Romance and Hell

Book Two: Contacting the Enemy

Chapter Nineteen: The Newcomer 

Bashir found himself aboard Terrance's ship with 

almost every bone in his reptilian body broken. Like Diana, 

Terrance was very abusive, and would not stop short of 

killing somebody to get what he wanted. 

"Tell me where he is!" he demanded, for what seemed like 

the hundredth time. 

Bashir saw the rage in Terrance's eyes and was not sure 

how much more pain he could take. "I don't know!" 

"You're lying!" the commander insisted as he grabbed the 

young visitor by the neck. Slowly, Bashir was losing his 

breath, and he tried to speak. "You wish to say something?" 

Terrance let go. 

"He-he's with the humans," Bashir replied, gasping for 

air. 

"Humans, the resistance?" 

"Yes!" 

"And where are they?" 

Bashir looked away. He couldn't take what little hope his 

new friends had for winning away from them. He could not 

tell where they were. "I don't know. They've relocated 

their base." 

"He's lying, I can tell," said Lydia, who stood by 

watching. "Kill him." 

"But, don't you think that's a bit brutal?" Alicia 

wanted to know. 

Lydia turned on her angrily. "If you don't want to watch, 

then leave!" 

Alicia's stomach turned queasy as she escaped. 

Lydia turned back to Bashir. "You know I don't want to get 

a reputation for being as mean as Diana, so I'm going to 

give you one more chance. Tell me who your leader is!" 

"No!" the Fifth Columnist replied. 

"Well, okay then. Break his neck," she told Terrance. 

"As you wish." With a sudden motion, he grabbed the Visitor 

by his head, ripping the pseudo skin away. 

"Jonas!" Bashir screamed. "It's Jonas!" 

Terrance stepped back. 

"Would you please just shoot me?" Bashir begged. "I 

can't take the pain!" 

Lydia smiled. "No. In fact, I'm going to let you live. 

It's such a pity that it took so much affliction to get you 

to cooperate." 

"I can't live like this, I can't even walk!" 

"Well, it seems that that is your problem, not mine," she 

said, then nodded at Terrance. "Very well done, captain. I 

must admit that Diana was right in making you commander of 

this ship." 

"Thank you, Lydia," Terrance said. 

"Now, I must get back to Los Angeles. I take it that you 

know what to do about Jonas?" 

"Yes, indeed. I will have him executed. But can I not 

take advantage of the situation?" 

"How do you mean?" 

"Well, I'd rather not say in front of the turncoat if you 

don't mind." 

"Then we'll leave him." 

As they walked down the corridor of the ship, Terrance 

told her his plans, how he would send someone unknown into 

the Fifth Column, to get to the resistance in a most 

personal way. He wanted to capture and convert Lauren 

Stewert. 

Later that evening, Lydia flew back to Los Angeles. She 

was glad to return there. She had not even wanted to go to 

New York in the first place. But, Diana had other duties 

to attend to, like preparing for Peter's trail, and had sent 

Lydia in her place. 

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

Mike Donovan checked and reloaded his M-16, ducking low, 

and staying out of view. Across the field, a white van 

backed away from a building. Donovan peered through his 

binoculars and noted the red Visitor logo embellished on the 

side of the vehicle. 

"It's time," Ham Tyler said. 

Donovan released the trigger, and the laser ripped through 

the body of a shock trooper. Then, he got up and ran towards 

the Visitor, to be certain that it would die. But a 

familiar feeling came over Donovan as he looked down and saw 

that the blood oozing from his victim was red, and not 

green. He quickly removed the Visitor's helmet, to find 

himself staring into the dead eyes of his own son. 

"No, Sean!", he said aloud. 

"Dad, wake up dad," the boy shook him hard. 

Startled, Mike reached for the light switch, and realized 

that he had been dreaming. Sean was unharmed and at his 

side, reviving him from the nightmare. 

"You must've been having a bad dream," Sean said, then 

climbed back into his own bed. 

Mike tried to catch his breath and said, "I'll be back." 

He then got out of his bed, slipped his jeans on, and 

went downstairs. He had to get away to think. 

Each night, the nightmares had become worse. His fears of 

his son seemed to becoming more real by day. Somehow, he 

wished that he had somebody to talk to, somebody who 

cared. Why should he have to go through this torment alone? 

He could still feel his heart pounding as he sat down on 

a chair at the kitchen table. Right now, more than ever, 

he wanted out of his predicament. He wanted his life to 

return to normal. Donovan missed working behind the camera, 

and making the latest news. 

He remembered when he used to come home after shooting a 

documentary, and Sean would be there asking about the exotic 

land that he'd been to. The boy was full of excitement and 

wonder then. But now, he was just quiet. Of course, Sean 

wasn't really much of a boy anymore. He was fifteen years 

old, a man. He even had a deep voice like his father. 

Donovan hated to admit that his son was a man! 

"Can't sleep?" Maggie Blodgett asked. 

Donovan looked up at her. She had startled him. "Nah. 

What are you doing up?" 

"Well, Chris has guard duty. I was worried about him. 

You know me." She took a chair and sat down with him. "Why 

are you up?" 

"Bad dream," he admitted. 

"Do you want to talk about it?" 

He shrugged. "There really isn't much to talk about. 

Just my imagination running wild. I've been having these 

crazy nightmares for a few years." 

"About Sean?" 

He nodded. 

"Like what?" 

"I think I'm afraid that he's turned into one of them." 

Maggie frowned, compassionately. "You know, Julie said that 

she and Hannah are working on this drug to reverse 

conversion. Maybe there's hope." 

"I didn't know that. She didn't tell me-," he broke off 

suddenly, assuming why. "She was probably afraid that I'd 

try to send Sean with her." 

"Do you miss her?" 

"That's a stupid question," he answered, almost instantly. 

She stared at him. "What about Deniese?" 

He shrugged and found himself annoyed. 

"I'm sorry, I guess it isn't any of my business." 

"I don't miss Deniese. Look, I know you and Julie are 

trying to figure out why I did what I did. The truth of the 

matter is that Deniese and I dated a few times a long time 

ago, and there was still an attraction there. She came to 

see me, I was lonely. But Julie told me that what she and I 

had was over. I don't think I did anything wrong. How was 

I to know that she was going to come up there and want a 

reconciliation?" 

"Is that what she told you?" she asked incredulously. 

"Yeah. Why? Was there another reason?" he demanded. 

"It isn't my place to say anything. Goodnight." 

Maggie went away, and once again, Donovan was left alone to 

think. 'What the hell was that supposed to mean?' 

A few hours later, dawn broke across the mountains, and 

everyone was up for the day. "Are we gonna get some powerpacks 

or not?" Chris looked at Ham. 

"New York got some from their lizard friends. They're 

supposed to bring us some. Very little." 

The bigger man followed him into the kitchen. 

"What do you mean very little? We've been going through 

those suckers like M&M's!" 

Tyler looked at Donovan. "Any word from Forsythe?" 

"Not yet," he said, dumping what was left of his coffee 

into the sink. 

"Mike, phone call," Rosie handed him the receiver. 

"Hello," he said sitting down with the phone. 

"Hi, it's me." 

He wasn't happy to hear Deniese's's voice. "Hi, me. How 

are ya?" 

"Good. Listen, I need a favor." 

"You need a favor? We need those powerpacks!" 

"Yeah, well, we're working on it," she assured him. 

"That's part of the reason why I called." 

"And what's the other reason?" he said doubtfully. 

"Boy, you sound perky this morning! Maybe I should call 

back when you're in a better mood?" 

He could hear the annoyance in her voice, but he 

didn't care. 

"Oh, I'm sorry," he said angrily, "you want me to be nice 

just because it's you that I'm speaking to? Excuse me, Ms. 

High And Mighty- " 

"Did I call at a bad time?" 

"Good as any." 

"Well, then, I guess I'll talk to you. You know Pete 

Forsythe has had some contact with some turncoats and they 

said something about this enemy they're supposed to have-" 

"Yeah, I know about them." 

"And Julie Parrish said that you guys set up a tracking 

system?" 

"A long time ago." 

"Pete was wondering if there was a way that you can find 

out if it's still transmitting signals." 

"I guess I can do that. Although I'm not too good at 

interpreting readouts." 

"Well, Sari's due to bring out your shipment in a few 

days. We'll send someone who can do it, if you want to 

wait." 

"That'll be fine." 

"Mike, do you want me to come and visit with you for 

a while?" 

"Uh," he frowned. "I don't know, Deniese. You know 

we've been pretty busy around here and-" 

"-Well, it's just as well. CBS probably wouldn't let me 

take the time off anyways. I guess I'd better go." 

"Okay, take care of yourself." 

"Goodbye." 

Donovan replaced the phone back on the wall. 

"What about those powerpacks?" Ham Tyler asked. 

"Sari James is bringing them out in a few," Donovan said. 

"What's with you and the news lady?" Chris grinned. 

"Maggie said you two got somethin go in on." 

"She lied." 

"Oh, is that why Julie left in such a hurry?" Ham added. 

"Hell no!", he said defensively. He really wanted to hit 

Ham for that one. He sauntered outside instead. There was 

Sean, sitting besides one of Robin's younger sisters on the 

picnic table. Polly Maxwell was a beautiful sixteen year 

old woman, and Sean obviously liked her. 

"Mr.Donovan?" she called. He approached them. "Sean and 

I were wondering if it would be okay if we go look at these 

horses on the other side of the hill?" She pointed across 

the landscape. 

It was as if Sean could read his fathers thoughts 

as he looked up at him. "Please, Dad? I won't try to run, 

I promise." 

Mike took in a breath. He guessed that it would only make 

matters worse, if he didn't give his son a little bit of 

trust. "Go ahead." 

Polly smiled. "We won't be gone too long, I promise." 

He watched them go, hating the mere thought of what they 

might be up to. 

The following morning, Garry found himself waiting for 

Bashir to arrive at the place where he'd promised to meet 

him. The Fifth Columnist was already fifteen minutes late. 

"Looks like your lizard buddy isn't gonna show," 

Tom Hale frowned, walking over to the telephone booth 

where the Visitor was standing. "C'mon, let's go." 

"Wait," Garry said , listening to the whining sound 

of a landing skyfighter. There it was, across the street in 

Lansing park. 

"Well I'll be damned," said Tom. 

They watched as the hatch opened and a Visitor climbed 

out, and came over to them. But it was not Bashir. 

"You are Garry?" the newcomer said to Tom's 

acquaintance. 

Garry nodded. "Yes, but who are you?" 

"I am Benton. Bashir was unexpectedly transferred, and 

Jonas sent me in his place." 

Tom shook his head knowingly. "My boss isn't going to 

like this. C'mon, let's go to my car." 

When they arrived at the base, just as Tom had presumed, 

Pete was hot. "I told you I didn't trust your buddy." He 

glared at Garry. "Who is this person?" He gestured to the 

newcomer. "Do you know him-?" 

"Well no, I uh-," Garry began, a little frightened by the 

tone in the human's voice. 

"I am Benton," the other "Fifth Columnist" said. "I was 

the head of the Fifth Column in Houston, and I helped the 

resistance there." 

"Tom, check his credentials," Pete ordered. "And go 

tell the Pilsbury Doughboy to get his butt in here now!" 

Tom Hale did not have to ask to know that Pete was 

referring to Mitchell Loomis. He did as he was told. 

Moments later, he returned with Hannah Donnenfield' computer 

whiz. 

"What is it, Doctor Forsythe?" Mitchell asked. 

"Did you get all the systems set in?" Pete asked. 

"Well, no," he said in a cocky tone. 

"Damn it, Mitch! You can't even meet a simple dead line!" 

"Uh, you oughta watch your tone with me Pete! I work 

for Hannah , which means that I don't take orders from you." 

Pete sucked in his breath, and fought his temper. "Okay, 

Mr.Loomis. Would you call Hannah and tell her I need those 

codes down as soon as possible?" 

"Since you asked so nicely," Mitchell retorted, then 

trotted off into the next room to use the telephone. 

Deniese Daltry had just arrived, and had been standing in 

the doorway listening. "Having a bad day, Peter?" 

"I'm sure it's gonna get better now that you're here," 

he smiled up at her. "Did you talk to Donovan?" 

"Oh, yeah." She made a face. 

"You don't sound too thrilled, bad news?" 

"No, not really. He just wasn't very fun to talk to. 

That's all." 

"Well, how much fun can a phone conversation be?" 

She shrugged. 

"Deniese, you don't have a certain attraction towards 

a certain someone-?" 

"Not that it's any of your business, Peter," she scowled. 

"Mike said that he would check on it. I told him to 

wait until we sent our expert out there. I didn't 

figure he'd know much about those scanners that they set 

up. He's more of a dictator than a communicator. How is 

is it going with the Garry and Bashir?" 

"Bashir didn't come back. Their leader sent this one 

instead," he gestured to Benton. "We're checking to see if 

he's legit." 

"I'm telling you, that isn't necessary," Benton reassured 

coming over to where they were. 

Pete glared at him. "Let's get one thing straight, Pal. 

You don't speak unless you're spoken to." 

The Visitor returned to his seat without another word. 

"Here it is, Pete," Tom said handing him a printout from 

the computer. 

Pete read the document cautiously. "It says here that he 

arranged a raid on one of their processing plants." 

"Sounds like a traitor to me," Tom said. 

The resistance leader turned and looked at Benton. "So 

what has Jonas said about tracking this enemy of yours?" 

"He said that he doesn't think that the signals that the 

Los Angeles resistance group were traced at all. It is our 

belief that the enemy would come to the rescue, since there 

is such a great hatred between our peoples. And, we do have 

codes that they will know and understand." 

"Do you know those codes?" Deniese asked. 

"No, I do not, but others in our group do. Unfortunately, 

we do not have possession of any type of device capable of transmitting that signal." 

"So if we can get the machine, one of your people can set 

it up for us?" Pete said. 

"Yes. And I recommend that we don't try it from here. It 

should be in a larger type building with a high ceiling." 

"Well, why don't we set up a time and place over dinner 

at a later date? In the meantime, I need to make sure 

that we can get the equipment."

Chapter Twenty: The Death Of A Rose 

"What is the progress report?" Diana asked as she 

followed Lydia down a hallway aboard her ship. 

"We were able to expose the leader of the Fifth Column 

aboard their ship," the blond officer informed her. 

"And what did you do about it?" 

"Well, Jonas is in holding awaiting his sentencing. And we 

placed a 'new' Fifth Columnist in the resistance. His name 

is Garth. He's one of Terrance's most trusted spy's." 

"What is Commander Terrance trying to achieve by doing 

that?." 

"He is trying to set up something so he can capture a few 

key members of the resistance group for conversion." 

"But why not just get the location of their base and 

eliminate them altogether?" Diana wondered. 

"Because, we're also trying to get some information," 

Lydia explained. 

"What kind of information?" she demanded. 

'Must she know everything?' Lydia thought, maddeningly 

to herself. "Dear Diana, if you do not trust me, then why 

send me to do your duties?!" 

"It isn't that I don't trust you, but I would like to know 

what goes on in the fleet!" 

Lydia looked away giving a ho-hum expression, and then 

explained. "The resistance groups and the Fifth Column are 

trying to send some sort of S.O.S. call to our enemy. They 

think that they might help the humans win the war." 

"Resistance groups', plural?" Diana was becoming both 

agitated and concerned. "Which other groups are involved?!" 

"We aren't exactly sure yet, but we think that Los Angeles 

may be involved in some way. Julie Parrish has gone to work 

for Doctor Donnenfield in Long Island, and is also aiding 

help to the resistance group there." 

"In Long Island, New York?" 

"No, in New York City, New York!" Lydia said in a cocky 

manner. 

"Don't you take that tone of voice with me, Lydia, dear. 

You musn't forget that I outrank you," Diana said giving 

the younger leader a scornful look. 

"Well, how could I forget?" 

Diana said nothing more, but retreated to her quarters. 

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

Four vehicles pulled into the compound of the Los Angeles 

based resistance base simultaneously. Kyle Bates climbed 

out of the passenger side of Ham Tyler's van and went around 

to the backside, but the doors were all ready opened. 

"Careful with her head, man!" Elias ordered as beads of 

sweat rolled from his forehead. 

They lifted the unconscious Rosie Sanchez out into the 

daylight. 

"Hurry, get her inside!" Mike Donovan ordered. 

Four people had been injured in this raid, but none quite 

so severely as Rosie. She had gotten caught in the cross 

fire and nobody had seen her. 

Once inside, Elias and Kyle took the woman to see Joe 

Akers. 

"What hell happened," Joe demanded, giving Rosie's body a 

thorough, visual, once over. A fountain of blood spewed from 

her nose, and he realized that she wasn't even breathing. 

He felt for a pulse. There was none. Turning away, he 

grabbed a white sheet from the bureau, then placed it over 

her and said, "She's dead." 

A look of horror came about on Elias Taylor's face. "No!! 

You ain't even tried no CPR. What the hell kind of doctor 

are you?!!" 

Joe shrugged. He didn't have an answer, he only knew that 

he could not perform miracles. Elias sagged and began to 

weep. 

"Was anybody else hurt?" Joe asked. 

"Addrienne thinks she broke her arm," Kyle replied. 

"C'mon, Elias." He led the hysterical man out of the room. 

Donovan was already leading his sister into the makeshift 

clinic. He stopped, starring at the white sheet and the 

body that lay beneath, then looked up at Akers who, just 

shook his head. 

"Damn," Donovan said softly, 

"How'd you hurt your arm," Joe Akers asked the woman. 

"I tried to jump out of the way," she smiled. "And I 

landed on my arm." 

"Well, I think I just might be able to help you," he 

returned her smile. 

Later that evening, the resistance members gathered in the 

basement for a meeting. 

"I keep thinking that if we had the proper ammunition, 

none of this would've had to have happened," Maggie said 

softly. 

Joe Akers had become offensive in the matter, believing 

that they actually thought he had let Rosie Sanchez die 

on purpose. 

"Well, I don't see how you guys can expect me to save 

everybody! You know, I am only one person," he said as he 

put an arm around Addie's shoulder. 

"At least if Julie hadn't left, we'd have two people who 

could save lives," Dan Smith reminded them. 

Elias was blaming Joe for Rosie's death. He put a few 

capsules into his mouth and swallowed them with a gulp of 

ginger ale, something he'd grown fond of during his 

operation of the Club Creole. But he was not about to pass 

up the given opportunity to share his opinion. 

"She wouldn't have let Rosie die," he added. 

Joe glared at him angrily. "Well, that makes a hell of a 

lot of sense since Julie wasn't even a M.D!!" 

"Cool it, guys," Donovan cut in. "Rosie was probably 

already dead when we left the plant. I'm sorry, Joe. We 

just don't have another doctor available to us. You know 

Maggie's a nurse. So I don't want her going on anymore 

raids with us," he turned to her. "I need you to stay here 

and wait, just incase anything should go wrong." 

"Sure, Mike," she said. 

Ham Tyler and Chris Faber came down the stairs and took a 

seat on the couch. 

"How's your head, Tyler?" Donovan teased. 

"Nothing that a little scotch and water couldn't cure," 

Ham grinned. 

"Aw, gee. And I was hoping it was fatal," he said in 

mock sarcasm. 

Annoyed with their humor, Elias got up abruptly and 

shouted, "OKAY! JOKE ALL YOU WANT! I DON'T THINK IT'S 

FUNNY!" 

"Is something wrong, Elias?" Maggie said. 

He didn't answer her, but headed upstairs. 

"Uh-oh," she muttered, then went after him. 

Dan Smith was listening to all the arguments and wondering 

if there were a way that he could show his friends to have 

hope again. 

"Once we get those power packs, we won't have anything to 

worry about," he stated. 

"When's the shipment due?" Damon asked. 

"Tomorrow," Donovan told them. "And I want everybody 

outside helping." 

"Is he dictator again?" Ham asked the others. 

"Well I figured that I wouldn't want you to strain any 

of your brain, since you hit your head," Donovan replied. 

"Either that, or you're not so worried about your kid any 

more," he said sarcastically. "It was nice to see that 

you actually went on that raid today. Is the traitor still 

here?" 

"Hey! Hey! Hey!" Chris Faber shouted, for once wanting to 

stop Ham from going too far. 

"Hey, Gooder," Ham said a little too quaintly. "Haven't 

you noticed how well your son is getting along with Robin's 

sister? It looks like his love life is going better than 

yours. Say, you haven't heard from Julie lately, Have you?" 

