
Early October 2387 

IMV Pariah docked at Starbase 719 

 

 It was what Hans Spaak called a typical Friday night.  Lady Val and Marie Quintero joined Admiral Val’ri 

Raiajh, Captain Cathryn Pearson, and Dr. Jill Xaran aboard the station with the kids while the men met for a poker 

game and drinks.  Spaak had everything set up for the game.  He would soon be joined by Commander Konstantin 

Harkonnen, the strategic operations officer; Dr. Sylvan Xaran, the starbase’s chief medical officer; and Counselor 

Tobias Wyatt, the station’s counselor. 

 Spaak had come up with an interesting idea that he wanted to bring up to the men joining him aboard his 

ship that night.  Taking the older children out on the Pariah for a 48 hour cruise to give them an idea what their 

parents did.  He figured, since Counselor Wyatt was in charge of the Starfleet Space Cadet unit aboard the starbase, 

Harkonnen assisting Wyatt with the cadet program, and Dr. T’Lania worked closely with Katrina Xaran, Spaak 

figured they were the most logical people to discuss his idea with. 

 After proposing the idea, the four men discussed it.  Wyatt and Harkonnen saw merit in it, although neither 

had children.  Not yet, at least, in Harkonnen’s case.  Xaran had some reservations, of course. 

 “Interesting idea, Hans,” the doctor said.  “However, how will you guarantee the safety of the kids?” 

 “That’s why I’m bringing this up,” Spaak replied.  “I would like all of you to join me on your off-duty time 

to go with them.  Think of it this way, Sylvan; a chance to spend some one-on-one time with Katrina, something you 

don’t get to do all that often at present.” 

 “Why not open it to Julian and Ayana too?” Xaran asked, thinking over the proposal.  “I’m sure they would 

want to go.  Just because they don’t want to join Starfleet doesn’t mean they wouldn’t like to see how things are 

done.” 

 The discussion continued over several hands of poker.  By the time the four men had finished for the night, 

the plan was complete.  There was a nearby planetary system less than a day’s journey with a class-M planet that 

hosted a pre-industrial humanoid society.  The Pariah would enter the system and observe the planet and its people 

from polar orbit for a day or so and then return to 719.  No contact with the population, just casual observation.  At 

least, that was the cover.  During a recent journey through the system, Spaak had found a colony on the planet that 

was not supposed to be there, and if his calculations were correct, he was sure he would have a surprise for both his 

wife and the Admiral; one that neither he nor Xaran would ever be able to best. 

 Considering the idea was Spaak’s to begin with, Admiral Raiajh told him she would sign off on the 

unofficial mission if he would volunteer the use of the ship when he proposed it to her the next morning.  To 

Raiajh’s surprise, Spaak agreed, almost too easily.  She wondered what his actual motive was.  However she would 

have to wait for him to play his cards. 
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Starbase 719 

Several days later… 

 

 Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh said her goodbyes to her husband and second-oldest daughter and son as they 

boarded the Pariah for the three day trip.  As they disappeared onto the Pariah, they passed Lady Val and her three 

children disembarking the ship in the gangway. 

 The Admiral stood by as the four passed through the pressure door into the station.  Lady Val greeted her 

‘sister’ and said, “Hans has asked all of us to stay with Marie on the base for this trip.  Even though I am 

trepidatious about leaving Hans so soon after arriving here, he insists that I stay behind with the kids because he says 

he may have a surprise for me upon his return.” 



 Raiajh replied, “I agree Hans is up to something, but I guess we will have to wait for him to play his hand.  

He agreed way too easily to doing this without any compensation from Starfleet.  Whatever he has in mind, it’s 

probably big.”  Lady Val just nodded in agreement. 

 

* * * 

   

 At one of the lower docking levels, a civilian transport arrived.  As the gangway mated to the ship’s airlock 

and the crew prepared the vessel for its short stay at the base, a young Betazoid man named Enitan Kitran stepped 

off.  He was carrying a silver Betazoid gift box covered by a cloth and a satchel.  He knew he was a few days early, 

but did not mind the wait.  She had asked him to come; it was time to reveal the plans that their parents first set in 

motion before she left Betazed, and their grandparents had reiterated to them before the start of the Dominion War.  

Their parents were close family friends who believed in the old traditions; her biological parents, anyway.  They had 

not met again until his aunt’s wedding, and for a year they attended the same school together where they became 

friends.  Before the end of the year, their grandparents had gotten the two together and spoke about Betazoid 

traditions and what their parents had done when they were much younger. 

 After she left Betazed and joined her adoptive parents on Earth, they continued to keep in touch.  She had 

joined Starfleet, following in the footsteps of those parents, both of whom served.  Meanwhile he stayed on Betazed, 

where he went to school, graduated, and became an engineer.  Two years ago he had gotten a good job working to 

help rebuild Betazed which, even more than a decade after the Dominion War, was still struggling to complete the 

task; a task that would probably take at least another two decades. 

 Her obligation to Starfleet was ending, and she had decided she would be resigning her commission.  

Instead she accepted a job offer with the same company Kitran worked for as an engineer on Betazed, and they 

would build a life together in addition to working together to return Betazed to the beautiful world it once was. 

 Kitran headed out of the embarkation area arranged for temporary quarters to stay in until she returned. 

 

* * * 

 

IMV Pariah 

 

 Lt Ashari Pel settled into one of the smaller cabins aboard the Pariah for the little training cruise.  It looked 

lived-in and was decorated with its usual occupant’s personal touches.  With the Besiege out on assignment, she had 

spent time helping the Pariah’s first mate with his ship’s systems, and he had asked her to come along on this brief 

journey to help with communications.  A few days away from the base wouldn’t be so bad, she thought, and she had 

to admit to herself that the accommodations on board the Pariah were better than any Starfleet vessel; even in this 

tiny cabin. 

 What she found odd was that the small cabin had two exit doors.  Deciding to explore where the second 

door led, she found herself in what she could only describe as a utility corridor.  Walking along the corridor, she 

found a small galley that was attended by a green Orion female.  Looking at Pel with a smile, the woman said, “You 

must be Topuc’s friend.  His quarters are the next door down.” 

 “What is this area?” Pel asked. 

 “Usually, this area is used by the stewarding staff.  I’m the steward for Lady Val and Master Spaak.  Lady 

Val thought it would be a good idea to let you have use of the quarters of Topuc’s steward for this little trip.  That 

way no one will see if you visit him,” the green-skinned woman replied with a wink. 

 Pel looked at her and said, “I don’t want to impose on Nalli.” 

 “You aren’t.  She was given leave for this trip and stayed behind on the base; probably getting herself in 

trouble at COB’s Place.” 

 Pel smiled meekly before turning and heading back toward the quarters she was assigned.  The steward 

called out, “You’re going the wrong way.  I’ll be in with some food in a few minutes.” 

 Momentarily conflicted, Pel shrugged and headed toward Topuc’s quarters.  When she arrived at the door, 

not finding a chime, she knocked.  She heard some shuffling from the other side and the door parted. 

 “Ashari!  What are you doing there?” Topuc, the Pariah’s first mate asked before stepping partly aside.  

“Come in.”  Pel stepped inside and the door closed behind her. 

 “I was exploring the ship a little when I found the utility corridor.  I was going to head back to the quarters 

I’m staying in, but the Commander’s steward insisted I come visit you.  Said she’s bringing refreshments in a few 

minutes.”  She looked around almost conspiratorially before adding, “I was given Nalli’s quarters specifically by 

Lady Val for this trip, apparently so I could visit you covertly like this.” 



 Topuc shook his head as he followed Pel into the sitting area of his cabin.  “I apologize for that.  Lady Val 

likes to play matchmaker sometimes.” 

