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surprise.

"Why not? They're a grand group of people. That Scotty's quite a
character...and McCoy...do you think we may be able to persuade him to come
into the Foundation, Chris? We could use him."

She laughed at his enthusiasm and disregarded his question. 'You haven't
even met them all, yet. I'm glad that Admiral Kirk will be there. The whole
thing would seem empty without him." A shadow crossed her face as she remembered

her last year on the Enterprise, after Kirk had left. Captain Locke hadn't
been too bad, but he was succeeded by Captain DeMantis, and things just went
downhill after that. :

"And your Mr. Spock. Will I like him, too, Chris?'" he asked lightly.

"No doubt you will," she replied seriously to his teasing. "One can't help
but respect Spock. I do hope he's found happiness. His daughter seems
delightful." :

"Ah, yes, T'Prett. She reminds me a little of Beth -- same serious
nature."

"Dr. Henry! We're going to be late if we keep this up!'" Christine
interrupted. '"Are you ready?"

"I've been waiting for you."

"Then, let's go." Christine took his arm and they left the suite.

"Montgomery...you'd better put that stuff away now and come get ready."

Montgomery Scott looked up from the blueprints he was studying and grinned
sheepishly at his young wife. Heather was already dressed for the reception,
looking more lovely than ever, and a fresh wave of tenderness washed over him.

""Aach, me poor bairn...have I been neglectin' you ag'in?"

She sat on his desk. 'You never neglect me, darling. You just leave me
to my own devices." She glanced curiously at the diagrams. 'Is that the new
ship design?"

"Aye. See here...the engine is 20% smaller, increasing the cargo hold
over here..." he pointed out the details to her, his enthusiasm growing.

She nodded, her hair falling against her cheeks. After patient study,
she was able to understand a little of what her husband talked about and was
proud of her knowledge. It made one more thing which they could share.

" 'Twould be nice, Montgomery, if your ships needed no engine at all,"
she teased.

"Don't laugh, lass! Ye know, I once had an opportunity to see a diagram
of a starship engine the size of a walnut! But the alien technology was far
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too advanced for us to have understood."
"Was this when you were with Starfleet?" she asked, curious.

"Aye. On the Enterprise, as a matter of fact. There were these three
aliens...'" He broke off, dismissing it. " Niver mind. 1It's too long to get
into now." The incident was still clear in his mind, though. All of his
memories of the Enterprise were quite vivid. It had been a grand adventure.

. Picking up his thoughts, Heather said quietly, '"Why did you decide to
leave Starfleet, Scotty?"

He smiled impishly. 'To be able to meet you, me darlin'!'" It had ceased
to be a grand adventure, he recalled dismally. Ten months after Kirk had left
the Enterprise, Scotty had also transferred. The new Captain had no respect
for his ship, had worked the poor engines to death and gave no consideration
to the advice of his Chief Engineer. Successive ships had been boring and
unchallenging. After five years of discontent, Montgomery Scott had retired
with twenty years service. Starfleet had offered him a command of his own
to 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
offered, giving him a nudge.

As she folded and stored the blueprints, she smiled to herself. She was
glad she had been able to talk her husband into making this trip. He worked
so hard; he needed this relaxation. She knew she couldn't get him away from
business entirely, not even for this trip, but it was better than the 12-hour
days he put in back on Orion.

Some of the tension which she had felt about this trip had dissipated
on board the Encounter. Scotty's friends had all been so sweet and charming.
But tonight would be different. Heather chewed her lip nervously, thinking
of the formal Starfleet reception, complete with military brass, ambassadors
and various dignitaries. She had performed at similar functions, in her short
career as a dancer, but she'd never been a guest at one.

She wandered into the bedroom where her husband was dressing. How elegant
he looked in his new suit trimmed with the Scott tarleton weave.

"Scotty...are you sure I look all right?'" she asked dubiously.
y g

"You'll be the bonniest lass at the ball, me dear. Don't be sellin’
yourself short, Mrs. Scott,'" he told her sternly.

