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From Here to Eternity 





Circa 2351-Federation Time Line





	The light shone painfully on the Singha Refugee Camp as the children ran from one tent to another, looking for something to play with.  There was only one springball left in the camp and right now, it was occupied.  Eight year old Kira Nerys was in the middle of them, taunting the Cardassian boys who were lazing on the other side of the river.  From his perch, fourteen year old Barliel Antos laughed at the children.  He had arrived yesterday on his way to the monestary in Dakruh province.  They said that it was peaceful there, that Kai Opaka had blessed it herself.  It was there that he would study and debate the teachings of the Prophets.  He needed to read, to prepare himself, but he couldn't take his eyes off that redhead.  


	Kira walked to the edge of the polluted river and stuck her tounge out at the Spoonheads that sunned themselves on the other side.  Antos watched, sensing that there was more than taunting behind that move.  She was hurting, and through her tattered shift he could see fading bruises.  As one raised himself off the grass, she darted up the rockface, hiding herself carefully.  Bareil stopped breathing.  She was so close, and now he could see the blond highlights in her bright red hair.  Her skin was soft and


pale, and although she was small, she looked older than the rest of the children at the camp.  She collapsed against the rocks after determing she was safe and suddenly screamed.  Bareil had startled her.


	Now he had a good look at her eyes.  They were large and brown, sunken into her face from a lifetime of starvation.  Her ridges were prominent, there were five in all and the symbolic earring that hung from her right ear looked almost too large for her.  It was intricate, carved with a love that only a family member could do.  


	"Shh, it's okay!"  He covered her mouth with his hand.


	She shook him off, "Don't be scarin' folks like that!"  Her voice was thick, the gutteral tone of all street urchins.  Even Bareil talked that way, though not as much.  "I haven't seen you here before."


	"I've been traveling."


	"Around Bajor?  What are ya, Stupid?"  Her eye fell on the book next to him and she reached for it, hungrilly.  "Oh Prophets, forgive me.  I didn't mean to insult you."  With love and care, she turned the book over and over in her hands, almost scared to open it.  "I thought the Spoonheads burned all the books."


	"Not all."  Bareil was amazed at her reverance.  "The monastaries managed to save some."


	"You are too young to be a Vedek."  She was more comfortable now, but she hadn't let go of the book.  Kira was taken in by his eyes.  They were soft and caring, with a twinkle that one didn't see anymore.  He was thin, but all Bajorans were.  If you were well fed, you were a collaborator.  His tattered robes showed someone who had lived all thier life in the monastary and she suddenly felt small comapered to him.  The glittering earring was carved in the sacred image of an orb and her heart stopped when she looked at it.  


	"I will be one, someday.  My monastary was raided and I came here to Dakurrh,  I heard that this one is protected by the Kai herself."


	"It hasn't been raided yet, if that's what you mean."  Kira handed back the book, "But you better be careful.  The Cardies here are always looking to cart off Vedeks to the camps.  Last week, Vedek Raya was sent to Gallitep.  I heard that the Gul there wanted a new plaything."  She spit at the mention of any ranking Cardassian.  


	"I'll be safe, for now."  He grinned at the urchin in front of him.  "What's your name?"


	"Kira Nerys.  I live with my father and brothers."


	"Bareil Antos."  He reached out and touched her ear.  Only a few weeks ago had he leared how to grasp someone's Pagh.  Hers was stong and unwavering.  "How old are you?"  He asked, pulling back.


	"Eight.  When I get big enough, I'm going to join Shakkar."  From the flash in her eyes, it was obvious that she was daring him to challenge her.


	"The Resistance?  Nerys. . .be careful."  He'd known her ten minutes and already he wanted to protect her.  "Have you ever been at the labor camps?"  Only after the words were out did he realize how stupid a question it was.  There was a mining camp over the next ridge and the stains on her small hands were evidence of hard work.


	"I was born here.  My mother died when I was three and I've hung around with Shakkar's cell whenever they come tocamp."  Still talking of the resistance, her eyes shone with defiance.


	They talked until the sun set and then Kira stood as Bareil gathered his things.  "Walk with the Prophets, Nerys."


	"May the Prophets guide you."  She smiled, and as he scattered down the rocks, she hissed, "Will I see you again?"


	"Tomorrow.  I'll find you."  The whisper in the darkness was gone before she even heard it.





	The days passed quickly in the refugee camp, now that Kira had someone to talk to.  Bareil's education far outshone Kira's; he helped her with her reading and writing and soon she was arguing prophesy and law with the best of them.  Days became months, and then a year.  Bariel found himself falling for the little girl that had captured his eye that first day.  


	Girls grew up quickly on Bajor and he wondered just what the Cardies had already done to her.  She never talked about it and when he would mention it, she would change the subject.  Not that it mattered, he loved her no matter what.  


	One night, as he walked her back to the shelter, he leaned in and kissed her.  She returned it carefully, scared about what to do.  After all, she was only nine. . .and the Cardie boys who chased her up and down the river never bothered kissing her.  "I love you, Nerys," Antos whispered against her skin.  Then as usual, he was gone.  


	Days on Bajor never dawned brightly.  There was always a low hangover of smoke from the mining camps, and lately, there had been ash in the air.  Falling ash wasn't uncommon, every few weeks it would appear.  Kira shook flakes from her hair as she hurried down to the river.  If you got there early enough, the Cardassian boys wouldn't tease you.  That and she had no choice, she had to be at the gate to the mining camp by sun crest or there would be consequenses.  Kneeling gingerly at the bank of the river, she filled the water pots, keeping an eye out for Cardiassians.  The only bad part about going out early was that people had been known to disappear.  A twig snapped and Kira bolted to her feet, almost dropping the water jug.  It was him.  Last week he and his friends had chased her into a corner, tormenting her.  The only thing that had saved her innocence was the sound of Cardie soldiers rushing by.  Suddenly, violence had been more interesting than torture.


