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Book Six

Part One

Ultimatum

Sc: *Entering his code, Sc'orr waved open the door to the command center of the ship - the Bridge...Zo'or's Bridge. It was the centerpiece of his kingdom and Sc'orr thought that, indeed he did look like a king at the moment. He was seated in the lotus chair, his face serene, outwardly radiating confidence to the tiny group of humans who worked quietly within his gaze. Inwardly, his mind could have been anywhere - contemplation, postulation, who could know? *

Z: *He looked out into the volunteers working nearby, his expression radiating the confidence that he had chosen to exude of late. Indifference was more like it; not entirely, but close to not caring.

He had too many things to accomplish, and the humdrum of the bridge barely distracted him from the ideas he was busy concocting.

A variety of thoughts, a multitude of ideas. It was almost enough to distract him from his problems.*

Sc: *Sc'orr stepped closer, his blue eyes as brightly faceted as the small data crystal now closed in one of his hands and he waited for Zo'or to acknowledge him. Unlike the last time Sc'orr had broached the issue of Ne'shir's negligence, this time he had not bothered to request an appointment. But he soon grew tired of being a pawn in Zo'or deliberate waiting game.*

Z: *A foreign figure appeared in the corner of his vision, almost lost to the fantasy playing on his mind's eye.

For a moment, an almost panicked voice told him that he had forgotten an appointment. It was not the time to make such mistakes. 

Then the realization sunk in that Sc'orr had not made an appointment at all, and his mood became clouded with his annoyance.* Yes? *he said nearly cutting the word short.*

Sc: Zo'or, I require conversation with you. I am sure that you have already been made aware of Legoye Ne'shir's passing? However I do not believe that you have been apprised of the details...they are most interesting.

Z: Indeed. *He leaned back in the chair, making his sarcastic lack of interest obvious.* I have already read the report provided by security. 

Sc: I am aware of what you read. It was *I* who delivered said report. Ne'shir was the victim of a reverse energy surge to due miscalibrated equipment.

Z: I had thought Ne'shir to be halfway competent, but apparently I was mistaken. I assure you, that whatever you feel obligated to add is not necessary. I am already in the process of finding his replacement.

Sc: Though I am...loathe, to disagree with you Zo'or and despite the fact that I can see how busy you actually are, I am afraid that I must continue my intrusion of the moment. You must be made aware of several facts...facts which I chose to not include in the final report. *He arches an eyeridge and pins the young Taelon in what could almost be considered a glaring gaze.*

Z: *His eyeridge rose at Sc'orr's tone - it was off from what he had come to expect from the elder Taelon, and he suspected that what he had to say had given him the confidence to use it. A drooping sense of concern was growing in the back of his mind, adding to his growing list of worries.*

Sc: When I came to you before with what I suspected about the healer you not only dismissed me and questioned my fitness but you also called my activities in the infirmary treasonous.

I believe your exact words regarding my suspicions were, ' I resent the implication that a Taelon would stoop to such gross levels of negligence... or worse... attempted murder or harm to one of our ... wards.' *Sc'orr watches him, his every movement or flick of an eye. Zo'or's body language could indeed tell him much at this moment, and he waited to see if there would be reservation and uncertainty there, for Sc'orr was indeed behaving as one who had a hidden hand to play...the upper hand.

He stepped forward, extending his hand and opening it, palm up, to reveal the little, multi-faceted disk.* You wanted evidence...tangible evidence Zo'or. Read it for yourself. As I said, I believe you will find it most interesting, for it comes from the personal files of the esteemed healer himself.

Z: *He did not respond for a moment or so, but instead focused on Sc'orr's eyes... eyes that did not waver. 
He snatched the report from Sc'orr's hand, his facade of impatience not blending well with his actual mood.
A few words into the report he realized that Sc'orr had been right about Ne'shir.

A few pages in, and he knew he had a problem. His irritation had first begun to fester at his fingertips, and then swelter like a fire as his reading progressed.*

I do not understand how something like this could have progressed to this level of duplicity. *He nearly threw the report to the floor, but stopped a second before, thinking the wiser of it.*

Sc: *He took the crystal back calmly before Zo'or could toss it on the floor, as it looked like he would do a moment ago.* Understand or not, the proof is before your eyes.

Z: Did he not have supervisors? Authorities to which he reported directly? I cannot believe that his experimentation had been allowed to progress to such a point without the intervention of his medical staff.

Sc: I would not know, *he replied, blinking his eyes slowly. Despite the grave matter they were discussing he was secretly enjoying Zo'or's impotent anger over his overly calm manner.* Were I the leader, and commander of this vessel, I would have everyone of influence report directly to me, for I would want to be aware of all activities onboard. *raises eyeridge* However, that may not be the case with other leaders. *He let the hint hang there.*

Z: Is it not fortunate that you are not in this leadership position? *he responded, his tone bristling, yet haughty in the same breath.* I cannot monitor all department heads all the time. Chaos would ensue, and I would never get any work done.

Sc: # So in other words, things would be the same as they are now. # *He knew better than to utter the comment, but smirked at his own private bit of levity before finally speaking again.* I would like to move on to the more urgent matter...if you please. *He waits to make sure the Synod leader is done with his rant.*

Z: *He eyed him with perfunctory curiosity, his mind still caught on Sc'orr's obvious criticism. It was not like him to be so obvious.* Continue.

Sc: Cadence is halfway through her pregnancy, and I am sure that you would agree and classify her condition as, 'high risk.' Mit'gai has now been placed temporarily in charge of her case and you have said that you are currently deciding who will take over for the duration of her pregnancy. *He pauses for a moment and then continues, carefully.* If I may, I would like to offer the name of someone whom I believe would be an excellent...and trustworthy, replacement.

Z: I am sure you are prepared to offer a name. You are always available with an abundant amount of unsolicited advice. 

Sc: *He closed his eyes for a moment and inhaled deeply, letting the air out slowly through his nose. Were there no Taelons onboard who could have a logical conversation without turning it into an argument?*

Z: *His hand absently strummed the console.* You may offer any replacement of your choosing, with the assurance that I have already chosen his successor.

After all, considering your recent ... how shall I say it... difficulties in reading the medical apparatus, I can hardly cite you as a reliable source of advice when it comes to issues regarding the medical staff.

Sc: Interesting, considering the information that you just saw. I wonder, *he said, his eyes looking upward in a contemplative way, * if the Synod would also consider my information unimportant? *He walked around the chair, his expression having taken on a darker cast.* I wonder also what they would say to the fact that you did not file a report regarding my previous visit to you on the matter. I checked the database for Synod official business and there is no mention. Why is that? Is it not customary to make a report, no matter how trivial you yourself might consider the matter?

Z: *Darkness clouded his vision as he stared at the elder Taelon with a mere tinge of the anger that was rising out of his annoyance. He suppressed it, as he was so well practiced at doing, while knowing that little drops of it were still bubbling beneath the surface of his assumed skin.* You would dare to question my judgement before the Synod? 

Sc: *His jaw is set firmly and he practically marches forward to look Zo'or directly in the eyes.* Zo'or, I realize that you are young, and if you wish to behave like a child that is your own affair, however, my patience is at its end. Let me be plain, and let me be succinct. I never misread the medical equipment. It was that which first caused my suspicions about Ne'shir to materialize. I have now offered you proof, proof which you demanded, that my suspicions were indeed fact. I will not put the life of an innocent...no, two innocents, at risk again because your pride blinds you to the truth and that is that you_were_wrong! 

Z: It is at my discretion to decide which reports are made and which are not. *His eyes reduce to momentary slits* I find it preposterous that you believe that you are in any sort of position to make demands. *he said, knowing full well that what he said was a complete lie. This case - as miniscule as it was - could be enough to cause the Synod to doubt the many confidences they had put in him. Not that it was the first time.... 

But with T'than's trial approaching... so many things he had yet to accomplish... Sc'orr's threat was troublesome.*

Sc: I am loath to make demands of you, or anyone, however in this case I feel that I must. I offer you an ultimatum: Allow me to select Ne'shir's successor or...I will call a meeting of the Synod and tell them how you failed to even investigate my initial report regarding his competence. I will also show them the surveillance of my activities in the infirmary that day...an incident which you neglected to report to them. And finally, *he holds up the data crystal,* I will allow them access to this, and all the information herein.

Z: I do not respond well to coercion. You seem rather confident that the Synod will share your viewpoint on this issue.

Sc: While I realize that there are those in our governing body who may not disagree with Ne'shir's predilection for unauthorized scientific study of "lower life forms," they will be most curious as to why the Synod leader was not aware of it...and saying that you cannot be aware of everything for you would never get any work done will not suffice.

Z: *The room ran back into focus as he gripped one of the arm control panels - a single gesture that allowed him to direct his energies in a positive vein.* There are those in the Synod, I suppose, that might share your opinion. But I am responsible for the wellbeing of the Taelon race - not placating every single member of the Synod.

*He leaned forward slightly, appearing to consider.* However, I can see where it might be in my favor to do as you ask... on this single occasion. Frankly, I do not care who is placed in the care of Miss Blue, as long as you can demonstrate their competence to my satisfaction. 

Sc: *The elder Taelon found himself smirking and quickly composed himself back into his typical neutral, yet buoyant demeanor. Zo'or would have thought him antagonistic, but it was not that. Sc'orr merely smiled at the arrogance that only youth can provide. Zo'or could not see that by giving in to his demand that he was proving without a doubt that he did seek to placate the membership. Otherwise he would have simply appointed someone of his own choosing.*

Z: So, *he said more quietly, an ounce of self-loathing rising to the surface where arrogance had kept residence a moment before.* Who do you recommend?

Sc: Someone who will not need to demonstrate his competence to you, for his name alone speaks of his achievements: Jor'rel. I assume that even in your extreme youth that the name is familiar? He was, Ma'el's mentor for a time, and one of our most accomplished scientists, as well as an esteemed healer. *He paused for a moment and then continued.* I knew him, and know these facts to be true.

 Z: Jor'rel? *He voice resonated with disbelief* First you insist upon choosing Ne'shir's successor... and then you suggest a legend as his replacement? If Jor'rel is indeed still living, he has shown little or no interest in his species in a multitude of generations. 

Sc: True, *he said, raising an eyeridge,* but he was not interested in what we were becoming...when it was decided not to follow Ma'el's wisdom and leave the humans alone until a later time when they had achieved enlightenment through further evolution.

Z: *He let his disbelief continue to mask the fact that he'd been thrown back into thought. Jor'rel? Ma'el had been trouble enough... he had put roadblocks in the Taelons’ plans for humanity from the beginning. But to bring his mentor aboard? The last thing he needed was another backward thinker; and worse... another elder Taelon who thinks he knows EVERYTHING.*

What leads you to believe that you can contact him, let alone convince him to take a position on the Mothership?

Sc: Nothing leads me to believe it, for I do not know if he will see fit to come to the Mothership. However, he and I were associates for a time and I am of the opinion that he would come if I requested it...and, if he is still the same Taelon that I remember, I do not think he could refuse an opportunity of such a unique nature. If you will give me your approval to send an official invitation I will attempt to contact him at his last known location - a location which only I am privy to.

 Z:  Very well.  Contact him if you must.  *He pretended to examine the incoming data streams to his left.*  And make sure he is up to the task.  It would be a shame if he were not all that you believe him to be.

Sc: *Knowing that he had been dismissed he silently nodded, though Zo'or did not deign to look to notice, and then he turned and left the bridge.*

Book Six

Part Two

Falling Awake

*Zo'or swept through the corridor with newfound enthusiasm. His recent visit to Cadence Blue had convinced him that everything was going according to plan, for surely, she would report his visit AND his accusations to T'than. It was only a matter of seeing what the War Minister would do with that information... and what sort of trouble would ensue for him as a result.

If not... well... he had gathered other significant pieces of information. A name ... Chandra Sheridan. He knew she was a newly promoted Companion Protector, but he would now make it a primary focus to learn more about her - and her relationship with Cadence. Every molecule was essential, every rumor and whispering the component of T'than's undoing.

He thought that he had found the focus that he had been lacking during the last few days, his mind clear of distressing matters, until his trip ended and he found himself in front of a door in crew quarters. He almost moved to open it, when he realized where he was, and that it was not his chamber, but the quarters of Naor'rin.

The steps that he had taken... the roundabout journey that had taken him far out of his way from the medical bay to her room was impressive when he thought on it. How had he come so far, without realizing he was making the journey?

His mind curled around that question, his body stuck in that physical space, his feet unmoving on the floor. *

N: Naor'rin was still lying down, now on her side, curled up and looking out the window to the far off space. It had once seemed so immense, but was it truly? She was trapped there for all she knew and that immense space was but an illusion. Survival was not possible anywhere else anymore, and despite nearly a day having passed since her return, her brother had said nothing. Nor had Zo'or...

Many times her mind posed the question if she had made the right choice, and many times the memory of her attack resurfaced in her mind, making her cringe a little more into herself. She had known such a violation once, but never by one of her kind. She was feeling betrayed more than anything,
because perhaps her dreams of hope and a peaceful future for her kind were crumbling.

In a distant corner lay her jumpsuit. Torn off of her body in a fit of anger and forgotten, as if she had chosen to cast it away believing in the symbolism of the gesture, for that was the uniform of any Jaridian warrior.

Her eyes drifted to the black piece of cloth then, and that was when she felt something. Her heart skipped a beat, recognizing the sensation for what it was. He was around... no, outside. She shuddered, her hands holding her loose green silken robe closer to her skin as if the room had suddenly gone cold. How would she face him? What would she say? She needed to lie,
but would he see through her? That was the main reason why she had kept away for so long. She was afraid that he would prove that she had made the unwise choice when she had run from her kind. So cowardly... *

Z: *He did not want to see her, he thought. Why should he want to?

