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 On her way to the afternoon brief which was normally for the base command staff heads, Vice Admiral 

Val’ri Raiajh made her way toward the upper level conference room with her aide, Lt Commander Marie Quintero, 

who still looked pale as she was continuing to fight a chronic bout of morning sickness.  Quintero was briefing the 

Admiral on the recent communiqué that was received from the Federation. 

 “The message comes directly from the office of the President’s Chief of Staff, Admiral.  Apparently the 

Federation President is coming to 719 in a few weeks for meetings with the newly-formed Romulan central 

government.”  

 “First Kalin Kale visits the station after Starfleet sends a message only stating an admiral is arriving for an 

inspection visit; now we need to be ready for the President!” Raiajh remarked as her face twisted into a frown.  Even 

as a child living in the Deltan embassy, she remembered all the disruption a visit from the Federation President 

caused.  “Remember, Marie, for the time being this is need-to-know only!”  A subtle smile appeared on the 

admiral’s lips as she added, “To tell you the truth, I’m thankful – at least just a little bit – that the events in Spaak’s 

original universe did not come to pass here in our own as well.  I could just imagine how much worse it would have 

been for the starbase crew.”  Raiajh referred to a story Hans Spaak had related to her once about how, in his own 

parallel reality, Kalin Kale had been elected Federation President in 2376.  Kalin could be tough as a starship 

commander – and later an admiral – depending on the situation he faced, but Raiajh did not want to think what he 

would be like if he were the President in her own reality! 

 The pair finally reached the doors of the conference room and stepped inside, where the briefing had 

already started.  Everyone in the room stopped what they were doing and looked at the newcomers to the meeting. 

 “Admiral, I wasn’t expecting you,” Captain Cathryn Pearson said to Raiajh as she and Quintero entered the 

room.  Her own husband, Captain Konstantin Harkonnen, the Sector Strategic Operations Officer was already there, 

and normally represented the Sector interests in the briefing. 

 “Sorry to disturb you, Cathryn, but I just received a communiqué from Earth and it couldn’t wait.”  The 

Admiral paused and looked at everyone in the room before saying, “I received word from Esperanza Piñiero – Chief 

of Staff of the office of the President of the Federation – that President Nanietta Bacco is coming to the station for a 

visit next month.  I want this information to remain classified for as long as possible.  We all know that once our 

resident Federation News Service reporter – Winston Hsu – gets wind of even a hint of this he’s going to be 

watching us like an Aldebaran hawk, so for now I want you to avoid him and his questions.  He’s not going to like 

it, but it’s not just the President we need to worry about.  She’s coming here to talk with representatives of the new 

Romulan central government about further cooperation between out governments.   Konstantin, I want you to work 

with Michelle, Mack and Presidential Security to make sure we don’t miss anything.  Unfortunately at the same time 

as this Presidential visit, the starbase is also hosting a medical conference that my husband organized months ago, so 

there are going to be a lot of extra people aboard the station besides our normal compliment.  As a result, security is 

going to have to be an even greater concern.” 

 “Can’t we postpone the medical conference?”  Petersen asked. 

 “I wish we could, Michelle, but not at such a close date.   Many of the attendees are already en route here 

from their home worlds.  And, unfortunately, the communiqué I received states the dates of the President’s visit 

were the only ones mutually agreeable for all parties involved.  Security will just need to be extra tight.”  Raiajh 

looked at her husband and chief medical officer and added, “Sylvan, make sure you share a list of who is attending 

the medical conference with Michelle and Mack.” 

 “Already done, Admiral,” Dr. Xaran replied.  “I’ll make sure they have an up-to-date list as the date gets 

closer.  I’m still waiting to hear commitments from a few who expressed the desire to attend.”  
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 Dr. Sylvan Xaran sat in his office, momentarily catching up on the paperwork associated with his position; 

actually getting his report on the station’s infirmaries for the previous month to Captain Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson a 

few days early.  He was usually still working on it weeks after it was due, but there was good reason for his lack of 

procrastination, as the base was hosting the medical conference quite soon and he needed to be free for the panels, 

including the one he was personally hosting on interspecies medicine and the challenges of treatment of patients 

whose parents were of different humanoid species. 

 Aside from his own children, there were quite a few hybrid offspring who called the base home.  It was an 

ironic twist of fate that a Federation starbase that was just outside the official borders of Federation space was the 

home to such a large concentration of hybrid species, despite being such a small percentage of the Federation’s 

overall population. 

 Having completed his monthly report, he sat and prepared the topics he would discuss during his panel.  He 

had became so engrossed in the preparation of the presentation, in fact, that he had no idea someone had walked into 

his office.  It was not until he heard someone clearing their throat that he looked up. 

 “I was wondering how long it was going to take before you noticed me,” the man remarked in his smooth 

British accent.  “You must be working on something extremely interesting to not realize someone walked into your 

own office.” 

 “Julian!” Xaran exclaimed, quickly getting up from his chair and approaching the newcomer.  He 

enthusiastically shook hands with his friend, Dr. Julian Bashir.  “How long has it been?  Four years?  Normally I 

would ask you what brings you out here, but I already know the answer to that.  How have you been?  How was 

your trip out to the Typhon Sector?  I hope it wasn’t too boring.” 

 “There are many adjectives I could use to describe my trip out here, but boring wasn’t one of them.  I 

would normally have taken a Federation transport to get here, but when the Pariah docked at DS9 and said they 

were heading straight back, I couldn’t turn down the invitation from the ship’s doctor and its commander to join 

them.  And I certainly got here much faster than an ordinary transport could have.  Sylvan, if you don’t mind, I must 

ask; how do you tell the difference between your wife and Commander Spaak’s when one isn’t pregnant?” 

 “It’s actually easy enough,” Xaran replied.  “There are subtle differences between the two; enough that I 

can tell them apart.  Even identical twins have subtle differences due to life experiences.” 

 “True,” Bashir remarked.  “But your wife and Lady Val are not identical twins.” 

 “Trust me those subtle differences are still there.” 

 Xaran offered his visitor a seat, then returned to his own behind the desk as Bashir asked, “So how are the 

kids?” 

 “Good.  Katrina should be around soon since she called a short time ago to inform me that she’s finished 

with her other studies for the day.  I’m thankful she developed her mother’s good habits, because I doubt she would 

be able to handle her coursework if she developed mine,” Xaran replied with a chuckle.  “T’Pania helps her with the 

courses requiring more hands-on work.” 

 “That’s good.  Is she still thinking about Starfleet Medical?” Bashir asked. 



 “As of now she is.  When I was fifteen, I still wasn’t sure about a lot of things.  Who knows?  Interests can 

change in a year.  She has a few months before she needs to decide whether to submit her application to Starfleet 

Medical for early acceptance into the class of 2400.” 

 “Fifteen?” Bashir marveled.  “Where does the time go?” 

 “I know, I know,” Xaran replied, pulling out a padd and showing Bashir a holopic taken during the two-

month-long festivities Spaak had organized aboard the station the previous year.  The image showed Xaran and a 

little girl.  Bashir appeared confused. 

 “Wait!  I thought you and Val had given birth to a boy last time around?” Bashir quired, feeling he missed 

something. 

 “We did,” Xaran confirmed.  “That’s Misha.  Jonathan’s girl.” 

 Bashir suddenly remembered hearing Xaran’s oldest son had gotten married and now had a family of his 

own.  “That’s right,” he said.  “How is he handling fatherhood?  I know you don’t get to see him that often, and you 

were worried about the whole situation.” 

 “Great, actually.  When he’s playing with Misha you can really see the love in his eyes for her, as well as 

for Anya.  Even his great-grandfather says he’s doing well.  Jonathan is helping out more around the vineyard, doing 

what he needs to do to help support his family.  He even sells some of his artwork here and there, but most of his 

earnings come from what Mister Sarne pays him,” Xaran stated, although one could hear the disdain in his voice at 

the mention of the vintner’s name.  “He’s accepted the responsibility and all that goes with it apparently.  The whole 

family has been living at the vineyard since before they were married, and he still checks in with his doctors 

regularly.  Even they are amazed at how well he is doing.  I could see it when they were here visiting over the 

holiday season.  There were times he seemed to get overwhelmed with everything, but he handled it well enough.” 

 “Seems he is adjusting, and that life at the vineyard agrees with him and his family,” Bashir commented.  

The visiting doctor had noticed the slight change of tone in Xaran’s voice when he mentioned Sarne, but decided not 

to mention it.  They had discussed the topic at length several times in the past, with no apparent resolution. 

 “It does,” Xaran agreed.  “Anya loves it too.  She grew up in a village on Avalon, where her father makes 

shoes and boots, but she has adjusted to life on Betazed, enjoying the peacefulness the vineyard has to offer most 

times.  Though she’s still trying to get used to all the weddings.” 

 Changing the subject, Bashir interjected, “Well, if you are feeling up to it, ‘Grandpa’, perhaps we can fit in 

a game of racquetball later?” 

 “I can still beat the pants off you, genetically engineered or not,” Xaran retorted as he pressed several 

commands into the computer on his desk, making reservations for later in the day.  “1900 hours, Holosuite 14.” 

 “You’re on!” Bashir agreed. 

 

* * * 

 

Conference Room 3 

1800 hours 

 

 Down in one of the conference rooms set aside for the upcoming medical conference, Katrina joined her 

father setting up the room. 

 “Doesn’t the starbase support staff usually set up the chairs and tables?” she quipped. 

 “Yes, but there’s nothing wrong with a little hard work now and again,” her father reminded her. 

 “But how does this help with my studies?” Katrina asked. 

 “It doesn’t,” Xaran admitted.  “But as much as seeing patients and doing research has to do with the career 

of a doctor, there are also times when attending conferences like this one is necessary.  Being a good doctor means 

you never stop learning about new innovations, as well as broadening and sharing your knowledge about subjects 

you already know a great deal about.” 

 “Like the panel you are chairing?” 



 “While I might talk a bit about you and your siblings, Katrina, the panel I am leading is about what we as 

doctors have learned about the difficulties of treating children like you, your cousins, Miral Paris, and even 

Lieutenant Arbelo-Eeta aboard the Dauntless.  But it isn’t just about children.  There are also adults like your 

mother, Commander Torres, and Commander Arbelo, Annika’s father.  Each one of you brings something different 

to the advancement of medicine.  Because as easy as it would be to say that because your mother is half-Vulcan and 

half-Deltan that you and your siblings all received the same genes from her in the same ratio, that would be 

incorrect,” Xaran explained. 

