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Lieutenant Corey Paltos
"People like us...in places like this

Need all the hope...that we can get..."
- Elton John

You are not, quite, human.  Or at least not quite normal.  Of course, you haven't lead a normal life.  Your earliest memories are from when your sister was born at the Unitarian Missionary Clinic at the 61 Cygni orbital station.  Your parents were posing as migrant workers from a failed colony.

Your parents however, had been on the run for a long time.  

In the eighth decade of the previous century, the colonial freighter Waratah, bound for Formalhaut-XII from Earth, suffered an engine failure and meltdown.  Seven hundred passengers and crewmen survived adrift for a year, before the vessel was able to make planetfall on a small moon in an uninhabited star system near what would later be the border between human and Yorr space, though the Yorr were unknown at the time.

The colonists named the desolate world New Haven, and cannibalized the damaged freighter in order to build a capital.  Over the next half century or so, the colonists eked out an existence, and multiplied, so that in `28 there were nearly seven thousand inhabitants of New Haven.  

The inhabitants of New Haven might have multiplied more quickly, but they were fraught with many still-births.  The reactor meltdown aboard the Waratah had genetically damaged the colonists, and many died of cancer.

Strangely, though, their children did not.  The second-generation colonists did not suffer from a high rate of still-births...in fact infant mortality was near zero.  Also, disease vanished.  Initially this was put down to the fact that the radiation from the reactor meltdown killed most Terran microorganisms, and New Haven had few life-forms.  But research by the few surviving doctors indicated that this was simply not the case.

Then the third generation was born.  Not only did they have the immunity of the first and second generations, but they also began to exhibit strange psychic powers.  Telekinesis.  Telepathy.  Some members of the fourth generation could start fires, and others could hypnotize their parents at a glance.  

There were problems among the fourth generation children, there is no doubt, and the colony was ravaged by terrible strife similar to that which must have happened among the Bounty mutineers on Pitcairn Island.

Nevertheless, calmer minds prevailed, and by the time that the UPC starship Zagreb arrived thirty-four years ago, everything was back to normal.  Fifth generation children...of which you were one of the last, exhibited signs of possible powers beyond even the fourth generation, but there was no particular concern.

For a few years, everything went smoothly.  You were born during this period.  Unfortunately beginning the year after the discovery of New Haven, the UPC went into a severe economic freefall.  Despite a set of treaties with the UPC, the world was repeatedly raided by both pirates, and unscrupulous traders.  Human traders were bad enough, but the Vergosi were worse.  Finally, a group of partisans acted independently to end this problem.

They attacked the UPC Consulate on the nearby Vergosi world of Obelidonada.  The idea was that this would focus the attention on the plight of the New Haven settlers, and force the UPC to take action.  Unfortunately, the raid was poorly planned and carried out.  Several of the raiders were pyrokinetic, and they set the embassy on fire, killing hundreds.

The UPC sent the starship UPC Atreius to New Haven, to impose a quarantine, and an occupation.  The planetary government sent a delegation aboard the starship to discuss terms.  No one, to this day knows what happened.  The governors claimed that the UPC tried to arrest the delegates.  The UPC media claimed that the delegates were sent aboard as a "trojan horse."  At any rate, the Atreius exploded.

Most of the citizens knew what was coming next.  Your parents joined a few hundred lucky souls who were able to buy passage on one of the few small packet ships New Haven had purchased.  Other refugees bought passage aboard a few human and Vergosi merchantmen which were evacuating the planet.

You have since read that the war was short and brutal.  Somehow, the defenders got lucky.  They managed to take out the lead UPC Cruiser.  There had been talk of occupation, but that turned out not to be the case.  Captain (now Admiral) Chin dropped eight hydrogen bombs on the colony, and killed every living thing on the planet. 

The refugees were not much luckier.  The crew of the Yosemite murdered all the refugees aboard their vessel, and the Vergosi authorities on Obelidonada managed to purge most of the refugees that passed through that world.  Overall, probably not more than two or three hundred people made it off New Haven alive.

Throughout the thirties, the UPC kept an internment camp on an airless asteroid orbiting Kapteyn's Star, only a few million miles from R5433, the UPC Maximum Security Prison.  

You stayed on the run with your parents from the time that you were born until you were six.  Your father had been offworld during the brief five years that the colony was in contact with the UPC, and had gotten a UPC passport.  Your father was a natural telepath, and he managed to make a living gambling.  

He hoped to settle on one of the distant colony worlds, but problems with his documentation, and suspicion, and poverty, kept you on the move.

In `38 your father was arrested on the brutal frontier colony of Deneb V.  The local authorities managed to arrange an "accident" where he was hanged in his cell.  Your mother was taken away, with your sister, and presumably killed. You managed to take refuge with some Buddhist monks.  You were ten.  Eventually, you were picked up by the UPC, and put into the internment camp at Kapteyn's Star.  A few hundred survivors of your world were being held there in "protective custody," as "prisoners of war."

When you turned fifteen, you got the opportunity to get out.  The UPC authorities recruited for New Havenites who would be willing to serve in the Fleet, in return for amnesty.  You volunteered.  You would have done almost anything to get out of that vermin infested collection of plastic tunnels and stale air.  You lied about your age, and said you were eighteen.  

Since then, you have served in the UPC fleet.  You are still bitter about New Haven, but you don't really see any point taking it out on the UPC.  The partisans and hot-headed fools on the colony forced the UPC's hand, and the raw terror that greets any mention of New Haven gives you a pretty good idea of what most citizens think of your people.  They were terrified at the idea of the human race being overrun by monsters with secret powers.  There are still occasionally wild allegations of a New Haven conspiracy, even suggestions that the destruction was faked by the Fleet to cover up for the fact that the New Havenites vanished.

You had a good record during the war.  Your official service record shows your origin as "Refugee - UPC Relocation Center KPT."  This was a kind grace of the UPC Fleet, to keep those Havenites who joined the Fleet from being persecuted.  Many millions of humans were relocated during the first three years of the war, and you usually tell people that you are a war orphan, and don't know what world you are from.

You have risen to a considerable rank in the UPC Fleet.  Unfortunately, you have recently been posted under Admiral Chin, and you have mixed emotions about this.  On one hand Chin is a heroic figure.  On the other hand, Chin slaughtered the population of New Haven. 

You will try and act as professionally as you can, and conceal your distaste for Chin.  And you always try to keep your eye open for something you can do to improve the lot of any of your people.  There has been occasional talk of creating a New Haven Homeland colony for repatriation of the survivors and their descendants.  You have wondered if it might be possible to open the subject with Ambassador Hagen.  Unofficially of course.  With his patronage, the idea might have a chance.  There are still eighty older citizens in the internment camp, and there must be thousands of other descendants by now.  

Summary

(
You have the best interests of the UPC at heart.  You don't think two wrongs make a right.

(
You really have problems dealing with Terry Chin.  Nations really can't be blamed for historic mistakes...but Chin pulled the trigger.

(
There have been occasional mutterings about setting up a New Havenite Homeworld.  If an important man like Ambassador Hagen were to support such an idea, it might have a chance.
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