	"Hello, Nerys."


	She tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear and gathered her belongings.  Words of wisdom rang in her head, Don't talk, don't look, don't respond.  He blocked her way.  She moved.  Again, he stood in her path.  


	"Let me take those. They must be heavy."  His voice dripped with slime.  "You are growing up so fast."  


	Kira ignored him, keeping her head down.  Don't meet thier eyes.


	"Why, you must be nine years by now old now."  Enraged by her silence, he shoved the stick of a girl and she went flying.  The water jugs shattered on the dry ground around her.  "I paid you a compliment, Wench!"  


	Kira kept her eyes lowered.  Don't resist.  They only get rougher when you do.


	He pulled the urchin to her knees.  Ashes were falling in her hair and she needed a bath.  	Suddenly, an idea struck him.  "Nerys, when was the last time you were able to get clean?"


	She kept her eyes on the ground.  That way her stomach wouldn't lurch when she saw his bulging crotch.  Don't move.  Close your eyes.  Think of Antos.  Remembrance of his kiss from the night before almost brought a smile to her parched lips, but she quickly covered it.  


	Rage was building quickly inside the adolescnent Cardassian.  He had personally taken charge of breaking in all the young girls in this refugee camp.  At only sixteen, he could count three girls that had become pregnant because of him.  He had seen this little wench with that young monk from the monastary and  had been watching when they kissed last night.  Well, if she was old enough to kiss, she was old enough to be broken in.  He'd had girls younger than her, that was for sure.  His next slap sent her flying into her back, and he laughed when she covered her legs with the scrap of dress she wore.  Picking up the squirming child, he tossed her into the river, laughing as the water plastered her dress to her scrawny body.  What was it with these Bajorans?  Cardassian girls were much more developed by the age of nine.  Not that he would ever touch a Cardassian girl.  They were treasures to behold.  These wenches were here for his ammusement.


	Kira sat in the cold, polluted water, praying to everything high and holy that Daret would leave her be.  Keep your head down.  Don't look at them.  Close your eyes.  It's over before it begins.  The pain isn't that bad.  Echoes from other victims rang in her head.  Her best friend had been ambushed only two nights ago; she was still bleeding from all of it.  


	"Daret!"


	The boy turned, angry that once again he was being pulled from a breaking in.  "What!"


	"Father says we can go into the camp today and help to keep the animals in line!"


	Daret's attention turned from the soaking girl and he raced off after his best friend.  


	Kira waited until they were nothing more than shadows before letting the tears fall.  She crawled out of the river, her wet shift clinging to her like a second skin.  It was still cool, and the icy water made her blood freeze.  She felt a pain, and touched her ear, wincing.  She was bleeding, Daret had torn her earing from her ear.  Thankfully, the piercing still held.  Pulling the earring out, she set it into the other ear.  it wouldn't take long for this wound to heal.  But, he would be at the camp today.  Animals. . .it was the first time she had been called an animal.  


	"Nerys!"  A shoked voice rang through the air, followed by the footsteps of Bareil has he raced up to her.  "Prophets, what did that bastard do to you?"


	"I'm fine," her voice was still shaking.


	Bareil kissed her wounded ear, tasting the blood that still drained from where the ear cuff had been ripped away.  His eyes took notice of the shattered jugs and her shivering body.  Gently, he pulled her into his arms.  "Did they. . .hurt you?"


	She shook her head.  This wasn't the first time she'd been attacked, but it was the first time that Bareil had found her afterward.  He still didn't know of last week. . .the scars crisscrossed her chest, still red and sore.  At least her innocence was still hers.  She wouldn't give it to a Cardassian, not ever.  


	"Come on."  Antos pulled her into his arms, carrying her easily.  She was so thin, like a leaf from the berry trees.  Gently, he found his way back to thier small shelter and stepped in.  "Kira?"  He called to Nerys' father.  


	Kira Taban stepped out and screamed in terror when he saw his baby child wrapped in the arms of the monk.  "Prophets, my baby!"  The father ran to his daughter's side, noticing the blood on her ear.  "Bareil, get a cloth from that basket over there.  There is some water in the kitchen, wet the cloth.  Hurry."


	"Fa, I'm fine."  Kira's voice was a bit stronger.


	"You are bleeding, Child."


	"It will pass.  It has happened before."  Silence descended quickly over the small shelter and she bit her lip, cursing herself for opening her mouth.  Nerys sat up and took the cloth from Antos, pressing it to her bleeding ear.  "There is nothing like a little humiliation to start the day."  She shivered.  This was her only set of clothes. . .maybe she could borrow some from Miko.  Boy's clothes were more comfortable anyway.


	Kira Taban stared, unbeliving.  "You have been assulted at other times?"  He knew what the Cardies did to girls, but never thought that they would get to his little spitfire.  He looked at Antos, "You should protect her, if you really care."


	"Fa!  Antos can't be with me at all times.  I can protect myself.  They've never really. . hurt me."  She reached a small hand out to Antos and he joined her on the pile of rags that Kira used for a bed.  Taban couldn't help but smile.  Children grew up so fast on Bajor.  He knew his little girl was in love with the monk, but she was still so young and fragile.  Ten year olds were supposed to be frolicking in the green grass, not falling in love in case they wouldn't be around tomorrow; giving up their innocence just in case they fell prey to one of the Cardies.  But still, it gave the girls something to think of while their lives were being ripped apart.  "I could have come in on my own.  I was just stunned.  All he did was throw me in the river.  Fa, I lost the water jugs."


	"They are only water jugs.  You are sure you are all right?"


	"Of course.  And soon I will be able to wear my earring properly again."  She looked up and kissed Antos on the cheek, "Come, let's watch the sun crest."  Antos smiled and led his girl from the room.  Taban smiled.  Under normal circumstances, he would have been outraged.  But he had to let his little girl have some sense of peace in her life.    


