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T’than’s Trial

Part One

The Beginning

 
Z: *The room was still empty for the most part, the distant corners being the first to echo with the first hints of noise. Even at that, it was Taelon discussion marked by forced pleasantries and graceful admonitions of solemnity. Zo'or had been the first Taelon to arrive in the deliberations room. There was no name for it, and until now, it had not yet been used. Yet now, it seemed appropriate to remove the proverbial dust, and make room for a trial that would mark their history. For the good or bad, to his benefit or not, he wasn't sure.

The dimmed lights began to rise, and the rest of the room began to illuminate. At first one might be surprised by it, yet the stadium size of the circular room would be impressive to any species. Gargantuan it wasn't, there were not enough Taelons to even make that practical. Despite that, it was its purpose that gave it its stature. There were the rows of seats that soon would contain bright scrutinizing eyes. The center pit of sorts, contained the accused, the defense, and the prosecution. The row that ran the circumference of that area would seat the Synod members, a special seat saved for Zo'or, which was differentiated solely by a slight rise that brought it higher than the surrounding chairs. Opposite that, and still in direct view of the accusation area, was a few seats reserved for special guests, and witnesses. Cadence would be there, Zo'or mused, Naor'rin most likely. Then, feathering out from the center, laid circular row upon row of chairs, chairs that rose into the height of the room.

Soon those rows would be full with Taelon “guests.” Most of them had been chosen by their castes to represent them there. Others had been chosen to use themselves as relays; representatives of the entire Commonality, who would carry the trial out into the far corners of space, wherever there might be a Taelon to find.

Zo'or negotiated toward the floor to find his seat. Normally he would great the visiting Taelons as they arrived, but in this case, he found himself favoring his own seat. He limited his greetings to nods in the general direction of entering delegates, and a few salutes to those who went to the trouble to meet him.*

Ar'en: *The consequences of madness were always appalling; and Ar'en had not seen such a spectacle of madness in quite a long time, he mused as he quietly stepped onto the floor. He had prosecuted many trials, and defended possibly an equal amount of others. There was not much to the Taelon justice system; frankly, it was hardly ever used.

But when it was, it was rare, and in turn, a serious matter.

T'than's trial had the makings of a spectator sport. Or a lynching.

He did not feel sorry for T'than. He could not. That was not his job. Winning was, and he felt that he ought to win. T'than was wrong, essentially, at the core, corrupt in his thinking; and he would prove it.

A few of the Synod members were starting to arrive. He spotted Sc'orr approaching the floor, and extended a salute to him as he passed. The gesture was just as unassuming as he was, quiet and unremarkable; like a snake quietly and patiently waiting for its prey.

They had not had the opportunity to meet, but he respected Sc'orr's audacity, in so many things. Had he not been burdened with the task of disproving his argument, he liked to think that perhaps they might have become friends.

Things were seldom that simple.*

~*~

Sc: *The trial forum had the quality of a hallowed place, such as a temple or sanctuary. Even the echoes of Taelon voices, which were steadily growing in number, seemed to keep a respectful volume. But the hesitant quality of sound could also be associated with mourning and times of death, for indeed, Sc'orr knew that if he could not prove the veracity of his arguments regarding T'than that this place would be anything but a sanctuary for the War Minister..

He nodded politely at the prosecutor, Ar'en, when he noted the other's avid gaze in his direction. Projected from his opponent’s angular features was the look of severity and a confidence that could only come from numerous successes. Sc'orr on the other hand had never defended in a trial before...only been the defendant in one. He still inwardly smirked at the irony that he would be the only barrier between T'than and his doom, when once it had been T'than to usher Sc'orr himself through the gates of exile. *

~*~

GT: *It was over... the wait was over. His body was still resentful of the treatment it had received two days ago. Fortunately, no one had bothered to look into his mysterious disappearance from the Commonality, and his miraculous return. Maybe they assumed he had only been more distant than usual... whatever the reason, it didn't matter. The trial was only moments away... after a day's rest and a good dose of core energy, he felt physically able to make his way to the courtroom and stand in its center for as long as it was required.

He looked around and wondered if he would return to that cell... but quickly shook the thought away. Such speculation was not typical in him. With a smirk he thought to himself that maybe the moment was getting to him.

But above all of his thoughts was Cadence. They had not allowed them to see each other. T'than had still been fortunate to see her through a monitor, and he salvaged that image of her quiet sleeping in his mind.

The door opened and he noticed the two human guards standing by it. Sc'orr hadn't come... he was probably already in the trial room. In any case, they had discussed things thoroughly. They would never be more prepared.

The General rose, the sash decorating his chest and shoulders as in his not so distant days of glory. With the elegance typical of his kind, he strutted toward the guards, not even bothering to look them in the face. The two men turned and actually followed him. He knew well the way.

A few moments later they were facing a large archway. T'than closed his eyes, feeling the tension of his fellow Taelons, but above all... feeling her presence, her distress. They had brought her in, surely to use her as a weapon. They must have been counting on her to distress him, distract him. He wouldn't fall for such cheap tricks... and he still had an advantage over them: he knew... he knew he would survive. She had told him so...

~*~

***30 minutes later....

Jor: Jor'rel had awaited confirmation that most of the Taelon spectators had arrived. He had not wished to subject Cadence to any unnecessary scrutiny by the others. He had not wanted her to be subjected to it at all, but she had...insisted.* This is highly unwise, *he said as he placed his hand on her shoulder before she could wave open the door to the forum.* The stress of being here is unhealthy for you.

C - *She spun on her heel, her long dress flowing around her like a white cloud, making her look rather ethereal and angelic.* And remaining in the infirmary while this...mob...lynches him, is???

Jor: *calmly* Sc'orr will see to it that he receives a fair hearing.

C - Oh he will, will he? Well Jor'rel, unless you can guarantee, WITH certainty, that there is going to be a happy ending in there, then I'm going in. *She folds her arms and waits for a response, but Jor'rel only looks down.* I thought so. *She turns and steps inside, her lips parting in awe as she turns in a slow circle. The room is nearly filled to capacity with Taelons - she had never seen so many at once, all pastel jumpsuits and vivid blue eyes...blue eyes that were all exclusively on her at the moment. Suddenly she felt very conscious of her condition, the loose dress not able to conceal it entirely. *

Jor: *He gently took her arm and escorted her to the front row, directly opposite the row where all but a few of the Synod members were now seated. Checking the small monitoring patch affixed to Cadence's temple, he discreetly looked down at the datapad he held in his hand. So far, her readings were stable as were those of the unborn. He hoped they would stay that way. *

C - *All at once her skin began to itch slightly, but that soon evolved into a crawling sensation, as though thousands of ants scurried over her body and she began to look around nervously, fidgeting in her seat. *

Jor: Cadence?

C - Something is wrong... I feel strange! Something is in my head!

Jor: What you are feeling is natural, *he said, taking her hand and making her look at him* Some of these Taelons are here to act as conduits so the rest of our species can receive the events of the trial via the Commonality. You will become accustomed to the feeling after awhile, but when the trial begins the bulk of their focus will shift from you to the participants in the arena. *he smiles reassuringly* It is...okay. *That she could perceive them at all was astounding. T'than had indeed changed her so much.*

C - *She nodded, but her hands still moved over her upper arms in an agitated manner. All that psychic energy directed her way was unnerving to say the least! And so she occupied herself by finding Zo'or's gaze. Ironically she was sitting almost directly across the arena from him and she glared at him hatefully. This whole fiasco was all his fault!*

Z: *Bright eyes gleamed in his direction, the prism of their depths reflecting back the nonchalant nod he was giving her. It was too delightful...*

C: *She looked away from him finally when a gust of air announced Naor'rin's presence, and she nodded almost offhandedly as the Jaridian Liaison took a seat next to her. *

N: *Naor'rin was surprised to find her seat was right next to Cadence... and the one Taelon that she could only identify as being the healer, Jor'rel. She thought to herself they shared one similar trait: they were both quite unorthodox when compared with the rest of their kind. With the elegance she had accustomed everyone to, she sat down, adjusting her robes carefully. She tried to smile at Cadence, but found the task quite difficult given the pair of blue eyes looking at her from only a chair away, quite curious. She cast the healer a polite nod and her hand grazed Cadence's softly.* You must remain calm... for his sake. *she whispered, almost out of context, before looking ahead and across the room. Zo'or was looking their way as well, and next to him, she could see Da'an arriving and taking his place next to the other Synod members.*

Z: *He spotted Naor'rin in the chair next to Cadence. It was irony - pure in simple - but he would not let himself become distracted by it. She would be watching, and he would be pulling the strings of his stealthy marionette show.*

C - *Jor'rel had never met Naor’rin and she could see them nodding to each other in silent greeting, yet both surveying the other. However, her focus was soon drawn to the doors to the trial area, which opened to reveal T'than, and her hands clasped tightly in her lap as she tried to control the torrent of emotions that began to cascade over her. *

D: *As he enters the room he feels that its atmosphere is heavy and tense. His eyes quickly scan the vast room as he heads for his seat next to Zo'or, as Second in Command. On his way he salutes Jor'rel and Cadence as he passes them by. Jor'rel cannot go unnoticed in his colorful garments and Cadence is looking quite nervous, but that can be expected. As he proceeds to his seat, he is thinking that it was probably not the best way for T'than to have gone about things the way he did, but he could not condemn him nor Cadence for falling in love, nor could he condemn them for the hybrid child that was on its way. He thought of it as a step in a possible future for the Taelons. Since he was not against experimenting in hybridization, he knew that some Taelons did not approve of his methods either. He salutes Ar'en and Zo'or as well as the other Synod members as he takes his place waiting for the trial to begin. He then notices To'va and Ja'lan entering the room. He returns their salute.*

Z: *Zo'or turns briefly, giving his parent a cursory salute before he turns his attention back to the growing crowd. For once Da'an was not the focus of his attention, and for that he was grateful. In fact there was a certain safety in having him be there. He was one Taelon who would never stab him in the back. Reliably weak, and also he feared, on T'than's side. But he was only one of many...*

To'va ( T ) & Ja'lan ( Ja ) : *They both arrive at the same time and take their places next to the other Synod members, whom they salute as well as Ar'en. Ja'lan is still young and is quite impressed by this gathering of so many Taelons for a trial that may prove to be a lengthy one. Neither of them has much sympathy for T'than, but what he and Cadence did intrigues them.*

N: *The Jaridian felt that instinctive chill; he was near, and she was quite sure that Cadence could feel him even more clearly. The doors dissolved in a reversed spiral, revealing who stood behind it.

The Taelon, tall and slim, looked fragile. A pale figured against a dark background that slowly but with a strange sense of security, walked into the room. Naor'rin's green eyes moved from him to Cadence, and then directly at Zo'or. She knew that shine in his eyes... that hunger. *

Z: *Naor'rin had caught his eye for a moment, until the swirling door of the main entrance opened, admitting a lone Taelon. His bitterest enemy.*

GT: *It was immense. In the last few centuries, seldom had been the occasions that T'than had witnessed such a gathering of members of his species. Anyone would have been impressed, intimidated, but T'than tried his best not to show the weight of all the eyes in the room focused on him as he made his way, step after step, towards the centre. Sc'orr was already there to receive him. On the other side, the War Minister could easily recognize the one that would be his prosecutor: Ar'en. He thought to himself, bitterly, what an ironic choice it had been.

His bright blue eyes saw their way further into the room; his chin rose as if he dared them all to judge him when he knew so well that so many in the room had committed worse felonies from the moral point of view. One of them being Zo'or, whose stare was on him, so full of satisfaction and of a twisted sense of victory. T'than did nothing but throw him a little smirk, that soon faded...

He could hear her, in the back of his head.  Despite the chaos of thoughts in the room, the different tunes in his mind, hers was the clearest. And she was so nervous... even more so that he was, despite his demeanor. He knew he couldn't even afford to send her a psychic message, he couldn't tell her that despite the scenario, that he had the faith required to survive. But someone closer to him was bound to receive at least part of it, and that wouldn't be at all favorable.*

Z: *The volume of the room began to decrease exponentially, as T'than made his way down the long arching path that led to the floor. His duress was palpable in the air - at least to Zo'or - despite T'than's efforts to shield the depth of it.*

GT: *He closed his eyes and tried to ignore it, to focus, and a last few steps lead him to his place, between Sc'orr and Ar'en. He acknowledged them both, despite his position, and then proceeded to face the Synod; Zo'or in the centre, Da'an, To'va, Do'quar, L'syr and all the others whose faces he was so accustomed to.*

Ar'en: *He greeted T'than with the respect due any Taelon. No more and no less would he ever grant . His eyes like the eyes of the rest of the room, had moved to Zo'or who remained conspicuously seated.*
T’than’s Trial

Part Two

Opening Statements




Z: *Zo'or enjoyed a moment in his seat, reveling silently in T'than's position, and then rising, his action prompting a stadium wide wave of motion, as Taelons rose to their feet. It was a custom that they suspiciously shared with the humans: To rise and face ones accuser. To be accused, and to face the judgement of your peers.

Despite the shuffling and shifts, the room remained strangely silent, with a lack of noise that was poignant in its depth.*

Synod members... *he addressed* And honored Synodal delegates. These proceedings will now commence.

GT: *Why had it become so difficult to breathe all of a sudden?  Somehow, the silence behind Zo'or's words was as oppressive as the one he had came to know in the void. They had closed themselves to him.. . despite their proximity, T'than couldn't tell the voices of those who stood in that room, their stares focused seldom on anything else but him. Incriminating stares, full of shame and contempt. He had to admit, it ached to be alone... but then there was her. The only voice in the room that he listened to, the only one vital to his sanity... or was it?

He focused on his anger, on his contempt at the one who spoke. Zo'or... the General had never thought he would live to see the day when Zo'or would surpass him in their eternal struggle to win that battle of wills. They were simply too alike in meaningful aspects to cope...*

Z: *He sat marking an end to the brief ceremony, watching quietly as the rest of the large delegation followed his lead.* Prosecution. You may now begin your opening statements.

Ar'en: *He stood, feeling an almost physical gravity pressing on his shoulders; the expectations and trepidations of the audience hanging thick in the air.* There are many preconceptions lolling around this room. We know it, and can feel it rippling through the Commonality. It is a plague of doubt, of question, where usually there is synchronicity and unity.

This is the most devastating result of T'than's crimes.

It puts many things into question. Our society is based on the principles of long established doctrine; rules and guidelines that we have learned to adopt through many years of error. Time has taught us to be wary of those who threaten the common good. T'than has done just that, as we will prove, through dialogue aimed at exposing the most disgraceful of his behaviors. Those charges are as follows.

First, we will review how General T'than actively tried to hide his indiscretions from the Synod and the whole of the Commonality by fleeing to Lyra.

Secondly, in a gross abuse of power, he used his authority as a Synod member to conceal secret experiments on an unknown number of human subjects.

GT: *Human subjects... they cared about human subjects as much as they did about Jaridians. And he had Naor'rin to prove that. As he had expected, part of that trial was a fraud. They would dig deep, perhaps too deep, to try to shame him and shift the opinion of the Commonality towards seeing him as hazardous. How ironic that in the end, they had actually been the one to move away, to cause the deepest rift.*

Ar: Lastly, the final charge is the most severe. In T'than's attempts to defy the Commonality's wishes, and to defy the most sacred of our laws, he defiled himself, and in turn, the Taelon race in its entirety, by willingly becoming more human in order to produce a hybrid that was not, and most likely never would have been sanctioned by the Synod. Moreover, he wasted reproductive energy on an endeavor that had very little chance of being successful, possibly causing harm to himself, and his human mate. Ultimately he created a hybrid of unknown ability and stability - threatening the future of the Taelons.

The defense will seek to prove that T'than is the victim here. Emotional argument, and faulty logic will be presented in the stead of the facts.

Yet it is the facts that we must be cognizant of. Key to your decision, is first, proving whether or not T'than is guilty of the aforementioned crimes. If so, there is only one course of action.

He must be punished.

*He sat, letting the inaudible hush of subliminal excitement curl through the room. Despite any protestations of the Taelons otherwise, there was a thrill in the hunt. There was the threat of death, and the promise of an argument that might upheave everything their race was based on. And to him victory seemed nearer than it had ever been...*

GT: *He wondered if they would be shocked to know that he actually found pride in some of those so called crimes. T'lana was in no way a shameful consequence. He actually felt superior for a little while, and pitiful of the ones standing there with delusions of grandeur, ignorant of what that child could mean...*

Z: *He waited until Ar'en found his seat, and then gestured to Sc'orr to begin.*

Sc: *Rising gracefully, he took several steps until he was in the center of the arena. He said nothing for a moment, instead allowing his eyes to look in all directions and see everyone. His expression was serene, his lips even daring to curve into an almost ironic smile. The only one he did not look at was T'than; he didn't need to.*

T'than has indeed shaken us to the very foundations of our beliefs; Ar'en is correct when he says that his actions are the cause of it. However, I would not call it a plague - I call it progress! It is only through error that we can evolve and grow, and at some point we did become wary of it. We have become rigid and afraid of change and thus... we stagnate. This "long established doctrine," which we have accepted for centuries and without question will not serve us. It will doom us.

N: *Naor'rin watched Sc'orr, so well aware of the depth of his words... even if he himself didn't see it at the moment. But unlike others, she didn't feel at all blessed with that greater knowledge... then her eyes moved towards T'than. It was so odd to see him in that position, and shamefully satisfactory. He was being reprimanded for the harm he had done to others, though now the equation was much more complicated: there was Cadence, there was a child.*

Sc: *He looks over at the prosecutor.* Synchronicity and unity? What you think of as mutual harmony I think of as mutual oppression - oppression against anyone who dares to take a step outside of this quagmire of supposed perfection we have cemented ourselves into and take a step forward to embrace further evolution.

I shall not go over the charges again. I will only say that where the prosecution contends that T'than took a step backward by possibly becoming more human, the defense will argue that he took a step forward... in many ways. *He quirks his brow* And I shall not need "faulty" logic to prove it... because I have the facts.

*He turned on his heel and walked to his seat, aware of the change in atmosphere; he had threatened his species ideals to their very core, and the chill was evident now. Sc'orr knew that some in attendance remembered his own crimes on the emotional front and they still looked upon him with differing degrees of prejudice.*

GT: *T'than's eyes followed Sc'orr to his seat. His argumentation had been quite unwise. He knew Sc'orr relied on his newly earned position as Synod Member, but T'than was the living example that they could as quickly bestow such a gift, as they could withdraw it and leave him with nothing. Though many had never lived to know of Sc'orr's tale, those who mattered knew... and the others would quickly find out, or at least realize the feelings of suspicion regarding Sc'orr's argument. He waited to see what would come next.*

Sc: *What hypocrites they were though, for he was now openly accepted by most, and yet they could still sit there with a warped sense of rectitude and condemn T'than.

By the time he nodded to Zo'or his face was clear of his inner ruminations and registered an expression of tranquillity that he did not feel inside at all. *

D: *Listening to the various arguments, he realizes that it will not be an easy task to convince those who do not want to evolve, and sadly that would be the majority, that it is a natural thing to do so and that what Cadence and T'than have instigated may be what could save their kind from extinction. He remembers how he had said once that the Taelons might have to take a few steps backward in order to, eventually, move forward again in order to save their kind. Hybrids could very well be the solution to their imminent mortality by creating a new race of Taelons. Only the future could confirm his hopes for his kind and their waking up from their present frigid mental stagnation.*

Z: *He knew then that it was beyond his ultimate control. Ar'en and Sc'orr had set the stage - no matter how precarious it might be - and he was forced to watch. Yet he was hardly helpless. He had made sure of that.* Opening comments are now concluded. The charges will now be addressed in sequential order, and debated as our tradition dictates. Witnesses may be called at the discretion of the prosecution and defense, and members of the Synod, and representatives of the Commonality may petition the court for an audience at any time. There is no need to remind you that interruptions should only be offered when pertinent to the current charge. The accused may be directly addressed and questioned at any time during these proceedings.

