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AUTHOR’S

PREFACE

Jacqueline

Lichtenberg

To all of the many Kraith Fans who have asked for the works
of the Kraith series between two covers: I am relieved to be
able to put these volumes in your hands.

Yes, relieved-—-your many letters, each in its own way
denonstarting eagerness, have made me feel ‘as if my inability to
provide copies for you were a failure of shameful magnitude. You
have brought me to understand how very much you have wanted Kraith
tc be collected. Now, we may all thank our editors, publishers,
and devoted Kraith Creators for making this volume available.

'
However, due to the size of the Kraith Series, and due to
the fact that the Series isn't complete yet, what you hold in
your hands is only the beginning of Kraith Collected. Future
volumes will bring you both stories which occur later in the
Series, and stories which occur between the stories in this volume.

For those of you who are not familiar with the many'sca?tered
pilieces of the Kraith Series, I will attempt to "summarize the history
and underlying substance of the Series.

Ostensibly, the Kraith Series is just another Spock-gets-
married Series. 1In actual fact, .this aspect of the plot is only
incidental (an important incident, but only incidental).

I began REMOTE CONTROL in 1968... but I got pregnant, so
it wasn't finished until December of 1969. By the time it was
finished, there was no serious market, so I submitted it to Ruth
Berman's T-Negative. She liked the story enough to xerox herself
a copy and she returned it with a request that I rewrite it into
narrative. I refused on the grounds that the story was structured
for video and could not make a satisfactory narrative. However,
I had been deeply entertained by T-Negative all during my
incapacitation and I wanted to contribute. I was afraid that
cancellation would cause T-Negative and all the other fanzines to
fold. .

Therefore, I decided to pull out some of my script outlines
and see if I could rework them into narrative. It would be about
the same amount of work as was necessary to convert REMOTE CONTROL

into narrative... and there was no more market for scripts.

I cast about and discovered that I had now gained the
freedom to use some really radical ideas about Vulcan in narrative
form. I had developed these ideas privately over the past seasons
but felt that they were not potentially commercial despite their
obvious truth. I had some misgivings about whether fandom would
be able to accept anything so radical, but I judged that, if there
were to be no more new shows, it was time to infuse some new blood
into fanzines. I resolved to use some of my tame, commercial
ideas mixed with some wild surmises that I felt had dramatic
presence enough to be interesting.

I had been reading a great deal in STrekzines that supported’
notions in sharp opposition to my conceptions. I resolved to make
my story into a counter statement, proving once and for all that
the johnny-one-notes of fandom had been blind to reality. If my
story, served no other purpose, it would stir up enough controversy
to spark some original thinking which had been conspicuously
absent. .

Therefore, with the zeal of a true crusader, I set about
constructing my single story which was to be my only contribution
to STrekdom. I pulled out a set of index cards headed "The Kraith
Challace". I had done this outline with commercial script writing
in mind. It dated from just after I had seen AMOK TIME and
incorporated only a few vague ideas and very little that was new
or startling. I then cast around for supporting detail. I pulled
out the cards stapled to that card, shuffled them around, and a
story began to take shape. The orignal script had been planned
as a three part episode of deep drama. My story would center on
the middle of those three parts. The working title was THE
AFFIRMATION.

I set to work outlining and drafting. It took only a few
weeks and by the next time I heard from Ruth, I had the thing
nearly done. -<Shortly after that, I mailed it off, certain it
would never be accepted because it was so far out. Ruth, however,
liked it enough to publish it.

But then I began thinking... now what am I going to do?
This story will be published and people will be loosing sleep over
"what happened to Sarek?". I re-read AFFIRMATION and stewed and
stewed. There was no overt clue in AFFIRMATION about what would
happen to Sarek. I'd meant the story to give enough basie infor-
mation for any intelligent reader to figure out all the rest of
the Series... that way I wouldn't have to bother writing it.

But my conscience wouldn't let me rest. So, one night,
I sat down and pulled out the old outlines and constructed MISSION.
I decided to re-title THE AFFIRMATION SPOCK'S AFFIRMATION. Then
SPOCK"S MISSION would be number two in the series and the other
stories will all be titled Spock's somethingorother, if Ruth didn't
think that was too cutie-cute. Ruth liked the idea and the
convention was established.

However, as I finished MISSION, [ began to realize that



it wasn't possible to say ina few words enough to tie down my
whole concept of what Vulcans are. I knew what I wanted to say,
but the readers wouldn't. I had raised questions that I hadn't
even hinted at the answers to. I knew the answers, but a reader
mlg}:‘t develope his own very different answers and spoil the whole
Kraith idea for himself. My text books insisted that unanswered
questions were dirty pool.

I gave in gracefully to the inevitable. I sat down and
mapped out the entire series to Kraith VI... and eventually
decided that I'd have to end the monster... so to Kraith VIII.
Since the main series would never cover everything I had in mind,
I decided that Mark Twain had had the right idea. I made room
in the series for the subordinate stories: IA, etc., ITIA etc..
It took several months to tie down all the major decision-points
and "finalize" my master plan for the series. 1In fact, it still
isn't absolutely immutable. If anothexr Kraith Creator comes up
with a better idea than I've been using, and it isn't too late,
then I can still make some changes to accomodate these ideas.

I don't feel that this method of sneaking Xraith into the
literature is terribly underhanded. fThe concepts are radical and
very strange. Not one in five hundred would be able to accept
them. I feel there is justification for holding back, information
until the groundwork has been laid. This accomplishes not only
the gentle introduction, but it also increases the value of youxr
fanzine. STrekzines cost too much. If you can get nine hours of
entertainment by rereading a fanzine several times, and if each
rereading is more entertaining than the last (instead of less),
is that not sound economics? I feel that television should try
to use this method to beat the squeeze. Since every series must
make fewer episodes, make each episode designed to be reviewed
in the same way that Kraith is designed to be reread.

One of my primary objections to the way the Star Trek script
writers worked pertains to the disconnected, or "episodic®, format.
Since each episode had to be complete in itself, and since it was
not supposed to matter in what order they were seen, the writers
were limited to a simple "I came, I saw, I conquered" sequence
wherein the Enterprise blunders into a situation, sizes it up for
two acts, and then solves it in the final act. Kraith departs
from this by deepening the significance of every detail.

In this effort, Kraith is not entirely successful. The
Kraith Critics complain constantly about many aspects of Kraith,
but they are inly groping blindly after the reasons for their own
didlike of the series. Perhaps the real, primary objection of
those who dislike Kraith is simply that the Kraith Series tries
to do too much, and in doing so becomes very difficult to understand.

For this reason, we have included in this volume some of
the supplementary non-fiction which pertains to those stories in
this volume. (Space limitations forced us to cut out much of this.
See the Kraith Writer's Manuel and the bibliography for more
information. ed.) By careful reading of this non-fiction, and by

careful thought about the correlations between the fiction and
the non-fiction, the reader will be able to discern the overall
direction of the series.

The Kraith Critics complain that the Kraith Spock differs
far too much from the aired Spock. Xraith fans claim that the
Kraith Spock is closer to their own conception of Spock than any-
other fannish Spock. Before Kraith, these two types of fans did
not know that thier concepts of Spock differed so very much, and
they did not know in what way their concepts differed.

Now we have several very good writers engaged in the probing
of their differences between the Kraith conception of Spock and
their own conceptions of him. Gradually, the areas of disagreement
are becoming more and more clearly defined. If Kraith does nothing
else, it has served its purpose.

But there is one more thing that Kraith might suceed in
doing. And that is to point out a choice which the creators of
aired-Star Trek apparently didn"t realize they had. Star Trek
was created to be the vehicle of Zeal science fiction before the
mass audience. To do this Star Trek drew upon the entire body |
of science fiction, extracting a theme here, a character there,
an idea somewhere else, and blending them all into a very unoriginal
yet new whole. But aired-Star Trek did not go far enough in doing
this.

Kraith tries to take another step along this road. Kraith
draws upon the entire body of science fiction, and applies certain
basic principles to Star Trek in order to discuss in the science
fiction-mode many.of the very crucial gquestions of today.

In future volumes. of this Collected edition of Kraith, I
will attempt to demonstrate how each element incorporated into
Kraith was selected, and I will show you where the elements came
from.

The creators of aired Star Trek may not have realized
they could have used Star Trek to tell a much larger story than
they did tell. Xraith chooses to tell such a story, and in doing
so, Kraith departs somewhat from the established format. But also,
it blazes a trail for future fan-series' authors because, by merley
altering the chosen ingredients, other equally significant stories
can be told.

For the purposes of Kraith, I chose to tell a story on a
galactic scale-~—-a story of herces, of love, of friendship, and
of vast sweeping events of galactic politics set agianst an inter-
cultural clash, the echoes of which will take centuries to die
down.

The essence of the drama unfolding before the Kraith reader
is the disruptive collision between the pre-Federation Vulcan
culture and the human-dominated Federation culture. Before the
reader's eye, these two cultures are brought into direct conflict.

But then, the sub-plots begin to unfold, and other conflicts tak.
shape. The conflict between "modern” Vl'xlcan culture and the ©

Federation-polluted Vulcan culture errupts in Krait: '
T ° P ith IIXI, SPOCK'S

FEDERA’{.‘ION CEN‘I‘ENNIAL begins to reveal the state of the
.whole.Fed'ex:atJ.on with regard to changing cultural standards. Here
the line is drawn between the humans and the non-humans with the
Vulcans céught in the middle---for it will be on Vulecan that the
drama.ultmately works itself out. In this story we encounter
our first Vulcan defector--- but he is certainly not the only
Vulcan who sees the situation differently from the majority of
Vulcans. (FEDERATION CENTENNIAL will be published by us sometime
in the future. Meanwhile, Regina Marvinny should have it out
shortly. ed.)

Ruth Berman's character, S'Darmeg, is another example of
a.Vulcan of the I.craith univers'e who is péepared to step fgr out-
side of tl:le Trgdltion to accomplish his ends. He is not alone.
If\nd his like will become more frequent as the whole situation

erments.

Ruth was the first to sum up the essence of the Kraith
Series with the observation that the real hero of these stories
is not Spock but the Vulcan culture. It isn't the "modern"
Vulcan culture, the Reform culture, that is the hero of the series,
rather it is what this culture ought to become that is the hero.
And_the Vulecan culture is only one of the protagenists of the
series.

Many people have said that I, personally, like the Reform
Vulcan Culture of Surak's Construct. I don‘t believe this is so.
If it were, why would I go to such lengths to change iLt? In
Kraith, this artificial culture is brought into sharp conflict
with a) the human-dominated Federation Culture, b) the Romulan
Culture (Kraith VII), c) the Ellog Culture (Kraith VvI.and VII)-—-
and ultimately with itself. Each collision changes the values
of the Reform Culture so that we have sub-conflicts raging between
various segments of Vulcan Culture itself.

In fictional terms, this translates into a conflict between
spock and McCoy, between Spock and Kirk, and hetween a changed
(or slowly evolving) Spock and various segments of Vulcan culiture
as it too changes (such as §'Darmeg). The guestion always before
the reader of the Kraith Series is, "Is this right? oOr should
another path be chosen?" That is an uncomfortable question, a
question which drives down deep to the very fundament of our own
ethical structure--- and that kind of question can make people
acutely uncomfortable, and violently opposed to any story that
asks it. That, more than anything, may be the source of the
discomfort which some readers feel with the Kraith Spock.

Kraith Critics claim that the Kraith Spock is not the aired
Spock which they saw with their own eyes. When the Kraith Spock
says or does something “uncharacteristic", the tendency is to
reject the Kraith Spock as invalid. That is the easy way out of
a moral dilemma of staggering proportions. The more intensely
one dislikes Kraith, the more interesting the series should become,
at least until an exact definition of the reasons why one dislikes
Kraith can be formulated.

For those Kraith Critics who can produce such a formulation,
we offer these pages as a platform for discussion from which all
of us will benefit. XKraith Collected is intended to gather all
the views of Kraith. None who can meet the standards of crafts-
manship will be barred from expressing their views---in whatever
form they choose. Ruth Berman has chosen to criticise Kraith in
fictional form, and the adventures (or mis-adventures) of her
character, S'Darmeg, have already contributed to and changed the
Kraith Series by being incorporated into the canon.

Joyce Yasner has chosen to criticise Kraith by attacking
it via its litery merits, and we sincerely hope to bring you her
article in the next volume. She and Devra Langsam have formulated
several ideas about the nature of the differences between the
Kraith Spock and the aired Spock which they believe account for
the dislike of the Kraith Spock among some readers. Devra says,
among other things, that the more Spock triumphs, the less inter-
esting he is.

Obviously, some readers do not react this way. In fact,

"some of the reactions are the exact opposite. Perhaps some of

the magnetism of the Kraith Spock lies in the fact that Kraith
allows some of his greatness to be realized while at the same time
frustrating other aspects of his abilities. Could it be that some
readers find exhilaration in watching a Spock meeting challenges
which match his abilitiés, while other readers prefer to watch a
Spock who is never’ called upon to stretch to the ultimate of his
capabilities? - '

That seems possible. But. it is more likely that the two
groups of readers mexely interpret Kraith differently. The blame
for’ the ambiguity, of course, lies solely with me. Kraith is
exceedingly diffucult to understand. If I were doing it over from
scratch, I would do it somewhat differently. The reader reaction
to Kraith has taught me a great deal about the writing profession.
Yet there remains much more to learn.

I hope that each reader of this collection will write me
a letter of comment detailing his positive, and especially negative,
reactions to each facet of the series. I may not be able to answer
each one individually, but I never fail to learn from such criticism.
I am always glad to help with the details of a Kraith story in the
making, and to review the final manuscript.

Live Long and Prosper

Jacqueline Lichtenberg




EDITOR'S PREFACE

The £irst question thar anyone will ask upon seeing this volume, will,
in all probability, be, "Why on earth, or anywhere else, would anyone want to
re-publish all the Kraith?" If your objections are on moral grounds, I refer
you to the Author's preface. If, however, ycu are a pragmatist, who happened
to like Kraith, and consider only the time and money that went into this volume,
then obviously you have never had the urge to share Kraith, For some reason
wmy not-too-ardent ox anti-Trek friends blanche when I hand them a stack of fan-
zines about two feet high. Even when I explain that the Kraith stories that I
have been raving about constitute only a tiny fraction of the wordage that I am
handing them, they still tend to reject my earnest efforts to introduce them to
serious STrekdom.

For this I can hardly blame them. (Have you ever tried lugging all of
Kraith around? So what if there are eleven T-Negatives without Rraith. You
think I'm going to unbind them Ffor the six that do?!) Now that Kraith has been
collected, you may present your skeptical (eager) friends, family and acquaintances
with only a set of slim volumes. This should do wonders for their minds and
your back.

1 say "set of slim volumes" because eventually there will be more.
Volume II will probably be Federation Centennial. Volume III will contain Kraith
IV, V, and VI and the apprpriate sub-stories. Volume IV will have Kraith VII
and VIII and more sub-stories. There may also be several supplements to Kraith
Collected containing the sub-stories that go between the main stories in the
earlier volumes that are not yet written. The final number of volumes in ;
Kraith Collected depends only on the prolificity of the Kraith Authors. I hope,
sometime in the future, to be able to offer an expandible binder with "Kraith
Collected" on the cover, in which you can preserve your volumes.

Because Kraith is a growing, dynamic series, its numbering system gets
more complex by the minute. Originally, Kraith was mapped out as eight novellas,
of which, to date, five have been written, numbered consecutively as Kraith I,
Kraith II, etc.. However, when Jacqueline realized that she couldn't say all
she wanted about Vulean in the main stories, she began writing sub-stories that
were fitted into the chronology as Kraith XA, Kraith IIC, etc.. Pre-Kraith
stories that were formulated on basically the same background are numbered AT,
BI, etc.. Eventually, other authors began writing Kraith stories that happened
simultaneously with other Kraith stories. These are numbered as Kraith aIlc,
etc.. If you are confused as to how the Kraith numbering system works, I
suggest that you examine the Kraith bibliography at the back of this 'zine.
There, the sterivs are numbered and listed in chronological order.

I was first introduced to the Kraith series at Fan Fair III in Toronto
in the summer of 1970. T-Nepative 8 had just come out. I read “Spock's
Affirmation" in the Minneapolis in '74 con suite, and spent about a half hour
arguing Spock's fertility with Devra Langsam; she on.the affirmative. But T
didn't get around to writing Jacqueline until the next spring. As T recall,
my major question in that first letter was, "Why hadn't Sarek Affirmed the Con-
tinuity?" At that time, I thought that missing an Affirmation was like missing
a train -~ you took the next one and apologized for heing late. And since
Sarek had probably Affirmed when he was fifty-ish, what was all the fuss about?

With patience, grace, tact, and at incredible length she answered all my questions,

brought new points to my attention, and made the Kraith series a thoroughly
enjoyable experience. Through our correspondance I learned to appreciate the
incredible amount of detail that went into the background against which Kraith
is set, and I was taught to watch for the nuances that revecal, and hide, so
much.

But now the volume af her correspondance has grown so astronomically
that if she took the time to bring each questioner through Kraith, as she did
with me, personally and at length, she would have noc time to write Kraith or
anything else.