But then, he wanted to. If nothing else, than to find out where she had been, and what possible reason she could have had for standing him up in the garden.

His fingers moved touching the doorframe, a chime to announce his arrival most likely going off inside. He waited for a moment or two, more afraid that the door would open than the possibility that it would not. *

N: *She heard it, distinctively, and slowly rose from the bed, walking several steps towards the door. But she froze halfway to it. It was just a step away and a few feet... Her eyes again turned to the jumpsuit lying at equal distance to the door. A choice again and it was symbolically powerful. But if he was there... maybe, just maybe...*

Z: *Some time passed, as did several groups of crewman, and he decided to turn away... when the door began to slide open. *

N: *Her heart was beating somewhere close to her throat when the blue barrier finally disappeared and her eyes met with the sight of him. Was he turning to leave? * Zo'or... *she called, suddenly finding her mind empty of all the words she had thought out to tell him during her hours of retirement. *

Z: *He had begun to turn to leave when an almost tremulous voice summoned him back. At first he had not heard it... It was a call in his mind.... and then one of the audible variety. He stopped, and almost didn't turn, the wind of fear pushing him away, the thought that the answer to his question would be more than he could stand, and more than what he wanted to hear.*

N: *She waited for him to turn, which seemed to last an eternity. But even when he did, she stood still, her lithe figure generously enhanced by the robe that clung to it in the right places and opened at the middle to reveal her seemingly never-ending thighs. Naor'rin had unbraided her hair and it now fell in tiny black waves over her shoulders and down her back.*

Z: *She was still in the doorway, standing with almost tangible reserve. And he thought, just then, that it was possible she was at that point the most beautiful he had ever seen her... the lost expression in her eyes accenting and dragging in the qualities of his own lonely curse.*

N: *He looked... different. The emotions she read in his features were a mix of what she had seen before but there was that question... clear... why? *

You have walked a long way here to waste the trip. You might as well come in... *She lowered her green eyes and moved slightly away from the door as if to give him passage.*

Z: *Yes. He had come a long way - but how did she know?

He did not answer but stepped inside instead, one arm dragging behind him. As he entered he used it to hook his hand around her waist guiding her inside with him. He had meant it to be forceful but instead the gesture was forlorn... and he found himself more than relieved when the door sealed itself, the formality of the hallway being abandoned to their privacy. *

N: *His hand touched her precisely over her sore waist. It still hurt tremendously from Ha’thor’s punch, and upon changing her garments Naor'rin had spotted a darkness about it. The bruise was not deep, but it was still recent and the pressure of his embrace was reason enough to make her gasp. But she restrained it, not wanting to send out the wrong signal. Her body merely tensed, which could easily have been explained by the surprise of his warm gesture... or better said, it could have been warm, if not for the look in his eyes.*

Z: *He looked in her eyes, and realized that with accepting reality there was a price to be paid. And he saw that there, in her bright irises. There was a lie.

He had not even asked the question, and already the answer was an untruth.

He ran a hand through a wisp of her cascading hair, his fingers lingering at her chin, the threat of either violence or misery floating in the air like poison.*

N: *She discovered that sustaining his stare was something extremely hard to do. She didn't want to admit to any kind of guilt, and the fear in her eyes revealed more than she wanted to made it all the more difficult. But lowering them also admitted to blame that was not hers. She wanted to act innocent, but his cold blue eyes were making her frightened inside, and his touch was almost a gentle menace, a warning.

It was a battle of wills. Naor'rin could have easily broken under the pressure... but she held on. It would only make it worse if he spotted her dilemma. *

Z: I was waiting in the garden. *he said, his voice strangely foreign even to him.* Where were you?

N: *She did not try to move away; she knew the soft grip of the arm around her waist could just as easily become rough, for it was already demanding. She was trapped, in more ways than one.* I'm sorry... I was detained. I wanted to warn you, but I did not make it in time. *Only then did she lower her eyes. His arm had tightened somewhat around her and the pressure was becoming painful. She found it wise to offer a complement to her explanation* I wanted to be there, but I received a call from Jaridia; they wanted a report. I couldn't dismiss them. *It was true... but also a lie. Naor'rin knew half-truths were the worst kind of lies, but they were also the most difficult ones to unveil.

Finally, she raised her hand and placed it against his forearm rather gently. She discovered then that she was actually afraid. Not of him, but of his reaction. What if... what if he walked away from her?  And he would never know what it truly meant because she could never reveal some of the truth without having to reveal it all.* I'm so terribly sorry... *that much was true, but still, she should have called him before... met him before.

Her fingers drew a gentle path down his arm until they finally dropped by her side. She wanted to touch his face, but his mask of self-control seemed so frail and she was afraid to break it and see what lay underneath...*


Book Six

Part Three

Jor’rel’s Arrival

*After thousands of years of existence, Jor'rel had not thought it possible to be surprised by anything, but when he returned to his domicile late in the evening and saw his communications console flashing a hand rose to his chest and he stood where he was for several minutes, just watching the blinking gold light.

Sitting down gracefully in his lotus chair, one of the few Taelon objects he still owned besides the interface, he smiled as he watched his old friend's face float upon the air and he listened with extreme interest as Sc'orr related that, finally, a consensual joining had taken place between a Taelon and a human, and it had been fruitful, producing a single life, yet unborn.

But his happiness was short-lived, for Sc'orr continued on about what the healer in charge had perpetrated upon the girl and her unborn offspring. Apparently his race had not come as far as he had hoped.

He waved off the message and went to a large window that took up an entire wall of the large room. The sun was setting over the northern mountains, painting the valley below in glorious shades of violet, pink and red. Sc'orr had made an inquiry he must now consider: whether to leave his peaceful existence on a planet he had known for centuries and offer care to this young human/hybrid or not.  

He waved his hand in front of him and the glass disappeared, allowing a cool breeze to caress his face, and the colorful robes he wore brushed the rough floor around him reminding him of whispering...the whispering voices of the Commonality, so long ago abandoned. He opened his mind and reached outward, tentative tendrils of thought grazing at the fringes of the common consciousness. Yes...it was still there, humming like a million insects at work in the hive. He pulled back. Did he really wish to return to that? To the imprisoning will of his brethren?*

Nonsense, *he said with a chuckle* What do I have to fear? *It was true - he was an individual now and his actions were motivated by his own will and that would not change if he returned. Besides, this was what he and his faithful student Ma'el had been hoping for - a joining, but not one of coercion, not one created in a laboratory, but a true bonding of the two species, for Ma'el had hypothesized that only when both were willing to surrender everything in their beings and allow it to be laid before the eyes of the other, would a viable conception take place. Taelon children were more than the coming together of genetic material - they were the product of the soul as well - the spirit merging and blending just as much as the cells which would eventually create the physical body.

It was a miracle.

How could he not offer his aid to assure its fruition?

Stepping through an archway he descended down a dark and narrow flight of stairs that went to a chamber built so deeply below the surface of the planet that the air became moist and cool. He entered a code to a little panel embedded in the rock and the entire wall behind him vanished and he stepped into a softly lit chamber that he thought he would never step into again. His ship sat in the very center of the room, looking nearly anxious. The diffused light glinted off its smooth hull in a myriad of pastel colors that reminded Jor'rel of home.

Not a speck of dust marred the ship's mirrored surface, and inside it was the same, engines humming to life when they sensed his presence, the door evaporating to reveal a sleek interior that looked as new as the day it had been built.

He sat in one of the two seats available - the pilot's seat, and the chair had to readjust around him, for the Taelon's body had changed since his arrival on the planet long ago. He had taken on a rounder appearance, though he was far from rotund, but his tall and slim frame had alarmed the race that he had joined and so, he had changed. He imagined that he would be quite a sight to those on the Mothership - a somewhat chubby being who had altered his facade to give him the look of age, small lines crinkling at the corners of his eyes, his cheeks sagging slightly, so unlike those other eternally youthful and angelic beings he remembered.

Outwardly angelic, though he knew they possessed an ominous face as well that remained hidden to those they sought to conquer and manipulate.

A wave of his hand and the ship floated upwards, entering a dark flume in the high ceiling, carrying him to the surface and up into the night sky without, and soon he was surrounded by the glowing vortex of interdimensional space, and he would be there for nearly fifty hours for he had lived on a planet that resided on the very edge of known space.

Not one to be idle, Jor'rel connected to the Taelon main database and began to go over centuries of history, his expression darkening as he read on, the names changing to those he did not know, but the circumstances remaining the same; war, conquest, tragedy...

He remained like that the entire time - blue eyes never wavering from the stream, his brain taking in vast amounts of information and putting it to memory, only blinking and coming back to attention when the ship jumped back to normal space and he was treated to his first glimpse of the Taelons' crown jewel: the Mothership.*

This is Jor'rel, *he said in a smooth voice that was a definite contrast to his aged face* and I am here at the behest of Synod member Sc'orr. Please transmit to me docking coordinates. 

Book Six

Part Four

Family Healer

 

*Sc'orr had been there to meet Jor'rel when he stepped from his ship, along with two volunteers who would escort them to Jor'rel's new office in the infirmary. Sc'orr recovered himself far more quickly than the two officers behind him, but Jor'rel had still seen his look of surprise.*

Jor: I see my appearance startles you, my friend.

Sc: It is...somewhat...surprising, yes. *They began walking and Sc'orr could hear the volunteers behind them whispering to each other and he knew about what: Jor'rel's colorful garments were unlike anything worn by the Taelons. Officers walking by in the corridors stopped in their tracks to stare as well.* I thought perhaps your physical change was the result of your age...*he said, eyeing the crow's feet around the elder's eyes.*

Jor: *Extreme* age, Sc'orr. *He laughed, the sound rounded and full-bodied and it surrounded them like a warm blanket.* No, I could easily return to what you remember, however, *he stops, rubbing his chin thoughtfully* I rather enjoy the respect that age grants, and so I decided to wear it as one does any garment.

Sc: Of course. I meant no disrespect. *He had been genuinely surprised at Jor'rel's outburst of laughter. He laughed as well, and had more humor than most others of his kind, but Jor'rel positively radiated warmth and joy. Wherever he had been these past thousands of years had changed him...for the better. If only the rest of their species could learn these traits - humor and heartache - for such emotions could be one of the golden keys to their survival.

They spoke, and laughed and soon the old Taelon was well situated in what had formerly been, Ne'shir's office. Technically, Jor'rel was to report to Zo'or on the bridge and announce his arrival, but he felt the duty more of an ornamental protocol than anything of real importance. After all, he had received an official summons and invitation aboard from a Synod member.

Zo'or could wait, for right now he wanted to meet his patients - the couple who had shocked his species by conceiving. He had read their case files - the War Minister and his entire brutal history. And the human - a volunteer who had somehow tamed him.

Sc'orr left to bring T'than to the medical wing from his cell, where he had recently been returned after making a full recovery from a serious energy drain. It was appalling to him that a Taelon was confined in such a way - it simply was not natural for his kind.

He picked up a moderately sized bag he had brought with him and headed towards the room of Cadence Blue.

~*~

GT: *T'than was sitting placidly in his chair, enjoying the humming of Cadence's presence in his mind, when his empty eyes focused out of reflex on the figure that stepped closer to the forcefield that surrounded him and waved it down, stepping slightly inside. *

Sc: Greetings, T'than. *He nodded and saluted quickly.*

GT: *T'than acknowledged him with a simple nod. It had been a while since Ne'shir's passing, and he had spent quite some time in meditation as he struggled to force his body into absorbing Ne'shir's energy print and destroying the last evidence of the truth.

Slowly, he rose from his chair.* Sc'orr, to what do I owe the visit?

Sc: The new healer Jor'rel, has arrived, and has requested to begin his duties immediately. He would like to meet both you and Cadence.

GT: *He couldn't hide the relief in his features. He was sure he would be warned when the trial was to happen, as he was also sure they would audit him for Cadence's energy in his system. But to find Ne'shir's energy would certainly represent his demise. The arrival of the new healer was not exactly good news for T'than was fairly skeptical. No matter how well Sc'orr spoke of this ancient Taelon, T'than would still have to make his own evaluation.

He stepped from the small dais of his chair and walked closer to Sc'orr.* Let us go meet this "legend" then... *he was not making any effort to hide his displeasure. *

Sc: *He ignored the ridicule in T'than's tone and they walked in silence until they stood before the door to her room.* He will offer quality treatment to her T'than, I can assure you of that. He is trustworthy. *He nodded simply then and left T'than to enter the room alone.*


~*~

*Once again, she and T'than had been separated, though his distance was somewhat easier to bear because of their recent intimacy, and she was taken to him every other day and since Ne'shir was no longer there with his dark presence, the pressure to usher her back to her room was gone and they were left alone for a reasonable amount of time.

But now she sat in the chair near her bed, T'than behind her; he had been brought as Sc'orr had promised so she would not have to meet the new healer alone. She didn't want to meet the new healer at all and her attitude was difficult to say the least. She was sulky, looking down at her nervous fingers while they toyed with the hem of her gown, turning the white fabric slightly gray from her constant picking at it.*

I don't see why I can't have a human doctor, *she grumbled, not looking at him. She pounded the arm of the chair, her voice rising slightly.* It's not fair! A human doctor could do just as decent a job! Taelons aren't the be all and end all in medical care you know! *she knew she was whining but she didn't care. She was feeling put upon, her life not under her control and it was grating on her.* 

GT: I do not believe human doctors have the necessary expertise to deal with a hybrid child. Not even those of my kind can be called experts... *he was staring out at nowhere, as if trying to see through the walls. He was trying to focus on the Commonality, to hear the new voice among them, but there was none. That was unsettling and reassuring at the same time.*

C - Well I won't see him! I want nothing to do with another Taelon medicine man!