GT: *T’than looked up at Zo’or, offering him the snidest of smirks he could muster under the circumstances. Yes, that would be a show Zo’or would so much love to see; the great General, begging forgiveness, pleading for his life, admitting his mistakes and hence foregoing what the younger Taelon knew by experience could become a vital part of them. T’than wondered if he actually expected to see him in such part. Indeed, what a circus that trial had become. He straightened up, his fingers playing with each other behind his back. He suddenly felt like laughing aloud...*

Z: Does the defense and prosecution understand these regulations as they have been presented?

Ar: *Ar'en nodded in his agreement, faintly aware of Sc'orr making a similar gesture in the corner of his eye.*

Z: *Very well then.*
T’than’s Trial
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Ar: *He stood confidently, unshaken by Sc'orr's opening appeals. Yet he was intrigued, and could hardly wait to see if Sc'orr truly had something on his side that he was not aware of. He walked to the center of the arena closely followed by Sc'orr. The floor shimmered before them, inverted, and then a smooth section of it began to rise from the seemingly inert matter, producing two raised sections, the smooth flat indents that the action had made forming the facsimile of two very short steps. They were there for matters of addressing the court, but Ar'en knew, from much practice, that little time would be spent on them. Especially with Sc'orr. It seemed (if his assumptions about him were correct) that he would want to walk the floor... to connect with the audience by the method of sheer proximity. He gestured to Zo'or once he was in place.* 

Z: We will now begin deliberations on the first charge. T'than you are charged with fleeing to Lyra with the intent of hiding your illegal intent from the whole of the Taelon race. Ar'en, please begin. 

GT: *Only his eyes followed Ar’en as the prosecutor moved to his place. He stood between he and Sc’orr. The imagery reminded him faintly of a human one: angel and devil playing around with his mind, trying to influence him into acting this or that way. In a sense, that was precisely what was happening, for T’than’s mind was being judged at all times, scanned, touched, prodded. And he could not afford to shun the many psychic intrusions. Trying to protect his mind, trying to shield it would merely prove he had something to hide. At that point... he had not. There was no hiding his actions... well, at least the ones being judged. There was much, much more that would quickly present Zo’or with his death sentence. Something for him to gloat about...* 

Ar: *He stepped onto the podium.* I will spend little time on this charge as it is rather self-explanatory. I am sure however that Sc'orr will have adequate defense for me to respond to in the way of debate. *He nodded respectfully toward Sc'orr.* 

The key to this accusation is not in T'than's actions, but his intent. His intent to hide, and to manipulate. A theme that I think you will find runs throughout the entire chain of our argument. T'than is not to be trusted, and cannot be relied upon as a Synod member. But this will be discussed later. 

GT: *Through the entire chain of the Commonality was more like it.* 

Ar: Do not deceive yourselves into believing that it is T'than's actions alone that are on trial here. Rather it is T'than in his entirety. It is up to us to decide whether or not his actions were meritorious or disastrous, and also, to decide if he himself is a pollutant, endangering the common good. Sc'orr proposed in his opening argument that change often necessitates a change in the status quo. But we must ask ourselves - are these changes that are willing to embrace, or is the price too high? 

GT: *At last the real accusations were coming forth, as well as the intentions of the prosecution. But what was so disconcerting about it was that he could not reach Cadence, and he knew she was suffering much more from what was being said than he was. He knew his kind’s words for what they were; he knew that game and he had played it for too many times to feel intimidated by it. The difference was that he was now the one on trial... and that was the cause of his aloneness; for even though all the Taelons could hear him... they had stayed quiet for him. Sc’orr and Ar’en’s voices merely asked the questions; sooner of later, the answer would not be in evidence, but in T’than himself. T’than in his entirety, as Ar’en had so pointedly stated.* 

Ar: *He turned to Sc'orr knowing that he had much to add... and much to disagree with.* 

Sc: *Sc'orr pursed his lips, looking down thoughtfully before rising and stepping up to the podium, a harsh spotlight coming on to illuminate him. It was not necessary, for each set of blue eyes upon him was like being cast into the glare of a thousand laser lights, trying to cut away his facade and look within him, perhaps to his very soul. He met their cutting scrutiny with calm, his hands behind his back as he spoke.* 

Manipulation and subterfuge - these are themes that not only stain T'than, but all of us. Me, and you. The Commonality may as well name everyone here as defendants - the Taelon race, in its entirety. *He met every gaze on him with one of his own. Some looked at him with defiance, others with justification, and there were even a few who looked regretful, or looked away altogether. Zo'or was not one of those, but Sc'orr was undaunted by his cold stare.* 

Let us not forget who T'than is: The leader of our war caste, chosen because he could be a shrewd deceiver and flawless manipulator, as are all others affiliated with this sect of our society. WE created this caste. WE sought those Taelons who embodied certain characteristics to be our guardians and our strength; to wield the sword when no one else would. To judge T'than in his entirety is pointless, for we judge that which we, as a whole, were the architects of. We may as well condemn the diplomat caste for being diplomatic. 

They are simply, what we required them to be. 

GT: *Redundant in a way... but effective, and true. He was in essence what he was for he had been forged that way. He was dangerous, even as his new self and most knew that. What they could not admit, was that their most dangerous weapon had gained control over itself, and a will of his own. No, Taelons didn’t like to lose that control, at all! That was essentially the problem: he was free, and they feared freedom for many times it was mistaken with the solitude that froze their souls just from the thought of it. Ah, but there was much more beyond the Commonality... So perhaps they were right - he was changed and he didn’t think like them anymore. They had reasons to dread him...* 

Sc: *He took a breath and stepped from the podium, picking up a datapad and appearing to read its data as he slowly walked the circumference of the arena. He was about to run a very dangerous gambit; what he intended to do would either succeed in the end and win T'than his freedom, or backfire and fail miserably. He looked at Cadence as he passed by her - she sat up straighter and leaned forward as if she knew something was going to happen - something ominous. The General was his stoic self, but Sc'orr could see that he too was now watching him more intently than ever.* 

Did T'than use his authority as a Synod member to conceal abuses and experimentation on human subjects? *He paused, feeling the anticipatory silence in the room thicken.* Yes, he did. 

GT: *His hands closed behind his back... he didn’t turn to Sc’orr but his piercing blue eyes followed the Taelon while he was in sight.* 

Sc: *The air seemed to contract around them and then burst like a bubble as the audience let out a psychic gasp of surprise. Cadence's mouth was agape and she was looking at him with an expression of utter betrayal. Ar'en had arched a brow, but that seemed to be the extent of his reaction. The War Minister however, though openly silent, looked both enraged and confused. Sc'orr continued, stepping back up to the podium so he could face the prosecutor.* 

As I have already stated, T'than is no more or less guilty than any of our species. *He held up the datapad.* I have here testimony which was given by Zo'or's former protector, Zekhoor, in absentia, regarding his mind link with the volunteer named Zara who now recovers in a stasis tank. Ar'en was also made aware of this data and it is obvious that the girl suffered indignities at the War Minister's hands. 

GT: *At that point his thoughts were reeling. His feelings were a cross of confusion, anger and contempt. Had Sc’orr, in the end, decided upon revenge? T’than remembered what he himself had stated centuries ago, when it had been Sc’orr in his place. Unlike others, he had not bothered with not using explicit words... he had always liked going straight to the point instead of leaving room for other interpretations than intended. That is... when accusing. But that was the rule of the game... Now it seemed, Sc’orr had found his perfect opportunity.* 

Z: *He looked at Sc'orr with a raised brow, trying not to look as surprised as he felt. The room's temperature had almost seemed to rise, and he could barely read T'than anymore, amidst all the others who were clamoring to share in his thoughts. He concealed a smirk. Not that it mattered. Perhaps Sc'orr had turned on him. But maybe not. Would it not be wonderful if he had?* 

GT: *He was aware of the minds grazing his, some managing to peek into his emotions at that moment. He tried to calm himself... he hadn’t expected the issue of Zara to be spoken. Sc’orr should never have said that name; should never have given a face to the ones he had manipulated... should never have IF he was helping.* 

Sc: How many others suffered similar crimes by both he, as well as others of our kind, will never be known. 

GT: *All of them in the room were guilty of that crime... but of a different nature. Was Sc’orr forgetting that it had been a sort of sexual drive that had lured him towards the humans? He was almost sure the prosecution wouldn’t.* 

A: *His eyes never wavered from Sc'orr's. He knew, and deliciously understood.* 

Sc: As for his clandestine departure to Lyra 117 - there is little point in wasting the Synod's valuable time in a debate over something that we are aware happened, and that has since been documented. Many were involved in the rescue mission and can offer details. 

N: *She had been listening placidly. Yes, she could well testify as to what had happened on Lyra. She evaded the thoughts of it as much as possible though. Sc’orr’s sincerity was disconcerting to the other Taelons it seemed. Maybe they had expected him to lie... His argumentation was both desperate and truthful. But looking around, it seemed to Naor’rin that many had sat in their places with a decision already taken... for political reasons, for personal reasons... for reasons beyond her Jaridian understanding.* 

Z: *For a moment he pried himself away from the argument to slip a glance in Naor'rin's direction. She was far away, very far. But where was she?* 

Sc: *He looks at the other Synod members, his eyes sliding over Da'an and Zo'or, to the others.* But these details are immaterial... and not the ones you wish to know. *His tone was nearly lascivious, his lips turned up in a smile that was chilling and alien on his serene countenance.* A few petty humans succumbing under our gentle care...*he turned back to Ar'en,* ...Such a charge is superfluous and meant to distract from the real reason that we have all been summoned here. The only reason. Do you not agree? *He looked down his nose at the other, awaiting his response.* 

GT: *That was more like it; a good move of a sword... a two edged one. Sc’orr was playing advocate; Ar’en had been bred to that position, such as T’than had been to that of a warrior.* 

A: *He replied with a snide smirk of his own.* I will not debate the charges with you. It is not I who decided upon them, but the Synod, with the backing of the Commonality. If you choose to question those charges, *he gestured about the room* then you are welcome to question away. *He laughed, a gesture uncommon for a Taelon in his position.* We are 'all ears.’ 

*He shifted slightly on his own podium.* Even so, I will concede that the real issue at hand has been somewhat lost to the numerous offenses that T'than has perpetrated. This singular charge though, *He said, changing his attention to the assembly* is damning by itself. 

Sc: I would like to dispense further debate on the first two charges and proceed with the final one then. Some of my argumentation regarding them will figure into the final charge, and I will address it that that time. 

*He gestures toward Ar'en and then to the Synod.* Is the opposing counsel and the Synod in agreement with this? 

Z: *The room was silent, yet the unanimous agreement echoed strongly through the psychic air.* 

D: *Giving Zo'or a quick look, he nods his agreement to Ar'en. He thinks to himself that it was a grave mistake for T'than to have left without advising the Synod of his whereabouts. It is imperative that all Synod members can be found at any time and he knew this rule well, and yet he ignored it....As he listens on he realizes that if T'than is capable of loving a Human, even though he deeply despises the species, then any Taelon could do the same.....Manipulation and subterfuge were two aspects he had used himself to arrive at his own goals, but such was the Taelon species. Always vying for power. They had become masters in their use....As he hears Sc'orr mention that T'than could have abused his authority as a Synod member for his experimentations, then most of them stood accused of that as well, but T'than had an extra cruel streak in him and seemed to enjoy torturing his victims. He had to admit that being a Synod member did have its opportunities, and most of them took advantage of them as he had done himself in the past....He kept his emotions to himself and tried to keep his face from showing any feelings one way or the other, which was not an easy feat after what Sc'orr had just come out with. The air was thick with guilt.* 

GT: *To the point... he actually preferred it that way. Going straight to the final charge instead of going around it and approach the others would actually take it out of context. In that instance, it was not to his advantage that they understood, because they would see his actions with eyes that would distort things. Even though, there was really not much to distort. T'than knew well the extent of his guilt... but it was precisely the final charge that he defended. He was not innocent... but neither was he guilty of having become a pollutant to their gene pool, or a renegade. Much of him was still Taelon... his eyes had merely been opened, not blinded. 

He observed the Synod, and his eyes fell on the seat that had been his once. They found L'syr... a good choice, and a risky one as well. Their stares locked for a moment, but the General was perfectly cool about it.* 

A: *He stared at Zo'or, impatiently awaiting his approval, and then, with Zo'or's approving nod, went on to agree.* We shall proceed then with addressing the most appalling charge of all then. 

*He turned back toward the audience.* I do not envy Sc'orr. He will have a difficult time defending T'than against the grievances that have brought him here. As the defense has already so conveniently laid out for us, T'than is guilty. 

GT: *The evidence grew within the body of someone who sat amongst them. He almost turned his mind’s eye in her direction, but as soon as his psyche was activated, immediately he felt those others prying, watching, waiting for him to slip. He turned his attention back on the Synod... and Zo'or in particular. He could hold on to his hatred for the Synod Leader... that was well known, well understood and accepted. And it was strong enough to steal most of his focus and divert them from Cadence..* 

A: *He turned toward Sc'orr. You have made your points quite poignantly Sc'orr. I could not have prosecuted any better. Might you have anything to say in T'than's defense? 

Sc: *Though outwardly calm, Sc’orr’s eyes glowed like blue embers, his expression as he faced Ar’en and his antagonistic comments as sharp as the blade of a sword. * I have never stopped speaking in his defense, and since you are giving me the floor I shall continue. *He turned back and faced the audience, his posture straight as he stood tall on his podium. *T’than’s actions toward his human subjects, and ultimately towards Cadence Blue can be easily explained. It is simply a matter of biology. *He knew with Cadence that T’than’s actions had been driven by much more, but introducing love into the passionless and sluggish mire of Taelon justice would probably not be wise.* Despite our procreative standstill, some Taelons still feel the powerful drives of the Ka’atha’am – our bodies seek for a compatible mate, and if such an individual is found we join. Though we now perceive such coupling as highly distasteful, the condition robs us of reason and conscious choice. It is the one basic impulse that we have not been able to cleave from our nature, not completely... 

GT: *True... Ka'atha'am was fertility in Taelon... but also despair, depending on how the word was felt. T'than knew it well... and others in the room did as well, only they had been fortunate to find their body's choice one that could be accepted. The state implied a blossoming of all emotions. In other words, what they were ripened, and instead of grey and shallow, it would take on an intensity that was many times disturbing, especially in a society such as theirs, where discretion and appearances were everything. He did wonder if that argument would be enough though... no, most did not have the first-hand experience to make them understand. They had all been barren for centuries... But he could help them, by opening the doors of his mind, showing them part of the grief... concealing what he had actually found of profitable and enjoyable about it.* 

Sc: *He noticed L’syr, the Minister of Defense’s eyes following his movements in a predatory way. But now he was nodding his silent approval of Sc’orr’s words. He noticed others who appeared to be in agreement as well. The Ka’atha’am was dreaded and disdained, but many knew of its power. * 

In closing, T’than was in Ka’atha’am and, the lack of a suitable Taelon mate caused his body to look elsewhere, Zara, and finally Cadence, being the case and point. These young women, though not of his species, offered compatibility, this compatibility causing the War Minister to pursue the course of action he had no choice but to follow. *He nods, the light dimming on him somewhat, and brightening on his opponent.* 

GT: *No choice... that was actually inaccurate. He had had a choice... to move away, to find a way to send Cadence back to Earth, where he could not feel her, where her presence didn't draw him like a moth to a flame... He could have chosen the suffering, however soul-destroying; or death. Many in the room, and he could nearly feel it in the way they looked at him, would have rather given up their existence if the alternative was to mate with a human. It was low, petty... an act of desperation and cowardice. T'than made no effort to hide his anger... he had done it because... somehow, a part of him knew it was right and that something even bigger than the Ka'atha'am had compelled him towards that course of action. He had evolved beyond all of them. He should not be the one standing trial, but all of those who dared to judge him. And he made sure everyone in the room felt the strength of his conviction.* 

A: It is a tempting desire to agree with what Sc'orr has presented us with. It is a Taelon desire. It is hard to imagine a true Taelon turning to a human as a mate. It is hard to imagine a Taelon finding comfort in a human's arms. And it is equally hard to imagine that a Taelon might seek other humans with which to perpetuate his perversions. 

Yet let us for a moment, hypothetically, say that Sc'orr's claim is true. Let us say that T'than sought the company of humans because it was within his biological imperative to do so, and because a human being could be capable of a bond that is compatible with that of a Taelon. 

But what has our time on Earth taught us? Have our scientists not tried to find something, anything that would prove some sort of compatibility with humans? Indeed, if you recall, they have not found much. In fact, our controlled experiments in attempts to combine human and Taelon characteristics have ended in disaster. 

Yet, who is to say that we are not compatible. With science, the possibilities are endless, and again, we are back to our hypothetical scenario. T'than, wracked by the Ka’atha’am, seeks Cadence Blue because his physical condition drives him to do so. Put aside what reason tells us. Put aside what our scientists have said on many occasions. Put aside your bias. Consider that his motivations could not be denied. 

This is what T'than would have you believe. That is what he would have us all believe. But the truth... the truth is something all together different. 

But what is the truth? *He smiled as the crowd fluttered around him, heads turning and psychic voices whispering. He pivoted and faced Zo'or.* I wish to call a witness. 

Z: Very well. 

A: I wish to call Companion Protector Chandra Sheridan. 
T’than’s Trial

Part Four

Chandra Sheridan To The Stand




 Ch: *She stood outside the great doors of the trial forum that were as gray
and ominous as her feelings at the moment. That very day she had returned to
the ship from Earth where she had celebrated her twentieth birthday with
family and friends - a birthday that Cadence should have attended. But
Cadence was in serious trouble it seemed, as was T'than. Chandra had been
shocked when she had been called into a private chamber and briefed by a
stern Volunteer captain about the top secret trial that was taking place at
this moment, and that she had been called as a witness for the prosecution.
She was told that she must answer all questions put to her truthfully and
without delay, and that she was forbidden to discuss what she would see and
hear in the forum, indeed the subject of the trial itself, with anyone!

Now she waited just outside the doors, flanked on either side by armed
officers, to be called within. Her blood was racing through her veins and
she could feel the pressure at her temples increase with every beat of her
heart.

How could Cadence have allowed things to progress to such disastrous
proportions? She had engaged in illicit activities with a nefarious Taelon
and even allowed herself to mate with him, and now her very life might be on
the line and all because of…T'than! He had truly brainwashed her…



She had spent the day of her party fielding questions from Logan and Hayley
Blue about the whereabouts of their errant daughter. Her answers had all
been logical, stating duty and protocol, but with enough inconsistencies
added in as to make them more than slightly suspicious. If Chandra could not
rescue Cadence, her parents could!

Suddenly there was a cold draft of air and the doors peeled apart and she
stepped inside. Her blue eyes scanned the room but she hid her shock well,
as if seeing so many Taelon faces was but a casual occurrence for her. Her
boots echoed in the ghostly silence as she walked the broad concourse of the
room and up the sweeping ramp to the podium, passing by the Synod members,
her eyes sweeping over them all but only really registering clarity when
they met the blue of the leader's.

She stepped up to the podium and saluted both Taelons - Sc'orr, and another
she did not know who was beckoning for her to step in his direction. Her
boots gave her height and the black leather jacket and pants she wore made
her look slimmer than she actually was. The lighting gave her skin the look
of alabaster and her braided hair appeared platinum - a pearl set against
black.

