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Book Three

Part One

A Tragedy

Zekhoor: 

*In his dreams he envisions a swirling vortex zooming in from out of 
nowhere and enveloping a ship - there one moment and gone the 
next as if it occurred in the mere blink of an eye. He shuddered as 
the impact of what he saw seemed far too real; many times during 
his life he had experienced visions such as that only to awaken and 
see them become a reality. He opens his eyes and gazes up at the 
ceiling telling himself it was only a dream, yet not being able to 
dismiss the truism that his perceptive mind may have witnessed a 
premonition or an eventuality, and then his console begins flashing. 
He sighs and turns his head to look over at Chani; she seems so 
peaceful that he wishes not to disturb her. He smiles and leans over 
placing a small kiss on her temple then quietly rises and waves off 
the console. He will take the message in the other room. 

Pulling a robe around himself he walks into the room and waves on the console. He is confronted by his chief security officer and the 
news he hears bears witness to his fears; what he had seen in his 
mind's eye had not been a dream, it was a reality. A shuttle had 
mysteriously disappeared, and after extensive investigations into the 
matter, no apparent reason could be found to substantiate that an 
explosion or any other malfunction had occurred, no debris was found. 


The general consensus including that from eyewitness reports of those in other shuttles in the area, was that it had been entrapped in some kind of unidentifiable spatial anomaly and had vanished. His shoulders slightly slump when he sees the list of those who were on that shuttle, and one name stands out: Pharaa Santee. He is saddened because he knows she was the girl who Sc'orr had fallen so deeply in love with, and it was she who had been the one to bring about the change in him. He thinks of Chani and after waving off the console he walks back into the bedroom and looks at her sleeping figure, suddenly all too aware of the spiderweb-thin strands of fate that kept them bound. He would wish that loss on no one...* 

I love you... *he whispers*

*He quietly dresses and without waking her he leaves for the Bridge, 
his thoughts dismal, and solemn at best. Upon arriving at the Bridge he notes the Synod meeting has ended and he enters his code. As he enters he sees Zo'or walking over to the virtual glass as the other members pass by exiting the Bridge and he walks over to him and nods*...Zo'or...*His expression is solemn*...I have some very disturbing news I must relate to you...*as he discloses what he has learned the Synod Leader looks at him with an unreadable face* 

Z: Pharaa Santee? *he asked quietly* Sc'orr's companion?

Zek: Yes. *He handed the report to Zo'or* A tech team is still investigating the anomaly, but the chances of recovering our crew are slim.

Z: Have the team continue their research until it ceases to provide us with answers. Then assign a single crewman to monitor that region of space for further activity. *He turns away from Zekhoor to face the window, his face falling into the dark shadow of space light.* I will inform Sc'orr of your news.

Zek: I don't envy you. *He said hesitantly* I know how close you and Sc'orr have become.

Z: Close? *He considers that perhaps Zekhoor is misinterpreting his mood, and ignoring the chance that he might be at least partially correct.* Hardly. News such as this would be difficult for anyone to hear. And it is my understanding that Sc'orr has suffered many losses. It is my duty as leader of the Taelon race to bear news that is sometimes unpleasant. I have many times assigned you to perform tasks that are less than comfortable, have I not? 

Zek: Yes...

Z: Yes. *he cuts him off* You may leave. Take the remaining bridge crew with you.*He waits with mock impatience for the bridge to empty, his eyes seeming affixed to the stars outside. Despite appearances, his mind was elsewhere. With Naor'rin... and his imagination was getting the better of him. A temporary delusionary haze was trying to convince him that it was her name of the M.I.A list, and not Pharaa Santee. A demented sector of his consciousness was delighted to tease him with a barrage of 'what-ifs'. What if it had been Naor'rin instead?

He fought to quell the demon of imagination as he waved on the datastream and summoned Sc'orr. Sc'orr: not quite an enemy, not quite a friend. Instead a tortured soul, an outcast. All conditions he was all too familiar with. *

Sc: *He was halfway to his chambers when the call came for him to 
return to the bridge. Leaning heavily against the wall in a very un-
Taelon-like way he sighs deeply and then waves on a brief response.* 
On my way.

*He was exhausted - they all were, those who had just returned from 
Lyra 117, and some were even still resting in the infirmary - those 
most injured. However, though his wound had been healed it did not 
negate the need for his own rest.

Arriving at the bridge, again, he waves open the door and enters, his 
humor ever evident despite his fatigue.* Young leader, while your 
desire for my company is gratifying, I am...as some of our loyal 
staff is fond of saying, dead on my feet. What is so important 
that...?

*His words stop when Zo'or turns from his musings at the window. The Taelon's features are tense with emotion, his look grave.* 
Zo'or...what is the matter?

Z: *His eyes meet Sc'orr's.* I have news. It is most disturbing Sc'orr. I felt that you should know at once. 

A short time ago Zekhoor informed me that there was a shuttle 
accident...Sc'orr, Pharaa Santee was on that shuttle....*he looks 
downward for a second or two then continues* Our science team reports that the vessel was not destroyed. Readings of the electromagnetic currents in the area suggest that it was pulled into a rare anomaly that thrust it into another dimension.

Sc: *Before Zo'or had even uttered the words his hand had tensed into a tight fist behind his back. His face takes on a pinched look for a moment as he digests the news he has just been given. *

Pharaa...gone? The two words seemed to make no sense together. She 
could not be gone...not forever!*

Z: *He stands in silence, his mind full of human platitudes used to aleve the sting of loss. None of them seemed appropriate, and none of them would have been anything he would have wanted to hear if the situation had been reversed.* I will make the necessary arrangements to inform her family on Earth.

Sc: *He nods and walks past Zo'or and faces the window, 
not wanting the other to see his faint blush, or the play of emotions 
over his features.* And you are certain that every avenue has been 
investigated? *The words sound firm and almost hostile as the float 
back over his shoulder and across the bridge.*

Z: I have ordered a continued investigation. Our best interstellar investigative team has been assigned to the task. 

Sc: *He turns finally, stiffly, his features set in stone as his blue 
eyes meet the other's.* Zo'or. I wish...to hear it from you, for I 
trust that you have done, and had done everything possible within our 
great abilities...but I need to hear it from you, face to face. *He 
pauses, his hands frozen at his sides* Are you telling me that...I 
shall never see Pharaa again?

Z: *For a moment it is only lingering silence that stands between them.* I cannot say with utter certainty. But all evidence thus far suggests that that is the case.

Sc: I see, *he says, turning slightly and looking not at Zo'or but 
rather straight ahead at nothing. It was a cold response, he knew it, 
but how to convey the rush of traumatic emotions that were close to 
overtaking him in their ferocity. Once again he had loved, and once 
again he had lost. Perhaps...love was not to be in his future - maybe 
it had never been meant to be.*

Z: *He grasps at something that would be comforting, something he could say, and convince Sc'orr of. But he didn't know how to be comforting... not without saying too much. He knew how to be Sc'orr's superior in rank and position, but he didn't quite know how to be his friend.* In recent years we have learned of alternate dimensions in which existence is nearly identical to our own. Different but the same. Liam Kincaid brought proof of this dimensional plane, and despite the odds, he found a way to return. 

Sc: *He turns, stonefaced, though his eyes glitter with pain.* I know 
this. *he says.* But I did not love Liam Kincaid, and thus far, there 
is no sign that Pharaa will return.

Z: I cannot claim to say that we are close friends Sc'orr. *He says abruptly* But our sufferings have often been one in the same. I have come to believe that our anguish builds our strength. With love, there is always the risk of loss.*

Sc: *He steps away, walking over to the command chair, a hand on its arm as he looks down.* Your offer of support is not unappreciated Zo'or, despite my behavior at the moment. *He looks back over his shoulder at him.* I am most grateful for it. *He walks around the chair, slender fingers dragging over its surface gently.* As for emotions, yes, I realize that we cannot have one without the other. However, the voice of sorrow has become too familiar to me. I had hoped it would be a long time before she would sing her mourning dirge to me again.

Z: *He looks away, his own thoughts creeping into darkness.* As Taelons, we often celebrate our longevity. Sometimes I think on it as a curse instead. 

Sc: *Taking a deep breath, he turns to face the Synod leader.* Zo'or, 
I respectfully request to be relieved of duty and given a leave of 
absence for the next two weeks. There is a Thasian ritual of mourning 
I wish to prepare for and conduct to put my thoughts at peace. I 
realize it is not the Taelon way, but I lived on Thasis for many 
centuries and...it became my way. Though I do realize that she may 
very well be alive, I must do this, for the ritual focuses more upon 
remembrance...and I wish to have seclusion so I can remember her, in 
my own way.

Z: *He extends his hand in a Taelon salute* You may take as much time as you wish. *He pauses and meets Sc'orr's eyes once more.* I regret that I did not know Pharaa better. But I know she was loved... and surely she will be missed.

Sc: Yes, *he whispers.* Greatly missed...

*His head lowers and he walks to the exit, his normally confident and 
graceful stride heavy and slow. He pauses at the door before he sharply waves it open and steps out, disappearing down the corridor.*

Book Three

Part Two

The Grieving Stone

*Sc'orr walked in to his quarters and went directly to his lush bedchamber and sat down on the bed. The actions were heavy, lacking fluidity, so unlike a Taelon.

She was gone; Pharaa...lost in some other dimension and completely unreachable. In one way he could take solace that she was alive, but to him it was as though she had died, for he would never see her again. He worried also; what would become of her there? Was it as some said that it would be; an identical world to the one he knew save for small differences? Or would it be something completely alien and possibly hostile? These thoughts swirled endlessly in his mind, allowing him no peace.

Rising, he walked to a small glass table and picked up the small photo of the beautiful, black-haired girl who had loved him so much. There were words scrawled on the back of the image, written in haste, but written in love.

Once again he had loved, and once more he had lost. His heart was heavy, and he needed to mourn.

Clasping the small photo in one hand he picked up the grieving stone - it had a much more complex and technical name he knew, for, though it looked like nothing more than a palm-sized, rounded rock of slate blue, it was actually a contrivance built by the Thasian culture - one of the few technical marvels they possessed. There was a small device placed within the stone which, when activated, could capture every thought in a person's mind of someone they wanted to remember and mourn. It brought on a waking dream without the need for any kind of drugs which some used to induce hallucinations, and unlike drugs, this could be controlled.

A few minor alterations to the mechanism and Sc'orr discovered it could work for an energy based being as well, simply because it temporarily altered his energy flow and thus sent him into the controlled dreamstate.

His eyes found the stars outside his window, seeing her face in the myriad constellations without.* Pharaa...*he said softly and he blushed. There was a sound and he looked down. He had dropped the stone onto the floor. Picking it back up he went to the window and, clasping it in his right hand, he looked at her picture, invoking her image in his mind, and the bluish rock vibrated softly against his palm, and his eyelids fluttered and then closed.

He was far from being asleep - the grieving stone captured every instance, every memory of the girl he was thinking of and played them back in living color behind his eyes. He felt every kiss, and heard every word spoken by her honeyed voice. His lips turned up in a smile and he even laughed as she touched and stroked him...making love to him.

Her delight was played before him as she looked up at him, her musical laughter sounding even more melodic. Her tears felt as though they actually wetted his cheeks, her sobbing in moments of sadness ringing in his ears, as well as her words of devotion and love.


One memory after another, seeming to spool out endlessly for him, and though he did indeed grieve, he rejoiced too, for that was the grieving stone's true purpose, to make the subject remember the good things...the joyful things.

But unbeknownst to the Taelon, the little stone had been jarred when he had dropped it, and the vibrations became stronger, though to Sc'orr, the memories merely became more vivid. His hand blushed in reaction to the stone but he was too lost in the memory-play to feel it growing warm, and then hot, in his hand. Suddenly, all the memories crashed over him in an intense thoughtwave that was too much to bear and he cried out sharply as pain shot through his head. His vision blurred as he came back to reality but he was holding onto the lip of the window to stand. The pain was still there and moving over his entire body and Sc'orr knew he was in trouble. Waving on a datastream he called the infirmary.* Help me! *It was the only thing he was able to utter before he went blind, his body crumpling to the floor as he cried out one last time, the stone rolling from his open hand, the small picture clasped tightly in the other.*


Book Three

Part Three

Shining Star, Dying Star

(Takes place 2 mos after, A Tragedy)

GT: *Seven weeks. It had been seven weeks since they had shared... That encounter had been special, and it had set his mind somewhat at ease. But now... her most recent visits had been so shallow. She had not desired to go any further than feed the child. He didn't have to ask nor to try anything; he could tell just by looking at her. Her aura was flickering, and not as bright as it usually was. At first he had thought it was just his impression. But as time went by, she became more distant, even from his thoughts. Had she decided to do so? Was her pregnancy taking such a toll on her that it consumed virtually all the energy she used to have in such abundance? Or maybe... and the worst case scenario, L'syr had indeed taken action without his approval.