 Pel wondered if Lady Val was seeing something she did not or could not because of her past.  She had to 

admit that when Charissa Xaran was on a mission aboard the Besiege – which seemed to be more and more often in 

recent days – she had been spending much of her off-duty hours with Topuc either on the Pariah or aboard the 

station.  Men normally made Pel uncomfortable, but from the moment she met Topuc she felt totally at ease and 

never quite understood why.  “Perhaps she sees something we don’t?” Pel suggested. 

 Topuc shook his head.  “I wouldn’t dream of coming between you and Charissa,” he said. 

 “Problem is; I’m not sure what Charissa and I have anymore, Topuc.  The last time the Besiege was in port 

for a few days, Charissa never bothered to disembark; yet she had liberty to do so.” 

 “Did you ask her about it?” the Vulcan man asked.  Pel nodded. 

 “I went to visit her aboard the ship, but she just said she was busy and didn’t have time.” 

 “I’m sorry,” Topuc replied. 

 “She told me to go visit with you, Topuc,” Pel added, starting to see a pattern. 

 “I know that Rissa loves and adores you,” he said smiling in a definitely non-Vulcan manner as he gently 

stroked Pel’s hair with one hand while the other tilted her chin up so they could look each other in the eye.  “Have 

you ever thought that Rissa wants to make sure that she’s not going to hurt you?  Or get hurt herself?” 

 “Topuc, she knows how I feel,” Pel replied.  “She has no problem reading my thoughts and feelings, yet 

she’s still pulling away.” 

 Topuc nodded and sighed.  “Just because she sense your feelings doesn’t mean she’s reading you right 

now.  I know it would devastate me if I found out I was going to lose the other half of my heart.” 

 “That’s my point.  I don’t think I am the other half of her heart.  She knows what she needs to do to keep 

me.  But when I bring it up she changes the subject.” 

 “I see,” Topuc said quietly and frowned.  “If you want, I’ll talk with Rissa and find out what is going 

through her head and her heart.  I know she loves you.  I can see if I can find out why she’s pulling back like this.” 

 “You can try, Topuc,” Pel replied resignedly. 

 

* * * 

 

 Ten hours later, after a good nap, Pel found herself at the communications station on the bridge of the 

Pariah with Ayana Xaran.  Although the younger girl had no desire to join Starfleet, she was still curious about 

spaceship operations.  Listening to the various communication channels, she came across a radio-wave transmission 

emanating from the planet they were currently on course toward.  Lt Pel was also monitoring the frequency.  She 

called Dr. Xaran over to the station from his position next to Hans Spaak, where the two were engaged in a 

conversation.  Allowing him to listen to the transmission, Pel looked at the doctor and said, “Isn’t this message in 

Deltan?” 

 Xaran listened to the transmission for a moment before replying, “It is.  But the Universal Translator should 

have recognized and translated it.” 

 “I know,” Pel said.  “I’m trying to learn how to recognize languages by listening directly to them.  What are 

Deltans doing all the way out here?” 

 Dr. Xaran listened to the repeating automated message for a short time before replying, “It wasn’t an 

intentional attempt to colonize.  The message says they had to make an emergency landing on this planet a century 

ago after their ship passed through a spatial distortion near Gamma Bootis and was damaged.  I’m just surprised that 

someone hasn’t picked up this transmission before now.” 

 Topuc looked over and said, “Most don’t check for radio-wave traffic.  But if they were near Gamma 

Bootis, how did they end up here?” 

 “There’s only one way to find out,” Commander Spaak said.  “Konstantin, increase our speed to warp 6.” 

 From the helm station, Konstantin Harkonnen replied, “Speed increased.  New estimated time of arrival in 

standard orbit: 40 minutes.” 

 Xaran looked over at Spaak and said, “We should send a message back to the base to let them know what 

we found.  Have one of the Starfleet vessels investigate.” 

 “It’s an automated signal, Sylvan,” Spaak replied.  “Chances are that whoever they were, they are probably 

long gone.” 

 “What if they are not?” Xaran asked.  “Deltans are strong and adaptable.” 

 “Then we’ll help them.  If we need backup, the Besiege is two sectors away.” 

 “We should still send a message back to the base and let them know.” 



 “We’re under cloak.  Let’s just see what we find,” Spaak suggested.  “If we need help, we’ll call for the 

Besiege to back us up and we will inform 719 of our situation.  They know we are headed to this particular planet.  

Now how about you head down to the medical bay and help Ves and your kids set up in case we do encounter 

anyone.  We can always turn the aft cargo bay into sleeping quarters for anyone who wishes to return with us, 

assuming there is anyone.” 

 Knowing he could not change Spaak’s mind about contacting the starbase, Xaran entered the turbolift and 

headed to the medical bay.  As the doors closed, the doctor could hear Spaak reciting a quiet prayer to his God.  As 

the turbolift descended, he too said a prayer of his own. 

 

* * * 

 

 About thirty-five minutes later, the Pariah entered orbit around the planet.  A scan revealed a settlement of 

about fifty Deltans living on an island away from the native populations of the planet.  Spaak turned to the 

communications station and said, “Ayana, can you please open a channel to the planet?  Lets introduce ourselves to 

these accidental colonists.” 

 Ayana activated the transmitter, replying, “Channel open, Commander.” 

 In a clear voice, Spaak stated, “This is the Independent Merchant Vessel Pariah to the Deltan settlement on 

the western island.  Can we be of any assistance?”  It took a few moments, but finally an answer was received. 

 “My name is Iara.  Is yours a Federation vessel?” 

 “I am Commander Johannes Spaak.  I command a private vessel, Iara, but we do have several Starfleet 

personnel on board.  If you need, we have the ability to transport your entire settlement back to a nearby Federation 

starbase.” 

 “You will have to speak to the Ambassador,” the voice on the radio replied.  “She’s on her way.” 

 “Ambassador?” Spaak questioned, a small smile forming on his lips.  “Would it be acceptable for myself 

and one other person to meet with the Ambassador in person?” 

 Spaak could hear the humorous tone in Iara’s voice as she replied, “You are aware that this is a Deltan 

settlement, Commander Spaak?” 

 “Yes, Iara.  Dr. Xaran and I have both have had extensive dealings with Deltans.” 

 Iara was replaced on the transmission by an unknown female voice, which replied, “You are welcome to 

come down.  We will be waiting for you.  We will keep the area around this communications device clear for your 

use.” 

 “Thank you. Pariah, out.”  Closing the channel, he then turned to Topuc.  “Relay the coordinates to the 

transporter.  You have the bridge.” 

 Spaak left the bridge and headed to the medical bay.  Once there, he said to Dr. Xaran, “Care to join me on 

the surface, Sylvan?” 

 “Shouldn’t we contact the base first?” 

 “Sylvan, it’s a settlement of fifty Deltan survivors of a spaceship crash.  We are going down to meet with 

the leader of the survivors.  The ‘Ambassador’ is what she was called by the woman who answered our hails.” 

 Xaran looked at Spaak and said, “You’re up to something.”  Suddenly a thought occurred to the Betazoid 

doctor.  “Wait!  You think that the person they are calling ‘The Ambassador’ is Val’s mother!” 

 “There’s only one way to find out.  Are you joining me?” 

 Grabbing his medical gear, Xaran replied, “If anything, I can offer medical assistance; providing they are 

who they say they are.” 

 “We already scanned the surface,” Spaak assured.  “They’re Deltans.  There’s no doubt about that.” 

 

* * * 

 

 The pair materialized on the surface of the planet, where they were met by Iara and another typically bald-

headed woman.  Taking one look at the elderly woman, Xaran whispered low enough for what he thought was only 

Spaak’s ears, “Admiral McCoy was right.” 

 Smiling, Spaak looked at the older of the two Deltan women who were waiting and said, “Greetings.  I am 

Hans Spaak, commander of the Pariah.  This is Dr. Sylvan Xaran, a commander in Starfleet.  And unless my eyes 

deceive me, you are Ambassador Karinara Raiajh.” 

 The older woman nodded at Spaak, then said to Sylvan, “Please tell me, Doctor.  What was… Admiral…? 