When she turned back to face the crowd she saw Cadence - how could she have
missed her before, dressed in white against a backdrop of Taelon jewel tones
- a single diamond outshining everything else around it. But her eyes were
that of green fire and warning. Chandra averted her gaze, only to now be
looking at another warning set - these the burning sapphires of a Taelon who
had been the creator of hatred in her; he had molested her, toyed with her,
threatened her with bodily harm (through his men), and taken her best friend
away from her. *

GT: *That was, he had to reckon, what could be considered a dangerous
human. Not because of what she knew... no, he could have easily gotten rid
of that by simply disposing of her. She wouldn't be the first, and no one
would care about a simple trainee. What made her dangerous was her
relationship with Cadence. T'than had only spared her for that one reason.
He had played his cards the best way he could, and still... they betrayed
him.


He and Chandra clashed in their own sense of protectiveness and possession
towards Cadence. The problem was, T'than no longer had the upper hand... and
Chandra; she was finally getting to know the taste of power. For since their
first troublesome encounter she had achieved a higher rank amongst the human
staff, an indirect connection to Zo'or through his former protector... and he,
well... his position had been revoked.

Her clear eyes bore that same shine that his did most of the time.
Ironically... she was the perfect human reflection of himself. She had
become like the one she most despised...

He could laugh at that too; but he was mainly focused on warning her.
However aloof power was to him right now, things could still change... she
would not be protected by his eminent downfall forever. And he had Cadence
and T'lana to care for; to protect from all outside venomous influences that
wanted to part them. And revenge was a thought he could easily entertain...
and gladly see through. *

Ch: *She answered his look with a raise of her chin and a brief but
malicious smile. * # Paybacks are a bitch! # *she thought, not understanding
that if she aided in T'than's destruction, that she too would have a hand in
the damnation of the very person she sought to rescue…as well as another who
had never tasted life at all… *

D: * Watching Miss Sheridan enter the forum and taking her seat, he
felt a distinct tenseness from Cadence with regard to Miss Sheridan, as if
she was afraid somehow, but of what? He thought they were friends. Was
Cadence afraid the Miss Sheridan would give out some secrets and thus
condemn both of them? But why would a friend do that?  What he had learnt
about Humanity was, that friends were usually loyal to each other except if
they had something to gain by betrayal. Was this the case here? This could
be interesting.*

Ar: *He gestured for her to sit in a chair that rose from the ground like a
blossom springing from the floor. Her face registered some surprise, some
indication that she was startled, but her training was also reflected there,
the meager attempts of a fresh human recruit to hide her apprehension from a
Taelon who had shaped his career in seeking, and preying upon the weaknesses
of others.* Have a seat Ms. Sheridan. *he said evenly, smoothly* This court
wishes you to be comfortable.

Ch: Thank you...*she said softly, stepping to sit, feeling like an unwilling
centerpiece to the many gazes now fixed upon her.*

A: *She sat, and he moved from the podium with a single graceful step.* The
prosecution would like to present a piece of surveillance footage taken from
the Mothership's main archive.

*A soft bubble of light rose from the center of the room, hovered above the
floor for a moment, and then branched out with life-like tendrils, across
the room, until every Taelon, and every person seated in the arena could see
the image.

C - *If not for the content being displayed in the spherical faces of the
bubbles Cadence would have been awed. The main bulb had sprouted several
twisting limbs which in turn branched out with more, their crystalline arms
reaching out to everyone in the audience like some kind of magical tree,
their glistening fruits playing out T'than's actions of months ago in
devastating clarity; Chandra, wet, bloody and afraid, cornered by 
T'than, the little towel she wears unable to shield her shivering body. 
T'than brushes her brow with his hand, wiping away the blood before Chandra goes stiff for a moment as if shocked, and then limp into his waiting arms before being carried off, out of the monitor's range. *

GT: *But that was a surprise even to himself... and a very bad one at
that. Despite having closed his link with Cadence, he could still somehow
discern her state of shock. She was a part of him; he could never shun her
completely and that connection worked both ways. Chandra had been a fling;
an effect of his own battle to deny the human girl, Cadence Blue. The
incident was a result of denial, and his own very dark sense of irony... but
it surely was... a good card to play against him for the great mistake it
represented.

He yearned to reach out to her, to calm her... but the eyes and minds of the
onlookers were on him more strongly than ever. He could not slip... for he
would fall if he did.*

C - *Her body felt like a wire being pulled taut and she looked down for a
moment to intake a deep breath, pulling her hand back when she felt a
sympathetic caress upon it. Physical contact was the last thing she wanted.
She felt as though she might become ill at any moment. She had gone over
things in her mind; anyone who could damn she and T'than was either dead,
like Ne'shir and the one who had raped her, or, in Gabriel's case, without
any memories of incidents best left buried.

But she had forgotten Chandra....forgotten her friend coming to her room in
tears to tell her of torments inflicted upon her by T'than...at the time a
hated enemy, but who had become so much more. Her eyes met her friend's, her
look pleading for her understanding...and mercy.*

N: *Naor'rin's eyes shifted from the blond girl in the centre of the room, 
to the one that sat beside her. Cadence's distress was nearly tangible, and by all
 means distressing to someone as sensitive as she was to matters of emotion. 
The Jaridian could easily pick on the tension, feel it in her own skin... 
Her eyes caught the image of the Taelon sitting
next to Cadence too. It would have easily dissolved in the middle of so many
of his kind if not so much his aspect, but his attitude, wasn't so different
from the remaining of the crowd... 
Then, irrevocably, her eyes ended on the
images displayed before all of them. She recognized that look on T'than's
face... that look of anger and at the same time frustration, hidden behind a
taunting tone and expression... She had seen it once and to that day it
still haunted her for what it had preceded. A selfish part of her wanted
still to see him burned... but the other part, the one that had lost, wished
no such harm to come to Cadence...

Naor'rin closed her eyes, attempting to ignore the poisonous images they
recorded in her mind.*

D: * What he was seeing on the video was a perversion for a Taelon,
but he felt that T'than was capable of just about anything when he was
experimenting. When he sees Miss Sheridan running away and being caught by the 
War Minister he is shocked at his treatment of her and his hand goes to his chest in 
surprise and annoyance at what T'than thinks he can do in all impunity. 
Torturing humans seems to be his hobby and is distasteful to most Taelons. *

A: *It was short, a minute or so. He allowed it to loop several times,
watching with satisfaction at the effect it was having on his audience.
Bewilderment spread through the room, as they tried to make sense of what
they were seeing.* Ms. Sheridan. Would you please elaborate upon the events
recorded here, by recalling what happened on the day of this recording?

Ch: *She opened her mouth, but the words were trapped inside of her. She
looked down, her pale skin deepening with a blush of humiliation; she had
not expected her own degradation to be on display for so many. She could not
even look at the video let alone into the cold eyes of the prosecutor.*
T'than...he...forced me...to go to his quarters...


Ar: He forced you into his quarters?

Ch: *She closed her eyes in relief; they did not seem to know what had
happened after Zara had chased her from the showers into the hallway and
into her fateful meeting with the War Minister. That meant that what had
happened within would not be on visual display. It made sense that T'than
would not have surveillance in his own quarters...but still, to have to tell
the tale....how embarrassing! She thought about lying - dulling the sharp
edge of the truth, and one look across the room and into Cadence's eyes and
she knew that her friend would wish for that...but not to protect Chandra's
honor...but to protect HIS...the Taelon!

She looked over at T'than for a moment, and then directly at Ar'en as she
locked away her discomfort and spoke in a clear voice that rang through the
chamber like a bell.* Yes. There was a volunteer, whose name I later learned
to be Zara. She tried to kill me in the shower room...for what reason I will
never know, but I ran and discovered that I had fled into a forbidden area
of the ship, which is where I met T'than. He healed my wound and
then...well, I don't actually remember what happened after that...only that
the next thing that I knew, I was awakening in his quarters.


GT: *His eyes did not leave Chandra; the tension was at its limit. His
eyes bore the final warning, but at the same time, they were not demanding
anymore. He knew she would do everything to prove him wrong... the more he
displayed his worry, the more strength she would derive from it to use
against him. And besides... another part of him wanted to desperately reach
out for Cadence... but the barrier of the many minds in the room was still
between them.*

A: Please enlighten the court, with your story of what happened once you
were inside.

Ch: *She bit her lip. All those eyes upon her made biting back her abashment
harder than she thought it would be, but the words left her lips, each
floating away with just a bit more damnation than the last.* As you could
see from the video... I was only wearing a towel. He... demanded that I
remove it. I did. Then.... he... demanded that I... dance for him. *The room
was dead silent, but when she looked up she saw Cadence looking around as
though she could hear murmuring, and then she noticed that others in the
room were looking around or at each other. It was very strange...*

N: *Her hands closed until they were no more than balls.
How stupid of him... how very stupid! But back then, he did think he could
get away with anything. After all... he had managed to torture her and get
away with it, even after she was connected with Zo'or himself. Yes... he
could never have foreseen this. But humans were right in their saying: what
goes around, comes around. The sad part is, payback wasn't always the same
as justice. In this case... there was more at stake that Chandra's anger did
not allow her to see. Naor'rin's wounds were not so fresh, and even she had
a difficulty getting over what T'than had done to her, and it had been far
worse than a simple matter of humiliation.*

A: So you agreed to dance for him. *he said, very slowly* Why did you
cooperate, and why did you never tell anyone else?

Ch: I had to do it! *she cried, but then calming herself again, her arms
wrapping around herself tightly.* He told me that if I did not obey him, and
that if I ever told anyone, that he would kill Cadence!

GT: *His eyes closed for a moment, as his breath came out all at once
through his lips. Had he been holding it? Those were words that brought up
things he would rather keep in the past. They touched old wounds... wounds
that were tenderly healed. He could not communicate with her, but his eyes
still sought for her amidst the crowd. It was the most ephemeral of
glances... but when under such scrutiny, surely it would not pass
unnoticed.*

C - *She could not hide her shock as her eyes found T'than's. During that
time T'than had gained her obedience by threatening her virginal friend. He
had known well how to manipulate them both and she looked down at her lap
sadly. The psychic wave of disapproval Chandra's words had caused was still
flowing around her - she could feel T'than's disfavor growing, along with
revulsion against him. She ignored Jor'rel's concerned glances her way as he
kept watching her readings on the datapad. Chandra's voice was trembling and
she looked as though she might cry. Cadence herself wanted to cry, but for
different reasons.*

Ch: *Her mask of confidence was dissolving like ice in the sun. She could
still see his blue eyes gleaming with lust, and feel his touch over her
flesh.* After awhile he made me lay next to him. I had re-covered myself
with the towel but he pulled it open, telling me that he just wanted to...
touch my body. *Her face went into her hands, causing her next words to come
out muffled* It was horrible! I was so afraid!

N: *Her eyes closed but behind her lids there were images she would rather 
have wiped from her mind. Instead, she looked at Zo'or...he was now her only 
source of strength; her only representation of home and safety, however fragile it was. 
She was not aloof to Cadence, but her own senses were in greater synchrony with Chandra... 
even when she did her best to close them, to control them, by turning to face Cadence, by remembering that her duty was to help, to support the girl.*

Ch: *Her own testimony had defeated her - she had tried to look so
professional, so brave, but she had failed, just as she had failed to save
Cadence. But she would now... no matter what! Composing herself as best she
could, she looked back up at Ar'en, her voice stronger, but accompanied by a
sniffle now and then.* After that he... just let me go. That's it... that's
what happened. *She looked over - Cadence's gaze looked so angry she
imagined that she could feel it on her skin like a flame.* Don't look at me
like that, *she said, her voice so calm now it was eerie. She had shed all
her emotion a moment ago and now she just felt numb.* I am doing this for
you.

C - LIAR! *she shouted, jumping to her feet, a feeling of satisfaction
moving through her when she noticed some of the Taelon spectators near her
jump in surprise.* You are doing this for one person Chandra Sheridan and
that is YOURSELF and your petty need for revenge!

GT: *He saw that coming; he recognized that explosion of energy
inside him; the flames that were her aura were bright red with her fury.
Amidst the confusion, most would have missed the slight blush that tainted
his skin blue for a moment. # Please... Cadence. Calm yourself... Think of
the child. Do not let her get to you.# In thought, he went as far as
reaching out for her, touching her cheek ever so lightly with what was a
psychic kiss. # I need your strength now. Wear it as a shield... and protect
the three of us.#

Jor'rel: Cadence! *He whispered loudly* Sit down!

C - *She glared at the other girl, finally being pulled back down by both
Naor'rin and Jor'rel. They were talking to her but her teeth were gritted
and her gaze remained straight ahead at her former best friend.* I will
never forgive you for this! *The words were said in a hiss that only those
close to her would be able to hear.* Never!

N: Be calm... *she only then noticed that her hand was holding the girl's... 
and that the touch was electrical!* Remember that they want to get to you as well. 
It is the only way that they will break T'than's concentration. *and they seemed to 
have managed that perfectly well. The few Taelons not far from her seemed tense... 
more so than usual. Their eyes were fixed on T'than in such a manner that Naor'rin 
did not think they had even heard what Cadence had said.*

A: *He turned from Cadence disregarding her outburst with practiced ease.
She was a theatrical creature, overly dramatic, and highly volatile. Why
T'than had chosen to form an attachment to her was a mystery all together.
Despite the questioning that idea brought to his mind, he was undeterred.
She was not the issue - she never was, and would never be. She was merely
the instrument of T'than's undoing.

He turned for a moment toward Zo'or, but once he felt adequately assured
that Zo'or was not going to attempt to officially silence the human, he turned his attention toward Chandra once again.* Do not allow yourself to become distressed again Ms. Sheridan. You have done yourself and your friend a great service by sharing your story with this court. *He turned back to the forum.*

GT: *And by managing to break his concentration. He had not been able to
close his link with Cadence; his own emotions were running awry and being picked up
on by the many presences in the room. He was furious, concerned, fatigued...
and beside his words to his mate, he had let much more than that pass through.
Had they picked it up? Yes... it seemed so.

His fingers were tightly closed against his palm; his features had paled
with fury and frustration... so much so that he only realised that Ar'en was
back to his speech several seconds into it. *

Ar: Sc'orr has argued that it is biology that drives T'than to act in the
manner that he does. Monstrous as the truth might be, it is still the truth.
Though a modicum of this truth can be found in the defense's argument, its
form has been so greatly altered that it is nearly unrecognizable. Ms.
Sheridan's story does not tell of a Taelon driven to mate with the first
available human. Otherwise, would it not be likely that Chandra might have
been his first victim? Yet, he demanded a performance of a base nature from
her, his behavior suggesting that he desired her. But if he wanted her, but
did not act upon that, what does it tell us of T'than's behavior? *He
dramatically paused, stepping back into his formal position at the podium.*
It tells us that it was a choice.

GT: *And had he had a choice right then, it would be to go back in the
past and eliminate Chandra Sheridan once and for all. His cold, piercing
blue eyes spoke of just that when he raised his chin and threw her a more
than meaningful glare. Stupid meddling human.*

Ar: Sc'orr would have you judge a victim. I propose however that T'than is
not a victim of any biological menace. Instead, I say he has used his
condition as an excuse to behave in the same manner that he would have had
he not been in his physical condition. Simply, T'than made a choice. And he
must face the consequences. *Turning back to Sc'orr, he asked * Does the
defense wish to cross-examine this witness?

Sc: I do. *Sc'orr answered simply, taking Ar'en's place in front of Chandra. *
Miss Sheridan, I am not going to draw you into a debate over what happened,
for you stated it most adequately, and I know that one in your position - a
Companion Protector, would not lie. *He watched her carefully, noting her
body language; she was extremely tense, but not because she had been
untruthful. He could see that she was embarrassed as well as intimidated
with the gravity of her part in this dark situation, but she relaxed a
little with his calm tone and shook her head.*

Ch: No, *she whispered quietly * I would not lie to you.

GT: *But she was lying to herself by believing that Cadence would be
rescued from his downfall. Still, he could do little more than watch and
hope that Sc'orr could figure a way out of that situation.*

Sc: *He allowed a hint of a smile to show before continuing on seriously. *
Very good. Miss Sheridan, while you were with T'than…did you make it known
to him that you were uncomfortable with the request he had made of you, and
that you were not consensual with the situation?

Ch: At first yes, but… I had no choice but to obey him!

Sc: I understand, *he said making a calming gesture with his hand. * I am
not questioning your obedience to him or why. Despite your cooperation
though, was T'than aware that you were unhappy with the circumstances?

Ch: *She nodded * Yes. There is no way that he could not have known. I was…
openly frightened.

Sc: And how did he react to that? Was he… sympathetic?

Ch: *She smirked * Hardly. He still made me dance, and allow myself to be
touched. He got off on the fact that I was scared.

GT: *And despite it all, it was still a sweet memory. For consolation, he
had the fact that no matter how high Chandra would go... he was still the
one with the means to pull the carpet under her feet and rub it in her face
how low she could get as well.*

Sc: By that expression, you mean in a sadistic way rather than a sexual way?

Ch: Yes, *she said, and then looked down, fine wisps of her hair that had
slipped free of her braid brushing her cheeks. *

Sc: Thank you Miss Sheridan. I have no further questions for you. *He looked
at Ar'en and then to Zo'or. * If the court approves, I will have the guards
escort her back to her quarters. *A pause, and then both Taelons nodded.
Sc'orr motioned for her to rise and go with two guards who led her from the
chamber in silence. He knew she was upset, and that she would have to endure
it alone, for she was forbidden from speaking about what she had seen and
heard with anyone. When the doors sealed once again he faced the room.*

GT: *He did not watch her leave; his eyes were on Sc'orr, shiny and
dagger-like piercing. What kind of cross-examination was that?*

Sc: Computer, replay dialogue - index 16:36. *Over the speakers, came
Ar'en's previous words: *

~But if he wanted her, but did not act upon that, what does it tell us of
T'than's behavior? …. It tells us that it was a choice. ~

Sc: Indeed Ar'en is correct - it was a choice, and T'than chose not to
mate with her, probably because he realized that she was not compatible with
him. Had he chosen differently, we would still be discussing it however so
his entire point is moot. *He looked Ar'en's way, not trying to hide a
satisfied smirk. * As for T'than's…unusual…behavior with the girl, Ar'en
would have you believe that is was aberrant, and that the War Minister does
not deserve to share space in the Commonality with the rest of our perfect
species.

He tormented a human and enjoyed it! *He said jovially, bringing up both
hands and then letting them fall to his sides* I dare say that if we
abolished every Taelon guilty of that, that there would not be many of us
left to enjoy the victory. *He arched an eyeridge and cast the audience a
wry smile.* My colleague is very apt, and he presented his arguments well,
but again I must say that the points he is trying to make are dubious at
best. *A final arch of his brow and he returned to his place on the podium.*

GT: *That was a most amusing twist... T'than couldn't help to look at
Zo'or, up on his pedestal, seemingly untouchable. And yet, the very ground
that supported his power was so very fragile... he was guilty of the crime
of loving; guilty of torturing humans for no other means than his own
entertainment... Indeed, if they started by condemning him for that reason,
there wouldn't be much of a Synod to rule the Taelon race, for even those
who had not taken an active part into harming humans, they had certainly
condoned it.*

Z: *He watched T'than looking at him, knowing all too well that it could have just as easily been him in the arena in T'than's stead. The point, luckily was that he was not the one on trial. It was just his good fortune that it was T'than. He smirked, trying to contain a laugh at the irony of it all.*


D: * "Perfect" species? They have proven that they are still far from that. Maybe T'than was just experimenting again, but what about Zo'or?