	The falling ash made Kira sneeze, and she laughed at the feeling.  She hadn't laughed in months.  For a long moment, the child sweethearts stood, waitng for the sun to crest over the once beautiful hills.  "What do you think it looked like?"  Kira asked, studying the now barren range that surrounded the valley.


	"Like the Temple of the Prophets.  Green and lush. . .with free Bajorans running through the hills.  Artists and poets mingling together to tell stories of land that is beautiful.  Monks praying as the sun crests.  And people who love each other," he looked down at her, "were allowed to be together."


	"Antos," Kira faced him, drawing a deep breath.  "I want you to be my first."


	The young monk stood, stunned at the words that had come from her mouth.  He loved her, yes, but. . ."Nerys--"


	"Let me talk."  She took his hand and they sat against a log that rested outside the shelter.  "Antos, I won't have my innocence much longer.  The Spoonheads like to break in the girls. . .I was lucky today.  I've been lucky so far.  I don't want to loose it to some smelly Cardassian who will make me bleed, I want to give it to you.  To someone that I love."  She rested her head in his lap, being careful of her sore ear.  In her heart, she prayed that her children wouldn't be having this conversation at the age of nine.  She prayed that they could play among those green fields that Antos spoke of and that the Prophets would watch over them.  But until that time came. . .She and Antos had been Sweethearts for over a year, and thier luck was running out.  She still had to go to the river tomorrow to get water.  


	Antos was silent.  He had dreamed of long and passionate nights with Nerys, but never like this.  She was still too young to involve physical love in thier relationship.  He also knew that her days were numbered.  She wouldn't be able too, not after they were done with her.  "I love you," he whispered, "and I promise you that I will be your first."  He kissed each ridge gently, "I had better go.  The Spoonheads keep a closer eye on the monastary.  They don't like us out and wandering."


	"When, Antos?"  Nery's eyes were large and frightened.  


	"When the Prophets say it is right."  They kissed, and he vanished.  As was his habit.


	With a quick look at the sun, she raced down the hill to the camp before she was late to join the lines.  After her morning encounter, she felt no need to be acousted again.





	The dim shadows of the trees hid the small band of terrorits as they plotted the distruction of the nearby prison.  "Edon, we should recriut while we are here."  The dark voice of Lapuza hissed from above.  She was perched precariously in the tree they rested against.  


	A movement and they all froze.  After a long moment, Lapuza started to laugh.  


	"What is it?"  Edon raised his rifle to his shoulder.


	Lapuza shook her head, "Don't worry.  I don't think that two young lovers are going to disrupt our plans.  It's Kira Nerys."


	Edon grinned.  The young girl had started hanging around the cell most of her young life, following them around as best she could.  In a way, she was becoming a mascot to them.  "Let her be," the grin was only partially happy, he knew that her days of childhood were rapidly drwing to a close.  Felling he owed the young couple some privacy, he whispered to his fellow cell leaders,  "Come on, let's give them some peace.  It will be safer for us nearer to the camp."


	Kira giggled and clambered up the tree, feeling Antos right behind her.  They had been meeting at night lately, it was safer for her, for them.  Over the past few weeks, she had taken to staying inside more, scared of the new guards that patrolled the camp.  Last week one had grabbed her. . .she hadn't told Antos.


	Antos settled onto a strong branch and pulled his young beloved into his arms.  The age difference between them no longer frightened him, and after almost two years together, he realized she was even more mature than him.  He reached into his pocket, feeling the cold chain of the bethrothal bracelet.  The Cardassians had long ago outlawed all religious ceremonies, including marriage, but the earrings and bracelets were still worn.  It would be years before they could be together.  He knew of her desire to fight with the Shakkar, and he needed to be moving on.  It was no longer safe for Vedeks.


	"Nerys?"


	She turned to him and felt his mouth close on hers.  The kiss was passionate, and she could feel the longing behind it.  When they pulled away, the air between them was hot and tense.  "What is it, Beloved?"


	Without speaking, he pulled the bracelt from his pocket.  His heart raced ahead of his mind as he slipped the thin chain over her wrist.  Her bones were so fragile that he worried he'd snap them.  "I know that the Prophets destined for us to walk the same path.  But it is in the future.  I just pray that until that future, you will remember me."


	"Oh, Antos."  She threw herself deep into his arms, sobs racking her small form.  It was time for him to leave, to flee before the Spoonheads captured and hung him for all the camp to see.  "I will remain faithful to you."


	His amrs moved against her small form and he found her mouth again.  "Nerys, you can't promise that.  But keep running.  You can fight and kill them all you want, but if one of them comes after you, run.  Don't let them break you."


	"I will save myself for you."  The words were a hollow promise.  She knew now that Bareil would not be her first.  If the Cardie boys found out that she had been with another man before them, it would give them antoher reason to hunt Bareil down.  They would rape her in front of him, laughing and taunting.  She had seen it happen.  Still, she prayed to the Prophets that he would be her only Bajoran, and that thier time together would come soon.  They talked of thier dreams of children and a life.  They dreamed of the capitol city, centering around the monastary and the Kai taking her rightful place as leader of Bajor.  Finally, the third moon crested and the couple climbed down from the trees; right into the waiting arms of a group of Cardassians.


	"What have we here?"  The leader, a Gul that niether recognized, grinned evily in the moonlight.


	Antos pulled Nerys behind him, shielding her small form.  They were out past cerfew, a crime punishable by death.  He could feel Nerys trembling and allowed thier Paghs to mingle, drawing support from each other.  Neither said a word.


	The Gul was unimpressed by Bareil's chivalry.  Instead, he reached behind and pulled Kira out from behind the monk's robes.  "Well, well, well.  It's the little cunt I've seen near the river a few times.  Heard that you managed to get away from Franzu the other day.  Impressive."


	Bareil saw red.  They had grabbed her the other day?  No wonder she had been so quiet.


