really back this up but the 
equipment being brought in seems to me to form everything someone 
would need to start up some kind of base ready for the arrival of 
others."

Daryian looked as if he wanted to say something but knew better than 
to cut into Tyler's conversation.

Tyler rubbed his head, "Sounds like a long shot to me but you never 
know. Is there anyt…." Tyler noticed Daryian's look.

"Go ahead Daryian."

Daryian checked the door one last time and walked around the barrel 
to face the three men. "It strikes me as strange that there is 
medical equipment being brought into this place when you and I," he 
indicated Tyler, "both know that the original medical equipment was 
never stripped out."

Tyler frowned, "Did either of you two get a good look at any of the 
stuff being brought in here?"

They both shook their heads.

"Truck." The statement came through his ear piece from Polly. Tyler 
looked at Daryian. Daryian nodded and moved to the door, reaching 
for the handle.

"No! Don't open that!" Dave said slightly panicked.

Daryian froze, Tyler looked at Dave. "What?!"

"The door opens out straight into the courtyard. When a delivery 
comes into the compound, there are usually 5 or 6 people that come 
out of the main building. Those people use a door which is right 
opposite that one. If you open it now, they'll see you."

Daryian looked at Tyler. Tyler drew a finger quickly across his 
throat. Daryian moved back from the door and made his way down the 
ladder to the sewers.

Tyler thought for a second. "Right. You two are coming with us. 
Get down into the sewer."

Tyler's look gave them no doubts as to whether this was a debate or 
not. They moved quickly down the ladder. Tyler picked up the 
packages the men entered the room with and stuffed them into his 
rucksack. Then he moved the barrel back into it's original position 
and quickly cleaned up the mark it had made on the floor. Then he 
joined Daryian, closing the sewer cover as he left.

Reaching the sewer floor, he saw that Daryian had got the two men 
carrying the bodies of the guards that had killed earlier. "Right we 
move out. Daryian follow in 10 minutes, clear out any traces. We 
need to sort this today! These guards," he indicated the two dead 
bodies, "are gonna be missed inside of 6 hours if Alan's right."

"I am. But they had just started their shift," Alan said. He 
checked his watch, "Yes, they'd been on for about 30 minutes. You 
got 5 and a half hours."

"Yeah but can I trust you?" Tyler asked.

"What have I got to gain by lying? You're moving us out, if we lie 
to you we're dead. Maybe if we help you, we get to live to see 
another day." Dave's last part was almost a question.

Tyler moved in front of him with an evil look on his face. Death 
incarnate. "If you're lying you'll live to see another day and maybe 
more but that all depends on how long you'll last."

Tyler's cryptic comment was understood VERY clearly by Dave and Alan.

"We're not lying, I promise you that," said Alan.

"Well then, you have nothing to worry about," Tyler stared at the two 
men in turn, searching for signs of deceit. He couldn't see any and 
he trusted his instincts.

"Move out!" Tyler followed the two men down the tunnels. Making his 
way back to their entrance point. ~I've gotta get the team together, 
something's not right about this place and I want to know what.~


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Apr 26, 2001 2:02 pm
Subject: Farewell-Mike Part 2

Mike groggily awoke a few hours later to the telephone
on his nightstand persistently ringing. He let out a
muttered curse, rolled over and reached for the
receiver in the dark. It took him a couple of seconds
to adjust the receiver so that it was positioned
correctly, before growling into the phone,

"This had better be important."

"You can decide for yourself after you come down to
the club, Mike." Juan Suarez's smooth voice came over
the phone.

"This better not be one of your tactics to get me to
come down and have a drink with you Juan. I'm not in
the mood for it. I've had a long two weeks."

"No games, Mike. I've got a nervous lizard here who
says it's important that he talks to you." Juan
assured him. "He says he has info about Sean."

At the mention of his son's name, Mike instantly
became alert. This was the first time he had had a
possible lead about Sean since his disappearance
nearly six months earlier. All the searching he had
done for Sean before now had all been known places
that the Visitors had occupied on Earth. 

As eager as he was for information about his son, Mike
knew that the likeliness of the lizard telling the
truth was improbable...It was more likely that it was
some kind of ploy to capture or kill him.

"What makes you think we can trust him?" he asked
Juan.

"Nothing, but are you willing to take the risk of
missing out on the first possible lead you've had on
Sean since he disappeared? shake a tail feather Mike
and get on down here before the lizard decides to
slither out of here. I'll keep him here as long as I
can." Juan told him and hung up.

After a moment, Mike replaced the receiver back on its
base and jumped out of bed. Hurriedly he pulled on a
pair of pants and shoes, grabbed his car keys off the
nightstand and exited the apartment.  He bounded down
the stairs, taking two at a time, until he reached the
lobby. He sprinted across the lobby, out the door and
over to his SUV. Quickly he unlocked the door, jumped
in, started the engine and slammed the gearshift into
reverse, backed up and sped out of the driveway. 


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu Apr 26, 2001 8:33 pm
Subject: Re: (Story) Bombshells (Tamie left out a sentence and edited)



Watching the busy shoppers rush past, Steve Maitland took a seat 
in the cafe of Orchard Mall with Sari and Juliet, giving them each a 
cup of coffee.
"No cream or sugar," he told Sari, giving her hers and to Julie 
he said, "sweet for the sweetie."
Sari rolled her eyes, looking away sullenly. Julie just plain 
ignored the dig, lost in her own turmoil. She picked up an envelope 
and opened it quickly, reading the message that was inside. From 
the expression on her face, Steve knew she was angry about something 
else.
"I don't believe this!" Julie growled, letting out a sigh, and 
crumpled the note up just as quick as she could.
"Problems?" Sari smiled. "Should we get some chocolate chip 
cookies to make them go away?"
"Yeah." Julie forced a smile.
Steve got up suddenly, causing the table to shake a little. Sari 
watched as hot, steaming liquid spilled onto an important medical 
file on George Stewart. She snatched it up quickly.
"Sorry," Steve muttered. "I'll get the cookies and some napkins."
"A little clumsy in the presence of the opposite sex," Sari 
muttered as she watched him go, then turned to Julie. "What's 
wrong?"
Julie picked up her styrafoam cup and sipped slowly. After 
finding her breath again she said, "Mom wants to adopt Amanda."
Sari didn't understand. "I thought that's what you wanted." She 
could see Julie's pale blue eyes glaze over with tears and 
asked, "What?"
With a slight shake of the head, Julie started explaining in a 
low whisper. "The guy who raped me..." she broke off.
"Yes?"
"She might not be his."
Sari stared at her for a long moment. "Huh?"
Glancing down at the crumpled paper, now resting on the surface 
of the table, Julie continued. "Just one time before I left Los 
Angeles," she swallowed. "Donovan and I were wasted and umm... it 
happened."
Overcome by soft giggles, Sari looked away. "Why didn't you say 
that before?"
“How can I know for sure? I didn't see that man's face. Or if I 
did, I can't remember. I don't even know what color hair he had."
"Amanda has dark hair," Sari remembered.
Julie nodded. "I thought she would lose it. You know, some baby's 
do that... Lose the hair their born with and then it comes back in 
a different shade. Well, hers just came in thicker."
"You've been to see her lately?" Sari sounded surprised.
"I had to drop off Pierre the other day. I didn't hold her. I 
couldn't," she said, sounding as if she felt guilty. "She smiled at 
me." She put her hands over her face. "How can I give her up... 
She's a part of me?"
Steve returned, careful not to disturb the table this time, 
distributing goodies. "What's wrong, Julie?"
She shook her head. "Nothing. Don't mind me. I'm just stressed." 
Out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw Sean Donovan walk 
past and quickly turned her head to follow his direction. He was 
with another man, not too much older. 
"Sari," she whispered.
"What?" the woman answered.
"That kid that just came past us... is Sean."
Sari too looked at the pair who'd taken a seat in a booth across 
the way. "Are you sure?"
"As my life depended on it." She continued to watch, seeing if he 
would make eye contact, but he didn't. He got up and headed into 
the men's room instead. Once the door closed behind 
him, Julie watched the man at his table take a small yellow packet 
out of his windbreaker pocket, tear it open and pour the contents 
into Sean's beverage.
Julie elbowed Sari. "Did you see that?"
"What do you think he's slipping him... coke?" Steve asked.
"I don't know," Julie answered. "But I intend to find out."
Moments later, Sean returned, and Julie darted over to the table. 
He stared at her for a long second, but said nothing.
"Sean?" Julie uttered.
Before he could reply, the man sitting with him did. "Do you know 
this woman, Sean?"
"No," the youth answered.
"Sean, I was engaged to your father. I lived at your house for 
almost a year." She said, but then realized that maybe whatever he 
was being slipped had something to do with his amnesia. "Its me, 
Julie." She offered again.
"I'm sorry, Ma'am. I don't know you, honest."
Julie walked away distraught. She had to get a hold of Donovan...

