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Book Eighteen
Part One

From Hell To Heaven
Logan: *He ran to Hayley, gathering her to him with one arm and with the other, urging T'than to stand behind him as he faced up to the tall and regal Jaridian woman.* My name is Logan Blue. My daughter and granddaughter are in urgent need of help, as is T'than. Please do not deny us this simple necessity. I will fight for it if I must.

Naor'rin: *She looked from the human to the Taelon standing beside him.* Cadence!

Jor'rel: *He had just finished giving Naor'rin her checkup and allowing her to return to her room when he was alerted that five people had portaled in to the main infirmary area. His tan robes rustled as he ran from the examination room to the main bay. Jenny Madden and two other nurses were already there, along with a Taelon medic. Each looked cowed, keeping their distance from the shocking sight they beheld. Naor'rin was the only one who was close to the group of people, only some of which Jor'rel recognized. She was reaching out to a man but his hands went up in a defensive posture.* Naor'rin please, *he said, firmly pushing her back* ...let me deal with this. 

N: *She had tried to approach them, slowly, sensing the fear in all present. Except T'than: he just looked extremely weary and about to collapse. Fortunately Jor'rel arrived just in time.* I can help. *she spoke to the healer but her green eyes did not leave those of the man before her. She had never seen him before, or the woman that carried baby T'lana, but both of them seemed somewhat familiar.*

Jor: *His voice lowered*...He could be armed...and you are in no condition for a battle. *Jenny came forward then, pulling her back even further by her arm protectively.*

Are we in danger from you? *he asked frankly.*

L: *He looked confused.* No! I am Cadence Blue's father and she is hurt!

GT: *The time was up for introductions.* Jor'rel... there were, complications, during our time on Earth. She needs medical assistance, now!

Jor: *T'than came forward and the old healer's expression sank when he saw the blood dripping from her onto T'than's boots.* Bring her immediately! Nurse Madden, Nurse Evans assist me! *His orders echoed down the corridor as he ushered them into a large room, which seemed to get smaller at once because everyone had followed him - staff and the others - Cadence's human family. Naor'rin had also entered the room.* Cal'lar, see to T'than for the moment. *He never took his eyes off the girl but he was still aware of the War Minister being told to lie down on the bed opposite where he worked over his mate.* Nurse Evans, summon Del'hir. I want T'lana examined; assist him and alert me if I am needed. *The woman nodded and called for his other Taelon assistant.* Nurse Madden, assist me please. *Datastreams opened all around where Cadence lay, each displaying a different facet of her physiology. Jenny was busy with a scissors, cutting away Cadence's once beautiful dress. It was now wrinkled, stained, and soaked in blood. Her mother hovered, stroking her daughter's cold and streaked face. Her father stood just behind her.*

N: *She watched from a distance, standing by the door to give everyone room to maneuver. Cadence's parents seemed aloof to her presence now, as they displayed only concern and all their fear was for their daughter's health. And T'than looked nearly as weary as when they had retrieved him from Lyra 117. It seemed his encounters with her species always had a bad ending.*

GT: *He completely ignored the Taelon medic that was trying to see to him. He could not lie down nor relax when Cadence called so strongly to him, for his help.* Jor'rel, how is she? *Cal'lar raised a hand with a small bandage to wipe some of the wounds from T'than's face but only received a warning glare from the General.* Speak!

Jor: T'than, you must be still. Your injuries are moderate. Allow Cal'lar to help you; he is doing his job so I can do mine. I hope to have news shortly.

N: *She watched the look of resignation fall over T'than's features. The Taelon had probably realized he could help her more by healing and becoming stronger than to continue the futile argument, so he lay down at last. Jor'rel needed to focus.*

H: Will she live? *she choked.*

Jor: As I told T'than, I hope to have news shortly. *Jenny was pulling away Cadence's underwear, the wispy fabric now soaked through with sparkling red. They covered her with a sheet.* I need her legs up. *Jenny moved to comply but Jor'rel was looking seriously at Logan Blue.* Will you step out please? I will call you back momentarily.

L: She is my daughter! *he said, offended.* There is nothing I have not seen.

H: Logan, *she whispered,* please go...

L: I will not leave her, *he said staunchly, folding his arms.*

Jor: Very well you may remain, but please, Mr. Blue, go to your granddaughter over there. *The baby was whining softly as she lay on the table, comforted by Nurse Evans while the very slender Del'hir moved a lighted scanning device over her squirming body.* Naor'rin? *he called softly.*

N: *At last, she walked forward.* Yes, Jor'rel?

Jor: Please, assure Mr. Blue that I will take care of his daughter, while you both see to the baby's comfort. It is time we demonstrate that the name Jaridian is not synonymous with evil.

N: *She nodded* Certainly. 

L: *He was gently pulled by the arm.* No...wait... 

N: You will do better for your child by helping T'lana. Cadence can only truly relax if all is well with her family. *despite her slender figure, she was still quite strong. The man did not resist for long though. The both of them were now staring at the tiny protesting infant. Naor'rin nodded to the healer. He did not seem that surprised to see her there.* Sinaui Euhura, Del'hir. *she let go of the man to perform the Taelon greeting.* I am...

Del: Naor'rin. I know. *he offered a curt nod in return.*

L: *T'lana's whimpers were on their way to becoming cries.* How is she? *he asked the Taelon healer.*

Del: *He thought twice of answering the human, but did, rather gently.* Her system has been under a great deal of stress, but fortunately, it is not too late to restore the child to full health. Once T'than is fully healed, we shall assist him in nourishing her. 

N: *She smiled at the nurse just as she was reaching out for the baby. Naor'rin took her place by the bed, feeling the baby's skin.* She is feverish. *it gave her a frigthful sense of deja vu.*

Del: Yes, but the energy shower should bring it down.

N: She needs more than that. *Naor'rin reached out for the child, against the visible protests from both the healer and the child's grandfather. She let her palms light up with energy* It is all right; I have just received a dose of core energy. My body has not modified it yet and, I can bring down her fever. *she turned to the human by her* You have no reason for concern. I know my way with hybrid children. *she smiled reassuringly at the man and then down at the child, rocking her in her arms as she let her hand do the soothing.* Let us go outside. Cadence is in the best hands.

L: *He nodded, following her without thought, mesmerized by the sight of her hands as they moved softly over T'lana's body; they were glowing lightly, surrounded by misty blue particles. T'lana relaxed, just staring up at her with big, trusting eyes.* You are very good with children, hybrid or not. *He said, trying to keep up a conversation. She had the face of those who had become his new enemy and yet, her beauty and serenity as she smiled down at the baby gave him a whole new insight into her race: They were nurturers of their children, just like humans were. So were Taelons, despite what they had been told to the contrary, just as the Jaridians had proven their ability to be brutal despite their speeches about the tolerance of a more advanced species. The dichotomy of each species was stunning.*

N: Thank you. *she whispered looking away from the child for only a brief moment. T'lana was mesmerising. Naor'rin had only held her once before, but her heart was lighter this time around and she could fully enjoy the warmth of the baby resting on her arms.* She makes it easy. T'lana is a really special child, as well as a little miracle. *the baby got hold of one of her fingers and pulled it up to her mouth. Naor'rin stopped the energy transfer for a moment and rocked her in her arms.*

L: *T'lana's eyes were beginning to flutter as she fought impending sleep, but soon the battle was lost. She looked positively angelic and Naor'rin watched her with an enigmatic smile. Logan noticed her own swelling figure.* Oh... I see that Cadence's children are going to have a playmate. *smile* Is this your second child?

N: *The smile vanished instantaneously from her face and she looked away from the baby and into the human's eyes.* Why do you ask?

L: It is just what you said before, and... you look at ease with a baby in your arms. I assumed this must not be your first. *Her green eyes became pools of melancholy and Logan looked away, uncomfortable.* I apologize; I have obviously said something to upset you...

N: You could not know. *she tried to smile to reasure the man, but the sadness did not leave her expression.* I had a child once. A girl. She was born with an illness. There was nothing anyone could have done to save her.

L: *He looked up at her, at first shocked and then with understanding.* I am so sorry for your loss, *he said truthfully.* I almost lost my own child today...*he looked back into the room where Cadence lay*...I still might.

N: You need not worry. Jor'rel will heal her and her baby. And despite his reputation... *she glanced back into the room.* T'than will look after her. He managed to bring T'lana into this world, and it was not at all an easy task. So long as they are together, she will make it. *T'lana shifted in her arms; a reflexive movement from a dreamy mind. A smile appeared on her lips and then vanished as she settled down again.*

L: *Thoughts of the other Jaridians and their cruelty slipped away. He would not judge all by the acts of a few, and this woman who stood here, offering him comfort amidst her own sadness moved him deeply. His big warm hand was on her delicate shoulder.* I would like to believe that tragedy will pass us both by this time around.

~*~

Jor: *He had never stopped working over Cadence during the gentle argument but now could do what he needed to do. Hayley petted Cadence's face while he and Jenny worked to stop the blood that was oozing out of her below. An intravenous line snaked into a vein in her throat and she was steadily warming up. Hayley kept her from pulling at it in her sleep. Her mother was being surprisingly calm and helpful, not questioning him or his nurse as they moved strange objects over her naked body, sometimes eliciting a moan or cry from the girl. The bleeding had stopped but still the healer watched one stream - the one displaying the tiny baby boy, the wrinkles around his eyes deep with concern. Covering Cadence modestly he moved to where T'than lay, receiving concentrated energy through a line directly into his main pathway as Cal'lar moved a small nozzle over his many wounds, the small ones closing, the bigger ones healing more slowly, but at least not bleeding anymore.* How are you feeling now T'than?

GT: In what way? 

Jor: In any way; I want to know the progress of your recovery.

GT: *Physically, he felt replenished. Mentally... the pain endured. Though he felt T'lana was well, Cadence was still on that stretcher - she had not moved and he could not hear her thoughts. Looking down at his boots he could still see the blood - her blood. Particles of their child's life that had oozed from within her. The healer tending to them finally walked away to store a few devices and T'than took his chance to rise. He needed to be close to her. She was not in pain; not that he could feel, but she was not with them either. Jor'rel was contemplating some readings.* Tell me... what do you see? 

Jor: *He called up a datastream - the one which monitored T'than's son. The child was curled up. He was pink with formative energy, but beneath its brightness his delicate closed eyelids were visible. Tiny toes on one foot flexed, but then he was completely still, suspended on cords of energy that entered his body in different places, making a circle around it. But over his right shoulder, the circle was broken.* Your son is well, and by well I mean that he is stable, as is his mother. 

GT: *He sighed in relief. Though, somehow, it did not feel like all was well. There was a 'however' hanging from Jor'rel's last words.* Speak your mind healer.

Jor: *Hayley Blue had been telling him some of the details about what had happened on the surface.* I was never happy about your forced trip to Earth. It is simply not a place she can live any longer. Even the Jaridians must retreat to their ship every several hours! *he said exasperatedly.* The stress of the environment added with the stresses of the... other details I was made aware of, *he pointed at the fetus.* As you can see, one of the conduits that carries him sustenance has ruptured. That is what caused Cadence to bleed. 

GT: *Yes, he could see it. Though the child itself looked stable, floating in the protective environment of Cadence's womb, that one scar was quite evident. It was amazing though, to see his son for the first time. His shape was already clear, and against his fears, there was no malformations of any sort derived from his unorthodox conception.* What are the implications of this to their health? *he turned from the screen and faced Cadence. He touched the sheet that rested on her body just above her belly.* You said they were stable. So, they will survive, correct? 

Jor: My diagnosis is conservative at the moment. The conduits which sustain Taelon children were not built for redundancy - each has a specific function. When one is lost, it forces the others to have to compensate, which in turn puts them at risk of breaking under the tension. *He pointed to one of the glowing stems. It was thinner than the others.* This one here - it is extremely fragile, and it too may suffer a breach as it compensates and carries more energy. *He looked at the War Minister sternly.* He can survive with the loss of one of these conduits. If he loses another... *He stopped that line of reasoning and went another way.* 

GT: *He closed his eyes in grief. He would not lose her! Murderous thoughts crossed his mind as he looked out of the door, catching a glimpse of the Jaridian woman. If Cadence perished... if he lost his son... Zo'or would pay dearly for it before the loss dragged him into the void! 

Cadence stirred and moaned, stealing his attention. He shook the thoughts away and focused on her.* And if the child dies... what will happen to her?

Jor: *He put up his hands sharply and then lowered them.* Let us not look for trouble, T'than. It will make itself known in its own time. *He looked down at his unconscious patient.* Cadence will awaken, and she will be well - she may even feel as though nothing adverse has occurred, but her condition has moved from the realm of being delicate to extreme fragility. For the rest of this pregnancy she is to rest as much as possible. If the other conduit ruptures she will spend the rest of her pregnancy here, confined to bed. 

GT: If what you say is true, and she recovers... I doubt you will be able to accomplish that. *there was jest in his tone, but worry in the eyes that tried to look into her closed ones. Her aura had not steadied yet.*

Jor: Yes, *he said dryly.* ...she is rather...energetic. However, she must rest. Her baby's life depends on that. I will explain this to her and you will remind her. *It was not a request.* There shall be no more jaunts to Earth and absolutely no more stress! In her life hangs yours and T'lana's. I will not see that destroyed, and IF Zo'or wishes to give more orders that do not consider Cadence's condition, he can speak with me... personally.

GT: *Ooh, but all of Zo'or's orders had considered Cadence's condition. Just not in the same benevolent ways as the healer's.* I do not know what demands Ha'thor will yet make. I do know, however, that his mind is set on revenge. He believes Naor'rin is dead, and with her, his child. I doubt he will give up easily... *his pale hand brushed against Cadence's cheek. He had thus far ignored her mother's presence.* I know I would not.

Jor: *He nodded his understanding.* I know... Deal with the situation as you see fit, but from this moment onwards, Cadence is no longer a part of it. Keep her isolated from it. Make her sole focus her health and the health of her new baby. After all, it is for the benefit of you and T'lana as well.

GT: You need not tell me that. *because if it did depend on him, Cadence would never leave their quarters - the only place on that ship that she had always been safe.*

Jor: *He touched her face; it was smudged with dirt coursed through with tear tracks. The blood on her body had dried and crusted on her skin.* Nurse Madden?

Jenny: *She set down syringes and other supplies she was preparing for waste disposal but she came over immediately.* Yes?

Jor: Call in Jason to carry her to the bathing room; I had wanted her to wake up so she could have a bath but you can give her a sponge bath while she sleeps. I do not want her to spend the night like this.

Jen: Of course. I can easily do that.

H: Please....*it was the first word she had spoken in a long time. The entire time Jor'rel had treated her daughter Hayley could not help thinking that Cadence would die, without ever awakening.* Can I help you with that?

GT: *It was as if he had just reawakened to her presence.* I would say you have helped enough! Allow those who know how, to see to her needs!

Jen: *She glared at the Taelon.* Regardless of what happened, she is Cadence's mother. Show some respect! *The woman was distraught, her hair disheveled and her clothing stained. Jenny put her arm around her reassuringly, purposely ignoring the Taelon's presence.* I'll tell you what, Mrs. Blue, how about I help you? I can think of no one better than her mother to do this. *Hayley smiled, her eyes wetting slightly, her look so grateful the young nurse had to turn away for a moment. Jason arrived and easily picked Cadence up and headed down the hall, followed by Jenny and Hayley. Jenny looked over her shoulder at the War Minister.* Please leave us in peace for an hour. We will take care of her and return her to you. She'll be in Room C.

