Romance and Hell

Book One:  The Fall of an Empire

Chapter One: Today’s Journey

Juliet Parrish sat behind her enormous desk in her 

laboratory at Science Frontiers. Her life was anything but 

of the normal variety. Every day for nearly a year now, she 

had led a double life working for Los Angeles Mayor/ 

Science Frontiers proprietor, Nathan Bates, while aiding 

part time help to the local resistance movement. 

Her nerves constantly remained on edge. And sometimes, 

the mere thought of her double life being exposed made her 

stomach turn over. Nathan Bates was her boss. He was also 

the only person who could keep Diana from destroying the 

world. As part of the 'free city' agreement, the Los 

Angeles Resistance movement had been outlawed in 'Nathan 

Bates land'. Yet, Julie couldn't help but to aid the 

resistance. It had become too easy for her to acquire the 

information that she needed to do so. 

Nathan liked his top researcher a lot and in more than a 

casual way. Not that Julie wasn't attracted to men with 

wealth and fame, but Nathan Bates was old enough to be her 

father. He had made several passes at her since her 

employment under him had begun. She was always afraid that 

his next pass would be more intentional than the previous 

ones. 

The photograph of Michael Donovan that sat at the edge of 

her desk near the computer monitor was a constant reminder 

of a void in her life, one that he could no longer fulfill. 

But still, she could not take the picture down. For deep 

down in the hollow corners of her soul there was a little 

piece of hope. Or maybe it was just denial. 

Sometimes, just seeing Donovan at Resistance Headquarters 

was painful. In the presence of their peers, they could 

only assume a platonic relationship. And for Julie, being 

Nathan's most trusted aid made spending nights of passion 

with Donovan impossible. Nathan would do anything to get to 

Donovan. 

The young, blond, scientists' phone rang. She answered it 

promptly. 

"Hello, Juliet Parrish here." 

"Julie." She recognized Robin Maxwell's whiny voice. "I'm 

supposed to tell you that your plane's leaving at six." 

Julie's heart skipped a beat when she noticed that Nathan 

Bates was heading into her office. 

"Okay, bye." 

She'd hung up the receiver before her caller had a chance 

to tell her the same. 

Nathan greeted her with a warm smile. 

"You didn't have to hang up on my account," he said. "I 

was wondering if we could have dinner tonight?" 

'A date?' she thought. Luckily, she didn't have to come 

up with an excuse. She already had one. 

"Sorry, Nate. I can't. I'm flying to New York tonight to 

visit with my family." 

"Out of the airport?" he asked. "Why didn't you tell me 

before? I would have arranged for a company jet." 

It was a well known fact that flights through Visitor 

territory could not be guaranteed "safe" by airlines. In 

retrospect, out of the 12 major airlines that had existed 

only a year ago, six of them went under due to lack of 

business. The state of the war had intensified to its 

highest level. Deniese Daltrey's news reports were 

stressful to take in. The New York City Resistance Aid 

Relief Group was not able to keep up with demands of the 

growing number of freedom fighters. Julie was thankful that 

her own group had not been dropped from the "list." The Los 

Angeles Resistance movement had been declared the single 

most successful and heroic out of all the major resistance 

groups for their efforts during War One. Of course, New 

York City's own band of fighters had come in second. It was 

too bad that citizens of Los Angeles were no longer 

"allowed" to protect their city. However, the law did not 

keep the resistance immobile. And they were still the most 

successful group in North America. How could they not be 

when one of their "leaders" was working right under Nathan 

Bates? 

Julie shrugged in response to Nathan's question. "I guess 

I didn't think of it. I hope you don't mind my being gone 

for a few days," she smiled, showing her deepest expression 

of concern. 

He reached over and patted her petite hand. "Not at all, 

Julie. If anyone deserves a vacation around here, it's 

you." 

"Oh, I'm not the only one." 

"Well maybe we could take one together sometime?" 

She did not have a comeback. But she knew full well what 

he was implying and wondered how much longer it would take 

until he would give up on the thought of a romantic 

interlude with her. 

Having noticed the portrait of Donovan, Nathan gave her an 

apologetic frown. "I'm sorry. I should have guessed that 

you might be upset. Hasn't it been almost a year now?" He 

picked up the picture and stuck it out to her. "Don't take 

me for a fool, Julie." 

He went back out into the outer office. 

She put the picture to her desk face down and thought 

maddeningly to herself, 'I should've put it away.' 

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

Clarence "Ham"ilton Tyler had first come to the aid of the 

Los Angeles Resistance group two years ago, to help them get 

aquainted with the growing World Wide Network of people who 

shared in their desire to fight the Visitors. But Ham was 

dismayed when he discovered that he would be working with 

his nemeses of two decades. Ham detested Mike Donovan like 

no one else. He felt that his hatred could be understood 

due to the fact that it had been Donovan who exposed his 

scandalous acts as a CIA agent on international television. 

Needless to say, Ham Tyler was now an ex-CIA man. 

He wasn't comfortable with his rank in the resistance 

group, since having grown accustomed to always being the man 

in charge. Now he worked, ranking under Donovan who was the 

groups leader. Ham knew that if it came to it, the rebels 

would not have Donovan step down in his favor. But never 

the less, there was no doubting that Ham's role in the 

resistance was just as important as the one of leadership. 

Ham was responsible for finding the right people to help 

keep the rebels supplied with the weapons that they needed 

to fight the Visitors. Ground shipments were out of the 

question, due to the "Free City Agreement" signed by 

Nathan Bates. 

The resistance took their supplies by air shipments only, 

taking turns with New York Resistance relief group to make 

the long flights back and forth to Long Island, New York. 

Most of the supplies originated from Third World Countries 

within the "safe zone" that wanted to make a lofty profit. 

Inflation was excelling on the black market like never 

before. It was also Ham's responsibility to find the right 

ammunition at the right price. Funds within the resistance 

were very limited. 

Tyler paced on a hillside, overlooking the flight landing 

strip. Mike Donovan was about to fly their plane to New 

York, but he wasn't taking the route which had been agreed 

upon two days ago. 

"You're not flying through Nevada, Gooder, and that's 

final!" Ham Tyler shouted. 

Gooder, which stood for "Do"-Gooder, was Ham's pet name 

for Mike Donovan. 

Donovan's green eyes met his angry brown ones. "Ah, but 

you seem to have forgotten who's in charge here." 

"You're wrong. I got us that plane and it's our only 

means of transportation. If we lose it, I'm holding you 

responsible!" 

Julie Parrish parked her car along the dirt road, and came 

over, carrying the luggage. Nathan Bates' son, Kyle, took 

them from her and loaded them into the jet plane. Julie went 

over to Ham and Donovan with only one question raging in her 

mind. 

"Where's Maggie?" she asked. 

"Your empty threats don't scare me, Ham," Donovan 

continued as if he hadn't noticed the woman. "You know 

damned well that it doesn't make any sense to go out of my 

way and waste fuel and time!" 

"It does if you don't want your ass to get blown out of 

the sky by the snakes!" 

"Excuse me!" Julie said angrily. "Where is Maggie?" 

"Change of plans," Donovan answered, but his eyes were 

still fixed on Ham Tyler's. "That's if Ham here would quit 

trying to screw up my route." 

"Great," Julie murmured not so enthusiastically. 

"That's if I let you go, Donovan," Ham warned. 

"Case is closed," Donovan answered then turned back to 

Julie. "What's the matter now?" 

"I don't think this is a good idea," she admitted. 

"What?" he demanded. 

"Going to New York with you. What if something happens?" 

Her skepticism was by far, no boost for his ego. "I can 

fly that plane, Julie." 

"That's not what I meant." She wasn't sure that being 

honest was a good thing. "I mean if for some reason we 

don't make it- it wouldn't look good for me to be found 

traveling with you." 

Their relationship was not a topic that he wanted to 

discuss right now. He just wanted to get in the plane and 

fly off, with or without her. 

"Somebody has to pick up the shipment and Maggie is sick. 

Unless you got us another pilot, it looks like I'm going," 

he said, then climbed up into the cockpit. 

Ham Tyler was disgusted with Mike Donovan's lack of 

concern for the plane. He grabbed Julie's shoulder, 

spinning her around to face him as she turned away from the 

entrance. He worried that she had changed her mind out of 

fear. 

"You'd better go with him and see to it that he doesn't 

get us into any trouble with your boss." 

"Well that's great, Ham!" she exclaimed bitterly. "I feel 

a hundred percent better already!" 

Donovan could hear her shouting over the roar of the 

planes motor. "Better hurry up, Doc," he yelled. "Unless 

you've changed your mind about going." 

She climbed aboard and sat down in the right side of the 

cockpit, then buckled her harness. 

Donovan picked up the cb. "Decker, this is L.A. reporting 

take off. Oh fourteen hundred hours." 

The device responded with a crackle, then came Pete 

Forsythe's voice. "New York to Los Angeles. We've got your 

blip on our radar..." 

"How's the weather?" Mike wondered. 

"Well, you stay clear of the Black Hills and you're fine. 

It's snowing pretty heavy down there." 

"I read you, Decker." 

"Hey, what happened to your pilot?" Pete asked. 

"Well, she had some business to tend to and she came down 

with something." 

"What about the other one? Hannah wants to know if she's 

still coming." 

Donovan gave the microphone to his passenger. 

"Hi, Pete," Julie said. "Did we discuss our flight 

route-" 

"NO!" Donovan said and shook his head, then whispered. 

"Not on the radio." 

"Yes," the man answered. "Clear for takeoff." 

Donovan snatched the device from Julie then reported, 

"Decker, we're over and out." 

Julie felt like a heel. Actually, she was only curious to 

find out if Donovan was obeying the orders given to him by 

Ham Tyler. Of course, Julie was mostly concerned for her 

own safety. "I'm sorry," she said to him. 

He was busy at the controls. Out in front of the plane 

and up fifty yards, Chris Faber gave Donovan an okay signal 

and he let the little plane advance. It picked up speed 

very slowly and let out a whine of protest. But seconds 

later, it was airborne, under the control of its pilot. 

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

It was nearly seven p.m. when Diana sprung a surprise 

visit to Bates' home. He was annoyed that she had gone 

there since they usually met in his office at his empire. 

This time, she seemed to be even more impatient than usual. 

"What did the resistance do now, Diana?" He sounded 

tired, but was not sleepy at all in the physical sense. He 

had grown weary of his dealings with the Visitors and 

trying to keep Los Angeles a free zone. He'd tried to con- 

vince himself that he was doing the right thing by main- 

taining the treaty that he and Diana had made nearly a year 

ago. But had it all been worth the effort? The Visitors 

already had control over most of the world not under the 

protection of the red dust bacteria. 

The red dust itself was another struggle for Bates. The 

bacteria had caused a significant amount of ecological 

damage around the world, which had mostly been contained to 

the oceans and their inhabitants. It was Nathan's own Julie 

Parrish who had recently made some major breakthroughs to 

stop the ecological destruction. 

Diana took in a deep breath and clucked her tounge as she 

spoke. "They utterly destroyed our embassy in Santa 

Monica." 

He looked at her intently. "You know I can't do any- 

thing about that. Santa Monica is not in my jurisdiction." 

Her temper flared, "Well you'd better do something 

before I do!" 

"Is that a threat, Diana?" 

"That's exactly what it is, Mr. Bates." 

He had to find something to hold her over. He needed buy 

more time or else he would lose the game of winning the war. 

"What if I can talk to the resistance and get them to stop 

fighting?" he asked. 

She smiled. "Then I'm sure we can work something out." 

"Then you won't send anymore shock troopers to my city?" 

"No, not yet. But I'm warning you, if you can't control 

the resistance then I am afraid that I will be forced to 

break our agreement. And I won't be held accountable for 

the damage that your company will suffer if that happens! 

Do I make myself clear, Nathan dear?" 

"Yes, Diana." 

Nathan had never guessed that he could ever be afraid of 

anyone, much less a woman. But he had to remind himself 

that she was no woman. She was really a monster very much 

capable of carrying out her threats. 

"Good, then," she shook his hand. "I'll check back with 

you in a few days and see that you've kept your word." 

She left again and he was glad. 

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

The scenery was breathtaking as the small plane flew 

over the Rocky Mountains in southwestern Colorado. Exhaust- 

ed, Julie Parrish had fallen fast asleep in the passenger 

seat. 

Donovan had often worried about her, but she remained 

distant. He didn't know how to talk to her anymore or even 

if she wanted him to. But right now, he wouldn't wake her 

up. Instead, he took the time to think about his own life 

as it was. He had no job, no money and was facing the loss 

of the morgatage on his home. The war had robbed him of 

everything including his son and ex-wife. 

He tried not to think about Margie anymore because he 

blamed himself for her death. If only he hadn't been so 

naive, maybe he would of realized that she was converted 

before it was too late. Now she was dead. Sean, on the 

other hand, was still in Diana's custody. Mike knew that it 

would take better than a miracle to get his son back. 

The plane hit some turbulence, shaking Julie out of her 

slumber. She peered through her window and looked down 

towards the earth, but she could not believe her eyes. Down 

below, there were snow capped mountain peaks, a beautiful 

river, and something that resembled a small airport. The 

scenery reminded her of some photograph's that were sitting 

in Nathan Bate's office, which he'd taken during a vacation 

to the Rocky Mountains. But, the flight supposed to be on a 

northern course through Oregon and Washington states, and 

Colorado was within the Visitor occupied territory. Would 

Donovan really endanger her like that? 

"Where are we?" she asked. 

"In the sky," he answered. 

"I know we're in the sky." She obviously was not amused. 

"What state is this?" 

"I wouldn't know. I can't see the road signs from up 

here." 

Donovan used his satiric sense of humor to hide the 

reality of the matter because he knew what she was getting 

at, and he didn't want to hear her lecture right now. 

"I have a hunch that we aren't in Northern California or 

Washington State for that matter," she said coldly. 

"Donovan, how could you do this to me?" 

She was angry. He could tell she was angry because she 

had called him Donovan instead of Mike, and he didn't have 

an answer. He couldn't bring himself to admit not having 

taken her feelings into consideration. It was bad enough 

that they spent most of their time together arguing as it 

was. 

"I'm not putting you in any danger," he explained. "Don't 

you trust me anymore?" 

She knew that he was referring to his recent 

reconciliation with his ex-wife, who had been killed nearly 

two months ago. "Don't bring that into this discussion. 

You need to be a little more cautious because if I get 

caught, I'll go to prison for treason. Now, correct me if 

I'm wrong, but I thought you had more respect for me than 

that." 

"Okay, I'll head north if you want. See what a good guy I 

am?" 

She gave him a hostile look because he was still humored 

by her anger. But Donovan reached out for her hand and 

said, "How about you take this baby up north. Want to 

learn how to fly?" 

"No, no. I'm a scientist. Scientist's don't fly planes." 

"Well, I figured if you could learn fast enough, maybe 

you could pilot some of the way back home." 

She reluctantly went over and sat on his lap. He took her 

hand placing it on the throttle. "Okay, just pull up very 

gently." 

She smiled saying, "I guess it's easier than I thought, 

but tell me, Mike, wouldn't Maggie make a better instructor? 

I mean she is more experienced." 

"Well I might not be as good as Maggie, but I'm no 

amateur either." 

"Not the best, either," she teased leaning back against 

his chest. 

"On second thought," he kissed her ear, "-I could put the 

auto pilot on." He moved the control module to his left, 

changing the planes course to a more northern direction. 

"On second thought, I might just go back over there," she 

warned. 

"All right, I'll mind my manners. But, it's your fault. You 

just had to go and wear that damned perfume again." 

She smiled ruefully. "Well I wouldn't have if I'd known 

that you were taking me to New York." 

"I don't suppose the autopilot can work for a long period 

of time anyways." He traced his hand down the side of her 

neck. 

Julie tried to ignore his pleading gesture. She couldn't 

help but notice the small blip growing more visible on the 

radar screen. 

"What's that?" she pointed to it. 

"Oh, shit. We've got company!" He exclaimed. "Hold on. 

Why don't you go back over there, sweetheart?" 

"What company?!" Julie got up, but as she moved, the 

plane was hit and jolted to the left. She fell to the 

floor. 

"SQUAD SHIP!" he shouted. He'd tried the installed 

rocket device but it wasn't working. 

Julie let out a scream as her head smashed against a metal 

box on the floor. The plane began to tail spin out of 

control, falling helplessly to the earth.

Chapter Two: Crash And Burn

Immediately after returning to the mothership, Diana went 

to work on her latest conversion subject, a sixty year old 

marine biologist employed by none other than Nathan Bates. 

The man jerked and moaned in the cylindrical cell as 

visions of demons possessed his mind. "No! No!" He cried in 

fear. 

He ran down darkened streets trying to hide from the 

monsters. But no matter which way he ran, they found him. 

Diana smiled pleased with the session, and her progress. 

"Just a few more days, Diana," the lab technician, Bart, 

assured her. 

She faced him with anger. "I wanted this complete by 

tomorrow!" 

"He's an old man, Diana. I'm doing the best I can." 

"Diana?" another male visitor, Greggory, stepped into 

the small room. He was much shorter than Diana, appear- 

ing to be of thirty years of age in his human disguise. He 

too had brown hair and hazel eyes. "Captain James wishes to 

speak with you." 

"Tell him I'm busy!" 

The supreme commander turned back to watch her victim. 

Greggory obediently slipped out of the room. Diana's lips 

curled to a smile as the human began to moan in agony once 

again. Diana leaned over to speak into the microphone. "He 

won't hurt you if you come to me." 

"Never!" the old man hissed. 

Diana reached over to the control panel and moved the dial 

to a higher level. 

"Diana, his heart!" Bart pleaded. 

"I know what I'm doing!" she glared at him. Her victim 

ran faster. 

"Don't eat me! I'm not ready to die" the old man yelled. 

"Give me your hand, William!" Diana insisted. 

"No!" 

Once again, Diana turned the dial, reaching the conversion 

chambers highest level of dream sequence. Barnes wailed in 

fear. 

"Reach out to me, I'll save you," she coaxed. 

He groaned again but finally gave in. Mentally and 

physically, he could endure no more. 

She turned off the module and stepped into the cell with 

the man, embracing him as he shuddered in fright. 

"The monster is gone. He can't hurt you now. You're 

safe with me," she said softly. 

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

"Blue Bird to base, Blue Bird to base," Chris Faber 

called into the CB microphone. He released the button and 

waited for a response. 

Ham Tyler turned away from his colleague, slamming an 

empty beer can down onto the large conference table. "I 

don't like this!" 

Twenty-three year old, Damon Smith, rushed down the flight 

of stairs which led into the concealed resistance 

headquarters. "I can't get the coordinates, Ham. We lost 

their signal hours ago." 

"SHIT!" he said. 

"Do ya think Donovan changed the route?" Chris Faber 

asked. 

"Hell, yeah I do. Donovan's a reckless son of a bitch. I 

should've never let him take this shipment!" 

Without another word, he went to the CB radio and began to 

shout into the receiver. "If this is one of your little 

pranks, Gooder-," 

Another male resistance member came down the stairway 

saying, "The blips are gone. Either our equipments shot or 

they're down." 

Again, Tyler tried to get a reply from Donovan. "Blue 

Bird to base. Do you read? Over." 

The only response was a slight crackle and then silence. 

"They're down, man," Kyle Bates said sourly. 

Ham turned to face Dan Smith, the resistance's top com- 

munication expert. "Contact Peter Forsythe. Tell him we 

lost 'em and need a search party." 

Smith busied himself at the fax machine. But Tyler 

reprimanded him. "Not that way! We don't have time to 

kill!" 

"Well then get me the damned number!" 

The small cargo plane had crashed into a small ravine, just 

east of the Colorado river. It had landed on it's right 

wing, causing the tip to break off. Small fragments of the 

plane had scattered over a miles radius. 

Inside of the damaged aircraft, one passenger tried to 

get up from the floor, and the other did not move. There 

was no light to see by. Mike Donovan finally did get to his 

feet. 

"Julie?" he called into the darkness. 

There was no answer. 

Could she be dead? he wondered. No, he would not allow 

himself to think about it. 

"Hey, you all right?" he repeated, attempting to hide 

the panic in his voice. But it was no use. He had to know 

if she was seriously hurt, or just unconscious. So, he got 

down on his hands and knees and searched the floor until he 

could feel her hair beneath his hands. The soft curls were 

wet, perhaps drenched from her blood. 

He wondered if he should attempt to feel for her face. 

Where was the blood coming from? If he tried to move her 

would it cause more injury? Suddenly, he could see her 

face and watched the red trickle down her cheek. She was 

bleeding from her temple and right ear lobe. Donovan looked 

up to find his source of light. The dash board had burst 

into red and orange flames. Without giving it a second 

thought, he pulled the woman away from the burning inferno 

and carried her outside, using the cargo door to make his 

escape. 

Running away from the plane, he did not look back. The 

moonlight's bright glow helped to guide him as he tried to 

climb up the rocky hillside. As he shifted the woman's 

weight to his left arm, he felt another stream of blood 

coming from the back of her head. 

Lauren Stewert stirred from her sleep as her cordless 

telephone gave a loud ring. 'Who's going to call at this 

hour?' she thought. 'Oh no! Daddy?' Lauren often worried 

about her father. She was his only child. Her mother had 

passed away years ago. And now, George Stewart lived alone in 

Harlem. 

It was not George Stewert's voice on the other end. "Ms. 

Stewert?" the man asked. 

"Who is this?!" she demanded. 

"This is Dan on the west coast. I need to relay a mes- 

sage to Pete Forsythe. It's an emergency." 

"Okay, Dan. Hold on a minute." She reached over to wake 

the sleeping man from his slumber. "Pete, honey, wake up." 

Pete rolled over to look at his girlfriend and she 

continued, "Los Angeles is on the phone. Something's 

wrong." 

He grabbed the phone. "Peter Forsythe, here." 

"This is Dan Smith in Los Angeles. We've lost our 

transport plane's signal. We think that they went down." 

"Well where were they last spotted?" Pete asked, turning 

on the bed side lamp with his free hand. 

"We thought you guys were keeping track of them." 

Obviously, there had been a misunderstanding. But Pete 

would not be held accountable. "Shit too," he said. "Some 

of us have jobs to go to in the morning. We can't monitor 

flights to our base. That's their responsibility!" 

"Well we need help finding them." 

"Well gee, I would think that you guys know which way they 

went. Why don't you give us a call when you find them?" 

"WE CAN'T GO FIND THEM! THAT'S OUR ONLY PLANE!!" 

"It looks like you're shit out of luck then, doesn't it?" 

Pete wasn't normally like this. But there was nothing more 

that he hated then to be awoke in the middle of the night. 

"If they did go down, then they need to be found," Dan was 

beginning to sound impatient. "Can't you guys try to find them 

for us? You know if Bates finds out about Julie and 

Hannah's collaboration, she's gonna be in some deep shit!" 

"Ah, Christ, Dan!" Pete sighed. "Yeah, I'll try to 

locate them for you guys." 

Bright white beams of light scanned the floor of the 

canyon as the Visitor squad ship passed overhead. 

"There, Commander Terrance!" the female officer pointed 

down towards the wreckage. 

The space craft swooped and headed towards the earth and 

landed. Then, the two Visitors climbed out of the shuttle 

carrying fire extinguishers. They did not want to risk 

having their face masks melted and worked swiftly to put out 

the blazes that held the cargo plane captive. 

Danielle followed her superior officer into the jet. 

Together, the pair sorted through the boxes that had not 

been destroyed by the fire, and searched for clues. They 

only found fruits and vegetables that had been wilted by 

the heat. 

Terrance walked away in disgust and headed towards the 

cockpit. Using his flashlight, he searched for any human 

bodies. There was no one. He discovered the pool of blood 

behind the navigator's chair and traced a trail of the red 

liquid to the cargo door. 

"They've escaped," he announced. "Call for back up. I 

want a thorough search done throughout the area!" 

Danielle approached him. "I've found identification 

for one of the passengers." She gave him a womans hand- 

bag and the wallet that she had removed from it. 

Terrance studied the California driver's license and 

recognized the woman's face. "This is the ex-resistance 

leader of the resistance group in Diana's city, Los Ange- 

les." 

"Ex-?" she looked up at him. "Then what good is she to 

us?" 

"She might not be all that important, but she needs to be 

found and find out who else came with her." 

The two Visitors exited the craft, then headed towards 

their own. They used their radio to ask that others would 

come to help conduct the investigation.

Chapter Three: Convicting Evidence

The ten minutes that had passed since Mike Donovan 

escaped from the plane wreck seemed to go by like an 

eternity. He walked close to the canyon wall in fear that 

he might be spotted if he were to walk out in the open. 

The original space craft had been joined by three others 

and the four continued to circle overhead, shining their 

lights downward. 

Donovan stopped for a moment, catching his breath and 

checking Julie's throat for a pulse. She was still alive, 

yet still unconscious. His biggest fear, at this moment, was 

that she would bleed to death before he got the chance to stop 

it. He was looking for a place to hide. 

Then he saw it, the small opening in the cliff nearly 

fifteen feet above where he was standing. 'Don't even try 

it' he thought. He looked back down at Julie and 

tried to wake her. 

"C'mon, Baby. C'mon!" he said softly, but got no 

response. 

He began to drag her upwards, while climbing the rocky 

cliff. In a way, maybe it was better for her to be unconscious 

so she could not feel the rough stones scraping her bare legs. 

Once he reached the caverns opening, he pushed her through, 

then joined her inside. 

Terrance picked up his radio headset and began to speak to 

the commanders of the other squad ships that had joined him 

in the search. He was growing impatient. For he knew that 

if he could find Juliet Parrish, Diana would reward him. 

Gaining the Supreme Commander's respect meant a great 

deal to him. 

"Spread out more! Search any local residences! I want 

them found!" he ordered. 

"Yes, Commander Terrance," the three other captains re- 

plied in unison. 

"Commander Drew, give me coverage. I'm going back down to 

the aircraft to search for clues." 

"Yes, sir," the alien replied. 

Two squad ships began their decent towards the plane. 

Once on the ground, Terrance entered the aircraft alone. He 

gave the interior a complete search. When he was done, 

he'd found another clue, a man's brown leather jacket with 

the name M.S. Donovan embroidered under the internal 

collar. He smiled. 

The next morning, Peter Forsythe met with Ham Tyler at the 

same landing strip where Mike Donovan had departed from the 

previous day. The New Yorkers were taken back to the Los 

Angeles resistance base underneath Elias Taylor's pub, The 

Club Creole. By the time they arrived there, the rest of 

the Los Angeles resistance members had shown up for Ham 

Tyler's 'emergency' meeting. Now everyone sat around the 

large conference table as Tyler demanded their attention. 

"QUIET!" he shouted over their arguing. 

They looked up at him, mostly startled by his outburst. 

However, the New Yorkers, Pete Forsythe, Mitchell Loomis, 

and Sari James did not flinch. 

"Tell them what you know, Dr. Forsythe," Ham said. 

Pete stood up on cue. "My friends here and I went out 

and searched the Rockies. It appears that Mike and Julie 

were shot down sometime last night. I'm afraid I have more 

bad news. The plane went up in flames. We couldn't go down 

and see if they made it out okay because there were Visitors 

patrolling the area." 

"How can you be sure that was our plane?!" Maggie 

Blodgett asked. She was feeling better today and had gotten 

over her flu. 

"Do you think they're dead?" Robin Maxwell said. 

Pete looked at the young woman intently, "I don't know 

Ms?" 

"I'm Robin," she replied. 

Pete gave her a second glance. She barely looked old 

enough to have a daughter let alone one who looked seven- 

teen years old. "Maybe your daughter can help us find 

them. Doesn't she holograph or something?" 

"Sometimes," Maggie said. "Usually only before something 

happens." 

Tyler looked at Kyle Bates. "Get her." 

The twenty-three year old slipped out of the room going 

into the next. A moment later, Kyle returned with 

Elizabeth, the half human/ half lizard, "Starchild." 

"I have to touch something that belongs to them," she 

said softly. 

Maggie handed her a photograph. "Try this, Elizabeth." 

The young woman took the frame and held it as she closed 

her blue eyes. In her minds eye, she could see nothing but 

fire and blood. Fearfully, she dropped the frame, sending it 

smashing against the concrete floor. 

"Elizabeth, honey, what is it?" Maggie held the now 

trembling girl. 

The Starchild did not respond, but began to cry instead. 

After a moment, she spoke. "There was a fire-" 

"We know that!" Damon growled impatiently. 

"Shut up, man!" Kyle flashed him a look. "Let her fin- 

ish." 

"-and there was blood everywhere! That's all I could 

see. I, I'm sorry." Her shoulders slumped as if she knew 

that she had let her friends down. 

Kyle embraced her. "It's okay, Elizabeth." 

"Oh, God!" Maggie cried. "I can't believe they're dead! I 

mean, what the hell were they doing down there anyways?" 

Ham Tyler did not contain his sarcasm. "Apparently, 

taking a joy ride. I knew I shouldn't have let them two fly 

together. You give 'em a couple of days alone together and 

they think it's a honeymoon!" 

"You're wrong, Ham," she protested. "This is my fault. I 

should've taken this trip. Besides, I don't think Julie 

had anything to do with the route change. I just can't 

understand why Mike has to be so self-centered!" 

"Yeah," he agreed. "This is all we need, for Bates to 

find out that Julie has been moonlighting as a resistance 

leader!" 

Maggie got up from her chair and stepped closer to him to 

shout in his face. "Well, I can tell where your concern 

lies! Losing our ource of information?! I just lost my best 

friend! And if she isn't dead, then she's probably up 

there in that hell chamber!!" 

"Take it easy, honey," Chris Faber stepped forward to 

console his girlfriend. But she shuddered pushing him away. 

"The wedding's off, Chris." 

"Oh, Maggie, c'mon-" 

"No!" she said. "Julie is supposed to be my maid of honor 

and I'm not getting married without her!" 

Pete Forsythe spoke up. "Look if it'll make you guys 

feel any better, we'll go back and look for 'em in a few 

days." 

A cool breeze blew into the small cavern and Donovan 

shivered. He sat on the cave's floor, holding the woman in 

his arms. He had taken off his shirt and used it to control 

Julie's bleeding. But still, she had not waken. He was 

just thankful that she had made it through the night. There 

had only been a few times in his life that he was reminded 

how much he loved her. If she did survive, would she ever 

forgive him for what he had put her through? 

Suddenly, she stirred and opened her eyes. She looked 

around at her surroundings and wondered how she had gotten 

here or what day it was. But Donovan didn't see that she 

was waking up. He was dozing off himself. Julie tried to 

sit up, but he stopped her. 

"Don't move. You've been injured," he said. 

The agonizing pain confirmed his words. "Ugh-" she 

sighed. "Where the hell are we at?" 

"Shh!" He cupped a hand over her mouth, pushing her 

back down, whispering, "Keep your voice down. You remem- 

ber being shot at in the cargo plane?" 

She said, "Yeah." Again she tried to break free from his 

embrace. But he still would not let her move. 

"Well, you hit your head pretty bad. You lost a lot of 

blood. And you've been unconscious for a while." 

She pushed his arm away, wanting to sit up. "How long is 

a while?" 

He looked at his watch. It read nine a.m. pacific time. 

"About twelve hours. How are you feeling?" 

"I feel like shit! How do you expect me to feel?! And 

why the hell are we hiding in this cave?" 

"Because there are Visitors all over looking for us!" 

She wanted to cry, whether from being in so much pain, or 

sheer frustration, she wasn't sure. 

"How could you let something like this happen? Why 

couldn't you think of me for once?!" 

He swallowed trying to resist the feelings of guilt that 

he'd been feeling. "Is this the thanks I get for saving 

your life?" 

