All rights for Babylon 5 and all it’s characters are . . . oh hell, just don’t sue me, okay? 


Anyway, Allenna, one of my readers sent me an idea for a really cool (not necessarily realistic) story.  Here’s what I got . . . Enjoy!  Counselor Delenn.

Exceptions 

(By Counselor Delenn, based on an idea by Allenna Sinclair.)

Part 1

Hayden sat in the couch of her living room, staring pointlessly into the empty space between her and the wall in front of her.  Her blond locks of hair fell freely on her shoulders, and her deep green eyes seemed to be looking at something that wasn’t there.  

So many strange things happened during the Earth/Minbari war, so many.  Things very few thought possible, and almost no one dared do.  Hayden’s memories floated slowly onto the surface of her mind, and she hurt and was pleasured by them at the same time.  She smiled carefully, a secret smile, the reason for it known only to her, and to another man, light-years away.  Distance and so much more stood between her and him.  So much more.


Hayden shook herself out of the trance she was in when she heard the door open.  


“Hey mom,” she heard the voice of her stepdaughter.  A few moments after, a 15-year-old girl entered the room.  “Are you okay?” she asked after a moment or two.  


“Yes, Sheila, I’m fine.”  She nodded slowly, but remained in her place, still a bit disoriented. 


“Well, where’s dad?” the girl asked, sitting down on the couch to Hayden’s left.  


“He’ll be back soon.  He has another meeting.”  Having a husband who was an Admiral in Earth-Force was a little difficult on Hayden.  After a while, she stopped trying to save their relationship, and gave up on it, sinking into her own world.  Even now, after four lovers, she couldn’t forget the times when she and her husband were in love: he a hotshot lieutenant, and she a Star-Fury pilot.  It was such a long time ago.


“Oh.  Are you sure you’re fine?” Sheila insisted.


“I think so.”  Sometimes Hayden could hardly believe how well her stepdaughter knew her.  It seemed to her that no matter how hard she tried to hide her emotions, Sheila could see them.  

Hayden gazed at her with a smile, and the girl looked away.  

Sheila looked nothing like Hayden.  Her hair was curly and dark, her eyes nearly black, and her features softer than Heyden’s sharp.  They were different, in so many things.


“Think so?” she echoed.


Hayden sighed, and brushed a hand through her hair.  “It’s just . . . I heard a name today.  A name I haven’t heard in a while.” 


“Who?” 


“Neroon.  His name is Neroon.”


“Weird name,” the fifteen-year-old frowned softly. 


“Not when you’re a Minbari,” her mother replied.


“A Minbari?  Someone you met in the War?” 


“Yes.”  Hayden smiled.  “The Earth/Minbari War.  Yes, I met him back then.”  Her eyes began to stare emptily into space again.  


“And?” the girl clearly expected Hayden to continue.  


“And what?” 


“How did you meet?  Did you kill him?” 


“No,” Hayden’s voice became a whisper.  “No, I didn’t kill him.” 


“Tell me,” the short statement sent a shiver down the woman’s spine. 


“All right.  During the Earth/Minbari war, many strange things happened.  This was one of the weirder ones . . .”


“Where’s Aviv?” a voice sounded over the comm of the large Earth-Force vessel.  It was followed with a series of blasts and explosions, and then a reply.


“I don’t know, Roger!  I think she called in sick, and stayed at the base!”  The Captain monitored the battle from his seat on the bridge of the ship.  He grasped onto the seat while the ship rocked, hit by another blast from the massive Minbari vessel.  


“Never mind . . .” the voice yelled through the noise.  “I’ll talk to her when we get ba . . .” he never got to finish the sentence, because his Star-Fury was blown to bits that same instant, sparks of it, like fireworks, lighting the darkness of space.  

The Captain shivered, then allowed himself to continue fighting.  He had to.  If not for himself then for Roger’s little girl.  A little girl, that since a few moments ago no longer had a father.


Roger was a good man.  Loyal, brave, a good friend a father and pilot.  His wife, Samantha, was killed a few months ago and Hayden Aviv, her sister, took their child, Sheila.  She helped Roger raise the girl, and stayed home on Mars while he was out, fighting – and on other occasions she was out and he stayed at home.  She was supposed to be there that day, but Sheila came down with a little cold, so she stayed home.


At least that was what she said happened that day . . . 

Part 2


“Shh . . .” Hayden tried to calm the man that lay on her bed.  He moaned with pain, and she could sympathize.  Were he Human, she was sure he would not be alive, but he was a Minbari, and everyone knew Minbari have nine lives.  “Shh . . .” She touched his forehead with the wet cloth in her hand.  “You’re safe.”  Her knowledge of the Minbari language was minimal, due to her limited contact with a Narn who was kind enough to teach her some words.  She knew the Minbari could tell she was not one of his people.  She also knew he was in no condition to harm her.


“Where... what...?” he tried to speak, but a cough stopped him from speaking.


“It’s all right.  You need to rest now.”  He’d been here, at her house on Mars, for a few days now and she took care of him, as well as she possibly could.  Her knowledge of Minbari physiology was even more limited than her knowledge of their language, but for the past few days, she learned quite a lot.


When she first found him, half-dead on what was left of his ship, she was sure he was not going to make it.  That was why she lied to her commander and to her friends and took him home.  It wasn’t an easy task, not at all, but she had to play hero, had to attempt a different approach, something none of the generals or the politicians knew or could.  She tried to have a heart.


Hayden believed that if she took one of their own, took good care of him, then returned him to the Minbari, they would regard Humans a bit differently.  That and she would like to think that if one of the Minbari found her bleeding to death, alone and frightened on a burning ship, he would save her.  At least that was what she hoped.  


Hayden took him into her home, did her best at undressing him and cleaned him up.  She cleared his wounds and thanked God for the little medical education she got from her mother who was a doctor.  While taking care of the Minbari, Hayden learned more than perhaps she wanted to know about his people’s physiology.  A few things were very interesting though...


“Who...?” the man mumbled at her.


“My name is Hayden.  You are on Mars, that’s in Human’s space.”


The reply to that was something blurred, Hayden recognized as a Minbari curse.  She smiled at his response.  


“What... what are you going to do with me?” he asked carefully, without the slightest sign of fear in his voice.  She had to admire that.  He was, in a way a POW at the moment, and yet, he was not afraid. 


“Right now?  I am going to give you some water to drink, because you lost a lot of blood, and unless you get some liquids in your body, you’ll be in even more trouble than you are right now.”  Hayden nodded, once again making a mental note, she wasn’t talking to a sick child, but to a man, who probably was even older than she was. 


