
Editor’s Note: This story takes place immediately after “Transitions” and at the same time as the events of  

“…Where Change is the Only Constant – Part 2.” 

 

Stardate 44549.6 – Earth Year 2367 

Sausalito, California, Earth 

 

 It was a beautiful evening in Sausalito.  Sylvan and Val’ri walked along Harrison Avenue toward the Deltan Embassy on San 

Carlos.  They walked past the small church that Val’ri found peace and refuge in when she resided full-time at the Deltan Embassy, 

before her studies took her to Vulcan when she was fourteen.  Unlike her life at the Embassy, where she was considered the outsider, 

she always felt welcome here.  Although the church was dark for the evening, it was comforting to know that it was still there.  

 They crossed over Harrison Avenue, onto San Carlos and walked up to the entrance of the Deltan Embassy.  Although it 

seemed like only 3 years, it was actually 82 years since she last stepped foot inside the Embassy compound.  She was born across the 

bay at Starfleet Medical, but this was where she grew up.   She was schooled here with the other Deltan children.  She may have felt 

like an outsider here, but it was home. Even after her studies took her away from Earth, she always made her way back to Sausalito.  

Today, she came here to visit her niece, Ilona Raiajh, who was the current Deltan Ambassador to the Federation, and her own brother, 

Ja’al. 

 She and Sylvan walked up to the gate where Val’ri spoke to the Deltan guard stationed there.  Although she was able to 

repress her pheromones, she never did here because it was how she was recognized by other Deltans. 

 “I am here to see Ambassador Ilona Raiajh.” 

 “Are you expected?” the guard asked Val’ri. 

 “I am Val’ri Raiajh, sister of Ilona’s father, Ja’al Raiajh,” she replied. 

 “You bring a guest with you.” 

 “I do.  This is Sylvan Xaran, of the tenth house of Betazed.” 

 The guard opened the gate to allow them to enter the compound.  “Welcome home, Val’ri Raiajh.  Be welcome, Sylvan 

Xaran of Betazed.” 

 Val’ri and Sylvan entered and walked toward the main building.  Val’ri began sensing Sylvan’s thoughts rather strongly.  The 

nature of his thoughts made her start to blush. She turned to face him, her cheeks taking on a bright emerald hue.   She went to lean 

over and whisper in his ear and ended up putting her arms around him in a hug, which he returned. 

 He held her, however he was concerned.  “Are you alright, Val?” 

 “I’m fine.  Your thoughts just caught me off guard. ” 

 “I noticed.  I’m sorry.” 

 “For what?  There’s nothing to apologize for. I know a place we can go after here that we can try your suggestions.” 

 “I thought you wanted to wait until after we were married?” 

 “There is a city here on Earth, called Las Vegas.  It is not far from here by shuttle tram.  We can go there tonight and get 

married.  We can still have a traditional Betazoid ceremony at a later time.” 

 They separated and walked into the embassy, with a promise to discuss the matter in further detail later.  Once inside, they 

were met by Val’ri’s now much elder brother, Ja’al Raiajh. 

 “Greetings, Val’ri,” he said in what to Sylvan seemed like a strained monotone, having expected a Deltan would show much 

more emotion during his reunion with a sibling not seen in almost eighty years.  “You bring a guest with you.  And apparently he is 

someone you are quite familiar with.” 

 “Greetings Ja’al.  It is good to see you again, Brother.  This is Sylvan Xaran of Betazed, and he who will be my husband.” 

 “Greetings Sylvan.  May you always be welcome.” 

 “Thank you, Ja’al,” Sylvan replied.  “Although I cannot speak for the rest of my family, you will always be welcome in my 

home as well.” 

 “Please follow me.  Ilona is waiting.  We have a small meal prepared for you.  It is based mainly on Val’ri’s dietary 

restrictions, Sylvan, so if you require anything additional, just let us know.” 

 “I’m sure what you have prepared is more than satisfactory,” Sylvan responded. 

 

 

Star Trek: Personal Logs 
 

“Days of Love, Days of Sorrow” By Nadine B. Bach 
 

 



1. What Happens in Vegas Doesn’t Always Stay in Vegas… 

 

 Val’ri and Sylvan were walking back to the tram station in San Francisco after spending a few hours at the Embassy with 

Ja’al and Ilona, whom Val’ri had never met before that evening.  Sylvan brought up the subject about what had happened when they 

were in the embassy’s courtyard. 

 “Val, are you sure you want to do this tonight?” 

 “I do,” She replied.  “Have you changed your mind?” 

 “I have not changed my mind about wanting you as my wife.” 

 “Sylvan, when you first brought up the subject of marriage while aboard the Arcturus, it was a bit frightening.  However, the 

more I thought about it, the more I know it is the right decision.  I love you and want to marry you.  The only logical reason for 

waiting is so we can have friends and family present.” 

 They continued to discuss the subject as they headed to the station at the far side of the Golden Gate Bridge.  By the time 

they reached the station, there was no doubt that they were headed to Las Vegas. 

 

* * * 

 

 A half-hour later Val’ri and Sylvan disembarked from the shuttle tram at Fremont Street in Las Vegas, which put them about 

a half-block from the Clark County marriage license bureau, a local government building which had existed in nearly the same spot in 

Vegas for over 400 years, and which was their first stop.  As they turned the corner onto Third Street, a shipmate of Val’ri’s, Penji Fil, 

who had traveled to Vegas aboard the same tram as the couple, Penji Fil fell into step next to Raiajh. 

 “Hi, Lieutenant.  What brings you two to Vegas?” 

 Val’ri and Sylvan exchanged a glance before Val’ri replied. 

 “A covert operation.  Want in?” 

 Fil had been planning on getting together with several other shipmates from the Arcturus who were visiting Las Vegas during 

their brief period of leave, but Val’ri’s offer certainly piqued the Catullan man’s interest.  “What do I have to do?” 

 Val’ri had known more of her shipmates were in the city, and decided she did not want to answer too many questions. 

 “Stand guard, ask no questions, leave when we tell you to and tell no one what you will witness until Sylvan and I tell you 

otherwise.  Are you interested?” 

 Fil thought over what Val’ri had said for a moment before finally saying, “Lead the way, Lieutenant.” 

 

* * * 

 

 About an hour later, Val’ri and Sylvan parted ways with Fil along Fremont Street.  The Lieutenant (JG) watched as the 

couple disappeared into the nearby Fitzgeralds Hotel and Casino, one of the oldest hotels in the city with a history going back 

hundreds of years to the late 20
th

 century.  Once they were gone from sight, Fil contacted the other members of the Arcturus crew that 

he was originally planning on meeting with his new communicator to find out where they were.  A few minutes later he located the 

group, engineer Briana Lithir, security chief David Maddox, quartermaster Cathryn Pearson, Deltan science officer Idrisu, and 

Avalonian helmsman Galen DuLac a block away on Fremont Street. 

 “What kept you, Penji?” Maddox asked. 

 “I ran into Val’ri and that counselor that came aboard the Arcturus from the Surak II on the way here,” Fil replied. 

 “What was our quartermaster and one of the counselors doing here in Vegas?” Lithir asked. 