She smiled at his ferocity, and he turned back to his mirror.
'"What do you think of Spock's daughter?' he asked. ''What a darlin'."

"Yes, she is. Can't say I cared much for that other Vulcan, though, that
Captain Stack. Such a cold one,'" she replied thoughtfully.

"Now, don't be judgin' the lad, Heather. 'Tisn't an easy job he's got,
commandin' a Starship. Not many man have the knack for it."
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"Like your Captain Kirk,'" she remarked lightly. She had heard so 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 fhe feel of a good officer. One look at his
engine room will tell you that." He chuckled, wryly. 'You might say that he
was born to a starship."

'"That's right - he was the baby born on the Enterprise, wasn't he - the
one 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
yesterday. Perhaps the years have allowed them to forget the tragedy of Tarra
St. John. 1 hope so, Heather."

He sat on the side of the bed, remembering the last time he'd seen Spock.
The Vulcan had looked 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. Scott. Let's go find
the party!"

Sulu groaned and rolled over. A glance at the chronometer indicated that
it was time to get up and get ready for the reception, but, first things first.

He reached over and softly ran his finger down Tani's cheek. The girl
stirred, blinked sleepily, then smiled at him with smug satisfaction.

"Hello again,' she murmured.

"Hello, yourself.'" He was glad that Mitzi had recommended he look up her
friend, Tani Collins, but he was beginning to regret tying up his afternoon this
way. Mw he'd have twice as much to do tomorrow. He sat up.

"I'm running late. I've got to get moving,'" he explained with regret.

"Will I see you tomorrow?'"

He considered. "I'm not sure. I've got a pretty tight schedule.'" Too bad
he had to combine business with the pleasure of this trip. The reception and
the ceremony tomorrow would be enjoyable affairs, but he had colony business to
attend to while he was here. There were supplies to purchase, people to see,

orders to fill. He sighed. "I'll give you a call, honey."

She accepted his statement and lay back against the pillow.

1?3



"It must be exciting to be in charge of a whole colony."

"Exciting? I suppose. It's interesting - a challenge. That's what I
enjoy." ,

'""More interesting than being in Starfleet?"

His mouth tightened. '"Safer." She looked confused; he attempted to explain.
"Look, Tani, I 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."

He broke the tension with a forced chuckle. "I guess I just love life
too much. Oh, don't misunderstand, I enjoyed my years in Starfleet, especially
when I served with Captain Kirk. He's an Admiral now, you know."

""Yes, I'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 him,
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 all 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 anyone, 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 MNew 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 New Japan as a colonist and been placed

in a position as agricultural advisor. He had thrived in the jebk, 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 f1ve years. He
was happy, he told h1mse1f wasn't he?

Tani returned from the bathroom and dressed to leave. He grinned at her,
putting his gloomy thoughts aside. "I'll try to make time for dinner tomorrow,
honey."

"It!'s fine with me, Sulu. Be a good boy...have fun at the reception,"
she remarked lightly, kissing the tip of his mose.
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"I just came to let you know I was leaving and to tell you to have a
good time tonight." The young Swahili stood in the doorway to Uhura's room.

"You could still change your mind and come with us, Cachen,'" she smiled
at her stepson.

He shook his head. '"An evening of protocol and military brass is not
my idea of entertainment. I'm going to look 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 I can join them for a session.'" Uhura grinned

at him and he kissed her lightly on the cheek.

"Don't worry. I'll be in attendance and properly impressed at the
ceremony tomorrow morning."

As the young man left, B'Hustain joined his wife from the other room of
their suite. '"Was that Cachen I heard?" he asked. Uhura nodded. "I still
think he ought to be going with us tonight."

"Nw, B'Hustain," Uhura coaxed, '"when you were his age, would you have
enjoyed a military ball with your parents?"

"I suppose not,'" he admitted. 'Where Zs he going?"
"To a place Peter Kirk told him about. They have a combo that...sounds."

B'Hustain rolled his eyes in good-natured exasperation. 'Music! It's
all that boy has in his head." '

"Well,'" Uhura smiled, "I remember a time when my head was full of music."