He tried to contact her, to touch her mind. She was barely there, and all he received were incoherent thoughts... a dream... and even as he attempted to call her, her mind treated him as if he was a part of that subconscious fantasy. She did not recognise him... or his presence. Uneasiness grew in him. And for the first time, a sense of claustrophobia. Being imprisoned in that minimal cell was disturbing enough... but alone. Truly alone... without the Commonality singing to him, with their voices reduced to mumblings; and without her voice in his mind; without her presence and the comfort of her energy.

Her visits became more reason for worry. They remained too quick, as if she took no happiness in seeing him anymore. He could not feel her emotions; they were so slight, like if what came to him was an empty shell, a covering and an incubation for their child. Even when they touched, it was not electrifying anymore. If anything, there was a soft tingling, coming more from the growing child than from her. The hybrid seemed well. But its mother...

Could he tell her? Ask her? Not in her mind; she didn't seem to understand the same language she had taught him; the language they had created together. Out in the open? Could he ask what was happening? Risk others knowing he cared for her deeply, despite the child being in perfect condition? On the other hand, could he really remain silent, watching... not doing anything. His only chances were when she was with him... seven times... seven times in nearly two months.

Ne'shir had been all but forthcoming, and T'than could not risk insisting or he would notice his extreme care. The General had played his part flawlessly for the past month; uncaring, cold, annoyed at being imprisoned... but it was getting harder and harder to keep such demeanour. Worry consumed him, invaded his mind and dreams, taking over the place in his mind that should be Cadence, her happiness, her joy, the memory and sensation of her. And it was beginning to show, as he needed progressively more time under the energy shower. He could hide his feelings and keep them from showing in his features... but his body was reacting to the emptiness it felt.

~*~

Two months had passed since their first encounter, and Cadence was still a resident of the infirmary, Ne'shir constantly watching her as her cold guardian. Days had passed into weeks for the girl, though she had become steadily less and less aware of them.

Cadence had been awakened from beneath the energy shower and now was being escorted to her daily visit to the private shower room. The nurse remained in the waiting area and Cadence stepped inside the small room that had only two stalls in it.  

She was beginning to think that carrying a Taelon child was somehow detrimental to her, for she had become progressively weak and her thought processes were not clear at all. She knew she had visited the War Minister on a weekly basis, but one visit seemed to meld into another, turning their all to brief conversations into one long string of broken sentences. She did remember their first visit after his imprisonment...how they had made love in the misty realm of their minds, though some of those images had lost clarity now. In her most recent visits she had taken the energy, but strangely, she had not tried to lengthen their visits, content to simply say a quick good-bye and return listlessly back to her room where she crawled into bed and went to sleep.

She was vaguely aware of his presence with her at times, and sometimes she answered, but many times not, too lost in the maze of her drifting thoughts, or dreams. It was with shock that she noticed her body as she wiped the milky steam from the full-length mirror after she had bathed. Had the pregnancy progressed so quickly, or had she simply not noticed her changing figure? She stared at herself, her hand gently caressing the swell of what had recently been a slender waist. She looked to be in her fourth month or so, though she knew it had only been two, but then she remembered Ne'shir telling her that the pregnancy was progressing at twice the rate of a human one, and that her baby would be born somewhere between four and four and a half months.

It was at that moment when her pregnancy seemed to move from being just a myth that she and T'than had spoken of with anticipation, to becoming real. There was movement beneath her fingers, like the fluttering of a bird's wings, and not only that...if she concentrated and looked into herself deeply, there was something new...a new presence with her, barely there. She was able to grasp basic feelings...contentment, but contentment that was turning to agitation due to need and hunger, even though T'than had just fed it yesterday. She wanted to smile at these new and wonderful discoveries with her condition, but the smile dissolved into tears and she dropped gently to her knees, her arms wrapped around herself as she cried. Where had she been? Where was her awareness? What was happening to her? Would she die and take the baby with her?

Her sobs came harder; she wanted T'than - he should be there with her, to experience these wonderful things as well. It was so unfair! 

The nurse came in and brought a towel to her hair, not asking questions, only soothing as she dried her, dressed her in a clean gown, and walked her back to the infirmary. Cadence had been behaving oddly for weeks now, and she figured it must be a side effect of the pregnancy, not that that damn healer would tell them much! But she was growing more concerned; Cadence should be flourishing but instead she was wilting, right before their eyes....

~*~

Ne'shir smiled to himself as he went over the recent scans of the patient who had dominated most of his focus since she had been brought back from Lyra 117 two months ago. The pregnancy was progressing well, the child growing quickly and taking on a matter based form, despite having energy coursing through its veins rather than blood. It was the most unique hybrid he had ever seen, and he was finally certain enough that the pregnancy would last to move on with the next phase of study, and that would be, to collect a sample of its energy. However, that would mean an invasion of her womb, which could be dangerous to both. But he would make sure to have every recording device working...just in case anything happened to them. The records of it would be invaluable for later study in case both subjects succumbed during the test, which he had planned for sometime within the next two weeks or so.

But at the moment, what he felt the most victory over had been the girl herself. After her first visit with T'than in his cell she had been oddly serene, a smile on her face as she obediently went to her room and rested. The next day however she was back to her normal shenanigans - constantly out of her room, the human staff either unable or unwilling to keep her disciplined, and he had a feeling it was the latter. He had taken her at once to her room and sedated her, even against the disapproving stares of the others...humans of course and their...emotions. Cumbersome and wholly unwelcome on his part.

He knew he could not sedate her constantly, but things moved so much more smoothly without her constant demands and questions and whining. And so he had used the very Taelon technology she now relied upon to control her. All it took was a minor adjustment to the energy shower that fed her, making the resonance just a fraction off of what she needed. It fed her, but just barely, keeping her weak, that weakness making her docile and obedient, as she was too fatigued to fight his commands. Since the child was drawing its sustenance primarily from its Taelon parent, it would not be affected...or if it was, the effects would be minimal.

~*~

*Cadence was about to crawl back into bed when the nurse stopped her, putting a long robe over her gown and smiling cheerfully saying that she was going to see T'than. That was odd; she had just seen him yesterday, but her pregnancy was progressing, and she had been told that the baby...yes...it was a baby now...would need more frequent infusions as it grew. She nodded silently as the pretty young nurse chatted happily on while running a brush through her wavy hair.

Soon she was being escorted to him, the two guards now each holding one of her arms, for she was moving a bit too slowly and so they made her walk faster. Soon she was standing before him again and gently prodded inside as they were left alone. Oddly enough, Ne'shir had not followed this time, but Cadence did not notice. She walked over to the soft cushion and knelt down on it, smiling up at him, her face pale, but her eyes bright with happiness.*

GT: *He was reclining in his energy shower when he felt her presence. At last... after another week of absence... of complete and utter absence, she was back. He ordered the chair to retake its normal shape, just in time to see them round the corner. How could he not have felt her sooner? To see her was more of a shock than happiness. In front of him was no longer the cheerful woman of before. She seemed so pale; her hair was not as shiny and curly as it usually was; she was slim, some of her curves were even softer and less pronounced, like if her healthy shape had disappeared. Her form had changed beyond the little belly he now noticed growing on her. She should be beautiful... and her shell still was, but the shine, the glamour was missing. Her aura was also still worryingly pale. It looked as though she was starving, as if her very life force was being leeched from her. If it was the child's fault he didn't know whether to curse or bless its existence.

But when she approached him, he tried to remain his usual self. Worry was stamped in his eyes, but yes, there was extreme happiness as well. Each time she turned and walked away began to feel like the last; or so his fear of losing her tricked him into thinking.* Welcome. *he said after a nod, his hands locked behind his back to hide the nervous fingers that would not keep still.*

C- T'than, *she said softly,* I think I am going to enjoy the progression of this pregnancy if we are going to get to see each other every day now. 

GT: *His fingers froze. Every day? Perhaps she was bringing him good news. Could it be so? Had Ne'shir changed routine so that Cadence and the child could receive nourishment daily? Why such a sudden change?

The answer to this thought came quickly enough.*

C - *Smile* I thought after I saw you yesterday that I would have to wait through another entire week.

GT: *Yesterday... what was she talking about? It had been a week since he had last seen her, and her appearance had not changed, or if it had, it had not been for the better. But she seemed aloof to that... contented. He, on the other hand felt revolted, angered... and extremely frightened. Locked away as he was he could not help her! He knew despair again, and it struck him like lightning. He wanted to turn and hide his features from her, but instead he kept his cool, though his insides twisted and churned. What were they doing to her?* It would be pleasant to feel my child more often. As it grows, it will need further nourishment. I take it you have both been fed according to your needs?

C - *She nods slightly, but she still sounds as one who has just awakened from a long sleep and is still groggy.* I...think so....I eat sometimes, but I have not really felt hungry. I prefer the energy. *It was true, food did not taste as palatable as it once did, though she did enjoy fresh fruits and juices. She could not stomach meat or anything heavy - even the smell made her ill.*

GT: Good. It is advisable that you are well taken care of, and the energy is good for the child. *but then how... she did not complain of little food, or bad treatment; he knew that she could reach him if she needed to call for his help. He had only to hope that she was not hiding the truth from him as to not to add to his torment. But how could he be at ease when she was so visibly strained?*

C - *She drifted off for a moment, but soon her eyes took on their focus again and she made a real effort to be more alert. She was excited about what she had felt from the child, and today, the adrenaline from that emotion was bringing her into alertness more and more. Cadence thought to herself that it must be him...T'than...making her feel so much better. Even though to her it had only seemed a day had gone by, there was another part of her that had missed him so. She felt as though it had been ages since she had really seen or felt him.*

GT: *He slowly made his way towards her, to get into the right position. He knelt down in front of her, his eyes focusing deeply into hers. For a moment there her vivid green eyes seemed empty. He nearly touched her to call her back, but she returned. She seemed to be drifting between two states of consciousness; there, and yet, not there at the same time. Feeling her more keenly in his mind, he ventured a thought* # However long it has been, I have missed you dearly. # *he pauses, straightening up and placing his hand with his palm outward.* Shall we begin?

C - *She smiled and reached for one of his hands, holding it in both of her own in her lap.* You can offer energy in a moment but...I wanted to share something with you. *Her lips turned up, her expression that of someone who has a precious secret they are dying to share, and she slides his hand up slightly to rest on the soft roundness that is now her belly.*

GT: *Tickles... that was all her aura made him feel. His fingers grazed at some curves of her body, and indeed... she had lost much weight. Something was consuming her little by little. When his palm came to rest upon her belly he nearly cursed the child. It was the only explanation! But her joy... her contentment... and the feeling of that new life pulsing within her. He couldn't hate their child... it was a part of her as well. Hating, or cursing it, would be the same as cursing the feelings they shared for each other. He wouldn't dare.

T'than found himself drawing a little smile on his lips. It was such a rare and precious moment.*

C - I felt something today...something new. T'than, I *felt* it! 

GT: *His eyes rose to hers inquisitively.*

C - The child! I know that's what it was...there were feelings...not my own...just, feelings.