 “I know.  It is also why each time Mom has gotten pregnant, each pregnancy was different.  Why she had 

the hardest time with Corrine, because Corrine required iron supplement injections because she received more of 

Mom’s Deltan genes.” 

 “You have a higher concentration of Deltan genes than most of your brothers and sisters as well.  But true, 

doctors learn a little more with each passing year.  Back in the late 22
nd

 and early 23
rd

 centuries, when all the hybrid-

species individuals could be counted on one humanoid hand, it was much closer to guesswork.  Many toddlers died 

because the medical personnel of the era just did not understand how some genes interacted with each other.”  Xaran 

paused in placing the last chair around one table and looked at his daughter.  “Have you decided which conference 

panels you want to attend?” 

 “Definitely the one Doctor Bashir is leading.  I would also like to attend the one on Vulcan holistic 

medicine, as well as yours, but only if you promise not to embarrass me in front of everyone,” Katrina replied. 

 “Would I do that?” Xaran asked with a hint of mock-horror in his voice. 

 “In a heartbeat,” Katrina replied with crooked smile. 

 “Relax.  I already have someone who is willing to appear before the panel.” 

 “Mom?” Katrina asked in a semi-joking manner. 

 “While she would probably do it if asked, requesting the Sector Coordinator if she’s available to be poked 

and prodded in front of a panel on interspecies medicine is probably not the best of ideas.  Korin will work just 

fine.” 

 “And he’ll probably be his sassy three-year-old self the entire time.” 

 “Probably, but that may make things all the more interesting.” 

 Before either Katrina or Xaran could say anything more, the Doctor’s combadge chirped. 

 “Nurse Nadaja h’Reya to Doctor Sylvan Xaran.” 

 “Xaran here.  Go ahead, Nadaja.” 

 “Lieutenant Pel just brought T’Mera into Infirmary One.  She’s running a fever but we can’t seem to 

determine the cause.” 

 “I’ll be right there.  Xaran, out.” 

 The doctor turned to his daughter and said, “Please finish up as much of this as you can, Katrina.  Then 

head home.  Tell your mother I’ll be back in our quarters as soon as possible.” 

 “Okay, Dad,” Katrina said, watching her father rush out of the conference room before placing a few more 

chairs in place herself and returning to the family’s quarters to do more classwork so she would not fall behind on 

her course load while attending the panels.  As she walked through the corridors toward her family’s quarters, she 

thought to herself, unsure what she would get out of attending the medical conference, though Dr. T’Pannia wanted 

her to go as part of her studies. 

 

* * * 

 

 Arriving in Infirmary 1, Xaran found Lieutenant Ashari Pel holding the fussy T’Mera, her daughter.  The 

toddler’s cheeks were flushed.  A padd containing the information that had been determined already was handed to 

him by the Andorian head nurse.  It indicated that T’Mera’s fever was low-grade, but there was no sign of infection 

in the initial scans.  In fact, none of the tests performed so-far showed any reason why the child was running a fever. 

 On his way to the infirmary, Xaran had contacted the base’s pediatric specialist, Dr. Hiram Lebo, a 

Starfleet medical officer, to see if he could find a cause for T’Mera’s fever.  After Lebo had arrived in the infirmary 



and run a battery of his own tests, he was just as clueless to the cause after ruling out allergic reactions, colic, and 

even teething.  He did, however, admit that most of the children he cared for were human and that mixed-species 

children were not his specialty.  After thanking Lebo for his time and effort, Xaran performed his own hands-on 

exam of the toddler before retiring to his office to go over all of the test results carefully.  He became so engrossed 

in what he was doing that he lost track of time trying to give the base’s assistant chief operations officer a reason 

why her fourteen-month old daughter was running a fever.  It was 1945 hours when Dr. Julian Bashir – wearing a 

nearly skin-tight racquetball uniform – walked into the office and asked, “Forgetting something?” 

 “Our game!” Xaran exclaimed, remembering his earlier talk with Bashir.  “Sorry, Julian.  You know how it 

is.  Duty first!” 

 “What is so important that you can’t let your staff take care of it?” Bashir queried as he sat in the seat in 

front of the desk. 

 “This,” Xaran replied, handing Bashir the padd.  “I feel like I’m overlooking something.” 

 “Interesting,” Bashir said, looking at the information displayed on the screen.  “A Vulcan-Trill child.  

Unusual, but that alone shouldn’t cause a fever.  But that brings me back to my original question; What is so 

different about this girl that your staff cannot handle her case?” 

 “The Pariah is scheduled to return to the base tomorrow from a run to one of the nearby Romulan 

colonies,” Xaran explained. 

 Even more confused, Bashir asked, “What does that ship have to do with a sick child?” 

 “Nothing, except her father is Spaak’s first mate,” Xaran explained.  “Doctor Ves’Dell will never let me 

live it down if I can’t figure out what’s wrong with her before they return.” 

 Bashir looked at the information on the padd once again, a thought occurring to him.  He then asked, 

“Where are the results of the quantum level cellular scans?” 

 “We don’t normally run a test like that for just a simple fever,” Xaran remarked. 

 “But the crew of the Pariah is from a different quantum reality,” Bashir pointed out.  “It might have 

something to do with this child’s fever.” 

 “I didn’t even think of that,” Xaran exclaimed.  Ashari Pel isn’t the only woman who has been impregnated 

by a member of the Pariah crew.  Ves has been telling me that she has found that their cells are slowly shifting to a 

quantum state more akin to this reality’s signature.  And besides, Marie Quintero – Val’s aide – is due to give birth 

in about six weeks to her second child with Commander Spaak.  She hasn’t demonstrated any problems with her 

pregnancy, except for prolonged nausea, and that is often common for some women to experience.  She had the 

same problem during her first pregnancy, but Sabina is a happy and healthy baby.  It’s been a little worse this time, 

and she’s been begging me to induce her, but she has at least another month before the baby is ready to be born.” 

 Changing the subject slightly, Bashir asked, “What does Lady Val have to say about Marie giving birth to 

Spaak’s children?” 

 “Nothing negative.  Lady Val and her family live mainly by Orion traditions, and Spaak has the right to 

impregnate his wives if he chooses.” 

 Bashir stood up, shaking his head.  “I don’t know if I should praise or pity him.  Two wives!?  I don’t even 

think I could handle one.” 

 “I have to agree with you there.  One is more than enough for me.  But if Spaak can handle them both…”  

Xaran shrugged, not finishing the sentence.  He too then rose and grabbed a nearby scanner before the two doctors 

headed back to where the worried Pel was sitting.  T’Mera was still being fussy, and Pel looked a bit frazzled.  

Katrina Xaran had arrived in the infirmary after dinner to see if she could help, and was currently holding T’Mera.  

Dr. Xaran told his daughter to place the toddler onto one of the nearby diagnostic beds, then introduced Dr. Bashir to 

Ashari Pel.  A moment later, Xaran was waving his hand-held scanner over T’Mera to get a reading of her cells on a 

quantum level. 

 “Have you found anything unusual?” Pel asked nervously. 

 “Nothing yet, Ashari,” he informed.  “Don’t worry.  T’Mera will be fine.  It’s not uncommon for babies to 

run fevers.” 



 Pel nodded and sat back down, holding T’Mera once again while Xaran took the scan results and – 

followed closely by Bashir – headed back into his office. 

 “I’m not sure what I’m looking for,” Xaran remarked as he began to look at the scan results.  Then he saw 

it.  There were two distinct signatures at the quantum level in each cell. 

 Xaran called the scan image up on the monitor screen atop his desk, then faced it toward Bashir as he said, 

“I may not know what it indicates, but I found something.  Each of T’Mera’s cells has two quantum frequencies and 

they aren’t as harmonious as Ves would have had me believe.  Unfortunately, I’m not sure what I can do to fix it 

either.  This problem is rooted more in quantum physics than medicine.” 

 Bashir frowned as he asked, “Do you have someone on base that is familiar with the theories of quantum 

physics?” 

 “There are two here aboard the base I can name, and another two aboard the Pariah itself.  T’Mera’s father, 

Topuc, is an expert on quantum physics, as is Lady Val.” 

 “Then I must assume one of those aboard the base would be your wife?” Bashir asked.  “Who is the other 

one?” 

 “Professor Tolek from the Vulcan Science Academy.” 

 Bashir pressed a control on top of Xaran’s desk and said, “Computer, locate Professor Tolek of the Vulcan 

Science Academy.” 

 The feminine computer voice quickly replied, “Professor Tolek is currently located in the quarters of Vice 

Admiral Raiajh.”  

 Bashir looked with concern at his friend, unaware of the familial connection, and was surprised at Xaran’s 

lack of reaction to the computer’s reply.  “It doesn’t concern you that this Professor Tolek is at the same location as 

your wife?” Bashir asked. 

 “Why should it?” Xaran asked in return.  “Is there a reason that you know of why I shouldn’t let Tolek visit 

his daughter and grandchildren?”  Xaran then got up from his chair and stepped just outside his office door to call 

his daughter in before returning to his chair. 

 “He’s your father-in-law?” Bashir said, more to grasp the fact than asking an actual question.  “I’m sorry.  I 

didn’t realize that Val had found her father.  I wouldn’t have thought he would even still be alive!  I suppose it is 

good that they have had an opportunity to develop a relationship with each other.” 

 At that moment, Katrina stepped in and said, “You need something, Dad?” 

 “Yes,” he said, putting the results of the quantum-level test on a padd.  “I need you to take this to your 

Grandfather and Mother and see if they can come up with a way to correct what they see.” 

 “It’s not serious, is it?” she asked. 

 “I don’t know.  That’s why I want their input,” Xaran said seriously.  “And don’t say anything to Ashari 

just yet, please.  If she asks where you’re going, just tell her you need to deliver something to your Mother for me.” 

 “Don’t worry.  I’ll just tell Ashari you reminded me that I have some homework to do.” 

