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SAVIOR

	
  



	
  

	
  

	
   "We	
  may	
  encounter	
  many	
  defeats,	
  but	
  we	
  must	
  not	
  

be	
  defeated."	
  

	
  

Esmay	
  quoted	
  the	
  embossed	
  text	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  her,	
  the	
  

quartet	
  of	
  golden	
  pips	
  shining	
  atop	
  her	
  crimson	
  collar.	
  She	
  

held	
  the	
  dedication	
  plaque	
  in	
  place	
  as	
  the	
  adjacent	
  

commander	
  fused	
  the	
  metals	
  together;	
  giving	
  the	
  slate	
  it's	
  

final	
  residence.	
  

	
  

Esmay	
  smiled	
  from	
  ear	
  to	
  ear,	
  a	
  slightly	
  variant	
  

expression	
  in	
  this	
  context,	
  as	
  her	
  lobe-‐less	
  ears	
  fork	
  into	
  two	
  

protruding	
  points,	
  and	
  patted	
  the	
  Betazoid	
  firmly	
  on	
  the	
  

shoulder.	
  "Atani,	
  I	
  believe	
  your	
  work	
  here	
  is	
  done.	
  I'll	
  accept	
  

your	
  resignation	
  now;	
  we	
  won't	
  be	
  needing	
  your	
  efforts	
  

anymore,"	
  she	
  joked,	
  squeezing	
  his	
  shoulder	
  as	
  he	
  snickered.	
  

	
  

"With	
  your	
  approval,	
  ma'am,	
  I'd	
  like	
  to	
  retain	
  my	
  

position	
  as	
  chief	
  engineer,	
  for	
  the	
  time	
  being.	
  I	
  kind	
  of	
  like	
  

the	
  ship,	
  though	
  I've	
  kind	
  of	
  become	
  tired	
  of	
  it	
  after	
  the	
  past	
  

nine	
  months	
  of	
  construction...	
  Module	
  by	
  module...	
  Bulkhead	
  

by	
  bulkhead,"	
  he	
  retorted	
  in	
  banter.	
  	
  

	
  

The	
  telepath	
  placed	
  his	
  hands	
  on	
  his	
  hips	
  and	
  

examined	
  the	
  bridge	
  once	
  again	
  before	
  he	
  signaled	
  the	
  

turbolift	
  doors	
  ajar.	
  Esmay	
  remained	
  in	
  her	
  position,	
  

skimming	
  over	
  the	
  text	
  laden	
  on	
  the	
  bronze	
  plate.	
  	
  

	
  

"Captain,	
  are	
  you	
  coming?"	
  

	
  

She	
  nodded,	
  running	
  her	
  fingers	
  slowly	
  over	
  the	
  

metal	
  before	
  entering	
  the	
  lift.	
  

	
  

Still	
  glimmering	
  in	
  the	
  dull	
  glow	
  of	
  the	
  powered	
  

stations	
  were	
  the	
  words,	
  "U.S.S.	
  Ceres."	
  

	
  

	
   CHAPTER

	
   	
   1

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

Admiral	
  th'Kivan	
  stepped	
  firmly	
  against	
  the	
  lavender	
  

	
  



floor	
  plating,	
  exiting	
  the	
  transporter	
  room	
  and	
  venturing	
  

into	
  the	
  corridors	
  of	
  Deck	
  11.	
  He	
  sidestepped	
  almost	
  slyly	
  

through	
  the	
  hoards	
  of	
  angst	
  engineers	
  as	
  they	
  perfected	
  

every	
  seemingly	
  minute	
  detail	
  of	
  the	
  ship's	
  interior.	
  He	
  

muttered	
  softly	
  while	
  snaking	
  through	
  the	
  permeated	
  halls,	
  

"These	
  yard	
  engineers...	
  They	
  never	
  learn."	
  