McCoy right about?” 



 Xaran’s face started to turn a bit red but he held his composure and replied, “That you and your daughter 

look alike, aside from the obvious differences.” 

 The Ambassador looked thoughtfully at Xaran and asked, “Do you know Val’ri, Doctor?” 

 “Yes, ma’am, but it’s something we should talk about privately.  Suffice for now that she is alive and well.” 

 “Follow me,” the elder Raiajh said, leaning on a makeshift cane as she led them into one of the makeshift 

structures and gestured the two men to sit at a table.  Once the three were seated, the former Ambassador again 

spoke.  “Commander Spaak must be right in saying that you both have had dealings with Deltans.  I have never 

before met two humanoid males who stood in the presence of several Deltan females and were not affected.” 

 Xaran vaguely replied, “Both of us have spent considerable time with Val’ri.” 

 “Then you both best start explaining things.  The kind of restraint both of you are showing only comes 

from years of intimate contact with Deltans.  While I can understand that of you, Doctor, as you appear to be 

Betazoid if I’m not mistaken; the Commander here is a different story.” 

 Xaran could see the Commander wanted to say something that probably was not very nice.  To diffuse the 

situation, he said, “Please listen, as you do need to hear everything.” 

 The Ambassador nodded in agreement, and Xaran began to tell the tale that for him began in 2367.  He told 

her about what happened to the Arcturus in 2288 and their subsequent arrival in 2367 where they were found to have 

not aged a day.  How he met and fell in love with Val’ri Raiajh and their subsequent marriage.  He spoke briefly 

about the last 20 years they shared together and their children.  He finished his part of the tale with their meeting 

Tolek, Val’ri Raiajh’s biological father, early the previous year.  He then allowed Spaak to tell his own details; 

about being from a different quantum reality where life’s events played out differently over the course of the last 

twelve years for ‘his’ Val. 

 Once the two had completed their stories, the Ambassador said, “I see.  Commander Spaak, as I know a bit 

about Orion customs, I won’t insult you.  I know that if she had asked, you would have released her.  I cannot fault 

her for choosing where her heart led her.  Her brother was probably happy to finally have her out of his life for good.  

Although in this reality, he’s probably up in arms about the fact that there are two of them.” 

 Spaak looked at Karinara Raiajh and curtly said, “Don’t get me started on your son.  He’s just bad news in 

any reality.  He almost destroyed relations between Earth and the Deltan Union in the reality from which I came 

during his tenure as Deltan Ambassador.” 

 Right at that moment, Iara entered the structure.  “Ambassador, we are ready,” she said. 

 The Ambassador acknowledged the other Deltan woman with a subtle nod before looking back at Spaak.  

 “Commander Spaak, we accept your offer to be returned to Federation space,” she said.  “We are ready to 

be transported to your ship.” 

 “You had already made up your mind?” Spaak asked, surprised. 

 “Commander, we don’t belong here.  We all want to go home.  For me, it may take longer to get back there 

as I plan to spend some time with my daughter…”  After a pause she amended her statement, “…Well, daughters, I 

guess I should say, and grandchildren.” 

 Just as Spaak was getting ready to contact his ship, his communications device chirped. 

 “Spaak here.  What’s wrong?” 

 “We’re receiving a distress call from the Besiege,” Topuc’s worried voice said through the communicator.  

“They’ve been attacked by the Kairn and are requesting assistance.  Captain McLeod reports they have casualties 

and injuries; mostly engineering personnel.” 

 “Very well,” Spaak replied.  “Get everyone in the general vicinity of my location beamed aboard as quickly 

as possible.  While we’re doing that, prepare the ship to break orbit and meet up with the Besiege and offer our 

assistance, best possible speed.” 

 “Yes, Commander.  Prepare for transport.” 

 Less than ten minutes later, all fifty Deltans, Xaran, and Spaak were aboard the Pariah and they 

immediately headed to aid the USS Besiege nearly two sectors away. 

 

* * * 

 

 Down in the medical bay, Xaran and Ves were looking over the list that McLeod had transmitted of 

members of the Besiege crew that were in need of medical attention when Xaran’s face turned ashen.  Katrina 

noticed her father’s expression and said, “What’s wrong, Daddy?” 

 “It’s Charissa,” Xaran replied.  “She’s one of the most severely hurt,” Xaran replied. 

 With shock and sadness evident in the teen’s eyes, Katrina said, “We need to tell Ashari.  Should I call her 

down here?” 



 Xaran nodded.  “Get your brother too.” 

 Katrina nodded and left the medical bay, getting both her brother Julian – who was helping Ves’ assistant 

in the cargo bay where the Deltans had been gathered for the moment – before calling up to the bridge to have 

Ashari Pel meet her father in the medical bay.  Once Katrina, Julian, and Pel were all in the medical bay, Xaran told 

them what the report from the Besiege had said. 

 “As you already know, the Besiege has been attacked by the Kairn.  One of their missiles hit near 

engineering and caused plasma leaks and fires throughout the section.  Several of the Besiege’s crew were killed.  Of 

those that have been injured, Charissa is the worst of them.  They have her in stasis until we can get back to the base, 

but their medical officer reports she’s not expected to make it.” 

 Julian looked at his father with tears in his eyes and asked, “Does Mom know?” 

 “She knows, Julian.  She would have received the same distress call we did.” 

 Pel started to cry, Katrina – who was trying to hold back tears of her own – turning to comfort her.  Pel 

looked at Dr. Xaran and asked, “Can’t you save her?” 

 Fighting back his own tears, Xaran answered, “Ashari, some things can’t be healed.  The report says she 

has plasma burns over more than seventy-five percent of her body.  They expect that once she’s removed from stasis 

she won’t live for more than a few hours and will be in terrible pain for however long she lasts.  I wish I could save 

her.  But remember, whatever happens, you will always be family.” 

 Pel nodded and looked over at Ves.  Ves said, “There’s not much I can do either.  I may be able to extend 

her life a few hours, but no more.  Just long enough for her to say good bye to everyone without being in too much 

pain.  Even with advances by the Federation in burn treatments, there is only so much trauma a body can take.  My 

only hope is Val and I can keep Hans and Puck from going after the Kairn when they find out about this.” 

 Just at the moment that Ves mentioned his nick-name, Topuc entered the medical bay to find out if 

everyone was ready to handle the injuries of the Besiege crew.  Hearing his name, he stopped and asked, “Find out 

about what?”  He then noticed all the forlorn faces in the room, including Pel’s.  He looked directly at the Trill 

woman and asked, “What’s wrong with Rissa?” 

 Dr. Xaran looked at the Pariah’s Vulcan first officer quizzically.  The only two people he knew that were 

allowed to call Charissa by that nick-name were her sister Corrine and her great-grandfather.  Even Pel did not call 

her Rissa. 

 Pel replied, “She’s dying, Topuc.” 

 “No...!  No... No... No... NO!” Topuc repeated, shaking his head wildly.  Then, as he backed towards the 

door, he broke out in a sweat, a rare event among Vulcans.  His nostrils flared out, his eyes grew wide, and his hair – 

normally tied back – had started to whip around as he shook his head.  “No...!  She’s not.  I won’t allow it.  The 

Patch...!  The Patch...!  That’s the answer!” 

 Ves looked at Topuc and said, “Puck, calm down!  She’s too badly injured.  Even the Patch cannot save 

her.  If I even thought it could help I would have mentioned it.” 

 “It will work!  You know it!” he snarled.  “How many times did the Ba’ku tell us that it could heal 

anything?  That almost the only way they die is if they choose to.” 

 “No, Puck, it won’t.  Her body has been too badly damaged.  Even the metaphasic radiation in the Patch 

cannot save her.” 

 “She has the spirit to keep fighting, Ves,” Topuc said shaking his head.  “She’s a fighter!  She’ll pull 

through.  I’ll build the device that will help her!  It will work.  Please!” 