Therefore, to facilitate the assimilation of Kraith and to provide a
workshop for all those people who would like to create Kraith themselves,
Jacqueline has suggested that a Kraith Creators Manual be puhlished. The Manual
will contain all of Jacqueline's short articles, both the previously published
and Lhe unpublished, which will provide much needed background material for
those of us who have a demon on our backs and an intense need to communicate
through Kraith. It will also contain much information of intreSc to the general
reader (on the assumption that anyone who buys Kraith must be a [anatic in the
first place ).

Story ideas for the Kraith series can be submitted to the Creators Manual
in summary form by those who do not feel they can do the writing themselves.
Letters of criticism and comment will be included at the discretion of the
editor. Submissions should be typed double-spaced on 81/2" x 11" paper and
sent to Jacqueline (9 Maple Terrace, Monsey, N.Y., 10952). A carbon copy, Lf
possible, should be sent to me. For inclusion in the Kraith chronolngy, send
a copy of the outline, or a description of the story, to Jacqueline and she
will assign a series number to it.

In future volumes of Kraith Collected, I hope to be able to include an
original story by every Kraith Creator. Volume one has only one original story,
“A Matter of Priority" by Anna Mary Hall. I had also intended to include
Jacqueline's "Secret of Groskin". Unfortunately, I ran out of space hefore I
ran out of wordage. If one says nothing else about Kraith, one must admit that
it is certainly voluminous.

One look at the index should convince you that I did all that I could
to bring you as much Kraith as possible. Each page of this zine is the
equivalent of four pages of normal typing. The print was photographically
reduced 50% to its present size,

Now is the time to dig out your magnifying glasses and read op.

A listing of revised credits can be found on page 67.
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PREFA™E TO TUHE
SECOND EOQITION

Peace and Greetings:

Talk about neofan optimism.: I don't really believe that I
said all of Kraith could be contained in four volumes, my first
preface to the contrary notwithstanding. Jacgueline and I are now
planning on 10 volumes as a nice round number to shoot for, but I have
a sneaking suspicion that we'll overshoot. C'est la vie.

This, the first reprinting of a Kraith Collected volume, is
gquite a milestone for me. I have now been printing for over a year,
the ceiling hasn't (yet) fallen in on me, I am (almost) in the black,
and my typing fingers are (still) mobile. Unbelievable!

There have been several changes made in the format of this volume
'since it was first printed. There are six, new, full page pieces of
artwork for all those who complained. (These are also available sep-
arately for those who purchased volume one the first time around.)
Three of these new drawings are unique for Kraith as they are half
tone reproduction. The originals to these are in color, but since
4-color repro is way out of my price range, I had to (sob) settle for
half tone. Nancy Cleveland has promised me some black and white art-
work for Federation Centennial and I hope she will continue to be a
regular contributor to Kraith.

, A couple of glaring errors and ommissions are now corrected.
" "The Disaffimed" has been corrected to "The Disaffirmed" as was
- originally intended. And SHIRLEY MATIEWSKI has finally received credit
for her poem in "A Matter of Priority". I talked to SHIRLEY MAIEWSKI
at Torcon and SHIRLEY MAIEWSKI has forgiven me for loosing SHIRLEY's
. name so often. Thank you, SHIRLEY MATEWSKI.

Finally, I have not corrected my all time favorite typo. I ask
you, would volume one still be volume one if it had "demonstrating"
instead of the carefully corrected "denonstarting' on page one?

Live Long and Prosper
carol Lynn /Agzé/%zfé;“”“
For any of you who may be interested this is Ceiling Press Publication #¥.
Available from Carol Lynn only at the address on page 3.
- Price - $3.00 - 4th class postage included
$3.42 - 1lst class postage until January 5, 1974.
$3.56 - lst class postage after January 5, 1974.
( and gnatpucky on the post awful!)
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Kraith |

Jacqueline Lichtenberg

The Admiral's office was quiet, efficient and so neat it
resembled an unoccupied hotel suite. Admiral Pesin sat with both
hands on his desk calmly reviewing the curious orders he was
about to issue. In the guest chair to the Admiral's left, sat a
Schillianl) security officer, The Schillian locked rather like
a man-proportioned toad, or perhaps lizzard. The Star Fleet uni-
form pants and tunic only emphasized his differences.

Presently, a transporter beam built two figures in front
of the desk. Captain James T. Kirk and his First Officer, Com-
mander Spock, of the USS Enterprise, presented themselves with
proper formality and then Admiral Pesin introduced the Schillian
as Lieutenant Commander Ssarsun of Star Fleet Security.

“"Gentlemen, " Pesin said, "be seated.”

He locked from Ssarsun to Kirk and finally to Spock where
his gaze became unreadable. ' After a long thirty seconds, he said,
"Commander Spock."

"Yes, sir."

"It is ... with regret I must inform you that Sarek is
still missing, and the Vulcan authorities insist that, though
there is still hope, your father must be declared legally dead."

Raising one upswept eyebrow just a tiny bit, Spock answered,
"Yes, of course", as if he'd been told that the Enterprise uses
a matter-antimatter power system.

Pesin frowned. Even Vulcans didn't usually take such
news quite so lightly, "I'm sorry I can't even offer you home
leave on this occasion, but I've finally recieved instructions
from the Vulcan authorities on the disposition of the Kraith.
They expressed pleasure that you participated in the recovery of
the Xraith and that it remains in your personal cystody." Pesin
cleared his throat apologetically. He'd tried so hard to argue
spock into putting it in the Base vault for safe keeping.

"Now," he continued, “I'm instructed to ask if the Kraith
is still functional.” .

Spock nodded gravely, "It is." His arms were folded .
across his spare torso as he sat at attention somehow giving the
impression of a vitally alive and interested bystander at events
which didn't affect him personally. The complementary lines of
the Vulcan's slightly elongated ears and slanted eyebrows seemed
to underscore the almost unnatural detachment.

Pesinconsulted his desk reader, "Very well. I'm instruc-
ted to ask if you'‘re prepared to E?ke your place as," he read
the word carefully, "Kaytaytikh."

Kirk was watching Spock carefully and could just barely
discern him subvocalizing the word several times in an effort to
identify it through the human mispronunciation.

Finally, Spock answered, "Yes, I am prepared." He intoned
the words as if they were some sacred formula.

“Good. Now these are your orders. There are five Vulcms
here on Starbase IX, three dancers and their musicians. ¥You are
to take them and the Kraith to Feda XII, and there perform the...
uh..." he consulted his reader agian, "I give up. The English
term is Affirmation of the Continuity, you understand the referant?"

"Yes, sir."
“You know the planet in question?"

"Yes, sir, There's a Vulcan archeological expedition
there." :

"Right. They recently lost six members in an accident...”

"rhat explains it." Spock nodded as if all were now .
clearly logical.

"Explains what?" Kirk put in from the side.
-

Spock glanced his way then noted the Admiral's blank look
and said “to both of them, "It explains why the Kraith has not
been called back to Vulcan by the fastest ship available. It
explains why my father has been declared legally dead, and yet I
am not ordered to Vulcan immediately, and it explains why five
entertainers and I are to go to Feda XII."

"It does?" Kirk felt, as usual with Spock, that he'd
missed some obvious and vital fact. ’

“0f urse. We are to replace the missing archeologists.®

. "oh," said Kirk, not at all sure that anything had been
explained.

- Pgsin harumphed and flicked his reader to the next view.
'Wk'uch brings us to you, Captain. Finances being what they are
this year, I'm not going to send the Enterprise half way across
the Federation as a personal taxi for six people and a ceramic
cup, not even if that cup happens to be the most important vul-
can artifact in the universe. There is a group of thirty-seven
entertainers, which includes the five Vulcans, assembled here

and ready to tour the Federation Bases and entertian the personnel
as part of the Federation Day Celebrations. They've been with the
Potenkin for the first half of the tour. Now you'll take them the
resi; of‘ the way. You'll make two stops before Feda XII, lay over
until dfter the ceremonies, and continue. Here," he handed Kirk
a tape cartridge, "are your orders."

Kirk took it, "Yes, sir."

. "You will do everything in your power to help the enter-
t;a:.ners, but remember, the really important part of the mission
is to get the Kraith, Spock and those five Vulcans to Feda XII
by 5288.72. fThe Vulcans have warned me that failure to do so
may well result in the gradual disintegration of the Federation."

“Yes," Kirk said, "I can see that. If humans don't take
the values of the non~human members seriously, there is no basis
for unity at all.”

"Precisely, which brings us to Ssarsun here. He is to
travel with you as Spock's assistant, allegedly being groomed for
a post as Science Officer. He will be known as Lieutenant Ssar—
sun. In reality,” Pesin frowned at Spock, "he will be your body-
guard. He will be with you at all times when you're not in your
quarters."

"I hardly think that necessary."

"Mr. Spock," Pesin was very grave, "I'm in possession of
the most emphatic document I've ever received from Vulcan hands,
and it asserts that you are a most important person... at least
for the moment. I would be guilty of gross negligence if I didn't
take such an elementary precaution. You are familiar with Ssarsun's
people?! .

ryes "
"Are you willing to accept him as your bodyguardz?“

Spock closed his eyes as if to overcome an illogical
reluctance.

Ssarsun spoke into the silence, a crisp elocution unexpec-
ted from such immobile lips, "Spock, I was raised from infancy »n
Vulcan, and after a few years among my own pecple, I returned to
school there. I shant..." he searched for the right word, "dis-
turb you." He'd had plenty of experience blending his highly
flammable Schillian personality with the cooly logical Vulcan mind.

Spock took one moment longer to ponder the prospect of
allowing the deep and sustained telepathic contact that Ssarsun
would require for his very sanity, and to weight that against the

- possible usefulness of the unusual talents of a Schillian. Then

he raised his eyes to the Admiral.

"Mr. Spock, it's not entirely my own idea. When I sug-
gested that whoever kidnapped Sarek and stole the Kraith may very
well go after you next, the Vulcan authorities insisted that
Ssarsun be assigned to guard you."

"In that case I have no choice. I accept." He turned to
Ssarsun, "But not right now. You'must allow me time to prepare.”

Ssarsun didn't nod; his thick neck wasn't constructed for
the gesture, but nictitating mambranes veiled his eyes for a
moment in assent, "Of course, I understand."

Everyone put in a busy three hours loading the troup of
thirty-seven entertainers of various species, finding rooms for
them and their luggage, rounding up stray crewmen who'd been
sent on leave; loading supplies of all sorts, and tending to the
myriad details of bringing an immense starship from “drydock"
status to "operational". But finally all was in order and they
were cruising at warp six on the first leg of their zig-zag a-
cross the Federation.

Kirk was marching briskly along the corridor heading for
his quarters to change for the inevitable full dress banquet in
honor of their passengers when the door to Spock's gquarters slid
open and Spock and Ssarsun emerged almost shoulder to shoulder.

"Oh, Captain,” Spock called, "may I speak to you for a
moment?"

Kirk stopped and waited for them to catch up, "Surely.
What's on your mind, Mr. Spock?"

"I would like permission to offer hospitality to the Valcan
guests, sir." He thought that over for a moment and added, "Vulcan
hospitality, that is."

“Vulcan hospitality? Just what does that imply?"

"Technically, sirx, you are the host here. But you are
not Vulcan, and I am. Therefore, 1 should offer hospitality in
your behalf. So it mus& be at your ordexr that I kindle fire in
the rooms of our guests ) ana offer them water." N

"Oh, well, certainly, Mr. Spock. See to it for me."
Kirk nodded and started away and then a thought struck him.
“But, we've had Vulcan passengexs before and..."






"Yes, sir, but it is now a time when such observances
become... appropriate."

"oh. I see. Very well, then, carry on."

The large reception hall had been cleared and long tabkles
set up and heaped with exotic delicacies. The guests moved abont
or clustered in small groups and the air was alive with the sing-
ing, clicking, and chattering of the many languages of the Feder—
ation.

Spock and Ssarsun entered, surveyed the glittering crowd,
then moved to one of the tables to £ill glasses.

"Well, Spock,” McCoy came up behind them with well lubri-
cated joviality, "Aren't you going to introduce me?"

Spock turned to McCoy, "Of course. Doctor McCoy, this is
Lieutenant Ssarsun."

McCoy cocked an eyebrow at Ssarsun, “"Schillian, aren't
you?"

"Yes, Doctor."” The Schillian didn't need to be a telspath
to read Chief Surgeon in every line of McCoy's face.

. “Never had the pleasure of meeting one of your people
before, "

“We aren't known for the inclination to travel."

‘ “"So I understand."” You could almost see him Fflipping
through a medical encyclopedia. Then he frowned, "But don't you
require... ah... constant telepathic contact with one of your own
kindz"

"No, Doctor, we require constant telepathic contact with
a telepath. Mr. Spock has been most generous. I think you will
find my psych profile as it has always been."

"Oh, I see. Well, I guess you'd better come down to see
me for your routine check-in tomorrow." He half turned, then
thought again, “Better make it late tomorrow." He'd have to do
some stiff boning up on Schillians.

McCoy turned as a tall, lithe girl in a long, clinging
goldengown came drifting over. Her dark hair was piled on top
of her head in a helix and was fixed with little tinkling bells
that jingled musically to the well coordinated rythm of her walk.
It was some moments before the warm smile on McCoy's face froze
at the realization that this was one of the Vulcan dancers.

As she scanned the group and acknowleged his existance,
MeCoy could visualize a thin £ilm of ice encasing her loveliness.
The poise and grace were cultivated not to crack the film. Such
a pity! Such a waste! He knew she was as untouchable and as un-
movable as Spock. Maybe even more so.

She fixed her gaze on Spock, and they traded Vulcan
greetings.

"I am told you are the Kaytaytikh, Spock, son of Sarek,
of the line of xtmprsgzntwlfd."

“Correct."

McCoy wasn't sure, but he thought her gaze just a little
warmer as she answered, “I am called T'Rruel.”

Christine Chapel, resplendent in her dress uniform, emer-—
ged from the milling crowd and jeined the group. Casually sur-
veying the table, she indicated an arrangement of porous cubes on
colored skewers next to a bowl of scintillating f£roth, "This is
a Vulcan delicacy, isn't it, Mr. Spock?" - :

Spock tore his eyes from the dancer's and followed Chris-
tine's gesture, "Indeed it is." He took a cube, twirled it in the
froth and examined it, "Try some, I think you might like it."

She copied the gesture with an expértness that belied her
ignorance, "What's it made from?2"

Spock chewed thoughtfully, "It is the by-product of the
metabolism of an insect.”

McCoy and Ssarsun had started to try this rare treat, but
McCoy froze at Spock's explaination, searching Spock's face for
some clue that it wasn't as bad as that. Spock continued as if
he hadn't noticed WMcCoy's discomfort, "It resembles honey in
many ways, except it's a true by-product. This is a particularly
excellent example."

Ssarsun munched contentedly and reached past McCoy for
another cube, "Excuse me, Doctor, but tomorrow you may tell me
how much overweight I am. Tonight, I feast."” He slipped past
McCoy to stand between Spock and Christine, "Oh, yes, Miss, go
easy on this one, it's about the only Vulcan food that is fatten-—
ning."

Seeing that everyone was enjoying the frothy cubes, McCoy
bit into his gingerly, lit up with a dubilous smile and ate it all,
noting with a medical eye that Spock, the only underweight member
of the group, had eaten only one.

T'Rruel turned to Spock, "I am also told that you are the
Science Officer of the Enterprise.” .

“Correct.”

6

. "We've been having a problem with our tokielll T wonder
if you might help. Our mechanic is not too familiar with the
portable model we are using."

X Christine looked annoyedly at the ceiling translator, and
whispered to Ssarsun, "Did you get that? What's a tokiel?”

Ssarsun locked at her; they were about the same height,
"Oh, of course it wouldn't translate; there's no equivalent.
It's a folk-art dance platform. You have to see it to believe it.
T'Rruel is one of the foremost tokiel artists of her generation,
a true genius."

_When Christine looked back toward Spock, T'Rruel had
taken hlm.off in a corner and was explaining something with very
graphic bidy movements that Spock was watching most attentively.
Shelwas certain that his gaze lacked some of his usual analytic
coolness.

_Ssarsun followed Spock at a discreet distance leaving her
alone with McCoy who helped himself to another cube, "Wonder what
this is called," he mumbled.

Christine answered, "Yhotekhg,"l) and turned away.

 McCoy followed her with a raised eyebrow.

Late the next afternoon, McCoy was seated at his desk just
finishing the section on Schillian health criteria. His viewer
showed a final paragraph set in glowing red:

All three Schillian sexes prefer to be referred to by the
same, masculine pronoun. The examining physician is cautioned
to regard the sex of his patient as confidential and under
no circumstances to reveal it to non-medical personnel. He
is further cautioned not to indicate tothe patient that he
has noticed or noted the sex of his patient, though it is com-
monly understood that he must do so. This is an area of
great sensitivity in all Schillian cultures and, as Schillians
are noted for their violent temperments, extreme tact must be
employed.

McCoy snapped the viewer off just as his door opened and
Spock and Ssarsun entered. “Oh, there you are, Ssarsun. I was
just about to try and find you."

Ssarsun glanced at McCoy's reader, "I know. Shall we get
on with it?" There was a smile in his voice if not on his face.
McCoy got a strong impression of a deep sense of humor. .

"Very well, then.” McCoy gestured to his examination
room and they entered. Spock followed and closed the door. He
had a fist-sized gadget in his hand and was picking at it curi-
ously while taking readings with the tricorder that was slung
over his shoulder.