GT: I do not fancy healers myself, or their interference, but you and the child need assistance... *he had been forced to admit that. Though they had been faring quite well recently, what would happen when the time for the birth came? When the child became more demanding, when it began to want more than just energy from Cadence? He was no expert, and he knew his ability to help them was limited. He did not enjoy that fact, but he had to face it.*

C - *She was about to begin another tirade when the door was waved open and... a real life medicine man walked in! She swallowed loudly as her eyes moved over him. He was Taelon - bald head, large ears, blue eyes, but his similarity to that race ended there. He was shorter than any Taelon she had ever seen - at least a half head shorter than T'than and... he was slightly overweight! But even that was hardly noticeable because his clothing draped him and concealed it for the most part. *

GT: *There was noise by the door, and the faintest signal of a Taelon presence. T'than turned his head slightly in that direction, not bothering to receive the Taelon with all the honors that someone of his reputation should be granted. And he was not the least regretful of this. The first thought that crossed his mind was that Sc'orr must have been jesting. This couldn't possibly be... or maybe it was, that extreme age and isolation had rendered Jor'rel mad...*

C - *He wore a kind of long shift over a pair of loose trousers, the fabric colored sand, orange and turquoise. Over that he wore a long, sleeveless robe made of some airy fabric in a deep burgundy with what looked like tribal patterns woven over the hem in gold and bright blue. The sound of beads accompanied his whispering robes for he wore both a necklace and a bracelet of a mixture of rough and smooth stones in a mixture of colors.

Her hands ceased their nervous abuse of her hem and gripped the arms of the chair, her body tensing slightly and she could feel T'than's body as she pulled back her shoulders. 

What kind of Taelon was this?*

GT: *T'than's eyes looked down at Cadence and he drew a smirk on his face. He could nearly tell what she was thinking, and that they shared the same thoughts. But T'than knew better than to rely on appearances. His eyes were scrutinizing of the newcomer; he was attentive to every move and imprinted every detail of this most bizarre figure. But one thought he could not escape: would he really rely on such a misplaced creature to take care of Cadence? Legend or not, the first impression had not been the best...*

Jor: Greetings, young Cadence, *he said with a slight smile and then his eyes moved above her golden head,* and Sinuai Euhura, War Minister T'than. I have read... much... about you. I, am Jor'rel.

GT: *He nodded ever so slightly, not taking his eyes of Jor'rel the whole time.* As have I, about you. However... it would appear that the current data logs are in dire need of revisal. *hard to tell if that was a malicious comment or a sort of confession.*

Jor: I assume that you were told of my impending visit today?

GT: *He merely assented with a nod. T'than seemed, for the most part, unwilling to even communicate with Jor’rel.*

Jor: *He saw Cadence's eyes find the large satchel he carried as he set it on the table.* I see you have noticed my case. It is interesting, is it not? *he ran his hand over its dark purple surface, a surface which looked covered by tiny veins, much like his aged skin.* It was made from a single leaf of a tree that grows on the planet where I took residence. It is shaped and the top gathered and woven with tie strings to keep it closed.

Sometimes the natives dry the leaves and grind them to smoke in a pipe and I understand the hallucinogenic experience is quite intense. *He untied the bag and appeared to look inside, still speaking.* I have often wondered if extended inhalation like this, *he breathed in deeply and loudly*...would have any odd effects upon me. *He again took a great snootful from the bag's insides before setting it down and turning back to his patients.*

C - # Apparently so. You must do that a lot, for you are very odd! # 

GT: *He couldn't help but to smirk at her thoughts, and found himself agreeing completely. But the time when he found it all amusing was nearing its end. T'than was not the least bit satisfied with whom Sc'orr had chosen to keep Cadence and the child alive... Their care was of the utmost importance!  How had he dared to impose Jor'rel on them? It had been both foolish and offensive. And those thoughts were beginning to show in the glitter of his blue eyes.*

C - *She looked at T'than in a pleading way, hoping he would find a way to make this strange Taelon go away.* # I told you we should have gotten a human doctor...#

 GT: # I am inclined to believe it might have been a better option.#   *Anything seemed to be a better option! 

He eyed the other Taelon... if he could be called that... with a bit of contempt in his eyes.* So, you are considered to be a legend, remembered for your great deeds? *he was awfully inclined to ask where he had been all that time, when his kind needed a healer and scientist of exceptional skills to solve the core energy problem, but he decided to exert some control over his temper. At least, for the moment.* 

Jor: *He smirked and reached into his bag, the noise of shifting items noticeable as he practically rummaged through it.* Great deeds? *he chuckled* It is always interesting to me how whenever one is merely benevolent, treating others with decency and equality, that they are considered individuals who did great deeds. One could wonder then if the committal of a kind act is so rare that it becomes legendary...ah, here it is! *He brought up a small tubular device with a light on the end of it and he stepped forward towards them.* If that is your definition of a legend, then yes, I am a legend...apparently.

GT: Sc'orr has spoken highly of you, but I am inclined to believe him to be affected by age in the same manner as humans... *which was just another way of calling him senile... and Jor’rel... well he was the epitome of senility!* 

Jor: *He threw back his head and laughed, making Cadence jump in her seat.* Ah, you think me daft! How terribly amusing! *He smiled toothily* No, I just believe that the most revolutionary act that someone can commit is to be publicly happy, especially in our antiseptic Taelon society. 

GT: *T’than was nearly defeated by that reaction. For a moment, he was thrown aback. He knew how to requite a nasty comment, as he had predicted he could receive from his daring, but Jor’rel had surprised him. That imbued T'than with a little respect, and a great deal of anger. He was getting tired...* I did not mean to be amusing Jor’rel. *he said under his breath.*

Jor: *He stepped forward and extended the lighted instrument towards Cadence's face and the little light at its tip became brighter but he pulled away instantly when the girl recoiled, warding him off with a small hand.* I will not harm you, Cadence.

C - That's what Ne'shir said! *she replied, openly hostile. *

Jor: Yes I am aware of him, and have seen the files on his treatment of you and your baby. His irresponsibility in his field was colossal. 

GT: *How ironic, T'than thought, that Jor’rel thought that way about Ne'shir... while he himself offered no better image of his own capacities. Perhaps in rendering care he would not be cruel... or maybe it was all a facade to make them both believe he was benevolent when in fact he had his own agenda. T'than was confused; for the first time in many years he could not make out anything of this "enemy.” Indeed, he had not proven friendly with deeds, though he had with words. Taelon deception worked in many ways, and Jor’rel had been there long enough to learn of new techniques. Still, T’than waited, and observed, ready to jump to her defense if need be. This was a Taelon no one would miss... and probably, no one but Sc'orr knew he was even alive.*

C - *He turned away for a moment and reached into a deep pocket in his tunic and withdrew something and then he turned back to her and Cadence screeched and leapt from the chair, throwing her arms around T'than and hiding her face. She couldn't have been more horrified if a Jaridian warrior had stepped into the room! The Taelon had donned a huge, red clown's nose and was holding a lollipop.* 

GT: *He touched her lightly on the arm to reassure her. Now he was truly tired of the situation. He was not amused at all!* What do you believe you are doing? *he asked in a clearly annoyed tone. But the healer - T'than had difficulty even thinking of him as that - was looking at Cadence, rather dumbstruck.*

Jor: I have studied your culture and read that humor can aleve nervousness when a person is faced with a threatening situation. *He heard her whimper and could not hide his perplexed expression.* However I can see that... that is not the case here.

C - T'than please make him go away! Oh please! Make him go away! 

GT: I have every intention of doing just that... *he passed his hand over her shoulder and then stepped away from the chair so he was right between Jor'rel and Cadence.* Are you toying with us Jor'rel? We need a healer, not a comedian! *his eyes were nearly flashing* If this is what you came here for then you have wasted a trip. We are not a show, nor a curiosity, least of all amusing toys!  *He was now only a few inches away from the other Taelon* I truly do not know what got into Sc'orr - his decision was clearly reckless... 

As Sc'orr has, you have been away for too long... *he found no difficulty at all looking down on Jor’rel. * But let me bring you up to date: benevolence and good deeds won't save us, "legend.” *There was no room for mistakes; T'than was running out of patience.* 

Jor: *He laid his aged looking hand on T'than's shoulder gently and channeled a stream of soothing essence to him. The War Minister appeared to sway for a moment but Jor'rel steadied him.*

C - What did you do! Don't touch him! *Cadence shouted, running up to them.* T'than! Are you okay? WHAT DID YOU DO! 

Jor: I did nothing except allow him to feel my peace. *Her frantic features calmed slightly when she realized he was unharmed.* 

GT: *It was the strangest of sensations, as if his anger was suddenly trapped in a sort of time vortex and slowed down... and stilled. He took a small step backwards, his eyes closing as he tried to come back from that small trip. It had been too quick and it had been nearly violent despite the nature of the sensations transmitted to him. Only when he heard her voice, did his eyes reopen. It took a moment for his true expression to return and show in his blue irises. He needed to show he was not changed, that he still needed answers, satisfaction.*

Jor: In response T'than, you are wrong; benevolence and good deeds are the only things that will save you. I am well versed on the current Synod membership and it seems that we have not progressed quite as much as we would like to think. Let us hope that at least some of them engender a spirit of goodwill. *Noticing that the human seemed to be agitated by his words he stopped and again reached into his bag, putting away the clown disguise and pulling out another item.* 

GT: *Like Sc'orr... Jor’rel simply had too much faith, and that was a concept that T'than could well believe in when it pertained to Cadence... but not his kind. They would need reasonable facts to accept their joining. They would simply not understand out of pity, or compassion, or respect for the feelings that he and Cadence shared. But he decided to refrain from commenting for he did not wish to unnerve her even more. He was still emerged in deep thought when the healer passed by him and walked towards Cadence. Still, T'than followed, much like the suspicious watchdog. *

Jor: *He guided Cadence to the bed and asked her to sit, knowing that T'than had also positioned himself by the bed behind him, and he turned.* I am not your enemy. The only enemies we have are those in our minds. 

GT: They are not a product of imagination either, Jor’rel... If you read the logs and know of Ne'shir, you should have realised that. *there was no anger in his voice, but he would never get rid of a little arrogance.*

Jor: *He turned back to her* Open your hand please. *Reluctantly she did so and he placed into it a sparkling and multi-faceted clear stone. Once she wrapped her fingers around it, it began to glow green, changing in hue until it became pink and then violet, and then green again. It also began to hum an ethereal and pleasing melody and she smiled with childish delight.*

C - *What is this? It's beautiful... and it... sings!

Jor: Yes, a different song for each one who holds it. *She moved it from one hand to the next, her eyes full of awe and reflecting the rainbow of changing colors.* You know, Cadence, you are truly much prettier in person. The picture in your officer's file does not due you justice. 

GT: *He walked from behind the healer to stand by Cadence's side. The image of her joy always brought him a great sense of peace, greater even than the one Jor'rel had transmitted to him. He forgot about the healer for a moment, instead focusing his eyes on the myriad of colors of her aura. To him, it was far more beautiful that the little stone she held, which was only a small reflection of her true essence. A poor interpretation of the real shine of her... 

Lost in his contemplation, he nearly missed Jor'rel's words... and as with the healer himself, he was not quite sure what to think of them. But as a reaction, he walked around the bed and stood on the other side, as close to her as he could muster.*

C - *She looked up finally.* Th...thank you, *she said softly. She looked back to T'than and handed him the stone, gasping when it changed to vivid blue and then to a lighter shade before it became almost turquoise. Its melody lingered on and had changed but was still just as beautiful. She petted it and looked up into his eyes, smiling joyfully.* It sings for you too! 

GT: *He accepted the orb from her hands, as it seemed to please her. It was a really interesting device, though T'than wondered about its use. He moved it in his fingers, not really impressed by the shifting colors but rather by the look of awe in her face. She so much resembled a child sometimes... How could she be so easily distracted from their predicament? But he envied her for that as well... for the ability to let go and forget, even if momentarily. 

With just the barest hint of a smile on his lips, he returned the orb carefully to her hands.* 

Jor: *He had retreated and given them breathing room for a moment, studying a flat, oblong shaped pad and entering some data into it quietly. When he was done he went back to the bed. Cadence was again holding the crystal and it was glowing as green as her eyes.* Does it relax you?

C - Yes, *she said, not looking up. *

Jor: Good. I need to examine you now. Would you lie back please? *She didn't move and it was sad to him to see her look change back to one of fear again, her eyes locking on T'than, as well as a hand around his wrist.* 

GT: *He eyed the healer from the moment he took a few steps towards them. Only when he felt her hand holding on to him did T'than look downwards at Cadence.* I am not going anywhere Cadence... #You know I will protect you if he tries anything... anything at all.# *In thought, he petted her head softly, letting his fingers linger in her long golden strands of hair, and then leaning down for a small kiss. He then held her hand in reality.* # He would not be my choice, but we need someone to look after you...# 


C - *She looked up at him, smiling softly from his mental comfort and squeezed his hand but then she looked back at Jor'rel, her expression becoming petulant. Despite what T'than had conveyed, she still was not enchanted with the situation.* I don't want you to. I wish... I wish that you would just go and leave me in peace! 