From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Thu Apr 26, 2001 9:05 pm
Subject: (Story) Philip visits Kyle (Edited version)


Original by Mary 
Edited by Bill


After his visit with Elizabeth, Philip walked outside to his shuttle. 
He piloted his shuttle to the detention center. He landed his 
shuttle on the dusty landing pad which was high above ground level. 
The centre was a vast complex, requiring him to take the internal 
transport system the east side of the centre.

Many troops nodded with respect as he made his way to section eight.
The captain of the section saluted him. 
"Captain, I wish to see the prisoner." Philip ordered him "Alone."
"Yes sir." The captain saluted him. 

Philip and the captain walked down the long corridor, he looked 
at the unfortunate prisoners, who's righteous convictions comdemed 
them to imprisonment for life...
He resolved himself that he would never let that happen to him, but 
that only made him more nervous for the purpose for his visit.
"I shall only be in there a few minutes" he said to the captain.
"Very well sir." The captain replied.
As Philip walked inside, he saw Kyle lying on side. Kyle's face 
showed his surprise. "I haven't much time Kyle, I just saw 
Elizabeth." He spoke softy as he walked towards Kyle. 
"How is she?" Kyle asked as he stood up. Philip tried to reassure him.
"Don't worry. She is fine. She hasn't forgotten about you." He 
continued, "I'm going to try and get you out of here, but not by 
force. I hope the diplomatic approach will work, but Diana mus’nt 
know that. She will try manipulate the diplomatic core to her 
advantage..." 
Kyle walked up to Philip. "I understand... thank you for coming." 
Kyle said as he offered his hand. "I promised Elizabeth I would." 
Philip told Kyle as he took Kyle's hand. "I must go now." Philip 
walked towards the door, he turned to face Kyle one last time, as the 
door opened. He could see the worry in his face, "Sir..." Philip 
turned back to face the captain, then walked down the corridor, as 
the door slid back down. 

From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Apr 27, 2001 2:58 am
Subject: Farewell-Mike part 3

Mike spun the SUV's tires as he sped out of the
parking lot and onto Birch St. He darted in and out of
lanes, passing cars so fast that they weren't much
more than a blur, so anxious was he to reach Juan's
restaurant before Juan's nervous guest decided to
leave. Just as he was reaching the intersection of
Birch St.and Olympic Blvd the light changed from
yellow to red. Mike slammed his foot down onto the gas
pedal, propelling the SUV into the middle of the
intersection and into oncoming traffic. Brakes
screeched and tires squealed as the drivers of the
oncoming cars used evasive maneuvers in order to
prevent their cars from hitting the SUV. Mike turned
the SUV's steering wheel hard to the left, then
quickly straightened it as he continued down Olympic. 

Fifteen minutes later and he was pulling the SUV into
a parking space at the back of the Hot Salsa, Juan's
Mexican restaurant. Mike turned off the SUV, got out
and let himself into the back entrance of the
restaurant. He made his way through the kitchen and
out into the dining area where he found Juan in the
middle of taking an elderly couple's dinner orders.


Mike swept the interior of the restaurant with his
eyes, taking in its dark walls and furnishings,
multi-colored tablecloths, vibrant plants in various
wicker and pottery. He was still surveying the room
and trying to figure out which of Juan's diners was
the Visitor he was there to meet. 

Catching sight of Mike out of the corner of his eye,
Juan excused himself from taking the order and walked
over to Mike.

"Did I make it here in time?" Mike asked.

Juan nodded. "He's in the bar. Did your SUV sprout
wings since the last time I rode in it? It usually
takes you a half hour to get here from your place?"

Mike smiled. "Nope. Just nicely asked the other
drivers to clear a path so I could get through and
they did."

"Uh-huh." Juan told him with a smile. Then he sobered.
"You better go talk to the lizard before the affects
of the alcohol he's steadily consumed since he walked
in here an hour ago force him into hibernation for the
night." 

Mike nodded. "What's he look like?"

"You won't miss him. He's the only Native American
Visitor I've seen." 

Mike thanked him and headed through the dining area
and into the small bar adjoining it. The bar was
decorated in the same Mexican motif as the rest of the
restaurant and was occupied only by one of Juan's
bartenders and a tall man with shoulder length black
hair braided down his back, tanned complexion, and
high cheekbones, dressed in a Garth Brooks t-shirt,
Wranglers and boots.

Mike walked up to the bar and ordered a beer. he
leaned up against the bar and said,

"You wanted to talk to me?"

"Yes. I am Spotted Eagle. I was a member of the Fifth
Columnists stationed in the medical facilities aboard
the New York mothership. Before leaving for the
homeworld Diana entrusted your son to a pet of hers
named Siras." the Visitor told him.

"You're positive that Diana didn't take Sean back to
the homeworld with her?" Mike asked.

"Shortly after Diana's arrival on mothership, Sean
came down with a mysterious ailment or so Diana said.
I think Sean's ailment was the result of some kind of
new experiment she's developed. I don't know for sure,
but I am sure that Sean didn't leave with Diana. I was
in the docking bay when Siras left to oversee some
military operation in New York and Sean went with
him." Spotted Eagle replied.

"How long ago was this?" Mike inquired.

"About two months ago."

"Do you know the location of the Headquarters this
Siras was assigned to?"

"I've told you everything I know."


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Apr 27, 2001 3:21 am
Subject: Farewell-Sean Part 1
 

Sean watched as the blonde-haired woman named Julie
returned to her seat at a table a short distance away.
She had seemed so puzzled and hurt by his
indifference, yet he couldn't recall ever knowing her.
feeling Siras' eyes boring into him, Sean quickly
averted his eyes from the woman and her friends and
dug into the cheeseburger and French fries he had
ordered. 

A short time later, he and Siras paid for their meal
and started out of the cafe. As Siras led the way
toward the exit, Sean couldn't help taking one last
look back at the woman before he left. As his brown
eyes met her blue ones over the heads of her
companions, a sudden image of his dad and the woman
hugging rose before his eyes, but was gone in a
flash.

"Sean?"

The sound of Siras's voice beside him startled Sean
enough to make him break off eye contact. Quickly Sean
joined Siras at the door and together they exited the
cafe and headed back in the direction of Visitors
headquarters a couple of blocks away. 


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri Apr 27, 2001 9:25 pm
Subject: (story) Mad Woman On A Mission

Before Dr. Steve Maitland could talk her out of it, Julie was up 
from her seat again, with a quick, "I'm sorry I have to leave. I just 
remembered I forgot something."
"Don't do anything stupid," Steve called after her, knowing she was 
really going after Sean. "Damn," he muttered, disappointment evident 
in his tone.
Juliet raced out to the parking lot, trying to get a glimpse of the 
adolescent she'd once known. "Sean...Sean. Where are you, Sean," she 
whispered, scanning the rows of vehicles. Then, she spotted them 
walking around the building. The man had a hold of Sean's shirt and 
was forcing him to follow. She quickly scanned the parking lot for 
other patrons, and the few that were there didn't seem to notice 
her. She pulled a tiny pistol from her purse, and aimed at the man's 
shoulder and fired. Quickly, she fired again, this time catching 
Sean's leg and muttering, "Forgive me, Mike."
She put the weapon back in her purse just as quickly as she'd 
withdrawn it as the other patrons rushed to help the two injured 
people. "Someone call an ambulance!" she screamed, hurrying over to 
them. 
The crowd of four people drew closer to the victims, Julie ordered 
them, "Move back, I'm a doctor. SOMEONE CALL AN AMBULANCE!!"