“Something I can do for you, Mr. Spock?"

YNo, Doctor. I'll wait over here." And he went toward
a table at the far end of the room.

*Examinations customarily take place in private, Mr. Spock."

Ssarsun put in mildly, "It's all right, Doctor, Spock is
with me."

McCoy locked from one to the other, "It may be all right
with you, but it's not all right with me."

Spock assented with raised eyebrows and started for the
door. Ssarsun interrupted, "Spock, no. Wait. Doctor, I'd hate
to have to bother the captain..."

McCoy shrugged, “You really want him here do?‘t you? All
right, don't see what harm it can do. .We'll start with the psych
profile. Over here..."

Two hours later McCoy checked his noteboard and said, "You
can put on your shirt now. You're as sound as you ever were."

He moved to where Spock was reassem-—

“Thank you, Doctor." 5
"It was the blues cir-

bling the component he'd been working on.
cuit, wasn't it?"

spock snapped the pieces back together, "“Indeed it was.
sukar will be interested to hear your analysis."

The door slid open and Kirk paced in and looked around,
“spock! Just what is that mess spread all over the floor of Rec.
Room Four? I promised the Vulcan dancers they could use that xoom
for rehearsals..."

"It's their tokiel, Captain,. and we've just fixed it. We'll
have it reassembled in about an hour."®

"Oh." Kirk said as if that explained everything. "Tokiel."
"Yes, sir."
"Would it be too much if I asked what is a tokiel?®
The door whispered open once more and T'Rruel moved into
the room just in time to hear his question. "You've never seen
me work, Captain?"

Kirk turned and smiled graciously, "I've never had that
honor, no."”

"In that case, youn must attend our dress rehearsal tonight.






Skahn and I will be dancing the whole Motek, not just the seg-
ments we do for the show."

"Now that's something I'Q like to see," McCoy said.

Spock said, "I'm sure there will be room for you, too,
Doctor."

The Rec. Room was dark when Kirk and MeCoy arrived. S
. Spock
met them.at thg door. dJust-then, Nurse Chapel came speeding down
the rorridor with a noteboard, "Doctor MeCoy, " she called, "here
are the results on Ssarsun, DPoctor. Oh, Mr. Spock!"

3 Spock nodded, "we were about to start, Nurse. Would you
like to stay to watch T'Rruel dance?"

She smiled as nicely as she could, "New? All ri .
think I'd like that." ! Tigne.

A They went in and found places on the chairs grouped on one
§1de. The room was very dark, and, after Spock closed the door,
it took several minutes for Kirk to be able to make out the shapes
before him.

The center of the room was occupied by a small, oval stage,
about half a meter above floor level. Two Vulcan men were seated
at a large consol at the far side of the stage, and two women and
an9th?r man stood beside them. They were dressed in a shimmery,
clinging material that almost glowed in the dark.

Spock came to sit beside Ssarsun who was just behind Kirk.
He leanes forward to say softly, "Keep in mind that this is just
a rehearsal mainly to adjust the equipment. Some of the color
and tome registers are still off considerably."

T'Rruel mounted the dias accompanied by a ripple of sound
and a moving burst of rainbow color that seemed o hang in the air
b?hind her like streams of gossamer. She stood =till as the glow
gied around her and she was wrapped in living gold like a candle

ame.

. Then she moved her head rhythmically, side to side, slowly
allowing the movement to grow into a rippling motion of the whole
body accompanied by a harmonious chiming of a myriad tiny bells
while rainbow streamers curled outward like whisps of smoke.

Spock shogk his head, "No. No, there's still something
else wrong. What do you suppose it is, Ssarsun?” .o

"I don't know. I've never seen that effect before."
Spock stood up, "T'Rruel. Try your signature.”

She spun around reaching high and lunged forward into a

dancer's imitation of a fencer‘'s stance. She was enwrapped in a
.cocoon of purple smoke and the bells turned to plucked strings.

One of the Vulcan man seated at the console called, “Spock.
Come look at this."

spock went over to the console and T'Rruel joined them as
the lights came up to very dim. The six of them set up a murmuring
exchange in Vulcan. Ssarsun turned to the humans, "Well, he warned
you: They'll have it tinkered up in a minute."”

Christine, who was seated next to Ssarsun, just behind
McCoy, asked, "How does it work? I've never seen anything like
it before."

“There's a field projector under the stage, and a computer
is programmed to read every tine motion of the dancer's body and
translate it into music and light. It's a modern refinment of
one of the most ancient folk arts of Vulcan."

"“Folk art?" prompted McCoy.

"Yes. To understand it fully, you have to grasp the philos-

ophy of T'Kiamut'h. Briefly, that's the idea that all relation-
ships can be expressed by four parameters, as the simplest algebras
can be constructed on four postulates. The Vulcans constantly seek
beauty in the fundamental structure of nature..."

"Folk art?" prompted Kirk.

"Yes. 7You see in tokiel, the four parameters are space,
time, color, and tone. There are various classical sequences, but
‘even within them, there is a vast field for the individually crea-
tive artist to present his own ideas."

“You mean, " put in McCoy, "it's a glorified lecture, if
you know how to read it?" .

“In a way, perhaps to you it would be, but to a Vulcan it's
more the use of beauty to express beauty. I don't understand the
Vulcan primary motivations all that well, but it has to do with
their incessant groping after a comprehension of Infinite Reality.

The test of comprehension is expression, or the ability to recombine

dissimilar elements into new beauty..."

He broke off, seeing that he'd lost them. He wanted to
explain that "comprehension" and “expression" can be the same
work in the Vulecan language, land that an esthetic sense is placed
high on the scale of Vulcan values, and that logic is merely one
facet of Infinity Reality, but he realized that that wouldn't
illucidate the art of tokiel for them. Nor would the fact that
the great tokiel artists were, themselves, logicians of the highest
order. And calling tokiel the highest abstract form of the Vulcan
language would only confuse them.

Just then a chord rippled forth and the lights dimmed.
Ssarsun turned toward the platform to see Spock with one fpoton

. the tokiel platform, about to mount into the field. Tn one

s ot 1 =
1ncre§1bly swift movement, Ssarsun was out of his chair running
the six paces to Spock's side as he shouted, both mentally and
audibly, "Spock, no!"

Spock turned and the five Vulcan performers jumped as if
stung by a high voltage current. He'd shocked them on the
telepathic level. Ssarsun came up beside Spock and locked around
at the performers as the lights came up again, "I apologize.

I didn't mean to startle you so, but there is danger."

The Vulcans gathered around Ssarsun while Kirk came over
followed by McCoy and Christine. T'Rruel looked incredulously
from Ssarsun to Spock, "You're linked!" It was both accusation
and condemnation delivered by a statuesque godess of justice.

As Spock stood mutely under that glare, Ssarsun said,
“T'Rruel, I will not obtrude..."

.. Scepticism and rejection bordering on true lcathing were
so evident in the usually unreadable Vulcans that Ssarsun fell si-
lent. Kirk and McCoy stood paralysed.

T'Rruel’'s gaze locked onto Spock's eyes, “Spock, you are
Xaytaytikh in your father's place and by his father's hand, and
yet you don't seem to realize that you've destroyed your usefulness
to us by..." she glanced at Ssarsun and then at the floor, striving
desperately not to exceed the limits of good taste by displaying
emotion.

Ssarsun turned to Spock, “Bring them together, Spock...
right now... show them it's not so. Show them T'Pau knows what
she does."” He didh't say that the seven way mental blending would
show him whether one of them had deliberately set the tokiel stage
to kill. He knew that such ikrivia as attempted murder wouldn't
intrest them now. He turned to the others, "You five will have
to be his nucleus, anyway. He won't have time to select from the
others, so it will have to be you. Today, tomorrow. What's the
difference?"

T'Rruel leveled a cool gaze at him, "You will have to
leave." .

"I cannot."
"You must."

"I cannot. I have my orders. Believe me, you won't even
know I'm there. Go ahead. Let him try. That will settle it won't
iteze

She looked at the others and then at Ssarsun as if to say,
"You'd better be right!" Then she moved to confront Spock. They
were the same height, and their eyes met levelly for a long minute,
then Spock drew a deep breath and raised his right hand, fingers
separated in aVulcan salute. Slowly, she raised her left hand
and joined his, palm to palm. A moment later, he loocked toward
the other Vulcan female who joined T'Rruel's free hand. Quickly
now, he accepted the others until the last joined his free hand
to complete the circle. Outwardly, nothing happened.

: Ssarsun stood on one side, the Captain, McCoy, and Nurse
Chapel, on the other, all but forgotten, afraid to move, or to
breathe.

Then, as one, the Vulcan's dropped hands and stepped apart.

Spock locked gravely around the circle, "Henceforth, my
judgement as Kaytaytikh will be unchallenged, and my authority
final." Plainly, he'd vindicated himself and he now dominated the
group. He turned to Ssarsun, "You spoke of danger?"

"The vision is now clear." He moved to the tokiel console,
"This was accidently left on reversed polarity when you finished
the analysis routine," he threw two switches that went snick, snap,
“now it's safe. Go ahead and test it out."

He moved toward the humans and herded them back to their
seats as Spock mounted the dias, handed T'Rruel up and proceeded
to execute a series of turns with easy familiarity.

The dancers were invisible on the platform and only figures
of colored light appeared, grew, moved and faded. The focus and
definition were greatly inproved and the colors were sharper, blen-
ding only in certain areas.

Then a rippling sound accompanied by the rhythmic tolling
of a large bell, announced the start of the Motek as Spock returned
to his seat.

To the humans, it was a pyrotechnic display of rhythm,
form, and sound utterly strange.yet somehow pleasing. The dancers
themselves were rarely visible, but the total effect was very
like a ballet.

Toward the end, long gossamer streamers wove intricate
patterns in the air, moving so swiftly, yet never touching, never
faltering. Xirk found himself holding his breath as T'Rruel,
alone on the platform, spun around reaching high and then lunged
forward in a beautiful imitation of a fencer's stance to the accom-
paniment of a pure, sweet wailing tone.

B .

Later, as Christine lay trying to sleep, she kept analysing
the look she'd caught on Spock's ruggedly masculine features as
the lights came on. Was it the same lively intrest he turned on
a mathematical problem? Was it the excitement of conquering a
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mystery? Or was ita warmer kind of excitement? Whatever i; was,
it was certainly more of a reaction than she'd ever been able to
elicit. And that rankled! K

The rest of the trip to their first stop went without in-
cident, and since the shore facilities there were adequate, prac-
tically the whole crew attended the performance and the gala ban-
quet afterwards. Then they were speeding through space toward
their second stop.

It was during the second night after the banguet that Ssar-
sun was walking along the corridor outside Engineering, feeling
sorry for himself. Spock had elected to stay on board rather than
attend the banquet, so they'd both missed out on a good time, and
Ssarsun was feeling the need of less frosty company.

Scotty came along, head down, wiping his hands on a dispos-
owel and bumped into the Schillian, "Oh, Ssarsun!" He locked around,
"Where's Spock?"

"Sleeping. I'm off duty, but I'm not tired, so I was
walking."

"No! Well, come along to Rec. Room Ten. Uhura promised
to sing for us... uh, you do like human music..."

“I'd be delighted."

They walked along to the turbo-lift side by side, "say,
Ssarsun, " Scotty began, "I don't know much about Schillians. Tell
me, do you folks use... th... alcohol in any form?"

“You mean, have we developed the distiller's art? Oh, yeé.
There are some particularly fine liquors beginning to be exported
in guantity."

“Really! Strange that I've never come across them."
“It's a big galaxy, Mr. Scott."

“Aye. Call me Scotty." The Chief Engineer allowed his
diction to revert to his natural 1ilt.

The turbo-lift carried them within feet of the Rec. Room
and when the door opened they could hear Uhura's sweet voice cur-
ling itself around a peculiar melody.

She was standing in the middle of a mixed group of crewmen
and some of the performers. Her voice was low, melodic, and rather
uncertain.

Ssarsun listened for a minute and then she caught sight
of him and stopped. He moved to her side, "Oh, please continue,
Miss Uhura. You were doing so well." :

Uhura bit her lip and smiled shyly, "I'm really not all
that..."

“Please. You've evoked such nostalgia with so few notes.
Indulge me a little... here, I'll help,” and he picked up the mel~
ody where she'd left off, albeit several octaves lower. She joined
in and together they wove a wordless duet of blended sound which
was springtime and flowers, yearning and joy... discovery and loss.
Every eye in the room which could shed a tear of emotion did.

Then, as if realizing they'd launched the party on too
solmn a downbeat, someone picked up a drum, someone else a pipe,
and everyone was dancing. Ssarsun shook himself, grabbed Checkov
and whirled him away in a fair imitation of a polka. Later, he
danced with Uhura, and then some of the other non-humans with fine
disregard of male-female roles.

Breathless, he made his way to a table where Scotty was
seated, puffing, and sat down close to the Engineer. "A while ago
you mentioned alechol. Now, I happen to have brought along a
couple of bottles of Schillian Schlugtamer..."

“Never heard of it."

"Certified safe for humans. Becoming gquite popular. Feel
like experimenting?*

Scotty rose, "Do ye like Scotch, mon?"
"Never tried it, but I hear it's rather mild."
"Mild? Well, now, laddy... you just come along with me...®

It took several hours to admit it, but he'd finally met
his match with a bottle. He consoled himself with the fact that
the other's metabolism gave him an unfair advantage.

In the morning, they woke, feeling much better psychologi-
cally, and much worse physiolgically and went their separate ways
in remarkably good cheer, promising to meet again.

buring the next few days, Spock spent most of his off duty
hours closeted with the other Vulcans, or escorting T'Rruel about
the ship. Ssarsun always tagged along, and the three of them were
a familiar sight.

Spock became his frostiest Vulcan self, and even began slip-
ping into Vulecan phrasing occaisionally, a thing unheard of since
his first days with the Enterprise. Rumors based on as little fact
as possible made the rounds, and the other female crewmembers made
sure that Christine heard every one of them.

)
About six hours before their scheduled stop at Star Base
Twelve, Christine was seated in Rec. Room Two, nursing a cup of

black coffee and holding the dietician's report that Spock had just
left with her. Spock and Ssarsun, as inscperable as cver, marched
out the door as T'Rruel came over to Christine's table.

“May I?" She indicated the second chair.
“0f course. Why not?" Christine was determined to he civil.

-
"He'!s a strange one." She sat and folded her hands on the
table.

"Who?"
"Spock.*

“Not really.” She answered noncommittally while her eye
traveled down the report she held, automatically checking trouble
spots and lighted on Spock's name. He'd refused his last two meals.
Her heart thudded into her throat. With the greatest effort she'd
ever made, she forced her voice level, "Why do you ask? He hasn't
been eating lately, perhaps he's ill."

"No, not ill. It is a time of fasting for us."
Christine took a deep breath and a long drag at her coffee.

"I meant, he seems so..." T'Rruel hesitated, searching for
the xight word, "well, almost... human at times."

"Oh? Maybe that's because of his mother."

One graceful eyebrow grazed T'Rruel's impeccable hairline
"His mother?"
"Hmmmmm. I'm sure she must have imparted some of her
traits to him, if only by accident."

"His mother was human?"

Christine put on her best wide-eved innocence, "I thought
everyone knew..."

"Vulcan is a large planet. Not everyone knows everyone
else..."

Christine imagined that she'd just poured a whole bucket
of water on one very shapely piece of dry tinder. Just then all
the ship's hooters began whooping out a yellow alert. Christine
gulped her coffee and grabbed the dietician's report, “Excuse me."

The Captain’s quarters were spacious enough, but not designed
for large conferences. The fourway conference in progress Jjust
missed being cramped. Spock stood in one corner, arms folded
across his chest like a stone statue. Ssarsun was seated near
him while McCoy perched on one corner of the desk and Kirk paced
back and forth, unsure for the first time in his career if he'd
really considered all the ramifications before issueing a command
decision.

"So that's the whole story, Bones," Kirk finished. as
usual, the Doctor had gotten caught in the cross fire between him
and Spock and had insisted on an explaination. “Now what do you
think?"

"Your orders are clear enough about priorities. But..."
“True. But so are our standing crders. Ssarsun."

“"Yes, sir." ’

"You've never served on a Starship before, have you?"
“No, sir. My talents are rarely needed on Starships."

“One of our highest traditions," Kirk paced over to stand
in front of the Schillian, "is our... automatic... response to
distress signals... especially when there's an indication of arm-
ed attack.”

"I understand that, sir. But my instincts tell me, very
emphatically... this move represents a danger to Spock."

“Spock." Kirk turned toward his First Officer who'd re-
mained silent since his first objection was overruled. “Tt's true
that we can divert to Ahrent III, even spend twenty hours there,
and still make Feda XII on schedule, isn't it?"

Spock blinked assent, "Twenty-one hours seventeen minutes."
"Then, tell me again, exactly why do you object?"

"Because Ssarsun objects, and I trust nis judgement." He
loocked away for a moment, considering, "Also... perhaps my judge-
ment 1s colored by values that are not yours."

Kirk turned away toward his desk, “The report was that a
small raider had attacked a hundred man outpost on Ahrent IIT and
been beaten off, slightly disabled. Now, how could such a vessel
pose a serious threat to the Enterprise?

McCoy put in, "While it could mean death to those hundred
men. And they've sustained radiation casualties that need a Star-
ship's facilities."

