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ﬁ“ﬁb?ﬂﬁmy 1979

Yes, Virginia, there will be a CONTACT 5/6 ». someday. Yould you
believe Spring, *7977 Okay, we®ll trv.

That settled, lel's move right along. Due to “he many elocuent and
sincere requests inat mentioning the threats, cajoling, pleading or atiempied
suicides ) we logieally concluded it was time for an emotionsl outhreak —- 20,
nere we are back at the old presses doing revrints.

In the two years since this issue was first published, we have sesn
s number of accomplishments that Ster Trek and its fandom have influenced,
rerhaps the two most imporbant thai we can credit are the naming of America’s
first space shuttle, the U.3.3. EXTERPRISE, and the reality of STAR THEK -

THE MOTION PICTURE, re-uniting the entire cast and thus keeping the Kiri/Spock
1z zﬁansth intact. Speculation is running high over the changes which the
new movie may bring, but the editors of this zine feel that one thing is
certaln: The initegrity of the characters of Kirk, Spock and HeGoy rest in
very capable harnds,

CONTACT, {oo, is dedicabed to this goal and we find in returning to
this issue, that the stories and poetry contained within are as valid teday
as they were at the time of the first printing. Jnile many of the writers
and artists responsible for issue 3 are continuing to refine thelr technigues,
the talsants, %han@s anc statements remain justifiable after two vears. we

offer this thought for vour considersiion.

For thosa of yau reaﬁing this CONTACT for the first fime, we'd liks
to sxviain szhout Phase » before you ask. Mo, {(hapter U has not bﬁﬁﬂ
printed. [t is not in { SNTAG§ o Actually, we feel that it has cutgrown
the onew~part-at-a-time syndrome, so we're going to be rewriting Chapiers

ant Z and reprinting those along with this chapter and the new number 4,

j; ik

Stack, into the First volume of PHASE 17 COLLECTED. We have no publication
iat&} but it won't be before next faiis Don*t groan, remember some Tans
have besn waiting for it since 19771

liow, wevd like 1o bring you up to date on publications planned and
currently available. The following arve personally recommended. 5.4.5.3, %o

the addresses listed for price and availability:

PASTAK IATTER/ ANTIMATTER GALACTIC DISCOUR
Carolyn Venino ?zn@xmﬂ$ Press{Handra Cent) Lsurie Huff
74 Palisade Ave. 1908 Rambling La. L
Jersey City, HJ 07306 Brandon, FL 3351
STAR CANTICLE Ihic
Jastv Bar g Leslive Lilker

P.0. Box 921 51 Union P1L jyzﬁ e TG

W
‘w}

.
Slaremont, CA 91711 iyntrook, WY 115 Enchorage, AK 99502



DEATH DANCE NOM

(a novella by Dizne King) (age statement reguired)
Pulsar Press (Carol Frisbie) Victoria Clark

B S, abingdon G5 B, ohth 5t.
trlington, VA 22204 New York, NY 10028

ARCH TVES

Linda Deneroeff Yeoman Press
or Jyvnthiz Levins SH42 Valles Ave.
o/o 140 Broadway, b Bronx, NY {047 5E 3. AbAﬂgdar

Lynbrock, HY 115673 Arlington, VA 22204

And last, but not least, we highly recommend the second record sibun

Wy Dmicron Zeti ITI, OHLY 3TARS CAN LAST. Featuring the musical italents

of Fartha and Rodney Bonds, Kathy Burns and Russ Volker, it will include ihe

ti ng, Changes, Healms of Gold, Star Lady, Once Agzain, and many more

O ly scheduled for Pebruary, the album was slightly delayed by the %imezy
apT ance of Tan Thomas Bonds, born Hew Year's [ay.

Mearmwhile, z cassette tape will be offered, OMICHON CETI ITII
it owill fa&%ur songs by the group which are nol performed on the i%&;
2% some Tavoritss by the Genmini Peopie lesiyve Lilkey, Jeoan ntev@? an
A 2.0, £ cord and/or cassette t
Marths J., Bonds
05 Yorkwood Hoad
Baltimore, MD 212739

]

v

vlanning a special edition of CONTACT THE COMPLE
de will reprint the popular {infamous? } ﬁOJﬁzi&;
sared in CONTACT %, its sequel, All the King?
ished in the now cut-of print zine, THE FARTHES

west agony, Frequel - which takes nlacse %@Fsve

In addi vwaﬁg there will be g speclal section of Head
sonses, some new artwerk along with the original, and 2 faw oth
o830, tor Harmony Press, 5557 Utrecht Bd. Baltimors, MD 21204

axmi
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Finally, we'd like to remind vou that if you dont have s

Xoru f@“”é“? 5, it is the only way vwe have of letting vou %ﬁﬁ* when ihias
A you've already sent one, itfs on file and wyou'll be getiing

When wa nail then, Gux sincerest thanks to all of you for your

interest and support of CONTACLT =~ the ORIGINHAL zine bassd on the

relationshin,

#& ARE ONE.. .73 REACH,

'{}f/
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CONTACT celebrated its first birthday a few months ago.  MNow, just a
iittle over a year and three issues after its birth, its editors still wonder
at the changes it has made in our lives.

Most of them are very positive and satisfying, a few are frustrating,
but probably the single most important facet of fanzins publishing that we
have found is the vast amount of new friends and acquaintances we have made.

If we may, without getting too schmaltzy, or boring the reader too much,
we'd like to use this part of the EDITOR'S PAGE for some overdue acknowledgements
and to express some personal thanks.

In the beginning, CONTACT was a two-woman production, and although we
have managed to retain the personal touch on everything that concerns the
zine, a lot of the work, mail, etc., cutgrew the capabilities of two people.
Fortunately, in the past yvear while CONTACT was growing, we managed to
acquire a group of close, personal friends whom we affectionately call our
"staff". These people, talented in their own rights, have become the backbone
of CONTACT. Their dedication, witlingness to give time and effort in
unglamorous jobs - stuffing envelopes, collating, critiqueing stories, lugging
boxfulls of zines to the Post Awful, filing, proof-reading, and many more
"little' things - have made this issue possible. They are as necessary as
the generous contributors (and most of the staff are that, too) who share
their talents with us., Our thanks, now, in alphabetical order because we
love them all equally:

MARTHA J. BONDS--author of NOTHING GOLD CAN STAY ard several Future stortes.
For the endless three-way phone calls debating the K/S Relationship for better
perspective, for sine-hauling, for aditing, proof-reading, for countless other
coolie aetivities - we thank you; awd, to RODNEY BONDS - for an endurance record
in patience while his wife gave her time to CONTACT inmatead of him, our

gratitude.

KATHY BURNS--our resident teen-age member, who never missed o aollating party,
For putting our songs to music and entertaining us with her talents, for
designing the CONTACT jewelry, for emthusiasm and hard work - Thanks, Kathy.

SUSAN _DORSEY--author of THE FIRST STEP. For ali the trips from Hagerstown to
help with collating C.I1, C.1 Reprint, THE MIRAGE, end [.TIT (Count THOSE trips
arcund the tablel), for letting us use Leonard as a model (We won't say for

what, but thanks to you, too, Leonard, for that), for eritiques and story writing,
our sincerest thanks,

PETE KAUP--writer, poet and our unofficial "Captain' (Maybe we should say,
slave-driver). One of the best people to have at a eollating party, a dealer’s
table, or a work session, She cracks the whip (gently) when we have o

tendency to goof-off, and organizes everything (ond everyone) with efficiency.

For dedieation, enthusiasm cnd energy - we thank you, Pete,

v



PAT STALL--artist extracrdinaire and "iiitle old lady" of the group (That's

her description, not ours. Everyone should have such a talented and active
"Iittle old lady!). For fulfilling the hopeful requests (would you believe,
pleading?) for illos despite an imposeible personal schedule, for her under-
standing of grammar and spelling, for all the "wcoolie labor', for answering
matl that precisely dealt with artwork, for hostzssing so many of our impromptu
parties - our grateful thanks.

Last, but not least, to RUSS, ROBIN, RUSTY AND RENEE, to JONATHAR and DAVID -
for patience above and beyond the call of duty with "our kinds of madness'.

To our readers, thanks for giving us this opportunity to express our
feelings to those who are ciose to us. They are a group of people with varied
ages, occupations, and backgrounds, much as we have found throughout fandom,
but all jeined by the common interest in Trek and inm particular, the K/S
Relationship. As Kirk and Spock reached out to many civilizations, they, too,
found diversified cultures, but they also learned that in most instances there
was some level on which they could communicate and make contact.

Mankind, as portrayed by 20th century Earth, is on the threshold of new
discoveries and new horizons. As we reach beyond cur planet toward other
worlds, we must be prepared to accept the unknown and perhaps the unusual.
Where is there a better place to start than in our own circle of fandom?
Working together toward a common goal, whether organizing a convention, heading
a letter campaign, or publishing a fanzine, can be an experience of blending
diverse ideas and talents. '

In this issue of CONTACT we have attempted to look at the diverse sides
of the Kirk/Spock Relationship. The poetess, Elizabeth Barrett Browning,
said, "How do I love thee? Let me count the ways...” If we accept that Kirk
and Spock do indeed love and respect each other, then the expression of that
emotion must, as in any relationship, be manifold. We hope we have herein
explored at least a few of those aspects - the relationship under stress, the
new discovery of it, a psychoanalysis of what it is to each participant, the
impiied sexual attraction, the base animal need for contact, the possibility
of separation by death, the physical hurt-comfort, and the joy of a long
overdue reunion. Hopefully, we will touch on what sparks your individual
fantasy. If not, stay with us, we'll get to it eventually.

Several people have asked us, "How long can you continue a zine with such
a limited theme without it becoming redundant?" Limited? Hardly! With two
very interesting and complex characters, the exploration of what constitutes
their relationship seems endless. Certainly, the different ways to create
stories to show the many sides 1s a challenge - one that we, and our many
creators eagerly accept.

As with any meaningful relationship, cutside factors often have a decided
influence upon it, and with each issue we will also attempt to explore one
of these factors. In C.II we touched on the part McCoy plays; in this issue
we will see through several poems, songs and stories how the Enterprise
contributes to the total effect. In C.IV...well, wait and see. Maybe you
have some of your own ideas about what you think influences the relationship
and makes it what it is,

At present, { IV is tentatively scheduled for Jate June or early July, to

Vi
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be ready for PHiLIY CON Keag Your fingers\gfsqand and se;d us a S A S E, for
notification ofy tha prlce wheh it will be zeaéy “Helve had man raquestSvtol
reprint I § i1, but haven' tnanyﬁglans to do so lﬁ?uh@ nearrfutq;p Tlﬁeq;se ¢
it's just not posszble“ Qhe amount of record” keepzﬁg carrespomdence *order -
f¥1ling and genergis“grub” wqfkfiﬁvolveé cuts too deepl *into therlimited txme
we have to spend on: prodé%zng a’new issue, and our first loved- wrztlng %gg
we'll just have td ﬁay}nogto Treqguests to reprlnt - at least 1 hnyzforseeable
future. Sorry. Maybe you can get someone to lean you thelr copies £ .

Well, this has turned into the longest Editsrs' Page for CONTACT téléate. '
Hopefully, we've managed to clear up some questions about our zine,,but mayhe
we've just become victims of the old adage, "Never ask a writer (or orator)

to say anything in 10 words that he can say in 10017 ¢
¢

WE ARE ONE,..WE REA@H,
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Where Love once has orecthad, Pride dieth;
So T struggled, but in vain,
to keep the lirks together,
Then to pilesz the orcken chain. '
~~FIDELIS—~ 4. /4 FPROCTOR

.A "The Admirail is seady teo see you now, Captain Kirk.”

The Enterprise commander, irritated at being kept waiting, rose quickiy
fom the chair. All he knew was that his ship had been calied in from patrci
. e and Speck ordered to beam down to the Starbase to receive a special
" zssignment ¢f high priority. Upon their arrival, Spock had been spirited

a2y to meet with Starfleet officials, while Kirk had been left in Admiral
2¥alts anterocom.

Je =ntereld the rectangulay office and formally greetsd the older mar

Moarte . vames I Kiww  You wishad to sze me  sip?V

Du 72l stoca te achmniwiedzs his - isiter. he was & short balding man w.v-
Zfy nhezls and a twinkle in his eres. G the surface, Ralt DuVal seemed o
"2 & taddy ocear, merry and soft-spokern  Under the facade, however, was the
“:mz]l coii of the man who had once commanded the successful attack force

.zinst tae Romulzn Empire, an exacting officer who took no nounsense from
.y beirg.

"Sit down, Captain,' he instructed. 'Sorry te have Kept vou waiting.
v2d tape - vou understand.' He flashed an apeoliogetic smile.

Kirk relaxed under the Admiral's influence and settled in the indicated
“aair.  Ralt DuVal had that eoffect ¢ one, he decided in silent admiration.
*What dc vou krow of the Y'bleitiaus?" DuVael asksd abruptly.

Kirk was appropriately puzzled. ™"Y'bleitia is in the same solar system
z¢ Vulcan, isn't it?" At DuVal's curt nod, he went on. 'They're not members
»: the Federation -~ never wanted to entangle with ‘lesser species'. Government
v a monarchy, chief ruler is the Szant, and his sons are the Stewards,” Kirk
iipped off, feeling like he was back at the academy undergoing oral exams,

“Correct,' the Admiral agreed. "A very secluded people, though technically
advanced, Captain Kirk; extremely formal and orderly. Their planet is a
minerclogical treasure chest of untapped wealth. The Federation has been
negotiating for mining rights since I was at the academy." "

]
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Kirk nodded. “I've hesrd there's bheen some progress im that .area recen*}y*“

v - P i
‘ %

"Thanks to our friends on Vulcan, Prel the Ch;ef Stewar“, has Deen aé‘

guest here ‘and talk has been extremeiy favorable

2l 4-4‘

"What do the Vulcans have to do with it?"

vn,;“Friendly neighbors. Y'bleitia has maintained relations with Vulcan for
centuries. They're the only representatives Prel will deal with. And we're
not going to complain if this thing has results!”

Kirk eyed his superior steadily. '"So, where does the Enterprise come in,
Admiral?"

Ralt DuvVal smiled wryly. He admired a man who came quickly to the point.
Obviously all the reports he'd read on James Kirk were true, and he was
favorably impressed.

"Prel needs a ride home.'" He deliberately oversimplified.

Kirk sensed what was coming. 'And we've been chosen to play taxi. But
why the Enterprise? We weren't even in this sector. There's more, Admiral??
He made it a question.

DuVal leaned back in his chair to better gauge Kirk's reaction. '"He will
travel only on a Starship commanded by a Vulcan."

Kirk's reaction was surprise, followed by understanding. 'Spock...' he
said slowly.

"That's right, Captain. For this mission, in the interests of diplomacy,
Starfleet's giving command of the Enterprise to Commander Spock. He has the
rank and the ability to command.'

"1 see,” Kirk nodded thoughtfully, letting the implications of the plan
sink in.

"I know it's an awkward situation for you, Kirk., In many cases, we could
not expect this transition to be successful. But Starfleet's aware of the
exemplary working relationship between you and your First Officer. We're
confident that you two will have no difficulties on this mission."

Kirk shifted in his chair. ™I agree, But what will my function be?"
His mind was already racing ahead with half-formed plans.

"That's really up to your discretion. You know the personnel requirements
of your ship."®

Kirk considered. With Spock in command, Chekov would be manning the
computer console. That left the post of navigator vacant. Kirk had always
enjoyed navigation, but did he want a post on the bridge?

DuVal was speaking. 'The trip will take approximately 10 days travel
time, and we don't anticipate any problems. Commander Spock has already been
informed of the situation and received his orders. The Enterprise is

-
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scheduled to warp ocut at 0600 tomovvow. Prel will bsam sboard at 0500.%

Kirk smiled. 'Sounds like zn interesting assignment, Admiral. I'm sure
the Enterprise won't let you down.”

"Good." They rose, and DuVal became formel. ‘'Captain Kirk - you are
hereby temporarily relieved of commend, as per Starfleet order AY-216, Command
will resume upon arrival at ¥'bleitia.” He held eut & hand to the younger man.
"Have & good trip, Mister Kirk,'" he added softly.

Spock was waiting when Kirk arrived at the base transporter room, and
the Vulcan seemed uneasy.

"Captain,' he greeted him.
Kirk smiled wryly. 'Improper use of nomenclature, sir,' he corrected.

The Vulcan raised an eyebrow but offered no objection. Kirk began instruct-
ing the transporter officer on their co-ordinates, then halted mid-sentence
and turned to Spock.

"I'm sorry, sir. 1 forgot for a moment.'f

A feeling akin to wonder filled the Vulcan. He had the distinct
impression that Kirk was enjoying this. *Carry on,”™ he said shortly.

Back in their own transporter room, Kirk voiced the question he had been
considering. "Spock, have you given any thought to what job 111 be
performing?®

Spock was thoughtful. ‘"With Ensign Chekov assuming my former duties,
the navigation console will be vacated,' he offered.

Kirk nodded his approval, aware that the Vulcan knew he would rather be
at the hub of activity than shunted away to ons of the other sections of the
ship. '"Good. You know, I think I'm going to enjoy this trip, Spock. M
command responsibilities, no pressures...She'll be in good hands and I can just
relax and take it easy," he remarked lightly. A small smile played around
Spock's mouth.

"Will you meke the necessary announcement to the crew?' he asked. In
answer, Kirk walked over to the wall communicator and told Uhura to patch him
through ship-wide.

Fhe next morning, Spock requested Kirk and Scott accompany him to the
transporter room for Prel's arvival. As the officers entered, all eyes fell
on Jim Kirk, whose uniform had been adjusted by the ship's stores to coincide
with his present position. The two humans ignored the stares and stood
apart. from the Vulcan as the Y'bleitian Steward shimmered into form.

Prel was tall, almost 7 feet. He was totally hairless and, generally



speaking, humancid. FHe had arms, legs,
eyes, nose and mouth in all the right
places, although everything seemed
extremely elongated. But the curious
thing about the Y'bleitian race was their
lack of skeletal structure. Thelr core
was essentially cartilege, without joints,
giving them the flexibility of & rubber
toy. ‘

Spock extended both arms straight
out, bending his palms up flat. Prel did
likewise, pressing soft, dry palms against
Vulcan firmness. '

"Blessings and felicities,' Prel
intoned solemnly in a deep, rumbling voice.

The Vulcan dropped his arms, then
vaised one hand in his own Vulcan salute.
"Live long and prosper, Steward. I am
Spock, in command of the Enterprise. We
are at your service.'

Scotty leaned over to Kirk and said,
sotto voice, "Where did Mr. Spock pick up
all that about the greeting?"

Kirk grinned with admiration. 'While
he was waiting for me, he spent the time
at the Starbase library honing up on
Y'bleitian customs."

Scotty nodded knowingly. "Aye. 'Tis
like Spock."

"It's like a good commander, Scotty,"
Kirk reproved mildly. He expected his
crew, especially his officers, to accord
Spock the same degree of respect that
they showed him.

The Vulcan was introducing them.
"Qur navigator, James Kirk, and our Chief
Engineer, Montgomery Scott.”

The Steward's eyes flicked over them
lightly but he did not address the humans.

"Are there no other Vulcans on
board?" he asked Spock.

"I am the only one of my race on the
Enterprise.”

P T g
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"How difficult and demeaning it must seem for one of your origin to be
surrounded by inferior species. How do you stand it, Captain?"

"We learn to make adjustments in Starfleet, Steward, and there are
compensations.®

“8&i:t, working with.aliens...” Prel was not convinced.
'"The Federation believes all races can work together.®

The Y'bleitian sniffed. "Yes, it seems some of my people are beginning
to think that way, also. However..." he looked down at Kirk and Scott from
hi: seven foot height, "I find the possibility extremely doubtful.'" He
tur~ed as Spock instructed the honor guard to escort him to his guarters,
caresuily avoiding contact with the humans as though he thought they might
be COnTaglous.

1

As ¥rel left, Kirk breathed a sigh of relief. Talk about vracizl snobbery.
¥z was giad Spock had the job of contending with that onse.

T

They were threse days out on their uneventfui jo
nid stepped over to the command chair., Has stil
o of unreality as sgach duaty shift began.

irngey. Spock enterszd the
11 retained & curic

Mr. Suluf?' he zsked.

d, #zir Moving along st

&

t 5 - .
Course unchang:
!

“Sir," Kirk put in, "thsre's & metsorite ahead. N prssent danger
recommend a diversion course of 3.26 degrees to aveid impact.® It was
~inor, routine matter and Spock chserved.

"I see. Very well. Lay in divesrsionary course.”

L

“Laid in," Kirk confirmed, flicking a switch.

) [ TSN

Spock eyed him lightly. Keeping his veice low, he commentsd, 'Er.
v would make an excellent First Officer.”

Kirk looked up in surprise, then grinned at the Vulcan's dry humor. 7Ths
wwo officers regarded each other with mutual affection. IT was satisfying,
“irk mused, how well this experiment was working out. He was relieved to be
“ree of the usual burdens, kncwing that his ship was in excellent hands, and
it vas interesting to observe Spock in a command situation.

.

7TMcCoy chose that moment to enter the bridge. The doctor had been strangely

absent for the past several days, after a few unsuccessful attempts at heckling
iz new commander.

" Spock greeted the doctor. "Is there something we can do for you, Doctor
MoCoyy®



McCoy repressed a grin. 'Well, that depends on what you mean by
'something', Spock." I'll Zry, he thought as Jim's warning echoed in his
mind.

Last night over a glass of brandy, Kirk had chastized McCoy's lack of
loyalty. He felt that the doctor was treating Spock unfairly, and while McCoy
admitted the whole affair was no fault of Spock's, still the situation was
awkward and unhealthy. Jim Kirk should be in command, not the Vulcan - damn
Starfleet, anyway! But Jim had made him promise to make an effort to support
Spock, so he'd try - even if it killed him. -

"How are you making out with the Steward, Spock?" McCoy asked kindly.
He knew Spock was the only one on board with whom the Y'bleitian would
communicate. Between his other duties the Vulcan had been serving as host
to their honored guest. :

"Our conversations have been most refreshing and illuminating, Doctor,"
Spock replied, mildly surprised at McCoy's interest. "I find many cultural
similarities between our people.™

"It figures.'" McCoy's sounded too saracastic, saying in one breath what
he thought of the Y'bleitians and the Vulcans, Catching his mistake, he
mentally kicked himself. There I go again, he thought.

"Assuming original course,"” Kirk called out, in an attempt to smooth
over an awkward moment. Spock took the cue to change the subject.

"Doctor, if you have no further questions--'' He left it unfinished,
indicating an end to the discussion.

McCoy frowned and grabbed the arm of Spock's chair. 'Damn it, Spock!
It's only natural. When someone dislikes you, you dislike them! Prel's
made 1t obvious he thinks of us as inferior.'"

Spock met his gaze. ''Really, Doctor? I was under the assumption you
humans believed in something you called tolerance.,”

Kirk felt McCoy's discomfort. Bones walked right into that one, he
thought ruefully.

Spock's intercom beeped, breaking the tension on the bridge.

""Scott here, Captain," came the veoice. Force of habit brought Kirk's
head arcund as Spock inquired what Scotty wanted.

"Somethin's wrong down here, and I don'na just what it is. There
appears to be a growin' imbalance between the matter-antimatter reactors.
I've got a team workin' on it ri't now, but I thought ye'd be wantin' to
kriow how we may be in for some trouble.!

Spock frowned. T'Strange. Were not those engines just overhauled,
Mr. Scott?"

“Aye, Mr. Spock, that they were. I saw to the job meself," he defended.

i
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“Very wall, Xeep me iEfOﬁﬁEQ.lepOCk‘Out,” The Yufican ‘g, sred lost :
in th-ught for a » ﬁt,‘pgéderihg the nuances of Scott's weplrt. Then, seeing
thejconcern4y§¥Kirkhs face /. he shrugged. S _

R R
’ "I don't know, Jim. Perhaps nothingfr he answered to the unasked question.

. ) : B \, =.,

@%%g & It was more than 36 hours before they received more definitive information.
A*“d When Scotty's call was put through to Spock, Jim Kirk was grateful for the
interruption. The two officers were in the Y'bleitian's quarters, Jim having
been talked into spending his off-duty hours there that evening as part of
g%: Spock's plan to cultivate Human/Y'bleitian fellowship. Kirk thought his friend
had finally taken on something more than even he could accomplish this time and,
now, after an agonizing half-hour of the insufferable Prel's company, the human
was firmly convinced of that theory. Whatever Spock was trying to do, it

certainly wasn't working!

Kirk sat slightly apart from the other two, who were animatediy debating

‘ "5 obscure aspect of philosophical doctrine, when the Chief Engineer's voice
'~ cut into their dialogue. As Spock excused himself, Prel looked thoughtfully
at Kirk. . :

"You Terrans are fortunate to have such a wise man in command of your
) vessel, correct, Kirk?"

—y

: Kirk shifted in his chair, startled at being addressed at iast. 'I've
e ~dmired Spock for years, Steward,” he answered truthfully,
¢ : :
& Prel nodded. "I understand,’ he mused in wonder, "there are some
o rederation Starships which are commanded by members of your species. What
foily!t
Kirk's chin went up. "Starfleet picks men fromfévery race to command,

Steward. In the Federation, we've learned that raciai prejudice is a myth.
Zich culture has its values and distinguishing characteristics. It is only
“ ‘1 the blending of those similarities and differences that a coherent whole
=an be formed."

Prel listened impatiently to his words. 'Ves, Kirk, I've heard that
before, but--"
ME : "Excuse me, Prel,' Spock interrupted. I regret we must take our leave
& ;aw.  Our presence is required elsewhere.®
¥
{ The Steward looked miffed. 'Well, if you must. .."

Kirk turned questioning eyes on Spock, but the Vulcan's face told him
?7.nothing., He stood and they bade the Steward a good evening.

,_,»"

B Grateful for the excuse to be free of the Y'bleitian, Kirk foilowed
" Spock eagerly. Prel seemed disgruntled to have them go, but in Kirk's opinion
' it had been just in the nick of time. Wordlessly, he and Spock headed for the
% " .. wain control room in the Engineering section.
SN
po
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The normally ebullent Scotsman was looking glum and anxious as they

arrived.
. ~

“sMr. Spock: - we've got real{trouble on our hands," he said in greeting.
Leading them 1nto the engine room, he pointed out the small section which was
a mass of burned, fused metal-and synthetic circuitry. Even Kirk understood
the szgﬂzflcance' ‘it placed a tremendous strain on the reactors and the
dilitium processors. Spock examined it closely.

"Sabotage?"

Scotty shrugged. "We can'na be sure 'til we run some tests. It may have
been a natural overload, or it may, like you say, be caused by external forces.
But regardless of what caused it, we aren'a goin' verra fast or verra far 'tl
we get 'er fixed!"

"Can we safely reach Y'bleitia without stopping for repairs?" Spock asked.

The question startled Kirk, to whom there was no obviolls choice but to
pull in to the nearest base for repairs. To operate the ship with this kind
of handicap was foolhardy and dangerous.

Scott was surprised, too. His answer came slowly. 'Well, Ah dinna...
Ah can'na really say, sir. I wouldn'a recommend it."”

Kirk was scanning the sector map. 'There's a space station about three
days travel away, map co-crdinates G-27, SR-38. We should be able to make
that without any trouble, shouldn't we, Scotty?!

"Aye, Capt..." He broke off, embarrassed. Spock lifted an eyebrow but
gave no other indication of acknowledging Scotty's faux pas.

"Gentleman,' Spock. began, ''the hour is late and no more is going to be
accomplished by this deébate. Mr. Scott, correlate the information I have
requested and have a report prepared by mcrnlng .-I shall be in my quarters
assimilating data. We'll take this up tomorrow. L2 0900 in the briefing room,
at which time I will make a decision based on the available facts. Clear
heads make clear thoughts. Good night." 5:3{*“

As Spock exited, 'Kirk stared after him un63511y He didn't know what
the Vulcan had in hIS mlnd but he didn't think he was going to agree.

McCoy plucked absently at his wrist braid. Scotty's technical explan-
ation may as well have been delivered in Vegan for all he could understand.
As a doctor, he left the mechanics of the ship to its engineers. But people
~~now, there was something in which he had considerable experience. The
signs of tension in the room were obvious., Take Jim, for example. The
captain-turned-navigator was practically sitting on the edge of his chair.
And Spock - well, of course he gave the usual outward appearance of serenity,
but McCoy knew the Vulcan well enough to recognize the signs of an inner
conflict.

Scotty finished speakipg and McCoy wondered what the problem was. They
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nad lengine trouble. Su, ziev diveri. .. a space . .. .0n for repairo.  What
was 5o complicated aboul that

Spock sat silently for a mow
ne said slowly, "I find it curious

front of
machinery choss

him. Then o

B s

this precise time o give out.”
| | | e

Kirk cleared his throat. 'Even 3ay;ﬁg 1t wee sabotage - and vwe have o
evidence e way or the other - we can't continue on to Yibleitiz without
stopping for repairs.”

Spock locked over at him sharply. " No one has conclusively stated we
could not reach Y'bleitia.”

Tihe control in Kirk was transparent. 'It‘s a gamble, Spock! You can't

gamble w'th the shin and the lives of the crew!”

”E do not gamble. 1 have calculated the risks involved..." Spock began.
‘here was & silent plea for trust in his eyes, but Kirk chose to ignore it,
be familiar instincts came to the fore; he was in command again.

ek
F—

"I won't let you jeopardize my ship,’ he stated guietly. "We're going
to the space station for repairs. Lieutenant Sulu, plot a course for K-22,
Warp--'

“Mieter Kirk." Spock's icy voice cut Kirk off effectivelv. I am in
command of this vessel, as per Starfleet orders.!

¥irk turned slowly te meet Spock’s eves. He couldn't believe that the
Yulcan would attempt to override him on this. A feeling of betrayal hit him
with @ stunning force. They stood motionless, the entire room a tableau of
shock and incredulity.
K, ¥
of

're not serious! Jim's spdill

Agitated, McCoy suddenly rose. USpoc gehi
what Starfliest savs!?

the captain of the Enterprise, regardless

‘g

“Doctor--" Spock began, warning,

“You were only put in command for diplomatic resasons. You can't presume
the authority for--#

"Bones!" Kirk's voice silenced him as the Vulcan's could not. For an/
instant he and Spock were unified again, fighting on the same side, then the

illusion evaporated. Kirk could see the uncertainty and confusion on the faces

i his officers. He stilled his own turbulent emotions, knowing it was
unwise to allow them to become involved, and turned to Spock.

"May I have a word with you in private?" The request was delivered as
20 ultimatum.

“Not at this time." The agony in the Vulcan's eyes did not rsach his
voice. I will discuss it with you later, if vou wish. For now, I have made
ay decision and have work to do...'t

All the pent-up fury exploded in a vicious burst from Kirk. "Not so

b
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fast, Mister! This is my ship you're taking your calculated risks with, and
I'11 know the reasons why - now - or have you on report!"

A slight pause, then Spock acquised stiffly. ''Very well. Come."

They left the briefing room and proceeded wordlessly to another room
down the corridor. As Kirk took a seat, he wondered abstractly if he'd have
gotten so worked up if the confiict had involved anyone but Spock. His anger
had cooled and he was beginning to feel a twinge of regret at having lost
his temper. Somehow, Spock was the last person he would expect to cross him.
As Spock took a seat across from him, Kirk spoke in a gentle voice, confident
that they could reach an understanding.

\
"All right, Spock. What's this all about? What's going on that you're
not telling?!

"I am not endeavoring to hide anything,” the Vulcan obiected. "I do not
believe I have given that impression."

"Then explain. Why must we get to Y'bleitia in such a hurry? Why not
stop for repalrs?"

“Jim, this mission is of vital importance tc the Federation. The Steward's
safe return is our primary responsibility. If someone has been tampering
with the ship, it suggests there are forces at work against the successful
completion of our appointed task. 1 do not think it wise to take a chance of
failing to deliver Prel safely."

"If the ship gives out, Prel will die along with the rest of us,' Kirk
countered.

"I have examined the matter and concluded we can make it without incurring
harm," Spock explained patiently. '"The odds against our not completing the
trip safely are-."

"Even Scotty can't make that conclusion, and he's the authority! Spock..."
Kirk broke off, frustrated by his friend's implaccable stubbornness. He stood
and began pacing the room, trying to calm his rising temper. “All right.
Prel's safety 1s at stake here, but so is your ship and your crew. You cannot
logically jeopardize them for one man."

The unruffled voice came again. Stubborn. I do not consider them in
jeopardy.” Then, coming to Kirk's side, he added guietly, "Jim, can't you
understand? We're wasting valuable time. I've explained my veasons to you,
I've correlated all available data and based my conclusion on that. If it
differs from yours, I'm...sorry, but the decision <8 mine."

The total helplessness of his situation intensified the rage in Kirk,
He was unable to take a back seat to anyone where his vessel was concerned,
regardless of Starfleet orders. He could almost forget that this man was
his friend, his loyal officer. Right now, Spock was only an obstacle in the
path to obtaining what he was certain was right for the Enterprise. His
voice was hard, the words dropping like sparks in the electrified room.

"The decision is not entirely yours, Spock. We have until tomorrow

1



to veer off for Station k-27. You have until then to change your mind. If
not--"" he pointed a finger at the Vulcan, "--1'11 notify Starfleet of your
actions and assume command.” He turned and left without waiting for a reply.

As the door closed behind Kirk, Spock took an uncertain step forward,
wanting to follow, to call out. The stoic expression evaporated, replaced
by a wounded, puzzled look. He had asked for understanding, for support, but
it had not been forthcoming. He could not explain Kirk's resentment and
anger at his command decision, and there was no where he could turn for
advice or explanation. His duty was clear, though. Resclutions must be
fulfilled, Orders must be carried cut. He drew himself erect, clenching his
hands tightly.

The next 24 hours moved in siow motion. Even when Kirk was off duty,
as now, his presence was felt by every restless member of the bridge crew.
Spock divided his time between the bridge and Engineering, and if heads had
gotten together they'd have wondered when the Vulcan stopped to rest.

As he entered the bridge, Spack called to Sulu, '"Lieutenant, Mr. Scot:
and 1 have agreed to try Warp 8. Stand by to increase power.'