	
  

As	
  the	
  golden-‐trimmed	
  man	
  entered	
  the	
  carriage,	
  

crossing	
  his	
  arms	
  as	
  the	
  doors	
  began	
  to	
  retract	
  in	
  unison	
  

with	
  his	
  cerulean	
  eyelids,	
  he	
  heard	
  charging	
  footsteps.	
  The	
  

Andorian	
  gasped	
  as	
  the	
  crate	
  of	
  materials	
  flew	
  towards	
  his	
  

chest	
  while	
  its	
  previous	
  cargo	
  askew	
  on	
  the	
  floor.	
  Appearing	
  

through	
  the	
  now	
  closed	
  door	
  was	
  a	
  petite	
  woman	
  in	
  

engineering	
  gold,	
  outstretched	
  over	
  the	
  items	
  she	
  was	
  

previously	
  carrying.	
  	
  

	
  

She	
  held	
  her	
  hand	
  over	
  her	
  ridged	
  nose,	
  massaging	
  

the	
  area	
  of	
  her	
  face	
  that	
  had	
  been	
  tossed	
  to	
  the	
  floor.	
  The	
  

irritation	
  of	
  her	
  nasal	
  bridge	
  camouflaged	
  in	
  the	
  bright	
  

shade	
  of	
  crimson	
  her	
  face	
  bore.	
  Eyes	
  watering,	
  she	
  called	
  up,	
  

"Sorry!"	
  

	
  

th'Kivan	
  immediately	
  bent	
  over	
  and	
  assisted	
  the	
  

Bajoran	
  in	
  organizing	
  the	
  mound	
  of	
  supplies.	
  "By	
  the	
  

Prophets,	
  I'm	
  such	
  an	
  idiot.	
  I	
  just	
  threw	
  a	
  crate	
  of	
  isolinear	
  

chips	
  at	
  a	
  four-‐star	
  admiral."	
  After	
  this	
  was	
  a	
  jumble	
  of	
  

extraneous	
  "sorry"s	
  and	
  other	
  apologetic	
  facial	
  expressions	
  

before	
  she	
  straightened	
  her	
  posture	
  and	
  stood	
  at	
  attention.	
  

	
  

"It's	
  quite	
  alright.	
  I	
  was	
  cargo	
  specialist	
  back	
  when	
  I	
  

was	
  a-‐"	
  he	
  paused	
  to	
  check	
  her	
  rank,	
  "lieutenant.	
  Just	
  a	
  pip	
  

away	
  from	
  yourself.”	
  He	
  turned.	
  “Bridge."	
  

	
  

"I'm	
  actually	
  not	
  the	
  loadmaster,	
  sir,"	
  she	
  explained	
  

as	
  the	
  lift	
  jolted	
  up.	
  “I'm	
  chief	
  of	
  operations;	
  I'm	
  just	
  acting	
  as	
  

the	
  captain's	
  yeoman	
  before	
  the	
  permanent	
  one	
  comes	
  on	
  

board.	
  Completely	
  voluntary,	
  of	
  course."	
  



	
  

Arms	
  shaking	
  under	
  the	
  weight	
  of	
  her	
  supplies,	
  

th'Kivan	
  halved	
  the	
  pile	
  with	
  her.	
  She	
  let	
  out	
  a	
  hand,	
  baring	
  

the	
  supplies	
  against	
  her	
  chest	
  to	
  balance.	
  "I'm	
  Lieutenant	
  

Junior	
  Grade	
  Joras	
  Ana."	
  

	
  

"Greetings,	
  Lieutenant.	
  And,	
  please,	
  at	
  ease	
  before	
  

you	
  break	
  something,"	
  he	
  gave	
  an	
  encouraging	
  smile,	
  

shaking	
  her	
  outstretched	
  hand.	
  "I	
  like	
  you,	
  Ana.	
  May	
  I	
  call	
  

you	
  that?"	
  