"Can it, Tyler," Dovovan said. 

If Mike Donovan had an epitaph, that phrase would be it, 

Ham thought. 

"Sensitive today, aren't we, Gooder?" 

The phone rang and Donovan answered it, using his 

pseudonym. "Bob Carnagy here-" 

"Hi, ya, Bob. It's Pete." 

"What's the word, Doc?" Mike grinned into the receiver. 

"Do you think you can transfer the equipment? We want to 

set it up here." 

"We'll see when your expert gets here. Is the flight 

still leaving as scheduled?" 

"Yes, she should be there by noon tomorrow. Julie wants 

to know if you'll send her some oranges." 

"Yeah, is she there?" 

"Yeah, she's here." 

"Can you put her on?" 

"Hold on." 

A moment later he heard her voice. "Hello?" 

"Hi. How's New York?" 

"Oh, hi, Mike. Fine. How's L.A?" 

"Boring without you," he smiled. "Ham is under the 

impression that he's in charge now." 

"Did you let him believe it?" 

"I'm trying to set him straight," he explained. "I'm 

afraid I don't have very good news for you." 

"I know, I saw that Grant-" she started to say. 

"I'm not talking about that. Rosie Sanchez got killed 

today." There was a brief silence. "Are you there, Julie?" 

"Yes, I'm here." Her voice sounded soft and weak and it 

only reminded him of the distance between them. "I wish I 

could be there. I feel pretty helpless out here." 

"We miss you. I think everybody does, especially Maggie 

and me." 

"I miss you too." 

He wondered if she had intended that to be as personal as 

it sounded. "I hope you'll be praying for us when we go to 

trial." 

"Of course, I will. Would you have someone call me and 

tell me how it's going if any thing major happens?" 

"You bet," he promised. 

"Well, I better go. Pete wants to make sure that we get 

the transmitter here in one piece. Goodbye, Mike." 

"Goodbye," he said. A moment later, Pete Forsythe was 

back on the line. 

A week passed, and Sari arrived safe and sound at Brook 

Cove with the transmitter. Pete Forsythe, Lauren Stewert, 

Hannah Donnenfield, Julie Parrish, Sam Yeager, Deniese 

Daltrey, Mitchell Loomis, Garry, and Benton, all joined 

her in one of the cottages along the Long Island Coast over 

Linguini pasta. 

"Do you lizards drink wine?" Sam offered as he poured 

the RosŠ Chablis into the long stemmed glasses. 

Hannah nearly choked on her linguini, trying to keep from 

laughing. Pete flashed her a look. 

"No," Benton said. "Or at least I don't." 

"None for me, thank you," Garry smiled. 

"Doctor Parrish?" Sam said to Julie. 

She shook her head. 

"She can't drink, she's expecting," Hannah explained. 

"In case you didn't notice." She winked at Julie who was 

obviously about five months pregnant now. 

"I wasn't sure, and I didn't want to be rude," Sam gave 

the woman an apologetic smile. "One glass can't hurt, can 

it?" 

"Wine goes right to my head," said Julie. "I'll be a 

vegetable if I have any of that stuff." 

"A very pretty one indeed," he grinned. "See, Deniese 

told me about your intelligence, but she didn't say that you 

were beautiful as well." 

"Well thank you." 

"So who's the lucky man?" Deniese looked at her. 

"Deniese, it's not polite to ask-," Hannah warned. 

"-You know Mike didn't tell me that you had a boyfriend," 

she continued. 

Julie looked up at her. "I don't know how to tell you 

this, Ms.Daltrey-" 

"Oh, please call me Deniese." 

"Okay, Deniese," she said sullenly. "You and I have a lot 

in common." 

Again, Hannah began to choke. This time, Pete whacked 

her across the back. 

A little puzzled, the newswoman asked, "I'm not quite sure 

I know what you mean, dear." 

"Donovan, for instance," Julie said matter of factly. 

"I don't believe you!" Deniese said as if though she 

were offended. "He doesn't know, does he?" 

"No." 

"Why not? Do you really think its fair of you to-?" 

"Because, I wanted to leave Los Angeles, and put the past 

behind me," she answered as she got up and put her plate in 

the sink. "Don't act so surprised, Deniese. The rest of 

your group didn't have to ask who the father was. They 

already knew about our relationship." 

"But how come you're not together anymore?" 

"You have a lot of nerve to ask. I don't think you want 

me to answer that, do you?" 

"But I obviously didn't know that you had a relationship 

with him!" 

"I know. And I don't really blame you. In fact, it was 

supposed to be over even though we still cared about one 

another. I just wasn't aware that I was pregnant, that's 

all." 

"Here's the information you requested, Hannah," Sari 

said, coming into the room with some notebook paper. 

"What's that?" Pete asked curiously. 

"Dimensions for the New York Opera House," Hannah 

explained. "Will this work, Benton?" 

She placed the sketches down in front of the Visitor. 

"It's perfect," he replied. 

"The Opera House?" Pete asked. 

"You said you wanted a high ceiling," she quipped. He 

gave her a look. "Oh, c'mon, Peter. Don't be so cynical. 

It's not like we have access to an indoor stadium or 

something." 

"Why not?" 

"Yankee stadium?" she presumed. 

He smiled and nodded. "I'll call Garth now. That's if 

you'll let me use your phone." 

Sari had gone over to the window, looking outside longingly. 

"Doctor Parrish, come over here!" 

Julie smiled and joined her. It had been eleven years 

since she'd seen snow. And it was a beautiful 

sight to be seen. "Oh, it's wonderful!" she crowed. 

"C'mon, Sari. Let's go outside!" 

"You're going out there without a coat on? But Julie-" 

It was too late to say anything. Julie opened the door 

and walked out into the winter wonderland. Only a few 

moments later, she ran back inside. Her blond hair was 

covered with the white powder. 

"Brr!" she exclaimed. 

"You're a nut!" Sari said laughing. 

"Great," Mitchell deadpanned. "Now we've got two." 

Julie coughed a little, then made her way over to the 

stone fireplace. 

"You'd better be careful dear," Hannah warned. "It sounds 

like you're coming down with something." 

"Did anyone ever say you're just like a mother hen, the 

way you watch out for everyone?" 

Hannah nodded. "Yes. But I'd like to see you go to a doctor 

just the same." 

"I had plenty of medical training," Julie said. "I'm 

fine, really." 

"Do you intend to deliver that baby alone?" the old woman 

looked at her skeptically. 

"Well no," she admitted. "I haven't thought about it." 

Pete hung up the phone and rushed over with the good news. 

"He said we could use it. Now all we need to do is pick a 

day and get a couple of volunteers to supervise." 

"I'll go," Julie said. 

He grinned. "Thank you for wanting to help. But I'd 

rather-" 

"Why not? I've been with the resistance longer than any 

of you guys." 

"It's your life," he said simply. "At least I don't have 

to worry to much. It's not as if you'll be going alone." 

"I'll go with her," said Lauren. 

"Oh no you won't!" he glared at her. 

"Why not?" she said angrily. "She's the one who's 

pregnant. You never let me do any thing like this. And the 

sad part is that we're not even married yet!" 

"Children, don't fight!" Hannah begged. 

"Fine! Go!" he gave in, shaking his head. "It's two weeks 

from tomorrow." 

"Why so late?" Julie wondered. 

"Believe it or not, he's hosting an exhibition game." 

"Baseball, in the middle of winter?" Hannah said, 

doubtfully. 

Lauren leaned close to him. "Are you playing, Peter?" 

"Hell no. Do I look that dumb?" 

"You mean you're too old," she corrected, grinning from 

ear to ear.

Chapter Twentyone: An Abduction 

Maggie Blodgett, her husband Chris, Mike Donovan, and Ham 

Tyler sat quietly as they made their way back to their 

resistance base in Kyle's blazer. They had just come from a 

meeting with the Governor and their lawyer to go over the 

up coming court hearing. 

Ham had been angered by the way that Donovan had treated 

the lawyer. "What's your beef, Gooder?" 

Donovan shifted the blazer in reverse, backing down a dirt 

road, ignoring Ham. 

"I don't see what you're so uptight about, Donovan," Chris 

said. "You ain't the only one who's on trial here." 

"I have a son to think about. Where the hell is he going 

to stay if I go to jail?!" Donovan turned out onto the main 

highway as he squinted into the bright sunlight. Up ahead, 

there were road blocks set up, and a Visitor skyfighter was 

parked in the middle of the meridian. "Oh, great," he 

said bitterly. They were far enough behind that he could 

turn back discretely. 

"Damn lizards!" said Ham as Donovan turned around. 

Ham unfolded the Rand McNally road atlas. But Donovan 

snatched it from him. 

"Give me that!" 

"Just pray that we make it back safe and sound," Maggie 

said skeptically. 

"Yeah yeah," he agreed, searching for an alternative 

route. 

They did make it back safe and sound. And when they 

arrived at their base, they found the others awaiting their 

arrival. But most importantly, the rest of the group wanted 

to know how the meeting had went. 

"What is the court hearing for?" Robin asked. 

"To see if wee can keep fighting," Maggie explained. 

Elias Taylor looked at her saying, "I guess our losses 

don't mean anything to them, do they?" 

"Of course not," she said sincerely. "How are you 

holding up? Do you want to get away from all this?" 

Apparently, Elias wasn't really paying all that much 

attention to what she was saying. "I just don't understand 

it!" he shouted. "I mean, I turned my life around to make 

my Dad proud of me! And what did he do? He went off and 

died on me!" 

For the first time, he began to cry in front of the others. 

"Damn them!" 

"Elias," Maggie said. "We've all lost something or 

someone. That's why we go on and we fight back! You have to 

fight for your fathers honor." 

"IT'S NOT FAIR!!" He became hysterical. "Why the hell did 

he have to die? And Benny, Miranda, and Rosie? I HAVE 

NOTHING LEFT TO FIGHT FOR!!" 

Joe Akers came into room, Elias had waken him from his 

sleep. "What's going on?" 

"He's gone off the deep end," Maggie explained. "Haven't 

you got any antidepressants, or something?" 

"No! I don't need a pill!" Elias protested as he picked 

up the magnum that was laying out on the counter top. "Just 

leave me alone, alright?" 

He took the gun outside to find solitude, but a few of 

the others followed him. 

"C'mon, Taylor, think," Joe said. "It's not worth it. 

You don't need to die." 

Elias stared at him incredulously. "And what the hell do 

you know about death, Man? Have you ever had somebody die 

on you? Well have you?!" 

"I'm a Doctor," Joe said obviously. 

"Put the gun down, Elias," Donovan said. "You can work 

this out. I know you can. Do you think that you have the 

right to die just because you lost somebody? What about my 

Mother, my friend Tony, my ex-wife, for Gods sake?" 

"At least you have a son. I ain't got no one," Elias 

reminded him truthfully. 

"Yeah," Donovan nodded. "Look at my son. Look what they 

did to him! You want to talk about pain? I got him back, 

but he isn't really mine. Give me the gun." 

He held out his hand and waited for it. 

Elias handed it to him saying, "I'm going for a walk. I'll 

be back in a while." 

Once the man was out of earshot, Damon said, "Looks like 

that one's going to the Nut House." 

"Do you realize what a jerk you sound like sometimes?!" 

Robin Maxwell asked him. 

"Oh, c'mon Robin. You want me and you know it." 

"Yeah, right," she said and made a face. 

He blew her a kiss and she went back into the house. 

"Robin only likes green men," he shouted. 

"Shut up, Damon," she called back. He grinned. 

Donovan glared at him. "One more word out of 

you, and you've got guard duty for a week!" 

He smirked. "Okay, boss." 

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

Diana woke up from a nightmare. She'd dreampt that Lydia 

had been made leader, and she was made only a servant. She 

looked at the clock by her bedside. 

'0-600 hours,' she thought. She didn't usually sleep in 

so late, but Greggory had kept her company last night and 

had kept her up late. She looked beside her, but Greggory 

was gone. 'Oh, well.' She bathed, dressed, and went for 

a walk to supervise activities in the landing bay. 

"I must see Diana!" a male visitor was saying. 

"And I told you she's sleeping," one of the shock 

troopers was saying. 

Diana walked over to them, and made her presence known. 

"What is the meaning of this?" 

"Oh, Diana. I'm glad you're up," the first one said. 

"I have an important message for you." 

"Message, from who? Are you not from this ship?" 

"No, I'm stationed in New York. May I talk to you in 

someplace more private?" 

"I suppose." 

She gave him a look of annoyance, and then led him into 

her quarters. "Do the others know that you're here?" 

He shook his head. "No, Diana. I was afraid that 

Commander Terrance would not let me speak to you." 

"So you snuck away?" she assumed. 

He nodded. "I know you'll find that I have good reason. 

My name is Seth by the way. I am Terrance's special 

assistant." "The spy he put in the resistance?" 

"Then perhaps you know already." 

"Know what?!" she demanded. 

"About the setup in Yankee Stadium tomorrow." 

"I have no idea what you're talking about," she hissed. 

He smiled. "Then I am most honored to tell you about 

it. You see, the resistance groups are plotting to send 

signals to-" 

"I know about that!" she cut him off, then violently bit 

a cocktail's head off. When she turned around, a blue 

feather was stuck to her lower lip. 

"Please let me finish," he said sincerely. "Anyways, I 

made arrangements that a couple of their people would go to 

Yankee Stadium looking for the Fifth Columnists who are 

supposed to help them set up their tracking device." 

"Do you know who is going?" she asked with a sudden 

interest. 

"Yes, that's the best part of all. It's Lauren Stewart 

and Juliet Parrish. Anyways, I thought you should know, 

incase you want something special done with them once 

they're captured." 

"I will see to their capture myself." 

"But Diana, I am very fearful that Terrance will punish 

me." 

"Why? It's not as if though you've done anything wrong. 

Don't worry, I will see to it that nothing happens." 

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

For some reason, Mike Donovan awoke with a sudden, insane 

urge to call Julie Parrish. He dialed the number for Brook 

Cove facilities. It was busy. A moment later, he dialed 

again. "Hello. You've reached Brook Cove. This is Brenda. 

How may I help you?" 

"Hi, Brenda. This is Michael Donovan. Can I speak with 

Doctor Parrish?" 

"Sure, one moment." 

The moment passed. "Hello?" the young woman asked. 

"Hi there." 

"Hi." 

He found himself suddenly feeling awkward. "You told me 

to call you if anything changed with the trial." 

"What's the news?" 

"They've moved the trial date up to July first," he 

explained. "How's your project going?" 

"Oh, we're working on it. Sean isn't any better?" 

"Surprisingly, he is." 

"Is he talking to you?" 

"No, not really. He talks to Polly. I think he likes 

her." 

"Isn't fifteen kind of young to be dating? Oh, I guess 

they can't really date under the circumstances." 

"It's scary, that's what it is." 

She laughed. "Do you feel old, Donovan?" 

"Yeah," he admitted. "In fact, I think I called because 

hearing your voice makes me feel younger. "I hope I'm not 

getting you in trouble by keeping you on the phone." 

"Uh, no. I go in later today because I had a doctor 

appointment. Actually, I don't start til ten-thirty. But 

it's not as if Hannah's anything like Nathan. It's not like 

when you used to call me at Science Frontiers and I was 

afraid that we'd get caught." 

"You had to go to the doctor, are you sick?" he said with 

concern. 

"No, it's nothing. Really. Just a routine exam." 

"Well, I'm glad to hear it. You don't mind that I called 

do you?" 

"Are you sure you just didn't call for me to tell you that 

you're not getting old?" 

"No," he laughed. 

"It must be hard for you, putting up with Ham and all. 

I'll bet you wish that you could get away from it all." 

"Is that an invitation, Doc?" 

"You still have a trial coming up," she reminded. 

"I guess you don't really want to see me either since-" 

"If I didn't want to see you again, I wouldn't be being 

nice to you, now would I? I've missed you a lot more than 

I should." 

"Do you mean it?" 

"Yeah, I do. I mean, I know that what happened wasn't your 

fault." 

"Then you'll believe me if I tell you I love you?" 

"I want to." 

"I love you." 

"Stop, you're making me cry." 

"Marry me." 

"Why are you making this harder than it has to be?" she 

sobbed. 

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to upset you again. I-" 

"I love you too." 

Donovan closed his eyes, and a single tear escaped from 

one of them. He had waited a long time to hear those words 

come out of her mouth. But now, it was hard to believe that 

she had actually said it. 

"What are we supposed to do about it?" he asked. 

"I don't know. I have a surprise for you." 

"Oh?" 

"Oh, it's just something little. Do you think you could 

come visit me for a day or so? Tell Ham that I'll take care 

of the fuel expenses. You can bring Sean too." 

"Yeah, I will. I'll be there tonight." 

"Slow down, Donovan. I have to go help with that set up 

tomorrow. Why don't you leave tomorrow afternoon?" 

"I'll be there." 

"I'd better get off the phone. I've gotta get to work. I 

love you." 

"I love you too." 

"Goodbye." 

"Bye." 

He hung up the phone, grinning from ear to ear. 

The following day, Deniese drove Lauren and Julie to the 

deserted baseball stadium. 

"I'll pick you up at two," she said, and then sped away. 

It was still an hour before the Fifth Columnists were due 

to arrive, but Julie wanted to check the equipment one more 

time. 

"Should we go inside?" Lauren asked. 

"I guess." 

The two women took a side entrance and entered the 

stadium, walking out into the field. It was dark inside. 

No trace of light could peek through the dome. Snow covered 

it like a thick blanket. 

"How did the check up go yesterday?" Lauren asked. 

"Good, everything's fine," Julie said. 

"Did you have the ultrasound?" 

"Yeah, it looks like a girl." 

Lauren grinned. She was happy for Julie. "Is that what 

you hoped for?" 

"Oh, I'm sure I'd be happy either way." She took a breath 

and then plugged in the computer. Mitchell and Pete had set 

it up in the home team dugout. "Donovan called me yesterday. 

I asked him to come visit for a few days." 

"Really, when is he coming?" 

"I'm hoping he'll be there when we get back." 

"Have you told him about the baby?" 

"No, I just said that I had a surprise for him." 

"Hey, girls. I've got hot cocoa up here for you," a 

voice said over the intercom. 

Lauren looked up in the media room to see Pete's 

friend Garth, waving at them. 

"Are you coming?" she looked at Julie. 

"No, you can bring me some down though." 

Lauren smiled. "I was going to say it isn't likely of you 

to turn down anything chocolate." 

"On the contrary, the doctor told me I need to watch my 

calorie intake, but I don't think a cup of hot chocolate 

would hurt." 

"I'll be back in a few minutes," Lauren said, then strode 

off towards the press box. 

"Well isn't this quaint?" a voice asked moments later. 

Julie didn't have to turn around to see that Diana was stan- 

ding behind her. She knew that voice all to well. 

"Where's Lauren Stewart?" the Visitor demanded. 

"She's not here," Julie said softly. 

"Don't toy with me," she warned. 

"I'm not," Julie insisted. "She isn't coming." 

"They sent you here, alone? That was pretty foolish." 

"They didn't have much of a choice," she explained. "I 

insisted." 

"Okay, then, I guess I'll have to settle for just having 

you. Getup!" 

Julie stood up from the terminal and turned around to face 

Diana. 'I should've listened to Pete,' she admitted to 

herself. Diana noticed Julie's swollen stomach. "You're going to 

have a baby?" 

Julie glared at her. "No, I'm just fat." 

Lauren and Garth were watching from the spectators box, 

barely peeking above the window, trying hard to stay out of 

sight. They watched as the Visitors escorted the woman 

away. There was nothing that they could do except wait to 

go tell the others.

Chapter Twentytwo: Bad News 

Mike Donovan checked the altitude readings in the luxury 

jet and smiled thoughtfully. Another hour or so, and he 

would be at Brook Cove. 

He'd had a lot of time to think during this flight, maybe 

too much time to think. The possibilities of spending the 

rest of his life in prison seemed to be growing 

irrefutable. He had to face the facts. Since being a 

fugitive for nearly two years now, any chances for leading an 

ordinary life didn't seem to exist anymore. And if that 

were true, then what was the point in living? That question 

only led to the other. Who would take care of Sean if he 

wasn't there to do it? Maybe that was the real reason why 

he had called Julie. Would she take Sean in if Mike was 

sentenced to prison? But how could he ask for so much from 

her? 