She shook her head. "Gee, and I was sure that coming out 

here is suicidal in itself." 

"Julie, I wanted you to see the scenery," he protested. 

If he was trying to suck up to her, it wasn't working." 

She took in a deep breath. "How the hell are we going to 

get out of here, Mike? I bet you haven't even thought about 

it-" 

Did she really take him for a moron? He was getting 

annoyed with her lack of faith in him. "For your 

information, 'Doc', I have thought of a way to get us out 

of this mess. We passed a little airport a few miles west 

of here. We'll use your gun and hijack a plane." 

Was he being serious?, she wondered. "You can count me 

out! That's all I need is to be arrested under charges of 

criminal activity with a resistance member." 

"Okay," he agreed. "I'll just leave you here and pray 

that some wild animal doesn't come along and attack you." 

"Well, it would be a hell of a lot better than being stuck 

in this damned cave with you! Besides, what makes you so 

sure that I'll give you the gun?" 

He shrugged and was silent for a moment then looked at 

her intently. "I can't come up with any other ideas. Can 

you?" 

"No. Suppose I consider your so-called plan? When will 

we be able to leave here?" 

"Not til the Visitors stop patrolling the area. At least 

a day or so." 

"You hope?" she stared at him. 

"I hope." 

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

When morning came, Terrance arrived in the Los Angeles 

mothership and demanded to speak with Diana. He was taken 

to her private quarters and found her in a meeting with 

James. She dismissed the lieutenant, then welcomed the 

newcomer. 

"Good morning, Diana." 

"Morning, Terrance," she replied, not returning his smile 

. "What matter could be so urgent that you couldn't wait to 

see me?" 

Without hesitation, he explained. He knew all too well of 

Diana's reputation for being impatient. She would not be 

bothered for petty meetings, and if someone happened to get 

on her bad side, they found themselves regretting it. 

"My lieutenant and I were patrolling near the Rocky 

mountain range in the southwestern portion of Colorado 

yesterday evening and shot down a human cargo plane. We had 

trouble with our landing gear and couldn't inspect the crash 

site right away. But when we were able to make our landing, 

we entered the plane and found these." 

He gave her the woman's wallet and man's leather coat. 

She began to inspect the articles as he continued. "Unfor- 

tunately, the passengers, I presume Michael Donovan and 

Juliet Parrish, were able to escape before we could get to 

them. But my men are combing the canyon and the surround- 

ing area where we found their plane." 

"Any clue as to what they were doing flying out there?" 

she wondered. 

"Apparently transporting supplies to another resistance 

group." 

"Do you have any evidence?!" she demanded. 

"We found some large containers of fruit and vegetables 

and oh, of course these too." He gave her a stack of 

papers. 

Diana thumbed through them gently, finding the Science 

Frontiers Logo stamped on a few pages with the hand- 

written words: CONFIDENTIAL - To Hannah Donnenfield at 

Brook Cove, on one of the manila folders. She gave a nod of 

approval to Terrance, certain that she had enough evidence 

to have Julie Parrish charged with conspiracy and treason 

as well as collaborating with the resistance. 

"If you find them, I want them kept alive, and have them 

sent to me immediately. Thank you, Terrance. You are 

dismissed." 

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

That night, temperatures had sank below fifty degrees. 

Julie Parrish shivered in her sleep and then woke. She 

looked over at Donovan who was bare-chested and sleeping 

nearly four feet away from her. She felt sympathy for him, 

having used his shirt as a bandage around her head. 

Bright sunlight entered through the opening. Julie headed 

towards it and peeked outside. She immediately noticed two 

space crafts parked on a cliff nearby, then quickly 

darted back inside, sitting down indian style, and leaning 

against the cavern wall. She rested her chin on her palms. 

Her stomach growled and she tried to ignore the pain. What 

choice did she have? A few moments later her friend awoke. 

Without a word, he took a look outside. 

"They're still out there," she whispered. 

He turned to face her, with his arms folded over his chest 

and asked, "Did you sleep good?" 

She nodded, smiling. "You must've been cold." 

"Still am," he replied sitting down besides her. "How's 

your head?" 

"Sore." 

He shook his own. "We need to get you to a doctor. But it 

doesn't look like we'll be leaving here today." 

"Oh, Mike. Don't worry about me. I'll be fine." She 

forced a reassuring smile. "If there's any chance we 

cross the river when we go hijack this plane, I'm going in 

for a swim. I feel like hell." 

"Look it too," he returned the grin. 

"Gee, thanks!" she growled. "If you keep insulting me 

like this, I may just ditch somewhere after you teach me 

how to fly in our stolen plane." 

"Have to get one first," he reminded and kissed her, 

pulling her near as he did so. She pulled away. 

"What, may I ask, are you doing?" she asked in mock 

anger. 

"Keeping warm," he confessed. 

"Uh-uh. If for some reason we get captured and taken in, 

I want to be decent." But her main reason was that she was 

still angry with him. How could he dare want to make love 

at a time like this? 

'Nice try, Donovan,' he mused. "Well, at least you 

didn't say it's because you don't want to period." 

"Oh?" she said looking downward. 

He caught her glance. "Well, I'd like to know if it's 

over between us since you've been avoiding me lately." 

"Oh, c'mon, Mike. You know I lead a busy life. I 

haven't had time for myself or you." 

'Same old excuse', he thought, but only said, "It's more 

than that, Julie. You won't even let me touch you anymore. 

Why is that? Are you afraid of something?" 

"Afraid of what?" she asked, besetment filling her tone. 

There was the fear of getting pregnant again. But that wasn't 

what he meant. 

"Our relationship, for one." 

"I don't know what you're talking about," Julie shot 

back defensively. 

He moved away from her, not so cold anymore, but angry. 

"Aw c'mon, Julie. You could at least tell me where we 

stand. You owe me that much!" 

She was silent for a second and could no longer hold back 

the tears that had been waiting to fall. "The truth is," 

her voice cracked, "that I don't know." 

"So what, are you saying you don't love me anymore?" 

She shook her head, covering her watery eyes with her 

hands at the same time. How could she tell him that it was 

because she was still afraid of Nathan? 

"Is that a no?" he demanded. 

Julie sniffled then leaned over and kissed him passionate- 

ly. "Is that a good enough answer, Mr.Donovan?" 

"It'll do for now," he grinned.

Chapter Four: The Getaway

Monday morning came and Greggory's efforts to locate the 

survivors of the plane crash had failed. The Visitors 

finally cancelled the search. 

Diana was angry, but yet satisfied. Today she would 

present her evidence against Juliet Parrish to Nathan Bates. 

However, this was only part of her vendetta against Bates. For 

in a few days, she would send Professor William Barnes 

back to work a new man. One under her control. 

Diana wasn't well liked among her peers and those under 

her authority. And not everyone knew that she had climbed 

up the ranks by killing her superior officers and by sleeping 

with the great leader himself... both matters for which she had 

no remorse. Dressed up in her black and white uniform, she 

reached into a plastic storage container, pulling out a 

little white mouse. It screeched with horror as she put it 

in her mouth, gulping it down. She wasn't really fond of 

these kinds of mice for the heartburn they gave her. But she 

found comfort in a bottle of name brand antacids which her 

troops had found on a human subject. 

Her next movements were over to the cupboard in which she 

had placed the items found on Terrance's expedition. She 

intended to take the files to Nathan in just a while. 

She found the purse and coat in her closet. But the manila 

file was not there. It had disappeared. 

She stormed out of her quarters in a rage, unsure of who 

to blame. The thought of another Fifth Column growing 

aboard her ship annoyed her. There was nothing more that 

Diana hated then traitors among her own kind. Many of those 

Visitors had remained back home, refusing to participate 

in the takeover of earth. They were believers in the 

religion of Zon. Diana didn't believe in Zon, or any other 

meanings of Pretenama. She only believed that a species must 

survive at all costs, and traitors would not be tolerated. 

This little incident only strengthened her beliefs that 

Julie was still involved with the resistance. Now, it was 

up to her to find the one who was looking out for that 

woman. Diana hated Julie almost as much as she hated 

Michael Donovan. To rid the world of them both would be a 

great victory. But she had to take it one step at a time if she 

did not wish to look like a fool. 

Her first intuition was to check with the house keeping 

staff and find out who had cleaned her room last. When she 

arrived in sector J, she found the orderlys sleeping on 

their cots. Turning the overhead lights on, she summoned 

a couple of guards who had been standing out in the hallway. 

"EVERYBODY UP!!" Diana shouted. Her metallic voice 

echoed throughout the dorm. 

The seven rose to their feet and stood at attention. Not a 

one of these aliens wore a human disguise. Diana observed 

them dubiously. 

"Who cleaned my quarters last?!" she demanded. 

None of them spoke. 

"Somebody had better answer me. Your lives are in 

danger!" 

Still, no one answered. 

"Very well then," she went on. "Since no one here wants to 

talk-" She made a quick gesture to the guards and ordered 

"Remove them and feed them to the crivits!" 

The crivits were a special creature that the Visitor 

scientist had bred to put fear into humans and Visitors who 

chose not to cooperate. The creatures had hundreds of 

jagged teeth in their little reptilian mouths. And they 

devoured anyone or anything. To be eaten alive was a cruel 

and agonizing way for one to die. 

"WAIT!!" A male orderly said. She turned to face him. 

He continued upon her request. "Janna is not here. She 

was on yesterdays schedule." 

"Where is this schedule?!" Diana demanded and followed 

him to a nearby chart that hung on the wall. The 

suspicion was confirmed. "Where is this Janna now?" 

"I do not know, your excellency," he replied. "No one 

has seen her since yesterday." 

Disgusted, she gestured to the guards once more. "This 

one can live. The others must die." 

With that, she turned to continue her search. After an 

hour of looking through personal files and trying to 

locate the female orderly, Diana had found that Janna was a 

part of the Fifth Column, and had left the mother ship 

yesterday. Diana assumed that the girl would not return. 

Nathan Bates was not having a good morning. In fact, 

Diana had just showed up with her so-called evidence. She 

put the few items on his desks and explained, not that she 

really needed to. "My officers retrieved these from a 

cargo plane that they shot down over southern Colorado. 

That is your Dr. Parrish's identification and Michael 

Donovan's coat." 

Nathan turned away from the alien Supreme Commander to 

hide the glum expression on his face. Not only had she been 

successful in making a fool of him, but so had Juliet 

Parrish. 

"Did you also capture either of them?" 

"No," she glowered. "Unfortunately they were able to 

escape before we could get to them." 

"Lucky for them," he said dryly. 

"You don't believe me," she accused. 

He gazed at her with a piercing stare. "Should I? Your 

people's technologies are so far ahead. Surely you could 

reproduce an article of clothing or a pocketbook?" 

"Maybe you just don't believe that your sweet and innocent 

Julie would betray you!" 

"You're wrong, Diana! You have no proof of that-" 

"She 'was' with Mike Donovan!" 

"Diana, I have no say in her personal affairs. So unless 

you have proof that she was engaging in an illegal activity, 

I suggest you leave." 

Hours later, night had began to overcome the state of 

Colorado. Near a small airport, Julie Parrish crouched to 

the ground, checking the bullet chamber on her small pistol 

once again. She and Donovan had walked for nearly a day to 

get to this place. And they were both worn out. But the 

day's journey, had only been the beginning of their escape. 

Now came the more difficult part. They both waited in the 

grass outside of the iron gates to make their move. "Go 

ahead," she beckoned. "I'll keep you covered." 

Donovan ran, hurdling over the barbed wire fence, then fell 

to the ground. Sprawled on his belly, he waited for the 

search light to pass over him. As soon as it had, he 

gathered himself to his feet, running towards the metal 

building which served as a hangar. 

He hadn't liked the idea of letting Julie stay behind to 

cover him, but she'd insisted on it and he knew better than 

to argue with her. After all, it was his fault that they 

had gotten into this mess in the first place. 

Julie knelt on the ground, just inside of the barbed wire 

fence, waiting for the security beams to pass by. She 

watched Donovan walk into the building. Moments later, 

another persons shadow reflected against the building as he 

entered it. She could not discern whether the man was 

younger older. But one thing she knew for sure was that he 

was carrying some sort of rifle. The search light passed 

over again and Julie ran, her heart thumping. 

Inside the hangar, it was cold and dark. Donovan moved 

slowly, and careful not to make a sound. He was unaware of 

his pursuer. He felt around for a light switch, turning it 

on. A row of small planes was revealed. He smiled to 

himself, feeling like a kid in a candy store. All of these 

planes were much newer models than the one that the 

resistance had been using. 

"A common thief," his mother, Eleanor had once called 

him. But Donovan felt no wrong doing in stealing a plane at 

this present time. The resistance needed a plane for pick 

up and transport of supplies across the United States. And 

besides, Ham Tyler was going to have a fit when Donovan 

had to explain to him about how the cargo plane had been 

destroyed due to his own carelessness. He couldn't think 

about that now... 

"HEY YOU!!" 

Mike Donovan jumped, then slowly turned around, raising his 

hands. 

"Yeah, you," the man said. 

Donovan studied the grim expression on his face. The man 

looked about fifty, with his grey, thinning, hair. 

"That's it, keep those hands up!" The man gestured with 

his rifle. 

Donovan said nothing, silently admitting to himself that he 

was scared. He wondered if Julie was okay. 

Julie backed up against the outside of the building, 

right near the main entrance. She listened for Donovan to 

summon her with a whistle. But instead, she heard the other 

man's voice. 

"What are you doing in here?" 

"I uh-" Donovan gasped. 

Julie stepped into the hangar with her little 22 

automatic cocked and aimed at the man. 

"HOLD IT!!" she said. 

The man turned to face her as she warned him, "You 

better put that gun down real nice and slow." 

His gun stayed risen, and unaimed. He made no attempt to 

obey her command. 

"Don't think that I won't kill you. Put your gun down!" she 

ordered. 

Her blue eyes were deadly. It was an expression that 

Donovan had seldom seen her give. He Knew that she meant 

business. 

The man gave her a twisted smile, aiming the barrel of 

his rifle at her, and putting his finger around the trigger. 

"NO!" Donovan shouted before he could catch himself. 

Juliet squeezed the trigger. 

POW!!! The gun cried and the old man fell to the floor. 

An endless flow of red oozed from his chest, soaking the 

flannel shirt that he was wearing. 

Julie's mind was racing. But her body was not. She 

approached her victim and said, "Oh, God, I'm so sorry." 

Donovan came over to her as she knelt down beside the man. 

"Help me, Mike," she pleaded. "I've got to save him." 

"C'mon! We've gotta go!" he insisted. 

"No, I can't just let him die!" 

She was being unreasonable, he thought. Or maybe she was 

just scared that the authorities would connect her to the 

murder. Regardless, they had to get out of here quickly. 

"Yes, you can! You have to!" he looked at her 

intently. "C'mon! Now!!" It was not a plea, but a 

command. She did not budge. He pulled her away, letting 

her feet drag against the concrete. 

Once they reached the plane, she climbed inside, unaided. 

Donovan followed her. They sat down in the cockpit. He 

turned the engines on as bullets flew into the windshield. 

Julie ducked. Donovan accelerated, heading straight towards 

the intruders, and out into the open sky. Julie looked up at 

it as the airplane lifted off the ground. She was still shaking, 

still in shock. 

"C'mon, c'mon!" Donovan shouted as he tried to gain 

speed. No one followed them. 

At least five minutes passed before he relaxed after real- 

izing that they were not in any present danger. He glanced 

over to Julie. Her face was pale and soaked with tears. 

"Hey, are you all right?" 

"I just killed a man," she said angrily. "Now I'm a 

murderer all because-" she caught herself wondering if it 

were all totally his fault. "I took four years of medical 

school to learn how to save lives. And every since this war 

came we've had to kill the Visitors. You know I'm just now 

learning to accept that. But killing a human being is 

different," she began to cry. 

"You saved my life-?" he reminded her as if he were truly 

grateful. 

She shook her head. "We shouldn't have been in there to 

begin with. We can't go around hijacking planes and 

murdering people. It's not right. And if we believe that 

it is, then we're no better than the Visitors." 

She was right. But what more could he do or say? 

Apologies weren't enough to undo the damage. He knew that 

Julie was truly ashamed of her crime. He took her hand in 

his own, stroking it gently. They stayed that way for the 

remainder of the flight.

Chapter Five: For Old Time's Sake

After returning to the Santa Monica airstrip where they 

had originally departed from just three days ago, Julie and 

Donovan headed back to her apartment which was conveniently 

close by. Julie was still uncharacteristically quiet and 

withdrawn, her mind still on the death of the innocent man. 

She hadn't spoken much at all during the flight, just a few 

monosyllables to casual questions, and Donovan wondered how long 

it would take her to get over the ordeal. 

Noticing that Robin's car was not it its place, Julie 

was grateful. 'Maybe she stayed at Kyle's', she realized. 

The pair got out of the RX-7 and headed into the building. 

Moments later, Julie found herself unlocking the apartment 

door, letting Donovan follow her inside. Out of habit, 

she checked for any messages on the answering machine. 

Finding Nathan Bates' voice was no surprise. He had 

called to demand that she call him back as soon as possible. 

Was it really an emergency, she wondered? Well, regardless, 

she didn't want to call him right now, even if he was up for 

the day. As far as she was concerned, she was still on vacation! 

'Vacation?', she mused. 'Some vacation that was.' She 

clicked on the kitchen light almost forgetting about her 

guest. She had been so preoccupied, just thinking about 

being home again, and away from that nightmare of a place. 

Or maybe she had been avoiding the thought of being alone 

with 'him' altogether. But she didn't feel like driving him 

all the way to his house on the other side of L.A. At 

least not without getting a few decent hours of sleep first. 

Rude or not, she didn't care. 'If he can't understand-' 

"Do you uh mind if I shower?" he asked. 

She smiled shaking her head knowing that she could use one 

too. She'd wait her turn. "No, go right ahead. I'll make 

us something to eat." 

It had been over a year since she'd spent this much time 

alone with him and no matter how much she felt the need for 

denial of the situation, she couldn't. She knew those 

feelings were still there. 

After putting the steaks on, she sat the table and put 

on some soft music. Strangely enough, it was an 

instrumental of The Rose. 'I say love it is a flower, and 

you, it's only seed... Maybe the radio isn't such a good 

idea after all.' Annoyed with herself, she shut it off. 

Her mind drifted back to the facts. The question was if 

she really wanted anything to happen at all. 'It's not as 

if he's done anything to indicate... But what about in that 

cave? I was the one who kissed him. What the hell was I 

thinking? Maybe I should've just driven him home.' 

"You got any clean towels?" he asked, moments later. 

"In the hallway closet." 

"Will you bring me one?" 

Wordlessly, she filled his request, then went back to her 

preparations. The steaks were done but the potatoes were 

hard as a rock. 

"Something smells good." He emerged from the bathroom 

dressed in the same dirty jeans that he'd been wearing for 

the past few days. 

"Do you want me to wash your clothes for you?" she 

looked a little puzzled. 

He looked down at his pants and made a face. "Well 

considering that I don't have anything to wear in the 

meantime?" 

"Hmm- I guess that would be a problem." She turned back 

away not saying what she happened to be thinking, a little 

ashamed. "I made us some steak. I gave up on the potatoes, 

I guess I'm just not real big on luck." She served him a 

plate saying, "I hope you're hungry." 

He smiled thankfully. "Aren't you?" 

She shrugged. "I thought I was. I mean, I don't know. 

I'm wondering what Nathan wanted. Maybe I should call 

Science Frontiers and let him know-" 

"Why blow one last free day?" he said cutting up the 

piece of meat. He had always liked Margie's cooking better 

than anyone elses, but he'd never tell Julie that. 

"My thoughts exactly," Julie muttered sitting down across 

from him. "Did you want something to drink?" 

"I brought that wine up from the plane. Do you think it's 

too early in the day for a drink?" 

She shook her head yawning. "Not if I plan on going to 

sleep soon. Maybe it'll help calm my nerves." 

Getting back up, she removed the bottle from the couch and 

retrieved two wine glasses from the rack, then filled them. 

"Did you know that this is from sixty-eight?" She offered him 

the bottle. He looked at it. 

"Not a bad year, if you don't look at the political side 

of it," he muttered, setting it down ever so gently. "But 

what'll it taste like?" He took a sip savoring the flavor. 

It was a white wine, not too dry, the alcohol slightly 

strong, but not overwhelming. "Kind of like Chardonaise. 

Your turn." 

Julie tasted it too and smiled. "How many bottles did you 

say there was?" 

"About twenty-something. Kind of makes the whole thing 

worth all hassle." 

She bit her lip and he noticed. It was enough to let him 

know that she did not agree. 

"I still wish could've seen Hannah," she confessed. "I 

wonder what they think might have happened to us?" 

Donovan grinned. "Well, if Ham thinks that I'm dead then 

he's probably happy." 

"You're so selfcentered. I did say us." 

"Thanks." He gulped down what was left of the beverage, 

which was not doing a satisfactory job of quenching his 

thirst. Of course, wine seems to make one thirsty for more. 

Julie was barely catching up to him and had only drank half 

of her own. "You want some more?" he offered. 

Actually, she knew that having too much to drink would 

wreak havoc on her equalibrium and not to mention her sense 

of self control. She would have just one more glass, then 

take her shower and go to bed...alone. 

"Sure" she lied. 

By the time their glasses were empty, Julie was wide awake and 

getting a buzz. They had retreated to the living room. 

Still, she wanted to get washed up, especially her hair. 

"I'm gonna go take my shower," she announced and then 

disappeared. 

The hot jets were invigorating. Once again, she was clean 

and felt alive. After inspecting the scab at the nape 

of her hairline, she slipped off into her bedroom and put on 

a silk night gown with a matching robe. Nothing, revealing, 

but simple. She didn't know if she should bring him a 

blanket and pillow to sleep on the couch. If she did, would 

she be insuating that he 'should' sleep on the couch. Did 

he want to stay up and talk some more? Julie opted not to 

grab the blanket nor the pillow and went back out into the 

living room. There he sat, still on the couch, intent on 

reading the book that had occupied the top of her coffee 

table. It was one of her chemistry books. He looked up 

at her and closed it. 

"I still don't get how anyone can comprehend all of that." 

Donovan made a face as he sat the book down. Julie sat down 

beside him and gave him a look. 

"Yep, a nerd that's me, Mike. You know I was a 

classical little indifferent scientist in grade school. 

Braids and glasses." 

He smiled at her. She had always been suddenly amusing 

apon drunkenness. But she had only had one and a half 

glasses of wine. She had to be sobor. 

"No," he denied the memory. 

"So, what'd you take in highschool? Journalism?" She 

reached for her glass and filled it only part way this 

time. He filled his own once more. 

"Drama, photography..." he rattled off. 

"No baseball?" she sounded genuinely surprised. 

"I said I liked it. I didn't say I was good at it," he 

laughed admittingly then turned to look at her. "I hope I'm 

not keeping you up too late?" 

"Why? I'm still on vacation, you know." 

"Yeah, and you'll be back at work in twenti-eight hours," 

he said dryly. 

"You don't have to remind me!" 

The time that passed became more awkward with each 

minute. It was as if they were trying so hard to keep one 

another company. Why?... Neither of them seemed to know. 

"I dread the thought of going into Science Frontiers or 

The HQ later on, today." 

"My, God it is today," he peered up at the Art Deco. It 

was 5:56 a.m. 

Julie bit her lip. Maybe she was the one keeping 'him' 

up. "I'll go get your- well I suppose you could sleep in 

Robin's bed." 

"Thanks, here is fine. I'm still waiting for the wine to 

kick in. But you go on ahead." 

In his mind he was thinking that maybe their relationship 

had ended, and he was having too much trouble accepting it. 

She sighed. 'Now I let him down.' "I didn't mean you 

had to go to bed. You know you can watch t.v." 

"At this hour?" There weren't many choices between 

cartoons and the news. "But you really don't have to stay 

up on my account." 

'Maybe it's better if nothing happens anyways...' she told 

herself. 

"I want to tell you thank you again for saving my life." 

He pressed a kiss to her cheek and sat then sat back against 

the couch. 

"You know how I feel about you," she reminded him. 

Donovan was silent although he wanted to hear what 'how' was 

to her. He was deeply touched, it obviously meant 

something. 

"And besides," she added ruefully, "you saved me first." 

"That's because I care about you too." 

Their eyes met as if they both knew that a kind of 

connection was made. 

"I'm sorry for the way I confronted you about it back in 

that cave. I guess I kind of took you for granted," he 

continued. 

"Donovan," she sighed, looking away. "We've been over this." 

"Maybe if I knew what you wanted-" 

She shrugged. There was no answer because she didn't have 

one. Her life, was somewhat just beginning to seem normal. 

In the past three years, she had done things that she 

would've never imagined doing. To top it all off, she had 

settled for a PH.D in biochemistry instead of continuing her 

studies to become a physician. Now she wondered if she 

should have spent those last four years in college. Was 

working for Nathan Bates so grand after all? 

"Here I go, pushing you again," Donovan muttered. 

"I'll tell you what I want if you tell me what you want," 

Julie challanged refilling both of their glasses once 

again. 'Oh, what the hell?' 

"About us, or life in general?" 

"You tell me," she murmured. Actually, she had the answer 

for neither and wondered if he did. 

He pondered that thought for a few moments only thinking 

that he'd spent the past couple of years trying to figure 

both questions out for himself. 

"What's the matter, cat got your tounge?" she 

interrupted those thoughts. "You don't have an answer, do 

you?" 

"I want my kid back from the Visitors. I want to go back 

to work as a camera man. I'd like to remarry some day and 

have that little house with the white picket fence. Right 

now, I'm not sure if you're in that fantasy." He downed the 

glass of wine and glanced over at her. "Your turn." 

'Okay, maybe he does know what he wants. What should I 

say?' "I don't know what I want," she admitted. It was the 

truth. 

They sat there quietly for a few minutes, both unsure if 

taking the next step towards something more intimate would 

end up to be disastrous. 

"I guess that wasn't what you wanted to hear," she 

realized. 

"Hey-" he leaned forward to steal a kiss as of to 

remind her that he wanted to be a part of her life, no 

matter what path she chose to follow. 

She felt her pulse quicken, but didn't pull away. He held 

her face steady as he kissed her, then sat back to look at 

her again. "You tell me if you want me to stop." 

"Fool," she murmured, returning the kiss, much more 

intensely than the first one. 

It felt so good to be here in his arms again. It was a 

sense of security that no one could take away, at least not 

right now. 

Without warning, he dove at her, kissing her neck. "I 

have an idea too, Julie-" 

She laughed. It tickled like hell. "I was just getting 

to that. I was going to say-" 

"Would you put on that outfit I brought you back from New 

York last summer? I never saw what it looked like on. Not 

that I don't like what you have on mind you, I just..." he 

broke off and started to blush. 

"Donovan, you're babbling." Julie slipped her fingers 

through his and led him into her room. She searched the 

dresser drawer until she found the one that he had requested 

then went off into the bathroom. 

She remembered the day that he had given this to her like 

it had been yesterday, and she had never even tried on the 

sapphire colored negligee since then. That night had been a 

catastrophe. Margie Donovan had waltzed back into her husbands 

life after letting him think that she was dead for more than 

a year, and Donovan had accepted her, making what was a failing 

relationship with Julie, even worse. But Margie had died 

shortly after that. Not that Donovan had been unfaithful to 

Julie. But the caring and attention that he had given to his 

'ex' had hurt her just the same. 

'He still loves you,' she reminded, slipping the nighty 

over her head. It was lo-cut just to reveal enough to tease 

ones imagination. To think that they hadn't made love in 

over a year, and even then, the couch in the HQ hadn't been 

very romantic at all. This time would be different, she was 

sure. 'Damn, it's chilly in here. Oh, well. I guess I'll 

be warm soon enough. But why the hell do I feel so awkward 

about it?' 

Julie returned to her bedroom. 

"Does it fit?" he asked coming over to her. 

"I don't know. What do you think?" She spun around to 

let him see both sides. 

"Wow." 

Kyle Bates parked his motorcycle near the county 

courthouse on Mainstreet in downtown, Los Angeles and walked 

towards The Club Creole. Once inside, he took the secret 

entrance to the basement below. Downstairs, Ham Tyler, 

Maggie Blodgett, Robin Maxwell, her daughter Elizabeth, 

Rosie Sanchez, Elias Taylor, Miranda Juarez, Rick Hurley, 

Dan Smith, Chris Faber, and William were waiting. 

"You're late, 'kid'," said Tyler. 

"Sorry, 'Old Man'. Noon traffic." Kyle had always called 

the ex-CIA man 'Old Man'. He was by no means fond of Ham 

Tyler who had taken the liberty of appointing Chris the 

twenti-four year old's babysitter. He sighed as he sat down 

on the couch. "So what's the delimma?" 

"Planning a raid," Chris answered. 

"And Donovan and Julie's memorial," Maggie added 

sullenly. Kyle began to snicker and she glared at him. 

"You have a 'sick' sense of humor. I'm serious, Kyle!" 

"I know." He fought to contain his laughter. "Funny 

thing is, on the way over here I went by Julie's. Her RX-7 

was in the driveway. So I decided to pay her a visit and 

Donovan was there too." 

"Then how come she hasn't called me?!" Robin demanded. 

Kyle tried to keep a straight face as he said, I don't 

know. I didn't stick around long enough to ask. I got the 

feeling that they didn't want me there. Anyways, they said 

they'd get get here shortly." 

"Like now?." Maggie glanced over at the couple who were 

making their way down the staircase. 

"Hi, honey," Julie muttered. "We're home. Anybody miss 

us?" 

Maggie greeted her with a look of concern and a hug. "My 

God, Julie! We thought you guys were dead!" She looked at 

her friend a little more closely. "You really look like 

hell. Are you okay?" 

"Long story actually," she explained, disengaging herself 

from Maggie and sitting down next to Kyle. "I think Mike 

tried to kill me. I guess you all know we got shot down. I 

hit my head in the crash and was unconscious for a while. 

My hero here," she gestured to Donovan, "rescued me from the 

plane before it went up in flames. We hid in a cave for a 

few days, hijacked a plane and now we're home." 

"But why didn't you call me and tell me you were back?" 

Robin said angrily. 

"I believe her exact words were that she didn't want to 

get the third degree," said Donovan, eyebrows slightly arched. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" she screamed at Julie who 

was just as much, if not more, stunned by the remark. She 

didn't wait for an answer, but ran up the stairs instead, 

slamming the door behind herself. 

"Robin!" Julie called, then whirled on Donovan. "Damn you!" 

"That's not what you said this morning." He grinned 

wryly. 

"Then double damn you!" From the tone in her voice, he 

could tell that she meant it. She turned to go upstairs. 

"I'd better go talk to Robin." 

"No," Ham Tyler said. "It seems me, you, and your 

boyfriend need to have a talk. Both of you, sit down." 

He sounded more than angry and Julie could feel an 

argument coming on. Here she was, stuck in the middle as 

usual, and none of it was her fault. She and Donovan sat at 

the table away from one another and Ham sat down too. 

"Before you start pointing fingers, Ham," she warned, 

"I think you should know that I had nothing to do with 

flying outside of the safe zone." 

"I figured that," he looked at Donovan. "You obliterated my 

plane, Gooder." 

"I got you another one," said the ex-camera man as if 

though it should've been enough to compensate. 

"You mean you stole it," Julie corrected. 

"Great," said Ham deadpanned, "Now you're an asinine 

crook-!!" 

Donovan jumped to his feet in preparation attack Ham Tyler. 

"YOU'RE SO OUT OF LINE THAT YOU DON"T EVEN KNOW WHAT THE 

HELL YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT!!" he shouted. 