GT: *He immediately looked down again at his own hand, but what he truly wished was to see beyond it. He knew what she meant... he knew... he had felt it as well at just that moment. Weak, but surely, it was a new presence.*

C - No thought, but just little feelings! *She was whispering softly for just him to hear, but the excitement in her voice was still audible. But soon her voice was only in his thoughts.* # Come and see...and FEEL the ch...our baby...#

GT: # Our baby...# *That was not such a common word for a Taelon to call its offpring; but he found it endearing. But what he truly wanted was to hold her, to lay there with her, and rest his head softly over her body, to feel, to hear, to share her sensations. He was losing so much... missing so much inside that place. The cell seemed to close in on him, wanting to choke him. And even when she was there, there was always the symbolism. They were surviving... when they could have been living life.* # So beautiful...# *there was a little aura flickering just underneath his fingertips; not only her own, but the baby's as well. He could feel it softly, but it was a strong presence.* # I am so proud of you Cadence... #

C - *In her mind, she smiled warmly at him.* # It is not only I...what you feel and see...it is you T'than...*you* had a part in creating it...a big part.#  *She led him on gossamer wisps of imagination that were truly so much more, to that place in the center of herself. The new life...that little inner sun, had grown in diameter and brightness, nearly eclipsing her own energy.*

GT: *It was a part of him as well, she said... he certainly didn't feel like the greatest contribution was his. His part had been reduced to feeding the child. Cadence had to bear it, it was her energy that was slowly fading, not his... he would gladly change places with her if that would reassure her health.* # It is like you though... a shining star in my path... and growing each day brighter.#

C - *Then Cadence realized with sadness that the little sun that was the child had not eclipsed her, but that her own life force had faded away. For the briefest second she wondered if she was dying, but she did not dwell on it...she did not want T'than to know that she knew...just how sick she was...weaker than she would admit. Unlike T'than however, she did not question why. To face the idea that she could be taken from him was just too painful, and anyway, she saw that despite her condition, that the new one was strong. Perhaps the price for her to give life to such a unique miracle as what they had created would be her own life, and she would gladly give it if it meant the survival of a child who, though unseen, was the most precious thing in the universe to her, along with the Taelon. She was deeply in love with both of them.*

GT: *For a moment he felt her aloofness; afraid that their connection would be broken again, he called out to her.* #Cadence...# *but she was still there; the link had been closed for a moment, to allow her privacy to think. She had learned well how to master that technique. But something bothered her... maybe the notion that he was worried. He was making all efforts to hide it, but she was the person to whom he could never lie... and vice versa.*

C - *She pulled him forward, into the blazing light of her soul; the child had form now, and they could both behold the beauty of a tiny face.* # Can you feel it? All these...errant emotions...primitive, but there.#

GT: # Primitive? No... it is the beginning of everything.# *the little form was perfect; he could see the tiniest details: where the eyes would be, and the nose...and the little mouth. He thought to himself that despite being just barely formed, that the child has its mother's lips. That brought a joyful, and yet melancholic smile to his face. He missed those pouts of hers.*

C- *Cadence had to admit this whole experience was truly amazing. She smiled in her mind as she looked at him and then looked back, her next words coming without a second thought.* It's...fascinating to watch her grow...she is so beautiful. # *Something had shocked him...she didn't know what, but her eyes opened back into reality and she was looking at his startled expression.*

GT: *She. Had she said she? A female... a... girl; his little girl. It was impossible not to be dumbstruck; for a moment it seemed like his whole body had frozen, not a single energy particle moved.* # She?# *he whispers into her mind; but then in his memory he recalls his recent thought... the lips... of course... so alike _her_ mother.* #How...# *he looked directly at her, his eyes boring deeply into her green ones, looking incessantly for an answer as if it was too unbelievable; though he knew, because he had felt it. Such a human thing to do, inquire on something to which the answer was obvious. 

He looked down at her belly, and at the hand still above it* A child... a miracle... *he doesn't even notice he is speaking aloud.* Our daughter. *if only he could pull her close; hold her. The great Um'rathuma knew how strong the impulse to do that was; so strong that the expendable energy caused by the turmoil in his pathways had to be released with a full body blush.*

C - *She smiled and nodded.* Yes...our daughter, *she whispered, but then she looked almost melancholy as she looked at him.* Are you sorry? I had wanted to give you a Taelon child...like your other children. I knew it would be a hybrid but...I at least...wanted to give you a child that looked Taelon. *She looks unsure for a moment, her large eyes locked on him. She so wanted to please him with this child and she waits for his response with baited breath.*

GT: I am not displeased Cadence... merely astonished. I had not considered the possibility... *he smiles inwardly. A gendered child. He had no idea how he would deal with that. Once more, Cadence had thrown him a challenge he doubted he would be up to.* But you seem contented in this.

C - *She looks down, a small smile on her lips as she speaks, still whispering.* I must confess...I had always hoped that when I finally had a baby, *smile*...that it would be a girl. What little girl doesn't wish for a little girl to dress up and make pretty? *giggle* It's a human thing. I know I am not any longer but still...

GT: You will never cease to be human, not entirely. Who you are in your mind has not changed as considerably as the shell you inhabit. *he ventures a tiny smile and speaks softly* I rather prefer it that way.

C - *She looked over at the exit - they were still alone. Because Ne'shir had not accompanied them, the guards were likely waiting for her to call on them to alert them when they were done. It was a rare opportunity and one she did not intend to let pass. She was feeling better than she had in a long while, and she was enjoying just getting to sit there and talk quietly with him. His hand was still on her belly and she petted it softly with pale fingertips.* T’than, how do Taelons go about naming their children? You all seem to live and die by your protocols...so I suppose there is some protocol for this as well? *she casts him a smirky little smile. *

GT: *He frowns somewhat. She had a point...* I suppose. We *he pauses to correct himself* most Taelons actually do not give their children the value humans do. Not sentimental value; or at least we try not to. There is a small rule concerning the caste it is born to. It would be difficult to put into words, but for those of my lineage, the first sound is short, followed by a longer one. *he pauses to study her expression. Her smirk had broadened somewhat, but he still offers.* Like T'than... or L'syr... one letter, a pause... *he stops himself* How do humans go about the name choosing?

C - For us, we can sometimes choose a name based just solely on the fact that we like it, or, for many, they name the child after someone they love or respect very much. *pause* My grandmother...my father's mother, was a doctor...a healer if you prefer. She worked and gave many hours of her time to those who could not afford any kind of medical care. We were close when I was younger and she spoke about her experiences to me quite often. She passed away just a few years ago and I can say that I respected her very much. I could not have loved her more if she had been my own mother. Her name was Alana. 

GT: Then you wish to give the child that name? *he asks, but she deters him by entering his mind.*

C - *She pauses and continues silently, just in case anyone was listening to them.* # Then there is that other person who I love beyond reason in my life.#  

GT: *She lost him there for a moment... who else in her past would she invoke?*

C - *She nearly laughs over his slightly perplexed look* # It is you.# *She shook her head and smiled softly; it was almost as if he was not used to the idea that she really loved him.* # Yes you T'than...I want your name to be a part of hers and...well, I could not help but think...that the name T'lana is very pretty.# *she looks unsure again.* # However if you wanted something else...just tell me. #

GT: *T'lana... curiously, it respected the rule... he repeated aloud, to feel the name on his lips.* T'lana... *he paused, enjoying her nervousness as she waited to hear his reaction.* It is indeed ... a good name. *He looks down to the hand at her belly* She shall be named T'lana... in your grandmother's honor... # and because it pleases you so Cadence.# *in her mind, he kisses her softly, and then pulls back, to enjoy her thrill.*

C - *She smiles broadly and she knows she is blushing - she can feel the heat on her cheeks, but the reaction is only because she feels so happy. She wanted to throw her arms around him...she wanted to rejoice with him over this event, but she maintained an outward demeanor that she know was safer for him. But inside herself, when he had kissed her she pulled him close, almost roughly and kissed him deeply, her body pressed to his, her tongue searching his mouth, her eyes closed in happy ecstasy.*

GT: *At last, he gets a glimpse of her true life; her aura shines for him in that moment, as if wanting to share of her happiness. It's as if her strength is back, and in their minds, he holds her and kisses her back with abandon. He had dreamt of kissing her again for quite a while; and though technically what they experienced qualified as a dream, it was still so vivid. It ignited his entire being, and he nearly let go altogether... but he couldn't.*

C - *Outwardly she is smiling as well but it is almost bashful and she looks down.* T'lana...*she says, testing it out for herself.* T'lana...*she smiles again softly* Yes...a very pretty, Taelon name. *she smiles triumphantly. She loved him and wanted everything about this child to be as Taelon as possible.*

GT: It is... *his fingers flutter over her belly.* very much so... *he smiled back at her, but he was not sure he wanted the child to have anything to do with his species. Maybe it would be for the best is she didn't. But a little shock at his fingertips reminded him that it was an inevitability. It craved for his energy... and she was fed mostly by it.*

C - *She grimaced slightly, but then she smiled.* She is hungry I think... and becoming impatient that her needs are not being met. *Taking his hand away from her stomach she places her palm against it and does the same with the other, feeling a familiar warmth come over her as he channels his energy to them.*

GT: Her development is slower in Taelon standards, but not in human's. She will require more and more energy as she grows. *he presses his palms to hers, feeling the centre touch at hers and open to let the energy flow.* # Take all you need... the both of you. The energy shower will replenish me.# *and so he opens up to her even more, in hopes that not only the child would seek nourishment and comfort in his energy.* # Take of me as well Cadence...#

C - *They remain like that and Cadence does notice that the child is needing more, for the feedings are taking longer and for this she can't complain, but all too soon it is over.*

GT: *There is a rapid increase and then softly, his energy begins to flow with greater difficulty until it ceases altogether. His eyes reopen and he looks at her; her aura was more stable now, as if the child being well and fully nourished replenished Cadence's strength as well. Their bond was deep.* I hope you are feeling better.

C - Thank you. *she places his hand back on her middle* Can you feel her contentment?

GT: *There was a little shock at his fingertips that made his hand and arm blush softly.* Yes... T'lana is strong. # like her mother# *there was a melancholy smile playing on his lips, but only for the blink of an eye.*

C - *The child is fed and Cadence finds herself soothed by the currents of soft emotions that gently ripple through her mind, for it takes her own mind off the fact that she feels so weak, and once more that odd, drifting feeling comes over her, like a soft veil that muddles her clarity.* T'than I... have to go lie down now. 

GT: *Worry strikes again; like a candle after a moment of extreme brightness, her shine diminished.* You look... drained... *yet he had been the one whose energy had been offered.* You should rest... # though... selfish as it may seem, I do not want you to go...#

C - *She looks deeply into his blue eyes* I wish... I wish they would just let me stay here with you. *she looks down at the soft padded mat they are sitting on.* The child needs you more now and sleeping on this cushion couldn't be any more uncomfortable than my bed in the infirmary! I think they stuffed the mattress with rocks, and they pour energy over me all the time and it feels like it just runs off! 

GT: *So the problem was not quantity of nourishment. She was being well fed. He felt weak sometimes, due to her own condition and his constant concern... but she seemed ill! How could Ne'shir not notice it? Were they all blind?*

C - *She thinks to herself how bitchy she sounds and chides herself; there he was, locked away from her and his own child, as well as locked away from the common freedoms he used to enjoy as well as from the power he once held, and she was complaining.* Never mind...don't listen to me...I am pregnant and I must be cranky or something. 

GT: No... you must not be silent if you are not feeling well. Your wellbeing is of the utmost importance # to me # to that of the child.

C - *Crooked grin* I just...don't have as much energy as I did before and it annoys me. *deep sigh* I just want them to get the ball rolling on this nonsense trial of theirs so you can get released and be with me. *she hangs her head, her voice petulant* I miss you.

GT: #As I do you...Every day I spend in this forsaken cell is hell for me. it must not be any easier on you.#  *he had indeed brought the veil of loneliness over her, and he felt terribly guilty for that. All she said about being happy with him; he now wondered if it would not have been better to love her from a distance, if only that would mean she would be well, and as happy as she deserved to be.* Now go... and rest. We will see each other tomorrow again... *in her mind, his lips come to rest on her forehead. He breaks the link and slowly rises to his feet, extending his hand to help her rise as well.*

C - *She rises heavily with his help and she walks to the barrier.* Hey...you stupid drones...where are you?

GT: *She was standing only because she was supported on him.* Cadence... perhaps it would be best if you took a shower before you go. Five or ten minutes would not do you harm; it might replenish your energy for the trip back to... your quarters.

C - *She leans against him and waits but no one comes. Before she has a chance to answer him she is picked up and carried to his chair, even though she makes some small noise of protest, but she is too tired to fight him about it and sits compliantly as the belt of her robe is gently untied and the garment is slipped down, exposing shoulders whose bones are slightly more pronounced, now visible from the sleeveless nightgown she wore. The true dimensions of her slimness were more easily hidden for she always wore a robe when she went to see him, and it had never been removed until now. But the short gown hid little.*

GT: *His features do not hide his worry. He had noticed she was lighter when he picked her up, but as the robe came off he discovered that it was worse than he thought; her energy and her body seemed to have been consumed from within. Her paleness never seemed so evident to him as it did then. He caressed her cheek softly.* There is no protesting. Lie back; you look like you need some time to rest.