“I... I have to return to my ship...” he mumbled.  A sense of duty was another thing Hayden couldn’t help but be impressed by.


“It has been destroyed,” Hayden said softly. 


“My crew...” he thought out loud. 


“Hopefully got to the life-pods.”  Hayden nodded.  The Minbari sighed with frustration.  He would rather have died serving, than be trapped like this, a prisoner of the Humans in no position to do anything. 


“What is your name?” the Human female asked him, and he eyed her with suspicion.  He unwillingly hoped she wasn’t an interrogator sent to torture him for information. 


“Why do you need to know?” he asked.


“Because I can’t call you ‘The guy with the bone on his head that currently occupying my bed’ for the rest of time,” Hayden said, learning a very important lesson about Minbari: they did have a sense of humor. 


“Well, ‘The female with the hair that I am currently occupying her bed,’ I think my name makes little difference now, does it?”  He tried to smile. 


“Guess so.”  She nodded.


“Besides,” he confessed.  “I don’t remember.”


There was tense silence, and after a time that seemed like eternity Hayden spoke.  “You mean . . . A light concussion, temporary partial amnesia,” she thought out loud, in Human language, the man knew very little of.


“What?” he asked.  


“You hit your head, and forgot some of the things.  It might come and go for a while, but right now, you better rest.”  She gave him a glass of water, and a sandwich. 


“Thank you,” he said carefully.  


“You welcome.  Now, eat up, and rest.”  She turned around and headed for the exit.  “Oh yeah, and I’m leaving the door open, in case you want anything.  Just call me.” 


He nodded in reply, and waited until she was out of the room, before he went on to consuming his lunch/dinner/breakfast.  He decided Human food wasn’t really to his taste, but that moment he would have eaten almost anything.  He then finished the sandwich and drank the water.  It felt almost pleasurable on his dry lips, wetting its way through his mouth and down his throat.  

Hoping things would seem clearer in the morning the exhausted Minbari warrior went to sleep. 

Hayden underestimated Minbari hearing, when she entered the room, as quietly as she could.  Even though asleep, the Minbari man heard her, and when she neared him, opened his eyes, awake in an instant.  

“Good morning,” she said with a smile.  He nodded at her, then watched her turn her back to him.  She wore a long robe, and her hair fell freely on her back, in perfect waves of gold.  The black of the robe, against the white of her skin, and gold of her hair gave her a unique appearance. 

“Computer, display all messages.”  She placed her hands on her hips, facing what appeared to be a comm-panel. 

“One new message,” the computer announced in Human language.  The Minbari understood the word ‘message’ and that was enough for him.  “Processing.”

Hayden waited until the message was displayed.  

“Aviv, this is Smith, your captain.  I insisted they let me tell you, and I... kind of regret it now...” On the screen Hayden Aviv saw the face of her captain, Samuel Smith.  On his face she saw an expression she’d never seen there before.  Was it... despair?  Fear?  Sadness?  She swallowed.  He was going to deliver bad news, for sure. 

“Hayden, yesterday you didn’t report to duty.  Well, you were lucky.  Very few of the Starfury pilots returned.  Roger... Roger didn’t make it.”  There was a pause.  “I’m sorry, Aviv.”  The screen flickered, then turned off.  Hayden remained staring at it, then her eyes landed on the man on the bed.  He was looking at her, trying to understand what the message was all about.  Other than ‘Starfury’ he didn’t understand much. 

Hayden closed her eyes and held back tears.

“What is it?” the Minbari man asked.  Hayden’s gaze shot back at him, so strong and meaningful, for a moment there he was sure she was going to pull out a gun and shoot him.  Instead she straightened up and spoke with a voice, as steady as she could make it.

“A... friend of mine died yesterday.  I was supposed to be there with him, but I was here with you instead.”  She stared at the Minbari man, pointlessly, feeling guilt and anger and shame, all at the same time.  It wasn’t his fault, she knew, but how could his people just...

“I’m sorry,” he said suddenly.

“Yeah, I bet you are.”  Hayden turned and ran out, crying.  She returned, about half an hour later, dressed and ready to go, her face stern and still, her gaze icy cold. 

“Hayden,” the Minbari man said trying to sit up.  “I wish I remembered enough... I don’t even know what this war is all about.  I just know your people and mine are at war.” 

Hayden helped him sit up, not daring look him in the eye.  “I have your pike.”  She gave him a long stick, made of metal and some other material.  Every warrior on Minbar had one.  Some even had their names inscribed.  So did this one.

“Neroon?” the man read.  “I think that’s my name.” 

“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Neroon.”  Hayden allowed the slightest sign of a smile.  “I’ll be off to get some breakfast.  You stay in bed, and I’ll be right back.”  Actually, Hayden knew he’d stay in bed, because she had his clothes, and she was at doubt he would go running around nude. 

“I will wait for you.”  He nodded, his eyes still locked onto hers.  She neared him, and touched his face, as though trying to understand something, trying to be understood. 

The touch of her gentle fingers burned like fire against Neroon’s skin, sending electric pulses throughout his entire body.  He did not know why, but he never wanted her to move her hand away, the touch of her hand soothing and relaxing.  He shook the feeling off, and by the time he was out of the trance, she was gone.  He could still feel heat on the cheek her fingers touched, and he reached with his own hand as though checking the area was intact. 

Part 3

Neroon lay on his, actually Hayden’s bed, and stared at the ceiling pointlessly.  He reached into his mind, doing his best to remember, remember anything.  His childhood perhaps... there was nothing.  A big blur and nothing else.  Only his name, Neroon.

He tried to remember when was the last time one of his own people called him his name, but couldn’t even remember a Minbari face other than his own.  He thought he suddenly heard something coming from the open door to the other room, and he turned in that direction.  It wasn’t all too easy for him to move, but he did it as fast as he could.  

He heard steps and a ball bouncing.  A child’s game.  Suddenly, he saw a ball roll into the room, and a little girl running after it.  She wore a small pink dress and her dark hair was braided into two braids on the sides of her head.  She looked about 4 years old. 

The blue ball rolled in Neroon’s direction, and he reached off the bed to catch it.  He took it in his hands, and watched as the girl froze in place in the doorway.  She walked forward carefully, while examining Neroon with endless curiosity.  The Minbari smiled at the childish expression on the girl’s face.  True emotions, childish, pure and innocent.  A face that didn’t know any pain, or grief, or war...