 

* * * 

 

 Admiral Raiajh and her parents, Vulcan Professor Tolek and the former Deltan ambassador Karinara 

Raiajh, were sitting together in the Admiral’s quarters sharing some beverages and conversing when Katrina walked 

in accompanied by Dr. Julian Bashir. 

 “Julian!” Raiajh exclaimed, jumping up out of her chair to embrace Bashir when she saw the Chief Medical 

Officer of DS9 enter her quarters.  “It’s been far too long since we’ve last seen you!  If you’re looking for Sylvan, 

he’s still in the infirmary with a patient.” 

 “Actually that is what brings me here, Val.  Sylvan and I ran a quantum level scan of the patient, and it 

appears that her problem may be an inconsistency on the quantum level,” Bashir told her, offering her the padd he 

was holding.  Puzzled, Raiajh took the padd and looked at what the doctors suspected was T’Mera’s problem. 

 After looking at the data displayed on the small screen, Raiajh handed the padd to her father and looked 

back at Bashir. 



 “I see what you think the problem is, Julian, but fixing this would require us to change the laws of physics.  

It’s just how her cells are.  In time her body should adjust, and at the moment she doesn’t seem to be in any danger.  

Unless her cells start rupturing from the two conflicting quantum signatures, it’s probably best to let nature take its 

course.  I’m sure Ashari and Topuc won’t want to hear that, and I’m sure you and Sylvan don’t either, but some 

things don’t need to be fixed.  Her body is trying to adjust to or harmonize the vibrations and that is most likely what 

is causing the fever, and perhaps a little pain as well.” 

 “Isn’t there a way we could help to harmonize the vibrations her cells are experiencing?” Bashir asked. 

 “Where would we begin, Doctor?” Tolek asked.  “And how close do the frequencies need to be?  We could 

end up doing more harm to little T’Mera than good.  What would your normal course of action be for a patient who 

is running a fever or is in mild pain, beyond trying to determine the cause?” 

 “Prescribe the patient an analgesic,” Bashir replied. 

 “Then do that, and have T’Mera visit with the Ton Shi in the morning,” Tolek advised.  “Sometimes, the 

best course of action for a problem, Doctor, is time.” 

 “A Ton Shi?  Do you really think that can help?” Bashir asked. 

 The bald-headed woman, who was quiet to this point, finally spoke up.  “When Val’ri was very young, one 

of her doctors recommended a Ton Shi – a practitioner of the art of Vulcan chiropractic medicine – to help to get her 

to sleep through the night.  That woman, Doctor T’Sendra, was a traditional physician as well, and said something to 

me that I still remember to this day; ‘In order to create harmony within, you sometimes need help from without’.  If 

I remember correctly, she served with you on the Arcturus, did she not, Val’ri?” 

 “Yes, I remember her,” Raiajh replied.  “It was a blessing to have someone of her skill aboard the Arcturus 

with us.  Too bad she retired to Vulcan several years back.”  Suddenly remembering that Bashir had not met her 

parents before, she added, “I apologize to everyone.  Doctor Julian Bashir, I would like for you to meet my father 

Tolek, and my mother Karinara Raiajh.” 

 “An honor,” Bashir said as he nodded to both the professor and the former ambassador.  “I would stay 

longer, but I need to get back to the infirmary.  I’m not letting Sylvan out of our promised racquetball game that 

easily.” 

 Admiral Raiajh smiled and said, “Have fun, but don’t keep him out too late.  You may not have a duty shift 

here, but Sylvan does, and I prefer the doctors aboard my base to be well-rested.” 

 “Yes, ma’am,” Bashir said with a smile as he left the quarters to return to Infirmary 1 with what he had 

learned. 

 

* * * 

 

  “Hmm.  Do nothing?” Xaran mused when he heard what Bashir had learned.  “Tolek does have a point 

there.  Pushing too far could make things worse instead of better.  I really can’t argue with his logic, even though he 

isn’t a doctor.  I can’t find anything else wrong with her, so it is possible the fever is her body’s way of working out 

the problem on its own.  It wouldn’t hurt to wait a few days and see.  She’s not in any danger at the moment, and I 

suppose a few visits with the Ton Shi wouldn’t hurt, and might even help.” 

 Dr. Xaran took a hypo filled with a very small dose of an analgesic and went out to see Ashari Pel.  For the 

moment the toddler had fallen asleep.  He looked at her and explained, “There isn’t anything viral or bacterial 

causing the fever, Ashari.  The only thing we found was that her cells are trying to adjust to the opposing quantum 

signatures of each of her parents.  Right now it isn’t hurting her, just causing the fever, so I’m going to give her 

something to help bring the fever down.  In the morning I want you to come back here and I will let the Ton Shi 

know to expect you and T’Mera.  The Ton Shi may be able to help T’Mera work this out on her own. We really 

don’t want to interfere at this point because we don’t fully understand what is happening or how to correct it through 

medicine, and anything else we do might make her condition worse instead of better.  I know it’s frustrating right 

now; I’ve stayed awake many a night comforting my own children and wishing there was something more that I 

could do to make them better.  Remember, she not only has to adapt to being both Trill and Vulcan, she needs to 



adjust to her eventual quantum state.  Right now we are going to take a wait-and-see approach and hopefully it will 

work itself out on its own, or with the help of the Ton Shi.” 

 Xaran then took the hypo and pressed it gently to the toddler girl’s exposed arm, as he did not want to wake 

her by pressing it against her neck.  She shifted slightly in response to the hypo as it hissed, but remained asleep. 

 “Go and try to get some sleep, Ashari,” Xaran advised.  “T’Mera should sleep for a few more hours before 

she needs to eat again.” 

 “Thank you, Doctor.  The Pariah will be back tomorrow, so I should be able to get her father to stay with 

her for a while and give me a chance to catch a little extra sleep.  Topuc wasn’t working on any projects when the 

Pariah left on its little cargo delivery, so hopefully that will still be the case when they return.” 

 

* * * 

 

 Starbase Ops was a hive of activity as the crew prepared for the arrival of Starfleet One.  Around the 

primary systems monitor on the lower level, Admiral Raiajh and her senior staff were going over a checklist of 

items that needed to be complete before the Presidential transport dropped out of warp. 

 “Conference room one has been prepared for the negotiations,” Captain Cathryn Pearson reported as she 

checked off another item on the padd she was holding.  She then looked over at the ops console and asked, “Shield 

status?” 

 “Secondary fusion reactors have been brought on-line and up to full power to supply extended shields 

around Starfleet One and the Romulan transport we’re expecting,” Lt Commander B’Elanna Torres reported. 

 “Ceremonial guard?” Raiajh asked, glancing toward Colonel Sean McIntyre. 

 “Uniforms pressed, boots shined, and on call at five minutes’ notice,” the commander of the embarked 

Starfleet Marine battalion confirmed. 

 “Very well,” Raiajh said with a nod.  “President Bacco is expected to arrive in less than twenty four hours.  

Presidential Security wants to make sure all traffic in the sector comes to a stop prior to the USS Sagan entering the 

Typhon Sector.  I hope everyone understands, that means nothing approaches or leaves the starbase for the next five 

days!  Everything comes to all-stop at 0900 tomorrow morning!  Captain Hunter aboard the Cassandra isn’t going 

to like that, since he was scheduled to leave the station at 1100 hours tomorrow and has already told me he can’t be 

ready to leave before the deadline, but he’s just going to have to deal with it.” 

 “What about the Pariah?” asked the admiral’s aide, Lt Commander Marie Quintero.  “They’re supposed to 

return to the station tomorrow.  Are they going to make it back here before the all-stop order goes into effect?” 

 “I’ve already sent Hans a subspace communiqué telling him he either needs to arrive earlier than scheduled 

and be moored no later than 0800 hours or he’s going to have to kill time drifting out beyond Typhon-C for five 

days until this meeting between President Bacco and Praetor Talik ends and both officials have departed the sector,” 

Raiajh explained.  “Once the Sagan arrives, the only vessel authorized movement in the entire Typhon Sector is the 

Romulan diplomatic courier.” 

 “I’m sure he didn’t like either choice,” Pearson remarked.  “Do you really think the Pariah would wait in 

deep space for five days with nothing to do?” 

 “I know Hans tends to be impulsive, but I hope he realizes he’s not dealing with just me this time,” Raiajh 

replied.  “The Sagan and its escorts will not hesitate to fire on any vessel that approaches this station for the five 

days that President Bacco is visiting.  He may think the Pariah is invincible, but the Sagan is armed with weapon 

systems the public knows nothing about that even Hans Spaak could not conceive of or be prepared to counter.  If 

he’s smart, he’ll just stay away until…” 

 “Admiral!” interrupted Torres from the ops console.  “I’m receiving an update from the Pariah as we 

speak.  Topuc reports the Pariah will be passing through the spacedoors by 0500 tomorrow morning.  Their 

engineer isn’t happy about it, but Commander Spaak has emphasized the importance of being home in time.  They 

must have really pushed their engines.” 

 “Good.  That’s one less problem I need to worry about,” Raiajh replied before turning her attention on her 

chief of security.  “Now Michelle, is your department prepared?” 



 “I have security teams sweeping all major public areas of the base right now,” Commander Petersen 

confirmed.  “I also have emergency response teams organized and standing by for any occurrence…” 

 

* * * 

 

 The following day, after T’Mera’s appointment with the Vulcan Ton Shi, Lieutenant Pel made her way to 

the recently-docked Pariah, hoping to have her husband Topuc watch their child while she caught up on some 

much-needed sleep.  At the moment, T’Mera was – thankfully – asleep in her carrier, the flush in her cheeks having 

abated slightly, though she still exhibited a slight fever. 

 After pressing the intercom to announce her presence to the Pariah’s bridge crew, she entered the gangway 

airlock and made her way with carrier in hand toward Topuc’s quarters on the ship.  Along the way she ran into Dr. 

Ves’Dell, the Pariah’s doctor, who noticed T’Mera’s flushed cheeks and paused to check for a fever. 

 “Please don’t,” Pel said.  “This is the best she has slept in two days.” 

 Ves stood up and said to Pel, “She looks to have a fever, Ashari.” 

 “She does, but it is a mild one.  Doctor Xaran believes it is caused by her body adjusting to the difference 

in my quantum signature and Topuc’s – since he originated in a separate quantum reality – and that we need to ride 

it out since there is nothing that can be done medically to correct it.  We had just come from seeing the base’s Ton 

Shi and T’Mera seems to be doing a bit better.  Right now, I want to get some sleep as well, so if you will excuse 

me?” 