'Don't do anything stupid', Steve heard his own words echo in his 
own mind shortly after hearing the rounds go off. "She didn't," he 
tried to reassure himself, heading out the double glass doors.
"Wait up, Steve," Sari begged, going after him.
Steve spotted the crowd and saw Julie kneeling over Sean's body and 
muttered, "She did..."


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Fri Apr 27, 2001 10:18 pm
Subject: (Story)..."Gooder"

Jenna sat across from Pheadon tight lipped. He had finally given up, 
it had been a good 24 hours and she had said maybe a total of a dozen 
sentences to him. "Women." He thought giving a small, frustrated 
shake of his head as he gazed over at the petite blonde in the seat 
beside him. She was still steaming over Tyler's choice of a 
headquarters. He had almost thought she was going to pack it in and 
head back to New York and her doctor boyfriend, but she had shown up 
that morning at breakfast and calmly told him she wanted to stake out 
Mike Donovan's apartment. She wanted to wait until the cameraman 
left before entering and wait for him. She seemed to figure a 
surprise entrance would garner his attention more than just knocking 
on the door.
He looked down at his watch again, 7pm and starting to get dark. 
No sign of Donovan yet. He may well be on assignment Pheadon thought 
sullenly, but Tyler's contacts had assured him that Donovan was 
indeed in town and could be found here. He gazed up at the apartment 
building. Nothing spectacular, it was like any other high rise in 
the Los Angels area. He sighed, looking back over at Jenna; she had 
finally slipped into an uneasy sleep. He watched her chest rise and 
fall in a slow rhythm. He knew for a fact that she had slept very 
little since coming into LA. He had heard her wake one night from 
what could have only been a nightmare. He had come running at the 
scream, she wouldn't even let him in the door, telling him to go back 
to bed. He had listened through the wall as she had moved around the 
room restlessly the rest of the night. He turned his attention back 
to the apartment just in time to make out the figure of a tall man, 
with brown hair come running out of the building like it was on 
fire. Pheadon watched as Mike Donovan's SUV passed him on the street 
like a Bat out of Hell. He took note of the license plate and shook 
Jennas shoulder. She came too. 
"What?" She said groggily, rubbing sleep from her eyes.
"He just left. He was in a hurry too, like demons where on his 
tail." 
"Let's go in." She said starting to open the passenger door. He 
stopped her with a hand to her shoulder. "Maybe you should let me go 
in first, check it out and come back." Pheadon said. 
He flinched from the look she gave him. "Then again, maybe we go 
in together." He said softly letting her go. He gave a soft 
whistle, "Yup, I'm still in hot water, can't wait to see how she 
greets the "Fixer". He thought as he followed her across the street 
and into the building. 
They checked the post boxes in the lobby and found Donovan's 
apartment number, 214. Climbing the stairs, they made their way 
quietly to his door where Jenna knelt down and surprised Pheadon by 
taking out a lock picking kit. 
"Does your boyfriend know you have that?" He asked her, one 
eyebrow slightly raised.
"Uh-huh, he bought it for me." She said softly while studying 
Donovan's lock.
Pheadon gave a chuckle, "I like him already." He said watching her 
work. Suddenly he heard the lock click; she stood up and opened the 
door. Standing back she waved her hand in the direction of the open 
door, saying, "Age before beauty."
He gave her a dirty look and passed her by. She followed him and 
closed the door quietly behind them. They had both come armed with 
small flashlights; each one turned them on as they made their way 
further into the apartment.
Jenna looked around. The apartment reminded her of the way Galin 
used to live before she had moved in. A few dirty dishes in the 
sink, a jacket strewn across the arm of a chair and a camera bag and 
what looked like a work portfolio laying open across the small round 
dinning room table. She also noticed the luggage, a tan garment bag 
sat next to one side of the couch. She watched as Pheadon took a 
seat at the dining table and started to flip through the portfolio, 
every once in a while he would make soft sounds of appreciation for 
what he saw. She made her way down a short hallway. She entered the 
master bedroom, the bed was unmade and it did indeed look as if Mike 
Donovan had left in a hurry. She picked up the sheet on the floor 
and put it back on the bed. Turning she stood staring at a picture 
that had been propped on top of the bedside table, it looked worn and 
loved. It showed a young blonde woman and a young boy, the woman had 
an arm slung around the youngsters shoulder, both where smiling at 
the camera. She turned and made her way into the adjoining bathroom, 
she could smell Mike's cologne, she found herself smiling. "I swear 
all bachelors are the same." She thought looking at a hastily hung 
bath towel and thinking of Galins constant attempts to keep the 
bathroom neat, at least in his terms.
She turned and made her way back along the hallway and into the 
dining nook. She saw Pheadon check his watch. "Give him time 
Pheadon, if he was in a hurry, he may not be back for a while." She 
said as she took a seat next to him at the table and leaned back in 
the chair, ready to wait as long as she had to for Mike Donovan's 
return. She didn't have to wait long.
Mike pulled his black SUV into its assigned parking space and 
turned off the lights and cut the engine, stepping out into the 
gathering darkness of the Los Angels night he wearily made his way 
into the apartment building and up the two flights of stairs to his 
place. Flipping through his keys he inserted one into the lock and 
turned it. He didn't hear the silent flurry of activity behind the 
closed door.
Pheadon was the first to hear the scrape of Donovan's keys, coming 
quietly to his feet, he made his way to the door and stood poised 
just behind it, waiting and watching as it swung inward. Jenna 
wasn't surprised when she caught the glint of cold steel in the 
darkness. Pheadon had come prepared, she watched as he raised the 
automatic slightly as the door swung towards him.
Pheadon waited until he saw Donovan push the door closed before he 
placed the tip of the gun to the other man's back, saying 
coldly, "I'd stay very still mate." Jenna watched Mike freeze as he 
felt the gun at his back. She felt almost sorry for the tall 
cameraman as she watched Pheadon pat him down, checking for weapons. 
Pheadon took a step away from Donovan and motioned for the other man 
to move further into the room. As the gun was removed from his back 
Mike swung around, coming to bear on Pheadon. Pheadon didn't 
hesitate but raised the pistol to chest level and cocked the gun, the 
noise was loud enough to catch Donovan's attention and make him stop 
whatever he had been about to do. She felt that it was about time 
that Donovan knew that his assailant wasn't alone. Stepping toward 
the two men but making sure to remain in the darkness she spoke to 
him, almost trying to sooth him and relieve some of the tension from 
the situation.
"Please Mr. Donovan, we don't want to hurt you, only to talk." 
She saw Donovan jump slightly at the sound of her voice, but he 
covered fast and started to talk to her.
"Why exactly should I believe you?" He asked coldly.
"Because the Fixer says so." She answered using Mikes nickname for 
Ham Tyler.
She heard him chuckle softly, she liked the way it sounded. "That 
supposed to reassure me?" He asked her, his eyes never wavering from 
the gun Pheadon held pointed at his chest. 
"Pheadon?" Jenna called over to her partner. "Turn on a light 
please, I'd like to be able to look Mr. Donovan in the face when I'm 
speaking to him." With that she saw Pheadon take another step 
backwards and flip a light switch on the wall, never once lowering 
the gun from its position on Mike.
She saw Donovan blink rapidly to adjust his eyes to the light. 
When he did, she watched silently as he studied Pheadon. With that 
he turned as she stepped into the light. She wasn't sure who sucked 
in their breath first, she or Donovan but they both froze on contact 
and stared at each other for several heartbeats. 
She spoke first, "My God, you look…so much like Galin." She said 
softly taking a step closer. It was then that she felt Pheadon make 
a grab for her wrist trying to stop her from moving any further. She 
watched as Mike Donovan's eyes swept her from head to toe. She had 
come dressed appropriately, black jeans, turtleneck and vest as well 
as a black leather jacket and boots. She wore her long blonde hair 
down around her shoulders, some of it hanging loosely a few inches 
below her right shoulder.
"Hello." She said smiling softly at him. He seemed to shake 
himself and his gaze met hers once again then darted towards Pheadon 
and the gun. She turned around and spoke sharply at Pheadon. "Hey! 
Gun, away, NOW!" She said barking her order. He gave her a hard 
glare and then gave in tucking it into the back of his jeans so it 
was hidden from sight by his jacket. 
"You know, I could say the same about you?" Donovan said looked 
again at Jenna. She turned to him with a small frown, "What?" She 
asked. "You remind me of someone I know." He said to her.
"Oh, that's good I hope." She said to him. He chuckled. 
Pheadon finally snapped, unable to take the banter anymore. "Hey!" 
He said gaining their attention. He looked at Jenna, "Can we move 
this along?" he said with a waive of his hand. 
"…Sorry." She said sheepishly. She turned and pointed to the 
coach. Donovan gave a small nod of consent and followed her, taking 
a seat beside her, he watched Pheadon with a bit of trepidation. 
Jenna tried to put him at ease. "He's a good friend of Ham's, and 
here to make sure I get what I need." She told him giving a nod in 
Pheadons direction. "I know you must be wondering about all of 
this." She said, watching as he looked back at her with a 
nod. "Michael?" She asked him. "No…" He said with a smile at 
her, "No one calls me Michael except my mother, call me Mike." He 
told her. "O.K. then Mike it is. Ham Tyler sent us as you've 
probably already gathered." She watched him nod again silently. He…
we, need your help." She said to him.
Mike gave a soft snort, "The fixer needs my help? That's a 
first." He said.
Jenna gave a soft chuckle, "I'll bet, he's a pain in my a…well 
anyway, that's not important." She said waiving a hand in the air, 
she heard him laugh as he watched her face. 
"You still haven't answered my question." He said to her.
"What was that?" She asked him.
"Who are you? And what do you want?" 
"Oh…I'm sorry!" She said with a soft exlamation, I'm Jenna Macleod, 
and this is Pheadon Kietz. She said pointing to her associate. "We 
need your help Mr. Donovan. We need to break into Science 
Frontiers." 
"Why do you need to break into Science Frontiers?" He asked her in 
surprise.
Jenna took a deep breath and shot a quick look in Pheadons 
direction. Pheadon shrugged as if to say; "You started this, tell 
him."
Donovan watched the whole silent communication with keen interest.
Turning back to Mike she took a deep breath and jumped into her 
explanation, trying to just get through it. "When Nathan Bates died, 
Mr. Chang took over for him, something you already know. He was as 
close a friend with the visitors if not more so than Bates was. The 
World Liberation knows for a fact that there are still weapons stored 
on sight there. We want them, they may come in handy, and very soon 
I'm afraid."
"Why Science Frontiers? Weapons are fairly easy to come by." He said
"No, Visitor weapons." She said to him, watching his face change at 
that revelation. "You see Mike, The Liberation front has word that 
Diana's coming back…soon. We want to be ready this time. They also 
feel you're at great risk of being tops on a hit list. They're not 
here yet, but very soon. Do understand now, the urgency in our 
actions? Ham Tyler wants your help not only in the break in, but he 
also wants your input and help establishing a new headquarters. He's 
already picked it, its ours lock stock and barrel. Well?" She asked 
waiting for his response.
When Mike had heard Diana's name his whole body went rigid with 
anger. He balled his hands into fists as he thought about what that 
scaly lizard had done to his son. Knowing that Jenna and Ham's 
friend where waiting for his reply, Mike forced himself to relax and 
answer her. "What do you need first?"
With his reply he got a large smile from her. His heart ached 
every time she smiled, memories of another haunting him. 
"What we need from you is a diversion and some direction." Pheadon 
said taking over for Jenna. "We know you dated Julie Parish and that 
she worked there while she was still an active leader for the 
resistance, we figure you'll know that building better than anyone 
else would, you can help with getting us in and out quick, with as 
little hassle if at all possible. You still game man?" He asked 
watching Donovan closely, the man had hardly taken his eyes off Jenna 
the whole time. Donovan looked at him, " Yeah, I'm in, whatever you 
might need, just ask." Donovan said.
"Tyler's coming soon, but for now you're stuck with us." Jenna 
said.
"It's not going to be easy." Mike told them.
"Nothing ever is where Ham Tyler is involved." Pheadon said.
"Ain't that the truth." Mike said with a grin at Pheadon.
"I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship." Jenna 
said.
"It might be at that." Donovan said gazing at her intently. 