GT: *He was rather surprised with her reaction... but he knew well Hurricane Cadence and how unpredictable she could be at times. He didn't stop her, but still held her hand as she spoke, his eyes never leaving the healer's face. * 

C - People have been having babies since time immemorial! I will get through it like any other woman, and if I need help, I will seek a human physician. Do you understand me? I want you to go away...and take your toys with you! *She sets the crystal into the healer's hand and folds her arms over her chest stubbornly.*

Jor: I see. *He folded his arms in much the same manner, eliciting an arched eyebrow from her.* There is just one minor problem Cadence and that is that you are not human. What makes you believe that this birth will be anything like what has passed through the ages on your world? 

C - Anything I don't know T'than will help me with! 

GT: *He battled with the thought of admitting to her that he was not the perfect protector, that his limitations were great in that issue. He was skilled at killing, but giving life was a total mystery. But that was the same as admitting to having flaws... though Jor'rel was right. He knew not what to expect from that situation. He had made Cadence as Taelon as she could become. Human and Taelon compatibility worked to create a sort of hybrid from a metamorphosis. T'than had made a butterfly out of a simple chrysalis, but she was still unique.. the only one of her kind as was their child.... T'lana. She needed help... the best...* 


Jor: Then before I go, I wish to make sure that what you have said is accurate. *He casts his pointed gaze upon the War Minister.* T'than, please enlighten both Cadence... and myself as to how her pregnancy will progress. Please tell her what will happen just before the birth, and then, during the birth itself. How will the baby come into the world - in a human manner, or a Taelon one? 

GT: *He was caught quite by surprise. His breath caught in his throat for a moment, but he responded quickly. Stopping to think would show insecurity... that couldn't be afforded.* The child is healthy, and from what I have ascertained from the energy sharings, mostly energy based. Cadence is changed as well, so the birthing could proceed either way. But I can provide for her needs, to the final moment if need be. *in truth, all he could truly offer her was his energy and his presence. He couldn't save her should a major problem arise, a problem that required more than his inexperienced guidance or his energy. Jor'rel had just made him realize that he couldn't handle it on his own. The situation had long ago surpassed him...*

Jor: *He listened patiently, his expression calm and still as stone, not making any indication whatsoever whether what the other Taelon said was accurate or not. When T'than had finished, he looked back at the girl. Her arms were still folded but she had lost the certainty that had been in her eyes just moments ago.*

As you can see Cadence, even he is not sure, and that is by no means a belittlement to him. You are unique - as the full body scan I just took of you indicates. 

GT: *Why didn't he like the sound of that?  In that moment, Jor'rel seemed to him everything but a demented old Taelon. It was the thing T'than recognized as dangerous about him: he was quite unpredictable, presenting the image that he was no more than what they saw, even though it was now obvious that he was far more. Resourceful one... and nearly alien to T'than because his tactics were none that he could recognize.*

C - What scan? You never took any scan of me. *The arrogance was back in her voice; if this Taelon could not remember from moment to moment what he had done...or not, then maybe T'than had been right and he was senile.*

Jor: But I did - the crystal is an object of my own design, used for frightened children...*he stopped when her green eyes flashed angrily at him and he selected his words more carefully.*...For...persons who are nervous in the presence of a healer. It is a body scanning device, and you were so kind to offer it to T'than as well, thus I now have full and accurate readings on the both of you, which are displayed here. 

GT: *The hand that held Cadence's gripped harder. He had to control himself not to hurt her. He should have known... he should have known it was no toy! He had been so distracted by Cadence that he had forgotten it could be dangerous. But T'than had recognized Cadence's aura being represented in the orb. How had he been so foolish as to hold it?! Jor'rel's words played in his mind. "full and accurate readings"... that meant... he would see two energy prints on the results... The events had been too recent for T'than to be able to erase the final evidence of his crime: Ne’shir’s essence. *

Jor: *He holds up the slender data pad.* Do not fear, War Minister. It only reads physical condition, not military secrets. *He smiled and winked, a brief glimpse of his joviality peeking through like the sun from behind a cloud before another came to extinguish it again, and he was once more serious.* 

GT: *He lowered his eyes for a moment, looking down at Cadence. This time, he thought it best not to comment...*

Jor: The birth will not be like anything that you can imagine Cadence. T'than will recognize some of what is coming, however, for your matter-based body to survive the birth of a primarily energy-based being will require great changes to take place within you. Some have already happened but there is more that needs to occur. You are like a flower in mid-blossom, but the journey that you must take to bloom completely will be one of the unknown... and T'than will tell you from his own experience that any situation that is unknown can be fraught with danger. 

GT: *He was staring down at her, his hand still holding hers like something too precious and delicate. Jor'rel was right, and again, T'than knew fear. He recognized it as that one sensation that rendered him powerless, that made his energy want to freeze, his breathing difficult. He felt ill, in body and in soul.* 

Jor: *He pauses to place the singing crystal/scanner and pad back into his bag and when he turns to face them again the gravity of his expression makes his already elderly features look even more so.* I cannot force either of you to accept me as your physician, and indeed I would not attempt to try. *He looked at Cadence fleetingly, the bulk of his gaze settling on the Taelon. Though Cadence could agree it was T'than's approval that he needed if the days and months ahead were to proceed peacefully. He also ascertained by his demeanor that T'than would be the one to make the final decision, and so he sought a final answer.*

I realize that I am not the Taelon you would have chosen; Ne'shir was of high regard among our species and supposedly a proper example of a model Taelon. *He arched his eyeridge.* We all know how that turned out. 

GT: *But did he... did Jor'rel truly know how it had turned out, up to the very end? T'than was haunted by the possibility.* 

Jor: I admit I have left much of our doctrines in the refuse pile where they belong, *smirk* however I can assure you that I know what I am doing. I have been a healer for over twenty centuries, and in that time I have seen things that you could scarcely imagine...and that you would not believe. I am the best qualified to deal with, not only the care of Cadence and the child, but yours as well, but you must decide. Shall I stay or, *he ties his case closed and lifts it,* shall I depart? 

GT: *He took a glimpse at Cadence, then looked the healer back in the eye. T'than had the feeling Jor’rel saw through him sometimes... and he had committed yet another mistake: he had underestimated him. A mistake he would not make again.* Yes, I grant you that much. This situation is far from orthodox...as are you. Maybe that will equip you with skills that no other possesses. But, as you have admitted yourself, she is unique. No one can truly tell how the birth will happen Jor'rel, not even you, I dare say. You have rather fancy instruments, foreign even to your own species, but I need proof... I need proof that you can save them... the both of them.

Jor: In a military engagement there is no proof until the battle is won. The responsibility of a general is to anticipate possible problems and create contingency plans in the event those problems arise. The same may be said for a healer, however, in either capacity there can be unknowns. *His crystal eyes shine luminously with his fervor, moving back and forth between the couple.* However, I have the experience to minimize the risks substantially. *He once again focuses on T'than.* The proof will be when I place your child into your arms...your living child. I...am aware of the others in the womb of this vessel. I accessed the main database and there are two that stemmed from your DNA...though you are fortunate to have had another that survived...for a time. 

GT: *The reminder was something dreadfully painful, shocking even because of the healer's knowledge of his own personal dilemmas. T'than nearly blushed, and he would have if he had not forced himself to withhold it. It was the extreme emotional response and something very private too. His children... Taelon children. He was ashamed to have forgotten them; ashamed that the events with Ne'shir, that his difficulties in helping Cadence and his newly conceived child, had made him forget. But they were present always, in his fear of losing Cadence and T'lana. The pain was like death - dark, devastating, feasting upon his soul.* Fortunate... I would hardly put it that way. *for indeed, he had put so much energy into it, so much dedication... to lose it all, again... would be the end. Granted -- if he miraculously survived the breaking of his bond with Cadence -- he might endure, again devoted to serving his kind, but it would be a rather empty existence.*

Jor: *Cool and slender fingers rest under Cadence's chin and lift her face gently so she is forced to look at him directly, though there is no accusation in his expression.* I am not seeking to cause you guilt, young one, but be warned - if you choose to proceed in this alone, your child may emerge from your womb only to be relegated to another. T'than has already taken that solemn journey twice...and I hope that he will not have to take it yet a third time...that is if you live. If not, you risk the void, for all of you. 

GT: *The prospect was terrifying, for T'than was unsure that if the child needed to be placed in the womb of the Mothership, that it would even accept it. T'lana was a hybrid, and his kind might rule to let her die to protect the embryos instead of following the standard procedure. He would not make that trip a third time... but it might be that if Cadence would perish with the child, that he would have to make a final journey to see her off into the stars. He now understood why humans cried over their lost ones, and though T'than knew energy was immortal, they would be out of his reach.*

C - *His words had affected her; her heart felt like it was on the verge of crumbling to dust. She looked at T'than, only to have her eyes skip away guiltily. In her stubbornness she had never considered him at all! She could not bear the thought of subjecting him to the experience of losing another child without at least knowing that she had done everything that she could do to ensure its health and survival. She loved him, and though her feelings on Jor'rel were still uncertain, she nodded her understanding and laid down on the bed, her lower lip trembling slightly as she tried to hold on to her emotions. *

Jor: Do not cry child, *he said kindly, reaching to stroke her face and hair before pulling back when T'than stepped closer. He brought over his medical case and set several items on the table that he had pulled from its depths.* Just be calm - all is well and I will not harm you. *pause* General T'than, do I now have your permission to proceed? 

GT: *T'than looked down at her, his eyes lingered on her face and then moved down her body to rest upon her slightly swollen belly. He could nearly hear the energy flows, steady and pulsing inside the little child's body. He really had no choice at all but to take the risk. If he didn't, he was quite sure they wouldn't make it. None of the others before Cadence had managed to survive, and the same with the hybrids that had been conceived in optimal laboratory conditions. T'lana's conception had been natural, the result of a true joining, but it was no guarantee that she would make it. Sending the healer away... would leave them to the mercy of the Synod. At least... Jor'rel didn't seem to sympathize with them, and his strange detachment from his species was a sort of insurance that he had spoken the truth when he had said some directives were misguided.* We have not much of a choice, Jor'rel. It is either you, or another appointed by the Synod, and I am not certain of their willingness to welcome our child. *he paused, taking a glimpse of Cadence* You may proceed... *he waited for the healer to make a move to add* But be warned, I will know if something is not right...


Jor: *Nodding* Of course. *He again brought up the small lighted instrument and the white light brightened to blue and it hummed softly as Jor'rel moved it over Cadence's body, the hum changing as he moved it from place to place. Seeming satisfied with whatever readings it displayed, again on his flat little datapad, he dimmed the light to white and proceeded to look into her eyes and ears, speaking amicably as he did so.* Our species could benefit from learning to embrace their emotions as you have; they do not realize that they live but a half-life without them, hence our impending extinction. I believe that many of the brethren are aware of this - they just will not admit it. 

GT: *He was also looking down at her, giving him a sort of apparent detachment from Jor'rel's activities. Anyone who know him well enough would know though, his senses were quite sharp and quite focused. He would know through her if Jor'rel had done anything to frighten or hurt her. He would know, and he would act.* I doubt it Jor'rel. They are quite eager to erase all trace of emotion from amongst the brethren. They find it a pollution of our spiritually perfect Commonality. We may call it delusion, but they call it blasphemy. *he paused, his thumb moving against the back of her hand* If it were otherwise, the Commonality, or at least part of it, would have reached for me in my moments of captivity. But what I endured was silence.  

Jor: Your trial is proof of this; some condemn you out of fear, no doubt because you represent change, and change is a difficult thing to accept. But I also believe that you are far from the only Taelon to have discovered that hidden palette of feelings and emotions that lies within us all, but they do not possess the drive or courage to stand against the majority. They see in you what might have been if they had been stronger, and this causes envy, and so they seek to destroy what they covet. *He turns from his examination and sets the light tube down.* 

GT: Emotions weaken you Jor'rel... Granted, they make you able to endure the impossible. *there was a pause when his mind moved back to his time of incarceration and abandon, and discovered that even in that moment, his kind was not with him. There was only Cadence and his child to make him feel whole* A rare jewel, indeed, but they demand the heaviest of prices, and they take control of you. *he realized he was venting, the thoughts turned to muttered words before he had stopped them.* But you are correct, there are others... *his mind created the image of Zo'or, and a great rancor took over him. Their leader was a hypocrite to have decided with the rest of the Synod that T'than had to be considered outcast, a danger to the common thought, when he, Zo'or himself, embraced emotions so clearly. 

T'than focused on Cadence again. He had lost track for a moment, gone distracted by his own wonderings. But she seemed well, relaxed and calm.*

Jor: You are doing very well so far Cadence. Please try to keep that attitude. It is obvious that T'than is very possessive of you and I would hate to have to drop to my knees and beg for my life in your presence because he believed me to be distressing you. A very humiliating experience, trust me. *He smiles and winks at her and to his happiness she smiles back.* Very pretty - you should smile more. I can see why T'than desired you. *She blushed and the healer laughed, smiling at the General and rather enjoying his discomfort. T'than was still very young, despite the appearance that he cultivated and displayed to the others.* 

GT: *The healer always managed to disconcert him. It was the second time he had made allusion to T'than's protective tendencies. It might be that the General was acting paranoid, but there was something in the carefully chosen words, though said with no harmful intent, that made him quite uneasy... not to mention... Jor'rel's constant flattering of Cadence. Had T'than not been so disturbed by the healer's first set of words, he would have been staring furiously at him. He did not like that he built any sort of intimacy with her, as he seemed to be attempting to do.*

C - *So far his examination had been brief and cursory and she had just begun to relax when she saw him slip his hands into clear and tight-fitting gloves. They were a contrast to the rest of his body - long and slender, though the skin looked as aged as it did on his wrinkled face. She trembled as he stood over her, her own hands rhythmically gripping and letting go of the bedsheets.* Please... 