 “She’s not Ba’ku.  She hasn’t ever been exposed to the Patch.  We are not gods, Puck.  The only one who 

can save her is a member of the Q Continuum and I don’t think a Q is going to magically appear because we want 

one of them to,” Ves replied. 

 “Ves, I can build a stasis device that can tap into the metaphasic radiation surrounding the planet and heal 

her.  Please let me try, Ves.  Please!” he said, collapsing in tears. 

 Pel and Xaran bent down next to Topuc, the Trill woman stroking Topuc’s hair as she said, “I appreciate 

what you are trying to do, but Ves is right.  She’s too badly injured.  Sometimes we just need to let go.  We need to 

leave fate to our gods.  If it’s Charissa’s time to join them, then we need to let her go, as much as it hurts.” 

 Xaran added, “Ashari is right.  If it’s her time to go, we have to accept that.  I appreciate you trying to help 

like this, Topuc, but Ves is right.  From what she told me about the Ba’ku, it took them years to build up the effects 

of the metaphasic radiation on their planet.” 

 “Not on the planet,” Topuc replied.  “With the stasis chamber I’m going to build we need to fly her directly 

through the rings.  God gives us the ability to save lives.  That is acting to our fullest ability!  If it’s truly her time, 

she will still pass.  Just give me the chance to use the gifts that God gave me.  Please.  We owe it to Rissa.” 

 Xaran looked at Pel, saying, “It’s up to you.” 



 Pel looked back at Dr. Xaran and said, “I want to try to save her.” 

 “Then we try,” Xaran confirmed. 

 As he stood up, Topuc nodded.  “We leave for the Patch at once.  On the way there I can build the device I 

have in mind if I don’t sleep.  It’s not that hard, but I need three extra pairs of hands.  Telepaths would be best.  That 

way they would know what I need them to do without having to explain every little thing.”  Topuc rocked back and 

forth as he spoke.  “We have to do this.  Stasis can keep her alive, but trapped between life and death.  I can hear 

her.”  He looked at Pel as he added, “She’s scared, Ashari.  Rissa is scared.” 

 Xaran looked at Topuc and asked, “You can ‘hear’ Charissa?  We’re not that close to the Besiege, Topuc.” 

 Topuc looked at the doctor and nodded.  “It’s getting stronger, and I don’t know why, but she’s scared; 

really, really scared.  I just know that I ‘hear’ her.” 

 Dr. Xaran assured him, “It’s ok.  I can believe that she’s scared.  I’m sure I would be too, if I was that close 

to death.” 

 Truthfully, Xaran was a bit perplexed as to why Topuc was sensing what he was sensing.  Usually 

something like what he was describing should only be felt between two people who shared a bond.  Was it possible 

that he was picking up on something meant for Ashari Pel? 

 “She’s terrified,” Topuc explained.  “It’s why I was coming down here; to ask if anyone else was ‘hearing’ 

it.  Along with the fact Hans wants to know if we are ready to receive the injured from the Besiege?” 

 Pel looked at Topuc and said, “I feel… something.  I can’t hear anything, but I can feel waves of fear.” 

 Julian chimed in, “I feel it too.  I thought it was me, because I was afraid of what was going to happen.” 

 “It’s...,” Topuc said hesitantly.  “I just know the closer we get, the clearer her ‘voice’ is.  She doesn’t want 

to die.  She’s scared; she keeps saying she has to tell me and Ashari something and it’s important.” 

 Xaran thought for a moment.  “It’s possible.  Charissa is a very strong telepath,” he said.  “But if we are 

sensing her, then it means she isn’t in complete stasis.  The stasis chamber that she’s in aboard the Besiege must be 

malfunctioning.  Otherwise you shouldn’t be picking up anything.  But if she’s trying to send you some kind of 

message, try to understand what it is.  It could be something that she wants to tell you that she thinks is important.” 

 Topuc remarked to himself, “We have to get there faster.”  He then activated his communicator and said, 

“Hans, we need to make better speed.” 

 “Already on it Puck.  We’re going warp 9 at the moment.  When we get Charissa and the others, we’ll hit 

9.5.” 

 “Thank you, Hans.” 

 “She’s my niece.  I’m not about to let her die if I can help it,” Spaak said firmly.  “And if she does, we’ll 

make the Kairn pay.” 

 Xaran added, “We will need to stop at 719 and drop off our passengers as well as pick up the Admiral and 

Lady Val.  Topuc said he needed some telepaths to help with his stasis chamber.  Tolek may also be willing to help.” 

 Not hearing what Xaran said, Spaak requested, “Ves, can you get me something for this headache?” 

 Ves’Dell replied, “I’ll have Katrina bring it up to you.  She can do that trick that Lady Val does to help 

with the pain.” 

 “No!  Only my Val does that to me.” 

 “Hans, you know that it works better than the medicine alone.  Let your niece help.  If not, perhaps I can 

ask Ambassador Raiajh to do it.  Your choice; your niece or your mother-in-law.  Lady Val isn’t here.” 

 “I don’t like others taking my pain like that,” Spaak growled in response.  “It’s too intimate.” 

 “Fine,” Ves’Dell replied.  “If you want something for the pain, come down here and get it yourself.” 

 As the conversation between Ves’Dell and Spaak was going on, Karinara Raiajh walked in to the medical 

bay.  Looking at Dr. Xaran she said, “Many of us in the cargo bay are feeling waves of profound sadness and fear.  

Is one of those we are going to help a strong telepath?” 

 “Yes,” Xaran nodded.  “My daughter, Charissa.  She’s supposed to be in a stasis chamber, but for some 

reason we’re still feeling it.” 

 As Xaran spoke, he could feel the ship begin to slow.  A moment later Spaak walked into the medical bay 

and said, “Ves, we are about to beam the survivors over to you now.” 

 “We’re ready to receive them,” Dr. Ves’Dell replied.  “Beam the stasis chamber here and the rest to the 

cargo bay.  My assistant and some of the Deltans are standing by to receive them.  Once we are en-route back to 

719, perhaps you should go down to the cargo bay and see what is going on.” 

 “We aren’t heading back to 719.  The Corsair is bringing the kids, the Admiral, Lady Val and Tolek to us 

en-route, Doctor,” Spaak replied stoically.  “They will transfer personnel, take our passengers and the injured, and 

the Besiege under tow and head back to the base.  Every second counts right now, and thankfully Konnie was able to 



get our dear Admiral to listen to reason.  They will meet us in five hours.  Once they are aboard, we will jump to 

Warp 9.5.  Sorry, Puck, but that was the only way they would agree to this.” 

 “Just as long as we get there,” Topuc said as he buried his face in his hands. 

 “Don’t worry; we’ll get her there, Topuc,” Spaak assured.  “For now, let the doctors get her into our stasis 

chamber.” 

 “You will still have five hours to see what is being done,” Dr. Ves’Dell explained.  “Perhaps watching what 

the Deltans do, you will realize once and for all that what your wife does to you is not something intimate.” 

 “Look, it’s just how it feels to me,” Spaak replied with frustration.  “Why can’t anyone understand that?  

It’s just how it feels when she does it!” 

 Karinara Raiajh looked at Spaak and said, “If that’s how you feel.  However, I can assure you that it’s not 

an intimate act to us.  It’s something that all Deltans can do, but because it requires touch, I can see how it can be 

perceived as intimate.” 

 “Thank you,” Spaak said with a soft sigh as he rubbed his head. 

 Behind them, everyone in the medical bay heard the whine of a transporter fill the space.  A moment later, 

a stasis chamber materialized alongside the main exam table.  Ves’Dell and Xaran went over and checked the 

readings on the display, Xaran looking up at the gold Orion doctor and saying, “It is definitely malfunctioning.  We 

need to get her into the other stasis chamber.” 

 “I agree,” Ves’Dell said.  “Initiating site-to-site transport.”  As she worked the medical transporter, she said 

to Xaran, “Sylvan, let me handle this.  If you feel you need to do something, head down to the cargo bay and help 

them there.” 