From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sat Apr 28, 2001 8:21 am
Subject: (Story) Getting Him Back Was The Easy Part

Julie paced in the waiting room as Sean was operated on nearby to 
remove the bullet from his lower left leg. Every now and then, Julie 
would look back at Steve Maitland who was laying on a couch, and he 
would look up from his copy of The New York Times and give her an 
accusing stare.
"I had to have done the right thing," she muttered, sounding not so 
sure of herself.
"You've proved your loyalty to the cause, that's for sure," he shot 
back.
She turned back to face him again, just as he brought a cup of 
water to his mouth.
"What's 'that' supposed to mean?" She demanded, giving him a look 
that could rip right through one's soul.
"Oh, nothing." He sat upright, putting his feet on the floor. "When 
are you going to call Mr. Wonderful?"
Legs aching, Julie took a seat on a padded arm chair. "When we know 
he's stable."
There was a soft rap on the doorframe, Julie and Steve looked up to 
see the familiar face of Pete Forsythe, ex- NY Yankess Third Baseman, 
turned Resistance Leader, turned doctor. He was also Amanda Parrish's 
doctor.
"Well?" Julie said anxiously.
Pete strode in, scratching his blond, curly hair that was drenched 
with sweat. "I don't know what he's got in him, but it almost cost 
him his life."
"What do you mean?" Steve asked. "It was just a 22 calibur-"
"No," Pete cut him off savagely. "But, I'm curious, how in the hell 
would you know that?"
Julie stared at Steve thinking, 'you wouldn't dare.'
"Julie?" Pete asked knowingly.
"How else was I supposed to get him back?" she said, quietly.
Julie felt relief instantaneously as the corners of his mouth drew 
upward. "I'm sure Mike will be happy to know you still care so deeply 
that you'd be willing to harm his son."
She got up again, "Cut to the chase, Peter."
Pete began to recount the details of a difficult operation and 
summed up by saying... "Whatever they have him on may not be 
reversable."
"Won't he go through withdrawl?" she prodded.
"Oh, yeah. Like one would to heroine or LSD. Julie, I wouldn't get 
a hold of Donovan just yet. Give him a couple of days. We'll go from 
there."

From: mlwhipple@yahoo.com 
Date: Sat Apr 28, 2001 2:13 pm
Subject: (Story) Dreams and Decisions


Philip tossed and turned in his bed. He dreamed he was surrounded by 
a thick fog. As Philip ran through the mist, he saw a figure walk 
towards him. As the figure came closer, Philip recognized his brother.
"Martin, I don't know what to do." Philip called out to his brother. 
"Please tell me what I should do" Martin stood before him. " You will 
know what to do when the time is right. Martin answered as he started 
to disappear into the mist. "Martin, Don't Go. " Philip screamed.

Philip sat up in his bed. Unable to sleep, he walked over to the sink 
and drank a glass of water. He looked at reflection in the mirror. He 
had started wearing the same human disguise as his brother when 
Martin was reported killed. At first he found the human form strange 
and repulsive. But he had developed a fondness for the humans. 'I 
must do something to help the humans.'he thought to himself. 

From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Sat Apr 28, 2001 6:32 pm
Subject: (Story)...To Slay the Dragon...

Diana had her ways, but so did Lydia. She strolled along the 
corridor, listening to a small device that was hidden in her ear; the 
transmission was being received from a small device that she had 
hidden in Kyle Bates cell. So Diana had plans to reunite the 
lovebirds did she? "Well, we'll see about that, now won't we dearest 
Diana. Not everything is always as it seems." She thought heading 
to the docking bay. She had a standing order with a senior 
technician to keep at least one shuttle at her disposal. The time 
had come to return home, "To slay the dragon." She thought with a 
cruel and twisted smile. "Maybe this time the council would see fit 
to make her 'Supreme Commander". Lydia suppressed the urge she had 
to chuckle as pictures of Diana's immanent demise rolled through her 
mind.