Michael and Juliet's relationship had been one of 

passionate and tender devotion. Only their differences had 

stood in the way of eternity with one another. He thought 

about the countless arguments, sleepless nights and 

heartbreak that they had caused one another. Was it a love 

in vain? 

There was once a time, that seemed so long ago, when she 

believed in him. The thought of gaining that kind of trust 

from her once more seemed inconceivable. In just a few 

short hours he would know the fate of their love, one way or 

the other... 

By the time Lauren arrived at Brook Cove, the sun had 

had fallen far beneath the horizon. She and Garth had been 

snowed in at the stadium for a majority of the day, only 

adding to the horrible reality of the events that had taken 

place. 

Lauren slammed on the brakes and parked Garth's car, then 

hurried into a shack and went down the concealed stairway. 

"Hannah! Hannah!" she cried as she ran through the 

facility frantically. Many researchers had come out of 

their laboratories to find what all the commotion was 

about. Lauren stopped to talk to James Walker. "Where's 

Hannah?" 

"Taking her nap." He studied her expression. "Why?" 

She didn't answer, but turned and ran towards Hannah's 

private sleeping quarters. 

"Hannah, open up. It's Lauren!" She knocked on the door 

as she screamed the old woman's name. 

Hannah appeared and gave her a puzzled frown. "What is 

it, child?" 

Lauren was sobbing now. Teardrops trickled down her 

golden cheeks. "We were set up!! They took Julie!" 

The old woman's jaw dropped in shock. "C'mon, let's talk 

to the others." 

Lauren her followed back outside, to Sari James cottage. 

They waited to be let in by Mitchell Loomis, and 

found the rest of their resistance colleagues inside. 

Pete Forsythe looked up at her saying "How did it go, 

hon?" He was grinning. The expression of horror on her 

face made him stop. "What's wrong?" 

Lauren said nothing, but approached Garry. "You're 

nothing but a liar!" 

"What's going on?" Deniese Daltrey, who was sitting on 

the recliner, asked Hannah. 

"She said that they came and took Julie." 

"Who?!" James Walker demanded. He had just come in, 

after wondering what was going on. 

"Diana," Lauren explained. "I tried to get here earlier, 

but Garth and I were snowed in. I thought you were supposed 

to come back and pick us up, Deniese?!" 

"There's a weather advisory," she explained. "How did 

you manage to not get taken?" 

"I don't know. Garth invited us up to the spectators box 

to get some hot chocolate. I went to get it, and when I was 

in there, Diana came and took her. We couldn't really stop 

her. There were other Visitors with her." 

"I'm going after her," James announced as he got up off of 

the loveseat. 

"The hell you are!" Hannah shook a pointed finger at 

him. 

"Don't be stupid, Jim!" Sari said. "They'll kill 

you!" 

"It sure beats what they might do to her!" he said 

knowingly, then looked around the room. "I don't see 

anybody else coming up with any better ideas!" 

Pete was bothered by the accusation. "You aren't 

going and that's final!" 

"Watch me!" James said. 

Putting on his coat, he headed for the door. 

Pete grabbed his own weapon and aimed it. "You walk out 

that door and I'll shoot you!" 

"For God's sake, stop!" Hannah cried. "This is insane!" 

James turned around to face Pete. Making a quick draw, 

he pulled the trigger, blowing Pete's gun right from his 

hand. 

"Oh, yeah?" he asked, and then walked out the door. 

Stunned, Pete shouted, "You fucking psycho! After 

him!." He looked at Sam and Mitchell. 

"Let him go, Pete!" Lauren protested, then quietly, she 

said, "If he's willing to help, then let him. If you 

don't, he won't forgive you." 

Garry was just as shaken by the news as every one else. 

"I'll try to help any way that I can to get her back." 

"Sure, we believe you," Lauren said dryly. 

"Maybe he really doesn't have anything to do with it," 

Sari suggested. 

They were interrupted by a knock at the door, and she 

blond opened it. 

"I love the way no one came to help with my landing," 

Mike Donovan complained as he came inside. 

"Oh my God," Lauren said antagonistically. "This day 

can't get any worse!" 

"Nice to see you too, Ms.Stewart," he frowned at her. 

"Where's Julie?" 

Deneise sighed. "What are you doing here, Mike?" 

He wondered if it was the proper time to be honest about 

the situation. "I came to see Julie." 

Lauren wiped a tear away from her brown eyes. "She's not 

here, Mike. They took her away." 

"They?" 

"The Visitors." 

"I.E., Diana," said Mitchell. 

"Don't be a jackass!" Lauren yelled. 

Garry cut in feeling badly. "I was just saying-" 

"You keep your mouth shut!." She interrupted, then looked 

to Pete. "I feel like I should've stayed with her." 

He reached out to hold her, smoothing back her dark 

hair. "C'mon, Lauren. Don't beat yourself up about it. 

There's nothing you could've done." 

"But I keep thinking about what Jim said, about what 

they'll do to her!" 

"I don't know that Diana would try to convert her under 

the circumstances," he said, then looked at Donovan. "Did 

you talk to Julie since she left from L.A.? I mean other 

than that time-" 

"Pete , don't," Hannah said. 

"Just yesterday," Donovan admitted. "Why?" 

"He doesn't know," Lauren said softly looking at Pete 

intently. "That's why she told him to come." 

"WHAT?!" Donovan said impatiently. 

"Surprise," Pete muttered heading into the kitchen. 

Lauren gazed at Donovan through her tears, "Um, she's 

pregnant." 

"And she said that it's mine?" he assumed. 

"Yes. She's about five and a half months along. 

Actually, nobody knew that she was until a month ago." 

A child? How could she keep something like that from him? 

He asked himself, although he knew the answer was because 

she had been hurt by what he had done. 

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

Julie had been taken back to the mothership in Los Angeles 

against her will, and placed in a holding cell. She was 

sure that at least a day had passed before Diana came to see 

her again. But in fact, it had only been a mere twelve 

hours. She didn't sleep. Her mind was filled with 

worry and full of fears for her unborn child, as well as her- 

self. She wondered if Mike had made it you New York. If he 

had, had the resistance group there told him everything? 

She tried to remind herself not to think too much, knowing 

that those thoughts could be turned against her in the 

conversion chamber. But would Diana try that again? 

She looked up at the Visitor Supreme Commander as she came 

near, her expression, uncertain. 

"Nice to see that you're still with us, Julie. Although 

I don't expect any attempts for your freedom by Mr.Donovan. 

So tell me Julie, where is the White Christmas group 

staying?" 

"You must be foolish if you think that I'm going to tell 

you," the human answered. 

It was close to the answer that Diana had expected. But 

still, she was piqued. "Well, you seem to have forgotten 

about my methods of torture." 

"I suppose only you could stoop to something that low, 

torturing a pregnant woman-" 

"Which brings me to my other question. Who is the child's 

father? Perhaps Nathan Bates? Or could it be Mike 

Donovan?" 

Julie was unsure if she should tell the truth. If she 

lied and said that it was someone else's, would Diana go to 

the extent of having the baby aborted and starting her 

conversion right away? If she told the truth, would Diana 

wait for the baby's birth to start conversion? Would it be 

right for Julie to use her own child to prolong her 

conversion? If this child would buy her time then maybe... 

"Nathan Bates," she hissed. "You're not serious?" 

Diana smiled. "Then it is Mr. Donovan's child?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, this is a pleasant surprise," Diana smiled, 

satisfied. "Try to get some rest, dear. You have a big 

day ahead of you tomorrow." 

The Visitor commander walked out of the padded cell. She 

was rather dissatisfied with her own progress. She knew 

that having Julie give birth to her child prematurely would 

put a delay in converting her. And if she did take the it 

this early, it could possibly harm the baby. She would meet 

with the fleets top physician later and decide what was 

best, she hoped... 

"Diana." Lydia walked up behind her superior, startling 

her. "I must speak to you about Peter." 

Diana turned to her with anger. "Lydia, you should be 

less concerned with your personal life and more concerned 

with your duties!" 

"I am sure that I don't know what you mean," Lydia said 

truthfully. 

"No, of course you don't," Diana said coldly. "I am 

speaking of the Fifth Column. They have gotten out of 

control and it is your fault." 

"Diana," Lydia said in an uneven tone, "I cannot help that 

he people under me are traitors. The only hope I have in 

solving the mission-" 

"-Is to be more careful in who you choose as your allies!" 

Diana shouted angrily. "The leader will hear of your 

faults. Don't count on holding your precious rank for too 

much longer my dear. Your days are numbered." 

"Are you threatening me, Diana?" 

"Hmm, only time will tell." 

The brunette turned from the blond and walked away. 

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

Elias Taylor sat on the porch outside of the main building 

with his gun at his side. He was on guard duty today, a 

task which he was not fond of. But then again, nobody was 

fond of guard duty. 

The young black man with the questionable past had come to 

accept his circumstances. He knew that the war might end 

soon. And when and if that happened, he would go back to 

his pub and reopen it. If at all possible, he would take 

out a loan to make the necessary repairs. He hoped that he 

still had credibility within the city of Los Angeles. It 

was his dream that his movie, "Lizard Kill," would not let 

him be forgotten. 

There was another part of Elias that wanted the security 

of a woman by his side. He missed Miranda terribly. But 

she was gone forever. Despite his anguish, he looked 

forward to getting on with his life. Surely, there would 

come a time when he could do that. And the change had to 

come soon. He was tired of the war, and tired of fighting. 

Footsteps made Elias jump, and he aimed his weapon. He 

could see nothing. "WHO'S THERE?" he demanded. But no one 

answered. He stayed in position for a few moments, 

listening carefully to the sounds of the night. He wondered 

if the sound he'd heard was just his imagination playing 

tricks on him, and assumed that he was right in the matter. 

The sounds of crickets chirping intensified, and Elias 

could focus on nothing else. He settled back down and 

slapped a mosquito away from his skin as the insect began to 

draw blood. 

"You all alone out here?" asked Damon Smith, coming 

outside to join him. 

"Yep," said Elias. "Wanna take over?" 

"You kiddin' me, Brother?. I wouldn't be so sure that 

Donovan don't put me on guard duty for a week when he gets 

back from New York." 

"Why? What did you do now?" 

"Nothin' much, just havin' a little fun with Robin." 

"I heard," Elias said. "Man, why don't you leave her 

alone? She's been through a lot." 

"Ain't my fault she done it with a lizard." 

"She was raped and she didn't know what they were. Nobody 

knew what they were then." 

"She sure is a dumb broad though, you have to admit that." 

"You's the only one that's dumb around here. You talk 

shit about people you don't even know. Why do you stick 

around, Damon? You sure the hell don't act like you care." 

"The hell I don't care!" the younger black man said. 

Elias shook his head. "Well, you should start thinking 

before you open your mouth." 

"You sure about that, bro?" Damon got to his feet, 

provocatively. "Don't you think I can whip your ass right 

now?" 

"Get out of my face, Man!" Elias shouted. "And I ain't 

your brother. My brother died. And he sure was a helluva 

lot more respectable black man than you are, fool!" 

"Oh, yeah?" Damon grinned and shoved Elias in the 

shoulder. 

Elias aimed his gun at Damon. "Man, you best get the hell 

away from me, NOW!!" 

Damon backed of, feigning horror. "Yeah, yeah. Bad boy 

Taylor's got a gun." 

He went back in the house knowing that he had been 

successful in his mission.

Chapter Twentythree: A Revelation 

The following morning, Julie was taken into a type of 

operating room and went under a procedure much like a 

cesarean section. She had been given a drug and was 

unconscious when they took the baby from her body. Hours 

later, she awoke in the sick bay, and the first thing she did 

was look down at her stomach. It was swollen, but not nearly 

as big as it had been. Of course she believed that the 

inevitable had been. Her child was dead, just like the one 

that she had miscarried almost a year ago. 

A sudden feeling of grief came over her making long for 

what she had lost. She wanted to die, to evade the hurt. 

Diana had once again managed to take a part of her that 

had meant so much. 

It seemed as if all of the people she knew and cared about 

were out of reach. There was no one to help her. Not even 

Donovan. Again, she wondered if he knew the truth by now. 

In a way, it didn't seem to matter. She knew that their 

child was no more. 

She heard footsteps and saw Diana coming into the room, 

and over to her bedside. 

"How do you feel, Julie?" the dark haired woman asked. 

Julie said nothing, but looked away. Perhaps, that 

question was the cruelest anyone could ask right now. She 

didn't want to think about her feelings anymore. She only 

wanted one thing. That was death. 

Diana turned away and spoke to another Visitor. "The 

subject isn't ready yet, James. Bring her to me tomorrow." 

"Yes, Diana," he replied. 

Julie Parrish rolled over onto her side, not wanting Diana 

to see her tears. She did not want to let her feel the 

satisfaction of her pain. She started to think about 

Donovan again, just being comforted by his memory. She 

thought about how he would be there to support her, if she 

ever got out of this mess. 'Stop thinking of him,' she 

thought to herself. 'Diana will use him against you and 

tell you he is the monster.' 

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

Garry crossed the room at the resistance base for the 

third time. He wanted to help, but he wasn't sure how. He 

wanted to show these people that they really could trust 

him. 

"I'll go to Los Angeles," he offered. 

"Alone?" Pete Forsythe stared at him in disbelief. 

Garry nodded. 

"That's crazy," Deniese said. 

"HEY," Donovan interrupted them, "I DON'T CARE WHO GOES 

UP THERE!! I WANT HER BACK!!" 

"Mike," she said, "can I have a word in private with you, 

outside?" 

He felt his cheeks flush. "Uhh, sure." 

Deniese opened the door, disregarding her coat, and 

together, she and Donovan stepped out onto the viranda. 

"I just want to know why you and I had sex, if you knew 

you were so madly in love with that girl! I mean, God, 

Mike, she's only twenty eight. You're forty-" 

"Look, Deniese, I don't really have time for this shit," 

he said angrily, then went back into the cottage. 

"I'll find somebody," Garry was saying. 

"What do you think Diana's going to do with her since 

she's pregnant?" Donovan asked, not really sure if he 

wanted to hear the answer. 

"I do not know." 

"Mike, I know you must be worried," Lauren 

sympathized. "Not only for Julie, but for your daughter as 

well." 

He smiled at her, but he still remained hopeless. 

Silence held the room captive for a few moments 

until someone spoke up. 

"I've got an idea!" George Stewart boasted. 

"Let's have it," Donovan said. 

"Well," he looked at Garry. "Don't you have some Fifth 

Columnists that are conversion technicians, maybe one could 

pretend that Juliet's too ill to take it?" 

"But we don't even know if she's being converted," 

Deniese mentioned. "And besides-" 

"Give the man a chance to speak!" Pete glared. Deniese 

turned away, a little hurt. "Go on, Prof." 

The doctor shrugged. "I'm afraid that's it." 

"Well there has to be a way, some how," Lauren said 

looking more than distraught. "I mean, how hard can it be? 

Mike, you've been aboard their ships a few times." 

"More than that," he corrected. "Remember? We had 

possession of the L.A. ship after the first war." 

"And security is a lot tighter now than it ever was," Pete 

said running a hand through his curly blond hair. It was 

hot in the room and he was sweating. He would've turned 

down the furnace a long time ago, if only the thermostat 

weren't stuck. 

"Right," Donovan agreed. 

"Maybe I can have a few of my people disguised as the 

people who are taking care of Dr. Parrish. Then they can go 

get her out," Garry suggested. 

"You know," Lauren nodded approvingly, "I think you 

could be onto something." 

"Well, the sooner I go, the sooner I can get started," he 

said, rising from the couch. "Could somebody give me a ride 

to downtown?" 

"I'll take you," Donovan said. "I've gotta get back 

home anyways before Grant has me arrested for skipping the 

state." He went over to Pete and stuck out his hand for a 

shake. "Keep me informed if anything should happen." 

"You can count on that," Pete agreed. "I hope next time 

I see you, it's under better circumstances." 

Sean Donovan and Polly Maxwell set on the banks of a 

stream talking the way only teenagers do. The afternoon sun 

settled high in the sky, but still failed to keep this side 

of the mountain above sixty degrees. 

"Do you ever miss your mom?" Polly said as she pulled a 

little fish off of her line. She inspected it, and after 

deciding that it wasn't the proper size, tossed it back into 

the water. 

She had been a tom-boy throughout most of her childhood, 

but now wasn't so sure of herself anymore. She was indeed 

becoming a woman. 

"Sometimes, I remember the way my parents were before they 

got divorced," he confided. "My mom was always mean to my

dad and I never really knew why." 

"Did she have a job?" 

"No." 

"Neither did mine. She-" 

Sean looked at her sincerely. "Can we please talk about 

something else?" 

She smiled. "Like what?" 

He beamed with laughter. "Like how come I got more fish 

than you." 

"Oh, don't say it's because I'm a girl!" 

"You said it. Not me!" 

"I bet I can hit more homeruns than you." 

"Not possible," he grinned mischievously. 

"Why?" 

"Because, you're a girl," he snickered. 

"Am not!" 

He looked at her with uncertainty. "You're head must be 

more screwed up than-" 

"I'm a woman," she corrected. 

He was silent all of a sudden and his cheeks flushed. 

"What?" Polly asked. 

"I'm just scared about how I feel about you. I never used 

to like women." 

She leaned forward and kissed him lightly on the mouth. 

"Did that seem to help any?" 

Sean didn't say anything. He was blushing. A part of him 

wanted to pretend that it didn't happen. A part of him 

wanted to return the gesture. 

"Sean, you're blushing-" 

He got up suddenly, feeling uncomfortable. "We made a 

bet." 

"What bet?" 

"Who can hit more homeruns." He began to gather the poles 

and tackle box. 

"Who's gonna play baseball with us?" 

"Us." 

Mike Donovan hurried into the farmhouse as if he couldn't 

wait to get inside. He found Maggie, Chris and Dan in 

the living room. 

"YOU KNEW SOMETHING, DIDN'T YOU?!!" he shouted at Maggie. 

"About what?!" she snapped. 

"Julie." 

Her eyes widened. What right did he have to talk to her 

like this anyways? "Look, I told you. It's not my place-" 

"YEAH? Well they got her!" 

"Who?!" 

"Diana, that's who!" 

"What is it that you think I knew about?" 

"Her being pregnant." 'Is she really that stupid?' 

The window pane behind the couch shattered and a white 

baseball hit Dan upside the head. A bit dazed, he turned 

around to find the source. Sean and Polly were already 

running towards the house, Ham Tyler chasing after them. 

The three came inside. 

Sean didn't see his father there. He was too busy looking 

on the floor. 

"I think this belongs to you, kid," Dan frowned, handing 

him the ball. 

"I can't believe you hit it that far!" Polly shouted. 

"Me neither," said Tyler, who was obviously not happy 

about the situation. "Kid, if you got an allowance, I'd 

make you replace that window. Looks like your dad'll have 

to take it out of your ass instead!" 

"Leave him alone, Ham," said Donovan 

Polly was still rattling on, shouting the praises of her 

new best friend. "You should have seen him Mr. Donovan! He 

hit that ball from all the way down by the stream!" 

Sean was already apologizing. "I'm sorry, Dad. I didn't 

mean to-" 

"That's okay," Donovan gave him a reassuring smile. 

"Probably the best news I've heard all day. Why don't you 

kids go back outside and play?" 

Sean turned to Polly. "I won the bet, didn't I?" 

"This time." 

Tyler glared at Donovan. "How dare you take that plane 

without asking-" 

"Can it, Tyler. I don't have time for this crap. Diana 

got Julie. I have to find a way to get her out." 

"Leave it to Gooder to wanna be a superhero..." 

"Are you nuts?!" Dan asked. 

"She is pregnant with my child!" Donovan yelled, keeping 

his eyes locked on Ham Tyler. "You're not going to stop me, 

so don't try it!" 

Ham grinned shaking his head, "If you wanna go wrestle 

with the queen of the scalies, I won't stand in your way, 

Gooder." 

Maggie was still shaken by the news, but she didn't like 

the way that Mike had grilled her. "I didn't say anything 

because when she left here, she said that she was getting an 

abortion and she asked me not to." 

"I wonder what made her change her mind," he said angrily. 

"She loves you, I guess." 

He looked away and the guilt started all over again. 'She 

might've stayed if I hadn't slept with Deniese. It's my 

fault. But, damn. She said it was over...' 