The doors at his back whished open, and Spock knew who it was without
turning. He went on. ''Increase speed.. . now,”

"Warp factor 7...Warp factor €...Acheived, sir,” Sulu reported, glancing
uneasily over Spock's shoulder.

"Spock. .. "

He turned rhen to see his Captain’s taut figure, the icy control with
which Kirk masked his emotion. inderstandinog and appreciating the effort Kivk
way willing to make te keep their differences from the rvest of the crew,
spock stepped to the turbelift.

“Uome " he sald shortly.

Where they went didn't matter. It turned out t¢ be a descerted observation
deck two levels down. A peculiar sense of foreboding filled 3pock. He was
torn between his lovalty snd admiration and something more that wis so
difficult to admit he felt for this man, and the burden of responsibility

which had been placed on him by Starfleet. it was more than a guestion of who
was right and who was wrong. If the whole fabric of their relationship

rested on who gave the orders and who followed them, it said very little for
James Kirk and himself. Spock needed the support and trust of a friend more
than ever, but he felt the unbreechable chasms stretching between them like

a palpable, living thing.

He turned to meet Xirk’s level gare and drew the dignity of command
about him. His duty was clear and he could zllow no one, not even James Kirk,
to stand in the way of his executing what he believed was the only correct
course of action. Kirk, himself, had taupht Spock too well what 1t fock to
command a starship. For that, Captain, I salute yow, he thought grimly.
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Kirk, restiessly kept in watchfu. suspense al! day, was ready tu play his
last card. He had given Spock every opportunity, had tried every Wiy possible
to work with him on this decision. Realizing that it was all for nothing, he
had steeled himself for the inevitable. He pushed aside any hesitation he felt,
angered by Spock's seeming betrayal, unable to see any justificaticn to the
Vulcan's determination to jeopardize the ship. The time for r2asoning was past,

"You obviously haven't changed your mind," Kirk said, a deadly calm in his
voice.,

One final time, Spock tried. 'Jim, why can't you trust my judgement in
this matter?"

"Because, you're being unreasonable. Starfleet's given you command and
it's gone to your head!" Kirk lashed out, too frustrated to consider what she
was accusing. o :

MIs that what you believe?!

"What else can I believe? You leave me no choice,” There was an ache
deep inside, but he ignored it and went on. "I wasn't making an empty threat
yesterday, Spock. Since you refuse to take this ship to a repair station, I'm
assuming command." ' <

"On whose authority?'" Spock challenged.

"My own, damn it! Starfleet's, if necessary.’ There could be no reply
from Starfleet in time to do their present situation any good, and they both
knew it. It was a personal confrontation, with each of them unwilling to bend.
The bluff hung heavy in the air.

Spock's voice was quiet yet hard. ‘You have no authority on this ship,
Mister Kirk. I am in command, and you can follow no other course but to
abide by my decisions or I'l11 have you confined to quarters.' They were,

perhaps, the hardest words he'd ever had to say. Kirk was forcing him into
an unretreatable position, removing all options, making him deliberately
cruel. - .

Kirk recoiled as though struck, and the action brought a fresh wave of
pain to Spock. He knew he had inflicted hurt and the wound cut deep into
him as well.

‘It was all going too fast, Kirk thought. Was this the man whom he had

called friend? Was this his loyal First Officer -- the man he had trusted

above all? A sense of unreality surfaced, making the scene take on a

ghastly, nightmarish quality. They were saying the words, acting out the
scene, without really being a part of it. It was as if some angry super-being
had them in its control and were forcing them to play along,

"No authority, Spock? How many of the crew do you think would take your
orders over mine? We'll see about authority, Mister Spock!™

The Vulcan closed the space between them in one swift stride. "What

- you're talking about is mutiny," he said, his voice dangercusly low,
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“Call it whatever name you wish. I wen't let vou desf}oy my ship." As
he made a motion to leave, Spock blocked his path with an outstretched arm.
"Consider yourself reilieved of duty and confined to quarters." This madness
- had to end, had to be stopped - now, before it went any further. Later, after
Wchey had both had tlme to refiecv‘upon it, perhaps an agreement could be
‘b re: ﬁed Kirk glared at hlm Ystill unbelzsv;ng that Spock would go this far.
* Theé Vulcan added, "Do not make me call a segcurity guard to enforce it."
7 .
Y
With a sickening lurch, Kirk realized that Spock meant it, and may heaven
help them all. BSubdued for the moment, he spoke quietly, through tight 1lips

.

4 : _
"All right, Spock. You've won -- for nmow. But when this is over -- if

. we make it -~ you'd better be ready to prove vour actions beyond a shadow of

% % a doubt, because I'11 have you up on charges. Count on it. You want command,

you've got it. Totally." Summoning a reserve of dignity, Kirk walked stiffly
to the turbolift.

The Vulcan stood%afﬁne, more alone than ever before, feeling the
g%% emptiness so acuteﬂ& fhgﬁéit was like a physical pain in his middle. He
- felt as though someone hpd ripped him asunder, leaving him scattered over
the deck. C(linically,phe marvelled at these humans and their violent emotions.
How awkward and troublesome such feelings must be. Logic and order must
always take precedence. Logic and order, his mind echoed like a litany. 37
Drawing a deep, tremulous breath, he struggled for control, and with dlffzcuity

.drew his mask back in place. As he headed for the bridge, only the most. _ ’
perceptive observer would notice the look of pain in his eyes, the bunched -up+ ’
muscles at the ,nape of his neck which belied his calm exterior. Only one’ .
man on the’ shlp ‘coiild recognize the signs of torment in Spock, and he' wasf .
confined™ to quarters ‘ D R gl ,7{

;‘,g L B - g
= b
bl Es

h
~ The Enterprlse limped on to Y'bleitia. In the next 48 hours. her ‘commander
narrowly averted several major disasters, compensating for their 1ack of power
by furning off non-essential systems and unused decks. All communzcatlons
were out except for the inter-ship system. When the navigational | controls
died they sthched to auxiliary control. Estimated arrival time was stlll r
iy three days away

¥ &l"
B R ,\- S ¢
%‘3 Kirk remalneé in his quarters and followed the eventJ on hlsfzntercom as,

they occured. He was frustrated by the lack of activity but determzned not ?o
interfere. There was nothing he could do, now, that Spock wasn' t,.doing: eIt
was too late for the repair stop, and the Science Officer- couid Jhandle thlngs
, without his heip. Kirk had not felt so at odds with his own sh1p551nce Daystrom 5
M-5 had bheen installed. Only this time, he wasan't being replaced by*a machlne
butbby @ flesh and’ biood being. Spock. My God, it hurt. ,1W1thsa per51stant
athe; the separatlon cut deep into his soul, AR i< A
'L O R N 0 weoep A .
At lasti determlnedqto intercede, McCoy came to his cabin. The doctor
avoided the main issue for a few minutes with some small talk ée51gnedhto make
Kirk relax, but the Captain would have no part of it. Finally, in his own

roundabout fashion, McCoy came to the point. u”

o "Jim, wﬁy are you”staying here? It's not like you to sulk."

14



" 'ye been confined to quarters, Doctor, Rellieved of duty." Kirk's
voice was hard. McCoy waved his hand in denial.

"N onsense. Spock would welcome your return to duty. He needs you,

Jim. M
Kirk stared at the wall. "He's doing all right, Bones. Considering.”
The docter sat down heavily. YI'm worried about him, Jim." Kirk looked
curious; the doctor went on. 'He's pushing himself, T don't think he's slept

or even rested since this whole thing began. The crew is pretty tense and
I've heard some dangerous rumbling. And, on top of it all, Prel somehow
caught word of what's happening and now he's on Spock's back, too. Our
Vulcan's no superman, despite what we sometimes think, Jim. Too much more

e L

pressure and he's going to crack!” Kirk was silent. He hadn't realized...

McCoy tried another approach. '"Jim, if not for Spock's sake, think of
the ship. You've got to present a united front for the crew. This isn't
right. The two of you belong together,”

Kirk nodded siowly. He suddenly saw the validity of McCoy's argument
with a clarity that seemed to have been hidden from him recently. Too many
emotions had clouded his vision and now he didn't like what he was forced to
face. "I'1l think about it, Bones,” he promised, He needed time to work
this new revelation out in his mind.

After the doctor left, Kirk sat quietly for a while, a sense of guilt
flooding him. For the first time in two days he activated his viewscreen
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and dialed the bridge. The form of Lieutenant Hendley, the night communications
officer, filled the screen. Kirk swept the viewer around the bridge until he
found the Vulcan standing at the library console with his back to the screen.

As Spock turned around, Kirk drew in his breath sharply. McCoy was right -~ he
Icoked terrible. There were lines of fatigue and tension etched on his face,
and his shoulders drooped with the weight of the pressure he was under -- a
pressure that did not come from the problem with the ship alone. Kirk absorbed
the tension into his own system with a unique empathy the two men shared.

With a swift movement, Kirk blanked out the screen, balling his fingers
inte a fist. An overwhelming urge to comfort and support consumed him. Trust
me, Spock had said, but Kirk had been unable to give him what he'd asked for.
Did it really matter which of them was right and which was wrong? Shouldn't
they be more concerned with finding a common solution?

Loyalty, that's all Spock had asked of him, the same degree of loyalty the
Vulcan gave him at avery step he took. JI've been wrong at times, Kirk thought
with a stab, who hasn't? But I could alwaye count on Spock to stand beside me.
The one time he' askd| the same from me, I let him dowm.

W
k.

. a Self- recrimlnatlon wouldn't help, he realized. His steps determined, he
! N
. headed for the bridge

. .ﬂ. . b
""‘.’x.- : dmd ER : B S

. : Upon hxs arrival, Hendley greeted him. Spock was no longer there; Kirk
‘ ;nqulred about himis ,
6 J’i'? Loas f o o, ‘;(mi

o

:f}§a 2”Mr Séott cal{ed the Commander to Englneerlng There's been an emergency °
failure.' MrdePOCk'S helplng with the repairs," he informed Kirk. 5Mftdu

¥ ; oo 95 g
LRSI e
‘Lieutenant" Zolznsky stopped Kirk as he started to leave the br1dge
SR IO I R N '5*\:'7‘4
ff HJM(\ o &_‘J r .

S ”Captalnlklrk \are we going to reach Y'bleitia safely?" she pleaded

”Can 't you"do, sdmefhlngQ” '5. B

‘}&7 - 5- i-.a'hw‘ e et “’> L ‘ :
Giew Klrk Iooked at her coldly. "I have every confidence that Mr. Spock is

d01ng everythzng pdSSlble Lieutenant." /: I

L S .
¥!, - Y ¥ 5;?
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. ”Yes but i Hendley s voice cut her off., He'd been listening to a
call{and he suddenly sna@ped on the intercom. LTI
' ;. \.g)f., g i:_;; - .\JS‘:}\ ; L . ‘. \-K -

e “Brzdge to Slckbay Medical team to Engineering." T o
ER N ¥ -k .,
yo 4 VFIB \;!f’ P v

McCoy 5 voice came through. 'McCoy here. What's the problem, Hendley?"

f‘-,»,m,if yo aofi ! - L

4“!77”f/1n;5§v‘ .
5  "Sir, Mr. Spock has been injured in an explosion."
¢ * ..wm, ot PO
s T 0n my May. ywlerk heard McCoy's words as if from a great di'stance. Panic,

;*to a man’ trazﬁed not’ to panic, came as a subtle shock. Externally controlled,
N Klrk‘s m;nd could’ only absorb the surface details as he found hlmself rushing
z-thgfugh fhe shlpv;o anlneerlng
i? ~¢The medycal team was already there and McCoy had Spock strapped to a cart.
i The Vulcan wa$ st111 his face and tunic covered with a gray ash from the

- explosion. - Green blcod trickled from a small slash across his temple.

-
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McCoy could tell Kirk nothing; he was intent on getting Spock to Sickbay.
As they propelled the cart out of the room, Kirk followed slowly. His last
conversation with Spock echoed dully in his ears. The accusations, the innuen-
does he had flung at Spock in his anger filled him with remorse and shame, All
of the things he'd finally realized in his quarters came back to him with
renewed force. Spock...my friend, forgive me. Let there he a chance for me
to tell you I'm sorry.

Things could not be left unspoken. Chasms could not be left to widen,
not in their situation, not when the threat of destruction was constantly at
the door.

He waited impatiently in Sickbay's outer office while McCoy and his team
cared for Spock in the examining area. At last, McCoy joined Kirk. He smiled
at his anxious friend, satisfied with the situatipn,

"Well, Spock's all right, no serious damage, just a few cuts and bruises.
He had the breath knocked out of him by the blast. He'll be regaining conscious-
ness in a few minutes,"

Kirk felt himself go weak with relief. There would be a chanee, after
all., 'Thanks, BRones," he said softly.

McCoy nodded, knowing anything he might say now would be superfluous.
Jim realized what was happening at last, and that was all that mattered.

Kirk left the doctor's office and went into the cubicle where Spock was
sleeping. He cast a cursory glance at the panel ahove the bed, the stable
readings reassuring him that Spock was, indeed, all right. The Vulcan looked
so paie and vulnerable, his chest rising and falling evenly. Kirk sat on the
edge of the bed, earnestly studying every feature with grateful appreciation.
He marvelled at the dark lashes and brows against the pale, almost translucent
skin, the graceful sweep of the alien ears, all so familiar and all so new
in the rebirth of affection. This very special part of me, Kirk thought,
Neither of us really is any good without the other. He'd aimost allowed his
pride and Spock's stubbornness to tear them apart. A tender smile crossed
his face.

Spock's eyes opened and he made a feeble attempt to rise. Kirk put his
hands gently but firmly on his shoulders to prevent the movement.

"Easy, 'Captain'," Kirk chided softly.
The Vulcan seemed disoriented for a moment; he focused with difficulty.
Although his body demanded rest, he shook off the lethargy as the words, the

touch, penetrated the recesses of his consciousness.

"Jim..." he mumbled, then, "Captain," more forcefully as the nightmare
of the past few days evaporated. "What..."

"Don't try to talk," Kirk cautioned, letting his hand move down Spock's
arm. The Vulcan sighed, then regarded Kirk curiously, unsure of the other's
attitude.

"I am...all right," Spock said.
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"Good. There's something I want to tell you. Spock, I'm sorry. I
realize now that I was wrong not to give vou the loyalty you asked for. We
should be working together, not apart.”

Spock met his eyes, knowing the words did not come easy for Kirk. Thought-
fully, he replied, "And I, Captain...I was, perhaps, too arbitrary in my decisions.
Only a fool does not take advice.” .

"1t doesn't matter. Don't you see, Spock? The issue isn’t whether vou
were tight or I was right...what matters is what almost happened to uwe. Each
of us needs the other. Without that...what geod is all the rest?”

Spock nodded slowly., A warm sensation spread through him, healing, relaxing,
in the security of his Captain's presence. "I do need vou, Jim," he said almost
shyly.

"and T, you,” Kirk assured. In that quiet moment they laid aside their
differences as insignificant and formed a2 union to stand together against
whatever lay ahead. A tight, cohesive bound that brushed aside the past few
days and enabled them to go forward tightened around the two, giving each pecace
and strength. The broken chain was not only pieced, it was reinforced.

There was an old Earth philosophy that a relationship was like & rope,
with a knot on either end representing the two people. As quarrels and
differences arose and the rope was severed, it could only be repaired by
tying the broken ends together. In doing so, the rope was shortened, bringing
the knotted ends closer together. Sometimes, they believed, the tearing apart
only made stronger that which was originally good.

During the silence, they found their hands clasped firmly, fist entwined
in fist. As the reality of the worid arcund them intruded, they remembered
the explosion, the ship, the myriad details of duty and responsibility.

"How much damage was done?' Spock asked suddenly, confident that Kirk
would follow his thoughts.

Kirk moved to the intercom and called Engineering. He and Spock listened
to the report that the damage had been repaired, but the situation was still
critical,

MoCoy entered, frowning at the activity. "Spock, what in blazes are you
doing? 1 prescribed rest for this patient, Jim!'" he berated them. The Vulcan
stood with Kirk's help.

"Doctor, I have a ship to run., [ am not injured, and must resume my
duties,' he told him.

McCoy opened his mouth to protest, but a warning look from Kirk stilled
his voice. Kirk obviously felt it was wiser for Spock to assume duty than
to rest, and although he couldn't totally agree, he could understand Kirk's
reasoning. For Spock to turn command over now would be to admit defeat.

"All right," McCoy said gruffly, as Spock slipped his shirt on. 'But,
take it easy."
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Together, Kirk and Spock left Sickbay.

As they entered the Y'hleitian solar system, they were still approximately
20 hours from their destination, and the Enterprise was shuddering in the
attempt to continue on course. The crew was honed to a fever pitch of anxiety,
Engineering was trying all kinds of untested techniques to keep her moving,
and the people on the bridge were silent and tense.

Spock, looking weary, presided over all developements with a quietness
that worried Jim Kirk. He knew the Vulcan was beginning to wonder if he had
been right to push the ship to such extreme 1limits, and he could empathize
with that familiar feeling of uncertainty over making the right decision. Kirk
exuded confidence and calm everywhere he went, and the crew never realized
it was all a bluff. Between Spock's technical skills and Kirk's psychological
ones, they held the ship and crew together, taking one hour at a time.

They were just outside Y'bleitian orbit, mere hours away from success,
when the call came from Scotty.

"That tears it, Mr. Spock,' he cried. 'That gimcrack booster just gave
out, and the whole system's smoking. We're finished. Ah kin do nothin' morel™

Spock raced to the engine room, but when he returned, the look on his
face told Kirk that Scotty's dour appraisal was accurate.
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With a last, sickening lurch, the Enterprise ground to a halt.

Recovering from the jolt, Kirk moved to Speck's side as the Vulcan spoke
steadily and evenly.

"We have approximately 10 hours-23 minutes of life support left...Ms. Uhura,
send out a distress signal relating our co-ordinates. There is a possibility
it will be picked up by a Y'bleitian patrol craft. We may have to send the crew
down in the shuttlecrafts by relay, theoreticably enlisting aid from the
Y'bleitians. Mr. Chekov, set up a team to study that, determining time factors
and rate of drift." As the officers moved to carry out his orders, Spock
turned to Kirk. 'Jim, would you take the con? I must,'" a look of pain crossed
his face, "...I must inform the Steward what emergency plans are being put
into effect and endeavor to enlist the aid of his people.”

"Spock,.." Kirk said softly, putting his heart in the word, '...don't
blame yourself. You've done everything possible.”

The Vulcan looked bleak. '"Except stop for repairs,' he intoned, moving
away. Sulu's sudden gasp of exclamation brought their heads around.

"Sir! Something's got us in a tractor beam!™ As he spoke, they felt the
tugging of the ship under their feet. Spock moved urgently to the console.

"Analysis?'" he querried briskly.

The helmsman's voice shook with emotion. "It appears to be a long-range
emmision from Y'bleitia, Captain. TIt's...it's guiding us into orblt'”

* While a.team of Y'bleitian engineers beamed up to the Enterpllse with
the appropriate replacement parts per 8cotty s 1notruct10ns Spock,’ Kirk and

Prel beamed down to the Capital using the Szant's personal transpofteri

i
¢

The wizened old man greeted his son warmly, then exchanged the same
formal greeting with Spock that Kirk had observed upon Prel's arrival.v> 5
-~ “}h 3
"Captain Spock, the people of Y'bleitia are eternally grateful to you.
We have scanned the skies most anxiocusly for your arrival,” "

H

'\1 .

I
"We are fortumate you were so observant, and are in your debt," Spock
replied, 1oweriqg his head deferentially.
. v !

-

¥

& The Szant went on. 'It was indeed a brave and wise thing you did to

[r1§k harm' to*your vessel. Wegare only too proud to be of service.”

A
! There was an undercurrent: here which Kirk found baffling. '"Excuse_me,

but at the tiSk of . sounding uﬂgrateful how did vou know we'd have trouble
wzth fhe ship?" - "

b hi ;(
The Szant ‘looked surprised "Didn't you know?'" he asked. At their
questlongng look%, he explained. ‘The Klingon enemy had sabotaged vour engines.
There”was an assassin at Space Staticn K-Z2 who planned to murder my son.

TheFéderation discovered the nlot but not until two days ago. Had vyou

'"&*

-
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. As thm Szant spoke, his words made the whole scheme painfully clear. What
betfe“ ud{} ERY; Liatrﬁy ~Feders 1on/Y'bieztlan relations than to have the leader's

‘son ﬁuruer%d mhlze under Vrzprutlon protection?
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your Exceliency,* Klrk said, bringing the point into focus, "it

ae Federation has been right about a number of things.' He smiled.
&;‘ﬁ The ”zaﬂt nodded slowly. "It would seem so, Mr. Kirk, ité

# i scem so... His gaze acknowledged the human for the first time.

M

. \ 1, WY EN
o V‘éﬁ " A sense of contentment, of a job well done, filled James Kirk as he and
Spock resumed their normal stations on the bridge. He motioned Spock to his™
ir. s
x 55 - . f‘.f
% "Well, Mr. Spock, it appears you were right to bypass the space station.
This thing will undoubtedly be comstrued as a victery by the Federation," he -
said lightly. 4

certainly would

The taut lines around Spock's mouth did not relax. "No, Captain, I ;
miscalculated. Had it not been for the Y'bleitian's vigilence, we would net
have made it safely." §<

Kirk studied him carefully. 'Spock, that's what's known as the lack of
absolutes. In any command decision there is no perfect right or perfect wrong
You do the best you can, and then pray it turns out. Command is not a SC1ence.ﬂ
The Vulcan was thoughtful, considering Kirk's words. The Captain sat up i

. straight, and looked sternly at his First Qfficer. !
£
"Mr. Spock, consider yourself relieved of duty." 7 -
Spock looked up warily, with a lack of comprehension. 'Sir?% he asked.
Kirk stood and propelled him forcefully toward the turbolift. '"Rest,
Spock. For the next 48 hours you're off duty. Get some sleep before you
collapse.”
@% Spock nodded gratefully, relieved. #'Yes, sir. That would be most

welcomed," he admitted.

Kirk watched as he left the bridge. What he'd told Spock was true.
There were no absolutes in command, and very few in life. Yet, whatever
the situation, they managed to learn something new, or have an old ideal
reinforced. Spock would understand his words in time, he knew. Despite
anything else, one of the few absolutes that he and Spock had was their
need for each other.

: Satisfied, Kirk resumed his post.
O&C 20 KO kLKL A KL AL RO R X KT A O HE G KL N wO kO KO kL RO hO %0 XL k0 kO kD %O k0 KD %0 kO %O k0 %l %0 %0 %
P4 - 4 - 4 h=-4 “ - = 4 - 4 = = = = P-4 = - - = - - “ 4 pA = = P-4 i = - - A = - =4 p=4 =4
PR e TRy R R e Rg e Rg R Rgda ko Rode Rk Rk Ko R R ko RaRe Be de e do o Re ks

22



SRTs AT erffiee S AR

A FLOWER IN THE DESERT
-~Martha J. Bonds
She loved you,

And yet vou are alone.

Teo scon the battle ends
And she is gone.
Only a brief fragrance remains
To linger in vour mind.
The thirst,
A burning loneliness.
A flower dies.

I have known such a thirst.
On the kot ssnds of Vulcan,

iinder cool igaves of other worlds,

I have known the
Aching thirst yeu feel.

vet loneliness 1s not the only word

Whose meaning has been writtoen in my hook.
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NG Spock had the definite impressicn that he was falling. He stared
S about dazediy, trying to get a bearing on where he was, but what was
T vassing was only a blur, He was cbout to close his eyes again when
- o )’ N 3 - - E - -

s he caught a glimpse of something above and to the right of him.
ng?ﬁ "iim, " he whispered, more to himself than to his friend. The

e Captain, too, was falling, but he wasn't aware of Spock; his eyes
AR were tightly shut and his arms were almost straight out from hie

sides. MJIMIY Spock said again, but more loudly.

The Captain opened his eyes and looked about a bit blankly, as
though trying to focus on something., He finally saw the Vulean with
something akin to amazement and said a bit uncertainly, "Spock? Is

L1

that you

tyes, Jim!" Om an impulse, he reached out his hand to Kirk.

kf : Tt owas 1ilogical, but right now he felt an overpowering need for
T physical contact. When their hands finally touched, Spock realiszed
Y with a faint shock how cold his hands were...yet, he had not felt
%Q§§ cold at all.
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"ipock. . where are wel' Kirk asked fatntly.

It

B,z fmmar e Ry
He closed nts gyt

"I am afraid I have wno idea, Captain...
H'

in an «ffort to think., "I can't seem to remember...

Spock felt a sudden jerk on his arm. Startled, he opened his
epes. Captain James T. Kirk was no longer there.

AR

The fipst thing Spock was awarve of was that he had stopped
falling and seemed tc be lying on a bed. The nausea had abated
somewhat, but he still felt dizsy. Vaguely, as from a great distance,
he heard voices speaking softly.

"Who s it?" a feminine voice murmurred.
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amiliar - replied. '"Hey, Spock...can you haogr me??
4 ¥

Spock found his voice. "Yes...Jim...vhere's Jim?¥

"He's not here," the voice said scothingly, "but don't woresy.
© Everything will be all right. Rest now."

“But...dim. .. " Spock protested weakly.

HEUQP th'l:?’l wlﬁl be CEZZ j,”?: ki, fi}"ie ?50/5536 I’Qﬁﬁﬁ'ﬁeda ”,ft st
g g gnt, &/
tﬂke-‘f time. "

Spock rmumaged at last to foous on the speagker. It was Gary
Mitchell.

%

Dr. MeCoy dropped into a chair, exhausted. He rubbed his
eyes in an effort to relieve the stinging desire to sleep thers.
Then, resignedly, he picked up the casualty list and stared af
it. Faintly, he could hear voices nearby and realized that it
was Uhura and M'Benga., He tried not to listen, but the words
filtered through anyway.

"The Captain is recovering nicely - he's sleeping now. T
don't mind telling you that we were really worried for a while.
We came close to losing him. Mr. Spock--'

Spock. McCoy felt the word go through him like « knife. How
was he going to tell Jim?

"Doctor?! MeCoy Loocked wp. M'Benga had somehow entered the
- " y p £ El ~ -
room without notice. '"The Captain 18 awake now. He's agsking to
v g
see you.”

Mceloy rose slowly, trying to draw himself together. This was
the moment he had been dreading, but there was no escape from it.
How to explain? Death is seldom logical...What an appropriate way
to put it. He sighed and moved toward ithe doowv.
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Captain James T. Kirk of the Starship Enterprise headed down the
corridor toward his quarters. He was tired and irritable and he knew
it. Just as the door slid back, McCoy caught up with him.

“Jim, may 1 talk to you for a minute?"

"Now what?" Kirk snapped.

“Jiml.LY
"I'm sorry, Bones. [ seem to be short on patience lately.' Kirk
locked rueful. "What's the problem?"

Kirk threw himself down on the bed as McCoy turned the desk chair
around and sat facing him.

“Jim." McCoy took time to consider his next words, "Are you and
32 o v
Spock in the process of a major disagreement?"

Kirk sat up, surprised. " No. Why do you ask that? Oh, we had a
flare-up over Vulcan-Federation philosophy a couple of days ago, but...
it was Over 4as soon as it started."

“Arce you sure of that? Spock hasn't been out of his cabin except
tor his duty tours for the past two days. [ don't think he's eating
and, of coursc, he won't talk to me except to say he's quite all right.”
MeCov's voice unconsciously took on the cool tone of the Vulcan.

hirk rubbed his forehead and looked thoughtful. McCoy pressed his
advantage.

"RBesides that, Jim, veu haven't ecxactly been a shining ray of light
vourself the past couple of days. You've been as nervous as a long-tatled
cat in a room full of rocking chairs." As his drawl became more evident,

Kirk had to grin.

"Okay, okay, ['11 talk with him. [If there is trouble between us,
1'11 straighten it out." )

McCoy looked serious. '"Jim, [ think there has to be. Not only
are both of you being affected, but I can't conceive of any situation
having this affect on Spock unless it was connected with you. Anyone
else he'd just -- " The doctor shrugged and stood up, one brow lifted.
As the door opened, he said, 'You'd better have that taik soon, Captain.”
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Kirk lay back on the bed and frowned. What had started the argument?
He couldn't remember. Tempers had flared, most unusual for Spock - and
then they had settled back to their game of chess, himself quiet, Spock
withdrawn behind a wall of cool politeness.

Something inside of Kirk hurt, as he realized that Spock had stayed
behind that wall. He had been civil when duty forced them together, but
had kept to himself the rest of the time. There were no shared quiet
moments. It had been a long time since the Vulcan had felt the need to
put a barrier between them. It suddenly came to him that for the first
time in months he felt completely alone. What had happened between him
and his First Officer? He didn't know, but he meant to find out.

He got up and went along the corridor to Spock's cabin,

Kirk paused outside the door -- then touched the buzzer. He had
the illogical feeling that Spock knew he was there -- and didn't want to
see him. For what seemed an eternity, there was no response, then
Spock said, "Come."

The Vulcan got up from the bed and came to attention as Kirk entered.
The heat and gloom seemed more oppressive than usual.

""Captain?'" To Kirk, who knew him so well, the tension was evident.

"At ease, Commander.' Kirk matched the formality Spock had adopted.
Spock relaxed slightly and sat down on the bed, as Kirk took a seat on
the edge of the desk.

"Mr. Spock, McCoy asked me...to talk with you. Do we have a problem?
We must, Spock." Spock looked startled, both eyebrows up. ''Whatever it
is, I'd like to straighten it out, We can't go on forever this way."
Spock locked at the floor, refusing to meet Kirk's eyes.

"No, Captain, we cannot, as you say, go on this way indefinitely.
Therefore, tomorrow you will have my reguest for a transfer, effective
immediately."

Kirk sat absolutely still, stunned. He'd expected stubbornness or
alt argument, but this..."A transfer! Spock!”™ He leaned forward and
gripped his First Officer's shoulders. 'What's happening to us?"

He felt dizzy -- waves of emotion washed over him. He recognized it
as emanating from Spock -- warmth, understanding, compassion, love,
overwhelming physical desire and above all, deep shame. Through the
contact between them the emotions became his own as well.

This is what is happening between us, Captain.' Spock's voice

was ragged with stress. "I haye been aware of the developing bond for
some time - but I felt I could control our minds and keep you unaware of
the situation. I did not wish...to leave,..the ENTERPRISE," his voice
dropped to a whisper, "...and you. Over our game three nights ago our
minds touched; I realized I was no longer in control. I covered that
incident with anger, but I knew I could not allow contact between us to
continue. [ have spent the past two days trying to decide how and what
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to tell you. Iow, because of your interference, you know, Jim...please
go." Spock's voice broke.

Kirk, in a daze of emotion and pain, dropped his hands from his
friend's shoulders and walked to the door. As it siid closed, the words,
Jim, I am sorry, formed in his mind.

In the corridor, he literally ran into McCoy.

"Jim! What's wrong? What happened to you?" Kirk, still in shock,
raised his hand and waved McCoy and his scanner away.

"Nothing, Bones, just leave me alone.” The doctor followed him to
his quarters and stood with arms crossed as Kirk dropped on the bed, face
to the wall.

"It's Spock, isn't 1t? More of a problem than you thought?"

"Look, Bones," Kirk drew a deep breath to steady his voice, "I won't
talk about it, even with you. 1T can't., There is nothing I can do for
Spock, or for myself. He'll be leaving the ship as soon as possible."

“Jim.. " McCoy's voice was even, "...stop to consider." Kirk turned
and met the bright blue ecyes. He recognized that the doctor was aware of
the feelings involved and probably had been for some time. There was no
judgement in the gaze, only compassion and friendship.

"Think about it before you make a hasty decision or allow Spock to...
How do you feel? How about Aim? What wiil life be like for either of
vou, alone? .Jim, it may be the only logical solution for both of vou in
the life vou have chosen.

"Sure, there are people who won't understand, but are they important?
This is a private thing - between you and Spock only.” McCoy stopped; he'd
done his best. e turncd and left Kirk alone with his thoughts.

Kirk consciocusly relaxed and thought back over his vears on the
ENTERPRISE with Spock. The mutual respect, the tolerance, the developing
friendship, the joys, pain and dangers...their minds always so close - yes,
and the love - the feeling that went deeper than being brothers.

He could see how it had happened -- the shared ideals, responsibilities,
mutual trust and respect deepening into something more, solidified by
the mind melds they had entered into over the years. Differences had
combined into unity -- they were irrevocably joined, two halves of a whole --
together and complete, or seperate and alone.

Kirk saw with a flash of insight that he needed and wanted that Bond
with this very special person, wanted it so badiy, it was a physical ache.
He could accept the altered realtionship physically, emotionally and
psychologically, but what about Spock? Would he be able to accept these
feelings in himself toward another man, especially his commanding officer,
even if it were his best friend? It would seem not. Meloy was right, as
usual, mused Kirk. Spock and I do have a problem, and I'm not sure how
we 're going to arvive at o solution.
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He would have Iiked to discuss his feelings and get the doctor's support,
but he saw that any factual knowledge of what was happening would place the
doctor in the uneviable position of either lying for his friends or exposing
them. Kirk knew without a doubt which road Bones would take, but he refused
to put this responsibility on him. He and Spock would have to find the way
themselves, and sitting here wasn't going to solve anything.

He hesitated at the Vulcan's door, then touched it. It opened under his
hand and he walked in, locking it behind him.

The room was illuminated only by the faint glow from the firepot. Kirk
stood quietly until his senses became accustomed to the atmosphere. Then he
moved to the bed where Spock lay face down.

"You may as well turn over, Spoch - you're not asleep.”

"Captain, I requested that you lecave ecarlier. 1 thought from that

experience you would have realized the folly of our being in close proximity
to each other. Please go..." Spock spoke from between clenched teeth,

'""No, Spock."
“Jim, please,'" the deep voice was so full of pain.

"Spock, your way won't work! This is one emotional c¢risis you're going
to have to selve by facing, not by pushing it into your subconscious and

pretending it's not there, that you feel no emotion..." Spock sat up, looking
annoyed as well as upset. "Yes, I understand you very well," Kirk continued,
his-voice level and determined. '"Rejecting all emotion has worked for vou

rmany times in the past, but not this time. Remember, there are two of us to
consider, two of us involved. Remember, we shared those feelings.”