 “Very well, I will let her rest for now,” Ves’Dell agreed.  “But I want you to have Topuc bring her to the 

medbay once she’s awake.” 

 Pel nodded in spite of not having really listened what Ves had said – being overly tired herself – and 

headed into Topuc’s quarters.  Topuc was sitting on the stateroom’s couch as she walked in and immediately noticed 

his wife’s fatigue. 

 “You look like you need some rest, Ash,” he said. 

 “Think I can catch a few hours’ sleep while you watch T’Mera?  Just let her sleep as well.  She hasn’t been 

feeling well and thanks to the base’s Ton Shi she’s actually getting some good rest for now.” 

 Noticing the girl’s flushed cheeks for the first time, Topuc asked, “Is there something wrong?” 

 “She has a slight fever, but Doctor Xaran said not to worry, it should run its course.  She has another 

appointment with the Ton Shi tomorrow.  Both Doctors Xaran and T’Lura, the starbase Ton Shi, feel that the fever is 

caused by her body compensating for the fact that our cells each exhibit a different quantum signature, and this is 

her body’s way of trying to establish a balance.  She’s resting now and her fever is down, so it looks like she’s 

getting better, but she does need to rest.  As do I.  I have watch in Ops in a few hours, and I need to be awake.” 

 “You get some rest.  When T’Mera wakes up, I’ll let Ves take a look at her,” Topuc said. 

 “Puck, she’s been seen by enough doctors,” Pel said.  “Unless her fever gets worse, let her be.  Even Tolek 

says that there is nothing more that can be done for her right now,” Pel told him, hoping that the words from his 

mentor would comfort him. 

 “Ok, but if she gets worse, I’m calling Ves,” he countered apparently not satisfied with her answer. 

 “That’s fine.  If she does get worse, please wake me.” 

 Topuc nodded and Pel went to lie down on the bunk, leaving the sleeping T’Mera in her carrier. 

 

* * * 

 “Admiral, a starship has just dropped out of warp at bearing 175 mark 0, range 800,000 kilometers,” 

reported Lt. Ishara.  “Configuration matches a Hawking-class cruiser.” 

 “Starfleet One has arrived,” Raiajh announced.  “B’Elanna, as soon as the Sagan is within range, extend 

base shields around the starship.” 

 “Sagan is slowing,” Ishara reported.  “400,000 kilometers…  200,000…  100,000…” 



 The large starship quickly slowed as it approached the Ournel-class starbase.  It became obvious the Sagan 

was too big to fit through the doors of spacedock, and the vessel took up a position station-keeping only a few 

kilometers off the mushroom-shaped space station. 

 “Sagan is in position,” Ishara reported. 

 “Extending station shields,” Torres added, prompting a nod from Captain Pearson. 

 “Admiral, the Sagan indicates President Bacco and her staff are ready to beam aboard the station,” 

Commander Petersen reported. 

 “Very well,” Raiajh acknowledged before looking toward her Marine officer.  “Colonel?” 

 “Sideboys, post!” McIntyre ordered, and eight Starfleet Marines in dress blues took position on two lines 

leading from the transporter pad at the far end of Ops while a ninth Marine took position at the end of the right hand 

line with an electronic bosun’s pipe in hand. 

 Torres, wearing her white and grey dress uniform like most everyone else in Ops, stepped over to the 

control console of the Ops transporter and activated the unit, turning to look at Raiajh as she said, “Transporter units 

are synched, Admiral.  The Sagan is ready for transport.” 

 “Energize, Commander,” Raiajh ordered after taking a deep breath. 

 “Energizing,” Torres confirmed, and her hand moved over the controls.  The transporter hummed to life 

just as the Marine with the bosun’s pipe started blowing through it, causing a two-toned note to play, and seconds 

later all six pads glowed as people materialized on the platform.  As the transporter completed its cycle at the same 

moment the bosun’s pipe finished its call, a distinguished looking human woman with her white hair pulled back on 

her head and wearing a dark blue suit stood at the forefront of the group.  Raiajh immediately approached the 

woman on the transporter pad. 

 “President Bacco, I am Vice Admiral Val’ri Raiajh,” she said, offering the human woman her hand.  

“Welcome aboard Starbase 719.” 

 “Thank you, Admiral.  It’s good to finally arrive after our long voyage,” President Nanietta Bacco replied 

before introducing her staff, including Esperanza Piñiero.  Then, as the President and her staff followed Raiajh 

through Ops, she said, “Thank you for providing a mutually agreeable location for the Federation’s negotiations 

with the Romulan Empire.  I hope we haven’t caused you too many problems?” 

 “Your visit has put a little bit of a damper on a previously scheduled medical conference occurring aboard 

the station, but we have managed to adapt,” Raiajh answered.  “Now, Madame President, would you like a brief tour 

of the station before you get settled into your quarters, or would you like to see the conference room where the 

negotiations will be conducted first?” 

 Bacco exchanged a look with her Chief of Staff before answering, “I would love to see your starbase, 

Admiral.” 

 

* * * 

 

 A few hours later, Ashari Pel was woken by Dr. Ves’Dell’s voice and the sound of sneezing coming from 

the other room.  She got up to investigate, concerned since Topuc had promised to wake her if there were any 

indication T’Mera was getting worse.  She went in to the sitting area to find T’Mera being examined by Dr. Ves, her 

daughter being the source of the sneezing. 

 “I think she has a cold,” Ves finally said to Pel as she moved up next to them both, the Pariah’s doctor 

perplexed by the new symptom. 

 “She didn’t start sneezing until you arrived, Doctor,” Pel stated.  “She was just scanned a few hours ago 

and I was told she was fine, aside from the mild fever.  There must be some other cause.  Did you change your soap 

recently?  I found T’Mera has an overly heightened sense of smell and some scents cause her to sneeze like that.” 

 “Actually, I have,” Ves’Dell admitted.  “I picked up new soap during our last visit to Bel Terra, and I just 

started using it.”  The Orion doctor then picked up her tricorder and started to scan T’Mera and confirmed the child 

was not suffering from a cold or other similar illness.  “I’m not finding anything physically wrong with her.  Her 

fever is perplexing.” 



 “I already told you and Topuc what the doctor’s on the base determined,” Pel countered.  “I’m satisfied 

with their answer, and you should be too.  You know that Doctor Xaran has done extensive work in interspecies 

medicine.  If he suggests a wait-and-see approach, then I am fine with that, as he already told me what he thinks is 

causing T’Mera’s fever.” 

 Pel took T’Mera from Ves and moved a distance from the doctor.  The toddler’s sneezing immediately 

subsided, showing that she was indeed sensitive to something that Ves was wearing.  One of the reasons why Pel 

preferred the doctors on base – especially Dr. Xaran and his sister – was that the two of them made sure not to wear 

anything that could cause allergic reactions or be considered offensive to the many species living on the base with 

heightened senses of smell.  Ves’Dell, on the other hand, was used to only serving with the small group of people 

working aboard the Pariah.  After realizing she was not doing the toddler any good, Ves left the two in Topuc’s 

stateroom. 

 

* * * 

 

 That evening, Nanietta Bacco was sitting the quarters provided for her aboard the starbase with her long-

time friend and chief of staff, Esperenza Piñiero.  Even with her final term as President of the United Federation of 

Planets now half over, she was not going to simply rest on her achievements. 

 This was her first trip out to the Typhon Sector – official or otherwise – and the base’s staff had not 

disappointed her.  The transparent aluminum windows provided a remarkable view of the Expanse. 

 “Were you able to inspect the conference space today?” the President asked. 

 “Yes, Nan,” Piñiero replied.  “While you and the others were touring spacedock control, I slipped away to 

look at the conference room.  It is a bit smaller than what you are used to, many of the base’s conference rooms were 

already reserved weeks ago for the medical conference the base is hosting, but it will serve its purpose.  I must 

admit, the staff here has done a remarkable job so far – keeping everyone separate and our visit as low-key as 

possible.  Unfortunately, in my travels through some of the public areas, I was recognized by the Federation News 

Service’s reporter on the base.  He figured out – to a certain extent – what is going on and asked for an exclusive 

interview.  I already declined on your behalf.” 

 “And my private meeting with Admiral Raiajh?” 

 “She suggested tea in her quarters at 0900 – base time – tomorrow morning.  She thought you might prefer 

the more relaxed atmosphere.” 

 “That was most kind of her to extend the courtesy,” Bacco stated.  “Let her know that would be 

acceptable.” 

 

* * * 

 

 It was hardly the average morning tea in Admiral Raiajh’s quarters.  Aside from herself and President 

Bacco, Raiajh’s companions included two plain-clothes Presidential security officers and two Starfleet Marines – all 

four posted between the entrance to the quarters and the entrance to the living room area – Bacco’s Chief of Staff 

Esperenza Piñiero, Raiajh’s aide Marie Quintero, and the two youngest Xaran children; Corrine and Korin.  It was, 

perhaps, not as quiet and dignified a meeting as Raiajh had originally hoped for, but under the circumstances it was 

the best that could be accommodated. 

 “Cream or milk?” Raiajh asked, gesturing toward small pitchers on the table between the four women. 

 “Neither,” Bacco replied.  “Just a little honey if you have it?” 

 “Corrine, dear,” Raiajh said to her youngest daughter.  “Could you get the container of honey from the 

kitchen?” 

 Having been warned to be on her best behavior beforehand, Corrine wordlessly retrieved the small ceramic 

honey pot from one of the kitchen cabinets and brought it to President Bacco, blushing as the older woman thanked 

her.  Bacco then looked at the container holding the thick golden liquid and remarked, “This doesn’t appear to be 

replicated.” 



 “It’s not,” Quintero said.  “Comes from the hives we maintain down in the farming levels.  Bees are still the 

most efficient method of pollinating crops we know of, so they are in high demand when a new colony is being 

established in the AOR.” 

 Bacco poured a small dribble of honey from the end of a hand-carved wooden dipper into her teacup, then 

tasted a bit by allowing a small drop to land on her spoon.  Her eyes closed briefly as she enjoyed the rich, sweet 

taste. 