“Hello,” the girl said.  That much in Human language Neroon could understand. 

“Hello.”  He tried to make his voice as human as possible, but then wondered why he ever bothered.  Clearly seeing the girl’s eyes concentrated on his head, he smiled wide and realized she knew he wasn’t Human.

“What is your name?”  

It took Neroon a moment or two to understand the words spoken, but when he did, he replied.  “I am Neroon.  And you?” 

“I’m Sheila,” the girl said.  “Can I have my ball back?”  She pointed at the ball.  Neroon looked at it, and then threw it at the girl.  She caught it, then smiled, her smile lighting up the half dark room.  She threw the ball back at Neroon, and he realized she wanted to play.  So he tossed the ball back to her, somehow enjoying the attention from the little Human.  Just then Hayden entered the room, her face worried.

“Sheila!” she hissed at the little girl.  “I told you not to go into this room!” 

The little girl turned to face Hayden and her face saddened.  “But my ball rolled in here!”  Sheila nearly cried. 

“I told you not to go in here!” Hayden insisted.  “I will talk to you later.”  

“Yes, Hayden.”  The girl gave Neroon one more gaze, then took her ball, and left.  The Minbari warrior watched her leave, then eyed Hayden.

“Is she your daughter?” he asked.

“No.  She’s the daughter of the man I was talking about, the one who died.”  Hayden put some groceries on the table near the bed.

“And her mother?” Neroon asked.

“My sister.  She died two months ago.”  Hayden’s expression was ice cold. 

“The War...” Neroon sighed.  “Your people paid to big a price for one man’s death.” 

“Yes.”  Hayden nodded.  “Your breakfast,” she changed subject and presented Neroon with a cold piece of pizza.

“What is it?” he asked.

“You don’t really want to know.”  Hayden leaned back against the wall and shoved a piece of pizza into her mouth.  She chewed on it, and washed it down with a sip of whisky from a small flask hidden in her pouch. 

Neroon watched Hayden eat, then tried the pizza.  He nearly vomited at the first bite, and nearly fainted at the second, but he knew there was nothing else to eat, so he held back.  For a while the two ate quietly, then Neroon spoke.

“Does she know?” he asked.

“Know what?” Hayden snapped out of a trance. 

“That both her parents are dead?” 

Hayden gave him a bitter grin, and then answered.  “She thinks her parents are out there, fighting the big bad Minbari.” 

Neroon sighed, and threw what was left of the pizza on the table.  He lost his appetite. 

“When will you tell her?” he asked.  

“When she grows up.”  Hayden looked down at her feet leaning against the wall, then raised her head again, to sip a little from the flask.  “Maybe,” she added.  She finished eating, and cleaned her hands on her jumpsuit.  “I better change your bandages,” she said.  

“I guess.”  He nodded.  He let her remove the blanket, and felt the cold air against his bare skin.  From under the bed, she produced the clean bandages, and carefully took off the old ones.  She was thorough, and gentle, but despite of her care, Neroon could still feel the pain from the burns and wounds on his body.  He tried not to let his pain show. 

Hayden didn’t seem to care of the fact Neroon was completely naked, and he was a male.  She ignored it, and he decided to do the same.  

“This is doing to hurt,” she warned him, when she was about to remove the bandage from the huge cut on the Minbari’s chest.

“I know.”  He looked down, and gasped when Hayden removed the bloody cloth.  Under it was a huge hole, and in the center of it, Neroon would see the white of his bones.  

“In Valen’s name . . .” he whispered.  “This hurts.” 

“I know.”  Hayden spilled some kind of medicine on the wound, and covered it with a new bandage.  She tied it around him, for a moment lowering over him, so close he could feel the smell of her perfume.  He inhaled it, wondering if he’d ever smelled anything this heavenly before.

“Well, this should do,” she said at last.

“Thank you,” Neroon whispered, looking into the endless green of Hayden’s eyes.  

“Yeah, well.”  She shrugged her eyes remaining locked onto his.  Her face turned serious and she sat down on the edge of the bed.  There was something beyond gratitude in the Minbari’s eyes.  Yes, something beyond.  She nearly frowned at the very sight, and wanted to make sure, it was right.  

Slowly, carefully, Hayden Aviv bent forward, keeping her gaze locked onto Neroon’s all that time, nearing him, carefully, half expecting him to push her away.  Their faces were only mere inches away, and Hayden closed her eyes, feeling the Minbari’s warm breath on her face.

“Hayden!” a voice from the next room made the too snap and Hayden was instantly on her feet.  

“What is it, Sheila?” she yelled.  

“Cindy is at the door.  She wants to talk to you.”  The little girl stood now in the doorway, not daring to violate Hayden’s words by entering.

Hayden looked at Neroon with a glimpse of fear in her eyes.  “All right Sheila.  I want you to stay in your room, all right?”

“Yes Hayden,” the girl obeyed, and ran out of sight.  Hayden looked at Neroon one more time, then left the room.  She closed the door behind her, and headed for the entrance to the house.  Neroon listened hard to hear who this Cindy was.

“Oh Hayden!  I’m just in for a moment,” he heard a woman’s voice.  “How are you dealing with it?” she asked.  The two sat down on the couch in the living room.

“I’m fine, Cindy.  It’s a little hard though.  I’m taking a vacation for a while, to get over everything and.  I don’t know.  I want to take care of Sheila, but leaving the force... In the middle of the war.”

“You know what they’re saying, Hayden.  We don’t have a chance against those monsters!” the woman said, and Neroon felt his heart shrink in his chest.  Monsters.  He was a monster in the eyes of this woman, and in the eyes of the little girl, Sheila, and perhaps even in Hayden’s eyes.  He shook the thought off.

“I don’t know.  Something tells me we’ll make it.  The Human race has come a long way to be destroyed now.”  There was hope in Hayden’s voice, the wounded Minbari warrior had to admire.  She had inner strength he had rarely seen, but then again, he didn’t remember much.

“But Hayden, my offer still stands.  My husband and I are taking the kids and leaving in three days.  You can come along, you know,” Cindy said.

“No.  I won’t run away like a coward.  If Mars goes down, I want to be here when it does.”

“And Sheila?”

“I don’t know yet.”  Hayden sighed.  “I have so much on my mind now...”

“But if you change your mind, you know you can call me, right?” Cindy got up and turned to leave. 

“Sure,” Hayden’s smile was heard in her voice.  “Say hi to George and the boys for me.” 

“Oh Hayden...” The two hugged.  “What will I do with you?” 