Spock eyed the Doctor, "Coincidence upon coincidence until
credulity is strained to the utmost and still you don't see it?"

"Show us." Kirk invited throwing himself wearily into his
desk chair.






Spock tock a deep breath, "The patrol ship of this sector
is out of range, but the Enterprise can just spare enough time to
divert to Ahrent III. A raider, just large enough to pose a‘threat
to the outpost appears, inflicts damage that requires our assistance,
and limps off slowly. Bait."

Ssarsun spoke up, "May I respectfully remind the Captain
that there have been a considerable number of security leaks ‘on
dozens of Star Bases and Posts lately. We theorizethat Klingon
and Romulan intelligence networks are being strengthened. They
must have had excellent sources to execute the theft of the Kraith,
if it was they. They might know that Spock and the.Kraith are on
board the Enterprise."

Spock stepped forward gravely, "This could be a new phase
of the war, Captain._,Armed conflict is out of the question since
the Organian Treaty. ) They may now try to tear the Federation
apart by pitting us against one another. And, Jim, if anythlng
can suceed, this will. I don't think you appreciate the... im-
portance... of this particular Kraith. Nox our attitude in the
matter.®

Kirk rose and moved around the desk cocking his head to
one side, "You mean, if we don't get to Feda XII on time, Vulcan
will secede from the Federationand take a bloc of other worlds
with them? Just like that? Isn't that ratherx... illogical?"

“The values may seem étrange to you, but I assure you the
logic is 1mpeccable. The Admiral's warning was phrased very mildly.
The situation is much more critical than he indicated."

McCoy swung his leg thoughtfully, "It seems rather emotion-
al to me."

"Not emotional, Doctor, but far more basic than you real;ze."

"I just can't believe," Kirk paced out his frustrations,
vthat if we explained that it was a matter of the lives of a hun-
dred people against..." he stopped to stare at Spock as he realized

that he really didn‘t know what the conseguences would be for the
Vulcans. His decision had seemed so logical... he'd hardly believed
his ears when Spock had objected to his order to respond to the
distress call. Now he felt shocked at his oversight.

Kirk threw up his hands and collapsed into the desk chair
again, "How can I make Command decisions if I don't have all the
facts! ALL right. Mdke me understand. What will happen if we're,
say, an hour late getting to Feda XII?" He looked at Spock haxd.
"Is it a matter of life or death?"

Spock sighed, "Not exactly... If it were merely a matter
of life or death, your logic, sir, would hold. The problem is
that we would not die. Our laws forbid suicide and ostracism.
Therefore, Tsaichrani... excuse me, Vulcan... would have to absorb
fifty-seven individuals who had not... your phrase is 'Affirmed
the Continuity'. This would be a devastating blow to the stability
of our culture."

McCoy shook his head, "I don't get it. A mere fifty-seven
out of," he searched the air with one hand, "how many billion?"

Spock locked at McCoy and took a breath to provide a pre-
cise Vulcan population count. MeCoy raised a hand to forestall
the flood.

“"Spock," Ssarsun spoke softly, "why don't you give it to
them from the beginning. They're groping in the dark. If they
understood the importance of the Affirmation, I think they'd change
theirmingds -" :

Spock clamped his hands behind his back and looked from
Kirk to McCoy. He saw two friends... a concept they'd defined for
him be thelr very existance... who had stood by him through the
most traumatic experi?nce of his life. They'd learned something
of his culture then. Perhaps it was time for them to learn more.
"In the beginning, when we who now dominate our planet lived in
caves, used chipped stone implements and knew no society larger
than the clan, there arose in one tiny enclave, a mutation.

"It was a dominant genetic strain, passed through the male
line, and it displayed one single trait that differentiated it."

He saw that he had their attention and continueqd, "The trait
was the ability to draw large numbers of people together into mu-
tual telepathic linkage. Those first ancestors of mine used their
gift to forge and perpetuate social values and launched one of the
bloodiest periods of history known on any planet.

“Then came the reforms. By then the dominance of the gene,
together with a vigorously practiced tradition of exogamy, had
spread the trait. The Kaytaytikhe banded together and put all
their power behind the reforms. We used the accumulated wisdom
of ages tp restructure our society for peace.

"But the durability of the structure depends on the trans-
mission of our value system. So we meet in groups of no less than
fifty—-seven every fifty-one point two three standard years, to
Affirm the Continuity. One who doesn't participate... he and his
children born during the ensuing interval... are not only lost to
the Continuity, but represent a destructive influence within our
society. In fifty-two years, fifty-seven people can become as
many as four hundred seventy-eight. The damage can never be fully
repaired."

He turned and paced away from Kirk. When he turned back ,
the lecturer's tone was replaced with earnestness, "Consider now,
who this particular group of fifty-seven includes. Fifty-one of
the foremost of our young scientists. And I doubt if I could ever
make you understand the importance of someone like T'Rruel. She

i

is very young and the brilliance she has shown is a2 mere foreshad-
owing of what she may yet do."

Ssarsun leaned forward, “Not to mention Spock himself. EHe
traces his lineage back to the original xtmprsgzntwlfd. Only one
other family can make that claim. And Spock is the last of his
line."

"None of my father's ancestors has ever missed an Affirm-
ation. The line is unbroken for millenia. I am both custodian
and transmitter of a Continuity which my society values... very
highly."

Spock fell silent and Kirk discovered that he'd been holding
his breath. He let it go explosively.

"But, " McCoy asked, "Where does the Kraith £it in?"

During the past month Spock had become accustomed to the
various human mispronunciations of Kraith and he fielded that one
with veteran smoothness. "The Drinking of the First Water is a
social act which symbolizes...well, never mind. It's the act
which initiates the Affirmation. The Kraith is the vessel used
in the Drinking, and it is...very extraordinary."

"Yes, I've seen that." McCoy could still visualize the

* twisted corpse that lay beside the Kraith when they'd found it.

Spock claimed the Kraith had killed him, but wouldn't explain how.
He'd said that only he could touch the Rraith...but wouldn't
explaln why. Very extraordinary, indeed.

‘wphis particular Kraith is very old. The legend is that
it dates from the time of the reforms. It's never been used. When
it's been used, it will be destroyed." Spock hoped that that would
illustrate how highly his group was valued.

Kirk buried his face in his hands. What a decision! He
knew that if he were Vulcan, he certainly wouldn't have sent the
Enterprise off course... no matter what. But now they were half
way to Ahrent III:

Ssarsun lunged forward and caught Spock's hand, alarm writ-
ten in every muscle, "Captain! We're being attacked!™

Kirk slapped the intercom button on his desk viewer, "Bridge!
Status!i™

"Normal, sir!" It was Sulu's voice. "Maintaining Yellow
Alert."

“All sensors full out, Mr. Sulu. Scan for an approaching
vessel. Sound Red Alert! I'm on my way. Xirk, out." He'd seen
Ssarsun in action and was taking no chances, "Come on, Spock.”

He was out the door almost before the others had a chance to move.
The Red Alert hooters were calling all hands to their stationms,
but somehow, a pathway was always open for the Captain.

The bridge was in a state of quiet tension when the three
of them stepped out of the turbo-lift. Ssarsun followed Spock to
the Library Computer. Kirk climbed into his chair and waited grimly.

Sulu locked over his shoulder, "Nothing, Captain." Then
he turned back to the helmsman's console. The huge main viewscreen
filled the forward wall with star studded blackness.

Spock said, "Tie all sensors intd the main computer, Mr.
sulu.”

Ssarsun moved to stand by Kirk's right hand, “They'‘'re
coming, sir. Won't be long."

Ssarsun had never seen the bridge in this state before.
He could feel the well-trained tension ready to crackle from Kirk
as he sat in the central arena of command either toward the twin
consoles of the helmsman and navigator in front of him or to his
rear where Spock worked over the main computers and Uhura presided
over the ship's communications board. The enormous emptiness on
the main screen contributed a sense of unprotectedness and insecur-
ity that kept Ssarsun's inner eyelids tightly closed.

Spocked barked, "Mr. Sulu, deflectors!"
Sulu hit the switch, "Deflectors on full."

The floor shifted hard under theix feet. Uhura started
her damage control routine and her board crackled with crisp
reports. Spock checked his scanner, “"Photon torpedos., Captain.
Delivered from Warp eight. A small vessel, about twie
the size of the Galileo. They are turning for another run. This
could be the raider.”

“That's a favorite Romulan tactic!"l) said Kirk.  “See if
you can get her on our screen." .

The floor shook again as the gravity compensators labored.

" Spock shook his head, "No, sir, too fast."

Xirk nodded, "Tie the main phasers into the computer and
instruct for maximum dispersion."

“Aye, sir." Spock's hands flew over his board.

Ssarsun hlinked all his eyelids in sequence. "It won't
work, Captain. We're going to be hit this time."

Ssarsun moved to Spock's side. If a Schillian could tremble
in fear, he would have been vibrating the whole ship.

‘suddenly, the world stood on its side and for a moment they
all floated in free fall. The ship's power died with a turbo-whine



and growl ang ?he lights went out. Seconds later the ship's
gravity stabilized and they all fell a good eight feet to the deck
and then the emergency power came on.

R Sulu was the first to recover and he worked the main sareen
into focus, “We got him!"

But the steady murmur from Uhura's board told at what price.
Sulu turned to assessthe damage to bridge personnel and his left
hand shot out to his intercom switch, "Medical team to the bridge...
on the double."

Combat veteran that he was, he could scarcely overcome his
shock at seeing his Captain draped over the command chair like a
brokgn rag doll, the First Officer sprawled on top of Ssarsun who
was jacknifed between the Computer Console and the chair, and the
Communications Officer gracefully prone in front of the Lift doors.
He looked around for Chekov, but couldn't find him. He lay out
of sight on the floor in front of the navigator's station.

The 1ift doors swished open and McCoy stood there with a
team Of_doctors- As he loocked around, Spock began to stir and
Uhura picked herself up. McCoy automatically lent her a hand and
then motioned his men to take care of the Captain while he saw to
Spock and Ssarsun. Medical scanners in hand, they fanned out with
smooth efficiency.

X By the time McCoy reached him, Spock was on his feet. McCoy
pointed his scanner at Spock and Spock pushed it away toward Ssar-
sun, "I'm all right, Doctor. But Ssarsun is hurt."

McCoy shifted the scanner to his other hand and completed
a once over on Spock while Spock ignored him in favor of a long
look at the main screen which now showed the tiny ship that had
disabled the Enterprise. Then he bent to his instruments, probing
the quiescent enemy with every sensor at this command. Nothing.
No life forms... no power.

When he lgoked up, McCoy was wheeling Kirk's stretcher into
the turyo—llfy which already contained Ssarsun's stretcher. It
was a tight fit. Everyone else was in place and functioning.

“Lieutenant Uhura," Spock snapped as he moved to the com-
mand chair, "damage report."

"Direig hit Engineering Deck six, near the main gravity
compensators. Pressure doors closed. We've lost warp power.

Mr. Scott'sassessing the repairs now, but he says it's difficult
because there's some kind of projectile lodged in the hole and he's
afraid to move it. It ticks. They're working in vacuum. Sick
Bay reports five dead, seventeen injured... not counting the
Captain and Mr. Ssarsun."

Spock eyed the main viewscreen with outward equanamity.
Inwardly he was seecthing with reactions... none of them (he noted
with satisfaction) at all emotional. "Remarkable," he muttered,
*In fact, fascinating. Mr. Sulu, lock onto our late oponent and
bring it onto the hangexr deck.”

Sulu turned toward Spock about to ask for a repeat of
that one, changed his mind and began the procedure... gingerly.
As soon as he laid a hand to the contrxols, the tiny ship errupted
into an orange blaze and began to move away at sub-light speed.
It was already out of range for the commanded maneuver.

Spock sat forward alertly, "Impulse power, Mr. Sulu. Follow.
Deflectors on full." He hit the intercom button on the chair amm,
"Bridge to Engineering, report. How soon can we have warp speed?"

“Engineering. Scott here. Maybe thirty hours after I
get this... thing... out of my Engine Room."

Very quietly, Spock said, "Make it twenty, Mr. Scott.
Bridge out." Then he sat studying the mysterious enemy, so utterly
devoid of identifying markings and so unexpectedly dangerous. In
thirty hours, it would be too late to make Feda XII. He swallowed
a slightly emotional lump of desperation verging on panic. To
miss an Affirmation would be a distastefully emotional experience.
He turned to find McCoy pointing a medical scanner at him.

"How is the Captain?"

“Slight concussion... he'll be out for hours. The ship
is all yours, Mr. Spock."

Spock turned back to the main screen where the raider was
fast disappearing from maximum magnification.

"Well, " prompted McCoy, "aren't you going to ask how
Ssarsun is?"

"I don't have to, Doctor. Torn ligament and the equivalent
of a sprained back, slight concussion."

McCoy nodded, "that covers it except for assorted cuts and
bruises. So what are you going to do”

"Follow that.raider."

"He's leading us away from from Feda XII?"

"Precisely."

“It's your ship, now, Mr. Spock. ' Why don't you..."

"I admit I am sorely tempted, Doctor, but it's not my ship.
It's Jim's ship, and I'must do what I believe he would do were he

sitting here."

“I think your wrong. I think he was changing his mind."

“It's too late now, Doctor." He turned to eye McCoy, “It's
a command decision." He made the emphasis so gentle, it was almost
un~-Spockian.

McCoy got the distinct impression that, had he been able,
spock would have burst into tears. Then he pooh-poched himself,
He had an overactive imagination.

spock toock a deep breath. The raider had effectively dis-
appeared from their screens. "Mr. Sulu, you have the con. I'll
be in Engineering. Let me know if there is any change."

He rose and went to the lift with MeCoy trailing aftex.

Engineering locked more like an ill-managed construction
workshop when Spock marched in looking around for Scotty. He
noted the quiet efficiency of Scotty's men with a lack of disapproval
which was his highest form of praise. Then he spotted the Chief
Engineer near a makeshift lock that had been installed in the
emergency bulkhead half way down the corridor. He was dressed in
vacuum gear and had evidently just doffed the helmet to wipe sweat
from his brow.

Spock made his way across the lititered flooxr, "Engineer,
report."

Scotty turned. His face was deeply lined and he locked
much older than he had that morning. = "It's a Romulan torpfdo,
Mr. Spock. One of their sonic, delayed detonation models. )
Have nd seen one in years.  Come over here, I'll show you."

He led the way to a viewscreen and punched a combination. A
four part diagram appeared on the screen and Scotty pointeu out
the salient points as he spoke, "And... yes... I remembered right,
this is the timer fuse circuit. It can be aborted..." he became

" even more grave, "but... I have na man with a hand steady enough.

See how this shaft has to be drawn straight out without the slightest
vibration? I can rig up a sling to do the job... but it will take
the best part of an hour... and I don't know how much longer we

have before that clock runs down."

Spock studied the diagram. He knew the model, but had
never defused one himself. He nodded, "Get me a vacuum suit."

Scott looked at the Vulcan a long moment. It was a Romulan
machine designed to be defuseable by Romulan hands... presumably.
He'd heard that Vulcan specialists had been carried to deal with
these babies during the Romulan Wars. He nodded.

Ten minutes later, Spock confronted the softly ticking
mechanism with a cautious tricorder probe. Then he reached deep
within himself to tap the wellsoring of steadiness that was his
most cherished heritage, and knelt to the job. >

The gloves made it difficult to manipulate the tools with
the delicate sensitivity he would have liked to employ, but he was
grateful that the anachronistic specialty tools were still regula-
tion equipment. It didn't occur to him to be grateful that Scotty
ran a neat, tight department.

He worked with the swift sureness that gave the sweating
men monitoring the scene on the intercom no clue that he'd never
actually done it before. His tricorder was registering an ominous
change in the rhythmic ticking by the time he was ready for the
last, and most delicate stage, the withdrawing of the shaft. He
flexed his fingers inside the stiff gloves. No. It would never
work, and he'd not get a second chance. He made a swift calculation
and, sealing the suit at the wrists, he drew the gloves off. Very
conscious of the hard vacuum on his bare hands, he grasped the
shaft and drew it gently but firmly out.

He forced his hand to drop the cold metal... and with it
several pieces of skin... and then he rose and took the five quick
steps to the makeshift lock, dripping icicles of boiling green blood.

All during McCoy's ministrations, Spock found he couldn't
keep his mind off the subject of Fate. He was even willing to
entertain such notions as a "Prime Mover". For instance, yesterday,
had he not, in the last instant, pulled himself together and aborted
that certain mindtouch... his hands might well have been too unsteady...

Even when he reminded himself that this uncontrollable

_curiosity alienated him from his own kind, he could scarcely drag

his mind back to business. But discipline finally won out and he
found himself back in the command chair of the fleetest of Federation
ships of the line while it wallowed after an utterly improbable
raider.

Sulu threw a glance over his shoulder, "They've gone to
ground, sir. Landed on the fourth planet of this system."”

"Class Six orbit, Mr. Sulh."l) class 5ix should do it, he
thought. Far enough to give them forty-two point seven eight hours
before orbital decay required powered maneuvers, yet near enough to
use the transporter... sparingly.

He made the appropriate log entries and ‘then issved orders
for a landing party to form. He was virtually certain what his
sensoxrs would show as soon as they were near enough.