Spock stared at the floor. 'Jim, [ would give anything if we..."
"Spock, look at me!"

"ocannot. I am too ashamed of what [ have allowed to occur between us,
I am a Vulcan. 1 should have been able to control--"

Kirk drew Spock’'s eyes by force of personality and locked gazes with
him. "My friend, shame is a personal, private judgement of failure, passed
on self by self. TIt's usually harsh and undeserved. [ don't want any part
of it.

"Spock, [ am not ashamed of the cmotions we shared earlier,” Kirk's voice
held something Spock couldn't immediately identify, "nor am I ashamed of the
feeling, the bond, behind it.* I'm sorry that you are, but I do understand.
Your cultural backgrounds arce different from mine - Vulcan requires much of
you. I thought if I came back, maybe..." He turned away. "I'm sorry I put
vou through this, Commander."”

Before he reached the door, Spock was at his side. Ile had recognized
the hurt of rejection and loneliness in Kirk's voice.

"Jim, you do not understand."
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"Yes, | do. What we had meant different things to cach of us. 1 knew
from the beginning, but I thought our differences were resolvable. Of course,
I didn't count on this." Kirk shook his head tiredly. lie slumped against
the wall, suddenly aware of total emotional and physical exhaustion. Spock
lifted him gently and laid him on the bed. He rested his hand on his Captain's
head and said quietly, "Rest no, Jim. Sleep..." As Kirk relaxed, the
Vulcan stood watch at his side until he slept.

Spock moved to his desk and sat down, considering the total situation.
He had meant to leave the ship with no explanations, thus sparing Kirk the
guilt and shame associated with the relationship and himself his friend's
disgust at the involvement.

This was no longer possible. Mt only did Jim know; he had experienced
the feelings. Spock allowed his mind to be diverted momentarily. Something
would have to be done about Kirk's developing telepathy. Soon he would not

be able to compensate. Po human non-telepath would have been able to
receive emotions that intensely through his mental guards without a full
bonding. e brought his mind back to the more immediate problem.

He had never admitted, even to himself, how deep the commitment hetween
ilm and this human went. He remembered the hurt in Jim's eyes...he had
not realized the burden of pain his original course of action would cause.
Fow that 1t was forced on him, he saw that total honesty was the only
reasonable solutlion for them, no matter what the cost and no matter what
the outcome. Having made this decision, he laid his head on the desh, eyes
closed.

Spock reluctantly reached within himself to examine his feelings for
James Kirk, his Captain and his friend. Time passed unncticed. What did
he fecl? floyalty to a commanding officer? Respect for courage and
intelligence? In his own mind, he knew these were rationalizations. lie
did have cmotions, his Vulcan as well as his human half.

hirk had reached out to him years ago with an offer of something
he had never before experienced, companionship. At some point, he had
come the required distance. Tolerance had developed into respect and
trust; friendship had deepened into...love, then the bonding. ..

This bond, Spock realized, was the natural, logical conclusion in a
chain of events. He should have foreseen it and taken steps to prevent

2

it, but he had not. [t was simply a reversal of the usual bonding
procedure.  Bonding - minds joined - developement of respect, trust and
love, as knowledge of ecach other increased. For the first time in his

Iite, Spock admitted teo himself that logic might not be the answer.

What now? fle raised his head and glanced at Kirk, apparently sleeping
peacefully. He had two alternatives - neither having a desirable outcome.
[f he left the ENTERPRISE, even though his bonding with Kirk was
incomplete, he would not be able to form a bond with another and would
die in his next Pon Farr.

If he chose this solution, Jim would not be harmed. With tranquilizers
and the sexual outlets open to him as a human male, he would be able to
handle the backlash of the Pon Farr with little difficulty.
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Action, however, must be immediate. For Jim's sake, the bond st
not be allowed to deepen and become complete, for he would not be able to
survive a bondmate's death in a total bond situation, without mental
training and support which he would not have.

The other alternative would be to stay and allow the bonding to become
complete. At Spock's next Pon Farr, Jim would be forced by his mind and
body into the relationship, but when it ended, what? He could not face
Jim after such an occurrence. Physical and emotional damage to the human
was quite probable. Also, the problems of being joined would be almost
insurmountable, unless each were totally committed to the other.

Spock shook himself mentally; no matter what he wanted he would not
be responsible for degrading Jim, allowing him to degrade himself, or be
forced into an unwanted relationship. But, was it.unwanted?

He allowed his head to rest on his folded arms. The Vulcan saw clearly,
perhaps for the first time, what was between them. Starfleet cath is the
only authority higher than him that I recognize. He was mildly surprised
at himself for the admission.

Jim had said, "Vulcan demands much of you." It was true, but not in
the sense his Captain understood. T require myself to be Vulcan, Spock
thought, but neither Vulean or it's customs mean as much to me as he does;
yet I am unable to tell him so. Does he know? I would give everything
I own...my life...anything ezcept my personal integrity for him - and I
belteve, no...I know, he would do the same for me. This, however, was an
exceptional situation,

Bonding among Vulcan males was not commen, but it was not considered
a-serious deviation. Privacy was respected and, as in all things, difference
was considered virtue. There were even methods to contribute to the
genetic pool. However, humans, even in the 23rd century, reacted quite
strongly to this relationship. Probably his Captain also had strong negative
feelings, even though he had claimed not to be ashamed...his sexuality
was very strong...

Spock drowsed and his mind wandered. What would it be like to rTun his
hands over Jim's body and feel response... :

"You could find out; it might prove...fascinating." The voice was
gentle and haif teasing.

Spock lifted his head, a faint flush on his cheeks, and stared at Kirk,
who was regarding him quizically from the bed.

"I've been receiving your thoughts for some time. I'm sorry, Spock.
I know how you value privacy, but I don't know how to shut you out."

Spock paled. *Jim, the question of how to avoid this is now academic
and irrelevant. You and I are held in a forced meld with the beginning of
Pon Farr not far away. I can do nothing to break it. You must stun me -
now - then channel a force field across the door. Only then will you be
safe from me. McCoy will help you with the after affects.” He dropped his
head in his hands.
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Pushed almost to his limit by the past few hours, Kirk came to stand
in front of him.

"Mister, I know from your thoughts what will happen to you and to ne
if I do as you say. I also understand your feelings even if I don't agree
with some of them. But, Spock,' Kirk choked, "would you rather die than
share yourself with me...be one with me? Is the idea that repuisive?"

%

-

"Look at me! If you want, I'll go, but I can't do what you ask. I
can't hurt you."

Kirk's body was trembling as well as his voice. "I know you want this
too - I feel it. 1Is your Vulcan pride so important to you..."

Spock raised his head, face wet. "N, -Jim, it is not, but you are.
Within a week I will be deep in Pon Farr - there will be no stopping, no
control. It is a madness you have seen...What will happen? The crew...
Are you sure you understand what will, out of necessity, take place?"

""Yes, I understand, and I am prepared to accept and share it with you."
Kirk's voice had steadied. "Before the time comes, we will be away from
the ENTERPRISE, just you and I. Whatever occurs will be between the two
of us only."

"I...need...you." S8pock's voice was only a whisper, shame gone from
his being.

'"No, Spock. We need,'" corrected his Captain, the promise of all
things in his voice, :

It had been building for a long time - Mw its time had come. They
watched each other, breath coming faster. The words, We need, hung in
the air between them.

Kirk's familiar smile started in his eyes and spread to his lips and
was reflected in his friend's face. He reached toward Spock, then stopped;
his face flushing.

"It is permitted, Jim, if this is what you truly desire." Spock's
voice came deep and barely controlled.

"And you, Spock. What do you want?™

Gazes locked and held - Kirk's clear and unafraid, Spock's liquid and
telling. In answer, Spock placed his hands precisely on either side of
his Captain's face. Kirk's hands rose to a corresponding position on the

Vulcan's head.

He felt a gentle warmth as the Vulcan’s mind touched his; then
fragments of colors, scenes, thoughts and feelings as their minds moved

closer.

/Fear! What will he see?/ DO ROT BE AFBEAID. THE SAME THINGS THAT
MADE ME LOVE YOU AND BEQUGHT US TOGETHER. / Uncertainty. I have never
known another's touch or how to give love./ YOU WILL LEARN AND 50 WILL
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I -~ TOGETHER./

They felt pain, tears, regret for lost vears, relief, pleasure, passion.
Joy! They looked deep within the other and what they saw pleased them.

/ AEE I0U HAPPY?/ Yes, now that we are one./ WILL THIS CLOSENESS ALWAYS
LAST? BE THIS REAL, THIS SWEET? / Yew, Jim. It i8 foreven./

Seperate, now whole., A bond to be severed only by death, if then. This
was right. No more loneliness or unshared pain. Someone who would always
understand.

The world faded, leaving only them, a feeling of deep peace, contentment,
desire for each other and in their minds the words of the age-old Vulcan
ritual:

"Parted from me...and never rarted.
Never and alwaye...touching and touched...”

oA A Ak A A A A & % K K K K K X A A K A X X A K A #* 4 4 & A A
1&?%»’{*****‘%ﬁ**%ﬁ*#ﬁ*%&&&#%4%&&,1*!&*#*&*#*&*%*#%&*

CORUNDUM

In my hand
lie two smooth stones,
alien and alike as we;

lucid sapphire, friend:
burning-glass of inteliect,
faithful as morning;

deephearted ruby,

lover: fire of my kindling,
burning unconsumed;

each mirrors each,
gives back the true image
turned and returned again;

ever touching, always touched,
never parted: one substance
and one life,

oo odane Aumerle
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Nature's first green 1e gold,
Hev hardest hue to hold,
Her early leaf's a flower;
But only eo an hour.
Then. leaf subsides to leaf.
So Eden sank to grief,
So daun goes dowm to day.
Nothing gold can atay.
~-==Robert Frosgt

James Kirk jolted to wakefulness in the cold dark of his quarters. His
eyes peered anxiously, seeking the familiar shapes of furniture about him.
He reached out and turned up the lights and sighed with relief. The dream
was gone, at least temporarily.

This time it had been harder to pull himself back to reality. The
now-familiar reverie had claimed him and, like one hypnotized, the spell
was difficult for him to break. Each time the dream returned he became more
and more convinced of the awful truth that it seemed to foretell.

Kirk rubbed a hand through his already tousled hair and threw back the
cover. He got to his feet and went to sit at his desk. The firm coolness
of the chair between him drew him back from the haunting nightmare.

He had never believed in dreams, he told himself matter-of-factly.
They were simply ghosts that floated into one's conscicus mind during
sieep. The events in a dream never really came true, at least, not exactly
as the dream portrayed them.

He was not even sure he had believed in internreting the symbols in
z dream. An old story stirved in his memory. The dream of an ancient
Pharoah in which seven fat cows were consumed by seven gaunt ones had
prophesied seven years of plenty followed by seven years of famine in
biblical Egypt. An interesting fable, he thought, but of course his dreanm
was nothing like it.

It had been somewhat frightening, though. He shivered as he remembered
the EN TERPRISE blasted by bursts of energy from some enemy force, he and
Spock, side by side, seeking to contact the attacker to stop the destructive
blows of the alien weapon. Then, with a terrific grinding sound of metai,
the great ship was wrenched apart, the nacelles separated from the saucer,
each section drifting through space until another energy beam slashed into
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the bridge, neatly cutting the saucer in half like a knife through butter,
and he found himself floating, endlessly alone, through his once-beloved

stars.

It was not symbolic, but all too possible, Kirk realized. He could lose
his ship to superior weaponry some day. If the dream ever did approach
reality, though, he hoped the ending would come true, and that he would die
with the ENTERPRISE, rather than face the rest of his life knowing he had
lost her. Resolutely, Kirk put the dream from his mind. He reached for the
tape on the planet they were investigating.

Yesterday's survey team had found evidence of a highly advanced
civilization which had disappeared entirely. The tape displayed the vast

ruins of a city no one had occupied for thousands of years. Records indicated

that the society had vanished at the height of its development, leaving
colossal structures and a great technology behind. The survey tape ended
with the notation that cne building housed a still active energy source.

In the briefing room, it had been decided that investigation of the
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structure would yield the only possible
clue as to the disappearance of the society,
and this morning Kirk would beam down with
a landing party. Mw he sat, watching the
strange, dust-covered buildings in
fascination. What kind of people had
lived on the planet, he wondered, and

what had ended their existence?

The scientific party and the Captain
found themselves in a large open area
of the city. As far as they ceuld see,

decaying buildings towered around them
\ or lay in broken rubble. Spock had
already activated his tricorder.

o\ "No evidence of natural

0 disaster or disease," he reported.
\'The decay seems to have occured

3~ jover the passage of time and not
X7’ as a result of war or other
phenomena. !

"Let's check out that energy
source,” Kirk directed. He and Spock
started toward the buiilding, while
the four historians continued to
investigate the other ruins.

The building that held the
energy source stood silent and golden
in the planet's morning sunshine.
Kirk stared at it, thinking that it
showed the scars of time to a much

"Is this building as old as the
others, Spock?" he asked.

Spock was already scanning it. '"Captain, it is at least one
thousand years older than the rest of the buildings in this city. Perhaps
this Inscription will tell its purpose.®”

“"Can you translate it7?" Kirk asked. He regarded the unusval symbols
with more than simple curiosity. There was a compelling nature about this
place, something that drew him to it, almost a craving to know what kind of
people had created it.

In a few moments, Spock had deciphered some of the symbols. "It is
a verse, Captain,' and he read:

into the endless whirlwind come,
For here all understanding swirls,
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A1l the past and every silver iy
Forever held, until, unlocked,
It shall be whispered in your ooar.’

" TA1l the past and every silver future’,” Kirk repeated softly. 'Some
sort of time machine, perhaps?¥

"Possible, Captain. The energy within the structure is of a nature not
unlike that which we found on the Guardian's planet ™

ke

"Then it should reveal what happened te the society that puilt it "

Together, Kirk and
Spock entered through
the huge door of the
golden building. They
: found themselves inside
T Y & great hall. A distant,
] S mpwising hum spoke of
.~ the enormous energy
harnessed within the
f~;:,struCIure, but
:: Spock found his
s —o. tricorder jammed,
- --making readings
- impossible.
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science officer how the effect had worked on thes

'"These computers must reach into the mind of anyone entering the
bullding. They select a memory and through the hypnotic humming we heard,
create a trance. Then, the scene iz replaved, just asg we lived it."

"Why do you suppose a building like this was created? Surelv not for
scientific research."

"The rather mysterious message of the verse on the plaque outside would

indicate otherwise, Captain," Spock concurred. "Perhaps the inhabitanzs
came here to be entertained by their own past.”

“Do you think we'll have more such visicns??

[4i]

"Yes. And we must guard against losing ourssives to th
memory, if it should occur.®

replay of

"That shouldn't be too difficulc,” Kirk said. 1 was able to pull
myself back to the present, just by remembering our mission to investigate
here. ™

"Yes, but childhood memories tend to be short fragments of scenes in
Hiumans. 1 was not returned te the present until you touched me.®™

""Therr 1 suggest we stay close together, in case either of us
experiences any difficulty, Spock.”

The two started again toward the row of machines, but before they had
walked far, the humming increased zgain and each found himseif floating
info his past.

Jim steod under a starry sky, feeling happv. The dance had been
wonderful, and Julie seemed to really like him. He had kissed her
goodnight and was walking home. Then the vague, lonely feeling intruded
again. It was stronger this time, and there was something more. Dimly,
he knew why he was lonely. He felt as though he had lost something,
somecne. Mo, that wasn't quite it. There was someone he had not vet
found.

He forced himself back to the present, to remember the strange
ien building they were walking through. Then a new sound came to
his ears over the soft humming of the machinerv.

It was Spock, seated again on the floor, and speaking gquietly to
gomeone he thought he saw,

"Ngo, father. You do not understand. [ am differ
[ must ieave..."

6t here and alone.

i

-]

“Spock, come back!" the Captain said in a commanding tong as he
-, it E
zouched him. :

Momeh&ariiy} the Vulcan's eyes lost their vacant look. “Captain,”
he breathed, "my control over the phenomenon is not...what it should be.
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The past...cverwhelms, The. . empt nwe 0

His volce softened to 4 whisper and %ﬁa?ﬁf
gnother memory. He jerked Spock o his feet, his
fiercely. '"Mister Spock, wo wmust favestigatel fﬁu have orée@s to jO]iGWi
Mister Spock!"

The Vulcan swaved, almost falling from the Captain’s grip. Kirk pulled
hiw elose, still calling to him, "Spock, comg back, I need you with me,” he
seaged, |

Finally, Spock drew in a iong breath. He still sagged against his
faptain’s chest, but he knew where he was. Then he stood back, and locked
irto Kirk's hazel eyes.

YThank you, Captain. 1 could hnot...pull dway from the memofy .V T

"What wag iz Spock? Hirk Eﬁqulrwd gently.
alked about 1it.

eI

"] owas trying to explain t4 my Tather why I 1
“uican Science Acgdemy. He did not-undevstand. ..

g an Vulogn.®

Spock ﬁsﬁﬁeé "es, as

thoag% something was

misgling from my life.

. T knew it was bilaglc 1
bt I was immature,’

Yo, Sphck; |
understand. zhag’s wnat
¥ felt, too,"™ EKifk
\began then he stopped.

Sur&ls it was only

p oincidence that

?ne} had both
 felt the siyangs
*g%onsiinegsﬁ

”ﬂhﬂ" §hcmié e

s




"We must get out of this room, (:otain.  Bach emory grows fUrosaer
faorcing more emotion from me. Already my coptrel i tailing. oo are ascd
to dealing with emotions, and have less difficulty vemembering the i of
pain, but soon the pressuare wiil bulld in vou, alzo, and 1 fear that i1
both be overwhelmed by our own past lives.”

Kirk reached around and pulled out his communicator, vut when he flipped
up the grid, the device was silent. 'Must be jammed, like the tricorder,’ he
mused. They would have to walk out of the building on their own. "How can I
nelp vou, Spocky"

"1 have been considering,” the Vulcan began, once morce his precise logi.

coming to the fore. '"When you touched me, I was able to return to the present,
y :

Kirk understood at once. If they touched each other as they walked,
their hold on reality would be strengthened. He reached out and put his arm
around Spock's waist. The Vulcan laid his arm across his Captain's shoulders.
Thus linked, the two men set out together again.

They walked. Slowly at first, they wali«d in the direction they had
come, back toward the huge door. Apparently, tneir trips into the past had
confused their sense of direction. They could not tind the exit. As far
as they could seeiithere was only the room and the cndless row of gleaming
machinery.

kY .
They spoke very little, each intent on setting one fooft vefore the
other, each concentrating only on the present and his hold on his zcompanion.
At length, Kirk wondered how long they had been walking, and he asked Spock

The Vulcan did not answer. Even as Kirk glanced at the vacant brown
eyes, the memory claimed him as well, and thev floated together into the
past.

| f e

But this time the ache 'of loneliness did not come. They were together,
their physical and mental selves touching, and the memory was one they shared.
Instead of emp?iness, they knew 3loy, and great, peace.

The bridge of thg Enterprise hummed with pleasant efficiency. Kirk was
comfortable in the soft leather of his chair, bathed in the confidence of
command. Spock, bending cover his scanners, knew the calm that cnly work
could give him. He stood and walked to stand beside his Captain. Together,
the Human and Vulcan stared out at the panorama of stars. | |

All time-sense stopped in the endless whirlwind. How long they walked,
neither knew nor cared. The missions, c¢hess games, meals they shared, swirled
continuously before their eyes. All the past, the comfortable, companlonable,
pleasant days unfolded like a golden flower. The insistent whisper of days
gone by drew them onward through the ancient building.

"Dom 't you *hink wou should comsult me about That?! Kirk said, suppressing
. J « b4 bel
a grin.

MIIMIY  The smile burst acroess Spocsk's face as he reached out gnd held
14 J

hig Captain. The feel of Kirk's muscles wunder his hands assured him Jim
wasw 't dead, that he hadn't killed him after all....
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... "You have just declared Jim dead," MeCoy's voice burst into Spock's
mind. No, the doctor must not know. Do not express the hurt, the loneliness.
Deny .

The ship faded away, and Kivk, alone in interphase, knew nothing but
the endless stars. He was alone.
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"Jim. " And rescued hazel eyos
had not left him. .. ’
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.+« Life support was gone. Shields iﬁiiiag The amoeba eveature sucked
all energy from the tiny shuttle. Spock knew %e ﬁ?ald die alone. Then, the
&raétor beam!  Jim had not left hzm’

A golden bu11d1ng stood shining in the marnirg sum, ™All the past angd
ayary 511ver future " Kirk repeated. '

They were walking, entwined together, one in purpose, thought and memory.

A last reverie stirred. A woman's voice, soft and full of knowing, "You,
by his side, as 1f you've always been there and alweys....”

The words were drowned in a new, louder noise. The polden euphoria fel!l
away and in & silver burst of fire and ice, the humming increased to a shrill
sound like a scream. '

James Kirk was dreaming. And his ship, torn to pieces by an alien bsam,
opped away beneath him: He fell through the stars, down, down, and alone.

5
et

A cry was nwensbed from him, bu* Was gtrang?ﬁd in his throat as a sight
more terrible than the destructlcn of the ship met his eyes. It was Spock,
sinking away from hlm aione and distant in the empty grief of space.

fte flung out his hands reacnlng, seeklng'the solid warmth he knew had
to be there. "SPOCK!' He shouted the name again and again. The room, the
building, the mission to investigate. Reality!l '"SPOCK!™

He opened his eves, almost fearing he would find himself alone. Bt
Spock was there, a few feet away, lying face down on the floor. Kirk, oo
‘wegk to stand, crawled to him.

"Spock, are you all right?

The first officer did not move. Jim reached out, laid a hand on his
thin shoulder. The touch seemed to elec trlf} Speck. He curled into =2
tight mass, covering hzs face in his arm.

“No. Not alone. k&qt-forever alone!" The usual placidity had
disappeared from the deep voice, leaving only a frightened wail,

Kirk leaned closer to .Speck. 'You're not alene, Spock. jffm here ¥

He touched the dark hair gently, but stiil Spack shrank away. Ivts Jim,ih
¥irk tried again, but the Vulcan would aat or could not, respond.

Kirk felt a desperation unusual to his commanding nature.  He sased
pack on his heels and considered the problem. The terrifying image of Ths
future for himself and Spock had seemed all too real.  MNw he understood :
what his dream had actually symboiized. It was not Gniy % ship's destrustion
that frightened him, but the thought that the bond with hi .ihiuaﬁ friend

wight be severed.

He had known a loneliness in his younger days. #ow Spock had hegome
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z part of him, his alter ego, the other half of himself. 7To6 losge Spock would
e the most devastating loss of all. And someday, he knew with sickening
zssurance, 1t would happen. ' : '

He looked down-at the shivering blue-uniformed shoulders. He could say
the words, express. the emotions of need, of love. But Spock, to whom the
feelings were just as dear, could not voice them openly. And now that they
‘had surfaced, the fear of loss had reduced him te a terrified ¢hild,

As long as he was cobnscious, the Vulcan would continue to be assaulted
by the vision of the future the allen machines had conjured. Kirk tried his
phaser, set on stun, but the jamming effect made it useless. Regretfully, heé
turned the weapon in his hand, raised it over Spock, and crashed the butt of
it into the cowering Vulcan's head. It tock three blows, and brought green
blood, but at last Spock's form collapsed into senselessness. Kirk tenderly
1ifted his friend into his arms and looked around. He saw the giant door
several meters away and hurried toward it.

et
5

"Hetll be coming around soon, Jim." Mooy zdiusted the bandage sarvefully,
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then switched off the diagnostic ind.cetor above ‘.o bed,
“Are you sure I didn't cause a concusion?’ Kir: sshed.

“You hit him pretty hard, but hz2'Il only have =z bendache,” Mclov spothed,
Although he'd only been told the cursory details of what had happened to the
Captain and Spock, he realized it had had a traumntic effsct on both of chem,
"ou did the right thing, Jim," the dector added guietly, :

’3.7

Kirk leoked up. and managad a %maii grin. '"Thanks, Bones. |
g4t with him for a while, anyway.

“Okay. Let me know if either of you necd anything.”™

#eCoy had beszn gané enly a few minutes when Spock's eyes Fluttered HoeL.

HJ.im?n

"Right here, Speck.” Kirk placed a comforting hand over the Vulean's
wrembling ane, Immedzateiyz Spock clutched gt it, as a drowning man Erasys
for a lifeline

Kirk returned a reQSRarzﬁg greSSures At last, he whispered, "We're
zzk home, you know.® .

Spock took in their SU?fOﬁﬁdiﬁgs. “Sickbhay?

%1 had to clout you with zhe butt of my phaser and carry you out of the o
#MemoTy room.”

Spock closed his eyés, then opened them, "It wasn't the wmemories that, .o
disturbed me." ‘ . o

"I know. [t was hard for me to realize that 1ife won't alwavs be fthisg
way,"” Kirk sighed and looked away. ''1 guess nothing lasts.”

"Change ‘must be accepted as logical,” Spock said in a monotone, as if
reciiing a chlldhosd Tule.

"But logic doesn't make acceptance easy,'” ¥irk answersd,

Now Spock looked directly at his Captain. "Ro." The quiet £llled
The chamber and left no room for words. : R

"1 still wonder what kind of beings created that pilace,” Xirk mused
finally.

"They are gone. We shall never kinow,” Svock answered softly,
Just then, the wall intercom beeped, and Kirk went to answer it.

"Uhura here, sir," came the Lieutenant's efficient voice., 'The SURVEY
vaports are finally correlated.”

"Okay, Uhura. Let me have the details.," Eirk answered, nis tope weary.
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translated some
monumenis. tThey all
sited the most
ryer,  1tls isonic
rew an dust and

"The xost people called themselve:
literature, historical works ahd the
ghow thé same philosophy. The Ozendans
perfect civilization in the galaxy, =
that all theif scrolls proclaim the g
ruinsg, 't

Kirk gently switched off the intercom and turned tc Spock. “She's right,
vou know. It is ironic.”

The Vulcan nodded. '"They pvahab?” created the memory bullding fo
entertain themselves. They must have been devastated when thev lesrned they
would not endure.” His dark eyes took on 2 Ffar away look. and ¥irk kne
he was struggling to repress the fear of losing the fri Equh} thev so
careléssly had taken for granted,

Kirk walked back to the bed. "We didn't really learn anvthing we didnie
kniow before, Spock.”

The Vulcan gazed silently at his Captain, drinking in the calm sssurancs
of the man he knew so well. Lovalty, duty, friendship, even love, these
things made up their reality. He was truly back home, uo longer flpating
through his lonely past or falling into a terrib}w, empty future.

Kirk reached cut, nuileﬁ the blankst closer about him, '"Yaulre Tived,
e murmered. '"Sleep, now.' ,

Spock closed his eyes. 'Yes, Captain.”

FRIENDSHIP ia like love at its best: wnot blind byt sympathetically
all-seetng; a support which dosg not wait for u%aﬁraagﬂﬁaﬁﬁ, an
act of faith which does not wneed, but aLﬂags has; reuson.,

LOUIE UNTERMEYER
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My friend, I will accept you
Weak or strong.

If you need my hand,

I am here to 1ift you up.

I will demand of you

Only your best.

If you will try to understand

My inmost thoughts,

I will try to share your laughter,
Comfort your tears;

I will offer my faith for your doubtis,
My courage for your fears.

There will be an ebb and flow.
We shall know both days bright with rapture
And days dark with impending storm;
But I can welcome each day

Bacause of memories

Of how it was before,

While helding a torch for vyou,

50 that you might blaze trails

With me at your side.

It matters little what comes,
My friend.

The cares will he
If shared.

In the cold of adversity,
Hearts will be warmed

By the light of cur friendship.

+

light,

In you, Jim Kirk,

1 have found a twin in scutl,
to sympathize with evervthing
I may not feel,

and share love and wversions,
_imagined or real.

When two are as we are,

one cannot know happiness

without the other,

but neither of us

can be miserable alone;

because we'll take turns

in pain as well as pieacuie
relieving one ancther’ S
in the most adverse conditions. .




We have all things,

And no property

but in one another.

I may speak to you freely;
You will advise justly,
and I assist readily,
patiently,

defend courageously,

if need be, for together,
we may adventure boldly,
where neither of us

would dare to go alone.
Such is the comfort of a friend.

--- Trinette Kern
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“Captami, it appears that the hostilities have ceased for the mament =
’ ’ .
Sirk's eyes scanned the horizon from his perch on the recky promentery.
The scene was disturbingly qulescent.
) e .
"What is yeur evaluation., Mr. Spock?" he asked. '"Why would they suddeniv
withdraw when they have us so affectively boxed in hers?”

-

"They have not withdrawn, sir. They ave still theve.” Spockiz voice was
tinged with unessiness.

Kirk hopped down and went to stand beside the VYulcan. Y0Of course, We
gen't escape from here, can we? it's what we call a 'Mexicen stand-off’."
There was an odd bitterness to the new Captain's voice, and his First Officer
glanced over at him curiouslty. "If we try to move, they attdc? They's
prepared to wait us ocut. Fine mess, right, Mr. 5D0£ﬁ7“

“Your analysis of the situation seems acc
*c have an advantage.”

Kirk paced like a caged tiger. 7it's z
down here...if I hadn't chosen this particul

"You could not have foreseen this eventuslity,” Spock stated factually.

"Perhaps not, but--" Kirk interrupied himself. "Povesy mind., How long
befere the Enterprise returns?”

”tt m6y be severzl hours, possibly lgngey. Thz manesvers are soenewiat
erratic,

The Captain glanced overhead at the
its zenith, He was already feeling the
Frustrated, he sank down on z boulder,

i1s command lay hesvily
1o advise kim, nc one
cever misfor tuaﬂs befall

#esponsibllity. Wno needed 1t7 Ths o
s his shoulders. There was no one to relat
o decide...no one but himself to taks the
ship or his crew.

1 of the Enterprise with an
and confidert. It was a2

He'd recently accepted the positi 2% Cap
eagerness &b the chailenge, He'd "elt %%d;‘ fied
good zrew, top-notch senior officers. evervibing a commander cculd dream

o
He wzs monored he'd been chosen., Yet, here he was, faced with an unsolvabl
dizemma, forced into a situztion of his own making, on s dusthal! planet

£
L
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light years away from home, with only his strange, alien First Officer as
companion. It was ironic, indeed, that the Vulcan had chosen to accompany
him, and more ironic that he'd allowed him to come.

The time went slowly, only the sun and the heat marking its passage.
Spock remained on watch, unnecessary though the task was. The monstrous
native beings remained in a casual ring around them, their primitive smell
permeating the thick, stale air.

Efforts at communicating with the ship remained futile. Kirk cursed
the sudden meteor bzrrage which had forced his ship to abandon orbit. He
thought about the crewman in Sickbay, hanging on to life until he could
return with the precious cache of Erlash. If he returned.

¥e isaned his back zgainst the rock wal
th of the heavy air. His knees were b eg
sted the urge to sit @ewn.

i and took a deep, unsatisfying
inning to Teel weak, but ke

“Hew long has it been?"

With a final glance at the valley below, Spock left his post.and jeined
¥irk. "Nearly six hours, sir. The temperature is just over 120° and rising.
Yeu should sit down, Captain.™

Kirk thought he detected a note of concern in the esven voice. It was
nothing new; the Vulcan had often seemed to exhibit a curious solicitude.
Duty and loyalty were high among his many admirable qualities, yet Kirk found
aimself aching for something more than just loyalty. S

Despite his First Officer's objection, Kirk paced nervously. 'We should
nave investigated this place more thoroughly. [ was wrong to rush down here
without a more complete survey. Every minute we delay means death for more
members of the crew.”

“Your seif-flaggelation is unjustified, siv. You had no other cheice.
the time, it seemed the logical decision.”

Man are dyin Mr. Spock! Doesnft that mean atuything o you?”
2 P ¥ g ;

"Docter Piper is do;ﬂg ever vthing poszible. As scon as we return with
tus Erlssh for the serum.

I we arrive with it!  if we get out of here alivel®
The Vulcan was silent, and Kirk wondered what thoughts weve running threugh

%is alien mind. Was he sorry he'd accompanisd his Captain? Sorry he'd
voylunteered for this mission?

Suddenly, Kirk stumbled, his vision blurring and distoriing the landscape.
from the hard packed sarth stung his cheek and paims; he recoiled,

ling his slugglah miscles te chbey. A firm pressure on his elbow assisted
him to his feet, guided nim to the small spot of shade zgainst the cliiff face,
forced nim to sit.

w{'

“Just sit guistly. Try not to move unless necessary.’™ S5Spock was panting
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heavily himself. His Vulcan body was move agcclims
temperatures, but even on Vulcan the natives did
midday.

to withstand bigh
go on the dessert at

For a few minutes they rested, side by side, neither making an effort
at speech. Kirk finally broke the silence.

"I'm sorry I got you into this, Mr. Spock. 7You should have stayed on
the ship. Why did you volunteer to join me, anyway?" Spock didn't answer
at first. He was torn between telling the truth or hiding behind the barrier
of non-emotionalism. He finally chose & path halfway between the two.

"It is part of my duty as your First Officer to see that no harm bhefalls
you, Captain.,”

Kirk misunderstood. "And you were afraid 1T would get myself in trouble?
You didn't trust me to take the necessary precautions!” Spock didn't reply;
he didn't have to, Kirk thought. KXirk dragged himself to his feet and walked
a few steps away.

"It is not a matter of trust,' the Vulcan spoke finally at Kirk's back.
"I do not bhelieve you should have beamed down yourself for the Erlash extract.
There is no logic in jeopardizing your life when there are others to whom vou
could delegate the task.'

[t was all so silly, Kirk thought. I put my life on the line, so, he
does too. A sudden dawning broke over him. He turnsd slowly to face Spock. g
"Then, perversely, is it logical that you, also, take the unnecessary risk?!
He felt on the verge of getting through to the core of something very
important, but the meaning still eluded him. He felt so weak...his hea
ached abominibly...Where was his ship? Why hadn't she returned yet?