GT: I can see to her myself, Miss Madden. *he was talking to the nurse, but his eyes were on the older woman. He was about to walk towards the girls when a hand grasped around his arm.*

Jor: *He looked wearily at T'than.* Rest, *he said quietly, motioning to the bed.* Let the women be and take some energy. Naor'rin has T'lana. I will have her bring her to you shortly. *He began to walk away, his posture heavy, his stained robes hanging limply as he moved. He was so very tired...*

GT: *T'than watched as the women left. Soon, also Jor'rel was out of the room and there was silence. Incredible, blissful silence. Despite everything, they had made it out of the Jaridian's hands. Weariness fell upon him like a warm blanket, and T'than did as Jor'rel had suggested. No sooner had he lay down on the bed, when energy started raining on him.*

~*~

*Cadence lay in a long, shallow basin. Warm water pooled around her, just enough to cover her. Her head was resting on a pillow made of thick and absorbent material. Her hair was damp and clean, and Hayley was now moving a large sponge over the length of her body. Jenny kept her hands on her wet shoulders, making sure she stayed somewhat reclined.*

H: It's like Cadence is in a coma. Will she ever wake up? *Her gray eyes fixed on the nurse - she was a girl still, not much older than Cadence, and yet she seemed to know so much, and bear the knowledge with calm grace.*

Jen: When Taelons suffer a severe injury they drop into a meditative state so their body can focus exclusively on healing. Do not forget that Cadence is Taelon now. But I assure you Mrs. Blue, that she will recover.

H: Yes... I know that. It took me a while to accept it but...I do now. Oh and, call me Hayley, please?

Jen: Thank you Hayley. Believe me when I say that there is no one better in the entire universe to care for her than Jor'rel.

H: *She grinned, rinsing soap from her own arms.* He must be something special indeed to garner such praise.

Jen: *She smiled a secret little smile.* He is. *Diverting the subject* I am always telling your daughter how beautiful she is. Now I understand why; your hair and eyes are a different color but, you could be her twin.

H: How many times Logan has espoused on that, *she said as she took a small brush to Cadence's fingernails, noting with some anger the bruises on the girl's hands. The price for hitting the Jaridian brute!

Jen: She is so lucky to have a mother like you. I am...not close with mine. 

H: *She saw her brown eyes go downcast.* I am sorry. I understand though; Cadence and I were close until she came here to work. Ever since, our relationship was not what it was, and I hold most of the blame for that. *She opened the drain and the water rushed away and she covered her sleeping child with a huge white towel so she would not chill.* But a woman can learn, even at my age, to admit that she was wrong. *She caressed a smooth cheek...a damp lock of hair...* I want her to come back so I can tell her so.

Jen: *Kneeling by Hayley she took her hand and gave it an encouraging squeeze.* She will. Just give her time and try not to worry. By the time we leave, you will have made peace with your daughter.

H: Yes, *she replied, but she was looking off into space. Finally she focused on her new friend.* Jenny, can you finish with her? I have something I need to do.

Jen: Of course. I am going to have Jason take her to her room when I get done drying her...*Hayley had already nodded and slipped out of the humid chamber.

~*~

L: *Logan and Naor'rin were sitting at a small table, each sipping from a glass of juice. T'lana slept in the Jaridian's arms as their conversation droned on, moving on to lighter topics for distraction.* ...And so I had told Cadence not to touch that display, but she was fascinated with that sculpture made of tin cans. I only turned my back for a moment - you think I would have learned by that point. *He laughed and shook his head.* I think everyone in the store screamed when it came down. It was so loud! Cadence was standing in the middle of it, holding one can - the one she had pulled out from the bottom, grinning from ear to ear at the commotion she had caused. The old guy who owned the store was not impressed at all, but she went over to him and handed him the can. It was like she was giving him the most precious treasure in the world. I remember the way he smiled then... *He sipped from his glass.*

N: *It was quite amusing the hear of Cadence's misadventures in the past. She had been an energetic child, a little unpredictable at times. She was all that still.* Yes, that does sound very much like her. Cadence is a good friend to those she loves, and her joy of life is quite contagious.

L: She's always been like that, a ray of light. I could not love her more. We came so close to losing her today...and that precious little girl too...

N: *Ha'thor... he had shown his lack of scruples once again. Or his pain. It was not like him to lose control like that.* But you did not. Do not grieve on account of what could have happened. You did your job as a father, and you protected her. *she heard footsteps and halted, looking into the distance.* I believe your mate is coming. 

H: *Hayley nearly jogged down the hall, interrupting their conversation.* Logan, can I talk to you?

L: *Up in an instant he frowned with concern.* What? What's wrong? Is Cadence...?

N: *T'lana struggled a bit in her sleep. The sudden rise of Logan's voice seemed to have interfered with her dreams. Naor'rin cooed and rocked her gently.*

H: She is fine; they are bringing her to her room. It wasn't that. It's...something else. *She whispered into his ear.* I need to talk to you privately.

L: *He nodded and turned to the Jaridian.* Would you excuse me? I will be back in a few minutes.

N: Of course. *Hayley's stress was quite evident, and Logan looked quite anxious himself*

L: Oh, by the way, this is Hayley, my wife. Hayley, this is Naor'rin. I dare say she has become our liaison. *He smiled proudly.*

H: *She nodded once.* Hello. Your name is very exotic. 

N: *She offered a warm smile.* Thank you. I could say the same of yours. *which was true: humans had strange sounding names.* It is a privilege to know the one who brought Cadence into this world. 

H: *She offered a quick smile.* What a genuinely nice thing to say, thank you. I hope we can talk soon and get to know each other better. *Pulling Logan into an empty room, she closed the door behind them.*

N: *She looked down at the sleeping infant and smiled. She recognised that impulsiveness too. Yes, it was clear now why she had found them both quite familiar.*

~*~

*It had taken longer than a few minutes for Hayley to tell Logan what was on her mind. By the time they had emerged, the woman's excitement had been replaced with a quiet sort of fear. She clung to her husband's arm as they approached Room C - Cadence's room. The door was closed, but through the small window they could see T'than standing by her bed. He saw them; Logan beckoned for him to come out.*

GT: *It appeared that a moment of silence and privacy had become too precious for its rarity. He had rested no more than an hour under the energy shower. Worry for Cadence and the indisputable need to be close to her saw to it that he could rest no more. He arrived to her room ahead of schedule and sat by her bed, his mind softly cooing to hers. He could hear whispers now. She was closer to awakening.

But he had to stop and rise. There was one more issue he had to address before he was given truce. Cadence's parents* 

L: Is Naor'rin still with T'lana? *he asked.*

GT: *He nodded* She is. It is best for the child to be kept away from Cadence while she is ill, and I needed to tend for her. 

L: *Nodding, he continued.* Has she regained consciousness yet?

GT: *He did not bother to hide his annoyance. That was one too many questions.* Soon. 

L: *He nodded again; he was nervous, and Hayley's eyes kept flicking between him and the Taelon. Logan was better at hiding his anxiety, but Hayley was an open book, like her daughter.*

GT: *His eyes drifted to the woman and then back to stare into Logan's. They both looked... anxious. He would have thought nothing of it had it been Hayley alone to cast off such signs, but Logan himself appeared nervous.* What is it that you truly want to know?

L: *He dropped his shoulders a little. The Taelon knew he had ulterior motives.*  I do have something that I'd like to discuss with you. I would rather do it while she is asleep; it really cannot wait. Is there somewhere we can talk?

GT: *The corridor was fine with him, but he decided to be cautious and lead them to the room next to Cadence's* We can converse here. No one will interrupt us. 

L: *The room was a little more dim than other parts of the facility. The shadows were deeper here, reaching out with lengthy fingers to stroke their faces, disappearing like frightened creatures whenever they moved.* 

I wish to make a request, but it is more serious than that. *He looked down at Hayley and proceeded, not allowing T'than to interrupt until he was done.* Hayley and I have decided that we want to stay onboard when the Taelons leave. Since you cannot remain on Earth, then we wish to remain with you. We cannot bear the idea of spending the rest of our lives wondering about her - how she is - what the children look like... And...there is something else. *he added somberly.* I doubt that I will have much of a career left if I go back. I run a large company, and many of my associates will not be pleased to learn that Cadence Blue is my daughter...and that I have known about her relationship for some time and did not reveal it to our government. We also have no wish to be celebrities to the kind of people who will idolize us for her being our daughter - the kind of people who we saw pulling at you both today.*

GT: *He did not look at all impressed or moved.* After all that has transpired today and the recklessness of your misfit support of McGregor's intentions, you wish to remain? *Did he sound outraged?*

H: Please do not force us to go back! *she implored.* The Jaridians... We have concerns for our safety. They saw Logan help you escape...

GT: Life aboard this ship is not devoid of complications, or dangers, Mrs. Blue. You ask this out of impulse and ignorance. The trauma of nearly losing your child is upon you. This request you pose, is not a reasonable one. *Though it was; they could not return to Earth. Not for the moment.* I will admit your lives will change from this day onwards, but I am not the one to decide whether you are allowed to remain or be forced to leave. *Though the perspective of Hayley Blue constantly around to interfere was one that made the word NO scream in his head.* The resources on this ship are scarce. My kind will have to hand-pick those who wish to leave with us. There are... standards to be met.

L: *Hayley looked crestfallen; he probably did too. They had not expected it to be a complex issue. They remained silent as T'than continued.*

GT: For the moment I will provide you with a room where you can rest. I would request of you not to abandon it unless summoned. *that was an order which he directed at the woman.* I will take this matter into consideration and when the time comes, you may place your request. *There was still much that needed to be rectified.* Things on Earth now are complicated for the both of you, but it is in your people's nature to forget today's news. I will not lie, life on this ship is as uncertain. *he nodded at the two humans* Now, I must return to Cadence's side.

~*~

GT: *A few hours had passed since his conversation with Cadence's parents. He had been honest by saying it was ultimately not his decision... but by all accounts, he preferred to think of the two as a nuisance long left where it belonged: his past! To think that they might be around to interfere constantly was a rather disturbing thought.

Cadence had been close to awakening a couple of times. He could already listen to her mind. There was peace: the waves of her thoughts produced a rather comforting sound, no different from water crashing softly on the sandy shore of a beach, but quite the opposite to the deafening storm of before. He ran his fingers over her face and eyelids, but suddenly withdrew. There was someone watching. Someone by the door. He had not heard it coming, but he could sense it.*

N: T'than. *she called, her voice a whisper. T'lana was still sleeping in her arms. The child had been tired from all the commotion, but hers now was the kind of sleep of a baby who had just been nourished.* May I enter?

GT: *The request itself surprised him more than her presence. Usually, she would simply barge in and speak her mind. Still, he could not avoid his bitterness.* What is it that you want, Naor'rin?

N: We have an issue to discuss. *he was still focused on the girl. Cadence looked like one of those fantasy characters with her golden mane of hair spilling out on the pillow, and the peaceful look of an enchanted sleep.* And differences to settle, once and for all.

GT: Your timing could not be worse. *he could not keep himself from hating her – for what she was and what she represented. Her face was the same as those who had harmed his own.*

N: I know this was Ha'thor's doing. I can also guess why he did it, the same way that I can see Zo'or's hand in this tragedy. But, I am not your enemy. *she was walking closer; the baby in her arms was almost like a peace offering.* I cannot afford to be, when my only friend is mated to you. *she extended her arms as to relinquish T'lana.* I had a lot of time to think while taking care of your daughter. You cannot resent me for wanting a piece of the happiness that comes with having a child. I wish Dor'mah had had the same opportunity you gave T'lana.

GT: *He was staring at the child in his arms. She had not even stirred in her sleep.* I could not have saved her, even if I wanted.

N: Which you did not. *she was fighting back the pain - to stop it from trembling in her voice.* I know you never intended it to go that far. Nor did I. But in a sense, you have acquitted your actions by providing for all of them in a way I never thought possible.

GT: *He sighed, exasperated. Cadence was fortunately still deeply asleep. The last thing he needed was to listen to her ramble, or to be reminded that his first hybrid child had died, just like his son could.* Your point, please?

N: *She straightened herself. It was hard to swallow her own pride and decide to sign a sort of peace treaty. She had been the one harmed, yet she was now also the one to extend her hand towards a truce* I will not tell her.

GT: *At last, he faced the Jaridian, his blue eyes asking all the questions that his lips did not utter.*

N: I will leave it to you to reveal that one dark piece of your past, if you so chose.

GT: *Naor'rin was possibly the one person capable of inflicting the greatest damage to his connection to Cadence. It was odd that his enemy would relinquish such leverage. Strategically, it made no sense.* Why?

N: For Cadence. And for me. *she paused* I am deciding on what to do with my life hence forth, and beginning by letting go of my hatred for you is my second largest step. So long as you agree to let me live my own life, I shall not interfere with yours anymore.

GT: *It was a day full of revelations, of twists and turns. It never seemed to end. And Naor'rin, it seemed, was not as predictable as he believed her to be.* That is... wise.

N: *She smirked at his remark. It had sounded sarcastic.* I do not want you as my enemy T'than. Not if times are to change the way I believe they will. Furthermore, I wish to remain friends with Cadence. Such a revelation... would doom that friendship. *she touched the girl's hand the same way one would a deity.* She trusted me when no one cared to. It was all I really needed. *she looked back at the Taelon.* You do not deserve her. We both know that. But she loves you and that is the truth. *she reached out for the baby in the Taelon's arms, leaning over to leave a soft kiss on her forehead.* Take care of them. *with not another word to say, she left the speechless Taelon alone with his family, and gracefully walked out of the room.

One by one, the layers of darkness were being removed, letting the light back into her soul. She no longer felt suffocated or overwhelmed. Naor'rin actually felt... free, for the first time in many years.*
Book Eighteen
Part Two
The Ruse
*Three days slipped by too fast, and there was still so much more to do to make themselves ready to abandon the planet Earth forever. Many volunteers had resigned their commissions and returned home but the Mothership's halls were just as bustling as usual and in fact, they were more crowded. For each Volunteer who left there were at least two more working in Taelon facilities below to take their place. The Mothership was a coveted position and many took this as their last chance to work aboard her.

Specially trained liaisons presided at volunteer academies and Taelon embassies, screening applicants who wished to come aboard. Fraternization between officers had never been encouraged, but everyone knew it went on. Young, volunteer couples were given priority if they agreed to start having children as soon as possible and encourage them to serve the Taelons when they were old enough, like their parents. The Mothership would be in open space for a long time; multi-generational staff was a necessity.

Onboard the ship, another screening process was taking place in the background: Unattached female volunteers who applied were unaware that Taelon healers were screening both their physical and psychological profiles. A healthy young woman whose profile indicated she might be receptive to taking a Taelon mate was immediately fast-tracked through the application process and shuttled aboard. 

Jor'rel left these screenings in the capable hands of his subordinates; he had an important task of his own to deal with...

Eighteen Taelons had been returned to the ship, despite the fact that President McGregor and General Ha'thor were livid over T'than and Cadence's escape. They had contacted Zo'or within hours of the event and said that if the girl and her child were not returned that the prisoner return would cease.

Apparently, three days was the limit of their good faith. There would be no Taelon transport on day four unless Cadence and T'lana were delivered into their hands by the end of that day.

Planning for this inevitability, Jor'rel had gone to work, with T'than's permission. His project had been ready ahead of schedule, and he now stood next to it in a large meeting chamber. McGregor would be contacting Zo'or in just over an hour to hear his decision, but before that occurred the healer needed to have a meeting of his own.