	"I think that you need to be taught a lesson."  The moonlight glinted off the bracelet and the Gul grabbed at Kira's wrist, almost snapping the bone in two.  "Ah, how romantic.  A moonlight proposal.  Tell me, Vedek," he spat out the words, "how do you plan to marry her?  In a temple?  Too bad we've burned them all.  I assume that the deal has yet to be consumated.  She is still so young after all."  Two guards grabbed at Antos as he lept at the Gul's throat.  Nerys remained frozen, her head cast down.  "Now, now, you don't want to add assult to your list of problems, do you?  Come, come, it's bad enough that you still practice the old religion.  You are out past cerfew.  You are in possession of a bethrothal bracelet.  For any one of these I could put you to death."  He paused and forced Kira to look up.  Her large brown eyes were wide, and full of fear.  Kneeling down, he slit open her simple shift with the dagger he held.  Kira stood naked, shivering in the mooonlight.  


	Antos lunged again, but was snapped back by the gaurds, foced to his knees and held in place while the Gul loosened his trousers.  His efforts to shut his eyes and drop his head were useless, as one of the guards made sure he saw everything.


	Nerys' screames were muffled by the large Cardiassian's mouth on hers.  He thrust over and over, cutting into her small body and making her bleed.  When he was finished, he stood and spit on the young girl, laughing at her broken body.  


	"Would either of you care for a try?  Franzu, I know she escaped you the other day.  I will hold the young monk."


	Bareil was forced to watch twice more as his beloved's body was ravaged and broken.  When the final guard was finished, they tossed her on the ground and let Bareil go.  Not caring about the laughter or the remarks, he raced to her side, holding her while she came back onto reality.  "Oh, my love. . ."  He slipped his outter robe off his body and wrapped it around her, his breath catching as blood seeped through the folds of brown cloth.  He was scared to move her, frightened that she would only be damaged more.  Anyway, the Cardies were still there.  Laughing.  Out of the corner of his eye, he caught a glipse of the bracelet.  Ripped from her arm during the first time, it had been stomped and destroyed, the circle was broken.  He moved to slip it into his pocket, but Nerys' weak hand stopped him.  Smiling gently, she took the chain and pressed it into her hand.  


	Bareil covered her face with tender kisses, sobbing at the smell of Cardassian on her.  She needed medical attention, but he couldn't leave her.  At least the Spoonheads were moving on.  He would wait until sunup and carry her back to camp.


	"Antos?"  The whisper was full of pain.


	"Yes, Love?"


	"I will have my father fix the bracelet."  Her eyes were almost swollen shut, and her mouth was bleeding from where the final guard had shoved himself into her.  Blowing a gentle kiss at him, she passed out.





	Nerys woke three days later, wrapped snuggly in her father's warm robes.  She was sore and tired, and her stomach cramped as she tried to move.  But her earring still hung delicately from her right ear and the bracelet rested comfortably on her wrist.


	"Antos?"  Her raspy voice no more than a tired whisper.


	Taban entered the room caefully, "He is gone, Nerys."  His Pagh sobbed as he looked at his broken daughter.  When Antos had run in three mornings ago, it had only taken one look to understand what had happened.  He wasn't surprised, but angered that his baby could have been abused like that.  The look in Bareil's eyes had echoed that of the father and for once Taban had accepted the love the two children had for each other.  The young monk had kept a constant vigil at her side, helping her through the delirum and the nightmares.  Yesterday, he had never returned after going out to fetch water to boil.


	"Gone?"  She fingered the bracelet on her wrist.  The beauty had been completly restored, and there was a shine to the silver.  As if it had been kissed by the Prophets.  She couldn't handel this.  Fa meant he had left for just a moment.  He would be back!  Looking into the kind man's eyes, she knew it was only the dreams of a young girl.  "When?"


	Taban knelt beside his young daughter.  "Yesterday."  The swelling had gone down from her mouth and eyes, but the skin on her small body was red and puffy.  "Sleep, Nerys.  You still have to heal."  He pressed a cloth to her feerish forehead and offered yet another silent prayer to the Prophets.


	Why weren't they listening?





	The cell was cold and dank.  In a way, Bareil wished he was in a labor camp.  At least there he could move his stiff muscles and get the musty air out of his lungs.  


	The ash fell much heavier here and there was the distinct smell of rotting flesh.  It churned his stomach and he was glad that the Cardies starved the prisoners because he couldn't keep it down anyway.  His thoughts, heart, and days were filled with Nerys.  She had been so ill that day.  The fever was at dangerous levels and they had to do something.  Taban had ties to the resistance and knew where they could get medicine, and he had set out early that morning, carrying the three earrings the father had pressed into his hand and praying that the contact would be there.  See if you can get her a shirt and some clothes.  Talk to no one but Lora.  May the Prophets protect you, Son.  Antos had never met his contact; the Spoonheads were waiting at the river.  At least the earrings were still with him, tucked into the folds of his now tattered robe.  Maybe he could find a way to buy his freedom and race back to her side. 


	From the back of the cell there was a movement, but Bareil ignored the man.  He had tried to strike up numerous conversations, but Bareil could only think of Nerys.  She could be dying right now, fever wracking her small and broken body.


	"Kid," the man tried again.  He'd watched them throw the boy into the cell. laughing something about his little wench.  For three days he had sat in the corner, crying and praying.  By the torn robes, It was obvious the boy was a monk, albeit a young one.  "Kid, come on.  You'll see her again."


	Bareil looked up and regarded the prisoner with glassy eyes.  "This is a death, prison.  She'll be a widow before I even marry her."


	Glad that he'd been pulled from his stupor the man lumbered over.  "Kempa Nalis."


	"Vedek Bareil Antos."


	"Don't let the Spoonheads hear you use those religious terms.  You'll be dead before morning."  He plopped next to Bareil, "You betrothed? You are awful young."