 “Well, I thought they were coming here to meet with you guys too, so I asked why they were here in Vegas?  And Val asked 

if I would join them with the stipulation that I stood guard and ask no questions.  So I said to lead the way and we headed down the 

street to an office building where they filled out paperwork and exchanged some credits.”  Fil found that he had everyone listening to 

his tale.  He continued, trying to make the story as brief as possible.  “Then we continued about a block further down Third to another, 

smaller building that had a steady stream of beings going in and out.  We went inside and more paperwork and credits were 

exchanged, but this time I had to sign one of the documents.  Then we went into another room with the person who had accepted the 

credits.  I stood back while Val and uh…. does anyone remember the counselor’s name?” 

 “It’s Sylvan, Penji.  His name is Sylvan,” Pearson piped up. 

 “Yeah, that’s it.   Val and Sylvan stood in front the guy who took the credits.  They exchanged a few words about love, 

honor, and playing nice when they disagree… or something like that.  Then we walked back here, where they dismissed me with a 

thank you, before heading into that hotel over there.”  Fil pointed at the hotel he saw the pair walk into.  “That’s it.” 

 The young DuLac, who had not known what to expect during his first trip to the famed Las Vegas of Earth, looked at his 

shipmates and said in his Avalonian accent, “Methinks it sounds as though our quartermaster just celebrated happy nuptuals.” 

 “Galen, that’s exactly what she did,” Pearson replied.  “She promised me that she would wait until after our academy re-

training.” 

 “Sometimes situations change,” the Idrisu mused. 

 “Do you know something, Idrisu?” Pearson said demandingly.  “I know Val was going to the Deltan Embassy to visit her 

brother and niece earlier today before heading out to Betazed in a couple of days.” 

 “I know she was there, and that she brought Counselor Xaran with her, but they didn’t stay long.  I thought perhaps it was the 

Counselor who didn’t wish to stay.  Maybe it was Val’ri?  It would not be surprising that her pheromones affected their decision.” 

 To the entire group, Maddox posed a question. 



 “Why get married?  It’s not a prerequisite for sex.” 

 “For Val it was,” Pearson answered.  “She insisted on waiting.” 

 “But what about what Ike mentioned after trip to Starbase 35?” Lithir interjected, referring to a story Ensign Isaiah 

Ben’taarch Tammuz had told his shipmates several months before the Arcturus had become lost in time. 

 “Ike was never one hundred percent sure.  He just assumed she did under the circumstances,” Idrisu replied.  “Of course, he 

wasn’t even sure what really happened, if it was all real or just in their minds?  And I know she and Counselor Xaran were talking 

about getting married.  I overheard them one day in the arboretum on our way back to Earth.  If she insisted on waiting, then she 

changed her mind about when the ceremony should take place.” 

 “I guess your right,” Pearson remarked with a disappointed sigh.  “I’m just a bit jealous that Penji got to stand witness and 

not me.” 

 

* * * 

 

 Early the following afternoon, Val’ri and Sylvan were preparing to leave the hotel. Sylvan gazed out the window and down 

toward the street as Val’ri finished up in the bathroom.  Through the open door, Sylvan heard Val’ri say, “It’s Galen, Briana, Maddox, 

Cathryn, and Idrisu, with Fil acting as lookout.  What are they all doing here?” 

 “You’re in the bathroom braiding your hair.  How can you possibly…?” Sylvan started to say, but his voice trailed off.  He 

realized he could not actually see his new bride braiding her hair, and had not know what she was doing, but the image was in his 

mind as if he was looking out of her eyes and into the mirror. This wasn’t a good sign.  He started wracking his brain trying to 

remember what he had learned about bonding and he could not recall it being said that a mental bond was anything more than a 

familiar consciousness of your bond-mate in the conscious mind like what he and Val’ri had shared before today.  This was much 

more personal and much more invasive. 

 “Sylvan, you’re giving me a headache,” Val’ri complained.  He stopped as he realized he was giving himself one too.  Then 

Val’ri came out of the bathroom and walked over to the window to stand next to her new husband. 

 “You’re right.  It’s not supposed to be this way; at least not all the time.  There have been a few incidents where this sort of 

bond has formed.  We will quietly return to Sausalito, as I’m not really looking forward to seeing my shipmates right now.”  Val’ri 

looked down toward the street and noticed that everyone was still there milling about, as if waiting to intercept the couple.  Sylvan put 

his arm around Val’ri and kissed her on top of her head. 

 “I love you, Imzadi.  We’ll work through this.”  Val’ri wrapped her arms around Sylvan and enjoyed the closeness. 

 “I love you, too,” she replied. 

 They turned from the window and left the hotel room behind, holding hands.  A few minutes later they left the hotel by a 

back entrance, making their way back to the tram and, within less than an hour, back to the Deltan Embassy in Sausalito. 

 “Welcome to the Deltan Embassy,” the guard at the gate, a different Deltan than the previous afternoon, greeted.  Val’ri 

handed both her own Starfleet identification and Sylvan’s to the guard before speaking. 

 “I need to speak with my brother, Ja’al Raiajh.” 

 The guard was a bit skeptical at first.  Then Val’ri realized why.  For the first time she forgot to unmask her pheromones and 

quickly corrected that.  “I apologize. It has been a strange few days.” 

 “How do you do that?” the guard asked. 

 “Don’t know. Probably has something to do with my unique physiology, but the doctors here have never figured out what.  

However, it does help when I’m outside these walls.” 

 They waited near the gate for Ja’al to arrive.  For Val’ri it felt weird to have to wait.  She was used to having free access; 

however, she did realize that most of the Deltans who resided here did not know who she was.  When Ja’al finally arrived a few 

minutes later, he greeted the couple before escorting them into the embassy.  

 “What brings the two of you back so quickly?” Ja’al asked. 

 “Something unexpected,” Val’ri replied. 

 Ja’al was about to inquire what problem the pair had when he realized he was sensing Sylvan too clearly through the familial 

bond he had with Val’ri. 

 “The doctors here will want to see both of you; however I don’t believe that there is much that can be done.  Because of 

Val’ri’s unique nature, she was never subject to the Oath of Celibacy that Deltans take to serve in Starfleet.  It seems we all should 

have paid more attention considering her unique abilities. Our mother believed that her Vulcanoid physiology was more predominant.  

While her outward appearance is that of a Vulcan at first glance, her physiology is apparently more Deltan than any of us realized.” 

 “It’s not anyone’s fault Ja’al,” Val’ri remarked.  “The results are not what either Sylvan nor I expected.  With time we will 

learn to adapt. However, I agree that visiting with the doctor is the best advice.” 

 “I’ll have quarters prepared for you.  I’m sure the doctors will want you to stay on Earth so we can monitor you.” 

 “I will need to contact my parents on Betazed, to let them know that Val’ri and I are not going to Betazed as planned.” 

 “I will make the arrangements when you are settled in quarters.” 

 

* * * 

 



2. If You Can’t Go to Betazed… 

 

 An hour after they had settled into guest quarters in the embassy, Sylvan opened a compic to his parents on Betazed.   Val’ri 

sat off to the side, just out of view.  Through the bond, she knew that his mother Trina was in the foreground, while milling around in 

the background was his father Troy, brother Koran, Koran’s wife, Koran’s two children Charissa and Jonathan, and Anatessa Kitrin.  