He felt himself swaying; he tried to take a deep breath but the air
scorched his lungs. His mouth felt gritty and he'd have bartercd anything
he owned for a cup of cool, clear water.

Wearily, he returned to the tiny patch of shade and sank down, He
zlked, partly because he wanted to know, partily to keep his mind from the

tolaerable heat.

"1 know what vou think, Spock. Captain Pike wouldn't have gotten into
this, would he? He would have...delegated the job, as vou said. But that’s
not my way - it's not me. I wouldn't ask another man to do something I
won

"I know that, sir. It zs difficult for me to comprehend, but I try."
X saw a slight, tolerant smile play arcund the Vulcan's mouth. He smiled

"Yes, I guess you do try.!

I attempt

rried unsuccess

ERED RS

Once more Spock retreated behind his private barrier.
to rzise the ship again, Captain?' Kirk nodded: the Vulcan

The sun remained high as the hours dragged on, the temperature was a
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Spock came to his side; his movements slow. "Vulcan
the heat, Captein. How do you feel?"

"Like I'm being baked alive. You wouldn't happen to have
you, would you?"

'"The Enterprise should be hers soon, Jim. Try to relax.'

"“You were right to...come along, Spock. At least you can.

onstant 135°. Kirk must have lest consciousness for a time; when ke revived
here was a blue canopy above him. For a moment he thought it was sky, then
tealized 1% was & blue tunic crudeiy siretched between two boulders to form

il i wamereifully

is more used to

sgme water with

.¥Gu ¢an get

the drug up to the ship..."” He was too sick to notice that SpocP was sitting
:vt zuch a way that his body shielded Kirk's from the glare of the sun.

“Never ask someone else *o do what you can do vourself ' the Vulcan

his forehead. :

At Kirk's eyea met his, be forced hipself to speak sgain.

when you said earlier that you believed 1:did nev trust you, 1.,

noi the reason I came with you..."" He faiterad.

iled gently. Hs rzached over and pushed Kirk's sweat-plastered hair from
g ¥ _ I

"Captain,
.that was

In that moment, Kirk saw. He understcod what had eluded him. It was
not duty alone which compelled his First Officer to risk his neck for his
new Captain. The Vulcan cared, damn him, and he could not bring himselif to

say the words.

"1 know that, Spock,' he said quietly. *and I'm glad you're here."

Some invisible power reached ocut and enveloped them in its

web, making

the moment precious as complete understanding flowed between them. ﬂhe\
were more than two officers who happened to be assigned to the same ship,
and suddenty neither of them felt the naked loneliness - of command, of

zitenation. The knowledge was so all consuming that the Vulcan

in Spock

momentarily tried to draw away, tn escape the emotional closeness. But Kirk

_ﬁﬁeﬂ pim firmly with a fremendouk surge of will, even cementing

=) ﬁhySlCdz touch as he gripped Spock's arm.

3 ¥

1n61r newfound peace was shatteved by the f&ﬁlizar whistie

communicator.

heit, hesitated, then handed it deferentially over

the contact

of the

Kirk said, struggling te sit up. Spock nodded, "pulled the

te his Captain.

Eirk smiled weaki “Let’s go keme, Spock." Then, flipping the grid,
¥ g s 2P ping g

"Kirk to Emtewprise -7
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AUTHOR'S NOTE: When I wrote the first vignette, WHEN THE
TIME COMES, it was intended to be an independent prtece of
work, deliberately left in the air. But, ag stories some-
times have a way of doing, this one wouldn't leave me alone.
Several people told me there must be o sequel to it, so,

I sat down to write one. From there on, I had no control
over the consequences, NOT YET TIME emerged virtually
wnbidden. For better readability, we decided they needed
to be presented together, thue the "twin vignette” format.
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The shadows of light and dark, tinged by the red glow of the tiny flame,

tent an eerie background to Spock's cabin. The Vulcan sat in semi-darkness
b fingers steespled in front of him, his face drawn in concentration,
vacant and haunted. COutwardly, he appeared calm; a man in deep '
ation. Inside, he was a seething cauldron of emction and pain, his
sammoning all his Vulcan powers to help him cope with the realities
veen forced to face.

WoTh 15

=17

The nightmare began zarliier that day when he was zalled to Sickbay by
# ship's Chief Surgeon. Spock had known something was wrong with one
ok at McCoy's face. Knowing the doctor's tendency toward cver-reaction,

it might have been nothing more serious thar an outbreak of diarreah among

th

-

fhe crew. Spock marvelled at how unprepared he had been for what McCoy
toid him, ‘
& had twisted in anguish as he explained that he had just
ts of a medicel examination he’d run on the Captain. He'd
ncerned about Jim Iately. Xirk had sevmcu excessively
had not been eating well, snd his complexion was pale and colorle
had ordered a physical. 10w, as he looked at Spock, ke crumpled,

choking en the words,

"it's Ectoneuralitis, Spock," he rasped.

Spock felt hiz own color drain from his face, znd his insides suddenly

H #
tightened.

fou are absclutely sure?” He had o ask.

McCoy noddec . burying hie face in his hands. "Yes, 1'm surs -- My God
if only I werent'ti®

Ectoneuralitis: a rare and deadly disease. Ti¢ came to humans after
they'd acheived space flight. Only one in ten thousand ever contracted it,

5

aric Death

there was no cure. 1t attacked the central nervous system.
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usually came in about six months, but
the victim became incapacitated long
before that, as various vital parts
of the body ceased functioning. The
disease, once started, usually moved
quickly, making the patient's last
several months a nightmare of pain
and helplessness, until death was a
welcomed relief.

Spock had seen only one case in
his life, and he had hoped he would
never see another. It had been a
professor at the Academy, a man the

young Spock had admired and respected.

He had been a virile, intelligent
man when the disease had suddenly
struck. Spock had gone to visit him
at the infirmary just before he had
died. The horror still burned in his
memory. A mindless, agonized shell
of a man, the professor had lain
helpless, his body kept functioning
by machines -~ a respirator when his
breathing had become too difficult,
a dialysis machine when his kidneys
had failed, a blood circulator to
help his heart, tubes to feed hin.
Spock had left, shaken, and offered
a prayer to whatever Diety this man
professed to end his suffering.

And now, was this the same fate
for his friend? He felt his heart
cringe at the thought.

McCoy was speaking, imploring.
"Spock, what should we do? Jim won't
want to face the kind of future this
holds for him. If I tell him, I'm
afraid...Spock, he'd prefer suicide
to this!"

"It is hopeless?" Spock asked.
"There is no chance for a cure?"

"Of course, science 1s working
on one," McCoy told him, 'but they
are nowhere near finding an answer
in time -- for Jim."

Spock could listen to no nmore;
he was too clese to losing control.
He needed time to adjust, to put his
thoughts in order. He had left
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Gickbay and returned to his cabin, sitting down heavily at his desk.

That was four hours ago. At least outwardiv he was somewhat calmer now.
de had thought over and over of his professor, substituting Jim's face on the
smaciated form. His dearest friend, doomed to the sane destiny,

He thought of the vital Starship Captain, physically firz, with an essy
smile and quick wit. The man on the bridge, vulnerable, yet commanding,
i ting respect and admiration and devotion from his crew.

He thought of the friend who had taught him more about himself than
eny other. The man who could touch him with a look that said, 'I understand
== I care’. James Kirk. Could he bear to lose him? Could he face all the
emptiness ahead, all the loneliness he had thought was behind him since they
?et and learned to share each other's lives? They had shared the joys, the
15 of living. Could he watch him suffer?

5 7

Spock flicked the switch on his intercom. MeCov's Face ADPEATES.

You must tell him, Doctor,” Speck sai
would be unfair to keep it from him. [ wi

EN

v 1 « N 5 " TEY Toupen Aamamd el b
HMeloy nodded. "I know,” he said sadly., 77've dacided that




The Captain had arrived in Sickbay just moments before Spock. He looked
around as the Vulcan entered.

Knowing Jim's condition now, Spock was keenly aware of his appearance.
He was appalled to see how thin he hud become, how sunken his eves were and
how weary he seemed to be. He was amazed that he had not really noticed
before. The twinkle was still in his voice as he spoke.

1

"Well, Spock, between you and the gloomy doctor here, I expect vou're
about to predict a super-nova or something.!

"ot exactly, Jim," McCoy said quietly.

Kirk sensed the apprehension in his voice. A twinge of premonition made
the hairs on the back of his neck bristle. He looked expectantly at the doctor.
"What is it, Bones?"

"I have the results of those tests we took the other day," McCoy began.
Then, suddenly, he spoke impersonally, as though he were announcing a bad
tooth. '"You have Ectoneuralitis, Jim."

Kirk's mouth fell open; he felt his knees go weak. He was hearing the
words, but they made no sense. Sounds falling on the ears, noises of another
place - ancther time - another person. Denial set in.
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e wrong. OF<y  maybe ['m oz 17

#cCey shool HMis sead firmly 5 to stop thel: :rembling.

“there's: ns mistake,' he choked. 'F ‘ takel" He turned away,
unable to look at &is friend. : i

Erock stood by silently, supportive. Vulcan discipline coalesced
against the -nslaught of agony. Kirk turned to face him, his eyes beseeching,
imploring, asking for help without words, .

“Jim..." Spock began, swallowing hard. The Captain turned hack ts the

How long, Doctor?! he asked with g deliberate hardnesz in his voice.
g

eyeo filied, begping for mercy. '"Jim, I don't knew..." he hegan,
him off.

how jong before 1 become 5 vegetable!" He wheslsd and
room, ieaving the emptiness o echo between his twe friends.

- The zgony of acceptance set in, s Kirk =tum
GuaATters The s the crew, were dim forms at
instinct directed his feet along the proper zor
ghock. Part of him did not want to believe McCoy
vet another part knew there could be no error.
checked befeore informing him.

That left the question: What now? C(ould he sccept such an aysntuality?
could not envision himself helpless, wired to machines, incapable of sp

ought, movement...His mind broke away from the harse image. He reached his

zabin and slumped on his bed, willing blackness to cover the horrible thoughts,

i
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The Captain's

v from within,

dooy

irk was lying on the
crossed the room guiet

Wes, Spock, what is

By e 1
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i
“lan 1 do asnvihingt!
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Gpuck didn't know whaxr to what to 40, how o fri
w that he was lere to offer he could - that he hg ffer.
led a chaly over and sai next ed. The veptain turned and Inoked




at him sharply

"What are you doing?" he demanded. ‘''What do you want? Just go away and
leave me alone!l"

Wounded, Spock rose. He had intruded. So little he knew about humans,
after all. He had felt Jim would need support, comfort, and what he really
wanted was to be alone. Spock started to leave when a ragged cry from the
sleeping alcove implored him.

"spack! Don't go -- I'm sorry. 1 didn't mean that -- please -- don't
leave me. . "

Spevh turned quickly and reached for the Captain, kneeling beside the
bed. His fingers gripped the other's hand, and Kirk hung on tightly. Almost
violently, Kirk threw his other arm across his eyes.

"Oh, Ged, Spock, what a way to die.” Jis voice cracked. "What a future
to tace, [t's not being afraild to die. [If it were only that, 1 could stand
it. It's knowing what ['l] become before then.”

Spock slid an arm under Kirk's shoulders and, lifting him siightly, drew
him closc 1n an embrace of pain and frustration.

"Loknow " he crooned, "I know." e searched his mind heiplessly for the
sofution he had sought wll afternoon, but there was no Vulcan technique that
oaild ewive comfort at oo time like this.

In oo little while, Kirk was calmer. e sat up on the side of the bed.
spock rose from his knees and sat beside him.  The Captain spoke softly,

"spock . b owant youw to help me.  When the time comes ... promise me.”
spoorodrd not understand at first what 1t was he could do for Kirk, hat
the Cap. o 1 wont oon.

THaceh o et me die with dignity. At the first signs...when | become --
holples-. .

As Spuck understood what 1t was Kirk was asking, he felt a shudder of
revirlsion creep through him. He looked away. "Jim...!l cannot."

hirk grabbed him by the shoulders and spun him around. "Spock, please. ..
you’re the only one | can depend on.  Bones won't do 1t as a doctor, he's sworn
to keep me functioening as long as he can.  Spock - 1t has to be you. You're

my triend.. .please.”

Spock lowered his eyves, his muscles quivering.,  "Jim, surely you must know
what you ash 1s impossible. As a Vulcan, life i1s sacred to me."

"Life without dignity?" Kirk asked.

Spock sat silently, every nerve in his body taut. What Jim was asking
was more than his mind could hear, yet Jim was his friend. ..
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"I promise," he said softly. "When the time comes...”

Kirk pulled him close.

A FREIEND IS A PERSON WITH WHOM I MAY BE SINCERE.
BEFORE HIM, I MAY THINK ALOUD.
Ralph Waldo Emerson

[T L T R T T T e T e T O e e
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"No!' Spock jerked
suddenly upright, trembling,
drenched in sweat, bolted
awake by the nightmare
that was not a nightmare.

"No! Jim -=- no! You
can't...” raced through
his mind, then sharply came
the Vulcan word to stop.

"KROYKA!Y

Spock was out of bed,
bounding toward the door
in one movement. There
was no .need to take time
to dress; lately he had
been sleeping fully clothed
to be instantly ready for
any call he might receive
during the night.

He reached the (Captain's
guarters only minutes after
he had been wakened by the
subconscious signal. He did
not wait te push the buzzer
for admittance but slid the
door open himself. The
unconscious form of James Kirk,
sprawled like a disarrayed
ragdoll across his bed,confirmed
what the Vulcan already knew,
what urgency had directed him
there. His hand pushed the
button on the intercom on Kirk's
desk even before he approached
the Captain.

"Sickbay,'" he spoke into
the machine. '"Medical emer-
gency...to the Captain's cabin
at oncel"

Without waiting for a
reply, he was at Kirk's side.
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His fingers went to the wrists for a pulse and drew back at once -- sticky,
wet. An old-fashioned method, crude but sufficient. A sharp object, the
tool, lay unnoticed on the floor where Kirk had dropped it.

The Vulcan was lifting the Captain from the bed, blood soaking into his
already wet tunic, when the medical team arrived. Spock released his burden
to their care. Efficient. Starship personnel were trained to be efficient.
He glanced at the chronometer. Only minutes had passed since he'd wakened...
perhaps there was still time...

McCoy was administering treatment even as the stretcher was being
propelled toward Sickbay. M time to think, no time to ask why. Why...a
thousand reasons and only one. Automatic. All the skills, all the training.
Mechanical movements that text books and experience had taught him. Life
saving techniques applied in an emergency situation. He was a doctor. This
was his field. Life saving.

When all the skills had been used, all the techniques had been applied,
the life readings still failed to register. McCoy did a very unprofessional
thing. He grasped the lifeless body of James Kirk by the shoulders and
sheok him, calling his name.

"Jim...Jim! Wake up!..." It was as if, when all else had failed, the
desparate sound of a friend's pleading could rouse the inanimate form.

A strong hand gripped him gently on the shoulder and he realized that
gpock had been in the room all the time,

"That will not help, Doctor.' The voice was calm, controlled., ‘The
Captain is dead."” )

Christine Chapel entered and scanned the life-form readings. 7Tears
d noiselessiy down hei face. McCoy's shoulders slumped then, as Spock
eased his grip.

"We wers o late, Spock. Teo late,' he intoned. 'Thers was nothing
"l un!w rrend,” Zpock responded automatically. McCoy looksd char

ply
at the lewaus l, the reality hasn't hit him vei. When
it does.. .-

"Spock,? he be . feeling a calm suddenly replace the terror of a few
wirutes earlisy, "if we could have anticipated this - shouid have, perhaps
- put there sszemed to be more fime..."

"The Captain is a very determined man, Docior. Was a very derer ined
man. We could not have prevented this, once he had decided upeon his ceourse
of acticn,t

"Maybe. But If we'd told him zbout the experiments -9
"The Captain is dead," Spock cut in quickly. "There is much that nesds

to be depe. 1 oshell notify Starfleetr and ircorm the crew. As of new, i am
temperary commend of the Enterprise. Yoo =11l prepare the...body..."
p prep b
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His voice seemed to falter, but hie quicd:ry mastered it. The cacophony of
turbulent emotions was stilled by Vulcan control. Spock's whole frame seemed
to tremble with the effort to suppress and channel his grief. He struggled
valiantly to maintain his outward composure. He knew he must escape the
confines of Sickbay, he must be alone before he committed an unspeakable
breach of discipline. "I will be in my quarters assimilating the data for
presentation, And Doctor, have maintennance dispatch a crew to clean the
Captain'’s guarters and secure.

He turned and left without looking at Kirk. McCov felt himself waver
and caught hold of the bed. He had read the anguish and pain on Spock's face,
seen the Vulcan's attempted stoicism. There was an ache deep within him for
this man who could not - would not - cry. ALl wight, Spock, he thought. We'll
do this your way...for awhile. Then he looked down at the still figure. The
slashed wrists were thin, at the ends of thin arms. The face, peaceful now,
was gaunt and colorless with hollows where full cheeks had once been, The
twinkling hazel eyes, closed now forever, were circled by rims of black. It
would have gotten worse. At least now 1t was over., Jver. OCh, Jim...0h, Godl
McCoy hung his head and sobbed.

In his quarters, Spock methodically prepared a tape logging the past
events. It was necessary to record the proper chain of happenings concerning
the death of a Starfleet Captain. Too lats...Too Late...Mclov would be
preparing a similar medical log. The circumstances were somewhat unusual,
Suicide. ¥o, Jim...no! There would very likely be an investigation. Routine,
yet necessary and the records must be in order. WMo time,..no more time. 'Spock,
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: : comes. .. Hs heard fhe orew when
police tne Captein's guarters. He remem%ezeé
ull of blood. Jim Kirk, spras i
;ing blood on the floor. The
it had served its purpose.
fficient Captain. ZKroyha!

Soon the crew would know. Werd spread quickly through the curved

ido s would be coming cn dutv on the
‘e lecessary for mora Thev
a now, his ship. ’;i s i
5 d tontght at...' Jim!

A u;b‘ led lock of
A

ﬁqpiai% swung around
irgt Officer.

Data, Mre. Spock?" he quorried
"Sensor reading indicate...Captain...Sensor readings...
ndicate...” }))

The disposal of the body would be MoCov's job. He no doubt had the

. instyuctions containing the Captain’s last wishes. Spock would check
n him. There would be no need for an auuepgy The cause of death was
‘bvious. James Kirk had slashed the main arteries in both his wrists with
sharp object. The wounds were self-inflicied, Ey the timz the act had

n discovered it had been teo iate to save him, Too late. No more iime.
fime has come. Neot yet! No...Jdim...not yet.

({ "Yes, my Vulcan friend,” the familiar vcice drummed
silently in his head. "I could wnot csk you to do 2%, 1 could
not put that burden on your hands. I realised that, later, after
I had a chance to think morve clearly about itd ki i

7

orant to you. Toking my ,1fb L L
.ﬁould not Z?&ﬁ with that. T eould n

i 4 P i s A b H
do 1t myeelf. Wille there was etill i
MNoi  You hove tulae m Foom e Mzre wos still

P30 coi o gmas T ny FL 1. . 5 s 2 e e
But pou daot i Raow. .. thers weve s8]

el suddenly thought he was going mad. The voices poundsd inside his
Useless arguments. The Captaln was dead. Very well, Vuican We

ace this. He remembered the cleansing catharsis of the children on
us IV. He realized that he, too, had to face the rezlity of Jim's

He was & Vulcan. He must conguer this within his own mind, mus:
: it out to a logica! conclusion if he were %5 command...this ship...
z ship...Jim's ship...Jim 18 dead’

Jim Kirk, the man on the bridge, the Cantsain. Even the dubiocus Vualcan
» Ie) 5
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It 1g too late...too late.

from a
toward

opened his eves to meet
into deep, dark hollows and

Twe thin hands were gripping him on

cevaed.  He ioosenad his hold as he

You were having
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"Yes, Spock." Kirk smiled at him. "Are you all right?"

Spock nodded, then said urgently, "Captain - Dr. McCoy just received a
communication from the Excalibur. They have made contact with the inhabitants
of a planet in the Draconis system. On one of their survey parties, they
discovered a vast amount of medical knowledge, including the cure for a
disease that sounds very much like Ectoneuralitis. They have sent us the data
and the doctor is running experiments to see if it is indeed the same..."

A s

LA e,
(o S s
P BB 5 TR

Kirk looked incredulous, as Spock continued. '"We had not planned to tell
you, Jim, until we were certain. It would give you false hopes. But..."
Spock suddenly felt himself grow weak with the realization of what was happening.
Jim Kirk was not dead! He stopped suddenly.

Jim!

Kirk's eyes filled with tears. '"Spock, do you know what you're saying --
what you're telling me? There may be a chance. I may live. Spock, I don't
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want to diel’

They clutched each cother for a
time had not yet come. Perhaps it woulé

slowly.
"Captain,..why did you come?

“"ho, Spock...I don't know. I
bowlldered. 1 don’'t understand it,

morning I want to see those xpprlmﬁﬂLﬂ

all right?¥

Yes, Jim. And you?"

“71711 be all right. Gocd night,

Back in his quarters, Kirk wondered to himseif what
suddenly rush to Spock's cabin. He hugged |

to pick up the 5harp, surgical knife from the floor whers %a ha
He would not need it tonight...not now.

was having g nightmare.

jak}

himself jeyfui

There was still time. ...

v

i cry cut?"

tooked

g@t some sleep now.

in the
vou be




/RITING CONTEST #2 THE

INNERS! - - -

Below is the scene we printed last tssue with a challenge to our readers
to write a story around 1t. Once again, we received many excellent entries
zid, if anything, the winners were harder to choose. We had endless round-robin
debates, and finally selected the following two as the best examples. They
cre gtrikingly different in theme, and yeib each manages to it the scene
perfectly - another example of the blending of diversities.

It's a great thrill for us fo see these bizarre snatches take om meaning,
w 't know where they're going to lead. Our heartizst
pow who entezred and provided us with such a wealth of

truly, we
go to all o
easant reading.

Il

Without further ado, here are the winning interpretations of this

Spock hoid cnito the laptain for s full five minutes hefore
e permitted himself the luxury of movement. His hands, paper-
white, bit into Kirk's flesh with a vice-like grip. Out there,
tnew, lurked ceriazin death. 4And here...who could be certain

anything anyvmore?

Kirk stirrved suddenly. an almost spasmodic reacilon that
triggered alarm in the Vuican's normally stoic face.

)

LA

"Captain - please...” he entreated desperately.

e

"1 know, Spock.' Kirk's voice was toneless, weary.

papic that threat-
ern.  He was not

Spock could sense a new fecling, a rising
ened to destroy his last precarious hold on roas
sure he could control his ocwn volce,

Vlim, yvou must believe...we must, or else...' he puused,
What words could he possibly use to convince his

Kirk peered into the hawi-like face, now s5¢ close to his

own, and almost managed a rueful smile. 1t was aill so incongruocus,

' hie reflected; this Yulcan struggling so - he never gives up.
Overcome with affection for his companion, Kirk burisd his face
against Spock’s shoulder.

'jﬁ%
e
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by SHEILA CLARK

L onias _ the automatic, unconscious relaxation of
P U © ew: that ha wds wholly unaware of its
" S s Lo oship was se feb3t around a -edevstion
s recent membe: slaner . nothing
Lo §apnen ‘hey had arrived fouy

Coo Tewes days he oouia pat o

v Ay

e CORT Froo i owel-
Lpeoane He gianted beok o Pre
it 1 P s
I the paane: | dhura Y he nrdered Hepsrl QuT
feoTaaoane ceqee s permission for shoré ieave factlities
faSYae
s

wuk . bomeser, some minutes before there was any
e s -~ «a% beginning ro think that some gatas-
¢ opte nae oveortasen the entire planet before Vhura
sohad round.

“One of the Drennan ruling council is acknowledging,

i the wigwscreen, Lieutenant.”

Pwt wap.e appeared s rhe screen, & man and 3 woman.
P1owne st Jhe spobe, vou o aTe early, Captain Kirtk., We
o0t s For some 1ays,

there -<eemes to be a uegies of constraint in Rer voige,
St -agnge.

“My apologies if our early arrival is inconvenient to
you U Kirk said slowly,

1t = mersiy...a “ittle embarrassing that our {ouncii
ligad 15 surrently unava .ahla. e - 7' the speaker indivated
her companicn, T - 46 et have fhe authority tu grant shere
tgave fas ‘svies for your o oew at The moment.”

Iospe." The soman #-< not a good liar, What shio was
s omight be the ©ruth put ti was not the whole or
She wae voncealrny vemertoap  But if he let heo thi
was Fooled, . Docc o woero about it, it isn't vita
4 pon 4%k vour Jown. . Jeraed 1o Contact me as scoL S

(1 copree, Luotzin v was that a note of relief in

P Friappn Rropes 7 Kivh went oon
: Sag Foils om0 RS embge g
Fos o wacved fo osdy o at iedst
Y1 oregret mever deomma cs oalso anavsilabkle.  Since
ke does not hecome RSO ¥ vopr ovew for anovher four
davs, he -s ant af o oantae o =tahous. They »i: 1 barh et

rithely
tetly apolo-

e touch with vou toarsac Juy . from now. S
to be possible befors *rav.’ The voles was g
gerte hut Fiem,

than ever ifhat the soman
she said was Lrue

and not expecting them;
navs engagements for

n seeing either.

Mentaltisy 2 s
Wi SOVET L0l St
K g or e 1Ly
nd the Lo 2k Head

sty per-od EORREIS NS L

Ve we il e da g el

. raxnut to onear
frou them adi 1n cRTes Jddr s Fark osut

Howevsy  mch o Fivl'a Lcoorise  the souncil Head made
antact t le more tuan on o snic tarer. K rk, expecting the
man to he - dderiv. wa souotlec to Find *har he was voung
te looked ro He  rrie werc than Twenly.

Y] azm Foerdds, founcil Head of Dren,” he said auietiy.
"You gre welcome, Captain Kirk."
"

TThank you, sir.’

"1 would be honoved 17 you would bear lowr to visit
me. There is a small matisr that § wish w ui . ass with
yous.©

Mertainly, sir. Whenever you sav."

"HWhat betrer time than Tk I o
that vour secend in command

Clommander sposl :

"He wiil also he most welcome, ™ &

Kitk gianced over 1o the library rnmpa
Jgwitching involuntarily at the sight of Sp
eyebrow. “We'!] be right down, sir. Kirt ou

i

inconspicuously in the background until ko, 1. -w.i1ted
to be seatad and then came forward ro offer rhem Jrinke,
When spock hesitated, the man murmived, “Mur drinks .
alcohoiin, Mr. Spock.”

As rthey sipped the hohey-sweer drink ¥irk salg 1
understand that Ensign Bronna is curventiv unmva . eh g,
siv?

"I am afraid that is correect, Capta)n [adess -t i3
about that that I wished to see you,” Fordia wdm. o
"Ensign Bronna wishes - naturally - to unae.lave oo ragt
of manhcod before he leaves Dren. The to3l bsgin: 0 *hres
bouts, and takes two days. Until it is cver, ii woind he
against custom for him to be distur B
preparations, Indeed, to disturb
during the course of the test.

s dsath

"So far, none other of our people huve ch
your Starfleet. When Bronna reporis bax
sent of your strength and moral charae:
:is opwhich to judge wheths:

foing so. 1 am not
P ..‘?ll

petraying
g personal .y,

PR tied witietly. e =ad asready been
tag Dvennans consldered them-o .35 tuperior io

4605,

[ 18t Byonn
[l 2iso
parLy .. Lt suossasd i
sreparalion, you would

shooses Benin:
[ ogex you horh 2o undertaks nuy

Lirk el Spolk fuoked ! 250 othe: ;
a% & r"ague i AUt hoth aeaw “har for arwvizal purpeszs,
it was an orda~-, they ade no alTeraatsvs hut to agree.

ok

Tmanhooa’ - In
ALl twantiy-
breeches The

fagn srond W th ng S he

e 43

dloirwmd o retaln theilr bo! sh,ch of the men was their

aew Donzen, they Lad us iues

Fordda faced the group  rou ha Mours Lo
crews the Wastelands,” be zald in whay a v itual
£U&YA10TY announcement "You may go 1 pairs.

: longer than the allotted rime 330 this test,
again. The Mountaiv of Maru,:: Jvour gulde.
30 YOUT WAL . £ yol: any ~gns?Y He was
Lot Xark oand - ke, it wss Lot
s athers prohan v onntion af what




Kirk remsinzd silco
sgaorance might be gv
ey thev had to face.

Eeminn

Lf“v ey

ieft
the tail
Most ot them went |
if he and Spock had
it wight have

aspirant - or pair of aspirants - ar

iavervals, disappearing quickly amonyg

i iwl,gy shrubs of the Wastelands.

.= ik was relieved to note.

1 .7 twe whi chose oy go in company,

cad impression.  As it was, only three -
chose to go alone,

en
¢

grass

Two men and

and Spock were the lasi to leave - As he gave
Jignsl to begin, Fordda ¢sid quieily, "Good luzk.™

szid 7 to none of the =ihers. w1z parase echoed
zars with a sligrily cpincus ring.

Az first, evevything seemed peaceful. They mada thciﬂ
v through the lush wilderness, Spock’s acute sens
txen guiding him unserringly even where they cou}d

& the mountain r*at wzs thelr goal, and Kirk content
' his Friend's juigement They maiatained a steady
v of the 01"“1 digtante involved but Knowing

s probably fully fifty meies. The mountain had

& long way off,

they had coversd

frespt,t Kirv. said a3z he
e Tond our-

be moye to

Seems & dtraﬁgﬁlw ezsy ‘U Ki
"Even though we've guing io h i
‘off the land', o 1o spesk, ithers must
thiz.”

Fordds certainly gave ire impres-

"indeed, Captain.
to favour us,;” Spock

sion that we would reguir: gvents
ead

not let surssives be lulled into a
ense of security.” FEven as ho spoke, Kirk realized
is friend had not wholly relaxed, 2s he had. Trust
ne thought, suddenly glad that the Vulcan was with

#8n we'id hattev

- zallowed thnmselves ten minutes, then went on,
! without incident. Slowly the light began te fade.
he helf-iight, they stopped where a huge rock pro-
vided 2 iittie shelter. They had not found either the
weter they had hopad for or a fruit-bearing trvee. But
y-eight hours of hunger and thirst also seemed a

spisingly easy test, even on top of a lengthy walk,

i weTe convinced that there sust be other hardships
¢ to face.

11t take the first wateh,” Kirk ssid. Snock nodded
immediavely asieep.

.
set fighting dwowsinzss, ?eipﬁd Ly the
sing hunger about which be could do nothing. The scon-
night was silent except for the soft hushing rustic
bc lezves and branchas of ?re salrounélng bushes.

The Human

cwhsre, a long way off, a ~bird ealled once; ans
pzace of the nlghi E -Jrﬁbu. irk drew & long,
th, absorbing the qulet and restfulness that
d him

Atruptly, the silence was shaitered by a nearby =scrveam
pure terror, cut off short. Bpock sat upright, insitentiy
while Kirk stared intc the darkwess, trying o
‘ntify whnre the scream had come from, [t was too dark

{u

tn investigate, however. Bouh that 1f they went
: ng in search of .. wnates it was...they could
unble into extveme IHugey.
Both remained aisrt for some minutes. bui the silonce
=sumed . Spouk izy lown agas to ftell asieep as
ezsiry 83 if there had been THE

Whether it was the s¢ream taat started his imagination

working, Kirk never knew. He began to feel & degree of
apprehension, straining his eves in the darkness as he
waited for the approach »f i danger that be was suddenly
sure was thers. The approhension deepenzd intce fear,

78

v was watching Blo, ..

Zopething

and =3t up again.
Tirele.

Spock ztivzed
soemed to veleds w
"is scmething wreng, Captain?y

.not sure. [ keep feeling that we're bz

Spock looked around, his keen eyes with their perf
night vision gee1ﬁg more than Kirk's in the faint starl
Bushies. . .grass. .. .rocks.

Y ran't see anything.” he szid siowly

“rpithsr can §. But 1 can feel it,” Hirk v

Spock concentrated. I can sense ﬁothing:” be said,
"Bt §oshall be doubly watchful. You get some sloep now,

Jim. We must still have & long wzy to go.”

Kirk lay down, sure thet he wouldn't sieep; and op
nis eyes to day He hecame aware of the fear
swmediately - and sz ne iocked st Spock, he realized thay
ithe Vulcan zow glso sensed It, although perhaps not =0
acurely,

He seretched and serambled to his feet,  “We might s
weil move on sow, ke said, The sconer they woved, the

snoner they would yesch whal he had nnoonscously oome to
regard as safety.

Half & xile away, they found thz screamer. Omz ¢
mev wito had starved alens fay there, e had found a ivo
with fruit, for ke was still elutching an apple-like frait
ini one hand, but he hadr't had time to begin sating it.

He sprawled there, dead, his bedy unmetked but his faes
twisted into z gyrimece of utter Zerrer. The bush he had

raided - the only ene with fruit that they had sesn - was
oniy yards from him. 1% was as if the tree had in soms

w3y managed to punish the men for picking the fruit by
%iliing his. #irk and Spock looked at each other.

There was nothing they could do for the victim.
ground was rock-herd, the stapes they might have us
caver him firmly set in 1t. They couldn®t even buy

s they went op, alwost instivetively they moved

clozsr ropethor, knowing how that the fsgr was aot
tpaginary. It was ronl, vwhatsver coused it, and 1t couid
ki11, even though whatever caused it did not seem to want

the bodies for prey. A small grey anima! - the first
thay had seeri - ran thyough the Irees in rfront of chum,

- heading toward anciher of the Fruit-bearing tress.