Jor: *T'than arrived, right on schedule. He noted his darting blue eyes coming to a halt on the long and cylindrical object behind him, and so he beckoned for him to step closer.* What do you think? *he asked, a thread of pride in his tone.* Realistic, is it not? I dare say, even...alive...

GT: *Disturbingly so. That image of fairness, of pale beauty that breathed no life and bore no aura was one taken directly from his haunted mind. It was the image of Cadence his eyes saw, but he could not sense her. Had her thoughts not been whispering softly in the back of his mind, the confusion of that sight would have been overwhelming.* It is... disturbingly perfect. You have done a good job Jor'rel.

Jor: *The arch vanished again and Logan and Hayley Blue stepped in, each looking rather pensive. They were aware of what McGregor demanded as well as Jor'rel's plan.* 

Come forward please, *Jor'rel called.* For this to be convincing, you must both be here. You need say nothing when the transmission begins; your presence in the background should be enough. *Stepping aside, he revealed fully the container behind him. T'than was looking down through the glass and the healer suspected that the stony expression he wore was as much a facade as his skin, and had they been able to see into his thoughts that he would have looked as distressed as the girl's parents who looked down with uncertain eyes at Cadence's body.*

It is a clone, *he said in response to their silence.*

H: I know that, *she snapped. You explained that to us already. What you did not explain is why?
Jor: As you know, the Jaridian/Earth Alliance has demanded that Cadence and T'lana be returned to them. If we do not comply they will not return the thirty Taelons who still remain below in stasis. I suggested to the War Minister that we could send a duplicate instead.

L: Jor'rel, *he said, brushing his blond hair back nervously.* I understand the dynamics of this but, is not a clone a person? Would you not be subjecting her to whatever terrors they wish to inflict? *He looked down again; Cadence's hands were folded over her pregnancy.* 

GT: *He did not like it anymore than Logan. But the visual recognition was only a part of the whole picture. Being a Taelon actually helped him to detach himself from the statue-like figure of Cadence... a perfect duplicate, carved in flesh instead of marble.*

L: And the baby would be subjected to them as well when it is born. In a way, it is like you are giving Cadence over to them.

GT: I would not allow that, Logan Blue. *he looked away from the magnetic sight of Cade... of the replica of his mate.* A clone of our son would still be a child of mine. I would not hand him over to the Jaridians. We took all that into consideration.

Jor: *He waited for T'than to finish and then continued.* What you see is not a clone in the way you are thinking of the concept. A true clone would be a copy of Cadence with all of her mental faculties intact. I could never have created a being that complex in the time allotted and so... we decided to improvise. *His features hardened uncharacteristically.* What was inflicted upon T'than and his family was unforgivable. All their lives could have been lost, and so for that we will see to it that, while McGregor will have his victory, he will discover that it is a very hollow one indeed.

L: You have our attention, Jor'rel. Can you be more specific, so we mere humans can understand?

Jor: *A grin fluttered over his lips and then vanished.* In essence, what you see here, looking in the full flush of youth and vigor is nothing more than a husk - a shell that appears to be Cadence. There is no brain, and the body is filled with engineered organic materials that will pass for organs and blood if she...it...is scanned. *He saw Hayley make a face but they both still seemed to be mesmerized by their 'daughter.' *

GT: You forgot to mention that in our previous conversation. The illusion looks real. But how do you intend to make it last? 

Jor: *He looked back over at T'than.* Oh, yes, I realize that I did not give you all the details. *He touched a small display that was active with readings of different kinds.* Zo'or will open the communication and tell them that we have decided to acquiesce to their demands. Ha'thor will wish to torment you no doubt and so you will tell him in whatever manner you feel is best that you have decided to give him Cadence and the unborn child, but that T'lana will remain with you. We hope that they will accept this considering the new baby will be a hybrid as well.

H: But, won't they still refuse to give back the Taelons when they see that she...*she could not bring herself to say the word 'it,' *...is a fake?

Jor: Oh yes, of course they would, but they will not. They will be able to make a limited scan of this cylinder. We will tell them that we placed Cadence into stasis - to safeguard our own interests. Otherwise, they will need to rely on this display to get more in-depth information. We will send Cadence down tomorrow morning and they will immediately return the next group of our people, and will continue to do so until we have them all back onboard. After we have left Earth's solar system safely we will transmit the code that will end the stasis and open the tube. When that happens, we will need to be in a location out of their scanning range, because the moment air enters the chamber, the body will... melt. 

L: What???

Jor: It will evaporate. It will only take a few moments to do so.

L: *He looked away, a bit green.* I see...

GT: I would not trust Ha'thor or McGregor to be so patient as to wait another four days to proceed with their testing. The news of Cadence's pregnancy are still the main headlines in the newspapers, as is our visit to Earth. So long as the humans demand answers, McGregor will be pressured to provide them. And so will Ha'thor, whose alliance needs cementing. 

Jor: An apt summation, General. We will inform them that if they attempt to open the tube or tamper with it in any way before we are ready to give them the unlock code that there will be a most unfortunate occurrence - one that will easily take Earth's media's minds' off of making sport of a pregnant girl and her baby.

GT: *The healer had an incredibly twisted mind when he wanted. T'than looked at Cadence's parents and smirked* We have a certain power over them, it is true. But lives of Taelon prisoners are also at risk. We must tread carefully. *and wish that for once, luck be on their side*

H: *She caressed the rounded glass.* She... looks so real. I know you will think I am illogical but... it will be difficult to send her away...

Jor: I do not think that at all, because if you, her parents, are disturbed by this situation - if you believe it, then they will believe it too.

GT: *And that meant T'than had to believe it as well, because his part was probably the most important one to be played in that ruse. And Taelons were not very good at acting emotionally. When they felt... it was real. They could not fake it.* All of us will have a part to play in this theatre. *his cold blue eyes looked directly at Hayley.* If ever you wished to scream and cry, do so now for the benefit of this meeting.

H: *She looked away, a little embarrassed; her eyes were already shiny with tears that threatened to overflow.*

GT: *The Taelon focused on his peer.* But what of them? *he tilted his head toward the two humans* We have not yet decided on their fate. If we are to make this ruse work perfectly, we should provide an explanation as to why they are leaving with us.

Jor: *For a moment he stared ahead at some point behind the group, and then his blue eyes darkened and his skin took on a deeper cast. Jor'rel himself looked like a clone - one whose personality was not so relaxed and benevolent. He focused on Logan, but his eyes lingered on Hayley.* We are giving them Cadence, *he said, sounding as cold as one in the military caste.* ...but we are keeping the ones responsible for her creation. Their first child proved exceptionally receptive to our energy; they are still young enough to provide us with others who may be equally as receptive. *He saw Logan pull his wife closer; they were unsure if he was serious or not and he did nothing to ease them. Until this conference was over it was advantageous if they were kept off balance.*

GT: *That was an aspect T'than himself had considered. His eyes were still on Cadence's mother and he got a twisted sense of satisfaction when she cringed a little further against her husband.* Indeed... *the smile on his lips only vanished when he saw who was arriving. His eyes became ablaze and a grimace twisted his perfect features.*

Z: *A rush of cold air came to chase away the demons from the room, bringing with it others to take their place. Zo'or did not acknowledge any of the beings who looked at him with so much as a nod. He strode directly to the stasis tube, looking down at the occupant contained within it with his usual haughty expression. Then he smirked at the healer.* Is this your, masterpiece, Jor'rel?

Jor: It is what I said I would provide, Zo'or.

Z: *His smirk chilled. He looked down at the clone and then back to Jor'rel.* Perhaps your affiliation with the science caste was misplaced; have you considered relocating to an artisans' colony? You could take Sc'orr with you.

Jor: Perhaps I will discuss the subject with him at some point. *His voice matched the Synod leader's - containing just enough sarcasm to be insulting.*

Z: *They were being hailed. He turned away sharply and waved open a stream.* Let us conclude these negotiations that would not be necessary had the War Minister not acted with his usual incompetence. 

GT: *T'than did not need to mask his anger. He was positively fuming. And so far that anger was to his advantage, so he made no effort to restrain it.*

Z: *President McGregor was seated behind a large desk, his hands folded before him. He looked a bit too smug as far as Zo'or was concerned. Jaridian alliance or not, no servile human had the right to regard him with such an affluence of disdain. The truth was that he was enraged that they had dared to alter the conditions of the contract...all over that impudent little human!

President: Good Evening Zo'or, *he said. Receiving only a curt nod in return he continued.* Since we have demonstrated our integrity by returning eighteen of your people to you even though T'than reneged on our agreement to interview Cadence Blue by removing her from the premises prematurely, we now await your decision regarding the return of she and the infant T'lana to the surface.

Z: Yes, I was able to view your...integrity, *smirk*...on the news.

Prez: That was a mistake - one we have remedied. She and her child will not suffer any further unwanted intrusions. *He was fiddling absently with a pen, slipping it through his long fingers.* So, now that we have made these assurances, what is your decision?

Z: The Taelon Synod has decided that it would be in the best interests of our people to agree to your demands. And also, that it would be in Cadence Blue's best interests, to return her to live on the planet where she was born. 

GT: *He played his role; looking down at the pod before him, his nostrils flaring. Cadence's mother had been right: the illusion was too close to what could have been. It was... in a foolish unreasonable sense, quite painful.*

Prez: A wise choice... for both species. *He had to purposely take a mental grip on his elation and victory and disguise it with a veneer of appreciation.* 

Z: Do not rejoice just yet, President McGregor. As you saw fit to amend the terms of the original contract, so we have amended it further; T'lana will not be accompanying her mother.

Prez: What is the reason for this? *he asked, the sharp-tipped edges of his words revealing his annoyance.*

Z: I shall let the War Minister answer your query. *The datastream followed his fingers as he turned it so now T'than was the main focus, Cadence's parents and Jor'rel in the background.

GT: Your demands are far too greedy. *facing that human made anger an easy emotion to use on his features.* Though the majority within the Synod have decided to relinquish Cade... *he paused* Miss Blue to her species, we are keeping the hybrid with hers. As you are aware... Miss Blue is with child. You can retrieve whatever answers you seek from the unborn hybrid. Furthermore, two children would represent a heavy burden to her. 

Prez: *He listened quietly, his fingers gripping his chin as though he was feeling invisible whiskers on his closely shaven skin. He leaned to the side slightly, listening to someone both unheard and unseen and then leaned forward in his chair again.* Your reasoning is logical. It will likely be less strain on Miss Blue during her transition to only need to care for one infant. *That is, if they let her care for it. But for appearances sake he wanted to project a caring attitude.* 

GT: *He moved slightly out of the way, so they could see the pod.* And to minimize the strain, we have also placed her in stasis. She was injured during her time on Earth but our healers have restored her to full health... *he looked down at the pod himself.* I have also seen to it that her memories of the time aboard this ship... and of myself... have been wiped from her mind.

Prez: Very well. We will welcome just Cadence and her unborn back to Earth. They will have a good life here. *He looked to his left, as if just noticing someone there in the room with him.* Oh yes...of course. *He waved his hand.* General T'than, please wait. General Ha'thor wishes to speak with you...

GT: *His eyes darted toward the stream, and narrowed at once at the sight of the Jaridian.*

Ha: Greetings, T'than. *the satisfaction he was being granted in that victory was still not quite enough. After all, one of the hybrids would remain with the Taelons.* I have to say it was quite a pleasure to be your host during the short time you were on Earth. Not many can brag about sharing such closeness to the great Taelon General. 

GT: Spare me your sarcasm, Ha'thor. I am not in a mood for games.

Ha: These are not games, they are... negotiations. And we have reached an understanding. An eye for an eye is a human saying that I am quite fond of. *he smirked, slickly. He knew T'than would understand just what he meant - they had taken his family, so he would take his. And he had seen enough of the connection T'than shared with Cadence to rejoice over such a victory!* You restore the children of this world to their home, and we do the same for you. 

GT: Yes. Those are the terms accepted by... the Synod. *he glanced sideways, and furiously, at Zo'or.*

Ha: *Some things never changed. He wondered what T'than would do though if he knew just who had released the information of his coming to Earth.* With one slight difference. I would rather prefer if Cadence... walked, on her own two feet, to us. *Yes, that would be the ultimate triumph!*

GT: *Damn Jaridian!* I shall explain again, so you may understand me fully. *T'than was quite unconcerned with the insulting tone of his voice.* Your welcome to Earth caused injury to her. Her being in stasis is a mere safeguard... *he smirked* but you are correct, there is an ulterior motive. Just as you do not trust our intentions, we place little confidence in yours. The pod we have placed her in is set to unlock the moment we depart from Earth. And that moment will arrive when all Taelons left on that planet are restored to this ship.

Ha: *Inwardly, he seethed. They seemed to think Cadence was such a big deal... and they were right. In her the answer to the Jaridian crisis could also be discovered.* You are in no place to make demands, T'than. We have been benevolent to the point of not adding T'lana as an exchange coin for the lives of your kin. Do not try to bargain for more than you can afford!

GT: *Good, he had struck a nerve* These are... negotiations Ha'thor. I am merely... negotiating. *he saw Ha'thor glance away from the stream, no doubt listening to something his ally was saying. T'than waited, patiently, for the Jaridian to return his focus to him.* Very well. We will provide you with key elements to breaking the lock the moment our kin arrives by portal. The last piece will reach you when the final group of 8 has been restored to us.

Ha: What do you believe will keep us from opening that lock any sooner? Your technology is no secret to us.

GT: Do you truly believe I would relinquish my family based on your word of honor that all Taelons would be returned? I know all too well the worth of your word!

Ha: *He smiled. The sweet memory of T'than's torture was still fresh in his mind.* Go on.

GT: *he leaned over* If you attempt to open it ahead of schedule... then both mother and child will die, and you will be left with nothing! *he restrained his anger and regained his composure.* The question is, are you willing to wait four more days to claim the reward for your... victory? *he had to play Ha'thor's pride and hope he stopped being so cunning...*

Ha: So be it. But, if we detect anything wrong with your... mate  *he wanted the Taelon to remember very well what he was relinquishing* or your child, we will preserve the right to annul our part of the bargain.

GT: *Though visibly stern, he nodded.* 

Ha: Very well then. *he turned as if to leave, but gave no step away from the screen's field of view. He had not missed the two humans standing back in the image* There is however, another issue to address. *he looked sideways, quite menacingly.* The girl's parents. Now that she is being restored to Earth... I trust they will wish to follow her.

Z: *Jor'rel had just stepped away from him; during the exchange between T'than and Ha'thor the healer's lips had never stopped moving, speaking of the plan he had concocted and telling him how he should respond to bring it to the desired conclusion - as if he needed any help with subterfuge!* Come now, General Ha'thor. I believe we are well beyond the need for pretense, so you may drop yours. Concern for Miss Blue is the last thing on your mind; we know that you have many plans for the girl and her child, and I am sure that none of them include caring whether her parents are there to hold her hand whilst she is in the care of your medical personnel.

Prez: *Stepping into view next to the Jaridian.* Now wait one damn minute! I resent your implication that we mean to harm her or cause her undue pain and discomfort.

Ha: *The human almost pushed him aside to get into view. Ha'thor would be seen yet though; his large frame and height allowed him to stand out in the image, not to mention, his haughty expression.*

Z: *He could not help the grin that spread over his lips.* Mr. President, I implied nothing; I am certain that when you cause her pain and discomfort that you will tell her that it is absolutely necessary.