He was not on trial here, but if Naor'rin had something to say, would she
say that Zo'or had forced her into doing things she did not want to do? He
doubted that but he still could not see what she saw in him, but that was
not for him to judge. Maybe they should all go in search of a Human to
"love". It could be a way of saving their kind from extinction. He wonders
how many would be willing to do that. He did not think that many would with
the closed and stagnant mentality his kind was afflicted with.*

A: *He rose from his spot, content to let Sc'orr enjoy a momentary victory. Within the scope of his argument had been the truth. Yet it was not Ar'en's job to reveal, or to rally on the side of truth. It was his to clarify the issues, present them, and win. A Taelon of his class could seek to do little more.*

The defense does well to remind us that T'than made a choice. But he has brought to mind a more pertinent question: what was that choice? And, does that choice put T'than in the position of being in violation of breaking Taelon law? Again, I ask you to all join me here *he paused, looking at the audience* join me, back at the REAL issue. 

What did Sc'orr prove in his cross-examination of Ms. Sheridan? *His eyes glanced over to Zo'or, only allowing the look to last for a second. Much longer, and the petulant smirk on his face might have caused him to lose his concentration. * Let us suppose that T'than did not try to seduce Ms. Sheridan for sexual gain. Then, as Sc'orr suggests, he is merely a sadist. A sadist. So now we are saying that a sadist is a more appropriate member of the commonality than a pervert might be?

Perhaps I digress.

Are we all as Sc'orr says? It saddens me to believe that many of my fellow Taelons have tortured humans for the mere gain of witnessing their pain, if what Sc'orr suggests is true. Only we know. Would each of you have acted in the same way, in T'than's position? Would you have abused your power, and asserted your own superior skills to deceive the commonality and to pursue your fetishes?

*The room remained silent, and he knew it would. Sc'orr had almost cornered him, almost, but he would never admit it. Not to mention he would never have to. In every room where there was one corner, there was always three more, and if he had to, he would force Sc'orr into every single one of them.* If we are guilty, then we have no choice but to free T'than immediately, because he is innocent. If there is a Taelon in this room who will stand now, and admit to crimes that are equally offensive to T'than's then he must be free. I open this offer to this forum. Please stand now.

Sc: *In a gesture very unlike himself, Sc'orr rolled his eyes. Ar'en had lost this round and was grasping at straws to make his point, but still, one look at the audience and Sc'orr knew the statements had had an effect, though to what degree he did not know.*

A: *He waited patiently as semi-shocked faces looked down upon him. It was not a traditional method of prosecution - in fact, he had just made it up. He was sure that the act would doom T'than. Those Taelons who were morally meritorious enough to stand on T'than's behalf could not stand, because they could not honestly say that they had committed such crimes. And for those who actually had... they would never admit to their actions, and take their chance of being damned alongside T'than. 

No one stood. Some faces looked at T'than in pain... the martyrs who might have sympathized with him. But even they could say nothing. A lie could not survive the scrutiny of the commonality, even if a lie was the only thing that would save T'than's life.*

Very well. The proof surrounds you. The Taelon race is not as dismal as Sc'orr paints it. Perhaps next time *He turned to Sc'orr* you will pursue an argument less indicative of your own substandard traits.

Sc: *A blush flickered over his facade and then vanished and he closed his eyes. No matter how tempting, he was not about to divert the forum away from its true purpose and stoop to mudslinging, and so he merely smirked.*

A: *He turned back, pretending he had not sidelined his argument. * That issue being sufficiently rebutted, let us move on, to further study T'than's motivations. I wish to call another witness. He walked towards Cadence, and gestured to the witness' chair. Would Cadence Blue please come to the stand?*

T’than’s Trial

Part Five

Cadence’s Ordeal On The Stand

 
C - *She looked up quickly when she heard her name, her eyes growing large as they met Ar'en's. The prosecutor was standing right in front of her and she had not even seen him walk to get there!

Sc: I object! *he almost shouted, stepping down from the podium and turning to face Zo'or.* This is highly unorthodox. Miss Blue is not the one on trial, not to mention that she is in a state of uncertain health. *He strode over to stand before the Synod leader, continuing in a hushed yet urgent tone* Zo'or, this course of action is unwise; she could be damaged!

N: *Her eyes, flashing green orbs, moved from the prosecutor, to Zo’or, from him to Sc’orr whose words were the verbalization of her own thoughts, and then at last they landed again on her mate, angry and inquisitive. What would he do about that insult? First, Ar’en had spoken about T’than’s sadistic actions towards a human, and now he himself was going so low as to torment Cadence in the name of his mission to damn the General?!

Ultimately, she looked down at T’than. He was tense... and a little too quiet. His control was strong, but the pressure it was putting on him was defeating him through exhaustion...*

Z: *He acknowledged Sc'orr's demand with only a brief shift of his eyes, wondering, in as much shock as most the assembly, what surreptitious plot Ar'en was hatching. The last thing he wished to do was to make a decision that would work to T'than's benefit, yet making an unpopular decision would make him appear too partial. Ar'en was a ridiculous fool for even thinking of questioning Cadence, but Zo'or assumed (much to his pleasure) that he had plans to use her to provide damning evidence.* I must question your reasons for calling Ms. Blue Ar'en. This questioning will only be allowed if you can convince this court of its merit.

Ar'en: *His eyes filled with the darkness of a temperament he very rarely let be known. Contempt was spilling through him like ice water, yet somehow he was containing it; all but the tinge of chill that crept behind his crystalline irises.* I think you will find my reasoning sound, and I will make report of it, *he said, his voice deepened by his precarious mood* IF you insist upon it.

Z: *His hand hit the armrest with an almost imperceptible thump, the fingers curling at the ends hinting as his annoyance.* I do.

GT: *He wasn’t looking at Zo’or to save him... It was not in his interests to do so; but keeping appearances was something every politician knew he had to struggle to achieve. Zo’or’s reservations were as much as farce and the whole trial. He knew Cadence was the one argument that not even Sc’orr, with his resourceful twists and viewpoints could turn about in their favor. She remained the living proof... but worse than that, was to subject her to the eyes and minds of those in the room. Would they realize that she could feel them? And most of all, would they understand the distress that was already consuming him from within like a starving beast?*

Ar'en: Very well. *he turned, prepared for the question, but not quite wanting to argue one more aspect of his argument to the point of pettiness.* To disregard Cadence's role in this trial, is to disregard the relevance of space-time displacement to interdimensional travel. She is the method of T'than's downfall, and a critical witness to his behaviors. Be they as they are... no better witness could I choose to call.

N: *She was still holding Cadence’s hand, and her eyes moved from T’than to Cadence. The Jaridian squeezed the girl’s hand strongly, almost as if to tell her to hold on. That she really needed to maintain control, however frightened she was.*

Ar: You are not on trial Ms. Blue. *he said, his attempts to sound comforting not sounding the least bit genuine*

Z: *He nodded, knowing that barring Cadence from testifying might hurt the case against T'than.* I will allow it.

N: *As she looked over to Zo’or, her eyes passed by T’than and she had the slight impression that she had seen him shudder. But she soon focused on Zo’or and solely on him. He could have stopped it... Humiliating T’than could have been enough; deprive him of his position would have been a good trophy... but she knew that glint in his eyes. Zo’or, always the predator, was going for the kill.*

Sc: *He listened to his reply, realizing that he could do nothing more to stop the impending questioning and nodded, turning back and taking his place on the podium in silence.*

GT: *T’than looked over at his attorney... Sc’orr seemed as defeated as he himself was feeling. It was actually going to happen...*

C - *She took a breath and steeled herself, wondering how she would step around all the beings who lined the row on either side of her. As if in response to her thoughts the barrier that separated the front row from the forum floor began to melt away and two low and wide steps appeared to grow, ending right at the tips of her sandaled feet. She rose, for once not minding Jor'rel's light hold at her elbow. Her knees felt shaky and she herself felt close to fainting. She looked at Naor'rin, their eyes barely meeting, and then she stepped down and began the short journey to the stage, keeping her chin up and not looking anywhere but ahead as she tried to ignore the spectators, and the crawling feeling of their serpentine thoughts shifting over her.*

GT: *He closed his eyes again to force himself to shun the temptation of looking at her. But as distinctively as if she were walking before his very eyes, he could sense her aura floating closer and closer, grazing his as if taunting him, and then finally settling before him. For that is where they had chosen to sit her, displaying her before his eyes as a plate of delicious food before a starving man. Sooner or later the effects of her presence would begin to show... but for T’than’s disgrace, it was much sooner than he had hoped... Seeing her, so fragile, so frightened, so in need of him triggered what had become instinct for him. He could no more shun it away than he could stop breathing and hope to live.

At last he gave in and opened his eyes to face her; and at last he felt the sting of a thousand minds seeking entrance into him at the same time, seeking to devour his thoughts and dissect his mind.*

C - *Her veiled sleeves fluttered back with her stride, revealing her arms to the shoulders before settling back to cover them as she stopped before the small witness chair and slowly sat. She was keenly aware of T'than's gaze upon her but for once, she could not look at him. If she dared she would never be able to turn away again. She folded her hands in her lap, outwardly serene though her toes made nervous circles on the floor hidden beneath the voluminous folds of white material that pooled around her legs. *

A: *A slick smile settled for a moment - only for a second when it seemed that no eyes would be looking at him - knowing that whatever might be said, the truth that T'than had worked so hard to hide, and the same that Sc'orr worked just as diligently to conceal stood behind the thin curtain of turning time. Like any performance that lives so precariously on stage, the lights must come up. And the players cannot hide.*

N: *T’than was breaking... she knew him well enough and she was close enough to him to feel it. After all... for better or worse, they still shared a link, though it was merely the remnants of what they had not been able to destroy.* Jor’rel... I don’t think he will be able to resist much longer... She is much too frightened.

Jor: *He stood, straightening his maroon robes* I wish to address the court, *he said, his smooth voice rolling over every head and filling every set of ears, though his eyes locked on only one.* As the healer in charge of her case it is my right. *He said to Ar'en. Then he looked over at the leader and his voice was that of warning.*

Since you have seen fit to allow this irrational decision to stand, then I feel it necessary to tell you that if her readings fluctuate more than to the slightest degree, that I will stop this interroga….this_questioning. *He nodded curtly and re-took his seat. *

Z: *He smirked - unconsciously - and then realized he was, working to replace it with a more solemn face.* Your... advice Jor'rel is duly noted. Ar'en, *his attention turned* you will guard your questions. The witness' physical.... ailments are to be kept in mind.

C - *Her eyes had been on her intertwined fingers when the hair on the back of her neck stood on end and she looked up, her gaze now pinned like a butterfly on a board by the cold stare of the tall and narrow-faced prosecutor. *

A: Ms. Blue. Can you please begin by sharing with the court the nature of your relationship with T'than, and the circumstances of your becoming acquainted?

C - *She said nothing for a moment - what could she say? That she had met T'than much in the way Chandra had - as a plaything for him to torment. That would not look so good, even though it might look better to the court than the eventuality, that being that the Taelon had later given in to his emotional impulses and fallen in love with her. Her hands were locked together in her lap by the invisible cord of tension that had begun to coil around her, entwining her entire body in its ever-tightening grip as she debated how to answer with a statement that could not be used against them.*

GT: *He couldn’t keep from looking at her; she was not without intelligence, but Ar’en was intimidating enough to make her nervous. Nervous people make mistakes. It was the thing about having emotions; about being human. It was as much a blessing as it was a curse. Seeing her in difficulties was enough to make him try to reach out for her, but at once there was a cry in his mind, a rough invasion by another taking advantage of his slip, reminding him that he could not lower his guard. He repressed a groan from the discomfort as he fought it back, and though he tried to focus his eyes somewhere where they could not pick even the slightest shimmer of her aura, his senses were still cruelly sharp... She was so close, he could almost swear he heard her heartbeat... her accelerating breathing...*

C - I met him, *she said firmly, her chin lifted,* the way that most volunteers meet any Taelon - through a duty roster.

Ar'en: *He smiled, knowing that she was buffering his attack as well as she might be expected to.* Quite true, I am sure. Would you please indulge the court by describing your first meeting?

C - *She relaxed visibly; the question would be an easy one to answer - she would simply tell the truth. Her eyes lost a little of their focus as her thoughts from the past rippled outward from the pebble he had tossed into the waters of her mind.* For the first four months that I had been assigned here I worked exclusively on the bridge. But occasionally I was called to fill in shifts within T'than's office. I did perhaps half a dozen or so, but he had not been working there during the times when I was assigned. Our first meeting happened after that, and it was very brief...I announced my presence and he acknowledged it before sending me off to my duties. *In actuality, that meeting had come just days after she had passed him in a corridor and met his icy gaze with a defiant one of her own. It had been both thrilling and frightening to suddenly see him sitting in his chair when she had been abruptly assigned back there just days later, and it was soon after that that her room assignment had changed as well...*

GT: *She was doing well... but he knew Ar’en was only starting with her... He was putting her at ease, perhaps enough to make her slip in some delusion of control. He would find something in her words that he could turn against her... T’than just simply couldn’t stop to worry.*

Ar: *He listened carefully to her answer, quietly pacing the floor.* Would you continue with describing the nature of your relationship and its evolution to the point at which it is at today?

C - *She swallowed and looked away. Ar'en had once more laid a query before her that she could not answer without incriminating T'than. Yes, their relationship had gone through a major evolution to where it was today, however, it had once suffered another kind of evolution - that of her moving from ordinary volunteer to what essentially equated to a pleasure slave. And she knew that that was one of the seeds of destruction that the prosecutor was looking for.

She felt her face become hot and her heartbeat quicken while her mind moved from one concocted story to another as it looked for one that would be above scrutiny and she discovered that she was at a complete loss. Her eyes fluttered and she shook her head slightly* N...no...*she whispered as she looked at her lap.*

N: *Her brow shot up. She had denied responding... it was the same as admitting that she was trying to hide something because she knew it would doom him. Naor’rin looked about herself; the reactions of those around her were clear enough to make her realise that they had made the same assumption... Cadence was trapped. And judging by T’than’s body language, he knew it, dreaded it, and was infuriated by it at the same. One of the things about being a warrior was the ability to convert fear and despair into anger...*

Ar: *An eye-ridge rose as her composure began to shrivel and fall away from her face, moment by moment, slipping further into the void of lost control. He ignored her reluctance, and continued on as if he had not noticed it at all.* You must answer the question Ms. Blue.

Jor: Objection! *The healer said as he stood, the little pad in his hand now showing intermittent small flashes of light.* This line of questioning will cease for it is clearly taxing my patient...and you will remember what I said about that.

Z: # Damn.# You have been warned counsel.

Ar: Warned true! *He said, the first burst of seeming emotion since he had taken his posting to T'than's trial.* But I believe that Cadence's reaction to this line of questioning does not indicate that she ought to be removed from the stand, but rather that it is our duty to find out what it is that she conceals.

Z: I fail to see your point.

Ar: *He took a breath, his patience waning, his resolve untouched.* When faced with the simplest of questions regarding her relationship with T'than she fails to respond. If she believes that what she conceals could be damning for him, than it must be our duty to clarify its role in these proceedings. She could be hiding information that could shed light upon T'than's perverse activities. Being the only witness to much of his subterfuge, she is the only one qualified to speak as a witness in this capacity.

Z: *He glared at Ar'en with disdain, his mind not on the proceedings, but his ruminations finding ripe ground in which to sprout elsewhere. In Cadence's down-turned eyes he began to see danger. Not for T'than -- that of course was desired. But it occurred to him a thought that had not before. If Cadence could be given credence for the purpose of condemning T'than, then perhaps one day those same lips would tell stories of the things he had once told her.

A side thought, he realized, inconsequential. He could silence her if need be. Either by fear, or by a solution more permanent, her silence would be the inevitable result. T'than might have been wise to do the same before he had come to love her, before he had found weakness in her flesh. Now his passion would burn him with the same ferocity with which it had set him free.*

Ar: *He addressed the healer.* Your objection is noted, but in the interest of the case, cannot be honored. Do your physiological readings of Ms. Blue indicate any permanent possible danger to infant or mother at this time?

Jor: She still recovers from her recent ordeal with her original healer. There is always concern, for her, for the child...*Zo'or's eyes remained fixed upon him and Jor'rel let out a breath as he conceded.* As for this moment in time...her readings are not critical. But the danger still remains!

Z: I think the ends justify the risk. Please continue monitoring Ms. Blue, but please be cognizant of the fact that her questioning will be allowed to continue as long as there is no evidence that a true risk is involved. *turning to Ar'en* You may continue with your questioning.

Ar'en: *He turned back towards Cadence with little more than a dismissive nod sent in Zo'or's direction.* It seems that the previous line of questioning was too difficult for you so I will continue on with another series of questions which might provide useful information to the court. *His mind laughed at the brilliance of it, every part of him reveling in the physically obvious loosening of her shoulder muscles.*

GT: *There seemed to be a shadow over his eyes; his features had assumed a darker tone as his emotions began to boil inside him. His palms were tickling with the energy that was being directed towards them; he was still not looking at her, but he did not need to... he felt her. Somehow, someway, his instincts had overridden his own reasonable command to keep their bond completely shut. She was afraid, and so was the child, and that was the one link he was not powerful enough to break, even if momentarily. Tendrils of energy reached out to him, involved him, and if the others had been able to see within another light spectrum, they would have seen then clasping around his arms, around his chest and neck, piercing him to his core and pulling his emotions away from their dormancy. Already his nostrils were flaring somewhat, even as his eyes rose to observe Zo’or... Again, he had been the one to say whether Cadence’s ordeal would continue, and again T’than had known he would condone Ar’en’s actions. For Zo’or was a servant of logic and reason when it so suited his purposes...*

C - *That odd feeling of ants running frenetically over her body had changed to that of many clawed fingers scraping against her flesh as the minds of the majority turned their full psychic focus upon her, digging, searching for bits of information to burrow into - clawing at the tenuous barriers she had erected to keep them away from the secrets she held so precariously.

She was visibly strained, and Ar'en had barely begun...*

Ar: Would you please go on to tell us of your relationship with Chandra Sheridan, the previous witness? Please go into further detail about your relationship in regards to T'than. It seems that there is a rift between you, and T'than is at the root of it. How did this argument come about?

GT: *He turned to Sc’orr for a moment; most attentions were on Ar’en and Cadence. It was somewhat advantageous that he was making such a show out of it. It allowed T’than to rest from being constantly poked and intensely controlled by the crowd. But some were fixed on him; some had realised the slight change in his demeanour, in his aura... Those pairs of eyes were unwavering. His attorney seemed unaware of the danger those questions posed. T’than knew because he felt; he felt her slip, he felt her as poked and invaded as he himself was; maybe she was experiencing it second hand; maybe they were reaching her somehow... There was a sudden sensation of dizziness that made the floor feel like jelly under his feet. The Taelon had to straighten up and stand with his legs slightly parted to keep his stance...

Ar’en couldn’t be allowed to proceed... they were breaking under the pressure; the both of them.*

C - *She looked up, her head buzzing from the ideas of too many minds, her stress as smothering as rancid fumes rising from carrion and she spoke without thinking.* Chandra Sheridan is an arrogant child who can't get over the fact that I grew up! She hates it that I chose T'than over HER!

GT: *Mistake... She was their Achilles heel, that Chandra Sheridan... Ultimately it was his mistake.* #No... Stop! He tricks you!# *those words stung from the effort of concealing them. Imagine building a tunnel made of air in the bottom of the ocean; keeping the pressure and the water away so he could travel safely to her and return... But it collapsed before he could make it back...*

C - *She pulled back in her seat, realizing too late that her anger at her friend had tripped her, and that it was too late to rise and catch the words that had already flown away on wings that carried them to every corner of the room. She shook her head and covered her face* Stop STOP! No more... please! Leave me alone!

GT: *Voices; thousands of voices, heard not as whispers but as deafening cries, and atop all of them stood hers, and the mind shattering cry for help from both mother and child. This was his inner galvanic struggle, though back in the physical world what was seen was much different. He tried to block it, knowing that he couldn’t let the link break from both ends. They were forcing an entrance; invading him would mean invading her. Ultimately, he was the one who shut it down, violently...