“Bye Cindy,” Hayden said.

“Bye.”  The door hissed closed.

Neroon heard steps as Hayden returned to the bedroom, and walked to sit heavily at his side. 

“A monster, huh?” he asked pointlessly.

“Well aren’t you?” Hayden eyed him.  “Your people are trying to wipe mine out of existence.  Of course we regard you as monsters!” 

“Do you regard me as a monster?” he nearly whispered.

“No, Neroon.  You’re different.”  She shrugged and stared down at the floor.  

“But you didn’t know that when you saved me.” 

“I didn’t.  But when I looked into your eyes when you were lying on the floor of what was once your ship, with that huge hole in your chest . . .” She closed her eyes.  “I have a heart you know.”

“I know.”  He smiled.  For the first time, the Minbari warrior smiled at her a true smile.  Hayden Aviv, the brave Earth-Force pilot couldn’t help but smile back.

“If only all Minbari were like you . . .” she whispered.  She reached out with her hand, and touched Neroon’s face, carefully.  He lay still, barely breathing.  He felt heat on his face, and his skin began to change color, from pale white to pinkish.

“I have to send my Captain a message,” Hayden said suddenly, changing a subject. 

“Will you tell him of me?” he asked.

“What am I, suicidal?” she snapped at him as she rose from his bed.  She walked to the wall, and clicked the screen.  

“Hey Chief,” she began.  “I don’t really know what to say.  I need a vacation.  Sheila, and stuff . . . I will be back, but not now.  I have so much to figure out.  Besides, you can finish the Minbari without me, right?”  She allowed herself a smile.  “Well, call me.”  She clicked the screen off, and remained standing there for a few moments more.  After a few moments of pointless staring, she walked to the window, and looked out at the red surface of Mars.  She sighed.

“I hate the War,” she said.  “I hate everything it stands for, and everything it’s doing to our peoples.” 

“I can understand you.”  Neroon looked at her.  He wished only he could stand up, and walk toward her, to he could be close to her again.  It seemed that now that he hardly remembered anything of himself, she was the center of his universe.  Hayden, a goddess in the image of a potential enemy.  Sad enough to be real.

“I wish you could.  I wish there was something we could do to stop this war.” 

“I think we already have,” said Neroon.  Hayden turned away from the window, and went to the closet.  Neroon followed her with his eyes.  She pulled out a box, while sneaking a glance at the chronometer on the wall.  Placing the box on the table, Hayden opened it, and took some things out. 

“What are you doing?” Neroon finally asked.

“I’m lighting up candles.”

“What for?” 

“It is a religious ritual.”  Hayden shrugged, putting two Sabbath candles up on the table. 

“You’re religious?” Neroon unwillingly asked.

“Not really.  But my mother used to light Sabbath candles, and my older sister . . . But they’re both dead now.”  She walked to the wall, and lowered the lights.  She returned to the candles, and lighted the candles while saying something in a language Neroon couldn’t understand.  At last she closed her eyes and finished the prayer with the word ‘Amen.’  She then turned to Neroon and crossed her arms on her chest.

“Do your people have a religion?” she asked.

“Yes.  But I’m from the warrior cast.  I think.”  He frowned. 

“Tell me what you can.  It might help you remember.”  She pulled up a chair and sat near the bed.  The candlelight gave her face a unique appearance, and her hair looked like golden silk in the half darkness. 

“There are three castes on Minbar; the Religious, the Warrior, and the Worker.  The Warriors are the defenders of our world, the Workers are the ones who build, who grow food, and generally do a lot of hard work.  The Religious caste are . . . well they’re religious.  They are the wise ones, the diplomats, the scientists . . .”

“And how do you keep the three castes from going into civil war?” Hayden asked.  Neroon eyed her, and was more than glad to see fascination.

“We have a ruling council.  It is called the Gray Council, and it is formed from 9 representatives, three from each caste.”

“Does it have a leader?” 

“It used to.”  Neroon’s expression changed.  “Before your people fired at the Gray Council’s vessel and killed him.”

“Whoops?” was the only thing Hayden could think of saying.  “But from what I was told, your people came with gun-ports open, and guns loaded!” 

“It is our custom.  I sign of respect.”  Neroon shrugged, as though it was the most normal thing in the universe.

“Bullshit!” Hayden hissed.  “We couldn’t know your intention was showing respect and not blowing us to kingdom come!” 

“It was just a huge misunderstanding I guess.  But it’s too late to stop it.”  Neroon tilted his head, as much as his position allowed him to.

“It’s easy for you to say!  Your people are not the ones to be wiped out of existence!” Hayden insisted.

“If we stop now, it will cause a civil war on Minbar!  Don’t you understand?  It is a holy war now, all in the name of vengeance!”

“Vengeance?”  Hayden jumped back on her feet.  “If it’s all about vengeance, I could just kill you right now, to avenge the death of my parents, my sister, her husband, and most of my friends!”

“And yet you don’t.”

“You know why?”  Neroon could see the anger light up on the young Human’s face.

“Why?” he asked calmly. 

“Because I am not like you people!  I am better than that, and I won’t kill just to make myself feel better.  I actually think ahead, and I value life a little more than your people do! ! !”  Hayden stopped yelling and gasped for air, waiting for Neroon to say something.  “Well?” she asked him at last.

“I have nothing to say.”  He shrugged, staring at a point somewhere on the wall in front of him.  “You’re the kindest, and wisest Human I ever met, and yet, you’re the most foolish one.”

“And why is that?” she asked sitting back down, catching Neroon’s gaze.

“Do you honestly think saving the life of one Minbari would end this war?” he asked her. 

She remained silent for a moment, and looked down, holding back tears.  “No.  But that doesn’t stop me from trying.”

Neroon smiled.  “Are all Humans like you?” he asked.

“No.  If they were, our peoples wouldn’t be at war.”

“You’re right.”  Their eyes met, and almost instinctively, Neroon reached with his hand to pull Hayden closer.  She gave in.  

Carefully, Neroon brought her closer, and raised his head so that his lips could meet hers.  He kissed her, carefully, as though seeking for his lost past in the touch of the fragile being’s lips.  She moved her arms do that they lay on his shoulders, the touch of her hands against his bare skin giving both of them comfort.  They kissed for a few moments, and at last, Hayden moved away, her eyes wide with something Neroon couldn’t quite understand.  It was a bit of fear, an attempt to understand what just happened, and care.  Care for someone who would have killed her in any other situation.  That was beyond the Minbari warrior’s ability to understand. 