Jor: Do not fret - you will like this.

C - No I won't! Stop acting like this is a fun experience for me!

Jor: Every experience can be a fun experience if we make it so. Just relax please. *He brought his hands to her belly and laid them upon her, offering a reassuring smile as he began making circling motions, careful not to move the thin gown that was the only barrier between his touch and her skin, though it was no barrier at all, not to the minute and extremely advanced scanners which covered the entire surface of each glove over his palm and fingers. He extended his hands to them so they could see that if they looked closely, the gloves were not actually clear, the scanning devices looking like tiny dots against clear plastic. T'than seemed more interested than Cadence, who was looking up at him, trying to ignore what was happening. *

GT: *T'than observed but did not interfere. He did keep a close eye on every one of Jor'rel's movements. The healer had a tendency of becoming a little bolder than T'than would like. But he tolerated his behaviour because he had to.* Interesting device... *but T'than thought to himself if Jor'rel had lost the ability to simply feel with his hands and draw his own conclusions based on touch… or maybe... it was something more. He observed Cadence, his eyes narrowing to focus on her aura... there were no changes, in fact, she was relaxing - even her pulse against the fingers of the hand that held hers told him that.*

Jor: *He touched her again, looking more like he was caressing her sensually - his hands moving to just under her breasts, over the swell of her stomach and nearly below her waist but he stopped immediately when T'than's eyes flashed and he moved forward, a bit too quickly for Jor'rel's comfort. He stepped back and held up his hands.* 

GT: *Her hand had closed on his and that was enough to trigger his defensive mode. The healer backed away, as if the power of T'than's stare had pushed him* Have you not felt enough? Is your sensibility that dampened by age that you not only need those *he dropped his stare to Jor'rel's hands for a short moment* but that you have to prolong physical touch? *his tone obviously denoted that that last part bothered him very much.*

Jor: You do not understand. It is not what it looks like or inappropriate. I have spent millennia designing and advancing my own equipment, and these gloves, embedded with thousands of scanning devices, are the pinnacle of my expertise. By running them over the surface of the area in question, I can create a three-dimensional image of the body in real time. *he smiled almost pridefully. *

GT: *He raised a brow and looked down his nose at the healer* I thought you had already performed a full body scan... *and again his tone imbued a deeper meaning. He had not liked being tricked. Being left in the dark as to what each device did bothered him quite a bit also. He did not like surprises, especially those that exposed him in such a manner.* 

Jor: It is clear you still question my motives so allow me to offer you what you always seem to desire: Proof. 

GT: And just how... *but his phrase was interrupted by something that rendered him utterly speechless...*

Jor: *He swept the air with a hand and a sparkling datastream appeared and an image formed in ultimate clarity - a small child curled in the fetal position, her tiny body glowing in blue and pink. Delicate fingers flexed as she rested, a tiny fist coming to rub at still-closed eyelids. Her lips pursed as though she sought to suckle but then she became still again... sleeping.* 

Behold, your daughter. 
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GT: *T'than knew instinctively what the image was. The sight of his child, allied with the immediate recall of the feeling of her energy, stole a blush from him. His ivory skin was tainted in hues of purple and blue as the energy emission coursed through his body from head to toe. There were no adjectives to describe, only feelings, only the strongest of emotions that made the energy in his pathways run wild, and yet froze him on the spot as well. A true miracle... such as the joy and pride mirrored in Cadence's features.* # Our child...#  *T'than beheld the most precious of jewels, and at that moment he was sure it had all been worthwhile. *

C - *He stood just behind her and out of her vision as she lay and also watched the incredible image before them and so she had missed his blush, but she had felt it - like warm water pouring over her and she shivered pleasantly.* # Yes...ours...# So beautiful...*she murmured,* and she is Taelon! # Perfect and beautiful...like you...# *She squeezed his hand and looked up at him.* 

GT: # Much like you Cadence...# *But T'than knew she would not be Taelon, being gendered and born from the two of them. That fact was both a curse and a relief. She would be connected to his kind, but not bonded or restricted by it. Though it was still too early to say if the child would ever seek a bond with the Commonality... or even if they would ever let her tap into it. There were just so many ‘ifs’ regarding T'lana... but one thing they were certain of now: she was there, before their eyes... and T'than's dropped from Cadence's face and from the picture in the stream to look directly at where the infant lay.*

Jor: *He smiled softly at Cadence and then turned his focus to the datastream.* Not entirely Taelon, but close. However she also shares your heritage Cadence. You cannot see it now, but she has a matter-based shell, which will solidify only after she is born and samples the DNA from both of you, which will determine her ultimate appearance. It is much like the transformation of soft cartilage into bone that occurs in human infants. There are other, more subtle, aspects that would prove her human heritage also, but like you she is a hybrid, and unique. 

GT: *Uniqueness might lead her to loneliness... a shell might hide her from what she truly was, but others would know and fear her.* So her appearance will be that of a human after a while? In essence a Taelon, in appearance, a human... 

C - *She reached out, her fingers causing the stream to ripple slightly as she outlined the infant's form with them, stopping on one of several glowing cords of energy that looked to be holding the child suspended in place.* What are these?

Jor: T'than would recognize them, right General? 

GT: *T'than looked up at the image again, at the strings to which Cadence pointed, and nodded to Jor'rel's question.* The physical bond between the carrier and the child. 

Jor: They are the conduits that deliver sustenance from your body, to hers, such as when T'than offers energy. Your body filters it and it is changed to the resonance she requires and then delivered into her. You could think of it as your body breaking T'than's energy down into a form that is...digestible...for her. These conduits are simply a different form of umbilical cord. You will notice she has none and, *he offers another of his familiar winks* ...you will discover that she will have no navel because of this. 

GT: *T'than himself had none, as was with all Taelons. But Cadence, despite her change, had kept it. It was her body’s way of telling him that such was the mark of its essence and he would never erase it. She came from the womb of her mother still... and not from his re-creating hands.*

C - *Her attention was rapt upon him as she learned these new and fascinating facts about her child. With the exception of telling her when it would be born, Ne'shir had never spoken to her, except to tell her to be still or quiet, indifferent to Cadence's need to know about the new life growing within her, like any new parent.

She already loved T'lana, but this information was strengthening her bond with the child even more and little by little, her fear of this strange new healer was draining away.* It seems like a lot of cords to cut when she comes out, doesn't it? *she mused.*

Jor: *Jor'rel smiled again, but this time it was directed at T'than because he knew the other Taelon would also know how utterly unfamiliar Cadence was to the manner of Taelon childbearing. His expression wilted slightly then and he spoke sadly* Did Ne'shir tell her nothing? 

GT: No. Keeping her in ignorance was a way to better control us, and instill fear.. *Ne'shir could better manipulate her fears this way, and he never truly saw her as more than a scientific curiosity.* 

Jor: *Head shake* How unthinkable to leave her unaware of any facts at all. *He noticed Cadence looking at them and it was quite obvious she was about to burst with the question and he patted her hand.* T'than can tell you what you want to know. *Her large eyes moved to the other questioningly. * 

GT: *He acknowledged her with a momentary stare and just the barest hint of a smile in his eyes and then looked up at the image* The strings need not be severed by any of the human means. In time, they will become thinner, as the child grows more independent and able to control her body functions. Soon enough, they won't be more than tiny threads that will keep you connected physically until shortly before the birth. Once they sever completely, you will know the time has come for her to claim her independence from your body. In that moment, T'lana will be born into this world... *how that was to occur was something T'than did not know how to explain. * As Jor’rel has explained, her human traits will develop over time. Which leads me to believe the delivery will be done in the Taelon way, am I correct?

Jor: *Nodding* Yes - the conduits instead of an umbilical cord prove it without a doubt. I have been studying all the readings and...*he stopped and looked down. Cadence was tapping him lightly with her finger, obviously trying to be polite and not interrupt verbally but unable to contain herself much more, and he could tell that more questions were on the way.* How long did your mother suffer labor with you, child?

C - *She cocked her head - it was such an unexpected question.* Um...not long. I came quickly I am told.

Jor: An impatient baby then?

C - Yes...I mean, I guess so.

Jor: I am not surprised, and it seems that nothing has changed. *She tilted her head slightly, frowning and he almost laughed.* All right, ask your questions.

C - Well...*she looked at the stream and then back, nervously.* ...what do you mean, 'the Taelon way?' I assumed she would be born normally.

Jor: But normal for whom, Cadence? Surely you knew that birthing would be a very different matter for a species that does not possess gender. *His words were not mocking at all, merely conversational. She went quiet and Jor'rel had the impression that she was deep in thought.* 

GT: *He was actually surprised that she had found it so odd. After all, he had changed her and forced her body to accept modifications that would allow them to bond, and ultimately, to conceive. He was concerned however that those changes had not been enough, as it seemed her mind was still reluctant to embrace those aspects of being a Taelon. That is why she needed guidance. He remained silent, though somewhat anxious for Jor'rel to finish his trail of thought from before... the one about the energy readings.*

C - *Looking into herself she accessed the thought patterns that were translated into memories...T'than's memories and knowledge but was confronted by disjointed fragments. She wondered if she would ever sort it all out and shook her head in frustration. She could see the womb of the Mothership, and there were images of him there, gazing at two small pods. There were feelings as well; regret... anger. But nothing on birth...and no joy.* 

GT: *He felt her distance, for a moment closing their link somewhat to allow her to focus on her own mind. He observed her, and the many changes in feelings, some only translations of those of another.* # Cadence?# *he called after sensing such negative emotions in her.*

C - I apologize for being so limited in my knowledge, *she said, just a little sullenly. She felt like they were teasing her, or maybe it was just her pregnancy making her moody...but then again, she had always been that way.*

Jor: *He was amazed at the rapidity at which she could change emotions, and was nearly shocked when he saw the child mirror her mother's expression with a tiny pout of her own!* You were not only impatient, but you were a difficult child as well, I assume? 

GT: *T'than smirked at the question. Jor'rel had no idea.*

C - I was not! I was an angel! *She looks at T'than and then looks guilty.* No... that's a lie. My mother says I drove her to her wits’ end. I was... always asking questions... loud... I never stopped moving, even when she would try and put me down for naps. *Then she smiles and lifts a finger into the air* But my dad was never annoyed, *she said proudly.* 

GT: *Considering all that, T'than found himself thinking it was a miracle for her to have bent to his will... or perhaps, that was what she had been searching for all along. Someone who could handle her. There was nearly humor in those findings, but he kept his stony expression, wearing it as proudly as one would a Medal of Honor. *

Jor: Well, you may tell your mother she will finally have her revenge, *he says, still eyeing the child, but Cadence seemed to go melancholy suddenly for some reason and so he quickly changed the subject.* Your child's birth will happen normally... for a Taelon that is. If you call upon your logic, you will remember that his seed did not enter you as a human's would, so it would be logical to assume that your baby will enter the world from the place where you joined with T'than. 

GT: *Close enough, he thought. But he had not missed her momentary sadness. The call she made to her parents on the journey to Lyra 117 was still quite present in his mind. Even after all that time and everything that had happened, Cadence was still having a lot of difficulties in letting go of her humanity, or at least controlling it.*

C - *She was thinking about her parents; they were worried for her - Chandra had told her so. She wondered how long it would be before her mother convinced her father to come looking for her. She knew what Hayley would say when she found out about her union with T'than...but she wondered what would happen when she presented them with a grandchild... an alien grandchild....

Jor'rel's words brought her back into focus and she looked down at her belly, touching her lower abdomen questioningly with her fingertips.*

Jor: Yes, that is correct. She will emerge from your womb there.

C - How? How is that possible? *she asked, incredulous* I am matter... solid... unless you cut me...

Jor: No! No instruments of that sort will be used. Think of your joining Cadence...at the end...when you became non-corporeal. It involves those great changes I spoke of - you are human no more, and once again you will have a moment... at the pinnacle of your labor, when your body will... change, to allow your baby to emerge. 

GT: *He had remembered, when the both of them had become little more than a vortex made of their essences, particles intertwining, changing places in a sort of spiraling dance, until at last it ended, neither quite the same as when it had began. It would be the same when the child was born. She would take some of Cadence with her, and leave some of herself behind. That would bond them more strongly than affection, or love. They would share energy, essence, body and soul in a way. 

But Cadence was still very stuck to her matter-based form, not realizing it was just a shell, energy converted to flesh. It could be penetrated by energy without harm. And it could be trespassed by energy without harm... though possibly, with pain. He did wonder if he wouldn't have to prepare her for that, as he had done for their joining.* Can you estimate a time Jor'rel? How long do we have before the child is fully formed and demands to become independent?

Jor: *He gazes at the floating image of the baby girl for a moment and then brushes his fingers over the datapad.* I have Ne'shir's preliminary calculations as well as my own. Cadence is two months along now, and if all progresses as it should she should deliver in approximately nine to ten weeks. *His hand grazed her stomach lightly* The child is developing as any Taelon - fifty percent more rapidly than a human fetus. 