	"So was she."  Tears welled up in his eyes when he remembered Nerys' innocent body being ravaged by Cardassians three times her size.  "She's barely ten.  But we. . ."  He trailed off, choked by sobs.  "We have known each other for two years.  Sometimes love just happenes."


	"That it does."  Nalis smiled tenderly at the thought of his wife.  He'd last seen her being dragged through the gates to Gallitep.  Even three years later, the dreams haunted him.  "You said was.  The Cardies got to her?"  He spat at the thought, "They took my daughter, too.  She was ten."


	"Where is she now?"  Antos was glad to talk.  He needed the companship.


	"Walking with the Prophets.  She didn't survive the attack.  These Cardies carry something in thier blood and she got it.  She died three days later."


	Fear gripped Bareil's heart.  "Fever?  Delirum?  Red and puffy skin?"


	Nails nodded.  "Many survive.  She'll be oaky.  She has something to live for."  He clapsed the monk on the shoulder, "Tell me about her."





Circa 2355-Federation Time Line





	Victory.


	Kira Nerys raced through the entryway to the cave, still high on adrenaline.  The rest of the cell was waiting for her, cheering as she dropped her spent phaser rifle onto the ground.  "I told you that you should let me fight more often!"  Her low voice held the excietment of a child and her eyes sparkled with excitment.  "You need younger kids like me to get into those tight spots and drop in on those Spoonheads."


	Shakkar Edon laughed at his newest soldier.  "Okay, okay, once again you have proven yourself right.  How many did you get?"


	She looked down for a moment at the blood on her hands.  "Gul Socrat is dead."  There had been more to this fight than just attacking the Cardies.  He was dead.  She had the satisfaction of watching that spark of light leave his eyes as she attacked him by surprise.  Her stomach cramped in memory and suddenly she needed to sit down.


	A cheer went up from the resistance fighters.  Shakkar and Lapuza brought water and a cloth to wash her bloddied face.  They alone knew of her vendeta against Socrat and still harbored guilt for that night.  If they had stayed close by, they might have been able to stop the Gul and his gaurds from destroying her young body.  Nerys would still bleed at times and there was some virus attacking her system.  She couldn't gain wight and her appetite was virtually nil.  Still, she was one of the toughest fighters in the Shakkar resistance cell.  


	Nerys washed the blood from her hands, working with care around the bethrothal bracelet that she still wore.  Someday she would find Antos again.  Gratefully, she accepted the flask of alcohol that was passed around.  A warm rush flushed her body and she settled down to sleep, listening to others tell of their victory from the battle at Kethra.


	Her stomach ached.  It was a dull ache that had begun two years ago, under that tree.  The last thing she remembered was Bareil holding her tightly, sobbing into her shoulder.  Blaming himself.  


	Looking around the camp, she caught the eye of a number of young soldiers whom she would have beeded down with had she not still been so devoted to Bareil.  Even after all this time, she was determined not to give up.  As they liberated camp after camp, she asked questions and rumors had spilled back to her.  He was alive, or had been last a prisoner had heard.  Moved to Gallitep.  Moved to Kethra.  No, he was in the Kendra Valley.  Rumor had it that he and Kai Opaka had become friends.  She only wished she knew which was true.





	Bareil relaxed on the mattress, allowing himself a moment to wish for a more comfortable place to sleep.  Guilt washed over him as he remembered the rag pile that Nerys used to sleep on.  Nerys.  He knew she was alive, or had been thre weeks ago, Opaka had shown him a listing that she had recieved of rumored resistance members.  There was her name.  Her dream had come true, she was fighting alongside Shakkar.  Now she was a hunted woman, someone to be convicted of war crimes.  She wouldn't have it any other way.


	Opaka appeared at the door, smiling.  This small monestary had been left alone for centuries, as the Cardassians had agreed to leave the great leader of Bajor alone.  She couldn't do much anyway, and secretly they worried about uprisings if the Kai were to be killed.  She had come across Bareil six months ago, staggering out of the Gallitep prison amidst many other escapees.  She and her monks had worked to save all of them and Bareil had opted to stay and study.  


	"The Prophets are smiling today," her eyes, while older than Bareil's, smiled tenderly and with more energy that Bareil had ever seen.  Her eight year old son was poking from around the folds of her skirt, grinning.  Bareil never pegged the boy for a monk, but he reminded him a lot of Nerys.  He'd probably be off fighting in the resistance in a few years.  "Come to the temple, Antos.  You are troubled and there is no need to be."  She sighed and smiled at the monk, knowing that his dreams were still plagued with Nerys' rape.  "You know now that she is alive.  Come and celebrate it."  Bareil nodded and stood to follow his Kai to the temple.  Part of his dream had come true, he was praying beside the Kai in the holy city.  Now, all he needed was Nerys by his side.  Wrapped in the pocket of his robe were the three earing he had managed to save for all this time.  It was all he had left of her.





Circa 2357--Federation Time line





	Nerys jumped to her feet, offereing her last words to the Prophets as she stood.  


	"I apologize," the deep voice came from behind.  "I did not realize that you were still praying, I could have waitied."


	"Nonsense, Edon."  She grinned at Shakkar and tied her unruly red hair back into a ponytail.  "The Prophets understand that we are fighting for the right to worship them as we wish.  They'll forgive a quickly finished prayer."  


	Shakkar Edon was amazed at the faith of his small friend.  Over the four years since her brutal rape at the hands of Gul Socrat, she had grown and chaged tremendously, although he feared that she would always be too thin.  There was nothing anyone could to do add meat to her bones, and it scared him to be able to count her ribs through her uniform.  It was one of the many scars the Cardies had provided her with to remember that night.  In the back of his mind, he wondered if she hadn't been hurt at other times since joining the resistance.  There had been nights where she had not come back, only to come in the next day drawn and silent.  Yet, despite all her hardship, her faith remained strong.  While he offered a quick prayer at times to his Gods, often he wondered if they were still listening.  Part of him felt that they had turned thier back on thier chosen people.  