In the courtroom, T’than wavered and blushed. His head was bowed for a moment, his eyes closed.* That is enough... *he hissed, not really addressing anyone in particular.* If you want to attack anyone, turn to those of your own calibre Ar’en... *his chin rose then, and his stance became one of impressiveness and he turned only his eyes to the prosecutor, daringly.*

Ar: *The chill in his eyes shot across the room, directed with logical, perfect precision in T'than's direction. He stepped down from his position and ambled leisurely across the room towards T'than's position, his confidence only outpaced by his trust that he was right.* You and I might be of the same caliber. *His voice was low, but still audible.* But we are not the same. 

GT: *His head turned, showing the smirk that twisted his lips* Fortunately... *he was clearly looking down upon his own prosecutor... He shouldn’t be concerned about an emotional response from Ar’en, for after all, emotions and logic did not combine. If the prosecutor were to fall into a vindictive mood, it would discredit him. But T’than still recognised the glimpse of anger in Ar’en’s eyes as well as his dislike over that same anger. Not so different after all... not so acquitted of the crime of feeling.*

Ar: From your outburst I am forced to make assumptions.

GT: Curious. Judging from your own behaviour, so am I... *his blue eyes were reduced to glittering slits, but his stance remained impeccable.* But assumptions are useless. You need facts... *and facts as being logical were not compatible with the illogical nature of emotions. Still, the antipathy directed towards him was growing. For that reason and that reason alone, T’than forced his features back to their blankness. *

Z: *His skin tingled from the residual effects of energetic minds racing across the chasms of the commonality. Where there was unity, there seemed to be equal amounts of disharmony, each Taelon lost in that very tiny part of themselves that was individual and separate. T'than had pulled away into that place with dramatic effect. It was inevitable that the individual would fall into the arms of individuality when the heat of oneness threatens that state of separateness. Distinctly, he could feel it, touch it with his mind, and accept that he would, had, and could do the same. All, the same.*

Ar: From your attempt to disconnect us from your thoughts you prove my theory in two-fold. First that you have something to hide. Second, that you would choose to separate from the commonality - our chosen state of existence - to meet that goal. But what do you hide?

GT: *His nostrils flared as he fought the temptation of talking again... He was always used to action, not of standing by and watching things develop around him. One thing T’than disliked immensely was to turn matters into the hands of others. Having to stand back and witness his own doom unnerved him. But he took the chance that Ar’en was once more busy with his rhetoric to look in Cadence’s direction. He didn’t have the strength to be angry with her... Already her sadness was beginning to reach him when the general forced himself to look at Sc’orr instead.*

Ar: *He gestured dramatically, the presentation laborious and over-performed.* The defense hides a fundamental truth about T'than. One that must be obvious by now. Sc'orr argues that T'than was a slave to a biological imperative, undeniable by any Taelon. He argues that T'than was not to blame. But if T'than is merely a victim of his own flawed physiology his outburst seems misplaced.

Herein lies the fact that the defense shields behind a veil of half-truths. *He points at Cadence, her shimmery eyes looking back at him, innocent and unaware of the slaughter he was willing to lead her to.* T'than is in love with this woman.

GT: *When or how it had happened, he did not know, but his blue orbs were once more absorbing the image of her. Love... how Ar’en had come to such a conclusion he didn’t know. For one could read and be taught about it, and know nothing before experiencing it firsthand. So, who was Ar’en to say that? And who were they to judge him for something none of them were qualified to judge?*

Ar: *The crowd heaved with irritable excitement, because it was the undeniable truth.* And if Sc'orr can lie about a FACT which is so inescapably obvious, *he put his hand down, his voice somber* then how can we believe anything more that he has to say?

C - *Though she was silent, Cadence was crying, her tears escaping her eyes, unable to be held back like her voice. She felt ashamed that she had not been able to thwart Ar'en's attack better - that she had not anticipated his cunning. She should have; she was, after all, mated to a ruthless Taelon. But all those other Taelons battering at her subconscious, along with the sharp and silvery blade of fear from the child all cut at the tenuous threads of self-control that she had.*

#I'm sorry T'than!# *she cried, not really caring if anyone was listening.* #I'm...sorry...#

GT: *He caught her whispering thoughts.* #There is nothing to be sorry about.# *he did not care that others heard it either, as the words were duplicitous in any case, and even if they grasped their real meaning – that he really wasn’t sorry for loving her or having done all that he did – it wouldn’t add much to the general commotion.*

Sc: If you have finished making your point Ar'en, *Sc'orr said pointedly* then I would like to dismiss this witness, as I have no questions for her. *Indeed what could he ask her that would not further cement Ar'en's claims, because the prosecutor had been correct. He waited for Ar'en to nod his approval, and barely had the Taelon completed the gesture that Jor'rel was there, administering a very light calmative though the girl did not even seem to notice. Her eyes met T'than's for a moment before she was escorted back to her seat, once more protected between Naor'rin and the healer. *

N: *She exchanged quick glances with Sc’orr, throwing him an encouraging and understanding glance. But her main focus now was Cadence. The Jaridian helped her to her seat, her hand rising to brush away a tear from the girl’s cheek.* Hush Cadence. You must seek to remain calm now... think of the baby.

Sc: *Sc'orr's hopes for victory were waning. He had countered each of the prosecution's arguments with effective rebuttals, but each time, Ar'en had countered with exquisite logic that crushed them to dust. And he could feel the winds of disfavor blowing harder through the Commonality.

But, he still had to close, and so he began, his stride not quite as confident as it had been.* You all sit as gratified spectators to the disgrace of one of your kind. Perhaps it is more in relief, because another's crimes are in the forefront rather than your own. *He stopped moving and looked at certain faces in the crowd, and then others.* Ar'en is correct and from what we all just witnessed it is apparent that T'than does indeed love her. That is a truth which he cannot escape from. *He saw flashes of accusation, vindication and justification move over once bland Taelon expressions.*

N: *Her green stare crossed with Jor’rel’s before she turned to the arena again. Sc’orr was speaking again, but his voice almost dragged. He was tired; it seemed he was as tired as T’than himself. Ar’en was reducing Sc’orr to the one argument that wouldn’t help T’than anyway: that the Taelons were not as benevolent as they wanted to make others believe, and worse, that they were not perfect. None of them was, physically or spiritually. They were a doomed race. The trial was the living proof of that...*

Sc: You may choose to agree with Ar'en and disregard everything I say from this moment forward, but there is also one other truth, and this one, none of us can escape from, and that is, that it does not really matter if T'than dares to feel and love. *The expressions of the audience changed to contempt as well as curiosity.* We will not have to suffer with our feelings of abhorrence of him for much longer, because our race as a whole is dying! And unless you are willing to risk becoming less than you are, which will really make you more than you are, as T'than has done, you may all sit there and condemn him while you watch the moments of your own waning existence slip away.

GT: *Sc’orr struggled like an animal whose leg was stuck in the lace of a trap. Valiantly, put pointlessly. They would never admit to their own weakness, for that is what it was all about. They, the Commonality, the whole that was breaking in its smaller pieces as time went by; that was degenerating into oppression rather than comfort. Sc’orr was right, of course... but others before him had tried to change that one view. The new Taelons no longer possessed the discernment to understand what Sc’orr was saying, and to accept it as the one and only truth about the whole issue. Where all of them were cornered, T’than had found a way out. Regrettably, it would lead him to a quicker end, for the opinions were becoming one again, and highly unfavorable.*

Ar: *He listened quietly to Sc'orr's last scrambling attempts to recover from an argument that Ar'en believed to be absolutely true and indisputable. Sc'orr could try to prey on the fears of others who would let themselves be guided by fear of their own mortality. For a moment, Ar'en had the vaguest idea that Sc'orr almost had a modicum of a chance of prevailing. Oddly, it had been the Taelon's fear of mortality that had led them on their evolutionary quest. No matter what perfection or enlightenment might be put forth as the goal of their struggles, it was the fear of death that spurred them. That the final Taelon might close his eyes, the darkness soaking the last of their existence, and it would be over. Of all things, death was the most certain, yet it was the single thing that the Taelons could not seem to be able to accept.*

L’syr: *He rose from the end of the Synod assembly - a dark shadow who gained dangerous substance with each word he spoke.* Anymore demonstration of your stunning defending skills Sc'orr, and our War Minister may find himself in the death chamber sooner rather than later.

Sc: Do you have something to say of merit, Defense Minister L'syr? If so, please address the court instead of directing personal attacks against counsel.

GT: *That was a voice he did not think he would hear... T’than’s eyes followed the tall and lithe figure of L’syr as his own pupil stood from his seat*

Ls: Very well. *He steps from his seat and enters the floor. He walks, almost in a leisurely way, to where Naor'rin and Cadence sit and merely looks at the human girl for a moment, smirking as she cringes back against the only somewhat more worthy-to-be-alive Jaridian. Then he faces the court* To say that T'than could harbour emotions is preposterous, especially one of a caring nature for a sniveling creature like that, *he gestured behind him without looking back and thus missing Cadence's glare,* In fact it is more than preposterous... it is offensive!

N: *She had not missed the look thrown her way. She did look at Zo’or, to scan him about what was happening, but upon feeling Cadence tense, she quickly held the girl’s hand again, more in a warning fashion than anything else* Ignore him... you will only prove their point otherwise...

Z: *A chilling sense of disruption stabbed at him. Despite being sure that nothing could sway the case in T'than's favor, L'syr was an element that he could not control.*

Ls: I believe that Sc'orr was correct in his earlier assessment that T'than was a victim of his own biology and that the human was simply a convenient means by which to aleve his Ka'atha'am. His reactions of moments ago merely show that his intimate contact with her has tainted him. *He turns to Zo'or* I propose that War Minister T'than submit to an energy audit which will prove that what I say is accurate - that his energy has been contaminated with her own, thus causing his emotional response.

GT: *His eyes widened somewhat. An energy audit... Yes, that is what he would have demanded had it been another in his place. But an audit was the proof Ar’en needed. Not based in assumptions, but in true, tangible, scientific facts. He switched quick glances with Sc’orr, who seemed nervous about it. They, Jor’rel and T’than, had withheld the truth about the energy purge that had happened only two days ago. T’than nodded at him, to reassure him that all was well, though he himself wasn’t so sure about it.

He did have Cadence’s energy in his system, though it had been a while since they had been together. Luckily, L’syr had asked for an audit and not a sharing... had that been the case, there would be absolutely no lying about his connection with Cadence and the depth of his change. But on the other hand, T’than had the feeling none of the ones present in the room would dare to propose it. Merely because they knew it was true, and they were afraid of experiencing what T’than had and be doomed by it...*

Z: *A spark of concern flipped through him as he glanced at Ar'en. The prosecutor seemed amused at the least, and somewhat less concerned with the implications of the request than it seemed he ought to be. He wanted to ask him... make sure of the dangers... make sure that the audit could not prove that T'than's condition was one of physiology and not madness. But calling a recess would be absurd, and asking the prosecutor directly would be political suicide. There was only one thing to do...*

Very well. General T'than will be audited.

T’than’s Trial

Part Six

The Energy Audit

  

Ar: *A crisp new flurry of psychic energy circled the arena, its current as alive as moths driven to madness at the prospect of a bright flame. A very small part of him feared that what L’syr claimed was true, but he could not, would not let himself believe it. It had to be madness... yes, an abhorrence of their ideals, everything that made them Taelons, and hence superior. T'than could not be blamed for an invasion of his energy, but Ar'en was sure that the blame lay elsewhere. Still, he felt a tenseness creeping through him, ever so slight, yet undeniably real.*

Z: *He called two Taelon technicians from the doorways, gesturing for them to come to the floor. He beckoned them over to him, letting the noise and controlled excitement in the room escalate.

With a moment of quiet discussion they were sent away to work on a console that rose from behind two unused seats, their hands rushing with graceful precision to prepare an auditing mechanism that would prove suitable. 

N: *For beings proud of their ability to maintain complete control of their emotions, the Taelons in the room emanated a disturbing wave of anxiety. It was the prelude to the climax of the trial: the moment they had all been waiting for was finally arriving, so it was hard to silence the emotions of a thousand, even if so weak within the individual.

T'than was unusually calm, as though he couldn't feel what the others felt; on the other hand, Cadence, seated by her side, was as anxious as the Taelons that filled the room.

Zo'or was one of the few that masked his feelings well. The Jaridian could sense him to some extent, though their link had dampened for some reason. He seemed ready to sharpen his nails on the Taelon general's chest, but his look spoke of his curiosity to see the result of that audit. He wasn't pleased about it though...

Her green orbs then fell over the figures that stood in the arena... Ar'en, his features barely twisted by an annoyed smirk, L’syr, as proud and arrogant as T'than -- in fact, the resemblance between them was astounding, and finally Sc'orr. Nervous yes, but deep in thought. She was sure both prosecution and defense were already anticipating the results, and conceiving their reasons and explanations for them...*

Z: *Within very little time they were done, and a new platform was rising from the floor ever so slowly, its shimmering bioslurry makeup glowing brighter with every inch that it ascended. It was a full two feet from the floor when its stopped, two narrow steps leading up to it, its position in the very center of the arena, unmistakable. Like a sun coming down from on high, a bright sphere came from the ceiling, the crystalline shots of energy zipping through it like electricity and around it like orbits. 

In a moment it was done. A simple test and then there would be no question. If T'than was polluted then he might yet again see freedom. If not, he was as good as damned. Zo'or had no doubt as to which result he would rather see.*

D: *He shifts uncomfortably in his seat as he watched the preparations for the audit session. The buzzing of the Commonality going through his mind was at times deafening, forcing him to minimize it to think. They were eager to find T'than guilty, but he was not. He knew that once a Synod member had to stand trial, that member would usually lose his position in the Synod, but would T'than also have to join the void if he was found guilty? He hoped not. Maybe this audit would change things in T'than's favour, or would it do the opposite. The Commonality was tense to say the least.*


GT: *It was ready. The pain of the energy drain would prove worth enduring after all. His eyes were fixed on the device before him. He had never stepped into one, though he had seen many subjected to it. But Taelons never inquired as to what happened during an audit, and seldom could something be ascertained from their blank expressions when submitted to that test. He knew he wouldn't be able to hide anything, and in truth, it was not in his best interest to mask the part of him that had changed due to Cadence... physical part, that was.*

Z: General T'than. *his voice rolled over the room, bringing the roar of voices down into a flurry of whispers.* Please step onto the platform.

GT: *Icy blue eyes turned and looked at Zo'or with the intensity of two blue sunbeams. He rose ever so gently, his motions firm and decisive. He never stopped looking in Zo'or's direction, until it was time to walk towards the machine. Step after step he marched, feeling as the tension grew as he approached the platform.*

C - *T'than was the magnet which drew her eyes to follow his every move as he rose from his seat and moved on feet that showed no reluctance toward the strange-looking device. As the Taelon ascended the steps to the platform she shuddered. If it was proven that his system was free of any influence from her the prosecution would be at the threshold of success, and T'than would be doomed. But if he did indeed evidence additional energy from her, would that mean that L'syr had been right, and that her own body had exerted a change upon him... a change he would not have chosen otherwise? Her gaze never left his as the process began and anticipation surrounded the room with a nearly physical presence.*

Ar: *Curiosity curled through him, now more than fear of a result that might cripple his argument. The idea of "pollution" was magnificent, and alluring. Ro'haa had been the first test of it, and the Taelon interest had never subsided. He never saw it as a situation he would ever be able to live with... but to witness it in another. To pull him apart piece by piece in a laboratory, and to see where Taelon ended and human began... fascinating.*

GT: *He actually enjoyed being up there; enjoyed the opportunity to look down upon Ar'en, who remained in the arena. The platform gave him the perfect view of the entire room, and he stood directly in front of the Synod. T'than didn't bother to mask the hint of a smirk as he faced his once fellow Synod Members. His eyes lingered on Zo'or, and landed on Da'an just before turning around and facing the great doors. Everyone in the room had the perfect view of him, of the energy that would soon emerge from him in an ascending spiral of flashing blue light.*

D: *As he watched T'than looking down upon them from his position on the Audit stand, he reflected on his responsibilities here where T'than was concerned. Putting his personal feelings aside, he realized that he envied him a little for the experiences he had had with Cadence and the feelings they both shared. They gave him that little extra that the Taelons did not have anymore. The memories of these emotions, were in their genes and he wondered if these genes in T'than had been awakened and therefore permitted him to have this experience. This possibility fascinated him. If this were possible then there may yet be hope for them. They needed their emotions back. Not those of the Atavus but the more evolved ones they had shed, if they were to survive as a more "feeling and humane" species and not as they were now, a cold and emotionless one which had ground to a halt in its evolution. This could be considered as a mutation, but so be it if it would permit them to survive. The evolution they were in now had gone too far. They had to find their way again. 
As his thoughts deepened, he knew that he must defend T'than. The Taelons who thought like himself were in the minority for now, but maybe these new thoughts could make more headway among the doubters or nay-sayers. As he watched T'than preparing for the audit, this situation started him pondering on their possible future....* 

Z: *T'than was staring at him. He sensed it before he saw it, wondering how deep his hatred for T'than had truly grown to be, and how odd it was that it had seemed to bind them in a way in which love alone seemed to be able to do the same. Human philosophy seemed to believe that love and hate were hardly separate, but he had always had a hard time with that concept. He stared back with steel pressed eyes, knowing for a moment that the seed of power, at least for a short time, was no longer in his hand.*

GT: *He saw her then, white and angelic sitting beside the healer and the Jaridian Liaison. His future... and the living symbol of what he had been in the past. He allowed his eyes to speak of things his lips and his mind could not, and then finally he looked down at the two panels, each by the side of the platform. He knew precisely what to do.

First his hands came loose from where they had been resting behind his back, and slowly moved to rest, palm downwards, on each of the panels. First the left, then the right. At once he felt a tingle in his palm, first just a soft itching sensation that quickly grew to a persistent sting that moved up his arms... until it reached his torso, his main pathway, and then spread through his entire body.

The Taelon closed his eyes and his head fell slightly backwards. He needed to embrace that small invasion as foreign energy collided with his own like living worms searching for their nourishment in every cell of his being.

Light began to transmit from where his feet rested, spiraling up his legs, his torso, making it seem as though he was burning in blue fire. The many faces in the room were lit by the energy that reached for the sky of the room, at first blue... then slowly taking in hues of white, then blue again... a code that spoke to those in the room as clearly as a truthful confession.*

Ar: *He swallowed, almost so fearful of the result that he for a moment misinterpreted it. But then he brightened...*

GT: *The turmoil was great, but not at all unbearable. When darkness finally fell upon all in the room, T'than was probably the only one who eyes didn't need time to adjust to the dimness and he saw in the faces of all present that the outcome was not what he had predicted.

Months of deprivation from Cadence's presence had sorted their effect: there was little or no energy of hers inside of him. Slowly, he let his hands slide from the panels and fall to his side. He did not have to turn to Zo'or to know what his features displayed. It was so clearly mirrored in Ar'en's face, as in all of those who had thought him guilty from the first moment...

Z: *The tingling light subsided in its velocity, the drifting waves of luminescence finally falling back into the platforms at T'than's sides. He kept his face frozen in that initial state of curiosity, keeping the expression of victory tacitly at bay. Victory was assuredly at hand...*

D: *He watched Zo'or's reaction from the corner of his eye and saw his elation at the result of the audit. He knew his hatred for T'than was very deeply rooted and understood his feelings, but there was more at stake here. T'than should not be allowed to join the void. He could be instrumental in their salvation. But would he want to help if he were to be exiled? He would be of no help were he to join the void.. His face showed no elation whatsoever, on the contrary. He was worried.*

Ar: *He smiled with growing elation.* It seems, *he said, directing his words up towards L'syr* that General T'than is pure. The blame is only his own. Would you like to offer further objection? 