Val’ri felt Sylvan mentally cringe at the site of Anatessa. 

 “Hello, Mother.” 

 “Sylvan, we weren’t expecting you to call.” 

 “I was just calling to tell you that I won’t be coming back to Betazed as planned.  I’ve decided to stay on Earth.” 

 His mother did not look pleased at this revelation.  “Sylvan, it is rather important that you return home,” she said. 

 “Mother, you sound like you have arranged a marriage for me while I was gone despite my telling you before my training on 

the Surak II began, that I did not wish for you to do this, and would not honor your wishes.” 

 “Sylvan, it’s for the best.” 

 “It is most certainly not for the best, considering I got married last night.”  He motioned for Val’ri to sit next to him.  When 

she did he put his arm around her shoulders.  “I’d like to introduce you to my wife, my Imzadi, Val’ri Raiajh.” 

 Sylvan’s father suddenly stopped and moved up to take a seat next to his wife and spoke. 

 “Sylvan, the arrangements have already been made.  You and Miss Raiajh will just have to get an annulment.” 

 Sylvan replied, “I don’t recall needing permission or approval from you to live my life, Father.  I have made a decision about 

my life and my future.  You, Mother, and the Kitrin’s will just have to accept that fact.  What you are suggesting is out of the 

question.” 

 “Sylvan, if you refuse to come home, we will be coming to Earth.  However, before we leave we will have one of our 

ambassadors to the Federation file a petition on our behalf with the ambassador of Miss Raiajh’s home world on Earth.” 

 In the background, Koran spoke up. 

 “Good luck with that, Father.  It is doubtful that the Deltan Embassy will do much more than entertain your petition.” 

 “And why would I be petitioning the Deltan Ambassador on Earth?” Troy Xaran asked his son. 

 “Father, the Deltan Ambassador to the Federation is Ilona Raiajh.” 

 Sylvan’s father turned back to the viewscreen. 

 “Is what he says true, Miss Raiajh?” 

 “It is.  Ilona Raiajh is the Federation ambassador from Delta IV to the Federation here on Earth.” 

 “I’ll take my chances,” Troy remarked.  “Sylvan, will you be coming home or not?” 

 “As I stated at the beginning of this conversation; no, I am not coming to Betazed.  I am staying here, on Earth, with my 

wife.” 

 “Then your mother, I, and the Kitrins will be there within a week,” Sylvan’s father said before abruptly closing the comlink. 

 

* * * 

 

 The following day, Anatessa Kitrin found herself at the office of Ambassador Lwaxana Troi on Betazed.  Before filing a 

petition she was hoping Mrs. Troi would be able to tell her more about the Vulcan woman, Val’ri Raiajh, who apparently had very 

strong ties to a prominent ambassadorial family in the Deltan Union.   She started by telling Lwaxana of the situation, about how her 

family and the Xarans had arranged a marriage between herself and the Xaran’s younger son Sylvan.  She also told him about last 

night’s call where he said that he was married to another. 

 “Ambassador Troi, what can you tell me about Val’ri Raiajh.  She apparently has ties to the Raiajh family of Delta IV.” 

 “The girl is Deltan?” Troi asked. 

 “I think she might have been adopted by the Rajaih family.  She’s Vulcan, but has a Deltan name.” 

 Lwaxana Troi used the computer terminal on her desk to see if she could find any information about Val’ri Raiajh.   She 

quickly found the information she was looking for. 

 “Hmmm.  Apparently there is something here.  Val’ri Raiajh, Lieutenant, Federation Starfleet.  Age 26.  Born to Karinara 

Raiajh and an unknown Vulcan father in 2262.  The child was found to be the result of an accident in a lab on Nisus III, where the 

wrong embryo was used to impregnate Karinara Raiajh.  Until recently she was considered lost with the crew of the starship USS 

Arcturus in 2288, but the starship was found with crew alive and intact several weeks ago.” 

 “Wait!  You’re saying she’s actually Deltan?” 

 “According to the records, she’s both Deltan and Vulcan.  That would explain why she appears Vulcan.” 

 “Ambassador Troi, Mr. Xaran plans to file a petition with the Deltan Embassy to have the marriage between his son and 

Val’ri Raiajh annulled.” 

 “Child, I’m sure the Embassy is looking into the matter already.  However, I will call and talk to somebody at the Deltan 

Embassy myself and see what they make of this highly unusual situation.  The Xarans may have better luck petitioning Starfleet 

directly, though if the couple is now married legally, I don’t see how Starfleet can do anything about it.” 

 “Thank you, Ambassador Troi. I will leave you to your work,” Anatessa stated as she stood to leave. 

 “I will contact you later in the day and tell you what I find out.”  Anatessa nodded, then left Lwaxana Troi’s office, with a 

renewed sense of confidence that the matter would be worked out to her satisfaction. 

 

* * * 



 Lwaxana Troi decided to contact the Deltan Embassy directly and see what the situation was.  After a short wait, it was Ja’al 

Raiajh who spoke with Mrs. Troi. 

 “Greetings, Lwaxana.  Your call is not unexpected.” 

 “Ja’al, is what I have heard true?” 

 “If you are talking about my sister Val’ri and Sylvan Xaran, then yes, what you heard is true.  And before you ask, my sister 

was not subject to the same oaths that full-blooded Deltans are while serving in Starfleet.  The only stipulation we placed on her was 

that she not fraternize in a sexual manner with non-telepathic species.” 

 “Did Sylvan Xaran tell you that his parents had arranged for him to marry another woman?” Troi asked. 

 “I spoke with them last night after he had spoken to his family.  Sylvan had knowledge that they wanted to arrange a 

marriage for him, but he had already informed his parents that he did not want any part of such an arrangement.  His parents went 

ahead and planned everything with their chosen girl’s family in his absence, despite his repeated objections.  And we have received 

the petition from Mr. Xaran a short time ago.  The Embassy has already replied that the matter was a non-issue and Delta IV will not 

pursue the matter and will not entertain further communiqués regarding it.  Is there anything else I can do for you, Lwaxana?” 

 “No that will be all.  Thank you for your assistance, Ja’al.”  A moment later, Troi’s monitor screen went dark. 

 

* * * 

 

3. Why Rock Climbing and Parenting Don’t Mix… 

 

Stardate 44564.22  

San Francisco, CA 

 

 Koran Xaran and his wife Ellura, whom everyone called Ellie, had chosen to get a babysitter for Charissa and Jonathan so as 

not to burden their parents with watching their two young children nor have to let Troy and Trina know that they were meeting with 

Sylvan and his new wife. 

 A few days earlier, when Koran saw Sylvan’s choice of a bride, he was a bit surprised, but not too much.  Their mother had 

told them while they were growing up that under no circumstances were they to bring home a girlfriend (or in Jill’s case, a boyfriend) 

who had pointy ears.  However, Sylvan did take after their maternal grandfather quite a bit.  Both boys knew of the older Betazoid’s 

love for exotic looking women.  So either the old man’s tastes had rubbed off on Sylvan, or his brother so did not wish to marry the 

girl their parents wanted him to that he married the first girl he could get to say yes.  However, considering Val’ri was part-Vulcan, the 

latter choice seemed unlikely. 