 “Mmmm…  I don’t remember how long it has been since I last tasted real honey,” she remarked before 

picking up her cup and taking a sip of her tea.  As she drank, Raiajh began to speak. 

 “Not that we aren’t honored to host you and Praetor Talik for these negotiations, Madame President, but 

Starbase 719 seems an awfully long way to travel just for a meeting of what in essence is two next-door neighbors.” 

 “Unfortunately, that is true, Admiral,” Bacco replied, placing her cup back on its saucer.  “I would have 

much preferred to hold these negotiations with the new Praetor somewhere more convenient, like one of the planets 

in the former Neutral Zone.  But there are factions – both among the Rihannsu and the Klingons – who are opposed 

to the Federation and the Romulan Empire forging closer ties.  Part of our reason for agreeing on meeting aboard 

Starbase 719 is the inconvenience of the locale, making it harder for those factions to plan any trouble.  And part of 

it is because Praetor Talik believes there are spies and traitors working for T’K’Lon within his own staff.  By 

originally announcing these negotiations would take place in the Dessica system, he had hoped to expose those who 

were working against him.” 

 “And how did that work out?” Raiajh asked. 

 “There was no indication they fell for the deception,” Bacco replied.  “Perhaps it means the Praetor is only 

being typically paranoid for a Romulan and seeing conspiracies where none exist, but it could also mean he has 

traitors working closer to him than he actually suspects, and that means…” 

 The President was cut off when, out of the corner of her eye, Raiajh noticed both security officers place 

their hands near their right ears – as if receiving verbal communications.  A moment later, her combadge chirped. 

 “Ops to Admiral Raiajh,” said the voice of Captain Pearson. 

 Raiajh tapped her combadge and then said, “Go ahead, Cathryn.” 

 “The Romulan transport ship has just dropped out of warp 700,000 kilometers off the station, Val.  Praetor 

Talik has arrived.” 

 “He is a little ahead of schedule,” Piñiero remarked, looking at the chronometer on the wall.  “Talik was 

not supposed to arrive until 1800 hours station time.” 

 “Probably trying to throw off those plotting against him,” Bacco remarked.  She then looked at Raiajh 

across the table and suggested, “Shall we welcome him aboard your starbase?” 

 “By all means,” Raiajh said as all four women stood up.  “Marie, would you please stay here with Corrine 

and Korin?”  The admiral was concerned by Quintero’s continued bouts with morning sickness and figured it would 

be easier for her to remain in the admiral’s quarters than walk to the spacedock embarkation area. 

 “Of course, Admiral,” Quintero replied, taking her seat again as Piñiero, Bacco, and Raiajh moved toward 

the door, surrounded by the two security guards and two Marines. 

 “Mother Goose is on the move,” one of the security guards said into a communicator on his wrist as the 

seven people left the quarters. 

 

* * * 

 

 Several minutes later, President Bacco, Admiral Raiajh, Chief of Staff Piñiero, and a retinue of officials 

were gathered in the spacedock hub embarkation area.  They watched through one of the floor to ceiling windows as 

the spacedoors in the distance opened and a huge Romulan D’Derridex-class warbird could be seen.  Seconds later 

one of the warbird’s hanger bays opened and a small scout ship emerged, quickly passing through the open 

spacedoors and maneuvering inside the dock, eventually lining up with the airlock opposite the official party waiting 

inside. 



 It took several minutes before the indicator light above the airlock cycled to green and the doors slowly slid 

open with a hiss.  Almost immediately several Romulan security guards poured out of the open door and took 

positions facing the assembled Federation officials.  Moments later, a distinguished-looking elder Romulan man 

emerged on the arm of a much younger female.  The Praetor walked directly toward where Raiajh and Bacco stood 

and bowed slightly by the neck. 

 “Admiral Raiajh, it is pleasant to see you once again,” Talik remarked. 

 “Welcome aboard Federation Starbase 719, Praetor,” Raiajh replied.  “Your visit honors us.” 

 Talik nodded once again, a slight smile on his lips, before he looked at the older human woman to Raiajh’s 

right.  “President Bacco, thank you for agreeing to this… unusual… meeting place.” 

 “I understand your government is still in a delicate state, particularly after the recent occupation of Elehu 

by the Rihannsu,” Bacco replied.  “Anything we can do to aid your government’s recovery and stability while 

promoting closer ties is worthwhile in my opinion, Praetor Talik.”  Bacco gestured toward the station hub as she 

added, “You’ve come a long distance.  Perhaps you would like to rest for a period before we meet officially?” 

 “I would appreciate the opportunity to, as you humans often say, freshen up,” Talik agreed as he began to 

follow the others toward the turbolifts. 

 

* * * 

 

 Nirath had slipped aboard the station almost a month prior to President Bacco’s arrival at the starbase, 

mixing in with many of the others arriving for the scheduled medical conference.  Once aboard the station, he kept 

his presence covert, spending the majority of his time in the lower – and generally unused – levels of the starbase. 

 Nirath was a Rigelian Vulcanoid associated with the Orion Syndicate, hired by a man who claimed to have 

an affiliation with the so-called Emperor T’K’Lon of the Rihannsu Star Empire.  He was hired to disrupt the secret 

meeting between the Romulan traitors that would be visiting the station and the Federation. 

 Taking the place of one of the visiting medical personnel proved easier than he thought it would.  After 

several evenings of observation, he chose a Vulcan physician similar in height and build who appeared to be 

attending the conference by himself.  One evening, Nirath sat down with and shared a few drinks with the doctor, 

slipping him an untraceable drug made from the venom of the Ceti eel in his ale that made the Vulcan doctor 

susceptible to suggestion, and Nirath was easily able to coax the doctor to his lower level hideaway.  There, the 

doctor was easily subdued and further drugged, allowing Nirath to alter the man’s identification and take his place. 

 Now, with both Presdent Bacco and Praetor Talik aboard the remote starbase, Nirath sat in the quarters 

assigned to the Vulcan doctor, studying scans of the conference room that was going to be used for the meeting 

between the two heads of state. 

 “Getting into the room to plant the device should be simple enough,” Nirath remarked to himself.  “I can 

tell the guards I have been assigned to scan the room for airborne toxins by the Chief Medical Officer.”  The 

assassin started to gather his specialized gear together as he said, “Now, during the base’s simulated night, would be 

the perfect time to rig the conference room.  The corridors should be fairly deserted.” 

 Putting on the drugged doctor’s lab coat and displaying a forged identification stating he was part of the 

starbase staff assigned to Infirmary 5, Nirath exited the quarters and headed toward the conference room in question.  

As expected, the room was under guard, with one Starfleet security officer, one Starfleet Marine, and a lone 

Romulan security guard. 

 “State your business here,” the security guard demanded as Nirath approached the door. 

 “I have been assigned by Doctor Xaran to scan the meeting room for any indications of airborne toxins,” 

Nirath explained, presenting his forged credentials.  “The Admiral wants to make sure there is nothing that might 

hold up this meeting or harm the participants.” 

 The two Starfleet personnel looked toward the Romulan, who in turn said to the others, “The Praetor has 

remarked on the ruthlessness of the warlord T’K’Lon.  Perhaps it would be best to err on the side of caution and 

make sure the room has not been rigged with a biological weapon of any kind.” 

 Nirath concentrated on not smiling, lest he blow his cover as an unemotional Vulcan. 



 “Very well,” the security guard finally said.  “Follow me.” 

 Nirath had hoped to be able to enter the meeting room alone, all the better to plant his device, a compact 

bomb that – when detonated – would shatter the wooden conference room table into sharp, high-speed projectiles 

that would kill anyone sitting around it, but was in no position to protest.  Instead, he followed the guard inside and 

pretended to scan various areas around the room – concentrating on the elaborate wooden conference table at its 

center – as he planted and activated his device.  The explosion would not cause much damage to the structure of the 

station, but would kill anyone within two meters of the table.  Once active, the device disappeared behind the field 

of a microscopic cloaking device, rendering it undetectable.  Triggered by Romulan biochemistry, the devices would 

not detonate until a few seconds after Praetor Talik touched the conference room table. 

 His job complete, Nirath left the conference room and made his way back to the level where he had left the 

drugged Vulcan doctor.  Unlike a starship, which generally had very little intra-ship transporter activity during the 

simulated night, the starbase’s industrial transporters were extremely active – moving and loading goods used by the 

station merchants, ship repair facilities, and residents.  Piggy-backing the signal of a nearby cargo transporter onto 

one of the other active systems, he beamed the doctor into the botanical dome on level 850, where he would remain 

somewhat hidden but easily found by security personnel as they made their rounds during the night, making sure to 

leave the forged credentials on him. 

 Just a few hours later, starbase security came across what they believed was an intoxicated Vulcan half-

hidden among the bushes near the dome’s small lake.  After logging the location and time, they transported him to 

one of the nearby holding cells to sleep it off. 

 

* * * 

 

  Early the next morning, President Bacco and Praetor Talik met in the conference room set aside for them.  

Instead of sitting at the broad central table, the pair chose to discuss their business in the more informal seating area 

near the replicator, which offered a more intimate arena for diplomacy.  After a couple of hours of proposals and 

counter-proposals, the two heads of state rose to stretch their muscles.  President Bacco moved toward the far side of 

the room where she could talk further strategies with her Chief of Staff, while Talik moved toward his own aides 

near the door.  He stumbled slightly as he passed the conference table, grabbing hold of it to steady himself.  

Moments later, as Talik started talking to his aides a few meters away, the entire table exploded in a shower of 

shards and debris.  The percussion of the blast knocked Talik and his aides to the floor and had everyone else in the 

room scrambling for what little cover existed in the room.  Piñiero’s years of Starfleet training took over and she 

jumped on top of the Federation President, covering her body to protect it from any further explosions or shrapnel. 

 Praetor Talik, having been closest to the blast, was the most seriously injured of those in the room.  His 

entire back was smeared green with Romulan blood where debris from the table had embedded itself in his back, 

neck, and legs.  His aides began to offer the Romulan leader assistance as several guards – reacting to the noise of 

the blast – rushed into the room with weapons drawn.  Seconds later, medical staff from the nearby Infirmary One 

began to arrive on the scene.  Dr. Xaran entered the room with a phaser in one hand and a medikit in the other.  