"I don't believe that. Any woman who serves aboard a starship, makes a
name for herself in the Federation, and finally has a command of her own, has
to have more in her head than music." He took her in his arms. '"You've been
good for Cachen...and me, too. After his mother died, I felt lost, without
purpose. Then I met you."

"You didn't look lost," Uhura objected. "In fact, I was quite impressed
by the very important passenger my ship was assigned to transport to the Quarter
Conference."

"Important to the Federation, perhaps, but very lonely. Uhura, do you ever
regret giving up your command, your career in Starfleet, to become my wife?"

She wrinkled her nose. '"Of course not. I told you then, I'd had enough
of star-hopping. It was exciting and a challenge, but not something I wanted
to spend my whole life doing. Besides, being your wife has been exciting, too."

"This reunion - decommissioning...even though the Enterprise was not the

ship you commanded, it was very special to you. I can see that, and meeting
your former crewmates, I can see it was special to them, too."
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Uhura sighed, remembering. ''Yes, it had a kind of...chemistry, you might
say...between us that I never experienced on another ship. At least that was
true while 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
Ambassador's acheivements are well known in the diplomatic corps."

"I wonder if they'll have changed. Captain Kirk was always so exuberant,
so full of confidence, and Spock was just the opposite - very profound and
unreachable and yet underneath I always suspected there was more. Tarra St. John
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 husband'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
communications officer I used to be?'" B'Hustain 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
you how important you are, how much I admire you...'" he crooned, kissing her
neck, his hands caressing.

""'Stop this,'" she teased, her mood once again becoming 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 later..." she promised. Later...but first there
was a reunion to attend.

The magic of reality swirled amid colored lights and subtlely shifting
scenes mechanically projected on the walls of the Grand Ballroom. Musicians
from all across the Federation blended their exotic instruments into a conglom-
erate 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 abundance, yet among the crowd there was no absence of civilian costumes
representing the varied cultures of the United Federation of Planets. This was
an '0Official Reception', service-style, twenty-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 Old Earth's MNval history and their early
counterparts from distant planets. She would reach her final berth among the
vessels that had become legends, with oft-told tales of heroic missions and of
the crews that sailed them.
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The reunion that had begun half a galaxy away on the Starship Encounter
continued. 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 collectively 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.

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.'
And would we want to if we could, he wondered. Perhaps...

Scotty accepted a glass from one of the circulating waiters and turned
to Uhura and Christine.

"Well, ladies, here's to Past, Present and Future.'

McCoy cleared his throat. 'What Scotty means is, that's as good an excuse
as any for a drink." The Scotsman chuckled, letting the barb go by.

"Aye. As well you know, Doctor."

"Can't say as I blame him, Doc,'" Sulu put in. "I think this stuff gets
weaker every year."

"Or your tolerance gets higher, Sulu,'" Christine teased. They all laughed
easily, a kindred sharing laughter. The gentle strains of the orchestra filled
in the passive silence, then abruptly Uhura turned toward the doorway, as some-
thing caught her eye.

"Look. Here they come!"

He arrived then, this man who had been foremost in their thoughts since
the invitations had come. It was not a grand entry heralding a conquering
hero. It was, in fact, barely noted at all, save for this cloistered group
honed to a fine degree of expectancy. For them, the rest of the room 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 erect naturally, with military
precision. Yet, he somehow managed to convey the impression of a small boy
beholding the wonder of Christmas morning. The authoritative bearing melded
in harmonious union with an impish delight. The Admiral looked insufferably
pleased with himself.

He had come alone, apparently, although it was not certain, for he was so
closely followed by the Vulcan contingent that he might have indeed been
accompanied by them.

They were an impressive group, at least to the casual onlooker - Sarek,
the human Amanda, and the Vulcan woman, T'Pania. Yet, to the former Enterprise
officers, they were obliterated by the one tall, slim Vulcan who entered beside
and perhaps half a step behind Kirk.
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Spock appeared not to have changed at all. Closer scrutiny would reveal
the subtle differences the years had wrought, but for this moment, except for
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 been his crew, and
his face lit 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.