Prez: Why you...!!!

Z: *Disregarding the man as one would an annoying flying insect he turned his attention back to the Jaridian.* In closing, I will be blunt: You have Miss Blue and her child, and all the discoveries that may be gained through them however, we have the two who are responsible for her creation. If it is true that there is something about Cadence Blue that makes it possible for our species to regenerate itself through her then it should be the same through future offspring from them. *He did not have to look back at the parents - he could almost feel their anxiety coming off of them in waves.* I am sure that their remaining should not be an issue for you. In fact, without their interference, things should be....less complicated...for you.

Ha: *Yes... he had allowed the humans to be a complication in the past. He was not one to make the same mistake twice. But Zo'or had been faster: Ha'thor thought to himself that he should have thought of the girl's parents before. He crossed his muscular arms before his chest and stepped away from McGregor, appearing to ponder.* Very well. Take them. *he faced Zo'or again.* Consider them... a gift. 

Prez: *He was irritated that even though the Jaridians and the Taelons were adversaries, that they still dealt with each other on some level they reserved exclusively for each other, disregarding him as though he was just some bystander. His aggravation was evident when he interjected,* If you believe that her fate with us is to be that terrible then why are you agreeing to it? *The ruse was up; Zo'or had been more perceptive to their plans than he had expected, and Ha'thor had not bothered to deny it.*

Z: A straightforward question, and it deserves a response equally as clear-cut: T'than has erred for the last time. His punishment is what we are negotiating now. *Oh if only it were true. If only he was truly the deliverer of his torment! He saw the Jaridian smile rather knowingly. He nodded and returned it.*

Ha: All we are interested in is Cadence. The conditions of her conceiving can be replicated - perhaps even with one of my own - but not all the circumstances that turned her into a mother to your children. *he just had to add to the pent up fury that had turned the War Minister's expression into stone* So our deal is complete. We will expect Cadence to be sent to us before we portal the new group of Taelons to your ship.

Z: Very well. She will be delivered to you at 0800 hrs. tomorrow. We expect that you will not delay in returning the Taelons immediately thereafter.

Ha: *He nodded* It was quite a pleasure to do business with you, Zo'or. *his eyes narrowed* I have much reason to thank your jealousy, for the pleasure of seeing T'than so direly humiliated. It is satisfying to see him pay, when the greatest treason was yours alone.

Z: *His eyes squinted and the skin he projected over his body seemed to stiffen but then there was a softening as he relaxed.* Jaridian logic has always eluded me so I shall not even bother to inquire as to what you are talking about; my duties are too many for this conversation to continue any longer. The transfer will take place on schedule; T'than will see to it personally. *A single nod, and he turned away, the stream dissolving behind him.*

Ha: *So, it was as he suspected: Zo'or had acted alone. That was just as good - he loved a chance to wreak havoc into the Taelons' apathetic world. He too said not another word, not even to McGregor who appeared somewhat flustered as well. All in all, the Jaridian could not complain about his day.*

GT: *Ha'thor had spiked his curiosity, and Zo'or's clear will to hide something only enhanced it. Cold resentful eyes watched the young leader.*

Z: *He looked once again at the stasis chamber and then up into T'than's eyes, not hiding his smirk. He said nothing to any of them and briskly walked out of the room.*

GT: *His eyes followed the other Taelon, shooting daggers at his back until at last he was out of sight. He was definitely hiding something. T'than looked ahead, half-expecting Ha'thor's face to be there still, hovering over them all. The humans moved not far from him, and T'than turned to them.* You have served your purpose, so you may return to your chambers. 

T'than faced the healer then.* Keep her secure. Between today and 0800 hours tomorrow I want no one close to this pod. I did not like Ha'thor's insinuations... *he glanced one last time at the pod, his fingers coming to brush the surface just over the clone's face. The illusion was indeed disturbing, but the real Cadence was waiting for him, back in their chambers, and he had all intentions of keeping her in sight until the time to deliver the clone arrived.

Ten minutes later found T'than entering his chambers. He nearly sighed in relief upon the sight of Cadence rolled up in the sheets, her breathing soft. The aura that surrounded her was nearly at its maximum gleam again, though he could see where the rupture and injury had taken place. Silently he walked to the bed, but in the dimness his eyes caught a flashing signal on the main console. There was an incoming message for him. Divided between the urge to go to Cadence or see the message slowed his pace. Pale fingers brushed against the controls. A message, from Earth's orbit. From the Jaridian ship. It had been sent only 5 minutes after the negotiations about Cadence had been over. 

Perplexed, he opened it. The dancing image gave his angry features an eerie look: Ha'thor, again!*

Ha: Greetings, T'than. After your defeat I figured I would make sure there would be no hard feelings between us. So, consider this piece of information, a good will gift...

*The Jaridian smiled onscreen and said no more. His image was replaced with that of Zo'or, standing on the bridge, his posture ever so arrogant. It was a recording of a communication made a few days ago... in the evening that had preceded T'than and Cadence's arrival on Earth: 

Z: Mr. Stevens, I have some information that you will wish to pass on to your viewers - something the people of Earth have the right to know before the Taelons depart. One of our own, War Minister T'than, has taken a human female by force and mated with her. The young woman's name is Cadence Blue, and they will be arriving on Earth tomorrow morning at the time and location I have transmitted to you, to meet with President McGregor. Perhaps when this information is revealed it will be possible to reunite Cadence with her family, where I am certain she will be much happier than if she is forced to remain with us...

GT: *His fingers curled up against his palm. Now, everything made sense. He had been too concerned for Cadence's health to look for the culprit before. Very well then... Zo'or had just gained his ticket towards misery!* 
Book Eighteen
Part Three  *A*
The Seventh Day:

“Logan & Hayley”

The first of a trio of stories about the events leading up to the Taelons' departure from Earth, happening on day eight.
*Logan and Hayley Blue entered T'than's outer office and looked around. Seeing no one they continued further in, the air seeming to grow heavier as they approached their daughter's formidable mate. Even though Logan had been there once without Hayley on the day he had met T'lana, and though the terms of that meeting had been civil with the Taelon, he still found himself feeling somewhat dwarfed in the presence of the slender being who projected a presence many times larger than his own physical one. Today he and Hayley feared the same foe: distance. Incalculable distance from Cadence if the Taelons decided that they could not remain on the ship. 

Logan wondered what their life on Earth would be like if they were forced back; he did not tell Hayley that he had deep concerns of what the Jaridians would do to them when they learned that their prime scientific specimen was nothing more than a mirage, in essence. But his wife was not ignorant, and she must surely be wondering what travails the Jaridians might force upon them.

T'than raised his chin and Logan took this as permission to come forward.*

GT: *At last, the final hours before they departed from Earth. All but eight Taelons had been portaled to the Mothership which meant the Jaridians had fallen for the ruse. All was going according to plan, but the impending departure imbued urgency into certain issues. Two of those issues were Cadence's parents. T'than was contemplating them both, his delicate features set in the same neutral expression that was typical for a Taelon. His eyes burned though; blue fire against the smooth pearly surface of his skin.*

L: Hello T'than. I presume that you have called us to tell us if the Synod...and you...have decided to allow us to stay here when you leave?

GT: *He kept the smirk away from his face. He rather enjoyed the secrecy of his amusement. Both humans were so nervous. Their destiny was in the Taelons' hands, and he had always taken a perverse pleasure in such power.* We have deliberated on it.

L: We have no choice but to abide by whatever decision has been made, but, when the Jaridians discover that they will be denied their prize Hayley and I will be blamed. Even though we are not the ones responsible they will punish the only ones still within their reach. I just hope that you made this point during our petition.

GT: We are aware of your... situation. But make no mistake, our decision was not based on compassion. These are times that cannot depend on such feelings. *he had their entire attention. Logan appeared calm, but Hayley Blue kept moving her weight from one feet to the other.* You will stay. *he was not awarding them with his permission. It was final, and an order.*

H: *Hayley's relief was audible and she sagged against her husband before turning to embrace him, receiving a soft kiss on her forehead.*

L: *Holding Hayley close and stroking the soft waves of her hair he smiled a little. He truly wanted to swing her around and shout his happiness to anyone who would listen, but he had learned that T'than was not emotionally demonstrative... at least not to them, and so he maintained a more dignified stance.* We are very grateful and satisfied with this decision. 

GT: *A small nod was all he gave as a response.*

H: Yes, we truly are. And we are ready to help; Cadence became a mother...and I was not there for her to ask for help with T'lana...like how my own mother was there for me when Cadence was born. But I will be there this time...

L: Oh yes, you need only call and we will be there. Our grandchildren will want for nothing. And...if ever you desire some time...alone...with Cadence, we will be delighted to look after the babies for you.

GT: *He simply raised his hand to demand their silence.* I have not finished. Our leniency has its costs. I explained before that we were being extremely selective with those that departed with us. Cadence's joy may weigh in my decision, but it was not what determined the Synod's choice. *he kept both his hands behind his back and took one tiny step further.* Herein lay our terms... and mine.

L: *He nodded, surreptitiously taking Hayley's hand.*

GT: *He watched the joy and relief on their features give place to repressed apprehension.* You will be given your own quarters and permission to walk about the ship at whim. My quarters, and hence Cadence's, are of limited access. You will be requested to set an appointment whenever you wish to see my mate and children, which of course will be subject to my approval. The slightest inclination to disobey this directive will result in my revoking your visiting privileges.

L: Now wait just a damn minute!

GT: *He was not done yet. Ignoring the look of anger in Logan's eyes was easy, and as natural as the smirk that finally set on his features.* Furthermore, the Synod demands to have something to gain from your staying. In other words... you have to pay for the resources you will consume. And that will have to come... in the form of a child. 

H: Wh...what? *It was clear by the way the corners of her eyes turned down at the edges as his words hit home that Hayley was not amenable to this proposal.* I have no plans to have anymore ch...

GT: It is no more, and no less than what is being requested of all the others. *he walked slowly to the side, in the window's direction. Earth was floating just a few thousand miles from the orbiting Mothership.* Do not look so shocked. I am certain that with our help the two of you will be more than able to conceive. And if the environment of this ship proves somewhat... uninspiring, *he had his back turned to them, but the small reflection in the inner part of the virtual glass window gave him a secret view of their expressions.* we can aid in that too.

L: What do you mean?

GT: We recognize that the environment of this ship is alien to you. But as with what happens with my quarters, it can be manipulated to better serve one's... will. *he grinned maliciously to himself and turned to face the humans again.* Therefore, it should not interfere.

L: I see, *he said, though he really didn't, not totally. But he had a feeling he would learn.*

H: Will one child be enough, T'than, or are we expected to begin our own school? *Her arms were folded beneath her breasts, one hip out - sarcasm in her stance as well as her words.* 

L: You must understand - we discussed having another child when Cadence was a toddler and we decided that our daughter was enough for us and we still feel the same about that to this day...

H: ...Not to mention that we are not a pair of teenagers...like everyone else you have selected to come aboard; there is no guarantee that I could even get pregnant anymore.

GT: *He let her storm at whim, barely giving any attention to her words as he walked towards his chair. He had a feeling this might become a long discussion, though despite the two human's wishes, everything had already been decided for them. He sat down, ever so slowly. No point to remain standing.*

L: *He was watching her pace, her beige silk dress flowing with her every move and then clinging to her curvaceous body provocatively whenever she was still. They both looked ten years younger than they were...and he knew Hayley was bluffing the Taelon; she still took measures to prevent conception. His eyes went downcast; this was not the time or place for desire. He needed to stand with his wife and ignore that, despite knowing the changes a baby would exert on their lives, that the idea was still appealing.*

GT: Mrs. Blue, I assure you, age is the least of your concerns. So long as you have one reproductive cell in your entire body, we will make it happen. *Good, that seemed to bring her to a halt.*

H: *She spun to face T'than's throne.* This is just to give us something to do, isn't it? 

GT: No. It is to make use of something you will eventually do on your own. *his eyes shifted to Logan. They'd be intimate, sooner or later. Taelons controlled what they ate and drank. A little incentive to fertility here and there... It was so easy!*

H: *She stepped closer to him; it was silly to fear him. They lived here now!* You think that I'll be so busy with a baby of my own that I won't have time to see Cadence. *She smirked, her demeanor more a friendly challenge than hostility.* This is just to show you that I was not born yesterday, and you are not as cunning as you think you are. I would never forget about Cadence; I could not.

GT: Nor do I ask you to. But this child - or children - are a requirement for your staying. If you do not accept them, I am quite certain that Ha'thor would be more than willing to welcome you both back to Earth, and force upon you that which we merely request. *In truth, both sides would force it. Taelons just knew better how to make it seem as though they got to decide when and where.* I am sure they are familiar with artificial insemination. Logan's proximity to you would not even be a requirement. *And that much was true. They could get rid of any human male they wished so long as they had his DNA in store, and keep the females only. Ha'thor would be smart enough to eliminate the male... such as T'than himself could be if he chose to.*

L: Even if we agreed to have another child...*he saw Hayley look at him from the corner of her eye*...I am not sure how I would feel about the age difference between Cadence and her new sibling. I know in some families that siblings are multi-generational but...for me personally, I would have wanted Cadence to have a sister or brother close to her own age. As it is now, she will be more like a mother to it than a sister. By the time a new child was her age, Cadence herself would be older than Hayley is now. To me, that would be rather strange.

GT: Age difference is the least of your concern. You have heard me say Cadence is not human anymore, and I restate that. *he paused to let the words sink in* There are consequences to her change. She is closer to my species now, and we do not age. Not in appearance, in any case. Physically you cannot distinguish an older Taelon from a younger one.

L: Are you saying that Cadence will remain young?

GT: Though eventually she will age in time, Cadence would not have changed much by the time your child has lived the same years as she has so far. So you see, the picture you portray now, will likely happen the other way around. There will be a time when Cadence is older in years, but much younger physically than her yet to be born sibling.

L: *He looked down at Hayley and in her eyes he saw the reflection of his own astonishment. Yes, indeed, the situation was stranger than either of them could have ever imagined. Their new life here would be so different. Logan felt a pang of sadness for what they would leave behind but, at the same time he thought that he must be feeling the same tingle of excitement that Cadence must have felt when she took her first steps into the Taelons' realm.* Oh brave new world that has such people in it, *he whispered.*

H: Yes, *she whispered back and then her eyes rose to look at T'than again, and she regarded him in a way she never had before, with a sense of wonder. Oh yes, she could easily hate him for changing her daughter, for his desire to keep her from them, for so many things and yet, how could she hate the being who had given a most precious gift? They would die, but Cadence would live on, and through her they would achieve what every parent wishes for: immortality - true immortality.* I envy her. My one sadness is that our next child will not be so blessed.

GT: That is uncertain. Should your new child be female, she might be granted the privilege of being mated to a Taelon. Should she inherit the right genes; the right...spirit.. Given Cadence's history so far, I do not see it as a remote possibility. *he was perfectly calm* As for the both of you living to see it, it will all depend on your conduct. Everyone on this ship has to have a role to fulfill, a contribution to make. This new child will have to become your priority - *he looked at Hayley then* - not Cadence, or my children.

H: You need not instruct me on motherhood; I assure you that I know what my priorities will be. *She stood with her husband, looking beautiful in her petulant defiance. But in her eyes, and in Logan's eyes as well, there was acquiescence also. *

GT: Now, unless you have any other doubt, please return to your quarters until such time as I instruct you to leave. Jor'rel might come by in the meantime though... to attest to your... *smirk* ...health. 