C - *He wanted her to lie back and she did, her eyes on his face.* This isn't going to help anything; Ne'shir has me under showers often and it never does any good...I'm still tired all the time.

GT: *He goes around the chair so that he is standing behind her head. Gently, T'than places his palms to her temples and begins massaging them softly.* But still it might bring you some relief. #Besides, I cherish all opportunities to remain a little more with you.# *He stops his motions to wave on the energy shower, but not long after, he is back at caressing her softly.* Rest... this is not up for discussion.

C - *Too fatigued to argue with him she simply nodded and he waved on the shower. She smiled to herself; he was as stubborn as she was many times when he had something on his mind. Energy fell upon her in glowing drops and Cadence had to admit it felt...good...more than that...it felt wonderful! She felt as one denied water for days and then suddenly presented with a lake! Why did this energy feel so much more replenishing than the shower in her room? Color flooded her skin and she sighed and closed her eyes. In a moment she was asleep, her body turning its entire focus to drinking in the raining and blissful essence.*

GT: That is it my sweet... *he whispered, as he removed his hands.* Rest... *he stepped slightly backwards and watched. It seemed to him he was witnessing a miracle! Even amidst the energy droplets that fell over her body, he could easily see that her aura was growing brighter, denser. Despite the blue that tainted her features, he could see them taking on some colour already. She was blooming before his very eyes. He intensified the stream a little, not concerned if his daily allotment would be entirely consumed by her. Marvelled, he stood and continued to monitor her sleep.*

~*~

Nes: He normally insisted on accompanying the subject Cadence Blue on her visits to see T'than, however that day he had been in conference via stream with colleagues on distant bases, discussing his future plans for the girl and the child. Cadence's part in it all would soon be over; her growing weakness that he had brilliantly devised would likely bring on her demise during the birth. T'than would most certainly be exiled, either elsewhere or into the void, and the child would be his. His associates had already offered facilities on distant outposts where they could study the being away from the major Taelon populace as well as from the Synod. The scientist's anticipation was growing with each passing day as he watched the child develop.

But his satisfaction had turned to annoyance when he discovered how long she had been away and so he immediately headed toward the confinement area. When he arrived he was not pleased with what he saw: volunteer drones idly waiting for her to call them, unable to take the situation in hand on their own, and then, in T'than's cell, the girl under the energy shower. He seethed. That could ruin everything! The War Minister was not stupid, and if suspicions were raised...

He strode from the shadows into the dim light. He was about to demand to know why she was still there but thought better of it, and instead proceeded in a calm tone of voice.* General T'than...

GT: *He had been distracted, watching, when a voice behind him caught his attention. T'than replaced his hands behind his back and turned, already knowing whom he would find.* Ne'shir... *he said it more in an annoyed tone of voice than actually a compliment.*

Nes: Cadence has an energy shower in her room, and visits are supposed to be kept at a minimum of time. *He looked over the Taelon's shoulder - she was not reacting to his presence there and looked to be asleep.* Wake her. It is time for her to return to her room. 

GT: I think not. Whether her energy is replenished here or in the medical bay seems absolutely irrelevant to me. And you should not be so concerned that her staying too long away from your supervision might do her, and the child, harm... *his eyes squinted a little* As you see, she is perfectly well and resting as we speak. A few more minutes and she will be ready to depart. *Ne'shir could boss all he wanted in the infirmary; but T'than had, over time, won control over the small cell. It was his territory...*

Nes: *If she remained under that perfectly calibrated shower for too long it would not take long for T'than to connect her illness to improper nourishment.* In the future I would appreciate it if you left the care of patients to those qualified to deal with the situation. *He stares at the General smugly. *

GT: Qualified? *he speaks in a low tone* I would not believe so judging by her condition. *Had L'syr indeed spoken with the healer to ensure that Cadence died? Starving her seemed like the best and least conspicuous way to do it. A small glance at the girl was enough for him to see a great change, and it had only been around ten minutes since he had seated her there. It made no sense that if she spent so much time under an energy shower that it did not replenish her like it was now!* A good healer's first concern should be the welfare of his patients, yet I see her wither. My concern increases Ne'shir; the child might be affected.

Nes: And you, as a *prisoner* should be concerned only about making a proper impression to the Synod, and that does not include some misguided feelings of concern for a human or a hybrid child whose existence is what caused your predicament. 

GT: *His eyes squint; behind his back, one of his hands was closed too tightly.* My misguided feelings are my concern alone Ne'shir. And you yourself should worry in causing the right impression with the Synod. They will not tolerate any failure concerning this child. # nor will I#

Nes: *He turns and calls on his two guards, looking at one and then the other with his orders.* You. Remove Miss Blue from this cell and return her to her room in the infirmary and make sure she stays there. 

GT: *His demeanour was that of warning. The instincts he had recently acquired were putting him on red alert; he had the impression that if any of the humans dared to touch her that he would strike to kill. He had never liked that healer and now he liked him even less. There was something about his behaviour that went beyond his usual pleasure in those little power trips. He was alarmed, otherwise, he would not risk going against the General knowing his fate was not yet decided. Having T'than as an enemy had never been good for one's health.*

Nes: *His eyes flick to T'than and then back to the tall human.* If she resists, restrain her to the bed. *He turns to the other* Make sure that the General remains where he is while your colleague follows his orders.

GT: Your jurisdiction is not extended to this cell or what happens within it. *he glares at the human volunteers as they come closer*

Nes: *The barrier is dropped and while one volunteer goes directly over to Cadence, the other stands near T'than, far enough not to invade his space, but blocking his path to the chair, though there is apprehension in the man's eyes at being so close to the Taelon.*

As you can see General, only one of us is in control of this situation. *He smirks as he turns to watch the other man wave off the shower. He hastily wraps her robe around her and picks her up, walking to the exit of the cell.*

GT: For the moment Ne'shir... *he doesn't move; his body still as a marble statue. The only sign of life in it are the eyes, for even his features appear to be made to stone.*

C - *Suddenly there were voices and people and she was being carried away.* T'than? *she was disoriented, her deep sleep rudely interrupted.* T'than! No...wait...please? *She struggled to turn around in the drone’s arms and catch a last glimpse of the Taelon but his grip was strong, his pace fast, and soon they were gone around a corner, her soft voice remaining behind longer than her image.*

GT: *Little by little her presence was erased from his perception. Yet again, they had taken her away from him... from the protective blanket of his feelings for her. In her place, in the room, was left Ne'shir. T'than hadn't for a long time considered anyone as foe; not even L'syr, because he could understand where he was coming from. But not that healer...*

Nes: *Now alone, the girl back in his hands, he relaxes and allows his expression to soften and become nearly sympathetic.* Despite what you may believe General, I am doing all in my power and ability to see to it that Cadence remains as healthy as possible through this...unique...situation. 

GT: *T'thans eyes move from the exit, where Cadence had disappeared moments ago, back to the healer. If that barrier was not standing between them... *

Nes: It could be of benefit to our species to learn as much as possible and thus I gather as much information as I can. I feel that you should know however, that her pregnancy is not going as well as we had hoped. 

GT: *His brow arched. The Cadence he had seen carried away from him had been very different from the one that had come to him not half an hour ago. Even if Ne'shir couldn't see it, her aura did not lie.*

Nes: You have noticed her condition as have I and it has concerned me. I do want her to survive. # To study # The child, being partially energy-based, appears to be quite draining to her. I assure you that I shall endeavor to see that she at least survives long enough for the pregnancy to come to term.

GT: *So it was true? Could it truly be that the child was killing her, slowly draining her from her every life force?* In that case... *he ventures, biting back his fright. There was still a part of him that did not trust Ne'shir.* …would it not be advisable for the child to receive further nourishment from me? As you can see, I am of perfect health. I could ensure that she lived long enough to give birth to the hybrid, and thus, allow our species a good study of what the Synod wishes to make of our future.

Nes: *He smirks slightly before his expression goes cool again* Though I am...gratified, that one of the military caste sees it worthy to attempt to give advice to the scientific community regarding how this being may benefit our future, it is truly not required...or desired, anymore than my advice would be to you in a matter of conflict.

GT: *He smirks* It is not quite the same thing Ne’shir...  Some conclusions may be drawn from simple logic and common sense. *he eyes the healer scrutinisingly. He hated being in that position, but he would not show any weakness or intimidation. In fact, he found in Ne’shir a new reason to want to get out of that place other than to protect Cadence.*

Nes: *He paces slowly before the barrier and then stops, icy blue eyes gazing directly at T'than's face.* Let me make myself clear: I, and I alone shall make all decisions regarding the care of Cadence Blue and the hybrid, and no orders from you, even those cloaked as 'helpful suggestions' is going to change this. I know what is best in terms of care for them and am completely in control of the situation. *He was. As of this moment, Cadence could not even purchase a mild painkiller at the ship's pharmacy if she were so inclined without his consent. Her life was completely under his control, and he intended to keep it that way, as long as she lived. *

GT: *No, Ne’shir was getting it wrong. As the one that knew Cadence in and out, he was quite certain that something was not right. Ne’shir would not admit to failure... but more so, his attitude seemed one of gloating. T’than hardly saw any reasons for the healer’s pride, but he decided to add no more. If he wanted the element of surprise to be on his side, he could not alarm him.* Your message is quite clear. *but his eyes spoke of where exactly T’than stood as well.*

Nes: *His expression finally softens - he felt that he could be generous at the moment, for T'than was locked away, and delightfully powerless.* I am not unreasonable T'than. You are correct and it was stated at the beginning of the pregnancy that she would need more frequent energy infusions for the child as it develops. You may trust that she will be brought to you more often now...

GT: #Good...#

Nes: …under my supervision of course, and there shall be no more recurrence of the events of today, I assure you. Now, if there is nothing further, I must return to the infirmary.

GT: *He was right about one thing... there would be no more recurrences of those events; T’than was not about to allow the healer to step on him. No one did, unless they wanted to be crushed next. Without power for the moment that was difficult to achieve, but as Ne’shir had pointed out, his situation was, for the moment, temporary. 

He smirked at the healer and watched him turn on his heels. T’than’s mind was already a million miles away, conceiving the way to turn the situation around. Somehow, he knew Cadence’s life depended on it. It was not even a rational feeling, for all logic truly indicated that her weakness was the child’s fault... but his instinct told him otherwise. And by all means, he would act on it... asap! *

Book Three

Part Four

Pride Or Love

GT: *It had been three days... three very long and tormenting days since T'than had seen Cadence for the last time... and worse, since he had attempted to contact Sc'orr. The last confrontation with the healer had been all but profitable. All of T'than's instincts told him something was wrong... and after having felt her so strongly again, now being without her again altogether was more than cause for concern! The day that had followed her visit her presence in his mind had been so much stronger, but the day after, it had decreased substantially, and she was back to her wonderings. All he received from her were disconnected thoughts, and sometimes, though rarely, she would try to reach him as well... but the link was so weak.

It was driving him absolutely insane! The message should have been given to Sc'orr already! Or maybe... someone had intercepted it. T'than walked back and forth in his cell, his hands tightly behind his back. If he had had something to crush in that hollow room he would have.  His frustration increased exponentially with each moment of silence... complete and utter silence. No news from her, no news from Sc'orr. *

Sha'bra! *he shouts, letting himself fall on the chair. He finds his finger fluttering over it, as if calling for the datastream... but he caught himself just in time. Of course, it wouldn't be there. As always, for every day of the past two months, he was locked away, forgotten... and utterly helpless.

That was when he heard footsteps. Human's... hope almost rose in him. Could it be Cadence? He was furious, his eyes gleaming almost murderously at the volunteer that strode into the room. The insolent stopped before him and assumed a military stand. T'than did nothing to hide his annoyance at that presence. It forced him to exert control over himself, and frankly, he didn't want to waste any energy on that, especially on account of a human. *

Volunteer: Sir, I am here to report on the reception of the message you have sent. I must inform you that the Liaison to Taelon/human Relations, Synod member Sc'orr is unavailable at this moment.

*After three days, the answer! After three days!!! T'than's patience had long run out, and now with a negative answer... how dare he?* What? On what account? *he manages to say, his fingers driving into the armrests*

Vol: The Synod Member Sc'orr was victimised by an accident seven weeks ago, having awakened from stasis only two weeks ago. He is yet in medlab, completing his recovery. But your message has been transmitted to him.

GT: *Accident? Even the only ones he could resort to were unavailable. Could it be that fate was indeed against him?