“I . . .” Hayden tried to speak, but her voice came out a whisper.  “I have to go feed Sheila.”  She pointed at the door, not taking her eyes off Neroon’s.

“I’ll be here when you return.”  He smiled.  She rose from the chair, and walked quickly out of the room, not looking back.

Part 4


Neroon slept a restless sleep, when a sound in the next room woke him.  He turned and looked through the door.  He stretched his neck to see better and then at last, he spotted the source of the noise.  Hayden just came from Sheila’s room, exhausted.  The little girl flooded Hayden with questions the poor pilot could not answer.  Questions like who was the man in the next room, and why he looked so alien.  Questions like when will her parents return, and when will the war end.  Hayden only wished she could answer those questions.


She collapsed into the couch, and sighed.  Things were getting so complicated she would do just about anything to be able to take a time-out to figure everything out.  


Clenching her teeth, Hayden reached for her nightgown, then forced herself up.


Neroon realized suddenly that he’d been holding his breath, staring at Hayden, waiting for her to undress.  He wondered when was that he’d become a teenager again, hiding and watching females undress.


Hayden unbuttoned her shirt, and took it off.  She tossed it onto the couch, then sat down to take off her shoes.  She threw them aside, and pulled off her pants.  Goosebumps covered her skin at the touch of the cold air against it.  Quickly, Hayden unfastened her bra, and pulled the nightgown on.  The soft pink silk felt so natural against her skin, she smiled.  She straightened the cloth, then raised her hands to free her hair from the gown.  She collected her clothes, and headed for the next room.


Neroon closed his eyes, trying to make his heart beat slower, and waited.  Hayden entered, and headed straight for the closet.  With her feet bare, Neroon could barely hear her steps against the carpeted floor. 


She hung the clothes in the closet, and glanced at Neroon.  He seemed to be sleeping, and she didn’t want to wake him.  Her lips tightened for a moment, and she seemed contemplated.  He must be hungry, and his bandages need to be replaced with clean ones.  


“Neroon?” she whispered, nearing him.  “Neroon?”  She touched his arm, and his eyes opened.


“Hayden . . .” he acknowledged her presence.


“I’ll get you some food, and you need your bandages changed.”  She smiled at him.


“Of course.”  His eyes focused on hers, and the intensity of the gaze lighted up the half-dark room.  The candles were nearly out, and their light twinkled, sending long shadows across the room.


“You okay?” she asked.


“I’m alive.”  He shrugged.


“I’m glad you’ve noticed.”  Hayden laughed, and left for the kitchen.  She returned a few moments later with a tray of food.  


“Are you?” Neroon asked her suddenly, while she placed the tray on the table near the bed.


“I’m what?” 


“Okay.  Are you okay?” he asked.


“I . . . Why shouldn’t I be?”  Hayden sat down, and eyed the Minbari.


“I don’t know.”  There was a tense moment of silence, and then Hayden shook the feeling that lay upon her off. 


“All right,” she began.  “I’ll change your bandages, you’ll eat and I’ll head off to bed.  I still have to finish writing my request for financial help.”


“What request?” Neroon asked.


“I need to keep Sheila fed, and I can’t stay with the force.”  Hayden looked down.  “But I still wish I was out there fighting.” 


“Killing those monsters, the Minbari...” Neroon muttered cynically.


“Defending my world,” Hayden said.


“Are we going into that argument again?” Neroon asked.


“No.  No, we’re not.”  She sat closer to the wounded Minbari, and pulled his blanket down again.  She bent forward to remove the bandage on his chest, but stopped when she felt Neroon’s hands on each side of her body, sliding against the thin cloth of the nightgown.  Hayden closed her eyes, and remained frozen in one place for a few moments.  It’s been a while since anyone touched her this way, and it made her shiver.


“Are you cold?” the Minbari asked in a soft voice.  


“No.”  His words were exactly what Hayden needed to take her out of that trance, and return her ability to move.  “I’m just...” She backed away, and moved a curl of hair to the back of her ear with a single finger.


“I’m sorry,” Neroon whispered.


“It’s okay.  It’s just been a while since I...” She smiled an embarrassed smile.  “Felt this way.”


“I understand.”  He smiled at her, and she dared eye him for a moment.  He reached out with his hand and touched her face gently.  “You’re beautiful, Hayden,” he said.  Hayden nearly snapped back.  She would have never expected anything like this to happen, never thought she’d be... falling in love with a half-stranger, who was also an enemy.


“Thank you,” she said almost automatically.


“Sometimes I think I’m dead, and you’re an angel.”  He smiled.


“I didn’t know you’re people believe in angels.”


“We believe angels really exist.”  Neroon pulled his hand down Hayden’s neck, and over her shoulders.


“I...” Hayden hesitated.  “I better change your bandages.” 


“Yes.”  Neroon pulled his hand away, and Hayden felt as though a part of her was cut out with a knife.  “You better do that.” 


She bent forward, and opened the knot on Neroon’s back.  She pulled the bandage off, and smiled.


“Looking good!” she said.  “It’s healing great.”  Her voice was still a bit disoriented. 


“It hurts less.  I can actually breath now.” 


“I think we’ll have you walking about in no time.”  Hayden eyed Neroon, and met gratitude in his eyes. 


“I hope so.”  Neroon nodded.  


Hayden changed the cloth with some clean one, and did the same with the rest of the cuts and wounds on Neroon’s body.  All of it was done wordlessly, and Hayden pretended she did not see Neroon’s eyes locked on her. 


“Well,” she said once she was done.  “I’m all finished.  Eat up, and get a good night sleep.”  She eyed him, and for some reason she didn’t like the way he was looking at her.  “What?” she asked.


“And if I were Human, would you stay?” he asked suddenly.


“What?  What the hell are you talking about?” Hayden tried as hard as she could not to blush. 


“Would you stay a little longer?” 


“What for?” 


“I’m sorry, I forgot.”  He laughed.  “You see, there’s a Minbari custom, that a woman, if attracted to a man, must watch him sleep for three nights.  I keep forgetting you’re not one of my people.”


Hayden smiled, somewhat relieved.  “Well, Neroon, you were out, burning with fever for a long time, and if it makes you feel better knowing, I watched you sleep for four nights already.  I have a lot of sleeping hours to catch up now that you’re better.”  With those words Hayden rose from the bed.  “And you being Minbari changes very little about what I think of you.  But it changes a lot of what I think of your people.” 


“If that a compliment?” 