Uhura broke away from the rest and greeted them first.

"Now the party can begin. Jim! How have you been?'" His eyes twinkled
and he took both her hands in his.

"Uhura. We miss you at Starfleet.' She smiled, pressing his hands. Then
she released him and turned slightly.

"And Mr. Spock. You've been in my thoughts.'" The Vulcan nodded.

Kirk spoke to each of them, with his typical enthusiasm and genuine
interest, and they responded, individually, to his ever charismatic personality.
They met as equals now, or so it would seem, for all could count the measure
of their acheivements by the stations they now held. Yet, the awe and respect
they still felt for this man could not be denied.

Beside him, Spock became a visual extension of the repaired symmetry.
The Vulcan's subdued demeanor indicated that the veneer was in position, the
ebulent human-ness of earlier meetings concealed by the stoic facade of his
race. It was as it should be, always had been. Kirk smiling amiably, Spock,
quiet and attentive.

The intimacy once shared and long-ago buried, now surfaced in conversation
that was both eager and comfortable. They were bound by a past that was an
integral part of what each had become, a bond of remembered dreams and antici-
pated goals forged in the fires of adventure and nurtured in accepted loyalty
and trust A starship runs on loyalty. That lovely, silver lady that had warped
her way into their souls, could still evoke a devotion that summoned them to
a gathering on her behalf, transcending time and distance. More than an expertly
designed piece of machinery, the Enterprise had been a living, breathing entity,
filled with the spirit and essence of those who served aboard her. One by one,
she adopted the multi-faceted characteristics of her crew, until she evolved
into her own personality. They had fallen in love with her - the man on the
bridge and the man in the engine room, the science officer, the doctor and nurse,
the communications officer and the helmsman.

"Aye, the Enterprise was a lovely lady, indeed,' Scott was reminiscing,
"the finest starship in the fleet."

"Scotty's never-ending love affair with the Enterprise,' McCoy teased,
"there'll never be another like her."

"At least not for him,'" Kirk added.

"Oh, ho,'" Scott retorted, "I'm rememberin' a certain Captain who seemed
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to think that the Enterprise belonged to him.'" Kirk's eyes grew wistful.
"She was special, wasn't she? We...all felt it, knew it..."
McCoy nodded. 'They don't build them that way anymore, Jim."

"Doctor, you are a sentimentalist,' Spock told him. 'Starfleet is still
producing highly efficient and excellently designed vessels with advances that..."
McCoy groaned.

""Oh, knock it off, Spock,'" he cut in. 'You're not fooling anyone. You
were just as attached to the Enterprise as the rest of us. Seems I remember.. .

"Doctor McCoy, my personal attachment for the Enterprise does not alter
the fact that Starfleet <8 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 be the ultimate in up-to-date technology.'" The Scotsman's face
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 research, extend the reaches
of the Federation farther than any other vessels have previously done. They'll

-be manned by a crew selectively chosen for their abilities and capabilities.
They will engage in high risk missions, but the element of risk will be
minimized by pre-training and testing."

"Sounds like you know a lot about it, Admiral,'" Uhura wondered.

"I've been working with the program, screening personnel, some psyco-testing.
As a matter of fact, the Encounter will be one of the six ships. She was
built for that purpose and work will begin to modify her engines and computer
banks."

"Then Captain Stack will be in command of one of those ships,'" Christine
enthused. Kirk threw a glance at Spock.

""None of the personnel is definite, yet. All the testing has to be
completed,'" he explained. "Of course, Starfleet would like to keep the crews
as much intact as possible."

News of the Zenith ships was exciting to these interested and informed
people, but they talked of other things, too. There was so much catching up
to do, so much sharing. However, protocol and obligations demanded that they
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
eyes would meet, sparkle with the recognition and understanding born of an
indefinable tie that bound them together. Seven individuals, functioning
separately, yet for this time-out-of-time, part of a greater whole, not unlike
the cryptic creatures of Deneva.
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Spock was involved in what appeared to be an informative discussion with
one of the representatives from a newly admitted Federation planet. Kirk, for
the moment unattached, located a vacant chair and claimed it for a brief respite.
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 Kirk's chair, handing him one of the glasses.