An hour later, his certainty was confirmed. No life forms..:
no powexr. He had no logical alternative. He ordered the landing
party down. Then he went ko gick Bay to check on the progress of
the injured.

Sick Bavy was quiet now. Most of the injured had been
discharged to their quarters. In the room just off McCoy's office,
Ssarsun and Kirk lay next to each other, while Christine monitored
their medical scanner readings. Xt took Spock only a moment to
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note their condition and then he approached McCoy who was seated
at his desk reading. :

. The intercom whistled and McCoy answered, locking up at
the enigmatic First Officer. .

It was Sulu's voice, "Is Mr. Spock there?"

Spock leaned down, "Spock here, Mr. Sulu."
“Landing party repéx:t, sir."

“On my way, Spock out. How scon can you have the Captain
on his feet, Doctor?” .

"Couple of hours if necessary. He's sleeping now. Ssarsun
will be laid up for days."

"I know. He's still unconscious."

"Maintaining ¢ontact?",

Spock nodded, "Tenuously."

Spock turned to go and McCoy rose to follow, "Landing party?"

. By the time they reached the bridge, McCoy had pumped Spock
for all the details.. Spock folded himself into the command chair
and activated the intercom, "Landing party, xeport."

"Fielding here, Mr. Spock. As you suspected, this little
ship is one solid block of machinery... but it did carry a crew
of one. In sensor-shielded vacuum geaxr. She's dead, sir... I
think. All the weapons systems are inoperative. Propulsion intact,
but we can't raise her until we get a doctor down here to remove
the pilot. 1It's very strange. She seems to have been wired into
the controls,"

Spock eyed McCoy, *Cyborg?"

McCoy pulled a skeptical face. Spock said, "Very »;'ell,
lieutenant Fielding. Carry on. Spock out. Let's go, Doctor."

Choking on his protests, McCoy followed Spock into the
elevator. They were taking their places on the transporter pads
before McCoy could put his objections into words, "Spock, are you
sure you're not exposing yourself to an unnecessary risk?"

"A calculated risk, Doctor.
are using Cyborg raiders..." he shook his head,
ship."

If the Klingons or the Romulans
"we must have that

MeCoy held his peace and went quietly to sparkling pieces.
When the world again became visible, it was a sandy plain whose
only distinguishing feature, other than a baking desert heat was
a tiny craft close to a rosy rock pinnacle. It was clear that if
they were to raise the wreck, they would need all of Spock's skill
and probably Scotty's too.

They waded through the wind rippled sand, Spock in the lead,
McCoy wishing he had the Vulcan's temperature tolerance. The hatch
had been sprung in the crash, and they entered the velvet darkness
which soon revealed itself to be a well 1lit interior.

Without even looking around, McCoy knelt beside the pilot,
a very lovely Romulan woman.  He swore. She was a Cyborg all right.
What a pexversion! Then his tricorder registered a faint, oh so
faint, trace of life. He went to work, trying to nurse that flicker
into £lame. .

He didn't hear Spock order the rest of the landing party
back to the ship, but then Spock's sure fingers were working over
the cyborg's control connections, oblivious to the pain from his
injured hand. .

Suddenly they were slammed back to the rear of the tiny

cabin and pinned there by a grueling surge of acceleration. The
builders hadn't wasted any space on gravity compensators. Ogiy
Then e

the pilot's couch was properly rigged and unaffected: e
engines stopped and they were in free fall. The eerie whine of
sliced atmosphere picked up and began to whistle through the cracks
around them.

The crash came as an almost welcome release from terror,
and McCoy surrendered gratefully to unconsciousness.

Had Spock not digsconnected the pilot from the course
computer and almost disconnected the engine co{xtrols, she would
certainly have smeared them over half the continent.

As it was, Spock woke with no broken bones, and only a
wrenched ankle as a souvenir. The pilot, he ascertained, was now
thoroughly dead. Then he tended to the ankKle. A few moments of
concentration had the swelling under control. .

He left his boot off, hobbled over to McCoy who was sprawled
an the canted deck, apparently unmarked, and checked him over with
the medical scanner. No damage other than two cracked ribs and
a dislocated shoulder.

Balancing on his good foot, Spock braced himself, grasped
the Doctor's wrist and gently eased the shoulder back into place.
When he checked the scanner again, he was satisfied. Next he
reached for his communicator. When he flipped it open, the insides
fell out with a tinkle. The Doctor's had fared a little better,
but when he tried it on the Enterprise's frequency, all he got wa
static. .

Favoring his abused ankle, "he made his way to the entry
and had a look around. They were deep in a crevice gouged out of

whag looked like metallic crystals. Their position made them
;.ann..sible except from directly above. The tricorder readings
indicated that the rocks were generating random piezoelectric and
photoelectric currents. There was no hope of getting a signal

out and very little hope that the Enterprise’s sensors could spot
them unless they'd been tracked. At least, it would take some time.

When he went back inside, McCoy was sitting up probing his
shoulder. Spock filled him in on the situation, they treated each
other's wounds and settled down to wait. Spock stood in the entry
hatch, his eyes roving the loose rock walls of their prison. A

climb was out of the question.

i The hours rolled by. Spock rummaged through the *dead ship
tak%ng tricorder readings. He couldn't even get the lights on
again, and the only illumination came through the hatch and assorted
cracks. Eventually, McCoy féund himself asking Spock for the time
every five minutes and curbed his tongue. Presently, to make
conversation, he said, "I could surely use a drink of water."

Spock turned. He almost looked contrite,
This temperature must be hard on you.
hundred yards up the canyon.”
take a walk." .

"I'm sorry, Doctor.
There is water about a
He pulled on his boot, "Come, we'll

"You must be thirsty, too. Even Vulcans need water."

"I do not feel the need. Come."

They scrambled and walked, slowly, up the crevice. The
silence between them was so thick, McCoy thought he could slice
it and serve it with plomeek soup. None of his usual comments
seemed less than boorish considering what Spock must be going through.
Finally, in a desperate effort to raise his spirits, McCny said,

" "How did you know there's water here?"

"I can hear it, Doctor... and smell it. 1I'd forgeotten you

rcouldn't, or I would have mentioned it earlier.”

Mentally, McCoy kicked himself. Then they rounded an
outcropping and the tiny cascade was revealed in all its wet qlory,
The pond drained into an underground chasm. McCoy ran a standard
tricorder check and then drank. When he rose, he held nut a1 wot
hand to Spock, "You really ought to drink..."

Spock backed away from the drops and their splashings as
if the water were a deadly poison, “No, thank you, Doctor.® .

McCoy frowned, "What's the matter?"

The stony mask of a thousand generations o1 vulcan lore
fathers veiled his face, "It+is forbidden... there ir till
chance... come, let us return to the vessel.” e turpead aned slate
away as if mortally offended. McCoy follownd, bact to thoe oal,
shelter from thr relentless heat.

Honi < latar, MeCoy was coated on e deck while o
leaned against the hulkread i starcd ond ehe batoh, S
was sure he'a fallen e Beoongie e vopeaslieredd dreunineg o
of his more wivid cxt toe e b i HEEE]
his marriage coeromany ol g Y RN

i i

He -tirad al Sooci, bt geablend erasa toapped ab $hee e b
looking out the open hateh ar the qgathering Jdusk. He wan normarly
a rather withdrawn type, but theso 1a:t few hours he'd heen
positively... elsowhecre. !

MeCoy fuelt as iF he'd been exclauled, <t
away, barred. If he didn 't know better, he'd say treat '

would treat an animal that ju«! happened to tag atat.:,

"Spock, how much time left?*

"Two hours, eleven minutes."

“Jim must be in command by now."

"Yes."

"What about Ssarsun?"

Spock turned his head to glance at McCoy then looked bacl
out at the thickening night, "Didn't I mention that I'd lost cui hack
with him?"

"No you didn't. When did this happen?"

"When I lost consciousness. I don't know why. Perhaps

;ve moved around the planet, out of range."
"He must be half out of his mind by now!"
"No. One of the others will take him."
“Why don't you try to reach him?"
“I have been trying." e
"No luck?"
"Nothing.."
What about the other Vulcans?2”

Spock turned again, the exterior glow lighting the drawn
planes of his face, "What about them?"

"Can you reach them telepathically?"
“No. Telepathy is not directional, Doctor."”

McCoy sighed, "Well, let me have another loock at that ankle.”
He heaved himself erxect and moved toward Spock.

1



“"That won't be necessary. It's healed servicably enough.”

"It has?” McCoy pointed his scanner. So it had. He
Xneaded his shoulder. "I envy you your Vilcan nervous system, if
not your philosophy." McCoy froze. There was something in that...
but what? And he had it! i

;

He stood over -the seated Vulcan and his heart pounded’into
his throat. ©Now, how to put it so he wouldn't get killed in the
process. :

"“Spock?"
“Yes, Doctorz®

"I have an idea. A way we might yet get back to the ship
in time to make Feda XII."

“I'm listening."
"You won't like it.”

Spock turned with one eyebrow raised to peer at the Doctor.
He didn't have to say it; McCoy could read "Irrelevant" in every
line of his face. Spock had already spent hours ransacking the
wreckage for the components of some type of signalling device.
He'd done everything he could think of. Any new idea was certainly
worth listening to.

*Spock, you, ah..." McCoy turned and walked away. He'd
gathered enough courage to speak, but not to face those analytic
eyes, "You kinda like T'Rruel, don't you?” gl

"what do you mean, 'like'?"

“I mean... she... well, registers on you. I mean, as a
female." .

"I hardly see that it is any of your concern."

X "It's part of my idea. Just answer. It's a fact, isn't
it? You do respond to her?®

spock swallowed hard and breathed evenly for a moment.
When he spoke his voice was level, controlled. "I don'‘t know.
It's possible."”

MeCoy interpreted this to mesn that Spock was on the verge
of falling madly in love. “You say that telepathy isn't directional.
Yet, I seem to remember that your engagement ceremony involves a
touching of minds that is supposed to form a bond that will draw
the interested parties together at the appropriate time. Isn't
that directional?"

“Not exactly. Nevertheless, the situation dnesn't exist.®
“No but your ankle is as good as new."

Spock cocked his head and frowned quizzically, "I don't
follow your logic."

"of course not. Cultural inhibitions can create actual
blindness. Spock," McCoy squatted down near the First officer
and peered through the darkness trying to read that inscrutable
face, "If you wanted her, wouldn't she come?"

“T'Rruel?”
vyes. "
"But, I don't..."

McCoy was sure the other's bewlilderment was actual. Perhaps
it was impossible, but he'd gone too far to back out now. "You
have such perfect control over your body, Spock. I understand this
is an area where control fails. But, I'm sure that if you wanted
to, you could induce... that state." McCoy held his breath.

Spock was silent a long time. Finally, “Doctor, you don't
know what you've said."

"I apologize if I've been offensive. It was unintentional.
I hadan idea. I had to state it."

"Rightly so. But you offer me the choice between committing
murder or suicide. The probabilities are so finely balanced, the
unknowns so numerous that the choice is surprisingly difficult.

And it is a subject on which I can't trust my own logic.” .

“I didn't know..."

"0f course not. And I wasn't aware of the choice until
you pointed it out, which is, in itself, fascinating."”

"Explain it to me."

A moon began a swift tranverse of the night sky. The
douply reflected light gave Spock's normally sallow complexion a
graveyard cast while most of his face was etched in black. When
he spoke, his voice was pitched low and quiet, with absolutely no
hint of what seethed inside him. But McCoy read tension in the
straight back and unnaturally still hands. Here was control, not
tranquility.

“It's theoretically possible, what you propose. But there
is as you guessed a cultural inhibition against... inducing pon
farr. Therefore, data on the subject is scanty. This I do know.
That, when induced, it goes to completion within hours.

ps well as I can estimate, there is only atwenty percent
probability that I might be a%le to reach T'Rruel. I have no way

i

to estimate the probability that she would acecept. If she did not...
I would die regardless of when they find us.

©1f she did accept, and they find us in time to make Feda
XII, there is a sixty-two point seven eight percent probability
that T'Rruel would die.”

"How do you figure that?"

“We don't practice contraception, Doctor. Our population
problem has always been the opposike of yours. A woman in the
first days of pregnancy usually can't survive the physically and
mentally draining experience of the Affirmation. We go to a great
deal of trouble to avoid the situation, which is the primary reason
I don't know T'Rruel's thonghts on the subject."”

“You're right. I didn't understand. If you try, someone
will probably die. If you don't try, they may find us in time,
anyway. Or they may not... and there'll be trouble! What a decision.”

"and T don't know if my decision to try is logical."

McCoy sat, stunned. His brilliant idea was about to cost
a life... and he'd dedicated his existance o saving life.

Spock rose, and McCoy followed, not knowing what to do or
say. “Doctor, afterwards... you will neither speak to me nor make
your presence known. We will wait in silence. That will be difficult
enough.” He took a turn around the cabin, stopped at the hatchway
to peer into the sky, and then resumed his crosslegged seat.

Thexre was nothing to see. He sat still, but not serene.
The shadows deepened again as the moon set. The hour that passed
then seemed fifty times as long as the whole time since they'd
recieved word of the theft of the Kraith.

McCoy remembered that moment with a crystal ciarity that
amazed him. He'd been on the bridge to give Jim a routine report.
Spock had been overhauling his library computer input when Uhura
announced the arrival of two messages at once, one from Vulcan and
one from Star Fleet Command.

Kirk had her put the one from Vulcan on the main screen
and McCoy remembered the look on Spock's face as T'Pau has spoken,
first to the Captain, the common amenities, and a request that the
ensuing message be given to Spock. Then she'd spoken to Spock in
that strangely euphonous language that served all Vulcan.

Spock had just stood there, woodenly. They were so far
from Vulcan that the message was days old when it arrived. And,
McCoy realized, he'd never told them what she'd said. The message
from Star Fleet Command had sent them after the Kraith and led him
inexorably to,this point... three feet away from a man who was
going swiftly and deliberately mad.

With one smooth motion, like a spring uncoilin-<, Spock
stood up. McCoy did likewise, but with far less agility. The
years were catching up to him.

and then, they were caught in a transporter beam and
reconstructed aboard ship. T'Rruel and Kirk were the only others
in the transporter room. The two humans stood mute as Spock's
eyes met T'Rruel's. The tableau lasted an eternity. Then,
without word, sign, or gesture, Spock descended from the trans-
porter platform and walked out the door. T'Rruel followed smoothly,
without a backward glance.

The two Star Fleet officers turned toward one another and,
in perfect unison, heaved huge sighs. McCoy hardly knew where to
begin asking questions. His hands solved the problem for him.

He found himself pointing the medical scanner at the Captain and
asking the routine guestions. Then he launched into a quick report
of what had happened to them.

When he'd finished, Xirk said, "Yes, of course. When
Ssarsun lost Spock, T'Rruel insisted on linking with him on the
assumption that Spock would try to reach them mentally. When
Ssarsun regained consciousness and still they couldn't reach you,
Ssarsun suggested what the next logical move would be. He had
some trouble convincing T'Rruel. They argued in Vulcan for half
an hour. He f£inally pointed out that with either of them alone
it wouldn't work but the two of them together could zero in on you
right away.”

“How's Scotty doing? BAre we going to make it?"

“We've been traveling at Warp Eight since I plucked you
out of that wreck." '

. Arms around each other's shoulders, the two men moved toward
the door. McCoy carried the tricordexr with the records of the
wreckage. He'd have to compile a complete report on the Cyborg.
Undoubtedly some other ship was moving to pick it up. He was sure
spock's report, when he £iled it, would be the usual exhaustive

and detailed study. He'd have to go some to loock as good. But
he'd have a head start since Spock would be thoroughly preocccupied
for the next several days.

The trip to Feda XII was unremarkable for most of the crew
save for the straining and groaning of the ship's skeleton as Kirk
tried for new speed records. Occaisionally, the engine room crew
drew extra duty and hazzard pay repairing blowouts of various
descriptions, and once they lost power for all of twelve seconds,
but that was routine aboard the Enterprise.

At spock's request, Kirk logged the marriage and had Uhura
dispatch the appropriate notifications. The tone was anything but
appropriate for a wedding day, especially when McCoy comfirmed the
pregnancy the newlyweds already knew about. McCoy restrained
Christine from offering them a wedding present. He tried to explain
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the absence of the usual atmosphere of joy and hope which should
prevail on such occaisions, but could not without betraying a
confidence.

- Alone in Spock's quarters, T'Rruel and Spock looked at one
another, the knowledge of the probable futures heavy within each
of them. Spock had just had a brief glimpse of the meaning of life;
the kind of thing which gives a man, or a Vulcan, drive, purpose,
direction, and the only meaningful immortality. It still lay
warmly within him reawakening all his childhood yearings toward
belonging, a hope he'd abandoned years ago. In a few short hours,
he'd acquired a wife... and a son. His abused system had not yet
fully recovered equilibrium, and he found an emotional basis for
his reluctance to part with them.

"p*Rruel, " the ancient name rolled off his tongue like a
song, "I will try to protect you." .

She went to sit on the bed, "You cannot. There are only
fifty-seven of us. Each must carry his own share... in full. The
only chance is to master the changes before the Drinking." She
lay back on the bed and in two slow breaths was deep within herself
fighting for her life and the life of her child.

Spock adjusted the ambient temperature for her comfort and
sat down in his desk chair to wait, and to plan. Nevertheless, he
would try to protect her. She was exactly what he'd always thought
he wanted in a wife, and he was just beginning to realize how right
he'd been.