	
  

Although	
  her	
  previous	
  blush	
  had	
  seceded,	
  there	
  was	
  

no	
  stopping	
  this	
  one.	
  "Thank	
  you,	
  Admiral.	
  Yes	
  you	
  may."	
  

	
  

There	
  was	
  no	
  sense	
  in	
  stating	
  his	
  name;	
  everybody	
  in	
  

the	
  fleet	
  knew	
  the	
  name	
  of	
  the	
  head	
  of	
  the	
  Starfleet	
  

Engineering	
  Corps.	
  Torval	
  was	
  widely	
  known	
  even	
  when	
  he	
  

was	
  a	
  commander.	
  His	
  upgrades	
  to	
  the	
  basic	
  model	
  of	
  warp	
  

cores	
  paved	
  the	
  path	
  to	
  captaincy,	
  where	
  he	
  soon	
  created	
  

the	
  type	
  9	
  drive	
  that	
  kicked	
  him	
  up	
  to	
  Admiral.	
  He	
  rose	
  the	
  

ranks	
  quickly	
  and	
  aged	
  beautifully.	
  

	
  

"You're	
  not	
  afraid	
  to	
  say	
  what	
  you're	
  thinking.	
  I	
  like	
  

that	
  in	
  my	
  officers."	
  

	
  

"I	
  appreciate	
  that,	
  sir."	
  

	
  

"I	
  guess	
  the	
  Maqui	
  did	
  that	
  for	
  you...	
  You're	
  quite	
  

popular	
  as	
  well."	
  

	
  

At	
  a	
  loss	
  for	
  words,	
  Joras	
  hung	
  her	
  jaw	
  low.	
  She	
  didn't	
  

think	
  that	
  was	
  a	
  well-‐known	
  fact.	
  

	
  

"Relax,	
  Lieutenant.	
  Histories	
  can	
  be	
  a	
  great	
  part	
  of	
  

us,”	
  he	
  paused,	
  checking	
  the	
  increasing	
  deck	
  number	
  being	
  

displayed	
  on	
  the	
  wall	
  of	
  the	
  lift,	
  “but	
  only	
  if	
  we	
  choose	
  to	
  

embrace	
  them."	
  

	
  

It	
  wasn’t	
  a	
  wink	
  per	
  say,	
  but	
  the	
  look	
  in	
  his	
  blue	
  eyes	
  

felt	
  like	
  a	
  sweet	
  insinuation.	
  The	
  turbolift	
  halted	
  and	
  the	
  

Andorian	
  placed	
  the	
  remaining	
  cargo	
  in	
  her	
  full	
  arms,	
  and	
  

then	
  disappeared	
  onto	
  the	
  bridge.	
  Ana	
  lingered	
  behind	
  the	
  



closed	
  doors	
  to	
  recuperate	
  from	
  the	
  embarrassingly	
  

awkward	
  conversation	
  she	
  had	
  with	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  most	
  known	
  

officers	
  in	
  the	
  fleet.	
  	
  

	
  

How	
  had	
  he	
  recognized	
  her	
  face	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  many	
  

Bajorans	
  who	
  were	
  absorbed	
  into	
  Starfleet?	
  	
  

	
  

She	
  looked	
  at	
  the	
  silver	
  retractable	
  doors	
  one	
  last	
  

time	
  before	
  stepping	
  forward,	
  causing	
  them	
  to	
  pivot	
  into	
  the	
  

shaft	
  and	
  allowing	
  her	
  exit.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  time	
  to	
  dwell.	
  

	
  

Exiting	
  the	
  carriage,	
  she	
  waved	
  two	
  fingers	
  to	
  the	
  

throng	
  of	
  officers	
  nit-‐picking	
  the	
  bridge	
  consoles;	
  Ana	
  

could've	
  sworn	
  she	
  heard	
  one	
  ponder	
  in	
  a	
  voice	
  of	
  self	
  pity,	
  

"Operating	
  at	
  ninety-‐nine	
  point	
  seventy-‐three	
  percent?"	
  