From: "Bill" <bb1678@hotmail.com> 
Date: Sun Apr 29, 2001 4:31 am
Subject: (Story) Laying the foundation (edited)

(Story) Laying the foundation (aka: The Visit Pt. II edited)

The shuttle slowly lifted off the docking bay, slowly turning and 
accelerating away from the detention centre. Kyle looked out of the 
window next to him. He saw a wind swept desert landscape, the 
detention centre's form fading away through the dust storm, which 
blew across the Sirian landscape. He had though of escaping, but he 
now realised he wouldn't have survived for long outside. Eventually 
he could only see its lights, they soon faded and the view turned 
pitch black, the only view left was Kyle's reflection, he stared into 
it pondering his fate...

He quickly scanned the interior of the shuttle, there didn't seem 
anyway he could escape, alive at least... He looked towards Diana. 
She looked back at him, giving him one of her smug yet menacing 
smiles. He turned away preferring to stare at his own reflection. 
A small flash of light from the cockpit window caught his attention. 
The shuttle turned, bringing into view a small section of what seemed 
to be a mothership. Was it really a mothership? In any case he was in 
awe, as it was much larger than any mothership he had seen 
before. "What is that?" he asked. "It's Den'sho'na city, named after 
this region." Kyle thought, 'Wow, a floating city huh? Just like in 
Star Wars!'

The shuttle altered its course to fly over Den'sho'na city, after 
clearing it, the shuttle headed towards an equally awesome sight. 
Kyle was transfixed, 49 motherships hovered above the Den'sho'na 
desert. All he could see was the lighted windows, and the floodlit 
lower half of each mothership. It was a very potent reminder of their 
power. Kyle lowered himself back into his seat, as the shuttle 
proceeded towards the mothership's docking bay.
The shuttle's ramp slowly descended, while the upper door rose 
upward. Diana exited the shuttle first, escorted by two troopers. 
The remaining troopers dragged Kyle from his seat and marched him to 
the landing bay. There was silence, only the hum of the mothership's 
anti-gravity drive was audible, it seemed the entire landing bay was 
empty. 
There was not one technician or trooper, other than the ones that 
were on Diana's shuttle. As Kyle finished his inspection of the 
landing bay, his view returned to Diana. She pulled out her sidearm, 
and before Kyle even had the time to be surprised, she pointed and 
fired directly into his chest.

Kyle awoke, clutching his chest and trying to shake off his headache. 
He saw a blurred form over him, he soon recognised it as the shapely 
form of Diana. 
"Oh great, I'm still alive.... Why did you shoot me?" Kyle groaned in 
pain.
"I had to, no one is supposed to know you're here... One can never be 
too careful Kyle, there are spies, traitors and Lydia aboard this 
ship..." 
Kyle let out a short, but pained chuckle, "Lydia? She's working for 
us now...?" 
"If only she was Kyle... Then I'll be able get rid of her straight 
away..." she started to smile again, "Her time will come, what the 
poor deluded bitch doesn't know is... I'm always one step ahead of 
her...."

A medic approached Diana. "I've given him the diagnostics you 
requested commander, he's perfectly fit, though he should have some 
rest before..."
Diana cut her off, glaring at her she said, "Thank you, you may leave 
now...." The medic sensed she did something wrong, but as any serving 
officer on Diana's ship knows, you never questioned her... She 
quickly left the room.
"Before what Diana...?" Kyle inquired, in a groggy but distrusting 
tone.
Diana paused then leaned over him and started to stroke his hair. She 
whispered in his ear, "Do I even have to tell you what I'm going to 
do to you...?" as she finished the sentence her face showed her usual 
smirk. 
Two troopers appeared from the room's entrance, accompanied by two 
medical technicians. Diana gave them a quick glance. The troopers 
held Kyle down on the diagnostic bed. As he struggled, Diana reached 
for a medical instrument and positioned it on his neck. She depressed 
its trigger, causing a short hiss. Kyle's stopped struggling 
instantly ...

Kyle was roused, by a jolt of static charge, he suddenly realised he 
was restrained against a thick metallic post. He looked forward to 
see a large glass panel. On the opposite side Diana stood starring at 
him intently. He soon realised where he was, Julie's recollections of 
it were perfect, even down to the insignificant details, which made 
it all the more chilling to him. 
He knew it could only be a conversion chamber. Looking down he saw 
was dressed in a tight black body suit, he also felt a device 
attached to his temples, and another on his neck. 
The post behind him moved slowly into the floor, releasing his arms 
as it descended. He tried to move his feet, but he couldn't lift his 
feet to move. Kyle looked around, trying to find some desperate, but 
ultimately futile way of escaping.
Diana still stared at Kyle intently. She could easily she the fear in 
his eyes, and the look of desperation, the same tired look every 
resistance member had, who knew about the conversion process... She 
gave her orders, "Initiate the procedure..."

From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Sun Apr 29, 2001 9:27 pm
Subject: (Story) Betray Me Not--Part 1

Captain Nigel, brother of Lydia, made his way down the corridor of 
the Visitor Detention Center, number 56. His destination was the 
chamber/prison of the star child. His purpose? Well, that was 
complicated, you see.

Months ago, Nigel had been recruited for an assignment by none other 
than the Supreme Commander himself. It would mean a promotion for 
the young man, and that was important to him. He had to show his 
parents and his older sister, Lydia, that he could make it in the 
world of the Sirians alone. He had to prove that his own merit was 
just as good as that of his illustrious sister.

Nigel wanted to impress the Supreme Commander with his obedience, 
skill, and fortitude. He wanted Michael to remember what a good job 
he had done with the assignment.

But all that was before he had actually met her and spent time with 
her. That was before...and now he felt differently.

The assignment? To spy on the star-child and report back to the 
Supreme Commander on her progress and activities. His mistake? 
Thinking he could really do it--to her, sweet, innocent Elizabeth, 
who reminded him every day what horrors his people had done to 
humans. Reminded him that it couldn't happen again...

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Mon Apr 30, 2001 9:13 am
Subject: (Story) Reasoning