They arrived at Feda XIT without ten minutes to spare,
and beamed the Vulecans down to the diggings. Kirk fended off
requests for shore leave and the ship settled down to waiting.

Ssarsun and Scotty closeted themselves with a case of good
Scotch and even better Schlugtamer that Ssarsun had been saving
to work off a really collossal wad. He couldn't imagine anything
moxe collossally maddening than Spock's beaming down into an enemy
craft while his bodyguard lay unconscious. Besides, later, he'd
have to relinquish the tenuous thread of contact, his lifeline to
reality, for a few hours during the peak of the ceremonies when
spock would need all of his concentration just to stay alive. It
was always better to be drunk at such times. He'd discovered early
in his career that sobriety sharpened the hallucinations unbearably.

Kirk and McCoy passed sixty-five of the sixty-eight hours
by pretending to adhere to routine. But finally the tension got
+o be too much for the boctor and he took a flask of his best
brandy and went in search of the Captain.

He found him in his gquarters pretending to read a status
report. Silently, he poured two glasses full and sat down to kill
the three hours remaining. Life in the service seemed to consist
mostly of a series of life-or-death crises strung together- by
unbearably eternal waits.

Sixty-eight hours thirty minutes had passed before Kirk's
communicator tweeted. "Kirk here."

"Captain." It was Spock's voice, level, businesslike.
vpive to beam up, sir. Please have the transporter xoom cleared.
I'1) be bringing the Xraith with me."

sRight. Five midutes. Kirk out." He locked at McCoy,
"She didn't make it."

Mccoy capped the flask and rose, "Let's go. When a rigid
shaft is forced to bend... it shatters." .

Kirk nodded and rose, "Yes. He pay 9eed us. But he'll
never admit it." :

They were out the door and marching along the corridor
toward the transporter xoom as McCoy cautioned, "Jim, don't try
to make him admit it. For the present, let him handle it his own
way. Maybe later... one day... he'll come loocking for a shouldex."

."Right, Bones."

They cleared the transporter room and Kirk locked onto the
target, checked by communicator, set the time delay, and left the
TOOm.

. When they re-entered, four weary Vulcans were making theix
way silently out of the room. spock hefted a plain blue case and
descended from the platform. He stopped in the middlie of the floor
to look at his two friends.

“captain... I'll require about a day before I can return
to active duty. I'm quite thoroughly exhausted."

ngranted. Take as long as you like. T'Rruel...”
"Is dead."”
Kirk closed his eyes and shook his head. He started to

reach out to Spock's free hand. Spock stepped back qu%ckly.
“rhank you, Jim. But I still have some unfinished business." He

indicated the Kraith. "If you'll excuse me, I'll be in my quarters.”

He made for the door.

Fifteen minutes later, he wasitowing the case for safe
keeping. The next time they stopped at Vulcan, he'd perform the
ceremonial destruction and bury the remains., There was no hurry.
He had fifty-two years.

The door chimed. He reached over and tripped the release.
Christine came in. carrying a tray with two steamiyg dishes under
brightly polished covers. "I made some Pekrewp. The others said
it turned out well, so I thought you and T'Rruel would..." She

looked around, “where is she?"

The savory vapors had reached him and he identified the
traditional dish by smell. Its festive associations were hardly
suitable at the moment, but it would provide the concentrated and
easily digestible nourishment he needed now.

YShe's dead.” .

“Huuuh!"” her indrawn breath and growing frown culminated
in a breathed, "Ohhh! I didn't know. Oh, Spock, I'm s5 sorry!
What an awful tragedy."

"It was the result of actions taken in full knowledge of
the probable consequences. It was unavoidable."

"Even so, I'm sorry."

“There is no need to be sorry." He locked the cabinet,
and rose to take the tray from Christine. "We live in changing
times, Nurse. We have witnessed the end of an era today. An
ancient symbol has passed into dust. A new symbol will be made: -~
to light the way into the future."

Christine wanted to say, "If you can't feel your pain,
I'll feel it for you. But, I know you can, and I want to share it
with you and make it easier." But she remained silent and left
the tray with the hungry Vulcan.

It didn't even occur to Spock to be grateful for the food,
done by hand to perfection. It was a nurse's duty to look after
the health of crewmwmbers. But, as he sat staring at the closed
door, he reminded himself of Christine's well known attitude toward
him. That was a problem he'd have to grapple with again, soon.

But first he owed his ravaged body a good rest. As he
finished the last spoonful, the door buzzed, "Come."

Kirk paced over to Spock's desk, motioning him to remain
seated, "I'm sorry to bother you now, Spock, but a message just
came in I think you should krow about.”

“Yes, sirz2"
"Spock... I'm sorry..."

*Jim..." how to explain without alienating? “Jim, sympathy
isn't necessary. It isn't even welcome. I'm very tired, and the
human practice of... 'breaking the news gently' only strains my
patience. It's about Sarek, isn't it?"

Kirk nodded, "They found a body tentatively identified as
Sarek. They're not sure. The search will continne. We've been
ordered into the area as soon as we finish the torr."

spock nodded, noting the way the room spun around him.
He was truely on the verge of collapse. His efforts to save T'Rruel
had drained every resourse of vitality. “Thank you. We'll
discuss it later, if that's all right with you."

“yes, of course.". Kirk turned to go then came back, "Spock,
T have to say it. I... feel sympathy... so I'm compelled to
express it. I want to help..."

o1 understand, Jdim. But I don't need help... only rest.”

Kirk nodded, "Sleep well," and left.

For a moment Spock sat staring at the closed door. Deep |
inside, he knew that Sarek was not dead. He ¥“EY that as Kaytavtikh
he would feel that loss as a severance deep Wlthl?, and there was
no such sensation. Perhaps he would yet rescue his father.

He didn't remember stumbling to the bed and tumpling into
the deepest sleep he'd ever known.
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SHEALKU

Kraith [A

. Lichtenberg

"Spock," said Ceptain Kirk chidingly. "Your heart is
just rot in your chess tonight." -

The Rirst Officer looked un from the triplex. chess bo-rd
and said blenkly, "Sir, I as-ure you my hesrt is firmly secured
within... " i

Kirk cut him of* with:a chuckle, " you see what I maen!
IT you'd bern payings ~ttention, yeu wouldn't heve misurderstcod
me. Tver since T'..." he cenght himself, T'Rruel was still too
sengitive = teric, "ever since your fether disspreared, it's
been impossible to telk to you. 4&nd vhetever you're doing, id's
elweys obvious your mird just'isn't on it.¢

Rewildeved, Spock shook his heed, "Captain, I am pr'vir.g‘r
ettantion to thi~ geme..." B

"Oh, no you'‘re rot. I have you mete’ in thre- moves."

~lanted brows rose tc horirontnl bars in the center of
Spock's foreheed znd he stared et the bo-rd as if it hed just
meterielized in the middle of e tangle of computer circuitry.
Kirk prectically never snrounced his victories in such terms.
Finally, the Vulcan lon~ked up, "Threr moves, Ceptsine®

"You don't see it7M

"Xo, sir," Spock shook his head.

":311 rifht. I'1l bet you tenty credits it's my grme."

"Geptain, you krow I daon't wager...”

"But, if you're so sure you'd win...it's no gemble.”

"o, sir, you don't understsnd. I have no objection to
gembling...but I don't wager."

"Whetts the difference?"

Spock sirhed, "We often gamble our lives on events which
have a very low probatility of transriring. But I would never
wager with ¢ crewmate or the outcome of zn event...regardless of
the odds.™

"‘n’hy""
"I might win,” srid the Vulcan simply.
"But thri's the object.., "

n"For a humsn, perhaps. I wouldn't know." Spock pulled
his face into e virtuous mesk. .

Kirk shrur~ed. He'd thougsht thet on Fkos, 3pock had
finslly lerrned...the evhillisrrtior of pembling. He shrugeed,
A1l rifht, we'll just pley the game out...then you'll see.®

But before 3pock could put out his hend to mske his move
the intercom whistled and then the corridor speskers were chan—
ting, "vellow Alert, yellow slert...Captein to Bridre. A1l hsrds
to battle stations. This is rot o drill, repeat, not a drilil.
Yellow ~lert..." i

Refore the announcement ceased, Kirk was out the door,
Spock close on his heels.

Fifty seconds lrter, the Captain and First Cfficer tcok
their stutions end *ecrtme engrossed in the set routine of the
alert. Seconds lester, Kirk learned that it was only a distress
c+11 from ¢ nesrby commercisl liner sr” there wrs no indiec-tion
of rn ermed attack. Fe said, over his left shrulder toward Com—
munications, "Lt. Borelli, get the "asptein of the liner on the
gereen. Li. Grosholm, plot » course for the liner's vorition.
Mr. Freem=n, lay it in as soon..." s

"I a@lreedy have it, air," seid the Helmsmezn crisply.
"Thank you," said ¥irk, "Mr. Spock, report."

"¥Fo hostile ships in the vicinity. The distresced liner
aprears to be overeting under normzl power."

"Captein,” s=id Borelli, "I have the Ceptein of the Yiner."

"Main scre-n," scid Kirk.

The lzrge, main viewscreen shifted to display o complex
geometric pattern like a geodesic dome crosc-hatched in shpdes of
blue. In one corner, = smell cut-out bor displayed the Federa—
tion flag and in the opposite corner, the Vulcan emblem glowed
white erainst 2 blue background.

Curious, Spock descended to simnd beside ¥Kirk's chair.
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The Captein said, "A Vulesn ship?"

"Yes, "ir. Thot's the identification of the Shealku. &
class ¥-1 pascerper liner. Rated &t thre hundred pes enrers.
Carries 8 crev of ore hundred-twenty...mogtly humen. Five h ndred
metric tons of crreo. Generrlly onerates between the Terth
Colonieg, but during this sesson of the yerr, Theslvu often trkeg
teurists to Vuleen,"

Virk swiveled »-ound to look -t *“is Pirst Officer, "Kr.
9pock, sometimes you ameze me." .

“In vhet wey, Ceptaing®

Xirk shock his heed ruefrlly, "Out of srver or eirht han-
dred Vulern-ovned merchrnt vesrels in spree, you Just h:tnered o
hrve 211 the stetisti-s of this particuler ore on the tip o©
your torruel

Jpock corrected, "Nine hundred-forty threr vessel: ne of
1:3t yerr. T don't know them 211, just the ones..."

e was irterupted by ¢ soft rong as the Jhealku pettern
shirrered rnd dis~olved to rnverl its Captrin.

¥irk blinked h-rd.  S3rcck coclte? his heed te ene cide
quirricrdly. Tverycre or the bridre lo-ked silerly -t v~ fir
ure er ‘he m<ir viewscreen. -

Tt was a 'chilvi‘r...not ¢ Vulern cr hum'r, -rd it -ac

a jerord Nfficor...rct & Tertrin. And it sst in the Cgptr‘in's
cheir, behird tre faptrin's desk, in the Cept-irts office.

Pefore Firk had z cherce to say erythins rude, the S3chil-
1ien sooke muietly. Wis arcent wes feirly rood in spite of the
im~obil® lipc of his srecies. "I anm Ltrelued, f3ec9n¢i cfficer of
Sheslku. It is I who sum-ord you becruse our Ceptein -nd our
Typcutive CF icer sre desd...end es you know, I am ur_‘.?ble to tee
commend of ery vessel on the trade lires. Can you aid us?"

Fumbly, ¥Yirk nodded. Then he realired thet the gesture
misht heve 1ittle meaning for the Schil ian end srid rather 1lrmely,
uyes. “Ye're on our way." He krew the Federatiecn low that pro-
hitited the Commarding CTficer of eny intersteller comrreiel ves-
sel from beinF in close mertal linkrge with snother being. =~
Somevhere ir the back of his wind, he'd known thet this nrohibi-
ted the telerrthic Sehillianc from becomins Commerciel Stership
Gapteins or Fedrrrition controlled route. The “chillis g' gerity
deperded orn the telepzthic link vith arether ‘elenrthic ming.
Put, until now, the nrohibitior hadn't really mernt anytking to
Vl?;.i The reslirrtion was like a viscous lump congeealing in his
vi s.

Spock seid into ¥irk's silence, "Have you bern ~ttrcked?
Is there ary damere to the ship or personnel?®

The 3chivlien crswered, "Fo. There's been no attack on
the rhip. We're snecerorthy.t

Alerton “pock said to Virk, "Ceptain, shell I cancel the “el ow
ert?

"Yes, Mr. Spock. Do thrt." He turned his atterntior fully
on the 3chillian, "Uh, Mr..."

"You may call me Iuad, Ceptein. It is a mesnirgless noise,
but at leest it is something you can sry."

From a Vulcer, thought Xirk, thet would be condescension
very bitter to swallow, but Xirk could h¢ar the gentle nmusement
burbtling in the Schillian's voice 2rd took it es intended...
rocd nriured friendship.

"Well, ther, Mr...Laud, cen you tell me wh~t h-o=ened?"

"I wish I could, Ceptein. The truth is thet I do not know.
Let us discuss the events within the vrivacy of wells.®

" Very well," s~id Kirk somewhat confused by the od+ mir-
ture of Schillian menners end Vulcan phrssing, "w '11 be there in®

Spock surplie® fron his station , "...approrimriely
sever*y three minutes.”

The Schilliar essayed 2 gerial nod but achieved en ori-

ent2l bew th:t Virk wisbed Sulu could see, "Good enough, 3hcalku
...out.”

Kirk wetched the strenge blue negttern overlay the screen
for » noment before fading. The 3chillian seemed to heve n good
grasp of the Vulcen vpronunciotion of his ship's neme, rnywey.

Py the time ¥irk -nd Spock moterialized in the office of
the Shealku's Crptain, Kirk was burning with curiousity ~nd sur-
reptitiously wriched Spock for sigms of Vulcan irgetience. He
found nore, ~nd the Flrst Cfficer's plecidity orly served to in-
c-ease the Ceptein's agitstion.

At 1-st, the 3tarflect OfTicers Trced the Schillinan acrose
the desk. Virk scrrecely noticed the Vulcan decore...a strerre
mirture of plush elesence end sustere ginplicity. ®verything in
the ofrice, as in the rest of the ship, w:s ot the very best ausl-
ity, tho moast dursble corstruction, the most widely accevted
esthetic strnd-rdn, »nd :bove everything h-d the ~le-k streamline
of the rtrictly functionsal.

If he stovred to study the de~orets effect, ¥irk knew he'd
Ybe engrosred for hours, so he ignored it and s-id, "Vour coor-
‘dinrtes were precise, Mr. Lu~d. "Th-nk you."

"Wy .plee ure, Oentain...pleese brlirve, . yrur speocpe.
ig & rrect Plesoure,

~.

k oaid, "Th-4, T oor well imrceine, Lireluad, but we

hove 0 vers cerfous med o, "

"Wen, of course," arid the Schillian, "won't you please
be aeated. | have here the relevant log tapes,® he keyed higp
deck nereep snd jL 11t up with the Jheelku pattern, "which will
tr1l you smlmncl - muech ag T Pnow of the situstion.™

Bar the neryt twepty minutes, Virk snd Spock viewed the
Togp Lepen thed coverocd the demine of the Sheelku's Captein end
Pipal QFFEeer, And, an Lireluasd had indiceted, it wasn't really
ton Infarmntivee.  ¥or fifteen minutes, they wetched the two human
affieers aented serons the vory desk where they now sat. They
were daing o routine mudit of Jhealku's records. There was
nothing to indiente an imnending crisis.

Then, nuddenly, they both crumpled into peeceful denth
with no irdieation of the cause. Thet was a1l there was.

Litreluad snapped the screen off and said, "Helf an hour
later, T found them like thet. Autops; indicated 2 ges poisonous
to humrns in very smell trrces but not toric to Schilliang except
in high concentrstion. On the besis of that, the three officers
Junior to me have filed charges asgairst me and our navigator, the
only other Schillian sboard. Buit, until you ceame, there was no
anthority available to which we could appeal. The charges are
delineated in the ship's log."

Spock asked, "How long sgo did this occure®

"3ix days. I've requested a replacement Captain to be
gent from our nearest depot, but he won't be here for fifteen days.”

fle was interrupted by a knock on the door and said, "Come.m

The door slid noiselessly aeside anrd three Junior officers
in Shealku's uniform, a simple pants and tunic outfit in the same
shedes—oZ-blue geometric pattern as the Shealku emblem, marched
into the room. As the leader advanced to the desk, Firk knew at
once who they were. You didn't need telepathy ito sense the
grimness of suppressed anger in the three humans.

“Luad,? rsi  the Vrnder, "you can't...”

nCaptain Kirk," interruvted Ltreluad urbanely, "this is
Engineer Fullrr, Director Thompson end our Chief Purser, Mr.
Reynolds. Gentlemen, this is Captein FKirk aand his First Officer,
Mr. Spock.,.of the U.3.S. Enterprise.”

Reynolds was a short men with blond hair and a tenor
voice while the other two wern dark with a “urasien cast to

Perforce, the humans acknowledged the introduction znd
ghen l};\lllﬁr zdvenced to pound on the desk. "Captain ¥irk, I
emand... -

Kirk said, "Mr. Fuller, you are in no position to msake
ary demards." :

"But, Captsin, this..." he irdiceted the Schillian with
a flick of his hand, "...man is accused of..."