"Guys, guys, guys," Julie interrupted them. "This isn't 

going to solve anything. Ham, there weren't any witnesses, 

so lets just forget it?" 

"I hope you're right for your sake, hon," he said. 

"What'd you do with that plane, Gooder?" 

"Stashed it at our strip in Santa Monica. You'll like it, 

Tyler. It's a luxury jet fully stocked with all kinds of 

liquor. Julie and I had some wine this morning." 

"I'll bet," Dan muttered. 

Julie flashed him a look. 

"Then why didn't you bring me some?" Ham wanted to know. 

Tyler was a self-confessed alcoholic. His specialty, scotch 

and water. 

"As a peace offering?" Donovan asked. 

"Hey, guys," said Rick Hurley. "Come watch this." 

The three leaders went over to watch the t.v. set with the 

others. The image of Nathan Bates covered the small screen. 

"-I'm demanding a meeting with the leaders of our local 

resistance movement tomorrow morning in my office and if 

they don't show up then I will tear this city bit to bit 

until I find them!" Julie's boss sounded angrier than any 

other time and she wondered what had set him off. "And when 

I do find them they will be sorry, believe me." 

"He doesn't make for a very good politician," Maggie 

Blodget commented. 

"Maggie, please?" Julie frowned. 

Donovan turned off the television set and gave one of his 

natural looks of disgust. 

"Are you going?" Julie wanted to know. 

"Sure. Why not?" he said. 

"No reason. But I assure you, this is one meeting that 

his personal assistant will not be going to." 

Donovan smiled, seizing the opportunity to harass her once 

more. "Did you ever stop to consider the fact that maybe he 

wouldn't invite you anyways?" 

"Hah! No. The man doesn't meet with any political figures 

without me." 

"And who does he say you are?" 

"His aid. What are you getting at, Donovan?!" 

"OH, nothing," he arched his eyebrows again. 

"Gee," Maggie said, "I'm so glad you guys weren't killed 

so we can continue to put up with your arguing. Julie, 

don't sleep with the man anymore. It doesn't do any 

good for your mentality." 

"Thanks, I'll keep it mind." 

"Who, Nathan or me?" Donovan wondered. 

"I'm sure she doesn't appreciate being used by you 

either," Maggie reminded him. 

"Julie," he said, "Why don't you tell her that its really 

the other way around?" 

"Well, at least I know I've been faithful, as for you, 

well I-" 

"FOR THE LAST TIME, I DID NOT GO TO BED WITH MY EX WIFE!!" 

Maggie had gone across the room to sit beside Chris on 

the sofa. "Wonderful couple, aren't they?"

Chapter Six: The Kepstroff Incident

First thing Tuesday morning, Julie went to meet with 
Nathan upon his request. Now she sat in his office, 
politely waiting for him to end his telephone conversation. 
He hung up the phone and looked up at her. 
"Back a day early, I see? How was New York?" 
"Fine," she answered. 
He frowned. "You never made it there, did you?" 
"I don't know what you're talking about." 
He handed her the purse. "Do you know who I got this 
from?" He did not wait for an answer. "Diana seems to 
be under the impression that you've been using your posi- 
tion here to aid the resistance movement. You do realize 
that I can have you sent to prison for a very long time 
if that's true? I explained to Diana that you and Mike 
Donovan are involved in other terms and that is why you 
were in that plane. I want to know the truth." He glared 
at her. 
She rolled her eyes. "Donovan and I are not involved 
on any terms other than friends. He offered to take 
me to New York, I accepted." 
"I want to believe you, Julie. In fact, I will because 
you're very valuable to me. Which brings me to my next 
point," he gave her an envelope. It was sealed and post 
marked Stockholm, Sweden. 
Juliet studied the address. It read to: DR. JULIET LYNN 
PARRISH C/O SCIENCE FRONTIERS INCORPORATED. LOS ANGELES, 
CALIFORNIA 90741. She opened the envelope and read the 
enclosed letter... 
DOCTOR JULIET LYNN PARRISH, 
The Swedish Acadamy of Science wishes 
to congradulate you. We have selected 
you to receive the Nobel Prize in the 
field of Chemistry for your outstanding 
contibutions during this year, 1985 A.D. 
The honor of your presence is requested 
at the Nobel Prize Award ceremonies which 
will be held here in Stockholm on Decem- 
ber 10, 1985. Enclosed, you will find 
flight information. Please contact us 
soon. 
Sincerely, 
Alexander J. Carter 
President of The Academy 
of Sciences 
Julie grinned and looked at her boss. "I got the Nobel 
for Chemistry." 
He returned her smile. "I thought that's what it was. 
I know you must be really happy about this. Unfortunately, 
I still have something else I need to discuss with you." 
He remained silent for a second and then spoke. "I met 
with Diana the other day. She's made some pretty strong 
threats and I'm not so sure that she won't carry them 
out. It seems that your ex-colleagues have been 
destroying a lot of important Visitor headquarters 
surrounding the Los Angeles area-" 
"I suppose you want me to negotiate for you? Think 
again." 
"I've decided to tell the resistance about our ongoing 
project to come up with a new red dust, in hopes that they 
might back down." 
"Okay," she shrugged, having a feeling that there was more 
to it than that. 
"Julie, I'm tired of dealing with the Visitors. I've 
decided that we can go ahead and reproduce the original 
bacteria and disperse enough to get the Visitors off the 
planet long enough for us to come up with a more permanent 
solution." 
"You're out of you're mind, Nathan!! Don't tell me you 
don't have any idea how much damage that red dust did the 
first time around? Millions of plant species can no longer 
survive because-" 
"Julie, Darlin'," he interrupted her. "You're not 
hearing me out, hon. Look, I am well aware of the damage. 
But are you not a scientist? I figure any damage that we 
do, we can repair in time. You've worked miracles in that 
field already-" 
She glared at him. "Absolutely not! I refuse to be 
responsible for destroying our environment." 
He frowned looking away. "Okay, if that's your 
answer. But I have to warn you that I have two hundred 
other employees and I know that at least one of them 
will not turn down a million dollar incentive." 
Nathan had concluded that the mere thought of suggesting 
someone else to take on the project would make the woman 
reconsider. But she didn't flinch. "I do wish you would 
change your mind." 
"Why should I?" she asked doubtfully. "You don't own 
the rights to the chemical make up of the first bacteria. 
I do. And, it's going to take a very long time to come 
up with a brand new one from scratch, and by that time 
it will probably be too late." 
"What do you expect me to do, Julie?" 
"Hey!, I want them gone just as much as you do, Nate. 
But, I can't be responsible for environmental endangerment. 
Of course," she added, "I will be willing to help if it's 
on my terms. You have the money and the power to get the 
best researchers into this firm. And I think that there is 
a new chemical makeup that we've over looked." 
"Who do you have in mind?" he wondered. 
"Well, there's always James Walker with Brook Cove. I 
don't see why Dr. Donnenfield would mind lending him to us 
for a good cause." 
After an hour had passed, the four resistance leaders came 
into Bates office individually. Each one of them had 
their qualms about being there, Ham Tyler inparticularly. 
He hated Nathan Bates with a passion and had even once tried 
to assassinate him. Of course Tyler was not exactly fond of 
Nathan's son, Kyle, who remained an active member of the 
resistance despite his fathers will. 
The ex-CIA agent sat in a chair inside Nathan's 
office. Donovan sat beside him, Faber to Donovan's left 
side and Maggie Blodgett besides him. The four waited 
patiently and moments later Julie and Nathan came 
from her office. They both took seats and Nathan began 
to talk looking directly at Donovan. 
"I take it you saw my little speech yesterday. I had a 
meeting with Diana and she's very upset about that 
little raid you all did on her embassy a few weeks 
ago. Needless to say, I don't trust her to keep her end 
of the bargain much longer. I'm asking you to put your 
weapons down and let me deal with her." 
"Thanks, but no thanks," said Tyler. 
Maggie cut in with a hint of fury. "Like you have been 
doing for the past year?" 
Donovan frowned. "I don't think I like that idea." He 
decided that he had heard enough and rose from his leather 
chair. "Suppose you get that Queen Bitch up there to give 
my son back to me and then we'll talk." He motioned to 
the others. "C'mon, guys." 
"Sit down, Mr.Donovan." Nathan flashed him a warning 
glare as he continued. "You walk out that door and I'll 
have you arrested." 
"For what?" Donovan teased. 
Nathan grinned. "I don't know, Mr.Donovan. I'm sure I 
can come up with something." 
Donovan remained standing and Juliet wondered if he 
would stay. "C'mon, Mike," she pleaded innocently. "Hear 
us out." 
He looked at her as if she had caught him of guard. 
He thought that if he didn't have to worry about blow- 
ing her cover, he surely would tell her off. Instead, he 
settled for an insulting retort. 
"What are you on his side now?" 
Julie looked at Nathan. "You really don't expect me to 
sit here and take this crap?" 
"Mr.Donovan, I suggest you cool your temper," Bates 
warned. "Now what's this about Diana having your son?" 
Donovan took a seat and proceeded to tell Bates the 
story behind Sean Donovan's capture. When he was done, 
Bates only asked one question. 
"So if I get your son back for you, then you'll quit 
this charade?" 
"Sure, okay." Donovan smiled. "But I guess I don't have to 
tell you who I would leave in charge and 'The Fixer' is 
not as nice a guy as me. He doesn't negotiate very 
well. And he usually gets his way." 
There was a loud buzz and Carolines voice came over on 
the intercom. "Bates, Diana's on line three." 
Nathan looked at Julie. "Mind if I take this in your 
office?" She shook her head and the man exited the 
room. Once he was clear of the room, Donovan cornered 
Julie verbally. 
"That was real cute, Doc. You know I'm beginning to 
think that you are a traitor!" 
She returned his glare. "Don't make me have to 
reconsider our disposition. I know you'll lose every 
time." 
"Here we go again," Maggie growled. 
"He knows about our little trip," Julie whispered to 
him. "He isn't arresting me because he just found out 
that I'm getting a nobel prize." 
"Believe what you want sweetheart. I think he 
didn't arrest you for the simple fact that he'd never 
have a hope in hell about getting what he really wants 
from you if he did? Now would he?" 
"Would you two knock it off?!" Maggie exclaimed. 
"I can't believe you just said that!" Julie whispered 
back to him. 
"Well, I really just don't understand why he has you 
here anyways. He's using you somehow, although not as 
perverted as he might want. But-" 
"Donovan, you're being an ass," Maggie informed him. 
Bates returned. His presumption had been correct. 
Diana had just called to check and make sure that he was 
fulfilling his promise. He sat in his black leather 
chair again and addressed the group of people. 
"I want you all to be sure that I am doing every thing 
in my power to stop Diana. So it's very important that 
what I'm going to, or shall I say what Julie is going to 
tell you, remains a secret." He looked over at his top 
researcher and nodded. 
At this point Julie took over and told the resistance 
group about a new red dust toxin project that she would 
be working on soon, even though they were already aware of 
the fact that she'd been working on a "New Red Dust" for 
almost a year now! 
Maggie Blodgett immediately became concerned as she 
wondered if the resistance groups Visitor friends and the 
star-child would be kept immune from the new bacteria. 
"But what about Elizabeth and Fifth Columnists like 
Willie?" 
"Why worry about the lives of a few Visitors when we 
can destroy them all?" Bates asked angrily. 
"Well spoken," said Ham Tyler. 
Julie stared at him incredulously. "Why don't you 
think before you open your mouth, Ham? If it weren't 
for Elizabeth, Diana would've destroyed the earth on 
D-day." 
Nathan had grown even more discouraged with Julie's 
behavior and wondered if he had made the right decision 
after all, or if he could still trust her. 
"Are you saying that you aren't going to continue our 
project?" he demanded. 
"No" she said. "But there will be an antidote." 
"No antidote," he said flatly. 
"No new bacteria," she countered, then cleared her 
throat. "You won't want to give Kyle another reason to 
hate you by killing his girlfriend. And, I won't be held 
accountable for that one either." 
"Do what you have to do." He finally gave in and then 
looked at his guests. "Well, now that you all know my 
intentions are admirable, so to speak-" Donovan 
laughed and Nathan flashed him a warning look, adding 
"I can be assured that you won't give me any more problems?" 
"Like I said," Donovan muttered. "Get my kid back and I 
might consider it." 
*********************************************** 
Aboard the mother ship, Diana paced in her quarters 
impatiently waiting for her chief of fleet security, 
Lydia, to arrive. The blond officer strode through the 
sliding doors, then approached her superior officer. 
"You wished to see me, Diana?" 
"You're late!" Diana hissed. 
"Peter and I were busy." 
Diana smiled. "Still persistent on creating a little 
replica of yourself?" 
"Yes. Not that it's any of your concern." 
Lydia refused to let Diana know too much about her person- 
al relationships. She knew that Diana could destroy any 
thing or anybody that she didn't like. And right now, 
destroying Lydia was a game that Diana was good at. 
"Why did you request that I come and see you?" 
"You said that you knew of a computer genius aboard 
this ship. Tell me who he is." 
Lydia lauged. "Dear Diana, I thought you knew every 
body aboard this ship." 
"Tell me who he is!" she demanded. 
"His name is Nigel. He was responsible for the computer 
virus that swept the New York Stock Exchange last year. 
He works in Sector B." 
"Thank you, Lydia. You're dismissed." 
On command, the blond officer exited the living 
quarters . Another officer came in. Diana welcomed him 
with a smile. "Hello, Gregory. Is the conversion of our 
dear doctor Barnes complete?" 
"Yes, Diana. Although I'm still not sure how he can be 
of service to us." 
"Well that still depends on you." She approached him 
and stroked his hair. "If you can get the subject to 
cooperate, we will use him to create an antidote to the 
red dust bacteria. If our mission is successful we will 
begin an invasion of the cities that we have been kept 
from. The red dust will no longer be a nuisance to us." 
"But why couldn't we just make an antidote all by 
ourselves?" 
"Because we don't have access to the original formula 
of the red dust. Barnes does just by working for Nathan 
Bates." 
He grinned. "Oh, now I see. Well give me a day to make 
sure that he is worthy of this task. I wouldn't want to 
send someone unfaithful to us-" 
"Of course you wouldn't." 
"I'll let you know for sure tomorrow evening. But I 
still have another question." 
"What's that?" she asked. 
"If Barnes isn't worthy, what do we do with him?" 
"Dispose of him. That's all," she replied. 
"Don't you think Mr.Bates will be suspicious when he 
finds one of his most valuable employees missing?" 
She smiled. "Rest assured that I will deal with Nathan 
Bates personally. But let's try to make this conversion 
a success. Now go back to your duties and come back 
tomorrow." 
******************************************************** 
Mike Donovan kept his word. He refused to quit fight- 
ting until his son was returned to him. Later on that 
day, after leaving Bates' Science Frontiers, the resistance 
movement participated in yet another raid. However, 
this time the raid was not in a town under Bates' jurisdiction. 
The resistance forces made their attack on the Kepstroff 
plant, a chemical manufacturer which the Visitors had 
taken over to produce their own substances and take back 
to their dying world. Donovan waited outside of the 
security gates disguised in uniform. Other rebels 
followed him inside behind a few other 'real' Visitor 
technicians. 
Maggie Blodgett and Caleb Taylor worked very quickly 
setting up bombs on the sides of various tanks which 
produced the chemicals. Maggie knelt down on bended 
knee trying to set numbers into the digital bomb. 
"I can't get it!" she cried in frustration. 
"Let me try!" Caleb offered. He knelt down beside her 
and began to fidget with the device. His hands were sweaty 
making the task at hand seemingly difficult. Finally, it 
was set. He looked at his watch. "Right on schedule." 
Kyle Bates, the young dark headed freedom fighter, 
approached them asking, "How much time we got?" 
"Three minutes," the Maggie answered as she tugged at her 
black stocking cap which was already sticking to her 
forehead. "Can we get a temperature reading?" 
"Seventy-three and a half," Caleb said glancing down at 
his portable thermometer. 
"We've got to go!" Kyle insisted. "This place is too 
risky." 
"Fine," he said. "Let me make sure everyone is coming." 
"No, man!" Kyle argued. 
"Look, kid. I've been doing this a lot longer than you 
have. I'll be okay." 
Kyle and Maggie headed for the exit. Once they were 
outside they looked back to watch in horror. The 
explosions came sooner than expected and thick black 
smoke filled the air. Kyle considered going back for 
Caleb, despite the risk. But then his eyes began to burn 
and he found himself struggling to breathe. 
Across the driveway, Rosie Sanchez had found herself 
affected by the fumes in the same way. When she went to 
take off her shock troopers helmet, Maggie Blodgett stopped her. 
"No, don't!" 
"I can't breathe," Rosie cried frantically. 
"C'mon, lets go!" Donovan shouted running towards 
Ham's awaiting van just over the hill. He stopped to 
help Ham Tyler, since he was getting ill from the fumes. 
Donovan too felt nauseous, but knew that there was no time 
to be sick. He watched as a blue bolt of energy flew past 
Tyler's shoulder and then, pulled the older leader to the 
ground. They got up and ran towards the van and a laser 
tore through Donovan's shoulder. He gasped in agony as 
Tyler and Chris lifted him into the van. They were soon 
joined by the others including everyone except for Caleb 
Taylor. 
"Where's Caleb?" Donovan shouted at Maggie. 
"Inside." 
"Arghh-" Chris Faber yelled as a laser bolt collided 
with the windshield and a shard of glass entered his eye. 
Ham Tyler inhumanely shoved him off of the drivers seat 
and down onto the bare floorboard. 
"I'll drive!" He put the vehicle into gear and the van 
lurched forward. 
Three white jeeps followed them, all shooting laser 
stun guns. "Ham, they're gaining on us!" Maggie whined. 
"You got that ammo, honey?" Faber asked as he crawled 
over to her. She nodded and then loaded the Uzi. Chris 
took it and headed towards the rear. Maggie took her own 
weapon and they began firing rounds at their pursers. 
The van veered as another laser caught its back bumper. 
"You got him, Chris!" Maggie cheered. 
The injured Visitor vehicle turned over several times, 
landed into a side ditch, and bursted into flames. 
Ham roared with delight. But Chis Faber wasn't doing 
so good. Now preoccupied with his pain, he covered his 
eyes with his hands, and they were instantly covered with 
blood. 
Maggie finally took notice to his injury. 
"Oh my God, Chris!" she exclaimed. "Tyler, we've got two 
injured back here. Any chance we'll make it to Akers?" 
"Keep shooting!" he ordered, veering the vehicle off onto 
a dirt road. 
Minutes later the remaining jeeps were destroyed 
by ammunition. The resistance group had escaped their death 
sentence.
Chapter Seven: When A Hero Dies

Lydia's heels clicked as she walked down the long corridors 

inside of the mother ship. She had a lot on her mind, and at 

this present moment, getting rid of Diana was top priority. 

Every since the great leader had sent Lydia to Diana's ship 

and appointed her "Chief of Fleet Security," Lydia had 

learned the hard way of how cruel and uncaring Diana could 

be. But Lydia and Diana were alot alike in many ways 

although none she would admit to! 

Lydia was on her way to see Carter, the mother ships 

resident Chief Physician now. She hadn't been feeling up to 

par, and even getting this mornings breakfast down had been 

difficult. If humans and Visitors were alike an in any way, 

it was what a female went through when she became pregnant. 

Lydia was less than comfortable with the fact that Diana 

knew who her lover was. She feared that Diana would think 

of some hideous scheme to make Lydia marry Peter. To be 

someone's bride was not what Lydia had wanted at all. She 

just needed someone who would look up to her, someone who 

would admire her, but yet she could teach. And perhaps, the 

child could carry on its mothers plight if anything were to 

happen to her. Peter was being used unknowingly. 

The blond Visitor stuck her key into one of the panels and 

the door to Carter's lab slid open. He was busy looking 

into a large magnification device. The images were 

reflected onto a screen. 

"Do you have the test results?" Lydia asked. 

"Yes, congratulations. You are going to be a mother." 

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

Nathan Bates sat inside of his office perplexed by the sit- 

uation at hand. To think that he had just spoken to the 

resistance earlier that day and made a deal with them. Now they 

had caused a nuclear disaster. The news media was in an up- 

roar. Nathan's phones had been ringing off the hook for the 

past two hours while two thousand people had mercilessly died 

from inhaling the toxic fumes given off in the explosion of 

the Kepstroff Plant. Yet, Nathan was unsure of what he 

could do. The Kepstroff Plant was located in a city not under 

his domain. 

His mind shifted to a less urgent matter and he picked up 

his telephone to tell Julie Parrish that one of the people 

that she had chosen for the red dust project had agreed to 

work on it with her. The phone rang several times and her 

answering machine came on. Nathan did not leave a message. 

Julie Parrish impatiently waited for her fellow colleagues 

to return from their raid. She clicked off the little black 

and white television set in disgust. Somehow she sensed that 

her boss would not hesitate to take action against her fellow 

comrades. Would she be caught up in the middle of this war 

once again? Luckily, she had kept herself busy at work after 

the meeting with Nathan. She had not even been aware that her 

friends were going to raid the Kepstroff Plant. 

Eventually, the gang did come back to their headquarters 

where she was waiting for them. She noticed that Donovan had 

his arm in a sling and went over to him. 

"My God, Mike. What happened?" 

He gave her a cold stare. "Laser wound. Joe took care of 

it." 

"Did you get something for the pain?" 

"What do you think?!" 

Obviously, Donovan was still holding a grudge for the quar- 

rel that they had earlier in Bates' office. She couldn't let 

that bother her now. If he wanted to be a jerk then that was 

his own fault. Still, she had not caught all of the details 

pertaining to the rebels' foray. 

"Have you guys been listening to the news?" she asked. 

"No, why?" Dan Smith asked. 

Julie shrugged. "I'll tell you all in a minute. But first 

I want to know what happened at Kepstroff. And I mean I want 

the whole story!!" 

Kyle looked at her suspiciously. "We blew up the plant. But 

how'd you know-" 

"I'm psychic," she glared. "Because it's been on the news, 

that's how! They had to evacuate the whole damned town!" 

"I guess we under estimated the power behind those 

chemicals, Ham," Donovan said casually. 

"YOU'RE DAMN RIGHT YOU DID!!" Julie yelled, still glaring 

at Donovan. "Do you know that two thousand people were 

killed as a result of that explosion? You guys could've 

gotten killed yourselves. What the hell were you thinking, 

Mike?" 

He returned her hostility. "Don't yell at me, Doc. I'm in 

charge. You're not anymore. You gave that up!" 

"I resent that," she said dryly, and realized that a 

couple of her colleagues had not returned. Chris 

Faber and Caleb Taylor had not come back yet. "Where's Chris?" 

Maggie spoke up. "At Doc Akers. He got glass in his eyes." 

"And Caleb?" 

"Dead," Ham Tyler replied. 

"You're kidding me right?" she turned to look at him. He 

said nothing in reply and reality sunk in. Julie could not 

stop herself from bewailing. Her eyes became glassy as she 

asked, "How did it happen?" 

Kyle quickly recounted the details as if somehow he felt responsible

. "When Mag and I were exiting, Caleb said he was going

to go back and check to see if every one was out. There 

was supposed to be a few minutes left til detonation. But the 

bombs went off too soon." 

Julie's mind began to race with anger. She had known Caleb 

Taylor long before the first war began and had attended med- 

ical school with his son, Benjamin. Ben was the first of many 

resistance fighters to die in the first war and Julie had 

often felt guilty about his death. Now Caleb was gone too. 

Her eyes clouded over with tears and she turned away from 

her friends in shame. Maggie went over to console her. "We 

want to have a memorial service. I thought that you and Eli- 

as would want to plan it." 

The scientist nodded, sobering. "I take it not ones told 

him yet. He's here, I'll tell him." 

Dressed in his suit and tie, the tall, skinny, black man, 

Elias Taylor, ran down the spiral steps to join the others. 

"Y'all's in some deep shit! Where's Pops?" 

"Elias-" Maggie began. 

"I hope he ain't sick from them chemicals-" he continued. 

Julie shook her head and he noticed the tears in her eyes. 

"Where is he?" he demanded. 

"I'm sorry, Elias," she frowned. "He's dead." 

"Huh?" 

"It- it was an accident," Kyle said. "He didn't get out 

in time and um-" he broke off not knowing if there was 

anything more he could say. 

Elias soon realized that they were serious, his father was 

really dead. But he remained silent, lost in his own 

horror. Julie stepped forward to hug him, but he pushed her 

away and went upstairs. 

"Elias?" Donovan called after him. 

"Let him go," Julie said, pulling a tissue from the 

box that had been carelessly placed on her desk. 

Later on, the resistance members were still gathered inside 

of their secret room. Ham Tyler paced in anger. He and

Donovan were engaged in another one of their heated arguments. 

"If you hadn't insisted on planning this damned raid, 

Gooder," the older man started to say. 

Donovan cut him off savagely saying, "How the hell was I 

supposed to know that those chemicals were lethal? I guess 

we should talk to 'Ms. Nobel' chemist over there before we 

plan another attack like this." 

Julie got up annoyed at Donovan's remark. "It doesn't take 

a chemist to figure that one out, Mike! What you guys did to- 

day was just plain ignorance!" 

"Is that so, huh?" he stared at her. "Well maybe you oughtta 

consider taking your role of leadership back since you don't 

seem to think that I know what the hell I'm doing!" 

"I didn't say that!" 

"You know that we're not going to get anything accomplished 

by arguing, guys," Maggie said. 

"Or by pointing fingers either!" Julie added still giving 

Donovan a deadly glare. 

Rosie Sanchez looked over at Mike Donovan asking, "How do 

we even know that Bates knows it was us? If Bates were 

suspicious, he would've called us in by now." 

"If you believe that then you're stupid," Donovan retorted. 

"Bates isn't" 

"He's right," said Julie. "Nathan's probably on his phone 

with Diana right now. And if it isn't Diana, he's probably 

talking to someone in our own government or the media. You 

guys are in a heap of trouble." 

"Us?" Donovan asked. "You're with the resistance 

too." 

"To a certain extent." 

"Your cozy with Bates, Julie," Rosie smiled. "Pull some 

strings." 

"I don't think I could do anything without putting my own 

ass on the line," she scowled. 

"That's the sacrifice," Ham Tyler reminded her. 

Maggie grinned mischievously. "You know I had to do that 

with Dan Bernstein to get you back. We all have to make sacrifices." 

"I'm not a whore," Julie said to no one in particular and 

then added bitterly "But hell, what difference does that make? 

Donovan already thinks that I've been sleeping with Nathan." 

"Jesus Christ!" Kyle hissed in offense. 

Donovan said nothing in his own vindication as his cheeks 

reddened in ignominy. 

Julie went on to say, "You guys got yourselves into 

this mess. GET YOURSELVES OUT OF IT!!" 

"I see how you are, Julie," Donovan Said. "When we get 

ourselves in a jam, you turn your back on us. And she said 

I'm self centered," he told to the others. 

"Which brings me to my next point," she continued, "You 

guys are gonna have to manage the paper work on your own for 

awhile. I'm going to be busy on that toxin project." 

"But we can reach you through Donovan right?" Dan Smith 

asked. 

"I wouldn't know why I'd be continuing our little affair 

since he insists on playing contender for the jack ass of 

the year award. Besides, you guys know where I live." 

Moments later, the resistance members departed and went 

home. Julie and Donovan did not speak to one another.

Chapter Eight: Plan For Destruction

Tick...tick...tick...tick...tick....tick...tick...tick... 

tick...tick...tick...tick...tick. 

The horrible noise seemed to be getting louder with each 

passing second. Nathan had already ingested three 

extra-strength Tylenol for his migraine. But a half hour 

had passed, and they didn't seem to be working one bit. 

He had been on the phone twenty two different times since 

the Kepstroff explosion had occurred. Getting to the point 

where he could take no more stress, he told Caroline to tell 

any future callers, except for Julie Parrish, that he was 

not in. He did want to talk to Julie, whom he hadn't been 

able to reach, that James Walker of Brook Cove had accepted 

their proposal. 

His speaker buzzed. 

"What is it, Caroline?" he sighed. 

"Mr. Bates, Governor Grant is on line three-" 

"Send it through," he frowned and then pushed the 

extension. "Mayor Bates here." 

The governor of the state of California sounded hoarse 

as spoke. "Mayor Bates, I must say I've become quite 

worried about the Kepstroff situation. Do you have those 

terrorists in custody?" 

"Uh, no sir, I uh-?" 

"Why not?!" 

Nathan sighed. "Well actually, Sir, that county is out of 

my jurisdiction. I am not sure if there is anything 'I' can 

do." 

"But those criminals are residents of Los Angeles. They 

are 'your' responsibility!!" he shouted. 

Nathan wanted to give the right answer, but found himself 

feeling pretty foolish right now. "Yes sir, I will have 

the matter taken care of just as soon as-" 

"Never mind that, now. I want to have a meeting with you. 

Can you come out to Sacramento tomorrow morning?" 

"Uh, yes sir." 

"Very well then. I'll be expecting you." 

The phone clicked in his ear. 

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

The following morning, Diana met with Nigel. She found 

him attractive in 'human' terms. It was too bad for her 

that he had chosen a homosexual lifestyle and did not return 

her affections. It especially frustrated Diana when she 

wanted attention from someone and could not get it. She 

gave up her plight to get under his skin for now. She 

needed something else from him. 

"Nigel, I was wondering if you could help me with a 

problem." 

He smiled obediantly. "Anything, Diana." 

She returned his smile. "I hear you engineered the 

computer virus that swept the New York Stock Exchange a few 

months ago." 

"Why yes," he replied haughtily. 

"I was wondering if you would engineer another virus. I 

want to take it to Science Frontiers." 

He realized her scheme right away. She was trying to 

destroy Nathan Bates. "But, Diana, won't our leader be 

angry?" 

Her temper flared. "NEVER YOU MIND WHAT OUR LEADER 

WOULD SAY!! You are merely working for me! As far as you 

are concerned, you do not know what this virus is for! 

DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR?!!" Her hazel eyes saw through him 

like a looking glass. 

'Was this a threat?' he mused. 'Well maybe it won't be 

that bad at all'. He certainly would not object. 

"Yes, Diana. I will do this favor for you." 

"Have it finished in two weeks," she demanded. "You're 

dismissed." 

As the computer engineer exited, Dr. Garner came in. 

"Diana," he said. "Might I have a word with you for a 

moment?" 

"What is it?" 

"It appears that our most trusted security officer has 

gone and gotten herself pregnant." 

"She has, has she?" 

"What shall we do about it?" The expression on his face 

was that of a man with an evil scheme brewing in his head. 

"Dispose of it," said Diana without a second guess. 

"Yes. But how?" 

"You're a doctor. You figure it out. Now if you'll 

excuse me, I have more pressing matters to attend to!" 

"Yes, Diana." But even as Garner exited, he was a little 

disappointed. 

In the meantime, Diana had picked up her telephone. 

"Nathan Bates please?" 

"He's not here, Diana," said the woman on the other end. 

"Why Julie, I didn't know you were playing secretary for 

Nathan. Where's Caroline?" 

"Out." 

"Out with Nathan I don't suppose? Hmm. Will you be a 

dear and take a message for me?" 

"I suppose, since I'm getting paid for it. Uh- Dr. Walker 

don't start yet. Hold on, Diana?" 

"I haven't got all day, Julie!" Apparently, Julie 

Parrish was in the middle of something with another of her 

co-workers. Diana heard her yelling in the background, only 

couldn't make out was she was saying. 

"Okay, Diana. What do you want me to tell Nathan?" 