 Sylvan had chosen a restaurant in San Francisco’s Chinatown for dinner after his brother had contacted the couple at the 

Deltan Embassy.  And what started out as just the two couples soon turned into three when Sylvan and Koran’s sister, Jill, joined them 

and brought along family friend Jacob Simmons, Jr., who was called Jack by his friends, as her ‘date’ for the evening.  Back on 

Betazed, the two had tried going out on a few actual dates, but it never really went anywhere because some of Jack’s friends started 

teasing them due to of their names. 

 Sylvan and Val’ri had not yet arrived when Jill walked up with her red-haired companion.  Koran was not too surprised that 

she brought him.  Jack was like a member of the family, and at least she would not feel like the odd person in the group.  Knowing 

Jack, he probably wanted to see what Sylvan was up to anyway. 

 Jack had been a family friend for so long, that Koran often forgot that he was not Betazoid, in spite of how different from the 

average Betazoid he looked, so Jack did not find it intrusive when Koran ‘spoke’ to him telepathically, in spite of the fact he was not a 

telepath himself. 

 ‘It’s good to see you Jack.’ 

 “It’s good to see you too, Koran, Ellie.  How are the kids?” Jack replied. 

 “Good,” Koran said verbally.  “Jonathan is doing well in school, and Charissa is growing up quickly.” 

 “That’s good to hear.  How are your parents?” 

 “Now that’s a different story,” Koran replied with an expression half-way between a smirk and a frown.  “They are not too 

happy with Sylvan at the moment.  They had everything all arranged for him to come home and marry Tessa, and he calls the day 

before he’s supposed to return to Betazed saying that not only is he not coming home, he married someone else.” 

 The look on Jack’s face said it all.  From his shock, it was apparent that Jill had not told him what had happened, and neither 

had Sylvan. 

 Before Jack could ask any questions, Sylvan and Val’ri appeared out of the crowd.  As the two approached, Ellie noticed that 

the two were holding hands, which boded well.  Either they enjoyed holding hands, or the act aided in telepathic communication 

between the two as Vulcans were generally touch-telepathic. 

 The meeting seemed to start out friendlier than when the newlyweds had met Val’s brother.  Upon approaching the group 

Sylvan hugged first Jill, then Ellie and finally his brother.  Then he introduced Val’ri to everyone.  She allowed everyone to hug her as 

she was introduced.  From that first hug Ellie had a good feeling about Val’ri, and the other telepaths were pleasantly surprised to find 

out that she shared a similar method of telepathy as them. 

 The three couples then entered the restaurant and enjoyed dinner.  Conversation went back and forth between telepathic and 

verbal communication, out of respect for Jack, Val’ri telling the others about herself and how she and her shipmates quite suddenly 

found themselves castaways in time and how she had met and quickly fallen in love with Sylvan.  Then, following the meal, before 

dessert was served, Koran asked his brother aside to talk privately. 



 ‘You surprise me, Sylvan.’ 

 ‘How so?’ Sylvan responded. 

 ‘I knew you were adamant about not wanting Mother and Father to arrange a marriage for you, so I first thought you had 

simply married Val’ri out of spite.  But in just the short time we have been together, I can already sense the two of you have developed 

the kind of bond most Betazoids only wish they had with their mates.  It is like the two of you were made for each other.  And the most 

remarkable part is that Val’ri should be old enough to be your grandmother instead of your wife.’ 

 Sylvan smiled as he contemplated the strange chain of events that led him to meeting and soon after marrying Val’ri. 

 ‘You are right,’ he projected to his brother.  ‘She is my Imzadi, and I am hers.’ 

 ‘I doubt you realize how fortunate you and Val’ri are.  Not even Ellie and I share such a bond as yours.’  Koran smiled as he 

asked, ‘Have you decided whether the two of you want children?’ 

 ‘Please, Koran!’ Sylvan replied in shock.  ‘I only just got married.  Let me enjoy what I have now before we start 

contemplating a family!’ 

 Koran nodded as he gave his brother a friendly slap on the shoulder and they moved to rejoin the rest of their family. 

 

* * * 

 

44568.43 

Starfleet Headquarters, San Francisco, California, Earth 

 

 When Mr. Xaran did not get the answer he expected from the Embassy, he immediately filed his petition with Starfleet and 

requested that they hold an inquiry into the matter.  Starfleet, in their infinite bureaucracy, scheduled an inquiry into the matter just to 

make sure that protocol had been followed and to decide if further action was warranted. 

 Both Sylvan and Val’ri were dressed in their standard-issue duty uniforms, Sylvan’s the blue of the medical division with an 

ensign’s pip on the collar, Val’ri’s the gold of the ops division with the two pips denoting her rank as lieutenant. 

 They were seated on a bench out in the hall waiting for the parties that were invited to the hearing to arrive.  Val’ri was not 

happy to see Commodore Eric Johnson, the Arcturus’ commanding officer, appear in the flow of people walking through the hall 

toward them.  Sylvan gave Val’ri’s hand a quick squeeze as they stood to greet the approaching commodore.  Johnson greeted the 

pair, then to Sylvan added, “Ensign, can you excuse us please?” 

 Sylvan moved to a spot across the corridor where he stood with his classmate and friend, Julian Bashir, whom Sylvan had 

asked to attend the inquiry for support. 

 “I hear through the grapevine that congratulations are in order,” Johnson said to his quartermaster once the two were alone.  

“But I have to ask, Lieutenant, why are you the subject of this inquiry today?” 

 “I apologize, sir.  Sylvan’s father insisted that an inquiry be convened.  He’s trying to get Starfleet to annul our marriage.  

While Sylvan was aboard the Surak II, his family arranged for him to marry someone else.” 

 “Lieutenant, when exactly did you and Ensign Xaran get married?” 

 “Last week, sir,” Val’ri replied.  “Permission to speak freely?” 

 “Please.” 

 “Sir, I would not have informed you about anything going on between Sylvan and me if we were only going to be friends.  

When we spoke to you about pursuing a relationship, we already knew that marriage was on the horizon.  Perhaps we should have 

been more forward with you.” 

 “That wasn’t necessary, Lieutenant.  You’re both adults.  You don’t need my permission to get married.  However, I am 

surprised that all this happened so quickly.  It’s been less than a month since we arrived in this century.  Since you first met each 

other.” 

 “Commodore, have you ever done something with the knowledge that it just felt like the right thing to do?” 

 “Occasionally,” Johnson replied before suddenly starting to smile and nodding at Val’ri.  “Yes, Lieutenant.  I understand.” 

 As Raiajh and Johnson continued to discuss the situation, an elderly Admiral walked up to Sylvan and Julian across the hall.  

Sylvan began to look uncomfortable as the Admiral spoke to him. 

 “Please tell me why your father asked that a hearing be held regarding his own son.” 

 “Because I got married, sir, and it was not to the girl of his choosing.” 

 “What’s so unique about the girl you married instead that Starfleet would think a hearing might be warranted?” 

 “If you would turn around, sir, she’s over talking to Commodore Johnson,” Sylvan said to the admiral, gesturing across the 

hall.  The Admiral turned around and looked at the Commodore and the female Lieutenant he was talking to. 

 “My God, she looks just like her mother… except for the hair and ears, of course.”  The retired Surgeon General of Starfleet 

looked back at Sylvan, amusement in his eyes.  “Out of all the women in the universe, you had to fall in love with one who’s part-

Deltan!” 