"Something to relax the tonsils while relaxing the feet,'" he quipped.
"Having a good time, Jim?" Kirk grinned up at him.

"It's quite a party, isn't it, Bones?'" He raised his glass. 'To Reunions."

"It's a good thing they don't happen too often,'" McCoy retorted gruffly,
touching his glass to Kirk's.

Just then, Spock approached them. He had finished his conversation and
apparently had some information he wished to convey. He stood opposite McCoy,
looking down at Kirk.

"Admiral, are you aware that Starfleet plans to establish a military base
on the new Federation planet, Holos?'" he asked, coming right to the point.
McCoy shook his head.

""Spock, do you still always talk business at a party? Haven't you learned
yet to relax?" '

"Being a Federation Ambassador, I have learmed, 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 to answer
Spock's question.

"1 have heard some talk of it," he said, 'but nothing final."

"Holos' representative indicated that his people are somewhat upset by
the plans.”

"Hmmnn, that could affect diplomatic relations," Kirk mused. ''I think
Uhura mentioned that she and her husband had been out to Holos recently.'" He
leaned forward to call her attention. The Bantu woman was seated alone against
the wall, just to his right.

"Uhura,'" he alerted, 'you were recently on Holos. What feelings did the
inhabitants communicate about Starfleet's proposed military base?"

"They're not pleased about it, Admiral," she answered. 'They are afraid
that infiltration of service personnel and equipment will alter their lifestyle.
It's basically an agricultural planet." Sulu, who had been standing slightly
in front of Kirk, overheard the conversation and turned to face him.

"A military establishment would also mean weapons,' he put in. 'The
inhabitants have lived in a peaceful state for quite a while. They see the
base as making them a prime target for any hostile nations that wander their
way."

"But the base is not intended for that purpose,' Kirk explained, "and the
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installation 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 looked 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 8 on the outer rim of Federation territory, and one
of the farthest points 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 implications.

"Holos has requested admittance to the Federation before, Doctor, as far
back as when Sarek was ambassador. In the light of current events, the sudden
interest in that planet does seen rather indicative of some motivation."

"Well, 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 are 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.

"Now, there's a thought...Excuse me, gentlemen,'" he said, his eye roving
across the room, "I think it's aboot time I rescued me darlin' Heather from
Commodore Harkins. She's been polite to him long enough." He headed away.
Sulu, too, turned back to the group he had been conversing with, and B'Hustain
arrived to claim Uhura's attention.

"Sure looks 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
nurse, 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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"The personnel on the Zenith sh1ps .they will have to meet some very
specialized requirements."

"It's going to be tough."

"Jim," Spock suddenly asked earnestly, ''do you think Stack has the quali-
fications? Can he make it?" Kirk shrugged.

"I don't know, my friend." A shadow seemed to cross the festive moment.
"I'm just not sure.'" Their gazes touched and acknowledged the shared apprehension.
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
kaleidoscope of sensations. The perimeter of stimuli faded until only one
impression survived and focused on the incredibility of the situation.

Admiral James T. Kirk had said farewell to his Enterprise twenty-five years
ago. He had expected never again to see his crew as one. Yet, tonight the
impossible had happened. The years had slipped away and they had been rejoined
by a common allegiance. Tomorrow he would say goodbye for a second and final
time. Tomorrow there would be new horizons to seek.

Tonight -- the Captain of the Enterprise nudged his First Officer.

"C'mon, Spock. We're wasting time standing here. Let's go find the action!"

Iv.

It was late afternoon aboard the Encounter, although it was morning below
on 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 who had come to know and respect the passengers
they had transported.

Commander Peter Kirk was in his quarters, arranging the uncomfortable
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, heé 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 to
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
a child, in those horrible, uncertain days after his parents' death. Even now,
he could recall his uncle's gentleness, his understanding 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 precluded his granting Peter the necessary
leave.