 Xaran nodded and stepped back.  The Pariah’s medical officer was right.  He should not be treating family.  

Looking at Katrina and Julian he started to say, “Come, let’s…” 

 Right at that moment, Ves’Dell lowered the stasis field.  Telepathic waves washed over everyone.  Topuc’s 

tears became a waterfall as he sat there.  The closeness of Charissa meant that her mental voice was loud and clear.  

Pel’s jaw dropped as she too heard Charissa’s thoughts.  Julian and Karinara Raiajh looked at Dr. Xaran, each 

hearing the mental voice clearly.  Then the voice become more distant as Ves’Dell transported Charissa into the 

properly working stasis chamber, eventually quieting to silence. 

 As plain as day they heard Charissa project, ‘Please let me deliver the message I have for Ashari and 

Topuc.’  They felt the fear she put behind the words, which almost sounded like a prayer. 

 Spaak was shaking his head, saying, “Oh great!  Now I’m hearing voices.” 

 Xaran looked at him and said, “Every empath on the ship, even those with only minor or latent abilities, 

would hear what Charissa is projecting.  It wouldn’t surprise me if Konstantin is hearing it on the bridge too.  Not 

that he would say anything.” 

 “If he’s hearing it too; he’s going to take Cathryn to their quarters on the Corsair when they arrive with the 

Admiral.” 

 “Don’t worry.  I’ll talk to Val before I head back on the Corsair.  Cathryn will not be there.  With Val, 

Konstantin, and McLeod off the base, she can’t leave too.  It would leave the base short qualified command 

officers.  I may not like it, but because of this mission I’ll have to do a few shifts as watch officer until you get back 

from the Patch.” 

 “Sylvan I have a feeling you’ll be staying here,” Spaak said.  “Your wife is going to need your strength 

now more than ever.  As soon as Puck is able to get his head in the right place, he’ll be getting started on putting 

things in order.” 

 Quietly, Xaran added, “He normally has a good head on his shoulders.  I’m just a bit worried about him 

right now.  He became extremely upset when Ashari said Charissa was dying.” 

 “Ashari and Charissa are the first women to treat him as an equal,” Spaak said in the same hushed tone. 

 The two men headed out of the medical bay toward the cargo bay, Katrina and Julian following a few steps 

behind trailed by Karinara Raiajh. 

 “I was speaking to Charissa just before she went out with the Besiege this time,” said Xaran.  “She says that 

there is something developing between Ashari and Topuc.  However from what I saw today, it looks more like he’s 

fallen for both of them.” 

 “It worries us that Topuc has fallen for the both of them, Doc,” Spaak said softly.  “The fact that he was 

able to hear Charissa so easily before anyone else did; that just doesn’t happen.  He’s telekinetic, not telepathic.” 

 “That is worrisome, Hans.” 

 “I agree.” 

 “The biggest reason why Charissa never wanted a more permanent relationship with Ashari is because she 

didn’t want to hold Ashari back,” Xaran replied. 



 “Charissa should have known better,” Spaak said, shaking his head.  “Puck adores her, and wouldn’t do 

anything to take Ashari from her.  He’s lived the personal life of a monk.  Ves has said that is one of the reasons the 

female Orions onboard treat him the way they do.  He acts like he’s not interested in sex at all.  To them that just 

doesn’t make sense.” 

 “Hans, she doesn’t see it as coming between them.  She sees it as Ashari finally finding someone she truly 

deserves to be with,” Xaran remarked.  “She knows Ashari wants to have children someday, and that is not 

something that Charissa wants.  She doesn’t want to hold Ashari back from that.” 

 “Doc, Charissa wasn’t holding her back.  Topuc told me that Ashari had wanted things with the two of 

them to be permanent, but Charissa didn’t and it made her feel like Charissa just didn’t want to be with her 

anymore.” 

 “Charissa has told both Val and I that she doesn’t want a permanent relationship with Ashari.  It’s harder 

on Ashari because she isn’t a telepath, and like most un-joined Trill, she’s a very weak empath.  They may be 

bonded, and she can feel that bond, but she can’t read Charissa’s mind.  If she could, she would know that wasn’t 

the case.  Ashari needs to remind Charissa once in a while that she can’t read her mind.” 

 “I know,” Spaak said softly.  “But it doesn’t explain one thing; why was Puck able to hear Charissa so 

clearly when stronger telepaths didn’t and the telepaths and empaths down below decks didn’t until she arrived 

onboard?  From what I’ve been told, only those close to Puck were hearing her cries.” 

 “I thought of that too, and the only explanation that I can come up with is either Charissa was purposely 

broadcasting her message to Topuc directly, or that he and Ashari may have bonded on an unconscious level and 

he’s picking up the telepathic waves meant for Ashari through that bond.  Unfortunately, we won’t know that for 

certain until…”  Xaran ceased speaking, leaving the last part unspoken. 

 “Puck goes into pon farr?” Spaak asked frowning. 

 “Yes, but I’m sure Lady Val has already told you it’s impolite to talk about that,” Xaran replied in a tone 

that was almost a whisper. 

 “I’m a spaceship captain discussing something that can cause difficulties to my vessel’s operation,” Spaak 

said frowning.  “As well as something that would change the lives of people I look upon as a son, a niece and her 

partner.  It’s not time for us to go by normal manners.” 

 “I don’t know what to say, Hans.  You’ve been there, you know what happens.  When you know it’s about 

time for Topuc to undergo the blood fever, you will need to make sure you are near the station.  Even if Charissa 

doesn’t make it through this, Ashari will still be affected.” 

 “Damn,” Spaak said frowning.  “Ves and Val have said that he’s not had a pon farr because he’s spent so 

much time in the Patch in conjunction with other factors.  If it’s true they have bonded, he could be affected at any 

time.” 

 “Hans, that’s not possible, overcoming pon farr with metaphasic radiation, especially amongst full blooded 

Vulcans,” said Xaran.  “It’s probably more that he can control it through other means.  Has there been any time in 

the past seven years where he’s been sick, or said he was sick, or was a bit more moody than usual?” 

 “No,” Spaak replied.  “It’s something that confuses him as well.  It’s been why a lot of the Orion females 

though he was a eunuch, even though Ves assures everyone that he’s not.  Just that he spent a lot of time in the 

Patch, studying the Ba’ku and the metaphasic radiation, before the time that his first pon farr was to have occurred 

and it appears to have stunted his development at that point.” 

 “That’s not good.  He should have experienced something by now.  If he hasn’t had his first pon farr yet, 

then there is a good chance that he may also live much longer than the average Vulcan, especially because of his 

extended dealings with the Ba’ku.” 

 Spaak nodded.  “Ves has done a lot of tests during the twice yearly medical exams.  All she knows is that 

he’s stuck somewhere between puberty and the onset of pon farr.  She informed me he has low levels of 

testosterone, much lower than a normal Vulcan male, but she said that is slowly changing and increasing to normal 

levels.” 

 “Was that just in the last year or did it start before?” Xaran asked. 

 “It’s been within the past year.  After we arrived in this reality, we went through physical screenings,” 

Spaak stated.  “And we had another set of screening three months ago.  When she found the changes she started 

testing him once a month.  And his testosterone levels have been increasing at a steady pace.” 

 “Then it’s possible he may be about to enter pon farr.  A better indicator would be checking his serotonin 

levels.  His levels will go completely out of balance once he begins to enter pon farr.” 

 

* * * 

 



 A few hours later the Corsair met up with the Besiege and the Pariah and transferred Admiral Raiajh and 

Lady Val and the kids over, taking most of the Deltan colonists and the Besiege under tow back to Home Plate.  

 Dr. Xaran remained with the kids on the Pariah.  With the last of the transfers complete, Konstantin 

Harkonnen beamed over to the Corsair after assuming command from the Admiral. 