GT: *He stood in perfect silence, feeling the coldness of having been abandoned by all those who had sought entrance just a minute ago. He could so well feel their disgust, and their fear of coming closer, of being polluted by tasting of his thoughts. He was no longer welcomed, and this time they had found justification to move away. He was spiritually impure... but then again, hadn’t he always been? Hadn’t that been the reason why he been made into a warrior?

Still, he was experiencing sorrow. He was, after all, still Taelon. And in that moment, he felt the beginning of his end. The first step of exile... All that he had been was being buried, erased. He could well see that in the disappointment of his pupil.*

Ls: *His mouth set into a firm and cruel line, his eyes meeting those of the one who had taught him every ideal he know - who had taught him to embrace them! The Taelon had been shocked into silence at the revelation he did not want to believe.* Negative. *he said tersely before turning abruptly to go back to his seat. But he took the long way around so he could once more pass by the audience.*

C - *She blinked rapidly, the leaden ball in her belly bursting into shards of rainbow brilliance that melted over her in waves of happiness. He was pure, and that meant that his love for her was the same. And she was not the only one in the room who was experiencing elation, however, she knew the Taelons reasons were different from her own...much different....

They could crucify him now, and feel perfectly justified in doing so. The rare light of joy which had surrounded her faded into the darkness of sorrow.*

Ls: *He did not stop to look at her, but his eyes never left her as he passed by. The lowly creature had single-handedly ruined a Taelon of great honor... and he would make her pay for that. Not now, not today, but someday. And perhaps when she was gone T'than could be salvaged...*

GT: *T’than stepped down from the platform. He couldn’t help to think of the analogy of it with a human primitive hanging. The only difference was that he left it walking instead of in a wagon straight to the cemetery. He passed between the prosecutor and his defender, but did not bother to look at any of them. His mind’s eye was on Cadence. He was experiencing a great confusion in her feelings. She was seemingly not aware of him, so he closed the link just before he turned to sit back in his chair, just in time to watch L’syr move his eyes from Cadence and return to his place on the Synod stand.*

Sc: *He waited quietly while L'syr left the stage and Ar'en was looking at his notes, most likely ruminating on the best and most amusing way to verbally massacre T'than in his closing arguments. He walked over to the General, his voice only audible between the two of them.* We are at the end. I fear that my skills as a defender were not equal to those of Ar'en for his cause. *It was a grave thing to say, but there was no point in softening the issue – he was a Taelon, and Taelons rarely understated the facts.*

GT: You fight against his nature Sc’orr, and against the Commonality. I believe that what is happening here is proof enough that the individual alone can do very little. *he rested his hands on the armrests and straightened up, a misfit gesture of pride.* The truth is out. Let them decide upon it as they see fit. When I rest in the void, it will serve as consolation to know they will join me very shortly, by their own merit. *his eyes darkened, and even as he spoke he had not looked up at Sc’orr.*

Sc: I still have my closing statements, and I wanted to impart that, despite current circumstances I will not concede.

GT: *His eyes closed and a bitter smirk grew in his pale features, giving him a rather devilish look.* You have more of a warrior inside you than you might think Sc’orr. *only his eyes turned sideways and upwards, and only for a brief moment* You struggle valiantly, but I do not believe it will do us any good. Besides... *his icy blue eyes were now on the tribunal before him.* I do not think they deserve to know the whole truth. It is Cadence I worry about...

N: *She was still as speechless as the rest of the room. But Naor’rin had a feeling that the silence was only on the physical plane. She had seldom felt Zo’or so distant and hard to reach. It was a though he had been absorbed into a vortex of thoughts that all Taelons in the room participated in except – and she was willing to bet on it – T’than.

She returned from her thoughts the moment she heard a voice. Naor’rin felt a chill walking up and down her spine when the words echoed in her mind.*

C - If they kill him I will die.

Jor: *He looked over, surprised. She hadn't spoken to anyone in particular, but what had surprised him was the tone of her voice; it was soft, yet resolute as she stared straight ahead.* The trial is not yet at its end Cadence.

C - I know, but they are all against him here.

N: *Her hand was empty now, when once it had been holding Cadence’s. But the girl’s emotions were creeping around her, burning her own senses. She had seldom felt that kind of strength, even coming from other Jaridians. Her green eyes focused on Jor’rel and then on Cadence again. The girl was right, and judging by T’than’s demeanour, he shared the same perception of what would come next. Who didn’t in the room? All except Sc’orr, who was still compelled to do his work and defend T’than, even if it was a lost cause.*

Jor: *He looked past her to the Jaridian.* I am certain that I feel some positive vibrations in the web. *But Cadence was right – the Commonality did not lie.*

N: *She looked down. Naor’rin had nothing to offer in that moment. Losing a beloved one was something that one never got over. She couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like if Zo’or was taken from her... she had always believed it would be otherwise, that her own short lifespan would take her from him. The alternative was... physically painful just to consider.*

Jor: Cadence, if anything happens to sever your bond, I will see to it that you and your child live on.

C - *She turned to the healer and smiled - a dark smile that did not fit her childish face and then she looked at Naor'rin, the eerie smile still curving her lips though it never reached her eyes, which looked almost black because her pupils had dilated.* He doesn't understand, does he Naor'rin? *She touches the other woman's hand softly and strokes over it once and a small laugh escaped her* But you do, don't you?

N: *Her eyes rise and look at Jor’rel, pain and melancholy making them darken, stealing the vivacity of their greenness. Yes, she knew... knew when she had lost her child; when she had lost her friends because of T’than... when she had been close to being separated from Zo’or by her own kind.* Cadence... You mustn’t...

Jor: *She had truly unnerved him, and he did not think her capable of that. He could never keep up or anticipate her revolving emotional state.* I... do not understand...

C - If they kill him I do not want to live. *She looked at him straight on* And you cannot make me.

Jor: *Clearly shocked* Cadence... what about your...his...child?

C - He will have his child, and me. It just won't be here.

N: *It was possible to survive... that is what Jor’rel offered. But, he couldn’t know that she would never again live once T’than was gone. Much of what Cadence was would die... and what was worse, a slow death. It was just not possible to be whole again.* You can still struggle Cadence. You owe your child the opportunity to choose. If you want to meet T’than in the void, should that be his fate, *she added, tainting her voice with a bit of hope*, than that is your choice. But do not force your child to go with you. *Naor’rin had been through that once; pregnant, afraid to live and face her kind; afraid to face life itself.* Not prematurely... We owe our children life Cadence. I know I would give my own to have my child back with me... *her eyes looked blankly ahead, though her mind would very well distinguish the image of T’than, still seated in his chair, with Sc’orr by his side*

C - *She looked at Naor'rin, a small frown creasing her features and it was mirrored on Jor'rel's face as well, only much more deeply. He was not as affected by all the mental scrutiny as she was and had Cadence's strain been less she might have asked. Instead she just shook her head and looked away.*

Jor: Perhaps you would like to seek my counsel Naor'rin... after this is all over, of course. *comforting smile, and then he looked back at the stage.*

N: *It was an old wound in her soul that reopened and bled from time to time. She blinked and glanced down at her hands resting in her lap.* Maybe... *but she knew she wouldn’t, unless it meant helping Cadence without her knowing of it... She breathed in and raised her chin, focusing on the figure of Sc’orr again. It was time...*

Sc: *He cast a final nod at T'than but then a new hush fell over the room – the psychic wavelength came to a halt, shuddering in mid-vibration as the prosecutor approached the center of the arena and prepared to offer his final statements.*

GT: *The smirk on his face did not waver even as he spoke.* As the humans would say, good luck Sc’orr. *for indeed, it would have little to do with reason and probabilities. Only humans’ lack of logic, their belief in miracles and fortune could invert the tendencies of the common thought.*

T’than’s Trial

Part Seven

Closing Arguments


Ar: *He took the floor for his final argument, watching all corners of his vision, and the reaction to every syllable that he uttered. Without any sense of ceremony, he began.* 

It is a time for us to choose wisely. Where there is dissidence there is disorder. Where there is disorder there is disharmony. With disharmony, all that we are is threatened. Sc'orr argues that if we are to survive we must shed our unity of thought. He contends that we must be willing to turn our backs to the ideals that have made us. 

I ask you to question his judgement. 

Without the foundation of principles upon which we stand, we lack the strength to stand at all. We may live, yet live at what cost? A sadist stands before you. A criminal. In human culture he would be prosecuted for the torture he has inflicted upon other beings. We consider our reasoning superior, yet, if we do not punish him, what are we saying? 

*He paused, looking about the arena* Torture. Do not strip it down in your own minds, trying to make it seem less than it is. Treason. Dishonesty. We have proven that T'than is not only capable, but also an expert in these things. His counsel cannot disprove it, and the evidence we have seen here assures us of its truth. Yet Sc'orr would have us dismiss this evidence because the outcome somehow justifies the means. 

If you were to remove each and every one of us from the Commonality, we would be dramatically altered. We would be Atavus. Beasts who prey on the weak. Creatures that we left behind in our pursuits of spiritual perfection. It would be drastic but we would be alive. Alive. Is that not the fear that the defense preys on? Our fear of death? 

I am telling you that the cost of Sc'orr's brand of salvation is too high. The chance of becoming like T'than is a chance far too dangerous to take. T'than has shed his need for the Ka'atha’am and I am sure he is stronger for it. Now there is a child. But what sort of child? Is that child a future that we are willing to blindly embrace? 

D: # Not blindly embrace. Thought out carefully first, with what possible consequences to us?  Life. Survival of our kind. #
Ar: I can argue this all day, but the evidence - the truth - speaks for itself. T'than cannot go unpunished for his crimes. Crimes not only perpetuated on his victims but on all of us. The cost of setting him free is too high. We fear the monster within him because it is a monster. Freeing T'than is not a kindness. It is a cruelty to every one of us, and to our children if we are fortunate enough to have them. What legacy would you rather have them inherit? One of a species that does not back down in the face of adversity? Or one of a people who conceded to the whims and excesses of one psychotic individual who happened to inadvertently stumble upon a solution to our momentary problems? 

D: # If something is not done soon, our species will perish. So what is best? To die or to live?  Personally I wish our species to live on. We are fruitless the way we are. It seems that Ar'en is too old now to change his thoughts.# 

Ar: It is up to you. 

GT: *Ar’en’s points weren’t moot at all, except for one thing: death was not only what awaited them, but also Oblivion. They had left nothing behind them... soon, most likely, also the Jaridians would perish. There would be nothing left... not even the foundation of the principles Ar’en and the Commonality were so struggling to preserve because there would be no one to live by them. Not even hybrid children, a legacy that didn’t sound satisfactory enough to some; some that were still blinded by pride for they couldn’t see that the road they had chosen to travel led nowhere except to one place, and T’than had seen the void. There was nothing there to yearn for. 

But in what he had lived with Cadence, there was a truth that prevailed above all of Ar’en’s facts: that they must turn backwards, to a crossroad that would at least give them the opportunity to choose a new way. T’than had... the others either didn’t know, or were too afraid or too proud to assume what was obviously a mistake and correct it while they still could. 

He looked around, to the ones seated before him, and those that surrounded the Synod’s balcony. For a moment he felt like he was the one evaluating them, reading in their expression whether they deserved a new opportunity; the ones that were ready to embrace change and the ones that had fallen for what all of them already knew and that Ar’en had only done them the favour of speaking it aloud. Of course, he could never have offered anything innovative: he was their slave; he spoke what the Common thought wanted him to speak. His facts were old, an anachronism even, for they showed the same tendency to pursue that one path that had led them to damnation. 

But soon, all the Taelons in the room would be tested for their ability to evolve, to analyse themselves, their own opinions facing that one unprecedented situation. It was the beginning... maybe some would be strong enough to stick to their doubt and change their ways... IF they lived long enough to influence others. 

Sc’orr himself was different; his understanding was a statement of that. His individual thoughts were a reflection of that. And, the thing about a thought unleashed in the Commonality, is that if spread widely enough, it was bound to become true and be accepted. 

T’than just hoped T’lana and what she meant would be well received...* 

Ar: *He gestured toward Sc'orr, and took his place on the prosecutions podium, entirely satisfied with the brevity of his argument.* 

Sc: *He nodded politely at the other Taelon and appeared to pause in deep thought before he finally stepped into the center of the room, his hands locked behind his back, his head bowed for a moment before he looked outwards. Suddenly all those blue pinpricks of light faded away and he could only see a pair of green ones, flaming brightly in his direction. Cadence was watching him, outwardly stoic but in her eyes...there was a kind of dreadful desperation that he could not escape no matter where he looked. He took hold of his resolve and tried to forget that the lives of three now rested on every word he was about to speak.* 

Of late I have been plagued by the question of justice as it pertains to War Minister T'than. Many things about his life, both good and bad have recently come to light. 

First I shall begin with the bad; Volunteer Zara, Chandra Sheridan and possibly others. We will never know the full details of the crimes T'than has perpetrated upon them, but we know enough to know that what he did was wrong. 

And so I shall move on to more positive aspects, though I realize that many of you do not consider them so. As you all now know from the statements made thus far, T'than has taken a mate, a former Volunteer and member of the human species named Cadence Blue, and that she is pregnant with his offspring. 

Many of you look at this fact with disdain, because said child is not pure in your eyes but rather is a hybrid. Ar'en would have you look upon this child with fear because this child is our future, and we must embrace it! 

What the War Minister did frightens us on an instinctual level, because whether we choose to accept it or not, our species as we know it today is on the brink of its final moments, the void looming on its horizon. Ar'en would have us sit back and hope that we will, somehow, miraculously procreate again. 

We have. Just not in the way that any of us had expected. T'than did become stronger by overcoming the Ka'atha'am, and by willingly letting go of his perfection and taking a small step backward so his species could live. 

The child however is our next evolutionary step forward - the first of a new breed of Taelon. YES Taelon! 

GT: *Some curious minds were already approaching his, touching him softly instead of intrudingly as they had before. He let them come, this time trying to reach them as well so he could scan them in return. A few left, maybe afraid to be touched by him. Others remained, frightened but actually curious. T’than’s link to the Commonality was growing stronger again. He could hear them better... a small source of change. 

And in the back of his mind there was yet another presence; soft, almost silent, but very much clear to him. His child... 

He allowed them to feel a little of what she was, to be dazzled by her. He did not allow them to cross the link to Cadence’s side of the child’s though, letting them only hear what he heard and feel a bit of what he felt from the baby.* 

Sc: *We need to change and reinvent ourselves in order to survive, and provided that some of you can put your prejudices from times past aside and join T'than in what today you consider a crime, we may yet succeed. 

The alternative is death. 

But what of justice? You seek justice for his previous crimes against other humans but a new element has come into play and you MUST consider it as you decide whether to exile General T'than, or worse, and that element is Cadence Blue...and the child that grows within her. As I have said, and this information comes from our physicians, she is no longer human and as such, relies on T'than to supplement his energy to her for the health of the child. 

Zara has had justice; the Synod approved a purge of her unfortunate memories on this ship and soon she will be fully recovered and given a new life. Chandra Sheridan is now a Companion Protector with a bright future before her. 

So now I ask you: What of justice for Cadence and her unborn child? A child that is one of you... one of us. If you choose to condemn T'than to death, exile, or even permanent confinement onboard the ship or one of our outposts, you will be guilty of murder, because Cadence and the child will die. Even T'than does not stand accused of murder today, and his mate and child stand accused of nothing. 

GT: *Even as his mind remained focused on the psychic visitations of his fellow Taelons, he could still hear Sc’orr’s speech and scan the Commonality as the words echoed towards every companion in the room and from them, directly to every mind that formed the Commonality... even his. And the echo that reached him was powerful. They were listening to Sc’orr and most relayed the message to the next even if some blocked it from going any further. Words bounced, each imbued with its own meaning and the sentiment of the one who felt it. 

T’than’s cold blue eyes were on Sc’orr as he spoke and his look was one of calm curiosity. He had made a valid point... it would be hypocritical to condemn him if by doing so they committed a worse felony, and one that the old ways forbade. To kill in the name of self-defense... how primitive was that?* 

Sc: I have no desire to become the executioner of innocents...do you? 

To do as Ar'en asks and condemn T'than, thus condemning his family, would make us the psychotics here, not the War Minister. I ask that you, my species, show me that you are indeed evolved enough to find T'than innocent. 

*He looked around at all the faces that watched him back. There was a wavering of the common will - a chord had been plucked and there was division once again. But Sc'orr knew that he would need to offer up a sacrifice if he had any hopes of swaying them to his side, and it would be one that T'than would find hard to bear, but not as hard as the alternatives. He turned, directing his final statements to the Synod instead of the forum.* 

I hereby make an official plea for T'than's freedom that he may return to the two people who need him most in the universe, and in return for this there will be a price which he will agree to: While he will retain his title of War Minister, T'than will resign his seat and position as a Synod Member. 

GT: *Fool! Slowly, T’than isolated himself, thinking that whomever wanted to scan his thoughts had had their chance. His eyes darted in Sc’orr’s direction: they had never spoken of that! If he stood as saviour of his kind, even in the most ironic and twisted of ways, why should he leave the Synod?! T’than felt he need not pay for his innocence, even if in fact he was guilty of all charges. But guilt was always a point of view, subject to an opinion... subject to circumstance that regrettably none of the present could understand. 

And besides, removing him from the Synod would make T’than even more dependent on others, as well as deprive him of part of his identity. Even if he were to be forgiven and allowed to live... he would be able to do nothing should Zo’or or any of the others decide upon studying the child or Cadence and make of them lab rats... He just wouldn’t be able to protect them... and sincerely, he preferred death to a life where his hands would be forever tied…* 

Sc: *He turned and went back to his place on the podium and he could not suppress a look of apology in T'than's direction. His place in the Synod had been Sc'orr's final card to play, and he had, regretfully. *
C - *She had bowed her head and closed her eyes, completely attuning herself to the thoughts and emotions swirling throughout the room, trying to decipher the psychic melee around her. She felt great hostility and yet there were other more benevolent emotions flickering, trying to become stronger. 

Her mind turned to her bond to him, to life. She visualized it as a long cord, which gave off stunning illumination. She reached out with the fingertips of her imagination, a shudder going through her entire body when she touched it. If they decided to kill T'than, all she would have to do is reach out and break it.* 

Ar: *The sum of his expectation and curiosity had begun to weigh upon him, almost like a physical thing. So trapped by his own singular vision - his appreciation of what he unequivocally believed to be correct and unquestionable - he could not make sense of the eruption around him. Like a creature that had never stumbled into a dark room, he was not equipped to muddle through a paradox that was forming within the Commonality. * 

Sc: *He waited - the room was completely silent but the Commonality was in flux and he perceived it as a low and rumbling thunder, one that heralded either change, or doom.* 

D: * As Sc'orr finishes his plea, he felt the Commonality's reaction going slowly toward chaotic uncertainty. He knew where Sc'orr stood as did others of like mind. The noise was overwhelming and the contradictions fused into his mind like a noisy terrestrial locomotive picking up speed. He mostly shut it out to commune only with those of like mind as he and to get some peace of mind before the vote. T'than must live, of that they were certain. He must pay, but losing his seat in the Synod would bind his hands, but he had to pay somehow, and losing his seat was better than joining the void. 

Cadence and her unborn innocent child had a right to live. She was innocent, and yet she was guilty too in being instrumental in bringing a change to the Taelon species, in bringing a new hope for the future. He had heard said of Lili Marquette that she was the Mother Savior of the Jaridian race or some such term. Could Cadence be that to the Taelons? Cadence and her child needed T'than. His death would kill them too. They were bonded together and Taelons did not break the bonds of other Taelons, but Cadence was not Taelon…not completely, but the child most certainly would be, so what then? He was sure T'than would be spared because of his child, but he could not be free to do as he pleased anymore. He was sure that he would not take easily to that condition.  Security would no longer be his since he had lost his chair in the Synod. He and his family would be relatively alone to face an uncertain future. 