L: *He saw Hayley breathe in deeply as though she would toss back some sharp-edged comment; he knew she would not enjoy a Taelon going over her; but she remained silent.* All right, *he said softly and pulled Hayley by the hand.* We will be expecting him. *He looked toward the hallway that led to T'than's quarters, and Cadence, but it was brief. Giving his wife the most assuring smile he could, he led her from the office.*
Book Eighteen
Part Three  *B*
The Seventh Day:

“Sc’orr & Naor’rin”

The second in a trio of stories about the events leading up to the Taelons' departure from Earth, happening on day eight.

*Sc'orr entered the infirmary, his blue eyes searching the large main area, hoping to catch sight of his Jaridian friend, but Naor'rin was nowhere to be found. Sometimes, when Cadence was there and A-Wing was closed to general traffic he would find her, sometimes sitting with Cadence and T'lana or helping the staff with minor chores. Just the other day he had found her talking with the ship's two newest residents: Logan and Hayley Blue. He wondered if T'than had told them yet that they could remain onboard. He also wondered what Cadence's mother would have to say when she learned what would be required of her. The old Taelon smiled to himself; T'than would certainly have his hands full with that one, but then again...T'than must be used to spirited little humans by now...

That matter and others not directly related to him flowed out of his mind, leaving one issue to stand alone and brightly lit in his thoughts. He had just come from the latest of daily Synod meetings, this one detailing the Taelons' ultimate plan - a plan that would remain secret to all but a few until it reached fruition.

But knowing what he did, he had to speak with Naor'rin. A nurse informed him that she was resting in her room. All the better. He was going to propose something to her he was not sure she would accept. Privacy would indeed be best...

He went down the lonely corridor and discovered the entrance to her room - it was a cell no longer - open. He tapped on the wall, waiting to see if the form on the bed would turn his way. If she was deeply asleep he would come back later...but he would come back.*

N: *Eight days looked like a long time when thoughts stole most of her sleep. Naor'rin had known little rest since she had set foot on that ship again. Though she had finally settled things with T'than, her meeting with Zo'or still weighed in her heart. She had left that Mothership knowing those steps she took were the ones that would make her walk out of his life forever, but her feelings were in complete chaos. Thankfully, Jor'rel had understood that and kept her occupied with simple tasks most of the time. 

She was drowned in one such wandering introspection when her ears picked up a sound. The Jaridian did not have to turn and see who it was. She could feel him.*

Sc: *She stirred at last. Good, despite knowing patience he was glad he would not need that virtue today.*

Naor'rin?

N: *She rolled over, and though still lying down looked up at him.*

Sc: If this is an inconvenient time, I could return later...

N: *She shook her head as she sat up.* Not at all. I was not sleeping.

Sc: *He smiled softly, coming inside and standing near the bed, watching her swing her long and shapely legs so her feet rested on the floor. His gaze lingered on her midsection, imagining caressing the gentle swell under which grew a new and precious life.* How are you feeling? We are not due for an energy sharing but if you are in need...

N:  I am fine... *a tiny, subtle smile shaped her lips for a moment. She contemplated him, her head even tilting somewhat.* But that is not what you came here to speak of. You look... troubled.

Sc: *His smile was lopsided and wry.* You are certainly the intuitive one. You are right - I did not come here to discuss sharings. I do have... another reason. Would you mind if I engaged the privacy wall?

N: *She ran her open fingers through her loose hair, throwing it behind her shoulders.* It is best if you do. *Naor'rin took a deep breath and watched as he went to the console. The air shifted around her. There was a faint gleam in the distance as the energy surrounded them and ignited a few floating particles.*

Sc: *Having her complete trust again was a genuine relief...and it was only because of that, that he would dare to begin such a conversation.* Naor'rin, I wish to ask you something; I have been waiting for the right time, if there is such a thing but, I am afraid that now is the only time. 

N: *Her features remained peaceful, though inside she could already foresee the storm coming. And as if in a storm... she would have to know how to act, quickly and decisively. Her life would depend on it. She moved to give him room to sit should he chose to.*

Sc: *Coming to sit next to her he gathered her hands into his. He knew his expression was dire, but that was exactly how he felt.* I believe for me that it is the most important question I have ever asked in my life. 

N: *She could almost feel the weight of it crushing them both. Naor'rin was divided between pulling her hands away and evade him, or to deliver them to him. It was curious how words and gestures could be so overwhelming.* Then, don't let it weigh on your heart anymore, Sc'orr. *she knew what he would ask... but she also knew that he needed to speak the words aloud.* Ask whatever you need to. I promise I will be sincere in my answer.

Sc: *A small length of silence unspooled and then he began.* I realize that I need not profess my love for you; I have made my feelings known on more than one occasion. *He thought of the most recent time, during her awakening on the ice planet, in their beautiful caverns.* However, I am going to say it again. *He fixed her in his serious gaze - a gaze heavy with pent up emotion.* I love you. I always have, and I believe that you love me too. 

N: *Naor'rin's gaze dropped for a moment. He was right. She had always felt... attracted to him. Or so she had thought. But the truth was that she had felt something: a sense of belonging, of peace and right when she had been with him. And that was ultimately what had caused her so much pain and confusion.*

Sc: I never wanted my love to come between you and Zo'or - it just happened, as love always does, when we were together that night before T'than's trial. *pause* I want you to stay with me...as my mate. 

N: Sc'orr... *it was but a whisper. She did not want to silence him. It was clear he had given that moment much thought, and that he needed to let the words out, as much as she needed to hear them.*

Sc: *He touched her stomach, his fingers tentative and reverent.* I want to love this child. I already do; I could not love it more if it were my own. And though I realize that I have no right to ask this of you, for this child is Zo'or's, he has even less right to ask...because of what he did to you. *He looked away, down at her hand, tipping it up so he could touch her palm and the place where her energies could ignite, but then his large blue eyes found her green ones again.* Will you bond with me, and be mine... forever?

N: *She looked away and removed her hand from his. The look of dismay on his face was nearly heart-wrenching and she could not face it* I cannot. If I said yes, I would be obeying my heart, but not my conscience. *she rested both her hands on her knees* Sc'orr, Zo'or will always be a part of me. I am bonded to him still, though our auras are no longer in synchrony, a part of me will always be his. *One of her hands slowly drifted to her abdomen.* My son might have come from his seed, and we cannot undo that... but yours was the nourishment that truly gave him a chance at life. *she glanced at him* I would have no one else be his father but, *her eyes dropped, as if trying to read the next words on the same floor at which she had stared for hours over the past days.* even if you could look away from my link to Zo'or, how would we live on the same ship as him? I do not want to run and hide forever. I am so weary of subterfuge and lies... *a thick lock of hair slid slowly over her shoulder, covering the torment on her face from his soulful eyes.*

Sc: Look at me, *he said gently while pushing her hair back behind her ear so his thumb and forefinger could stroke against her cheek and temple.* Naor'rin, look at me! *he said sternly this time, his hand moving down to grip her chin and make her face him. Even in her sadness she was achingly beautiful.* 

 

N: *At last she looked at him; her eyes rose to meet his, full of torment, but deep in all the emotion their greenness conveyed.*

 

Sc: I would never ask you to live a life in secrecy and be forever looking over your shoulder, nor would I condemn an innocent child to it. *He made a wide gesture at the walls of the tiny room.* This cell will not be your home, and soon you will be allowed to leave, and if you choose, walk freely through the ship... and you need never see Zo'or again if you do not wish it.

N: *Naor'rin looked positively confused. What Sc'orr spoke of made no sense. Zo'or was their leader, she had not heard any rumour that said that was to change any time soon.* What do you mean? He is your leader. He commands this ship. By all accounts, he knows of everything that takes place on this ship! *bitter smile. He did not know what concerned him the most. Such tragic irony.* 

Sc: *His smile was comforting, almost fatherly.* I understand your confusion. I sympathize, *he said, in lieu of an answer.* For now, you will have to trust me, and believe me when I say that, if you choose me, that there will be no interference in our lives.

 

N: You know I trust you. But... you should also know I would not settle for such a vague answer. *her eyes narrowed, inquiringly. There was some worry in them too. Worry for Sc'orr... and for Zo'or. Could they be planning anything against him?* 

Sc: *He rose and walked over to a table that had nothing on it at the moment, keeping his back to her and running his fingers over the smooth top.* Things will become clearer soon...*he looked back over his shoulder at her*...you have my word.

 

N: This is... sudden. *she was still seated. Somehow Naor'rin felt that if she tried to rise, her legs would collapse underneath her.* Sc'orr, I was not prepared to make a decision. I have given it much thought but... *her words trailed of with a sigh.*

Sc: I know. I wish I could give you the time you ask for to come to a decision but it is not possible. You must choose... and you must tell me now. 

 

N: *He was putting such weight over her chest. It was even hard to breathe.*

 

Sc: *He turned fully but did not go back to sit with her.* I wish for you to know that I respect that this decision must be your own. If you choose to return to Zo'or, I will understand, and I will step aside... and you shall walk through this ship freely Naor'rin, but you will never see me again.

 

N: Give me some time. Please? *she raised her chin to look up at his face.* What you are asking of me is a decision that will determine the course of my future. My whole future. *she swallowed on a throat becoming dry and tight.* I do not want to lose you... but I need to think and for once in my life, chose what is best for me. Not for my species, or for you, or for Zo'or. But for me and for my child. 

Sc: I understand, *he replied simply. He truly wanted to persuade her to stay with him by telling her how wonderful their relationship would be, and he believed it would be, with all his being, but, she was correct - the decision had to be hers - for her reasons alone.* I will leave you for a time and return later this evening. At that time though, you will have to render a decision. As you said - it is a decision that will determine the course of your future...and not only your future but...the future of others... # My future...# *Turning away from her, he disengaged the privacy shield and slowly walked out.*

~*~

Sc: *For a being generally unconcerned with the passage of time, the last five hours had passed with the grinding slowness of centuries. He had sought refuge first beneath his energy shower and then under the shining sheets of his luxurious bed. Naor'rin had haunted his thoughts the entire time, and his bed was a cold place without her....

The walk to the infirmary and to her room was more like a dream but once he approached the entrance the world around him exploded into an almost painful brightness, but the pain expanded from his eyes to encompass his entire body; she was not there! Her bed was a mass of rumpled sheets; a few data crystals were placed in a neat group on the little table; a towel from her shower was tossed over the back of one of the two chairs that were pushed in by the table. He picked it up, his fingers sinking into the thick cloth. The nubby texture was cool and damp...recently used. He brought it to his face, inhaling. With his gender came all the other senses lost to the others of his kind. He could smell the scent of her - clean and sweet. He did not bother to ask after her in the infirmary; he knew she was gone.

She had made her choice. How foolish he had been to believe that she would be his. And he respected her decision; the child should be with his mother...and his father. Perhaps the baby would mend what was so damaged...

He retreated to his quarters, his movements heavy, lacking the usual spring in his step. He felt old suddenly. Solitude had been his condition for so long, and he would resign himself to it again but he knew that this time around the passing days, weeks, years...centuries...would be much more difficult to bear.

Without her...*
Book Eighteen
Part Three  *C*
The Seventh Day:

“Cadence & Chandra”

The third in a trio of stories about the events leading up to the Taelons' departure from Earth, happening on day eight.

*Jor'rel waited impatiently, his pacing an unheard of action for the normally unshakable old healer. Finally he heard the sound of misplaced air as the portal flashed in the main area of the deserted infirmary. T'than was practically pulling Cadence by the hand, the girl rubbing at her sleepy eyes. With her hair a mass of riotous waves and curls around her rosy face and cross expression it looked more like T'than had dragged an older daughter with him. Jor'rel smiled softly but decided it would be better to keep the joke to himself. Unlike Cadence, there was nothing cute about the War Minister's cantankerous expression. It was very late; he knew he had pulled them from their rest.*

GT: Jor'rel... I hope you have a good reason for summoning us at this time of day. *the healer had sounded urgent. T'than has nearly hit his hand against the console and turned the other way, no differently from a sleepy human wanting to crush his alarm clock from rousing him just when sleep was so sweet. In his case though, he had been merely enjoying Cadence's aura flickering as she slept - one thing he never seemed to get the necessary peace to do.*

Jor: Apologies, *he said softly as he rushed up to them in a flutter of dark blue robes over a normal jumpsuit.* I am aware of the lateness of the hour but my reasons for summoning you both are legitimate. *Jenny Madden entered and he motioned for her to take the sleeping T'lana from where she rested in the crook of T'than's free arm.*

GT: *He kept the girl at bay with a mere glare, which he then turned to Jor'rel.* You yourself said that it would be dangerous to disturb Cadence. *he paused and straightened himself. By his side, Cadence rubbed an eye that refused to remain open too long. T'lana was fast asleep in his arms though.* 

Jor: Let Jenny look after her - we need to leave the infirmary and though our journey will be brief it would be better for the infant to remain here.

GT: It is not wise to have her walk around. We have not left Earth yet. There is no telling if a spy amongst us could report the sight of her to Ha'thor! *he pulled her closer and let her lean against him.*

Jor: I do not intend to expose Cadence to public corridors, *he said snappishly. T'than insisted on questioning each of his actions, even after all this time and right now time was of the essence!* We shall travel the inner passageways; we can reach our destination from there.

GT: *He couldn't grasp the healer's urgency. What could be so important that it had cost him and Cadence their rest, and now possibly, her safety? But the healer was acting quite anxious. Against his better judgement, he handed T'lana to the still waiting woman. It seemed she had become Jor'rel's shadow...* Very well. 

Jor: *At least they were following as he opened a seam in the wall. Once inside it closed silently, leaving them in shadows of deep purple. He looked over his shoulder when he heard small slapping sounds to see Cadence's bare feet - pale flashes of her skin darting out from the folds of the blue nightgown she wore. Removing his own robe he placed it over her bare shoulders.* Keep this around you. I do not want you to become chilled. *She nodded, yawning, still too sleepy to be curious but he knew when she saw what he planned to show her she would be wide awake.*

GT: Jor'rel... where are you leading us? *it was most awkward. Especially given the timing. They were ready to depart from Earth in a matter of hours.* This kind of strain is not good for the baby.

Jor: *His one concern was her condition; his conscience told him that she had to see, but his logic told him that any shock at all could have disastrous results. The syringe felt smooth and cool in his hand; he was prepared for anything.* Another few minutes and we will be there T'than. Patience please...

GT: I am not known for my patience. *his hand moved sharply to hold the healer's arm.* I will not take another step further into this fool's errand! *he could not deny his temper was volatile.* Where are you leading us? *he was already beginning to regret having left T'lana behind. His suspicion of any and all returned to his eyes. It was not hard to be paranoid when one had so much to lose.*

Jor: *His eyes rose from where T'than's hand was clamped around his arm and said simply* We are going to the shuttle bay.

GT: *He shook his head once* That will not do. 