 As the two ships prepared to depart, settling into the Corsair’s command chair, Harkonnen opened a com 

channel between the ships. 

 “Go with God, cousin,” he said to Spaak. 

 “You too, Konnie.  Pray that our mission is successful,” Spaak replied.  “Pariah, out.” 

 The Corsair activated its tractor beam, taking the Besiege under tow.  Meanwhile, the Pariah accelerated 

into warp and headed to the Briar Patch as soon as it was a safe distance away from the other two ships. 

 

* * * 

 

 Below decks aboard the Pariah, Admiral Raiajh and Lady Val were having a bite to eat in the mess with 

Tolek and the kids when the door opened.  Having their backs to the door, the two women did not see who it was 

that walked in.  However, Tolek’s face – in spite of his Vulcan heritage – took on a look of shock.  He looked at the 

new arrival and firmly stated, “Don’t expect me to disappear into the background again, now that you have 

returned.” 

 Curious about whom Tolek was addressing, both Raiajh and Lady Val turned around, finally seeing the 

new arrival.  Both pair of eyes immediately went wide in disbelief. 

 Little Hans looked at what was happening and said quietly to Valerie, “If that bald woman makes Mummy 

cry, she gets kicked.  Agreed?” 

 Valerie nodded, watching the scene unfold, but quickly became confused when all three women started 

crying and hugging each other. 

 Valerie said quietly to young Hans, “Now what?  Mummy is crying, but so are Aunt Val and the bald 

woman.”  Looking at Tolek, the young girl asked, “Who is that woman?  And why are they all crying?  Is Mummy 

being hurt?” 

 “Your mother isn’t being hurt,” Tolek responded passively.  “It is just an emotional response because they 

are happy to see each other.  That woman is their mother; your grandmother.” 

 “As long as she doesn’t treat Mummy the way Uncle Jackass does then everything will be fine,” Little 

Hans responded.  “He makes Mummy cry and not because she’s happy.” 

 “While I may agree that your uncle isn’t the nicest of people, I’m relatively sure you aren’t supposed to be 

calling him a name like that,” Tolek stated. 

 “Well, I know Mummy and Daddy don’t know we call him that; so please don’t tell,” Little Hans said.  

“We heard Daddy say it when he was holding Mummy as she was crying after talking to him.” 

 Tolek replied, the amusement showing in his eyes but not on his face, “I won’t tell, but you must promise 

not to call him that ever again, no matter what your father says.” 

 “Yes, sir,” Little Hans said nodding.  “But what do we call him when we tell him to send us our toys or 

we’ll tell everyone about his naughty business?” 

 Tolek looked at the young boy curiously.  “Please tell me you’re joking, young man,” he said.  “You 

shouldn’t be blackmailing your uncle to send you toys.  Answer me, Hans.  You know I will have to tell your 

parents about this.” 

 “Where we came from, after you died and we found out he had something to do with it, we have been 

making his life as hard as we can,” Little Hans explained, first looking down at his feet before back up at his 

grandfather. 

 “That is not an excuse, Hans.  From what I heard from your mother, he had nothing to do with that in the 

reality you came from.” 

 “Then why did he start giving us stuff when we told him we knew he did it?” Little Hans asked earnestly. 

 “Because I’m sure he feels guilty about something.” 

 “Then if he feels guilty, why can’t we punish him like this?” he asked innocently.  “Mummy and Daddy are 

worried about him ruining grandma’s good name.”  Hans then looked at the woman with Raiajh and Val.  “Is she the 

grandma that they’re worried about?” 

 “Yes, she is.  When she was younger, she worked hard to improve relations between her home world and 

the Federation; she was a good Ambassador.  She probably would have had years more of additional service if her 

ship hadn’t gotten lost during a mission to Tzenketh.” 



 “Well,” Little Hans said looking serious.  “He still needs to be punished and we’re doing it the only way we 

know.  Plus we’re getting things from it!  And Mummy thinks he’s doing it to try and fix the bad feelings between 

them.” 

 “While you may be doing what you are doing with good intentions, you are still going about it the wrong 

way.  You shouldn’t have your mother believe something that isn’t true, Hans.” 

 “But it’s the only thing we can do,” the boy said frowning. 

 “It’s not your place to do that, Hans.  That is something between your mother and her brother, and perhaps 

your father.  You must not do that anymore.  Ja’al can be a dangerous person if he wishes to be.  We have already 

found out he was indirectly responsible for the death of your cousin Elayne.  Your uncle doesn’t care who he hurts 

as long as he gets what he wants.  If something happened to either you, Valerie, or Thaddeus, it would hurt your 

parents even more, and I know you don’t want that.” 

 The boy’s expression turned hard as he said stubbornly, “He has to be punished, Grandpa.  Papa and 

Mummy have both said that we have to stand up and take our punishment when we are naughty!  So must he.” 

 “I agree, but it is not your place to administer that punishment.  His punishment must come from a higher 

authority.  Please promise me that you will not do that anymore, Hans.” 

 Little Hans frowned stubbornly and crossed his arms.  He looked so much like his father when he was 

contemplating something he did not like that Tolek could not help but be amused.  “On one condition; you promise 

to help find a way to punish him.” 

 “How about this instead?  I will be with you when you tell your parents what you have done, and I will 

promise to speak on your behalf to have them go easier on whatever punishment they decree?” 

 “No,” Little Hans said standing tall.  “We will take our punishment like Mummy and Daddy taught us too, 

but you must promise to help find a way with Mummy and Daddy to punish him.” 

 Lady Val then turned around and looked at young Hans.  “Don’t think I have not heard everything you said, 

young man,” she said.  “Your grandfather is right.  It is not your place to punish my brother for what he has done.  

Now go to your father and tell him what you have done and don’t take your time getting to him on the bridge.” 

 Little Hans looked at his mother and nodded.  “Yes ma’am,” he said, standing up straight and giving her 

the best ‘at attention’ pose he could, like he and his sister had learned from watching how the Orion kids would take 

their dressing down from their parents.  “We knew you and Papa wouldn’t like it if you found out what we were 

doing.  But he made you cry, and we felt he had to be punished for it.  You and Papa kept paying off his debts 

because you did not want your own Mummy to be hurt by what he’d done.  I knew you would punish us, but it 

would be worth it, because it would make you smile when you though he tried to make things right between us all.” 

 “Hans, it made me smile because I thought he was doing something nice for once.  When you are done 

being punished, you will pack up all the toys your uncle has sent you and you will return them to him with a note of 

apology, is that understood?  Now, off with both of you.” 

 “Yes ma’am,” Little Hans said as both he and Valerie took off running towards the bridge, doing their best 

to keep their thoughts from betraying their cousin. 

 Once the door closed behind the two, the Admiral looked at her own daughter and said, “I will talk to you 

later, Corrine.” 

 Looking down at her feet, the young girl replied, “Yes, Mommy.” 

 Addressing the remaining children in the room, Raiajh then said, “Children, this is your grandmother, 

Karinara.”  The kids each went one at a time to introduce themselves to the older woman.  When they were done, the 

Admiral picked up her youngest and said, “And this is my youngest son, Korin.” 

 “I am so glad that I got a chance to meet all of you,” Karinara Raiajh said.  “It was always my desire to see 

my daughter one more time, so I could tell her how sorry I was for not being there for her, and for not telling her 

about Tolek when she was younger and allowing him a greater part in her life as a child.”  Looking at the Vulcan 

man, she added, “And for that I apologize.  I erred in my judgment when I was younger, and I wish I could go back 

and change that.  I also apologize for my son for perpetuating that error in judgment after I was declared dead by the 

Federation.” 

 “It’s alright,” Hans Spaak said, walking into the room with little Hans and little Val in tow.  “I found these 

two running towards the bridge.  I hope they’re not scared of you, Ambassador?” 

 Lady Val looked at the two children sternly and said, “Go on.  Tell him what you told your grandfather.” 