His thoughts halted at the reference to Stack. His Captain could be very
obtuse at times. Mw, for instance. Stack was unequivocably refusing to
attend the decommissioning ceremony. It bothered Peter; he couldn't accept it.

The cabin buzzer sounded. He knew who it was before the doors swished
open. 'Come on 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 know 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. Sometimes you tend to forget he's a 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.

"Doctor 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. 1'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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from exotic worlds visited. Doc't arguments echoed in his mind, but gave him
no peace. Doc didn't understand what this mission was doing to Stack - not
completely. Peter, though, knew the pressure his captain was feeling at this
time, and that his self-enforced isolation was his way of raising a shield
against the emotions he fought so hard to deny.

He left the cabin and headed down the corridor toward the transporter
room. As he approached the Captain's quarters, he hesitated, then impulsively
rang the buzzer.

The door slid aside and he was greeted with a clipped, "Come,'" from
within. The room 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
looked up, flicking off the screen as Peter entered.

"Mister Kirk. I thought you would have beamed aboard the Enterprise by
this time."

"I'm on my way now. I stopped to ask if you might not reconsider your
decision not to attend."

The Captain shook his head. '"I'm afraid that is impossible."

Peter had expected that. Frustration at the Vulcan's stubbornness
welled up in him and he forgot for a moment that the friend seated before him
was also his commanding officer.

"Why is it impossible?' he demanded. 'This is an official Starfleet
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
back to the human. His turmoil was apparent and Peter cursed Starfleet for
putting nis friend in this position. Stack's absence at the ceremony would
be noted by those who mattered. Part of a starship captain's duty, no matter
how routine it seemed, was to maintain good diplomatic relations. Some of
the Federation's highest officials would be present. His own father was the
Federation ambassador from Vulcan and a former Starfleet Commander...

Peter approached his friend and spoke quietly. "I understand. I know
you didn't want this assignment, but Starfleet didn't give you a choice. You
know how important this could be. There will be others there besides your
father..."

"And your uncle.'" Stack turned to face him, the pain visable on his
usually expressionless face. Peter's face echoed his Captain's sadness.

"It really hurts that much, doesn't it?"

"Pain is a relative thing.'" Stack's voice was husky. "On Vulcan, we
learn to control it, both the physical and the emotional. It is...our way."

"Damn Spock!' Peter spat angrily.
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The Vulcan lifted an eyebrow in surprise at Peter's uncharacteristic
outburst. '"No, Peter. My father can no more help being what he is than I
can be other than what I am. We are both victims of our circumstances. And,
if our ways cannot meet, it is unfortunate, but nevertheless unalterable."
He looked fondly at the one man in the universe for whom he could admit
friendship. 'Do not suffer so for me. You and Admiral Kirk are very close.
It is a thing in which you should rejoice."

"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
he 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,
so that only the present held reality, only this time and this ship. Vulcan
and its people were far away. Yet that was not entirely true. Part of Vulcan
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.

"I've got to be going now, Stack. You'll be all right?" Soft hazel eyes,
filled with compassion, met the Vulcan's deep brown ones. They showed resigna-
tion and understanding acceptance of his decision. 'Doc and I will represent
the Encounter for you."

Stack nodded, drawing a deep breath. '"Very well." Peter squeezed his
arm with a firm pressure, then turned. Stack watched his First Officer leave,
then stood clenching his fists tightly. 1In his mind, he repeated the litany
over and over, "I am a Vulean...I can control...my emotions...I am...a...
VULCAN!"

VII.

Admiral James T. Kirk stepped on the platform of the base transporter.
Rubbing the sleep from his eyes, he reflected that morning was a hell of a
time to hold the ceremony -- especially after the reception last night.

He had arrived early for the ceremony because he wanted a few last minutes
aboard by himself, 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 mind as the dematerialization was commenced.

The process was over, and he stood in the now-deserted main transporter
room of the U S.S. Enterprise. Moving slowly, he drifted aimlessly through
the vessel, a sense of pride in her filling his heart. She had made it here
under her own steam. After all those years in drydock, she had responded
beautifully when Starfleet sent a team of engineers aboard to overhaul the
engines and re-program the computers, and she hummed again with a spaceworthi-
ness that would have made any Captain proud.
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She was old, she was obsolete; 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
junior officers were setting up the chairs and speakers' platforms, readying
the 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.