Suddenly
and fell.

it stopped shart, reared up on its hind legs,
Batween it and the tree therve was a flicker

of .. .movement? Almost a distortion of the bushes az if
wives of hot gir were vising in fromt of them. Yt iz
wzs not hot enough for the gir to be heated to that axiaxt

The arimal was dead, too., They 1=
stili experiencing fear that - fur Firk
deepaning ints terror, -

They were survounded by hest-heze distortiors
Spoeck paused once ta look &t ome of them, his ing
iive phencmenon mofentaiily cominy fie fear.
casght at his arm.

s

“Come on, Spockl’”

The semsaticst =¥ helpp

YiE

zhad desponed.  Distrust
s oo Kl

washed over them, ’ﬂtensi;yina the cause’ vk
feit, now, as if ©» was wadiag through a 3 of it, &
sticky, syrupy s22 that hampered him in his wrgent

te escepe from
n'ufely aF”ﬂcfed

- nzmeless, unseen danger Snpock,
wa“rhed his ”bptaia anticusly,

that ev&n he dazca 1ot rﬂlax b
Even nox, he could hesy volees. | o




r be g rrue ?ufawn,k,

his self-c *ﬁl reuaiﬁlua phe agony of gpain and 36ﬂ€§iu
ness that had tsrtured tits chilghood and early adulthood,
breaking down his resistance...The interruption to his trais

they came on another body was very welcome.

They looked down at the dead girl. Bruises on her neck
showed where she had been strang}ed presumably by her com-
panion who lay, face contorted in horror and fear, & few
vards further on.

"What kilied her?" Kirk zsked, his vyoice shaking, as
1wy looked at the second dead girl. But he already knew.
‘ear had driven her to kill her companion - and then she
hezbeif had been killed by the terror, even as the man had
neen. What horror had she seen - or sensed, he wondered

with revulsion.

-

4

fhe bushes nearly shimmered violently, A fresh wave
panic hit him - so overwhelming thst he forget Sposk,
furgot the test, forgot everything and began runaing. He
hud to escape.  From what, he didn't even know.

Spock overtook him and eaught him. FKirk struggled 1o
release himself but the Vulcan's supsrior strength tald
and he held Kirk firm. A certzin instingt told him that
this was how the strangled girl had died, trying o stop
hgr panice-stricken friend.

"Jimi?
Let me goi'

Spock glanced gquickly round. A shadow among the rocks

caught his sve: he dragged Kirk over to it. He was right.
it was a marrow cave, Ferhaps im here Kirk might fesl lzss
threatened, and repain some measure of control. Spock
pullisd his friend imto the cave,

Fredictably, the fear lessened abruptly.

"Relax, Jim,” he murmurred soothingly., Ralmu., 7

digwly the tensioen left the Human., He locked at Spock.

"what. . caused that??

"1 do not know. But unless we cap comtrol iv,
2lves believe it will not harm us, the fear wiil suraly
P us. I noticed that there is a shimmer in the air when

fear is the strongest - if that is meaningful, perhaps
here we will gain a brief respite. There is & dr&sght
lowing through the cave and it appears to run in t
zet direction, 1 suggest that we follow it.”

[

o EE e

They set off through the darkness, hands ¢
ing their way along the walls. The blackne
hem claustrophobically,

[
T

Abruptly, a fresh wave of primitive terror hit Kivk,
impered, jerked his hand fres of Spock's and bepan s
ling Tun back the way they had come. Desperately,
<k foliowed.

There was light ahead and a mass of fzllen vock on the
The cave mast ferk - this was not the way they had
The roof had fallen in here, leaving z deep, nar-
avon.  Spock began to overhaul Kirk, now that he could
his way, noticing with a sudden fear that was wholly af

é2 own mind that there was 2 great gaping hole ahead,
irgetly in Kirk's path. Urgently, Spock lunged forward.

Uiml®

caught Kirk desperately, just at the edge of the
znd they fell heavily, to lie only inches from the
Spock holding the still struggling Kirvk firmly

swly the Human's struggles lessened as Spock's
mrintained calmness penetrated the sea of ierrsr
threatened to destroy him. Unmoving, the Vulcan
mseeing, #oross the gap 1o the open fryzide

?rcp>

SR

Spock o io the Zaptain for a Full five minutes
wefors he pcr~$ytad himself the luxury of movemeni. His
Bandz, peper-w it into Kirk's fiesh with s vice.jike

g Gut thers, ? knew, lurked certein death. And lsre..
who could bs certsin of aanhlﬂg any more?

Kirk stirred suddenly, an almost spasmodic reaciion
that triggered alarm in the Vulcan's normally stoic face.

M oke

"Capts

iry »+ pleass. entreated desperately.

i know, Spock.” Hirk'sz voice was toneless, wegry.
Spock could sense 3 new feeling, =« risinz panig :
ta;eateﬁed to destroy his last precaricus hold on resson.

He wgs not sure he could control his own voice.

Uiim, vou mast be%ieve.w.gg_musi or else.. .
pansed heiplessly. What words could he possibly use
convince his friend?

Kirk peered into the hawk-like face, now sn closs 1
Biz own, and almost managed z rueful smile. It was &3 2o
incongrucus, he veflected - this Vulcan struggzling so -
never gives up. Overcome with affection for his compan
Kirk bhuried his face sgainst Spock's shoulder.

The gesture strengthened Spock's failing control.
a sudden conviction that this was the way fo fight the
Spock raised one hand to hold Kirk's head gently, firsl
against his shoulder. After a few minutes, Kirk fourd
himself completely relaxed, the panic merely an unples
memoTy - and Spock knew, with a certainty that surppsss
knowledge, that zs long as this san lived, he would
need to fear loneliness again,

Hemery of the test returned o them, and with it
realization that to succeed - fo survive at all - they kb
g0 out thers agzin,..snd face the killing fesv that
enie - oy something - would uadoubtedly continue iz

them.

"We must bslieve it cannot herw us,” Spock veps
guietly. "Also...it sesms to be powsrisss %hen C
with 1. fyiendship. 1f we can hold though

xavem@st in our minds, we may vetr succeed.”

5 of

“IU1E try, Spock.”
5 friendship for the invisible entities that
nis affection for the VYulean might suffice. He
thai firsly in his mind.

?ﬁsurdiy, ¥irk knew he could

(ilied.

Wit

They scrambled to their Ffest snd head
the cave, holding on to sach other. They
when both became aware of & nagging apprehension.

"It cannot harm us,” Spock
noddad, even though he knew the Vulcaa wouidn't see ﬁ
inwardly he thought, Spock...my friesd, WMot wo
without youF? The incipient panic Ffaded.

said reassaringl” [4

Thers wzs daylight ahead again Thef walked
the cave into an evening sunlight. ang shadows
ground., Had so long passed? Lirk was auéanﬂly
awpre that it wss during the previsus night that
troubies had begun.  Spock seemed to read his mingd.

"You shouid resi, Captain,
watch all night. Bat even if ¢
nothing that could harm us,”

Sleep. 1 am well
were not,

we have ¢

"1 ean take my fum

"Jim, you are more fikely than 8
conditions. Asleep, you will not be aware of the
rest properly. We have only 3 few hours of walking
complete the test, and we do net know how far we st
have to go. If you are unrested, tense from fig
fear all night, we don't have & chance. Please
repeated, sgeing that upconvinced .,
if not your own.™

Y Kirk sgroed




=iy Ul B PP

S o shamifges. The Yulean found | imsed.
sfeovhany cuméary fram the touch.  Slowly the passed

SEE

was ot 484,‘ rm**

shooy the Captain awske arv fiy fight. fhere during those . -
podnioon delaying. Th off #1 once.  fegs # k
s+, present, Xirk found.. it owas faint and fading

san it wan Then they turned s: Fordda cauwe fo o BoknG
that they wers indeed men.
by CHERYL RICE
death! The stars go down “ivk, caught on the planet with g wambe 0L o
. BE P some other shore, cne crew, had succeedsd in bzttmg 2 final orvder to his
“ st in heaven's gewsled croun gatlaat ship. not stlempt rescoe . .go and warn, go ool
w7 Frssvarmora. warnt®
e L HL
The invaders, who ssemed unzble 1o travel far from Insr-
Lapis 13 ; : sntyy point, turned their attention to the stranded humans.
xd himself the luxu : : ﬁsmer playing cat and mouse for s while they pounced on ¢
P , bit ipto Kirk's group.  Within a day, ¥irk, Spock and two others were the
tor heve, he knew, lurked ce orly remaining survivers.
Lo he ceptain of anythiang »
T Then the gusstioning...Xitk's stomach lurched once
an aimost spasmodic Tesction #wore at the thought. The captives had not been toriured.
vniran's normally stoic fags, oy even mistreated.. . but the cuestioners,. Even though
their mean: of commumication had seemed vnrimitive to the
he gntresied desperately Captain, the aliens kad shown evidence of great intelligen
and perserversnce. Kirk could ztill see them in his mindi'z
- 1o %ness, Spock.’ Rivk's volow wan toneless, wosry. eye. Giant beings, st least eight feet in diameter, ever
L} changing in appearance, The flesh melting and flowing io
could sense a pew foeling. srm new grotesque ontlines. The inquisition had accomplisi-
3 to destroy his precarious ‘mid on reason. | ed nothing. Spock and Yirk told nothing but they received

Ris ocwn

the impression that the invedsrs meant to stay. To opsn
the vift and bring In vast numbeys of their kind to taks
helisvae. . . we mazt. or zlee. 7 b2 over the galaxy. The Starflest wficers never reslly know
What words could he possibly use io from where These refugees from : 7o had come. ..

: : zacther universs, the sast or t.se ’EL‘\?,'L:?‘?. ..not that
o mattered.

; geered into the hawk-like

i glmost managed

e ne could centrol

83 FuE
that Deat
Spock had erv
the his ieft

TiC L

1]
i r.,. :

sone

sxpedient ith grecas
. Lthen 1t was known. warhinsery,. seives some time to wovrk oo

" . the enginez




Taikling
YHERTS.
ny friend?”

struggle, all (e
end up like this,

they were on the Enterprase and were in

& Spock permitted himselfl another luxury - a rare
rocgss of de%troylng their own ship. Sgock b HETVE- "1 had surmised i. might, Jim, if » . were lucky.”
d is friend into unconsciouwness and then saf «ith

holding the human a3 too @ : “"Lugky!” The human tried fo 5% up, then abandonsd
to wear o7f. the attespi as stabbing pains i h sack reminded hin of

srhar injurd 331 of this lucky??
bad done all

against hog

And we gre togsil

iv owean that o 5 o

with concern,
where we 2377

-t {0

115,
Flarent. it
snother life or o
e Yulcan dida‘e

iily, sentinzy

e hold his friend again
iT 4t ﬂli it is
52 BAY.

ast f“w hzﬂzt

hny had come.

"1
AN
PL- 2
his chin in miraclies
that T didn't rea
distion was doing..
FETERASFRA ST ETEE S B R R R R S 5,

sase don

had oo
S peg looked oo *“gh ather in perfect understandinz

e over.”  Xirk seemed 1o he
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Kirk laughed delighfﬂéry as Spock entered. lome znd see,’ he grinned
at pig First Officer. Sﬁt you couldnt dg t?aL if you tried.”

sion was non-committal,
whole dncident had besn

auizical., It
t be actually enjoving the
L

onigma, but
iofail to und

7

should become invelved.®

t had zo much fun in & long e
] SEe k] 3 P | —_—
had doubled the pleassure

iad hesen anyone but
1

may, his Captain
seemead.

sout whio

sast come ses tnis

The Vulcan nodded. He knew he had lost.
side, his only thought was of relief that at
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THE MELD %
By BEVERLY VOLKER

TO UNDERSTAND THE SOLITUDE ~ . - TO TOUCH THE FMPTY HOTOCAUST ‘

OF SHADOWS OF THE MIND . ) A SOLITARY SOUL
I TO SEEK, TO GRASP SOME THREAD . - TD OFFER SHARING, STRIVING FOR
OF LIFE WITH LONELINESS ENTWINED, . ATTAINMENT OF A GOA

OR NICHTMARE S CONJURED IMAGES
OF DESOLATION FIND

TOGETHER NOW, NO LONGER LOST
{1T 15 NOW--I COME--TAKE HEED MY VOICE R

. TWO HAiUES COMPLETE THE WHOLE-®
WE ARE ONE--WE REACH

»=WE HAVE, .NO, CHOICE .

G E A
o i
i
e (i ]
/;'/////‘//((\\\\\\\ )
7N\ i
(/077 Z750NN

e {?y;

J\




It was beautiful here, high on the cliffs overlooking the ancient harbor
of T'Avy. In this place all the elements of Vulcan seemed to meet and merge,
: 25 the heat and sand and delicately colored desert flora combined with

rhythmic beat of waves on the shore far below. Kirk stood stili, letting
quictude seep through him as he read and reread the inscription on the
iintel

_ Yoo borm of the sun, they traveled a short while toward the sun, ond
left the vivid air signed with their honor,”

Typical of the Vulcans to choose a fragment of
=w pantheon -- this generation’s monument to the i
t, commissioned and dedicated, then left open for

1 opoetry {or
f the IDIC ~w
the cntire gals

.
Yr° | ¥irk walked up the steps and ints the cool peristyle. Host of the
‘ials were statues, beautifully carved of the Silin stone, depicting
the person honored or sone inciéent from the person?s 1ife. He
gitor. It
until he realized that all the vlgu?ﬂ% ﬁdd the same face.
‘ Sat at the feet of Swan, the great Vulcan biochemist who had been he
| aer.  She stood touching two fingers to the Ffingers of her comzort
ursed a baby, and presented a child for the Kahswan. She worked in
ianboratory and finally, at the focal point of the group, presented
s?ﬁuy of emaciated ng?lila s the findings which had ended famins

o1y That planet.

in iteisure which mads
hese artworks., He studied
a moﬁalc commemnTating
5t welked by a small
?Blﬁ&tiﬂn of symbols caught
ication, and realized that it

L
w,

-a%/s
E l

He sat down in front of the tapestry, letting his eye grow used to

As he looksd, 2 figure emerged from the colors -~ a woman ataﬁding

tform next to an sntigue pilanc, her slender body infuzed witd =

gf a communicetion. Memory swirled around Kirk, and the p?, g




the svening

mest SEOGL

He sat lost in memory until Vulcan s sigtar
¥y, Then he came to himself with & siaxt
hgif an hour ggo. 3 would bge-

"Captain?® ' : |

v Here 1 am, Mr. Spock. I'm sorvy, I lost ivack of time.”

hers is no urgency, Captain.” Spock walked over to him, =z

"Thatts 2 beautiful piecs of work, Mr. Spock. You desigasza it, didn't

. Kirk
prizad

Bed

Isnger thinking of Edi
ont with me, Kirk remember

ey
i
#3
]

[
M
[P e

been helping rewive

Kirk's conscience pricked. He should

z
it circuits instead of hanging arvound the kitchen ~-- and Edith,
;25 in no condition to 2g01cg ize. 1 omiast know whether she lives
o Spock. T must know what to do!¥

foock settied down to the work. Ki?? paced savagely, longing to Lreak
Lo az Vulean placidity. Spock had alveady accepted the possibility
th Kegeler might die -~ rsgretta%ée, no doubt, bot a logical
ity. To him, Xirk's agony was neurotic -- mere thrsshing in the
‘ate. It seemed so unfaivr! Kirk slammed ocut the door.
hs haﬂ
£hru
,

wWay he can
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ye5 Sar, -

b s woodenly cor and Kirk felt a twing
He'd called Spock down at least a dozen txmﬂs in as many hours. He IS
Lailng it out on the man in front of him. But it was more than that.

since that episode on the stairs, Spock had been watchful and reserved.
couldn®t really think Kirk would sacrifice the future for one woman. Kirk

swallowed the why not? that rose in his chest and wrenched himsel? back t«
the issue at hand.

"You're sure the pbiltuary you saw was undated?!
vy
"The obituary was dated, {aptain. But it gave no time of death.”

"Then we simply can't afford to leave here. How much money do vou
have?”

Y1 have fifty. We hav& Lo eat. And we'll owe two
Friday. Damn it, it's laughable! The future of the Eari
rzve 1o worty sbout the rent for this crumbling, rzcketj

He ranted on., Speck steod, hands clasped behind him, outwardly
inwardly amalytic. The Captain might simply be "griping’’-- that odd
of ventilation so deeply ingrained in Human custom. But he might be
down. Only an expert in Human psychology could be sure, and Spock m
ciaims to expertise in that area. Again, -he resolved to stop the capt
if need be, when the time arrived. That it would mean the end of a cheri
friendship, Spock had no doubt, but duty was clear.

The Captain stopped, choking in frustration,
whether te try to console him logically -- a method

a5 one might wish ~- or to leave him alone to get a
chat would be best. "Will you excuse me, Captain?®

g o Firk seemed to shrink
hting for comtrol. BSpock hesitats

hey stood in silence for momentn.

Yi'm sorry, Mr. Spock.

“Quite all right, Captain.”

"I don't know what's the matter with me here. It's
g dishes and stcking furnaces a: : 13
time waiting --'' Eirk broks off, ashemwad

£e

“in understandable reaction, Captain.”

"This isn't exactly what you're used to ejther.V
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"All labor has dignity.”

"Not washing dishes when ysufre traimed in scisnce, and mathematvics,
and xenobiology, and -- oh, heil.™

"Interesting. Ms. Murphy was making the same complaint yesterday.”

"Ms. Murphy? Oh. Edith's friend?”

"Yes. She is a hospital dietician, but the institution she worked for
discharged its married female employees when it was forced to cut back.
So she is keeping house for her husband and his brothers. 1 supposs one
would feel a sense of waste.V

"Don't you feel that way, Spoeck? Se far from your work?"

"My work is here, Captain.?

"Building the computer? 1 suppose so."

Spock let it go at that. "Would you care to--"

A light rap on the door interrupted‘him, and he turned tc open it.
it was Ms. Keeler, dressed in her work clothes. "Mr. Halvorsen, the man
vou worked for Monday, wants the two of you again tomorrow afternoon. Can
yeu catch the noon bus?®

"Fine." Kirk answered for both automatically. "What are you deing?"

"I have te help Jimmy with the soup."

Hoive 1t & miss and come for a walk with me.”

1 can't, Jim."

"I will help with the soup,'" Spock volunteered.

"That's kind of you, Mr. Spock, but--*

"i am happy teo serve,” Spock said formally. The captain was already
getting his jacket,

Firk returned from the walk more miserable than ever, but determined
simply to accept. He'd talk with Spock about it now. He felt the need of
the Vulcan's gentle serenity. That might make amends, too -- he'd really
treated his friend rather badly. But exhaustion caught up with Kirk. BHe
fell asleep before Spock returned, and slept late into the morning. He
hunted around the mission then, but there was no sign cf Spock.

t a few minutes before noon, Kirk was at the bus stop, worrying. If
Spock didn't make the bus, he'd have to b2 in serious trouble.

YY¥Your name James T. Kirk??
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Yes, T Kirk turned to face tho louky men who had spolian.

o]

PGotta message for vou. From My, Spock. He said you'd give me a ninis
Kirk shelled out. 'Mr. Spock said you go ahead and take the bus.
you at the job."

¥irk caught the bus, both apprehensive and annoyed. Spock wasn't
site. Then, a few minutes before one, a limousine pulled up. Spock
out, thanked the driver, and hurried over toc the groug.

"Where have vou been?”
T

A dich, Captain., I--

"Time!" The group scattered for assignman

The work kept Kirk busy without veallv ccrupving b wmind. It was s=asgy
iy fed &£
t h z T

iz t
enough to resolve to accept the situation, but it was harc to relate
unborn millions, and all too easy te relate te one vital, intelligent -- stoy
it. When they finally were allowed a bresk, he was in the deepest depressicn
he could recall. It tock all the energy he could muster to make his wav
aver to Spock.

The Vulcan was sitting in the shade, his attention turned inward. A
twinge of alarm shot threough Kirk's depression. "'You okay?" '

Kirk dropped on one knee. "You don't look it."
"1 have a headache. It 13 not---7

"Why 7"

#T was playing the pianoe for a young lady with s singuiarly penetratin
I g g ¥ g b f

soprano. '
YWhat? M, never mind, I heard you, How did von petl on Lo that?"

"™Ms., Keeler asked me if I would take the place of an zccompanist
who resigned yesterday, rather suddenly, T would judge. The lady 1s a
friend of hers. She had an sudition this morning, snd wished to rehearss
beforehand. Her -- is ‘backer' a word?"

"Yesg '

"Her backer promised me five dollars and a vide here.”
"Did you get the money?'

Yes, sir.”

"Well, that certainly sclves our immediate problem.V

*So 1 thought.”

Y0



“How did Fdith know you

-
i

La—y
an
.

w3

"1 played for the mission services last Sunday.™
"Mr. Spock, your talents--"
"Time!'" They seperated again.

When six ¢’clock came, Kirvk lost po tims geTﬁlng back to Spock.

Yualean insisted he was all tight, but Kirk, who hag had time To vemember how
rarely he admitted to minor allments, c¢ould nnt feel reassured. He sut
beside Spock on the way back, cursing the joggling of the bus.  In many ways,
‘this period was unbearably przmitiveg When they finally reached their

corner, he said, "You go back to the room and vest. -I'11 go pick up some
Food."™ Spock pulled a bill from his pocket, handed it €o Kirk, and left
~without argument.

. The store was crowded -- these distribution systems wers unimaginzably
inefficient, but finally Kirk got his food and startsd toward the mission.
¥is pace quickened as he rounded the corner.

"Fim! Jim Kirk!Y It was Edith, calling from the window of their room.
uw&u quickly! Mr. Spock is i111¢

Panic coursed through Kirk as he raced for the house. Bdith was holding
e f£ront door open for him, and he burst in.

. "He won'‘t let me touch him, but I felt his pulse, and--"

Kirk continued past her, to their room. Spock was sitting in the chair,
very erect. 'There is nc cause for alarm, Capfain,” h2 said

: ¥irk panted to catch his breath.

Bidim, you've got to make him $eo8 3 doctor. He zimost

Mlaptain, I am all right, T regret that you were alarmed. ThHEre was 1o
nRcessity . "
- "What's wrong??

"leme men from the bus tried fo rob me, 1 gol away from © snd back

.
b L
but 1 was struck over the head. 11 muads wme dizzy, but 12 is not

1

i Spock clasped both Lands to his head, holding hiy cap on.
v, Kirk moved between them and j ' ; s on § ] shion
;poc% put a band on Kirk's arm, as if io s
away. Kirk, who hadn’'t known wnether to be
epick pat, and turned to Bdith.

#¥r11 take carve of him."

21
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That, Jim. .

1
4

Kirk rose and gently pushed her toward the door. He t! ]
closed the door and locked it. Then he crossed swiftly to Spuck.
see that.'" Spock took hold of the cap. ‘'Wait. Is it blseding?"

her, then
"Let me

!?Yes . 3]

"Then don't try to take your cap off. I'll get some water.'

S He was back in moments, feeling himself for the first time in days.
thing was important now except Spock's condition. Gently, he soaked
the blood-matted cap off and bathed the wound. Spock was right. It was

net serious.

"Ouch,' he said sympathetically. "Here, lie down.”™ He settled Spock,
s p 3
ursing the unyiclding mats thess people zlept on, and foided 2z wet cioth

“Yes, sir. Thank you."

"It was a mistake to seperate. They probably saw you giving me the
money. 1'm sorry.™

"Ko great harm done, Captain.”

Kirk nodded, swallowing the remnants of his panic. T Epock had hesn
seriously injured... '"Get some rest.'" He made it an order and Spock obeyed,
taking deep breaths and letting them out rhythmically in a relaxation exercis

Kirk sat down.

Spock was almost asleep when 3 gentle rapping at the door made him

start. Kirk swore again under his breath. "Who is it?®"
"Edith."
Spock stiffened. 'Take it easy,' Kirk said. 'She can be trusted--"

"Captain, nolf

“"..not to barge in.'" Kirk allowed an edge to creep intc his voice, but
hen he rested a hand on Spock's shoulder. "Just a minute,” he called. He
k a guick survey of the room, and arranged the compress so it covered the
osed ear. '"Just lie still," he said as he picked up the bowl of water
;nd carried it to the table. There he opened a smali vein in his wrist and
#ilowed it to bleed until the water was the proper color. Then he crossed
to the door.

Edith steood patiently., holding bandages, antiseptic, and a bran
He took them from her and thanked her sweetly, stiil blocking the door.

"How is he?V
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"Berter.™

"Jim, I know a doctor wh® would trust you for the fee. He's very good.

"Thank you, Edith. But it's not necessary.”

"You're not a doctor.®

"Spock says he's okay. He knows.?

"He might be trying to keep you from worrying.'

"That's possible, but he wouldn't iiz. He never does.!

"&oever?!

P!

"That must be rather a problem."

"Sometimes. "

They grinned at each other, then Bdith frowned. ‘'Jim, seriously, don't
take this too lightly. I don't want to alarm vou, but I felt his puise when
he first got back here. It was incredibly fast. [ think--"

MHm,' Kirk interrupted. He crossed to his silent officer, picked up
a wrist, and counted professicnally, igrnoring the faint, rapid beat. *It's
normal now," he announcéd. 'Probably he was agitated. Good night, Edith.
And thank you again for your help." He croussed to the door, shut it Firmly,

and returned to Spock.

"You, Captaln, are an zccomplished ligp."
E iy 5

3‘1
=
el
o
et

"Mnsense, Mr. Spock. [ hardly said a word tast wasn't truc.

same rest.?

uite vecovered,

-
=t
3
&
[
o

Finy
A

The next morning, Spock daclared hims

ko, yvou're not."”

Wlaptalin, 1 assure you--!

""No. A human would ve feeling véry recky., S you pretend. It gives
g the perfect excuse for hanging arvound here. You're sick, and | don't want
F & 3
o deave you, And thanks to your musicel talemt, we don't have to go out
P ) E F "
0 McCoy arrives. Now get back to

Again, there was the gentie rapping. VI brought vou an ice bag,” Edith

An ice bag?!

jt
e
o
Q

She looked at him in surprise. “It's for Mr. Spock.” She handed

®
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Kirk, who took it over to Sruck. Vulcan eyed it uncertainly.
"You hold it again:st your head," Edith persistsd. "It's good for
relieving a headache.”

Spock put the bag against his head, winced, and handed it back to Kirk.
"Thank you. But I believe that, on the whole, I would rather have the headache.?

Edith kept & straight face as :zhe accepted the ice bag, bmt her =
danced. Kirk watched her, knowing that Spockis air of di: ga”alouéte
judgement entertained her as much as it did him. Strangez how much they
responded to the same things. If only -- forget it.

&
hras

"Want anything, Mr. Speck?”

"Thank you, no.?

“Okay. I'11 be back as soon as I've eaten.

"Understood, Captain.” ¥irk nodded. Spock did understand, o
1 £

always did. He managed a gquick grin, then followsd
wvhe she'd be free to go out tonight...

e

Kirk looked around him in surprise. They war
Apparently they'd walked down. Spock was at his
guiet.  "Sorry, Mr. Spock. I was wool gathsring.”

e z P, .
LOG DLTY DRODSr.

supportive, but

- R

o

[

1

o
:

"0f course, Captain.”
"That tapestry is beautiful. What doss the titis mean®"

I believe the closest translation would be ‘prophet’.

r

"Prophet. Yes. Mr. Spock?

MYes, Captain?h

Uit oaust have cost you & year's pay.

Spock did net reply, and Kirk felt him stiffen. He smiled undey cover
of darkness. After all these years, the Vulcan was still afraid of 1ntru ing.
"I don't know if it is permitted to ask, Spock. I

i would be honored.

They were in the gardens now, and Amanda and Ssrek stcod in the doorway,
watching for them. Amanda saw them, and she rvan toward Kirk., 'Jim, are you
21l right?"

"I'm fine, Amanda. I'm sorry [--V

“Now, that doesn't matter a bit. You'rs here to enjoy vour leave." Ghe
drew his erm through hers. "But you ceme on in, now. I[t's past time you had
something to eat."

HE KR Ko Kk k g
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I heard a sound

Iike the haunting notes of
Melancholy wind chimes
That eing alone with

No one to hear.

Then the sky held its breathn
As pasgsed above

A silver bird that

Hurtled silently

And but caressed me with

Tte glinting precious form.

I stood alone upon my world
No longer.

T was free to [loat and touch
Like wind chimes,

Free to seek and see

A universe of others

Ever changing, ever still
And boldly growing

With the twinkling silver stars.

——— Mgrtha J. Bonds

KIRK OR MR, SPOCH.ssseassa
THOUGHT CALL THEM BOTHIIL!
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TONE OF REFLECTION

The image I gee is not my oum
The eyes too dark

The face too thin

Yet I am reflected within,

The surface throws it back
Intellect reason logic
Command and commanding

I am reflected within,

The image seems indestructable

ALl act on his orders

Am I he  ig he me

Etill I am reflected within.
-~Fete Kaup

T

0009000000000

RN
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O COMPANIONSHIP,

I do not count my life so much in daye
served aboard this ship

As in hie heartbegts,

He has shared every day with me.

I have growm strong in his campanionship.

wTrinette Kern
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"You know, Spock, sometimes rou oare reall
esture of resignaticr &s bhis voice irziled off. What's the use? After all,
a Vulcan, and tne Vulcans' idea of fun wos. . wss so uninspiringly
He s * £ 11, they ever o

1

to smile a1 his own choice of words.

PR
ELAG LY,

darmed 1F

A

2 leque, thought Xirvk, hardly covering a yawn, and 711
nd a woy to Luwrz Spock into a hreak on the planet.
neads a 'beach Lo walk on’ once in a while...

hls First Officer with
S a most intriguing
iont probes found no
wlicate the existen
assipgn your best qus

i
P

I i
Giklos -- and, hmnn, of course I wouid
well deserved share leave...which, if I'm <correci, inc

H
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madlisniee ipht here onboawd and seme 'fascinating’ debates with your
reewrzte eomputer.” There, he just blew it. But then, that half-smile
sneaking up in the corners of his mouth was a dead give-away, anyway...
After ail those years, Spock just knew him too well.

s with the firat group. Solid ground umder
@ he zamell of liviog things., 1t was like kparth. ;
vi: dark Biue skies hanging above them like a ceremonial canopy stretched

t as a special welcome to greet them. While Kirk disappeared in the

¢ hastily set up by his yeoman, Spock waited for him outside, somewhat
st, shifting his weight from foot to foot, gazing around. As the Captain
coerged again wearing a leisurely non-protocol outfit and a broad smile,
Soock noticed 2 SUS@I cious looking, unidentified round object under his
axim,  He was afraid to ask.

»,)i o
)

P =
A DA b ]

“Spock, do you like to pl
the corner of his eyes for Spo

foliow.

5 surprised response that was certaln to

"1 okeo vour pardor, Sir, d3d vou say ‘sozeer’?" Spock simply could
i E E] P o
ey 22 5% this most disfunctional of

nat belisve his ears,

sogecer? Kirk asked casually, looking from

(& 7e FRDDGS

e
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of habits, kicking 2 ball around with no apparent purposse, becoming
exhausted and dirty in the process?"

"Because, Mr. Spock, it does serve a definite function: it releases
tension and entertains us mere humans. {'mon, old buddy, E@L s try it, ust
the two of us,'" answered Kirk, -laughiag full- heartedly

Spock was net guite sure just how proper a soccer game would Lo For
a Vulcan but, after all, Kirk was the Captain. Balking, he foliocwed hin
to the open field and matched Kirk demonstrate several times how to handls
the ball.  Finally he passed it to Spock. Spock placed the ball with
scientific precision in front of him and calculating instantly the physical
factors entering the empirical equation, he kicked the ball. The round,
brown leather ball scared way, way up intc the dark blue sky, noisily
cutting the air in its way and travelling a long, graceful arch, it landed
far away among the trees. Standing still for s moment with open-mcuthes
amazement, Kirk finally regained his composure and, ﬁb'i? grinning, he

started to trot toward the general direction of thr ball's disappearance.
Spock followed.

for the ball
i a few seconds,
5%,

They were deep into the dark, meist forrest searchin
when a huge net fell over them, covering them botn. Withi
still struggling to free themselves, theyv lest consciocusn

g
i
=
&

"Today's experiment, students, involves two infericr Leings captured

yecently," said the older Siklon standlng in front of hic claszs. Pointing
to the illustrations on -the board he continued. "As you will observe in
the laboratory, the two creatures, a Human and a Vulcan, are gquite primitiw
arnd highly pliable.” They were given a xelarochiorite derivitive, causing
partial amnesia and a general breakdown of spacial and time orientation.
kemember, the purpose of the exercise is control through non-violent mezns,
exploring such variables as strength of resistance, limits of endurancs

and suggestive power." Followed by the young Sikicns, he stepped out of
the lecture hall and headed toward the lab.

(%]

Total whiteness greeted Kivk's eyes. The place waz completely round,
padded to block any sound, with no corners, no walls, no shapes, no cracks,
and white. It was true; white was the absolute lack of color, more
depressingly blinding than black. His eves, eagerly searching for an
anchor, a point of reference, could find nothing to hold on to. Objective.
physical reality started to dissolve around him, making him il at ease,
confused...This place...z cage?...was there any way out of it? Where was
he, and why?..,And what was he doing here? .

Musea rose in his throat and he had to close his eyes for 2 minute
to fight it back. The room was spinning around him and with a final,
desperate effort of his drugged, disoriented mind, he tried to hold on
to the mental pictures that still carried some semblance of reason and
reality. Yes...he remembered being captured, but he had not been harmed
and his captors had chosen not to show themselves. His last memory was
g high-flying, defiant brown ball, but...where was Spock? The creeping
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uneasiness crescendoed into s seresn of enguish as ho vealized that his
First Offiger was missing.

The strange electrodes connected to his temples. He could not move z¢
all. His immediate response was violently physical; thousands of years of
combined human and Vulcan heritage, a hatred of bondage, rebelled in him as
he savagely tried to tear himself away from the constraints. Immobilized,
his freedom lost, Speck was in a panic. He was paralyzed, his mind sending

- repeated messages of movement to his disobeying extremities. Looking around
himself, he saw that the electrodes were connected to a large, computer-liks
machine, busily blinking and clinking with activity. Slowly relaxing, he
turned his attention inward and realized that an incredible thing was takipg
place inside his head; it was constantly being filled with contradiciory,
illogical input. The computer, that most logical servant of all, was
feeding his brain with a continuous, unstoppable and irresistable flow of

garbled, illogical, confusing information. Slowly, with his resistance
w2akened, he felt his synapses becoming overloaded. His grey cellis -
% for order and sanity, his logical mind rebelling, until it fipal

wed into the blank refuge of self-imposed unco

Standing behind the emergy divider that rendered them invisible, the
on prefessor pointed to the Human in the laboratory cage, with scienti
tement. The subject, stripped of his clothes, was on all fours,
rishly crawling around in the shapeless room, desperately searching
» its non-existent corners.  He had lost touch entirely with the physical
ironment around him., There was no color, shape, light or thing that
1d have given him an objective, external point of refevence to reflect
« upon himself. As his perception of the outside world rapidly
integrated, so did the more delicate inmer fabric of his psyche.