 “Sir, sometimes life isn’t simple.” 

 “I’ll agree with you there.  What will you do if Starfleet decides against you or that a formal hearing is warranted?” 

 “With all due respect, Admiral, I would rather leave Starfleet then spend my life without Val’ri.” 

 

* * * 

 



 The hearing that Starfleet chose to convene was rather informal.  Instead of a panel consisting of three flag officers for a 

hearing, there was only one; Vice Admiral Alynna Nechayev.  Nechayev was known for being tough yet fair in her decisions.  The 

fact that there was only one admiral conducting the hearing bode well for Val’ri and Sylvan. 

 In the audience were several Starfleet officers, Sylvan’s parents, and his niece and nephew, whom they were caring for while 

their parents, who had chosen not to attend the inquiry, had instead gone to climb El Capitan in Yosemite National Park.  Anatessa 

Kitrin was also present, having come to Earth with the Xarans while her parents stayed on Betazed. 

 Admiral Nechayev started the hearing as soon as everyone was settled in their seats. 

 “We are here today at the request of the parents of Ensign Sylvan Xaran of the Starfleet Medical Academy.  They have asked 

that this inquiry be held to determine the legality and status of their son’s recent marriage to Lieutenant Val’ri Raiajh, Quartermaster, 

USS Arcturus.  I wish to note for the record, marriages between Starfleet officers are not normally questioned, provided that proper 

procedures have been followed.” 

 Nechayev addressed the entire room as she continued. 

 “I have checked with both the commanding officer of the USS Arcturus, Commodore Eric W. Johnson, and the commanding 

officer of the USS Surak II, Captain Selvik, and have concluded the following;  Both Lieutenant Raiajh and Ensign Xaran made it 

known to their commanding officers that they were pursuing a relationship together.  We reviewed Lieutenant Raiajh’s records and 

found that she did not have the restrictions attached to her that are normally placed on Deltans who serve in Starfleet.   It was decided 

by Starfleet and Starfleet Medical when she first joined almost a century ago that these restrictions were unnecessary.  The doctors at 

the Deltan Embassy did make the recommendation that should Lieutenant Raiajh choose to pursue a relationship, it should be with a 

member of a telepathic species.  And as Ensign Xaran is of Betazed, that recommendation was not violated.”  Vice Admiral Nechayev 

paused at this point because Jonathan Xaran began to scream uncontrollably and disrupt the court.  Sylvan’s mother, Trina, ushered 

the child out of the hearing room in hopes she could get him to calm down. 

 Admiral Nechayev continued once Jonathan had been removed.  “We also reviewed Ensign Xaran’s record and find nothing 

out of the ordinary regarding this matter.  Although the counseling team from the Surak was assigned to assist the Arcturus crew in 

their acclimation to the 24
th

 century, Ensign Xaran was not assigned Lieutenant Raiajh as a patient and appropriately refused when 

another counselor tried to assign her case over to him.  As such, I find there to have been no violation of Starfleet regulations 

regarding fraternization in this matter.  It has been further ascertained that Lieutenant Raiajh and Ensign Xaran have been legally 

married in accordance to Federation law.  I have therefore determined that no further hearing is warranted.  The marriage is valid and 

recognized by both Starfleet and the Federation.  This inquiry is adjourned.” 

 With the brief hearing ended, everyone began filing out of the hearing room.  Both Sylvan and Val’ri had concerned looks on 

their faces as they heard Jonathan still screaming in the hallway.  The child was definitely agitated and the thoughts he was projecting 

were of a distressing nature.  The seven-year old was projecting thoughts of his parent’s climbing gear failing and both falling from 

the face of the sheer stone cliff.  Those walking the halls were beginning to be affected and most had a sullen and forlorn look to their 

faces. 

 Val’ri walked over to Trina Xaran who was sitting on the same bench that Val’ri and Sylvan had been sitting on before the 

hearing with Jonathan in her arms.  It was quite evident that the elder Betazoid too was affected by the young boy’s thoughts.  Val’ri 

sat down on the bench next to them. 

 “Mrs. Xaran, I’m not asking you to like me or accept me.  But please let me to help you with Jonathan.  His thoughts are 

distressing to all who are here, telepathic or not.  I promise you that I will not hurt him.” 

 Trina Xaran looked at Val’ri silently for a moment as Jonathan continued to scream before reluctantly allowing the lieutenant 

to take the child.  Val’ri sat the child in her lap and put a hand on the back of his head.  The boy began to calm down, but Val’ri 

realized that what he was experiencing was not that of a child’s vivid imagination.  His Betazoid telepathic abilities had somehow 

switched on way too early and at a rather unfortunate moment.    Val’ri’s face showed distress and concern.  She was wishing she had 

a communicator at that moment when she heard Sylvan’s voice in her head say, ‘You do.’  Val’ri remembered then that the Starfleet 

insignia on her uniform was also a communicator, which she quickly pressed. 

 “Starfleet communications, this is Lieutenant Val’ri Raiajh of the USS Arcturus.” 

 “Go ahead, Lieutenant,” a voice replied. 

 “Can you patch me through to the Park Ranger headquarters in Yosemite National Park.  There’s been an accident.” 

 “Hold on, Lieutenant.”   The faces of Sylvan’s parents began to take on a worried look themselves as the implication of what 

was occurring started to get through to them.  Before too long, Val’ri was in contact with a park ranger at Yosemite National Park. 

 “This is Yosemite.  Ranger Smith, speaking.” 

 “Ranger Smith, this is Starfleet Lieutenant Val’ri Raiajh.  My brother-in-law and his wife were climbing El Capitan this 

morning and there we have indications there has been a malfunction with their climbing gear.” 

 “We are aware of such a situation as you describe, Lieutenant.  You know who they are?” 

 “They are a pair of Betazoids, both with the family name of Xaran.” 

 “Lieutenant, we have activated our Search and Recovery team.  Do you have any specific instructions for us?”   Val’ri looked 

at Sylvan and his parents, who were unsure what to do next. 

 “Sir, I am not familiar with what to do next.  If you contact the Betazed Embassy here on Earth, they will know how to 

proceed in this matter.” 

 “Understood. Thank you.  Smith, Yosemite, out.” 

 Val’ri deactivated her communicator and looked at Sylvan’s parents.   Sylvan already knew what Val’ri was going to say, and 

he started to cry as he held Charissa in his arms.  Thankfully, for the moment, Charissa had fallen asleep.  Val’ri too shed a few tears 

as she spoke. 



 “I’m sorry.  If the rangers in Yosemite are in search and recovery mode, there was nothing that could have been done for your 

son and his wife.”  Her tone then took on a decidedly Vulcan tone.  “I grieve with thee.” 

 Mr. Xaran became irate and lashed out at Val’ri. 

 “What do you know about grief, Lieutenant Raiajh?  Do you understand what my wife and I have lost today?” 

 “Sir, while I have not experienced the loss of a child, I have been dealing with my own losses for the last few weeks.  Think 

about how I and my shipmates all feel.  For me, what was just over a month ago, turned out to be over 79 years!  Everyone I knew, 

with the exception of my shipmates aboard the Arcturus, are either dead or much older.” 