	Kira stretched her stiff arms, barely noticing the bracelet that rested on her bony wrist.  Although she never took it off, she thought less and less of Bareil.  They had been children, wrapped up in a romance that had been fun and playful.  He was a man of peace and prayer, while she was personally accountable for the deaths of nine high ranking Cardies.  Maybe they were meant to go in different directions. . .and from the way Shakkar looked at her. . .No.  She chided herself for letting her thoughts slip from her beloved.  But still, maybe it was time to move on.  If she took a lover here, maybe the Cardies would leave her alone.  Her legs still ached from two weeks ago, the last time she had been caught.  No one knew of those nights, and she had no plans to tell anyone.  A fighter didn't speak of capture, only victory.  But, when she thought of letting another share her bed before Bareil, her stomach churned.  She had made him a promise and she intended to keep it as long as either of them lived.


	"So, tell me we get to do something interesting today."  It was a familar plea from her, she loved to torment Shakkar with it.  "Last week's raid was so boring!"  Kira ducked the familiar ear cuff from her mentor and cloest friend, and followed him to the main room of the cave.  Everyone was gathered, waiting.  


	"Welcome to the holy city of Bajor."  Shakkar's soft voice still boomed through the small hideout.  "Today we are allowed to rest and relax while we prepare for our biggest fight yet.  We will liberate Gallitep.  Our people are dying, being murdered by that butcher.  It is our duty to save them."  He grinned at his fellow soldiers.  "Stay out of the way, and if you choose to visit the monastary, keep it quiet.  The Cardies are waiting and watching.  They know who we are."


	Monastary.


	The thought hadn't even clicked when they had arrived last night.  If he was alive, he could be there.  At least they would know where he was.  Slowly she rose to her feet, twisting the bracelet carefully.  The band had already dispersed, taking the time to sleep or meditate.  Shakkar caught her arm as she reached the mouth of the cave.


	"Watch yourself, Nerys."  Their eyes met and he let her go, watching her slip down the hill with the silent skill of a soldier.


	The monastary lay in front ofher, the last building standing in the city square.  Wrapped in the orange robes she had discovered at the bottom of the hill, Kira walked up and knocked.  A cardassian was coming this way.  She could feel eyes boring into her back, but did nothing.  Act like you belong.  The smell kept walking.


	The door opened.


	Eyes. 


	The twinkle was back, the sparkle he had lost the night of her attack.  He was older, taller.  There were warm lines around his eyes and scars marked his skin, proving time spent in the camps.  


	There was life behind those doe eyes that captured him six years ago.  A new earring hung from her ear.  Simple.  A mark of a resistance soldier.  There was blood behind her eyes.  Cardassian and her own.  There had been other times.  


	Quickly he found his voice, ushering her in before that Cardie became suspisious.  "Enter, Child."  As the door locked, he pulled her into his arms and the robe she'd filched fell away.  Their lips met in a passionate kiss as four years apart came together in one instant.  Finally he pulled back, keeping his forhead pressed against hers, "Beloved."


	"I never thought I'd see you again."  Her conscience chided her for her early thoughts.  One should not doubt the will of the Prophets.  Never again, she promised herself.


	"Nerys, I . . ."  Tears filled his eyes, "Come."  Taking her hand, he led her through the halls to his small room.  Once inside, they were able to talk freely.  Resting in each other's arms on the bed, they told of the last four years crying as tales of torture and impriosnment were revealed.  After they finished, the couple lay there, quietly, revleing in the fact that they were together again.  After a long moment, Antos sat up, looked at his bethrothed, and lowered his lips to hers.


	The lovemaking was passionate and powerful.  They explored each other's scars, kissing away the pain that each one held.  Bareil counted her ribs with his lips, crying that she was still so undernourished.  When they finished, completly spent, they slept in each other's arms, basking in the safety of the small monestary.  Right now, no one could touch them.


	The tolling of the bell woke the lovers.  Bareil smiled and kissed Kira's wrist, nibbling at the bracelet.  Her smile matched his and she pressed against him, running her hands along his trim body.  "You were still my first."  The statement was whispered.


	"Mine as well."  He kissed her dirty red hair, now lying loose across her shoulders and flowing down her back.  When had it grown like that?  "Stay here," he pleaded, "you will be safe.  We can marry and raise the children that we always talked about."


	Tears rushed down her face, "Bareil, I can't.  You kow that I fight for Bajor and as much as I want to stay with you, right now is not our time.  The Prophets have a path for us, and right now I must fight to free our people.  We will meet again."


	"Where do you go from here?"


	"I cannot tell you, there are too many lives at stake."  She looked at the shadows through the window and reached for her tattered shirt.  "I must go back.  We move tonight."  She dressed in silence, the tears refusing to stop.  Finally, she turned back to him and they kissed passionately.  "I want you to promise me something."  Her voice had once again dropped to a whisper.


	"Anything."  Without realzing what she was doing, Kira slipped the bracelt off her wrist and handed it to the monk.  The words tumbeled out, but somehow, made sense.  


	"I want you to hold this.  Keep it close to your heart and remember me.  I am not sure if I will survive the next attack we are planning."  The tears still hadn't stopped.  "I love you with all my heart, Bareil Antos."


	He looked at the delicate chain that now rested in his hand.  "Nerys--"


	She interupted his protest.  "Antos, when you first propsed, we were young but my feelings for you have not changed.  When we meet again you can give me that bracelet and we will marry.  Until then, keep it.  It may be years before we meet again and I want to harbor no guilt towards you.  This way I release you from our comittment but know that you will be giving it back to me."  She kissed away the tears that fell from his deep brown eyes.  "I do love you."


	"I love you."  he wrapped his arms around her waist and sobbed into her small breasts, staining the front of her shirt with his tears.  Finally he reached up and grasped her ear, "Walk with the prophets, Beloved."


	"May they guide you."  One last kiss and she was gone, slipping through the shadows of the monastary silently.  


