Dinara was dreaming.  The world had gone mad around them; a place of pure sensation, and the sensation was fear.  It was everywhere, their fear and the fear of the nameless Others against whom they fought.  She could feel the ground semi-solid under her feet and she stumbled.  Dantai caught her, he had always caught her when she fell.  She couldn’t see him, but she knew he was there, just as she knew that the Justus and Calin huddled together on her left, and just beyond them, the Twins.  "It's the fear we have to beat!" Calin shouted.  "That’s what it's all about, that's what we have to prove!"  Dinara, scarcely understanding, did as she asked, focusing on the one thing that could overwhelm the fear.  She filled herself with love and faith, love for Dantai and the Twins, faith that her Gods would bring them through.  

She felt a shift in the fear around them, a kind of dull realization and surging triumph.  "Dinara, no!"  Calin shouted, the Twins turned, and it was their fear she was feeling.  Dinara didn't understand, but the triumph built, then struck-

A cry of pain and rushing darkness, and he fell.  Dantai crumpled to the imaginary ground beside her, and there was silence.  She reached out for his mind, and found it falling, falling away.  "Wait, no!" she cried after him, but he slipped.  

Just as he dissappeared, he smiled.  "See you soon," he said.  

"See you soon. . ."

Dinara started awake, tears on her cheeks and a scream on her lips.  A knock at the door, that's what had woken her.  She shook her head, shook off the effects of the dream- That's all it was!  That's all it could have been- and slipped out of bed.  She wrapped herself in a robe and went downstairs.  There was another knock just before she opened the door, and when the door opened it revealed Trader Hlaex with his hand upraised.  

"Magor is having her baby," he gasped, before Dinara could so much as say hello.

She didn't respond either, but collected her things and followed him.  Magor wanted her baby blessed, to be present at the birthing was the least Dinara could do for her.  The Headwoman had done so much, for Dinara and the colony.  Dinara could never thank her.  

It was a bright day, and she shielded her eyes against the sun.  She followed close behind Hlaex as he led her through the town.

As they passed the main square, he said, "The doctor thinks there's something wrong.  With the baby.  It's going harder than it should."  

Dinara stopped in front of the Headwoman's home.  "How bad?"  Have I come to perform funeral rites?  She wondered, a cold chill going down her spine.  

Hlaex shook his head.  "I don't know.  You'd have to ask the doctor."  He opened the door to the Headwoman's house.  "It didn't look too good to me," he muttered.  

Dinara hurried inside.  She could hear Magor's screams from the second floor.  She'd heard women in childbirth before, but this sounded different.  She rushed up the stairs, and was confronted by a doctor at the top.  "You must be very quiet," he said.  "And try not to disturb her.  The baby was turned wrong, and all twisted up.  We had to operate."  He sighed.  "This twinslost primitive place- she lost so much blood.  And the child. . .  All we can do is hope."  And he stepped out of Dinara's way.  

"Hope is my stock in trade, Doctor," Dinara said.  Even though I've been terribly short on it myself, of late, she added, silently.  She walked over to the bed where Magor lay.  

There was, as the doctor had said, so much blood.  The sheets were red with it, and Magor's belly was stretched and distended, with a red line where they had cut her open and sewed  her up.  Blood was still seeping out from around the stitches.  Her eyes were half-closed, and her face sheened with sweat.  When Dinara settled onto the bloodstained bed beside her- gently, ever so gently- her eyes opened.  "Lady," she whispered.  "I'm- I'm glad you're here.  You have to bless the baby."  

"Shh, shh," Dinara soothed her.  "Rest now."  Dinara could tell she was dying.  She laid a hand on the woman's clammy brow.

Magor smiled.  "I'll rest soon enough," she said.  She knows.  But she was so very calm.  "I want you to promise me something, Lady," she said, her voice growing weaker by the moment.  "Bless my child."

Dinara nodded, "Of course."  Even if only to bless his death, I will.  

But Magor shook her head, weakly.  "No, bless him.  Raise him as your own.  Bless his life every day, and one day, he will be a great man."  She sighed, but her eyes were hard as granite.  "Promise me!" she said.

She though, I can't- but she nodded.  "I will do as you ask," she responded, not even knowing why.  Why not? That little voice in her mind whispered.  You have a good home, and you will never be a mother now.  Raise her child as your own.  "I will, I promise," she said, and Magor's eyes closed.  With a slow sigh, she sank into unconsciousness.  Dinara reached out to her mind, and felt her slipping into the darkness.  She soothed Magor's soul, and reaffirmed her vow even as the spirit slipped away.  Magor was dead.  