 Surprisingly it was Anatessa Kitrin who spoke next. 

 “Mr. Xaran, I’m sorry about the loss of your son, but likewise, I can hardy imagine what Val’ri here is going through.  She 

never had the chance to say goodbye to those she lost.  At least you do.” 

 Anatessa started to walk down the hall, but quickly stopped and looked back at the Xarans. 

 “Sir, I’m going to be returning to Betazed in the morning.  My parents and I will not pursue this matter any further.  After 

what I’ve seen here today, and speaking to Lieutenant Raiajh and Sylvan before the hearing.  I’m confident that what they did was not 

to spite you or to make you angry, despite it seeming so because they have known each other for so short a time.  They truly do love 

each other, and I wish them well in their life together.”  She then turned back around and walked away. 

 The Xarans and Val’ri watched Anatessa depart.  Val’ri then turned back to her in-laws and said, “We should head over to 

the Betazed Embassy.  The staff there will be able to assist you with all that needs to be done.  The doctors there also need to examine 

Jonathan.  He suffered from this more than any of you realize.  He somehow actually saw what happened to his parents as it was 

happening.  It appears he reached out to his parents telepathically for the first time at the exact moment their climbing gear failed.” 

 “He’s too young!  He shouldn’t have been able to do that!” Trina insisted. 

 Sylvan said, “Among all telepathic races, including ours, there have been incidents of those who are born with their abilities 

already active, and those, apparently like Jonathan, who develop their senses too early to handle them.   He also had no problem 

broadcasting his grief to everyone in range.” 

 Val’ri added, “He still is.  I can only block him for so long before his grief begins to effect me more than it already is.  It is 

another reason why we need to get to the embassy.  He needs to be sedated and his abilities blocked.  He also is not willing to walk, 

and I cannot carry him to a transporter.” 

 Sylvan came over and sat the sleeping Charissa next to Val’ri and took Jonathan from her. 

 “Val, can you carry Charissa?” he asked. 

 “I can.”  She picked up the sleeping child who quickly settled her head on Val’ri’s shoulder and kept right on sleeping.  For 

the moment she envied the peaceful child.  The young girl didn’t know how much her life had changed.  However, neither did Val’ri. 

 

* * * 

 

4. Here We Go Again… 

 

 Charissa slept for about an additional hour after arriving at the Betazed Embassy.  Val’ri was with Charissa in the waiting 

area in the Embassy’s medical office while Sylvan and his parents had taken a walk.  Meanwhile the medical staff had given Charissa 

a doodle padd and stylus so she could entertain herself drawing pictures. 

 Val’ri crouched next to Charissa and the young girl was showing her one of the pictures she drew when the doctor came in to 

talk to Val’ri, prompting her to stand. 

 “We have the child, Jonathan, sedated for now.  However, it is going to be up to him if he is to move past this incident.  How 

would you wish for us to proceed in this matter?” 

 “I am not sure I should be making such a decision.” 

 “I understand.  I’m sure you wish to talk to your husband before making any decisions.” 

 “Shouldn’t you be discussing this with Jonathan’s grandparents?  After all, after this tragedy, they are now his guardians.” 

 “No, they are not.  The information we received from Betazed lists Sylvan Xaran and you, by name, as their children’s 

guardians,” the doctor informed Val’ri to her shock. 

 “I will speak to my husband and will get back to you promptly. He should be returning here shortly.” 

 The doctor turned around and left the waiting area.  Before Val’ri had a chance to resume her crouching position next to 

Charissa, Sylvan walked into the room with his parents.  Sylvan’s father immediately asked, “How is Jonathan?” 

 “He is sedated and resting for the moment.  The doctors are awaiting word on how to proceed.” 

 “My wife and I can take it from here.  I wanted to thank you for all your help today, in spite of the circumstances.” 

 “I’m sorry, but I have been informed by the doctors that you and your wife cannot take it from here.” 

 Sylvan already knew through the bond he shared with his wife what his brother had done. 

 “As Jonathan’s legal guardians, Sylvan and I must be the ones to decide how to proceed with Jonathan.” 

 “With all due respect, Lieutenant, what gives you the right to claim guardianship over Jonathan?” Troy asked. 

 “Sir, I’m not claiming any right.  The doctor who’s treating Jonathan has informed me that Sylvan and I were named by your 

son and his wife as legal guardians for both of their children.  It was listed in the medical records the embassy received from Betazed.” 

 “I guess I’ll just have to have a word with the doctor,” Troy Xaran said as he turned and walked into the treatment room in 

search of Jonathan’s doctor.  Meanwhile, Trina Xaran moved to see what Charissa was doing with her doodle padd.  Val’ri turned to 

look at Sylvan. 

 ‘Sylvan, your father is getting on my nerves.  For every step forward I try to take with him, he pushes me back ten.’ 



 ‘It’s been a trying day for all of us,’ Sylvan replied. 

 ‘I’m aware of that, but it’s not going to get any easier. We still have to make medical arrangements for Jonathan. If what I 

think has happened to him has happened, it will be a long time, if ever, before he gets better.’ 

 ‘I agree with you about Jonathan.  There are long-term care facilities on Betazed that deal with cases such as Jonathan’s. It 

would also appease my parents. We can give them the authority to make medical decisions for Jonathan once he’s settled,’ said 

Sylvan. 

 ‘That would be prudent, as they will be easily reachable on Betazed,’ replied Val’ri. 

 ‘What about Charissa?’ 

 ‘Would you be opposed to Charissa staying with us?’ 

 ‘No, of course not,’ Sylvan replied.  ‘It would be fine for the next six months, but what about when the Arcturus crew is 

assigned for training aboard different Starfleet vessels.  During those months, we would not be able to care for Charissa properly as I 

will be here in San Francisco taking final exams at Starfleet Medical.’ 

 ‘It doesn’t have to be that way.  I am willing to resign my commission and retrain in a civilian field for now. I will reserve the 

right with Starfleet to resume my duty at a later date. For now I will talk to the admissions staff at UCSF and see if my credits there 

are sill good and finish the classes I was taking while aboard Arcturus.’ 

 ‘Is that what you truly wish to do?’ Sylvan asked. 

 ‘Despite how I was raised, I was always taught that family comes first.  I am willing to put my Starfleet career on hold for 

family. It is the right thing to do.’ 

 ‘What classes were you taking?’ 

 ‘Early childhood education.  When the day came when I would decide to leave Starfleet for good, I was thinking about 

teaching children around Charissa’s age. There’s no reason why I can’t accelerate my plans and do that now.  I have heard that on 

many of the current starships they have civilian crew and families of Starfleet members.’ 

 ‘How has Charissa been since she woke up?’ Sylvan asked. 

 ‘Fine.  I haven’t told her anything. However we will have to tell her the truth.’ 

 Charissa got up from where she was sitting with her doodle padd and walked over to Val’ri and Sylvan and tugged on 

Sylvan’s pant leg.  Sylvan looked down at Charissa. 

 “Uncle Sylvan, I made you a picture.” 

 Sylvan picked up the child as he replied, “You made me a picture, Squirt?” 

 Charissa shook her head yes, and presented the doodle padd to Sylvan. 

 “It’s a picture of you and Val.” 

 “I see.  It’s a very pretty picture.  What were you and grandma talking about?” 