	Bareil shook his head, disappearing into the shadows used to be his trick.  And now. . .he looked at the bracelet and his heart broke.  She was right, but she was still gone.  


	Kira paused at the doorway to the monastary.  Edon didn't expect her to come back, she knew that.  She would be able to stay with Antos and be safe.  But safety was not her style and there were still people to save.  Looking over her shoulder she slipped out into the darkness.  


	She did not turn back.   





2369--Federation Time Line





	Kira Nerys growled at the peice of Cardassian junk that she was now supposed to call a computer.  Although she was fluent in Cardassian, she was hardly fluent in readouts and broken panel screens.  It was at times like these that she cursed her minimal education.  


	"Problems, Major?"  The light voice came from behind her and she turned to face her new commanding officer.  He was dressed in Starfleet fatigues and looked for all the world like he'd be more comfortable tossing that baseball of his around in a field.  What the hell was baseball anyway?  And why in hell did Starfleet feel the need to come in here?


	She knew she was being unresaonable.  In the three months that Starfleet had occupied Terrok Norr--Deep Space Nine--they had done wonderful things for Bajor.  Kira was just in a bad mood.  "Nothing a phaser wouldn't handle."


	The tall man laughed loudly, "I often feel the same way."  He stepped down from his office, "Do me a favor.  A shuttle carrying a load of Bajorans has just docked and I don't have time to meet it.  There is a dignaitary arriving."


	Kira nodded, supressing a groan.  The only things she hated worse than computers were visiting dignitaries from the Provisional Government.  "Docking bay?"


	"Six."


	The airlock was already crowded when Kira arrived.  She recognized the dignitaries right away, three orange robes and. . .her eyes met those deep brown pools of laughter and she stopped breathing.  Fourteen years hadn't chipped away at his features and the release of Bajor had added a sparkle to his eyes.  


	Fora a brief moment, her stomach churned and she tought of the baby she had lost fourteen years ago.  He never knew that he had been a father, and now looking at him, she was glad she had spared him the news.


	There was still pain behind those doe eyes.  It was pain that would never be lessened and pain that would stay with both of them for eternity.  Her long red hair was short now, adding a severity to her strikig features.  She was still too thin, but at least he couldn't count her ribs through her uniform.  


	Only decorum kept them from jumping into each other's arms then and there.  Decorum and fourteen years of pain and seperation.  They were no longer children.  She was Major Kira Nerys, one of the strongest voices in the Bajoran Militia, war hero, liberator of Gallitep.  He was Vedek Bareil Antos, the frontrunner to be the new Kai.  


	Kira brought the guests to Ops and listened in at the meeting while Antos and the Captain argued and talked.  Since when had he become so pompus?  Did he really think he knew everything?  The Occupation had changed him, and Kira wasn't sure she liked it.


	Later, on the Promenade, she heard his voice calling to her.  Gingerly, she turned around.  "Bareil."  She nodded her head.


	"Nerys," he looked into her eyes and sighed.  Had things really changed that much?  "Major, are you free for dinner tonight?  I've been told that the hesperat here isn't half bad."


	"No, it's all bad."  For a moment the tension slipped away and they were lovers again.  But her grin faded, "I have to work in Ops tonight."


	"I will be on the station for the rest of the week, and I will be presiding over the ceremony in the temple tomorrow night?  Are you still among the faithful?"


	"How dare you ask."  Her eyes were cold, "I will be there, Vedek.  Now, if you--"


	He caught her arm as she turned away, "Forgive me.  I had no right to ask you that.  This is just as uncomfortable for me as well."  His eyes met hers, "Will you be there?"


	"Of course I will, Antos.  Now, if you'll excuse me."  She tugged away and walked slowly back to Ops.  Every step away from him was torture, but she couldn't be around him any more.  Things were different now.





	He was in there, laughing with the Emissary.  Once again she had met him at the airlock and once again she had fought the urge down to punch him square in the nose.  But still, there was something about him.  He had always had the answers, even when she was eight years old and he was helping her to read.  She'd never forget that first thing he'd taught her.  The Bajoran marriage ritual.  It was if he knew, even then.  Her heart ached to be with him again, and to tell him the truth about the child he had fathered.  She'd miscarried almost immeditely, right after the battle at Gallitep.  Not even Shakkar knew the truth, he thought she had been injured in the fighting.  Her wrist started to itch and she reached down to move the bracelet.  It wasn't there.


	


	They walked to the airlock and in the slience, Bareil could hear the words she had whispered all those years ago.  Finally he turned to her and the loss was there in his eyes.  "Nerys, tell me."


	"Tell you what?"


	"Did you ever know if it was a boy or a girl?"


	The silence hung between them for a long moment.  They were alone in the long corridor, and the stars outside the windows held thier positions while Kira waited to answer.  "How did you know?"


	"One isn't supposed to talk about an Orb experience, but I saw you in pain.  Alone and suffering.  All I don't know is how far along you were."


	Tears welled up in her eyes as she thought of the child.  Thier child.  "It was too soon to know.  But I believe that it was a girl.  You always talked of how you wanted a girl first.  I was hoping that our bodies would carry out your wishes."


	Antos brushed away an escaped tear with a tender thumb.  "She is walking with the Prophets now, Nerys.  Someday, you will have more."  In the silence of the moment, thier lips found each other and the pain of the years of seperation were washed away.  When he pulled back, he fished something from his pocket and pressed it into her hand.  "The Betaziods have a word.  Imzadi.  It means more than simply beloved.  It speaks of a love for eternity, a love that only souls can share."


	"Imzadi," Kira whispered.  The bracelet was still in tact, shining as though the Prophets had kissed it.  Still as sparkling as the morning she had awoken after the attack.  


	"Maybe it isn't our time yet." His words were soft, carseesing her, "But I do love you, Kira Nerys."  He pressed his forhead to hers in a long familiar move, "I will be at the monastary on Bajor."  With that, he was gone, once again the master of the disappearing trick.