Seeing there was no immediate danger, he holstered his phaser and kneeled down to begin assessing how badly hurt 

those who were wounded were, but was initially stopped by Presidential Security. 

 Piñiero looked over as she heard the commotion and immediately recognized Dr. Xaran.  “Stand down!” 

she told the security force.  “He’s the station’s Chief Medical Officer.  Let him tend to Praetor Talik’s injuries!  He 

was closer to the explosion than President Bacco.  The President is fine.” 

 “I’ll be the judge of that!” Xaran snapped.  “I need orderlies and gurneys in here STAT!  I want 

EVERYONE who was in this room when the explosion happened transported to Infirmary One for examination 

ASAP.  I don’t care if only your little pinkie has a scratch!  Everyone needs to be evaluated and the Infirmary is a 

cleaner and safer environment.” 

 “We’ll need a few minutes to secure that area, Doctor,” Lt Commander Cameron, the head of Presidential 

security, who had just arrived on the scene, stated. 



 “This section of the station has been blocked off by forcefields since the explosion occurred,” Xaran 

countered.  “There are only two patients currently being treated in the Infirmary, and considering one is a year old 

Vulcan-Trill girl and the other is my five year old nephew, I seriously doubt either one poses a threat to the 

President or the Praetor.” 

 Cameron looked over at Chief of Staff Piñiero with a frustrated look.  She, in turn, looked back at the man 

with a ‘Get it done!’ expression.  The security head finally relented and said, “Fine.  Let’s get these people over to 

the Infirmary and secure this location!” 

 

* * * 

 

 The red alert klaxon started blaring in Ops, and everyone stationed on watch there started scrambling to 

determine what was going on. 

 “Report!” Admiral Raiajh demanded as she took her customary position besides the master systems 

console. 

 “Detecting an explosion in the administration section, level 10, section 232, quad 1,” reported Commander 

Michelle Petersen.  “Emergency forcefields are in place.  Not detecting any breech of the hull.” 

 “Recommend initiating emergency evacuation of spacedock, Admiral,” B’Elanna Torres stated. 

 “Initiate full station emergency isolation procedure until we know exactly what is going on,” Raiajh 

ordered.  Immediately Torres forwarded the order to spacedock control, and all vessels capable of moving under 

their own power – including the Corsair, Wildcat, Cassandra, and Pariah – were ordered to depart spacedock by the 

closest doors and maintain station-keeping no less than five thousand and no more than fifty thousand kilometers 

away from the station. 

 “All vessels in spacedock are evacuating,” Torres confirmed. 

 “Good,” Raiajh said.  “Now someone find out what is going on!” 

 “Admiral!” Petersen said, a look of grave concern on her face.  “Security reports an explosion in the 

conference room being used by President Bacco and Praetor Talik.  There was no systems malfunction.  This had to 

be a bomb!” 

 “A bomb!  Aboard MY station?!” Raiajh said in shock.  “Find out if there were any injuries!  What are the 

conditions of the President and Talik?  I need information NOW!”  

 

* * * 

 

 A few minutes later, Infirmary One was bustling with activity as Xaran and his crew treated those injured 

in the blast.  The Praetor was evaluated as the most seriously injured of those in the conference room when the 

explosion occurred, his prognosis grave.  As Xaran prepared to work on removing the shrapnel embedded in Talik’s 

back, he assigned his daughter Katrina to check over the most minor cases.  That brought the girl face-to-face with 

the Federation President only moments later. 

 “How are you feeling, Madame President?” Katrina asked, trying to keep her voice steady. 

 “I’m fine.  My Chief of Staff shielded me from most of the blast and debris,” Bacco replied. 

 Katrina opened her medical tricorder and removed the scanner from it.  “Do you mind?” she asked. 

 “Not at all,” Bacco replied.  She then noted the clothing the girl was wearing, similar in style to, but 

differing from, a Starfleet uniform.  “What is your name?  Tell me a bit about the uniform you are wearing.” 

 As she began the scan the girl replied, “My name is Katrina Xaran.  I am a medic-in-training with the 

Starfleet Space Cadet Corps unit here aboard the starbase.  I’m currently planning to enter Starfleet Academy in 

2392 with the intent to move on to Starfleet Medical in 2394.  Right now I’m taking pre-med correspondence 

courses through the University of Betazed, with Doctor T’Pannia, the station’s assistant CMO, helping me with the 

classes that require more of a hands-on approach.” 

 “Those are impressive ambitions,” the President remarked with a smile.  “What do your parents think of 

you planning to join Starfleet?” 



 “They would support me no matter what I chose to do” Katrina replied as she completed her medical scan.  

“They raised my siblings and I to follow our dreams.” 

 “Your parents are wise.  So tell me, Medic-in-Training Katrina Xaran, am I going to live?” Bacco asked. 

 “Yes, Madam President,” Katrina said as she folded up her tricorder.  “No indications of any injury.  No 

splinters or glass shards.  You are exhibiting a heightened level of adrenaline and increased blood pressure, but 

that’s not surprising considering what just happened.” 

 “My Chief of Staff will be pleased to know that,” Bacco remarked deadpan, looking over toward where 

Piñiero was being examined on another biobed. 

 “Is there anything I can get you before I move on to the next patient?” Katrina asked. 

 “I’m fine.  Thank you, Katrina.  I believe you will make a fine doctor and good addition to Starfleet one 

day.” 

 “Thank you, ma’am,” Katrina said, smiling in spite of herself.  “If you’ll excuse me?” 

 The President nodded and Katrina walked away to check on her cousin, Thaddeus Spaak, who was in the 

infirmary for yet another tummy ache from sneaking too many sweets from the replicators.  However, when she got 

to the biobed where Thaddeus was supposed to be, she noticed he was gone.  Knowing he could not have gotten far 

under the current security status, she looked around for him briefly and found him sitting next to T’Mera’s crib, 

holding the girl’s hand. 

 “Thaddeus, you’re supposed to be in bed resting,” Katrina scolded. 

 “I’m fine,” he protested.  “I just came over to hold T’Mera’s hand because she’s scared.” 

 “I’m sure you are right, Thaddeus, but you need to be in your own bed so we can watch you too.” 

 Thaddeus nodded and whispered to T’Mera, “Try to sleep now.  I’ll be back.” 

 The boy pried his fingers gently from T’Mera’s grasp and allowed Katrina to usher him back to his own 

assigned biobed.  Meanwhile, one of the doctors visiting the starbase for the medical conference – a Vulcan 

specializing in immunology who had found himself confined to the infirmary when the explosion had activated the 

emergency forcefields – had been watching T’Mera’s readings on the medical monitor and noticed how certain 

indicator readings stabilized during the period when the young boy had held her hand, but now that the child was 

being escorted back to his bed, the toddler girl’s readings began to fluctuate again. 

 “Excuse me, Nurse…?” he said to the Andorian woman passing by, trying to deliver medical supplies to 

Dr. Xaran in the ICU. 

 “Yes, Doctor?” h’Ryea said as she paused briefly with a glance toward the intensive care unit. 

 “I’ve noticed something remarkable concerning your young patient in the crib,” the visiting doctor said. 

 “Can this wait until later, Doctor?” Nurse h’Ryea asked, sounding impatient.  “The Romulan Praetor was 

badly injured in an explosion and we’re not sure he is going to survive!  I really need to get these supplies to Doctor 

Xaran!” 

 “But…!” the doctor said as h’Ryea walked away. 

 The Vulcan watched in frustration as the Andorian approached the intensive care unit, where both Dr. 

Xaran and his sister, Dr. Jill Xaran were working desperately to save the life of the Romulan Praetor.  Talik had 

taken the brunt of the explosive blast, and his entire back from his scalp to his calves were embedded with shards 

and splinters and he had already come very close to bleeding out. 

 With nothing better to do, the Vulcan doctor observed the operation in the ICU from a distance, Sylvan 

Xaran observing and assisting his sister as she used a specialized technique to remove each individual shard and 

cauterize the wound, taking care not to allow any infections to take hold.  It seemed like hours before the male 

Xaran – his forehead dripping with sweat – emerged from the sterile field for a break while his sister continued her 

painstaking work. 

 “How is the Romulan?” the Vulcan doctor asked, approaching Xaran as he headed toward a sink to wash. 

 “Hard to say,” Xaran admitted.  “The Praetor’s body took a lot of damage.  I’m afraid he is not likely to 

survive.  And the Romulan leader being assassinated aboard a Federation starbase is not going to help relations 

between our two people in any way.”  As Xaran started to wash his hands and face in a nearby sink, he looked at the 



other doctor and remarked, “I noticed you were watching my sister and I for quite some time.  Is there anything 

besides the status of the Praetor that interests you, Doctor?” 

 “Actually, there is,” the Vulcan replied.  “I have been observing one of your other patients in the main 

ward.  The young half-Vulcan.” 

 “T’Mera.  What about her?” Xaran asked suspiciously. 

 “I could not help but notice her indications improve greatly when she is in physical contact with the young 

boy that is also here.” 

 “Really?” Xaran asked, glancing into the ward toward where both T’Mera and Thaddeus were both located. 

 “In fact, though it is very unorthodox, I have a suggestion for something that may help stabilize her 

condition, though her family – and that of the boy – will of course need to give their permission.” 

 “What do you have in mind, Doctor?” Xaran asked. 

 

* * * 

 

 Several hours later, after Jill Xaran had finished her work and the Praetor was made as comfortable as 

possible, though he was still not expected to survive, Sylvan Xaran finally had a chance to think about what the 

Vulcan doctor that had approached him earlier had said. 

 Xaran made his way over to Thaddeus Spaak after stopping at an equipment station to pick up some 

monitoring equipment he needed.  Arriving at the boy’s bed, he switched off the biobed display and attached a 

portable monitor behind the boy’s ear, then brought him back to T’Mera’s bio-crib, where he had the boy sit back 

down in the chair he had occupied earlier and take hold of T’Mera’s hand. 

 Xaran was surprised as the readings began to settle within normal ranges on the monitor panel as Thaddeus 

held her hand.  She had not had this reaction when either of her parents held her.  For the moment, Xaran was 

relieved that the girl was stable.  But he had to think further about what the Vulcan doctor had said to him, and he 

had an infirmary full of people – most with minor injuries – he needed to discharge and a report to make. 