 “She said Jonathan was very sick, and that mommy and daddy were hurt.  She said I was going to live with her and granpa 

for a while.” 

 “Actually, Squirt, Jonathan will be going with grandma and grandpa.  You will be staying with me and Aunt Val.  We will 

also tell you more about your mommy and daddy.” 

 Sylvan’s father walked out from the exam room as Sylvan was talking to Charissa. 

 “Your mother and I have already decided otherwise,” Troy said. 

 Val’ri turned and glared at Troy Xaran.  She was tired of the man constantly trying to have his own way all the time.  He had 

quite the surprised look when he heard Val’ri’s voice in his mind. 

 ‘I am tired of you constantly trying to assert your way.  Your son and I are perfectly capable of making these decisions on 

our own, without your interference.  As Sylvan and I are the legal guardians of Charissa and Jonathan we will make decisions for 

them.’ 

 ‘It appears you can converse in a civilized manner,’ Troy retorted. 

 ‘If you mean telepathic conversation, then yes, I do have the ability.  I’ve always kept this ability to myself.  When I first 

enlisted in Starfleet, Vulcans and Deltans were the only telepaths that served aboard starships.  As I have always lived around humans 

and other non-telepaths  I don’t often use the ability. In fact, those I serve with are not aware that I am a telepath, at least if they do 

think I’m a telepath, that I’m a touch-telepath, like most Vulcans.   As for Charissa and Jonathan, this is how it is going to be.’  Val’ri 

started counting off on her fingers as she continued to project her thoughts at her father-in-law.  ‘Charissa will be staying with Sylvan 

and I.  Jonathan will be placed in a long-term care facility on Betazed near your home.  You will both be granted the authority to 

make decisions about his medical care, but he will remain at the facility of our choosing.  He will be cared for by professionals, not 

you and your wife.  You can visit with him as often as you like. Before you depart for Betazed, I would like to have him looked at by 

Vulcan doctors.  Perhaps they may be able to help us in ways that the doctors here cannot.’ 

 ‘I think my wife and I can live with what you suggest. However, we do have one request, that the both of you are married 

properly.’ 

 Sylvan replied, ‘Father, Val’ri and I were going to have a proper Betazoid ceremony when we returned to the Arcturus, 

before crew re-training begins.’ 

 ‘The captain of the ship is agreeable to this idea?’ Troi asked skeptically. 

 Val’ri admitted, ‘We haven’t formally asked him yet. We were going to wait until everyone had returned to Arcturus.  I 

mentioned it to him before the hearing today and he seems both agreeable and somewhat reluctant at the same time.  It probably has 

to do with the nature of the ceremony.  Most humans prefer not to remove their clothes in public.’ 

 ‘If you wish it can be performed here… tonight,’ Troi suggested. 

 Val’ri and Sylvan thought about Mr. Xaran’s proposal. 



 ‘It might appease them Imzadi,’ she heard Sylvan tell her. 

 Val’ri replied to him, ‘Tonight?  We have all been through so much today.’ 

 ‘Without it we will not let you take Charissa,’ Troy vowed.  ‘As far as my wife and I are concerned, you and Sylvan are not 

married according to our traditions.’ 

 ‘Make the arrangements,’ Val’ri said resignedly.  ‘However, I would like someplace where I can be alone for about a half-

hour to meditate.’ 

 ‘It can be arranged.’ 

 ‘Thank you, sir.’ 

 

* * * 

 

 Later that evening Sylvan and Val’ri returned to the Deltan Embassy with Charisa in tow, again being carried by Val’ri.  The 

tram conductor looked at them funny when they said that they wanted to go to the Deltan Embassy until Val’ri explained to the man 

that she was part-Deltan and the aunt of Ambassador Ilona Raiajh.  As the trio walked up to the compound gates once again, Val’ri 

unmasked her pheromones.  Charissa shifted in her arms and commented, “You smell different.” 

 Sylvan looked at Val’ri.  ‘She noticed that you stopped suppressing your pheromones.’ 

 ‘I know.  Deltan children are aware of the pheromones of the adults.  It is not surprising that other children would have the 

same ability.’ 

 Once admitted back inside, they walked back to the quarters that had been assigned to them.  Fortunately, when they were 

assigned quarters, what had been available was a two bedroom suite, which Val’ri was now grateful for.  At least there was a separate 

room for Charissa.  They brought Charissa into the area where she was going to sleep and sat down on the bed with Val’ri cuddling 

her in her lap.  They now had a much more difficult task ahead of them.  They had decided that Sylvan would be the better of the two 

to handle the matter. 

 “Charissa we need to talk to you about your Mommy and Daddy.” 

 “Gramma said they were hurt.” 

 “I know this is going to be hard for you to understand.  Mommy and Daddy were hurt real badly today. The doctors could not 

make them better.  They died from their injuries.” 

 The child had tears in her eyes. 

 “Died?  Like Buster the kitty?  Buster went away and never came home.  Mommy said he died. Why would Mommy and 

Daddy do that?” 

 “Charissa, they didn’t want to.  It was an accident.  I know you are sad.  We are all sad.” 

 Charissa buried her face in Val’ri’s chest and cried herself to sleep as Val’ri comforted her.  Sylvan took Charissa’s shoes off 

and Val’ri laid her down on the bed fully clothed, and they went into the other room.  Val’ri heard Sylvan in her mind, ‘I’m surprised 

she didn’t ask more questions.’ 

 ‘She will, once she is rested.  She has questions on the subject, but she doesn’t know how to express herself about what has 

happened.   All she knows right now is Jonathan is very sick, and her parents went away and we just told her they are not coming 

home, and she doesn’t understand why,’ Val’ri replied. 

 ‘You are handling this entire situation quite well, Imzadi.’ 

 She smiled.  ‘It has been quite a day. Things have taken their toll.  I handled it to the best of my abilities.’ 

 Sylvan walked over to his wife and embraced her, an embrace she returned.  She pulled back slightly to look into his eyes.  In 

his eyes she saw the love that he had for her.  Through the bond they shared, he felt that love returned. 

 They had decided to turn in for the night.  It had been a long day, and both were sure that Charissa would probably find her 

way into their bedroom with her questions.   They both awoke to the early morning sun shining through the windows and onto their 

bed. When Val’ri and Sylvan opened their eyes, they found that Charissa had made her way into their bed, as they had figured she 

would.  However, she was sleeping peacefully between them facing Sylvan. 

 Val’ri looked at the sleeping child and then at Sylvan. 

 This was something I was never able to do when I was Charissa’s age. It wouldn’t have been much fun crawling in bed with 

my Mother and whomever she had over that night.’ 

 ‘I rather imagine it wouldn’t be.’ 

 Between them Charissa started to wake up.  In her half-groggy state she said, “Daddy, I had a dream that you and Mommy 

went away like Buster….”  She stopped when she realized it wasn’t her father.  “It wasn’t a dream, was it Uncle Sylvan?” 

 “No, Squirt, I’m afraid it wasn’t.  Do you want to talk about it?” 

 The child sat up and looked at both Sylvan and Val’ri. 

 “Will I be able to say goodbye to them?  When Buster died, mommy and daddy got us all together and we were able to say 

goodbye.” 