"How far along is she?" Dan wanted to know. 

"About five months," he said. "Forsythe's got the 

Fifth Column out in New York trying to help out." 

"But aren't they the reason why she got taken? How can 

they put their trust in them again?" Maggie asked. 

"I guess only one of them was on the wrong side-" 

"Forsythe must be an idiot, setting himself up again like 

that," Dan added. 

"Mike," Maggie said. "You look tired. Why don't you go 

lay down?" 

"Hell no, I'm not going to sleep when they've got her up 

there!" 

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

The bright fluorescent lights aboard Diana's ship made 

Garry wish that he hadn't forgotten his dark glasses. He 

hid in behind a doorway and listened as the Supreme 

Commander spoke to one of her lieutenants. 

"I was out scouting with my men yesterday and we ran 

across something I think you oughtta see," said Greggory. 

"Come into my quarters, and we will talk," she smiled. 

The doors closed behind them. Garry had learned nothing as 

far as the location of Juliet Parrish. But he had learned 

that the human had undergone an operation, and Diana had 

ordered that her child be taken care of by one of the 

fleets top physicians. 

'How can I sneak that child off of this ship without 

getting caught?' George Stewarts plan came to mind... 

Inside her quarters, Diana paced. "You want to what?!" 

she shouted. 

"Get rid of Lydia. You said-" 

"No, I won't have any part in this." 

"I'll make you a deal," he pleaded. 

"Why, are you withholding information?" she asked. 

"I thought we could barter." 

"I like you, Greggory. DON'T MAKE ME CHANGE MY MIND! Now 

unless you have something important to tell me-" 

"I've located the resistance base." He handed her some 

photographs and she inspected them. They were all pictures 

of Sean Donovan, Polly Maxwell, Elizabeth Maxwell and Maggie 

Blodgett. 

"Where are they?" 

"Just outside of Tehachapie."

Chapter Twentyfour: A Child With No Mother 

"Hannah, Hannah!" Sari James was very happy and she had 

to tell someone the good news. "Hannah?" she called as 

she knocked on the door of the big Tudor Mansion overlooking 

Long Island Sound. 

The door opened and Hannah Donnenfield greeted her. "Is 

something the matter, dear?" 

"No," Sari said with a bright grin. "As a matter of 

fact, things couldn't be better." 

"Come inside." The old women stepped aside, and Sari went in. 

Sari looked around. Ladders were set up around the huge 

entry, and the smell of paint filled the air. "What are you 

doing up here?" 

"Oh, just some remodeling," she explained, brushing a 

wisp of silver hair out of her eyes. 

"By yourself?" Sari's nose wrinkled as she gave a 

scrutinizing frown. 

Hannah gave a chuckle. "No, dear. Not by myself. 

Mitchell volunteered to help." 

"Mitchell?" Sari made a rude noise. 

"I heard that!" the Computer Whiz called from around the 

corner, and then appeared, wearing blue jeans, and a white 

tee shirt which was obviously too small for him. 

"Mitchell Loomis, doing some real work? Oh, please!" Sari 

continued. 

"Don't be rude, dear," Hannah said mock scowling. 

"Well, maybe a little exercise will help with that gut. 

I'm sure going up and down a ladder can have a positive 

effect for a man of your- hmm. How shall I put this...?." 

"Ha, ha. Very funny, Sari," said Mitchell childishly. 

"Let me see you pick up a paint brush." 

"Yeah, and you know where I'll stick it too. Don't bend 

over Mitch-" she warned. 

"Sari, please!" Hannah glared at her and then gave 

Mitchell the same look. "What's the news, Sari?" 

"Could you come back to the lab with me?" 

"Why can't you tell her here? Are you afraid to talk 

around me?" Mitchell accused. 

"No! In fact, you can tag along. Since it seems to be 

the only thing that your good at!" 

Hannah was not in the mood for their childish antics 

today. "When are you two going to start acting like 

adults?" she asked as Mitchell followed the two of them 

outside. 

"When Mitchell becomes one," Sari muttered. 

"That's it!" Mitchell said. "I'm not taking any more of 

her abuse today! I'm not going with you guys." With that, 

he walked back into the house. 

Sari smiled, and Hannah was not amused. "You really ought 

to be a more careful, what you say to him. He's very 

sensitive." 

"Oh, for Gods sake, he's thirty-five! When are you going 

to stop babying him?" Sari wondered. 

"When I stop babying you, dear," said Hannah as they 

entered the private entrance to the underground 

laboratories. Sari led the way to her own lab and began to 

pull up data on her computer. 

"Dr. Parrish made a breakthrough before she got taken," 

she explained. "Morris and Katzner seem to have made 

complete recoveries with the formula that she gave them." 

Hannah looked surprised. "How long have they been taking 

that dosage?" 

Sari shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe a month?" 

"And the results were noticed when?" 

"Oh, maybe a week ago. The day after they took her. I 

wish we could get her out. You know-" 

They were interrupted by Pete, Garry, and another Visitor 

fifth columnist named Sid who came into the laboratory 

toting a plastic box marked in Visortise lingo. 

"Afternoon, boys," Hannah smiled at Pete Forsythe. "What 

brings you to my place?" 

"They got the baby out," he explained. 

"Baby?" She seemed puzzled. 

"See for yourself." He motioned for her to come and look 

in the container. 

She walked over and did so, and couldn't believe her 

eyes. A baby, no bigger than her own hand, lay sound asleep. 

"This isn't possible. Is it?" 

"Well our technologies are very much ahead of yours in all 

fields-" explained Sid. 

"But her lungs can't be developed fully. How do we know 

that this is really Dr. Parrish's child?" she asked. 

"I think it is," Pete said. "But you could take a blood 

test if you seriously doubted it. It is okay that we 

brought her here? I mean I figured it might be too 

dangerous to take her up to the University, and well, I don't 

know that Mike could take care of her if anything happened-" 

"Oh, yes. I'm glad you did." 

"Have you heard anything about Julie?" asked Sari, who 

got tired of waiting to find out. 

"I'm afraid the news isn't good," Sid frowned. "Diana is 

attempting conversion and I saw her yesterday. She didn't 

look too well." 

"I'm afraid we can't attempt to free her until the 

security on that wing of the ship is lightened," Garry 

added. 

"But you'll keep trying?" 

"Yes, of course." 

Hannah was still shaking her head in disbelief. "Poor 

dear." She picked up the baby. "Don't you worry, little 

Miss. You'll get to see your mommy." 

"Be careful," Sid warned. "You must keep her head 

elevated or else she can't breathe!" 

Hannah laid the baby back down afraid that she might do 

more damage than good. "Does she have any special 

requirements as far as feeding?" 

"They had her hooked up to an i.v. But it ran out on the way 

here," Pete explained. 

"Sari, would you get another?" 

"Shouldn't we call Mike?" the strawberry blond wanted to 

know. 

"Later, I want to make sure that the baby is all right." 

"Well, I've got to get back to the base," Pete said. "You 

call me if you need anything and I mean anything." 

"Thanks." She watched the three of them go. 

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

In a small, darkened, and padded room, Julie Parrish sat, 

huddled in the corner like some caged and terrified animal. 

A sharp, agonizing, pain cut across her midsection brought 

tears to her eyes. 

The horrific visions that had been playing in her mind 

were beyond her worse nightmares. Never in her life had 

she experienced such terror. Yet, she sensed that the worst 

was yet to come. Could she survive it? Or would she lose 

her mind trying to fight against it. 

A sharp cramp in her abdomen led her to double over in 

agony. Tears escaped, landing onto the concrete floor. An 

image flashed through Julies mind, watching as the lizards 

tore her child from her womb... 

"Mike, I'm sorry..." she sobbed. 

The panel doors slid open, and Julie looked up from the 

floor to see Diana standing in the hallway. The dark haired 

figure smiled. Two male Visitors, dressed in red fatigues, 

gathered the woman from off the floor. 

She kicked her legs, struggling to get away from them, but 

they only held her tighter. 

"PLEASE, PLEASE! DON'T MAKE ME GO BACK THERE!! I'LL DO 

ANYTHING!!!" she begged of Diana. 

For the first time, Diana was sure that she made some sort 

of break through. But still, the chances that the human 

might go back to a normal state of mind during her absence 

was too great. Tomorrow, she would supervise the taking 

of the resistance base. And waiting for the final results 

of the mind chamber would be too much for even her to accept. 

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

A thin layer of plastic covered what was once the front 

window in the old farmhouse. It was the best that the 

resistance members could come up with to keep out the cold. 

"I can't believe we have another hearing tomorrow," 

Maggie said to no one in particular. "When is all this shit 

going to come to an end?" 

"When hell freezes over," Kyle replied. "You know 

I'm starting to think that Grant's just as bad as my father 

was, maybe worse." 

"He finally sees the light," Damon said, trying to light 

his cigarette. "Damn it. Anybody got a light? This 

thing don't work." 

"Why don't you go rub some sticks together, man?" Elias 

said caustically. 

"Enough with the macho bullshit!" Maggie yelled. 

"Take a pill, Maggie," Damon told her. 

"Yeah, lighten up," Elias added. 

The phone rang, Maggie picked it up..."Hello?..No he's 

not...Can I take a mes- Oh, they did?..Well what about 

Julie? No go, eh? Well how is the baby?..Really?... 

How much does she weigh and all that stuff?... That's 

it?...Do you think she'll be all right?... Well, what'd 

they say about Julie? How come they didn't try to get her 

back?... Oh, I see. Well I'll tell Mike everything. Thanks 

for calling Ms. James... Bye." She hung up the receiver. 

"What was that?" Kyle asked. 

"The Fifth Columnists brought back-" she was caught off 

guard when Mike, Ham, Chris and Dan came in through the 

front door. "Sari James just called," she said loudly 

looking at Donovan. 

"What'd they find out?" he asked. 

"You have a daughter." 

"They already told me, remember? That's it-" 

"No, I mean you 'have' a daughter. Diana had the babyV 

taken cesarean. She's nine inches and a quarter in length 

and weighs one pound, seven oun-" 

"They got Julie out?" he assumed. "How is she?" 

"No, Mike," she sighed shaking her head. "They couldn't 

get her out, but they got the baby. Garry said that there's 

just too much security, and that he would keep trying." 

"Did he say if Diana's trying to conver-" 

She was already nodding before he finished. 

His expression turned glum. "And what about the baby?" 

"Dr. Donnenfield thinks she's going to make it." 

"Congratulations, I think," said Ham. 

"I'm going out there after we get back tomorrow," Donovan 

informed him. 

"THE HELL YOU ARE!! YOU'RE UNDER HOUSE AREEST!!" 

"What's your point, Tyler?!" 

Ham shrugged. "Okay, so you've lost your mind. But we 

don't have the fuel-" 

"I'll get some." 

"Why don't you just wait and see if they actually get 

Julie back? It seems pointless-" 

"Ham," he glared. "Why do you always insist on 

interfering in my personal affairs? What the hell is it to 

you anyways?" 

"Hey, if you take that kid of yours with you, I won't 

complain." 

"You still don't trust him?" 

"About as much as I trust you right now. Hell, Gooder. 

He's been converted. Why can't you admit that?" 

Donovan was getting a little tired of being reminded how 

messed up his kid was. 

"I did. He's coming around though. At least Polly's 

getting through to him-" 

"I still don't trust him. Take him with you. I won't be 

held responsible if anything happens while you're gone." 

"Thanks, Ham." 

Donovan stepped outside, into the back yard, and found 

Polly and Sean together as usual. "Hey, kiddo." 

The boy looked up at his father and acknowledged him. "Hi 

Dad." 

"Do you want me to leave, Mr. Donovan?" Polly asked. 

"Just give me a few minutes here with Sean." 

She gathered her text books and walked away. 

"Did I do something wrong?" Sean said. 

Mike shook his head. "No, in fact, I'm glad to see that 

you're adjusting so well." 

"I wanted to ask you something and I don't know if you 

have the answer. What happened to Mom?" the boy asked. 

Mike never expected to hear that question from Sean. He 

assumed that the boy might think that his mother never 

returned after the time that they got captured almost three 

years ago. 

"Do you think she's dead?" Sean wondered. 

"Yes," Mike frowned. "She is. You see, she came back to 

me last year and we both decided to try to get you back. But 

like you, Diana had converted her and I found out that she 

had been sent to get some information about the resistance. 

And then one day, I went on a raid with the others, Diana 

came and brought your mother. There was an explosion, and 

she died." 

"Were you in love with Mom when she died?" 

That was the question that Mike had never answered to 

himself, let alone anyone else. "I'll always have a place 

in my heart for your mother." 

"But how can you love two women at the same time?" 

"I don't know, son. It's complicated." 

"If the resistance gets Miss Parrish back, are you going 

to marry her?" 

"Do you think I should?" 

"I guess, if you love her." 

"I'm glad you feel that way. I want to talk to you about 

something. Uh, Sean, do you know how children are born, or I 

mean how they're-" 

"I don't want you to talk to me about sex, Dad. I think I 

know what I'm supposed to know." 

Donovan began to wonder how much Sean actually knew, if he 

was more informed than he suspected. He grinned and felt 

his cheeks flush. 

"Julie and I have a child together. You have a sister-" 

"Wait, Dad. I thought that you were going to talk to me 

about Polly." 

"DO YOU THINK I SHOULD?!" 

"No." 

Donovan sensed that the boy had deliberately changed the 

subject. 

"Hey, how come you didn't tell me about my sister before?" 

"Well, I only found out myself about a week ago. Anyways, 

she's just a few days old and I would like to see her. I 

want you to come to New York with me tomorrow." 

"Can Polly come too?" 

Mike was annoyed to find that his son only had a one track 

mind. "I suppose, if Robin says it's okay-" 

"Why? She's not her mother." 

"Well no, she's her guardian. It's almost the same 

thing." 

"How come the baby is in New York if Miss Parrish is with 

Diana?" 

"Well, the Visitors have traitors and they got the baby 

out. They couldn't get Julie-" 

"Do humans convert Visitors to turn them against their 

people too?" 

"Uh, no. There are a lot of Visitors who don't agree 

with the others plans for Earth. Their called Fifth 

Columnists." 

"Like Martin," Sean remembered. 

"Yes." 

"Martin helped you get Julie out before. Is he helping 

you now?" 

"No. Martin died a long time ago. These are other Fifth 

Columnists." 

"Oh." 

"You will come with me to New York even if Polly can't 

go?" 

"Well, I hope we won't be gone too long." 

"I don't know, Sean."
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Chapter Twentyfive: Date Of Conviction 

Tomorrow came and so did the fears of a new day. A day 

when fate would determine the lives of many... 

Donovan awoke in a cold sweat. Another nightmare had 

invaded his sleep, tearing at his soul. It was now six a.m. 

In only a few hours, he would leave for Sacramento in hopes 

of finding a way out of a very long jail sentence. In the 

kitchen, he found coffee...Just what he needed to wake up 

fully. 

"You ready for that physical later, Donovan?" Joe Akers 

asked. 

"Not today, Akers. I'm leaving for New York after 

the hearing." 

He eyed his "Sister" who was clinging to Joe in a less 

than sisterly way. She had no shame in showing the fact 

that she and Joe Akers had become sexually involved. 

The other day, he had walked in on the pair while they were 

making love. 

"Gonna go see that baby of yours?" Maggie smiled. 

"Yeah," he said. 

Ham looked up at him from his plate of scrambled eggs. "I 

still don't see how you're gonna get there without any 

fuel." 

"I told you I'll get some." 

"Like you got that plane?" he said dryly. 

Donovan shrugged. "Well, I don't think anybody will have to 

die this time." 

"Die?" Maggie asked. 

He nodded and then explained. "Julie and I literally 

hijacked that plane. We killed the pilot." 

"You did what?!" Ham exclaimed. 

"She was only trying to save my life and her ass. I mean 

if the guy recognized us, then she would've been in deep 

shit." 

"Yeah, especially since you guys are both criminals," Dan 

added. 

"Do you want some breakfast, Mike?" Robin asked. 

"No thank you." He wondered if she knew that he hated her 

cooking. "Hey Robin, do you mind if Polly tags along with 

us to New York? I mean I didn't really want to bring her 

but Sean asked and-" 

"I'm not sure I like how well their getting along," she 

confessed. "I mean Polly's how old I was when I got 

pregnant with Elizabeth." 

"Well you were raped, Robin. That's different." 

"I hope you don't really believe that, Mike," Maggie 

said laughing. "Your son is fifteen, old enough to be a 

man." 

"And you're old enough to be a Grandpa," Dan reminded. 

"I'm not hearing this," Donovan said. "Okay, Robin. Since 

you don't trust me or my son, I won't take her with me." 

"I don't think it's Sean who we can't trust," Chris said 

with a smile. "It seems Miss Polly ain't exactly the 

picture of innocence." 

"Well, I'm glad you all find this so amusing," Robin said 

offensively. "In fact, I'll send Polly just to prove you 

wrong." 

The back door screeched loudly as Kyle and Elizabeth came 

through. 

"We've got to get out of here!" he announced. 

"What?" Donovan wondered. 

"Elizabeth said she saw something. She thinks we're in 

danger." 

"Do you think Julie exposed the loca-," Ham began, looking 

at Donovan, 

"No-" Elizabeth answered. "It was somebody else. 

Someone close to Diana. She's on her way now! We have to 

leave... or else we'll die." 

"I think she knows what she's talking about," Chris said 

getting up from the table. "C'mon, let's get loaded up." 

"Why don't we stay here and-" Ham started to say, but 

Donovan interrupted him. 

"Where's Sean?!" he demanded, looking at Robin for his 

answer. 

"I don't know! Do I look like his keeper?!" 

"He and Polly went to the stream to fish," Chris 

explained. 

"All right," said Donovan. "Someone find Damon and 

Dan. I'm going to go get Sean and Polly! Chris, could 

you get the artillery loaded up?" 

"You got it." 

Donovan walked outside. Polly and Sean were already 

heading back with fishing gear in tow. Suddenly, 

spacecrafts flew over and began firing their lasers towards 

the ground. 

"Get down!" Donovan shouted pulling his son and Polly 

down. They crawled under the porch and watched in horror as 
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the inmistakeable white jeeps came onto the property with 

more shock troopers. The only thing that was crossing 

Mike's mind was the thought of finding a weapon for self 

defense. He quickly opened the basement window. "Get 

inside, now!" 

After following the teenagers through the opening, he 

went upstairs to mediate the chaos among the others, who 

were beginning to realize that their chances of escaping 

were slim. 

"Everybody out the back door!" he ordered. 

"Don't be stupid," Ham argued, loading ammunition into an 

AK-47. 

"What?" he flared. "We either stay in here and wait 

for them to get us or-" he watched as Robin Maxwell peered 

out the window and quickly pulled her away. "Are you 

crazy?!" 

"Elizabeth went outside after Polly!" she cried, 

frantically. 

"I got Polly, she's downstairs." 

"I'm here, Mother." The Starchild appeared from out of 

nowhere. "Something's wrong with Julie." 

Robin looked at her puzzled. Ham broke up the two saying, 

"Never mind that now." He handed Robin an UZI. "You take 

your daughter, go out to the jeep, run like hell!" 

"But I don't know how to use it!" she whined. 

"GO!!" he shouted angrily. He was annoyed with Robins 

lack of involvement in the defensive side of the resistance 

movement. Lately, she had merely served as a housekeeper. 

Outside, lasers sailed through the air like meteor showers. 

People ran for their lives as the jeeps approached the house. 

Diana was in one of them, givingher orders via radio... 

"I want Mike Donovan, Ham Tyler, and Elizabeth Maxwell kept 

alive," she ordered. "Stop!" she yelled at the officer who 

was driving. 

He slammed on the breaks and the jeep came to a halt. 

"What is it?" 

"I'm going after them myself!" she announced, getting out 

of the jeep and stepping down onto the earth's surface. 

"Diana?!!" 

Brook Cove was filled with chaos as James Walker came down 

the concealed stairway, dragging Julie Parrish, who was less 

than cooperative. She kicked him, and even tried to bite 

him. Her colleagues stared at the struggling pair in 

wonder. 

"LET ME GO!!" she screamed. 

"ARE YOU GOING TO RUN?!!" 

She didn't answer, but frantically studied all the faces 

that were coming at her and wondered where she was. 