	
  	
  

Casually,	
  moving	
  towards	
  the	
  ready	
  room	
  doors,	
  

Lieutenant	
  Joras	
  looked	
  around	
  to	
  find	
  the	
  Admiral,	
  

however,	
  he	
  was	
  no	
  where	
  in	
  sight.	
  That	
  meant	
  one	
  thing;	
  he	
  

was	
  in	
  the	
  ready	
  room.	
  

	
  

Now	
  he	
  would	
  think	
  she	
  was	
  following	
  him.	
  However	
  

she	
  did	
  tell	
  him	
  she	
  was	
  the	
  acting	
  yeoman.	
  Maybe	
  he	
  

expected	
  her	
  to	
  come	
  into	
  the	
  ready	
  room	
  so	
  he	
  could	
  

discuss	
  her	
  record	
  with	
  Raya?	
  “By	
  the	
  Prophets,”	
  she	
  

muttered,	
  blowing	
  a	
  piece	
  of	
  stray	
  hair	
  away	
  from	
  her	
  face,	
  

“Why	
  do	
  I	
  do	
  this	
  to	
  myself?”	
  She	
  scrambled	
  to	
  the	
  doors,	
  

pressing	
  the	
  bell	
  with	
  her	
  elbow.	
  	
  

	
  

Ana	
  heard	
  two	
  voices	
  simultaneously	
  allow	
  her	
  

entrance.	
  She	
  cleared	
  her	
  throat	
  and	
  proceeded	
  into	
  the	
  

office.	
  

	
  

Raya	
  sat	
  upon	
  her	
  chair	
  as	
  if	
  it	
  were	
  padded	
  with	
  

Dennarite	
  down	
  feathers.	
  Her	
  posture	
  appeared	
  regal;	
  her	
  

legs	
  crossed	
  elegantly,	
  and	
  her	
  black	
  hair	
  pulled	
  tight	
  into	
  a	
  

disappearing	
  bun.	
  However,	
  while	
  th’Kivan	
  kept	
  his	
  

professionalism,	
  he	
  was	
  slumped	
  and	
  laid	
  back	
  in	
  the	
  ready	
  

room’s	
  luxurious	
  daybed	
  that	
  lined	
  the	
  windows	
  gaping	
  into	
  



the	
  cosmos.	
  Or	
  the	
  starbase	
  hull	
  if	
  you	
  wanted	
  to	
  be	
  

technical.	
  

	
  

“Lieutenant,	
  is	
  this	
  the	
  rest	
  of	
  the	
  items	
  from	
  

engineering?”	
  the	
  Captain	
  questioned.	
  

	
  

“Yes,	
  ma’am.”	
  

	
  

It	
  was	
  strange	
  to	
  see	
  from	
  her	
  naturally	
  elfish	
  face,	
  

but	
  she	
  chuckled.	
  Esmay	
  Raya	
  chuckled.	
  Then	
  she	
  tilted	
  her	
  

head	
  and	
  smiled,	
  a	
  very	
  thin,	
  radiant	
  smile,	
  before	
  speaking,	
  

“Just	
  because	
  you’re	
  in	
  the	
  company	
  of	
  an	
  admiral	
  and	
  your	
  

captain	
  doesn’t	
  mean	
  you	
  can	
  lose	
  your	
  personality.”	
  

	
  

Lieutenant	
  Joras	
  Ana,	
  Chief	
  of	
  Operations	
  of	
  the	
  Luna-‐

class	
  starship	
  U.S.S.	
  Ceres,	
  was	
  truly	
  shocked	
  for	
  the	
  first	
  

time	
  in	
  a	
  while.	
  She	
  hadn’t	
  known	
  Raya	
  long,	
  but	
  whenever	
  

they	
  had	
  conversations	
  around	
  the	
  starship,	
  it	
  was	
  always	
  in	
  

the	
  company	
  of	
  other	
  officers,	
  all	
  performing	
  tasks	
  to	
  get	
  the	
  

collective	
  job	
  completed.	
  Esmay	
  didn’t	
  smile,	
  Esmay	
  didn’t	
  

“cut	
  up”	
  with	
  lieutenants.	
  	