"Kotice if you will, gentlemen,” said the Siklon in the measured
tene of tutoring, "the Human's frantic, seemingly aimless movements. Evan
- %though only a few days have passed, his self-identity has already heen
gravely damaged. With his senses deprived of their primary stimuli of the
physical world around him, he is searching for another external source
of affirmatign for his own existence: the social one."

The students nodded knowingly, some taking notes, some taping the
professsr’s words, others just standing there watching the sreature of
prow . ; J £ = g
their experiment.

First, he tried to hold on to memories, to famiiiar cognitions cod
affections, to smells, sounds and faces of days gone by. But the drugs,
the growing weakness and the total loneliness had finally reached kim,
claiming the last of hie conscious self-awareness.

4 world lost around him...It was so cold and strange and impersonal.
The cold kad been seeping into his soul for days, poisoning it, rapidiy
rusting the layers of the self until it was ready to crumble. He feit
no pain, no discomfort, not even fear. He felt nothing...ezocept for that
huge, gaping holz in the center of his being. He did not know who or

101



NELDOYT PUppY, Alecviented and
wroa solid pownt, toush, warméh,

where ke wes., 4And like o k
the world, he was cearahing
searehing for an identity.

"And now, to the next phase of our laboratory test,” snnocunced the
Siklon as his assistants, holding Spock by his arms and feet, carried him
over to the white cage and placed his still unconscious, limp body on the
floor.

The monotony of white had been broken. There was a strange, black
and biue heap somewhere "if the middle of that nauseating, colorless, empty
jungle. Instinctively attracted by the shape, the human started to crawl
toward the motionless cbject, cautiously, sideways, whimpering all the
while with indecisiveness and fear. With an ever- slowing approach he finally
stopped dead in his tracks and curled up shiver1ng guietly observing the
other's figure at length. A long time passed in that timeless capsule
of existence and then the human's body moved again. Straightening from
the curve of fear, propelled by the d dr1v1ng need of curiosity, his hand
reached out and gently, hesitantly touched that other on the floor,

-

Warmth...warmth and movement. That, that somehow felt familiar
F:na?lj, somethlng familiar! A rhythm, up and down, up and down.
rhythm of ilfgﬂunder “that strange, blue ccio;ed...;h;&g?

He pulled closer, still kneeling in a defensive position, ready %o
spring to escape any moment. But his hand, veaching out apain; was less
shzky, less hesitant. It gently touched the rough fabric of the shirt,
moving up slowly to the black neckline, stopping for a second before
orogressing to the strong jaw, the sharp facial lines. His fingers
tendsrly followed the contours of the skull, outiining with his forefinger
rhe upswept elegancy of the pointed ears, arrested momemtarily by the
seft velvet of the black hair.

softness...warm, furlike sofiness, electric sparkles passing through
aiz hand from that rich, shiny source of sensation. His fingers dug into
“‘ﬁck s hair repeatedly, pulling and sinking and playing in the sea of
tlack waves, so soft, sleek and changing under his touch - still, the
tirst solid point of reference in a world of identity lost. The message,
transmitted from his touch-seeking fingertips to his mind, his soul, his
whole being, spoke of a reality - warm, breathing and confirmable - outside
. And slowly his whimpering qu1eted the shaking calmed, the
muscles relaxed and the fear disappeared from his alert, narrow-pupiled

W ®
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Spock's mind, hopelessly flooded with the garbled, illogical
information, was still shut down as his last defense against insanity.
But his flesh responded to that touch; & tentative, trembling, wamm
teuch calling him back to consciousness with the gentle summon of
another's need.

102



' ! , siatv4 9L(D)

|
A
(

S e o s A At 8 e

103



His body stiffened in surprise at the unprecedented intimacy. Vulcans
are net tactile, they detest physical contact...but, did se? His mother,
those Tirst years...She had always tried to hold him, hug and kiss him,
romfort him with caressing arms and then...then he learned to push her away,
zzhamed, yet torn inside. And, she learned too...The child inside him,
still longing, touch-starved, cold and lonely - the deserted, oppressed
human part of him - or was it the Vulcan, too?

Slowly, painfully, he opened his eyes. The glaring whiteness blinded
him for a moment and he was scanning the figure kneeling in front of him
as he tried to focus his blinking, strained eyes. There was something in
the head, the face, the shape of the mouth...that man...he knew him.

The naked figure beside him moved closer, giving a fast, puzzled look
as the Vulcan's body finally responded to his exploring hand by a slight
motion of his head, an almost unnoticeable change in his breathing. Spock's
muscles, first reacting with an instinctive spasm of rejection to the
touch, were slowly relaxing now, a flow of unknown sensations rushing through
them like strong, sweet, aged wine. Unaccustomed to that rich and potent
flow, the touching, stroking hands made his body drunk, flying high in the
ecstasy of physical closeness and joy. Like millions of little, busily
crawling fireflies, the warmth marched through his body, invaded his head,
the endless stream of tiny lanterns causing an explosion of light in his
mind, releasing it from the numbing hum of the deadly computer.

A flicker of recognition darkened the black eyes. 1In the frozen
landscape of his mind there stood an image, upright, erect and overpowering,
and the image had a face, dear, precious and much-loved (...how inappropriate
for a true Vulean!) -- and that face was the mirror reflection of the
figure in front of him. It was he, the human...Fis hwman...In his brain,
vacant, exhausted and faintly searching for a focal point to reactivate,
reorganize its damaged circuits, there was only one word echoing...A name,
spelled out in fiery letters; getting stronper and more demanding,
commanding the tired, aimless cells of his mind, increasing to a mute
ery: Jim, Jim, Jim, JIM...!

What was that next to him, that living statue of needful warmth //J7im//
.4 trembling human getting, in a touchingly awkward way, closer and closer
to his motionless body? Control, control of the mind, he must regain it
S/dim// he must, for...Willpower, a tool, a power to will, to control ('...your
mind should be under your control'...who had said that in the long-ago,
Long-forgotten never-time he tried to remember?...his Father?) Where was his
iogic when he needed it most for, for...

He raised a hand and placed his thumb on his cheek, the other four
“¥ingers on his temple. The sudden movement startled the human, but he would
have to deal with it iater. 1Mow he had to concentrate, as he had learned
on Vulcan, eons ago.

Under the symbolic triangle of his hand he commanded his thoughts fo
gather. Touching the different functional nerve centers one by one,
reconnecting them with the driving force of his will, he used one of the
rarest, most complicated methods of Vuican to regain contrel and return his
own mind to logical, effective consciousness. The new, temuously built net
aimost collapsed, sinking repeatedly under the harsh illogic of sz
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meaningicss reality, but -- fings 1 i iy
demanding -- he maintained ths net, chanting continuously, monotonousiy,
as he did, "1 must, 1 wmust, for Jim I must/” And in this, he found his
own reality. Love, that most unique trait of humans, gave the driving
force of motivation to the Vulcan Spock, motivation needed for enlisting
all his knowledge, logic and techniques...in the service of love. His
magnificent mind found its focal point, as his human part came To terms
with the Vulcan one. And Spock became whole...

T [ T
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He sat up and the human beside him retreated again, unsettied by the
sudden move. Az he reached for the other he couid feel the muscles harden
under his hand, a wing of doubt sweep through the hazel eyes. Putting
" both arms around Kirk's shoulders, he pulled the reluctant body close fc

“his. How little did he know...Ch, the feeling was familiar to him,
though often denied. But its expression...how could he convey this feeling
in a simple, basic, universal way understandable to that confused, flesn
and blood symbol of despair? How could he get through to Jim?

Reaching down to the dark, forbidden memories of childhood, his aums
softened into a round bed of embrace, hugging the other in an eternal
¢circle that had no beginning, no end; gently rocking, stroking the
frightened, rigid body, pressing it reassuringly until it slowly relsyed,
melded into the shape of the receiving arms. He pulled down Kirk's
exhausted body, all the while reinforcing him with small pats and strokes,
kolding him snugly tight, sharing with him the warmth and heartbeat of
1ife. And Kirk, just before falling asleep, gave him that first and
sreatest reward of love: a shy, childlike, bright-eyed smile...

The instructor was confused. The experiment was 8 SuUCCe3s ~- OF Was
it? As hypothesized, illogic broke the Vulcan just as isolation did the
Human. But then -- and that was the most fascinating sclentific aspect
of this anything but routine test -- then the two, when placed together,
managed somehow to invalidate it all. Sitting now in the middie of
their cage, sharing the few pieces of clothing that had covered the Vulcun
Lafore, they sat there defiantly, clear-eyed and consclous, a rebellious
spirit written all over their faces as they heid each other closely.

~Touching each other, there seemed to be a2 visable flow of strengih
round them, engulfing the two, and fireproofing the wall of mutual
‘otectiveness around them. The Human raised his chin high in aimost
rrogant daring, the Vulcan kept his down in cold determination. Their
faces softened only for a minute as, once in a while, thelr eyes iocked
n zn inexplicable bond.
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Fascinating...that bond, he had never heard about 1t, there was nc
recorded evidence of it in the renowned halls of the learned Academia.
ivhe bond, that was the key...it must have been. Oh well, he would have
%11 the time in the world to analyze it in the quiet calm of his study
from the detziled tapes he had kept. But later that would come 1
is for now, eguilibrium had to be restored. After :
sthics would not allow %im te hurt, te really hurt
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y The following story orzgvﬂaZZg appeared in the English
i fanzine, LOG ENTRIES, a 5.T.A.G. publication. We wish
» to thank the editors, Janet Quarton and Sheila Clark,
% a8 well as the author, for their kind germzsszan to
; reprtnﬁ on this side of tke Atlanfzc

The Enterprise was in turmoil, physically and mentally. The ship was
severely damanged, and it seemed possible that they would have to wait for
.zssistance before they could move.

Worse, their heart and soul, the Captain, was dying. No one knew
quite what had happened, but rumor and counter-rumor ran along the corridors
ay they labored to repair, renew, just to keep holding on, keep the life
within them. But each of them was distracted from time to time, as whispers

" spread. '

In Sickbay, the three men were silent, for different reasons. Captain
kX lay stiff, unmoving, his eyes open, but seeing nothing. The hum of
support proved that he was alive, but he looked dead, and his mind was

McCoy stirred; his hand went out to shut off the 1ife suppert, but
Soock’s hand grasped his wrist.

¥“¥o, Doctor.”
UHe's dead, Spock.”
"I do not believe it.¥

McCoy took refuge in anger. 'He's dsad, you didn't get him down here
~guick enough. It's not like you to refuse to face the truth.”

Spock lifted his head. 71 had the ship to see to first, Doctor. But
do not believe that he is dead.”

The mention of the shin %amﬁadud him. He moved to the intercom on the
and asked for intra-crzft. His next words boomed out all over the ship.
Lve hesd to listen, Insensibly, the familiar

thew zealize that they were not alone.

e
S
o

‘e crew lifted its collec
voice comforted them, made

,.-\?3

- "The Captain is still alive, barely. He has very little chance, but
B¢ will expect you to continue doing his duty. As scon as we know
efinitely, you will be told.®

e clicked off and turned back to the bed. MeCoy watiched him
sompassionately.  "What happened, Spock?!

. "The details are unclear. ¥We came across a supposedly derelict
< eraft. As we hailed it, it aimed a -- psychic weapon at us. Each of us
" had a sudden hatred for the ship, and wanted to do as much damage to her
25 we could. Only the Captain and I seemed to be unaffected. He - resisted
wholly, the beam focused on him, and - burned his mind out. I was able
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ue My, Sulu and

Bt for a few moments 1

crew fought free of the
Captain.”

Meloy put s hand on his shoulder,
Speck.  What he would have wanted. Buf YU FET

© EBnock moved away, tuvning to face the wall. o7 o
dnctor. I did not feel him die.?

tCan you explaint?”

4]

e Vulcan®s back stiffened, and for a
answer, but after a wiile Spock wen

(a3

#1 oam a Vulcan., I would feel - _
¢ not. He was cverwhelmed, but he aié not su ier § Eugre dnftoovity

frte

"But' you said tiot his brazin was burnt oui?y

"Could you use the mind-meld??

MeCoy hezrd the bitterness cleariy.
21 1 bring back & whele nind? I do nnt
‘on, humer. If T couvld pass my ab

o A
om
- ~F 3 Ao
Meloy turned azway in forn.  "Don'’t be

“han anyone in the universe. He trusts o
off haif-cocked, get mad 2t qot“mﬁ . make a dec: sion w'
vy head, and often the wrong : !

2 Lbe wrong choice. 1§ §
. and let tha

in

Spock's volce was

cisser to him, in many WP)

I cannot zhore,

“ixist, maybe; is that living?”
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McCoy looked up, seeing the Vulcan through s scresen of fezrs, Ha
forced himselif into painful confession.

"Spock, I have been jealous of you and Jim. I don't know why, T cam
see now that it never mattered. We're different, and he saw and valued
different things in us.” '

"To a Vulcan, difference is a virtue," Spock observed absently, his
attention on the pale face on the pillow. Somehow his own words rang
strangely in his ears. He lifted his gaze, to meet McCov's gaze.

"“Could we bring him back together, Spogk?!

"I do not know. It is impoessible in a normal meid, and I dc not think
that we could achieve Harlis togethsr, even for Jim."

"Why net?"

"It means total melding; you would know all of me, and I 21l of you,
and s0 we would know all of Jim, if we could find him. It is almost
impossible to accept oneself, Doctor, and we would have to accept each
other, our visions of life, our philosophies, our pettiness...and there
gre many things in me that I am ashamed of.”

McCoy felt cold with fright, but he forced himself to speak.

"All of us have a lot to be ashamed of. 1'm willing to try, for Jim."

Spoek turned away) his voice was unaccustomedly hoarss,

#if - Jim knew us as we are, would he accept us, or reject ug?!

McCoy was filled with sudden love for Spock. He leaned across the
bed, and with gentle fingers turned the Vulcan's face toward him.

"Spock, can you really conceive of anything in Jim that might meke
yeu reiect him?"

The Vulcan considered. '"Ko." After a pause, he continued, forcing
the words out through rebel lips. "Mr in you, Bones.”
The Doctor nodded. "I feel the same, and I'm sure that Jim will.

What do we have to do?"

Spock took ‘hold of Kirk's hand, and stretched his other across the
bed. McCoy copied him, and began to feel a strange presence in his mind.
He shut off his repugnance, reminding himself firmly that this was Spock,
and tried to come closer.

Suddenly, they were struggling in a maelstrom of memories and
feelings - McCoy's firvst girl - Spock's pain at being tormented by his
schoolmates - a mindless hatred and anger, mized with painful lust -
tenderness for his newborn daughter, so fragile - love - fear - hurt -
Joy - they swirled dizzily together, but each was aware of the other's
hand in his, and each was steadied by the joint memories of Jim, seeing
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< him ncw in sterecscopre vision. Thzy o g oure whtch wos whish,
but 1t didn't matter, and they lmew ii. ?Q¢J surveyed their joint lives

iogether, each gently helping the other’s wouhasj or their ocwn wounds, ool
g that the moments of shams were vright, that they had blundered,

_ kc% u%etr gstandards, but aleo knowing that they hed learned from thels

5 'akes, Y

‘ . E “}5 3 . r - L
' 'G?&ﬁl&bgj they becoms one entity, sustained by the knawéédge f?&t ?ﬁ@g
were eripyled, lost, without their third, and they set out to find him

i
b

.
34

Therz were sc many places, galarieu of suns, and crevices in rocke.
were still Looking at the universe with different eyes; ove saw o
, datsy here, and the other a hideous monster, then a cold, dead star that
S  to the other wvas a light flucluating in a different spectrum. But aZZ the
time they drifted, threouch sitvoange cwd familicr scenes, they k?@' Aot
they were drawiig closer to their goal. Their empiiness was sesking ihz
l one who could f%ZZ them, and now ihey ‘found him.

They
s
i

He lay witidraom, curled urj

e was Living., They held him gy
calling, calling, wiiil he woks

: %+7gj rejecting the outside world, but
el shared embrace, gently socthing him,
“ightly nd surveysed them sleepily, then
smiled, and flowed into their &¥ip. Agai, hey shared a kuleidoscope
of experiences - the joy of div. ; into an ie¢ cold stregm - the beauty of
- a mathematical equation - the horrcer of sharivg a bed, a life, with hatr:
- the fear of being alone - the burden of duty. Thts h4L+eggtnemk

_ "The ship.” Which one had said 1t? It didn't matter. iTheip ship;
they must find 1t, return to their duties; they swirled for I moment in
Cbewilderment, then found it, and hung in nothingness, considering.

Here, they were whole, one person; there, they were divided, separgt .
Could they go back to the loneliness? They knew that they had no choice.
With a sigh, they separated, drew apart, found their rightful shells, and
opened dull eyes on their universe,

1
Their hands fell away, and McCoy moved fo shut off the unnscessary
iife support, as Spock walked unsteadiiy to the intercom.

"The Captaln will live, wzil recover fully. Spock out."

He collapsed, sliding down the wall to the floor. Kirk and Mcoloy van
5 him. He opened startled eyes.

*T have no strength left.”

¥irk lifted him, and put him on the bed he had just vacated. "I'm not
aurprised you were supplying energy for both of us. Just sleep now; we'll
need you to repair the ship."

Spock nodded and looked at him frankly, waiting to see if - if thess
s$o warm humans were still prepared to accept him. Their smiles reassured him.
2 gmiled back, faintliy. FKirk laid a hand on his shoulder.

a virtus, remember?!
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Spock leaned his cheek against the hand for a moment, then dropped over
the edge into sleep. ’ '

Kirk laid his other hand on McCoy's shoulder.
hanks

. Bones.®

He paused, but there was nothing cise to be said. They went sbout their
duties knowing that nothing else was needed.

CRERREERELEEE PR R REE R OO PP EEOREE LR RO RRREER A EPREEELRE0PPER0PEAPERREED,

"YOU'RE MY HOME, ENTERPRISE

words'by: Martha J. Bonds ’ : E%%g
melody: John Denver's "Take Me Home, Country Roads' o E§§§
({ 4e performed by the OMICRON CETT LIT, ot BI-CENTENFIAL 10 &=

. on September 5, 1976 4in New York }) é§§§
EE3§

Almost heaven, silver starship,

Lovely lady, never ending star trip.
Life is' out there, on a distant star,
Man's final frontier, never go too far.

CHORUS:

Enterprise, you're my home,
On yosur bridge, I belong.
Lovely lady, silver starship,

, You're my home, Enterprise. ¥
And the friendship, formed within her,
Man and Vulcan, bonded forever. a
Storms and battles dazzle in the sky, :
Still we travel ognward, Enterprise and I -~
CHORUS )

v i

v I hear her voice and the wanderlust it cells me, L

~ Though I am reminded of the Earth far away,
But travelin' through the stars I nead no besch to waill 3

Anvway...anyway. ..
CHORYUS
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EEVERLY VOLKEI

&

SYNOPSIS: THE CHARACTERS

-

ADMIFAL JAMES T. KIRK: Recently widowered from his beleved Areel, Kirk responds with “i\?A epctlons to af

invitatlion to attend the decommissioning ceremonies of his former vessel, the Enterprise. The ship that had besn
His home, his mistress, his very life, had become a painful subject. hearly thirty years had passed since he % v
left her - and he had left to keep from destroying her. Could he, now, face those almost forgotten memories? e
had believed he had loved Lr. Tarra St. .John, and felt he had destroyed her - he and Spock. The schism that hsd
formed between them, fired by their own guilt and grief, had becowe intolerable, and in all the years they had not
resolved it.  how, faced with the present, he knew what he had to do - what he wanted to do. He journeyed 1o
Starbase 15 for a long overdue reunion with Spock, and later, with the rest of his former orew.

DOR SPOCK:  When he left the Enterprise nearly 30 years age, the Vulcan First Officer had .been a hroke
man. He had been unable to cope with the conflict of unaccustomed emotions. Spock had lost Tatra, the woman to whesm
he could ner admit what he felt, and b} this ommision he had been responsible for her death., He had lost Jim Kirk.
Their own private agonies had kept them gpart. His cne solice was the tiny son waiting for him on Vulcan - his som
and Tarra's. Even that had not worked. However, time has a way of healing, and Spock had finally found peace.
Married to T'Pania, the father of two mcre children, Spock, at last, had learned to accept himself. MNow, with egual
ambivilence, he, too, accepts Starfleet's invitation. He is eager o lay asids the last of the old ghosts in s
revaion with Jim Kirk.

CAPTAIR STACK of the USS ENCOUNTER: The dubious honor of transporting the former Enterprise officers to z
ceremonies on Starbase 15 has fallen on the ship companded by the son of Spock and Tarva St. John. The gustere
young captain, bern on the Enterprise and rzisad on Vulcan, does pot anticipate a meeting with his father or ki
family, nor with James Kirk, and he is relieved to learn that they have obtainsd their own transportation.

T7: Adelescent daughter of Spock and T*Pania. When her plans to witness the reunion between her Ffather
Rirk are thwarted, the capricious girl regquisitions a shuttlecraft from Starbage 15 to rendevous wi

ounter She is chagrined st the apparent rebuff from her half-brother Cantain, bur delighted at meeting
's former crewmates, including Or. Leomard McCov.

DOCTOR LEONARD MCCOY: Semi-retired, Bones has been living on the sams base as Kirk, Hfs resction T4 The
tiom is apprehensive, but once he lefrns of Kirk's determination te meet with Spock, he zpproaches the e
his usual enthusiasm. Traveling aboard the Encounter, he is puzzled by the atritude af Captain Stack, whms
wers as the child, Theron St. Jchn., The arrival of T'Prett is a delightful sprise, and Mcloy's southern che

idence of this most unusuagl Vulean girl. ¥hen TiPrett confesses thet she hardly knows her brother,
the vime has come to reveal the story of Kirk and Spock and Tarra St. John. Afterwards, Meioy is sup-
Prett's rveacticn to the ypung Spock of his narvetive., 91 think you will find sy father LOﬂ%ldﬁTdbif

4,7 she warns.,

zhat

Sruck

sised hy Jim and
“rack abn himself.

FTERPRISE

i RISE OFF]
“his iovels

et tapr  Upura and her hushand.
Heather, Jre, Zhriztine Chapel
Imstitute: Covernor Sulu of
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Tn the black void of space, the U.S.8. Encounter silently warped her way
rownrd Starbase 15. On beard, her distinguished pussengers were once again
united to pay homage to a legend, to lay tribute fo a grand old lady' in the
finest Starfleet tradition. :

5.5, Enterprise was girﬂ&éy in place, awaiting
ic matriarch presiding over her family's
gleaming, for the sands of time to set her

At their destination, th
the final tribute, like a ma
veunion. She waited, silver
free and give her peace.

1
+

e 1
a5t
and

Miles below the two who had loved her and carried her to the hesights of
cheivement preparsd to greet each other sfter many years of separate
sxistance.

Two men, twin souls, divided by time and space, yet mever were they
truly apart. MNow, each had come with the inner conviction that he could
banish the painful memory cf Tarra St. Johm, certain that the other would
feel the same, The invisible cord which bound them tightened and grew
stronger.

Admiral James T, Xirk, alome in the Vulcan ambassador's sulte, stood
cagerly as the door swished open. Having prepared himself for this moment
and feeling that preparation now slip away, he was unable to move.or speak,
2s his anxious eyes beheld his former First Officer. Kirk could only think
how much he loved this man. Closer than a brother, dearer than a friend,
Spock was still a very special part of him, and the years of loneliness and
ceparation melted into oblivionm.

Spock, alsce, had prepared himself for this meeting; he had, in fact,
just returned from meditating on the sventuality. Yet, he had not antici-
pated it at this precise moment, and he was caught unaware, as he stepped
into his room. He halted abruptly, as his eyes met these of his former
Captain. Jim Kirk. A little heavier, perhaps, his halr laced with grey,
but he was still the same man who had touched Spock zs nc other had done.
The Vulcan hesitated and for once did not attsmpt to fight the wave a; emoticn
wiich engulfed him.

iy

For a long, silent moment they stared at each other, 50 overwnelmead
ity of this time and

they could do nothing but try to comprehend the rezl
nlace. At last, Spock moved guickly and crossed the 1 with giant stridss
,Gward his friend. He extended & hand to grasp Kirk's, then impulsively

pulled him into a tight embrace,

They siood holding each other, letting the closensss of physical contact
calm their shaking bodies, wanting to laugh and cry st the same time., Silent
tears slipped from two sets of eyes, as two cheeks pressed together and the

wetness merged, blended and became one.
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In a moment, they were calmer., They rarced clowly, and ¥
his voice husky. ‘

(o}
o
o

9

"Spock, to come, .. T had o zen youl®

Spock neddad. "I know, Jim. I
delighted smile, and the thw NgENsss
at composure.

oM
shedd:ng

Kirk was speanchl
he knew so well, vot ;
tears, smiling, was so dz;te:sﬁt. He
they had been apart. Did it watter?

T,
i,

Spock understoed, and in an attempt to put Kirk at eass, he composed his
face into its normal, pa;sifﬁ sxprassion. When he spoke, his voice wa
fully neutral.

"You are loocking well, Capt
with himself for the carsless ‘ed up when he heard
Kirk's joyful laugh, and they : g a¢dness with good
humer. As Kirk laughed again, Epock's eyebron ned in the familiar way tha?
was not quite a smile, ‘

hlS eyes, irritated

LI

"Ah, Spock,' Kirk sighed, becoming wmors relaxed, "the years have mel lowed

you." f
"And you, Jim.!
Kirk nopod

up in our anp
invitation ~-

Time has a way

CLATE “,, [yt

elves caught
Eange it. The
vears just,..

P**x
&

Al ai

"Indeed," Spock agreed, amused by Kirk's tumbled words eupr
so similar to his own. "I, too, was sharply reminded of 1ife &l
They were rewarding years."

"The years sincs then have besz
way, perhens, but I can look back with

E

Unce more cp;ci’s face was iil migﬁé oy
&

"I met your wife and daughter when I arvived..."

‘Spock flashed him a look that was a mixture of exasperation and almost
human parental pride. 'Ah, yes, T'Prett is patiently enduring the pains of
adolescence.”

"She's delightful," Kirk put in impulsively. He knew that was ne way o
refer to a young Vulcan lady, but it was, nevertheless, true.
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- Spock laid his hand light wiv down,t he reguestedn.
L
”' Kirk sat facing Spock T the back of the sofa cusion.
+ ' He realized they were both avoidin each unwilling to bring a
- aote of sadness to mar their present ha pp116553 but it must be said. He suddenly
plunged ahead.
P / ‘ )
{ "Snock, how did we iet it happen? How did we let s¢ many years pass,
without settl;ng what came bﬁLWen us? he asked sadly.
s i . S
’ + Spock paused, then ankwerad with egual sobriety, "I believe it was the
circumstances of our lives that kept us pJEze, nothing more." It was true.
The hurt, the pain, . had passed long ago. There had been no conscious reason
shy the years h&é bizpbeﬂ away. o T ) .
Kirk met his eyes, and his own filled with tears. His thoughts were much
. the same, .and he tried to express them. ”Thére were many times when I wanted
N to see you, needed to...to share some small joy, some personal tragedy. ‘Hardly
.~ 7 3 day has passed that [ haven't wondered about you...how you were...if you had
found peace and happiness.” 4
.) . f M .. N
N , , , .
2 Spock was touched and very near an emotional display which he still would
have found appalll ? "Jim,,.that is in the past now, and we are together
again...my grzend %e lowered his eyes, his own vision blurring. The nearness

5f this man, ‘the one person in all the galaxy who could evoke such feelings
within him,%compelled him to go on. He took a deep breath and exhaled it

siowly. "My dife with T'Pania,” he explained, "my feeling for her, has enabled
* e to admit w]at I was once incapable of PXPTESWng I c¢an aagﬁswledge, now,

wmy love for Tarra.”
ey

R

Kirk looked incredulous at the sase with which ti
- .
E.

i spoke her name,
Zpock Qanazdgvﬂ, "It is top late, regretably, but 1

cannot change.”

; Lo A8
i,‘ nangable facts must be accepted,” Kirk acded ruefully. I Know,
DU \ Spock, i've learned that, too.” Just as Spock could concede his love, Jin
. ¢irk could resolve his lack of it. He had never really loved Tarra St. John,
{} not in thelway he had believed at the time., Hi eling for Areel had far

5
surpassed the pity and sense of responsibility he had felt toward S sock s
P pity P b4

& . sesistznt, He went on, "We both - no, all three of us made mistakes...bad ones.”
o

;fi "It was the way we were, Jim. "
N .

Yves, that's true. And the pain does ease with time, doesn'’t 1t? Bones

/ helped me to see that, too.”
b o

Spock raised an eyebrow in whai was more than a passing interest. ‘'Doctor
7 HeCoy?'" he asked. ''Have you seen him?"
A -
tA

Kirk grlrﬁew at Spock's vesction. 'Very often. We live at the same

X

Starbase. He'll be heve spon. He's traveling aboard the Encounter with my
3,.

R
iy
.
kel

*  nephew, Feter...and ysar son." Kirk expescted the same look of parental pride
| fe had szeen when he'd spoken of T'Prett. He therefore, "at the
F dark look which crossed Spock's face. "What asked in concern,

wanting tc help.

&

awa “mjtnat lie had touched 2 sensitive point with

]



lhe Vulecan spoke with regret. If thers have woon plessures and 2onren
ment in the past years, there have also been disappointments. The Captain o

the Encounter, Stack, has been one of them.V
YOisappointment in vour son?' Kirk asked, dishelieving.

other.'"" He
3 to share

:z to spoil their
us speak of

"Not in him,' Spock answered, o
ghook his head, a subtle diszmissal of ths
this time of togethernecs with Kirk, unwilii
newfound ioy. "I will tell vou of 1t.,.iﬁ time« For now,
other matters."

They talked¢, then, in easy conversation, The past dissolved in the
urgency to share almost thirty years of living. At times their voices were
wrought with emotlion, as each realized how much of the other's life he had
missed, Kirk spoke of his marriage to Areel and of her recent tragic death,
which once again, had left him alone. Spock's face filled with sompassiOHQ
and Kirk knew that he was no lonper alone. He talked of Pzter. of how he had
taken the boy to live with him after he left the Enterprise, and of how
Areel had filled the vole of mother after their marriage. N~o, there had been
no children of their own., There hadn't seemed a need at the time - they had
Peter. He was like their cwn son, and thev had besen content. 5till, it would
have been nice...His eyes glowed with pride when he told of Peter's decision
to enter Starfleet Academy. He hadn't used his influence as an Admiral,
either, not that he would have. The boy had acheived everything on his own
merit., ' Cn.

Spock told Kirk of his bonding to T'Pania, their marriage and the comfort
it had given him, and of his second son, Selik. His expression registered
exuberance when he speke of T'Prett, and Xirk knew he'd been right in his first
impression. She wgs very special to her father. Spock related how he had
decided to accept the Ambassador’s post when Sarek retired. Yes, Sarek and
Amanda were both well and guite active for their ages. They were here for thﬁ
ceremony, and they would be pleased to see James Kirk again. :

They taiked of McCoy, and Spock expressed a great desire to see his old
friend. He had corresponded with the doctor for a while after his departure
from the Enterprise. Kirk was surprised at that. In all the years, Bones
had never mentioned hearing from Spock. 8till, as the demands upon Spock and
McCoy had increased, they had let thelr communications sliide, and it had been
many vears since they had heard from each other.

aboard the Encounter, Qpac%

"You mentioned that Dr. McCoy is travel! En
Is he, too, traveling t

said thoughtfully. "Did you alsoc say, with Pat
the ceremony?"

Kirk was a bit puzzled by his {friend's question, then if ozcurrsd to him
that Spock must not know.

"Peter is assigned te the Encounter,” he told him. "He holds the rank of
Commander. Spock, he's Captain Stack's Fipst Officer.® Spock 11t
in astonishment. '"You didn't know?" Kirk made it & questicen. Zpock shook his

head sadly.
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Academy. My mother hears from him on infrequent occasions and is usually
inclined to report to me of his progress. If he told her of Peter's assign-
ment, she neglected to inform me, and that, T think, is most unlikely.”

"Peter thinks very highly of him. T think they are friends.”

"Good. I am pleased that Stack has such a friend."” He smiled slightly,
his concern over Stack evident. Kirk reached over and laid a hand on his arm,
the ache transmitting from one to the other. He wanted to understand.

"Spock, what happened?" he asked, his voice gentle. '"You said when you
left the Enterprise that you were returning to Vulcan because your son needed
you. I thought - hoped - that during theose years when we were apart, you at
least had Ther...Stack.”™ Kirk could think of the Encounter's Captain, whom
he had never met, as Stack. However, the young, part-Vulcan boy who belcnged
to Tarra St. John would always be Theron, '

"1 found, when 1 returned, that [ was not able to give Stack that which
he needed,’” Spock confessed. "When 1 had come to terms with myself, it was
too late for him, another) unchangeable fact I have learned to accept, Jim."
He felt he should explain more; he wanted to do so, but it was too difficult,

Kirk sensed the pain behind the words and knew the hurt must go deeper
than Spock would admit. There would be time to talk more of it later, and
he knew they would. Right now, he, too, was reluctant to speak of anything
that would mar the joy of their reunion. Whatever surprises and problems the
following days would hold, they would meet them together - James T. Kirk and
Spock of Vulcan. It was right, once more.

Together they wondered what the rest of the former c¢rew would be like.
They had both heard, sadly, of Pavel Chekov's tragic death. He had been a
most outstanding officer. f

They would be seeing the rest of their friends at the reception the next
evening and, of course, at the decommissioning ceremony, which would be held
aboard their cld ship. Spock told Kirk of seeing the Enterprise in orbit as
he had approached the starbase. A persistant touch of allegience to that
vessel crept into his voice. Kirk looked away, suddenly filled with a com-
pelling desire to go aboard his ship aone last time, to see her hefore the
wreckers worked their ultimate destruction. They would all be there again, he
knew, his crew, his friends. He smiled wistfulily.