 

* * * 

 

 In Starbase Ops, Raiajh, McIntyre, Petersen, and Harkonnen and the holographic representations of Dr. 

Xaran and Sub Commander Talar – head of the Romulan Praetorian Security detail – listened to the preliminary 

report on the incident that had occurred during the meeting between the Praetor and the President being presented by 

the holographic representation of Lt Commander Cameron of Federation Presidential Security. 

 “Preliminary sensor readings indicate the use of thalmerite, with a genetic trigger, placed in just such a 

position as to cause the conference table to shatter in an expanding pattern.  It was meant to kill everyone siotting at 

the table,” Cameron said.  “The room was swept for explosives and toxic substances not long before the meeting 

began, so we can only assume the explosive was somehow cloaked until it exploded.” 

 “Explosive AND toxic substances?” Sub Commander Talar questioned, then looked toward Raiajh.  “Is this 

standard Starfleet procedure, Admiral?  To scan for toxic substances?” 

 “Not normally, no,” Commander Petersen answered for the admiral.  “Yes, in situations like this meeting 

between the President and Praetor Talik, we would normally sweep for explosives, but I have never heard of a 

security detail sweeping for toxic substances unless we have a credible threat indicating so.” 

 “Commander, do you know anything about this?” 

 “I interviewed the guards – both Federation and Romulan – who were on duty guarding the conference 

room from the time it was designated for the meeting between President Bacco and Praetor Talik,” Cameron said.  

The two Federation and one Romulan guard on duty at 0400 reported a Vulcan doctor informed them he had been 

assigned to scan the conference room for airborne toxins by Doctor Xaran.” 

 “I issued no such order!” Xaran’s hologram protested. 



 “Base security reported finding a Vulcan doctor who is aboard the base to attend the medical conference 

passed-out near the lake in the Botanical Section in Habitat-1 around 0500 this morning,” Petersen reported.  “They 

thought he was drunk and put him in a holding cell to sober up.” 

 “Admiral, I need to look into this further,” Xaran requested. 

 “As do I,” Cameron added. 

 “Very well.  Look into this further and report back to me within the hour,” Raiajh ordered.  Seconds later, 

the three holographic representations faded out of existence. 

 “What do you think, Val?” Harkonnen asked.  “Could someone associated with the medical conference be 

involved in a plot to kill either the President, Praetor Talik, or both?” 

 “I don’t know how,” Raiajh replied.  “Most of the doctors involved in this conference were en route or 

already aboard the station before even the senior staff knew President Bacco was coming here.” 

 

* * * 

 

 An hour later, the holographic image of Cameron was back in Ops. 

 “I questioned the three guards assigned to the conference room again separately,” the head of Presidential 

security reported.  “They all confirmed that just after 0400, a Vulcan doctor presented authorization and informed 

them he was assigned by the station’s chief medical officer to check if any biological or chemical pathogens had 

been released in the conference room.  According to security logs, he and the guard that accompanied him were the 

only people to enter that room prior to the arrival of the President’s party at 0800.  The guard that accompanied the 

doctor inside confirmed that the Vulcan stood close to the table adjacent to the origin of the later explosion.” 

 “Was this the same Doctor we found drunk in the botanical garden later that morning?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Unlikely,” Cameron replied.  “Though the descriptions were suspiciously similar, the Vulcan found in the 

gardens was taken to a holding cell to sleep off his apparent intoxication, and was still there when the explosion 

occurred.  His name is Silek.  Your Doctor Xaran examined Doctor Silek and determined he was not intoxicated, but 

drugged, and that the drugs had been introduced into his system at least ten hours before the explosion occurred.  He 

could not have been the so-called doctor the security guards at the conference room encountered.” 

 “Then who could have done this?” Harkonnen asked.  “And who exactly was his target?  The President?  

Or Talik?” 

 “Probably both,” Raiajh commented.  “With the deaths of both heads of state, the Federation and the fragile 

Romulan governments would both have descended into turmoil.” 

 “We reviewed the security tapes, Admiral,” Cameron said.  “Thermal readings indicate whoever it was in 

the conference room, he was a Vulcanoid, but neither Romulan nor Vulcan.  Most likely he was Rigellian.” 

 “If that is true,” Raiajh remarked, “whoever it is, they are most likely still aboard this station, since nothing 

has come or gone since Talik arrived.  Unfortunately this is an extremely large starbase.  You are going to have your 

work cut out for you trying to locate this assassin.  My security, Marines, and armed response teams are at your 

disposal, Commander.” 

 “Thank you, Admiral,” Cameron said.  “Sub Commander Talar has also pledged his aid in locating the 

person responsible for this heinous attack.  But as you said, finding the person responsible will be difficult.  Where 

do we even start looking?” 

 “The thermal scans you spoke of are a good place to start,” Harkonnen suggested.  “Use it as a base and 

find persons with similar thermal scans.  Since you have a physical description, you can already eliminate unlikely 

suspects such as women, those of taller or shorter stature, and non-humanoids.” 

 “I don’t see how the scans can be of much help, Captain,” Cameron said to Harkonnen.  “Even the same 

person has different thermal scans depending on their activity and the physical environment.” 

 “We must also consider the possibility, however remote, that even with our best precautions in place, the 

party responsible may already be off the station,” security chief Petersen remarked.  “We already know there are 

ships in the Orion fleet that can employ transporter beams even through shields.  Or the party in question could have 



donned an environmental suit and exited out an airlock.  No ships in the sector are supposed to be moving, but that 

doesn’t mean something small hasn’t gotten past our sensors.” 

 “The main security office maintains a list of known members of the Orion Syndicate and other wanted 

persons,” McIntyre offered.  “Maybe a comparison might help us determine who exactly we are looking for?” 

 “I agree with Mack,” Raiajh said.  “The thermal readings are consistent with a Rigellian Vulcanoid, and the 

Syndicate is known to employ many of them.  It would make sense, since only minimal changes would be needed to 

alter his appearance.  It’s the best place to start.  Meanwhile, I’ll have B’Elanna look for any anomalous readings 

that might indicate an unauthorized transporter or opening of an airlock on the base.” 

 

* * * 

 

 Back in the infirmary, the situation was back under control.  With the exception of Praetor Talik, whose 

condition was continuing to deteriorate, everyone injured in the bombing had been cared for and discharged and the 

emergency forcefields isolating the area deactivated.  As the afternoon watch shifted to evening, a still-pregnant and 

still uncomfortable Marie Quintero had finally been able to collect young Thaddeus Spaak from sickbay.  Quintero 

had been tasked with watching over the child of Commander Spaak and her sister-wife, Lady Val, due to the fact the 

Pariah was still outside spacedock waiting for the station quarantine to be lifted so ships could dock once again. 

 “How is he?” Quintero asked Dr. Xaran. 

 “Thaddeus is fine, Marie,” Xaran replied.  “But I was wondering if you could leave him here for a little 

longer.  I’ll return him to your quarters when I’m done with rounds.  Having him here appears to be comforting for 

T’Mera.” 

 Quintero looked over at the two children and watched them interacting for a moment before saying, “His 

siblings Hans and Valerie tease him mercilessly about T’Mera, telling him that one day they are going to get 

married.  Looking at the two of them, it reminds me a little of you and the Admiral.” 

 “What do you mean?” Xaran asked. 

 “Even I have seen that Thaddeus would go to the ends of the universe to see that T’Mera is safe; even more 

so than he would for his own sisters.  When I see him looking at T’Mera, the same gleam is in his eyes as when you 

look at the Admiral, or when Hans looks at Lady Val and sometimes me.  The Admiral once told me that the bond 

between the two of you began with a look across a crowded room and a feeling.” 

 “Not a feeling, exactly,” Xaran corrected.  “Our minds reached out to one another at that moment.  But 

what you’re saying makes sense.  It would explain why Thaddeus can soothe T’Mera in a way her parents cannot.  

However, as much as I would like to keep Thaddeus here until T’Mera can go home, it is unwise.” 

 “I agree,” said Quintero.  “What do you suggest?” 

 “A visiting Vulcan doctor was observing the two earlier today and had a suggestion that I have to say 

makes sense now that I’ve spoken with you.  Contact the Pariah with Ashari present.  Although T’Mera is a bit 

young, a formal bonding with Thaddeus Spaak might be what is needed to stabilize her.” 

 “I’ll have to get with Ashari and explain it to her before contacting the Pariah.  I want you in on that as 

well.” 

 “Will 1900 be enough time?” Xaran asked. 

 “It will,” Quintero replied. 

 

* * * 

 

 Finding a Rigellian in the midst of Vulcans and Romulans was proving more difficult than Harkonnen 

originally thought.  He and Commander Cameron had been at the task for just over twenty-four hours when the 

feminine voice of the computer finally interrupted them. 

 “Match found.  Probability of match: eighty-six percent.” 

 The computer displayed a photo of a known Orion-Syndicate member named Nirath.  The Vulcanoid 

Rigellian had the same height and facial structure as Silek, the visiting doctor that has been discovered unconscious 



in the botanical section.  According to the station logs, Nirath left the station two weeks prior, around the same time 

most of those attending the medical conference began to arrive aboard the base.  Yet a cross check with security 

monitors found the man in question still aboard the base near Hobo’s, the station’s less than reputable bar located in 

the lower areas.  

 “Are there any personnel in that area that can monitor him?” Cameron asked. 

 “Not likely,” Harkonnen stated in his Russian accent.  “Starfleet personnel know to stay away, although 

some do go there when they are off-duty.  There is, however, a room nearby that we keep empty in case we need to 

beam security teams into the area unseen and on short notice.  It’s hidden behind a holographic projection of a 

bulkhead with a magnetically-sealed door that can only be opened from the inside.  Once we have him in there we 

can transport him directly to a holding cell.” 

 “Very good,” Cameron said.  “I can work with that.” 

 Harkonnen tapped his combadge and said, “Harkonnen to security.  Commander Petersen, have security 

detail Three report to the nearest transporter room.  Colonel McIntyre, likewise for Marine security squad Bravo.  

Prepare to beam to designated area Thirteen.  Harkonnen, out.” 

 As both Petersen and McIntyre acknowledged the order, both Harkonnen and Cameron moved toward the 

transporter in Ops, where Pearson stood-by to engage the transport. 