“Yes.”  Hayden bent forward, and kissed Neroon on his lips a swift and gentle kiss.  “Sleep tight.”


“Good night Hayden,” Neroon said as she left.  He closed his eyes with a smile.  It seemed now, that he remembered so little his only purpose for living was to be close to Hayden, make her happy, and love her.  He was almost sure he had never felt this way before.


He imagined what she would look like if she were a Minbari: bold, hairless and with almost colorless features.  The Minbari warrior nearly cried at the thought he would like her more as a Human. 


After eating a little, he fell asleep, content with his state.  It wasn’t long, before things changed.  He began to dream...


“Open a jump point!” he yelled.  “Where’s my jump point?”  Everything around him shook, and he suddenly realized there was no way the ship would survive it.  He had to save his crew.  They had to get off the burning vessel, now.


“Core breach in two minutes!” his first officer yelled.


“Eject the core!” Neroon snapped at the young Minbari.  He then turned to the speaker.  “Evacuate ship!” Neroon yelled with all his strength.  “All hands evacuate ship!”  His blood roaring in his eyes, and his eyes stinging with the smoke, he began running for the escape pods.  He didn’t want to die, but he knew that if he did, it would be a death for the sake of Minbar, and of vengeance.   


Neroon held that thought as he ran with all his speed for the part of the ship, where had to be escape pods.  He stopped at a turn, the door before him closed.  He gasped for air, swallowing smoke, coughing.  Through the transparent part of the big door he could see, there wasn’t a corridor on!  The damn Humans blew off a part of the ship.  Suddenly, something opened the door, but instead of being blown out to space, Neroon fell down, feeling stinging pain in his chest.  He stared at the point of the pain, just to see a huge piece of the ceiling stuck in it.  He gasped with fear, letting out a moan.


“Oh Valen...” he barely breathed.  Then he saw someone, something perhaps bend over him, touching his face.  The person pulled off her helm, and eyed him.  It was a woman, a beautiful creature, more beautiful than anything Neroon had ever seen.  He knew she was Human and yet... He tried to reach for her, but just then, something fell on his head, nearly crashing his scull.  And his world became dark. 


“Neroon?” he heard the angel’s voice.  “Neroon, wake up, damn it!” she yelled.  


“Hayden...” the Minbari whispered the name like a prayer.  He opened his eyes, and could see only a blurred image.  It was Hayden, his angel, his savior from death’s grasp, and she was crying.  Big crystal-like tears were falling down her face, and onto Neroon’s blanket.  She was holding a wet cloth in her hand, and she wiped the Minbari’s face with it.


“Oh God...” she whispered, covering her mouth with a hand.  “I thought you were dying...”


“I don’t know what happened I...” Neroon blinked hard, beginning to see a clearer image.  “I had a dream, I...” 


“I know, I know...” she whimpered through tears.  She bent forward, and embraced the Minbari to her heart, shivering in his arms. 


“Shh.” he tried to calm her.  “Don’t cry.”


“I thought you were going to die,” she cried.  She backed away and looked at him, her face red and swollen with tears.


“What’s wrong with me?” he asked.


“I don’t know.  You’re burning up with fever.”  Hayden wiped away her tears, still sniffing but now calmer.


“Maybe...” he wondered aloud, “it’s something I ate.” 


“Makes sense… Human food may not be as suitable to Minbari digestion as I thoguth.”  Hayden nodded.  “Come on, I’ll help you to the bathroom.” 


“You think I can get up?” Neroon asked.


“No.”  Hayden reached out for Neroon, and took his hands.  


“Hayden, I’m not dressed,” he said carefully. 


“So?  I can get undressed so that we’re equal.”  She smiled a vicious little smile, erasing her tears.  


“Sounds tempting.”  Neroon smiled back happy Hayden was no longer crying.  


“Come on you...” Hayden sighed, and pulled Neroon’s hands up.  He barely lifted himself, and at last, he was sitting on the bed.  With endless pain and effort, he managed to lower his legs to the floor.  


“In Valen’s name...” he whispered.  


“Yea, I know it hurts.”  Hayden put her arm around him sitting down heavily beside him.  “But you have to get up.”


“Yes, I know,” he sighed.  “Come on, help me.”  


Hayden took him by the arm and raised him from the bed, to his feet.  He stumbled, but Hayden was apparently stronger than she looked and she held him standing.


“Easy there.”


“No it’s not easy,” Neroon rumbled.  He took one step forward, Hayden holding him up.  His teeth were clenched, and his whole body ached like crazy.  Step by step Hayden and Neroon made their way toward the doorway, and at last, they made it out of the room.  The bathroom door was just a few steps away from him now, and Neroon pushed Hayden away, and walked there on his own.


“If you need any help...” Hayden began. 


“I’m fine!” was the annoyed response.  


“All right, I’ll wait here.” 


After ten minutes or so, Neroon came out, his face a grimace. 


“Well?” Hayden asked carefully.


“I vomited.  And it took me a while to understand how to use that... thing.”  Neroon shrugged.  “I feel much better, but I’d feel even better if the room stops spinning.”


“It will, once you get back into bed.” 


“I hope so.” 


“Come on,” Hayden said, then helped him stumble back into bed.  At last she sat at his side, her breath quicker than usual. 


“I have to get back to my home world.  I need medical attention,” Neroon said, as though he’d been reading Hayden’s thoughts.


“I know.  But I’m afraid there’s no way to get you back to Minbar now.  I wish there was.”  Hayden looked down at her legs.  Neroon touched her hand with his and smiled at her.


“I’ll will be fine,” he said. 


“Not unless I find someone to help you.”  Hayden’s face was concerned, her eyes running across the floor as thought he solution was there, and she was looking for it on the carpet. 


“You do care don’t you?” Neroon helplessly asked. 


“Yes.  I do care.”  


“And that’s all that matters.”


Hayden smiled but tears became visible in her eyes once again.  “I wish there was something I can do.”


“I know.”  Neroon nodded.  There was a tense pause.


“Perhaps there is,” she whispered at last.  By the very look on her face Neroon knew Hayden had an idea.  Since she was the only person he saw (other than little Sheila who only came into his room once) or remembered, he grew accustomed to her face, and her feelings showing on it.


His gaze was a question mark when her eyes met his.  “What is it?” he asked carefully.


“I don’t know yet.”  She looked to the sides.  “I have to go.”  She kissed him swiftly on his forehead, and before he had the chance to say anything, she was gone.