"Carry on,'" he waved them off cheerfully. They resumed their tasks with
slightly less ebullience, and one young man approached him hesitantly.

"Aren't you Admiral Kirk?' he asked. At Kirk's friendly nod of admission,
he went on. '"You were one of the Enterprise captains, weren't you, sir?"

"Yes, Ensign. Many years ago."
Relaxing under the kindly eyes, the young man beamed conspiratorily.
""Gee, sir, it must have been rough back then, piloting a ship with such limited

capabilities."

Kirk 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 look. ''Safe trip?"

"Well, yes, but..."

"She's not such a dinosaur, Ensign,'" he cut him off sharply. 'Not at all."

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 conscious 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 benches to the arrangement of tables in the rec rooms, the unchanged
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noise of the turbolift assailed his senses, flooding 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,
Kirk 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 responsibility
envelop him. He sat there a long time, letting his mind roam 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 more
than a piece of machinery, this vessel. It was the spirit, the camaraderie of
the finest Starfleet had to offer. It was to this he was saying farewell today

-- a memory of glory, of unity without cynicism or malice.

"...Don't let it be forgot...that once there was a spot...for one brief
shining moment..."

A sudden noise brought his head around, the long-forgotten sound still
eliciting the correct response from him. The turbolift doors whished open,
and he smiled fondly at the elegantly dressed Vulcan.

"Jim..." Spock said softly, surpressing an urge to say, instead, Captain.

Kirk turned back to the viewscreen. He needed to give no explanation for
his presence on the bridge, nor did he require any reason why Spock had known
where to find him.

"I must be getting old, Spock,'" he said lightly.

The Vulcan moved down into the well, standing at the human's side with
a poignant familiarity.

"No," he countered slowly. "It is a most natural reaction to recall past
events with a mixture of pleasure and sadness. I understand,'" he finished gravely.

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
years, she may be obsolete, but she's still spaceworthy!"
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Spock's eyebrow rose. '"Indeed?'" He went to the science station,
curiously exploring with fingers and eyes. 'There have been some changes,"
he stated flatly.

""All things change," Kirk echoed, with a tone Spock couldn't comprehend.
The Vulcan eyed him thoughtfully.

"Have you ever considered returning to active duty, Jim?"

Kirk shrugged indifferently. 'There was a time -- but then I had Areel
and Peter with me, and my priorities changed. Now...I'm alone again, but
space exploration is better left to the younger men.'

Spock nodded. Jim Kirk would feel that way. '"I came to inform you that
the guests are arriving. Your nephew was asking for you.' Spock rose and
went towards the turbolift.

Kirk smiled. '"I'm happy Peter could make it. Did Stack --'" The Vulcan's
negative reply felled his words. There was a look of hurt on Spock's face,
and Kirk moved to his side. They'd both known Stack would not attend the cere-
mony, but the foreknowledge offered little defense against the disappointment.
They would deal with Stack later, he knew.

Taking a last look at the soon-to-be-dismantled bridge, he and Spock
stepped into the turbolift together.

The hall was crowded and noisy, and the two men were greeted with animation
from many quarters as they moved to their seats, Spock to sit with his family,
and Kirk, between Peter and McCoy.

In a few moments, a hush fell over the assemblage as the first speaker,
Rear Admiral Leslie Winkins, mounted the dais.

He was not an excellent public speaker, and Kirk listened tediously as he
detailed the exploits and honors of the Enterprise and her varied crews and
commanders during the time she had been in active service. To benefit the junior
officers, he launched into a descriptive narrative of the ways of space flight
and Starfleet at that moment in the history of the Federation. Kirk soon found
his attention wandering.