GT: *That did not give them long... but it was nearly as much time as he had had to change her into being able to join and conceive. It was hardly a relief, but at least all was well, and there were elements that could be predicted and recognized.* I see... *he was relieved, but there was suddenly a wave of concern, near panic, that invaded his being mercilessly. He looked down, rather alarmed.* #Cadence?#

C - *Her eyes widened and she tried to hide her expression by pretending to look at her rounded belly. In nine weeks she would have a baby to take care of. In nine weeks she would be a mother, and that little being would rely on her for everything. How terribly frightening! She had no idea how to take care of a baby! She had never had siblings or known anyone with babies. Suddenly she felt panicked - They should have discussed it more...maybe found another way through the Ka'atha'am...a baby...a TAELON baby! How would she take care of it? If it cried...No!...WHEN it cried...how would she know what it wanted, or needed?* 

GT: *Her emotions were barring his way; it was like fighting against a tide, trying to remain standing and still take another step towards the core of her concern. The effort was immense and his absence from the outer world became noticeable in his empty eyes; his irises constricted until they were naught but tiny dark blue dots.* #Cadence!# *he called again, but her thoughts were still running awry when he picked up quite clearly, shouts, as if subconsciously she wanted him to hear her. *

C - # I'm not ready! # *she thought. * 

GT: # You have time... you will be ready when the time comes.# 

C - # What if I am not a good mother? What if she hates me? #

GT: # Instinct will guide you, and she will not hate you. There will be a bond between you two Cadence, unbreakable, eternal, and stronger than any feeling. You will understand. T'lana and I will show you the way. There is time.# 

C -#  I need more than a few weeks to prepare! # *she shakes her head back and forth. * 

GT: # You are strong. T'lana would have never been conceived otherwise.# 

C - : # I'm scared! # 

GT: #The concept of faith was one you taught me. Need I now lecture you about it? # *In thought, he finally managed to reach her, having taken a step with each word, and was now close enough to simply grab her and hold her tightly against him.*  # I fear for the both of you as well, but I believe in what you are capable of. Our limits are only in our minds...# *he kisses her forehead then. *  # Believe.#

Jor: *The room had suddenly gone very quiet and the healer looked up from his notes to see Cadence blushing pink, shaking her head and apparently on the verge of tears. T'than was completely focused on her but silent, at least verbally and Jor'rel knew that his kind often did not use words to communicate. It was stunning that he had changed her so much that she had developed the ability also. Finally she seemed to calm down. T'than tried to coax her to lay back down but she shook her head and finally looked back at Jor'rel, and he offered a comforting smile.* Well, did you both work out the little problem, whatever it was? 

GT: *T'than blinked and raised his chin, facing the healer. Had his demeanor been one of such great absence that he had noticed their communication. Not many knew of the true dimension of their bond. But his answer was silence that spoke of how he would wish to remain. * 

Jor: You can tell me - you should tell me. I cannot offer you complete treatment if you keep things to yourselves. *He waits. * 

GT: *He looks down at her again, with an annoyed smirk twisting his lips. Jor'rel just never seemed to give up. It was certainly a trait that clashed with T'than's way of being.* 

Jor: All right... but if you change your minds, just remember that I am, *he grabs his ears and winks*...all ears! 

GT: *The general thought with an evil smirk that he would be all energy sparkles if he kept up that demeanor. The last thing he needed was a meddling and crazy doctor meddling around with his relationship with Cadence.*

C - *She bites her lip to keep from laughing and then sighs softly* Well, at least it doesn't seem like I will have to go through what my mother did and, as she puts it, 'squeeze a watermelon out of an opening the size of a dime.'

Jor: *Now it is his turn to be perplexed.* I did not have time to study all slang phrases from your culture. Please enlighten me.

C - *She shakes her head* It's not important...but, though her labor was only a few hours, she said it felt like an eternity in Hell. At least turning into glowy energy particles will be cleaner, and a lot less painful. 

GT: *That quickly vanquished all the nasty thoughts T'than had been entertaining about how to repay Jor'rel for his comedic tendencies. He looked at him, the first and genuine look of complicity exchanged between them. His look told Jor'rel to speak no further. It was too much... too much for one day.*

Jor: *He arches his eyeridge and folds his arms again.* In that it will be cleaner you are correct but... *he looks over at T'than. The girl had been very upset just seconds ago and he was unsure how to proceed. She was so emotional - easily frightened.*

C - But what? Why are you both looking at each other like that? Tell me! 

GT: *She would not give up, and surely she must have felt his distress over her question of before. So, acknowledging defeat - yes, because she would throw a tantrum - he decided then that it was best to end her agony instead of allowing her to dwell on the issue. The doubt would haunt her... she would question him silently until she knew or felt the answer. With a nod, he told the healer to proceed. His hand, still on hers, grabbed a little harder.*

Jor: Cadence, I have been a witness to the birthings of many different species, and in not one is the giving of life an uncomplicated, or painless matter. Even for us - Taelons, it is not. *He pauses for a moment.* Your body will have to shift through many frequencies until your energy resonates to match hers. Only when your energy signatures become identical will her body be able to pass through yours. The shifting will be your labor, the matching, its peak, and it is no simple task to achieve...and it is far from painless. *She wrapped her arms around herself, and as he expected her expression became fearful. She even paled, losing her pink blush of moments ago. Waving off the image of the infant he went to her and, taking her shoulders urged her to lie back.*

C - No... 

Jor: *gently* I insist. Just rest for a few moments now. You need not fear labor - it is a temporary condition and T'than will be there with you the entire time... and I believe that you will find the reward will make it all worthwhile. *She didn't look at all convinced and he stepped back to allow T'than to talk with her while he went about setting his case into order.* 

GT: *He waited until the healer was distant enough. # I am sorry, but it is the way it is... but you are prepared... remember all you have learned with me...# The birth of a Taelon is something that, when possible, both parents participate in. I will be there throughout the whole delivery, providing and guiding you. # Have I ever failed you in this respect?#

C - *She looked up at him, silently shaking her head.* 

Jor: *After a few moments he turned and stood near the bed.* My examination of Cadence is complete. It has been a day of much discovery and information for her and I will allow her a respite from further questions for now. 

GT: *T'than nodded his appreciation of the gesture. At least he was sensitive to her needs.* 

Jor: General, there is plenty of room on the bed. Please take a seat on it. 

GT: *He looks down at the bed, and with an arched brow, raises his eyes to meet Jor'rel. He wasn't liking that proposal...* 

Jor: *The Taelon looks genuinely confused and Jor'rel's eyes sparkle, the corners of his lips turning up a bit.* I believe in treating the couple as a whole, after all, you did not create the child separately, so why be treated as such? 

GT: You will be wasting your time. I am of perfect health, as your readings can confirm. 

Jor: The examination will not take long...if you are cooperative, that is. 
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GT: *How to tell him a good reason why he should decline? It was true, he and Cadence were one, for they were bonded. But not physically... not entirely. There was only T'lana.* I see no need for this examination Jor'rel. *and he could name many reasons why it shouldn't take place, number one being that Jor'rel might find things he was not looking for, and that could greatly compromise T'than. Though, somewhere deep inside the General knew there was already suspicion, if not certainty of Ne'shir's fate. The problem was, that if there was suspicion, acting nervously and denying it could only say that T'than had something to hide. On the other hand, submitting to that examination, would only give Jor'rel the whole picture. But maybe... another tactic.* But if you truly believe in the need for it, we can see to it sometime later. Cadence is still very nervous. *that was no lie... and it was a simple excuse* I would like the chance to calm her, and rest myself. Maybe in a few days I could make myself available... *as if he had anything better to do but walk around alone in his cell... but the extra time was of the essence. The important thing, was to not let Jor'rel realize it.*

Jor: And perhaps in a few days I shall sprout wings and fly away... one never knows, so it would be prudent to proceed now. 

GT: *The thought crossed his mind that tying Jor'rel to a spaceship and sending it out to nowhere would be a good way to make it come true. His face betrayed nothing; there was only the smirk and his eyes had squinted somewhat.* 

Jor: Please be seated. *Cadence had sat up on the bed, and she was stifling a giggle at his words. He was glad that she now had something else to focus on than the impending birth and its difficulties. Gesturing to the vacant spot next to her he again asked.* Please General, be seated. 

GT: *He was still not moving one inch. And it was progressively becoming just his reaction to Jor'rel's insistence. He couldn't boss him around even if he was Cadence's healer.* 

Jor: There is nothing to fear, young one and, *his eyes crinkle at their corners when he grins* Cadence will hold your hand if you are nervous. 

GT: *That positively infuriated him... fear, of a healer?! He, who had been on the front of battle so many times, who had commanded and many times battled directly with others? Who did Jor'rel think he was?!* 

Jor: *He looked at the girl again* What is it Cadence - why are you smiling like that?

C - Because you called him, 'young one.' T'than is older... and that is why he knows so much. *He looked after her completely, and to her, he was very wise, as only one who had lived thirty-five-hundred years could be!* 

GT: *The younger Taelon was akin to a marble statue; only his eyes moved in Cadence's direction, much like the spying Egyptian sculptures. Her words calmed him somewhat. The last thing T'than wanted to was to sound frightened, or fragile, or young. No one respected the young ones, and he had been an adult for quite some time. That Jor'rel saw him under such disrespect only made him want to ignore his requests. Children obeyed, but he had his mind set. There would be no examination. It was simply too dangerous.* 


Jor: Indeed he does, *Jor'rel replied softly. He was not about to argue with her and shake her security. T'than was far from ignorant, but the elder Taelon still saw much arrogance in him, arrogance that could cause recklessness if his pride were to get in the way of him admitting he did not have the answer to something. However, his condition was merely that of youth, and Jor'rel remembered being different also when he was that age. But that did not mean that he could not employ a bit of levity, at least for Cadence's sake.* However, even the wise have been known to cringe in the presence of the medical profession, as well as the young, and, compared to me, T'than could still be considered a child. *It was true, but he knew Cadence did not see T’than that way, and his tone had not broken her confidence in him. He could tell by her smile and the mischief in her eyes that she believed him to be just teasing.*

C - *She looked up at T'than and took his hand, pulling him down next to her, her face bright as she enjoyed a rare chance to play with him.* Are you scared, child? *she asked with mock innocence, using the term that was used on her all the time.* 

GT: *Could a Taelon's ears let out smoke? Well, close enough. T'than's features were so tense as he tried not to throw her a murderous look. It was all too visible that he was not enjoying the situation at all. His sense of humor had never been great, and on that occasion he found no reason to laugh. Especially because, he was the one being laughed at.* 

C - *She was rather enjoying his expression.* Do not worry, I will protect you! *she laughed lightly. With Jor'rel there, he would not scold her and she was lost in the fun.*

GT: *All Cadence did was help Jor'rel in the end. T'than was left without a choice, so finally he sat down. His pathways felt covered with prickling needles - his nervousness combined with his fury was making his energy positively erratic! He closed his eyes for a moment, wanting to control it, shun away his emotions. They were strong, so very strong... Cadence wasn't helping either...*

Jor: *He approached him* Thank you for your cooperation T'than. I always appreciate it when a patient helps to make my job easier.

C - But it's so hard, because he is just a child! *giggle* 

GT: *He tensed, but his features were again made of stone as he did his best to simply ignore her. But her aura was close, so was her cruel and childish joy... he could feel it even when he decided to ignore it.*

Jor: I shall begin with a simple body scan...

C - *whisper* Better not... he'll be afraid - he is just a child! 

GT: #Cadence...# *he hissed, into her mind. He needed the concentration. He needed it if he was to have any chance to beat the healer's devices, to fool them as to the energy running in his pathways. *

Jor: *He thinks he may have just created a monster*...It is... more specific than the crystal you held, for it takes much more detailed readings of small and varied areas of the body, like your eyes. *He holds up a small device that looks like a spoon, only the oval spoon itself is clear and threaded with small wire-like conduits over its small surface.* Please focus both of your eyes and follow as I move it back and forth.

C - *singsong voice as she squeezes his hand* T'than is a chyyy-ld. 

GT: *His other hand on the gurney had balled into a tight fist. She was downright disrespecting him. At that point, T'than had no problem hating the healer, for it was his fault alone for feeding Cadence's will to get back at him. But while she was enjoying her little funny vendetta, she could be putting them both in danger. He cast her a sharp and meaningful glance; while being examined, it was possible that any silent communication would show. The effort to simply remain calm and follow instructions was so great. But admitting that he minded Cadence's words would be indeed the reaction of someone immature, so he focused on what the healer was doing.*

Jor: Very good, now please extend your arms and open your hands, palms up. *He waits patiently while the War Minister looks at Cadence and then finally at him and the scanner, a bit sharply, he might add, but he finally complies. Jor'rel watches his fingers flex and curl as he tests their sensitivity by aiming mild sonic waves at them as well as the palms themselves. These exams were all cursory and meant to relax him for more in-depth analysis which the healer knew the other would object to.* Very good - you may relax for a moment now. So far, all is well. 

C - *Taking his hand again she smiles.* Awww, he said you are doing well, little one! 

GT: I told you this was a waste of time. # and my patience!.# *he hissed into Cadence's mind. He was about done with the whole thing. He would take no more of that... humiliation.*

Jor: *He smirked but erased it immediately when T'than cast him a murderous glance and he turned, picking up another object and carefully calibrating it, careful to not turn around until he was certain that the War Minister had completed what he wanted to say to his playful mate.* 

GT: *Good, at last some privacy. Harshly, he pulled his hand from hers.* # Be silent Cadence, lest I am the one that need to go back to treating you like a child. We are in danger from this exam, but your thirst for making fun of my situation is blinding you to that. Should he see Ne'shir's energy still inside me, what do you think will happen you foolish girl!# *he paused, trying to regain his calm and not be so tough on her.* # I need the concentration, if I am to sabotage his results. So please... surrender your fun and let me focus!# *he straightened up and looked at the healer again; his eyes were empty for a moment, as he forcefully tried to make his body go back to the numbness that all Taelons felt upon slowing down their energy frequency. It wasn't working very well...*

Jor: *By the time he turned back, Cadence was pouting and T'than looked annoyed all the way around, but when they saw what he was holding in his hands, Cadence's eyes went dark and serious and to his surprise, he saw fear move across T'than's face like a sluggish stormcloud.* What is it? 