 “Designated area Thirteen,” Harkonnen stated as he stepped onto the transporter pad with Cameron, turning 

around and adding, “Kitty Cat.” 

 Pearson dismissed her husband’s lack of protocol and simply said, “Good hunting.”  She then activated the 

transporter, and the two men beamed away. 

 

* * * 

 

 Quintero and Ashari Pel were in Quintero’s quarters on the station with Dr. Xaran.  The Assistant Chief of 

Operations listened to what the doctor had to say regarding her daughter, T’Mera. 

  “I don’t know,” Pel said after Xaran proposed the solution he was considering to T’Mera’s issue.  “Topuc 

and I have discussed the idea of bonding T’Mera in accordance with Vulcan tradition and decided against it.  We 

want T’Mera to be able to make her own choice.  The reason why she is close to Thaddeus is because he spends a lot 

of time with her.  And besides she is just over a year old.  Even Vulcans don’t perform a bonding ritual until the 

children in question turn seven.” 

 “I agree that she is young,” Xaran concurred.  “But from what Marie has observed, a bond may already 

have begun to form on its own.  And you can always remind them when they are older that they are not required to 

honor that bond.” 

 “Ashari,” Quintero added.  “Hans, Lady Val, and I already consider you and Puck family.  This will only 

strengthen that relationship.  Let’s talk to them and explain the situation.  If I know them, they will agree with this 

too.  I know that neither Hans nor Puck wishes to see harm come to T’Mera.” 

 “I suppose talking to them about it won’t hurt,” Pel remarked before finally nodding her head.  Quintero 

moved toward the computer monitor on the desk in her quarters and activated a hailing frequency to the Pariah.  

Almost immediately, the face of the vessel’s first mate appeared. 

 “Marie,” Topuc greeted cordially.  Then he noticed his wife in the background with Dr. Xaran standing 

next to her.  “Ashari?  Is something wrong?  Has something happened to T’Mera?!” 

 “No, Puck, nothing bad has happened,” Pel replied as she moved closer to the monitor.  “But something has 

come up that I need to talk to you, Commander Spaak, and Lady Val about.  Something… important.” 

 “Let me go get them,” Topuc replied.  A moment later, the monitor reactivated, and all three were present 

in the image.  All six discussed T’Mera’s situation and the possible solution proposed by the visiting Vulcan doctor, 

and in spite of Pel’s earlier reservation, the two families readily agreed to the bonding in hopes it will stabilize the 

young girl. 

 

* * * 



 That night, as Xaran was back in his quarters explaining to Val’ri Raiajh what was going to be done to help 

T’Mera, a frantic call came through on the CMO’s combadge. 

 “T’Pania to Doctor Xaran!” 

 “What is it, T’Pania?” Xaran asked after activating his combadge. 

 “Doctor, we need you in Infirmary One immediately!  It’s Praetor Talik!” 

 “What is it??” Xaran asked as he grabbed his medical coat and rushed out the door of his quarters, Raiajh 

following close behind.  “Has his condition worsened?” 

 “No… it’s…  I’m afraid I cannot explain it, Doctor,” T’Pannia replied, sounding as confused as Xaran had 

ever heard the Vulcan physician. 

 Moments later, Xaran and Raiajh entered Infirmary One.  A crowd had gathered in the area around the bio-

crib where T’Mera was located.  The sound of the child crying could be heard, and Raiajh could see the legs and feet 

of someone lying on the deck beside the crib. 

 “Let me through!” Xaran exclaimed as he pushed through the crowd of nurses and orderlies.  “Let me…!” 

 Xaran came to a halt as he realized the person now sitting up on the deck was Talik.  The Romulan looked 

at Xaran with an expression of curiosity as T’Pania – kneeling next to the Praetor – scanned him with a tricorder, a 

look of disbelief on her face. 

 “What happened here?” Xaran demanded to know. 

 “A miracle, apparently,” T’Pania replied, showing Xaran the readout of her tricorder.  “Praetor Talik is 

recovered.  His wounds are nearly all healed.” 

 “But… that’s impossible!” Xaran remarked.  “He just underwent major surgery less than twelve hours 

ago!”  He then moved around Talik, saying, “May I, Praetor?” 

 “Of course, Doctor,” Talik replied. 

 Xaran opened the back of the surgical gown Talik was wearing, expecting to see his entire back covered in 

cauterized wounds from the removal of the shrapnel that had been embedded there following the explosion.  Instead, 

there were only small, nearly invisible scars.  Xaran consulted the tricorder again, which showed normal indications 

for a Romulan man of over a hundred years of age.  Xaran was speechless. 

 “How…?” 

 “I’m not quite sure myself, Doctor,” Talik replied, accepting the offer of several hands to get him back to 

his feet.  “I awoke in your intensive care unit with a very strong urge.” 

 “What kind of urge?” Admiral Raiajh asked. 

 Talik looked at the still crying child in the crib next to him and said, “To touch this child.  I admit, it was a 

struggle to get out of the bed in which I was laying and walk out here, but something in me made it impossible to 

resist.” 

 “I noticed the Praetor just before he reached T’Mera’s bed,” T’Pania said.  “Before I could call for help to 

get him back to the ICU, he reached out and touched T’Mera’s head.  A moment later, both of them started to glow.  

That was when I called you, Doctor.  Several seconds later, the Praetor collapsed to the deck.” 

 Xaran turned the tricorder on T’Mera, noting her fever had returned and her readings were once again 

conflicting. 

 “The quantum fluctuations in her cells have increased again,” he announced.  He then turned to his wife 

and said, “Contact the Pariah and Ashari.  We need to get Thaddeus in here now!” 

 “I’m on it,” Raiajh replied as she rushed toward her husband’s office. 

 

* * * 

 

 Harkonnen, Cameron, and the security teams waited until it was after hours in the Staggering Hobo’s 

Hideaway, maintaining watch on the Rigillian Nirath to make sure he did not leave before they were ready to spring 

the trap that had been laid for him.  Once the majority of the patrons – enjoying the stupor that genuine Ferengi 

synthehol produced – had staggered home toward their own quarters, the security team emerged from their hiding 

place and took positions in each corner of the darkened room while Cameron quietly stepped up to Nirath. 



 “I’ll have one more of the genuine Earth stock,” the Rigillian said, holding up his empty whiskey glass and 

not looking up at the man next to him but simply assuming he was the bar’s waiter.  “After all, I have enough extra 

credits to spend tonight for the good stuff.” 

 “Are you really sure you need another drink, ‘Doctor’?” Cameron asked, prompting the assassin to finally 

look up.  When he realized it was the head of Presidential security standing next to him, he tried to bolt in the 

opposite direction, only to run into the broad chest of Konstantin Harkonnen. 

 “I hope you enjoyed your evening,” Harkonnen remarked as several of Petersen’s officers moved forward 

to cuff the Rigillian.  “I’m afraid where you’re going, there won’t be too much of the ‘good stuff’ to enjoy for the 

next few decades.” 

 “You can’t do this to me!” Nirath protested.  “I have done nothing wrong!  You can’t prove anything!  

There is nothing connecting me to the death of the Romulan Praetor!” 

 “Who said anything about the Praetor being killed?  Sounds like someone has a guilty conscience.” 

 Harkonnen and Cameron exchanged smug smiles as they watched Nirath being removed to the ‘safe room,’ 

while the few remaining patrons of the Hobo merely giggled at the sight. 

 

* * * 

 

Chief Medical Officer’s Log 

Stardate 67241.7 

Doctor Sylvan Xaran recording: 

With Nirath in custody and handed over to the Romulans for prosecution, 

evidence collected from among his personal belongings revealed that the Praetor 

was indeed the intended target.  And following Talik’s miraculous recovery, life 

on the station is beginning to return to normal. 

I’m still unsure what occurred between Talik and T’Mera that saved the Romulan 

Praetor’s life, and can only surmise it has something to do with T’Mera being a 

child of two separate quantum realities that somehow healed Talik.  Perhaps 

Hans Spaak may be able to offer some hypothesis based on his knowledge of his 

original reality? 

Meanwhile, with Talik healed and feeling better than he has since the destruction 

of Romulus, he and President Bacco completed their negotiations and signed a 

treaty that officially opens the border between the UFP and the Romulan Empire, 

allowing open trade for the first time since the NX-01 encountered a mysterious 

vessel in the area that for centuries was to become the Neutral Zone.  The 

President’s and Praetor’s ships have now departed the station, and normal 

traffic to and from the Typhon Sector has resumed, though it will take a few days 

to get through the backlog of ships that were stuck waiting during the docking 

quarantine. 

 Meanwhile, in the infirmary, T’Mera has stabilized following her unorthodox 

treatment. 
 

 

 Dr. Xaran finished his log entry, then stepped out from behind his desk and out into the main ward. 

 The main infirmary was relatively empty, in spite of all the injuries that had occurred during the 

assassination attempt on the Praetor.  Xaran was thankful the majority of the injuries had been minor and that his 

competent staff had been able to handle them all quickly and easily.  He stepped over to Nurse h’Ryea, who had just 

checked into duty, sitting behind the desk of the nurse’s station. 

 “Any word on T’Mera?” he asked. 

 “I was told Lieutenant Pel and Topuc picked her up about an hour ago, Doctor,” the Andorian woman 

replied.  “Even though Thaddeus Spaak is back aboard the Pariah, T’Mera’s readings remained stable all night 



following the bonding ritual.  Her fever had broken, and even the quantum fluctuation in her cells appeared to have 

dissipated.  Congratulations, Doctor.” 

 “Truthfully, it was little I did that helped her,” Xaran admitted.  “I suppose time will be the judge if the 

crisis has been totally averted or is just in remission.” 

 “I must admit, I was surprised a little boy like Thaddeus would agree to be bonded,” h’Ryea remarked.  

“He’s only… what?  Five years old?” 

 “I don’t think he fully appreciates the ramifications that normally accompany a bonding ritual, Nurse,” 

Xaran replied.  “To most, especially among Betazoids, bonding equates to a betrothal of marriage.  Thaddeus took 

his bonding as a promise to protect T’Mera from harm and to be her best friend.  Perhaps that is all they really need?  

Whether anything more comes of it…?  I guess only time will tell.” 

 

The End 

 