5till they talked, losing all track of passing time. They spoke some-
times with excitement, sometimes with humor, sometimes with sadness, but always
with an urgency to share. '

Their concentration was abruptly shattered by the sound of the apartment
door swishing open. T'Pania entered, her Vulcan exterior giving little hint
of an underlying anxiety.

"Forgive me for the intrusion, Spock.'" She nodded toward Kirk. "I am
growing concerned for our daughter. She left to explore the installation,
shortly after we arrived at your parents' room. That has been 5.6 time units
ago, and she has not returned nor informed me of her whereabouts. Because of
her innate curiosity, she may have encountered unforeseen difficulties.”
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Spock spoke with gentleness to his wife, attompting te offer reassurance.
"] will investigate Kirsha's disappearance. Gur daughter 1s most self-reliant,
you know." He turned to Kirk. "It seems I must locate our errant child."

I
A n1t]] come with you,” Kirk %eld him quickly, reluctant to be parted from

{ Speck even for a short time, now thsat he had found him again.
A}

5 "I had hoped you would, Admiral,” Spock told him with mock formality. His
firgers met his wife's with a firm pressure, his touch lingering a shade longer
than usual. Her eyes met his, searching. Then she nodded, satisfied, as he
let his hand drop and followed Kirk through the door.

T'Pania watched as they left together. Her concern for T'Prett was
momentarily abated by the joy they emitted. She knew instinctively that
Spock was complete for the first time since she'd known him. She knew alse
that James Kirk was the reason. That fact gave her a sense of wneace, and
she regretted her impulse to keep Spock away from the ceremonies. All of her
efforts to give Spock the contentment he sought had been fulfiliaed today by
his human friend. There was no jealousy within her, only a deep sense of
crotitude,

was ngt difficult for the Ambassador from Vulcan and a Starfieet

a1 to obtain information on a Federation Starbase. Very shortly they

azd of T'Prett's act of requisitioning a shuttlecraft to rendezvous with

.2 Zrcounter. They also lezrned that the stavrshio's ETA was still 10 time

v s sway and that it would assume orbit early the next morning, Base Tims.

2. ~uh, irritated but trying not to show it, called T'Pania and assured her

. >iy daughter would be arriving in the morning. Kirk grinned, thinking thzt
T'Prett were a human child, she would most certainly receive more than z

so. lding the next worning. He wondered what form of discipline the Vulcans

wonid Lmpart.

T ke
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Since it was quite late and he and Spock hadn't eaten, Kirk gpested &
supper at the port restaurant. He was hungry, but more Lmportant, he

ned for an opportunity to relieve the tight lines of concern cn Spock's
Ty T'Prett were on the Encourniter, she was in good hands. Peter and HMceCoy wi
teras...and Stack.

After the meal, they sat talking until they keg
inoke from the attendants who wished to ciose., Kirk
v,o2 at his friend.

I don't want to say good nichi. 1 kn
Tomorrow will be fillied,

tack.,  It's just
bero ol Doty tive we'll have

casing
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doecsn 't say ity he does.”
"My quartersT" Kirk suggested.
*If you wish,"
¢ "Yeur wife, will she mind?“
“T*Pania is a Vulcan; she understands. This time belongs to us, Jim."

Later, when they had talked themselves into exhaustion, Spock rose stiffly
from the chair he had been occupying and crossed to the couch where Kirk had
tinally succumbed to sleep. As he pulled a blanket over the still form, he
igt his hand rest gently on the Admiral's shoulder.

£ "Jim," he mouthed silently, "at last." Now, the pain was totaliy gone,
~ the seams mended, his life complete. Tears slipped unnoticed down his face,
" He moved slewly to the other couch in the room and there he slept, peacefully,

Ir.

T'Prett followed Peter Kirk down the hall and into the turbolift. The
man made no attempt at conversation, and T'Prett took the opportunity to study
him curiously. He was very uncomfortable and seemed displeased with her.

That was illogical. She could not explain it, so she disregarded him and let
her thoughts turn to her meeting with Stack. '

Her brother was somewhat of an enigma to her, as she'd indicated to
Ooctor McCoy. Her only memories of him were from a child's point of view.
His visits had always brought a note of discord to her family's placid
gxistence. She could remember her father's drawn face persisting for days

.

s¥ter Stack's departures. Her mother would grow quieter, more pre-occupied.

T'Prett had absorbed impressions from the people around her, being too
young at the time to form her own opinion of the tall, brooding, young man.
Her father, she knew, cared very much for Stack, despite the awkwardness
between them. For her father's sake, T'Prett was prepared to accept him.

Her mother seemed perplexed, uneasy in his company. Of course, her brother
Selik made no secret of his disdain and contempt for the eldest son of Spock,
whom, ke felt, had no rightful place in their family.

Just as T'Prett had reached the age of independent opinion, Stack had
entered the Starfleet Academy, and visits to his family had ceased. She
heard of him through her grandparents, but he had remained separate and apart,
never really a member of their household. '

How, she was to meet him again, and she could not deny the interest
that c¢onsumed her. She was acutely aware of the facts which Doctor McCoy had
just told her of the young Theron St. John. She was able to separate the
human sentimentality from the logical progression of events, but she found it
difficult te fellew the proper chain of thought.
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The car came to a stop, and sho glanc Poter Kirk seain and found
his eyes on her. She met his stare without ore tilted brow liftiag
slightly in challenge. To her surprise, he her and took her arm as
they stepped onto the bhridge of the Encounter.

The bridge. All thoughts of her brother momentavily vanished as she beheld
the excitement of the central and crucial heart of the great starship. There
was a sense of controlled power, of well-oiled machinery, of large and small
parts all working together in harmony to produce the feeling of effortless fun.-
tion. T'Prett was impressed; her eves scanned the stations, from the row of
cemputer banks to the navigation consoles. Men and women went about their jobs
with hardly a glance in her direction, and she was grateful for the anonymity,
for it allowed her to digest the sipghts and sounds unobserved.

In the center of her pancrama, a figure seated with his back to her chose
that moment to stand. Her attention was drawn to him as he turned to greet
her. Stack. Yes, he was as she remembered him, yet seeming so different, so
distinctly apart in this strange setting. He was the man who controlled all
of this, he was the Captain, and he wore the command aura with a sense of
pride and dignity.

He came forward with an eszsy, cat-like grace, his features molded into an
inflexible mask., T'Prett took the opportunity to study him carefully, analyzing
him as though she had never seen him before.

He was almost as tall as her father and as leanly muscled., His dark hair
was cut in the Vulcan mode, but fuller and longer than the rest of the
Xtmprsqzntwlfd men. [t wasn't as straight as her father's; more like her
grandfather's, she reflected. As he drew closer, she studied his face. His
features, if taken individually, were her father's, from the long, straight
nose to the dark, penetrating, hooded eyes. VYet, the total effect was
different, softer somehow, despite the fine angles, and somehow less Vulcan...
more human looking.

Stack halted at the base of the steps to the zurbali and looked up at

her, raising his hand in the ritusl Vulcan greeting.

'"Live long and prosper, T'Prett of Vulcan. The Encounter is honored by
your presence.’ The words, spoken graciouszly, lacked warmth, and T'Prett
ehilled slightly. She could almost read his unspoken thought: “And what are
YoU doing here?

She lifted her chin and returned his greeting with equal coclness.
"Captain, it is I who am honored by your hospitality.” She heard Peter Kirk
clear his throat noisily at her side. Her brother glanced quickly at his
First Officer, his eyebrow quirking. The interplay seemed to disolve some of
the tension. Stack looked back at her with & little meore tolorance.

"Would you care to see the bridge?" he offered.

€]
o
]

"I can see the bridge, Captain. 1T would apprecialte a tour, however,”
answered with feigned asperity, her eyes twinkling.

Peter stepped forward., ‘“Captain, 1f vou wish, I shall...
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"W o, Mr. Kirk, that won't be necessary. [ shall conduct the bridge
tour myself," Stack cut in, his eyes locked sternly on T'Prett's face. GShe
nodded solemnly and assumed a neutral stance at his side.

In a few moments, she found herself once again caught up in the web of
awe, She forgot her curiosity over Stack and concentrated on observing the
facts he was pointing out, as they moved around the bridge. Stack introduced
his crew to her and explained the duties and functions of each station himself,
although in a few instances, he allowed his officers to speak for themselves.
He was an excellent guide, and T'Prett found herself responding with
enthusiasm. Her guestions, probably routine to him, were answered patiently
and completely. There was a strange sort of understanding between them; they
found themselves speaking in a form of shorthand, peculiar only to members
of the same species. ' = ‘ ‘ , _ o

The only familiar face she saw was that of Dr. Alexander Harper, Chief
Modical Officer, whom she'd met earlier in the Sickbay complex. The young,
huiman physician greected her warmly.

"We meet again. Have you had the chance to see everything you wanted?"
he asked. '

"Yes, Doctor. MNw [ have. [ am...extremely impressed."

"The Encounter's a good ship," he told her, "with a good man at the helm."”
Stack had moved off to consult his navigator; T'Prett watched, appraising the
stranger who was her brother.

"OfF course,'" she answered. '"Stack is Vulcan.”

Grinning at the doctor, Peter Kirk joined them. "I'm about ready for some
shore leave. How about you?"

"The sconer the hetter, Peter. Ever been to Starbase 15 before?"

Peter nodded. “Once, and there's this little place cutside the maln
complex that [ know that has the best...'" Harper interrupted, clearing his
threat and unobtrusively nodded toward T'Prett. Peter caught on. 'Oh! Well,
remind me to tell you about it,' he concluded.

The subject was changed, but T'Prett had caught the flicker of under-
tznding that had passed unspoken between the two humans. It was strange to
», a subtlety that Vulcans did not seem to posess, but it was fascinating.
iz would have to learn more of this unusual characteristic.

[T 2 RN

She would have been pleased to remain on the bridge to watch as the
Encounter assumed orbit, but the senior officers seemed to think differently.
As Peter Kirk moved to his station at the communications console, Dr. Harper
¢ffered to escort her from the bridge. Stack seemed to have forgotten her
presence, as he bent over the instrumentation, so there was no need for
farewells. She was beginning to feel out of place anyway, an outsider in
this organized, efficient area, and somehow that gave her a moment of regret.

The young girl's eager mind had absorbed so much in the past several’
hours that she was becoming a bit dazzled. IMothing in her secluded life had
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she hdd

Blurred images zssatled Kirk's senses when he

mwed, and he reslized he'd failen asleep on a
f the previcus day were recalied 1n a zush, and
tiff miscles., Scmeone had thrown a blaﬁ%eL CUETY

[

arcund, ﬁPTO”S the
in ¢ : is eygs were closed,
arge of profound JC] arnd

He swung his

Spock®s =zide, then rested on the outswept arm of the couch.

Had it really been oll Lhosz 5@0? 7 he wondered., He was struck by the
ease and familiarity of the Vulcan's presence. [t seemed only yesterday that
they had been together on the Enterprise. How had he cver managed to let all
those years come betwsen them? Why had he never taken the time to get in
He ached for those lost years, those wasted, incomplete years. Arvesl,

e

McCoy. . .none of them had been able to fill chat very special niche in
Each was special and I( loved rhem very deenly, but there had always

that one nlace which none of then nad reached.

He studied his friend closely this unguarded moment. Spock had aged,
observed, zlithough not as oby as a human. Still, there were telltale
dvancing age, and Kirk found them curiously appedlzn He had neve:

\ » .

Incking any different from the way he had
gocurrad to him that the years were passing on Vuzaaﬁ a}ﬁ

ed ! 1is head There is something
rablae zbou : ! sieeping, Kivk muszed, and a wave of
washed i i Pob j lav he had been
rvous and wcughls returned Lo
ersation
found hapniness and still marvelled at the
?%e -nes: ich the Vulcan now permitied
ec]

Abruptly, Spcc
he had sensed his presence there, even

oy A 3 g i "
at Kirk, as though

easy smile formed

<'s eves opened and
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“Good morning. 1 must say, I‘ve had
rutbing his. shoulder.
. 1 '
Spock raised himself on his elbows. ™o doubt
eving the hour, and the circumstances...”

Spock raised one condescending eyebrow and sat
for his night on the couch. Kirk frowned enviouslty
Absently, he rubbed again at the offending shoulder.
g Spock shifted, leoking at him curiously. Kirk
"l pulled a muscle the other day during my workout.

Y

"Hmmnm. . . turn around." Kirk did as he was told,

Spock, and he felt the Vulcan's fingers lightly expl
then a firm, gentle pressure, a kneading semsationm,
the strained muscle.

\ .
[ "Now, that's good," he grunted in appreciation.

N
Bones to sign you on at the clinic,” he grinned.
- .
“"Doctor McCoy would no doubt have wishes to the
evenly, and Kirk heard, rather than saw, the accompa

The dull throb was gone, replaced by a warmth r

“Yos, that's much better.”™ Then, another thoug
time wiil the Encounter be assuming orbit?”

Spock's hand ceased its motion, but

sefore he let it drop. ”We have approximat
if they are on schedule.

The Starbase Control Center was a crowded, bust
men made their way hastily through the throng j‘"o the
“irk matched Spock's long strides, noting the look o
friend's face.

“"I'm sure somecne from the ship will give
id, attempting to ease the unspoken worry. S5po
vyom the crowd and looked at Kirk, a slight smiie pl

i27

WYes, Fxeediency often dictates the most logical
Y &

you nave. Howsyer, ¢onsid-
7 3

up fluidly, looking no worse
and stumped down beside him.

felt compelled to explain.
It's still acting up."

turning his hack to
ore his shoulder bhlade,
as Spock expertly massaged

»

1711 have to tell

contrary,' Spock said
nying smile.

adiating across his back,

"and Kirk revelled in it, feeling relaxed and renswed.

hit came to mind. "What

main transporte

ling place, znd the two
T ban
f grim displeasure on his

s searching 2728
lips., Thay



poth halted theiv steps, and Spockisz with a silent sigh., Thers
3

vas no sign of & young Yulcan female.

Kirk looked about. The platforms were ti; no materialization was

taking place at the moment.

"Are you sure this is the right bank?" Starbase 15 wasz one of the larger
ports; there were a total of ¢ transporter banks at various spots in the complex.
They had peen informed that the Encounter would be using this one but Kirk
didn't see any of the famiiiar passengers he had expected to be arriving.

Spock pursed his lips In consternarion. [1 wasn't practical to remain
standing here; sliready they had been jostled several times by people in a
hurry on their way to or from scomewhere. Touching Kirk's arm to assure his
attention, Spock wended his way over to the information panel against the
wall. He punckhed out a series of buttons, and absorbed the read-out intently.

"The Encounter’s complement beamed down exactly 5.25 minutes ago,'" he
raporTed.

Kirk folded his n hi
starship arrives sariy..." He ls

el

i8ts5 © s hips. "Wouldn't vou kiow it -~ one time &
t the sentence go unfinished, his eyes searching
the Vulcan's impassive facc. ‘'Perhaps sche left 2 message?” he added hopefully.
He could understand Spock’s concern. A base port was not the most savory of
places for a young girl. All sorts of traders, merchants and space bums used
the port. It was a sailor's delight, but not the kind of place for an
unchgparoned youngster. "U'mon. We can't just stay here,” he told Spock
gently. The Vulecan nedded, and followed Kirk toward the main information desk.

It was Kirk wno saw her first. She was standing by a large column, hands
clasped behind her back, and she appecared to be rsading an inscription on the
wmarble.  He turned back and grabbed Spock's arm.

"There!l Isn't that her?" Spock looked, and it appeared as though a
ht had been turned orn in his eyes. Then he set his jaw grimly and went

TP iPreit,” he ssid cuietly, his woice carvying over the noise of the
crowd.  She spun to face them, her expression startlied, then relieved, and
Finally, abached Lirk, watching, was amazed at the subtle play of emotions

FF 3 Falan g

o her Yulcan fsa?zr-’

down under his penetrating gaze,
cot Her father regarded her
ing 2 word, and Kirk found

i
T. B

ly. Fether, 1...'" she

Ih by another wvoice, coming

Well, TiPrett, it's all arrangsd, hons

y. We'll have an aircar in ‘bout
15 minutes, and we can...'" Kirk and Spock looked up as one at the familiar

uthern drawi; they had been so orenccupled with T'Prett that they hadn't even
zeen him approach.

=
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By "Doctor McCoy!" Spock's veice was incredulous, his face & study im
controlled joy. T'Prett and even Kirk were forgotten as the two ¢ld friemds
greeted each other,

McCoy's 1ips moved wordlessly, then he took two hasty strides and clossd

the gap between them. ''Spock! Damn, it's good to see you again!”
s " "I, too, am pleased," Spock said formally, yet the words carried an
intense intimacy which belied their Vulcan coolness. '"You are locking well,
~ BDoctor." ‘

i "And yeou...you haven't changed a bit," McCoy countered, his voice husky.
"My God, Spock..." He was unable to go on, as the years fell away and he .
relived the joys and triumphs which had united them aboard the Enterprise.

L Spock. Hig friemd. With all his faults, with all his idiosyncrasies, still

the respect and admirationm for the man had not dimmed with the years.

oy - : .

“f*  "Changed? All things change, Doctor. It is a fact of existence.” Spock's
eyes twinkled, and McCoy saw that T'Prett had been right. Her father had made
peace with himself. The man standing before him was a whole, integrated
person, no longer at war with his human half. It was good. McCoy nodded,

. ~ c¢ommunicating approval and acceptance.

Kirk came to. stand beside them and laid a hand on each man's shoulder,
“"Now 1t feels right, doesn't it, Spock?" he asked softly. He went on, not

jﬂ expecting a reply. '"Bones, how was the trip?"
” ~ McCoy's“soft blue eyes crinkled. 'Just marvelous! You should see all
“ the others! .Just you wait, both of you..." The sudden implication of his last
words struck him.:.'both of you'...How very simple to slip back into the old
pattern.-- thinking of them as one. Together again, truly. He smiled, a bit

self-consciously at Kirk, then locked over at Spock, rejoicing in their joy.
Happiness comes in many odd ways and places, he reflected. The three of them

were an -island apart in this sea of people on a busy base port. He hadn't

] . - .
known it was possible for one heart to contain so much love as his did at this
moment. : :

Suddenly, McCoy recalied Spock's daughter, and he glanced in her dircction.
he was watching them with a curious intentness, her quick mind absorbing the
impressions they cast off, like a sponge soaking up water. Spock followed McCoy's
g‘ gaze a nd beckonred his daughter to come. T'Prett moved closer, with a slight

hesitation. Spock turned to her. _ .
© :

7
P
3

i Ce, 5 "Ttprett, you have much explaining to do to your mother znd me, do you
not?" he reprimanded sternly.

. Yes, Fatheii"‘ she decided that now was not the moment for a defense.
i /

A Y
Spock looked back at McCoy. 'Doctor, it appears you have taken charge of
my daughter's welfare.~ I am grateful.”

" "The pleasure's all mine, Spock, but I must say, 1'm a bit surprised at you,
allowing the child to go off on her own like that. You ought to know better;
you know what these spaceports are like!™ McCoy growled testily.

L
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Mizg T known, Docior, she would never have boarded the Encounter.®

"Well, I s3till say you zhculd kesr a cleoser eye on her.

a girl her age..."

ks

"Bones! Spock!'" Kirk cut in,

Fine thing, whesn

laughing despite himself,

Would these two never learn? They both turned to him, McCoy grinning impishly,

and even Spock wearing that familiar half-smile on his lips.

Kirk shock his

nead and ignored them; he stepped over to T'Prett and offered his arm.

13

<< "] believe the doctor said there was an aircar coming.
cutside, where the alr is a bit cooler?" he asked gallantly.

glancing at her father, and Kirk
attention, T'Prett.
would you believe, one time..."

They may go on for hours like that.
His voice trailed off as they moved ahead.

Shall we wait
She wavered,

tucked her hand in his arm. "Pay them no

I've seen it. Why,

McCoy and Spock looked at each other, then hastily foliowed them out.

.

Christine Henry patted her hair into place and stepped back from the

ZirTor.

"That cutfit does you justice, Chris.

outfit justice?!" he complimented

She turned, smiling. "Why,
He crossed to her, took her

He wasn't a tall man, only about

bearing made him appear larger.

giving him a dignity, despite his boyish features.

favored was a shade lighter than

Across the room, her husband sat regarding her appreciatively.

Or should I say, you do that
gently.

thank you, Ty." 3

in his arms and tenderly kissed her forehead.
an inch more in height than she was, but his
His reddish brown hair was beginning to grev,
The wide mustache he

his hair, and his complexion, like hers now,

was ruddy from exposure to the elements.

"You're still a handsome woman, dear,’ he murmured.
zfter all these years, at how well he seemed to know her, and was zble 5 rea
She patted his arm fondly.

her emotions.
"You know, it's strangz..
was like then." Abruptly, she

¥
put in a c¢all te the girls?"

"They're all right.

Don't fuss so.

She marvelled, even

R

[

\
~

.to go back, to remember what it was like...what

changed the subject. 'Do you think we should

£

[

My sister will take good care of

tnem.” They were too old to need a babysitter, but too young to be left alone.
Bethel, at 16, was quite a woman, and Juliana, 13, certainly didn't think

herself a child.

"] know that.

He considered.

1 iust meant.

“Ferhaps tomorrow.

..to let them know we arrived safely.”

Letfs just enjoy tonight.®

"Wou'tre looking forward to all this, aren't you?'" she asked, with mild
3 E
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Now 1t felt normal.
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SuTpriss. o
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"Why met? They're a grand group of people. That Scotty's guile
¢haracter...and McCoy...do you think we may be able fo persuade hlm to COoms
imto the Foundation, Chris? We could use him."

She laughed at his enthusiasm and disregarded his question. '"You haven®t
even met them all, yet. 1'm giad that Admiral Kirk will be there. The whole
thing would seem empty without him." A shadow crossed her facs as she remembers?
her last year on the Enterprise, after Kirk had left. Captain lLocke hadn't
heen too bad, but he was succeeded by Captain DeMantis, and things just went

wrikill after that.

samd your Mr, Speck. ®ili I like him, too, Chris?' he asked Iightly.
" doubt vou will," she replied seriously to his teasing. “'Oae can't help

egpec? Spﬁctn I do hope he's found happiness. His daughter asems

&Jﬁ
etigatful.

Yah, ves, T Prett, She E?ﬁmin;is we o litiie of Batp -~ same & 2y B oA E
3 4 f Re E: &
naturs.”

“Dr. Henry! WHe're going 7o be late if we keep this upl” Christins
interrupted. Are you ready?"

“I'ye been waiting for you."

“Then, let's go." Christine tock his arm and they left the suite.

“Montgomery...you'd betier put that stuff away now and come g2t reads.”

Montgomery Scott looked up from the blueprints he was studying and grinned
sheepishly at his young wife. Heather was already dressed for the reception,

ionking more lovely than ever, and a fresh wave of tenderness washed over him.

"Agch, me poor bairn...have I been neglectin' you ag'in?”

She szt o Ezq desk. "You nevey neglect me, d rling., You just lesve oS
=y owm devices She glanced cariously at th iagrams. °'is that the new

cmailer, increasing the cargo hold
to her, his enthusiasm growing.

11 g

“Ave, See here...the engine is Z0
avey here,.." he pointed out the detall:

3

She nodded, her hair falling against her cheeks., After patlent study,
sne was able to understend z littie of what her husband talked about and was
proud of her knowledge. It made one more thing which they could share.

i tTwould be nice, Montgomery, if vour shizs needed 7o engine at all,®




oo advancsd for us Lo

ad, curicus.

“as thiz when you

or the Enterprise, as a matter of fact. There were thess three
lic broke off, dismissing it. “"Niver mind. It's too long to get
The incident was still clear in his mind, thoungh. All of his

the Enterprise were quite vivid. It had been a grand adventure.

tcking up his thoughts, Heather said quietly, "Why did vou decide teo
ieave Starfleet, Scotty?"

smiled impishly. '"To be able to meet you, me darlin'!' It had cezsed
grard adventure, he recalled dismaliy. Ten months after Kirk had lef:
Ypllsv, Scotty had also transferred. The new Captain had no respect

te the advice of his Chief Engineer. Successive ships had been boring and
vachallenging. After five years of discontent, Montgomery Scott had retired
with twenty years service. BStarfleet had offered him a command of his own

o induce him to stay in the service, but that wasn't what he'd wanted, either.

"Go on with you...go get ready. I'll put these things away,'" Heather
wffered, giving him a nudge B

As she folded and stoved the blueprints, zhe smiled to herself. She w
glad she had been able to talk her husband 1?10 making this trip. He wo
so hard; he needed this relaxation. She knew she couldn’'t get him awa
business entirely, not even for this trip, but it wag better than the
days he put in back on Orion.

Some of the tension which she had felt about this trip had dissipated
board the Encounter. Scotty's friends had zll been s¢ sweet and charming.
3ut tonight would be different. Heather chewed her lip nervously, thinking
of the formal Starfleet reception, complete with military brass, ambassadowr
nnd various dignitaries. She had performed zt similsr functions, in her short
czreer as a dancer, but she'd never been a guest at one.

She wandered into the bedroom where her husband was dressing. How slezgant
he logked in his new suit trimmed with the Scott tarleton weave,

oy

"Scotty...are you sure I look all right?" she asked dubiously.

&
<
e
-
-
pre

"Wou'tll be the bonniest lass at the ball, me dear. Don't ba

vourself short, Mrs. Scott," he told her sternly.
She smiled at his ferocity, and he turned bacl to ais mirror.

"What do you think of Spock's daughter? he zskad., 'What a dariin’.n

”?es she is. Can't say [ carved much for that other Vulcan, chough, that
Captain Stack, Such a cold one,V she ;Vpiled thoughtf ily

"MNow, don't be judgin' the lad, Heather. ‘Tisn‘t an easy job ke's get,
comsandin’ g Starship. kot many maan have the knack for it.n

HE X
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"Like your Captain Kirk," she remarked lightly. She had heard s& much
about the man that she was eager to meet him, to see if he were all that Scotty
said.

"Aye. But young Stack's got the feel of a good officer. One lcok at his
engine room will tell you that.” He chuckled, wryly. "You might say that he
was borm to a starship.”

"That's right - he was the baby bern on the Enterprise, wasn't he - the
ome for whom you designed the sensorcrib?

Scotty nodded, remembering the infant Theron, with his pretty little mother.
Such a shame. He spoke slowly. '"McCoy told me that Jim went to visit Spock
vesterday. Perhaps the years have allowed them to forget the tragedy of Tarra
St. John. I hope so, Heather.”

He sat on the side of the bed, remembering the last time he'd seen Spock.
The Vulcan had locked so all alone up there on the Transporter pad. There had
been only Leonard McCoy and himself to bid Spock farewell. Afterwards, he and
the doctor drank too much Saurian brandy, and Scotty had been set on going to
Kirk and telling him off, for once feeling that the Captain had been wrong, but
McCoy had been sober enough to hold him back, thank goodness.

He spoke aloud. 'Kirk never was the same after Spock left. They had been
so close..." he trailed off, sighing at his gloomy memories. He realized Heather
had sat beside him and rested her head on his arm.

He squeezed her affectionately. 'Well, c'mon, Mrs. Scotz. Let's go find
the party!l”

uuuuu

u groaned and rolled over. A glance at the chronometer indicated that
ime to get up and get ready for the veception, but, fivrst things first.

[

He
E

chivred,

reached over and softly ran his finger down Tani's cheek, The girl
blinked sieepily, then smiled at him with smug satisfaction.

“Hello again,” she murmured.
“Hello, yourself." He was glad that Mitzi had recommended he look up hsy

Tani Collins, but he was beginning to regret tying up his afternoon this
tow he'd have twice as much to do tomorrow. He sat up.

"Ity running late. I've got to get moving,' he explained with regret.
. TWill 1 see you tomorrow?"

He considered. 'I'm not sure. I've got a pretty tight schedule.' Too bad
#e had to combine business with the pleasure of this trip. The reception and
ceremony tomorrow would be enjoyable affairs, but he had colony business to
end to while he was here. There were supplies to purchase, people to ses,
s to fill. He sighed. ™"I'll give you a call, honey."

She accented his statement and lay back against the pillow.
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"It must be exciting to be in charge of a whcle colony."

"Exciting? [ supnose. It's intevesting - a challenge. That's what I
g PP £

enjoy."

"More interesting than being in Starfleet?”

His mouth tightened. '"Safer." She looked confused; he attempted to explain.
"Look, Tani, T just lost a very close friend this year...a guy who served with
me on the Enterprise...Commodore Pavel Chekov. His ship was lost at the edge of
the galaxy."

"I'm sorry."

fle broke the temsien with & forced chuckle. "I guess 1 just love life
too much. Oh, don't misunderstamd, I enjoyed my years in Starfleet, especially
when I served with Captain Kirk. He's an Admiral now, you know."

"Yes, T've heard of him. That was supposed to have been some crew he had."

Sulu chuckled again, easily this time, fond memories coming to mind. "I
haven't seen him since he left the Enterprise. Pav used to talk about hinm.
They had kept in touch, of course, both being in the service. Pav always said...”
He Broke off, shaking his head, his smile fading. .

"Hey, look, I understand." She put her hand on his arm with affection.
"I should have expected this.' Sulu spoke more for his own benefit than
for hers. '"Naturally this trip would bring it &ll into focus.'" The weight

of colony responsibility kept his mind from his sense of loss most of the time,
but he still found it difficult to believe that Pav wouldn't be stopping by
any more for their familiar talks and recreation. He'd never really had any
close relationships with anycne, male or female. He'd always been filled with
+too much of a sense of today, of things to be done, to form any alliances. He
hadn't even realized how much he had come to depend on his friendship with Pav
until it had been too late to appreciate it. People close to him, his staff
and friends on MNw Japan, kept telling him he ought to slow down, to take time
to enjoy life a little, but he just wasn't made that way. He couldn't change
his lifestyle overnight, he found, even if he really wanted to.

Tiring of Starfleet, he'd gone to Kew .Japan as a colonist and been placed
in a position as agricultural advisor. He had thrived in the jeb, giving it
his customary eagerness and enthusiasm, and raised the colony's standards by
60%. Government had always interested him, and he began by accepting a
councilor's seat, then worked his way up to a point where he'd felt he had
enough support to run for Governor. It had been an easy election; he was the
popular candidate, and he had held that office now for nearly five years. he
was happy, he told himself, wasn't he?

Tani returned from the bathroom and dressed to leave. He grinned at her,
putting his gloomy thoughts aside. "I'Il try to make time for dinner tomor¥ew,
honey "

"It's fime with me, Sulu. Be a good boy...have fun at the recepties,”
zhe vemarked lightly, kissing the tip of his @ose.

134



i g
I f o e o - . . oy e,
tAi SCERen TO ged Tann oy the DAY,
V.

"1 just came to let you know I

jas leaving and (o ¢
sond time tonight.' The young Swahili o

W
11 stood 1n the d:

"ou could still change your mind and come with us, Cachen,” she smilad
2l her stepsomn,.

He shook his head. "An evening of protocel and military brass is not

wy idea of entertainment. I'm going to leok up a little place that Peter Kirk
told me about. He says they have a combo there that really sounds.” He held
up a musical instrument. 'Maybe T can join them for a session.' Uhura grinned
at him and he kissed her lightly on the cheek. )
.
"Don't worry. 1711 be in attendance and properly impressed at 8
ceremony Ttomorrow morning.” *

As the young man left, B'Hustain joined his wife from the other room of
their suite. 'Was that Cachen 1 heard?" he asked. Uhura nodded. I s£ill
ink he ought to be going with us tonight.”

"row, BTHustazin,' Uhura coaxed, "when vou were his age, would
enioved a military ball with your parents?!

“1 suppose not,” he admitted. Where 7s he going?”

[

"To a place Peter Kirk told him about. They have a combo tha

BtHustain relled his eyes in good-natuved exasperation. "Musicl It's
211 that boy has in his head.V

I E H PR 3 N S e 1 ¥ s, | JE S PR, v
"Weil,V Uhura samiled, "I remember a Cime when my head was full of music.’

YT don't belisve that. Any woman who serves aboard

for herself in the Faderation, and finally has a comman:
ave more in her head than music." He fook her in his

for Cachen,..and me, too. After his mother diad, I
cze. Then [ met vou. "

"Wou didn't isck
by the very important
Conference.”

Important to the

: 7
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regrel giving up youv command, your carveer in Starflee

i
, to become my

She wrinkied

ot star-hopping. 1 . , but 1

co spend my whole 1ife doing. esides, belnp your wife has been sxciting, foo.”
"This reunion - deaco ..even thougi

zhip vou commanded, it special to vou. 1

our crewmalss, it was gpecial (o




Uhura sighed, remembsring. Yes, it had A kind of...chemistry, you might
say...between us that [ never experienced con another ship. At least that was
true whzle Captain Kirk and Mr. Spock were in command. Funny...' she reflected,
half to herself, "how I always think of them as one. They were different,
individuals, and yet that's how it was."

B'Hustain interrupted her thoughts. "I'm looking forward to meeting both
of them. Admiral Kirk has quite a reputation in Starfleet and, of course, the
Ambassader's acheivements are well known in the diplomatic corps."

"I wonder if they'll have changed. Captain Kirk was always so exuberant,
sa full of confidence, and Spock was just the opposite - very profound and
unreachable and yet underneath I always suspected there was more. Tarra St. Johs
knew it was there, too, that's why she...” Uhura trailed off, recalling the
tragedy that had befallen her friend, had in fact, eventually touched all of
them. She freed herself from her hushand’s embrace and crossed to the mirror.
The reflection that stared back at her was trim, attractive in her flowing.,
red ball ensemble.

"Have I changed?' she asked, worried. "Am I very different from the young
commnications officer T used to be?" RB'Hustaln came to stand behind her.

"If you have changed, my dear, it can only have been for the better. You
are, indeed, a remarkable woman, an asset to me, to my career. How can I tell
vou how important you are, how much I admire you..." he crooned, kissing her
noeck, his hands caressing.