GT: *That device... pain hit him before even the memories. He remembered it well, too well... the memory was alive, for the pain was quite real even then. What was the healer attempting to do, kill him?* 

Jor: *He was genuinely concerned. T'than's momentary loss of arrogance had stripped his soul naked and the old healer had not liked what he had glimpsed... It had been more than fear; it was the very roots of terror itself.* 

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

GT: *He muttered* I know that device well, and it is not one to be used by a healer, but a butcher. What are you trying to do Jor'rel, kill me? I survived it once... *his words bore the tone of a warning, but also much alarm, to T'than's dislike* I would do it again... *at great cost, and still he doubted it.* I can even tolerate insults, but not this. I am quite tired of your games! This examination is over! 

C - *His mental scolding of her was instantly forgotten, and she grabbed his upper arm with both of her hands, pressing her body close to his. His fear was crashing over her; how dare Jor'rel? She had trusted him and now he was frightening T'than. For anyone to bring out such an emotion in him was an insult and she would not have it!* Get away from him with that! *she hissed* Don't you even THINK of touching him with that!

Jor: *He shook his head in confusion; one moment all had been calm, Cadence's lilting, teasing voice chiding T'than and now she was shaking with rage and fear, and the Taelon... that arrogant demeanor he was already associating with him was completely blotted out with a grimace of fury, but it was donned too late, for Jor'rel had already seen the horror that had come before.*

You both have nothing to fear - it is merely a device that I will place over his main pathway to sample a small amount of his energy... 

GT: *The ghostly pain resurged, sharp and searing hot in the very centre of his pathway. He blinked slowly, attempting to cast it away and leaned more heavily against the bed. To not forget, what a curse it could become. He had felt the embrace of death as it gripped him harder and harder, as all his life force was sucked away from his chest... and to his shame, he had been afraid, to depart, to be alone.*

C - I know what it's for! *she shouted,* and I know what it does! I watched them! I watched as they drained his energy off with it and shot it away into the air! *she was sobbing, tears streaming over her cheeks.* I watched... as... they killed him... little by little! *She thought the experience on Lyra 117 was behind them. She had refused to think about it, and now it was laid fresh before her again. She could hear him cry as they drained him, their laughter a cruel echo to his torment. She had been forced to participate too when Vedra had laid the remote for the device beneath her shoulder, Borath's hated touch and the pain they inflicted on him making her the ultimate weapon in his near destruction.* 

GT: *Both he and Cadence seemed to have been swallowed by the memory. A chain reaction... first her shock, then the pain of recognition, the memories, and now their feelings of before, combining to become a huge tsunami of emotion. Not all the meditation in the world could erase the memory, the persisting ache... the fear of dying, of rape...* 

Jor: *He stepped closer to her, the device still in one of his hands while the other reached out to soothe though she backed off.* Who Cadence? Who did that?

C - *She looked over at T'than, her eyes seeming to dominate her face in their largeness, her tears stopped, her cries silenced. Delicate fingers reached out to touch his face. His look was stoic but his pain was tangible...to her.*

The Jaridians did it. *she whispered, never taking her eyes from T'than.* They... tortured him with a device just like that one... and they made me help them. He almost died! 

GT: *He turned his face to look at her but said nothing. Their complicity was in their pain, one that had bonded them together as much as love did. There was no need for words.*

Jor: How disgusting...*he uttered, revolted.* I assure you that they must have modified it then, for it is truly a benign device, meant only to take the smallest sample and analyze it. *He switched it on, hoping to show them the truth, but two sets of eyes were locked on glowing blue lights moving around the perimeter of the circular device. He set it into T'than's hand and it began to hum softly.* As you can see... 

GT: *His eyes locked in the device, the humming and pattern of the lights enhancing the clarity of the memory of it being placed against his chest; the first pain and the pressure in his main pathway, the vacuum that sucked all particles that had fled trying to escape its claws; and then finally the sight of his own life force becoming no more than electricity that disappeared without anything to feed it. Could this be what the humans called trauma? He did not think any Taelon had ever experienced it... perhaps because none had survived that device before him. His body refused to respond. To let it fall and break, to throw it away. T'than was still trapped inside the vision.* 

Jor: *There was a tingling against his throat and his eyes moved to the side. More quickly than he would have thought possible, Cadence had leapt from the bed and stood beside him, a small hand extended and blushing brightly, bluish-white waves rippling outward from her chest almost imperceptibly, though her arm was white with vivid light. He was not aware if she possessed enough energy strength to kill him, however she could injure him at least. His main concern however, was her baby. If she let go a strong enough discharge she could severely impair her health.*

C - Take it away.

Jor: Cadence...

C - TAKE IT AWAY I SAID! I won't allow him harmed again... NOT LIKE BEFORE! 


Jor: *He reached for the device and took it back and shut it down.* Cadence, please stop. 

GT: *He  snapped out of his trance when the device disappeared from sight. And there was something calling to him. Her strength, her fury. She was absolutely beautiful to his eyes at that moment. Her aura was dazzling, shining with all its might, to the point that even the eyes of others could see it. He looked at the healer, but still did not utter a single word, his silent standing with Cadence.*

C - Now destroy it!

Jor: *His eyes met the General's. Surely T'than knew that Jor'rel could probably stop her, but the healer remained still. He was aware of the psychology of this situation. Cadence felt that she had failed the one she cared about most, though he was certain there was no way she could have done anything against Jaridian warriors. But she needed to feel as though she could protect him, and she was doing a pretty good job actually, but his eyes met T'than's, silently asking for cooperation.* General, you have my word that I mean you no harm, but I *must* ascertain your health. You are sharing great amounts of your energy to sustain the child, and now I am to understand that your health was recently compromised during what sounds like a traumatic situation. 

GT: Do not be concerned about my health Jor'rel. *he said at last* I endured so far, and I will endure it as long as it is required of me to do so. It is Cadence who needs assistance, not I. 

Jor: I can complete the exam with alternative methods but, your child's life depends on not only Cadence, but you as well. *His face softens with great compassion.* Please sir, allow me to make sure that you are well. I have the utmost respect for what you both have achieved... I wish to see it reach fruition. 

GT: Respect? *he looks down at the healer’s hand, the one holding the device.* Your most recent action speaks otherwise... *but it could be that Jor’rel was speaking the truth. He could not have known. No one truly knew what had happened besides he and Cadence* though... you could not have known. *not unless he had contact with the Jaridians. The thought seemed quite absurd. Vedra and the others hated anything Taelon.*

Jor: *His eyes again flick to the side and a wry smile shapes his lips and he says, * I believe that I am in need of your assistance. *Cadence's glowing hand was sending tingling threads of hot energy to graze his facade with tiny pinpricks of sensation.* 

GT: *He places his hand, gently, on Cadence's arm. # Let go... we need him, for now.# *he looks at the healer again.* I will not allow such an intrusion of my body. I can offer you a small portion of my energy for analysis. *his tone was strangely calm, almost as if his emotional centre had worn off all capacity to feel during the recall.* That will be the limit of my cooperation Jor'rel. I am, quite honestly, in need of time to myself... as is Cadence. This kind of emotional distress is harmful to the child, and harm should be the last thing you would want to cause.

Jor: *T'than was right, and he smiled briefly to acknowledge this. His smile turned to a look of shock instantly when there was a flash and momentary heat against his hand, like a hot gust of wind, and then the sound of his analyzing device shattering, its blackened remains spread over the smooth floor between his boots and the bed. He looked to his side; Cadence was standing there, her hands behind her back, looking like an innocent little girl. Her reflexes had been quick, her aim perfect, and she had been so fast he had not seen her attack.* 

GT: *His eyes dropped to the device on the floor, but only for the shortest of moments. He did not look at her either, only directly at the healer again, as if he found that action of no consequence, and one that needed no reprimand or justification. The reminder of their nightmare was now nothing but pieces of organic metal, no longer functional or threatening. It was a relieving moment, for the both of them, and now they could set the memories aside again and proceed.*

Jor: Cadence? That was wrong. I had no intentions of using it, for I realize now the distress it caused both of you. *There was definite reprimand in his voice, though gentle. He waited for an answer or apology, but instead she turned and scrambled up onto the bed, just behind the Taelon, watching over his shoulder with large and wary eyes. The old Taelon was once more amazed at the change in her - first childish, then protective and vicious, and now vulnerable again.

Perhaps that was her appeal, and he understood it from where he had come from - the whirling vortex of emotions - unpredictable. The mystery of a female. He smiled to himself, for he had known it himself, but that was a long time ago...* 

GT: *He had followed her figure, briefly, as she had returned to the bed, but now his eyes were on Jor'rel again* You worry too much about your devices. Surely, it was not the only one capable of gathering energy amongst your paraphernalia...

Jor: *He sighed audibly* Very well T'than. I will incorporate a more old fashioned approach. *He held up a slim, glass flask.* This is just a test tube, modified so the energy you offer cannot escape. The other device, *his eyes move to the floor and then back to Cadence,* would have taken the sample and instantly assessed it and given me very accurate and detailed information. 

GT: Certainly, one with your expertise would not need a device to obtain such results. They are standard procedure. *he said it quite matter-of-factly, but there was still a hint of arrogance in his tone.* 

Jor: I can still ascertain this information, however I will need to analyze it manually. *He holds it out to the General* Palm down please. I will need enough to fill this flask. *He waits for T'than to place his palm over the opening at the top and then he watches as the tube begins to glow as it fills.* 

GT: *Cadence had done well in destroying the analyzer. If it had been the one to take energy instead of T'than supplying it, the results would have been very different. T'than focused on his palm, on the remnants of the shaqaravah that lay dormant, and little by little he moved some of his energy to it so it could flow inside the flask. He did his best to control it, to filter it, so that only a very small portion of Ne'shir's energy would be contained in the sample. In fact, it should be in so small a quantity, that it could easily be seen as a mistake in the readings...*

Jor: *He caps it off and sets it into a small collection device and he watches information appear slowly in several rows on his pad. He watches it for a few moments, his expression neutral before he sets it aside and sits down in the chair across from the bed.* I believe that, more than caring for the health of the body, that a physician must also guard the health of the soul. 

GT: *He had tried to read from afar the data that had appeared on the screen, but most of Jor'rel's body was shielding it from his view. Behind him, Cadence lay still, her energy returning to its usual hum, a melody that he listened to very carefully to relax. But it seemed the healer was set on disturbing them furthermore. T'than had no reservation in acting rather annoyed as the healer took a seat close to them. He listened to Jor'rel, his eyes contemplating the healer as one who watched a bug crawl around and couldn't entertain any thought but the one of crushing it.* 

Jor: In that regard, I thought that the three of us should converse. You may relax T'than - my examination is complete, however you will both be seeing me regularly from now on.

C - And after the baby is born you will leave? *she hadn't meant the words to sound so hopeful and looked down, a little embarrassed, but Jor'rel only filled the room with another rich laugh.*

Jor: Oh child, you are truly a delight! Well, I suppose I could leave but, I find that the return home pleases me. Besides, your child will need care and I expect that you also will be needing my services again. 

GT: *Not if he could help it. A day in the company of Jor'rel had been quite enough for T'than, and there were at least sixty-three days to go until the birth...*

C - I won't... I am quite healthy, I promise you.

Jor: *He could not repress another full smile at her words, spoken with such certainty.* My dear Cadence, if you and T'than have as high of a fertility rating as I think you do, you will indeed need my services again.

C - No... I don't think so. This will be the only one... I'm sure of that. 

GT: *He was quite sure as well. After all, the urges of the Ka'atha'am weren't so strong anymore. His attraction to her was now of another nature. The impulse to join was not that of mating, but of sharing. Of course, he was not about to offer that information to Jor'rel.*

Jor: *He laughed again, but contained himself somewhat.* Well, I suppose you can both practice abstinence. *The girl looked up sharply and the Taelon looked like he might have something to say about that suggestion and the old healer could not repress another good-natured look at them. *

I agree, abstinence is so boring, so I expect to see you both back here in the future. *pause* Speaking of sex... tell me General, despite your confinement, have you and Cadence been able to steal some moments together? 

GT: *He had to blink to make sure he had just heard what he thought he had heard...  *

Jor: I cannot help but notice from your readings that your stress levels are extremely high, due to current circumstances I am sure. But sex is a wonderful tension reducer. 

GT: *His hands, behind his back, balled into fists. He could think of other ways to relieve stress... his expression and his squinting eyes were very suggestive of what they were.* 

Jor: So please enlighten me: Have you been engaging in sex, and if so, how often? 