Kirk interrupted, "I know Mr. Puller. Jon't you be seated"
Indignantly, Fulier raised his voice, "Céptain! A murder..."

Kirk said, "Mr. Fulver, I sitrongly sugeest you teke a se~t
and sllow us to vroceed with the investigation in an orderly
fashion. The legalities ere elready confused enough without
adding prgjudice..."

Tuller threw himself into a cheir grudgingly while the
other two crewmen perched themselves on the edges of their cheirs.

"Prejudice!" gseid Fuller. "So! ZLued's been getting his
licks in first! Well, lct me tell you..."

The door sirfnal chimed rrein and Luwed seid, "Come.™

4 t2ll Vulecen dressed in a severe black tunic ord irousers
strode into the room with sr rir of suthority that impressed even
¥Virk, who found himseif rising to greet the men as i1 he were an
admiral.

Ltrelued also rose ord thenthers followed suit sr the
Schillier said, "Senaz, I greet you. May I introduce Captain
Kirk and hie Pirst Cfficer, “pock, of the Interprise."

Sepaz turned to Kirk with stately dignity erd rendered
the Vulcan greeting end ther traded preetings with Spock #11 in o
kind of ponderous, slow-motion that somehow took the pressure ont
of the explosion thrt had becn building between the humens.

At last, Sepsz completed the formalities srd took the one
rempeining seat in the office, making e little ceremony out of
the simple act of sitting down. "Captsin Kirk, I sm most pleased
to see Starfleet here at 1-st. Allow me to come directly to the
point."

"Certeinly," said Kirk resdily. He knew how slow a Vulcen
could be when sterding on ceremony. He rether preferred the
Vulcen businessman to the Vulcen diplomats for that very rcason.
Time is money...a logical eguation.

Sepaz pressed a tape into the desk viewer gnd a list of
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newes appeared on the screen. ‘"I have been delegated by thise
group of passengers to present an urgent petitien that yow plece
this ship or course for Vulcan immediately. There are pregnant
women sboard, live csrgo, connections to be made by travelers,
appointments to be kept, jobs &t atske, and each of us ia
incurring enormous expense from every hour's delsy.m"

Kirk sterted toanswer bubt Spock interrupted, "I can easily
underasteand the importance of puctuality to all sboard. However,
Pederstion Taw is quite explicit..."

"Mut," sald Sepaz, "this is a Vulecan ship and Vulcen law...”

"You pardon, Sepaz," said Spock defferentislly, "but in
inastellar space, Federation lsaw takes precedence, If this
incident had occurred in Vulcan space, Ltrelusd would have been
}:Zble to take command and bring Shealku to terminal-orbit. But

ere...”m

"Here, " supplied Itreluad, "my hends are tled and Shealku
immobiliged until Ceptain K_irk completes his investigation ®

"yaich, " sald Eirk smoothly, "I shall now stert.” He
pulled .out his communicator, flipped if open. snd was soon
ismelng orders to aslmost every department and lab sboard the
Enterprise. With the resources of a Starship to draw upon, the
whole investigation would be complete within two deys. .

Sepazr stood up. . "Very well, Ceaptain. However, I must
insist that this ship beplaced back on course the moment your
legal requirements are met." -

Kirk said, "I assure you, sir, that it will be.”

Sepag took his leave with the same slow-motion formality
with which he had entered. When the door had closed behind ‘the
Vulcan, it was as if suddenly the room and its occcupants snapped
back to a resl-time tempo. .

Fuller geid, "Captian Xirk, I insist that you teke commerd
of this ship immediat®ly. No Schillfan is ellowed to commend a
ship in the Federation Trade Lanes...sand neither is an accused
murderepl™ X : ’

"And, " Kirk seld, holding hfs temper in check, ""no
Sterfleet Officer is allowed to command e privately owned vessel
engeged in instellar commerce. We'll just have to straighten
this mess out right here.™

"Then, " sald Fuller climbing to his feet, "I suggest you
get to work. I'1l be in Engineering if you need me, Captein.®

With a hawk-eyed glare, Puller collected his junior
officers end marched them out the door. But before letting the
door close, Fuller turned back to sey threeteningly, "But, Kirk,
you'd better get thet Schillian out of this office...right now,™

Then the door closed end Ltrelusd stood up. "He is
correct, Captain, I've no right to occupy this desk. %hy don't
you meke this office the hesdquarters for your investigetion?
I'11 be in my guarters if you require my assistance."

As the Schillien was sbout to leave, Spock said casuelly,
"Ltreluad, are. you guilty of _the murders?®

"No, " smgwered the nonhumean evenly.

Spock asked, ".Dé you delieve it was murder?n
Tes.m.

"Yho ie the guilty party?" yersiﬁ:ed the Vulecan.

"l do not know," seid the Schillian sadly end Kirk felt
the sincerity of thet., The Schillisne were a race of amphibious
telepaths who looked like man-proportioned ftoeds but who shared
more of humarity's finer sensidilities than many other nonhuman
races end wonld never snoop in a non-telepath's mind.

Atter a moment, Spock salu q_uietly; *Thenk you. You may
@.II .

) Wher he was agsdn alone with Kirk, Spock said, "Captein, I
don't understend how you intend to put Sheellku under weigh within
forty-sight hours. Itreluad can't command. His junior officers
do not have the necessary papers, None of our crew can...™

"Yes, Mr. Spock, well, I'm sure you'll think of something."
Kirk moved to sit behind the desk and survey the elaborate
computer installetion with' some trepidetion. "Firat letts find
out who killed the captain and his exec."

. ~ The computer was of Vulcan pamufacture, as was salmost
everything else on board, Kirk sighed, heaved himself cut of the
straight-backed chalr that loocked comforteble but wasn't and

oo bired at.the chair. "It's #11 yours, Mr. Spock, Setup a
seatch-snd~correlate program on eventsa surrounding the time of

the murders. ZTrace the toxic gas. Motive, method, opportunity...
you Imow the routine. Tie directly into the Enterprise's computers
1t you need to. I'm going to poke around the ship and get the
feel of things." .

"Yes, sir," said Spock, "Shall I have the labs report
directly to you?”

"No. TYou collact and correlate the findings. I'1l be
¥ack in two hours for ‘a report.™ :

"AYe aye, sir.”

Kirk left the Vulcan to his tesk, not feiling to mote thse
glint of unsuppresseble delight in Spock’'s eyes ss he leid
hands on the Vulcan-mede unstrumentstion. If there wes enything
$hat could claim, all of Spock's heart, it was & computer.,.and
the cadillac of computers was the Vulcan-maede T'ktigl which he
‘now commended.

Federstion-built ships, like the Enterprige, used Vulcan--
' mede components, tut the progremming was human engineerrd. It
took a Vulcen to get the bent out of a Vulcen progrem.

For the nert two hours, Xirk walked the lururiously sustere
corridors sosking up the atmosphere of the ship, He watched his
security men questloning passengers over whirring tricorders; he
poked into the public lounges; he w.tched the clesning rervo's
#nd their humar supervisors going ebout the drily routines; he
stopped in the ber for a drink snd eavesdropped on conversstions;
he poked around the crew's quarters ard visited the engineering
deck to chech out the graffiti in +the men's room.  Everywhere he
went, he was recognized snd subjected to eppesl »firr sppesl to
get the ship to nort on schedule. ’

Finally, Kirk found himself marching briskly salong the
corridor back toward the Captain's office. Suddenly, a passenger
wearing the beggy nents and holero of the Kiltra'ine Colonies
stepged into his path. "Ceaptain Firk, have, may I, s word with
you?

"Certrinly, Mr..."

"Rose. Arturo Rose,Captrin.”" He looked both ways to see
that they were elone mnd ssid, "Geptain, has told anybody you of
the unhappiness between Captain Sudman and Mr. Iuad?n -

#Unhappiness, Mr. Rose?"

"Greatly, yes. .That you understend Tued is.,.uh...
unwelcome sbosrd Shealku. Before the murder day, the Ceptein
en was to be overheard chastising Iuad."

"What do you mean, overheerd?" asked Kirk caﬁtiously. It
wey bad practice for a Ceptein to discipline one of his officers
. dn publie. -

- "I hed passing beside the outside‘ of Captein-Office and
heard the tirsding..." :

"Nevermind, " seid Kirk imva-iently wishing Rose would use
Lis trensletor irsterd of struggling with English syntex. “What
did Sudman say?t

"Abused he Luad for telepathic instructing Favigetor while
on Watch Duty. Then Sudman insulied generelly Schillians...
end sequenced to Schillien mating customs. innuendo to perversity
affair bi-sexual with Navigrtor snd Lued. ILued screasmed painly
and ran outward from Cepteir-0ffice. Unknown to me, Schillisns,
but was Inad great with rage colliding my body end not cognizant
of melf.®

"I see," Kirk said thoughtfully. The trisexusl Schillians
were more reserved sbout sexuel matters than Wulcans. Schillians
wouldntt even revesl their true sex, preferring to be celled
"he'" wherever necessary, "Well. thexk you, Mr., Rose. I'll
certainly look inte 1%. Rest agsured..."

red Roge graciously, "Good Thank ge
You." With a curteous 1little bow, Rosé hurried off leaving Ki
staring after him blankly. The first passenger who hadn't deman-

ded Warp 8 %o Vulcan immediately_.

"Arrested em I,M a%

'

Kirk shook his head and contimued to the office wondering
what Spock might have turned up. He wasn't long in finding out
what the Science Officer hsd wrung out of the Shealku's computers
and he spent the next three hours trying to diges all slong
with the evidence that was pouring in from the Enterprise lebs.
And then he sent Spock to ask Ltrelued about Rose's gesiimny and
another man with a transleting tricorder to collect en officisd
statement from the Kilir'ine, : .

Wwhen Spock returned, XKirk was aching with the fatigue of a
day that had gone on too long...bubt he was too wrought up to think
of sleep. He propped his head in his hends and said, "Don't tell
me...I just found the tape in your report. Sudman was. filing =
dismissel recommendation against Iuad. Classical motive; method
and opportunity against Lusd and not one other suspect.”

"Neverthéless Captein,” said Spock gently, "Lireluad ie
. not guilty. He knew that, at most, he and the Navigator would
have been transferred to snother ship, not dismissed, Rememder,
Shealku is edministered by Vulcan even though it im operated dy
- humans, The line has many other ships where the Schillians would
; be most welcome," =

! o Xirk looked up. Spock seemed to be dimcounting the
emotionsl volatility of the Schillisns. Tatigue sosked through
the Captain's brain and left his thoughts gooey. EHe sighed,
nSpock, where did you learn to speak Schillian??

nY .don't actuslly spesk the language,Captain...there are
00 meny sounds and thought-tones thai are Impossible for me, but
I can pronounce some of their proper nsmmes, In the leat three
years, many worthy papers have been pudlished by Schilliaz
physisists on..."

n¥evermind, " said Kirk wearily, "let's go play roulette
for & while., I need some recreation.”

"Captain, I have no..."
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"Come on, Spock. If you don't wamt t
kibb b2 for.me." =7 To play, you can
"Very well, Captain,” sighed ock,  Through th
he'd become accuatamed to Kirk's Iatiﬁe 1imits snghhe ;ngius,
there was no senss arguing.

¥hen the two Sterfleet officers entered the lerge
sdlon, .the whirl and bustle of conversatiorn died for a gomgzﬁiggd
then picked up et an incressed tempo. The crewmen running the
gemes worked more intently to keep their patron’s interest and
soon the passengers forgot the Starileet uniforms.

Kirk led the Vulcen toward the roulette teble in the far
corner vhere he'd eerlier seen a woman riding s winning streak.
There was a knot of well-dressed passengers at one end of the
table vwhile on the long side, opposite the croupier, stood
Reynolds, thc Chief Purser, cashing in a veritsble mountain of
chips that the croupier expertly counted into nret stacks and
credited on the table's computer.

The geme hed come to a stendsbill ‘erd Xirk watched oquietly
while the passengers millrd eround muttering comments about crazy
Yulcen laws allowing crewmembers to gemble ‘on their own ships and
how ittmusz :etl;i r%gfed game. Kirk was sure that Spock heard the
comments n e Vulcan gave no si that the smud
honor reached his sensitive ears. & madge on leen

Before one of the drunken humans could confront the Vulcen,
Kirk steered him eway from the roulette tsble end set down at a
blaeckjack table where a geme was Jjust sterting. Blackjack was no
game for e Vulcen. TRidetic memory could automatically keep track
of every card played end give the exaoct odds on each hand, so
Kirk didn't even invite Spock to sit in.

The desler shuffled the cards snd presented them to be
cut and Xirk pleyed out the hand esutomatically. He vlayed the
next hand and the next, not keeping track of his winnings, but
only sbandoning his mind to the soothing routine of the limited
universe of the deck of cards.

¥hen the last card in the deck was turned, the dealer
collected them end shuffled egain. One of the players left the
table and enother took his place. It took two more hands before
Kirk recognized the new player as Reynolds, the Purser.

Something clicked over in Kirk's mind as he watched
Reynolds end the Captain began to pley in eernest. By the next
re-shuffle Kirk had classified the man as a compulsive gembler.
It was there in the snep he gave the cards as he checked his
hole-cerd. It was written in the way he destroyed the green felt
scratching for a card and the way he held him body when the dealer
tuerned his hand up., Here vwas a gembler who'd lost heavily and
now, suddenly, was winning. -

Before the deal began again, Kirk got up end pushed Spock
down into his place whispering, "You play this one...play it to
win...thatts an order, Mr. Spock."

"ﬁut Captain, 1t's not fair ageinst... "
"It's not illegel here, is iton

"No gir." '

"Sc_J playin

The Vulcen shrugged an eyebrow and accepted the hand
dealt to him with the seme disinterest he would have used on a
computer printing out Phabrini multiplication tebles.

Kirk watched with increasing excitement szs a theory -
coglesced in'his fatigne-drenched brain, As the last card wes
turned and Spock took the pot for the fourth time in a row, Kirk
pernitted himself a frim smile. Reynolds was broke. ALl his
roulette winnings were now in the Vulcen's hands. .

" Kirk watched the little man carefully as he stood up.
Yes, @11 the symptoms were there. Here wes- an impulsive gembler
whose losses had just drowned him for the third time. Xirk
watched him stumdle out of the hall in defeat.

Then Spock hended the Captain the dealer's receipt for
his winnings. "Captain, I think you'd better give this t
Mr. Reynolds. I% would not be. proper to..." .

"Not Just yet, Mr. Spock. Let's go back to the office.
I have something I want you to ask the ship's log."

As they entered the Captaints office, Spock seid, "I
presume you find yourself refreshed, siren

"Yot reslly, but I won't be able to sleep until I get
this settled. I want you to ask for an audit of the ship's books
for this trip. Perhaps we'll learn the murderert!s name.m

“The books, Ceptein?’ I dontt understend..."

"0f course not, Mr. Spock. ' As you yoursgelf said, your
ancestors were spared the dublous benefits df elcohol...and
gambling fever as well, 1 wowldn't expect you to understond.”

"Yes sir,"‘ said Spock xﬁeekly and sat down 1o play the
desk computer like s triple-boarded organ. After e few minutes
he looked up and said, "Sir, the relevant tapes zre gone."

"Where are they?"

"In the possession of Mr. Reynolds, apparently."

Hahhhit  Kirk glowed with triumph.

"Perfectly ‘routine, Captain: The Purser....n

"Routine on.a Vuicm: hips " ok ¥ T ome
humen shipin ship: Mo Spogk, bud not om o

Spock all but shrugged, "Yea sir,m

Kirk tapped a forefinger against the credit chitnSpeck
had given him. ~"Pull the paych profile on ¥r, Reynolds." " ¢

"Aye, aye, sir." A soment leter, the profile a eared or
the desk scre’aen &and Spock seid, "It appe’ﬂx‘s no?-mnl to mg?"

"When wes this mede?"

WThree years rgo vhen he joined the Shealku."

Kirk sighed. "And not rechecked since?"
"No sir. The Cherter requires crew psych~profiles at ten
year intervalg." '

“But humaens chenge more swiftly than thet, ¥r. Spock...
especielly when exposed %o new temptrtions. levertheless," Xirk
went on, "I went 2n opinion from Bones. Shoot that tape over to

the Enterprise..."

“The Doctor would be esleep now. Ie it thet importante?
"What time is iton

"Almogt breekfest time for the Doctor."

"Wefve been up sll nightin

"Yes sir.®

"Well, I want Bones to run a new profile on Reynolds even
if he hes to skip breskfast. Let's go."

Spock rose, workirg the controls much es a men mimht grab
a lest gulp of coffee before running for a forgotten appointment.
Then he was out the door following the Captain down the corridor.
If Kirk had been weering coat-tails. they would heve stresmed out
behind him and fluttered in his weke., -

The Captain turned into Cfficer's Counitry end slowed just
enough to peer at the nemes over each door-signel. Finally he
. came to Reynolds' quariters and pounced or the signal.

They waited, Kirk rang agein.

Spock said, "Perheps he!s not in.”

Kirk shook his head. 3uch a gembler would return to his
quarters, heve & fow drinks snd pace the floor like 2 ceged
enimel. Kirk gave the door signal a savage poke and when nothing
happened, he put e hend out to the door. It slipped open silently.