"Julie?" Hannah ran towards the woman and hugged her as 

if she were claiming a lost daughter. "Oh, I'm so glad 

you're okay!" 

"She isn't okay!" James said. He released the woman's 

arms, and she did not walk away. 

Hannah stepped back away from her as well. 

"Wh...who...are...you?" Julie whispered. 

"She can't remember much, Hannah," James explained. 

"I couldn't get her to talk on the way out here. She was 

stoned off of something, and then when she snapped out of 

it, she acted terrified." 

"WHERE AM I?!!" said Julie. 

"In New York," the Old Woman explained casually. 

"Home?" 

It was as if something in her mind had finally connected. 

"That's right. You're home dear." 

A Chevrolet van sped down a dirt road with white jeeps 

in pursuit. Inside were most of the resistance 

members. In fact, the only people who were missing were Mike 

Donovan, Sean Donovan, Polly Maxwell, Joe Akers and Dan 

Smith. 

Damon and Chris were firing rounds at the jeeps via the 

back window. The Visitors returned the blast and the van 

veered off into the ditch. Ham Tyler floored the gas pedal 

and they started off again. 

"Get down!" Maggie screamed to the others when another 

blast shattered the back window. 

Robin slid off from the wheel well and down onto the dirty 

floor. "I hope Mike makes it with Polly," she whispered to 

Kyle. 

"I hope he makes it period." 

The van lurched as another blast hit it. Ham increased 

the speed to its highest level. 

"EVERYBODY DOWN!!!" he shouted over the roar of the 

motor. 

Maggie felt nauseated. Her stomach lurched in fear. She 

crouched down onto the floor board, and stuck her face into 

the sliding door well, then vomited. 

"Maggie?!" Chris shouted at her. 

She stayed in the position for a few seconds, until she 

knew that it was over. Suddenly, the shots that had been 

echoing had disappeared. She sat up and wiped her mouth in 

shame, and quickly scanned around the area to see if the 

others were watching her. But they weren't. They too were 

anxious to know if there were anymore vehicles pursuing 

theirs. 

Ham had slowed down into the bare fields that laid up 

ahead. 

"Did you get your kid, Gooder?" he asked. 

Elias and Kyle exchanged glances. 

"He isn't here!" Elias shouted. 

Ham slammed on the breaks, bringing his van to a grinding 

halt. 

"DAMN IT!!" 

"Just keep going!! I don't want to die!!" Maggie begged. 

Donovan knelt beside his son and Polly behind the wooden 

staircase, in the basement. 

He heard footsteps above. "Shh," he told his son, 

feeling the coolness of his gun in his right hand. 

Suddenly, Diana was there aiming her weapon at him. 

"I suggest you drop your weapon Mr. Donovan. There's no 

way out-" she smiled then noticed his son. "Well hello, 

Sean. I told you I'd come back-" 

"Murderer!" The boy screamed. 

Donovan felt the gun slide uneasily from his sweaty palm, 

and down onto the ground. It went off. But no one was 

injured. Sean hastily grabbed it, and aimed it at Diana. 

"You...lied to...me!" he stammered. "Because of you, my 

Mother is dead!" 

Without further hesitation, he shot her, aiming for her 

chest. She fell back against some wooden crates, but had 

managed to maintain her grip on her own weapon. She pulled 

the trigger, aiming for the boy's father, not shooting once, 

but three times. 

Donovan yelled in agony as he felt the laser rip through 

his flesh. Sean retaliated again, shooting Diana a few few 

more times until she did not move. 

"Are you okay, Dad?" Sean looked at his father. 

Mike coughed and blood came out of his mouth. He was 

going into shock. His whole body was trembling. 

"We have to get him out of here," Sean turned to Polly. 

"But how?" 

"Help me get him up the stairs," he began to cry. 

"Please!!" 

They struggled to drag him upstairs, and when they made it 

into the kitchen, Sean quickly closed the door behind them 

and locked it. 

"Oh my God!" said Joe Akers as he watched them drag 

Donovan's unconscious body across the floor. "I heard 

gunshots, but I had not idea-" 

"You have to help me," Sean begged, as his gentle green 

eyes filled with tears. 

The Doctor nodded. "We have to get out of here. They'll 

come back." 

Polly looked outside the window to see that the vehicles 

were gone. "Did Robin and Katie get away?" 

"Yes," Joe said. "I was looking for you guys. C'mon, 

kids, this way." He led them outside. On the way out, they 

tripped over the body of Dan Smith. He was dead. 

Chapter Twentysix: The Takeover 

As the day came to an end, darkness began to settle across 

San Bernardino Valley. The members of the Los Angels 

resistance had sought refuge in the abandoned San Bernardino 

Hilton, a very fancy hotel. 

Ham Tyler felt the anguish and guilt of leaving a close 

friend behind. Not that he and Donovan had been all that 

tight over the years. In fact, everyone knew that they were 

true arch-enemies ever since their days in Vietnam over two 

decades earlier. Donovan then in the U.S. Army, and Ham a 

CIA agent had crossed one another's paths one too many times. 

That seemed like an eternity ago and today, Ham would not 

wish death apon this foe. 

He sat alone in the bar of the hotel, drinking his usual 

scotch and water only wishing that if he submerged himself 

in liquor, the whole nightmare would come to an end. He 

looked towards the hallway and Maggie Blodgett came in the 

room to join him. Her hazel eyes were filled with pain. 

"Are you sure they know where we're at?" she asked again 

for the second time since they'd left the ranch. He nodded, 

his eyes not meeting hers. "Then where are they?" she 

demanded as if he had the answer. But the sad truth was that 

neither of them had the answer. 

Ham sat his empty glass down on the counter as he told 

her, "Don't worry, Maggie. Gooder can take care of himself. 

He's smart." 

"I know." She felt the urge to fight back the tears 

again. "Can't we at least go back and look for them?" 

"That's suicidal and you know it." 

"I don't care!" She started to cry again. "We need 

Donovan. He's the best we've got!" 

He thought for a moment. He knew that he had to come up 

with an answer, to keep her satisfied. "If they're not back 

by tomorrow, Chris and I'll go back and look for them." 

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

Lydia found it surprisingly difficult to keep the 

mothership in order during Diana's absence. The uprising of 

the Fifth Column was becoming more prominent with each 

passing hour. And just that morning, she had found Peter 

murdered in his quarters. 

"Lydia," Greggory said as he greeted her at the control 

deck. "The traitors are causing a ruckus down in the 

landing bay. You've got to do something!" 

"Don't tell me what to do!" she said furiously. 

The alarm began to sound and a hoard of Visitors came into 

the room aiming their rifles at whoever stood in their way. 

"What do you think you're doing?!" Lydia exclaimed. 

"Seizing control of this ship," one of them answered. 

"Diana will have your head for this when she gets back!" 

"Ah, you must be our dear Commander Lydia," said another 

with dark hair and dark eyes. "I assure you that you won't 

be causing any problems for us. Bart," he looked at one of 

the other officers, "take Miss Lydia and her boyfriend to a 

cell and lock them up!" 

The two were escorted away. 

"What did you say they did with the tracking device?" the 

original fair haired Fifth Columnist asked another. 

"Over here." 

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

A cloud of dust and smoke filled the air as the old farm 

house burned to the ground. Signs of death could be seen 

from afar. Governor Grant's limousine pulled up into the 

asphalt driveway and he watched the compound go up in smoke. 

In the barn, Joe Akers worked as quickly as he could to 

sew the wound of the still unconscious Donovan. "Hold the 

rag, Polly." 

Donovan regained consciousness and gasped in agony. As he 

looked down at his wounds, he wondered why he wasn't dead 

yet. 'Death is better than this. Where's Sean? Did she 

get Sean too?' "SEAN?!" 

"Right here, Dad." The boy stepped away from the lookout 

window and came over to his father. 

Joe inserted the needle and Donovan flinched. "Not doin' 

so good, Mike? Almost done. I'm gonna give you some 

whiskey. You'll feel better soon." 

"Just let me die," he pleaded. 

"C'mon, Mike. Hang in there." 

"There's a car outside," Sean announced. "It's a limo." 

"Could be Grant," said Joe. "Go see who it is." 

"No!" Mike said. "I won't risk my son's life to save 

mine!" 

"I didn't kill her for nothin', Dad," Sean protested. "I 

did it to save you!" 

Mike passed out again and Joe knew that he had lost an 

awful lot of blood. "Go get 'em, Sean!" 

Constance Parrish was almost asleep when the two men 

arrived at her house. She had seen them come up the walk 

from her bedroom window and wondered who would come this 

late in the evening. Since her husbands passing almost two 

years ago, she had become trustworthy of no one. Only her 

two younger sons remained in her home to protect her. All 

of the other children had gone away. 

She tapped on Phillipe's door. "Phillipe," she 

whispered. "Are you awake? There's two men here." 

Phillipe came out into the hallway, dressed in only 

sweatpants. His hair was wet from a recent shower and he 

smelt of cologne. It was a musk that his father had worn. 

Phillipe was the spitting image of what Pierre had looked 

like at that age, with his blue eyes and curly locks of 

blond hair. It was to his own importance that he had become 

the class heartthrob at his high school. Yet it was to his 

mother's disgrace. 

The two made their way down the stairs, as their "guests" 

had already rung the doorbell once. 

"Mrs. Parrish?" one of the men called. "We need to talk 

to you regarding your daughter?" 

"Who's there?" she replied." 

"I'm a physician. My name is George Stewart." 

It was a black man who was speaking when she opened the 

door. "Is Gabriella allright?" she asked. 

"We mean Julie." Pete answered. "You are her mother?" 

Constance looked puzzled. "You know my daughter, Juliet? 

Is she in New York?" 

Pete shivered, his bodies own resistance to the brutal 

cold New York winds. "May we come in?" 

"I suppose." She stepped back and let the men in then led 

them into the kitchen saying "Come." 

"Mother?!" said Phillipe. He had made it a habit not to 

let strangers into his father's home, especially since the 

new order. 

"It is all right, Phillipe." She then turned back to the 

two men. "What do you know about Juliet?" 

"Well you know how valuable she is to the Visitors, about 

her capture," said Pete. 

"I know nothing about Juliet. She has not called me in 

almost three years! If you've come to tell me that they 

captured her, I am sorry to hear it! But I do not care!" 

Her Italian accent rang out like a hammer, as well as her 

strong will. The two men were baffled by her behavior. 

"I didn't know you and your daughter weren't on speaking 

terms," he explained. "Look, a friend of ours freed her 

from Diana, but she isn't well. We believe she has 

amnesia. She doesn't recognize us, and she's asking for her 

mother." 

"She doesn't have a mother!" said Constance bitterly. 

"She has no respect for her family and I do not wish to see 

her!" 

"Mother?" the young man said. 

"Quiet!" she shouted. 

"Look," said Pete. "I don't know what Julie might've done 

to make you disown her, but she obviously doesn't 

remember... and she needs you right now." 

"She did not need me when she left me eight and a half 

years ago. Her Papa and I, may God rest his soul, did not 

want her to go off to college! She not only broke our 

commands, she defiled herself by moving in with a man. She 

is not the daughter we brought her up to be. She isn't our 

daughter at all..." 

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

"Where is Diana anyways?" Lydia asked as she sat down in 

an empty chair. "I thought she'd be here by now!" 

"What's this? Are you scared, Lydia?" Greggory asked. 

She got up, unfolding her arms. "No!" 

"So Diana told me that you were the one who discovered the 

intruder aboard our ship this morning. It's too bad that he 

escaped with Juliet Parrish. You should've been a little 

quicker in your efforts to inform your commander." 

"A lot of good she'll be to the resistance. The 

conversion was a success." 

"Yes indeed, a good fortune for us. She won't be of use 

to her fellow comrades anymore." He raised an eyebrow. 

"Perhaps she'll come back to us? It's too bad that you'll 

be punished for the little mishap. I hate to see you go 

away. It'll be a great loss to our mission." 

'What is he talking about? Has he lost his mind?' 

"What the hell are you talking about?!" 

"Why, Lydia. Is that any way to talk to your future 

husband?" 

'My what? Diana must be behind this-' "My hus-?" 

Greggory cut her off before she could finish. "Yes, are 

you not happy about our engagement?" 

She ran a hand through her wig. "I don't understand-" 

"A little agreement I made with Diana in exchange for the 

location of the resistance base," he explained. "Now you 

won't say anything, will you? Otherwise, I'll just have to 

tell them how you murdered Peter." 

"I did no such thing and I'm not marrying you!" she 

screamed. 

"Of course you didn't," he smiled. "I did. But not 

before I told him that you and I were lovers!" 

"You Bastard!" With an indrawn breath, she spat venom in 

his eyes. He grabbed her and threw her to the ground. 

"And now my dear Lydia, I'm going to prove it!" 

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

Visions of monsters gathered in Juliet's mind. She tried 

to run, but her legs felt heavy. She found herself driving 

along side the ramp leading to the parking garage near the 

hospital and looked up to see Benjamin Taylor falling over 

the ledge. 

"Ben!!" she cried. He collided against concrete and she 

wondered if he had broken his back in the fall. "Ben! Ben!" 

Julie started to panic as she ran towards him. She wasn't 

even aware that a few Visitors had noticed her presence and 

were aiming at her with their weapons. She tried to pick 

her friend up, grasping him around the waste and then his 

chest, she was dragging him backwards wondering how she 

could boost him into ther White VW parked nearby. 

The movement must've aroused him a little bit. "Julie?" 

"Easy, Ben." 

"No, Julie. Go on..." he argued "No use." 

She could hear the sound of booted feet coming closer, 

closer... "God, please," she begged aloud as she thrust the 

man halfway up into her car. But something struck her right 

hip, and she screamed in agony, then fell to the ground. 

She turned to see that her own flesh was on fire. 

With all the energy she could muster, she braced herself 

up on her elbows and somehow got Benny into the car... 

But then the scenery changed. She was in her bedroom in 

her Santa Monica apartment and Mike Donovan was with her. 

"No!" she screamed. "It isn't supposed to be this way. 

Please don't hurt me. Please don't hurt our baby..." 

"JULIE!" Sari Jame's sudden shout scared the woman awake. 

"Did you have a bad dream?" 

The look of terror in the woman's eyes told her the answer 

was yes. 

"Don't you worry, you're safe here. We won't let anything 

happen to you." 

Julie was trembling with fear, not so sure if she could 

trust this person, whoever she was. "I want my mother." 

It wasn't the first time she had asked for her mother. It 

was as if she'd lost her memory and believed that she 

was still a young girl. 

"I know," Sari said. "Pete went to go get her." 

"Is everything okay?" Hannah Donnenfield asked coming 

into the room. 

"She's still asking for her mom." 

Hannah sat down on Juliet's bedside feeling sorry for her 

only wishing she knew how to help her. Julie was crying. 

"What's the matter, can't sleep?" 

"She had a bad dream," Sari explained. "Maybe it's side 

effects from the drugs?" 

"Well I can't take her off of it without Dr. Stewart's 

okay." 

"When are he and Pete coming back?" 

Hannah shrugged her shoulders. "It's pretty rough getting 

to Manhattan under the circumstances." 

"Do you still say it's too early for the reversal drug?" 

This got Julie's attention. "I WON'T TAKE ANY MORE 

MEDICINE!" 

"It's for your own good," Sari said. 

Julie lost her temper. "You have your people kidnap me 

and then you try to force pills down my throat?!" 

"But 'you' invented this drug before-" 

"NOT NOW SARI!!" Hannah scorned her. "Would you like to 

be alone, Juliet?" 

"Yes. I would," she replied angrily. 

"Juliet?" 

The woman's voice had caught everyone's attention and they 

looked towards the doorway to see that Pete had come 

through. 

"You cut your hair?" Constance said with a gasp and then 

she smiled and gave her daughter a hug. 

"Where's Daddy?" Julie said. 

Chapter Twentyseven: Facing Reality 

Deniese Daltrey sat in front of the camera going over the 

news which she was about to give the world. One sentence 

seemed to stand out above the rest and she reread it hoping 

that she'd misunderstood. But it was there, plain as day 

and in black and white... 

Los Angeles resistance leader Michael Donovan is in 

critical condition and is not expected to live for much 

longer. 

She went on to read the rest of the segment... 

Mr. Donovan, well known for both his work in the media and 

in the resistance network was shot yesterday during a 

surprise Visitor attack at the group's base in Tehachapie, 

California. No word has been released from the Governor's 

mansion in Sacramento about the obviously delayed, much 

publicized Kepstroff trial which would've began yesterday. 

Mr. Donovan and his group were facing charges for raiding 

the Visitor operated nuclear plant, causing a major 

explosion that had put off toxic fumes and killed all of the 

residents in the nearby city.... In related news, 

ex-resistance leader, and world reknown scientist, last 

years nobel contender Dr. Juliet Parrish, was rescued from 

the Los Angeles mothership after undergoing severe 

conversion. Friends and family members are concerned that 

Diana may have succeeded this time. This was Dr.Parrish's 

second time undergoing the brainwashing techinque. The 

other had been after she was captured two years ago, after 

exposing the Visitors true reptilian nature on television. 

Diana also had the child that the woman was carrying taken 

via cesarean section after only five months gestation. 

Miraculously, the child has survived and was rescued also. 

"Deniese, are you okay?" Burt, the director asked. 

"We're on the air in two minutes," said another man. 

"No!" she said letting the bitter tears escape. 

"She can't go on like that," complained Ritch who was in 

charge of sound. 

"What is it?" Burt asked. 

"It just isn't fair! I think about that sweet little baby 

girl. Her mother's lost her mind and her Daddy's going to 

die." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"This, Burt," she shoved the paper in his hands. "Have 

you read it? Look at what all they've done for everybody. 

I just can't accept that they can't be helped." 

"You've lost me, Deniese." 

"One minute," reminded the other guy. 

"Take ten and tell them we've got technical difficulties," 

Burt ordered. "You've got to pull yourself together, 

Deniese." 

"I'm sorry," she whispered dabbing her eyes with a 

Kleenex. "It's just that Mike Donovan's a close friend of 

mine." 

"Yeah, I know," he sympathized. "I worked with him back 

in seventy-nine. Are you sure you want to do this?" 

"I'll be allright. You'd better get cosmetics in here." 

* * * 

Diana awoke in a pool of her own blood. She was growing 

weaker and wasn't sure if she could go on any further. 

Twelve hours had passed since she'd escaped the flame 

engulfed ranch house. But even where she was, she could 

smell the faint odor of burning timber. She knew that she 

had not made it that far. 

The pains in her stomach reminded her that it had been a 

day since her last meal. She looked on the ground for any 

helpless creature that would suit her need for nourishment. 

There was none. Again, she began to wonder if her people 

would send for her. Maybe they didn't care. She sensed 

that something had gone terribly wrong. She struggled to 

get to her feet and began to head up towards the road. 

* * * 

Constance Parrish watched over her new granddaughter with 

all the love and devotion that any grandparent would. She 

asked herself if she had been too hard on her daughter. 

Maybe it was time to let go of all the disappointment and 

anger that had consumed her for so many years. But then 

again, maybe it was too late. 

She wondered why her children had been so rebellious 

against her dreams for them. The biggest heartbreak that 

she'd had to endure as a mother, was watching Julie go off 

to pursue her dreams, despite her parents obvious 

disapproval. But Juie had been successful. She obviously 

enjoyed her line of work and had earned a lot of attention 

for her giftedness. The only problem was that she was the 

first woman in her family who had gone to work. 

Just down the hallway, Julie laid awake. Right now, of 

all things, she feared sleep. For she knew that as long as 

she was conscious, she had control over her mind. She tried 

hard to remember the past year of her life. What if the 

others were telling the truth? A part of her wanted to 

believe that they were, but then she would have to accept 

that she had been converted. 

The hardest thing for her to deal with was the nightmare 

she'd dream if she slept. It was an awful vision and it 

seemed vivid, like it had been real. She tried to convince 

herself that Mike was not capable of rape. But then she 

wondered why, if she'd had his child, he wasn't a part of 

her life anymore. 

She got up and put on her robe. There had to be someone 

who could help her find the answers. But could she trust 

them? She had no choice but to turn to the people who were 

holding her against her will for help. She'd thought about 

the way her mother had treated her, no different from the 

past. Her mother seemed to be convinced that the infant 

girl was really Julie's. What would've been the purpose in 

the others making up something like that? Julie went down 

the long narrow hallway and into the kitchen. There was no 

one there. The percolating coffee pot caught her attention 

and she helped herself to a cup, and sat at the table 

feeling that she hadn't the strength to go any further. She 

sat there alone in the dark for a while. But soon enough, 

she heard voices. The strawberry blond and the short, fat 

man came into the kitchen, playing their usual game of 

insulting one another. They almost didn't notice Julie. 