Jor: *The strength T'than was using to hold him was impressive, but the healer pulled out of his grasp with an equally impressive effort.* I will say no more until we are there. *Cadence was watching him with interest now.* Follow me. It is the only way you will find your answer T'than. *Turning his back on them he continued on at a brisk pace.*

GT: *He looked at Cadence, and then ahead, as if weighing his options. But she looked restless now. Cadence was one to love mysteries... that is, to love unfolding them. Keeping her close to him, T'than finally followed the healer, catching up with him after only a few turns.*

Jor: *It was an easy walk, but only a Taelon could navigate through the twists and turns that seemed to be laid out with no particular plan in mind, and still reach their destination in a matter of minutes. Rounding one last corner they had reached a dead end. Cadence was looking around, perplexed and T'than simply looked angry. Placing his pale hand against one of the walls, he watched the rippling effect that flowed outward from his fingers in a circle that became larger and larger until the ripples vanished, leaving a large area of the wall open to the cavernous chamber on the other side. Despite the late hour, the shuttlebay was alive with activity; groups of volunteers who had been selected to join the Taelons were disembarking from shuttles, being replaced with smaller groups of former volunteers wearing their street clothes but still standing in ranks and then being ushered aboard in single file lines. Other ships were unloading unmarked crates full of supplies, volunteers shouting and motioning where they needed to be stacked.*

GT: *They had indeed gone to the shuttle bay. T'than knew the inner corridors, though he had never walked them from sickbay. That was one of the reasons why he had agreed to that madness. To his relief, Cadence seemed well. Her aura had not shifted in colour, only slightly in intensity now that she was awake. His eyes moved from the ant-like commotion of the shuttle bay to his mate's swollen belly. All seemed well.*

C - *She watched as a shuttle loaded with the Earthbound, penetrated the invisible virtual field, its thrusters flashing as it sped away toward the blue globe below. Female laughter caught her attention as four girls entered the bay and came to take their places in another small grouping almost directly in front of her. Her eyes grew large as they found one girl, dressed in faded jeans and a baby blue sweater, hug her female companion. Her doll-like features were exposed to perfection, her platinum hair pulled off her face and tied into a ponytail that was so long it teased her lower back.* Chandra...*she whispered in a shaking voice, her heart leaping painfully with the rush of adrenaline flooding her body. Images of her best friend, limp...dead ... came back with a clarity that was overwhelming for her.* 

GT: *The change was sudden and drastic. The quietness was gone, replaced with shock. He saw it in her, before the name spilled from her lips. Immediately he followed her gaze into the crowd. He would have missed her easily as just one of the inconsequential herd of humans.*

C - *She swallowed, drawing in breath over a throat that felt like it was closing up.* Chandra...*she said again and then, without warning she rushed forward, hearing Jor'rel's voice too late telling her to stop. She was a bird, flying through a glass window, but the window did not break, instead the forcefield remained unyielding and she fell back, landing on her rear end, cradling bruised toes and fingers. Jor'rel knelt to help her back up but she struck at him, her pain making the feeling of betrayal even sharper.* Get away! *she sobbed, getting up on her own.* 

Jor: Cadence I...

C - You are a liar! You told me she was dead! *she looked from Jor'rel to T'than.* You BOTH did! 

GT: *The healer had moved before he could. He did take half a step forward though, but stopped in his tracks the moment she rose and looked at him.*

C - You let me suffer and believe she was dead and she wasn't! *But then she noticed her mate's expression; she knew him well enough by now to know when he had hidden something from her and then had been caught... and he did not look like that now. He looked surprised! And so she looked back at the healer but T'than stepped in front of her, making the same demand that she would have.*

GT: *He had not been standing there for long and already his emotions had shifted dramatically: there had been anger, then relief, then shock, fear, and now anger again as he moved to face the healer.* Jor'rel... What is the meaning of this?

Jor: Chandra Sheridan is dead. You were not lied to. When I learned the circumstances of her death I was angry that someone like L'syr, who had lived so long and experienced so much would deny it to one who deserved to have a long life full of happiness, realizing each of her hopes and dreams. The day after her death I used a minute extract of her DNA and began growing her body. 

GT: *Slowly, as Jor'rel explained, T'than found his emotions being slowly conquered by the scientific logic of the healer's words. Yes, the General should have realized it. Still, it did not explain why he would bring Cadence there, knowing it would raise such strong emotions in the girl and caring nothing for her peace of mind.* The last clone you created was empty. *he glanced sideways into the shuttle bay, his eyes immediately picking up Chandra in the crowd* That is not.

Jor: Her brain was intact and thus I was able to get a nearly complete scan. She was "born" on the day the first group of our people was returned to us. I kept her in isolation, telling her that she was recovering from a serious accident. *He looked out at her; she was looking for something inside a large duffle bag.* I removed the memory of her confrontation with L'syr... and her death. 

GT: The mystery of how Chandra Sheridan came back to life is solved. But there is still another: why have you brought us here? *Cadence was staring, blank-faced, at her friend of old. She was stable, though extremely disturbed* You had to know this would upset Cadence, possibly cause her harm.

Jor: *He motioned for T'than to walk with him a few steps away from where Cadence watched, her attention rapt on the scene in front of her.* Yes, her condition was a concern, which is why I brought this. *He held up the vial tipped with its slim needle* With the first clone I concurred with the reasoning behind not telling Cadence. To witness herself, even if it was just a clone would have been too traumatic, but with Chandra... whatever suffering she feels seeing her now will be temporary and I feel justified if it will aleve sadness that would have haunted her for the rest of her life. *His look darkened a bit* And the phrase, 'rest of her life,' has a much different meaning now, does it not?

GT: *It did... but in no way having lost Chandra could compare to the possibility of losing their son if the shock proved too great. And though Jor'rel knew Cadence to some extent, he was not completely aware of the dimension of her emotional peaks. He was about to spit that at the healer's face when he caught motion in the corner of his eyes.*

Jor: *They both turned just in time to see Cadence using her small fingers to attempt to open the wall.* No Cadence, you must not...

C - *It was like putting her fingers into warm butter. Unskilled, she had begun to open an oblong hole, but suddenly two sets of hands were pulling her back.* No! *T'than closed the small breach in a fraction of the time it had taken her to open it.* I want to see her! Let me go to her - she is leaving - I will never see her again!

GT: No, you shall not. She cannot stay Cadence. *he wouldn't let it happen. Not again.*

C - *T'than, having given her an unsatisfactory answer, made her turn back to the healer.* Jor'rel, you can't do this to me - show her to me and then deny me a chance to see her! *Her face crumpled into hopeless tears.* I won't get to even say good-bye to her... *her words dissolved as she brought her hands over her face, her tears dripping through her fingers.*

GT: *He loosened his grip on her, but left his hands to hold her. His heart could be made of ice most of the time, but her distress always called out to him, melting the many layers of cold logic surrounding it. His touch now was for comfort and support.*

Jor: I know, *he said sympathetically.* But, from her point of view, you already have. *Cadence looked up at him, obviously confused. T'than looked a little confused himself.* While it is true that you will never see her again, she is leaving the ship very happy. I implanted memories in her mind that you both had a wonderful talk and farewell. She will miss you but is happy and contented knowing that you are so happy with T'than... and she is thrilled that your parents are coming with you.

GT: *He arched a hairless eyeridge. He should have thought of that sooner: wipe her memory and turn her into the perfect zombie. Though he had tried it once with Zara... and it had failed miserably. T'than smirked at the memories of times that seemed too ancient - that was the thing with constant change: it gave time a different dimension, making days appear years to one's memory.*

C - But...if you could bring her back...why can't she stay here? Her dream was to always work for the Taelons...and...*her eyes lit up as she came upon a wonderful realization.* ...you can't send her back! Her parents think she is dead!

Jor: No, child, they do not. When I told Sc'orr what I planned to do, he withheld notifying them of her passing. They will get their daughter back, and certainly that must make you happy, right? *She nodded and he smiled.* Her destiny does not lie with the Taelons, Cadence. I have... deleted... certain events from her memory. She is leaving here with only good memories - of you and she, of her time working for us, but knowing that other opportunities await her back home.

GT: *He pulled her by the shoulders so her back was against his chest.* You have done well, healer. Let us hope though that you have had the intelligence to erase all events pertaining her duty to the Taelons. *he did not trust Ha'thor to allow all humans to return to Earth... without a bit of interrogation to retrieve information on the Taelons. Despite the Jaridian's conviction that his archenemies had no future, old habits died hard.*

Jor: I removed all memories regarding her being a protector, but not being an aspirant for the position. Should she be debriefed, she will only have low-level information regarding the Taelons, such as any volunteer would have.

C - *T'than was close again, his hands comfortingly on her body. She wiped her tears away, smiling sadly. Her lower lip trembled again but she maintained merely a look of melancholy, looking out at the bay again. Chandra had withdrawn a light jacket and put in on. On the back of it was embroidered:

Chandra and Cadence

Girl Power x 2!

*Cadence had had a jacket just like it, but it was gone now. She looked back to Jor'rel.* She is going to go back there and go to school, get married, have kids. She is going to live... without me...

Jor: Yes, *he replied softly* ...but, at least she will live. *She nodded once, turning back to look out of their created window. Jor'rel stepped away to a respectful distance and T'than came to stand next to him as they watched her. Cadence was pressed against the forcefield, her hands splayed as she watched the lovely blonde girl hoist up the heavy duffle and sling it over her shoulder as the door to the shuttle dematerialized.* How is she? *he whispered, knowing T'than could see her better than any medical scanner.*

GT: *He looked her way, as if on a cue.* Emotionally disturbed... but physically well as far as I can see. She has suffered no pain, and is much calmer.

Jor: I am hopeful that certain matters in her mind will be laid to rest now, and from your answer, that would appear to be so.

GT: You toy too much with life and death Jor'rel. *his bright blue eyes looked down into the healer's* I will expect you to inform me next time you plan on subjecting her to such a situation. *had Jor'rel even mentioned his little plan, T'than would have denied it... and the old Taelon probably knew it.*

Jor: I doubt I will ever have any need to subject her to a situation like this again. *His eyeridge arched and then he looked back at Cadence.*

C - *Chandra began to walk toward the small ship. Soon, her bright head was lost in the long line that followed her but they let Cadence be, watching with her as the shuttle lifted off and cleared the shield, vanishing into the eternal night of space.*

GT: *His gaze followed hers. Chandra was gone. He approached Cadence when at last her hands slid down the virtual glass barrier. She had seen all she needed. His walk was slow and his touch soft when his hand came to rest on her shoulders. The other simply waved over the virtual glass window, and a vortex of blue and purple hid the commotion in the bay from their eyes.* Come. *he whispered and made her turn, making sure he kept her close as he headed towards the healer.

Jor:  Let us return to the infirmary now. *He was now the one to follow as T'than led them back to where Jenny met them with T'lana.*

Jenny: She woke up a few minutes ago and we have been talking, haven't we T'lana? *The child gurgled happily and then put her fist in her mouth.* Well actually...I have been the one to do all the talking, *the young nurse laughed, receiving a warm smile from Jor'rel. Upon seeing T'than, the baby blushed brightly and grinned.* Da! *she cried, reaching for him.* Hey, she listened to me! I've been trying to get her to say Dada.

GT: *T'than looked at Jor'rel's assistant with no more regard than he would have for a bug. But his spirits became lighter the moment his child was again resting in his arms... and spoke. He had missed it the last time.*

C - She did! T'than, she did! *She stood with her mate, who held their baby.* Can you say Mommy? *T'lana smiled and replied,* Da! *Cadence pouted.* She likes you better. 

GT: *Those almost human moments were still awkward to him. He felt like a fish outside of water. Both girls looked radiant over the baby's talk, but for him it was confusing. Taelon babies were born with the knowledge of their parents - or at least, the genetic knowledge of their kin. That meant, that T'lana already know how to speak, but simply had no control over her ability to do so yet. She did not require teaching! Least of all... from a human! 

His nostrils flared as his bad temper rose to the surface.* Let us go. I have allowed too much interference for one day. *he nearly stabbed Jor'rel and Jenny with his piercing glare, and then pulled Cadence along with him by the hand.*

C - *She heard Jenny giggle behind her as T'than led her toward the portal but she rushed away at the last moment, giving Jor'rel a quick hug.* Thank you Jor'rel, *she whispered.*

Jor: You are most welcome, Cadence...*barely had he spoken that she was back with her family. A flash of light and they were gone.*

Jen: Why are you smiling like that?

Jor: I just received a wonderful gift; a moment of her happiness...

Jen: What you did for her was a wonderful gift. How could she not be happy? *She embraced him. It was late and morning would be there all too soon. They headed for his chambers, and unlike on other nights... sleep.*
Book Eighteen
Part Four  *A*
Through The Window:

“Zo’or”

*With the exception of the swaying pilots, Zo'or had ordered the bridge cleared; the last thing he wanted anyone to see was his contemplation as they departed the planet Earth. He did not want them to see his shame.

None of his peers in the Synod had done anything to lead him to believe that they thought he had made the wrong choice, in fact, for the first time in a long time, they were all in agreement. Even the naysayers of the military caste had supported the decision to leave in the end. It was pointless to risk their limited population in a war against a foe who, in all likelihood, would be extinct within a half-century. They could even return...but another plan had been selected. Ma'el's advice would finally be heeded; Earth would keep Taelon technology, but be left to progress and mature on its own; The Taelons would keep some humans and continue...as was intended. An equitable trade for all, and still the Synod leader felt the bitter sting of defeat.

The final eight of his kind were safely aboard; one half of the unlock code had been transmitted to placate President McGregor and Ha'thor, who could eventually decode the rest in case the Taelons did not make good on their word. But of course they would, and Zo'or only wished he could be there to see their faces when they learned that they had been deceived...

At least he would not be the only one to suffer defeat that day...and to Zo'or, that is exactly what leaving Earth represented. Naor'rin had teased him sometimes, calling him the Taelon Prince, but he had always thought of himself more as a king, and Earth was to be his - to guide - to manipulate to greatness or destruction. It revolved at his whim, crowded with humans meandering over its surface in endless, crisscrossing rows, not knowing that they were in a carefully choreographed dance, fulfilling his destiny.

The ship shuddered with a barely noticeable lurch and he sat, straight-backed in his throne, the monarch without a realm...or a queen...

Naor'rin was somewhere on that blue globe that was slipping away, first so slowly that he could almost imagine it wasn't happening and then faster...faster...until it was merely a blue gleam in the blackness that winked out. 

He looked down, the blush that overtook him one of pain - the pain of guilt for what he had done. He had thought to come back into her life after her mental torment. She would tell him the horrors Sc'orr had shown her and he would be the hero with promises to make it all better. She would be so grateful that she would repent her tryst, and then he would have been assured of her devotion forever.

But it had not worked out that way. Instead she had run from him into the arms of another and made a child. A child that should have been his.

Damn her...

His head shot up, his face adorned with an arrogance that no one could see.

He would rule again.

One day, he would rule again, and he would have *everything* he had formerly been denied!*
Book Eighteen
Part Four  *B*
Through The Window:

“Cadence”

*The day had come - the day the Taelons were giving up their hold on her planet. Her former planet. She had awakened early after a fitful sleep fraught with fluttering phantoms that invaded her dreams with memories of places and faces she would never see again.

T'than had been surprisingly gentle, as if he was trying to spare her as much stress as he could. After nursing T'lana he had taken the child from her and put her down to play. He brought a gown of soft pink over her blonde head, its gauzy fabric just a whisper over her and yet still giving her modesty, even though they both knew that no one could see her, even through the great window of their living room which he had made translucent for her. She now had a perfect view of the world of her human self. He kissed the top of her head and she looked up at him. He did not speak. Instead, he picked up T'lana and went to his office.

He felt that the departing was a personal experience, and so he left her to regard the view alone.

Nearly two years now since she had stepped from the ID portal onto that ship. It seemed a lifetime ago; she had been human then. Now, her world was so much larger...and she would inhabit it for so much longer!

She had no regrets at all over the road she had chosen...the road that T'than had initially forced her down, eventually those coerced steps becoming running strides taken on her own as she willingly became his.