The young doctor Steven Franklin clicked the screen off after watching another news bulletin.  The Minbari were closing in on Earth and it was a mater of days until they were to completely wipe the Human race out of this world.  The thought made Franklin uneasy, and he wasn’t the only one.  But he was especially uneasy, because he felt it might be partially his fault, that perhaps if he gave his notes to the army the Humans would have had a chance ... There still might be a chance ...


“Incoming message,” his thoughts were cut off by the computer’s voice.


“Receive,” he replied, and turned to face the comm-screen.  On it appeared the face of a young woman with light hair and green eyes.  She looked worried and tired, but there was hope in her eyes that made Steven smile lightly at her.


“Hello,” he said.  She nodded at him.


“I need your help,” she went straight to business not bothering to waste time on chitchat.


“How can I be of service?”  Franklin shrugged.


“I cannot tell you.  Be on Mars as fast as you can.  I’m transmitting you my address, and background.  This is of high importance, Doctor Franklin.”  She stared at him with determination that made Steven flinch.  “Please,” she added.


“I...” he started, then realized he didn’t know what to say next.  There was very little transportation these days, even to Mars, but he could of course find his way onto a cargo ship, or a military transport.  “I’ll be there.”  He nodded, realizing whatever it was she was talking about was true, and must have been important.  He viewed the files she sent him, when the computer announced it encountered some kind of abnormality in the file, with Hayden’s résumé.  Steven looked into it, and found a simple text file hidden deep within the file’s structure.  He read it, and his eyes widened with each word.  He was on a transport to Mars two hours later. 

Part 5


“Does he know where he is, or who you are?” Steven asked as he and Hayden entered the house.


“He knows where he is, and who I am, but he doesn’t know who he is.  He had a light concussion, and lost most of his memory.  Luckily, I know a bit of Minbari language, so we can communicate.”  Hayden was extra careful, when she pulled out her access card to her house and entered.  


“How do you know so much about medicine?” the young doctor asked.


“My mother was a doctor.  I picked up a little here and there.”


“Oh.  How does he feel about you?” Franklin said casually as he looked around the living room, and tossed his travel bag on the couch.


“What was that supposed to mean?!” Hayden’s voice turned annoyed and suspicious. 


“Nothing really! I just wanted to know how he’s been.  Has he tried to hurt you or anything?” Franklin shivered at the look in her eyes.  Her eyes were the eyes to cry a lot of tears in past.  The eyes that behind a wall of tough and cold held a soft a kind character.


“Oh... I’m sorry...” She smiled, embarrassed.  “No, he hasn’t tried to hurt me or anything...  He’s behaving himself.”  


“Hayden?” a voice came from the bedroom, and Franklin gazed the blond woman.  She gave him a kind smile.


“Neroon’s awake.”  She walked to the bedroom, and Steven followed.  He stopped in the doorway, his guts turning inside him.  My God, how he didn’t want to do this.  The Minbari, the people who had killed so many Humans and who were about to wipe out his people from the world were slowly advancing toward Earth, and here he was attempting to save one of them.  It was going to be a hard task, he knew.


“Who’s he?” Neroon automatically asked Hayden.


“A friend.”  She sat down on the edge of the bed, and smiled at the Minbari.  “He is a doctor, and he will try to help you.  He’s healed Minbari before, so I hope he’ll succeed.”


“Yes, so do I...” Neroon sighed.  Hayden smiled at him again, then turned her head toward Franklin.


“Come on in.”  Hayden’s soft smile reassured Steven.  He took a few steps into the room, and eyed the Minbari on the bed.  He smiled, but Neroon’s expression remained suspicious and untrusting.


“I’m... I’m Doctor Steven Franklin.”  He extended a hand toward Neroon.  The Minbari looked at it, but refused to reach out and shake it.  “Urm...”


“Steven came a long way to be here.”  Hayden encouraged Neroon into trusting the young doctor, even the slightest bit.


“Hayden, if you could... I need to examine him.”  Hayden nodded at Franklin.


“Neroon, do whatever the doctor tells you to. I’ll be right back.”  She nodded at Franklin, and left the two men alone.


“She is an amazing woman,” Neroon said in the most terrible English Steven had ever heard.


“Hayden?” Steven mumbled, caught off guard by the sudden remark.  “Uh... Yes, I guess.” 


“Hmm.” Neroon’s eyes became dreamy then he shook the thought, and turned to Steven.  “Let’s get this over with.”


Hayden sat outside the room, nibbling at her nails, frustrated and worried.  She didn’t know exactly when was the moment when she fell in love with Neroon, nor did she know the reason.  All she knew was that she was helplessly in love with a man who was supposed to be her enemy.  

Hayden sipped water out of a glass that stood on the table before her, then placed it back in its place.  If only there was something she could do to help him... she wanted to save him, to make him live, to embrace him to her heart, and hide him from the world forever.  But she knew she couldn’t.  No, not a Minbari!  How could she ever betray her sister like this?  How could she ever?  And then Neroon’s face appeared before her again.  Those eyes, so clear and honest.  She didn’t believe those can be the eyes of her people’s sworn enemy.  Those weren’t the eyes of a murderer.  He was a kind and loving man, but there were too many things at stake... too much.

Hayden knew Neroon was the captain of his ship.  And what if he’s someone important back on Minbar?  And what if he has a family back there?  What would she do?

All those thoughts and a million others rushed through the Human’s mind, as she sat alone in her living room, and nibbled at her nails.  At last the door opened, and Steven stood there, with an expression far less than reassuring.

“I have some bad news,” he said, but Hayden read it on his face already.

“Is he going to make it?” she asked, feeling a lump in her throat.

“Not unless we send him back to Minbar.  He’s suffered major head injuries, including a fracture in the bone on the back of his head.  He has some internal bleedings in his brain, and I don’t know enough about Minbari physiology or neurology to help him.”  Franklin hid his gaze from Hayden’s.

“What should I do?” Never in her life did Hayden feel this helpless and alone.  She didn’t want him to go, didn’t want him to leave now that she has found him, the one man she ever came close to loving, despite of all the things that would come between them.  And for the first time in her life, she knew she could trust him, and that he felt the same.

“I think you should contact the authorities and have him sent back to Minbar, somehow.”

“What?! If the authorities get their claws on him, he’d never survive!”

“There has to be another way.”  Franklin shrugged.  He was too afraid to eye Hayden, knowing that guilt and shame would flood him the moment his eyes met hers, and so, he just stared down at his boots.

“What other way?” Hayden asked, and Steven could feel her gaze upon him.  That gaze that could kill, or give life, the gaze of a tortured soul.