He was snapped back as he heard Winkins say, '"...a man who commanded her
during those turbulent years. Admiral James T. Kirk -- '" All heads swivelled
in his direction--"...Would you care to make a few remarks, Admiral?'" As the

audience hailed the offer with applause, Kirk rose uncertainly. He had not
expected to be called on to speak, but he met the challenge with unswerving
confidence.

Kirk mounted the dais and shook hands with Winkins, who then backed up and
took a seat. Kirk stood silently, looking about him as his audience settled
down and then, smiling fondly, he said softly, '"She really is a 'grand old lady',
isn't she?"

The crowd stirred under his gentle voice, their eyes riveted on him.
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"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 II 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 conquer 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 Fhat you are now willing
to 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. "I know. 1I'l1 bet 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 they would begin
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the dismantling of the Enterprise.

",...Don't let it be forgot...that once there was a spot...for one brief
shining moment...that was known as Cemelot!..."

VIII .

The Starship Encounter, in orbit, could be seen from the observation deck
viewscreen of the Enterprise. Jim Kirk caught his breath at the awesome sight,
silver and sleek against the star-dotted blackness.

""She's beautiful, isn't she?' Peter asked proudly. Kirk nodded, sharing
his nephew's feeling. "I wish you could come aboard, Jim.'" Kirk sighed.

"Perhaps your Captain Stack has had enough of visiting brass by this time,"
he answered tactfully, not needing to explain his true reluctance to tour
Peter's ship. They both knew that Stack preferred not to see James Kirk, and
neither wanted to cause the young Captain any unnecessary discomfort. He was
going to have enough problems with all the psycho-testing and probing he had
facing him.

"I know Stack understands that I'd like you to see the ship, He's very
proud of her, too, though he won't admit it, of course." Peter grinned, 'You
ought to know the feeling."

"Your uncle knows all about feelings," a voice from behind quipped. ''low
this Vulcan here could use some lessons in that department.'  Peter and Kirk
turned to face McCoy and Spock. Kirk watched, surprised, as Peter suddenly
stiffened, glaring at Spock as he approached. The young man's voice was ice.

'"Very astute, Doctor -- and very correct.' He turned to his uncle,
"I've got to get back to the ship, Jim., 1I'll see you again before we leave.
We'll be in orbit for several more days.'" He was obviously quite anxious to
get away now that Spock had arrived. Kirk was confused by Peter's behavior
toward the Vulcan.

""Peter, what is this...' he began, but Spock, sensing Kirk's anguish,
interupted.

"Have I offended you, Commander?'" he asked directly.

"Offended me? N, nothing so civilized, Ambassador. It's my Captain I'm
concerned about. You see, he didn't attend a function where his presence was
expected today, because of you. He has some other problems that he has to live
with, because of you, and if that affects his chances to command a Zenith ship,
if he loses the Encounter...well, I care very much about that and about him.
But you wouldn't understand, would you, Mr. Spock? Messing up people's lives
seems to be your specialty.' He threw a glance at Kirk, then turned and angrily
strode away, leaving the three older men speechless at his outburst. After a
few seconds, Kirk broke the awkward silence.

"Spock, I'm sorry," he said miserably. "I don't understand."
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The Vulcan let out his breath. '"Do not épologize, Jim. Your nephew is
apparently a man who speaks his mind.'" Kirk shook his head.

"Tt'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. I was only 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. I'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 I 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 help..." Kirk offered.

""Maybe I can offer 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 yours, Bones." He smiled
at McCoy.

In the next few days, the rest of the former Enterprise 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 McCoy, there was something
that still had to be done. The career of someone very important to all of them
depended on their ability 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 learn the motivations that precipitated the
acts of the past. It was a tall order, but the responsibility for it rested
in very capable hands.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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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 thrills

To overpower all,

To refresh even the stars
In the gentle rain of

Reunion.

--Martha J.
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inner self, while you keep as a secret that which s within you. But in
your secrecy there is a sort of virtue.

KAHLIL GIBRAW
RPN R AR AP RN

THE LANGUAGE OF FRIENDSHIP IS NOT WORDS, BUT MEANINGS.
IT IS AN INTELLIGENCE ABOVE LANGUAGE.

Thoreau
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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
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