Slamming on her breaks, Julie had nearly missed the stop sign 
before her. Anxious to get to her mother's place, her mind was too 
busy thinking about other things to concentrate on driving. She had a 
piece to her puzzle back at the lab in Long Island, it was a fresh 
vile of Sean Donovan's blood. The next step was to take Amanda away 
for the day, but the tests that lie ahead would take a good 24 hours 
or so.
Julie had not called her mother before coming over. She didn't look 
forward to the conversation that lay ahead. Parking her car on a 
narrow street and shutting off all of the inner components, she 
prayed silently and rested her head on the steering wheel, only 
hoping for the best. She got out of the car dressed in a pair of blue 
jeans and a navy blue oxford. Her hair was pulled up into a bun.
Constance Marie Parrish stood on the front porch as if she'd been 
waiting there all along. Julie smiled up at her mother, climbing some 
small steps to get to the main walkway. 
"It's such a nice day," Constance said. "You look nice too." She 
offered Julie a brief hug and a kiss on the cheek, and looked her in 
the eye, but Julie squinted. Constance knew that she was 
troubled. "Don't start that."
"I need to talk to you…. about something," said Julie softly, 
opening the screen door and going inside.
"Finalizing the adoption," Constance guessed.
"Yeah." Julie looked around but saw no sign of her baby. "Where is 
she?"
"In the nursery, sleeping. Do you want to see her?" Constance 
feared that the answer would be no, and dreaded asking the question.
"Actually, I wanted to borrow her for a little bit."
The older woman's face looked awash with shock. "Come again?"
"I want to borrow my daughter? Is that so bad?"
Slowly, Constance nodded. "Why, Juliet? I thought that it was too 
painful for you to see her, let alone-"
"Because, I didn't sleep with just one person and I have to rule 
out that she doesn't belong to the someone else before I give her up."
"What?!" 
"Just what I said," Julie mumbled. "You do have some coffee made, 
don't you, Mom?" She headed into the small kitchen, feeling the 
tension come back to her neck and head. The pot was on the counter, 
full and piping hot as always.
Constance followed suit, "Oh, Juliet. Do you mean Steven?"
Julie was quick to steal a cookie too, still stuck to the 
pan. "No," she muttered, chewing it up quickly.
"You had another boyfriend in Los Angeles?" 
"Donovan. You know…."
Constance shut her eyes tightly, she didn't want to believe it. "I 
know he's a lot older than you are."
"Ten years," she mumbled. "Well, to make a long story short, I'm 
going to be contacting him and running some DNA tests. 
Constance threw herself down on a chair, still skeptical. "Why 
didn't you tell me this until now? Are you trying to break my heart?"
"This isn't about you! I need to know. I just couldn't face it 
before." She pulled two mugs down from the cabinet, one a ceramic 
bunny she'd painted in Girl Scouts so many years ago.
"Do you still love him?"
"He's hard not to love. Not like Steve, you know. Steve expects 
me to love him. But Mike was always uh… more genuine and sincere 
about it."
"You said was," Constance reminded her a little too 
harshly. "What's it been, a year? How do you think he'll react?"
"I don't know," she said, hearing her daughter cry. 
Constance darted out to get the infant as Julie sat in 
thought. `There, you said it,' she told herself. `Now comes the hard 
part.' Moments later, Constance returned.
"I just don't think it's a good idea to let you take her out," she 
confessed. 
Julie had gulped down a rather hot swallow of coffee and started 
to choke. Catching her breath, she demanded, "What?"
"You hate the man who hurt you. Am I correct?"
"Yes. Why wouldn't I?"
"You can't tell just by looking at this child if its his or your 
friend's. Julie, you could hurt her if you really thought about it."
"The man had blond hair, Mother."
"Oh, it doesn't matter, honey. She could've gotten dark hair from 
a grandparent, an aunt or an uncle."
Julie stared at the baby, studying her. "Well, she definitely has 
my nose."
Constance smiled, "Which you got from me, skinny."
Julie continued the study, noticing her daughter's eyes. "Her eyes 
aren't blue anymore, Mom?"
"I don't know. It depends on what I put on her, you know. They 
seem to be hazel or green or something."
"We don't have that in our family."
"I know," Constance nodded, taking her hand away from Amanda's 
exploring mouth. "What about your friend?"
"Mike has green eyes. They sort of look blue sometimes too though."
"Juliet, don't reason with yourself. It'll only make things worse."
"I'll know soon enough," she explained. "I want to hold her."
Constance handed over the baby, though reluctantly and watched her 
daughter carefully. Somewhere in her heart she hoped that the child 
was not Mike Donovan's….


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue May 1, 2001 12:27 am
Subject: Farewell-Siras



This takes place between Tamie's post A Mad Woman and
Reasoning...

Dr. Jill Bennett used a pair of sharp surgical
scissors to cut jaggedly cut away the green
blood-stained uniform of the wounded Visitor named
Siras that Julie had had brought to the medical center
alongside Donovan's son, Sean, an hour earlier.

After she finished cutting away the material, she took
a scalpel from the tray of instruments beside her and
began to carefully cut around the bullet hole of the
latex-like skin the Visitors used to hide their true
features so as not to do any further damage to the
lizard's chest area than Julie's bullet had done when
it entered it. Even though Julie's aim had been true
and had hit the Visitor dead in the heart area..or
what would of been the heart area of a human male, she
knew that the injury would not prove fatal to the
Visitor. 

Which was exactly as Julie had intended it. She hadn't
been the head of the LA-based branch of the Resistance
for nothing. Not only was she smart, but she was also
quick on her feet. No other woman she knew, resistance
or not, would choose to sit her ex-boyfriend's son in
the leg in order to rescue him. She surely wouldn't
have done it.

When she had succeeded in tearing a patch of the skin
away from the surgical area, she used a pad of gauze
to wipe away some more blood before picking up a pair
of hemostats and used them to clamp hold of the end of
the bullet. She took a deep breath and let it out
before giving a tug on the hand that held the
hemostat's and was relieved to see the bloody bullet
at the end. No sooner had she laid the hemostats aside
and had taken up a needle and thread to suture the
wound close, than the unconscious Visitor took a
pain-filled breath and jerked upwards at her.

Jill stepped hastily backwards as the Visitor lunged
at her, muttering a quick prayer that she had relented
and let Julie and Pete fastened the Visitor's arms and
legs to the operating table as a precaution. with all
the medical information Julie and other biochemists
had discovered about the Visitors since their arrival,
they still didn't know how much ether to give a
Vistitor during an operation.

As the Visitor continued to fight against his
restraints, the door to the operating room opened and
blonde-haired, green eyed Maggie Blodgett stepped
inside and aimed her sidearm at the enraged Visitor.

"You okay Jill?" she asked, keeping her eyes and gun
levelled at the Visitors head.

Dr. Bennett nodded. "He just startled me is all. one
minute he was out cold and the next he was lunging at
me."

"If you calm down lizard boy I'll let Dr. Bennett
finish tending to you." Maggie told him coldly,
stepping closer to him and the operating table.


Siras eyed her coolly and asked just as coolly, " And
what if I don't?"

"Then you're going to bleed to death all over the nice
clean floor and you don't want that now, do you?"
Maggie replied.

Siras eye raked over the blond haired woman's trim
body clothed in faded blue jeans and a white Mickey
Mouse shirt and tennis shoes, to the red haired, green
eyed woman in blue surgical garb standing beside him.
Although he had obviously startled the good doctor
with his sudden movement, he could see that both women
were now regarding him with the same cold stare. 

He was also becoming more aware of an agonizing pain
in his chest and felt a sticky moistness running over
his scales. He was obviously in know shape to attempt
an escape now, so he might as well let the good doctor
sew him back up.

"You may proceed." Siras said and lay back down on the
table. 

DR. Bennett and Maggie exchanged puzzled glances,
before Jill stepped forward and prepared to finish
suturing him up. Maggie reluctantly replaced the 35 mm
in its holster at her side, but decided it was best
that she remained in the room with Jill until she had
finished with the Visitor and they could transport him
to a safer location.

From: "Zak" <zakpbem@yahoo.co.uk> 
Date: Tue May 1, 2001 5:23 am
Subject: Ham Tyler - SCENE FIVE


(Tyler has stumbled across something peculiar at the abandoned 
hospital. Aborting his mission, he leaves with two captives.)


Reaching the place where they entered the sewers, Ham stopped Dave 
and Alan. "This is it…. Now we wait."

Dave and Alan propped the two bodies up against the wall of the 
sewer, careful not to let them slip into the main stream, the last 
thing they wanted was even more contact with the crap floating down 
the middle!

"So who are you?" Asked Alan.

Ham thought for a minute, "I'm just a guy that knows how to get 
things done."

Alan raised an eyebrow, not satisfied with the answer, "What kind 
of `things'?"

"Things that normal people either can't or wont do for themselves," 
Ham said glancing at his watch.

Without a sound Daryian appeared, scaring Dave half to death, "Jesus 
man!!! Couldn't you cough or something?!?" Dave put his hand over 
his heart, breathing slightly heavier.

Daryian looked at Tyler, "Done. I'm going up." And with that 
comment he shot off up the ladder to the warehouse. Reaching the 
warehouse floor, he knelt down and started pulling a rope from a 
small sack on his back. He tied it to a nearby steel support column 
and fed the length down the sewer entrance.

Tyler snagged it and instructed Alan and Dave to tie the bodies and 
get them out of the sewer.

Five minutes later the two bodies were out of the sewer, along with 
Tyler and the two captives. "Polly, sit rep."

From the roof, Polly replied, "Nothing moving, the truck in the site 
just offloaded a huge wooden crate… It's got to be at least a 3 
metre cube, and judging by the way it was taken off the truck, it's 
damn heavy too. Other than that, we had a police vehicle drive by 
about 6 minutes ago, but they're gone now. The truck's on it's way 
out now as you can probably hear. Once that's out of sight, we are 
set to leave."

Daryian received the same message, "I'll get the van once the truck's 
gone."