  

	
  

However,	
  she	
  immediately	
  held	
  up	
  a	
  manicured	
  hand	
  

and	
  spoke	
  before	
  Ana	
  embarrassed	
  herself.	
  “It’s	
  okay,	
  Ana.	
  

I’m	
  not	
  as…	
  Stiff	
  as	
  I	
  appear	
  to	
  be	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  my	
  crew.”	
  

	
  

th’Kivan	
  yawned	
  and	
  covered	
  his	
  azure	
  face	
  as	
  the	
  

captain	
  turned	
  away	
  from	
  the	
  unnaturally	
  surprised	
  

Bajoran.	
  	
  

	
  

“Forgive	
  me,	
  Admiral,	
  but	
  you	
  seem	
  exhausted.	
  

Would	
  you	
  like	
  to	
  head	
  back	
  to	
  the	
  station?	
  We	
  can	
  discuss	
  

dinner	
  another	
  time.”	
  

	
  

“Good,”	
  Joras	
  thought,	
  “They	
  weren’t	
  talking	
  about	
  

me.”	
  

	
  

The	
  Andorian	
  outstretched	
  his	
  antennae,	
  his	
  native	
  

way	
  of	
  gesturing	
  “yes,”	
  and	
  stood	
  from	
  the	
  maroon	
  duvet.	
  



	
  

The	
  Captain	
  locked	
  her	
  jade	
  eyes	
  with	
  Joras	
  and	
  

spoke	
  clearly,	
  “A	
  Captain	
  should	
  always	
  keep	
  her	
  crew	
  in	
  

check.	
  Just	
  as	
  long	
  as	
  they	
  don’t	
  fear	
  her.”	
  

	
  

“Yes,	
  ma’am.”	
  

	
  

Ana	
  mentally	
  slapped	
  herself	
  in	
  the	
  face	
  as	
  th’Kivan	
  

smiled	
  at	
  her	
  and	
  the	
  Captain.	
  	
  

“I	
  mean…Yes,	
  Captain,	
  I	
  have	
  the	
  things	
  you	
  wanted.”	
  

	
  

“Goodbye,	
  ladies,	
  I	
  hope	
  to	
  see	
  you	
  soon.”	
  He	
  exited	
  

the	
  room	
  with	
  no	
  further	
  words.	
  

	
  

“Thank	
  you,	
  Lieutenant,”	
  she	
  smiled,	
  reaching	
  for	
  the	
  

bin	
  of	
  padds	
  and	
  selecting	
  one	
  with	
  a	
  specific	
  number	
  on	
  its	
  

back	
  plate.	
  

	
  

“My	
  pleasure,”	
  she	
  assured,	
  following	
  the	
  mysterious	
  

woman	
  out	
  of	
  her	
  office.	
  

	
  

In	
  the	
  few	
  minutes	
  they	
  had	
  chatted,	
  it	
  seemed	
  only	
  

half	
  of	
  the	
  previous	
  yard	
  crew	
  was	
  checked	
  out	
  and	
  back	
  on	
  

the	
  station.	
  Some	
  still	
  tapped	
  at	
  the	
  panels	
  expecting	
  

something	
  to	
  be	
  out	
  of	
  order,	
  but	
  sighed	
  as	
  their	
  work	
  was	
  

perfect.	
  Strange	
  people,	
  they	
  were.	
  