"Hey, I thought you said there was a full pot," Mitchell 

said. 

"I think goldilocks took a cup," Sari winked at the third 

party who gave her no response. "You know all that caffeine 

won't help you catch up on your sleep." 

"I'm fine," she said unsmiling. 

"Does Hannah know you're up?" 

"I didn't realize I needed permission." 

Sari tried not to let Julie's obvious attitude get to her 

and reminded herself of what the woman had been put through 

lately. 

"My, my, my," Mitchell crowed. "Aren't we a smart mouth 

this morning?" 

"Mitchell," Sari glared at him. "Shut up!" 

She looked over at Julie who was getting up to excuse 

herself, Sari thought. "Dr. Parrish, wait." The woman 

looked back at her. "He means you no harm. Mitchell can't 

help that he's an asshole. Can I do something for you?" 

Julie sat back down, again suddenly remembering her weak 

condition. "I don't know, Ms. James. Can I trust you?" 

"Of course." 

"Do you know where my things are?" 

"What things?" 

"Do I have a apartment or something? Maybe a laboratory?" 

"Yes, but what are you look-" 

"Which?" Julie cut her off. 

"You were staying in one of our cottages. And your lab is 

down the hall." 

"I wouldn't take her to the lab if I were you," Mitchell 

warned. 

"Why not?" Sari and Julie asked at the same time. 

"Do you think we trust you?" 

Julie shook her head. "Come with me then! I don't care!" 

"Well," Sari frowned, "We have to clear it through Hannah 

first." 

"Okay," she said as if it was no big deal to her. 

"Would you tell me what it is you're looking for? Maybe I 

can help." 

"No," she answered plainly. 

Mitchell snickered. "Nice try, Sari." 

"-just don't believe it! When is it going to end?" 

Deniese was saying to Hannah Donnenfield as the two came 

into the the kitchen. She looked at Julie. "Hello, Julie." 

"Deniese Daltrey?" Julie asked. "You're one of Mike's- 

friends?" 

"Yes." 

"She has a few loose marbles," Mitchell explained. 

"Don't you have work to do, Mitch?!" Sari glared at him. 

"Fine, fine. I can tell when I'm not wanted," he mock 

pouted. "I'm going. I'm going." 

"Are you okay, Juliet?" Hannah asked expressing concern. 

"If what you all have said is true, then I want proof." 

"She wants to see her cottage," Sari emphasized. 

Something had caught Julie's attention. The headline on 

the New York Times: KEPSTROFF TRIAL DELAYED, RESISTANCE 

LEADER MICHAEL DONOVAN SHOT. 

"What is this?" Julie asked looking at Hannah. 

"I didn't know they printed it in the paper," Denies said. 

"They think he's going to die," Hannah explained curious 

to see how Julie would react. 

She looked back down at the article. Then rested her head 

in her left hand. Her left hand, she noted. She usually 

did it with her right. She squinted against her tears to 

read the article. 

"Does he know he um- has a daughter?" she asked wondering 

if that were a question that might help her discern between 

reality. 

"Yes, Lauren told him. He," the old woman paused, "had 

come to see you the day that you got taken and you weren't 

here. You had invited him here because you decided to tell 

him that you were pregnant." 

"Why didn't I tell him before?" 

Deniese gave Hannah a wide eyed look and mouthed "No." 

Julie caught it. "EXCUSE ME!" 

The news woman looked at her. "You had a disagreement." 

"Better be honest, Deniese," Hannah ordered. 

"Because I had an affair with him," Deniese went on. 

"I'm glad you find humor in my amnesia, Ms. Daltrey," 

Julie said. "Don't-" 

"She's telling the truth," Hannah said. 

Julie got up. "Well that's great. But I still don't 

understand. No, I guess I shouldn't be surprised. Mike 

always said you had a thing for him and that he wasn't 

interested. I guess I misjudged him because I thought he 

really loved me." 

"He does!" Deniese proclaimed. "I've got no reason to 

lie to you, Julie." 

"No, I guess not, once he's dead." 

"You two were broke up when it happened. I had no idea 

that you and him had ever been more than friends!" 

"It doesn't matter. I'm not blaming you, Deniese. I just 

don't see how he could or why I would've forgiven him or 

told him to come here. I'm starting to believe what you all 

are saying is true, and if it is then that means that Diana 

won this time and I really am converted!" she sobbed. 

"I don't believe that's true. You'll come around," Hannah 

said. "It takes time, Juliet." 

"Not this time," she whimpered walking away. 

"What are you doing?" she followed her. 

"Where's my baby?" 

"Follow me." 

Hannah and Julie went into the lab where her mother was 

rocking the baby. 

"Give her to me!" Julie ordered. 

Constance handed over the baby. 

"Leave us alone." 

"But Juliet-?" Hannah began. 

"Do you honestly think I could hurt my own child?" 

She shook her head and followed the woman's mother out 

into the hallway. The infant began to cry. Julie couldn't 

help but notice that her eyes were green just like Mike's or 

all the thick dark hair that covered her head, just like the 

child she used to imagine that they would have. No matter 

what was or was not true, this was her child and she would 

accept it. 

Chapter Twentyeight: A Matter Of Trust 

Playing Mommy to her siblings had took it's toll on 

Robin. She found herself regretting the day that she'd 

agreed to take custody of them. But Polly hadn't been much 

of a problem despite her obvious feelings for Sean. Katie, 

on the other hand, was the spitting image of what Robin had 

been at her age, a brat. 

"I...WANT...MY...DOLL!!" the young girl cried angrily. 

"Well you can't have it! It isn't here!" Robin shouted 

at her. 

"I hate you. I wish you were dead!" 

"You're seven years old, Katie! You're too old to be 

playing with dolls, anyways!" 

Polly found herself explaining her sister's actions. 

"That's the doll Dad brought back to her when he came to see 

us last year before-," she broke off. "It's all she has 

left of him." 

"There was a fire." Robin turned to Katie 

uncompassionatly. "HOW MANY TIMES DO I HAVE TO EXPLAIN IT 

TO YOU?!" 

Elias, who had been sitting at the bottom of the stairway, 

overhearing their conversation, was also annoyed with Robin. 

"We gotta go back and look for Dan anyways. Give him a 

proper burial an all. I'll look for the doll if you 

want..." 

"Thanks." 

Kyle came into the room. "Are you ready, Elias?" 

"Yeah," he said. "How's Donovan?" 

"Not good." 

"I hate to go knowing that he probably won't be alive when 

we get back." 

"I can't stay and watch him die," Kyle confessed then 

turned to Robin. "Tell the others we left." 

"Be careful, Kyle," she smiled. 

He gave her a wink and then followed Elias outside. 

Hours later, night was falling across the southern 

California sky. The small group of friends gathered in 

sadness and waited while one who had been so dear to all of 

them seemed to be slipping away. Mike Donovan lapsed into a 

coma. He could no longer breathe on his own. A respirator 

was all that was keeping his body alive. Each one took 

their turn at saying goodbye, fearing if they waited any 

longer, they'd miss their chance. But the one who seemed 

the most deeply affected by his condition was his son. 

Sean Donovan remained at his father's bedside constantly. 

He apologized to his Dad about the way he had acted for the 

past two years. He promised his Dad that he would be good 

if he lived. He begged his father not to die. He did not 

want to end up like Polly who had lost both her parents 

to the war. But Donovan's condition worsened. Within a 

matter of hours, Joe Akers announced that he had developed 

pneumonia, and was growing weaker with each passing second. 

In the middle of the night, the group was awakened by the 

sounds of a plane landing nearby. Chris and Rick had guard 

duty, and greeted the jet plane, Ak-47's in hand. They 

weren't taking any chances. Who would come at this time of 

night? They were surprised when a few members of the New 

York Resistance exited the plane bringing Julie Parrish 

with them. 

"Where is he, I want to see him?" she asked. 

"He's inside," said Chris who was a little puzzled by her 

appearance. As far as he could tell, she seemed normal, 

not at all like the way she had been described on the 

television news broadcast the day before. 

"Need help with the luggage?" Rick asked Pete Forsythe 

who had piloted. 

"Sure. One of you take her inside for me, okay?" 

Julie followed Chris, carrying the tiny infant in her 

arms. She was saddened to learn that Mike was getting worse 

and that she had almost arrived too late. 

They settled down into the cafeteria with the others who 

were anxious about Juliet's return. When they inquired 

about her recent expedition, Pete spoke up. 

"She was a little disoriented at first. You know how the 

press blows things out of proportion." 

"You folks want some coffee?" Maggie offered. 

"No," Julie smiled. "What I need is a hug." 

They embraced and the infant awoke but barely made any 

sound at all. "Well, hello there," Maggie grinned. "Come 

see your Aunt Maggie." 

Julie gave up her daughter. 

"I just can't get over how little she is," Maggie went 

on. "Just look at those green eyes!" 

"Where's Sean?" Julie asked. 

"With his father, I suppose," she mumbled. "You probably 

want to see him too. I'll watch the baby for you. Does she 

need to be fed?" 

"No. I should only be a while." 

Julie got up, and Ham led the way upstairs. They entered a 

small room where Mike lay on a bed in a near death like state. 

There seemed to be no pigment in his skin whatsoever. 

Although his eyelids appeared to be a hue of purplish blue. 

At his bedside was his teenage son who had fallen fast asleep 

in the arm chair. 

"Sean?" She said softly. 

He stirred and looked at her and then at his own father. 

"I tried to save him." 

"I know you did." 

"What's she doing here?!" said a female voice whom Julie 

didn't recognize. She turned to see Addrienne looking at 

her crossly. Joe followed Mike's sister into the room. "I 

can't believe you let her come in here!" she screamed at 

Ham who was standing in the doorway. 

Julie a little puzzled looked to Joe for an answer. "What 

is this, Akers?" 

"You don't belong here, that's what!" Addie exclaimed 

hysterically. 

"Stop it!" Sean yelled. 

"Addie, what's your problem?" Joe demanded treating her 

with less compassion than usual. 

"She's a fucking traitor! DAMN IT! What the hell is the 

matter with you people anyways?" 

"Are you?" Sean asked Julie. 

"NO, Sean! I'm not here to hurt your father. I care 

about him very mu-" 

"Oh, sure," the bitch went on. "I guess that's why you 

left him to go to New York. Do you think I'm stupid, 

Dr. Parrish? I've been watching the news. I know you're 

converted even if your friends are too stupid to see." 

"Hey-," Ham began. 

Julie cut him off. "No, Ham, I can defend myself. 

Really. And you're wrong about me Addrienne-" 

"Can you prove that?" 

"I don't have to. At least not to you. Now if you all 

will excuse me, I want to talk to Mike. Ham can stay, we 

already agreed on that." 

"GO!" Ham glared at her. 

"C'mon, Adrienne," Joe offered her his hand and together 

they headed downstairs. Sean followed. 

Julie spent the next hour by Mike's bedside. She talked 

to him only hoping that he might be able to hear her. She'd 

learned about therapy in comatose patients while in 

med-school. A study had been conducted and researchers had 

found that as long as comatose patients heard familiar 

voices, their chances to regain consciousness increased. 

That morning, the resistance group gathered. But no 

one was speaking. The look of sorrow apon their faces said 

enough. They were all worried. 

"It's in," said Rick coming down the hallway. 

"What's up?" Chris asked. 

"We got a message from the governors mansion. All charges 

against us have been dropped. We're home free." 

"Yeah, but we've still got the Visitors to deal with, with 

or without Diana," said Robin glumly. 

Julie sniffled and they looked at her. 

"What's wrong?" Maggie whispered. 

Julie got up. "This is bullshit. We've been fighting this 

damned war for how long. Look at how many lives we've lost 

and for what? It's just been in vain and I'm so damned sick 

of it!" 

"That's not true, it hasn't been in vain," said Chris. 

"Look at how many lives we've saved." 

"Yeah, but for what? They'll win in the end." 

"Julie, you don't mean that," Maggie frowned. "You've 

been through so much, and you're not thinking clearly." 

"She's obviously screwed up. I don't see why you guys 

listen to her at all," said Addrienne. 

"Hey, I don't need this!" Julie shouted. 

"Then go back to New York and let my brother die in 

peace, for God's sake?!" 

"Do you want him to die? Is that it?" she demanded. 

"Well I don't and I don't intend to sit by and watch it 

happen. My little girl needs her daddy!" 

"I know this must be especially hard for you since you 

and Mike lost the other baby," Robin sympathized. "And I know 

you planned on being married someday and having another 

one. But it's hard for you to accept that he won't be there 

to watch her grow up. Sometimes I feel bad that Elizabeth 

doesn't have a father-" 

"Robin," Maggie glared at her. "This isn't about you, so 

shut up!" 

"Why can't we just stop fighting?!" Julie screamed. "You 

people make me sick!" 

They watched her storm off and head towards her own room, 

slamming the door. 

"She hasn't been the same since she got back," Robin 

noted. 

"Just give her time," Maggie said. 

"Well I don't believe that the good doctor's done all he 

can for Gooder," Ham glared at Joe Akers. "According to you, 

he should've been dead yesterday." 

"I didn't say I was a cardiologist expert. There's 

nothing more I can do," he retorted. 

"What'd Julie say about his condition?" Maggie wanted to 

know. 

"Here we go again," he said. "You're asking for advice 

from someone who's had less medical training then I've-" 

"But it's different, Joe," she cut him off. "You didn't 

train in the e.r. like she did. Julie's smart. Maybe she 

can help him." 

"That's if we can trust her," said Ham Tyler. 

"Ham!" 

"Give me your opinion on the lady, Doc," he looked over at 

Pete Forsythe who had remained quiet. 

"You want the truth?" the ex Yankee asked. 

"That would be good." Tyler sounded cocky. But his 

skepticism of Juliet's legitimacy was a required trait. 

"I'm not so sure of her myself yet. I mean obviously 

she's not the same woman who left you all a while back ago. 

I can tell you first hand that Diana succeeded this time. 

When Julie was brought back to us she didn't know who we 

were. She'd lost her memory for at least a year or more. 

She didn't accept her daughter and insisted that Donovan had 

once raped her and that she'd become pregnant and suffered a 

miscarriage during a raid at some docks-" 

"That rape story's proposterous!" Maggie exclaimed. 

"What about the miscarriage, Robin?" 

"She lost her baby the day after we all went out to the 

docks and those red dust barrels exploded-" 

"When Margie got killed?" 

"Yeah." 

"Did Mike know she was pregnant?" 

"No. Not until he came to see her a few days later." 

"What's your opinion of her now?" Ham continued. 

"It's hard telling," Pete said. "Her concern for Donovan 

seems genuine and the way she's taken to her daughter. She 

seems to have gotten her memory back." 

"So it just happened over night? That sounds 

preposterous." 

"Are you aware of the research she was doing for Hannah? 

She invented a drug that reverses conversion. We didn't 

realize that it worked until her absence when we tried it on 

some of our other patients. And when we realized she'd been 

converted, we began giving it to her. When she woke up 

yesterday, we saw a change." 

"So you're saying we can trust her?" 

"I'm not saying anything," he replied. "It either worked 

or she's a good actress." 

Hours passed and Mike Donovan survived. His condition got 

no worse but still no better. His friends and family 

wondered if he just might stay like this forever. Maggie 

Blodgett opened the mini blinds in his room to let the 

brilliant light shine through. One of the man's respirators 

let out a loud screaming noise and Maggie rushed over to 

him. 

"C'mon, Mike. Don't leave us!" Her nursing skills were 

limited and she didn't know how to revive him. She looked 

out in the hallway for someone who could get help. There 

was no one there. "Someone... Guys?... Joe Akers..." 

"He isn't here," answered Julie as she approached the 

bedroom. 

"But you are. His respirator- I don't know what's 

wrong..." 

The younger woman rushed passed her. "We have to clear 

his lungs. I need your help." 

"Are you sure you know what to do? What if we kill him?!" 

she panicked. 

"I don't know that he'll be any worse off than what he 

already is." She inserted the tube in his throat to remove 

the mucous from his lungs. 

"How can you say that?" Maggie demanded. 

Julie ignored the remark and went on. "Help me, damn it!" 

Somehow they succeeded. The man choked and came to life. 

But didn't talk right away. His eyes looked from one woman 

to the other and remained focused on the younger one. 

"I can't believe you did that!" Maggie smiled at her. 

"Hi," Julie said to him. "Did you enjoy your nap?" 

"What happened? Where's Sean?" 

"Isn't that just like a father to ask about his child when 

he comes to?" Maggie said. 

"You shouldn't try to talk," Julie whispered to him. 

"We'll explain everything. Maggie, go get Sean." 

"Fine, fine," she went away. 

"And you," he said. "How'd you escape? Are you all 

right?" 

"Sure," she said convincingly. The last thing she wanted 

to do at this moment was worry him anymore than what was 

necessary. "Don't I look it?" 

"Is our daughter okay?" 

"Yeah," she smiled. 

"You know you didn't have to lie to me. You should've 

told me the truth instead of running off just because you 

were mad at me. You knew I loved you." 

"Donovan, I have no idea what you're talking about." 

"So it's Donovan now is it?" he asked bitterly. 

"Sean left with Polly and Joe. I think they went to 

McDonoalds," Maggie announced, returning to the room. 

"They did what?!" he demanded sitting up. 

"Be careful," Julie warned concerned for his bandages and 

the stitches that were beneath. "I told them it was okay." 

"OKAY?!! It's a damned war zone out there and you said it 

was okay?" 

"It's not that bad anymore," she said softly. 

"Not since your kid killed Diana," Maggie explained. 

"How do you know she's dead?" he demanded. 

"She had to have bled to death. They locked her in the 

basement of the farmhouse. Mike, you should be grateful 

you're alive. We almost lost you and you've been in a coma 

for a week." 

"I suppose Julie saved my life." 

"No. I think Sean did that." 

"You still haven't told me why you lied to me," he looked 

at Julie who had said nothing for the past few seconds. 

"This is unreal," she answered not looking at him. "I 

can't answer that now. I waited for you to come out of it. 

I thought that you weren't going to make it and the first 

thing you do is the same old crap, arguments. I can't deal 

with it now. OKAY?" 

With that, she went away. 

"What's wrong with her?" He turned to Maggie for answers. 

"She's just under a lot of stress, being a new Mom and 

all." 

"How far did Diana go?" 

Maggie shrugged. "You know I really can't answer that. 

I'll let you talk to her when she's up to par. Joe said she 

might have what they call post-partum depression." 

She was lying through her teeth yet she wasn't sure why. 

She just hoped that she could keep him content. 

Chapter Twentynine: Recovery And Forgiveness 

With a new day came a new hope, that this group of people 

might live til their old age together. For they knew that 

the long journey was now coming to an end. But for some 

another journey was about to begin. Recovery... 

A young mother of about twenty-eight rocked her baby 

gently. Her mind wondered of where life's path would take 

her. She wasn't exactly sure of where she wanted to be. 

But something inside of her told her that it wasn't here. 

She had to start a new life. Los Angeles wasn't a part of 

that life. Maybe, once again, New York would be the answer. 

Yet even though she had her child with her, she still had 

never felt so alone in all her life. Her amnesia had taken 

it's toll on her sanity or sense of well being. For Julie, 

this life just seemed to be like a never ending bad dream. 

The people whom she had learned to care about over the past 

few years seemed to be growing apart from her. They treated 

her as if though she were a stranger. But the one who had 

loved her the most was treating her as if she had betrayed 

him. 

"Julie?" Pete Forsythe called from outside her bedroom 

door. 

"Come in." 

He opened the door and did just that. "Julie, don't you 

want something to eat. It's almost nine." 

"I'm not hungry," she stared blankly at nothing. 

"Mike's awake now." 

"I know." 

"Well aren't you going to go see him. I'm sure he'd feel 

better if he saw you were all right." 

"I saw him," she sighed. "He knows I'm not all right. You 

know I'm not all right! And I know it too. Why don't you 

tell the others that they can stop pretending?" She got up 

suddenly. But he baby did not wake. Pete followed her across 

the room. 