 Sylvan replied, “Yes, there will be a chance to say goodbye.  Grandma and Grandpa didn’t want you there because they felt 

you were too young.  However, if you want to, you can come and say goodbye.” 

 “I want to say goodbye.  Why can’t Jonathan live with us too?” 

 “Jonathan is too sick.  He needs to be taken care of by doctors.  The best doctors are near where Grandma and Grandpa live 

on Betazed.  If he gets better, he can come and live with us.” 

 “Are you and Val going to be my new Daddy and Mommy?” 



 “We will be here for you, like your Daddy and Mommy, but we won’t ask you to call us Daddy or Mommy.  You can call us 

Uncle Sylvan and Aunt Val for now.  If in the future you wish to call us by different names, we can talk about that then.” 

 “Aunt Val?” the child said quizzically. 

 “You can just call me Val.” 

 Sylvan looked at his wife with a half-raised eyebrow.  In his mind he heard Val’ri tell him, ‘She doesn’t need to call me Aunt 

Val. She’s been through so much. Let’s just leave it be for now.’ 

 “Val, do you have family?  A brother, or a mommy and daddy?” 

 “Yes.  I have family.  My brother lives and works in this building and his daughter is in charge of everything here.  However, 

they both look quite different from me.” 

 “How so?” 

 “Well, they don’t have pointed ears like I do, and they don’t have any hair on their heads.” 

 “Except for you and Uncle Sylvan, no one here had any hair.  Why?” 

 “It’s just how Deltans are.  Just like Betazoids have black eyes.” 

 “I don’t have black eyes,” Charissa said.  Sylvan shrugged. 

 ‘It was noted that it was genetically possible that there was either a human or El-Aurian ancestor in her mother’s 

background,’ Sylvan projected.  ‘It would explain her unique eye color.’ 

 Val’ri replied to Charissa, “No, you don’t have black eyes.” 

 “Do you have a mommy or daddy?” 

 “I never met my daddy.  And as for my mommy, she was lost in space a long time ago.” 

 “Can your mommy get un-lost?” 

 “It is always possible, but not probable.  It is very rare that people come home after being lost for so long.” 

 In her mind, Val’ri heard Sylvan tell her, ‘I, for one, am grateful that the Arcturus got un-lost.’  Val’ri glared at Sylvan. 

 “When can I say goodbye to Mommy and Daddy?” 

 Sylvan answered, “Later today we will all go and say goodbye.” 

 “I’m hungry.  Can I have breakfast?” 

 Val’ri replied, “You can have breakfast after we clean up.” 

 Sylvan wondered if she had any additional questions.  He asked, “Do you have any other questions, Squirt?” 

 “No, Uncle Sylvan.” 

 Val’ri got out of bed and took Charissa with her to wash up. 

 

* * * 

 

 Later that day Val’ri, Sylvan, and Charissa returned to the Betazed Embassy in San Francisco.  Because they had plenty of 

time, they decided to treat Charissa to a trip across San Francisco Bay by the ferry that ran between Sausalito and San Francisco.  The 

ferry showed them spectacular views of the bridge, Starfleet HQ and the Marin Headlands.  The child was thrilled by the rather 

inefficient way of travel and the sights she took in. 

 The trio arrived at the Betazed Embassy with only a few minutes to spare.  They did it this way in hopes of avoiding a 

confrontation between them and Sylvan’s parents for bringing Charissa.  Val’ri and Sylvan were dressed in their standard-duty 

uniforms, although Val’ri chose the skant and pants option over the uniform she had worn the previous day.   Charissa wore a plain 

dress in dark blue. 

 Of course, Trina Xaran caught them outside and was not happy that they had brought Charissa along. 

 ‘I thought my husband and I made it perfectly clear that she was too young to be here today.’ 

 Sylvan replied, ‘Charissa asked to come.  She has just as much right, if not more, to say goodbye to her parents.’ 

 ‘She doesn’t really understand what has happened.’ 

 ‘Mother, she understands more than you realize.  She understands the fact that her parents are not coming home. They also 

talked to her about death before this.  She mentioned a kitty named Buster.’ 

 ‘Yes, they had a small black kitty that had gotten out of the house one day.  They found the cat a day later, already dead.  It 

had gotten into a fight with something.’ 

 ‘Charissa remembered having a funeral for the cat so everyone could say goodbye to him.  She wanted to know if we were 

doing the same for her parents.  When we said yes, she said she wanted to be here.’ 

 ‘That doesn’t mean you actually listen to the child.’ 

 ‘Mother, in case you forgot, I’m training to be a medical doctor and a psychologist. Most people think children Charissa’s 

age can’t comprehend these things.  They understand more than you realize.’ 

 Val’ri chimed in at that moment. 

 ‘Mrs. Xaran, I assure you, we would not have brought Charissa if she had no concept of death.  However, she has the need to 

do this.  It is her wish to come and say goodbye. If either of us feel she is not handling the situation well we will remove her.’ 

 Sylvan added, ‘We are going in Mother. We will talk after.’  With that they walked away from Mrs. Xaran and into the room 

that was set aside for the service. 

 

* * * 

 



 After the memorial service, Val’ri, Sylvan and Charissa met up with Sylvan’s parents.  During the service Charissa sat in 

Sylvan’s lap and cried a bit, which was expected.  Other than that, she was well behaved. 

 Charissa broke the silence by stating, “I’m hungry.” 

 Val’ri replied, “We’ll eat soon.  I promise.” 

 “Lets all go get something to eat,” Sylvan suggested.  “I know of some great restaurants in Chinatown.” 

 “I think your mother and I will pass.  Restaurants here tend to be a bit noisy.” 

 “The Terran custom of talking while enjoying a meal together is part of the experience, Father.” 

 “I think we’ll pass.  Besides, we’re heading back to Betazed in the morning and need to pack.” 

 “You aren’t staying longer?” 

 “Unlike you, your mother and I don’t like being off-world too long.  For as long as I remember you wanted to join Starfleet 

and be a doctor.  Despite all that has happened, I’m still proud of you.  You followed your dream, and found someone to share your 

life with.  Perhaps one day, you will bless us with additional grandchildren.” 

 “Thank you, Father.  It is good to know that you don’t consider me a disappointment.” 

 “Sylvan, I never thought you were a disappointment.  Your life may have taken you down a path that was different from what 

we wanted, but you certainly are not a disappointment.” 

 Sylvan shook his father’s hand, and hugged his mother.  “I will miss you both.  Perhaps, the next time we get extended leave, 

we will come to Betazed.” 

 Val’ri bent down to talk to Charissa.  “It’s time for you to say goodbye to Grandma and Grandpa.” 

 Charissa went over to her grandparents and hugged them both.  “Bye Gramma.  Bye Granpa.  I love you.” 

 “We love you too, Charissa,” they both replied in unison.  Troy Xaran also added, “You be good now for your Uncle Sylvan 

and Lieuten…  and Aunt Val’ri.” 

 “I will try.  I promise.” 

 After offering final salutations, Val’ri, Sylvan, and Charissa parted ways with Sylvan’s parents, heading out of the embassy.  

As they walked away, the Xaran’s heard Charissa exclaim that she was still hungry and Sylvan tell the child that they were going to 

show her Chinatown and get some food while they were there. 

 

The End 