"Tell me, Julie. Is that how you got Michael Donovan to 

take orders from you too? Or was it a more seductive 

situation? Tell me, how was your flight to New York?" 

"Do you want me to take that message or not?" 

"Well of course, dear. Just tell Mr. Bates to call me 

sometime today or else." 

"Or else what?" 

"Oh, he knows. Have a nice day, Julie." 

"Goodbye." 

Julie had hung up on her before she was able to reply. 

"Foolish human," she scowled. 

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

Icy rain began to fall as Nathan Bates' private jet landed 

on the lawn at the state capitol. The Los Angeles mayor 

was greeted by an angry press and hurried inside of the 

building. He had always enjoyed visiting Sacramento. But 

with this war, nothing seemed relaxing to him anymore. 

Still, Nathan hated to leave Science Frontiers at a 

time when he was needed the most. Today was the beginning 

of The New Red Dust Project. It wasn't that Julie needed 

supervision. He knew all to well of the leadership 

qualities that she possessed. He enjoyed watching her work 

with others. She was a gifted researcher. And her 

nomination for a Nobel Prize had come as no surprise to him. 

Nathan found his attraction towards her growing stronger 

with each passing day. He had tried to convince himself 

that he was too old for her. Still, he could not help 

but to wish that she would change her mind. And even though 

she remained stubborn and strong willed, it only made him 

want her all the more. 

After settling into his own private room, Nathan was 

sent to meet with Governor Grant. The older man sat in his 

office puffing on a cigar. Although he had been Governor 

for nearly a year now, he still could not control the 

situation with the Visitors in his state. Only Nathan Bates 

had the power and the authority to do that. So Grant 

remained helpless. He could only sit back and do nothing as 

the majority of California became overruled by the Visitors. 

Los Angeles remained the only city not under martial law. 

Even San Diego, San Jose and Sacramento each had a mothership 

hovering over them. 

Nathan sat down in an empty chair as the Governor greeted 

him. "Good afternoon Mr. Bates. Please have a seat," 

Grant extended his hand and Nathan shook it. "Care for a 

cigar?" 

"Cuban, I hope?" 

"Certainly," Grant replied and handed him the box. 

Nathan took one, then replaced the carton back down onto the 

ivory desk. 

"I didn't know that you smoked cigars, Grant," Nathan 

said. 

"Only the best. Of course, m'wife Kathy doesn't really 

approve, so I told her that an occasional cigar can't hurt," 

he chuckled. "Of course my physician made matters worse. 

He's on her side. What about you?" 

"Just cigars." Nathan returned the smile, finally feeling 

the tension escaping his muscles. However, he found Grant's 

politeness baffling. 

"Do you have a family?" Grant wondered. 

"My ex-wife has been ill for quite some time. She's in a 

hospital in Denver. My son Kyle and I are not on speaking 

terms. He chose to join the resistance." 

"Oh. Sorry to hear that. It must be difficult for you. 

Do you know if he was involved in this Kepstroff incident?" 

"No, I never know what he's up to," Nathan confessed. 

"I heard that you hired their leader into your firm-" 

"Juliet's not with the resistance anymore. In fact, 

she's been selected for a Nobel prize for -" 

"I hope she isn't," Grant interrupted. "It seems to me 

that a chemist would know better than to destroy a chemical 

plant. Don't you agree?" 

Nathan nodded. 

"Not that I don't approve of the resistance movement," 

Grant added. "In fact, I've developed quite an admiration 

for their determination to stop the Visitors. Which is more 

than I can say you have done. But we won't discuss that 

matter now, Mayor Bates. It appears to me that Donovan and 

his colleagues have often been quite successful in their 

missions. Only this time, they made a very big mistake, 

costing the lives of a large number of people." 

"Well, obviously they should be executed. After all they 

did murder," Nathan insisted, a bit vexed by Grants approval 

of the resistances other acts of terrorism. 

"But not nearly as much as the Visitors have. Nathan, 

what do you say we continue our chat over supper tonight. 

How does Filet Mignon sound?" 

"Sounds good. Will Mrs. Grant be joining us?" 

"Why yes, of course. In the meantime, how about a few 

rounds of golf?" 

"If you feel like being beaten by a pro," Nathan teased. 

A light mist moistened the air as the sun began to set 

across Los Angeles. Ham Tyler's van, now missing a majority 

of windows, made a left turn on Hollywood Boulevard and 

headed east towards the outskirts of the city. 

"Looks like were in for a downpour," Chris Faber 

mentioned. 

"Better than snow," the ex-CIA man said. "Did you 

tell the kid we're comin?" 

"Yeah." Faber said replacing his flavorless chewing gum 

with a fresh stick of Wrigleys. 

Moments later they drove up the dirt road which led to 

Kyle Bates home. They found him inside of the barn helping 

Elizabeth and Robin up onto their horses. 

"You got them cycles ready, kid?" Tyler asked. 

"Sure thing, 'old man'." Kyle said, still focusing on 

Robin, who was smiling at him, and waiting for his 

instructions. "Go easy on her and she'll lead the way." 

"Aren't you going?" she asked, her cropped brown hair, 

moving as the wind picked it up from her shoulders. 

"Not this time, Robin. If you have any trouble, Elizabeth 

will know what to do. Be back in an hour or else I'll come 

looking." 

"Okay." 

Mother and daughter rode off together. Elizabeth and 

Robin were both very pretty young ladies. But Kyle could 

only devote himself to one of them, the one who was really 

just a child. He had fallen for Elizabeth's innocence on 

their first meeting. Donovan and Julie had tried to keep 

Kyle from pursuing a relationship with her, looking out for 

her best interest because she was so vulnerable. Elizabeth 

lacked parental instruction due to the fact that her mother 

was too immature and self occupied to deal with her. Just a 

six short months ago, Elizabeth had undergone a 

metamorphosis, growing from the size of a seven year old 

girl into that of an eighteen year old woman. Kyle 

understood just how special she was, vowing to protect her 

and not to take advantage of the situation. She had come to 

live with him, sleeping in a separate bedroom because she 

was really just a child. 

"Are you daydreaming or what?" Chris said and put a hand 

on Kyle's shoulder. 

"Nah, I'm just worried," Kyle shrugged it off as he led 

the two men past the stables and into his garage. 

"'Bout Elizabeth?" 

He nodded as he pushed the two motorcycles out onto the 

pavement. Chris followed and closed the large door behind 

them as he continued their conversation. 

"Are you afraid of your old man comin up here and findin 

her?" he added. 

"Maybe handing her back to Diana to further their peace 

treaty," Kyle said bitterly. 

"Do you think he's capable of it?" 

Again, Kyle shrugged. "Take care of these, all right?" He 

motioned to the bikes. "They've got almost as many miles on 

them as you have, Old Man." 

"Afraid we'll break your toys, kid?" Ham grinned with a 

sardonic smile. 

"They're not toys!" Kyle corrected. 

"They ain't Harleys neither," Chris said. "But they'll 

do." 

Kyle gave them a dirty look as they loaded his prize 

possessions into the van. Tyler peeled out of the driveway 

at full force, confirming Kyle's concern. 

Dinner in the Governors mansion was served late around 

seven p,m. But Nathan Bates did not mind a bit. He found 

himself enjoying his time away from Los Angeles. The trip 

alone had seemed more like a vacation than a business 

meeting. He could not help but admire Grant's wife. 

Kathleen was a beautiful woman who did not look her age of 

sixty-five. Her long grey hair was pulled up into a barette 

making her look youthful and she wore an antique lace gown. 

"More champange Mr. Mayor?" the hostess asked. 

"No thank you," Nathan replied. 

"So tell me about this meeting you had with the 

resistance," Grant said. 

"Well, like I was saying-" Nathan began. "I called them 

all in because Diana's grown impatient. They've done a lot 

of damage in and around Los Angeles. They blew up a few 

embassy's out in Santa Monica. Diana's threatened to destroy 

Los Angeles if I don't do something about them. She 

wanted me to have them arrested. But I had nothing I could 

charge them with that I had proof of other than her word 

which I'm not quite sure if she wouldn't make it all up," he 

sighed. 

"Has she lied to you before?" 

Nathan shrugged. "Not me personally. But still, the 

Visitors have a reputation of lying and so does Diana." 

"What did you tell the resistance?" 

"I asked them to stop fighting. Donovan said that he 

would consider it if I made Diana give his son back to him." 

"His son?" Grant's brow furrowed in confusion. 

"Apparently, Mike Donovan has a fifteen year old boy 

that Diana got her hands on and converted during her 'first' 

visit. Donovan spent a lot of time and money putting the boy 

through therapy to undo her damage. He sent 'Sean' to the 

school for children victims of conversion in Cleveland and 

Diana sent for him when she got out of our custody. She's 

had him ever since then." 

Kathy frowned. "That poor man. No wonder he insists on 

continuing as a fighter." 

Grant waved a hand to void off any further discussion 

from his wife. "So if we can manage to do this for Donovan, 

his other friends might walk away too?" 

"I wouldn't say that," Nathan said. "He's already said 

that in the event that he gives up his position as leader, 

he would leave Mr. Tyler in charge. I personally do not 

wish to deal with that man. He has a reputation for being 

ruthless." 

"Ah, yes. The Fixer. Say, didn't Ham Tyler try to have 

you killed once?" 

"Yes." 

"Well let's say Tyler becomes their leader. He seems like 

an impatient person, more likely to screw up. Let's give 

the resistance another chance and if they screw up they go 

out of commission for good." 

"And what do I tell the press in the meantime?!" Nathan 

exploded. 

"I will deal with them. After all, I am a higher power 

than you." 

Chapter Nine: To Start Over Again

A few weeks passed as Julie stayed busy on the red dust 

project, avoiding any contact whatsoever with the resistance. 

In just another month she would leave for Sweden to 

accept her Nobel Prize. 

Her team of researchers had managed to clone the 

chemical makeup of the old red dust bacteria, eliminating 

the element that had caused a majority of damage to the 

earth's ecosystem. Now they were testing the hybrid 

version of the bacteria on various species of plants and 

animals. 

It seemed amazing how well James Walker and Julie worked 

together. Their fellow colleagues had dubbed them 'the 

perfect pair.' But they had become more than 

co-workers James and Julie had become close friends. 

Julie spent most of her free time with James, showing him 

famous sites around Los Angeles and Hollywood. She was glad 

for having someone to take her mind off of the resistance 

and Mike Donovan. She tried to forget about Mike, 

and hoped that by seeing someone new would make it easier to 

get over him. 

Now Julie and James were aimlessly driving around downtown 

Los Angeles, looking for a place to eat. 

"What about that Club something or rather?" he said. 

"The Club Creole," Julie corrected. 

He looked over at her. "Are you hungry?" 

No, she was not hungry. In fact, she had felt queasy all 

morning long. "Sure," she lied. On the other hand, she 

didn't want to disappoint her guest either. 

"You said a friend owns that place. An old flame 

perhaps?" he teased. 

Julie chuckled. "No, Elias is a black man. I attended 

Doctor Metz's class with his brother, Ben Taylor." 

"Doctor Metz?" he asked puzzled. "Wasn't he involved in 

that conspiracy?" 

She flashed him a dirty look as if she had taken 

offense to the remark. "He was 'implicated', James. You 

know that those conspiracies were false, don't you?" 

"I only know what I saw on television, Juliet." 

James had never called the woman by her nickname. He 

wanted to show her a lot of respect as well as get to know 

her much better. James was learning to care for her, 

something that he had not felt for a woman in a long time. 

Julie went on feeling a need to clarify the situation. 

"Leo Jankowski was converted by the Visitors. Dr.Metz was 

implicated by Jankowski after his conversion because he was 

well known." 

"Is that why you joined the resistance?" 

"I felt the need to go underground before somebody 

started making up lies about me too." 

He laughed. 

"What's so funny?" she demanded. 

"Nothing," he smiled. "I was just trying to picture you 

with an AK-47. You just seem so innocent. Of course, I did 

see the broadcast where you ripped John's face off. You 

just don't seem like the type, that's all." 

"You mean a guerrilla leader?" 

"Well I guess I would've done it too if they would've 

messed with my friends. Did you ever kill anybody. Besides 

a Visitor, I mean." 

Julie sighed. The only person she had ever murdered was 

the man that had tried to prevent her and Donovan from 

stealing the plane a few weeks ago. She was not about to 

admit that she'd murdered an innocent man. "No." 

She parked in the back lot to the Club Creole. The two 

biochemists went inside of the pub and took a booth. 

"So tell me about your capture," James prodded. 

Julie had not spoken of that period in her life very 

often. However, she was still plagued by nightmares, no 

doubt an after effect of her conversion. 

"After we made our little announcement, another member 

Fred and I tried to escape in an ambulance. The Visitors had 

sealed off the gates to leave and, there were a few standing 

in our way with their laser rifles aimed at us. Fred began 

to drive. He would've ran over them, but they shot him and 

the ambulance stopped. So I hid behind the passenger seat. 

But they found me and next thing I knew, I was aboard their 

ship in this padded cell. They took my clothes so I assumed 

that I would be victim in one of Diana's medical 

experiments," she frowned. "-but I guess she really wanted 

to make me suffer for what I'd done because she tried to 

convert me instead." 

He looked at her intently, "How do they do it?" 

"Put you in this chamber, make you have nightmares. I 

still have those nightmares," she said bitterly. "She made 

me be- lieve that I was being chased by a monster and these 

men. I tried to run, and they found me. She'd say, 'give 

me your hand, Julie. I won't let them hurt you anymore." 

She wiped a tear away and added, "She me feel like a 

child. I think I even called her mama." 

"You gave in?" James handed her a napkin. 

"Not without a fight." 

He shrugged. "I don't understand how you can go into work 

and face her after she did that to you. How did you recover 

from all that?" 

"I'm strong willed, I guess," she smiled. "You know the 

resistance rescued me? When I got back to our base I felt 

like I might betray them because I kept using my left hand. 

A lot of my people didn't trust me anymore. Well, except of 

course Donovan. He wouldn't let me believe that I had 

changed and he got the others to support me too," she 

laughed. "It's ironic, when we went aboard the mothership 

on D-day to disperse the toxin, I was the one who had to 

keep Diana at gun point while the others tried to disarm the 

dooms day device. She was on the floor leaning against this 

chute. I could hear her talking in my head. But her lips 

weren't moving. She kept telling me that Mike was the one 

who had hurt me , that I needed to shoot him. I looked over 

at him and when I turned back to face her, she had escaped 

down the hatch. Luckily, Donovan went after her and she 

became our prisoner." 

"Why do I get the feeling that you and Donovan were more 

than friends?" 

"That's just it. We were. But it's over," she looked up 

at him sincerely. 

"Since when?" 

"A while." 

Downstairs, Mike Donovan and Ham Tyler were holding 

their weekly meeting. It seemed that the resistance never 

took a day off anymore. With the loss of Julie, taking 

care of paperwork seemed like an endless headache for 

Maggie and Ham. The days passed by slowly as the resistance 

waited to hear if they would be prosecuted for the 

Kepstroff disaster. The only recent news was the fact that 

Nathan Bates and Governor Grant had been meeting to make 

final decisions regarding a possible conviction. 

Donovan crossed the room several times. He was 

agitated. For once, he and Tyler were agreeing on something, 

but no one else agreed with either of them. 

Maggie Blodgett got up from her chair at the computer 

terminal protesting. Her blue eyes were filled with 

rage. "I can't believe you guys!" She glared at Donovan, 

then Tyler. "We're already in so much shit as it is! And 

here you go again, planning another a raid. I think we 

should lay low for a while til' this Kepstroff thing blows 

over." 

"If it blows over," Miranda added. 

Chris went over to Maggie. "We can't sit around with our 

thumbs up our asses, Mag. What's the point in having a 

resistance group when we don't fight back?" 

Donovan spoke up impatiently. "I say we just take the 

damned vote already! I'm getting tired of this bullshit." 

"Well you can count me out. You already got my 

opinion!" Maggie said. "You know Julie wouldn't go for this 

shit either." 

"Julie's not here," he reminded. "Remember? She walked 

out on us?" 

"Because of you." 

"LISTEN UP!!" Ham shouted. "We're gonna take this vote. 

So everybody take a seat!" 

Foot steps at the top of the stairs distracted their 

attention from Ham. It was Julie and James. 

Maggie smiled at her, telling the others, "Now, there's 

someone who might know something." 

"About what?" Julie asked. 

"If your boss talked to Diana about getting Mike's son 

back," Chris explained. 

Julie shrugged. "I'm sorry, guys. Nathan's been in 

Sacramento for a couple of-" 

Donovan cut her off savagely, as he eyed the newcomer. 

"Julie, you know we don't allow 'guests' down here!" 

In reality, he had started to be more cautious since the 

incident with his ex wife had occurred. Julie was aware of 

the truth. But still took his remark as an act of jealousy. 

She stared at him. "This is James Walker. He works for 

Hannah Donnenfield." 

"Oh, so were supposed to assume that he's legit?" he 

added sarcasticly. 

James shook his head and turned to Julie. "Hey, Juliet, 

I'm just gonna go on home if you don't mind." 

"But you need a ride," she said. 

"I'll hail a cab," he smiled. "See ya tomorrow." 

Once James was gone Maggie approached Julie who was still 

glaring at Donovan. "Hey, I'm glad you came. We were just 

gonna vote on-" 

"Donovan, if you ever do something like that again, I'll 

kill you, with my bare hands," Julie said antagonistically. 

"C'mon guys!" Maggie sighed. "Don't start th-" 

Donovan turned away grinning and snickering. 

"I mean it!" Julie continued. 

"Although I'd probably enjoy seeing that," Ham cut in. 

"I think we all know that you're not capable of murder, Doc. 

As the lady was saying, we were just gonna vo-" 

"The hell she's not," Donovan deadpanned. 

"And don't forget it." Julie gave him a warning glare. 

"Okay, we get the point!" said Maggie. "Now cool it!" 

Julie gave Donovan one last dirty look and then turned and 

went to her desk to search for the papers that she had come 

to get. 

"Julie, I was hoping you'd vote with us," Maggie pleaded. 

On second thought, Julie wished that she'd waited to get 

her things until tomorrow, when Donovan would not be here 

and the resistance wouldn't be having a meeting. 

"On what?" she wondered. 

"This raid these fools are planning." 

"Oh?" Julie quirked. "Planning another nuclear disaster, 

Donovan?" 

"Might as well be," Rosie said. "Maggie and I have been 

trying to convince them that we need to stop fighting for 

awhile. Until-" she broke off looking at Julie who was 

bracing herself against the desk. "Are you okay?" 

"Excuse me," she answered then ran up the stairs. 

"What's with her?" Maggie looked at Robin for an answer. 

Robin shrugged, "Nerves, I guess. She's been sick for a 

few days." 

"Well I don't think she will be of much help to us," said 

Ham who was growing impatient. "Let's vote." 

Elias counted the ballots when they were through. "Ten 

said yes, and nine said no." 

"Julie didn't getta vote," Robin frowned. 

Donovan watched his ex-girlfriend come back downstairs. 

"Oh, great." he said satirically. 

She ignored him and looked over at Ham. "What's the 

deal?" 

"We took a vote. The sissies here are angry because they 

lost," he explained. 

"By one vote!" Maggie said. 

Julie shook her head, "Don't look at me." 

"That's all we need is a tie," Chris grumbled. 

"I don't even know what you all are voting on," she said. 

Donovan explained. "You ran out of here like a bat out of 

hell! We're gonna raid the armory down in San Juan." 

"Fine by me," she said simply. "I don't think I could 

stomach any war activities right now. I got that flu 

Maggie had a few weeks ago. So I'm going to get my things 

and go." 

Moments later, the resistance meeting broke up and the 

people went back to their homes. 

The following day came like a nightmare for Nathan Bates 

who had just flown home from Sacramento the night before. 

When he arrived in his office at six-thirty a.m., Diana was 

already waiting for him. She had a sufficient amount of 

time before he came in, to plant the infected computer disk 

inside of his office before he arrived. 

"Do you think I enjoy wasting my time, Mr. Bates?!" 

Diana asked as he sat down. 

"I'm sorry. I can't whiz around in space shuttles like 

you, Diana. Humans have traffic to deal with," he said. 

"Surely, a man of your rank, you can do anything you 

want." 

It was true that Nathan Bates had a lot of power and 

money. But he couldn't do just anything with it...Anything 

like get rid of Diana or build a spaceship. He noticed the 

clock on his wall and realized that he was supposed to meet 

with Julie's research team in only a half hour. 

"It seems we're both short on time today, Diana. So get 

to the point!" 

"I demand that you put an end to the resistance!" she 

said. 

"I can't do that, Diana." 

"Why not?" 

"I made a deal with Mike Donovan. Actually, I haven't 

been able to fulfill my end of the bargain. That's up to 

you." 

"What kind of deal?" she sneered. 

"He promised that he'd give up his role of leadership and 

stop fighting if you returned his son." 

"And you were taken in by his lie?" 

"He isn't being unreasonable. I would be angry with you 

if you had my son up in your ship." 

"Sean's been converted and he's taken to it rather well. 

I couldn't betray him and send him back to his father. And 

what about the others?" she demanded. "You must make them 

all stop these attacks." 

"We're talking about them losing their leader, Diana. 

It's the best I can do for now. Besides, they're in enough 

hot water. I think they'll take heed to the warnings and 

not be as big of a problem for us as they have been in the 

past. And if they are, rest assured that they will be dealt 

with." 

"As you humans say, Mr. Bates, I would like to have it in 

writing." 

"I beg your pardon?" 

"You heard me. Donovan is to sign a contract. And if he 

fails to keep his part of the bargain, then it is you who 

will suffer." 

"How do you mean, Diana?" he demanded. 

"I just might revoke all powerpack shipments for the next 

year. Now I'd hate to see you lose your precious empire all 

because you decided to trust a criminal. Are you sure you'd 

like to have the boy returned?" 

"Yes." 

"Very well then. I shall pity you, Nathan." 

An hour later Nathan met with his research team out on the 

terrace. But Juliet Parrish was not with them. 

"Where's Doctor Parrish?" he asked Alex Karnes. 

"I don't know. She came in and then ran back out." 

"She's got flu," James said as he took some freshly diced 

fruit from the serving tray. 

Moments later Julie arrived wishing that she could be home 

instead. She looked pale and had not even bothered to put 

on any makeup. Her hair was down and undone. Although 

there was no dress code for work, she did not appear 

professional at all. 

"How's every thing going, Julie?" Nathan gave her a 

worried look. 

"Fine." 

He noticed that she was the only one who had not ordered a 

meal from the cafeteria. "Not eating breakfast this 

morning?" 

"God, no." 

"That bad?" 

She nodded unsmiling. 

"Well, after we talk you can take the rest of today off. 

I have an errand I need you to run." 

"Why me? Am I special or something?" 

"It has to do with Mike Donovan. I spoke with Diana. 

She said she'd return his boy. I wrote down the 

arrangement. But I need a way to contact him. I think 

you're it." 

"I'm game," she said although Mike was the last person she 

wanted to see. 

"Now tell me about this project." 

"We got the new formula and we're testing it. If 

everything goes as planned, we'll be done in a few weeks." 

"And Hannah said she'd be glad to help manufacture the 

chemical," James Walker added. 

"Anxious to get home, Dr. Walker?" Nathan said. "Is the 

Los Angeles heat more than you can stand?" 

"Well, all my new friends have made it worthwhile," he 

winked at Julie. 

"Any chance I could persuade you to work for me full 

time?" 

"I don't think that would be fair to Hannah, Nathan," 

Julie reminded him. 

"Well I can try, can't I?" 

Julie wondered if it didn't really bother Nathan about the 

nature of her relationship with James Walker. Had he given 

up his plight to date her? In that case, she would be sorry 

to see James go back to New York. 

The day's raid was successful. As Mike Donovan drove the 

winding narrow road to his new apartment, he had a lot to 

think about. Today it had been announced that if the 

resistance were to screw up just once more, they would face 

conviction for the Kepstroff incident. Sadly enough, too 

many of the resistance members had sided with Ham Tyler, 

believing that Mike Donovan had led them into trouble. 

Elias and Julie held him directly responsible for Caleb's 

death and he wondered what was the point in fighting 

anymore? Around the world, people who had once looked to 

the Los Angeles resistance group as being heroic and 

helpful, now considered them to be reckless and insensitive. 

Nathan Bates was no longer the only political authority who 

frowned apon the Los Angeles resistance movement. 

A part of Mike wanted to say "To hell with it" and quit. 

Perhaps he would go to work for Deniese Daltrey as her 

co-anchor after all. But was the position still open? As 

he swung his blazer up into the driveway, Julie Parrish 

pulled up behind him. 'What the hell does she want?' he 

wondered. 

Julie approached him as he got out of his vehicle. "Mike, 

we need to talk." 

"Yeah? So what else is new? How the hell did you get 

this address?" 

"Elias." 

"Great," he grabbed her arm and pulled her into the 

apartment. 

"Ow," she muttered and pulled away. 

"You should've called and had you meet me me somewhere," 

he stared at her and closed the door. 

"Oh, you're just paranoid," she teased. 

"You're damn right I am!" 

She looked around the room finally taking it all in. 

"It's a nice apartment, Mike." 

"What's the real reason why you came?" he asked 

skeptically. 

She was terrified by the tone in his voice. It was as if 

he really hated her. And the sad part was, that he had 

every right to and she knew it. 

"Can we call a truce?" she asked sincerely. 

"Why? Are we at war?" he said. 

"Mike, listen to me?" she pleaded. "Look, I need some 

time to think this through.. every thing that's happened. 

Just don't think that I don't care anymore." 

"Care? Now there's an interesting word," he said 

sarcastically. "Do you care for me the way you care about 

James Walker?" 

"That isn't fair!" 

"Or maybe you didn't care when you lied to me after I 

saved your life?" 

"Lied??" 

"Hey! I don't need this shit from you. I waited around 

a long time and you still can't make up your mind-" 

"Don't flatter yourself. I didn't come here to talk about 

us. Not that there is an us because you should know it's 

over! Nathan sent me." 

"Oh, well there's a surprise. Tell me, what does Nathan 

Bates think about your relationship with Brook Coves' prize 

doctor?" 

"Damn it, Mike! Listen to me! Nathan and Diana are going 

to give Sean back to you. You can stop fighting!" 

He remained silent as the words sunk in. She handed him a 

piece of paper. "He's going to make you sign some 

agreement. I just want you to know that whatever decision 

you decide to make, you have my support." She looked back 

longingly at the front door, knowing that if she stayed any 

longer, she might throw up again. "I have to go." 

"Fine. Bye," he said staring blankly at the paper. 

Chapter Ten: Marital Bliss And Family Reunions

Dr. William Barnes had been with Science Frontiers since 

day one. He not only ranked among Nathan's top researchers, 

but had made his mark in the world of trade magazines as 

well. 

Barnes loved to write articles pertaining to his 

research. He hoped to be an inspiration to all those young 

hopefuls out there. Mostly, he wanted to be a role model, 

and that was something he had already achieved. Many plaques 

lined the walls of his small laboratory. But his most valued 

treasure was his Nobel prize. 

The old man crouched over his barstool, trying to pick up 

some transcripts that had fallen to the floor. He scanned 

the page with weary eyes, locating an obvious mistake. He 

wondered why, all of a sudden, remembering simple formulas 

had become so difficult. Upon realizing that he'd been 

using his left hand to write with, he tossed his pen aside, 

slipping down to the floor, and covered his watery eyes with 

his palms. 

He wondered if quitting his job would be the answer to his 

problems. He thought that senility was setting in. But 

that wouldn't explain away using the wrong hand. He didn't 

want to admit that Diana had converted him. 

After work, Barnes was escorted to Diana's office at the 

Los Verdes Embassy. 

"More good news, I hope?" she asked. 

"The project is complete, Diana" he said slowly, sounding 

like a dragging record. 

"Is something wrong?" 

"No. Here is the formula for the antitoxin." He tossed 

the thin, floppy disk onto her desk 

Diana tried to refrain from smiling. Finally, it was the 

formula that her own researchers had been unable to find. 

Again, the thought of total world domination crossed her 

mind, and she enjoyed it. 

Barnes stood before her patiently, waiting. 

"You may go," she told him. 

The professor lingered as if he had something to say, but 

acted as if though he weren't sure of himself. 

"What is it, William?" 

"You said that you would pay-" 

"-Yes, your royalties," she smiled. "I will have my 

secretary mail you a check." 

They were interrupted by the buzzing of her intercom. 

"What is it, Gilbert?" she asked. 

"Lydia is here to see you," the Voice replied. 

Diana sighed. "Send her in. Good day, William." 

William Barnes left, skeptical as to whether or not he 

would ever receive what he had coming to him. 

Lydia came into Diana's office with an attitude. 

"You have a lot of nerve sending for me after what you've 

done!" she yelled. 

"Why, Lydia, dear. Whatever do you mean?" 

"I know of the relationship you have with that so-called 

'doctor'. You had him kill my child!" 

Diana stood up. "I have no idea what you're talking 

about! I suggest you check your source's legitimacy before 

you accuse me of murder!" Might I remind you that 'I' am 

commander of this fleet, and-" 

"-Oh, I am very well aware of that, Diana. But don't 

on being Commander anymore. When our leader hears of what 

you've done-" 

"You can't prove anything," Diana smiled. "But that's not 

important now. What is important is the assignment I have 

for you. It has been brought to my attention that an 

antidote to the red dust bacteria has been developed. 

We will be receiving shipments of the serum tonight. 

I have decided that New York city should be our first target 

and a mothership is on it's way from our home world right 

now. I need you to contact the second in command 

of our Denver ship, his name is Terrance. Tell him that I am 

giving him a promotion to Commander of the New York ship." 

"Are we going to invade other cities too?" Lydia asked with 

excitement in her voice. 

"Of course, dear. But, New York comes first. I am also 

sending ships to Europe. See to it that we have a full crew 

on our New York ship and get to it immediately!" 

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

Maggie Blodgett's life had been filled with trials and 

upsets as many of her comrades had been. For her, 

it had been especially hard to bare. Just a few short 

years ago, her then husband, Joe, was killed in a plane 

crash. It took her awhile to learn to trust and love again. 

It was during the first war she fell in love with an ex-cop 

by the name of Mark. Their relationship was rocky from the 

start, but they decided that one day they would marry. That 

day never came. Mark too, had become a victim of war. He 

was shot during the resistance's attempt to blow up the 

Visitors' water storage plant. Mark was left behind to 

keep the Visitors from going after his comrades, and left to 

die. 
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For the next year, Maggie had learned to cope with life. 

But her experiences in loss taught her soul a bitter lesson, 

that she might never love again. As the second war 

progressed, Maggie found herself to become lonely and 

hopeless. But then, Chris came along and he taught her to 

live, love, and be hopeful once more. No one ever would've 

guessed that a love so strong could bloom from an innocent 

friendship. 

Chris Faber was often thought of to be uncaring, cruel and 

insensitive (perhaps traits rubbed off to him by his "boss" 

Ham Tyler). But while Chris might've been outwardly brutal, 

inside he possessed the ability to care. To him, today was 

the happiest day of his life. It was the moment he'd longed 

for. He had a wife. 

The newlyweds danced in one another's arms, sharing their 

moment with the friends who had been with them from the 

beginning. The lights were low in the Club Creole. The 

music was loud and told of a celebration. Maggie was the 

picture of radiance in her ivory taffeta wedding gown. 

"Are you sure you're really happy now?" Chris asked his 

bride as he rested his head on her shoulder. 

"Why wouldn't I be?" she said. "I have everything a woman 

could ever want." 

They kissed, and their friends encouraged them by tapping 

their wine glasses with silver wear. 