 “We’ve been…,” Little Hans started to say, looking up at his father solemnly.  Then, without further 

preamble, the two kids described in detail just what they had been doing behind their parent’s backs, purposefully 

leaving out Corrine Xaran’s assistance in the scheme.  Both Lady Val and Admiral Raiajh could tell that Spaak was 

doing his best to keep a straight face throughout their little presentation.  To their credit, what the two kids had set 

up without anyone knowing about it had been extremely well done. 



 Spaak looked from his two children to his wife and sighed.  “They are definitely my children,” he said 

aloud.  He was fighting the urge to pick them up and hug them, but telepathically he added to his wife, ‘Val, I can’t 

believe they did this.’ 

 Telepathically, she replied to him, ‘They definitely are your children, but they do need to be punished for 

what they did.  As should Corrine, who was also involved.’ 

 ‘I know, my Pet,’ he responded through their link.  ‘But you have to admit, they put a lot of thought into it, 

and the execution was amazing.’ 

 “Alright you two little pirates,” he finally said aloud to his children.  “You both know what this means.” 

 “Yes, sir,” they replied in unison. 

 “You will both be punished, as will your cousin,” Spaak stated.  “Unless there is more that you are not 

telling us?”  Little Hans’ ears burned red. 

 “We deserve the punishment, not her.  Please, Papa.  Please don’t punish Corrine.” 

 Spaak looked at the Admiral and sighed.  “That is up to her own mother,” he said as he squatted down and 

looked into his children’s eyes.  “Tell us the truth.  That way you will be punished for everything you’ve done.” 

 “It’s not her fault, Papa.  It was us,” Valerie said, stepping up and looking at Corrine.  “We told her it was 

how we got toys and it punished him for making Mummy cry.” 

 “We’re sorry,” both children said quietly. 

 Corrine then stepped forward and looked at Spaak, saying, “They didn’t want you to find out what they 

were doing so they used the communications device in our quarters.  No one would question a call coming from 

there to my uncle.  He sent me some toys too, but I felt so bad about it, I gave them to some of the orphaned 

Romulan children who passed through the starbase.  I’m sorry, Uncle Hans.  I shouldn’t have helped them.” 

 “It’s okay, Corrine,” Spaak said softly.  “The three of you are very good together.  I’ve seen you and little 

Val getting Little Hans into trouble, and he takes the blame.  That’s something you should realize; you three act like 

siblings and siblings do things together that is for good or for ill.  Your mother, father, and Aunt Val and I will 

figure out how best to punish the three of you,” he said to Corrine. 

 Spaak then looked up at the rest of the family and smiled.  “These three will need a chance to fix what 

they’ve done.  I think they should work helping the Romulan orphans.  That would be a fitting punishment.” 

 Admiral Raiajh looked at him and asked telepathically, ‘How about you have them give the toys they got 

from Ja’al to the orphans too, along with two of their favorite toy, in addition to helping with the orphans for 30 

days.’ 

 ‘If you offer it to them, and they accept,’ he replied. 

 ‘I agree.  My brother deserved what he got.’  Aloud, Raiajh added, “Will you three be willing to accept the 

following punishment together?  You will each have to give the toys you got from your uncle to the Romulan 

orphans, like Corrine has already done, along with two of your favorite toys that you didn’t get from him?  You will 

also volunteer to help the Romulan orphans on the starbase.  Would that be acceptable to you?” 

 “Yes, ma’am.  We already got a lot of toys for them as well,” Little Valerie said looking at Raiajh.  “But 

we didn’t know how to get the stuff to them without drawing attention.” 

 “There is nothing wrong with drawing attention if it’s for a good cause, Valerie.  Those children don’t have 

anything right now, and sometimes a toy or two is more precious to them because of that.  When we return to the 

station, you will be spending 30 days with all of them, handing out toys and showing them that things can and will 

get better,” the Admiral told her. 

 “I know, Aunt Val,” Valerie said.  “It’s just that Mummy and Daddy would have known something was up 

if we had given away all the toys we’ve gotten.” 

 Lady Val looked at everyone and said, “I guess we are in agreement here.  30 days with the children once 

we return to the base, along with handing over the toys to the orphans along with at least two of your most favorite 

toys.” 

 Thaddeus then walked over with the stuffed bear he was clutching and handed it to his father. 

 “Here Papa.  I give too.” 

 Spaak pulled his youngest into his arms and propped him up on his knee as he looked into his little eyes.  

The elder Spaak’s eyes welled up as he looked at his son proudly. 

 “You don’t have to give up Mr. Fluffs,” he said to his son.  “If you want to give one of your other teddy 

bears it would be just as good.” 

 “Ok.  I keep Mr. Fluffs and give the others,” Thaddeus replied.  “But I will need help.  I can’t carry all of 

them by myself.” 

 Spaak smiled as he hugged his youngest child.  “Don’t worry, Thaddeus.  We will help you.” 

 



* * * 

 

 A few hours later the Admiral, Lady Val and Tolek were helping Topuc with the conversion of one of the 

stasis chambers to collect the metaphasic particles.  Admiral Raiajh ‘listened’ to Topuc’s mind describe how to put 

the collector together.  At the moment his mind was such an open book because he was allowing them to read him.  

It surprised her that he was doing this out of love for Charissa; and the fact he truly did not wish for her to die.  Not 

that she wanted her oldest daughter to die, but she understood what service in Starfleet could entail.  Through her 

husband she heard Charissa’s message in the medical bay, and it still felt like this was going against what she 

wanted. 

 She had to give him some credit however.  From what she was able to read about the Briar Patch and the 

healing effect of its radiation, this idea might actually work.  Towing the stasis chamber along outside the ship 

though, was the part of Topuc’s plan that had her worried. 

 “How do you plan to shield the stasis chamber from other radiation?” Admiral Raiajh asked. 

 “I’m still working on that,” Topuc replied.  “The materials that will draw the metaphasic radiation into the 

pod will actually cause it to block the harmful types of radiation.  I’m using the same materials we had before this 

new energy shielding.  It’s the same material that we build escape pods out of,” he said truthfully.  “My biggest 

worry isn’t that.  I am more worried that her body might suffer some kind of shock from being healed so quickly.  I 

wonder if a couple of the Deltans could help with that?” 

 “I’m worried about that too, Topuc,” Raiajh said.  “However, neither myself, Lady Val, or Mother would 

be able to help there.  We have the ability to ease pain, not what you are asking for.  We’re going to have to see if 

Ves has something medicinal she can use.  I know that, in the end, chances are this may not work.  But I do 

appreciate the effort.” 

 Topuc looked at the Admiral and frowned. 

 “It’s thinking like that that causes things not to work.  Negative thoughts create negative outcomes.  Think 

positive, and positive outcomes follow.  If you can’t keep positive, please leave; the negative energy will interfere 

with what I’m doing.” 

 “I’m doing my best to keep my thoughts neutral on this matter, Topuc,” Raiajh stated.  “She’s my daughter, 

and I would love for her to get better, but at the same time I have to face the fact that there is a chance that isn’t 

going to happen.  I understand where you are coming from, but that positive thinking needs to come from Charissa.  

However, if you don’t wish me to be here, I will leave.”  The Admiral then put down the tools she was using and 

moved to leave the room. 

 Topuc looked at the Admiral and sighed uncharacteristically for a Vulcan.  “The power of positive thinking 

has been proven to bring about positive results.  Just because you have your doubts does not change the fact that you 

can maintain a positive outlook.  You focus on the positive.  I spent nearly a hundred years studying the Briar Patch, 

Admiral.  I know this can work.  You must not allow negative thoughts to interfere with the positive actions we are 

taking.  To do that, you sabotage the outcome you wish.” 

 “Topuc, I’m sorry.  I won’t be able to help you here.  What you want, I can’t give you.  I was helping you 

to take my mind off of what is happening.  I heard her message in the medical bay through my husband, the only 

thing she’s afraid of is not getting her message to you and Ashari.  That’s what she’s afraid of.  Instead of thinking 

logically, you are allowing your feelings to color what you’ve heard.” 