	"Vedek Bareil has been injured."


	The words cut through Kira and her soul started to breathe.  The bracelet she wore was suddenly heavy on her wrist, reminding her of the promise they had made all those years ago.  Her Pagh sobbed, and she could feel his life slipping away.


	The scene in the infirmary stopped her heart.  Her beloved, lying there, and the doctor attempting to revive him.  Kai Winn--Kira still shuddered when she thought of the woman--was saying something about a treaty.  Treaty?  Listen to Bashir, her mind screamed, keep him in stasis until a cure can be found.  Don't let him die!


	As had always happened in her life, none of her dreams came true.





	"It's the other half of his brain isn't it? But you can still help him can't you? You can replace the other half of his brain with the positronic matrix."  Kira knew nothing about medical technology, but she did know that whatever Bashir had been doing was keeping her beloved alive.  She wasn't thinking rationally, refusing to accept the situation.  A small thought struck her, even now, Bareil was accepting his situation better than anyone else.  Only now, he was dying.


	"I'm sorry, Nerys, but this is where it ends."  The young doctor couldn't even begin to fathom how Kira was feeling.  The pain in her eyes told of decades of friendship and love and she couldn't let go.


	"What do you mean?"  Bareil would never give up on her.  Life was still life, and maybe he could learn to love her again.  They were destined to walk together!  The Prophets had fortold it.  Bashir really wasn't going to let him die?  


	Jullian sighed, there was nothing he could do.  He noticed for a moment the brief flash of silver on Kira's wrist and his heart sunk even more.  "I won't remove whatever last shred of humanity Bareil has left."  Just saying the words made him cringe.  Kira would be a widow before they even married.


	Clinging to one last hope, Kira grabbed on the uncertainty in Bashir's voice.  Even as she spoke, her words were choked with tears.  She wanted him to see his children and to see Bajor beautiful again.  What about those grassy knolls they were going to run through?  "But you can do it?"


	"Perhaps, child, it is time that we listen to Doctor Bashir."


	Winn's voice filled Kira's nerves and she spun on the religious leader.  This was all her fault.  If hadn't been so intent on keeping Bareil conscious for those damned negotiations, he would still be alive right now.  "Sure, you got your peace treaty, your place in history, you don't need Bareil anymore."  Her tears were running freely down her face as she looked at the dying feaures of her lover.  Her bethrothed.  Winn was nothing but politics, she didn't care about Antos.  Had they lost the treaty, she would have him burned in efegy.


	"Believe me child, I share your pain. But I think that Prophets are calling to Bareil, I will see to it that Bajor never forgets him."  She knew what the young Major thought of her and didn't pretend to hide her distaste for the fiery redhead either.  But the pain in Kira's eyes was more than she had ever seen and her heart went out to the sobbing woman in front of her.  She too had caught sight of the bracelet and that small strip of silver had casued her iron cold heart to melt enough for this one show of kindness.  She would hold to her word, part of Bajor was dying right in this room.  Unable to take Kira's sobs any longer, she turned to Bashir, "Doctor."  Neither really noticed her leave.


	"Julian, you can't give up now. You have to keep going."  Kira was reaching hysteria.  She couldn't let him go!  Not after what they had endured all these years.  


	Julian shook his head, steping closer to the Bajoran.  He couldn't help but wonder if she needed to be sedated.  No, that wouldn't be fair.  She needed to be at Bareil's side when he took his last breath.  If anything, the doctor could grant her that one dignity.  Now, all he could do was reason with her.  "Nerys, if I remove the rest of his brain and replace it with a machine, he may look like Bareil, he may even talk like Bareil, but he won't be Bareil. That spark of life will be gone, he'll be dead and I'll be the one who killed him."  He already felt guilty for what he had done.  It wasn't fair to anyone, particullary Nerys and Bareil who still had thier lives in front of them.  Part of him wondered if she was pregnant.


	"But if we do nothing he'll die."  The statement was whispered, as if she had begun to rationalize the situation.  As she gripped Bariel's hand, she thought of thier child and knew that she was waiting at the gateway to the Celestial Temple to welcome her father in.  Someday, they would all be together.


	Bashir knew that she was resigning herself to his death.  But, there was still a flash of fire in her eyes and he took one final stand, "That's right, but he'll die like a man... not a machine.  Don't make me fight you on this one, just let him go."  He watched her crumple and his heart broke.  There was nothing more painful than loosing the one love of your life.


	"How much time?"  She whispered through the sobs, touching Bareil's face gently.  Oh Antos. . .


	Jullian checked the readouts.  "All brain activity should cease in the next three hours."


	"I'd like to stay with him until then."  It was a simple request.  She had so much to say to him.


	"Of course."  Jullian reached out a hand to comfort the sobbing Major, but thought better of it.  Quietly he retreated to his office to wait for the final series of beeps that would signal the end of one of the greast men Jullian had ever known.  The universe joined Bajor in mouning tonight, but one woman was all alone to face her grief.


	Nerys settled herself onto a chair and took Antos' hand in her own.  "You got your peace treaty, I just wish we'd had more time for us."  Silently she cursed the fourteen years they had lost, but now wasn't the time for regrets.  If he could hear her, he had to know everything.  "But this is the time we have left so I better say it now."  She broke down briefly, rubbing the tears from her face.  Finally she leaned down and kissed his cold, clamy cheek.  He already seemed dead. "I'll - I'll never forget the first time I saw you, the day you came to the station. Such a serenity about you, I thought you had all the answers... really got on my nerves for a while. 	Then I got to know you again and I realised you were just as confused as the rest of us, you just accept your confusion better than anyone I've ever known.  You always have."  She could feel the blackness of death pounding around her and she knew that time was slipping by.  Removing the bracelt from her wrist, she pressed it into his hands, "That's when I realized I love you..."  





	The End
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