Across the room, dressed in tuxedos, Ham Tyler and Mike 

Donovan leaned against the bar. 

"Looks like we'll both die lonely old men, Tyler," Donovan 

said grimly. 

Ham frowned. Until now, he'd never taken the time to allow 

himself that fact. He was over fifty now and finding a woman 

was the last thing on his mind. Julie Parrish caught his eye 

as she came into the room with James Walker. 

"Looks like you gave up on relationships, Gooder." 

Julie and James came over to where they were standing. "Hi 

boys, nice to see you two are behaving yourselves," she said. 

Donovan grinned at James. "Mr. Walker, glad to see you here 

it gives me the opportunity to apologize for my 'behavior' 

the other day. Can I get you something to drink?" 

'You're full of shit' Julie thought to herself, but said 

nothing. 

James shook Mike's hand. "Rum and Coke, please, and it's 

Jimmy." 

Donovan looked at Julie. "You want something, Doc?" 

"No, I've gotta go entertain." 

"Don't forget, I gotta leave in an hour. You owe me a slow 

dance," James reminded her. 

"Yes, I know you won't let me forget," she smiled. "I'll see 

you in a bit." They watched her walk away. 

Donovan took the drink from William and handed it to James. 

"Here ya are, Jimmy. Why don't we find a table?" 

The biologist followed him to a nearby booth as Tyler 

joined them. 

"So tell me, hows that bacteria thing going?" Mike Donovan 

continued. 

"Pretty good," said James. "But, I think Juliet is upset 

because she hasn't been able to work for the past week. 

She's got this flu or something. It keeps her in the 

bathroom most of the time." 

He gulped his drink reflectively and then added, "I 

thought she was worried because she can't lead us in our 

research. But it's not like Bates won't give her the 

credit. She's got 'Daddy Warbucks wrapped around her 

finger." 

"You sound bitter," Donovan chuckled. 

"Nah, I just think it's sick-" he looked up at Mike as he 

lit a cigarette. "Surely the old man has better things to 

do than chase after a woman half his age." 

"You'd think," Donovan said dryly. Actually, he was wonder- 

ing what his 'ex'-girlfriend could possibly see in this clown. 

"Hey, Mike, better get that camera before they cut that 

cake-" Kyle Bates warned as he sat down with the three men. 

"I think we got a half hour yet," Donovan said. "Hey, Kyle, 

you haven't met Jimmy yet. He's a friend of Julie's from 

Donnenfield's firm." He looked over at James. "This is War- 

Bucks' son, Kyle." 

"I resent that!" Kyle laughed. "So you're a 'friend' of 

Julie's, eh?" 

Candlelight glowed against Adrienne Kuzinski's eyes as she 

watched her husband sip from his champagne glass. 

"Are you gonna drink all night?" she asked. 

"Don't start with me, Addie-" David warned. "You know I 

think I should've left your ass at home." 

"Oh, and why's that?" she muttered sardonically. 

"So you couldn't bitch my ass off all night!" he glared. 

They hadn't always bickered this way. The earlier days of 

their marriage had been wonderful. But when the kids came 

along so had the financial burdens and then David's drinking 

addiction. And then one day three years ago, their children 

had been taken by the Visitors while in a day care center. 

They tried to overcome their grief by trying to have another 

child. That pregnancy had ended in a miscarriage. Only 

recently, her doctor informed her that she had a tumorous 

growth inside of her uterus and needed a hysterectomy. She'd 

had the operation, and the procedure caused a hormonal imbal- 

ance and Addrienne's horrible mood swings which only made 

matters with David worse. Addrienne found herself thinking 

about divorce very often. 

"Now ain't she somethin?" he asked as he eyed one of the mu- 

sicians that was leaving the stage. Addrienne knew that he 

was deliberately trying to upset her. "I'll bet she can have 

kids. Suddenly, he found his face sloshed with champagne and 

his wife walking away. "Bitch," he muttered. 

"Oh, excuse me, I uh-" Gabrielle Parrish bent over to pick 

up the spilled peanuts. 

Donovan did the same. "That's okay. I forgot your name." 

He studied the woman with the exaggerated Brooklyn accent. 

He noted the striking resemblance immediately. 

"It's Gabrielle." She straightened and handed him the glass 

dish. "Lemme guess, you're the infamous Michael Donovan?" 

"I hope that's good?" he said modestly. 

She pushed a few strands of brown curly hair out of her 

blue eyes. "Well that tape you shot saved half of the world." 

Mike shook his head. "Your sister has a tendency to exag- 

gerate." 

"My sister?" she asked. "Oh, you mean Juliet. I haven't 

talked to her in five years. I'm talking about your reviews on 

The Freedom Network-" 

"Is he telling lies about me?" Julie was suddenly there 

beside her younger sister. 

"No, why, you jealous?" Gabrielle said. "I was just say- 

ing hello to Mr. Donovan." 

"Oh." 

Mike was amused by Gabrielle's remark. "She's a nice kid," 

he told Julie. 

"Kid?" Gabrielle exclaimed. 

"Oh, don't worry, sis. Donovan thinks that anybody ten years 

younger than him is a kid." 

"I suppose I will take it as a compliment about twenty years 

from now," she deadpanned. "Where is everyone sitting?" 

She followed the two to a nearby table. 

"Hey, hey!" Damon Smith said. "Who's the angel?" 

"My sister," Julie said possessively. 

"Care to dance?" he asked still looking at Gabrielle. 

Julie protested. "Oh, no you don't. You're not going any- 

where. I haven't spoken to you in five years." 

But suddenly, James was there too. "Juliet, I hate to be 

such a pain, but my plane is leaving early tomorrow. If I 

don't get a chance to dance with you now, well I may never-" 

"You're leaving?" Donovan suddenly took interest and 

Julie looked away. 

"Well," he said, "Julie's almost finished with our 

project. She won't be needing me anymore." 

"But Nathan wants you to stay," she grinned taking the 

opportunity to baffle Donovan. "And I want you to stay 

too." 

"Oh really?" he blushed. "Well I have an idea-- if this 

thing goes through all right you can come back to New York. 

Dr. Donnenfield really admires you and so do I." 

"Well, I suppose I can give you that dance before you go 

and I'll think about the offer although I think 

Dr. Donnenfield should be the one to give the invitation." 

"You said she already did," he argued as he took her hand 

and lead her up to the stage. 

Julie was glad to get away from Donovan for once. But she 

wondered if she should stay even after Jim left. Her family 

was in town and her brother had been kind enough to bring 

his band along to play at the wedding. Then, there was also 

the fact that Julie had not seen any of them in ten years. 

She knew that she owed them the hospitality. Lucky for her, 

her nausea had subsided long enough to get her this far. 

Maybe she was getting over her flu. 

Addrienne Kuzinski splashed the cold water onto her face 

once more as she stood over the bathroom sink. She was angry 

with herself for letting David get to her. She wanted to be 

stronger, but the pain made her weak. She opened the bath- 

room door and exited. There stood the man that she had seen 

earlier. He looked very familiar to her. She could not 

place him. 

"Have we met before?" she asked. 

"Uh-no, I don't think so," Donovan replied. 

"You look familiar." 

"As in the media?" 

"No, she frowned. More like family. You look a lot like my 

dad actually." 

"Gee thanks, I think?" he asked. He knew that this woman had 

to be at least thirty. 

"Are you from the south too, by any chance?" 

"Louisiana," he said. 

"My dad was from there, hey, maybe were related?" she joked. 

"What was his name?" Mike continued. 

"Patrick Donovan." 

"Okay, Ms. Donovan? Did Diana put you up to this?!" he said 

sarcastically. 

"Diana?" she asked confused. "I'm telling you the truth. But 

I'm married. My husband is David Kuzinski, Chris Fabers cousin." 

"And you have no idea who I am?" 

"What you said about being in the media, I don't watch the 

news very often. I mean I live in Houston and most of the media 

around there is controlled by Visitors." 

"And who is your mother?" 

"My mother was Kate Brooks. But she and my dad never got 

married. I think he had problems with his ex-wife. He never 

even told her I existed." 

Donovan shook his head. He didn't want to believe it. But 

he knew who Kate Brooks was. She had helped his father coach 

his little league team back in fifty-seven and then only a 

year later, his mother left his father taking Mike to Califor- 

nia with her. Just fifteen years ago, his father had died. 

"So what's your name?" she asked. 

"Did your dad ever tell you he had a son with his ex-wife?" 

"Yeah, he said something like that. You're not my brother 

Michael, are you?" 

"Looks that way." 

Chapter Eleven: Broken Deals 

Rain poured down onto the streets of Los Angeles as dawn 

began to break. Addrienne ran through the storm dressed in 

only a nightgown. Her long brown hair clung loving to her 

tear stricken face. She tapped on the apartment door, but no 

one answered. Her hand began to tremble as she tapped again, 

this time harder. 

'Maybe he gave me the wrong address, she thought to 

herself. As Addriennne turned away to leave, the door was 

finally opened. 

"Sis?" her brother asked. 

She looked at him feeling foolish. "Oh, for a minute 

there I thought I had the wrong place. May I come in?" 

Mike stepped back and then closed the door after she was 

inside. "Addrienne, what's wrong?" 

She did not answer right away. He could tell that some- 

thing had scared her. 

"I'm really embarrassed, but I didn't know who to turn to-" 

she said, moving her hand away from her face, revealing a 

bruised cheekbone. 

"What happened?!" he gasped. 

"My husband," she said with a slight hiccup. "We had a 

fight. It's a long story. But I can't go back to Houston with 

him. I don't know where I should go. If I could impose on 

you just for tonight and I'll be out of your way by tomorrow, 

I swear." 

Donovan watched as tears rolled down her cheeks and realized 

that she was either telling him the truth or a damned good 

actress. "Don't you have friends or family there?" 

"I can't go back, Mike. You're the only family I've got." 

She began to sob, lowering her head in shame. He pulled her 

close, reassuringly. 

Ring...Ring...Ring... 

"Oh, God," Julie moaned as she rolled back over. She wasn't 

sure if she even had the energy to make it to the bathroom. 

Her stomach lurched queasily, convincing her that she did not 

have much of a choice. She pulled herself to her feet, 

then ran inside of the bathroom. 

Ring...Ring...Ring 

"Julie, it's for you," she'd heard Robin call from outside 

of her bedroom door. 

Julie didn't answer, unsure if she would throw up again. 

As she braced herself on the counter, she studied her 

pale image in the mirror. Her cheekbones were beginning to 

protrude. But what could she do? It wasn't her fault 

that food wasn't agreeable with her. She was slowly 

starving inside. The flu would not remove its clutches from 

her body. But she had to go on. In a few days she would be 

done with her toxin project, and maybe the war would end. 

'Maybe I'm just kidding myself', she thought skeptically. 

'Maybe I am pregnant...No, you're not. So don't even think 

about it.' 

"JULIE!! Telephone!!" Robin called again. 

"I'll be right there," she said then came out of her 

bathroom, hastily wrapping a robe around her petite frame. 

Robin was already in her bedroom with the cordless phone. 

"Are you okay?" the girl asked. 

"Too much to drink, I guess," Julie lied then picked up the 

telephone. "Hello?" 

"Hey, Julie, it's me." James Walker said. "I ran into 

some trouble here at the airport. All New York flights were 

cancelled due to an occupation in that territory. Can you 

come get me?" 

"New York occupation?" she said. "The Visitors?" 

"Yeah, I think so," he replied. "Look, I don't think we 

should talk about this on the phone. Can you come?" 

"Sure, give me about an hour." 

"Okay. Bye." 

The rain and rush hour traffic made the drive longer than 

usual. It gave Julie the time she needed to sort through her 

thoughts. She was still bitter that Donovan had the nerve to 

confront her about their situation. But maybe it hurt her more 

than she could stand to accept. She wanted to get over him 

more than anything right now. She'd constantly reminded her- 

self that he was one of the main reasons why she had not taken 

Hannah Donnenfield's job offer after the first war ended. And 

sometimes, she truly regretted it. 

There was still a part inside of her that missed her 

family. Being with Jeff and Gabby last night had reminded her 

how much. Now more than ever, she wanted to see her mother 

again, and make things right between them. It saddened her 

to know that her mother blamed her for her fathers death, 

almost three years ago. He had been stressed when he 

found out that his daughter was working for a scientist who 

was implicated in the conspiracy against the Visitors. 

months later he discovered that she was the leader of the Los 

Angeles Resistance. The tension escalated when he watched 

the Visitors broadcast at the Los Angeles Medical Center 

Julie was the terrorist responsible for showing the majority of 

the world what the Visitors really appeared to be. Her 

father died of a heart attack later that same evening. 

Now, the thought going home seemed almost impossible. 

As she listened to the news broadcast on her car stereo, 

she found that not one, but two mother ships were hovering 

over New York City. But how could the Visitors reinvade 

a city supposed to be under the protection of the red dust? 

'Unless', Julie thought, 'the Visitors created an antidote 

to the bacteria itself. But, how could they do that without 

getting a copy of it's exact genetic makeup?' Julie was 

the only one who had access to that? She would call Nathan 

Bates as soon as she got back home... 

"This is Deniese Daltry for CBS television, New York-" 

Diana watched the television screen and could hardly wait 

to hear the 'human perspective' of her latest progress. The 

blond haired figure looked directly into the camera. 

"We are still unsure how the Visitors could have been able 

to invade our city. Scientists say that the red dust is 

still reproducing and working quite well. There is a un- 

confirmed rumor that the Visitors have engineered an anti- 

toxin to the red dust-" 

"Diana, call for you on screen two," her secretary said. 

Diana pushed a button and the picture on the monitor changed 

into that of a female visitor officer. Diana did not recog- 

nize her right away. 

"Ah- Diana. I am Alicia, second in command over New York," 

the young woman explained. "Terrance said that you've 

requested a progress report?" 

"Yes, I have," she answered. 

"We've been able to establish nightly curfews in and around 

the city and have most of the city under surveillance. That 

is about all for now. Of course, we only arrived early this 

morning." 

"Very well commander," Diana smiled. 

"Will you be coming to supervise?" 

"You'd better hope that I don't have to," she warned. 

"Is this all that you have to tell me about?" 

"Yes, commander." 

"Goodbye then." Diana clicked off the monitor in 

annoyance. Again, her secretary paged her. 

"What is it, Wilson?" 

"Commander James is here." 

"Let him in." 

The panel doors slid open as the blond bearded Visitor 

stepped through holding a human adolescent boy by the arm. 

"This is the boy that you requested that we bring to you," 

he explained. 

Diana smiled. She hadn't seen Sean Donovan in a while. He 

was almost as tall as his father now, but still seemed to look 

more like his mother with the exception of the dark hair. He 

was fifteen years old now and had been made a lieutenant and 

was in charge of teaching other boys (all of whom had been 

victims of the conversion process too) how to use the aliens 

weaponry. 

"Hello, Sean", she greeted him, then looked over at James 

and gave him a nod of approval. "James, you may leave." 

The Visitor exited her quarters. Diana turned back to look 

at the boy. "I've heard that you have done quite well with 

your new role of leadership." 

"When do I get to go out and fight against real people?" 

he asked. She could tell that he was over anxious. 

She smiled, pleased that he had indeed turned against his 

own kind and would be his fathers worst nightmare. But 

there was still a part of her that didn't want to give him up. 

He was too valuable to her, a prize in her vendetta against 

his father. 

"Be patient, Sean. Come, have a seat." 

He took the empty chair and sat down. 

"I have a favor I need from you," she said. "I need you to 

go back to stay with your father for a while." 

"No," he said. 

"Be careful, Sean. You must remember who you're talking 

to." 

"I DON'T CARE! GO AHEAD AND KILL ME! I DON'T WANT TO SEE 

MY FATHER AGAIN!!" 

"Perhaps your afraid that he would convince you to betray 

me." 

"THAT'S A LIE!!" he shouted. "H-How do you know that he 

won't send me away again. Only this time you won't be able 

to find me. Why do you even want me to go?" 

"Just listen," she began. "You stay with him for a little 

while, behave yourself and observe him. There's something I 

need to know and you can help me find out. Do you remember a 

woman by the name of Juliet Parrish?" 

"His girlfriend," Sean answered glumly. 

"Julie works for a very dangerous man. A sick man. Your 

father has done some very bad things and needs to be brought 

to justice. Her boss is the only one who can do that. But 

Julie, because she is evil, had convinced her boss that your 

father is not a bad person. In the meantime, both your 

father and this woman are still causing problems for me with 

their resistance group." 

"Why don't you just kill them and get it over with?" 

"Because, it isn't as easy as that. That's why I need your 

help." 

Julie Parrish opened her apartment door and James Walker 

followed her inside. Right away she noticed that Mike Donovan 

and another woman were there sitting on her couch. The woman 

looked badly bruised. Julie recognized her. It was someone 

from the reception the previous evening. She wondered if maybe 

Donovan had came onto her and taken her home. If that were 

true, why did she have these bruises on her face? 

"Julie, you have to help her. I don't know what to do-" 

Donovan stood up. 

"What happened to her?" she asked suspiciously, giving him an 

accusing look. "Or shall I ask who she is first?" 

"She was beaten up by her husband and she needs your help," 

he said simply. 

Julie looked over at Robin. "Go get the first aid kit please." 

As the young woman slipped off towards the bathroom, Julie 

approached Addrienne. 

"Does he do this often?" she asked. 

Mike glared at her as if she were intruding. Addrienne 

answered, "No, it was the first time. You see I was talking 

to Michael last night, and I found out that he's my 

brother... When I tried to explain that to David he accused me of 

cheating." 

There was a knock at the door, then a voice... 

"Julie, open up. It's me. 

James, Donovan and Julie all recognized Nathan Bates voice. 

"Go hide in my room and take your' sister with you," she 

whispered to Donovan. "Tell Robin to stay back there too." 

She waited til Donovan, Robin and Addrienne disappeared into 

her bedroom and then let her boss into the apartment. Bates 

looked tired. 

"What can I do for you, Nathan?" she asked. 

"Well, for one I'd like to know how the Visitors got a DNA 

chart of the old red dust," he demanded. 

"That's funny, I wanted to ask you the same thing." 

Nathan noticed that James was there. "I thought you were 

going to New York this morning?" 

"They cancelled all east coast flights due to the invasion," 

Julie explained. 

"Well, if it's important to you, then I can arrange for a 

jet," Nathan said to James. "But of course I can't guarantee 

your safety." 

"But of course not," Julie said bitterly. 

"That's okay, really," James said. 

Nathan was annoyed with Julie and glared at her angrily. 

"I hope that you don't think that this is my fault-" he 

started to say. 

She shrugged. 

"Are you sure that you've kept your disks locked up?" he 

continued. 

"Of course," she replied. "You know, I'm not a total 

moron, Nathan." 

He gave her a second glance. "Well I can see that you two 

are busy, I'll leave." 

He started to head back for the door, but turned back 

unexpectedly. 

"Uh, one last thing, Julie." 

"What?" 

"Will you be in tomorrow?" 

"Yeah, Nate. I'll be in." 

She watched as he closed the door behind himself. Then, 

she headed towards her bedroom and opened the door. 

"What was that all about?" Donovan wanted to know. 

Julie frowned. "Could you two ladies excuse us for a minute?" 

Addrienne and Robin exited at her request. Julie stepped 

inside, keeping an obvious distance from Donovan. 

"I've asked you not to come here before," she reminded 

harshly. "It's for your own good." 

"I needed you to help Addrienne." 

"You mean your sister?" she said sarcastically. 

He returned her stare. "Why are you treating me like 

this?" 

"Because, you're so damned gullible!" 

"I don't have to take this crap." 

He walked out into the living room and she followed. 

"C'mon, Addie. I'll take you to a 'real' doctor," he 

offered, looking at his sister. 

"Uh, gee Mike," Julie interrupted. "Now don't you think 

you should at least wait until Nathan's limo leaves the 

premises? You know I can fix her up. Robin, the first aid 

box?" 

Donovan sat down on the opposite end of the couch as Julie 

started to work on Addrienne. 

"Mike, are you aware of what's been going on in New York 

today?" Julie added. 

"No, what?" 

"The Visitors reinvaded New York City." 

"What?! But how?" 

"By creating an antidote, maybe like the one we had for 

Martin and Willie," she explained. "Nathan came here to 

blame me saying I might have been careless and left the disks 

lay out or something." 

"Well, did you?" 

"NO, I DID NOT." 

"Did they get to other cities too?" he asked. 

"Not so far. Why don't you guys put on the news while I 

finish this up?" 

"This is crazy!" Pete said, glancing back outside 

of his Manhattan apartment window. Anyone could see the 

two mother ships hanging from the skies over New York City 

from up to fifty miles away! 

Lauren Stewert poured her father another cup of coffee and 

sat it down on the formica table top. 

"Do you think we should call Hannah?" she asked. 

"I'd say that's not such a good idea," Pete answered, 

sitting at the table with his finance and future father in- 

law. 

"Do you think that they tapped the phones?" she said. 

"Undoubtedly", said her father, Dr. George Stewert. 

"So what do we do?" 

"We're the resistance, we resist," Pete replied. 

Lauren shook her head. "And I was getting used to the idea 

of living in a free city." She stood up realizing that it was 

time to go to her job. "I'll catch you guys later, I have to 

go to work." 

Pete knew better than to argue with her. Lauren Stewert held 

a very important job as the Secretary General of the United 

Nations personal assistant. Nevertheless, he was concerned 

for her safety. "Be careful, okay?" 

"Okay." She gave him a reassuring wink, pressing a kiss 

to his forehead. "I'll be okay." 

"I hope so." 

Just a moment later, Lauren was gone and Pete began to clear 

the table, his expression unchanged. 

"Don't worry so much. You know Lauren's a big girl," George 

stated. "She can take care of herself." 

"Yeah, sure," said Pete, sounding unconvinced. 

First thing Monday morning, Mike Donovan set off to go get 

his only child back from the clutches of the Visitors. He 

still was unsure of what to do about Addrienne. She seemed 

legit. He was still annoyed by Julie's obvious suspicion, 

but wondered if she might have just been jealous of the 

fact that he had another woman in his life. 

Donovan drove his car to Grifffith park where the exchange 

was scheduled to take place. He was nearly fifteen minutes 

early, but waited. Ham's van was the first vehicle to pull 

into the driveway fifteen moments later. Tyler had reluctantly 

agreed to be there in case anything should happen to go wrong. 

Then the Science Frontiers limousine pulled up, Nathan Bates 

stepped out. He scanned the parking lot and waved to Donovan. 

As if though suspicious, Juliet Parrish came out of the limo 

and stood beside her boss. Once Donovan was near, Nathan 

pulled a few pieces of paper from his pocket and then a pen. 

"What is this?" Donovan asked. 

"It's a contract," Nathan explained. "Saying that once 

we return Sean to you, you will no longer fight with 

the resistance or aid them in anyway. That if you do, you 

will be put in prison for twenty-five years. Also-" 

"-gee, why not give me the death penalty," Donovan said. 

He snatched the papers out from Nathan's hands and began 

to read them. 

Nathan watched his expression carefully. At one point, 

nearly halfway through the first page, Donovan looked at 

Bates as if he were going to say something in protest. 

"No signature, no kid," Nathan warned. 

Donovan didn't even finish reading the papers, signing 

them and handing them back to Nathan. Moments later, 

a shuttle craft landed nearly a hundred feet away from them. 

It's hatch opened and Diana came out flanked by two guards. 

Mike looked, anxiously until his son appeared. He fought 

back tears, sensing that it was too good to be true. Sean 

did not look at his father as he was escorted near. 

"Did he sign the agreement?" Diana asked. 

Nathan nodded and then tore one of the carbons off to give 

her a copy. She shook her head. 

"That won't be necessary. I've changed my mind." 

"Why?!" Nathan demanded. 

"You bitch-" Donovan began to say. 

She smiled looking directly at Mike. "I told you once before 

Mr. Donovan, he's ours or no ones. The choice is yours." 

Donovan looked at his son who was smiling, but still looking 

at the ground. He stepped closer to him, "Sean, I-" 

"AWAY FROM HIM, NOW!" Diana warned. 

Julie watched as Mike stood there and whirled on 

Diana with more anger than she'd ever seen. "YOU CAN'T DO 

THIS!!" 

"Oh, I wouldn't bet on that Mr. Dono-" 

"C'mon, Sean," he tugged at his son's sleeve. 

"I said back off!" the Visitor warned again. 

Sean looked up at Diana as if though unsure of what to do. 

She turned to her guard and said. "Kill the boy." 

"NO!!" Donovan screamed. He was too late as the laser 

ripped through Sean's chest. He knelt down to the ground and 

cradled his sons face in his arms. 

Almost mechanically, Julie stepped forward and crouched 

beside him. She was unsure of what she should do. She knew 

that she could help Sean. But would Bates understand? 

"Get back in your lizard go-cart, before I blow you back 

to Sirius!" shouted Ham Tyler from across the parking lot. 

Diana turned to look at him. He was holding a rather large 

bazooka and had it aimed at her. 

"Let's go," she told her guards. The Visitors departed the 

same way they had come, leaving the boy behind. 

"Do something!" Donovan yelled at Julie who was still just 

kneeling next to him. 

"Touch him and you're fired!" Nathan said. 

Julie hadn't heard either of them. She was too busy 

trying to figure out what she could do. The boy tried to speak. 

"Don't say anything, Sean. We'll fix you up, it's okay, 

really," she said softly then looked up at Mike. "Get your 

car and give me your shirt." 

"Did you hear me, I'm serious, Julie!" Nathan said, 

watching Donovan hand over his garment. 

She turned her head, "What?!" 

"Help him and you're fired!" 

She turned back towards the boy, tying his father's shirt 

around his mid-section. Angrily, Nathan got back into his 

car, and the chauffeur drove him away. 

Chapter Twelve: The Second Offense

It was a ten minute drive from Griffith Park to Doctor Joe 

Akers office. Donovan refused to take the boy to the 

emergency room, afraid that the Visitors might come looking 

for them. Ham Tyler gave Donovan an escort to make certain they 

would not be followed. 

Mike parked the car in front of the main entrance doors. 

Julie Parrish got out from the back seat where she had 

been trying to use CPR on Sean. The boy had lost conscious- 

ness only a few moments ago. 

"Be careful not to let the bandage come undone," she said 

as Tyler and Donovan lifted the boy out of the car. 

Then, the three of them went inside. 

"We need to see Doctor Akers," Julie told the receptionist. 

"I'm sorry, you have to have an appointment. It is a new 

policy," she said. 

Julie ignored her, walking through the double doors, 

frantically searching for her ex-colleague. Donovan 

followed her as the receptionist said, "-you can't just go back 

there!" 

"Joe!" Julie said as she opened one of the examining room 

doors. 

The doctor turned to face her. He was a young man in his 

early thirties, with short, blond, curly, locks of hair and 

glasses. There was a young woman on the examining table. 

Obviously, they were in the middle of a pelvic exam. 

"Diana shot Mike's son. We need your help-" Julie 

explained. 

The doctor walked towards the frightened Donovan. "I can't 

help you here! You need to take him to the hospital!" 

"No," Julie said. "We can't! Don't make me have to do 

this on my own. I didn't have much training in gun wounds 

and certainly not by Visitor stun rifles!" 

"All right," he agreed. "There's a room down the hall to 

your left. I'll be right there." 

An hour later, Joe and Julie stepped out of the examining 

room where they had performed a small operation on the boy 

to stop the bleeding. He had lost over half of the blood in 

his body, but Julie had even given some of her own blood to 

save him which had left her feeling light headed. Unlike 

his father, Sean had a rare type A negative blood. Donovan had 

stayed in the waiting room the whole time. Afterwards, 

Julie went to tell him the news. 

"He'll be okay, but he needs to be hospitalized for 

recovery," she said. Donovan still had the pained expression 

in his eyes that he'd had earlier. "He's uh-," she began, 

"slipped into a coma but, we're sure he'll come out of it." 

"And where am I going to send him?" 

"Up north, where the Visitors aren't," she replied. "Joe 

is making the arrangements now including your hotel accommo- 

dations." 

"I don't have that kind of money. You know that!" 

"I'll take care of it." 

He shook his head. "I can't let you do that. You've done 

so much already." 

"Mike," she said softly. "I know deep down inside you 

know I still care for you. And just because we can't be 

together anymore doesn't mean that I wouldn't help you. 

And besides, he was almost my stepson. I feel like I want 

to do this for him and for you." 

He stared at her, silently for a moment. How could he 

tell her no? He wanted to tell her that he loved her, 

and how grateful he was. But more than anything, he 

wanted to go to Sean. And besides, if he said he loved her, 

would she argue against it? 

"Can I see him?" he asked. 

"Sure," she nodded, suddenly realizing that she'd put 

herself in jeopardy by helping him. "Look, I've gotta get 

back to Science Frontiers and try to straighten this out 

with Nathan." 

"Thank you," he hugged her. "For everything." 

She pulled away, giving him one of her speechless looks 

then watched him walk back into Sean's room. Outside, she 

found a payphone, and called a cab. 

"I just don't get it," said James Walker, punching the 

codes into the computer again. "It's like the damn thing 

gobbled up all the damn data." 

"You mean like a computer virus?," Joan, another one of 

Julie's operation red dust team members asked. 

James frowned, "Oh, God, I hope not." He looked at the 

clock on the wall again. Still, Julie Parrish had not 

called in for work. "I wish Juliet would get here." 

"I thought she was still sick," Karyn Sears said. 

"She would've called in though." 

Their lab door swung open and their temporary employer, 

Nathan Bates came in, looking rather displeased. 

"Have you heard from Juliet?" James did not hesitate to 

ask. 

"She doesn't work here anymore," Nathan said simply. 

"Did she quit?," Karyn asked. 

He ignored the question. "How is the red dust project 

going?" 

"Wonderful," James replied. "With any luck, we'll be 

through by tomorrow. But there's something wrong with our 

computer." 

"We're running low on power packs," Nathan said. "Every- 

one has been experiencing problems today. It should be okay 

by tomorrow. But, you guys can take the rest of the day 

off." 

"Well thanks, Boss," Karyn smiled. 

The group of scientists began to clean up their 

experimenting tables. When Nathan returned to his office, he 

noticed that Julie Parrish's light was on in her own. She 

immediately came out to speak with him. 

"Did you come in to get your things?" he asked. 

"That, and I wanted to talk to you. Um-" she 

said as her stomach began to bother her. She wondered 

if eating breakfast this morning had been a mistake. 

"Nathan, I don't see how you think it's right to fire me for 

saving an innocent child's life." 

"Because, you interfered with a business matter that was 

none of your business!" 

"Then why did you bring me along?" 

"Because, I thought that I could trust you, that's why," he 

glared at her. 

She had become annoyed. "But, do you think that it's 

right what Diana did to him?!" 

"No, I don't think she was right! " he snapped as if 

though he were deeply offended. Then, he looked back up at 

her. "But, it doesn't look good, the way you helped Donovan 

either." 

Many times Julie had held her temper back, but this time 

she couldn't. "Damn it, Nathan!! You know I had medical 

training. I couldn't just stand by and watch him die!!" 

"Well, if he were just an ordinary kid maybe-" 

"But, because I was close to his father," she assumed. 

"It should make no difference. What if it were Kyle? Would 

you have let him die too?" 

Nathan sat down and Julie waited for an answer. But, it was 

not the one that she'd expected to hear. 

"Look, maybe I overreacted by firing you," he said. "I 

take it back. But, I sent the others home. We're having 

some trouble with our computers. We're running low on 

powerpacks." 

"Another area in which Diana has taken advantage of you?" 