"The pills aren't helping you?" 

"I don't know. I haven't been taking them regularly. But 

you said yourself that they work well on some people and not 

on others." 

"You haven't given it time. Isn't having a little hope 

better than having none at all?" 

"I don't know about having hope anymore." 

"Mike still isn't completely well. He needs you." 

"And how do you think 'I' can help him, Dr. Forsythe?" 

"The man loves you. I know that because he told me." 

"When?" 

"When he came to New York last year. He brought you back 

a present. He made me help him pick it out." 

"I didn't forget. But that was a year ago!" 

"So what do you want? Do you want me to take you back to 

New York? That isn't going to help you get your memory 

back. You can't go on with life as if you're normal-" 

"I don't need you to tell me I'm not normal! I wake up 

and I brush my teeth with my left hand! I go to bed and 

have nightmares every night! I know I'm not normal!" 

He could tell that she was trying hard not to raise her 

voice. 

"It's going to take some time. You'll be okay. C'mon," 

he motioned to the door. "I think Robin's going to clean up 

the kitchen." 

The three of them went downstairs into the cafe and joined 

the others. But only a few of them remained at the table. 

"Well look what the cat dragged in," Adrienne said. "Hi, 

Amanda." 

Julie shifted the sleeping infant hoping that her aunts 

loud outburst had not disturbed her. She glanced over at 

Elizabeth who had a sad look on her face. 

"Still haven't heard from them?" 

The Starchild shook her head. 

Julie gave her a reassuring wink. "Don't worry, honey. 

I'm sure he's okay. Maybe they'll show up today." 

Robin wondered out into the room. "Another one?" 

"No, no," Julie said. "I'm not hungry." 

"C'mon. You know damn well you have to eat something," 

said Pete. 

"Just stop it, all right?!" 

"Julie's not a breakfast person," Robin explained. 

Maggie joined them. "Julie, Mike's asking for you. He 

said you didn't go back and see him last night." 

"Oh, gee. Is he still mad?" 

"I don't think so. He's more worried than anything." 

She didn't get up, but remained. 

"Well aren't you going to see him?" Maggie pressed her. 

"I don't know. I'll think about it. Robin, will you 

bring me some coffee?" 

"Do I get a tip too?" she said, then wandered off into the 

kitchen. 

"Did you tell him you have amnesia?" Maggie asked. 

"Not in those words." 

"What did you tell him?" 

"Not much. Just that I didn't have answers." 

"But you didn't tell him why?" 

"Yes, I told him why, Maggie. Why can't everyone just 

leave me alone? I don't even feel like I belong here." 

"You don't mean that." 

"The hell I don't." 

"Julie?" Mike's voice from behind her startled her. 

She looked at him. "You shouldn't be out of bed." 

"You're right, I feel pretty lousy. Got any novaccaine?" 

"I have to save it. Sit down," she grinned. 

"Was that an actual smile?" Maggie asked. 

"Only I can do that," he said. "If you all are through in 

here-?" 

"Okay, we get the hint," she answered. The others followed 

her out. 

Mike took a seat next to Julie asking, "What do I have to do 

to get breakfast around here?" 

"Your waitress should be here in a second," she explained 

then yelled for Robin. 

The girl returned with her coffee. 

"Get Mike something to eat. Eggs over medium and the 

meat crisp." 

"We don't have any meat left." 

She looked at Mike and shrugged. "You're on your own." 

"Just some toast will do," he told her. 

"I know I don't have amnesia that bad," Julie muttered. 

He put his arm around her. "How bad is it?" 

Robin left the room. 

"The bitch took a year away from me." 

"But you're not converted?" 

"I'm not?" 

He looked at her intently. "If you were, you wouldn't be 

here, would you?" 

"I wish it were that simple. How are you feeling this 

morning?" 

"Just weak like I said. Do you think maybe you could 

uncover the baby so I can see her?" 

"Just don't be in shock. She's very tiny." 

She pulled back the receiving blanket to reveal their 

daughter. 

"How in the hell did she get that much hair?" 

"Beats me. Could you imagine what she would've looked 

like had she been born three months from now like she 

should've been?" 

"Well maybe next time, I can be there." 

"Next time what?" 

"Oh, that's right. You have amnesia. I do believe you 

said you'd like to marry me when the war was over." 

"In case you're forgotten, I'm not normal." 

"Neither am I. I still love you though. Do you still-" 

"You don't have to ask." 

He leaned forward and kissed her, and she pulled away. 

"Mike, there's some things we have to talk about," she 

handed him his daughter with tears in her eyes. "Excuse 

me." She left the room. 

"Hey, I'm sorry if I upset you-" he called after her. 

She didn't say anything, but continued going. 

Robin brought out toast and more coffee. "Where's Julie?" 

"I don't know. I don't think she's feeling well. Thank 

you." 

Kyle Bates slammed on the brakes after a loud explosion 

came from the vans rear. 

"What the hell was that?!" Elias shouted. 

"We got a flat. I told the old man he should've put this 

thing out of it's misery after the Keptstroff raid." 

"Do we have a spare?" 

"Hell if I know. Why don't you look?" 

Elias climbed over the passenger seat and dug through the 

pile of rubbish until he found what they were looking for. 

"Got it. Get out and open up the back. Will you?" 

Kyle obeyed. 

For the next half hour, the two struggled to change the 

flat using the wrong tools... There wasn't much of a choice 

regarding the matter. 

"We'll be luck if we make it home by dusk at this rate," 

Kyle said bitterly. 

"Your girlfriend must be worried shitless," said Elias, as 

he adjusted the final nut. "C'mon, let's go. And this 

time, I'm going to drive." 

"Are you saying you don't like the way I drive?" 

"Seems to me you don't know the difference between a van 

and a dirt bike-" 

"SHH!" Kyle cut him off. 

"What now?" 

Kyle put his finger over his lips and listened. Again he 

heard a crunch. Perhaps a footstep. He slowly withdrew his 

laser gun from his coat pocket... 

"Aw man. You don't need that. It was probably some wild 

creature. Can't we just get on with it now, I'm starved." 

Kyle ignored him and headed in the direction of the sound. 

He saw someone walking in a red uniform. Someone with long 

black hair. 

"Hold it!" he shouted. "Hey, Taylor. Get over here!" 

Diana turned around slowly, raising her arms. Elias 

joined Kyle. 

"Well well well, if the bitch hasn't returned from the 

land of the dead. Greetings Diana. Any last requests?" 

She looked worn and part of her skin was showing where her 

face mask was starting to wear away. 

"We can't go back and tell Ham we just shot her," Kyle 

protested. "You know how disappointed he'd be." 

"I see your point of view, my man." He approached the 

Visitor. "Too bad Julie aint around to stop me from doing 

what I want with you this time." 

"What?" Kyle asked. 

"No time to explain," he grinned. "What's the matter, 

Diana? Cat got your tongue? Hah! I kill myself 

sometimes. You know that? C'mon, bitch." 

The two men made the woman march back to the van as they 

whistled 'We're Off To See The Wizard.' 

Donovan sat at Julie's bedside, watching her. She was 

sitting up on the bed, indian style. Her hands over her 

eyes which were filling with tears. 

"Please go," she begged. 

"I just want you to talk to me, Julie," he pleaded. 

She shuddered. "I can't. Why can't you understand 

that?!" 

"Because I want to help you. I love you. And I thought 

that you still loved me." 

She sat back against the wall. "Mike, you don't 

understand. Right now, the way I feel, I don't want to 

live. Not like this." 

"But Pete said you're improving-" 

"And how would he know? He doesn't know the way I feel 

inside. I haven't talked to anybody." 

"You can talk to me," he frowned. "I've been through this 

with you before. I went through it with Sean." 

"I don't know about Sean, Mike. It's really different for 

me this time." 

"Why?" He took her hand and stroked it. 

Julie looked down. She couldn't bare to look at him. 

"Because she succeeded." 

"Remember if you have doubts you can't really be 

converted." 

"That's just it. I didn't have doubts when I got out this 

time. I do now because I know the truth. But I still have 

nightmares, flashbacks. I feel like I can't sleep because 

I'm afraid." 

"If it makes you feel any better, I'll sleep beside you." 

"No." 

"No?" he grinned. "I promise I'll behave." 

"That's just it Mike. When you were in a coma," she 

paused for a second. "A part of me didn't want you to come 

out of it because I was afraid that you'd hurt me." 

"Julie, I told you I didn't love Deniese. I love you. 

And I swear I'll never-" 

"This isn't about Deniese! It's about me! You don't get 

it, do you?!" she screamed. 

"What?!" 

"The vision I keep having. The nightmare Diana implanted 

is that you hurt me." 

"Hurt you how?" 

She looked at him and was speechless. 

"How?" he asked again. 

"You raped me." 

Now he was speechless. 

"I'm sorry," she added. 

He finally looked at her. "Why? It isn't your fault." 

"I didn't want to tell you. But if it makes you feel 

any better, deep inside, I know that my feelings haven't 

changed for you. So there must be a way around this. After 

all, we're sharing more than that now." 

Chapter Thirty: Sweet Revenge 

A.K.A. "Ham's Fondest Wish" 

Heading straight for the bathroom was the only thing that Maggie 
could think of doing when she awoke from her afternoon nap. Her 
stomach hadn't been agreeing with anything she'd eaten lately. 
In her fondest wish, she hoped that maybe Joe Akers had misdiagnosed 
her after all. Now, three weeks late for her period, she was almost 
sure that she was pregnant. Almost. Yet Chris didn't seem to suspect 
a thing. Why tell him what may be and then find out it's not, she pondered. After her
bout with nausea, she went to look for him and
found him outside. Maybe deep inside, she was just anxious.
Chris sat on the porch, weapon in hand. Even though the resistance group was
almost certain that the war was ending, they still had to take precautions. Having
somebody on guard duty at all times was one of them.
"Hi ya, big stud," she kissed his cheek. "Are you lonely?"
"Not now that you're here," he kissed her.
She pulled away and sat down. "It's a pity that we'll have to leave here when this is
all over. It's so pretty out here." 
"Where would you like to settle?" 
"Probably not in the city again. I figure all the where I know that our children will be safe." 
"You mean the one's we adopt." 
"Who knows, maybe we won't have to." 
She was interrupted by the sound of a vehicle coming up the dirt road ahead of them. As it got nearer, they realized that it was only Elias and Kyle returning. 
"Come see what we found!" Elias shouted from outside of the drivers side window. They went over to the passenger side of the truck as Kyle 
pushed the heap of red out onto the gravel via the cargo door. 
"Oh, shit," Chris muttered. "I thought she was dead." 
"Nope," Kyle grinned. 
"But we're gonna make her wish she wuz," Elias added. 
Chris looked at his wife. "You'd better go get Ham and Donovan and tell them what we've got." 
Maggie ran into the cafe where Donovan and Ham were. "Hey, guys. Look out the window and don't make a sound." 
They both looked up and smiled. Then followed her back outside, and over to the prize. 
"Hey, Diana," Donovan said. "It looks like we both got a second chance at life. 
"I think she just lost hers," said Elias. 
"How is your daughter, Mr. Donovan?" Diana asked. 
"Great," he played a long. "As beautiful as her mother." 
"And how is Juliet? I don't guess she'll recover so quickly this time." 
Donovan lunged at her, but Ham held him back. 
"LET ME AT THE BITCH, TYLER!" Donovan begged. 
"Easy, Gooder. She'll get what she deserves."
Julie was watching out her bedroom window. She had heard the commotion from the beginning and she wasn't so sure if she wanted to get involved. But then again, she figured that she didn't want to miss her turn to make Diana pay for what she did to her. She headed downstairs and into Joe Aker's office. 
"Joe, let me see your gun." 
"Why?" he teased. "You gonna kill somebody?" 
"No." She wondered if he would trust her if she told him the truth. "It seems that Elias and Kyle brought back Diana with them. They didn't have a weapon to dispose of her properly. They uh- told me to hurry." 
He looked puzzled at first, but then gave her the gun. He followed her outside just to be sure. 
"-nerve to admit that you murdered my dad," Kyle Bates was shouting at Diana. 
"Another party that I wasn't invited to," Julie clucked her tongue. 
Donovan glanced back at her. "Julie, I think you should go back inside." 
"Hey, you lied," Akers said. "Donovan, she has a gun." 
"Give me the gun," Donovan told her. 
"Don't do it, Julie," Diana said. "He'll kill you." 
Julie stopped for a second. "Gee, I've never actually murdered anyone out of hate before." 
"Then you trust me," Diana said. 
"I wasn't referring to Mike!" she glared at her. "He's just worried that he won't get a turn because I'm going to kill you myself!" 
"Hey, hey," Elias said. "This is all wrong. You have to make her suffer." 
"I agree," Donovan said. "You want to be fair to all of 
us. Don't you, Julie?" 
"Oh, I suppose you all agree with Mr. Leader here," she looked around at them. 
Chris Faber scratched his beard thoughtfully and then cleared his throat. "I heard it hurts more if you blow off a knee cap." 
Diana whimpered. "I'll bet you and Mr. Donovan haven't been intimate since your conversion, Juliet." 
"You go first," Julie handed Donovan the gun. 
He pulled her near to whisper in her ear. "Are you sure you can handle this?" 
"I'll make a deal with you," she whispered back. "Take your turn. I'll take mine and then we'll go take care of our daughter." 
"Agreed," he kissed her cheek. He didn't really aim for a particular region on the woman's body, but just fired. She screamed in agony. 
"Oh, honey. I know you can do better than that," Julie smiled as she took the gun from him. "I know I can." 
"You'd better keep your word," he warned. 
"Why don't you admit that you've lost your mind, Julie?" 
the victim asked. 
"You're right Diana. In fact, I'll bet your life that I'm probably the craziest one here." 
"Just one shot per customer," Ham reminded. 
"Yeah," Elias said. "Start with the little stuff first. I want to carve her up while she's still living." 
"So I can rip her heart out," Kyle added. 
"Oh, shut up you two," Julie sighed. 
Maggie put her hand over her own mouth, feeling her stomach turn queasy. She quickly decided that she couldn't handle what was going on and ran inside the hotel. 
"What's the matter with her?" Julie heard Kyle ask as she pulled the trigger, blowing off one of Diana's lower extremities. 
"I still think trying to convert you would've been more fulfilling," she said bitterly. "C'mon, Michael." 
The two of them followed Maggie's lead and headed back inside the hotel. 
Hours later, a celebration had began. Friends gathered for what would be the last night that they would all be together. Tomorrow, Adrienne Donovan and Joe Akers would together the practice that he'd left behind. 
Pete Forsythe was on his way to New York to gather supplies that Amanda Donovan needed to survive, like the special formula she was taking. It still wasn't decided if Juliet would return with him when he made his final trip to 
New York. The subject was simply not brought up. But it remained in the back of her mind. 
"What did you do with the body?" Donovan looked up at Ham, Chris and Elias who had finally come inside. 
"I don't think you wanna know," Kyle said. "I'm glad to see you pulled through all right. You are okay, aren't you?" 
"You know bad pennies don't die," he answered. 
"How's Julie?" Elias wanted to know. 
"She's pulling through." 
"Ah, geez!" Ham grinned up from the other side of the bar. "You mean we're out of scotch so soon?" 
"So when did all this happen?" Elias continued. "When did Julie arrived. And when did you decide to wake up?" 
"Have a beer, Ham," Donovan said, then looked at the black man. "I think she's been here a week. But I just woke up yesterday." 
"Eight days," Julie corrected as she approached with her infant daughter in her arms. 
"What's happenin', Momma?" Elias snuck a peek at the baby. 
"You're lookin good." 
"Thanks," she said not looking at him, but Donovan instead. 
"Any word from Pete yet?" 
"No. Why? Are you feeling okay?" 
She shrugged and shook her head. "It's just that when I came here, I didn't think that I'd be staying so long." 
"Because you thought you were just coming to attend my funeral?" 
"I didn't bring enough formula for the baby." 
"Is she out?" 
"No. Robin said there's another bottle in the fridge. But what if Pete doesn't make it back in time, or at all." 
"Of course he'll come back. The wars over. There's no danger." 
"Mike, did you ever stop to think that just because 
they're the Visitors enemies, that doesn't make them our friends? They could take advantage of the situation. This could be the beginning of another war, and you guys are too busy celebrating to stop and realize it." 
"Well let's just hope they don't eat people too," Elias teased. 
"Damn it, Elias, I'm being serious!" 
"Try not to worry so much, Julie," Donovan hugged her. 
" So does this mean like you two are actually getting married?" Elias asked. 
Neither of them answered, at least not right away. "We'll think about it," Donovan said. 
"Julie, I need to talk to you," Maggie told her as she came into the room. 
"Okay?" 
"C'mon, let's go." 
"Take her." Julie gave the baby to Donovan and then followed Maggie into another room. 
"Do you have a remedy for morning sickness?" 
Julie smiled. "I don't know. You're a nurse. You tell me. Did you tell Chris?" 
"No. I tried to earlier. But Kyle and Elias showed up. But I don't know for sure and I don't think it's really fair to get his hopes up." 
"Why don't you have Joe give you a test?" 
"You mean Joe Akers? The doctor who told me I couldn't conceive." 
"I didn't know."
Yes, you did, she thought to herself, but decided to let it go. 
"How late are you?" Julie asked. 
"A few weeks." 
"Would you like for me to give you a test?" 
"Would you?" 
"Sure." 
"Where's Maggie?" Chris asked joining the other men. 
"She and Julie wondered away," Donovan said as he gently patted his daughters backside. 
"You've almost got your hands full there. How does it feel to have a daughter?" 
"Great." 
"You mean you ain't disappointed? Little girls can't play catch you know. They'll get their little pink dresses dirty." 
"Who said anything about dresses? There's lots of women in sports." 
"Better be careful, you'll make her a tomboy." 
"If Julie has anything to do with it, she'll be running around with her hair in a bun and a white lab coat." Elias laughed. 
"You're forgetting one thing," Donovan reminded. 
"What's that?" Ham asked. 
"She's a Donovan." 
"What's it say on her birth certificate?" 
"I don't know. I don't think she has one." 
"Person can't go through life not existin'," Elias said. 
"She doesn't need a piece of paper to let her know she exists." 
"Well if you guys do get married and her last name is Parrish, you'll have to adopt her." 
"Adopt his own kid?" Chris laughed. "That's ridiculous." 
"So did you pop the question yet?" Kyle wanted to know. 
Donovan was getting fed up with this conversation. "No, Kyle. I just got out of my coma yesterday, for Pete's sake. I have not had a chance to talk to Julie!" 
Amanda began to wail. 
"Nice going, Gooder," said Ham. 
"Shh," Donovan said to the baby and she didn't obey. He got up suddenly feeling helpless. "My God, it's been so long, I've forgotten how to do this." 
"Age will do that," Kyle teased. 
"Can it." 
"Mike, what's wrong with her?" Julie was suddenly there beside him. 
"Nothing. Maybe she's hungry." 
"But I just fed her two hours ago. I think I'll go upstairs and put her to bed." 
"There's your chance," Kyle muttered. 
"I said can it!" he replied then looked at Julie. "That's okay. I'll do it." 
"But, I can put her to bed," Julie reminded him. 
"I'm sure you can. I can too." 
"Well I'll go with you just in case." 
Mother, Father and child went upstairs. Once there, Donovan sat down in the rocking chair and tried to get his daughter to go back to sleep. Julie just stood by and watched. Soon enough, the little girl was fast asleep again. Donovan 
returned her to the bassinet. 
"You did that rather well," Julie complimented. 
"Why do you say that? Didn't you trust me?" 
"Of course. I just-" She broke off and guessed that she had offended him. Again, she asked herself if things would ever be "normal" between them again. 
"I'm sorry. Maybe that didn't come out right. I just want you to know that regardless of your plans I want to be there for her." 
"I know." 
"What are your plans?" 
She shrugged and looked away. "I think I need to fulfill my contract with Hannah." 
"Then you're going back to New York." 
"Yeah. Honey, I don't want you to think that I haven't taken your feelings into consideration. Please try to understand." 
"What do you want me to do?" 
"I think that you should be a part of her life." 
"And yours?" 
"Mike," she sighed. "I told you I have mental scars. I don't know if I'll ever overcome them. You can't take it personally because I know deep down somewhere I still have feelings for you." 
"But?" 
"I'm starting to remember things." 
"What do you mean by that?" 
"Things that I don't know if are true or not. Maybe it was planted just like all the other bad memories." 
"Tell me about it." 
"It's about you and Deniese Daltrey." She turned away as if she were ashamed of her accusation. "I guess knowing that it is true is what hurts the most. I keep asking myself why. But I guess you're the one I should be asking. How 
could you care- or let me refrase that, how could you love me and sleep with her?" 
The big question was how he could convince her of the truth. 
"Do you remember Maggie's wedding?" 
"No, I don't remember. I didn't say I remembered everything." 
"You said that you and I were through. And my one nightstand with Deniese happened a while after that. But you're right. I didn't love her. That's all it was, Julie, a one night stand. And if I would've known you were pregnant with 
my child, it wouldn't have happened!" 
"Why are you angry?" 
"I don't think you can understand." 
"Mike, if it's about me moving to New York-?" 
"I can deal with that." 
"What's wrong?" 
"Nothing, I just hope you get your memory back soon." 
"What do you want to know?" 
"It isn't what I want to know from you I just want you to remember things for your own good." 
"What do you want me to remember?" 
He could tell that he was upsetting her and wondered if now wasn't a good time. But if she were to leave, when would he have a chance to talk to her again? Without 
hesitation, he grabbed her and kissed her. "That," he finally said. 
"I can see how that would trigger my memory. I believe you. You don't have to show me that you love me." 
"Do you think that we can overcome the past and try to make it work?" 
"I don't know. I'll have to think about it." 
He glanced back down at his daughter unknowingly. 
"I'm um having trouble understanding why everyone seems to think we're getting married. I don't suppose that's what you assumed when you found out about Amanda?" she asked. 
"I didn't assume anything." 
"What do you mean by that?" 
"NO! I DID NOT TELL THEM THAT WE WE'RE GETTING MARRIED!"
She felt as if her head were going to explode. She knew she needed some aspirin, but there was none to be had. "What the hell is the matter with you?!" she demanded. "Why can't you understand? I just need you to be patient with me. I don't think I should make a commitment like that when I don't have all the answers!" 
"One minute you say you still care and the next-" 
"I do care-" 
"Then let me help you through this. I'm not asking for a commitment." 
She sat down wearily and cried some more. He held her closely. 
"I guess it doesn't really matter. My mother was kind of annoyed with me about it anyways..." she mumbled. 
"About what?" 
"Not being married and being a whore." 
He said nothing and stared at her. 
"I'm sorry, I wasn't honest with you. When I figure out why, I'll um let you know-" 
"That's okay. I think I know why." 
"Well if you do, then please tell me." 
"Maybe you were really afraid that I had fallen for her. I mean there was nothing to keep us from each other after Bates was killed except for my mistake. You seemed pretty hurt when you left and Maggie said you wanted to have an 
abortion-" 
"Maggie knew about it?" 
He nodded tightening his grip. "So are we okay now?" 
"Are you sure you want to marry me even if I'm not all here anymore?" 
"You're all there. You just haven't found yourself yet." 
"Do you really think you can help me?" she kissed him passionately. 
"Well, I'd like to try." 
"I'll bet you would-" she laughed, and they kissed again. But he pulled away cautiously. 
"Don't you think we should take it slow?" 
"Why? Are you afraid to make love to me?" 
"Without a commitment, I kind of am." 
"Kind of?" she teased then kissed him. 
"Will you be my wife?" 
"You're not being fair." 
Confused, he was. Was she playing some sort of game with him. If she was then he would have not part of it, or was she just trying to reconcile for the sake of their daughter? "I thought Diana made you afraid of me?" he said. 
"I don't know? I just feel really secure all of a sudden. And I even trust you enough to let you go to work with Deniese Daltrey." 
"What are you saying? Are we getting married?" 
"I hope so," she answered, laying back and taking him with her. He kissed and but didn't stop. If she was afraid of him, then he would soon find out. Either way, he'd know for sure. 
Chapter Thirtyone: Mrs. Nobel 