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

GT: *He let out a rather exasperated growl.* That is none of your business. It is called privacy for a reason! *he paused to bite back his annoyance. Jor'rel seemed... entertained with his explosion.* We have not requested your services so you could ascertain the reason for my stress, or the cure for it. Though I could think of a way to relieve it... *his eyes spoke the rest; they were glittering, almost predatorily at Jor'rel.* 


Jor: *He was undaunted, and just cast the General a benevolent smile.* Yes, you would like to see me join my device on the floor there, and yes I am sure that would indeed be a wonderful stress reliever for you, however let us hold off on that for now shall we, and continue with our conversation. *Jor'rel had long since learned in his dealings with children to just ignore their tantrums. T'than was indeed a child and had he been human he would not have had many years on Cadence.* 

GT: *He stood back, baring a smirk of his own.* I am glad we have reached an understanding. *he still needed limits, and the healer was coming too close, to the point where T'than felt his space was being invaded. Indeed, Jor'rel had just stepped on his toes, which was rather unwise.* And you may shun your hopes of future conceptions. The Ka'atha'am has ended for me; the culmination and terminus was the moment when our child was conceived. *Though he had not lost his sexual drive it was strange to think of the term, for he had not thought of their relations as sex. The word was so... animalistic, so allied with the instinct behind the Taelon's notion of sharing, of joining...*

Jor: I see that both of you doubt my words on future conceptions. Allow me to bring you both up to date: Taelons conceive during the drives of the Ka'atha'am, which you can both attest to. You will both be pleased to know that your energy levels are back to near normal readings and the condition no longer afflicts you. *Cadence looked relieved, and so he continued.* However, we are not discussing two Taelons here - Cadence is a hybrid, and now that her body is open and able to receive your energy, you may trust that Ka'atha'am will not be needed in the future to conceive, and most likely, neither of you will ever suffer it again for, during your joining T'than, you also took small elements of her humanity. 

GT: *He knew that; he had willingly accepted some changes, changes concerning his emotions and his development as an individual.* I am somewhat aware of this. But I do not see how changes of the emotional forum can have an influence on fertility Jor'rel. The rest of me remains the same, except for the fact that I have spent my reproductive energy during our joining. 

Jor: You are still quite Taelon, but you have been rewarded with… the gift of unrestricted procreation. *He paused. Cadence looked utterly shocked and Jor'rel had a feeling that she felt that she  had been the only one to suffer changes.* 

GT: *He had not been expecting that... and it showed on his face. The gift of unrestricted procreation... did that mean that he was not sterile anymore, like most of his species? That he was not restricted to Ka'atha'am, a cycle none of them could predict and that many had not felt for thousands of years? That was a mind-twisting revelation.* You mean to tell us that we are both fit to reproduce... at whim?

Jor: I do not know if either of you could conceive with anyone else - I could run tests to determine an answer, but I doubt that the question of other partners enters into your thoughts. Just know that with your attuned natures that, when you couple, you may yet again conceive. 

GT:* He was still getting accustomed to the idea. So that was the solution... the solution to their barren nature. However there was still the question... Cadence could not reproduce again if she didn't survive the birth. That was still a huge uncertainty, though he preferred not to dwell on it too much.*

C - That's if he is ever allowed freedom. *she grumbled.* That stupid trial... they want... they want to take him away from me...*she held his hand and looked down. It was the most she had said regarding his impending stand before the Synod since before his arrest. *

Jor: *He rose gracefully from the chair and went down on one knee before the bed, his robes pooling around him in colorful profusion and he lifted her chin and made her look at him.* Sc'orr is T'than's advocate, and I can think of no one with more wisdom than he to make the others see reason.

C - *It was such an un-Taelon-like pose: to kneel, but his clicking beads, woven robes and humor showed that he was no ordinary Taelon. Sc'orr was not at the top of her list of favorite people and Taelons at the moment but Cadence needed so much to be able to believe that T'than would be okay - that he would be given back to her, and she eagerly grabbed at the slender thread of hope that Jor'rel offered. She looked first at T'than, and then back at the sympathetic healer.* Do...you really think so? Do you believe it? Please don't lie to me... 

GT: *He simply watched, pretending not to be paying much attention. His trial... yes, before Cadence gave birth to the child, they still had to surpass that difficulty. With Jor'rel's findings... T'than was quite sure the Synod would have the proof they needed as to his chance, but... that he could procreate again - that might work in their favour too. The worst would be if they made him procreate with others...*

Jor: *He didn't hesitate* I most certainly do believe it. If anyone can see to it that T'than regains his freedom, Sc'orr can. That is why I must stay, because you are going to be delivering many more babies in this infirmary. *She shook her head, but she was blushing and smiling, and now that she was reasonably calm, and the Taelon seemed to be as well, he continued.* Well T'than, though you may wish to keep your intimate life locked behind bars, I am still changing your file. 

GT: *His brow arched in a "really?" kind of way.* 

Jor: You will continue to be brought to Cadence's room on the days listed on your schedule, however I am doubling the time you will be allowed to remain with her. *he winked* Use it accordingly, and remember that until the final week or so of her pregnancy, you may both...indulge yourselves as you see fit. 

GT: *Meddling old Taelon. T'than straightened up and looked down his nose at the other. He said nothing, though he could well see the advantages in spending more time with Cadence. He needed it so, and it was sheer torture to be away from her sometimes.*

C - *She could not hold back a little grin and she whispered into his mind* # I think I am beginning to like this healer...# *In their minds, she licked his ear* # I think I will be more than happy to follow his orders...# 

GT: # In this instance, I do not need orders... but I relish the opportunity.# *In their minds, his fingers moved over her face and trailed a path down her chin, stopping all too suggestively just before they reached her cleavage.*

Jor: My visit here today is nearly complete, however, I would like to know how you are feeling T'than, about your trial. As I said, you are tense and talking about these things can be of benefit. 

GT: *He goes silent and turns to Jor'rel.* I have my way of dealing with disturbing issues Jor'rel. *The Taelon way was to deal with them alone, despite the irony of the fact that the Commonality should be the soothing voice in every Taelon's mind. Knowing they were not alone... when all of them were in the greatest sense. What an illusion...* 

Jor: I assure you that anything said in this room to me will remain strictly confidential. *He raised and eyeridge as he retook his seat, waiting to see if T'than would speak of the event, or just look at him with scorn and tell him to leave...* 

GT: *He immerses them all in a moment of deep silence, and then, against all odds, he begins.* The impending trial is obviously disconcerting. With each passing day I have the feeling that more than just my life is being decided on by it. But there is no point dwelling on the outcome or in wanting things to go back to the way they were. *he makes  pauses, walking around the bed.* 

C - But...they can't just...kill you, can they? *she asked worriedly.* I know they don't care if I need you, but....


GT: I know they cannot order my destruction, for I am needed to help in bringing this child to life. But we have yet to see if their curiosity will doom or save me. Sc'orr has been away for too long to fully predict their way of thinking... but I have lived all my life amongst them, and despite my changes, I am not naive. 

Jor: *Despite the gravity of the issue he looked pleased; T'than was talking, and allowing Cadence into the conversation as well. The War Minister said otherwise, but he needed to speak of it, for the sake of his health. But Jor'rel made sure to remain the comforting voice in the room. Sc'orr had briefed him on impending events and the situation was indeed serious, but Jor'rel believed as Sc'orr did, that there was always hope, even in the most hopeless of circumstances.* Of course you are not naive to the ways of our species - I never intended for you to think I believed otherwise. Though I would not have been one of your proponents during your military campaigns, I am not blind to the fact that that you displayed stunning excellence in your field, and that excellence came from your knowledge of your own people. 

GT: *He nods at Jor'rel, but leaves his thanks at that.* The issue is Jor'rel, that the others feel that I am no longer suitable to perform my duty as Synod member, or even as War Minister. And there are quite a few willing to take my place, and who will do anything to accomplish it. Those are the ones who find me now unworthy – polluted. Carrying a piece of humanity within me is enough for them to consider me inferior. Sc'orr also has this flaw... I am not sure they will listen to the old ways.

Jor: Sc'orr is already engaged in in-depth study of his defense arguments in preparation for the trial and I shall be helping him. Also, there are some on the Synod who will favor you and now, we just need to sway the others to favor you as well. *He looked almost smug; he believed there could be victory.*

C - Why? *she asked defensively.* Why do you care? Why does Sc'orr? It seems to me that his entire species is against him. They have forgotten their history and now want to just... throw him to the dogs! So tell me Jor'rel, why do you care? 

GT: *It was actually quite a pertinent question. He halted his steps nearly in front of Cadence, where he had been seated not long before. His eyes were on the healer, as he too demanded an answer for the question. T'than had asked Sc'orr for help because he had not known of anyone else that could help Cadence, not necessarily him. They didn't see eye to eye... the circumstances had brought a truce between them, but T'than would hardly call him a friend.*

Jor: Why? *he asked softly* Because we are a dying race Cadence. We were dying two thousand years ago when a Taelon who had formerly been my protégé was sent to your planet to see if your species might hold the precious answer to our survival. Many such scouts were sent across this galaxy and others, and no species held the kind of tremulous promise that yours did. However humanity was still too un-evolved. Ma'el, the scout who came here, believed that humanity's capacity to adapt, as well as their minds' with that constant yearning to explore and to know, would be our salvation... in time. But some Taelons did not wish to wait, and so we came too early, and some, *his eyes unconsciously flicked to T'than,* saw your species as one only worthy of being enslaved and conquered. 

GT: *They hadn't had much of a choice. It was either come to earth or remain behind and be slaughtered... or die, slowly. They needed to fight the Jaridians... they needed to find a way to survive and breed again. They had taken the risk... and yes, he and others had sought to enslave the human race, change them into becoming what the Taelons needed. It was a matter of survival; survival of the fittest... though comparing a dying, though evolved race, with a primitive but fertile one, offered food for thought. Even now... T'than didn't think of them much differently. They were still inferior... Cadence... she had been different. That was all he could think of to give it all some sense. She was not like the others.* 

Jor: I refused to be a part of it and so I left, content to live out my life without the voices of my brethren to soothe me. But then came a message from Sc'orr that one of our own had consensually joined with a human, with no outside scientific force to drive them. I was not sure, and I dared not believe, but when I met you both, and saw the data regarding this most unique conception I realized that though here on Earth too early, life found a way. 

GT: *The proof of it rested and grew inside Cadence. 

T'lana... their miracle* 

Jor: You both taught each other courage, and how to allow a piece of yourselves to live within the other. You Cadence, are now joined to us forever because there is much of us within you. *He gestured to T'than,* T'than in turn accepted a part of your humanity within him, and up until now that is what has held the Taelons back  - the courage to become what many would consider contaminated. But it is not contamination. It is completion, for that bit of humanity is the missing piece of the puzzle of our waning existence. 

GT: *Both he and Cadence remained silent, just listening in a kind of awe. T'than had thought to himself only moments ago that this could be so. He had thought logically, but not with certainty. To hear it from the mouth of another who had reached the same conclusions was almost devastating... devastating to all he knew of himself, of their agenda on Earth. The familiar warm feeling of hope was ignited inside him again. Not hope for himself... but for his species. In the end... he had not betrayed them at all. Despite not knowing it, he had helped them. It lifted the largest of weights from his shoulders.*

Jor: The Synod must be made aware of this - T'than must prevail. His duties will go beyond being War Minister; his guidance will be needed to teach those of us who are willing, how to step out of their perfection and in doing so, become far more than they have ever been. They must be taught to embrace humanity...and each must embrace a single human. When that finally occurs, Taelon will live again with healthy and viable children. 

GT: *History did repeat itself after all... as once the Taelons and the Jaridians had split. T'than was quite sure the same would happen now in his race. There would be those who would refuse to take such steps. Would they be creating a new race, another enemy to the old Taelon race, or would they die before that could happen? Children against parents, all over again... A legacy that could end in death. That concerned him... 

And they would still have to see if T'lana would survive, if she herself would be fertile, and if her lifespan would be great. That would be the proof that others would require.* 

Jor: *He once more stepped close to her, penetrating her very depths with his stare.* That is why I, and others who are so enlightened, seek to help T'than. I do not know how you both came to be together, but by taking you, T'than may have shown us how to save our species from extinction. What he has achieved is a miracle - you and your child are a miracle.

C - No... not me...*she shook her head and rested it against T'than, who had seated himself next to her again to listen as Jor'rel had spoken, weaving them in a spell like an old storyteller.* It is T'than who is special. I am... was... just a volunteer who came here to work...that's all. 

GT: *No... not just a volunteer. He would have passed by her, ignored her had it been so. She had been more than that, even back then. It had always given him food for thought: why had he felt so inebriated by her? At first, there were the emotions, so strong in her that he coveted so. Yes, the thrill of feeling, something his kind had lost over the years, but that he had tasted mildly even as a child. How could he explain this to the healer? How could he explain this to others, to tell them what to seek? What happened to him could have happened to any other. Looking down at her, he rediscovered how thankful he was that such fortune, for better or worse, had befallen him. His hand came to caress her hair for a fleeting moment; he was still in a sort of trance from all he had heard, and from her silent presence inside him.* 

C - *The old healer's words had touched her deeply. He was saying that T'than had quite possibly saved his species, and yet they persecuted him! HE was the special one, not her. She rubbed her eyes and politely stifled a yawn. Jor'rel had been there for over an hour and her emotions had traveled through the entire spectrum and now she just felt drained, and yet at the same time, contented. *

GT: We should go Jor'rel... she needs rest... This conversation can wait for another day. *Slowly, he slid from the bed, helping her to lie down. He pulled the sheets over her body and his hand again came to caress her cheek. His existence had finally met its meaning, and it had been through her... but that was something she needed to feel for herself. No one could tell her... no one could make her believe.* My miracle... my gift. *That said, he walked towards the other Taelon, only acknowledging his presence with a nod. He waited for Jor'rel to gather his paraphernalia and then walked him out of the room.* 

C - *She half listened to their soft Taelon voices while allowing her mind to wander to a future time when she hoped that, if his species demonstrated wisdom that there would yet be a day when she and T'than would be free to raise their family in freedom, and in peace.*

To Be Continued…
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