"That's unnecessary, Julie. Not that its any of your 

business, because it isn't. She's-" 

"Oh, that's okay, Nathan. You don't have to make any 

excuses. There is something I think you should be aware of, 

however. Have you seen Dr. Barnes lately?" 

"No. Why?" 

She hesitated to answer. 

"What?" he asked. 

"I know I should've told you sooner, but it just occurred 

to me the other day-" 

"What?" 

"I caught him inside my office when you went up to 

Sacramento. When I asked him why he was there, he just ran 

off." 

"What are you implying, Julie?!" 

"I don't know, really. I just think maybe you should keep 

an eye on him." 

"And I think you should be more careful of who you accuse 

of treason, Little Miss. Bill has been with this company 

for thirty years. I trust him. However, my trust in you is 

wearing thin right now." 

Miranda Juarez smiled thoughtfully over at Elias, who was 

serving yet another customer his house specialty today, 

Mandarin Shrimp With Orange Roughy. He looked happy but, 

somehow, she knew he was not. A few weeks had passed since 

his father had passed away. Elias remained uncharachter- 

istically quiet and withdrawn. 

"Two more specialties," he announced turning to face her. 

She immediately noticed the pained look in his eyes and 

how he struggled to keep them open. 

"Elias, why don't you go home and get some rest?" she 

pleaded. 

He shook his head. "I'm okay, Miranda, really. Besides, 

who else is going to make sure all these hungry folks get 

fed?" 

She put a caring arm around his shoulder. "You haven't 

taken anytime off since your father passed away. You need 

time to grieve. Willie and I can handle the restaurant if 

you want to take a few days off." 

"I can't leave-" he insisted. 

"Well, at least go take a nap or something," she said meeting 

his dark eyes with her own. "Please, for me?" 

"For you, eh?" he brightened. "Okay for you, Miranda." 

"I'll wake you in a couple hours," she promised. Elias 

retreated off to the private room below the restaurant. 

"How much do I owe you?," the dark headed Visitor sitting 

at the counter asked the bartender. 

"Fifteen ninty-five," William replied. 

The Visitor smiled as she spoke . "You must've mis- 

counted, Willie. I did have three drinks, not two." 

"As the humans say, one was on the house." 

She smiled gratefully, "Well thank you, Willie." 

"Cassandra, I was wondering if you weren't doing anything 

later this evening maybe we could do something." 

"Well sure, I'm not doing anything. What did you have in 

mind?" 

"Maybe dinner here?" 

"Well sure, but I am a vegetarian." 

He grinned, "I am also a vegetarian. And I know of a dish 

that you will like very well." 

"I'll be back around seven, okay?" 

"That will be wonderful." 

She shook his offered hand and then walked away. Again, 

William smiled. This was the first time he had ever got up 

the nerve to ask a female out. It had been nearly two years 

since Harmy's death. Although her memory would always 

remain sacred inside of his heart, he knew that he needed to 

find someone else to fill the void. 

"Elias?" Miranda called. She stroked his face as he sat 

up from his sleeping position on the couch in the Resistance 

Headquarters. 

"What time is it?" he asked as he sat up on the couch. 

"Oh about eight," she said. 

"Eight p.m..?!" He nearly jumped up off of the couch as 

he spoke. 

"Elias, relax. Everything's all taken care of," she said 

gently. "You needed the rest. Do you feel better?" 

"Yeah," he admitted sitting back down. "But why do you do 

it, mother me like this?" 

She found herself smiling, and looking away a little 

surprised that he was catching on. "Elias, I'd hope 

you find my affections for you more than motherly by now. 

I really do care about you." 

"Like a mother hen-" he leaned over and tried to kiss her 

cheek, but she offered her mouth instead. After a 

moment, she pulled away. 

"Do you care about me too, Elias?" 

"I thought you'd never ask-" he said and kissed her 

again. They were interrupted by the creak of the side door 

and watched Kyle Bates and Ham Tyler come inside. 

"She just shot him? What did my dad do?!" Kyle was 

saying as he poured himself a cup off coffee. 

"Threatened to fire Julie if she helped and then drove 

off," Ham explained. 

"Did she help?!" 

"Yeah, well I guess we don't have to worry about her 

blowing her cover anymore," he said bitterly. "DAMN!" 

"What about Donovan's kid, is he okay?" 

"Dunno, ain't heard from 'em since then." 

"Julie blew her cover?!" Elias asked. 

"I wouldn't say that," Ham continued. "She was only 

trying to save Donovan's son after Diana shot him. We took 

him to Akers and then, I left. Should've let the brat die." 

"Want me to call and find out how it went?" Kyle offered. 

"Good idea. Call Julie." 

Kyle picked up the phone and dialed the number, but there 

was no answer. 

After being flown by private jet to Seattle, Washington, 

Sean Donovan was admitted to Cardinals Pediatric hospital 

just outside of the city. Due to Seattle's colder seasons, 

the Visitors had been unable to invade the city and Donovan 

hoped that they would not choose to do so, or at least until 

his son was recovered enough to go back home. 

The boy remained in a coma for the passing week. Each day 

Donovan sat by his bedside waiting for him to wake up. 

There was never a change, and the boy grew weaker. For the 

first time in his life, Donovan found himself saying prayers 

to a God that he had never known. 

In the meantime, New York City had become a death trap. 

Anyone who tried to leave the city fell to the hands of the 

Visitors. Although he watched the news still, Donovan was 

vaguely aware of the world around him. All that seemed to 

matter in these moments in time, was giving his son the will 

to live by talking to him, reminding him of the good 

times that they had shared as father and son not so long 

ago. 

Chapter Thirteen: The Last Straw

The golden sunlight came into the office window, casting a 

beautiful array of color across Julie's desk. She sat in 

her chair thinking about the future day ahead. So many 

changes had come about in her personal and professional life 

these past few weeks that she was becoming overwrought with 

fears and anxieties. The worst of the bad news had come 

just this morning when the news broadcast announced that due 

to the recent Visitor occupation of Sweden, no Nobel prizes 

would be awarded this year. Julie would not receive the award 

that she'd longed for after all. The announcement had 

crushed her spirits, causing her to become even more 

determined than ever to help rid the world of the Visitors. 

The new red dust project had been declared complete as of 

yesterday. It had been a lot sooner than anyone, including 

Nathan, expected. Once again, Julie, with the help of a 

few other gifted scientists, had found the answer to solving 

the worlds main problem, getting rid of the Visitors. She 

could hardly wait to tell Nathan the good news. But he was 

in a meeting and would not be bothered. 

Her mind shifted to other worries, the ones that she had 

fought so hard not to think about. She could not help but 

to wonder why Dr. Joe Akers had not called her with the 

results from her latest blood test. She was still sick 

from time to time. A home pregnancy test she'd taken 

yesterday morning had turned up negative, which was just as 

well. The last thing she wanted to do right now was to 

burden Donovan with another child. 

She eventually grew tired of waiting for Nathan so she 

went to see him instead. Without knocking, she slipped out 

into his office where he was in conference with Lydia, not 

Diana. 'Diana probably didn't have the nerve to face him 

after what she did to Sean' she thought. 

Nathan looked up at his top researcher and gave her an 

apologetic smile. "Oh, I'm sorry, Julie. I forgot that you 

wanted to speak with me." 

She turned away in discouragement. "It's okay, I can come 

back later." 

"Hey, wait," he said and she obliged. "There's somebody 

I'd like you to meet. Julie, this is Lydia, the Visitors 

Chief of Security." 

She nodded at the blond Visitor. But Lydia spoke up first. 

"Julie and I've made one another's acquaintance before. 

She and Mr. Hamilton Tyler left my officers and I naked 

near a town called Crows Fork this past summer." 

It almost took a minute for Julie to realize that not only 

had the Visitor managed to humiliate her, but blew her cover 

as well. 'And just when I thought the day couldn't get any 

worse!', she thought angrily. 

"What is it you wanted to see me about?!" Nathan snapped. 

She could tell that she was going to catch hell here very 

shortly. "Walker and I completed the task. I'll be in my 

office." 

She went back into the room, and started to recall data on 

the computer. Her hands shaking, she attempted to 

remember the simple procedure. Finally, she had the code. 

But much to her dismay, the display monitor prompted: DATA 

DOES NOT EXIST!! 

After removing the disk and checking for flaws, Julie 

tried again. The screen flashed: DISK MALFUNCTION!! 

DISCARD IMMEDIATELY!! 

"What the hell?" she groaned. 

There was a soft knock on her office door which led to 

the hallway outside. 

"Come in." 

Two of her colleagues emerged bearing a bouquet of flowers 

and a greeting card. 

"Livvy and I thought that you might be down with the 

cancellation of the Nobel Award Ceremonies. These are for 

you," Karyn Sears said, then gave her the roses. 

Julie, touched by the sentiment, smiled. She fought back 

a tear or two and, then regathered her composure. 

Olivia Draper gave her a pat on the back. "Everyone knows 

that you deserved that award, and those who don't will 

remember you for helping to rid the world of the Visitors." 

Suddenly, the door leading to Nathan Bates office swung 

open and he walked through. From the expression on his 

face, the three women could tell that he was piqued over 

something. His angry glare caught the two newcomers. 

"OUT!!" He pointed to the door. Karen and Olivia 

obliged. Nathan turned to Julie with only one question. 

"Give me one good reason why I shouldn't have you arrested 

for insubordination right now?" 

He didn't wait for her to give an answer. "I PUT MY TRUST 

IN YOU!!" 

She cut him off figuring honesty was the best policy in 

this situation. "I was worried about Donovan. Lydia had 

captured him and I couldn't let her kill him." 

"You're a traitor, Julie-" he began. 

"WHY?!!" she stood up, and her temper flared. "For 

helping the resistance rid the Visitors from the world? 

Aren't we doing the same thing here?" 

"It is not the same and you know it." 

"The hell it isn't!" she said bitterly. "This red dust 

you told me to make will kill the Visitors. The resistance 

kills Visitors too. But you say they're wrong for doing 

that! Isn't that contradiction?" 

"Julie," he said. "Get your stuff, go home, before you 

cause me to do something we'll both regret. And don't think 

about leaving the city. I'll find you." 

Once Nathan was gone, Julie began to gather her things. 

The soft, ivory, satin, sheets were not enough to keep 

Miranda warm. She reached down to the bedside for her cover 

as Elias pressed his body against hers. She turned to him 

for a kiss, but he put his head on her shoulder. She laid 

back against the pillows and held him. They stayed that way 

for a while, feeling secure in one another's arms. 

Miranda was ten years older than Elias, but he didn't 

seem to mind. It had been much too long since he'd been with 

anybody and certainly no one as beautiful as she was. And 

he needed someone to take the pain of losing his father 

away. 

"What are you thinking about?" he asked and kissed her 

brown skin. 

"About how much I adore you," she smiled. "And about the 

menu changes I'm going to make." 

"Menu changes?" 

She sat up. "Elias, do you realize that we have no 

Mexican cuisine at all?" 

"I figured it'd give our lizard friends heartburn," he 

teased. 

"I'm serious!" She poked him playfully in the ribs. "My 

Grandma Rosita used to make the best enchiladas this side of 

the border. I still make em from time to time." 

"Well, I suppose I could consider it." 

"Can I do anything to help encourage you?" she grinned. 

"Maybe later, Miranda. I gots to get back to the Club." 

After a quick kiss on the cheek, Elias dressed, and went 

away. Miranda pondered the moments that they'd shared this 

past week, and could think of only one word to describe 

them. That was sensational. 

Donovan watched the patterns on Sean's heart monitor as if 

he were trying to interpret their meaning. He wondered if 

his son would ever come out of this endless sleep. And if he 

did, would he still be as hateful towards his father as he 

had been in the past? Still, Donovan had to hold on to the 

belief that there just might be hope. Sean seemed to be the 

only thing worth fighting for anymore. 

The boy awoke suddenly and looked down at his father. 

"Hey, kiddo," Donovan said. "How are you feeling?" 

Sean immediately began to pull on the i.v. tubes 

that were attached to his wrists. 

"Hey, don't do that!" Donovan began. "You'll die." 

"Where have you taken me? I want to go back-" 

With a sudden force, Donovan restrained his son's arms and the 

i.v. monitor gave a loud ring. The nurse rushed in. 

"Let me go!" Sean demanded. 

"Don't pull them out!" Donovan warned. He released his son 

and Sean stood up from his bed, but he found that he was too 

weak to make it to the door then, Donovan quickly tried to help 

his son back onto the bed. 

"Get away from me, I don't want your help!" Sean shouted 

as he tried hard to push him away. 

Donovan backed off as Sean crawled into the bed. He tried 

not to let his son's resentment get to him, but the pain was 

still there in his heart. 

"I'm sorry Sir, visiting hours are over," the grey headed 

woman said. 

He glanced over at Sean as he put on his coat. "I'll be 

back first thing tomor-" 

"Don't bother," said Sean, not looking at his father. 

Donovan sighed and then found his way back to the outside 

parking lot. He somehow sensed that his battle in helping 

Sean overcome the conversion would be a long one. And where 

would he get the money to provide therapy? He couldn't 

allow Julie to keep paying these medical bills. He had to 

get a job somehow. 

The warmth of the afternoon sun felt good on Donovans back 

as he spread out leisurely onto the large blanket that he 

had brought along for this outing. He had always enjoyed 

coming to the beach in Santa Monica with Julie. Donovan 

smiled up at her as she sat down beside him. 

"I'm glad you took the time off from work. I have something 

important I want to ask you." 

She stared at him blankly as he went on. He took her hand 

stroking it affectionately. "Julie, I know it seems 

impossible. But I really think that we can make it work. I 

want you to be my wife." 

Her blue eyes sparkled and he was not sure if she would 

cry. She hesitated to answer, but then spoke. "Mike, I 

don't know what to say. I mean, I'm really flattered, but-" 

she broke off as if she weren't sure if she should give him 

the excuse. 

"But what?" he demanded anxiously. 

"I don't love you anymore. I'm going to move to New York 

with Jimmy and marry-" 

"Don't say it," he got up suddenly. "Please don't say 

it." 

This wasn't what he'd expected to hear at all. The words 

sunk in weighing heavily on his heart and his soul. He had 

argued with his own mind for a long time about making this 

marriage proposal. He'd been wary, unsure if he should 

marry again since his first marriage had ended in a divorce. 

Finally, he'd found the one true person that he could share 

the rest of his life with and she was in love with another 

man! 

"Donovan, wake up." 

Donovan stirred and was relieved to find that his so 

called heart wrenching reality had only been a dream. He 

looked around and found himself inside of Sean's hospital 

room and Deniese Daltry was there too. It was the next 

morning. He had returned to Sean's hospital room in the 

middle of the night after six long hours of sleeplessness. 

A new nurse understood his concern and had let him the room. 

"What were you dreaming? You looked so serious." 

Deniese smiled at him. 

He shrugged as he sat up and stretched. "What brings you 

to Seattle, Deniese?" 

She took an empty chair next to him as she spoke. "Howard 

K. Smith and I are doing interviews with the local 

resistance for the freedom network. They said you were 

here. Do you want to go get some coffee? You look like you 

could use a cup." 

"Sure," Donovan replied. The two of them drove to a nearby 

restaurant and talked over two cups of coffee, and some 

doughnuts. 

Deniese sat back and looked at Donovan, stricken by his parlor 

and fatigue. "You haven't slept much lately, have you?" 

He shook his head. 

"You've been worried about Sean? How is he?" 

"As well as can be expected, I guess." 

Donovan tried to answer all of her questions, and fill her 

in on the most current situations of the resistance, but he 

hadn't heard from any of them in a week, and could give 

only a few small details about their troubles with the Kepstroff 

disaster. He had been surprised to learn that Julie had 

been exposed as well. 

"I want to do an interview with her," Deniese informed 

him. "Do you think she would do it?" 

"Probably," he said, picking at the jelly filled pastry 

with a plastic utensil. Deniese watched him closely as he 

delivered four teaspoons of sugar into his coffee. 

"Uh, Mike-" 

"Oh," he caught himself and stared into the cup knowing 

that he'd ruined the beverage. Feeling foolish, he returned 

to the prior subject. "I have Julie's number if you want 

it." 

"You can give it to me later. Do you want a ride back to 

wherever you're staying?" 

"Sure. But, where are you staying? Will I see you 

again?" 

"Oh, it's a little town about an hour away from here," she 

smiled. "Maybe I can take you to dinner tonight?." 

"I'd like that," he said and looked at his watch. "Isn't 

that kind of a long drive, just for dinner?" 

She sipped her coffee thoughtfully. "Oh, I don't mind. 

I've missed you since you came to visit in New York last 

summer. Of course, you do know that offer still stands. I'd 

love to have you as my co-anchor." 

"Yeah, but, unfortunately New York isn't exactly a safe 

city anymore and it looks like I'll be standing trial here 

shortly," he got up and they began to walk towards the front 

door. 

Once they reached his hotel, Donovan turned on the televi- 

son to find the latest news. But there was nothing new on 

the situation at home. 

"Are you worried about that too?" Deniese asked, handing 

him a canned soda that she had retrieved from a machine on 

the way up. 

"I'd like to know more about what's going on," he 

admitted as he turned off the television. 

"What you need to do is rest." Deniese put her hands on 

his shoulders and began to massage them. "Boy, are you 

tense." 

He smiled enjoying the sensation. "Where'd you learn how 

to give a massage like that?" 

"Believe it or not, I minored in anatomy." 

"No way," he teased as he turned to face her. Their eyes 

met and she leaned closer to steal a kiss. He cooperated 

wanting to feel for someone else the way he'd been feeling 

about Julie. But, his relationship with Julie was over. It 

was time to move on. 

No matter how hard he tried to deny it, making love to 

Deniese Daltry was not making love at all. But, he continued 

for her sake. He didn't know how to tell her that he didn't 

feel right about it because, he still had feelings for 

Julie. When it was over, he held Deniese close and closed 

his eyes, trying not to notice how different this womans body 

felt against his own. Deniese Daltry was by far not very 

petite at all at 5'7. Of course, she was older than him too 

having just celebrated a birthday and turning forty-two. 

Together, they drifted off to sleep. 

"Looks like we're all in deep shit," said Maggie 

Blodgett as she turned off the television set in the 

resistance headquarters. 

"What do you think they'll give us, life in prison?" 

Kyle said. 

"They'll probably go easy on you since you're his kid," 

Damon said sarcastically. 

"Man, why don't you just shut the hell up?!" 

Rosie Sanchez poured herself a cup of coffee and then 

sat next to Julie on the couch. 

"Hey, I thought you were supposed to be on some sort 

of special terms with Bates," she began. "Why would he-" 

"I'm not in the mood, Rosie, okay?" Julie asked 

looking as if though she were going to cry. 

Maggie caught her expression. "Julie, what's wrong?" 

"My life! Everything!," she exclaimed as a few 

tears escaped down her cheeks. "I'm leaving." 

She abruptly left the room and no one followed. 

"Well since we lost two of our leaders that leaves 

you, Ham," Maggie looked over at him. "Got any of your 

brilliant ideas?" 

Ham was annoyed with the rest of them, He didn't 

understand how they could let fear get in the way of 

defeating the Visitors. 

"NOTHINGS CHANGED HERE, PEOPLE!! WE DO WHAT WE'VE ALWAYS 

DONE, WE FIGHT BACK!" 

"But, Ham, we can't do that. They'll put us away for 

sure," Maggie argued. 

"That's why we've got to find a new headquarters where 

Bates can't track us down," he said glaring at her. 

"Well, I'm sure Elias will be grateful for that," Chris 

sighed. "I think we oughtta start lookin'." 

"And live like fugitives?" Damon protested. 

"Some of us already do," Maggie reminded him. "But if you 

want out, you'd better get out now." Her tone sounded 

threatening. She had to admit to herself that she was 

more than a little tired of the situation. 

"I think we all oughtta go home and get some shut 

eye," Chris said intentionally as he looked at his wife. 

"Well, I'll meet you there," she replied. "I'm gonna 

go talk to Julie, try to cheer her up." 

"I'll walk you to your car." He offered his arm and 

she took it. Together, they strolled up the stairs. 

Juliet Parrish was just getting ready for bed when 

her doorbell rang. Finding Maggie Blodgett outside of her 

apartment surprised her. 

"Oh, hi, Maggie. Come in. Is something wrong?" 

The nurse stepped passed her and then turned to look 

at her friend and immediately noticed the red puffiness 

around her eyes. She could tell that Julie had been crying 

a lot. 

"That's what I came to ask you," Maggie explained. 

Julie ran a hand through her hair as she turned away 

and said, "I don't suppose I've been acting like myself 

lately. But, you didn't have to drive all the way out 

here just to check up on me." 

"That's what friends are for," Maggie smiled. "I'm 

worried about you." 

Julie shook her head a little, "I'm just stressed, 

that's all. Nothing to worry about." 

She sat down on the couch and Maggie sat too asking her, 

"Do you still have that stomach flu on top of all this?" 

"Yeah. I went back to the doctor today. Maybe that's 

what's bothering me." 

"Well, I hope it's nothing terminal. I mean you've 

been fighting it for nearly a month now." 

Julie put her hands to her eyes again as she began to 

cry. Maggie reached out to hold her. 

"My God, Julie. What is it?" 

"I'm pregnant," Julie finally said after a few sobs. 

Maggie smiled and giggled. "And you really had me 

worried! Did you call Mike yet and tell him?" 

She shook her head . "I don't think that's a 

good idea. I mean, I don't even know if I should have it." 

"What do you mean, you don't know if you think you 

should have it?" 

"Well, I don't know how I'm going to raise a baby in 

prison. That's 'if' they let me keep it. And as far 

as Mike's concerned, I mean you know he has to be worried 

about Sean and-" 

"Yeah, but, he still loves you," Maggie protested. 

"And he has a right to know." 

"But, what if we both go to jail?" 

Maggie shrugged her shoulders. "I don't know, Julie. 

But you two really need to make this decision together. 

You have no idea how lucky you are. Chris and I can't 

have children of our own. And if worse comes to worse, 

well, then you've got family and friends who would take 

care of the baby for you." 

"I suppose you're right," she said. "I still don't 

know how to tell him." 

As if giving the obvious answer, Maggie picked up 

the receiver off of the telephone and gave it to Julie. 

"No, I can't tell him over the phone. Besides, it's 

late and he's probably asleep," she said as she hung it up. 

"I'll just wait til he comes back." 

"Yeah, but, nobody knows when that will be. You might 

not even have to say anything. You might even be 

showing a little by then." 

"I don't know. I just think I should tell him in person," 

she paused for a beat, mentally trying to come up with a 

solution. "Do me a favor." 

"What's that?" 

"Fly me to Seattle?" 

"What, tonight?" Maggie jeered. "That's insane!" 

"I'm serious," Julie said giving her a look. "We'll 

be back by tomorrow evening. I just have to know if he 

cares." 

"Ham's not going to like this," Maggie groaned. 

"So, you won't go?" 

"No, that's the good part," she corrected. "But, I'm 

not going to tell Ham that we're taking the plane." 

"Why don't we just call Chris when we get to the air 

strip so he doesn't worry?" Julie asked as she got up 

from the couch. "I'm going to go freshen up. Would 

you call the resistance group in Seattle and tell 

them that we're coming?" 

"Sure." 

It was an eleven hour flight from Santa Monica to 

Seattle and Julie had slept most of the way there. She 

felt bad for Maggie who obviously looked like she'd missed 

an entire night of sleep. After freshening up at the Seattle 

resistance base, Julie and Maggie set off in the car that 

Al Whittingham had lent them. 

Julie drove to Mike's hotel letting Maggie take a cat nap 

on the way there. She hoped that Donovan had not already 

left to visit Sean. She let Maggie wait in the car while 

she went to the hotel room. She knocked on the door. But 

no one answered right away. 

"Mike, where are you?" she sang knowing that he was 

there because she could hear the television set. 

The door swung open, but it wasn't Mike Donovan 

standing to greet her. It was Deniese Daltry, who was 

clothed in only the bed sheet. 

"Juliet Parrish?" the older woman asked. "Mike's in 

the shower. We were going to go out for breakfast at this 

Bobs two blocks south from here. Why don't you meet us 

there?" 

"Sure," Julie said feeling her heart sink down to the 

pit of her stomach. She would rather go back home and not 

face Mike at all. She had no idea that he had feelings 

for any other woman, let alone Deniese Daltry. "See you in 

a while." She retreated back to the car. 

Chapter Fourteen: When All Else Fails, Kill Your Enemy!

It was obvious to see the financial devastation and the 

havoc that Diana's computer virus had wreaked on Science 

Frontiers. Nathan Bates had even lost all of the formulas 

to the new red dust that he had pushed his researchers to 

find. 

'I'm losing', Nathan thought as he puffed on his cigar. 

Somehow, he was wondering if maybe all the turmoil were some 

sort of pay back from God for all the horrible things that 

he had said and done to his wife. If only he had someone to 

talk to... His son was now his enemy. And so was the woman 

whom he'd usually confided in. Nathan found it hard to 

accept that Julie had used him the way that she had. 

So what more could he do? Stand by and let everything 

that he'd worked so hard to achieve be taken away? For the 

first time in his life, he actually pondered whether or not 

his motives in keeping Los Angeles a free city were 

justifiable. Sadly, he knew the truth. But, it was much 

too late to turn the situation around. Diana was winning 

and he had been made a fool of. 

Approximately fifteen minutes passed before Deniese and 

Donovan joined Maggie and Julie at the Bobs Big Boy on 

Washington Avenue. It was hard for Donovan not to notice 

the unmistakable hurt look in Julie's eyes. If anything 

were true in this relationship, it was the fact that he 

deeply regretted having slept with Deniese Daltry. But, 

what was harder for him to swallow was that Julie knew about 

it! 

'Why had she come here anyways?' he asked wondered. 

Still, he couldn't bring himself to ask her or even keep eye 

contact with her. 

"Boy, it must be my lucky day," Deniese said to Julie. 

'I'll bet,' Julie thought to herself. 

Deniese continued. "I was just telling Donovan yesterday 

that I want to do an interview with you." 

"Why did you come?," Donovan added. 

Julie shrugged. "We thought you might be lonely. And 

besides, we were wondering about Sean." 

"We?" Maggie whispered in her ear. 

Julie flashed her a look and then turned back towards 

Deniese. "I don't know about staying for an interview. We 

have to get our plane back before Ham Tyler gets suspicious." 

"Well, I can arrange to have somebody fly you back later 

if Maggie needs to get the plane back," The Newswoman 

offered. 

"I don't know, Miss Daltry. I really wasn't supposed to 

leave Los Angeles. I'm under house arrest. If Nathan finds 

out that I came here-" 

"We wouldn't have to say where we're broadcasting from," 

Deniese reminded her. 

A curly headed waitress came to their table to take the 

order. "Hi, my name is Jackie. I'll be your waitress. 

What can I get for you?" She looked at Julie first. 

"I'm not really hungry. Actually, I lost my appetite. 

Just coffee will be fine." 

Donovan wondered if Julie was trying to hint an insult 

towards Deniese as if she were sickened at the thought of 

him with her. When they were done placing their orders, he 

spoke up. 

"Bates put you under house arrest? For saving Sean's 

life?" 

"That's not what they've been saying on tele-" Deniese 

began. 

Julie interrupted ignoring Deniese and answering Donovan's 

question. "I didn't get fired that day. You see, for some 

reason he had a meeting with Lydia and she ended up telling 

him about crows fork and how I took their uniforms, and left 

them up there naked," she smiled. "I guess she got me 

back. She humiliated me and blew my cover too." 

"Yeah, but you could've denied it," he said. 

"I lost my temper instead. I'm sick of hiding how I feel 

and pretending to be something I'm not." 

He nodded. "One brave lady indeed." 

"What you need is a good lawyer," Deniese said, moments 

later as she spread some jam onto her toast. 

"I'm sure she can afford one," Maggie said. 

"Bates paid me for the toxin project," Julie explained 

with not a single hint of remorse. 

"Then it's finished?," Donovan asked. 

"Was finished," she corrected. "Diana planted a computer 

virus at Science Frontiers. It wiped out everything." 

"So you did all that hard work for nothing?" 

"I got paid for it," she said uncaringly. "Anyways, 

Nathan deserves what she's putting him through." 

He laughed. "You sound like you mean it." 

"I do." 

"How about that interview, Dear?" Deniese asked. 

To Juie, being called "Dear" by Mikes significant other 

was like putting salt on an open wound. She suddenly began 

to feel even more uncomfortable than she had been. But she 

would not take the incident in stride. 

"I guess so," she agreed. "But, do me a favor. Don't 

call me dear. You sound like my mother." 

"She's probably not that much older than I am. You seem 

rather young. Pete Forsythe said that you were the 

resistance leader a few years ago. But I pictured you in 

your thirties. How old are you, twenty-five?" 

"Twenty-eight," she said. She'd had just about enough of 

Deniese Daltry for one day. "And my Mother is fifty-two." 

"You know," Deniese said. "When I was in college, I 

babysat for a Pierre and Constance Parrish in Manhattan. 

You wouldn't by any chance be-" she began unaware that she 

was adding insult to injury. 

"Yeah, I'm their daughter," Julie admitted. "Actually, I 

think I do remember you. You weren't very nice to us." 

"I thought you were quite a spoiled child." 

"You used to babysit her?" Donovan looked at Deniese. 

"Interesting isn't it? I'll bet that makes you feel 

pretty old too, Donovan," Julie said sarcastically. 

"Behave," Maggie said to her. 

"Did I miss something?," Deniese wondered, then peered 

down at her Timex watch. "Julie, I have to get back to the 

Seattle base for a while. I was supposed to take care of 

some things yesterday, but got tied up, so to speak. 

However, if you could be available for that interview around 

five or so, we can get it done before Pete picks me up later 

this evening." 

"Maggie and I really have to get back as soon as 

possible," Julie said, trying to worm her way out of it. 

"As I said, if the planes not there and Ham finds out-" 

"Well," she smiled, "Why don't you let Maggie take your 

plane back now? I can drop her off at the base and I can 

always have Pete fly you back first thing tomorrow." 

"Okay," Julie reluctantly agreed. 

Maggie gave her a second glance. "Are you sure you're 

feeling all right?" 

"I'm sure I'll manage." 

"If you're ready, Maggie," Deniese said, then turned back 

to Julie as she got up. "I'll be back around five to pick 

you up. Where should I meet you?" 

"If you want, you can use my hotel room to get ready for 

the interview," Donovan said. 

Julie looked at Deniese. "I guess I'll be there." 

"Okay, nice meeting you, Doctor Parrish. See you later, 

Michael." Deniese kissed his cheek and then walked away with 

Maggie. 

"Are you sure you don't anything to eat?" Donovan asked. 

"Positive," Julie said lacking expression. "I haven't 

been feeling well lately. Probably nerves from all this 

shit with Nathan." 

"You came up here to escape all of that?" 

Finally, she looked up at him. "And take care of those 

bills, like I said I would." 

"Hey, I'm going to pay you every penny of it back, I 

swear," he told her. "I really don't feel comfortable 

taking the money from you." 

"We've been over it, Donovan," he said, making it clear that 

she did not want to discuss it any further. "Are you ready 

to go up to see Sean?" 

He shrugged. 

"Has he come out of the coma?" 

"Yeah, I think I liked it better when he was in it." 

"Now that's a terrible thing to say!" 

Donovan sat there silently for a few seconds, feeling 

awkward. Finally, he got up the nerve to ask her what he'd 

been dying to find out since her arrival. 

"Can I ask you something personal?" 

She nodded. 

"Did you come up here hoping for a reconciliation?" 

"I don't know. I guess I know now," she said sullenly. 

"Are you ready to go up to the hospital?" 