“I don’t know.”

He later on gave her some instructions, some medicines, and some advice: to get Neroon out of her house as soon as possible, for everyone’s sake.  She took all the things he’d given her, and just as she was about to enter the bedroom, she hesitated.  What would she tell Neroon?  How could she face him now, and tell him that... She shook the thoughts off, and gathering all her strength, paced into the room.  Neroon was sitting up on the bed, playing with the fighting pike, closing the opening it.  Hayden unwillingly smiled.  He stopped seeing her, and smiled too.

“So?  What did he say?” he asked, and Hayden’s heart sank.  Her smile vanished, and Neroon immediately knew what was for such a long time obvious.

“Is it that bad?” he asked, and Hayden nodded, not finding the words to say.  There were tears in her eyes, and she walked to sit on the edge of the bed.  Neroon took her hand into his and looked her in the eyes. 

“Hayden... Don’t cry,” he said.  “I have to return to my people this way or another.  You can’t hide me here forever.”

“I know,” she said, but oh how she wanted to...

“It’s going to be okay Hayden,” he said.  “I promise.”

The weak lighting in the room, mixed with the red light coming from outside, made the room look somewhat different than Hayden was used to seeing it.  She gazed at Neroon’s face, then took his hand.  She knew there was nothing she could do now to make things all right, and she realized that even if they were, Neroon and Hayden could never be together.

She kissed him ever so tenderly, lingering on the touch, knowing that in a time too short she would have to say goodbye, forever.  She touched his shoulders, pulling down the blanket, feeding at the touch she needed so much, wordlessly, quietly loving.  He said nothing, because he didn’t need to.  She knew everything as it was, and he knew nothing, nor he cared.  All he ever need, or wanted in the short time he remembered, was right there beside him.  He didn’t care if it would hurt him, or if he died or his wounds.  All he wanted was to be with Hayden that night.

Somewhere in the distance, there was death and war and destruction.  But that night in Hayden’s bedroom, in a small house on Mars, as though a galaxy away from the pain and anguish, there was love, a forbidden love with strength beyond imagination.

Part 6


It was almost noon, and Neroon still slept.  Hayden fed Sheila, and sat her down by the computer module.  She then returned to the bedroom, and closed the door behind her.  She lay on the bed beside her lover, and watched him sleep.  Eventually, she kissed him, waking him instantly.


Neroon awoke his mind all too aware.  He knew where he was, he knew what happened the night before but... he also knew his past, his life... everything.  And fear filled him from the inside out.  It was like fire in dry woods.  He knew it all, and he was so afraid.  

Hayden drew him near, and wrapped her arms around him, a dreamy gaze upon her face.  She tried to kiss him, but he pulled away, and her expression instantly changed.

“Neroon?” she spoke his name, making him shiver.  He stared at her, as though not recognizing the face.  “What is it?  Are you okay?”

“No.”  Neroon tried to get up, but could barely move.  “I remember.”

“You remember?  My God, you got your memory back!” Hayden’s face changed into pure joy then changed into a frown.

“I have to get back to Minbar,” the thought turned into words almost instantaneously.

“Neroon...” Tears appeared in Hayden’s eyes, and Neroon frowned at the sight of them.  He promised himself the night before, among other things, that he would never make Hayden cry, and there he was...

“Hayden, you have to understand!  The war must be stopped, and the only way to do it, is through the Gray Council.  Hayden...” he hesitated.  “I have to see them.”

“But...” she whispered, the big crystal tears falling from her eyes.  “You can’t leave me.”  It was perhaps such a selfish thing to say, but Neroon understood exactly what she felt, because he felt it too.

“I wish I didn’t have to,” he said.  He wouldn’t cry.  No.  He was a warrior, warriors do not cry, but at that moment he wanted to cry so bad.

She nodded, because she couldn’t think of anything else to do, and got up.  She wiped her tears off, and went away.  She knew that when she would return, he would have to leave.

Hours later, she stood on the landing platform watching the Centauri vessel as it landed.  Neroon stood beside her, his face hooded.  He looked at the red surface of Mars as though hypnotized.

“I’m really sorry,” she said at last, and he turned his head to her.

“Why?”

“Because I’ve caused you pain.” 

“You saved my life,” he whispered.

“And you gave meaning to mine... Neroon,” she said turning to him.  “I’ve never felt like this in my life.”

“Me neither,” he admit to both her and himself.  “I just wish... I wish this didn’t end so fast, I wish we were different people, in a different place and time.”

“So do I,” she whispered, feeling tears in her eyes again.

“I will never forget last night.  It meant too much to me.  And I will do my best to make this war end, for your sake.”

“I know...  This is just so fast... You leaving like this... I just wish you didn’t have to.”

They kissed, then stood there, holding each other until the comm-system announced of the boarding to the ship.

“I believe we will meet again, if not in this life, then in some other lifetime,” Neroon said.

“You’re such an optimist...” Hayden joked.

He kissed her just one more time the kiss holding in it all the passion the two would never share, and then he left, leaving her stranded in her own emotions.

“Goodbye, love of my life,” she whispered, knowing he could no longer hear her.  She then turned to face the soldiers that have been waiting hidden behind the corner.  She was going to stand before Martial Court, and tell them how she fell in love with the enemy.  She let out a laugh at the very thought.

“Luckily,” Hayden said, “the war ended before I stood to trial.  And besides, I doubt they knew how to punish me.”  She looked at Sheila, and smiled at the fascination in the girl’s eyes.

“Wow.  Did you ever hear from him again?” she asked.

“No.  I knew that this is how it was meant to be.  We let each other live our lives, cherishing the memory.”

“I wish I remembered any of it...” Sheila wondered aloud.  Her mother laughed.  “Call him sometime.” 

“I could never!” she exclaimed.  “I don’t even know where he’s at!”

“I bet you could find him if you wanted to.”

“Perhaps, but...” she hesitated.

“Does dad know?” the girl asked, taking Hayden out of her misery, attempting to find a real answer to why not.

“Not really...” Hayden smiled a secret smile.  “And he won’t,” she added.

“You can count on me!” Sheila hugged her stepmother.  “I’m off to eat,” she then announced, and went for the kitchen.

Hayden sat there for a while, staring blankly at the door her daughter just left through, then walked to the comm screen.  She stopped.

“Computer,” she announced.  “Began recording message.”  She paused then spoke looking at the screen.  “Hello Neroon.  I’ve been thinking of you...”

The End.H