Her parents were there, which made leaving easier, but she suddenly found herself thinking of things - silly little things that she had barely noticed in the past:

She would never hear the nightbirds singing outside of her window, their frail songs echoing and making the night more wondrous.

She would sleep late; there was plenty of time to see a sunrise because there would be so many sunrises in her future.

And now she would never see one again.

The feel of the summer breeze on her face...

The smell of blooming honeysuckle...

Watching clouds in the sky float by lazily...

The smell of her house at Christmastime as her mother baked holiday treats...

There was a vibration under her feet and then, the planet that filled most of the grand window began to take up less and less of it, becoming diminutive. She could hold it in her hand...

She would never hear Chandra's voice again...

Or see her smile...

But at least she was alive to smile, on the planet that Cadence could bounce on a fingertip now.

Good-bye Chandra.

Good-bye to the Cadence who was...

Earth was just a sparkling gem now, glittering like a distant memory. Cadence watched it vanish, sparkling tears on her face pools to reflect the white pinpoints of starlight...which is all that was outside the window now.*
Book Eighteen
Part Four  *C*
Through The Window:

“Naor’rin”

*Naor'rin had left her temporary quarters in the infirmary for several hours now. Her steps had taken her to many different places: the vicinities of the garden aboard the Mothership, the antechambers to the womb as well as the stasis deck - now partially empty.

 

The Taelons were more of an awakening than a dying race. All she needed do was feel the roundness of her own belly to find the proof of that. They had found a way to postpone their extinction, unlike her own species.

 

The Jaridians had conquered Earth, but the Taelons has conquered their own future. 

 

The vibration underneath her feet caught her attention and reality dissolved her wonderings. There was noise in the distance as well - so faint, yet a persisting echo, like a profound lament. She immediately knew the ship was departing from Earth.

 

Naor'rin ran to the nearest window, crossing the path of a human couple that was walking the same corridor as she. There was nothing suspicious about the scene though: she too was just a human, at least, her cloaking device made it appear so.

 

They too had stopped to look with melancholy out of the large transparent surface. Her sight seemed blurry and the vibrations increased, then suddenly the blue orb shifted from her perspective.

 

The Jaridian's heart skipped a beat. There was a strange feeling of wanting to run through the glass and towards the orb, and being prevented from doing it by an invisible force that kept her in place. She knew they were leaving. Leaving Earth. Leaving forever.

 

She would not see another of her kind for the rest of her life.

 

A life that could be long.

 

Long enough to return to that planet and see all traces of her ancestors totally gone.

 

It was heartwrenching. 

 

Her palm rested on the window's surface. The planet was now so small it looked like she could hold it in her hand. But soon it became smaller... and smaller... until it slipped away from her hand... from her sight... and gone with it was a great part of her past.

 

Blue was consumed by darkness. And then the dark itself by light as the ID drives pushed them into the swirling vortex.

 

She heard the humans sigh and walk away from the window, but she also felt their joyous anxiety. They were full of hope and dreams; their choice had been made. And a part of hers had been made as well.

 

In a sense, she was Jaridian no more. Only Naor'rin. At last.*
Book Eighteen
Part Four  *D*
Through The Window:

“T’than”

*He had left Cadence alone in their quarters, but despite their physical distance and the many barriers that stood between them, he could still sense the anxiety and the melancholy in his mate.

 

She was leaving the planet that had seen her born and grow. 

 

He, on the other hand, was not leaving anything that he would miss. Earth had only given him one good thing. And he had conquered and was taking it with him. 

Cadence.

 

By accident, or by miracle, he had found that jewel amongst the primitiveness of that small world. A world that was becoming smaller as the ship flew away, diving into the blackness of space and carrying with it the hopes and dreams of the humans... but most importantly, of his species as well.

 

Because now, they could dream of a future. Perhaps that had been the most important legacy from that insignificant blue orb. Hope had come in the strangest form; and though Cadence was his alone, she had given hope to the others.

 

Little T'lana was content, and could hardly keep her eyes open. He looked at his daughter and away from the darkness - a darkness that had hovered over him at all times, like an open door to the void just waiting for some force of destiny to push him in. 

 

Soon the dimness of the room and the shallow walls gained life, and the space ignited in a whirlwind of colour. They were finally taking the trip towards their future.

 

He had to wonder though... what that future could be to one like him. A General without a war to fight was no different from a bird with no wings.

Incomplete. 

 

Though, if months ago he would have dreaded such a future, it was not hard to comprehend that it was not true that there was no battle to fight.

 

It was only that his battle had become another. Not to destroy life - but to create it. And that was indeed the greatest challenge a Taelon could face.*
Book Eighteen
Part Five
The Last Meeting Of The Synod

*Zo'or waited on the bridge while the other eleven members of the Synod filed in, one by one. For the entire week leading up to their departure from Earth, and for the three days that followed as the Mothership raced through open space, getting as far away from possible Jaridian raiders as they could, the Synod had been in nearly endless session. The other half of the code to unlock the stasis tube containing the Cadence-clone had been transmitted. Zo'or thought with gleeful enjoyment how President McGregor and Ha'thor had likely been at each other's throats for over a day, each probably blaming the other for falling for the Taelons' deception.

He wondered idly if McGregor was still alive...

Moments later the others stood, each set of blue eyes containing the exact amount of anxiety as their peers. Only Zo'or's eyes were pools of serenity. Da'an stood calmly as well; though all Synod members knew the foundation of the final plan, selections had been made that had been entirely up to Zo'or, but he had sought the advice of his parent on this important endeavor, and so Da'an too was privy to much information.

He nodded to his peers and waved on a datastream, which was clear - it was a one-way transmission that would reach every corner of the ship. Had there been prisoners in detention, even they would have seen it.*

Greetings to the young men and women who have agreed to join us, as well as to my fellow Taelons. I address you all today as a unified collective; the boundaries between Earth and Mothership, Human and Taelon are...no more. 

For many of you, this will be my final transmission to you as Synod leader, though not for all of you.

I have not been ignorant to the complaints that this ship lacks enough space for the numbers of human beings we have invited aboard but we did not extend such invitations lightly. This ship represents the last colony of Taelons - the castes of diplomats, scientists and military protectors are here, as well as pilots, healers and technicians. Together with the humans we are charged with rebuilding our species to what it once was: noble, strong...and fruitful. Our revered ancestor Ma'el said as much and though many of us including myself, thought his words were the mere ramblings of a feeble mind we...I, have come to realize their merit.

However, as a single society we are vulnerable. Should the Jaridians send out scouts to search for us we risk extinction if they were to launch a successful attack. Furthermore we could be at risk should some other disaster befall the ship, or, though highly unlikely, if we are struck down by some as yet unknown, disease.

The Synod has taken these legitimate concerns under advisement, and we have decided upon a course of action:

Our scientists have managed to replicate moderate amounts of core energy which was drained off from the mass of the ship; it is a procedure which has been underway  well before the crisis that recently faced us - done in preparation for such an event. It has taken years for enough to be collected and replicated so that it can be infused back into the ship's structure. 

*Thus far each Synod member looked on with approval; Zo'or was outlining facts they were already aware of.*

Once the Mothership has been thus strengthened the ship will separate into three, distinct sections, each identical to the others. Within a matter of hours each section will have grown to the size of the vessel we now inhabit. Each will be a vessel - a Mothership - with the same specifications as the original. After this separation the three ships will remain together as a triad until each has grown and rejuvenated itself. During this 'resting period,' our three, new, Taelon/Human colonies will be organized. All Taelons will be notified of which ship they are to report to. Concurrently, every human aboard will receive a disk containing their crew and quarters' assignments. We wish to make this time of relocation as uncomplicated for you as possible so that it can be completed as swiftly as possible and so, you will also receive identification badges that you will affix to your uniforms until the process is completed. Each will be color-coded in red, blue, or gold. You must wear them at all times until you are told otherwise.

*He felt rather empowered at the moment; there was not a being aboard who was not listening to his words with bated breath. He raised his chin, looking regal and serene; he intended to enjoy these last moments of ultimate power to the fullest.*

I am certain that you are each curious as to the purpose of our plan. As I said, together we are vulnerable and so... we shall err on the side of safety and continuation of our respective species and diverge.

*He waved a hand before him and in the empty stream now floated a planet of several large land masses surrounded by clear, turquoise oceans beneath a sky full off wispy clouds.* This planet, which the Taelons have named Sharlu'un revolves around a yellow star much like your own on Earth. It resides in a nearby galaxy, yet far enough away from our enemies where we will no longer be troubled by them. But, even with our capability of intergalactic flight, we will not step foot onto its shores for several centuries. 

 

Each ship will arrive within the same timeframe, but each will follow a vastly different trajectory to get there. We do not know what perils may be encountered on the way, but every officer selected to join us was selected because he or she is possessed of a superior mind. Together with us, we hope to be able to surmount any obstacles that we may face. Remember, you are not only protecting our race, but yours as well. Work hard and be fruitful, and you ensure that your descendants will live in a place of beauty and tranquility alongside us for all time to come.

*The planet evaporated into silver sparkles that were replaced with Zo'or's face. He was smiling now, and there was something slightly seductive now in the curve of his full lips.* Those of you who would consent to taking one of us as a mate will have the fortune of seeing our new home, for we will bless you with the gift of longevity...and we hope...many children. *He did not allow his longing and bitterness to show; even if barren, he would not be denied a mate! And such a grand selection there would be. He did not need Naor'rin...not in the least!*

 

GT: *It was done. Regardless of what could come next, the news was out to the ship. Taelons mated to humans was to become a reality. He and Cadence were pariahs no more.*

Z : *He saw the others look his way now with undisguised interest. The part of his speech they had been waiting for had arrived. His expression took on its usual haughtiness - it was the expression he wore as supreme leader.*

Taelons have always used a governing body of twelve Synod members to guide our society, however with three ships this will no longer be possible. The Synod has been divided into three groups of four; one Taelon representing each of our castes: Political, Science and Military. These three will serve under the fourth who will represent them in political matters. The human communities will be charged with selecting those they feel will best speak for them in matters of importance. My final duty as the leader of the Synod Twelve is to announce the new hierarchies.

I shall lead the Blue Colony. Da'an will continue to serve as my liaison to those who join us from the Political Caste. Q'tar will lead the Science Caste and M'lir the Military. *He saw T'than nod approvingly to his colleague and Q'tar looked on with pride to his peers.*

The Gold Colony will be led by Zh'tan. His political liaison will be Ti'el. Science liaison shall be Ni'let and B'lar will speak for the military. *He waited for them all to nod to each other; Sc'orr looked particularly proud of Ti'el, who nodded back to him with a small smile. T'than looked both relieved that B'lar would be somewhere else, and then unsure, wondering if this might not be the case. Perhaps he should have put them together - what a delicious revenge that would have been. But...he had decided to be merciful and spare the General the ire of L'syr's pupil.*

Last is the Red Colony. I have chosen Sc'orr to lead. Let us hope he will not hold them back with outdated ideologies. *He saw Sc'orr frown but he returned it with a smirk that registered a small amount of wit.* Representing the Political Caste will be Sh'non, Science will be Do'quar and lastly, for leadership of the Military Caste I have selected T'than, our recently returned Synod member. 

 

GT: *He looked down to keep his expression and smirk to himself. Zo'or had done it marvelously. His decision of groups was almost... foolish. To put T'than and Sc'orr both on the same colony was quite the risk... and quite advantageous too, especially because of a certain issue named Naor'rin. How very convenient.*

 

Z: Now that you have each been assigned your new duties...

Sc: Zo'or, may I speak?

Z: *He spun on the unexpected voice.* No you may not! 

Sc: I must; one of your selected candidates does not wish to accept the position he has been given.

Z: *He could not believe what he was hearing, and to have Sc'orr raise his hand and make a fool of himself in front of everyone - Taelon and human alike was nauseating.* This is not a democratic gathering Sc'orr!

Sc: Regardless, I must speak.

Z: Of course you must, *he said sarcastically.* Very well, considering that it will be several hundred years before I am forced to listen to your moronic utterances again, I will permit it.

Sc: *He smirked, unruffled and raised an eyeridge.* Your magnanimousness is legendary Zo'or; children will sing songs about it in years to come.

Z: They will sing songs of how I killed you on the bridge if you do not make your point.

Sc: I am attempting to do so.

Z: Very well. State your thought; who would dare refuse to accept the position of leadership I have granted them? *His darting eyes rested suspiciously on each aspirant, but no one looked away. Each gaze was steady and proud.*

Sc: I do, *he replied, his body language showing no fear or shame. He was completely at ease, unlike Zo'or.*

Z: Is this your way of exacting some sort of revenge against me Sc'orr, by attempting to bring about my discomfiture and send this meeting into chaos?

Sc: That is not my intention at all Zo'or. For what reason would I have want of revenge against you... slurs against my leadership skills not withstanding of course. *eyeridge arch and smirk*

Da'an: *He raised his hand in a calming gesture, stepping forward slightly.* Sc'orr, may I ask why you do not wish to lead the Red Colony? Your experience would be invaluable for such a task.

 

GT: *Despite his outward composure, T'than was wondering the exact same thing. Sc'orr had been honored in being chosen to lead his species... it was not a title awarded lightly. Given his tumultuous past, the exile, that was more than a vote of confidence in Sc'orr himself. Besides... who in his right mind would pass up the opportunity to lead?*

Sc: I sincerely appreciate Zo'or's vote of confidence, and it is not that I do not wish to serve in the governing body for the colony - I just do not wish to lead it. 

Do'quar: You do realize Sc'orr that your decision affects the balance that was sought in choosing the leaders of each ship. *he remained in his stance, his voice ever so modulated.* This was not a result of chance, but a well delibered decision. 

 

Da: Do'quar is correct; we are at a critical point in our survival; unwanted responsibilities may be thrust upon us.

 

Sc: I do not eschew my responsibilities. Those of you who know me are well aware of that fact.

Da: I meant no insult...

Sc: *He interrupted with a single, gentle gesture.* None was perceived. *He turned back to Zo'or.* My abilities would be most advantageously used if I am elected for the post of political representative.

Z: Are you suggesting that I switch your posting with Sh'non? *he barked.* He is far too inexperienced to be the leader!

 

GT: *The Taelon next to him shifted on his feet upon hearing his name... and the vote of no confidence from Zo'or. But the General himself was becoming agitated; the composure of every member of the otherwise stoic Synod was compromised.*

Sc: I realize that, and... I have a solution.

Z: Your suggestions were not asked for nor are they required! You are not our leader.

Sc: But you are, and as such you are obligated to consider what I have to say, as it pertains to the best interests of our new colonies. *He saw Zo'or's lips tighten as the young Taelon seethed. He nodded finally once, like his head was on a spring that might snap at any moment. Sc'orr looked over to his shy friend.* Ti'el, I have no right to ask you to concede what is going to be an office of great honor but, would you join me, as my advisor, and certainly more than that, for the Red Colony?

Ti'el: *His turquoise jumpsuit sparkled weakly as he left his position to stand by Sc'orr, his delicate features composed in a soft smile.* I would feel privileged to remain with you, my friend. *He looked over at Sh'non.* Sh'non, I would be gratified if you would take my place, serving Zh'tan in the Gold Colony.

Sh'non: I approve of this, if Zo'or is amenable to it.