"Hey, hey," he begged. "I wasn't finished. I think we 

should talk-" 

"I'd rather not." 

"I really am sorry. But you're the one who said it was 

over!" 

"You're right. I did, and it was my mistake for coming up 

here and thinking other wise. I missed you." 

She was on the verge of tears, but couldn't bring 

herself to tell him the truth. She knew that if they stayed 

another minute, she would break down in front of all these 

strangers, humiliating both herself and Donovan. 

He shook his head. "You didn't make a mistake, Julie. I 

did. I love you." 

She glared at him. "Don't say it, okay? You can't erase 

the past by saying I love you. It doesn't work that way. I 

know I couldn't go to bed with someone I didn't care about. 

That's the difference between us," she said bitterly, 

grabbing her purse, and getting out of the booth. 

Donovan hesitated, stunned by her remark. 

"Are you coming, or not?!" she demanded. 

Angry, he followed her out to the car. 

Aboard one of the two New York Mother ships, a group of 

Visitors met in secret. The leader of the newly formed 

Fifth Column took his stand as their speaker. 

"Now, we all know why we're here, to rebel against our 

people. I've called this meeting today so that we may be 

able to figure out how to help the humans in their fight 

against Diana and those who are on her side." 

All together, there were fifty turncoats at this meeting. 

With the sudden growing numbers of Fifth Columnists on ships 

around the world, they were gaining hope that somehow, with 

joined efforts, they might be able to overthrow their 

government. 

"Does anybody here know how to contact the local 

resistance group?," he asked. 

A female officer rose her hand. 

"Go ahead, Mina," he ordered. 

She stood up and spoke. "They call themselves White 

Christmas. Their leader is Doctor Peter Forsythe. He is 

currently employed by a Hannah Donnenfield who is also with 

the resistance movement. They both work at her research 

company in Long Island called Brook Cove Laboratories." 

"All right then," Jonas cut her off before she gave out 

too much information. He knew that not every Fifth 

Columnist was truly legit. 

"I need someone to contact them and explain our situation. 

Do I have any volunteers?" 

"Jonas, I'll go," a male replied. 

"Okay, then. Take Bashir with you. You'll need to wear 

human clothing. Of course, you do realize that there is a 

possibility that they may not trust you?" 

"I'll take that chance," Garry replied. 

"Very well then, I'll send you tomorrow. In the meantime, 

don't anybody say anything about our meeting to anybody 

else. You can not trust anybody. You are all dismissed." 

Miranda and Elias sat off in one corner of the room in the 

resistance headquarters beneath the Club Creole while Ham, 

Chris, Kyle, Elizabeth, Robin, Rosie, Dan, William, and 

Damon gathered at the meeting table. 

"Where's Maggie?," Ham Tyler asked. "She was supposed to 

be here already." 

"Well you see boss," Chris began, unsure if he really 

wanted to answer. "She and Julie decided to pay Donovan a 

visit." 

"How's that?" 

"The plane." 

Ham nearly lost what little calm he had left. "They took 

our plane?! They'd better hope that they have a good excuse 

when they get back!!" 

"Maybe Juliet missed her boyfriend," Rosie suggested. 

"Better be a better excuse than that," Ham said disgustedly. 

"Why are you so cold hearted, Senior Tyler? You don't 

believe in romance do you?" Miranda called from the couch, 

as she squeezed Elias' hand. 

"Not when our operation is at stake!" 

Maggie Blodgett tiptoed down the steps, not wanting to be 

noticed. 

"What the hell were you thinking?!!" Ham shouted at her. 

"Easy, Ham," Chris warned. "That's my wife." 

"Don't start your crap, Ham," Maggie said. 

"Well, I'm gonna yell at somebody!" 

"Where's Julie?" Robin asked. 

"She's in Seattle," Maggie said looking over at her. 

"Deniese Daltrey wanted to interview her for the Freedom 

Network." 

"Is that why she went up there?," Ham wanted to know. 

"Not exactly." 

"Then she and I are going to have a talk when she comes 

back." 

She sat down after giving Chris a hug. "I didn't know 

that Mike left you in charge, Ham. How do you think he's 

going to react when he finds out the way you treated Julie 

because she wanted to talk to him?" 

"We can't let personal feelings control our lives. 

There's too much at stake here!" 

"Ham," she sighed, "You know, some things are that 

important. Just leave the woman alone, okay? Did you guys 

find a new base or something?" 

"Nah," Chris explained. "Looks like we'll have to be 

pretty far out of the city. But most of it is lizard 

domain." 

"Maybe when Julie comes back, she'll know where we can 

go. She's always been good at that sort of thing." 

"Oh no," said Tyler. "She's not coming with us. Not as 

long as Bates has these charges against her. She can stay 

in Santa Monica as far as I'm concerned." 

"Speak of the devil," Maggie said looking at Julie who 

had just come in the room. "How'd you beat me here?" 

"They have a shuttle craft," she said taking off her 

shoes. 

"Did you do that interview?" 

"Yeah." 

"Did you get a chance to talk to Mike?" 

"Mmm-hmm." 

Maggie could tell by the expression on her face, that the 

conversation had not gone well at all. "Do you want to 

talk? We can go upstairs." 

"Not really." 

"Come on," Maggie insisted and, Julie followed her into 

the next room. "You didn't tell him, did you?" 

Again, she shook her head. "I think I'll go have the 

abortion tomorrow." 

Maggie gave her a sincere look. "I'll go with you if you 

want me to." 

"Thanks," she said. Maggie hugged her. Then they went 

back to join the others. 

"So when's Gooder coming back?" Ham asked. 

"They're just waiting to make sure that Sean's stable," 

Julie explained. "Look, if it's all the same to you guys, I 

think I'll go home. Do you need a ride, Robin?" 

"Sure," she said. 

"I'll pick you up around nine, Maggie," Julie added. 

Tomorrow morning came and so did another meeting with 

Diana. Nathan crossed the room angrily. 

"I'm doing everything I can,Diana! What more do you want 

me to do?" 

"I don't see the resistance behind bars!" 

He turned to face her. "There will be a trial. It takes 

time!" 

Diana frowned. "I'm afraid that that is not good enough 

Mr. Bates. Now, you're pushing me to my limits, and my 

patience is wearing very thin. Who's to say that I can't 

reinvade Los Angeles right now?" 

"Nobody, I guess?" 

"Maybe you?" she smiled and shook her head. "I 

don't think so. Not unless you've got an adequate supply of 

red toxin to kill my people. Then, I'll just have to send 

more. And I will. More ships are on their way right now. 

You see, it is a vicious cycle, Nathan, dear. And you have 

lost." She looked at him waiting for a response. He said 

nothing, and didn't even look at her. "What's this? No 

denial for me?" 

"GET OUT!!" he screamed. 

"I have something else I need to attend to first." She 

came near him. 

"What's that?" 

"Your death." 

Nathan tried to hit the security alarm concealed under his 

desk, but Diana shot him. Then left him alone to die...

Chapter Fifteen: A Son's Sorrow 

There is an old saying that goes "When a person dies, 

their whole life flashes before their eyes". For Nathan 

Bates this saying had become reality. He visualized himself 

as a small boy, growing up on his fathers ranch in Arizona. 

And then as a young man in love with a beautiful woman. 

They married and she gave him a son. He majored in business 

management, and built a scientific empire. His family grew 

distant from him as he became a stranger to them. 

Obsessed with wealth and power, Nathan had become a spitting 

image of his own father. And just like his father, he had been 

the cause of his wife's mental breakdown. Only a year ago, 

Nathan had become the one man who held the fate of the world 

in his hands. With that came more strains on his relation- 

ship with his son. 

Kyle had rebelled against his father's wishes by fighting 

for what he believed in. Nathan only wished that he would 

have taken the time to make amends with his son before 

it was too late. 

He watched himself lie still as his spirit descended from 

his body. There was Kyle, by his bedside, sobbing in grief 

and telling his how sorry he was for what they had lacked in 

their relationship. 

"We have to disconnect the monitor now," a blond nurse 

said softly. 

Kyle slowly lifted his head in denial. "No, you have to 

save him. You can't just let him die!!" 

There were tears running down his cheeks. 

"He's gone, I'm sorry-" 

"NO!!" he screamed, leaning closer to the corpse. "C'mon, 

Dad. Don't leave me!" 

Nathan Bates did not move. The nurse stood by and did 

nothing as reality struck the young man. 

"But we were supposed to make up, I'm sorry dad. I just 

want you to know I'm sorry." Kyle cried and carried on 

like this for a few minutes until technicians came, removing 

all of the tubes from Nathan Bates' lifeless body. Kyle 

could not stand to watch, so he left the hospital. 

There was an unbearable feeling of emptiness within him. 

Except for having Elizabeth, he really was alone. He 

thought about breaking the news to his mother, and wondered 

if she were even sane enough to understand. He did not 

think so. It was something that he would have to deal with 

at another time. For now, getting over the shock of losing 

his father was a task in itself. 

"What do you mean, no?!" Julie asked Joe Akers as 

he sat before her, within the walls of his office in Santa 

Monica. 

The doctor was annoyed by her persistence. Since he 

had began to do 'favors' for her resistance group, he'd 

learned that Julie Parrish was one tough cookie. She never 

took no for an answer. But this time, she could not 

have her way. Not if it meant that he had to put his own 

neck on the line. 

"Abortion is illegal in California," he reminded her. 

"You knew that before you came here!" "But you don't understand, Joe!" 

Akers suddenly got up shoving the wooden stool against 

his desk. "People get raped and conceive unwanted 

children everyday and I can't help any of them. Now maybe 

if you had been raped, I might consider sending you to 

someone who might help. But I know about you and Mike 

and I'm his friend too. I don't think it's right-" 

"Forget it, Joe," Julie said coldly as she slipped out 

of her chair, heading back out towards the lobby. By 

the time she reached her car, she was in tears. 

To say that she was having a bad day would be 

an understatement. Maggie Blodgett looked at her as she 

got into her VW Rabbit Convertible. "What'd he say?" 

"He said no," Julie answered. 

"What are you going to do?" 

"I don't know." With a sudden thrust, she put the 

car into gear and sped off towards home. 

When she reached her apartment, Robin was making 

breakfast. Julie quickly searched her desk for the 

phone book. Maggie watched her as she thumbed through the 

yellow pages. 

"What are you doing?" 

"I'm going to find somebody who will help me." 

"I don't think there is anybody who can, Julie," 

Maggie said softly. "Maybe you ought to reconsider-?" 

"Reconsider what?!" she shouted. "The fact that Mike's 

been over a thousand miles away, and sleeping with that 

woman? Did you hear what she said? She used to babysit me 

for Gods sake!" 

"Is that what's bothering you?" Maggie looked at 

her accusingly. "Julie, c'mon! You don't think he loves 

her do you?" 

"I don't know. I don't want to know," she pouted. 

"But I do know that it hurts like hell. I want the pain 

to stop and I don't know how!" 

Maggie shook her head as Julie went on. "I don't even 

want to be here when he comes back. But I h-have to because 

of this damned trial, which doesn't make any sense-" 

"Do you think that you'll have to go on trial since 

Kyle's dad was murdered?" Robin asked innocently. 

"What?" Julie approached her and took a napkin to 

wipe the tears away from her face. 

Robin realized that neither of them had any idea what 

she was talking about. "Diana shot Nathan Bates. He's 

dead." 

"Where'd you hear that, Robin?" she asked with 

sudden concern and interest. 

"It's been on the news," Robin explained. "Are you 

okay?" 

The woman wiped her eyes again. The phone rang and 

she answered it. 

"Well it looks like you didn't need that interview. 

I'm glad to see you're off the hook, Doc," Mike Donovan 

told her. 

"Nobody's said for sure." 

"C'mon, have some faith, Julie. I do. Hey, I was 

wondering if you could do me a favor. I've been trying 

to get a hold of Ham." 

"What's that?" 

"Tell him that I need somebody to come get us 

Friday afternoon. They're gonna release Sean." 

"Okay." Her voice cracked and she couldn't help it. 

"Are you okay, Julie? You sound upset." 

"I'm great," she lied. "I'll have Ham get back with 

you with those flight arrangements, okay?" 

"Thanks." 

"Goodbye." She hung up the phone and raced to her 

television set, obviously anxious to watch the news. 

The only thing that had been confirmed was that Nathan 

Bates no longer existed. 

"Julie, I've got to get home," Maggie told her. 

"I'll call you later and see how you're doing." 

"Thank you for trying to help, Maggie." 

With a nod, the older woman went away. 

"Jim Walker called, said you were supposed to meet him 

for dinner yesterday," Robin said. "Are you still seeing 

him?" 

Julie suddenly realized that she had forgotten 

about Jimmy. He had been a good friend to her for the past 

couple of months, but she knew that his intentions were 

more than friendly. She also knew that her heart was 

aching for only one man right now. A man that she would 

probably never hold again. Still, she had to find a way 

to have an abortion. Or maybe it would be okay to have the 

baby if she did not go to jail? But still, nothing could 

change the fact that Mike had sex with Deniese. How could 

he possibly do that if he really loved Julie? 

"Are you ignoring me?" Robin asked. 

"Huh?" Julie turned to look at her as if the girl 

had interrupted her thoughts. "No, honey. I'm just tired." 

"You are going to call him and apologize, aren't you? 

I mean that was pretty stupid to stand him up like that 

and not say anything. Why'd you go up to see Mike anyways?" 

"Robin, did anybody ever tell you that you ask too 

many damned questions?!" she glared at her. 

"You've been acting pretty weird lately-" 

"No, Robin. I'm acting the way any normal person would 

act after being put through the hell I've had to go through 

for the past week!" 

"It wasn't hell compared to what Diana put us through 

aboard the mothership. You act like the worlds 

falling apart or something just because Mike's in love 

with somebody else? I thought that it was over between 

you two anyways. And besides, the way you've been 

hanging around with Jim. I thought that you were falling in 

love with him. No wonder Mike went off with somebody 

else. He probably thinks that too!" 

Without hesitation, Julie slapped the girl across the 

face very hard. Robin turned away holding her cheek as 

tears came to her eyes. "I will not have you speak to me 

this way in my house. Go live somewhere else!" 

"But Julie, I'm sorry!" the girl begged. 

"NO!" Julie's eyes were filled with rage as she 

spoke. "I have had enough of your shit. I let you live 

here, because I felt sorry for you! But you've been nothing 

but a superficial little bitch since you moved in here, and 

I'm sick of it, Robin!" 

Robin didn't stay around to argue. She went back to 

her bedroom in tears, unsure of where she would go. 

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

"I just simply cannot believe that you killed him," 

Lydia said as she strode across the room to her superior 

officer. "That's as foolish as giving back Donovan's son 

was." 

"I did not give him back!" Diana insisted, pulling her 

dark hair back into a pony tail. Her new wig had been 

irritating her since she had first gotten it the other 

day. 

"Oh, I'm sorry. I forgot," said Lydia, mockingly. 

"He just escaped!" 

"He did not either," Diana glared at her. "I shot him. 

He would even be dead if it weren't for Julie Parrish." 

Lydia giggled. "Oh, Diana, pleased don't start with that 

again. I know, I know, you just can't wait to put her back 

in the conversion chamber again. But you must always 

remember, I am the one who exposed her as a resistance 

leader!" 

"Yes, well, if Nathan Bates had been as smart as 

he thought he was, he would've known," she said. "Did 

you tell Lieutenants James and Greggory that I wish to 

speak with them?" 

"Yes, Diana. They're on their way." 

"Well they'd better get here quickly! I haven't got 

all day!" 

"Dear Diana, I'm sure that their very lives do 

not revolve around you-" 

They were interrupted by the sounds of footsteps. 

Diana pushed on the panel and the door to her quarters 

slid open. "Good evening, gentlemen." 

James and Greggory came near her. "Good evening, 

Diana, Lydia," Greggory said as he turned to face the 

blond. "I'm especially glad to see you." 

Lydia was all too aware of Greggory's apparent 

attraction towards her. However, she was repulsed by his 

charm. She'd favor Peter over him any day. 

Diana cleared her throat, making a hideous sound, 

and getting their attention. "I am leaving for an 

inspection in New York on Thursday afternoon. Lydia, I'm 

leaving you in charge of the ship. James, I want you to make 

sure that we get at least a hundred more troopers stationed in 

the city. And Greggory, I need you to assist with the 

militia on the outskirts. Nobody leaves the city. And I 

want an eight o'clock curfiew established. Do I make 

myself clear?!" 

"Yes Diana," the tree replied in unison. 

"I hate to suggest that you might need help, my dear," 

Lydia began. "But I have a brilliant suggestion." 

"Get on with it," she said impatiently. 

"Well since we're no longer giving this city any 

special treatment, why can't somebody go down to Science 

Frontiers and find out where Julie Parrish is staying?" 

"Okay, Greggory," she gestured to him. "Do as Lydia 

says, this might be the easiest person to capture yet." 

"And it is all because of me," Lydia began. "My, my, 

my. I'm getting rather good at this, aren't I?" 

"Don't let it go to your head, dear," she said 

sarcastically. "Okay, everyone back to your duties. 

Except for Greggory. I wish to speak to you, alone." 

Lydia gave her a dirty look and then exited with 

James. 

Diana paced her quarters as she spoke. "It has come to 

my attention that you are quite fond of Lydia." 

"No, not really," he frowned. 

"I'm afraid I must be a little confused then-" 

He smiled. "Actually I can't stand her. I know 

she doesn't like me very well either. I'm only trying to 

annoy her by the way I treat her. If it bothers you, I 

won't do it anymore." 

She was pleased that he was so willing to please 

her, because she had been rather fond of him herself for 

quite a while. It made her feel even better knowing 

that she was not the only one around who hated Lydia so 

much. 

"If it pleases you then no," she said. 

"Now I am afraid I am the one who is confused." 

"I like you, Greggory," she explained. 

"Oh." He grinned wryly, considering the possibility. 

"How would you like Lydia's position when she leaves?" 

"Leaves, where is she going?" 

"Hopefully back home, if I can find a reason to send 

her there. Would you be willing to help?" "Yes, but how?" 

"I don't know. I'm sure we'll think of something. But 

as for now, I have other business to attend to. You 

are dismissed. And Greggory, if you do capture Julie 

Parrish, I assure you that you will be greatly rewarded." 

He smiled and then turned to leave. Deep inside, he 

was disappointed that she had not asked him to stay 

for a romantic interlude. 'Maybe next time' he thought. 

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

Ham Tyler was not a happy man. He'd found that the 

latest shipment of power packs had been cancelled. The 

resistance had been running low on everything since 

Donovan and Julie had made their distance. Ham hated to 

admit that he could not handle all of this responsibility. 

But sometimes he wondered how they could ever manage. He'd 

called Julie, not too long ago, and had asked her to come 

help. But she said that she didn't feel up to it, whatever 

the hell that meant! So he continued going over other 

possibilities on his list of resistance groups. New York 

was out. The most dependable people in this line of business 

needed all of the weapons that they could get due to their 

own flailing defenses. Ham wondered how soon it would be 

before the Visitors would give Los Angeles the same 

treatment. No matter how much he despised Donovan, he knew 

that he was needed. It was a good thing that Donovan would 

be returning at weeks end. 

Second priority was finding a new resistance base. Ham 

had sent Chris, Dan, and Damon to find a suitable place. He 

only hoped that they would not run into any trouble. So 

alone he was with his thoughts. For some reason,he kept 

thinking about the wife and daughter that he'd 

once had. Were they still alive? How old would Kisu be 

now? Had she married, or even made him a grandfather? 

Or had the Viet Kong spared them at all? Were they even 

still alive? 

"We got one, Ham," Chris announced, coming into the 

secret entrance with the other two. "You ain't seen 

Maggie have you?" 

"No. Where is this place?" 

"Almost two hours north of here in a place called 

Tehachape, on the other side of the mountains." 

"And how far away are the scalies?" 

"About a half hour. This place is a ranch. Only a 

five bedroom farmhouse. I don't know how we can expand if-" 

"It has a barn?" 

"Yeah, ain't no animals, well except for a few cows. 

And the grocery store is at least twenty miles away." 

"Sounds good to me." 

"Getting there is going to be a problem," he said 

cynically. "The Visitors are tightening patrols around 

Los Angeles." 

"Then I say we start moving today." Ham suddenly got 

up and stretched. "Some people are just going to have to 

sleep in the barn." 

"That's cold, Ham," Chris argued, sitting down on the 

old, smelly, overstuffed chair. He glanced around the room, 

noticing that Willie, Robin, and Rosie had begun to pack. A 

small, stack of cardboard boxes leaned, unbalanced, in the 

far corner of the room. The floor was covered with endless 

mounds of papers that obviously needed sorting. 

Ham glared. "If these people are not willing to 

make sacrafices then they don't belong with us! Call the 

others and tell them I said to get down here right away!" 

"Yessir, boss, right away sir!" Damon said mockingly. 

"Don't patronize me, I'm not in the mood," Ham warned. 

"You go tell Kyle that were gonna need his horses for food." 

"Now that is cold," Dan said. "I say you leave the 

kid alone. His dad just died!" 

"Bates is dead?" 

"Yeah," said Chris. "What's a matter, Ham? Ain't ya 

been watchin' the news?" 

"I haven't had time for that. I've been trying to 

score on some power packs." 

"Any luck?" 

"Nope," he answered. 

"Looks like were gonna have to make a little trip to 

visit with our friends in San Diego." 

Ham looked at him. "Well it's gonna have to be 

tomorrow or Saturday. Your wife's going to pick Mike up 

on Friday." 

"I don't like that a bit," Chris complained. "I 

don't trust the lizards." 

"Well, I need Gooder back so it looks like neither of 

you have much of a choice!" 

The secret door came open, and Maggie and Elizabeth 

came inside. 

"Where ya been, woman?" Chris grinned, giving his wife 

a bear hug. 

"I could ask you the same," she smiled. "Seems 

like every time Mr. Tyler here snaps his fingers you boys 

jump." 

"We found a new clubhouse. What about you?" 

"Oh, Julie needed me to do her a favor. Girl stuff, not 

anything major." 

"Nothing major?" Tyler jeered. "Well, then you call her 

and tell her I need here down here. She's been playing 

hooky long enough." "She's taking a leave of absence from 

the resistance for a while. She's got some personal matters 

to deal with." 

"Well we're moving to that base. And anyone who isn't 

there by Friday doesn't get in at all." 

Elizabeth Maxwell rushed over to his table begging, 

"You can't let her stay in her home! It isn't safe!" 

"Julie's a big girl. She can take care of herself," Maggie 

reminded. 

Elizabeths expression turned to one looking for 

sympathy. "But you don't understand! Something bad's going 

to happen, I can feel it!" 

"Okay, Elizabeth. I'll call her," she reassured. 

Elias hurried down the steps with Miranda at his side. 

Ham looked over at them. 

"I'm glad you people decided to join our little 

party," he said. "I've got some good news for you, Taylor." 

"I got some news too," Elias blushed. "I'm gettin' 

married." 

"To who?" Maggie asked, confused. 

"Miranda, of course." 

"Rosie's going to be my maid of honor," Miranda said. 

"And I'm going to be the best man," Willie smiled. 

"That's a crock!" Chris laughed. Maggie elbowed him, 

and shook her head slightly. 

"When's the big event?" she asked Elias. 

"Oh about a month. And were havin' it right here," 

Elias explained. "And all of y'all is invited. Even you, 

Ham." 

"I'm flattered," Tyler said dryly. "Sorry, I can't 

make it. In fact, I don't think any of us will. Well except 

for Julie, if Diana doesn't come after her." 

"What's going on?" the black man asked seriously.

"That's the big news," Chris said. "We got us a 

new base. We'll be out of your hair by weeks end. Of 

course it ain't in L.A. so we might not see ya again for a 

while." 

Miranda frowned. "Does that mean you have to go 

too, Rosie?" 

The younger woman shrugged her shoulders. "I have to 

be where I'm needed the most, you understand?" 

"Well I'm sure we can let you stay behind until after 

the wedding," said Maggie, feeling badly about the 

situation. 

"I'd like that," Rosie said. 

Kyle Bates was upset by the fact that he could not 

even attend his fathers funeral, but it was for his own 

good that he did not go. So he watched the memorial 

service on his television set and, on Thursday afternoon, 

he found himself in the office of his father's attorney, 

Joel King. 

"Mr. King, I don't understand-" 

"He left you every thing," the man explained. 

"But my father and I weren't even on speaking terms," 

Kyle insisted. 

"Well he obviously cared. You are now the owner and 

operator of Science Frontiers. If you need any help in 

your business matters, give me a call." 

'I don't even know how to run a place like that', 

Kyle thought on his way to Science Frontiers. He had never 

even been to his fathers company. Of course, Science 

Frontiers had been built only five years ago. Kyle had 

been to the other two corporations, Brighton Research 

Facilities in Albany, New Mexico and Tahlbert 

Laboratories in Mesa, Arizona. Neither of them were 

nearly as big as this one. He went inside the empty 

building. His father's presence could be felt all around. 

Inside the lobby was a mural of Nathan Bates. Kyle found 

his way to his father's office, and was heartbroken to find 

that no one had even bothered to clean up the bloody 

mess from the obvious murder. Tears came to his eyes 

as he found a portrait of him and his father, taken when 

Kyle was just a small boy. 

"Why did you leave it to me dad?" Kyle sobbed. "I 

don't know what to do with all this." 

There was no answer, only dead silence. Kyle sat down 

in the big chair, behind the big desk, and tried to 

imagine himself taking on the role as president of this 

empire. 

Chapter Sixteen: Reorganizing

As the California resistance groups' efforts were put 

on hold, New York city suffered irreparable disaster as 

the Visitor takeover of their city began. Reduced to 

only ten active volunteers, the New York resistance 

group, 'White Christmas', had little hope in successfully

winning the battle. It seemed nearly impossible 

to get new recruits in their operation since the 

visitors had once again declared a martial law, and set up 

a nightly curfew for the citizens of New York state. 

The members of 'White Christmas' maintained their pro- 

fessional careers by day while meeting in secret by 

night. As a UN diplomat, it was exceptionally hard for 

Lauren Stewert to keep the suspicions of her professional 

colleagues at a minimal. And, it was becoming harder for 

her to trust them knowing that the Visitor conversion 

process had become nearly invincible. 

New York resistance member, Doctor Hannah Donnenfield, 

volunteered her research facilities, Brook Cove Laboratories 

Incorporated, to conduct medical experiments on 

human victims of the Visitor conversion process in order 

to create a drug to help reverse the actual conversion. 

And, Brook Cove remained a halfway house for ammunition 

shipments to other resistance groups across the country. 

With the current Visitor occupation situation, Hannah 

remained cynical about having her establishment used for 

that purpose. 

Tonight, the small group of fighters gathered in James 

Walkers, tiny, Manhattan apartment. Sari James dictated in 

sign language as Pete Fosythe took the floor. 

"We're gonna have to find a permanent base. We can't 

keep meeting out in the open like this," he informed them. 

"Does anybody have any suggestions?" 

"Yeah, Yankee Stadium," Art White, a local delicates- 

sen owner teased. "It's big enough for some real militia 

training and I'm sure we can get a lot of kids involved." 

Pete gave him a dirty look and then turned to 

face his audience. "Now that were through making jokes, 

does anybody have any real ideas?" 

"I don't see why we can't use Brook Cove," James said. 

"Because, Jim," Hannah began, "the Visitors already know 

that we used it during the first war, and I really don't 

wish to take any more risks." 

"It's probably the first place they'll look for us any 

ways." Lauren added. "We need to find something secluded

where we can set up communications." 

"We need to find someone who'll help us with that task. 

I don't think I can handle it all by myself." Mitchell 

Loomis, the tubby, coke bottle glasses-eyed, scientist, from 

Brook Cove, said. 

Hannah hastily looked around the room, studying James 

choice in modern decor. Everything was black and white, 

including the Einsel Adam's portraits that covered the walls. 

But, she was just as interested in the conversation. 

"It's too bad we can't borrow somebody out of L.A.," she 

said. "You know, its a well known fact that Mike Donovan 

and Ham Tyler have access to some of the best equipment and 

minds in the nation." 

"They're all under house arrest," Art reminded. 

"I don't think Julie Parrish is," Mitchell snorted. 

"Yeah, but would she help?" James said skeptically. 

Hannah brightened as she looked at Pete, "I wonder 

if we can recruit her for that conversion reversal pro- 

ject, and then she would be able to help us with our set 

up." 

Pete thought for a long moment and then spoke. "I 

definnately think it's worth a shot. You got her number?" 

"I'll get it." 

James was doubtful that Julie would even come. She seemed 

preoccupied and distant, but with what, he was not sure. 

He had left Los Angeles only two days ago, after Julie had 

called him to apologize for standing him up. He now knew 

that Deniese had interviewed her, and she had been able to 

defend herself in front of the world. But, it wouldn't 

matter much anymore, now that Nathan Bates was dead. 

"We still need to find a base," Sari muttered. 

"There's an abandoned health clinic out on Liberty," 

said the resident Harlem physician, Doctor George Stewert. 

"Think we could use it, Daddy?" his daughter asked him. 

Pete gave Lauren the answer. "I know the one. That 

neighborhood was wiped out during the first invasion. I say 

it's worth considering. But, if we do decide to use it, we 

need to move everything up there all at once. If the Visi- 

tors notice too much activity, they'll get suspicious quick. 

I'll go check it out tomorrow morning." 

"And I'll call Juliet," Hannah added. 

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

Five miles above New York City, the newly arrived Visitors awaited 

the Supreme Commanders arrival. Commanders 

Terrance and Alicia stood at attention as Diana exited 

the small white vessel which had docked in the landing bay. 

Two officers went to greet Diana and one of them 

spoke to her. 

"Good day, Diana. I hope your trip went well." 

She did not return his smile, reprimanding him instead. 

"What is your name?" 

"Robert." 

"Well, Robert. Since no one seems to have taught you 

the proper respect for your superior officers, I shall 

relieve you of your duties and send you back home for a 

lesson in proper etiquette! Now get out of my sight." 

The young officer turned around and walked away from the 

landing bay. Diana approached the ships commanders. They 

both smiled at her. 

"Terrance, Alicia, tell me, how are things going here?" 

"Well, luckily the humans have not posed any real prob- 

lems for us so far," the male officer told her. "Yet I 

am quite sure that there is some type of resistance move- 

ment underway." 

"Are you not aware of the band of resistance fighters 

that go by a nickname of White Christmas?" 

They began to walk through the ship's coridoors, then 

headed towards Terrances private quarters. Alicia fol- 

lowed docilely. Once they reached the entrance doors, 

Terrance inserted his clearance key in the slot, and the 

doors slid opened, then closed behind them once they were 

inside. Terrence answered Diana's question. 

"Diana, I have been given very little information about 

this city. It is very hard to find anyone who came to 

this planet during our first invasion, well except you of 

course," he gestured as he sat down in a chair. "Would 

you like to sit down?" 

"No. Why don't you get something to write with? There 

are a few names of the rebels that might be of a nuisance 

to you." 

He pulled a writing implement from his drawer as well as 

a pad of paper. She gave him the names of all the members 

of "White Christmas", then added, "If you should find any 

of them, have them brought to me. Also, you should be 

aware that Doctor Donnenfield is the proprietor of the 

Brook Cove research facilities on Long Island. That same 

company was responsible for manufacturing a majority of 

the red toxin that killed so many of our troops. Speaking 

of which," she frowned. "Have there been any deaths 

associated with that since the crew arrived here in New 

York City?" 

Alicia replied. "None what so ever. The anti-toxin 

you engineered seems to work quite well." 