Morning came, and the huge saucers that had dominated the 

earth for nearly three years began to drift away. Inside 

the San Bernardino Hilton, the now ex-freedom fighters, were 

begining to arise from their night of slumber. Almost 

immediately, Mike Donovan called New York. 

"-biggest one available," he whispered into the receiver. 

"And try to hurry it up, will you Forsythe? My kid is 

starving... See you later... Bye." 

Maggie frowned at the contents of her coffee cup. The 

liquid was thicker than usual and she didn't want to find 

out how bad it tasted so she pitched it in the sink. 

"Julie's not up yet?" she asked. 

"I let her sleep in. Amanda kept her up half the night." 

"Well you two seem to be getting along," she grinned 

wryly. 

"Bad coffee?" he asked looking at the almost full pot. 

"That's an understatement. You should've told Pete 

Forsythe to bring some of that." 

"I didn't think of it. It doesn't matter. We'll all be 

leaving soon anyways." 

"Are you going to New York?" 

"Looks that way." He seemed preoccupied and distant. 

"You don't sound too enthused. Is something wrong?" 

"I don't know. You haven't seen Sean, have you? He's 

not in his room." 

A part of her didn't want to answer the question. Donovan 

Donovan seemed to have enough to deal with, but he was the 

boy's father. 

"Donovan, I really don't know how to tell you this-" 

"He isn't here?!" 

"Oh, he's here all right. He and Polly spent the night out 

in the storage house." 

"Are you sure?" 

"She came in about a half an hour ago. I think he's still 

out there. I'm sorry-" 

Donovan was already gone before she had completed her 

sentence. But Maggie had her own worries to deal with. So 

after having a glass of juice, she went to see Joe who was 

alone in his office. 

"Joe, did Julie by any chance leave some test results for 

me?" 

"Nope. But she said to tell you congratulations, whatever 

that means." 

Her eyes widened. 

"What?" he asked. 

"Nothing." She was going to walk away, but something made 

her change her mind. "You know you haven't proven yourself 

very inefficient around here." 

"I beg your pardon?" 

"You let Rosie Sanchez die! You would've let Mike die if 

Julie hadn't showed up and now," she added emphatically, 

"You were wrong about me too." 

"What?!" 

"Oh, nothing. Never mind." 

Maggie vanished without another word. 

"SEAN!!" Donovan nudged his son who was sleeping peacefully 

on a cot. 

His son sat up in bed, obviously startled, and covered 

his head with his palms. 

"Turn off the light," Sean begged. 

"No. You and I are going to have a talk." Donovan pulled 

Sean's hands away to have a look at his eyes. "Did you have 

something to drink last night?" 

"Nn-" 

"Better be honest with me, son. You're in enough trouble 

as it is." 

"What, now?" he said obviously annoyed. 

"Did Polly stay out here with you last night?" 

Sean looked down. He could not look his father in the 

eye. 

"Did she?!" 

"What difference does it make? I'm fifteen years old! 

I'll be sixteen-" 

"And you said I didn't need to have this talk with you. 

You're irresponsible, Son. What if she gets pregnant?" 

"You weren't concerned about Julie getting pregnant." 

"That's different and you know it. We're both adults and 

we love each other." 

"You don't think I love Polly," he asked in defense. 

Donovan sighed. "Sean, when you're a teenager, it's a 

different kind of love. It doesn't last." 

"You're wrong, Dad. I want to marry her." 

"You're not old enough." 

"We'll see about that," the boy taunted. 

Donovan stared at him long and hard. "Don't push me, Sean. 

I suggest you think about our little talk." 

"And if I don't, will you send me off to boys school 

again?" 

Did the boy actually believe that his father had sent him 

away for all of those months because he was upset with him? 

Didn't he know that his father was only trying to get him 

well again? 

"I won't send you away, Sean. Now get up and get 

dressed!" He walked out of the room, but the boy remained 

in bed and covered his head up with the blanket. 

"But where are we going to stay?" Polly asked Robin for 

what seemed like the fiftieth time. 

"I don't know!" Robin screamed. "You know I don't have 

any money. I can't afford to support us. You do realize 

that you're going to have to help out, don't you?" 

"Do you mean work?" The thought offended Polly. She 

hoped that she could graduate from highschool. But most of 

all, she hoped that she could be near Sean. The night 

before had been the first time that she had ever slept with 

him and somehow she sensed that he really did love her. 

"So much for graduating." 

"Look, I'm sorry, Pol. You can get your GED. I'll help 

you." For once, Robin sounded sincere and not self-centered 

like usual. 

"And what about Katie?" 

Polly adored her younger sister. Katie reminded her so 

much of her mother. 

"I guess she'll just be a year behind." 

"Then her classmates will pick on her! How can you put 

her through that, Robin?" 

"A lot of kids are behind. She won't be the only one." 

"Are we moving back to Los Angeles?" 

"Sure, where else would we go?" 

"I wonder if 'he's' staying in Los Angeles." 

"Who, Sean?" 

"Yeah." 

Robin hated to be the bearer of bad news. "I spoke to 

Julie a little while ago and she said that she and Donovan are 

going to New York." 

"To live?" 

"Yes, to live. Don't worry. You're pretty enough. 

You'll find another boyfriend." 

"I don't want another boyfriend. He's my boyfriend!" 

"Hi, girls," said Julie. 

Polly followed her over to the sink. "You can't take Sean 

away from me like that. It isn't fair!" 

"It isn't up to me, honey," Julie answered. 

"Can I go too?" 

"C'mon," Robin sighed. "It's not like you can marry him!" 

"You know," Julie looked at one then the other. "I don't 

think you coming with us is such a bad idea." 

"I wonder how Donovan will feel about that," Robin said. 

"I didn't say she could live with us," she corrected 

herself. "But I was thinking that you could come too, 

Robin. I'll pay you to look after Amanda." 

"Why her?" asked Polly. 

"Don't you want to finish high school?" 

The girl smiled. 

"Julie," Robin whined. "I can't afford to support both of 

them." 

"You can if I pay you enough." 

"You can't pay me 'that much' for babysitting?" 

"Why not?" 

"What about Elizabeth?" Polly asked. 

"I think she wants to stay with Kyle," Julie explained. 

"He has alot of business arrangements to make for Science 

Frontiers. But they can visit." 

Robin didn't like the idea. "Oh, you mean like I'm 

allowed to see my two year old daughter on holidays only 

because her boyfriend has custody of her?" 

"That's screwy," Polly remarked 

Julie patted the older sister on the back tenderly. "You 

have to think of her happiness first." 

"Why? She's 'my' daughter." 

A few people came in the front door breathlessly. They 

were the expected New Yorkers. 

"Where do you want the boxes?" Pete Forsythe asked. 

"What is it?" Julie came over to them. 

"Champagne." 

"Champagne? What about my daughter's formula." 

"Mitchell's bringing it in. Are you feeling any better 

today?" 

"Much." 

"Good. You ought to feel like celebrating then." He 

reached into his pocket and handed her a bottle of pills. 

"Better yet, here." 

She took them, but why, she was not sure. "I don't need 

these anymore." 

"I had a feeling you would say that." 

"Why?" 

"Because you invented a miracle drug. I mean everyone 

we've used it on has reached full recovery in a matter of 

weeks. Hannah's brought the forms for a patent. Hey, could 

you go find Donovan? I've got something for him." 

"What?" 

"You never mind that. Please get him for me." 

"Okay?" Puzzled, she walked away. 

Only an hour later, the party was underway. Not a one of 

the New York freedom fighters had missed the event. 

Surprisingly, even Julie's family had come to congratulate 

her on her achievement, even her mother. 

Pete sat next to Lauren at one of the round tables. Chris 

Faber and Elias Taylor were among the others at their table. 

"Wait a minute! Wait a minute!" Pete said. "What do you 

mean you guys killed Diana? I thought she was already 

dead." 

"We thought so too, Man. Kyle and I found her. We 

brought her back here and the rest is history," Elias said. 

"What did you guys do to her?" Mitchell asked with a 

horrified expression on his chubby face. 

"Well I didn't want to say in front of the ladies," he 

explained. 

"Let me put it straight to y'all," Chris said. "She got 

what she had coming to her. 

Lauren made a face. 

"Ham Tyler said he'd have her hide sent to a taxidermy," 

Elias added. "I got dibs on some lizard skin shoes." 

"Ugh!" said Lauren disgustedly. 

Pete laughed at her then looked up and saw Donovan. "Gee, 

Donovan. I was beginning to wonder when you'd show up." 

He handed him a small white box. "I hope you're satisfied." 

"I'm not the one who's supposed to be satisfied. How much 

do I owe you?" 

"Don't worry, you can make weekly payments when you go to 

work. Deniese said to tell you the offer's still good. She 

said that in case Julie didn't mind." 

"Great," he said glumly. 

"I think she'll mind," Elias answered. 

"We're holding back on the big news until you take care of 

that box," Pete whispered in Donovan's ear. 

"What news is that?" 

Across the room, Constance Parrish joined her children at 

a table. She hadn't seen Julie yet. But she had been told 

that her daughter was tending to her new baby. Constance 

waited patiently, although she felt a little out of place. 

She had seen Michael Donovan enter the room and watched him 

closely. She knew what was in the little white box that 

Pete Forsythe had given to him. Reluctantly, she had helped 

Pete pick it out. But did she trust Mike Donovan to take 

care of her daughter was the question. Gabby had been 

right. Donovan was much older than Julie which made 

Constance even more uneasy about the situation. 

Finally, Julie came downstairs, but didn't notice her 

family's presence. Instead, she was stopped by Hannah 

Donnenfield. 

"Did Pete tell you the good news?" the old woman asked. 

"About my wonder drug? Sure." 

"Juliet, if you come back to work for me, I will triple 

your salary." 

Julie smiled. "That won't be necessary. Donovan and are 

going back to New York with you guys. Could we rent an 

extra cottage? I want to bring Robin Maxwell and her 

sisters with me." 

"No charge, Juliet." 

"What was that?" Donovan asked. 

"Robin, Katie, and Polly are coming with us," she turned 

to him. "Isn't that wonderful?" 

His expression said 'No Comment.' 

"What's wrong? I thought you'd want to keep your son 

content. I've noticed he really likes Polly. Are you 

trying to give him a broken heart?" 

"Gee, that's funny. I always heard that absence makes the 

heart grow fonder." 

"That's cold," she said. 

"Great," he said bitterly. "Looks like I get to have 

another talk with my son." 

"But he's a man," Maggie Blodgett teased. 

"The hell he is!" 

"Honey-" Julie began to say, but he stopped her. 

"Hey, speaking of Sean and Prissy, has anyone seen them 

lately?" 

"Polly," Robin corrected, "Is in the kitchen helping Sean 

cook dinner." 

"Great." 

"Lighten up," Julie said. "We're supposed to be 

celebrating." 

"Celebrating what?" he asked as if he didn't know. 

"The war's over, honey." 

"Do tell," Maggie said. 

"And?" she asked. 

Maggie shook her head. She wasn't about to make her 

pending motherhood a public ordeal. 

"Go ahead," Julie told her. 

"Not, now." 

"Wait," said Donovan. "I think we do have more to 

celebrate. Why don't you have a seat, Julie?" 

"What are you up to?" 

"Just sit down." 

She obeyed and he got down on one knee. 

"Try not to make an ass of yourself, Gooder," Ham warned. 

Donovan gave him a look and Julie just sat there dumbfounded. 

"Hannah and Pete told me I have some competition so I 

thought I should do this as soon as possible. So despite 

the attention you'll be soon receiving, I want you to be 

wife. Only this time, I won't take no for an answer. 

Consider this a bribe." He slipped the one karat diamond 

ring on her finger. 

Her eyes clouded over with tears. "I don't know what to 

say." 

"I know what you'd better say," said Maggie. 

The others laughed. 

"Yes!" she exclaimed in almost a whisper then hugged him 

hard. As she looked passed his shoulder, she noticed her 

family sitting at the nearby table. 

"I'm glad." 

She sat back and looked him in the eye. "Who's your 

competition?" 

"You." 

"Me?" 

"Can I see that Times, Pete?" 

Pete Forsythe handed him the newspaper and Donovan gave it to 

Julie. She read the headline on the front page: 

NOBEL PRIZES (Past due and present) WILL BE AWARDED ON 

DECEMBER 12TH. NEW YORK BIOCHEMIST, DR. JULIET PARRISH WILL 

CLAIM THIS YEAR AND LAST YEARS PRIZES FOR CONTRIBUTIONS IN 

THE FIELD OF CHEMISTRY. 

"Oh, my God," she muttered. "This isn't real, is it?" 

"Of course it is," he answered. "They told me that the 

news paper wants to interview you." 

"Not, the New York Times," Pete corrected. "Time 

Magazine." 

"Even better still," Donovan said. 

"Deniese also mentioned that CBS wants you to do a live 

interview," Hannah added. 

Julie was shaking. Whether from shock or sheer joy, she 

did not know. 

"I'll think about it. I really don't know what I should 
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do-" she broke off. "I've never achieved anything like this 

before." 

"Oh, no?" Donovan teased. 

"I have no idea what these awards are for. I mean I just 

can't remember. How can I do an interview when I can't 

remember?" 

"Maybe you could give the press a statement for now and 

we'll see how you're doing in a week," Pete suggested. "The 

first is for something at Science Frontiers. Ecosystem 

recovery and the second is for the anti-conversion drug." 

"Another Nobel prize?" Maggie caught on. "Oh, Julie, 

that's wonderful." 

"Maggie has some news she wants to share with the group 

also." Feeling, overwhelmed, she wanted the spotlight 

removed from her for a while. 

"Thanks!" Maggie growled. 

"You're welcome." 

Now the others stared at Maggie waiting for her to speak. 

"Chris and I are going to have a baby next fall." 

"Really?" he asked and hugged her. Everyone clapped. 

"Looks like we need to tap into another case of bubbly," 

said Mitchell Loomis. "Sari, go get it. 

Sari James glared at him. 

"Wait a minue," Julie said feeling deja vu. "This sounds 

familiar. You two don't like each other very much, do you?" 

"Hah, you got that right," said Sari. 

"Actually," said Hannah, "They're really madly in love 

with one another and just not telling us." 

"And you're demented," Sari added as if the thought of 

being in love with Mitchell had made her nauseous. 

"C'mon, Sari. Where's your sense of humor?" Lauren 

asked. 

"I think the Visitors took it during the first war," 

Mitchell replied. 

Sari cocked her head to see him as she said, "You're 

asking for it, Mitchell." 

By this time, Julie had retreated to the balcony 

overlooking the carport. She needed to be alone with her 

thoughts. While she had lost so much over the past few 

years, she had gained so much back on this dreary March 

day. She had a family. She had a career. She had achieved 

two Nobel prizes and every one of her dreams had come true. 

Epilogue 

"...If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels, but 

have not love, I am only a resounding gong or a clanging 

cymbal. If I have the gift of prophesy and fathom all 

mysteries and all knowledge, and if I have faith that I can 

move mountains, but have not love, I am nothing. If I give 

all I possess to the poor and surrender my body to the 

flames but have not love, I gain nothing... Love is 

patient. Love is kind. It does not boast, it is not proud. 

It is not rude, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily 

angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love does not 

delight in evil but rejoices in the truth. It always 

protects, always trusts, always hopes, always 

perseveres... Love never fails." 

His voice rang out through the hotel lobby, for today was 

the day that the long awaited event had finally come. The 

minister spoke to the couple standing before him. The bride 

was dressed in a beautiful white gown, that her best friend 

had lent to her. Her groom was dressed in a gray suit and 

the flowers, of which there were many, possessed all the 

colors under the heavens. There was no holding back in this 

day of blessed joy. 

"Juliet Lynn Parrish, do you take this man to be your 

lawfully wedded husband, to have and to hold, to love and to 

cherish, for better, for worse, in sickness and in health, to 

death do you part?" 

"I will," she replied. 

"And do you, Michael Sean Donovan, take this woman to be 

your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, to love and 

to cherish, for better, for worse, in sickness and in 

health, to death do you part?" 

"I do," said he. 

Young Katie Maxwell stepped forward, and the minister took 

the rings from her satin pillow, giving one to the bride, 

and one to the groom thus saying, "Let these rings be a 

cymbal of your love for one another. You both shall repeat 

after me... With this ring, I thee wed." 

And they both did in turn. 

"I now pronounce you husband and wife. What God has 

joined together, let no man put us sunder." 

At the closing of those words, they kissed, declaring the 

union of their holy wedlock... THE END!
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