Tyler nodded, Daryian ran off towards the back of the 
warehouse, "Right you two, pick up the bodies again and let's take 
them over to where Daryian went to. Oh, and make sure no blood drips 
onto the floor!"

The two men did as they were instructed, Tyler followed behind 
checking for any tell tale blood drips.

As they reached the rear wall, they could hear the truck disappearing 
into the distance. There was a tap on the rear wall and a panel 
folded back, Daryian shoved two body bags through the opening. Dave 
and Alan put the two bodies in the bags and slid them out to Daryian, 
following once they were both out.

Daryian was standing next to the van, Polly dumped the last body 
unceremoniously on the van's floor, "Come on you two, inside now."

Dave and Alan jumped inside, Daryian got in behind them and shut the 
rear door. Polly reached the driver's seat just as Tyler exited the 
warehouse, smoothing their entrance flap back the way it was. 
Checking around him, he saw a wooden pallet resting up against the 
warehouse along with some other rubbish. He moved the pallet in 
front of their entrance and quickly moved to the van.

"Let's go." The van slowly left the site, leaving no tell tale skid 
marks on the tarmac.

While they made their way back to the main city, Tyler pulled the 
radio from the glove compartment, dialling in a code on the digital 
display, he put the ear piece in place.

"Yeah?" Came the voice at the other end.

"Cold Steel this is Shotgun Black. Mission aborted. Scope greater 
than first envisioned. Meet in 3 hours at the assigned place. Have 
numbers and documents. Shotgun Black out." Tyler put the radio 
away. He knew Phaedon would understand the message telling him to 
meet at Phaedon's Sushi bar. Phaedon would know that the meeting 
would be in 4 hours time and not 3 as Tyler stated. `Numbers and 
documents', meant that Tyler had people with him that Phaedon would 
not know and a number of dead bodies that needed to be dealt with.

Just as Tyler was about to put the radio away, a light flashed on the 
radio. Tyler scowled, ~That can only mean one thing~.

"This is Footloose, send your message," said Tyler into the radio.

"We've had some interesting meetings with Sid, Nyugi, Lorraine, 
Robert, Camille and Tonya. Looks like you were right. Lorraine 
asked for a private meeting with you, looks like she has some further 
information. Out."

Polly looked over at Tyler once the message had cleared, "And what 
was that all about?"

Tyler looked down and took a deep breath, "We've got trouble. Big 
trouble. I need to get hold of Gooder, Jenna, Phaedon, Lathaniel… 
Hell! Everyone! This needs to be sorted now," Tyler said with a 
fierce look on his face.

Polly understood the look, something major was going on.

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue May 1, 2001 12:22 pm
Subject: (story) For Personal Gain

Dr. Pete Forsythe stood alongside brain specialist Steve Maitland 
in the observation room outside of Seans hospital room, watching the 
youth through a window. 
Jotting down figures onto a clip board, Steve would look up every 
now and then. "Temps up a degree since yesterday," he mentioned.
"I don't know what to think," Pete confessed. "I've never seen 
anything this aggessive before. It can't be an infection. We've got 
him on Augmentin and Amoxycillin."
"And you wonder why the kid pukes three hours," Steve muttered in a 
low voice.
Pete slammed down Sean's file, saying, "Nobody said you had to get 
involved."
"It's what I do, research on conversion victims..."
"Is Hannah picking up the bill?"
Steve glared at him. "No one is paying me. I want to do this."
"For Julie?"
"As a matter of fact-" he started to say, then cut himself off 
seeing that Julie was outside in the hallway talking to a 
nurse. "Great."
"What now?" Pete asked sounding just as pessimistic.
"It's the queen of depression and anxiety herself," Steve answered.
Julie came in murmuring, "Hello, Steven. How was your date with 
Sari?"
"Why, you jealous or something," he grinned at her. "Don't worry, 
Julie. I'm not serious about her. She knows how I feel about you."
Julie stiffened, rubbed her own neck and turned to Pete, "How is 
Sean today?"
Handing her the manilla file, Pete muttered, "Not better. Poor 
kid's been hallucinating about his mom and that lizard buddy of his."
Opening the file, the woman read the latest reports and was 
disappointed in his eating habits as well. "Maybe you should put a 
tube in his stomach."
Steve shook his head, "Do you have any idea how hostile he can be?"
"Well, then knock him out!" she said angrily. "We have to do 
something. I can't call Mike out here to come and bury his dead son 
because you guys are afraid of him. Use restraints for now. Do what 
you have to do!"
Pete picked up a telephone and punched in a few numbers. "Yeah, 
this is Dr. Forsythe..."
Meanwhile, Julie exchanged looks with Steve. "Maybe you should back 
off on the research bit for a few days."
"Bull-"
"For me?" Julie said sincerely.
"What's this, charm?"
She gave him a wan grin. "How perceptive of you, Dr. Maitland."
Steve returned the smile. "See now, that's the Julie I remember 
from Med School. I'm glad your finding your old self again."
"I can be nice when things go my way, yes," she agreed.
"Your way, huh?" he teased, reaching out and touching her 
chin. "Julie, if you ever need someone to talk to-"
She took his hand and moved it down. "I don't think I'm ready to 
talk to anyone, yet."
Now off the phone, Pete Forsythe cleared his throat, "It'll be an 
hour before they can do it. Meantime, I'll order another I.V. for 
him."
"Okay, then. Julie, just give me a call when you want to schedule 
his testing," Steve said. "You know my number."
She nodded, watching him go. Once he was out of sight, Pete started 
in on her.
"So, find out anything interesting since you had blood taken from 
my patient?"
"Pete, please," she sighed, flopping down on a metal stool.
He gave her a reassuring wink. "I hope whatever you find out is 
what you want to hear. Maybe it will be... easier for you to get on 
with your life when you know for sure."
"I did, I mean the test came back."
He took a seat next to her studying the blank look on her 
face. "Well?"
"She's definately related to Sean."
He slipped his arm around her shoulders, "When do you get her back?"
She shrugged. "I don't know what's gotten into Mom. It's like she 
doesn't want to give her up and all I want to do is go get her and 
try to make up for all the lost time. Even when I had her to do the 
test, she knew I was a stranger to her. How do I tell her how sorry," 
she broke off, choking on her own grief. "And Mike? I don't know how 
to tell him everything."
"If I know Donovan, he'll understand. But does Steve Maitland know 
about all this?"
She shook her head. "I don't care anymore. I'm just glad she is who 
I wanted her to be."


From: JMacleod@paonline.com 
Date: Tue May 1, 2001 9:06 pm
Subject: (Story) Something wicked this way comes..(Part I)


Handing Pheadon one of the cups of coffee she held, Jenna sat 
down across from him. They had left Mike Donovan an hour ago and had 
sat talking over their plans for the break-in, as Jenna came back to 
the table she had seen Pheadon slide a radio back inside his jacket. 
She gave him a raised eyebrow and asked, "So? What's up?" 
Pheadon took a sip of the coffee "God, that's awful." He said 
putting the mug down, "Tyler wants to meet, says it's urgent." 
Before she could ask anything else he said, " Four hours, my 
restaurant, there are bodies involved. Ready?" He asked rising from 
the table. She stared at him a moment, "You said all that so calmly 
you'd think we're going to a picnic Pheadon." She said with a smirk 
as she reached into her satchel and found some money to pay the 
bill. Throwing it on the table she followed him out of the diner to 
the jeep. Climbing in beside him, she looked over and asked, "Any 
other surprises I should be aware of?" He paused for a moment before 
turning the ignition and looked at her, "Several unknowns, still 
kicking. Any other questions?" He asked quietly. 
"Nope, just looks like the fun's gonna start a little earlier than 
planned." She said meeting his level gaze with a Tyler like smile. 
It never reached her eyes. Pheadon shook his head and headed the 
jeep in the direction of the Sushi Bar. 


From: "Jaime" <JaimeBoler@yahoo.com> 
Date: Tue May 1, 2001 9:52 pm
Subject: Betray Me Not--Part 2

The click of heels on hard floor reverberated through the halls. 
Nigel had never really noticed it before. It was loud to him, even 
louder the more he thought about his plans. He already felt like a 
traitor, and he hadn't even done anything yet.