Terrance's computer terminal pulled up the names and 

employment status of the New York resistance fighters. 

"It says here that Lauren Stewert is a UN diplomat," he 

noted. 

"Which makes her all the more valuable," Diana said un- 

smiling. "If you do find her, I want her taken alive. 

She is a prime subject for conversion." 

"I'll send my troops to the UN building first thing 

tomorrow." 

"Very good then." Finally, she smiled. 

Diana did not let her true feelings show, however dis- 

pleased she was with their progress. She would give them 

a second chance to prove their capabilities. But eventually 

New York city would be under Visitor authority, she 

would see to it herself if necessary. 

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

The following morning, Ham Tyler called all of the Los 

Angeles resistance members to the Club Creole for an im- 

portant meeting. As Juliet Parrish drove the familiar 

route to the resistance headquarters, she was struck by a 

sudden feeling of paranoia. She watched in her rear view 

mirror as two white jeeps embellished with the Visitor 

logo trailed her red Mazda RX-7. She made a left turn 

on Rodeo Drive, avoiding the normal route. Still they 

followed her. After a few minutes of circling the city 

block, she parked in front of the Main Street police sta- 

tion where a large crowd of protestors were gathered. 

Each of them carried a sign depicting anti-visitor take- 

over. 

Julie decided to chance her own safety, realizing that 

turning back and going home was not an option any more 

She got out of her car and ran right through the riot. 

The shock troopers followed behind her, firing their wea- 

pons at whomever or whatever stood in their way. Julie 

felt her heart quicken as a laser bolt barely missed her 

back side. Beads of sweat trickled down her forehead as 

she told herself 'Just a few more blocks to go. But if I 

go to the Club Creole, won't I expose the H.Q.? But if I 

stay outside, they'll catch me for sure.' 

Almost out of breath, and drenched with sweat, she contin- 

ued to run, heading towards the Club Creole. Suddenly, the 

blue bolts of energy stopped flying past her. And she 

turned around, seeing that her pursuers were caught at a 

traffic cross walk, waiting to cross the busy intersection, 

and they were watching her every move! She began to 

run again. When she reached the Club Creole, she opened 

the entrance door, looking back towards the stop light. As 

one of the shock troopers raised his firearm, she slipped 

inside and ran towards Elias Taylors office. He sat at 

his desk and looked up at her as she tried to catch her 

breath. 

"Julie, you okay?" 

"No time to talk, E-li-as,"she panted. "Let me past!" 

He pressed the panel and exposed the private entrance 

to the room below. He closed the door behind her and 

followed her down the steps. The rest of the group was 

already waiting for the conference to begin. 

Chris looked up at Julie as she walked towards the ta- 

ble where he, Ham Tyler and Maggie were sitting. She 

was pale, as if all of the blood had drained right out of 

her face. 

"What the hell happened to you?!" he asked. 

She tried once again to catch her breath. "I was followed." 

Ham Tyler glared at her. "And you still came here? 

Are you stupid?!" 

"There were three troopers shooting at me!" 

"Did you shoot back?" Chris demanded. 

"No, Chris. I don't make it a habit to carry an Uzi in 

my purse-" 

"-well, you need somethin', honey. You ain't in Kansas 

anymore, Dorothy. Bates ain't runnin' the show either. 

Bates is dead and the Visitors are in control which means 

that you're a fugitive just like the rest of us." 

He stopped, looking directly into her pale blue eyes as 

they filled with tears. "Aw, C'mon, Little Girl. Don't 

She covered her eyes and turned away in shame. It 

wasn't the trauma that was making her cry, but the pain 

in her abdomen. 'Please don't let me lose the baby', she 

told herself. She tried to relax, hoping the cramping 

would stop. And it did. She precipitously realized that 

this had been the firsttime that she acknowledged and 

feared the thought of losing this child. 

"Elias," Maggie said, "Would you go get Julie a glass of 

water?" 

He nodded then headed back upstairs. 

Ham Tyler got up from his chair and came over to Julie 

then gave her a small, pearl handled, pistol. Her eyes 

met his as he said, "This isn't an Uzi. But if you know 

how to use it, it will work. Do you need me to show you how?" 

She smiled. "Thank you, Ham. But fortunately, I was 

well trained by Brad McIntire back in the first war." 

"Good." 

Sounds of gunfire, shouting, and breaking glass came from 

the upper level. 

"What the hell is that?" Chris said. 

Julie suddenly realized what was going on. "Oh, my God, 

Elias!" She headed back up the stairs before anyone could 

stop her. 

"Julie, no!" Maggie screamed, then turned to Ham. "Do 

something, she's walking into a death trap!" 

"She wouldn't be if she hadn't led them here," he dead- 

panned as he loaded his weapon. "Chris, you and Danny boy 

take em from the outside. Kyle and Rick, come with me." 

Moments later, Julie Parrish crawled behind the bar in the 

darkness. With, the Visitors last round of ammunition, the 

small buildings power supply had failed. Shortly before the 

lights had gone out, Julie had watched Elias Taylor come 

this way, going after Miranda, who had been shot by a Visitor. 

Elias was now holding his fiancee in his arms. Miranda 

stared at him, trying to see his face in the darkness, as 

her breathing became unsteady. She choked on the blood that 

was beginning to collect in the back of her throat. 

He wanted to say something to her, to reassure her, but 

there was no way of knowing if there were any Visitors near 

them. 

"ELIAS!" Julie whispered fiercely into the darkness. She 

wanted to help. 

"Over here," said a metallic voice, no doubt, that of a 

Visitor. 

"SURPRISE!!" Ham Tyler shouted. 

More rounds of gunfire were heard, and then miraculous- 

ly, the power came back on. Julie looked up to see 

Elizabeth standing near. Elias noticed her also. 

"Elizabeth, you got to bring her back," he pleaded, 

staring into Miranda's dead eyes. 

"Let's move out, people. The party's over," said Ham 

uncompassionately. 

The starchild came near and touched the dead woman but 

nothing happened. She frowned at the black man. "I'm 

sorry, I don't know what to do."

Chapter Seventeen: Friends Within

Later that evening, the members of the Los Angeles 

resistance group settled into their new base. Having only 

six small bedrooms, the farm house seemed inadequate to 

accommodate twenty people. Fortunately, food supplies 

would not become a problem for a while. Elias Taylor 

had closed his restaurant, sensing that it would be 

too expensive to try to repair it anyways, and that the 

Visitors would come back to destroy it, the same way that 

they had destroyed so many of the other buildings today 

after the citizens had held their protests in front of 

the police station. The Visitors had proved that they 

would eventually gain control over the situation one way 

or the other. 

Since arriving at the new base, Elias had locked himself 

inside of one of the bedrooms. He used the time alone to 

grieve. He had given so much to this group. And it seemed 

that he had sacrificed all worth living for them. His heart 

was broken, and he had no one left in this world. He 

wondered if Donovan, Julie, and the others, had made 

themselves worthy of the sacrifice. Once a drug pusher, 

Elias had become a successful business man. But today, 

he had lost everything... 

A bright, light illuminated the kitchen downstairs. A 

mixture of odors, ranging from ammonia to mildew, filled the 

air. Robin Maxwell, and her daughter Elizabeth, had tried 

their best to make the new headquarters livable. Now, 

mother and daughter joined Donvan, Maggie Blodgett, Ham 

Tyler, Chris Faber, and Rosie Sanchez at the table. It was 

a small, but not mandatory meeting being held for those who 

wanted to know the new assignments. 

But to Robin, it seemed like the same old, same old, as 

she listened to Donovan and Tyler make their arguments. 

"Nobody gets private room," Mike Donovan announced. 

"It wouldn't be fair to the others. I say we keep the 

men, and women, and kids, in separate rooms." 

The "kids" Donovan was speaking of included Robin's two 

younger sisters, whom she had recently gained custody of, 

with the passing of her grandmother. 

"Hey, Chris and I are married now!" Maggie protested. 

Donovan sighed. "It doesn't matter. There's just not 

enough rooms. I'm sorry." 

"Will you still feel that way if Julie stays?" Ham 

said sarcastically. 

"Yeah, I would," he answered truthfully. For the first 

time, he realized that she wasn't present, nor had he seen 

her since his homecoming. "Where is she anyways?" 

"I think she wanted some time alone to think," Maggie 

replied. "I think she's still shaken up about Miranda." 

She looked over at Rosie Sanchez. "How's Elias?" 

"Locked his self in his room. Says he wants to die," 

said the petite Hispanic woman with no empathy. 

"What happened?" Donovan asked. 

Maggie dumped two packets of Sweet n' Low into her coffee 

and stirred the mixture as she explained. 

"Elias and Miranda were going to get married. She got 

killed today." 

"And Julie's been a mental case anyways," Rosie added. 

"So, she thinks it's her fault, since she led the Visitors 

that were after her in there." 

"A mental case?" he said. 

"Yeah," Robin agreed. "She kicked me out of her 

house." 

"Robin, you know you pissed her off," Maggie said. "I 

would've done the same thing!" 

"Well she didn't have to hit me!" 

"She hit you?" 

"Yeah." 

Maggie smirked, trying not to laugh. It was her 

assumption that Julie's attack on Robin had been long over 

due. Robin noticed her gesture, and left the room, 

obviously offended. 

"How's Kyle dealing with the death of his father?" 

Donovan had purposely changed the subject, as he was equally 

concerned about everyone. 

"He was real upset at first," Maggie informed him. "But 

he's doing better." 

"Yesterday he went to the reading of his father's will," 

Rosie said, looking at Donovan. "-And he found out his old 

man left him everything. Kyle went down to Science 

Frontiers and got upset cause nobody had bothered to clean 

up all the blood. He found a journal too. I guess Bates 

hankering for your ex girlfriend was worse than you thought. 

He had originally planned to go visit her in Sweden 

after the Nobels. He wanted to wisk her away to Paris 

in hopes of something more, unquote." 

"Does she know?" Maggie asked as she made a face. 

Rosie shook her head in amusement. "No. And I'm not 

going to be the one to tell her. In the mood she's in, 

she'd probably try to kill me or something." 

Maggie was beginning to become really concerned about 

Julie, who seemed to be growing more distant. In the midst 

of all the chaos, it was never known as to whether or not 

Julie had gone through with her plans to abort the baby. 

It was obvious, since she had not come in to greet Mike when 

he'd arrived, that she wanted some time to think. 

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

When Diana arrived back in Los Angeles, she was furi- 

ous at Greggory after learning that he had been unsucces- 

sful in his attempt to capture Julie Parrish. Even the 

human riots downtown had not been kept under control. 

Her ship was in chaos. Lydia had reported that a growing 

number of visitors were turning their backs and joining 

the forces of the Fifth Column. The worst news was that 

even James had been unsuccessful at trying to stop the 

turncoats from helping the rebels escape the city. 

In New York, three motherships were now hovering over 

it's most populated city. And even with all these Visitors, 

the humans seemed to be in control there too. 

Diana turned on her television set and watched Howard K. 

Smith report the latest news. 

"And in Los Angeles today, riots broke out and five 

hundred people were massacred. It is reported that the 

so-called-resistance forces were at the scene and fled. 

There are unconfirmed rumors that their leader, Michael 

Donovan insisted that his people not resist against the 

Visitor forces because he is fearful that the Governor 

of the state of California, Grant, will only add that to 

the list of charges that the resistance group is going 

to stand trial for-" 

"Cowards," Diana hissed. 'Maybe this means that they 

won't be a problem for me anymore.' 

Still, she would've liked to have captured Julie 

Parrish. Her buzzer sounded and she invited Greggory to 

join her. 

"It's about time you showed up!", she yelled at him. 

"But Diana, I can explain-" 

"Well, then it better be a good explanation! Why is it 

that I cannot trust you with one simple task?!" 

"It is Peter that caused the mission to fail!" he 

insisted. 

"Oh, really?" She began a rhythmic tapping of her 

false fingernails against what served as a desk. 

"Yes." He said simply. 

"Would you like to explain that?" 

"Yes, he caused a traffic accident so she got away." 

"Caused a traffic accident? Now surely you can come 

up with something better than that!" 

"I'm not lying if that is what you are implying. The 

woman was running from us, and she made it across the 

intersection before the light changed. Peter tried to 

go after her, but two cars collided because he got in 

the way." 

"Is he dead?" she demanded. 

"No." 

"Hmm- that's too bad. Well, tell Peter that I want 

to speak to him around noon tomorrow and I will be the 

judge of whether or not you are speaking the truth." 

"Yes, Diana." 

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

Julie Parrish sat on a fence post overlooking a 

pasture where a few cows were still grazing. The night 

falling, and the sun setting against the mountains, 

was a glorious sight to see. 

She had thought about and decided that she should've 

been the only one that died this afternoon. But 

instead, she was alive and seventy six innocent 

bystanders were dead because she had decided to hide 

inside of the Club Creole. Now she was here in the 

middle of nowhere, and in hiding with the resistance once 

again. She tried to comprehend everything that she had 

gone through these past few months, barely surviving 

the plane crash, murdering the man to steal the plane, 

trying to reconcile with Mike, being confronted by 

Nathan about the flight to New York, finding out that 

she'd won the nobel prize, breaking up with Mike and 

trying to start anew with James Walker, losing her 

nobel prize, facing possible persecution for working 

with the resistance, finding out that she was carrying 

Mike's baby, and when she'd decided that maybe just 

maybe there was a such thing as destiny and went to tell 

him the good news, she'd found him with another woman. 

She hadn't faced him again since that day, and he was 

inside the house now. She knew that she wasn't ready 

to see him again. But she had to go in before somebody 

came looking for her. 

Julie got off of the fence and headed for the house. 

As she was walking up the long driveway, she heard a 

rustle over in the pasture. She looked up to see a dark 

haired figure running away from the complex. She didn't 

know of anyone else in the resistance with such short 

dark hair and of this persons heighth except... 

"Sean?!" 

The boy did not stop to look at her, going on his 

way. Was he trying to run away? 

"SEAN!!" she shouted much louder this time. He was 

nearly a hundred yards away from her and becoming 

further away. Slowly, she reached into her pocket and 

grabbed the pistol that Ham had given her earlier. 

"If you don't stop running, I'll shoot you!" she 

warned. It would be her only chance in stopping him. 

Finally, the boy turned to look at her. 

"C'mon, let's go back up to the house," she told him. 

He gave her a look of apparent annoyance, then walked 

over towards her. 

"You know the only thing that stopped me from killing 

you is the fact that you saved my life," he said coldly 

as she led him in the house where everyone was gathered 

in the living room including his father. "Of course the 

fact that my dad likes you so well should've made me 

change my mind." 

Donovan gave them both a quizzical stare. 

"He was trying to escape," Julie explained as she 

gave Ham his weapon back. 

"Thanks, I think," Donovan said, pointing to a chair and 

ordering Sean to "SIT!" 

"You're lucky you came in when you did," Maggie said 

to Julie. "I was just about to send a search party out 

looking for you." 

"I know. That's why I came in," Julie mumbled. 

Mike approached her and gave her a white envelope. 

"This came for you while you were out. It's from Brook Cove." 

She didn't open it right away, noticing that Joe was 

there too. "Do you have any tranquilizers? I have a 

feeling I'm not going to sleep very well tonight." 

"Yeah, I do. But ya can't have 'em," he glared at 

her. "You aren't supposed to take those with your 'heart' 

condition." 

"My heart is fine. It's my head that's messed up!" 

"You can say that again," he frowned. 

"Will you give them to me or not?" she demanded. 

"Do you really want me to explain the consequences?" 

Joe threatened. 

"Damn you anyways," she said. 

"Drink warm milk, it's good for you," he recommended 

with a hideous grin. 

"Go to hell," she retorted as she sat down in the 

easy chair. 

"Should I tell her about the diary?" Rosie Sanchez 

taunted looking at Maggie. 

"I don't think so," Maggie said seriously. 

"Diary?" Julie asked. 

"Don't ask, Julie. Forget it, okay?" 

A late edition of the evening news had been keeping the 

others occupied. A few of them gathered on the couch to 

watch the latest events. 

"Fearful, my ass," Chris Faber said bitterly at the 

television. 

"What's that, honey?" Maggie asked. 

"Their sayin' that the reason why we didn't stick 

around downtown L.A. to fight today is cause we're afraid 

that Grant's gonna' charge us with some more destruction." 

"We didn't have the weapons, you moron!" Rosie said 

to the image of the news reporter, Howard K. Smith. 

"What I'd like to know is how come they're making me out 

to look like the moron," Donovan said, apparently annoyed. 

"Maybe I oughtta call Deniese up. She'll listen to me." 

"If I hear that woman's name one more time, I'm gonna 

puke!" Rosie warned. 

Julie thumbed the envelope and then decided to open it, 

trying to distract herself from the conversation. 

The letter enclosed read: 

Dear Dr.Parrish, 

I am writing to inform you that my researchers and 

I have begun research work concerning the matter 

of Visitor/Human Brainwashing. We are particularly 

interested in finding a solution to the dilemma, 

a formula for a drug that can actually reverse the 

process within the human mind. I am aware of your 

current employment status and am wondering if you 

are interested in a position here at Brook Cove. 

Also, Pete Forsythe is in dire need of someone to 

help with our resistance communications. 

Yours Truly, 

Dr.Hannah Donnenfield 

'Go to New York to live?' She hadn't thought about it 

seriously in quite a while, in fact it had been the last 

summer, when she began to suspect that she was 

pregnant. Then, New York had been a safe place, safe 

enough to raise a child. But things were different now. 

There were more Visitors in New York City than any other 

city on earth. 'Well it's not as if Brook Cove is in 

New York City. It's on Long Island.' And she'd dreamed 

about working with Hannah since she'd been a little 

girl. Or was she just looking for a place to hide? 

"From your boyfriend in New York?" Rosie asked 

interrupting her thoughts. 

Julie looked up, took off her glasses, and rubbed her 

eyes. Whether she could actually fall asleep or not, 

she wasn't sure, but lying down was something that she 

needed to do. 

"No, it's from Dr. Donnenfield," she said. 

"Did you guys figure out the sleeping arrangements?" 

"Yeah," Rosie frowned. "Mike said that boys and 

girls can't sleep together." 

Maggie laughed and then emphasized. "You, Addrienne, 

and I are going to take the master bedroom." 

Donovan came over to Julie as she lingered at the bottom 

of the staircase, still debating on whether or not to go 

upstairs. 

"I'd like to talk to you," he said. 

She shook her head with a yawn. "Maybe tomorrow. 

It's been a long day and I can't even think straight. 

Goodnight, guys." 

He watched her trot up the stairs. Once she was gone 

and out of earshot, he turned to Maggie. 

"Is she still sick? I mean she told me she hadn't 

been feeling well when you guys came to visit. But she 

seems-" 

"Upset?" she smiled. "She should be. Just leave her 

alone, Mike." 

The following morning, Pete Forsythe found that the 

Harlem clinic was a perfect place for the new resistance 

base. Art White, Sam Yeager, and James Walker went 

around the local neighborhoods, soliciting for new recruits, 

and had picked up four newcomers as well as a mutt, 

claiming to Pete Forsythe, that the group needed a mascot. 

Pete didn't see the humor in the situation, but did not 

protest either. They named the pooch snowflake. 

The health clinic had plenty of rooms and cots and even 

a small kitchen, as well as a large reception area. It 

was perfect. However, Hannah Donnenfield had not become an 

active member within the resistance group. She was busy 

with her own projects at Brook Cove, and anxiously awaiting 

to hear Julie Parrish's response to her proposal. 

Hannah had also declared Brook Cove off limits to any 

resistance activity. Of course, neither Garry nor 

Bashir knew about this decision and went to the 

laboratory anyways, seeing it as their only place for 

contact. 

"Hannah, we've got company," said Sari James as she 

tapped on Hannah's office door. 

"Come in," the old woman said. 

Sari hesitated in the doorway, watching as the old woman 

sat on her rocker in front of the hearth. 

"Come in, dear. What is it?" she said. 

"They're with the Fifth Column," Sari explained as 

the two followed her in. "They said that their leader, 

Jonas sent them to help the resistance." 

"Does this look like a resistance base, gentlemen?" 

she asked sardonically. "It is Pete Forsythe that you 

need to see. I'll take you to him myself." 

She pulled on her sweater as Sari gave a look of 

protest. "How do we know that we can trust them, 

Hannah? Don't you think you're putting yourself in 

danger?" 

"I know dear. That's why you're coming with me. Go 

get Mitchell and Lyle. Tell them we're going to see 

Peter."

Chapter Eighteen: The Brokenhearted

It was not until the following day, when the west coast 

group was able to reorganize, and gather all twenty-five 

people, in the cellar of the old farmhouse. Decisions would 

be made, regarding whether or not they would continue to 

obey the confinements of their house arrest. They believed 

that they were the worlds biggest hope in winning the war 

against complete domination of the Visitors. 

Plagued by personal crisis, their most valued leaders, 

were, for the first time in over six months, making those 

decisions together. It was a rare and unique occurrence. 

But it did not go on without great difficulties. 

Ham Tyler stood in front of a big black board and held a 

piece of white chalk in his right hand. He had been drawing 

with it, and charting a route for tomorrow's journey to San 

Jose, in which he, Donovan, and Kyle would pick up a bundle 

or power packs from the "Underground Transit." 

"Gooder, you can take your blazer on the back road, and 

track. The kid and I, while we make contact with Cooper." 

Donovan, staring off at nothing, seemed rather distant and 

preoccupied. His mind was on Julie, who still had been 

avoiding him. He had a horrible feeling that she was never 

going to forgive him. "Huh?" he asked, when Ham said his 

pen name, for the second time. 

"I don't see why you can't give all this a rest for a few 

days, Ham," Maggie complained. "Elias and Kyle are in 

mourning, and Mike just got back." 

"We need those powerpacks," Ham said angrily. 

"See what we had to put up with while you were gone?" 

Maggie asked Donovan. "You should've left Willie in charge 

instead." 

"In charge of what's, the question," Julie said 

intentionally, but failed to make eye contact with him. 

Donovan ignored the derogatory statement. 

"Uh, incase you haven't noticed, Little Girl," Chris 

replied, "Governor Grant ain't puttin food on the table, or 

survival tools." 

"Let's get to the point," Donovan begged, wanting to get 

out of here so he could chat with Julie. "Ham and I are 

getting the power packs from uh..." he stopped, suddenly 

realizing that he had not paid attention. 

"San Jose," Kyle reminded him. 

"That's good," Ham cut him off. "Because I need Julie 

to lead a raid over in Anaheim while we're up there. I 

have a few bazookas stashed-" 

"I'm not leading or going on any damned raid!" Julie 

announced. 

"Oh, no? You are!!" he countered. "You know you've had a 

real attitude problem for a while. In fact, I don't recall 

you going on any raids since the one on the docks. You 

know, when the 'former' Mrs. Donovan was killed...." 

"QUIT PROVOKING HER!!" Maggie ordered. 

"I'm aware of what I've done and haven't done, Ham-" 

Julie started to say, but he was already answering her 

before she finished. 

"-it seems to me that everyone else here has made more 

contributions to this group than you have-" 

"CONTRIBUTIONS?!! YOU WANT CONTRIBUTIONS?!!!" she 

screamed hysterically. 

Maggie was getting worried. "Julie, please?!" she looked 

at her pleadingly. "You see, now that Mike's taken his side, 

Ham's making you his next victim." 

But Julie wasn't listening. She wanted to get her point 

across to Tyler, once and for all. 

"You know, maybe you forgot who used to lead! I 

risked my ass as well as my reputation. I suppose in a way 

I should be grateful that Nathan is dead because otherwise I know I'd 

be in jail. But then again, maybe I should be dead too. Or 

maybe I should've let them get to me the other day." She 

turned back to him. "You're a sick bastard, you know that? 

IS THAT WHAT YOU WANT? DO YOU NOT WANT ME HERE? Well, 

you've got your wish...BECAUSE I QUIT!!!" 

"Quit?" Donovan protested. "Julie, you can't quit." 

"We never questioned your reputation," Maggie said 

softly. 

"BULL!!" she insisted. 

"You'd go back to New York, to your family who turned 

their backs on you?" Donovan said, full of doubt. 

"You're one to talk about betrayal, Mike. But we won't go 

there! I need the job." 

"If the lady wants to back out on us-" Ham began. 

"Don't you make me look like a coward, Ham," she warned. 

"I have my reasons for leaving. Now if you'll excuse me, 

I'm going to go call Hannah." 

She ran up the wooden staircase not looking back. 

"Great," Ham said bitterly. "Chris, do you think you can 

take this raid in Anaheim?" 

"Well if a woman can do it, surely I can," the big, 

burley, man answered. 

"Are you listening, Gooder?" Ham demanded. 

"What?" Mike said. 

"We're going to get those power packs tomorrow morning. 

Do I have to figure out everything on my own? You know I 

assumed since you returned, that you would be the one 

conducting these meetings. Instead, your mind's off in la la 

land-" 

"Maybe he's worried about Sean," Maggie interrupted. 

sincerely. 

"Him too," Donovan said. "Excuse me." 

When he got upstairs, Julie was hanging up the phone. 

"Did you get through all right?" he asked. 

She nodded. 

"When are you leaving?" 

"Tomorrow." 

"Tomorrow? But, that's so soon-" 

She shrugged her shoulders, and he wondered if it even 

bothered her at all. 

"Can we go talk, outside?" Donovan suggested. 

"I don't see what we have to talk about, Mike," she said 

honestly. 

"Please?" He opened the back door, showing her that he 

would not back down. She followed his lead, and sat down on 

the picnic table, under the ancient Live Oak. 

"I'd feel better knowing that I was forgiven before you 

go. I am sorry I-" He tried to explain his purpose, only 

hoping for her sympathy. 

But Julie didn't share in his wish of wanting to make 

things right again. She felt as if though she had been 

burned by him on more than one occasion, and that enough was 

enough. And regardless of his feelings, that there wasnothing left to say. 

"I don't want to talk about that!" she said angrily. 

He couldn't let her go without trying once more. 

"Let me come with you, let's get married." 

She realized the nerve it must've taken for him to ask 

that question, but it was too late, as far as she was 

concerned. She had already made up her mind, that this man 

could not be a part of her life anymore, even if it meant 

that their child would never know him as its father. Still, 

a small part of her wanted to forget the incidents with 

Marjorie Donovan and Deniese Daltrey. She still loved him. 

"Look, Donovan," she sighed, almost in tears, "I really, 

really need some time to think about all this, and I need 

you to give me some space." 

Well, how could he expect her to forgive him, let alone 

marry him? Now he felt foolish for asking. Here he was, 

forty years old, and begging a woman to marry him. But how 

could he let go of her? 

"I won't be here tomorrow when they come get you," he said 

softly. "Maybe its just as well anyways. I uh," he pause 

for a beat, "I'd probably have a hard time telling you 

goodbye. I know I said it before, but I just need you to 

know that I love you." 

She didn't respond, and he walked away, going back into 

the house. Julie shuddered in tears. She knew that it was 

finally over, despite the hurt. 

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

Above Los Angeles, twenty thousand feet, Diana paced in 

her quarters and ridiculed Peter on his latest defeat. 

"James said that you were the one who is responsiblefor his not being able to capture Julie Parrish," she 

questioned. 

"That's absurd!" he crowed. 

"Really? Did you not cause a traffic accident?" Her 

false eyebrows rose as she asked. 

"Yes, but-" 

"But nothing!" She motioned to her guards. "Take him to 

the crivits!" 

Just then, Lydia came into her quarters. 

"What may I ask do you think you are doing?" the chief 

of fleet security demanded. 

"Nothing that concerns you, dear," Diana sneered, then 

glared at the guards who weren't moving. "What are you 

waiting for? Take him, now!" 

"Where are they taking him?!" Lydia exclaimed. 

"Lydia, you've got to help me!" Peter insisted, 

trying to break free from the clutches of his captors. 

"I said it does not concern you!" Diana reminded as she 

approached Lydia. 

"She's going to make them feed me to the crivits!" he 

cried. 

"For what reason?!" Lydia asked. 

"For rebelling against Commander James," Diana 

replied. 

"It was not rebellion," Peter insisted. "I was chasing 

after the human myself. I tried to tell-" 

"BE QUIET!!" With a sudden motion, Diana slapped him 

across the face. 

"You can't do this, Diana. I won't stand for it!" Lydia 

said. "You haven't given him a fair trial." 

Diana stepped away from the captive knowing that Lydia had 

caught her this time. She knew better than to go through 

with it, Lydia would surely send word to the leader. Lydia 

was always looking for a way to get rid of her. 

"Arrest him then," she told the guards. "There will be a 

trial." 

"We'll see about that, Diana," Lydia warned as she walked 

out of her quarters. The two guards followed, dragging 

Peter off to the holding cell. 

James stood by watching, and then stepped into Diana's 

quarters to meet with her. The doors closed behind him. 

From the look on his face, Diana knew that he had come to 

find out if she believed him. 

"Well, Captain, it appears that you were telling the 

truth," she smiled. 

"I am glad that you believe me. I want you to know that I 

tried my best. I take it that I don't have to worry about 

having Peter as a partner anymore?" 

"You are quite correct." 

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

The bright lights in the Harlem clinic, were torture to 

the two fifth columnists eyes. They squinted, as they were 

questioned by the resistance leader, Pete Forsythe who 

seemed skeptical of them. 

"So, tell us some more about your leader," Pete said 

addressing Bashir. 

"He was originally stationed in Egypt, but with the great 

occupation of New York, a whole lot of us were transferred 

into this city. But there are many fifth columnists around 

the world, and we are talking of a great rebellion against 

our leader. Still, there's just not enough of us to do 

what needs to be done," he explained. "We need your help." 

"You come and invade our planet and then tell us that you 

need 'our' help?" Sam Yeager, one of Deniese's allies, 

said sarcastically. 

"That's insane!" Deniese Daltry added. 

Pete shrugged. "I don't know how we can help you, we 

can't even help our own people." 

"We can help each other," Garry replied. "We have extra 

uniforms, which I know you may value a great deal." 

Tom Hale, a former team member of Pete's, as well as a 

newly recruited resistance member, had been sitting off in 

the corner of the room, listening, with uncertainty. 

"Can you get us weapons and some power packs to go along 

with 'em?" he asked. 

"We can try," the alien answered. 

"That's good enough for me. You got my vote." 

"Not so fast." Pete scratched his head as he spoke. "I 

don't trust 'em. What if we let 'em go and they sick the 

rest of them on us?" 

"We don't intend to go back," Garry explained. 

"Then how do we communicate with your leader, Jonas?" he 

said doubtfully. 

"He will come here." 

"I don't think so," George Stewert scowled. 

"I have wonderful news!" Hannah Donnenfield exclaimed, 

joining them in the lobby. Her expression turned vague 

when she saw that the two Visitors were still there. "I 

thought that they had left already." 

"They're not going anywhere," Pete said, getting up from 

his chair. "I don't trust them." 

He followed her down the hallway into an examining room 

which he had turned into his office. 

Hannah smiled at him, as if though she were bursting with 

excitement. "Dr. Parrish agreed to come help us. I told 

her that we would come and get her tomorrow afternoon." 

"Good, I wanna fly. Maybe we can stay a day. I need a 

miniature vacation. I feel like I'm running on empty," he 

confessed. 

"What about our two friends?" she asked as she pulled her 

silver pony tail through the Red Sox cap. 

"Hale will take care of them." 

"That's what I'm afraid of," she frowned. 

"I'll tell him that if any harm comes to them, he'll have 

to answer to me." 

"Well if you want to spend some extra time, I guess that's 

okay. Send my regards to them though, I can't take that 

kind of time away from my work." 

"Okay, Hannah."
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