T'than was lost in thought for a moment, and by the time he regained his senses, the human was already gone, and there was only him, the cell, and that forsaken silence.*

~*~

Sc: I assure you Mit'gai that I am sufficiently recovered and ready to resume my duties. *There was only a slight hint of exasperation in the normally patient Taelon's voice. It had been over two weeks since he had awakened from a coma, and despite how injured they had told him he had been, Sc'orr felt absolutely well, refreshed in fact!*

There is also the matter of General T'than and his message...

Mit: Messages from those in confinement are not given priority Sc'orr, *said the healer casually, his eyes scanning a datastream, monitoring Sc'orr's condition.* The damage to your neural pathways was extensive and you are still in need of recovery.

Sc: You said yourself that you were able to repair it, in fact you nearly boasted about it...your extreme, 'medical skill'. *He smirked slightly.*

Mit: I never boast, Sc'orr, I merely state the facts.

Sc: *He almost laughed at that.*

Mit: And I was not able to repair it all...there is the matter of your memory loss.

Sc:  *He nodded slightly, his eyes moving to the little photograph on the table next to his bed. It was crumpled, apparently squeezed in his hand when they found him. It was the image of an attractive, dark-haired girl. He picked it up and looked at it. Over the past two weeks he had looked at it many times; sometimes there would be a flash of...something, in his mind...that same image, but before he could grasp it it was gone.

Mit: You are sure that you have no memory of this human?

Sc: *He shook his head.*  No, none at all, and I assure you that I would remember someone who looked like that. *The healer gave him a disgusted look.* It is just difficult for me to believe that all of my memories since I came to this ship are intact, except for the ones about this person.

Mit: As I explained, after you told me the function of the memory stone it is quite simple: The device is made to gather memories that all contain a certain key element, in this case the girl. Your dropping of the device caused it to malfunction and, in addition to gathering these memories together, the malfunction destroyed all the associative pathways that contained them, by destroying the chemical conductors they were stored and carried on. Consider yourself fortunate, had your mind been less disciplined and allowed other memories to encroach during your grieving, much more could have been lost.

Sc: Yes but...to lose even some of one's memories is...tragic. There is now a hole in my life that shall never be repaired, and I will always be left wondering about...what was.

Mit: I am a healer, not a philosopher, Sc'orr. *pause* Use your Taelon teachings and discipline and...learn to cope with it, for it cannot be changed.

Sc: *He looks at the photo again and then sets it back down on the table.* Yes...*he says wistfully, but then his soft expression clears and he looks at Mit'gai matter-of-factly.* Of course, you are correct, and I shall. *He swings his long legs over the side of the bed and rises.* But now I wish to leave. *Mit'gai opens his mouth to speak but Sc'orr waves him silent. * I will return for regular visits with you as well as report any changes in my condition, but I am leaving. Prisoner or no, a message is a message and I just cannot simply ignore it.

Mit: This course of action goes against logic - your reasoning is...chaotic.

Sc: *He stops and looks over his shoulder, his eyes twinkling and a smile on his lips.* In your own words Mit'gai, learn to cope with it, for it cannot be changed. *He walks out, leaving the healer openmouthed behind him.

~*~

*T'than was sitting in his chair, looking frozen as a stone when Sc'orr entered the confinement area. He looked around the place with a slight headshake; it irked him that the Taelon was still confined. There was absolutely no danger that the War Minister would go insane from his intimate contact with the girl, and he had been here for two months already. If anything were going to happen it would have by now.

He looked to the man standing guard at the console.* Will you excuse us please? *The volunteer looked a bit surprised to be spoken to in such a kindly manner, but he nodded and made a hasty retreat.*

GT: *Regaining his concentration had proven hard to do. It had been a while since he had tapped into the Commonality willingly, but Sc'orr's presence was strong once again. Upon checking that, T'than tried to call for Cadence... His mind grazed softly at her, seeking entrance. But as always, something was blocking his path, and he was not being invited in. Instead, T'than had to try to make his way into her mind by seeking his own entrance... and once he managed in, he found again mostly images of her subconscious, and imported onto himself a sensation to tiredness. The link was broken when his own senses warned him of a presence... and a voice. Familiar, irking... but welcomed, at least this time.

The marble statue that had been his body resumes its life and motion. First the blue eyes come to life and look at the new presence, and then all his form seems to relax for an instant before reassuming its usual composure.*

Sc: General T'than, *said Sc'orr, his calm and resonant voice carrying well through the large chamber.* I apologize for my delay in responding to your summons... but, I have been in the infirmary these past two months, recovering from...an accident.

GT: So I have heard. I do hope that your ordeal has come to an end, though your presence here is statement enough of your... well being. *his voice is somewhat dragged; the feelings he had received from Cadence were still with him.* And I want to make clear that I would not have called you if my own needs were at stake. 

Sc: *His respectful tone might have made one believe that he was speaking to T'than in his capacity as War Minister, not as a prisoner.* I do hope that you are...*uncomfortable pause*...as well as can be expected given the unpleasant circumstances...

GT: Reclusion would not be so unbearable Sc'orr, if not for the helplessness inherent to it. *he decided he might as well go straight to the point.* I fear... my loss of control over my own affairs might have led some... astray minds to develop a plan that might endanger my fam... *he stops himself, then slowly finishes* Cadence Blue and the child.

Sc: *He had not missed the half-spoken word and sympathy fills him, though he does not allow it to show in his expression. To him, T'than was a child, one who...was finally maturing, and that new evolution gave Sc'orr a sense of hope.*

GT: I wish to enquire about her wellbeing, but you have faced your own ordeal as we did ours. To be sincere, her condition worries me. Though the hybrid is developing perfectly, Miss Blue seems to... deteriorate. The weekly energy infusions I am required are enough for me to realise a progressive decrease of her well being... *he rises, pacing the room, his hand behind his back, a little like the animal walking back and forth in his cage out of old habit. * 

Sc: *He frowns slightly in concern.* I see. And does the healer concur that her health is declining?

GT: I have enquired of the healer as to this, and he stated, very logically, that the child might be draining her. But even despite this, they do not bring her here more often so that my energy is the one harvested... *he stops, placing his hands on the chair's back.* At the same time... a rather illogical, though strong sensation, tells me something very wrong is going on... *he looks directly at Sc'orr again, pausing for a moment as if organising his thoughts.* 

Sc: *He drops his shoulders and expels a breath.* We know so very little about a conception of this nature T'than. I know of the hybrid studies...it simply is not the same. This pregnancy was not created in a lab, it is natural. *He looks pained - he does not wish to utter words that will only add to T'than's distress.* I think that it could be very likely that the child would drain her reserves. It must be energy based then. However if it is true what you say that they are not increasing the frequency of her visits to you...this could be of concern.

GT: Were the situation not as dark, I would never resort to this but... I require your aid Sc'orr. I fear Cadence's life is being leeched from her and that the healer is allowing it... if not provoking it.

Sc: *He nods.* I understand your need for aid at this critical time, however, what you suggest is quite serious; you levy a charge of questionable medical ethics against an esteemed healer. The Science caste will see this as a last ditch attempt by a doomed Taelon to remove the focus from his own situation and cast another into disfavor.

GT: *He sighs, exasperatedly* I know how it sounds Sc'orr. As I know that if I held this conversation with anyone else, I would not be understood because logic is against my claims. But I cannot shun away the sensation that she is in danger. It hunts me day and night, consumes my energy and my thoughts. I feel her die a little with each passing day... *his arms felt electrical, his fingers fluttering nervously behind his back until his hand comes crashing against the chair.* as I am imprisoned behind this forsaken energy field! 

Sc: *He turns thoughtfully to look off into the distance.* I am not saying that I disbelieve what you are saying...*he looks back*...I am well aware of what ambition can cause an individual to commit against others. *His eyes bore deeply into T'than's, but the look is gone in an instant and Sc'orr once again resumes his serene appearance.* We shall require proof that her health has been jeopardized through a direct act on the healer's part and... that will not be easy to obtain.

GT: Direct act? I believe Ne'shir is ambitious, but he is no fool. Though... just three days ago, when Cadence last visited me, my suspicion came to a realisation of sorts. *he seems to calm down and walk around the chair, petting it as if someone were seated there* As usual, her energy reserves were but a trickle. The child grows strong though. After the energy sharing, she looked so fragile, so weak, I insisted that she take an energy shower before she went back to the lab. Ne'shir was not present... *his eyes flash* so, there was no one to stop it. As I watched the energy rain upon her... *his eyes lose focus, as if the memory was coming alive before him* her aura grew brighter... she was healing! *he turns again to Sc'orr.* My energy shower was restoring her energy Sc'orr, when all the ones she had taken, one a day for every day she spent in sickbay did nothing for her! *his fingers were gripping tightly at the rests, and his eyes once more flashed in his anger.* Until Ne'shir appeared, livid with my actions... and reminded me just how helpless I was. He terminated the shower *pause* and she was taken away. On the next day, Cadence was again ill.

Sc: *His eyes follow T'than as he moves within his cell, agitated, his ears listening to the Taelon's every word in stunned silence, though his shock was not so much over the words spoken, but rather *how* they were spoken. The War Minister went through many aspects of the emotional spectrum; frustration, worry, helplessness and rage - and all caused by feelings over one individual. He had, on several occasions, tried to make T'than just confess that he loved her, and now he was doing just that without even being aware of it. But if she died, Sc'orr had a terrible feeling that it would destroy him, and from the events T'than had related thus far, her death seemed imminent, and possibly orchestrated! *

GT: Do you understand what this means? *he looks the other Taelon in the eye* If Cadence was visibly improving here, where she had not in sickbay, under his surveillance, why would he order the termination of that shower? *he rises again, restlessly. He couldn't keep himself still; his energy flows were erratic making clear reasoning a nearly impossible achievement. * 

Sc: If what you say is true...I do understand what it means. I must admit, I can find no valid reason for the healer to not allow her to rest under your shower if she was in need of sustenance, and...if she is indeed under a shower every day in the infirmary, it makes no sense why that shower would not replenish her. *He temples his hands under his chin, the shadows in the room giving his face a somewhat ominous look.* It appears that I shall be returning to the infirmary sooner than I had intended to.

*He had thought his words would comfort T'than but he was still upset, his quick hand movements giving away his stress.*

GT: There is yet another reason for concern to support my suspicion... there is someone, who finds Cadence to be a danger to our species, and the same with the hybrid. I know this Taelon well enough to realise he would stop at nothing to get his way. *he stands before Sc'orr, his expression empty.* I know, because I was his mentor.

Sc: I see. *he says simply. It did not take brilliant reasoning skills to understand T'than's inference. If this Taelon was anything like T'than had once been, then there could be cause for alarm. He shakes his head sadly.* I must confess my...confusion over such rigid attitudes of prejudice. It becomes more and more apparent to me that many of our kind need to shed these antiquated and archaic philosophies from the past and move into the here and now. 

GT: We are a dying species Sc'orr... *he offers in a hollow voice; his hands are back to their usual place behind his back.* Many find that issues concerning reproduction or emotions developed outside our species are detrimental. To change now, out of despair, would be the same as admitting to an 8 million years' old mistake. *he pauses* They feel the energy I expended to create that child was... misused... wasted.

Sc: *His eyes go downcast and thoughtful, his fingers moving softly over a console.* Any birth is special and should be a celebration of life, *he looks up, into T'than's glittering blue eyes*...including this one.

GT: Yes... *he whispers softly, looking somewhat downwards.* There had been a time that I would disagree... but in this instance, I cannot.

Sc: *He turns and walks away slowly, his hands behind his back in an almost T'than-esque manner.* I assume that...this Taelon has made some threatening remarks to you to cause you to draw this conclusion?

GT: Suggestions... mostly. But it was enough to cause my concern. I would not trust he would act without my approval... but as I said, I was his mentor, and he was brought up to be quite independent - loyal  to his beliefs and to his species.

Sc: *He turns. Sc'orr knew of a few Taelons within the Synod who might resort to certain underhanded tactics to get their way, but there was no guarantee that this Taelon was a part of the Synod.* It would be easier for me to assist you with this problem if I had his name. I could speak with him and if necessary bring him before the Synod leader. It is important that he realizes his actions would not be sanctioned by the majority of the Synod and that they could result in a serious consequence for him.

