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 Lt(JG) Charissa Xaran had been sent to check out the holodeck that was used by the children in the schools 

aboard the starbase because of a continuing problem with power fluctuations in the unit.  The problem started about 

six months after her sister Elayne Xaran’s death and continued intermittently to the present.  No engineer had been 

able to find the cause of the fluctuation. 

 Lieutenant Xaran was joined this time by Ops duty officer Lt Ashari Pel, First Mate and science officer 

Topuc from the IMV Pariah, and her grandfather on her mother Admiral Raiajh’s side, Professor Tolek.  While it 

was normally against regulations to let unauthorized personnel – particularly civilians who had never been a part of 

Starfleet – fiddle around within the inner workings of the holodeck, the assigned engineering teams were still unable 

to find a cause for the problem that system was continuing to experience.  As a result, Commander Torres, the 

station’s Chief of Operations, authorized the additional help – especially considering both men carried specialized 

equipment that perhaps would be able to find some fault that the Starfleet tricorders were incapable of detecting. 

 It didn’t take long before Topuc’s Orion-made tricorder detected something that neither the Vulcan-built 

one Tolek possessed nor the Starfleet-issued tricorders that Lt’s Xaran and Pel held could read. 

 After removing the panel indicated by his tricorder, Topuc reached in with his hand and easily found the 

device he was looking for - invisible at the moment because of the tiny cloaking device attached to it - and pulled it 

out.  Topuc appeared to be fiddling around with his bare hands for a moment until he managed to deactivate it, 

revealing the instrument to all in the room as it quickly faded into view. 

 “Nasty little thing,” Topuc said as he set it down on a tray Lt Xaran had brought along. 

 “What is it?” Professor Tolek asked, peering at the small device intently.  The elder Vulcan had never seen 

such a piece of equipment before. 

 “Some in the Orion Syndicate call it a Friendly Reminder,” Topuc explained.  “They’re programmed to 

hone in on specific DNA markers.  The Syndicate uses them to send messages to clients who don’t pay their bills in 

a timely manner.  It only targets members of that person’s family through their DNA sequence.” 

 Lieutenant Pel looked at Topuc and asked, “But why THIS holodeck?  This one is normally only used by 

the station’s school system for the student’s field trips.” 

 “Because sometimes killing a child sends the loudest message,” Topuc replied as he opened a small access 

port on the device and started scanning it with his tricorder again.  “Unfortunately for everyone involved, the Orion 

Syndicate didn’t know that the client this message was intended for would not care if a child died because of his 

actions.” 

 Lieutenant Xaran looked at Topuc with disbelief.  “Who could be so callous as to not care about the death 

of a child?” she asked. 

 “Someone who already thought his sister had too many children already,” Topuc replied.  “Nor would he 

take the time to think how she and the rest of her family would be affected by such a loss.”  Topuc looked at the 

readout displayed on his tricorder and nodded.  “The placement of this device here, along with the DNA sequence 

my tricorder shows is programmed into it, proves without a doubt that your sister Elayne’s death was not an accident 

as was first believed.” 

 

* * * 

 



 In their quarters, Val’ri Raiajh and Sylvan Xaran looked at the device their daughter Charissa had brought 

to them.  In spite of the fact that more than a year had passed since Elayne’s passing, the news that her death had not 

been an accident came as a shock to both of them.  The couple had experienced an extremely hard time dealing with 

Elayne’s loss, and this revelation could potentially re-open those slowly-healing wounds. 

 Raiajh feared her husband would blame her for her brother’s excesses, despite knowing the two barely 

tolerated each other.  Xaran apparently began picking up on his wife’s thoughts.  He moved closer to Raiajh and sat 

next to her, taking her in his arms. 

 ‘No, Imzadi, I know this wasn’t your fault,’ he assured her telepathically.  ‘I’m sorry I blamed you before 

and I won’t do it again now.  We mean too much to each other and I won’t push you away again.  We’ll work 

together to get your brother to pay for his crimes.’ 

 Raiajh leaned into her husband and just allowed him to hold and comfort her as she began to cry.  She 

hated the fact that further proof had been discovered confirming that her brother despised her and her children even 

more than first believed. At Elayne’s funeral, Ja’al Raiajh did not even ACT like he cared what had happened.  The 

only reason he was there was that his absence would have appeared too out of the ordinary – ‘to save face’ as the old 

expression went - so those of importance with the Federation that knew him would think that he cared. 

 “I hate my brother!” Raiajh cried.  “If I never hear from or see him again it will be too soon.” 

 Xaran just held his wife and allowed her this outburst.  He knew she would probably have to deal with her 

brother again before they figured out what they could do about him and his actions, but for now he allowed her to 

cry, as he himself was doing; cry for a little girl who would never have the chance to grow up because of the 

indifference of an uncle who cared for no-one but himself. 

 

The End 

 