Z: *He was not! Not because there was anything wrong with the suggestion but rather, because Sc'orr had been the one to make it...and worse, that the others agreed with it! The idea of reducing Sc'orr to a pilot crossed his mind briefly. Instead of ordering him to an alcove however, he only nodded.* Very well; I will agree to this. *He folded his arms, clearly irritated.* Thanks to your inefficient reshuffling Red Colony now stands without a leader.

 

GT: *It was true... the Red Colony was now composed of Do'quar, the ever lenient - some might say, weak - Ti'el, in an advisory capacity, Sc'orr... and himself. Automatically his mind began to work the odds. Sc'orr would not accept to be leader; no doubt Ti'el was misfit for such a position. T'than's eyes moved to Do'quar. He thought he saw the same introspective look as T'than himself must be wearing.*

Sc: If I may, I would like to suggest a resolution.

Z: You may not. Elucidation by you leaves much to be desired...but perhaps it would be entertaining. *He raised his chin petulantly.* Proceed.

Sc: War Minister T'than should be elevated from Military Advisor to leader.

 

GT: *And there it was. He thought he saw the slightest gleam leave Do'quar's eyes, but T'than knew who he should focus on at the moment: Zo'or.*

Z: *His eyes were wide, and positively burning!* Sc'orr... that statement is not entertaining; it is preposterous! *Realizing that the meeting was still broadcasting ship-wide he made a sharp wave of his hand, ending the transmission.*

Sc: Why? T'than has led many campaigns; since he became War Minister Taelon operations proceeded on schedule, and our success rate rose by thirty-three percent to a nearly perfect average.

Da: Allow me to point out that those were military campaigns, Sc'orr. *the Companion said, his eyes blinking expressively.* T'than has never led our species as a whole.

 

GT: *So far he was but a spectator: he had to keep his calm and let his eyes move over every single Synod member... looking for reproval or agreement. Only then would he step forward. The best way to get the leadership... was to pretend not to want it. That must have been why Zo'or chose Sc'orr to lead the Red Colony: he probably knew T'than would not interfere since he and Sc'orr were on an understanding basis. The young leader just hadn't seen it coming, because he too thought it foolish to give up on a leadership position.*

Sc: But he has been considered for it; was he not elected as interim Synod leader over you during Zo'or's absence several years ago? *He saw Da'an flinch. He knew it must be an unpleasant memory for him, not only because of his worry over Zo'or's fate during his Pesh'tal illness but also, the fact that many in the Synod at the time, most of whom were still there, had offered a vote of no confidence regarding the North American Companion's abilities.* 

 

Do'quar: *He decided to step in.* We did. Regardless, his efficiency is to be proved to this day. War is no longer our concern as it was at the time of that decision. General T'than was not raised to see to the common needs of his people, but rather, to wage war.

 

Sc: Leading an entire colony will not be so different from leading soldiers into battle; for the next three centuries our people will be facing the unknown; it will be a battle - one that will require not only leadership skills but also the ability to be an excellent tactician. *He saw Da'an nod as well as approval in the eyes of several of the others in attendance.* T'than has also demonstrated his courage in leading us in our evolution as well. During the time of his trial he faced imminent danger to himself stoically and courageously. These are traits our species admires.

 

GT: *It was ironic... less than a half a year ago all of them had been prepared to lynch him. And now... looking around him, he saw respect again. The kind of respect Zo'or did not seem to have ever had.*

Z: *He stalked forward, glaring eye to eye with the Taelon who inspired such ire in him.* This position will not be granted based on gratitude!

 

GT: Nor should it be decided based on your own personal preferences Zo'or. It is my competence being brought to discussion, not our animosity. *with that he had scored at least a point. Zo'or's comment had lashed back - some of the Taelons were staring at him and it was not with support.*

 

Do: That is correct. *he spoke at last, but though his voice was soft, there was an unusual stiffness about it* We should indeed discuss your competence. I am inclined to disagree with Sc'orr. Our species was never proud of the war caste's achievements. Their creation was a necessity imposed upon us by the war with the Jaridians. But perhaps, above all others, my concern is T'than's deep change.

Z: Explain, *he demanded, though he already knew what Do'quar would say - he just wanted it stated once again, for the record.*

 

Do: Since he became mated with the human, his temper and emotions have become volatile. That is not a good trait in a leader. We need someone who shall guide us justly into this new future, but also, someone who will do it without harboring such detachment from Taelon ways.

 

GT: *He stepped forward, though he had a feeling another was preparing to answer.* I hold no such detachment, Do'quar. *he looked surprisingly calm, like someone who had just accomplished a goal and felt that at last, he could breathe and rest, for it was conquered.* If I did risk our legacy, it was not because I felt it was worthless, it simply was the price to pay for the future we can hope for now. 

 

*He turned to Sc'orr, then his eyes gazed into all of those in which he had seen some approval, and finally those who would never approve.* I am gratified that some wish to deposit such trust in my worth. And it is not by mere chance that Zo'or thinks me a threat. He has always recognised in me the greatest opponent to his position, and this can only come from the general feeling of trust in my capacities. That fact speaks for itself. 

Granted that my conduct might have seemed volatile as of late, perhaps that does not make me a threat to our species, but rather... makes me fit to deal with the change that might await many of us. I have already taken the steps that many of our species are prepared to take. *he smirked* Zo'or has as well, though the ending to his story became a rather... bitter one.

Z: We are not here to debate my personal life, T'than.

 

GT: I meant it as a mere example that we are not so different as you mean to suggest. *he closed his eyes and added before the younger Taelon could retort.* Regardless, only if it is within the Synod's wishes, will I accept the honor of leading the Red Colony.

Z: The Synod's wishes, *he parroted sarcastically.* You forget that I alone was entrusted with the decision regarding the chain of command for our colonies and, *he circled T'than, looking down upon him, believing in his own superiority,* in my opinion, you are too emotionally volatile to be an impartial leader. *There, it was said. T'than would not benefit from this situation; he would not rule with his mate after denying him the same!*

GT: *His eyes followed Zo'or's movement for awhile, then he simply stared ahead, his chin set high in his pride as though he suffered absolutely no injury from Zo'or's words. He let the younger Taelon speak and was about to reply when another voice spoke in the room.*

Sc: If the expressing of emotions if the basis for denying T'than the leader's seat, then you also must step down, Zo'or. You were elected due in part to your emotional character because you were willing to tread where no other Taelon would. You took a mate and have committed acts in the name of love. Many scorned you for that as they did the War Minister but he is correct - he has the necessary experience to guide others who will follow in his path. You do as well. You each possess knowledge that will be far more invaluable to our species in the long run than will attachments to outdated doctrine.

 

GT: *Sc'orr kept surprising him. First by stepping down, and now, by ferociously defending him. It was... bewildering, for unlike what Zo'or might believe, there had been no conspiracy. He nodded at the older Taelon in appreciation but said nothing: Zo'or's expression was enough of a victory.*

Z: *There had been an awful, cutting remark twisting on the tip of his tongue, just waiting to spring forth and stain Sc'orr with its hatefulness but then the old Taelon had continued, speaking of how it was not only T'than who was needed, but Zo'or himself as well. His rage cooled to something close to generosity and he regarded them both calmly.* I selected you to lead Sc'orr; if you believe that General T'than possesses the qualities needed to succeed you in the position I shall not debate you. He is not who I would have chosen, but I will not be the one serving under him for the next several centuries. *His eyes met those of the War Minister and he tipped his head slightly - a subtle show of approval and respect.* General T'than, Sc'orr will be your political advisor, but I cannot accept Ti'el to the position of military leader.

 

GT: *His eyes turned to the small Taelon, no differently from many of the Taelons in the room. Zo'or was right: T'than would not accept such an appointment.*

Sc: I meant him only to be my personal advisor, Zo'or.

Z: Very well. But Red Colony still lacks a military advocate. General T'than, as you are the most familiar with your own caste, I leave it to you to choose someone for the job. M'lir and B'lar were the most experienced. This will leave your colony somewhat at a disadvantage; it will be up to you to train the new candidate and make him an able advisor. I am sure I do not need to tell you that the security of your ship will depend on it. Whom do you select?

 

GT: Is it really necessary? So far the trades that have been made still leave each rulling body with a member of each caste. Despite the change in leadership, the Red Colony still possesses a Taelon belonging to the Science, Political and Military. The changes only imply that the one representing the Military caste... has also become its leader. *in fact, T'than thought to himself that it was highly unlikely that as a leader... he would welcome the opinion of one less experienced than he in the art of war; and both B'lar and M'lir were.* I am the most experienced of the Military caste. So being, I do not believe the Red colony to be at a disadvantage. Quite on the contrary. 

 

*His head turned Sc'orr's way.* Furthermore, those who accompany me are not entirely aloof to strategics and have shown great worth in recent combat situations. *the events of a few weeks ago were still fresh on everyone's mind* I have no doubt in Sc'orr's abilities, and though he is not one to excel at waging war, I believe he is one to easily learn how to protect his family connections. Since the changes make him my advisor, I trust that settles the balance.  

B'lar: It would be an unbalanced leadership; the leader is charged with bringing unity to the three serving under him. T'than will now essentially have two voices - two votes, instead of one. It will not be an egalitarian government. *He glared at his former superior* It will be T'than's own personal regime!

Z: *He arched a brow at the younger Taelon's presumptuousness but all eyes were turning now towards the War Minister. He had a feeling they were enjoying the debate, and so he too, waited for the response.*

GT: It surprises me that you above all others should speak, B'lar, as you place little faith in your caste. *now, that only proved how right he had been in not wanting someone like B'lar to serve with him.* For you are implying that those of the Military caste are hereby prevented from ruling, for we are at a shorter number than all the others.

B'lar: I am as true to our caste as you used to be. I was instructed by your own pupil! I merely stated mathematics - you would have two votes where the others would have only one. *He raised his chin; he could affect a self-important expression just as well as Zo'or or T'than.*

GT: Each ruling body is composed of two politicians, yet, only one of the Millitary and the Science caste are present. If we are to choose a leader outside the Political caste, it appears to me the odds remain the same, be that leader Military or Science. Which does make me question even more the fairness of Zo'or's selection.

Da'an: Zo'or went above and beyond the call of duty to choose those he believed would serve best; most of them did after all, come from the original Synod. They have already proven themselves as well as their abilities. I believe that B'lar was merely making a point regarding balance.

GT: Indeed... *he nearly rolled his eyes.* The balance will never be in the number of votes, but in the ability of those composing the ruling body have to reach an understanding. Which is something... *his eyes looked deeply into B'lar's* I could not see myself accomplishing with someone of your narrowness of mind.

B'lar: Nor could I with someone whose thinking is so... bizarre. But we shall see when it is time for the rendezvous, if your ship will actually arrive.

GT: *The smirk remained on his features, challenging and arrogant. He had forgotten how thrilling those power battles could be, and it had been a while since he had occupied such steady ground.*

Sc: It will be your colony that suffers B'lar if you are able to persuade your associates to allow the Taelons to stagnate due to your long-held prejudices. But, rest assured that we shall welcome all the humans from Gold Colony. Whatever orders you convey regarding mating with a 'lower species,' will not stop that species from breeding. I am certain that they possess the ingenuity to pilot the ship when the Taelons have all died out. *He cast his peer a challenging and confident smile.* But you know what they say: necessity is the mother of invention.

GT: *He held his hands behind his back. Sc'orr, it seemed, was feeling especially inspired that day.*

B'lar: How... dare you!

Z: Enough! Each colony knows the directives and will not deviate from them. *His words then were directed solely at B'lar, who lost his superior stance in the face of Zo'or's public reprimand, as well as the warning looks he was receiving from Zh'tan, Sh'non and Ni'let.* 

Da'an: T'than is correct; being able to understand one another is the key. Let us hope we shall improve over today.

Z: Indeed. Very well T'than. You stand as both military advisor and leader of Red Colony. *He smirked.* I do hope that you are not so taxed by both assignments that it prevents you from obeying the directives. It would be a shame if two children were all that you are able to produce for your species. *The taunting smile deepened over his full lips.* 

 GT: *There was hatred in his tone, a slick coldness that bore no mercy. Zo'or had nearly taken his family from him!* Two healthy children... is better than none at all.*he saw the darkness creep over the gleam in Zo'or's eyes.* 

Z: *Great was his desire to launch into a fierce tirade against one he considered an enemy! It seemed that they could not communicate for more than a moment before arguing. But very soon...T'than would no longer be his concern. Reigning in his anger, he regained his smug smile.* Then perhaps you and your mate will have to go...above and beyond the call of duty...*he glanced over at Da'an*...and make up the difference - if for no other reason than to keep that insolent human in her place. *He tossed the taunt out at his nemesis but then regarded the others, his eyes lingering bluely on B'lar.* I have no doubt that the rest of you will make far superior selections when choosing mates. *That seemed to satisfy B'lar because he saw him nod in agreement. He only wished he could have said it to Cadence's face. Making her cry would have been most enjoyable; her tears would soothe the fire of jealousy that still erupted in the center of his being.*

GT: Far superior choices than yours, no doubt. *he grinned to himself. If that was Zo'or's best shot, it had been a weak one. His voice was not even slightly altered when he spoke again* You may all rest assured I will be loyal to the directives. If we are to meet in the future and prosper as a new race, there must be harmony in the developing of all three colonies *he exchanged looks with those who would be his associates. There was balance: old wisdom in Do'quar, fairness in the silent Ti'el, and strength in Sc'orr. But none of them was a threat.*

Z: Indeed. It will be up to the leadership of each colony to assure this outcome. Now, if there is nothing further, I have been informed by our scientists that the infusion will be complete in two hours. Separation will occur immediately thereafter; I see no point in delaying our progress any further. Everyone will have twenty-four hours to arrive at their assigned destination. Our respective journeys shall begin immediately thereafter. *He was about to close the meeting when Da'an stepped forward.*

Da: Zo'or, what of the womb? Which colony is to be entrusted with our unborn?

GT: *A blanket of silence and tension fell around all of those in the room.*

Z: *For the first time during the meeting his expression softened.* It would...be too considerable of a risk to send them away in a single ship. For that reason, the womb too will divide.

Da: That is wise but, are we to be parted from our children then? What if they are to reside on a ship other than the one we are assigned to?

Z: I have taken this problem under advisement; no Taelon will be asked to leave their children in the care of another ship. *He was looking exclusively at Da'an. Realizing it, he directed his comments to everyone, his eyes sweeping over each Taelon.* Those of you with children will find them entrusted to care aboard your ship. 

 

GT: *Hearing of this other children was like receiving a slap in the face. Sometimes looking at T'lana was painful, for she was alive and well while her siblings lay in eternal stasis.* What of the others?

 

Z: Those infants whose parents have already passed into the void will be dispersed evenly. Upon our arrival on Sharlu'un we hope to have accumulated enough energy to revive them. *He looked down and was quiet for a moment. Some of the members shifted their weight from one foot to the other while others remained stoic and frozen in place, each in thought over young ones gone and yet never forgotten. When Zo'or looked up again there was melancholy in his features, and his voice was not as buoyant.* Those children will be the final generation of Taelons as we know them today... Guard them well. *He nodded, his eyes closing for several seconds and then reopening, and he regarded the Synod for one last time.* This meeting is closed. May each colony experience good fortune on their journey, and may our race be stronger...and more numerous, by the time we meet again.

 

GT: *With that, he could agree with Zo'or. T'than too glanced around at faces that he would not see for centuries... or even ever again. The notion of separation weighed heavily on them all - a race that had always depended on their unity was finally splitting up and learning individuality to survive.*
To Be Continued...
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