	
  

Joras	
  watched	
  as	
  the	
  Captain	
  exchanged	
  soft	
  

pleasantries	
  with	
  the	
  engineers,	
  sitting	
  at	
  her	
  command	
  

chair	
  while	
  skimming	
  over	
  the	
  padd	
  she	
  had	
  just	
  received	
  as	
  

she	
  excused	
  the	
  crewman	
  at	
  her	
  station.	
  She	
  needed	
  a	
  feel	
  of	
  

this	
  station	
  if	
  she	
  wanted	
  to	
  stay	
  for	
  a	
  while.	
  

	
  

It	
  was	
  a	
  station	
  at	
  which	
  you	
  sat,	
  a	
  panel	
  acting	
  as	
  a	
  

desk	
  that	
  wrapped	
  around	
  your	
  left	
  arm,	
  pointing	
  to	
  the	
  

opposite	
  side	
  of	
  the	
  bridge,	
  where	
  an	
  identical,	
  mirrored,	
  

science	
  console	
  was	
  found.	
  From	
  her	
  position,	
  she	
  had	
  no	
  

view	
  of	
  the	
  three	
  chairs	
  in	
  the	
  center	
  of	
  the	
  bridge.	
  She	
  

wasn’t	
  sure	
  who	
  would	
  use	
  the	
  third,	
  but	
  whoever	
  did	
  

shared	
  her	
  perfect	
  visibility	
  of	
  the	
  viewscreen,	
  which	
  was	
  



currently	
  powered	
  off.	
  She	
  could	
  however	
  see	
  the	
  helm	
  

station,	
  located	
  front	
  and	
  center.	
  

	
  

One	
  by	
  one,	
  they	
  picked	
  off,	
  finalizing	
  the	
  brain	
  of	
  the	
  

starship	
  with	
  precision	
  and	
  care.	
  It	
  left	
  Joras	
  and	
  Raya	
  alone	
  

with	
  their	
  fellow	
  crewman	
  who	
  had	
  taken	
  an	
  early	
  shift	
  and	
  

checked	
  out	
  their	
  stations.	
  They	
  all	
  worked	
  without	
  sync,	
  as	
  

it	
  wasn’t	
  necessary	
  if	
  they	
  weren’t	
  actually	
  executing	
  

commands.	
  	
  

	
  

A	
  chirp	
  from	
  the	
  Captain’s	
  combadge	
  was	
  followed	
  by	
  

the	
  monotonous	
  greeting,	
  “Vaurik	
  to	
  Captain	
  Raya.”	
  

	
  

“Yes,	
  Commander?”	
  

	
  

“May	
  I	
  speak	
  with	
  you	
  in	
  Sickbay?”	
  

	
  

“On	
  my	
  way.”	
  

	
  

She	
  motioned	
  for	
  Joras	
  to	
  follow	
  her	
  and	
  stood	
  from	
  

her	
  throne.	
  The	
  Bajoran	
  stepped	
  from	
  the	
  highest	
  level	
  of	
  

the	
  bridge	
  through	
  the	
  steps	
  to	
  her	
  captain,	
  on	
  the	
  lowest	
  

level,	
  who	
  was	
  already	
  walking	
  up	
  two	
  stairs	
  and	
  towards	
  

turbolift	
  1.	
  

Her	
  face	
  was	
  now	
  what	
  Joras	
  was	
  used	
  to,	
  flat;	
  sleek.	
  

Entering	
  the	
  carriage,	
  the	
  Lieutenant	
  asked	
  her	
  

C.O.,”What	
  do	
  you	
  think	
  he	
  wants?”	
  

She	
  responded	
  quickly,	
  “Knowing	
  Vaurik,	
  probably	
  

something	
  insignificant	
  that	
  was	
  bothering	
  him.”	
  

	
  

Joras	
  smiled	
  slightly,	
  not	
  knowing	
  if	
  the	
  woman	
  in	
  red	
  

was	
  joking	
  or	
  not.	
  

	
  

It	
  was	
  a	
  short	
  ride	
  to	
  deck	
  5.	
  