GT: *T'than's hand comes up as if asking for a halt.* No Sc'orr... if he has not listened to me, he will surely pay no need to your words. Your conversation with him would serve only the purpose of alarming him, but it would not stop his actions; indeed, it might precipitate them. *a small pause.* And, there is yet no proof that he has indeed taken action, only that he... suggested that he might if things got out of hand. *he pauses and sits back in his chair.* I would also like to keep this... away from Zo'or's knowledge, as much as possible, for obvious reasons.

I always did know the danger in returning, and how many enemies I would be acquiring if the child were conceived... But if I had known it would end like this, I would have chosen the torment of unfulfilled Ka'atha'am... # and allowed her to go on living a very normal, happier life #.

Sc: *He stood, slightly in profile and mostly in shadow as he listened. It was obvious the main points of the conversation had been made, and T'than had made the difficult move of requesting assistance, so Sc'orr decided to touch on the personal side of the situation in response to those melancholy words.* She would not have wanted that T'than. Despite the risk...Cadence loves you. *He wanted to continue with that T’than loved her as well, but decided not to and finally he stepped from the shadows.*

GT: *Of course what Sc'orr told him was nothing new... but these were bad times, and in its torment T'than's mind would seek solace... or punishment in the many things that could have been. It was rather un-Taelon to proceed along those lines of thought, but he couldn't help it. His faith in ever seeing a brighter day was ebbing away* She is a child Sc'orr... it was my decision that put her in this position. If she dies... *but he stops himself. The conversation was drawing closer to the personal level. T'than had spoken of his feelings long enough but it seemed his soul was adamant to cry out all the indignation he felt at their situation. He was enraged with the world, and especially, with himself, for allowing things to get to that point.*

Sc: I understand your wish to keep Zo'or uninvolved, however I cannot promise this, though I shall do my best. However, if I do indeed discover that the healer is engaged in some kind of criminal activity against the girl and the child, Zo'or will have to be informed. *sympathetic head tilt* You know this.

GT: Yes... however, I would prefer if he did not know just how you came to realise that Cadence's health could be in jeopardy from the healer. *it was pointless to speak in suppositions anymore. T'than was sure... he needed to be sure. That was the only thing he could cling to and hold on to his sanity.* I am not supposed to contact anyone while in detention. It is the whole point of it, to keep me away from the brethren.

Sc: *He steps up to the forcefield and lays his fingertips over it softly, watching the energy flows react to them.* I promise you T'than, that I will not allow any harm to come to her... to them, even if I have to take up residence in the infirmary. *This was not a wise promise to make, and he knew it. A life was such a fragile thing, easily snuffed out by unforeseen circumstances. T'than would hate him if he failed in his word...but it did not matter, for Sc'orr knew that if Cadence and the child died, T'than would hate everyone indiscriminately, and so he reiterated softly, bringing his face closer to the shield.* Until the two of you are reunited, I will look after her.

GT: Thank you Sc'orr. Despite our animosity, I knew that you would protect her. You have done so in the past, so I relied that you would continue to do so, especially because if someone is indeed plotting against their lives... it is an issue that concerns the Synod and the disrespect of their directives. *unless of course, they had changed over those two months. T'than had no way of knowing, having spent more than ninety five percent of the time alone, in silence... in mind twisting silence. No Taelon before him had been incarcerated like that, and he was beginning to wonder if death wouldn't have been preferable. The point was, that now he had much to live for. That was perhaps why Taelons had shunned away feelings and made their own lives insignificant: for the freedom to embrace oblivion when it best suited their cowardice.* 

And it may very well be, that this will become a task for life Sc'orr. *for truly, nothing was yet decided concerning his future, and if indeed his voice was no longer heard amongst the Taelons, ignored by both L'syr and Ne'shir, then he feared that Cadence's future would not include him*.

Book Three

Part Five

Sc’orr Visits Cadence

*Sc'orr had purposefully strode into the infirmary and, after ascertaining the location of Cadence Blue's room from the oddly hesitant medical staff approached the closed door, contemplating the contents of her medical chart. He could tell by the door settings that it was sequenced to only allow specific individuals in or out. His jaw set in irritation and he peeked in the small window. Within it was dark but he could barely make out a sleeping form under the covers from the multi-colored lights of the several monitoring devices around the bed.*

Nes: Sc'orr, *said the healer, silently coming up behind the taller Taelon.* Is there something that I can assist you with? *His tone was all but polite - a stern statement rather than a question.*

Sc: Yes. You can assist me in opening this door. *The healer did not intimidate him and he spoke back just as sternly.*

Nes: The patient is sleeping Sc'orr, and I will not allow her disturbance. Perhaps at a later time when she is feeling more rested.

Sc: Your concern for her is...moving, Ne'shir, however, I have been informed that she never seems to feel rested, no matter how much rest she gets. *his expression changes slightly to something somewhat cold.* I want to see her. I will not be long, and she may return to sleep thereafter, however I intend to see her.

Nes: *His nostrils flare at the old Taelon's impudence; this was his patient, and he did not intend to allow Sc'orr to bully him in any way.* If you wish to see her you will be granted a visit the same way as anyone else - with my direct permission and not without it. You may check the records Sc'orr - they will show you that I have been assigned as her physician, and as long as she remains in my care, I make any and all decisions in that regard. 

Sc: *He tilts his head, his eyeridge raising in the face of Ne'shir's arrogance.* Perhaps it is you who should review the records, Healer. They will state that I have been elevated to the Synod, which means my authority overrules yours, even on medical issues. *he quirks a slight twist of his lip - a crooked and almost ironic smile that vanishes quickly* I also have the right to petition for a healer to be promoted...or demoted. *He lets the threat hang in the air.*

Nes: *Pulling back his shoulders, he nods.* Indeed. However, even Synod members must have just reason to interfere with a patient when said patient is in a fragile condition, such as Miss Blue is. One misplaced word and she becomes quite emotional, endangering both her own health and that of the child.

Sc: Yes, and I am sure that you have discovered this through experience.

Nes: *He frowns* Enough! I now formally request that you state your reason for wishing to intrude on my patient.

Sc: Very well. *Drawing back his own shoulders he pulls himself up to his full height in an official stance.* I wish to speak with her in my capacity as Ambassador to Taelon/Human Relations.

Nes: *He smirks* You speak nonsense Sc'orr. What lies in there is barely human.

Sc: Interesting, *he says as though he is amazed.* It appears that her condition is more unusual than I thought, as she appears to move between being a hybrid to barely human at a moments notice...or is it at your whim, Ne'shir? *His look goes to stone, his blue eyes trapping the healer in their angry glow - he was tired of trading insults with this little Taelon.* As long as even *one* cell remains human, I will speak with her, so unless you wish me to take this before the Synod, I suggest that you open this door. You would not wish for suspicions to suddenly be turned on you because you will not allow a short visit...BY a Synod member.

Nes: *He appeared to ponder this, weighing each word carefully. He could deny Sc'orr, but if he then brought other Taelons into the matter, he knew he would not be able to proceed with her as freely - the presence of others could ruin everything!* Very well. A *short* visit will be permitted.

Sc: I could ask no more, "he said cordially. Ne'shir entered his energy signature and the door opened, letting out a burst of warm air from inside the dark room. He entered and turned to face the physician, who was about to follow him.* I will see her alone. After all, if she is as fragile as you say, two Taelons could be...too overwhelming for her. *The door closed, cutting his view of Ne'shir's fuming face and he smiled to himself and then proceeded to the bed.

Cadence...*he whispered, not wanting to alarm her, but she was deeply asleep - he could tell by her light, even breathing. It was the only sound in the room. He stepped closer, his thighs now touching the side of the bed, and looked down at her contemplatively. She was curled on her side, facing away from him, her hair lying in wavy banners behind her over the pillow. Her form was somewhat visible beneath the blanket, which was pulled up around her shoulders.

Pale fingers reached out to touch at her hair, and then to pull at the covers, bringing them to her waist.* Wake up Cadence. *A change in that breathy rhythm; she was responding to his voice, subconscious stepping back to allow conscious thought to reign, bringing her back to a reality she did not want to face...without him. She moaned, curling up more tightly. Her arms were wrapped just beneath her breasts - it looked like she was holding something.*

Cadence Blue....Volunteer Cadence Blue....I wish to speak with you.

C - *A pause, and then she turned and looked up at the shadow standing by her bed.*

Sc: Do not be alarmed Cadence....Computer, bring illumination up to thirty percent. *The lights came on, a dim amber glow. His eyes moved to her arms, holding the stuffed animal, and then back to her face.* He was right...you are a child. *The words were not accusation, and were spoken so quietly that he did not believe she could have heard him.*

C - Who? *she asked in a voice as soft as a passing breeze.

Sc: *He did not answer her right away - he was too busy being shocked over her appearance. His memories rolled over his mind of the girl he had once nearly seduced in his office; the curvaceous and spirited girl, and later. Even when she had been in the throes of the Ka'atha'am she had looked better.

It was not that she was unattractive - he doubted she could ever be that, but it was as though her condition had not only stripped away her health, but her age as well. She now had the look of the waif, with large, haunted eyes staring from a small face surrounded by hair that was longer than he remembered. His eyes moved over her body, clad in a little white tunic. Her arms were thinner, her breasts were smaller and her demeanor seemed empty somehow - disinterested and hollow.

She was definitely pregnant though, the rounded belly gently hinting of the life beneath.* Never mind my comment Cadence. It was not important. *he smiled reassuringly and points to the side of the bed.* May I? *she nodded and he sat down. He had seen humans do this - it would put her more at ease then him towering over her.* Do you remember me?

C - Yes, *she said, smiling slightly* I am pregnant, not senile. You are Sc'orr, now Synod member Sc'orr.

Sc: *Smile* Very good. I see T'than keeps you well informed about us. *she nods, but something catches in her green eyes at the mention of the name, and he sees her grip around the animal...it was a small black cat with gleaming yellow eyes, tighten almost imperceptibly.*

You miss him...do you not?

C - *She nods* Yes. I want to be with him.

Sc: That is understandable.

C - Even though I just saw him yesterday I...well, I just miss him.

Sc: *He frowns slightly. # Yesterday? # he thought. He knew from T'than and from the medical records that she had not been to his cell in three days. What was happening to her? Could the healer be correct in what he told the War Minister - that the pregnancy was draining her to critical proportions to such an extent that her mind had ceased to function properly? He was beginning to understand why Ne'shir had locked the door.*

Cadence, do you know what the date is? *She looked away, pondering his question, her look one of someone pondering one of life's great mysteries, and when she looked back, her eyes were wider, her lower lip trembling and he reached for her hand and squeezed it.* Shh, be calm. It is not important. *Quickly moving on* So, when you saw T'than..yesterday, I hear that you felt better. 

C - He made me sit beneath his energy shower for awhile. I fell asleep and when I woke up they were taking me back here. I rest better with him...I felt better...for awhile.

Sc: *He rose and waved on the shower, watching the white and blue particles fall over her and absorb into her skin. But her readings were not improving except by a very minor degree. Waving it off, he sat back down. T'than had said she had improved, but Cadence herself may have solved that mystery; just being with him had made her feel better, not T'than's shower. Sc'orr knew what a powerful weapon the mind could be when aimed toward a particular need or cause. He could request that she and T'than be placed together, just as it was before his confinement, but if the child was indeed killing her, that would only be a temporary solution against the inevitable.*

How do you like our resident obstetrician, Ne'shir? *he asked, making sure to keep his tone casual.*

C - Fine...*her eyes look toward the door and then down to her lap. *

Sc: *Tilting his head* Just 'fine'? *He brushes a lock of hair from her cheek and looks deeply into her eyes.* Does he hurt you Cadence? *He had not wished to be so blunt, but he was certain that she would not grasp subtlety in her present state, and her obedience and simple responses were truly adding to her childish appearance. He found himself having to remind himself that she had once been a capable volunteer.* Tell me Cadence...does Ne'shir do anything that hurts you, or even that just bothers you?

C - *She thought about it; everything was hazy. She saw the healer looking down at her with cold eyes, his hands over her body, or holding instruments of one kind or another, and she even had a memory of restraints over her arms but...had it only been a dream? Maybe. Like her visits with T'than, one event seemed to blend with another, sometimes creating images that didn't make any sense, and so she looked back at Sc'orr and said simply,* I don't know.

Sc: *The hope he had had for this visit shedding some light on what was going on faded. It was obvious that Cadence would not, could not help him. If anything, seeing her this way, so frail and helpless, only reinforced the information that he had seen in her chart: The presence of a primarily energy-based child was incompatible with her physiology, even hybridized as it was, causing extreme detriment to her health and emotional instability.