Dinara closed the Headwoman's eyes and said a few silent words over her body.  Twins love you and take you in their arms.  Rest, beloved sister, and return again.  And she cast out a personal thought to the Twins then; Make her sojourn between lives a happy one!  You owe me that!  And she thought she felt the distant agreement, though it was tinged with sadness.

She put it out of her mind then, and turned to the child.  The doctor was holding it, rocking it slowly back and forth, but the child was not crying.  Dinara knew that was not a good sign, in a child so young.  

She moved towards the doctor, and said, "Let me take him," reaching out with certainty of purpose.  

The doctor looked at her oddly, but handed the baby into her arms.  Dinara took him, and turned back the edge of the blanket so she could see him.  

His face was blue, and his eyes were still shut.  He was not breathing properly at all.  The doctor, she knew, would have done everything she could to heal the child's body.  Dinara now reached to his mind, as she had to his mother's.  

It was an old mind, confused and disoriented by the helpless body in which it now found itself.  Its grip on life was tenuous, and it did not quite know which direction to proceed.  Dinara siezed it in a firm embrace, singing to it as she would to the child himself, "Live!"  She sang, whispered with mind and voice.  "Live, come to me!  Here is your place, live!"  She felt the mind grasp her tenuous thread and pull itself towards life.  With sounds of encouragement, she helped it along, felt it grow stronger.  

Then, with a flash, he was there, and the baby's eyes opened and he cried.  

Dinara held the wailing child to her breast and trembled in fear.  She stared into the baby's open eyes, touched his mind, and tears ran down her cheeks.  "No," she whispered.  No!  She looked up to the uncaring sky, out toward the planet light years away where her her saviours, her masters, her killers sat waiting.  "No!  How could you do this to me?"  She shouted, and collapsed to her knees, the child still in her arms.  

"Lady?" She felt the doctor touch her shoulder.  "Lady, are you all right?"  She asked.  

Dinara shook her head, dully.  "No," she said.  She turned, and held out the baby to the doctor.  "Here," she said, and rose to her feet as the doctor took the child into her arms.  Dinara turned to go.  

"Wait," the doctor said.  "You are the child's guardian now."  She started after Dinara, the baby held in her hands.  

Again, Dinara shook her head.  "No, I'm not," she said, and left.  

"I'll see you soon. . ."

Two days later, a knock on her door again awakened her from a restless sleep.  She climbed out of bed, and dressed, as the knocking continued.  She had rather hoped that whoever it was would go away, she was in no mood to talk to them now.  But her sense of duty prevailed, and she went to the door.  It was Doctor Fanzen, and she had the baby in her arms.  "May I come in?" she said, and it wasn’t really a question.  

Dinara stepped back and allowed her to come in.  "Of course," she said, ironically.  

The doctor stepped inside, and took a seat without waiting for Dinara's invitation.  Which I would not have given; she is an uninvited guest.  But Dinara assumed the seat across from Fanzen and waited for her to speak.

And she did.  "I don't know what you're doing," she said, with the usual medical subtlety.  "And I don't think you do either.  But you promised that woman that you would raise her child.  Is a Priestess's honor so cheap nowadays, Lady?"  She fixed Dinara with an angry look.

Dinara could not meet her eyes.  "No, it is not.  And I know what I promised.  But this is something I could not anticipate, and something you can not understand.  I would not be the proper mother for this child.  Find another."

"I've tried."  Fanzen rocked the baby absently in her arms, leaning foreward.  "But everyone in this little settlement either has children or has a reason why they don’t.  There is no one else."  She shook her head.  "You have to take him."  

"I can't!"  Dinara looked up and met her eyes.  "Don't you see?"  She all but begged, then fell back with a sigh.  "It's so complicated."  

"It always is."  Fanzen said.  "You know what I see?  I see a scared woman, I don't know scared of what, but there's a lot of love in you.  Take this child.  Raise him.  Whatever you're afraid of can't be as important as that."  

Dinara stared at her hands twisting in her lap.  "Maybe you're right," she said, quietly.  And in any case, I've lived too long in fear.  I have to try.  She lifted her eyes.  "I will raise the boy as I promised," she said.  "I will bless him."  And he will bless me and we will know ourselves to be both the blessing and the blessed.  
She reached out her arms and received the newborn ancient.  He opened his eyes and regarded her with a clear-eyed gaze and she smiled.  Dantai had returned to her.