	
  

This	
  corridor	
  was	
  scattered	
  with	
  the	
  few	
  scarce	
  

workers,	
  but	
  they	
  appeared	
  to	
  be	
  finishing	
  up,	
  yet	
  they	
  

carried	
  on	
  conversations	
  with	
  officers	
  many	
  bulkheads	
  

away.	
  It	
  was	
  quite	
  noisy,	
  nevertheless,	
  Raya	
  decided	
  to	
  let	
  

them	
  work	
  in	
  their	
  fashion.	
  The	
  duo	
  walked	
  in	
  synchronous	
  

time	
  through	
  the	
  deck,	
  passing	
  the	
  shining,	
  lavender	
  walls	
  



with	
  silver-‐plating,	
  until	
  they	
  saw	
  the	
  distinguished	
  glass	
  

door	
  of	
  the	
  medical	
  bay.	
  Adorned	
  on	
  its	
  surface	
  was	
  the	
  staff	
  

of	
  Hermes	
  and	
  italicized	
  print	
  reading,	
  Commander Vaurik {Chief of

Medicine.}

It	
  was	
  as	
  if	
  the	
  two	
  females	
  had	
  stepped	
  into	
  a	
  library	
  

as	
  the	
  slates	
  of	
  semi-‐transparent	
  glass	
  retracted.	
  The	
  clinic	
  

was	
  full	
  of	
  diligent	
  workers,	
  yet	
  it	
  was	
  eerily	
  silent,	
  as	
  if	
  the	
  

volume	
  had	
  been	
  muted	
  on	
  a	
  holonovel.	
  Engineers	
  hurriedly	
  

carried	
  equipment	
  across	
  the	
  spacious	
  room,	
  frantically	
  

transferring	
  misplaced	
  objects	
  into	
  the	
  conjoining	
  medical	
  

lab.	
  

In	
  the	
  center	
  of	
  the	
  chaos,	
  was	
  Vaurik,	
  orchestrating	
  

the	
  dissonance	
  of	
  the	
  completion	
  with	
  the	
  signature	
  Vulcan	
  

facade	
  of	
  hidden	
  satisfaction.	
  Raya	
  smirked.	
  

“Doctor,”	
  the	
  Captain	
  spoke,	
  Joras	
  still	
  

unprofessionally	
  gaping	
  at	
  the	
  scared	
  faces	
  of	
  the	
  workers,	
  

“You	
  asked	
  for	
  me?”	
  

Vaurik	
  was	
  like	
  any	
  other	
  Vulcan.	
  Handsome;	
  strong	
  

jaw,	
  flawless	
  skin,	
  and	
  perfect	
  eyebrows.	
  Gifted;	
  intelligent	
  

beyond	
  measure,	
  physically	
  fit,	
  and	
  a	
  talented	
  physician	
  with	
  

a	
  solid	
  grasp	
  on	
  interspecies	
  medical	
  treatment.	
  Logical;	
  

keen,	
  quick	
  thinker,	
  unemotional.	
  However	
  there	
  was	
  

something	
  very	
  unVulcan	
  about	
  the	
  man.	
  

He	
  was	
  characteristically	
  shorter	
  than	
  the	
  average	
  of	
  

his	
  race.	
  

Accordingly,	
  he	
  looked	
  up,	
  only	
  slightly,	
  as	
  he	
  was	
  

still	
  of	
  reasonable	
  stature,	
  and	
  spoke	
  back,	
  adding	
  an	
  arch	
  to	
  

his	
  brow,	
  “Yes,	
  ma’am.	
  The	
  medical	
  staff	
  requested	
  a	
  change	
  

I	
  am	
  not	
  sure	
  I	
  have	
  the	
  ability	
  to	
  finalize.”	
  

“And	
  that	
  is?”	
  

“The	
  nursing	
  personnel	
  see	
  me	
  as	
  cold	
  and	
  

uninviting.	
  They	
  feel	
  it	
  difficult	
  to	
  relate	
  to	
  me	
  and	
  deem	
  me	
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