 “What she wants,” Topuc said, looking at the Admiral, “is that if she can’t be saved; that you let her go.  

Not to just stand by and let her die.  You didn’t hear her.  I heard her begging us to save her.  And I’m going to do 

that!” 

 “My husband and son and even Hans heard what she said, Topuc.  It was that she had a message, and she 

was afraid that she would not be able to deliver it before the end,” the admiral stated.  “Like I said, I don’t want her 

to die, but whether she lives or dies is not for us to decide.  I will leave you to your work.”  Raiajh then left the 

room, heading back to her quarters. 

 Topuc frowned as he watched Raiajh leave and shook his head before returning to his work.  “I have to find 

a way to keep Charissa from the backlash of the sudden healing…”  The rest of what he said was lost as the doors 

closed behind the admiral. 

 

* * * 

 

 

 

 



Starbase 719 

 

 The Corsair returned to the base with the Besiege in tow.  With both ships fully disembarked, Captain 

McLeod and Commander Harkonnen left their respective ships and began to head toward Captain Pearson’s office 

in the administrative section. 

 Enitan Kitrin walked over to the two men and said, “Captain McLeod, may I have a moment of your time?” 

 McLeod recognized the man from a photo that Charissa Xaran had shown him.  Looking at Harkonnen he 

said, “Go on and tell Cathryn I’ll be there in a few moments.” 

 Harkonnen nodded and walked away.  Once the other man was out of earshot Kitrin asked McLeod, 

“Where’s Charissa?  Wasn’t she onboard your ship?” 

 “She was,” McLeod replied.  “But we transferred the injured over to the Pariah after the Besiege was 

attacked.  When they later transferred the injured from the Pariah to the Corsair, Lieutenant Xaran wasn’t among 

them.  Commander Spaak said they were taking her someplace to be healed.  Her family is with her.  I’m sure they 

will be back soon and the Lieutenant will be fine.  In the meantime, I’m going to miss her aboard the Besiege.  She’s 

a damn good engineer.  If you want, check with the Lieutenant’s aunt, Dr. Jill Xaran.  She’s here on the base.  You 

can usually find her in Infirmary 11.” 

 “I know that, sir.  However, her family doesn’t know what we have planned.  We were going to tell them 

when you had returned from this mission.  In the meantime, I’ll talk to Dr. Xaran and pray to the four deities for a 

quick recovery for Charissa.” 

 “That’s all any of us can do right now.  I’ll be praying right along with you, as will many others among the 

Besiege’s crew.” 

 The two men then parted ways, Kitrin heading toward Infirmary 11, McLeod toward Starbase Ops.  In the 

infirmary, Kitrin found the person he was looking for. 

 “Dr. Xaran, can I have a moment of your time?” 

 “Sure,” Dr. Jill Xaran replied.  “However you seem to have me at a disadvantage.  Have we met before?” 

 “Yes, ma’am, but it was quite a while ago.  At my Aunt Tessa’s wedding.  I’m Enitan Kitran.” 

 “That was a while ago,” Dr. Xaran said.  “You must have been no more than twelve at the time.  I 

remember when you got there.  You and Charissa walked right up to each other and started talking like you were 

long lost friends.” 

 “After that we went to school together while she was on Betazed.  We’ve been keeping in touch over the 

years.  I came here now to see her and help her with her move back to Betazed.” 

 “Charissa hasn’t mentioned anything about moving back to Betazed,” Dr. Xaran said, confused. 

 “She was going to once she got back from this last mission aboard the Besiege.  However, Captain McLeod 

said she was injured and the Pariah is taking her someplace where she could be healed from her injuries.  I was 

wondering if you had heard anything.” 

 “No, I haven’t heard anything.  But even if I had, I really couldn’t tell you anything specific.  You must 

know that.” 

 “I know,” Kitran said.  “I’ll check back with you later to see if you have learned anything you can tell me.  

I’m worried about her.” 

 “I understand.  If what you have told me is true, we all are.  And I’m sure she’ll appreciate your concern 

when she returns,” Dr. Xaran replied. 

 

* * * 

  

Aboard IMV Pariah 

 

 After heading back to the quarters she was using aboard the Pariah, Admiral Raiajh laid down on the bunk.  

A few minutes later her husband, Sylvan Xaran, came in and sat down next to her.  She looked at him and asked, 

“Why doesn't anyone care about what Charissa wants?  You know that she doesn’t want this!” 

 “We heard her begging us to allow her to deliver her message, and the crew of this ship doesn’t consider 

what they are doing to be heroic measures.  Is it not better to at least try and do the right thing?” Xaran asked. 

 “Sylvan, of course I want her to live!  But Topuc isn’t even sure if this will work.  He said that the shock of 

her healing so quickly could kill her instead.  If we didn't know about the Patch, she would die anyway, so what we 

are doing can be considered heroic measures, which is what she didn’t want.” 

 “True, that we might consider these to be heroic measures, because we didn’t know the Patch could be used 

in this way.  But to Topuc and the doctors onboard, they are not,” Xaran said firmly.  “Topuc has spent almost a 



hundred years in the Patch studying its effects.  His fear is that if her nerves heal first, she will feel all the pain and 

that shock would kill her.  He's got a way to stop it, but only if we can get someone who can make sure that pain 

does not go back into her.  If we don’t do this, we will lose two other lives along with Charissa; Topuc and Ashari.  

And I know Hans and Lady Val do not want to lose someone they consider a son, nor do we want to lose someone 

we consider a daughter.” 

 “I can understand Ashari being distraught about all of this, but I don’t understand why Topuc is acting the 

way he is,” Raiajh said.  “I know he is a good friend of theirs, but as far as I am aware, a friend is all Charissa sees 

Topuc as.  She even told me, ‘I think of him as a brother, nothing more.  But if Ashari wants a life with him, I would 

step aside to make her happy.’” 

 “There is more to it than that,” Xaran said sighing.  “They may be subconsciously bonded, Val.  It was 

through Topuc we all heard what was going through Charissa’s mind while she was in the malfunctioning stasis 

chamber aboard the Besiege, light years away from her.  You know as well as I do that kind of bond usually has to 

be mutual.” 

 “Wasn’t Topuc right next to Ashari when he heard it?  Is it possible that he was picking up on Charissa’s 

thoughts through Ashari?  Charissa even said it felt like the two of them had bonded, which is why she was willing 

to let Ashari go.” 

 “No, Val.  Ashari didn’t hear Charissa’s projection until Topuc had entered the medical bay, and as soon as 

he was in the room we all heard it!  It was definitely coming through Topuc,” Xaran explained.  “The closer we 

were to Topuc, the clearer Charissa’s mind and emotions were.” 

 “That’s not good,” Raiajh remarked.  Because I would be able to sense that kind of bond between Charissa 

and Topuc.  It’s just not there!  And there have been rare occasions where a bond has not developed mutually.” 

 “I know,” Xaran said.  “I guess we’ll just have to wait and see how this ends.  A good indicator will be if 

and when Topuc enters pon farr.  Whether he attempts to mate with both or just Ashari.  When it happens, he’ll be 

the one we’ll have to watch.  From what Hans and Ves have told me, it will terrify him.”  Xaran added, “He’s been 

told since he has spent so much time in the Patch that he’d been spared from the blood fever.” 

 “It is terrifying for any Vulcan the first time they go through it.  But if the bond really is mutual, for both 

Charissa and Ashari, they will be drawn to him just as he is drawn to them.  If that is the case, and Charissa does 

survive this ordeal, I will tell her what to look for.  It is not something normally discussed with outsiders.  She will 

then need to discuss it with Ashari.” 

 “Okay,” Xaran said.  “In the meantime, you need to start thinking positively. I do think Topuc will be 

successful and it is possible that Charissa will survive this.” 

 

To Be Continued… 