"Stop this,' she teased, her mood once again beceming festive, “or we'll
forget where we're supposed to be, and I think if we don't hurry, we'll be
late for the reception.'” She gently but firmly disentangled herself from him,
""Behave yourself for now...and Iater...'" she promised. Later...but first thers
was a reunion to attend.

The magic of reality swirled amid colored lights and subtiely shifting
ccenes mechanically projected on the walls of the Grand Ballroom, Musicilans
from all across the Federation blended their exotic instruments into a conglom-
arate orchestra, displaying their expertise by producing a background of
pleasantly rhythmic melodies.

Starfleet uniforms, many with several rows of braid on the sleeves, were
in sbundance, yet among the crowd there was no absence of civilian costumes
representing the varied cultures of the United Federation of Planets. This was

n-'0fficial Reception', service-style, fwenty-third century, to carry on a
tradition as old as the military itself: the decommisioning of a vessel. The
Starship Enterprise, NCC-1701, would soon take her place beside the gallant
clipperships and battleships of 0ld Earth's Mval history and their early
counterparts from distant planets. 5She would reach her final berth among the
vessels that had become legends, with oft-told tales of heroic missions and of
ths crews that sailed them.
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The reunion that had begus half 2 galaxy away on the Starship Encounter
centinuved.  Gaity was the mood of the evening, feather-touched with glimpses
of nostalgia, as memories and emotions were rekindled. An undercurrent of
awareness of the present., of the purpose for this gathering, of the impending
ceremonies in the morning, was held in check by the handful of former Enterprise
officers who were coliectively drawn by the camaraderie of shared experiences.
For this fragment of time, twenty-five years of separate existance would
dissipate. Tonight's joy would be in their unity, whatever tomorrow's divergent
paths may hold.

v

McCoy stood, philosophically observing his friends and remembering the
words of a lonely, alien girl on a frozen, arctic planet. 'We can't go back.
Gud would we want to if we could, he wondered. FPerhaps...

*
otty accepted a glass from one of the circulating waiters and furned

tc Uhura and Christine.

"Well, ladies, here's to Past, Present and Puture.”
2 E

McCoy cleared his throat. VYWhat Scotty means is, that's as good ap excuse
as any for a drink.' The Scotsman chuckled, letting the barb go by,

Maye, As well you know, Doctor.”

”Tan't say as I blame him, Doc,™ Sulu put in. I think this stuff gets
weaker every vear."

"Or vour tolerance gets higher, Sulu,” Christine teased. They all laughsd
zas8ily, a kindred sharing laughter. The gentie strains of the orchestra filled
in the passive silence, then abruptly Uhurs tuwraed toward the deorway, as some-
thing caught her eye.

"Look, Here they comel”

He arrived then, this man who had been foremost in their thoughts since
Ty

the invitations had come. [t was not 3 1try neralding a conquering
here, It was, in fact, barely noted at all, save feor this cloistered group
honed to a fine degree of expectancy. For them, the vest of the voom faded,

conversation halted, attention focused on that one man.

He was dignified, commanding in his Admiral®s braid, shouldering the mantle
of years of experience, He carried himself ersct ;atur&éiy, with military
precision.  Yet, he somehow managed to convey the impression of a smali boy
beholding the wonder of Christmas morning. The authoritative bearing melded
in harmonious union with an impish delight. The Admiral looked insufferably

sleased with himself.

e

[

He had come alone, apparently, although it wss not cevtain, for he was 50
clpsely followed by the Vulcan contingent that he might have indged been
zccompanied by them.

They were an impressive group, at least to the casuail onlooker - Sarek,
‘he human Amanda, and the Vulcan woman, T'Pania. Yet, to the former Enterprise
“ficers, they were obliterated by the one tall, siim vulcan who entered beside
asnd perhaps half a step behind Kirk.
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Spock appeared not to have chang

the subtle differences the years had wrought, but for this moment, except
the lack of the familiar blue uniform, he might just have stepped off the

turbolift on his way to his station on the bridge.

Kirk grinned suddenly as he located the group that had bheen his crew,

Uhura broke away from the rest and greeted them first.

ail. Closzer scrutiny would revezl

for

and
his face 1it with recognition. He turned, nodded to Spock, then headed in their
direction. The Vulcan moved swiftly at his side. Together they approached
their friends. Together -- as it had been, was now...a litany of restoration,

"Now the party can begin. Jim! How have you been?" ‘His eyes twinkled

and he took both her hands in his.

"Uhura. We mi:
she released him and turned slightly.

"And Mr. Spock. You've been in my thoughts.”
k spoke to each of them, with his typicel enthusi

intcxemt“ and they responded, individually, to his sver ¢
Thev met as eguals now, or so it would seem, foy all co
of their acheivements by the stations they oW held., VYe
they still felt for this man could not be denied.

Beside him, Spock became a visual extension of the
?he VU;C&W 5 subdued demeanoy indicated that the veneer
bulent human-ness of earlier meetings cencealed Lv *Pe
ate. It was as it should ke, always had bsern 4
uiet and attentive,

re

I'tie
that was
fntegval

ntimgcy once shared and long-ago
both eager ana comfortable. They
AT of w\at eogL ad ¥ecome, 2 bond

e

by

-

'd LFHSL A stapsnap Yung on &ogabbg, that luvely, sii

“er way into their souls, H i kﬁ 5 devotior
- gathering ¢n her Le%a}r i
“signed piece of machinery,
led with the spirit and

adopted the multi-facered

< her own personalitv,

go arnd :he man ip the =

CUU munio

s never-ending love affasi: “ie Ent G
SRR never be another like her.”
AT least not for him.” Kirk added.
ST T

h, ho,Y Scott retorted, YHim rememberin’ o

-

it
iﬁ

the awe

The Vuloan nodded.

pt@d

IR TR

than

asm and oﬁnuz“v
harismatic personality.
tid count the measurs

ALl

you at Starfleet.” EZhez smiled, pressing his hands,

woned them

Then




wLoohdak vher che Znterprizs Bolon

She waes special, wasn't she? We...z

McCoy nodded. "They don't build them that wav anymore, Jim,*

"Doctor, vou are a sentimentalist,” Spook toid him. "Starfleet is still
producing highly efficient and excellently designed vessels with advances that...
McCoy groaned,

L7 0h, knock it off, Spock,'™ he cut in. '"You'wre not fooling anyone. You
were jusl as attached to the Enterprise as the rest of us, Seems I remember.. [
PRI .
"Doctor McCoy, my perscnal attachment for the Enterprise does not alter
the fact that Starfleet 4g still constructing superior vessels with increased
capabilities,” Spock teased slightly.

Scott nodded. The engineer aboard the Encounter was talkin' about a new
fleet of advanced starships, if that's what you're referrin® to, Mr. Spock.
He said they'd he the ultimate in up-to-date technoleogy.'” The Scotsman's facs
beamed with delight over his favorite subject.

"The Zenith ships,” Kirk explained, "are the next phase in Starfleet's
program. They are a group of six superior starships especially designed to go
farther, travel faster, engage in more scientific vesearch, extend the reaches
of the Federation farther than any other vessels have previously done. They'l
bz manned by a crew selectively chosen for their abilities and capabilities.
They will engage in high risk missions, but the element of risk will bs
minimized by pre-training and testing.'

i

Yoo

f

“Sounds like you know a lot zbout 11, Admiral," Ubnrsz wondered. /

%

"I've been working with the preogram, soreening person nel, some psyco-testiag.
As a matter of fact, the Encounter will be ome of the six ships. She was
built far that purpose and work will begin te modify her engines and computis
banks,

L

"Fhen Captain Stack will ke in command of cne of those sihips," Christine
enthused. Kirk threw a glances at Spock. _ | 1
T e
”Eﬁone of the personnel iz definite, yet, All the testing nas to be *
completed,” he explained. "0f course, Starf] like to keep the crews

much intact as possible,

e

%

Mews of the Zenith ships was exciting o intsrested and informed
pecple, but they falked of other things, too. 18 was $0 much catching up
ta do, so much sharing. However, protocol and obligaticns demanded that they

i

pay their respects to the various officials and dignitaries in attendance.
Reluctantly, they separated, mingling with the crowd, engaging in courteous
conversations, yet, their consciousness kept drifting toward each other. Their
ayes would meet, sparkle with the recognition and understanding born of an
indefinable tie that bound them together. Seven individuals, functicning
separately, yet for this time-out-of-time, part of a greater whole, no%t uvnlike
the cryptic creatures of Deneva. ;
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Spock was involvaed = tive discussion wiih
one of the representati: El v aamitted Federation planet. Kirk, fos
the moment unattached, .)cated a wgcanL chailr and claimed it for a brief respiis.
McCoy noticed the action from across the room, grabbed two lethal-looking
drinks from a waiter and headed in his friend’s direction. He came to stand
beside Xirk's chair. handing him one cof the glasses.

“Something to relax the tonsils while rvelaxing the feet ™
'ing a good time, Jim?" Kirk grinred up % him.

S
Fit's quite z party, lsn't it, BonesT' He raised hiz glass, e

¥

don't happen too often,” Mcloy retorted gruffiy
If\l

He had finished his conversation and !

d to coavey. He stood opposite MceCov,

Ll
islish a niiifary
1t to the peint

"admiral, ave you aware that 5%
the new Federation nlane H
Coyv shook his hesad,

“Spock, do you stiil zlways talk business at a party? Haven't you learned
vet to relax?™ | o ) . -
1. ! T , E . ;]

"Being a Federation Ambassador, [ have learned, Doctor, that at official
functions of this type, it is usually beneficial to mix business with your
so-called pleasure.” Kirk ignored the banter between his two friends teo ansvse
sock's question.

Y1 have heard some talk of it.'f he said, "but ncthing final."”

"Holos' representative indicated +

3¢

the plans.”

somewhat upset by

"Hmmnn, that could affect dipl ions,” Kirk muased. Y1 ki

{Mﬂfa mentloned that she and her husband had been out to Holos recently.™
ned forward to call her attention. The Bantu woman was seated alone agp
wall, just to his right.

,m

What feelings did
Ty basa?!

ation
zily an
of Kirk, ’“fiiil ard

A military sstablishment would al sait weapons,' he put in.  "The
inhabitants have lived in a peaceful state for guite a while. They s :
bas# as making them a prime tavget for any hostile nations that wander their




inetallation of weapons would merely be a precaution, a means of protection.”

Montgomery Scott joined the group. "Aye, that may be, but as soon as the
base is available, starships will be visitin’ and those giant vessels are verra
formidable to the wee crafts now engaged in trade with Holos,'" he put in. Kirk
was unconvinced. )

!

:”Scotty, you know as well as I do the advantages Holos would gain by having
the availability of the starships," he began.
) !
"Unless, Admiral,' Spock interrupted smoothly, "Starfleet has other plans
for a military base on Holos.'" Kirk locked up sharply.

"Such as?" he asked. "I don't understand. Explain.”
"Yes, Spock, get to the point," McCoy demanded.

"The point, gentlemen," Spock explained, ''is that the proposed establish-
ment of a new military base on Holos coincides with the initiation of the
fleet's new Zenith ships.”

"You think there's a connection?" Kirk asked.

"Possibly. Holos 28 on the outer rim of Federation territory, and one
of the farthest peints of contact that we have toward the edge of the galaxy."

"Then Holos could be the planned command base of the Zenith ships,” McCoy
concluded, catching on to Spock's implicaticns.

"Holps has requested admittance to the Federation before, Doctor, as far
back as when Sarek was ambassador. 1In the light of current events, the sudden
interest in that planet does seen rather indicative of some motivation."

"Weil, if Holos is intended as the command base for the Zenith ships,”
¥Kirk said rising, "'their potential must be far greater than any of us anticipate.?

"Aye, Admiral, they arse going to be some mighty ships,' Scott put in
wistfully. '"What I wouldn'a do for a crack at one of their engines." Kirk
grinned at the engineer's still obvious love for anything mechanical.

"Well, who knows, Scotty, you may get a chance someday." Scott beamed.

"¥ow, there's a thought...Excuse me, gentlemen,” he said, his eys raving
across the room, I think itfs aboot time I rescued me darlin' Heather from
Commodore Harkins. She’s been polite to him long enough.' He headed away.
Suliu, too, turned back to the group he had been conversing with, and B'iustain
arrived to claim Uhura's attention.

"Sure locks like Starfleet’s planning something really big this time,"
McCoy told Kirk and Spock. 'Would be nice to be young and part of it, eh?”
He didn't wait for an answer. ‘'There's Christine. I wanted to ask her about
that experiment she mentioned working on..." He drifted off toward his former
aurse. Kirk turned to meet Spock’s eyes. There was concern in them,

"What is it, Spock?'" he asked, sensitive to his friend's moods.
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“it's going to be tough.,”

"Fim," Spock suddenly asked earnestly, "do you think Stack bhas the quali-
fications? Can he make it?'"" Kirk shrugged.

"] don't know, my friend.' A shadow seemed fto cross the Testive moment.
"T'm just not sure.'" Their gazes touched and acknowledged the shared apprehensien.
The look coalesced into mutual support, at once understood and eagerly accepted.
Kirk relaxed and Spock drew a long breath.

The lights and music and faces of the room swirled about them in a
ope of sensations. The perimeter of stimuli faded until only one
saryived and focused on the incredibility of the situation.

21 James T. Kirk had said favewell to his Enterprise twenty-five years
z2ga. He had sxpected never again to see his crew as one. Yet, tonight the
impessible had happened. The years had siipped away and they had been rejeined
By a common allegiance. Tomorrow he would say goodbye for a second and finatl
time. Tomorrow there would be new horizons to seek.

-- the Captain of the Enterprise nudged his First Officer.

‘C'men, Speck, We're wasting time standing here. Let's go find the actieni"

v,

It was late afternoon aboard«the Encounter, although it was morning belew
sn Starbase 15. A huge complement from the honorary escort ship were beaming
directly to the Enterprise for the decommissiong ceremony. The event had been
anticipated by many of the crew whe had come to know and respect the passengers
they had transported.

Commander Peter Kirk was in his quarters, arranging the uncemfortable
neckline of his dress uniform. He smoothed the fabric into place and began
a cursory flick of the brush through his never-tidy copper hair. For the
thousandth time in his Starfleet career, he cursed the ironic circumstances
which paired his section's regulation red tunic with that naturally clashing
tint of his hair.

He was looking forward to the ceremony with more enthusiasm than the rest
of the crew. It gave him the opportunity to be with Jim again. He hadn't seen
his uncle in over two years, and he knew they'd have a wealth of catching up %o
do.

Peter paused, laying the brush down thoughtfully. This would no doubt be
a difficult time for James Kirk. They were destroying his ship, the Enterprise.
That ship was part of his own past as well. He remembered her from when he was
a2 child, in those horrible, uncertain days after his parents’ death. Even now,
he ceuld recall his uncle's gentleness, his understandimg and strength at the
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time. What must all of this nostalgia be doing to Jim?

He can handle it, Peter reflected. Uncle Jim could take almost anything.
Peter recalled the message tapes he’d received after Areel had been killed.
Jim had grieved, but he had accepted her death with unswerving fortitude.
Peter regretted not being able to be with him at that time. Stack had tried
to arrange it, but obligations preclugded his granting Peter the necessary
leave,

His thoughts halted at the reference to Stack. His Captain could be very
obtuse at times. 1Mw, for instance. Stack was unequivecably refusing to
attend the decommissioning ceremeny. It bhothered Peter; he couldn’t accept it.

The cabin buzzer sounded. He kamew who it was before the doors swished
open. ''Come om in."

He was greeted pleasantly by the Encounter's Chief Surgeon and his friend,
Alexander Harper. Peter flashed him a lopsided grin. 'Hi, Doc. I'm almost
ready. Pull up a chair.”

The doctor eased his lithe frame into a seat, leaned back and regarded
Peter speculatively.

"Hmmn...seems the Encounter will be well represented today."

Peter grimaced. ' Not as well as she should be. Has the Captain
reconsidered?' Harper shook his head.

“If he had, I'm sure you'd kmow about it, Pete.”

"It's not right, Doc. He has an obligation to attend. Why can't he
understand that?"

"Go easy, Peter," his friend cautioned. 'Remember, Stack'’s priorities
are different from yours. Scmetimes you tend to forget he's z Vulcan.

Acceptable behavior varies from culture to culture.”

“"Courtesy doesn't. Besides, we're talking about a Starfleet function.
The service requires specific protocol...especially right now."

Doc hesitated, forming his argument carefully. "Look, Pete, I can
appreciate your concern, but do you really think Stack is prepared --" The
bleep of the intercom cut into his speech.

"Doctoer Harper -- emergency in Sickbay.”

The physician punched the speaker. 'What is it, Lieutenant?”

"Sir, Ensign Carter's had a convulsion. Dr. Trayman wants a consultation.”

"Be right there. Harper out.” He sighed. "Go ahead, Pete. I'll meet
you in the transporter room."

Kirk watched him leave, then picked up the package he was taking to Jim.
It was a collection of things which he thought his uncle would enjoy: mementoes
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exctic worlds visited. Doo't ents echosd in his mind, but gave him
2oz, Doc didn't understand what this mission was doing to Stack - not
tely. Peter, though, knew the pressure hig captain was feeling at this
and that his self-enforced isclation was his way of raising a shield
agdlnst the emotions he fought so hard to deny.

Fs
He left the cabin and headed down the corridor toward the transporter

room. As he approached the Captain's quarters, he hesitated, then ilmpulsively
rang the buzzer.

The door slid aside and he was greeted with a clipped, "Come,” from
within. The roem was dim except for the light at the desk where the Captain
sat, studying a report in his viewer. He was seemingly engrossed in his task,
fingers steepled before him, eyebrows drawn together in concentration. He
locked up, flicking off the screen azs Peter entered.

"™ister Kirk. I thought you would have beamed aboard the Enterprise by
this time."

"Ifm oon my way now. 1 stopped to ask if you might not reconsider your
decision not to attend.”

The Captain shook his head. *I'm afraid that is impessible.”™

Peter had expected that. Frustration at the Yulcan's stubbormness
welled up in him and he forgot for a moment that the friend seated before him
was 2lso his commanding officer.

"Why is it impossible?™ he demanded. 'This is an official Starflest
function. The Encounter was especially selected for the duty. How will it
look if her Captain refuses to attend?”

Stack didn't answer. He rose and crossed the room, standing with his
hack to the human. His turmeil was apparent and Peter cursed Starfleet forv
putting his friend in this gogitzon. Stack's absence at the ceremony would
be noted by those who maittsred. . Part of a starship captain's duty, no matter
how toutine 1t seemed, was to maintaln good diplomatic rélatians. Some of
the Federation's highest officials would be present. His own father was the
Federation ambassador from Vulcan and a former Starflset (Gmmander.‘.

Pater approached his friend and spoke guletly., 91 understand. [ know
- B . } ‘jﬁ o l-. "
yvou didn't want this assignment, but Starfleet didn't give you a choice. You
know how immortant this could be. Thsre will he othars there besides your

I El
father..."

B e

"and your uncle.' Stack turned to fz .
usually expressionless face. Peter's face schoed

%1t really hurts that much, doessn’t 1199

Hogin is & relative thing.” Stack’s voice was husky.  On Vulcan, we
lesrn to control it, both the physical 3= 1 o

fhamn Spock!' Peter spat angrily.

K
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The Yulecan lifted agn eyebrow in curprise at Peier’s uncharacteristic
outhurst., ""No, Peter. My Tather can no more help being what he is then |1
can-be other than what | am. #We are both victims of cur civcumstances. And,
if our ways cannot meet, it s unfortunate, but nevertheless unalterable.”
He looked fondil, at the o~ne man in the universe for whom he could admit
friendship. "Do not sufter so for me. You and Admiral Kirk are very close.
It is a thing in which you should reicice."

"I owe my uncle a lot, and he of all people should understand...”

"This is a very significant time for him - the dismantling of his ship."
Stack's eyes wandered to encompass his cabin as though beneath that dark
exterior he could relate to his human counterpart’s attachment for a ship
e had commanded. .James Kirk.  Stack had admired him as a child and then found
disillusionment in that admiration. He had found disillusionment in many things,
s¢ that only the present held reality, only this time and this ship. Vulcan
and its people were far away. VYet that was not entirely true. Part of Vuluan
was very close, below on the starbase his ship was orbiting. Part of Vulcan
was there, and part of the past, a painful past...He felt the touch of a hand
on his arm. '

“itve got to be going now, Stack. You'll be all right?" Soft hazel eyes,
filled with compagsion, met the Vulcan's deep brown ones. They showed resigna-
tion and understanding acceptance of his decision. '"Doc and T will represent
the Encounter for you.'

"}"‘

%5}

Stack nodded, drawing a deep breath. "Very well.” Peter squeezed hi:
tm with a firm pressure, then turned. Stack watched his First Officer leav
fien stood clenching his fists tightly. In his mind, he repeated the litany
over and over, "7 am g Vulean...I can control...my emotione... [ am...a...
VOLCAR Y

a
t

Vil.

Admiral James T. Kirk stepped on the platform of the base transporter.
Rubbing the sleep from his eyes, he reflected that morning was a helil of a
time to hold the ceremony -- especially after the reception iast night,

He had arrived early for the ceremony bLecause he wanted a few last minute:
aboard by himseif, before the others started arriving. A desire to see her
again, alone, to bid his private farewells to the ship he had once commanded,
was the last thought in his wind as the demateria llzdtlcn was commenced.

The process was over, and he stood in the ncw-deserted main transporter
room of the d &8, Enterprise. Moving slowly, ne drifted aimlessly through
the vessel, a sense of pride in her £i11i heart. She had made it here
under her own steam, Affer s’ thoge ven . drvdack, she bad responded
beautifully when %*¢ cfleet sent a tean of en ineers zboard o overhaul the
engines and re'?rcgrgm the computers, and sh ied again with a spaceworthi-
ness that would have made any Captaln proud.

ng
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She was old, she was cbsolete; her computers and sensor devices were
archaic compared to what the fleet had today. She bore the battle scars of
countless campaigns, and there had come a time when it became less costly to
place her in mothballs than to continue the necessary repairs and refinements
to keep her operating.

Yet, she was still operable, he thought with triumph. She had been built
and engineered well; as a matter of fact, she was the last of her class to go.
All the others were gone now, either lost in action or scrapped years ago: the
Potemkin, the Constellation, the Hood...all gone now,

As he moved through the empty, ghost-like ship, a twinge of nostalgia
crept over him. Here was Sickbay, where McCoy had presided like an avenging
angel over his crew...the Hangar Deck - how many times had he sent out the
shuttlecrafts from here...these corridors, where he had walked every day on
his way to duty -- so familiar, yet so strangely still and deathly silent.

The only sign of activity was in the main auditorium, where a group of
“}unior officers were setting up the chairs and speakers' platforms, readying
ithe room for the approaching ceremony. They were laughing, joking, shouting

back and forth as they worked, their youth and high spirits causing Kirk to
smile. Upon seeing him, however, they grew silent and came to attention with
the dignity his rank deserved.

"Caroy nn," he waved them off cheerfully. They resumed their tasks with
slightly lezs evuliience, and one young man approached him hesitantly.

= VAren't vou Admiral Kirk?" he asked. At Kirk's friendly nod of admission,
lia went on.  ""You were one of the Enterprise captains, weren't ycu, sir?!

"Yes, Fnsign. Many years ago."
Relaxing under the kindly eyes, the young man beamed conspiratorily.
“Gae, sir, it must have been rough back then, piloting a ship with such limited

@apabllities.”

¥irk reacted with surprise. Difficult? Limited? He considered his

junior thoughtfully. "You were with the crew that brought her here?' he asked.
"Yes, sir."
Kirk threw him a knowing lock. "Safe trip?"

"Well, yes, but..."
"She's not such a dinosaur, Ensign,' he cut him off sharply. "ot at ail.”

As he left the hall, he wondered bitterly why he'd felt the compulsion to
defend her like that. The young man had been right, but there was still a sense
of loyalty he couldn't deny. Without consciocus thought, he entered the turbolift
and gave the old command.

“Bridge." The familiar whine and hum of operation reverberated in his

ears. Like everything else he'd encountered, from the chemical stains on the
sickbay henches to the arrangement of tables in the rec rooms, the unchanged
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noise of the turbolift assailsd his semses, Tlooding his mind with memories.

¢

Stepping out of the turbolift, he was struck afresh by the silent, derelict
condition of the bridge. In his mind's eye it was a noisy, busy, bustling
place, the hub of activity, the seat of command. Kirk smiled wryly as his
mind supplied the missing elements: Uhura, turning from her station with a
smile on her lips and a twinkle in her eye; Scotty, his hearty brogue and
laughter echoing through the ship; Sulu and Chekov, alert and ready for any
crisis at the navigation board; and Spock, over at the computer console, observing
the formal manners he always displayed on the bridge. What was that old saying,
Xirk mused, "...the smell of the greasepaint, the roar of the crowds..."

He moved around the deck, taking note of some of the improvements which
had been added after he left. Stepping down into the well, he stood by the
command chair and his fingers played over the buttons on the armrest; there
were two more there that he didn't recognize.

Gingerly he sat down, feeling as he did so, the mantle of responsibiiity
envelop him. He sat there a long time, letting his mind vroam freely over the
rewarding years of his Captaincy, the dangers and joys he'd experienced from
this chair.

He hadn't wanted another ship after the Enterprise. There had been offers,
but somehow he knew there would never be another command for him. It was wmore
than a piece of machinery, this vessel. It was the spirit, the camaraderie of
the finest Starfleet had to offer. It was te this he was saying farewell today

-- a memory cf glory, of unity without cynicism or malice.

3

.

"o .Don't let 1t be forgot...that once there
shining moment...”

was @ spot...for one brief

A sudden noise brought his head around, the long-forgotten sound stili
citing the correct response from him. The turbolift doors whished open,

el
nd he smiled fondly at the elegantly dressed Vulcan.

3.
3
3

aAnac

"Jim..." Spock said softly, surpressing an urge to say, instead, Captain.

Kirk turned back to the viewscreen. He needed to give no explanation for
resence on the bridge, nor did he require any reason why Spock had known
to find him.

T

I must be getting old, Spock,' he said lightly.

s,

The Vulcan moved down into the well, stan
g poignant familiarity.

ling at the human's side with
"No," he countered slowly. "It is a2 most natural reaction to recall past
events with a mixture of pleasure and sadness. 1 understand," he finished graveiy.

Kirk met his eyes in mute testimony, then he moved to the navigations
console. . .

"Did you know she came here under her own power, Spock? After all these
vears, she may be obsclete, but she’s still spaceworthyl?
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6 the sciencs siation,

Spock's ocvebrow rose f
and eyes. 'There have becn some changes ,”

curisusly exploring with finge:
he stated flatly.

"All things change,' Kirk echoed, with a tone Spock couldn't comprehend.
The Vulcan eyed him thoughtfully.

"Have vou ever considered returning to active duty, Jim?"

Kirk shrugged indifferently. 'There was a time -- buf then T had Aresl
arl Peter with me, and my priorities changed. WNow...I'm alone again, but
space exploration is better left to the younger men."

Spock modded. Jim Kirk would feel that way. 91
the guests are arriving. Your nephew was asking for you.
went towards the turbeolift.

s

ame to inform vou that
" Spock rose and

‘o

Kirk smiled. '"iI'm happy Peter could maks ii. Bid Btack --" The Vulcean
segative reply felled his words. There was a look of huri on Speck's face,
and Kirk moved to his side. Thev'd both known 5t ab? would not attend the nera
wony, but the forsknowledge offered little defense againet the disappeintment,
They would deal with Stack later, he knew.

"

Taking a last look at the scon-io-be-dismantied bLvidee, hie and Spowk
stepped into the turbolift together.

reated with

The hall was crowded and noisy, and The two men vers
it with his famizy,

from many quarters as they moved to their seats, Spock to
snd Kirk, between Peter and McCoy.

in a few uwoments, a hush fell over
Rear Admiral Leslie Winkins, mounted the dais.

He was not an excellent pubiic speaker, znd Kirk listensad
derailed the exploits and honors of the Enterprise and
commanders during the time she had beﬂn in active =e
officers, he launched intc a ussﬁript ve narrative of
and Starfleet at that moment in the history of the Federztion.
25 attention wandering.

. He had
4iTH unswery’

The ocrowl s on bim.




"Those of us here who served aboard her know the story that Admiral
Winkins has recounted this afternoon. We know the pride, the sense of
accomplishment we felt in being the galaxy's far-flung ambassadors of peace
and good will.

"We had our share of problems - but the Enterprise was more than just her
missions. The Enterprise that we knew cannot be recorded on memory tapes or
stored in data banks., She lives on, and will continue to live on, in our
hearts and minds, an intangible thing that will always be a part of those of
us who proudly served on her.

"We fought on the final frontier, yet the battle is still being waged --
it hasn't ended. The new ships are more sophisticated, their machinery more
polished, but courageous young men and women, like many of you here today
from the Encounter, have inherited the torch which we passed down. In the
language of your computers, Starfleet has entered Phase I of its programing.
" 'We are making improvements, we are moving ahead, but victory - victory
in this battle against the unknown - has yet to be won. Men and women still
die in space; Commodore Pavel Chekov, in command of the U.S.S. Trojan,
perished just a short while ago. He was an ensign aboard the Enterprise,
later a brilliant commander, and yet his life, like so many before him, was
given in the relentless struggle to conguer the unknowns of space.

""Peace is our mission and was our mission then. To support, aid, advise
and befriend, was then and is now, our common destiny,

"So, sing no sad songs for the Enterprise. Go boldly forth, secure in
the knowledge that you were a part of that destiny or rhat you are now willing
t¢c carry on that dream.

"Our hope, the hope of mankind, rests now on the young shoulders in this
room. Man can find his goal, his challenge out there, now as then, as they
continue the work we started. Let us go forward, my friends...,Thank you."

As the crowd moved to their feet, their emotions and force erupted into
a thunderous ovation. Vice Admiral Jensen turned to Admiral Tomas.

"It's a damn shame that man won't accept another command - look at the
power he still exerts over them.',

The short, dark Tomas nodded. "1 know. T1'11 het there's not a soul in
the place who wouldn't follow him to the gates of hell and back.”

Kirk passed the Vulcan party on his way back to his seat. He and Spock
exchanged a look of understanding and elation. They could go forward now, as
well,  Kirk caught the eye of Spock's lovely daughter and smiled at her. There
was a gleam in her eye which Kirk suspected she inherited from her father.
Perhaps Stack would not be Spock's only child to enter the space service.

Then he was back at his seat, and Peter impulsively threw an arm around
him, and hugged. Kirk returned the affection warmly, proud, so proud of his

dead brother's son.

It was over; the rest was anti-climax, and tomorrow thev would begin
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ath. Do not spologize, Jim. Your nephew is

The Vulcan let out his bre
] ¥ Kirk shook his head.

£
apparently a man who speaks his mind.
"It's not like Peter to be rude.”

"I perceive that your earlier observation was correct. Commander Kirk
does indeed seem to think very highly of Stack.” Spock turned to McCoy. ""You
were on the Encounter, Doctor. In your professional opinion, could there be
a basis for Peter's fears? Does the Captain seem disturbed?” McCoy considered
before answering.

"It's hard to say, Spock. 1 was oniy with him for a short time. I didn't
have a chance to observe him at any great length. For the most part, he seemed
perfectly adjusted, in command of the ship and himself. If he seemed a little
...detached, I credited that to his Vulcan upbringing. . Anyway, Peter and that
Doctor Harper seemed to relate well to him. Yet, there were moments when he
seemed a little tense - on edge, you know?'" He shook his head. "I'm not
sure, I couldn't put my finger on it, but there was something about his atti-
tude that bothered me..." Spock turned to Kirk.

"Jim, could this adversely affect Stack's chances to command a Zenith
ship?"

"The requirements are exacting and difficult, because the missions will
be. The slightest imbalance in emotional or psychological stability, something
that would not even be worth mentioning in a commander of an ordinary starship,
could make the difference in his ability to cope with the demands of a Zenith
ship. 1I've seen some of Stack's records, and frankly, there are some items in
them that make me uncomfortable by their implications,” Kirk said sadly. He
tried to be gentle. He knew this was hurting his friend more than the Vulcan
would ever admit, and the pain was reciprocal. "I'm not the psychiatrists,
Spock. I won't be making the final decisions, but T do know this: if Stack
has any difficulties at all, they will show up in the analysis, and, yes, they
will affect his changes.' Spock sighed and made his decision.

"Then it seems, my friends, that the time has come for a meeting between
my son and me.' :

""Spock, it could be that I also contributed in some way to Stack's problems,
If T can be of heip..." Kirk offered.

"Maybe I can coffer some objective views...'" McCoy began., At Spock's
incredulous upswept eyebrow, he amended, "I only meant..." Spock cut him off.

"Your help will be most appreciated, Jim...and yocurs, Bones.' He smiled
at McCoy.

In the next few days, the rest of the former FEnterprise crew would be gone,
returned to their individual destinies. The good-byes would be tearful, the
intentions to meet again sincere, but in a few weeks the reunion would be just
a memory. Yet, for James Kirk, Spock, and Leonard MeCoy, there was something
that still had to be done. The career of someone very important to all of them
depended on theilr abillity to correct mistakes they had made 25 years ago.

Captain Stack would have to be able to reconcile his existance, to understand
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his place in Spock's life and to learm the motivations ?hgt‘precipi§ated the
acts of the past. It was a tall order, but the responsibility for it rested
in very capable hands.

T0 BE CONTINUED. ..

Together.

A warm embrace

And two bright emiles that
Banish what is past.

The fatigue and the pain
And all time's interfering broken dreams
Are gone.

Now only love remains.

It builds and thrille

To overpower all,

To refresh even the stars

In the gentle rain of

Reunion.

~--Martha J. Bonds




REASONS

If being myself

Brings out the best in you
And makes you acheive heights
You never thought possible

Just because you knew I expected it of you,

If my presence

Can spur you into action

And make you take positive steps
Toward an ultimate, desired goal

Just because you wouldn't procrastinate with me,

If our friendship

Is the foundation upon which

You build the ivory towers

That turn daydreams into realities

Just because knowing I care gives you the courage,

Then I count my life well spent
And the reasons for my existance worthwhile.
For such effects are reciprocal

Between Thee and Me.

--Beverly Volker