Da’an slowly closed his eyes as he prepared himself for the vote.*

Z: *A beast had been freed upon them, not of logic nor of sentiment, but one of more elusive likeness. It was a questioning, inside them, in a corner of their being where there had been no voices... so long filled with quiet. His mind zipped from corner to corner, each dawning argument pulling him deeper and deeper to the firestorm of debate. It was growing so quickly, he was almost afraid that the disunity would have no hope of unity again. 

He scanned the room, pretending that he was not as cognizant of the war that was waging in every Taelon mind. All the faces were lost in one way or another, each spark contributing to the shocks of dawning chaos. First T'than was evil... he could bide with that... but then... there was Cadence.... and the child. # Without the child, no future# It broke through him, but whose words had they been? Had it been him? Had he sided with T'than subconsciously, lending to the cause of an enemy that he had no mind other than to destroy? Or was it someone else... yes, it had to be someone else. Too many minds, questions, flowing, butting against each other like incompatible electrical currents.* 

N: *Zo’or’s expression was hard to decode, even for Naor’rin who knew every line in his face. His features seemed to change with each thought that grazed his mind, and she could tell there were many, as silence had fallen so heavily in the room that she could swear she heard the echo of humming thoughts that travelled through the Common web.* Jor’rel... *she spoke at last, knowing for sure no one would mind her voice* Can you tell us what is happening? 

Jor: *His eyes had been closed, much like Cadence's as he listened, and to him it was as though many conversations were taking place around him, some voices hushed and urgent, others loud and indignant, though not a sound trespassed beyond the delicate psychic membrane.* The Commonality...is in chaos. There is great divisiveness amongst them. 

Z: *Somewhere Naor'rin was thinking of him, and for an instant the knowledge of that bond was stronger than the one biology had naturally endowed him with. The thought of severing her was agony... why he should think of that, he should not have been.* 

Ar: *The debate was coming to a halt. In the distance there was the answer yet he could not see it. Could not understand... *
Z: *Suddenly the room stopped. Unnatural silence came to the commonality, the lack of harmonious thought slipping into perfect form. Fractured... barely agreed. But the answer had come. With hesitation, Zo'or stood, steady, looking forward, but still lost inside his mind. Quiet and closed from the Commonality, he could not help to wonder how he had truly voted.* A decision has been made, and a verdict proclaimed. *
GT: *He felt the change, but he could not decode it. His mind tried to flee his body, to touch the others' as they had done to him, but it was met with a powerful barrier. There was only a hum to him, unintelligible but still deafening. It seemed all thoughts were converging towards one entity, the only one allowed to understand the verdict. For a moment what his eyes could see was transfigured into a large web, strand after strand of shining psychic energy linked to another, and another, but all of them sending their signals away from T'than and in the Synod's direction, and in turn, from them to their leader. The focus returned to his blue irises as the voice of Zo'or finally shattered the stillness in the room, ironically making T'than even more aware of the silence that had captured them all just moments ago.* 

Z: *He gestured to Ar'en who had sat down, and he rose. He looked at Sc'orr, his face neutral despite the decision. T'than was cool, and Zo'or wondered if he had heard, if the connection had not been so strongly forced inside him that he had been able to leave his mind long enough to take a glimpse at his fate.* 

T'than. 

GT: *His stare collided with Zo'or's, and never did he look elsewhere as he rose from his chair. It was as if whatever link had existed between all of those in the room, was now shared only between the two of them. But still Zo'or's mind was impenetrable, closed to T'than as were all the others in the room.* 

Z: The Commonality has agreed. Though your actions are not endorsed today, nor will they ever be, this court has chosen to spare you on behalf of your child. 

GT: *He felt it, felt their welcome, the link slowly expanding to once more hear the voices. The chorus was weaker though, as though some refused to accept him despite what the whole had ruled. Zo'or was one of those, but then again, they had never shared much closeness. T'than tried not to appear relieved, or joyful at that decision. Not everything had been said... he would live for the sake of the child, but what if the child did not make it? T'than felt, as keenly as those that wanted him dead wanted him to feel, that there was no safety anymore, no comfort... and that the decision could be revoked should something happen to T'lana. It was that easy... and it made her a target to his enemies... 

He locked both his hands behind his back, and listened.* 

C - *She trembled and sighed audibly, her mind pulling back its destroying fingertips from her bond to him and her life, her fingers brushing against the perspiration on her cheeks. They had pardoned him! That meant... that meant that they... could be together... in freedom... The concept was nearly an alien one to her after so many months of subterfuge. She looked to T'than, keeping the smile from her lips, though her eyes were bright with her elation and relief.* 

N: *The emotions running rampant in the room now were so strong. She had had to dampen her perception somewhat, because the return of the many presences had made her dizzy. But Cadence's emotions were still strong enough to trespass that protective barrier and reach her, warm and pleasant for their positiveness. Naor'rin knew enough of the Taelons though, knew enough of such trials and rulings to realise that T'than's forgiveness was by no means complete, and as always, it came with a price tag attached to it. The Taelons never did anything so risky unless they meant to make it advantageous to them. But it was still better news than a guilty verdict. There was always a chance... 

Still, part of her ached as it felt strangely relieved. It ached because she had wanted to see him pay, for once, the crimes that he had committed... but the relief came as well to know that if he had faced trial for what he had done to her, that it would have made little difference. 

She shook the thoughts away and focused on Zo'or. How strangely distant he was to her at that moment... and how keenly she felt the pain caused by that same distance.* 

Z: *He paused, letting the non-Taelon's react to what he was saying.* We will not end your life. But, this verdict is conditional. While you will maintain your position as War Minister, your appointment to the Synod is hereby revoked. All privileges and rights accompanying that post are also withdrawn. You will be allowed to continue your work here on the Mothership, your activities to be monitored by Sc'orr, and reported to the Synod at regular intervals *he looked meaningfully at Sc'orr* until we are satisfied with your progress. This counsel reserves the right to add additional restrictions to your activity at any time. 

*He gestured to Sc'orr* Do you agree to the terms of the verdict? 

GT: *The dreaded words came, as he had known they would. Still, his mannerisms displayed nothing, nor did his eyes. He was still, pale, features cold as if a winter breeze had turned him to ice. But behind his back his hands closed almost painfully, the fingers wanting to crush each other as if somehow the pain would dampen his anger before it spread through the Commonality and reached Zo'or, telling him just how much T'than suffered with that decision. All because of Sc'orr... his entrails were screaming betrayal even before the general stopped to think twice... Yes, all a ruse, from the very beginning... He had not won! He was not innocent... they were merely allowing him to live and somehow, their pity was worse than their loathing.* 

Sc: *He looked from Zo'or to T'than and expelled a silent breath. He was dumbfounded that he had won, but there was a part of him that had hoped for mercy without the price of T'than's highest position. His eyes found Zo'or's again and he nodded solemnly.* Yes. Defense counsel agrees. 

Ar: *Something inside him had gone cold, the ice growing as Zo'or pronounced T'than's innocence. Yet somehow that chill was spurring a gregarious heat, a rage in him that had never dawned before. Justice - Sc'orr knew nothing of it! T'than's freedom was the only miscarriage of justice, his freedom the result of a species to feeble minded to understand its own self-annihilation for what it was. He glared at Zo'or with fierce eyes. He had never felt... not like that.. and he could not help but to blame. There must have been something more Zo'or could have done. It had to have been his fault somehow. From the beginning - Ar'en was surely starting believe - that Zo'or had summoned him with the intent that he would fail. For what reason he did not know, but he would find it.* 

Z: Very well *He said gesturing to Sc'orr* It is agreed. 

*He turned to T'than, and spoke, the hints of hesitation not slipping in his voice.* The judgment of this court has been accepted and proclaimed. *With what seemed a gargantuan psychic breath of fresh air, the doors leading out of the arena began to slide upwards, a dawning light slipping in through the passageways. With it was a startled movement that crept through the listless Taelons, who so seldom moved with anything but precision. The doors stopped, the room forever changed because the light could no longer be kept out, and the dark had no choice but to run from the supernova that had come to destroy it, its power as strong as the rising hope of a new day.* 

You are free. 

T’than’s Trial

Part Eight

Reluctant Justice

GT: *No, he wasn't... everyone in that room knew that. He was once again shackled to the Commonality, and worse, he had to voluntarily allow it if he wanted to survive. And there were the conditions to which Sc'orr had agreed to in his name. His movements would be forever restricted, perhaps by what the Synod decided. His eyes searched for L'syr's for a moment. The younger Taelon was looking his way, cold and dark blue eyes full of the kind of hope that could only mean problems. 

Soon enough he caught Zo'or's eyes again. He was still and silent until there was nothing more to be silently spoken between them. It wasn't over... it would never be over.*

C - *She watched as light filtered in along with fresh air. A few Taelons rose from the many rows and slowly filed out, some looking nowhere but ahead, others passing to look at her, the curiosity stamped on their features making Cadence feel like some beast in the zoo on exhibit. Still others glanced at her with clear disapproval and she saw some giving T'than the same regard. But many Taelons remained behind, perhaps to see if there would be some spectacle that might make them question the propriety of the decision. 

She rose to her feet, fully intent on going to him but an almost harsh grip on her upper arm made her glare at the healer.*

Jor: Sit Cadence. Your impulsiveness would not serve either of you at the moment.

C - Let go of me! *she whispered* No one can say anything now and I want to see him!

Jor: *His tone hardened which was unusual for him and he saw the surprise on her face* You are going back to medical where you will rest. T'than will come to see you when he is able but right now your actions would only add fuel to an already tense situation. *He could see the remaining masses - they were avidly intent upon his side of the arena and he shook his head disapprovingly - their unabashed staring was distasteful to him. Cadence said nothing but he knew she was angry, though when she went to re-take her seat he took hold of her again.* Come, we are leaving.

N: *She was nearly aloof to Cadence and Jor'rel; their voices reached her as echoes. Her green eyes were focused on T'than and soon chased the Taelon's stare and her sight was filled with Zo'or alone. He had won that little round, and now it was easy for her to feel him. Still he was distant, perhaps shaken by the decision of his species, perhaps lost in thought as his mind weighed the advantages and setbacks of what had been ruled.*

Jor: *Jor'rel himself drew many stares in his woven maroon robes which flowed around him as he moved. He looked down at the Jaridian as he was turning to pull Cadence out.* Naor'rin, I would enjoy another meeting, one under less disagreeable conditions

N: *She blinked, turned to Jor'rel, and rose to her feet. So many had left already, and she hadn't even realised it.*

Jor: There are...some things I would like to discuss with you. *She had piqued his curiosity regarding a child. She was Zo'or's mate, and if there had been a child then he would indeed want to question the leader about how T'than's trial had been allowed to take place.*

N: *She tried to offer him a smile, but the gesture seemed misplaced in her empty expression.* I would very much like that. *she looked at Cadence. The healer would have his hands full for the next few days* I shall contact you in the near future.

Jor: I look forward to your hail. *He smiled and nodded politely and then turned away. He had thought Cadence might say good-bye to her friend but the girl was looking straight ahead, her expression dark and sullen. He made no comment on it and escorted her toward the doors.*

N: *She watched them go, and the smile was slowly erased from her face. She was feeling strangely tired...*

C - *She was livid! How dare Jor'rel keep her from T'than?! What RIGHT did he have to dictate her actions now? She looked back, sullenness turning to fear - with everything that had happened so far, she still worried that she might not be reunited with him.* #T'than! I don't want to go!# *A scant few Taelons looked her way, but Cadence was too upset to notice, or care if they heard her.* #Please...please come for me soon!# *A single tear slipped down her cheek before she was pulled through the door.*

GT: *He heard her, loud and clear, so much so it shook his mind. It had been so long since he had allowed himself to be opened to her presence. Now, and forever after that moment, there would always be those who watched, those who occasionally would try to reach Cadence through him. That prospect was frightening, but he needed to feel her at that moment. He did not need to turn and see for himself to know she was leaving, and he allowed himself to speak a single word to her. #Soon...# Then he turned to Sc'orr, eyes blazing with blue fire... it was not over between the two of them either.* 

Sc: *From the look in T'than's eyes, Sc'orr knew that he would receive little gratitude over the hard won victory - the price had simply been too high for the General's taste. Not shying from his hateful look the elder Taelon met it unwaveringly before silently gesturing for T'than to follow him from the arena down a short, narrow corridor and into a small antechamber. 

N: *She watched as the chamber was emptied. Soon after Cadence's departure the Taelons had headed out to the numerous exits; the mob simply vanished out of sight, white faces and complexions vanishing as evanescing vapor in the darkness. She cast one last glance at the Synod stand, at the last pale figure to abandon it, and then downwards, where Sc'orr and T'than were left alone, the arena all to themselves and to whatever battle lay before them still. Yes, Naor'rin knew that look on T'than's face; it was the same one Zo'or had borne that last moment before turning away from his temporarily defeated foe.

And temporary it all had been: the decision, the forgiveness, the victory. It was simply the interval to yet another battle. She stood behind to watch them all leave, despite the darkness that already narrowed against her. Her green eyes became bright as those of a feline in the dark struck by the flimsiest ray of light, then slowly, ghostly, she moved across the benches and to the exit. Her destiny at the moment was merely that chosen by her legs, for her thoughts were once again chaotic, and so deep that she could not perceive them all...


*~~*

 

Sc: *When the door sealed he folded his arms over his broad chest, the gray light in the room making his black jumpsuit sparkle dully.* May I assume by your demeanor that a thank you is out of the question? 


GT: *He followed yes, but his arrogant demeanor spoke that it was all but submission that made him walk behind Sc'orr. It was still hard to adjust to the thought that Sc'orr was his superior now, that he wielded the same power T'than had once and that he would, perhaps, never again possess. The general was quiet all the way to the chamber; the silence was so icy that the sound of his breathing had the visual look of a warm breath in the cold winter day. 


The voice of Sc'orr came clear, the quietness helping it echo with extreme clarity. But the slight arrogance of Sc'orr backlashed in T'than's eyes.* Do you realize what you have done? *the question seemed to fit the situation perfectly, yet, at the same time, T'than smirked since the answer had always been so obvious to him.* Yes, of course you do... *he nearly laughed, but it was bitter, as was his demeanor as he stood there, hands behind his back in that so-imposing way* You knew all along. You gave them, him, what they wanted and of course you profited from it too. A seat in the Synod, given to an outcast... Now that was without precedent. One could almost call it a miracle, for after all, you were condemned nearly for the same reasons I was tried today. *his eyes narrowed* and, the verdict was hardly that of innocence... 


Sc: It matters not T'than, *he said calmly, folding his arms,* The verdict has been handed down - you have been ruled innocent, regardless of the motives behind that ruling. 


GT: I stand guilty Sc'orr. I can read into my kind's decisions. They spared me for the child carried inside her. Out of a reckless impulse of curiosity they spared Cadence and I. And of course... now we lay in your hands - our very lives no longer ours to control... *he took one step, then another, until he was standing only inches apart from Sc'orr* I would find this to be the perfect vendetta... so, do not expect any thank you's anytime soon, Sc'orr... 


Sc: *He frowned, his blue eyes darkening as he looked slightly down on the other due to his greater height.* Enough! MY motives for agreeing to stand in your defense had nothing to do with some misguided need for vengeance! I gain nothing from your demotion - my seat on the Synod was already approved, unprecedented or not. 


GT: *He retreated a little, not from feeling intimidated but to better focus the expression in Sc’orr’s face and to better let him see his.* All that you have done up until this moment has led to one thing alone: your holding the evidence to my downfall. Granted that I still live Sc’orr, the truth remains that once again our lives lie in your hands and in what you allow others to know. This defeat that I have suffered holds the finesse of a well-calculated payback. Am I not now under your control... and Zo’or’s, such as he had always hoped it would be? He knew I would rather die than see this day come… 


Sc: *His expression was set and hard as he turned to face the wall.* If you honestly think that I have gained the favor of our esteemed leader you are vastly mistaken. *He turned back and stepped forward.* Why would I engineer your defeat, when the only thing that I would have to gain from it would be the lifelong responsibility of that girl who so angrily left here, as well as her unborn child. And I am sure that you are well aware also that she would despise me! So tell me again General what I have gained here, because the intricate and ceaseless plots that are your paranoia seem to be eluding me today. 


GT: Satisfaction... *he sneered* Something so simple yet it can move one to commit all kinds of actions without the least reasonable intent. And someone who feels so strongly as you Sc’orr... why should your motivations be those of logic or reason? We are far more complex than that, are we not? *he stepped closer, his voice sounding as though that of the dark and tricky side of conscience* And why not go as far as wondering if you would not wish for yourself what Cadence has bestowed upon me. I do still recall your interest in her... 


Sc: First you accuse me of ambition within the Synod and now of both sexual and procreative intentions with your mate. *He arched an eyeridge and folded his arms, leaning on one foot.* Is there anything else, or shall we dispense with the nonsense and step back into reality? 


GT: Is that your best counter-argument Sc’orr? Because facts do speak for themselves and it was you who agreed to offer my place in the Synod so that I could live. Do you not think that if they had found me truly innocent, that I would not have to pay such a high price? *he raised his chin, eyes glittering in the dimness of the chamber* It was most profitable for Zo’or and the others to remove me from the Synod, and quite the coincidence that you proposed it! 


Sc: *He pursed his lips and appeared to ponder, his voice calm but resolved.* Your dismissal from the Synod is by no means permanent T'than. I felt the brethren out there and yes, disapproval is high, however there were others... *He looked back at the other, his eyes gleaming with a kind of inner excitement.* Surely you felt the curiosity from a few of them? They are intrigued with you and yes, with Cadence as well so prepare yourself for their questions and unintentional intrusions into your lives. 


GT: Curiosity? *one of his eyeridges shot up* That is a double-edged sword Sc’orr. Yes, they are... amused. But once Cadence and I no longer entertain them it is the end. Surely you realise that; surely you realise the implications this has on my life and hers from this moment onwards. We are mere playthings in their hands... and you made it so! 


Sc: No. *Sc'orr said resolutely, raising a finger near his cheek. It floated there for a time before pointing in T'than's direction.* No, War Minister, I did not make it so. You did. By embarking on the path you chose, you brought both their scorn and scrutiny upon yourself...and her. The only thing that I made so was seeing to it that you had the privilege of breathing another day, and the only way that I could achieve that was to offer something else that the majority would find as appealing as your life for a sacrifice! 


GT: So, it is your belief that I could have stopped it, but I did not out of a reckless whim. *his tone was patronizing* And in so doing, I caused this fate to befall us and so I deserve their scrutiny, I deserve the removal of my position as Synod member as a due punishment for my crimes. *his voice was altered at this point, but he held back his rising anger* 


Sc: *He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, expelling it slowly before he spoke and though still calm, there was warning in his tone now.* Do not attempt to put words into my mouth of things you do not know, General. I realize that you were driven by urges out of your conscious control, but the fact still remains, by choice or by force, you did bring this upon yourself. That is not an accusation, merely a fact. *He paused when it was clear that T'than was going to interrupt.* 


GT: The truth you do not want to face is that you never truly believed in the cause you were defending because you never did forget whatever animosity there is between us, and it is my right to accuse you of that! You simply do not find me worthy... *quite surprisingly he smirked, bitterly, but in a sense, victoriously. He forced his facade to assume a disconcerting shadow of calmness, perhaps tiredness too* Your opinion does not differ from that of the others after all. *his features darkened, lending his eyes the opportunity to gleam more brightly with the contrast* This which has come to pass between Cadence and I was not a matter of choice. I moved with the scarce freedom I had Sc'orr, and now even that is gone! 