And yet, the old Taelon was still plagued with the feeling that something else was terribly wrong, despite the evidence thus far.

He took both of her hands into his own, looking as comforting as possible. He did not want to ask the next question but, if it meant her life...*

Cadence, I am sure that you know that you are very sick, do you not?

C - Yes, *she said softly, her eyes windows to the pain she did not allow to transpire into her voice.* I...think that...I am dying.

Sc: *He closed his eyes for a moment and then nodded sadly.* Yes. It is possible that carrying this child, one whose make-up is so different from your own, is the cause of what you endure now. *she is looking down and he lifts her chin with his fingers.* Look at me, and listen Cadence. I want you to consider terminating this pregnancy.

C - No! *she says, pulling her hands from his and backing away.* Never! I can feel her...she's alive!

Sc: *Now he looked away. A girl - they knew what it was. She and T'than must already be sharing a bond with it then, with her.* I do not dispute you but, this child is killing you. *He is looking at her again, his own eyes heavy with the pain of his own words.

C - I won't let anyone kill our child!

Sc: Even if the child kills you? What about T'than? I believe that, given these grave circumstances, that he would want you to live. Once it is ascertained what went wrong, the two of you could try again.

C - No! I won't let anyone take my baby! I won't let them kill it I won't! *Her words are issued on cries that are becoming panicked, and soon one of the little monitors near the bed begins to beep - her heart rate was rising.* GET OUT! I won't let you hurt my baby! Stay away!

Sc: *He goes to pull her to him but she pulls away, falling into her pillows to cry.* Be calm child, *he says quietly, his hand stroking over her shoulders and back.* Life is sacred to me...all life, and I would never suggest such a course of action if I thought there were any other alternative. *pause*  Sometimes...one life must take precedence over another.

C - Why? *she asked sullenly, her voice muffled in the pillow.* What makes MY life more important than my child's?

Sc: Because you strongly impact another's life, and that individual has the potential to impact many others, either negatively or positively. Cadence, I have *seen* with my own eyes how you have changed T'than...I must confess...I never believed that he could change so much because of one little human. *Her sobs lessen and finally stop, and she sits up and looks at him and he smiles, fingers brushing at her sparkling tears.*

C - Really? *she asks with a tentative smile. *

Sc: Yes, *he says.* Really. *He wanted to say more to reassure her but the door hissed open and there stood Ne'shir, flanked by two volunteers.*

Nes: This visit is over Sc'orr. Her readings are erratic, and I warned you about that. Now you will go.

Sc: I assure you Ne'shir that I can leave on my own accord. *His eyes move to the volunteers and he smirks.* 

Nes: Then do it.

C - No! I am fine now...we were just talking!

Nes: You will rest. Now! Lie back and calm yourself.

Sc: *He watched the brief exchange and noted the fear in the girl's eyes. That was not right, and, not wanting it to get any worse he went to her and laid his hands on her shoulders, urging her to lie down.* It is all right. I was just leaving.

C - But...you were going to tell me more about T'than...

Sc: Later. *The word was gentle, but still let her know the conversation was over. He leaned over to place a kiss on her damp temple, the kiss only a part of the action* Be still child and rest. Obey Ne'shir and be good until I can help you. *She nodded and he rose to leave. Once the door closed behind him Ne'shir sent the two men away and then angrily railed at him.*

Nes: How dare you! How dare you suggest termination? *He lowered his voice when he saw the stares of the passing medical staff.* For all you know, termination might kill her as well. 

Sc: *His words were quiet too, and no less intense.* So, I see that you do not respect the privacy of a conversation...any more than you respect your patient in there!

Nes: Respect? *he smirked* Her? She is nothing but a child.

Sc: Yes I agree, a child carrying a child but that does not negate the fact that she is entitled to the same respect you would give anyone. And do not forget whom she is mated to Ne'shir. Were word to suddenly reach him about the way I saw her treated just now...

Nes: To a doomed Taelon whose own power diminishes by the day.

Sc: *He looks at Ne'shir for a long moment. So that is why he was so bloated with his own importance and unmindful of the way he treated the human - he believed himself to be immune from T'than's vindication.* You may yet live to regret your words Healer.

Nes: *He only smiled and once he was sure the door to Cadence's room was secure he gazed at Sc'orr smugly.* But not today. Now if you will excuse me...*not waiting for a reply he turned on his heel and strode into his office, closing the door behind him. *

Sc: *He began to walk across the infirmary, his thoughts in chaos. One part of him was feeling terribly guilty - had he been wrong to agree to keeping T'than's secret regarding his relationship with Cadence, thus encouraging it to continue? Was she dying now because of some antiquated, romantic notion on his part? Was the truth that, a Taelon and a human were just not meant to be...*could* not be?

And still he felt that it was right, and that it always had been, and that he had done the right thing, for he found himself unable to imagine one without the other. If that was true, it meant that T'than was right, and that the healer was to blame. He had seen no evidence of it except Ne'shir's cruel harshness, which he would merely justify as normal, Taelon behavior. No, if Ne'shir were indeed responsible for what was happening to her, he would not be so foolish as to make it something obvious.

A small crash made him look to the side. A girl in a blue technician's uniform was on her knees on the floor gathering test tubes and petrie dishes that she had apparently dropped from a tray she had been carrying. She looked up and smiled sheepishly as the handsome Taelon began to gather some of the items and put them back on the tray, and he smiled back, his eyes quickly scanning her name badge - Technician Jennifer Madden.

Jenny: Clumsy me...

Sc: We all have our moments, Miss Madden.

J: *Laugh* Call me Jenny, everyone does, and yes, we all do but...I seem to have more than most. *She gently takes a pile of sample dishes from his hands and begins stacking them on the tray.* I see that Ne'shir pulled his usual routine of calling in our loyal guards to keep all visitors away from Cadence.

Sc: He has done this before?

J: *Her eyes never leave her work while she talks, occasionally moving to Ne'shir's closed door.* She has a friend...a blond girl...um, a Protector...

Sc: Chandra Sheridan.

J: Yes. She's been by twice, and the second time he called on the guards. He is keeping her a prisoner in there! *She finally looks up at him.* Here I am telling you all this stuff and I don't even know your name...

Sc: I am Sc'orr. *He offers and abbreviated Taelon salute* Sinuai Euhura.

J: *She smiled and blushed as she adjusted her ponytail. She was actually talking with the legendary Sc'orr and...he *was* as cute as her friends had said! But her smile turns serious after a moment.* Look, I know I shouldn't have listened, but Ne'shir was yelling there for a minute and I heard him.

Sc:  *He stops gathering some scattered test tubes and gazes at her.* Speak your peace. I am listening.

J: In my opinion it's not that baby that's killing her. *she looks toward Ne'shir's office and then down, speaking in such a whisper the Taelon has to lean forward slightly to hear her.* It's him...Ne'shir. I think...I think he wants her to die for some reason.

Sc: Do you have evidence of this?

J: No, only what I feel. I used to be her personal nurse...the one to bring her meals and to escort her to the shower each day. Now he has an implanted volunteer do that...he won't even allow me to talk to her anymore...or any of us. She needs the company of others! She needs to walk around, not to be shoved under energy showers for hours at a time that leave her looking worse then before she took them! *She goes silent when a physician walks by but then she continues.* I am just a human Sc'orr. I don't know anything about Taelons or cross-breedings or anything, but I do know that I think it would do wonders for her if she were placed with T'than, or if he were brought back here. In a cell or not, anything would be better than to be locked in that dark room all the time. *Her tray back in order she rises and so does the Taelon.*

Sc: Sometimes what we feel is all we have to go on Jenny. You merely told me what you were thinking and feeling and I respect that. *He smiled and nodded. He could tell that the girl had wanted to get this off her chest for quite some time. All she had needed was someone who would listen. His eyes flicked to the side - Ne'shir was approaching his door.* I will take what you told me into consideration Jenny, but you must go now. *His head cocks to the side and she follows his eyes and nods, and when Ne'shir steps into the main area her voice takes on a professional tone.

J: Thank you sir. I am sorry my clumsiness halted your departure.

Sc: That is quite all right, Technician. Good day. * A curt nod and he exits the infirmary.*

Book Three

Part Six

Back To the Infirmary

Sc: *Nearly a day had passed since Sc'orr had visited with Cadence in the infirmary, and still he had a mystery. It was one of the few times in his life when he felt not in control, so used to using his gentle wisdom to solve the problems of others.

But this time the Taelon found himself at a loss; T'than was certain that measures were being taken against his mate's life, and T'than was not known for making quick and inaccurate assumptions, but Sc'orr still wondered if the Taelon General was simply too blinded by new and powerful emotions to accept what might be a terrible reality - that Cadence was dying.

Suspicion regarding the healer still ticked the back of his mind, like an itch that still annoyed even after being scratched. He had no proof, and all appeared well, but Sc'orr had lived too long not to know that things were seldom as they appeared.

Now he rested, reclined beneath the tingling rain of his energy shower. He meditated, his active mind soothed as he communed with the Commonality, enjoying the gossamer song of the common voice, when the conversation with the pretty lab technician seeped into his nether-consciousness, unbidden, a snippet of her words quite clear.*

...he won't even allow me to talk to her anymore...or any of us. She needs the company of others! She needs to walk around, not to be shoved under energy showers for hours at a time that leave her looking worse then before she took them!

*He sat bolt upright, his chair rising into a sitting position slowly after him. Was it possible? Could the energy shower be the issue after all? T'than had mentioned that she had recovered under his own shower. Sc'orr had checked her shower however, and found nothing amiss, though he had merely waved it on.

Was it possible?

Gods...

Was Ne'shir using the shower to poison Cadence and the child?

His expression was resolute as he left his chambers. He had made a promise to look after her, to care for her if necessary, and he intended to keep it, beginning right now.

~*~

The infirmary was relatively quiet, with only a pleasant buzz of light conversation as the staff efficiently carried out their duties for the day. They grew quiet when the Taelon entered; many knew him for his recent stay in the other medical wing while he had recovered from his accident and they smiled softly. Sc'orr had always been cordial and kind - a cooperative patient.

He nodded back to those who paid him notice but did not stop his quick trek to Cadence's room, a hand fluttering to his chest when he saw that the door was open, the room empty. Where was she? Certainly she must be all right...he would have received notification if she had....*

Jen: Sc'orr, is something the matter? *asked a pleasant voice and he turned.*

Sc: Jenny...*he said with a forced smile to the young technician.* I was looking for Miss Blue.

J: *Jenny saw his look of concern - she mirrored it every day since the arrival of that patient.* She's okay. She's taking a shower and should be escorted back shortly.

Sc: I see, *he said, recovering himself quickly and slipping back into his relaxed demeanor. This would be an excellent time to test his theory, and so he entered the vacant room, followed by the human, who remained by the door, her eyes looking furtively towards Ne'shir's office, but she said nothing.

*He walked up to the bed; the covers were disheveled, and the stuffed cat lay amidst them.

J: I gave her that, *Jenny said, almost proudly,*  A present. Cadence named her Isis.

Sc: *Sc'orr smiled softly,* That was very kind of you Jenny. I am sure that she appreciated it. *He went to a panel and waved his hand over it. The energy shower nodes appeared from the ceiling without a sound and he brought tentative fingers to the apparatus, inspecting it.*

J: What...are you doing? *The girl asked, her hands wringing together nervously as she again looked toward Ne'shir's office. She could see him sitting at his desk, several datastreams shimmering around him. So far he had not noticed the activity in Cadence's room.

Sc: I am testing a theory...*he said distractedly, his long fingers moving over the nodes with precision and grace.* Has anyone touched this shower? *He looked down and directly at the girl.* I mean anyone, even for something as harmless as maintenance?

J: No...not that I know of, *she said, her eyes blinking rapidly with thought.* Humans are forbidden from the energy showers. *She pauses, her look going annoyed and she tucks in the corner of her lip. *Besides, it is like I said before - Ne'shir won't allow any of us near Cadence, or her room.

Sc: *He said nothing, only nodding as he waved a hand over the interface, watching as particles began to stream over the empty bed. Everything was in order apparently, but then after a thought, he waved up another interface, this one containing information, all in Taelon. His eyes quickly scanned the moving columns of characters, widening when he read the energy concentration ratio. It was set almost to nothing!  So T'than had been right all along... He looked back at the raining particles; no one just looking at the shower would even suspect anything was amiss unless they checked the concentration, and no human would do that...but a Taelon would.