As he approached Elizabeth's quarters, he nodded to two shock 
troopers stationed outside her door. 
"Captain," they both nodded their heads in acknowledgement and opened 
her door.

Nigel walked through the doorway to find Elizabeth dressed in a 
Visitor uniform and pacing restlessly the perimeter of her cell.

She looked up expectantly when a figure entered. Then she smiled 
brightly as she saw it was Nigel.

"Now, that's the Elizabeth that I know," he smiled, kidding her and 
lightening her mood considerably.

She even laughed at his remark, and Nigel could see the faint marks 
of dried tears on her cheeks.

"What's the matter? Did something happen? Did Diana find you? Is 
it Kyle?"
Elizabeth shook her head at his questions. "No, I'm just sad today. 
I keep thinking of Earth and what's in store for all the people down 
there that I love."
Suddenly, Nigel understood. He knew it had to be hard on her to know 
that the Earth was going to be invaded once more. And even worse to 
know that she couldn't do a thing about it, except wait. And worse 
still to know that she had invented a virus to kill the last vestiges 
of resistance on the planet. 
"Maybe you'd feel better if you talked about them. Tell me about the 
people you love on Earth."
Elizabeth stared at images only she could see and a faraway look came 
into her eyes. "Mother. You'd never know she was my mother, but she 
is. We look practically the same age. We've had our disagreements 
in the past, but she's still my mother. She once gave me a stuffed 
animal, a panda, and I wish I had it here with me now."
"Then there's Julie. She's really something; she can do anything. 
Julie was always there for me. Always. I know she's tired of 
fighting and would want to get on with her life. With Mike. Mike--
you would really respect him, Nigel. He's a warrior, like Ham. Then 
there's Willie, who's about as close as a father as I've ever had. 
When I did not understand human ways and emotions, he helped me and 
offered what he had learned to show me how to fit in. And Maggie, 
and Polly, Katie, Caleb, Juan. They're all so tired of fighting. 
And bleeding."
Nigel could understand that. He often got tired of fighting, too. 
And for what? But he was confused.
"Elizabeth, if you love them and Earth so much, then why did you 
create a virus to kill them?" His eyebrows raised in question.
Elizabeth whirled around and did not turn back to face him. Could 
she trust him with the truth? Or would he use it against her?

From: "Tamie Kwist" <amanda_donovan2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Thu May 3, 2001 8:22 pm
Subject: (story) Farewell My Little Angel

Packing her granddaughter's things in a small laundry basket, 
Constance sat down on the wooden rocker that she would pass along to 
Juliet. She didn't know why she felt selfish and wanted to keep 
Amanda, she just knew that the emptiness she'd felt before would soon 
return. She watched Juliet carry the baby in from the nursery, 
talking and stroking her dark hair.
"She smiled for me, Mom," said Julie full of amazement and wonder.
Constance nodded, wordlessly, stuffing a container of zinc ointment 
into the blue diaper bag.
Amanda's eyes suddenly left Julie and wondered to Constance. 
"Are we going bye bye?" Julie mumbled, ignoring the pained look her 
mother gave her.
"Remember to set your alarm to feed her at midnight... you don't 
want to miss it," Constance said softly.
"Say, Grams, I am an alarm clock," Julie told the baby. Amanda 
cooed. 
"She won't wake up for that one."
"Then maybe she doesn't need it."
"Juliet, it's in the book-"
"Mom, I'm not going to starve her to death. Don't worry." Julie 
put Amanda in her carrier and fastened the belt.
Constance bent down and gave the baby a kiss on the forehead.
"Grandma's going to miss you. Be a good little angel."
"I'm only going to Long Island. You'll see her every week, I 
promise."
Putting her hands to her face Constance tried not to break down. "I 
know. I'm sorry. I just-"
"Come by anytime." Julie reached out for a hug. "I need some 
instruction, you know." In all honestly, she didn't feel that way, 
but felt just letting Constance hear her say it would prove 
benificial.
"Okay," Constance aggreed, gathering the diaper bag and laundry 
basket and following Julie out to the car. After giving Amanda one 
last peck on the cheek she waved goodbye as Julie drove away.


From: wendy mills <wendymypooh_2001@yahoo.com> 
Date: Fri May 4, 2001 3:25 am
Subject: Farewell-Mike Part 4

Mike's blue eyes bored into the dark ones belonging to
Spotted Eagle as he tried to judge whether or not the
Visitor was telling the truth about the information he
had given him. Trouble was, that Visitors seldom
showed emotions strong enough to have it affect the
facial structure of their human faces. Nor did their
eyes betray their true feelings. 

After a moment Mike gave up his scrutiny of Spotted
Eagle. As much as he wanted to believe that Spotted
Eagle was telling the truth about being a NY Fifth
Columnist and his information on Sean, Mike knew from
hard learned experience to never trust a Visitor(with
the exceptions of Martin, Willie, Philip and
Elizabeth) simply by their word and definitely not the
first time you meet them. Hell, there were alot of
humans you could apply the the same rule to.

"And why should I believe you?" he asked finally.

Spotted Eagle smiled. "It is your choice whether you
believe me or not. I can not make that decision for
you."

"What's that suppose to mean?" Mike demanded.

" Only that I can't make you believe what I've told
you. " Spotted Eagle replied. "I've told you all that
i know and now I must return to Visitor headquarters
to catch the shuttle back to New York. Pretanama."

Without waiting to hear Mike's reply, Spotted Eagle
started for the door. Before Spotted Eagle could get
very far, Mike spun around and grabbed the Visitor by
his arm. Spotted Eagle came to a jerking halt before
Mike and glanced down at the hand holding his arm in a
tight grip. There was a smidging of something akin to
anger in the Visitor's eyes as they lifted from the
hand that gripped his arm to look Mike in the face.
Mike tensed, readying himself to duck his head if the
lizard decided to spray him with venom or shift his
body to avoid a fist if Spotted Eagle threw one.

He needn't of worried about a fight, cause as fast as
the look had come into Spotted Eagle's eyes, it was
gone. 

"I have given you no cause to place your hands on me.
Release me." he told Mike.

"Not until you give me some more answers." Mike told
him. "I'm not about to let you walk out that door
without knowing everything I can about you."

"I have told you everything I know about your son.
what more can you want?" Spotted Eagle asked.

"Oh, I don't know...where you're currently stationed
at? Who's your commanding officer? How did you know to
come to the Hot Salsa? With whom do you serve under in
the Fifth Column and how an we get a hold of them?
Until I find enough answers to satisfy my curiosity,
you then consider yourself a permanent 'visitor' in
LA." Mike told him and started out of the bar with
Spotted Eagle in tow. 

As they made their way toward the back of the Hot
Salsa, Juan joined them. He had just finished locking
up the front entrance to the restaurant, when he had
seen Mike and the Visitor exiting the bar. By the
determined look on Mike's face, his firm grip on the
Visitor's arm and the stony expression on his face,
Juan guessed that the conversation hadn't gone well.

"I take it that you've decided to stay in LA a little
longer?" he asked the Visitor as they continued
walking toward the back of the restaurant. 

"I wasn't given a choice." Spotted Eagle replied.

"Mike, how could you treat a 'visitor' to LA this way?
Aren't you ashamed of yourself?" Juan said, stopping
in mid-stride to look at Mike in mock anger.

" I couldn't let him leave without showing him the
sights." Mike replied, stopping to face Juan.

"What accommodations did you have in mind?" 

"Total privacy, metal cot, plexi-glass windows, steel
enforced door, fresh rodents and water, everything an
esteemed guest like our friend here deserves." Mike
told him.

Spotted Eagle had grown increasingly alarmed during
the exchange between the two men. He had been certain
that once Donovan's friend had joined them, that the
other man would persuade Donovan to let him go.
Instead the man had simply fallen into place beside
them as they continued toward the back of the
restaurant and proceeded to exchange witty remarks
with Donovan. His alarm immediately turned into fear
as first Mike, then Juan smiled and said together,

"Casa del Salsa."