That has resulted in my inability to protect my family from now on! In my every course of action, I have always to remember the ax pending over our heads and who holds it there! *he paused for a moment, looking accusingly at the older Taelon and letting their glares wrestle instead of their words. After a while of intense studying of Sc'orr's expression, he added, his expression lit as though he had been enlightened by a mysterious revelation* Maybe you do believe you can do more for her than I can. *his teeth showed behind a rather ironic smirk* 


Sc: I do NOT! That girl belongs with you, and I would not wish to see it any other way! *His voice had risen and he did a quick meditation exercise to quell frustration that was rapidly turning to anger. He had done his best to defend T'than and still all he received was his bitterness.* As for the animosity that you perceive between us the only thing that I will say on it is that you now have a much better understanding of what I was feeling all those centuries ago. It was SO easy for you and the others to condemn me...until you experienced the power of emotions for yourself. The truth is T'than, that I could have never defended you...and won, if I did not believe in your cause. The brethren would have picked up on my duplicity and it would have swayed the decision against you. *He sagged against a smooth wall - lack of rest over the past week and now this useless debate with a young and stubborn individual was having an impact on him.* I am sorry if the plea bargain was not to your liking, but as your counsel I had to do what I felt was the only way to assure your survival. Our species has now had its pound of flesh. I believe that they will be placated enough to leave you and Cadence alone for the most part. 


GT: If only you were not so blind, you would see what I do now. But no... you are a fool to believe that my removal from the Synod has appeased my enemies, when in fact, by seeing me weakened, they will only strive to make me fall faster. *he looked elsewhere, as though ghosts were dancing before his eyes, images of faces and echoes of already spoken words.* You cannot even see where the danger is coming from. And even if you did, *his eyes regained their focus and once more sought to see deeply into Sc'orr's.* would you be willing to win some enemies Sc’orr? Because those who seek my downfall as well as Cadence’s are plenty... and powerful as I am no longer. 


Sc: *He stood up straight and walked purposefully forward toward T'than, making the other back up, for it was clear that he had no intentions of stopping until the shorter Taelon was trapped against the wall, eyes gleaming with anger, though Sc'orr's eyes were no less intense.* Then I suggest, General, that you not look at me as holding the ax. YOU cannot see where your friends are! Instead you abuse the one who does not hold an ax over your head instead of calling upon your wisdom to see that what I hold over you is a shield! 

GT: A shield, perhaps, but one that might as well suffocate us! *he had only taken a step backwards, and he was clearly intent on taking no further. He felt his own body tense, readying itself to struggle, though T'than knew his self-control would never let it come to that. But he was well capable of fighting with other weapons than words* You will come no closer than this Sc'orr... of me, or Cadence. *that was not a challenge; it was clearly a warning. Reckless perhaps, but much like the wounded animal, T'than reacted instinctively against all, even those who might have been trying to help. And what Sc'orr perhaps also failed to see... was that if he protected them, and showed support, it might very well be that he would win enemies. And, if they moved on him and he lost the position as Synod member, then there would be no one left to hold that shield.* 


L'syr: *A barely perceptible gust of air announced his arrival as the door slid away, a dark shadow sliding across the floor before the tall Taelon even stepped into the room.* I hope that I am not interrupting anything...*he said, his voice slick like oil, his expression that of one who did look like he hoped he was interrupting much...* 


GT: *He was staring upwards, directly into Sc'orr's eyes, when his ears picked up the slight disturbance. He did not want to look down first and lose that small battle, but he did retreat and compose himself once he recognized who it was that had just entered the room. The general cast his pupil a short glance... his pupil, no, his superior now. Somehow, he disliked it immensely, and it covered him in shame. Certainly L'syr himself would lose credit, for after all, his mentor had gone astray... had turned into an aberration. Who was to say that his teachings had no polluted L'syr himself?* 

For a moment, T'than wondered if L'syr really acknowledged that. For in truth, one never did change with time. All that time contributed for was to enhance the personality, make it stronger, reveal what was there and had been there all along. A refinement, one might say. 


He smirked to himself, but it reached his lips. Sc'orr was still holding some of his anger and it shone in his eyes. T'than was much used to using it when it was needed, and storing it the next moment. It was also something he had learned to master with Cadence. 


He finally looked at L'syr and moved around Sc'orr, a little like the vulture over a dying beast. Though the metaphor applied only to the motion itself... and to the predatory glance T'than cast at Sc'orr behind the other's back. But as soon as his figure was no longer eclipsed by that of his attorney, he was facing L'syr, and the change in his expression was dramatic. His features were stony white, and as hard as rock, though with no apparent expression besides that of calm beauty.* Interrupt? Hardly... *but that was a lie, and T'than knew it, and he knew L'syr also knew it. That had just been the proper Taelon answer, and it was in his best interest to act as a Taelon, wasn't it?* Sc'orr and I were finished with our little... conversation. 


Ls: Good. 


GT: *His hands went behind his back and he took a few steps forward, shoulders leaning slightly forward and chin upwards as was so typical in him* However, it would appear you are eager to start your own, L'syr. What is so urgent that it cannot wait until after I am rested from my ordeal? *he was curious... and in fact, he needed to hear L'syr, to scan him. And truly... it had been early for his pupil to come to him. One thing T'than had never taught him was impatience, and nothing else could have driven him to that room.* 


Ls: *He said nothing for a moment, his look severe as he cast his own study of his former mentor, looking for any sign - a look, a flinch, anything that might reveal how much the War Minister had changed. Then the shiny blue orbs slid to the next body in the room: Sc'orr. 


Sc: *He met L'syr's firm stare with one of his own though he was well able to perceive the chill from the Minister of Defense. There was something about L'syr that made Sc'orr nervous, and he was not one to frighten easily. There was something about him, an evil that seemed to shadow him always. Sc'orr had the impression that the very energy which he was made of had been infused with a dark power, and that power was focused on him now.* I will return to the arena and gather my effects. I will be there for a time if I am needed, General. 


Ls: That is doubtful, *L'syr said, looking down his nose at the other. *


Sc: *He ignored L'syr and nodded curtly to T'than and left the chamber at a brisk pace. He wondered how he could actually have volunteered to defend T'than. The War Minister was disrespectful, stubborn and ungrateful! But then a soft grin crept over his lips, unbidden; T'than was just being T'than - nothing had changed. But still, he wished that their relationship was not so adversarial. But Sc'orr knew that he would have not so willingly offered to place himself in such an unpopular position with his people and fellow Synod members if Cadence and the baby had not been involved. He had not wanted innocents to fall, and not for such an honorable thing as love, no matter whom that love was focused on. He just could not deny love. 


Entering the arena that just moments ago had contained many of his kind, and the possibility of T'than's public downfall, he looked around. It was empty now, dim and silent - just a room, as it had always been, though it seemed that a transparent mist of psychic vibrations remained, perhaps the lingering ghosts of the thoughts of the other Taelons.

His eyes found the lone figure of Ar'en, standing on the prosecutor's podium, looking as deep in thought as Sc'orr had just been. He strode up to him, though the other Taelon did not turn around to face him right away.* Ar'en? *He asked softly, and when at last he finally looked his way Sc'orr offered a brief salute.* 

Ar: *He looked at him and nodded, a most practiced way of responding. Practiced seemed to be all that he could muster. There was nothing else. At first there ought to have been rage, possibly defeat, possibly disappointment. But there was none of those things. Just an inner quiet that was so still, it was almost deafening.*

Sc: It was an honor to debate with you - I am aware of your reputation, and skill. A first loss is the most difficult of all, however, I am sure that you are aware that you very nearly won.

Ar: Indeed *he said quietly* an honor. *He started to drift away, his brow set as still as his thoughts. He stopped in a manner that might have appeared spontaneous, but it was almost planned, almost intentional.* I think though Sc'orr *he turned to look at him again* that you are in danger of confusing yourself. Though victory has been pursued well by the both of us, I cannot say that it has successfully attained by either. *He began to walk away again, and said the rest over his shoulder.* Beware that you may find that what you have won may become more destructive than that which you have come to fear the most. *He continued out in silence, his footsteps echoing over the broadness of the room, his pace bringing him to the door before Sc'orr had a chance to respond. The door closed and his continued on his way, afraid to look back and to allow himself to realize that the word "loss" had finally come to apply to him.*


~*~ 


GT: *There was silence for a long moment; or so it seemed to be when Sc’orr walked out of the room and the noise of his footsteps was swallowed by silence. T’than showed neither nervousness over L’syr’s presence or irritation for once more having his rest delayed. He remained as impassive as if this was no more than a casual encounter, though he knew it was anything but. He waited for the other to begin... it was a way to study the other Taelon, to have him make the first move and at the same time show that he had no fear of what was to come. It wasn’t true though. Much depended upon that meeting…* 

Ls: *He wasted no more time getting to his point.* Your advocate turned on you T'than. The scales have tipped against us in the Synod, and because I am already a member I cannot step in and replace you, thus leaving them no choice but to seek a replacement, possibly one the Military caste would not favor. 

GT: *He had nothing to gain in reminding L’syr of it, but T’than said it anyway, without the barest of decorum* The Synod’s deliberations hardly pertain to me anymore… *there was bitterness and almost scorn in his tone. As well as a sort of challenge. It was still unclear to him with whom L’syr had stood in the end. With him… or with those who had wanted his demise* 

Ls: As you are still War Minister you will still have a vote as to who may petition. I suggest my own apprentice B'lar. He upholds all of the ideals you yourself instilled in me. *He began to pace slowly around T'than then, his hard tone becoming ice.* That is, ideals you used to uphold. 

GT: *His blue eyes followed L’syr until they could no longer turn in their orbits. But he could very well feel the dagger-like stare on the back of his neck. A twisted sense of pride filled him, but at the same time of anger for having taught L’syr so well. He had become, perhaps, his worst adversary, even if they both seemed to loath that option.* My ideals remain L’syr. *he said calmly, as if unprovoked, and looking behind his shoulder* 

Ls: Tell me General - the energy audit does not lie and we all felt your protectiveness toward the human. *His eyes become crystalline and he steps nearer, capturing T'than's gaze with his lethal expression.* Do you truly harbor some sort of feelings toward her, by choice? If so, then we have indeed made a grave error in allowing your survival. However...*his look went sly and he licked his lips,*...if you are merely suffering the effects of her humanity as a result of a joining which you were driven to without conscious desire, all you have to do is tell me. 

GT: *He turned slightly around, to capture L’syr’s stare, to requite it, but clearly holding back his anger. He could have covered it altogether, but the nature of his feelings was rather dubious.* Tell you? *he sneered* 

Ls: *His voice had dropped to a whisper and the Taelon looked as one caught in an excitement that was nearly sexual as he lifted a hand and watched his snakelike fingers* Just tell me...and I will see to it that she suffers for what she has wrought upon you...I will watch her life leave her...at my hands... 

GT: *It was irresistible! T’than hid his apprehension behind laughter* L’syr, your youth is still so evident in you. Despite what has transpired, do you really believe that I would need you to dispose of my problems? 


Ls: Apparently so, *he said smugly,* for the problem still remains... 


GT *He turned to face the other Taelon, his features gaunt and arrogant* I require no help in this matter, and this protectiveness you speak of, do not mistake it for something else. I merely do not like to see what is mine controlled by others, *his eyes were full of warning when they pierced through L’syr’s blue ones. It was like drilling through glacial ice*…and you may rest assured, granted though my position as Synod Member has been revoked, I do not intend to see this situation prolonged. 


Ls: *He arched an incredulous eyeridge. A part of him hoped that T'than spoke with accuracy, and that he would return one day to represent their caste and bring them once again into the power and glory of times past yet, another part of his logic could not be denied, and that was his suspicion that the War Minister was not being entirely honest about things, and that he would never be returned to his former position due to his grievous missteps in judgement.* 

GT: So, *he said, adding a smirk to his unsettling expression* appoint whomever you wish to my place, but make sure he is warned that it is only temporary. I will return L’syr, and once I have power back in my hands, I will see to it that all those who stood against me now know of my rage. So worry not about such a petty issue as the … human. That is mine to deal with… 


 L's: *His facade darkened, just for a moment, or perhaps it was just the shadows in the room.* You are vastly mistaken to reduce her importance in this issue T'than. It is she who is responsible! *The cold beast of his anger was close to gnawing through him with razor teeth but he quickly captured it, thrusting it back into the recesses of his being. T'than was an expert at games of subterfuge...and L'syr would play out his own scenarios just as artfully, for now, until he was sure about his mentor one way or the other.*

GT: *He shook his head, aware of the change in L'syr's tone. Such impatience... T'than could tell he wasn't falling into his trap, or at least, he was not believing entirely in what T'than was saying. But then again, how could he, when the General himself had told him to trust no one, including himself. And, no matter how high L'syr's regard was for his person, evidence was still evidence, and the older Taelon was well aware of what had transpired in the trial room.* By assuming that, you imbue her with greater importance than she has L'syr. She was the means to reach an end, and you may rest assured that I will deal with her myself when she has outlived her usefulness. *he was getting somewhat tired of that dance, but that was a conversation he knew he could not end before reaching an understanding... and hope L'syr would stand by it for a long time.*

Ls: Very well. As you are my superior, I have no choice but to respect what you say and let you deal with your issues as you see fit. *Pointed look* I do hope that such respect is not misplaced...

GT: *His features twisted and darkened incredibly. Perhaps all the negativity in that past few days was concentrated in his eyes now, for they shone as they had not for many months. When T'than's chin rose so that his eyes could directly meet L'syr's, his features were back to the chill of before, wickedness sparkling just over the surface of his skin creating a mask that not many would have the courage to face directly.* Such respect has never been misplaced. I am what I have always been L'syr, and more. Do not doubt that my will is stronger than it has ever been... *and that much was completely true, for he was now willing to go to extremes to reach his objectives even if those, at the moment, were seeing to Cadence's safety and that of their child.* and those who think they might toy with me, are greatly misled... 


Ls: In that case, *he said smoothly*... I look forward to once more working with you to achieve the greatness that our caste deserves. I am sure that your setback will not be long-drawn as long as you continue to demonstrate the excellence that you have thus far... and do not allow your good judgment to be clouded by certain... distractions. *He smiled, though it was more a cool smirk before saluting and stepping out of the room. L'syr was already planning to watch his former teacher more carefully, and his thoughts regarding Cadence and her child were as chilling as before.*

GT: *The general watched him go. No, most definitely, he had not entirely convinced L'syr that Cadence was as any other human: inconsequential. She had already cost him his position as Synod Member, or so his pupil reasoned. For T'than, the gains still outweighed the loss, even though, everything remained uncertain. 
He was lost in thought for a while, but when he came back to himself, the nature of his wonders was unclear. But he cherished the silence, for it allowed him to once more hear the Commonality... the soft voices, no longer intruding, no longer cold towards him. Yes, there was quite a change, and he was almost glad that they were back. And then there was Cadence... her presence was now so clear. One voice amongst thousands, and still he could point her way as if she were a shining dot in darkness.

His shoulders dropped somewhat and he let out a sigh. He had lost his place as Synod Member, but at least he had not lost her... or his child. His lips curved in the tiniest smirk at the memory of T'lana, and he made his way out of the room.

No one barred his path. He left the trial room's premises and his legs led his straight to the main corridors. He knew where he was going without having to think about it, but it had been quite some time since he had walked that path. Nothing had changed... not even the humans. All their faces seemed alike, and their numbers must have increased for sure, because on his short way to the private chambers’ deck he was faced with too many of them. The most disturbing of it all was the way he was looked at. Some clearly had never seen him; others looked as though they had not expected to see his face again... some others, clearly had wished they wouldn't. 

In those short minutes T'than discovered just how much he could dislike humans. And he was just steps away from walking the final corridor before the portal that would lead him home when someone had the audacity of delaying his rest even further...* 

Jenny: Technician Jennifer Madden pulled the band from her hair and allowed the wavy dark brown stands to curl around her face as she shook them out. She walked down the corridor at a brisk pace, intent on a shower and a good book - comfortable relaxation after a long shift. Jor'rel had alerted her that he and Cadence were returning, as well as the outcome of the trial. She had expected to see a happy person enter the unit but Cadence was anything but! She was stormy, her features dark with her anger at being forced to come back and not allowed to even talk to T'than. In that, Jenny could understand; Cadence had been so desperate and frightened the past few days leading up to the trial. Jenny couldn't believe that T'than wouldn't even have a moment to comfort her, but Jor'rel had said that he had business matters that simply could not wait, as well as needing rest badly. 

When she saw him round the corner right in front of her she almost didn't recognize him. Jor'rel had been right - the Taelon looked a bit gray, haggard even, his features drawn and severe. She had not been aware of her blatant staring until he looked back at her. Straightening her light blue uniform and her posture she stepped out of his way.* Sorry sir... I mean General T'than. 

GT: *He knew this human... yes, from the medlab. He found himself acknowledging her presence by simply stopping and looking at her. Couldn't she see the annoyance in his features? One thing that bothered him about these beings was that they really did not know when they were useful... and when their will to be useful became rather tiresome*

J: I... didn't expect to see you in this area of the ship. *She allowed a tentative smile and curiosity to sparkle in her brown eyes.* Are... you going to get Cadence now?
Would you like me to escort you to the medical wing? Oh General she will be so happy to see you! *Her hands had come together in prayer fashion. She was glad for Cadence and found the entire situation scary, but still, romantic! A powerful Taelon taking a human volunteer as a mate, lovers separated and finally being reunited after a great battle. It was just like her books!*

GT: *He growled softly and looked ahead.* I know my way... *and he wasn't on his way to see Cadence anyhow, though that was none of the Volunteer's business, so he kept it to himself. T'than had the feeling she was hoping he would act as some sort of character in one of those human romantic stories. He had tried to read one once and found it not only highly illogical, but nearly sickening from the sweetness of it. Nothing could have been more detached from reality. What the point of such stories was beyond him. He was not about to become anyone's amusement.* And if you know your place, I trust you will not delay me any further with your babble. Good day Miss Madden... *his voice was chilling and he had already started walking after saying that. *

J: O...of course...sir...*she said, her stuttering voice delivered on a whisper that the Taelon likely didn't even hear. She quickly stepped out of his way and watched him pass, mouth agape. How could Cadence...love him? And a better question: How was it possible that he had feelings for her? It seemed to her that the Taelon general was as cold as ice...but somehow...Cadence loved him. Jenny saw her eyes light up whenever the girl would mention him or speak of him, which wasn't often, making the subject wholly fascinating to the young medical tech. She hoped she would be allowed to see Cadence after she was released from the infirmary. Maybe, just maybe she could find out more about them and their unique relationship. *

GT: *He mused on the prospect of visiting Cadence... but no, it was best for him not to show that level of anxiety, and most of all, to let her calm herself. She was in good hands, and he had work to do, preparations, needs of hers that had to be met before he could bring her home... Home... with his hands locking again behind his back he smirked at what home had become to them. They had still so much to struggle to achieve their place in that world...

Finally, his feet stopped and, raising his chin his eyes met the sight of the door to his quarters... He waved a hand over the small panel and the door opened with the slightest noise. He stepped inside, not bothering to call for the lights until he was halfway into the antechamber. And then he saw it, a lone chair in the middle of a inhospitable room. No furniture, no decoration whatsoever! The secret passage lay locked still... good, it seemed no one had discovered that one, or the small door to the hidden lab. He would have to dispose of that one, of course, and find a way to make Cadence's former quarters closer to his own. A little redesigning of the ship’s dimensions would be enough to grant them both a good chamber. Yes, so much work ahead...

Strangely enough, the only object in the room that seemed misplaced was his old chair... once upon a time it had been a symbol of his power, now, it was nothing more than a place to rest. But he acknowledged also, that at that moment, it was his most precious possession. He was tired... so very tired... and his battle was so far from ending. 

To Be Continued…
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