J: *She saw the Taelon's face move from its usual serene aspect to one of disgust and suddenly she felt frightened...very, very frightened.* Sc'orr, what is..? *Her words were cut off by a cool wafting of air at her side and she turned, startled, to see Cadence standing there, her escort just behind her, his cold and distant eyes making her shudder. His hand was locked around Cadence's pale arm.

A breath of air had announced her presence, like a ghost, and Jenny found herself thinking that what stood before her now, thin and apathetic, was just that. A ghost of the vital person who used to be.*

Cadence, *she said, smiling slightly and trying to keep the shock from her expression.* look who has come to see you again. *The girl looked into her room, her eyes lighting slightly as she pulled from the volunteer's grasp and walked on unsteady legs toward the Taelon.*

C - *A Taelon. Unlike her doctor, yet so like the one she loved and the one who loved her in return. Her mind, functioning on starvation-induced simplicity, was magnetically drawn to the being who stood there, but she could not describe his expression...* Sc'orr...

Sc: *In the light, she looked worse than he remembered, and it had only been yesterday. She was pale, her eyes large and somehow bereft. Her entire being was bereft; bereft of the joy which should be hers at this time. Bereft of life.* Cadence....*he uttered softly, and in one stride he was before her, lifting her frail body and going to the door.* Jenny, please step aside. I am taking her from this infirmary until such a time when security can investigate and assure me that she will be safe if I return her.

J: *She stepped back immediately, elated that at last, someone would intervene on Cadence's behalf. She didn't ask why Sc'orr thought it was not safe there - she didn't care, and she knew that he was right!*

Nes: I can assure you that she is quite safe here Sc'orr, and you have no right to be here to say otherwise. *The healer stood, flanked by Cadence's volunteer, who had followed his orders to alert Ne'shir if anyone was to try and interfere with his patient. *

Sc: Safe? You and I must have completely differing opinions on what that means, Ne'shir. Safe is where a patient is nurtured, her body attended to with dignity and compassion, *not* slowly starved to death by_a_miscalibrated_energy_shower!

J: *Her eyes widened as she stood there, unnoticed by either Taelon at this point, her hand covering her mouth as her eyes found Cadence cradled in Sc'orr's arms, apparently indifferent to the conversation going on around her. Perhaps that was for the better. *

Nes: Miscalibrated - that is not possible Sc'orr, *he said coldly, his voice not betraying his shock that he had been discovered.* I am the only one who aligns and calibrates her shower.

Sc: *He tilts his head, his smirk anything but humorous.* Then I know exactly who to blame for her condition. *he leans forward ever so slightly, bringing his face closer to the other's.* And so will General T'than.

Nes: *His eyes squint and he looks at the volunteer. Call security and tell them to dispatch volunteer officers to the infirmary immediately. *The man nods and salutes before heading toward a communications terminal.*

Sc: An excellent idea, Healer. You save me the trouble of calling them myself.

Nes: *He looks back at the tall Sc'orr, his lips a tight, pale line across his face.* Do not think that your blatant inference went unnoticed Sc'orr, and I do not take such accusations lightly. *His voice is low, rumbling with the threat.*

Sc: And the Synod will not look upon attempted murder of your patient lightly Ne'shir! *His voice carries no further than their little group, but its threat is no less apparent.*

J: Look at her Ne'shir! *The young technician said, unable to hold back her appalled words. She had wanted to say something for so long...to cry it to the winds, and Sc'orr had made all of her long-held suspicions fact!* Just look at her! You leave her to languish in that room and she dies a little more each day and you don't even care!

Nes: Silence! *he hisses menacingly.* You know nothing of what you speak, human! *The word is spoken like an expletive on his tongue.* You are not a doctor, and you know nothing of the particulars of her case.

J: I don't need to be a doctor to see that she has only gotten worse since she got here! Everyone says so!

Nes: Oh really? Do elaborate. Who is 'everyone?' *There is clear menace in his tone.*

Sc: Jenny, *he says quietly, his eyes full of warning,* please go and continue your duties. Rest assured that everything will be taken care of to our mutual satisfaction.

J: *She opens her mouth to argue, but one look into his grave blue eyes stops her and she nods and walks away, looking worriedly back over her shoulder at the four volunteers who march toward them.*

Sc: *He eyes the officers, keeping his demeanor casual.* Officers, I am removing Cadence Blue from the infirmary. I believe that Healer Ne'shir is surreptitiously attempting to endanger her health through nourishment deprivation via energy shower.

Cap: *The captain looked at the healer, his eyebrow lifting inquiringly.*

Nes: Nonsense. I have no reason to desire her death. If anything, this interspecies mating offers the promise of the mutual exchange of information and knowledge between our respective species. *He smiles softly with his words, appearing at ease. If Sc'orr persuaded them to allow Cadence's removal from his care it would destroy his research, not to mention his plans for further study! But he only allowed a peaceful and concerned expression to transpire to them. *

Cap: *He looked at Cadence; the girl seemed to sleep, oblivious to the activity around them, her lips slightly parted with her gentle breaths.* She does appear unwell however.

Nes: *He smirks slightly* I was under the impression that those in the infirmary are generally unwell, Captain. I never claimed that she was in adequate health. *He reaches to brush a lock of hair from her face, his look appropriately Taelon with a perfect hint of melancholy.* The presence of an energy-based being in her body is having a...deleterious, effect upon her physiology.

Sc: Untrue. *His voice is firm yet reasonable as he speaks.* If you examine the settings of her energy shower you will note that they have been calibrated to offer a negligible amount of the energy her body now craves...in effect, starving her.

Cap: *He couldn't hide the look of incredulity that flickered over his features. In the years that he had served with the Taelons, he knew them to be indifferent and even arrogant to humans, and to each other for that matter. But he had never known of one trying to commit murder. His men were looking to him, confused, awaiting his orders. They had never been witness to two Taelons in a disagreement so vehement that it required outside intervention.*

Ne'shir, *he says cautiously,* I assume that it will not be a problem if I inspect the energy shower?

Nes: Not at all, and I shall retrieve her records so you may ascertain for yourself that my diagnosis regarding her condition is correct. *He turns and paces to his office, inwardly seething. Damn Sc'orr and his interference! Once inside of his office he waved up a datastream and remotely reset Cadence's shower, deliberately leaving the concentration low but adequate. It would now look as though Sc'orr had simply misread the concentration levels. He knew that the insipid humans would have to put the information through language translation and that would take a few moments in itself. He peered from the small window in the door; the captain and his subordinates were moving in the room, looking like insects and about as intelligent, Sc'orr assisting them, confident that his accusations would be confirmed.

He grinned derisively; Sc'orr would be revealed for the fool that he was, at last. The healer retrieved a global from his desk and downloaded the duplicate set of altered records that he had created for an occasion like this and then walked casually back to her room.* Well Captain? Is anything amiss?

Cap: No sir. The concentration of the shower is low, and I am no expert on these things but, all appears to be well.

Nes: # Pitiful! # *he thought contemptuously. It was hard to believe that this man was considered one of the best of his species.* Of course it is low. Even with humans, you do not overburden an ill person with food, is that not true?

Cap: Very true.

Sc: *His burning eyes were locked on Ne'shir; at that moment he was very close to resorting to violence, however that would only make things worse, for Cadence, for T'than, and for himself.*

Nes: Now, if this situation has been resolved to your satisfaction Captain, we should adjourn. My patient, as you can see, is in great need of rest. *While he speaks he steps forward and hands the man the global.* Here are the records of her...unfortunate, situation. *The captain nods and clips the unit to his belt.*

Sc: I refuse to allow her to remain here. I am taking her to T'than. Her condition adversely affects him as well, and close proximity to each other will be beneficial to both. *He makes a move toward the door, but is stopped by the captain's voice that meets his back gently, but seriously.*

Cap: Sir, General T'than is in a cell and, though I am no healer, I cannot help but to think that she would be best served by remaining in the infirmary environment.

Nes: *It was positively pathetic how easy it was to manipulate the humans! He didn't say anything, simply stepped back and allowed the little minion to do his work for him while he nodded an affirmative.*

Sc: *Looking over his shoulder* Your opinion is duly noted Captain. *He turns and heads down the hallway, aware of the sounds of booted footsteps following behind him. He looked down at Cadence; she had awakened and was looking up at him dully.*

C - Sc'orr...are you taking me to T'than?

Sc: Yes child, I am, *he utters softly, nearly getting lost in the look of quiet desperation that made her green eyes so deep - bottomless pools of her pain and a resignation to impending end...to death.*

Cap: Synod Member Sc'orr, halt! *When the Taelon turns he strides up to him, his tone cold and official.* I must ask that you return the patient to her room.

Sc: *Matter of factly* She will die if I do that.

Cap: Sir, it is not my intention to insult you, however, I can find nothing here to corroborate your claims. You misread the readings on the shower...it could happen to anyone.

Sc: I misread nothing. I was correct.

Cap: Then how do you explain that the readings that we saw do not match what you related to us?

Sc: *He pauses and closes his eyes for a moment, and then looking at the volunteer. He had his suspicions but no way to verify them.* I cannot. I just know that if you truly wish to do what will best serve her and her health, that you will allow me to take her to General T'than.

C - *She eyed the human captain and his men, her body instinctively tightening with her dread, and an arm went up around the Taelon's neck.* Please...*she whispered,* don't leave me here...oh please!

Cap: *He went and attempted to take her from Sc'orr's arms but she turned away and held on tightly, with more strength that he thought she would be capable of given her appearance.* We are doing what is best for you...*he says sympathetically but she only cried and hit at him with her free hand, and the Taelon wasn't helping matters - his grip was firm. He motioned for another of his men to help extract her and the girl began to scream.

Sc: Stop this! *he said, pulling away from them, the body in his arms shaking as she clutched at him as though he were her life raft, and he had to admit that he felt that he was. Was he the only one who could see that leaving her here was killing her?* You could damage her...her condition is delicate!

C - No no no! *she cried, kicking and hitting, but her strength was quickly waning against the two sets of strong arms that began to wrench her away from Sc'orr and her words broke into helpless sobs when she felt the Taelon's grip loosen from her and she was ripped away.* No! You promised...you promised!...*she said between her cries, her face stained with her feelings of betrayal.* Sc'orrrr! *Weeping openly, she was carried back down the corridor and into her room, Ne'shir following and waving the door closed behind him. She glared and shied away from the volunteer as he laid her on the bed, trying to comfort her, and then Ne'shir was there, a needle in his pale fingers. The captain held her, preventing her from struggling and soon the room went quiet and she was limp, tears still drying on her sleeping face as the captain pulled the covers around her.

Nes: Thank you Captain. You are to be commended on your performance today. You may have just saved this young woman's life.

Cap: *He looked down at the sleeping, pregnant girl.* It was just a misunderstanding. I know you both just want what is best for her. *He salutes and steps from the room, never seeing Ne'shir's warm smile go frigid and mocking behind him.*

Sc: *He had let her go, and he knew she hadn't understood, but he had been trying to save her and the struggle was only doing the opposite. T'than could feel no more helpless than Sc'orr did at that moment; there was no forcefield blocking his actions, only a barrier of ignorance that was just as impenetrable.

Mit'gai had come and Sc'orr had warned him to check on the War Minister. Connected as he and Cadence were, he had a feeling that things were not much better for the imprisoned Taelon at that moment, and they might even be worse, for T'than would have no idea what was bringing about her distress.

Ne'shir exited her room finally, securing the door before he strode up to Sc'orr, his look one of pity for another who had committed a crass error.*

Nes: You accomplished nothing here today Sc'orr, except making a fool of yourself. For one so newly elevated that could reflect negatively upon you.

Sc: Your concern for my standing in the Synod is...heart-warming. Be assured however that they will hear of this. *His eyes become flint-like and his voice lowers.* I know that you are trying to kill that girl and her child Ne'shir, and I will stop you!

Nes: *He laughs once, a sharp bark.* You know not of what you speak, and you can prove_nothing! Now leave, lest I put in a request for a sanction on your presence here for the duration of her stay!

Sc: I will go, but you may trust that what happened here today is not the end Ne'shir. I will be back. *Turning on his heel he exits, headed to his office to contact Zo'or. *

Nes: The healer shook his head and smirked. By the time the Synod took action, if they did, the girl would be dead, he would be transferred to a distant base, and the baby would be his.*

…To Be Continued…
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