Instently, Kirk's right hend went for his phaser, but
found nothing. You dor't go ermed on'a Vulern ship. The Captain
straightened.

Reynolds wes crouched behind the bed, his hair wildly
disheveled, his face glistening with sweat, his hend firmly
pointing a pistol-phaser et the Starfleet Officers. Xirk knew

. he faced a sick and very dangerous man. He suggested, "Put the
phaser down, Mr. Reynolds.™ -

"1 knew you were on to me!" Reynolds parted, weving the
rhaser from one to the other. "I knew it the minute you pitied
the Vulcen egainst me at blackjack. I was going to pay it dback...
all back .. Teally I wasi" His voice broke into a hysterical
soprano erd Kirk could see the whites of his eyes.

Steedily, the Cagtai,n sald, "You don't need the pheser,
Reynolds. We came to...

"I know what you came for...and you're not going to get-
me. No! FOIM With one shaking fist, Reynolds grabbed the barrel
of the phaser and pointed it at his own head.

Knocking the Captain aside, Spock charged past him and
dove escross the un-made bed. Just after the.phaser fired, the
Vulcen's hand jerked the weapon up toward the ceiling where it
scorched the dulkhead before Spock could pry Reynolds! fingers
off the firing stud. Put it was too late,

The héadless corpse toppled nentlj to the floor...mot
even bleeding from the canterized neck,

Kirk saw Spock stiffen in pain and for a moment, he thought
his First Officer had been burned too, but then Spock rolled over
and sat up on the bed, holding the phaser as if it were a piece
of dripping flesh torn from a living man.. "You should not have
instructed me to win that card game, Captain. That was an unfor-
tunate error.n

Kirk.pushed himgelf away from the door-jemm and
straightened. n"I'm sorry, Mr.iSpock. You kmow I wouldn't
deliberately have made you the catalyst for his death.”

"Yes Captein, I know..."

n,,..but, " finished Ltreluad's voice from the corridor
behind XKirk, "'intentions do not absolve' aa the Vulcans say."
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. Spock untar~led himself from the bedclothes end c'me to
the door s~ying, "However, in mery humen traditions, good irten-
tions oftern do virdiente.? '

3evar's voice joined the discussion from the hall. ™I
see t?at ycu've fulfilled the resuiremente of your Jervice,
Ceptain ¥irk. Perhavs now you c-: spar~ some considerstion for
the reavirenerts of the v gserpersot

¥irk turned rnd leoned back ereinst the door~jam fzr hie

achires frme. "Fews spreede quickly around here!l®

Lireluad turned to Jepaz diffrrentislly. "3ir, I must
apologize “nsr cerelesnly trersmitting our shock...®

X "Forgiveness flows freely, Ltrcluad. The shock of a death
is rever ocesy to control." Senaz gave 2 formsl tow from the weist
which Litreluad answered rrriecully.

. ¥irk nmulled out hic communicztor ané ordered the Interorige
medical corpsmen over io clesr up ond ther he turned to Sepaz.
"with so mery i<leprths srourd hers, it amares ro thet robody
rerlized Zernolds hed..."

!

"Captein," Snockcleered his throet sirnificrntly, "the
preciest effort of every telepathicelly sensitive reraon isg
ex;nndcq ir shieldinr/~ hic owr =iré “rom *ke ~iror thourhis of
otkere.”

L. Lirelu~d seid, "7ver we vho live throucht ‘he ouching of
"irie respret the nrivecy of those who e nrot chrre our pleagurc.®

"Yeg," nrie ¥irk ebested, "I supporr o.M

"Ye ere vrstine tine, “eptein," 3:if Jepas firmly.

Yirk furncd to lepez erd crid, "3ir, if I could think of
e woy to move thir ghin leerlly, T would do so. The repleacement
Canteir thet ILuzd requested won't crrive for two more we. ks.
Shert o Tlowing wr “hezlku's -ower plart oné ther towins~ her ir
zg » derelict, T erntt..."

"I hardly thirk," srid Tepaz, "thet such drratic ~erguresz
chould be rocegarry, Septeoir, Itve beer deirg zeme rese orch on
the rrlevent laws erd ir he erge of Terting versua 0! larnery.. . "

Death of a Flame
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11 'zﬂkip it," seid Kirk weerily, "if you've founi g way,
Te us:

Tepaz blinked twice, slowly. TFinelly he srid, "The
Pedrraotior does not sllow Schillians to commard vessels on the
shipnins~ 1rres...however, they =ry ect under the direction of a
suncrior zuthority. This vessel is owned by Shesldrez “nter—
prises vhich is a wholly owned subsidiery of Thzverit Corpor-
atione...end "hzverit, es is well known, is controlled by the
House..." :

Spock nodded smoothly ord Kirk could :1most see him
mert~lly snepning his finpers, "...of T'Rruel's Uncle. Yes, of
course. In thrt cese, Captaivn, I hereby rezquest leave effective
immedintely so that 1 may book possage on Shealku for Vulcan.!

Kirk looked blenkly from one %o the other, "Huh..."

Lireluad blinked his nictiteting membrones ir gleeful
succession. "Do grant him permission, Ceptein! Thot solves the
problem eleprntly.!

Xirk shrugred. “pock's preoccupstion with the ¢rarch for
his father hed reduced his efficiency markedly. Perhaps a
vacation was just what he needed, so Kirk ssid, "All ripht,
Mr. Spock, you're on ninety deys' leave. Rejoin the Znierprise
gt 3tarbese Three."

Spock turned to Ltreluad. "Acting in the r-me of Shesmlku's
owners, I order you %o instruct the Yavigztor to rlot course for
Vulegn, Warp factor siy, rrd ley it in the moment the “rter-
prise casts offher tractors.”

with animrted enthusiasm, Ltreluad said, "Aye, aye, sir!
And velcome aboerdl"

¥irk heuled out his communicator, issued orders to with-~
draw from the Jhealku, cancelled the order to Bones, rnd then
asked to be beemed eboard. He wes aslecp on his feet.

Doris Beetem

(Editors' note: This story really has no place in the
Kraith Series. The events it depicts did not happen.
It is, however, a very poignant and haunting story.
Not to include it would be to do an injustice both to
Jacqueline, who perhaps did not think of that aspect
of the Flame, and to Doris, because this is surely one
of the most logical explainations for Sarek's marriage
to Amanda.)

amanda was podding plomiks, dribbling the bitter orange seeds
into a bowl, and laying the pods aside to be baked; when, despite the
terrible Vulcan heat, she shivered. For an instant she felt like she'd
received word of the death of some dear old friend from Earth, or as
if sarek had sent her away forever.

Then she saw the tiny golden sphere lying on the table like
just another plomik seed. When she touched it, the device crumbled
into dust, its flame forever stilled. It was only a mind-aid, Sarek .
had said, which would establish the Peace of Vulean within her until
she could do it herself. But she had worn it forty years.

She was finally a mature individual in Vulcan terms. Amanda
closed her eyes and attempted a state of Vulecan meditation. But
instead all the crutched years fled away, and Amanda felt herself
mentally returning to her nineteenth year; when Sarek had first slipped
the gold chain over her Head.

She'd been terribly mature for her age. Brilliant, her
family said. Some of her teachers had even said 'genius'. fThe kind
of girl you gave sculpture to at Christmas—--preferably ethnic---
to be displayed later at the anthropology seminar she'd---God knew
how!~~~ended up moderating. .

Amanda, a very miserable young lady, rubbed the jade ring—-—
Martin's last gift---—on her finger, and stared through the dome at
the sky. Someone coughed politely behind her. Turning, Amanda dis-
covered that it was the Vulcan Ambassador using one more of “your
illogical human customs" to attract her attention.

Quickly she composed herself. No one wanted to be embarassed
by grief; Sarek had never wnated to see her feelings. "Sir?" she
asked. Glancing at his clothing, Amanda decided that the Ambassador
was really "Dressed to the nines" in some ceremonial garb. S5he'd
often wondered where the Vulcans found time to invent and carry out

continued on page 22
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It was on Starbage III that Ssarsun and Scotty finally met again,
to drink and yarn as old friends. About half way throurh the evening,
the enpgineer found himself talking about the Melkotisns and the weird
time he'd had in their version of Tombstone, Arizona.

Since Melkotians, Schillisns mnd Vulcans had only one thing in
common, it was inevitable that the conversation should wander around
toward telepathy. And since Ssarsun had become the Enterprise's greatest
living interpreter of Vulcans (with such blithe remarks as "1t was just
a bunch of Vulcans sitting around and gossiping and telling jokes.™) it
was equally inevitable that Scotty should find himself telling Ssarsun
of Spock's solution to the Melkotian hallucinations.

It was =something he!d never told anyone before, but he rationalized
that it was no breach of privacy to tell Ssarsun. After all, the
Schillian had been in sustained, deep telepathic linkage with Spock for
weeks. There could be ne secrets between them. And, what Scotty had
experienced was only the briefest flash...a single frame out of a movie.
The engineer had been reluctant to discuss it with anyome slas only
because of tha aura of intense disturbance that had sirrounded Spock's
severing of that contact.

After another drink, Scotty found himself literally shaking with
the ungency of his need to communicate his secret and in the warm comradery
of the bar, he asked the Schillian to join his mind and re-live that
flash together with him. ’

oo

Vulcan's high provinces
With chill welcome wind

To bid the young Kataytikhe '
To camp upon the slopes.

With ebb of bright day's 1light

One aver apart, seeks out

The highest place in sight
To dwell on deepest thoughts.

Shrill of Qweark-hora blown

By mountain lads who herd

The hearty gubmendik

As did their distant ancestors.

Rich bell~banner symphony

Rebounding from peak to peak
. Gather wedding celebrants

Onto time-hallowed ground.

Measured peal upon peal
Multitudes of chanting bells
Enough to set any heart
Asmolder, if not aflame.

Mountain Tribes, so different
Yet so much the same

In custom, tradition, and
cese sese so.e biology.

This one apart called here
To be trained in Mountaln
Lore and Liberty finds
So very much to...envy.

Yes. This he must admit

Within the sealed privacy,

Envy...and a shutting-out

From what ecstacy, he!'ll never kunow..?

At least such was the doubt
Cf those who gave to him

A heretable, blended gene
And set upon him the name,
"Founder of Dynasties."

But might there yet arise
The anclent drive

To pass on the burden

Of his legacy.

He sincerely hopes not.

For to his father's kind

Al ecstacy that can be koown
Is of the sort that blooms
With cessation. of...the agony.

LR

Scotty took a deep, shuddering breath and loocked up at the
Schillian. TFor once, the aura of jolly comradery that usually shrouded
the amphibian was gone. All his eyelids were down and Scotty could read
the deep disturbance in the way he held his head...or was that some wiap
of lingering telepathic contact?
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No, the engineer thought. The link had been snapped clean. Then
what... Suddenly, Scotty gasped. The one other thing that Schillians
and Vulgans shared was a profound reticence about sex. The shock washed
through him like a douche of ice-water, leavinr him suddenly cold-sober
and ashaned. “

“Ssarsun, I...didna',.." : i

Tke Schillian relaxed gradually, but spoke stiffly, "There is no
need to apolopize, Scotty. Your need to share was great. Better that
it should be I who received this. You did well."

"1 never tinought about you..."
"It doesn't matter. ‘.hat matters is that you feel better now.!

It wasn't a question, tut a statement, and Scotty realized he did
feel better. It was as if he nad been a wmagnetic bottle containing a
plasma ten thousand denrees too hot. The inevitable rupture had occurred,
the pressure was released, and the wound healed, instantly. He toock a
deep breath, essayed a tremulous smile and said, "Have a bottle of
ochlugtamer on me. You've earned iti"

Kraith IB

. Lichtenberg

The gently curving main corridor of Starbase. III was choked
with a crowd of spectators all craining their necks for = glimpse of
some central spectacle,

The Startase itself was an artificial planetoid orbiting in
interplanetary space at a crossrrads of interstallar trade. It housed,
among other things, a space-dock, a luxury hotel, and five levels of
warchouses and offices leased to various companies.

At the moment, two ships were in orbit, the Enterprise and a
tramp freiphter. A third was approaching cautiously as passenger liners
are wont to uo.

At the end of the main corridor, the turbolift doors opened and
the Enterprise's Chief Surgeon strode out followed by the Chief Engineer.

Ten yards from the hnot of spectators, McCoy stopped, arms akimbo.
“What is it, a groll-fight or a conspiracy?"

Scanning the sea of backs before them, Scott said, "I dinna know,
but it must be at least 'interesting'...there are five Vulcans over-
there

McCoy followed his eye, "But not Spock."

"Aye, Doctor, not Spock,™ agreed the Engineer. "There's Ssarsun.
Come on.!

"Hold it, Scotty. Jim said we were to meet the shuttle and see
if Spock is.on it. If he doesn't turn up within the hour, Jim will have
to report him AWOL.®

Scotty waved a2 hand. '"Look at this crewd, Mon! £ wee tribble
couldn't squeeze through!”

McCoy had to concede the justice of that, and, as le wavered,
Scotty struck off toward the Schillian.. The doctor had no choice but
to follow.

As they neared the familiar figure, McCoy again admired the
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amphibian's grace. In spite of the awkward Star Fleet uniform, the man—
proportioned body scemed as at home on land as it did in water.

Ssarsun turned away from the spectacle that held the crowd's
attention. "I thank you, Doctor. It is always pleasing to be greeted
by a complimentary thought.!

Mccoy snorted.
"Don't mind him, Jaddie. He doesn't like having his mind read.!

"Scotty, by now you ought to know I never read minds...but I can't
help hearing thoughts directed at me even by a psi-null like our esteemed
physician." Seeing their discomfort, he changed the subject. "You would
like an explanation?"

Between heads, McCoy could just see two Vulcans faced-off ir the
middle of the cleared cirele. One appeared to be a spice merchant. At
least his sample case and tunic were embossed with the trademark of the
Kevas and Trlllium Company Limited. The. other looked like many Federation
travelers.

They seemed to be arguing, though it's sometimes hard to tell with
Vulcans. "Yes, we would like an explanation.”

"The merchant," said Ssarsun, 'has just made a rather large
delivery to one of the transshiping agents here on Starbase I1I., The
other is a forersic-botanist, S'ru by name, who is employed by the agents
to certify their merchandise. They took delivery of Salnar's shipment in
S'ru's absence and, when he returned, they told him that Salnar had said
the Kevac is one~half to two-thirds non-Vulcan in origin.

“When S°'ru caught up with Salnar, right here, he insisted that the
consignment bo taken back for proper labeling. Salnar argued that a
difference which makes no diffevence is no difference. S'ru retorted
that it does make a difference to Vulcans who depend on the Kevau for
trace metals which are not present in the non-Vulcan grown product.
Salnar claimed that since the consipnment is bound for a planet where it
will be used by non-Vulcans to flavor m.at, there!s no need to spocify
the percentage of native grown product in the mixture.

“Then S'ru threatened a false-advertising suit ugainst Salnar's
company and Salnar promptly challenged S'ru to zyeto. They're in the
process of hammering out the rules fur the duel now."

%Duel!! chorused McCoy and Scotty.

", .of words," assured the telepath. "It's much quicker than
procecuting a case throupgh Federation Court and the outcome is apt to be
nore neaningful to a Vulcan.®

"You mean like a debate?'- said McCoy.

“Precisely. Actually, zyeto is the Vulcan version of a baﬁroom
brawl, a spelling bee, and a hootenany all rolled into one."

Scotty was more accustomed to the Schillian's picturesque inter-
pretations of Vulcan culture than McCoy, soc while the doctor stared
open~-mouthed at the amphibian's unreadable face, Scotty asked, "How does
it work?"

"One person quotes from the basic source literature. FKis opponent
must correctly identify the quotation and then =ounter it with another.
Selecting the right counter requires a deep understanding of the contexts
of both sources. The true champion is able to lead his opponent into
espousing a view opposite to his declarad stand. It gets really
fascinating with five or more varticipants. But with two, it's very much
like chess, except that it has the general popularity of space-polo."

. Glancing anxiously at the time, McCoy asked, "How long does a duel
last?* Jim would be pacing a trough in the deck if they didn't report
soon.

Ssarsun listened to the proceedings for a moment,and then said, "ah,
I see. They've decided on only one round. That means eight quotations
by each of them. Amaximum of about twenty minutes. Listen, somebtody has
turned up the universal trauslators for the crowd.®

There was a general babbling among the spectators and then they
settled down to listen to the zyeto match.

Salnar, the merchant, faced his challenger and began, "!'Greediness
is immodest; self-sacrifice, illogical. ‘"

Ssarsun whispered, "Yes, A classical opening. But not too
imnginative."

S'ru answered immediately, "That is from the Book of Life. But
also, 'The honor of the father is the glory of the son.''™

"Touche!," said Ssarsun.

Salnar fielded that one smoothly, "Book of Sources: But also, 'He
who serves the needs of another may demand an equivalent in return!tt

"Crafty weagsel! I'll bet he doesn't use his own Kevas." Ssarsun
stood between the doctor and Scotty but a little behind them so that his
sotto voce comments didn't reach any farther than their ears. But McCoy
couldn't help chuckling and ecarned a dark lock from Salnar.

A moment later S'ru answered, “Book of Sources: But also, 'He who
seeks only justice finds only equity.!'V

"Yes, of course,” said Ssarsun, "I never would have thought of
that. Total rezall is helpful in zyeto, but the champion player is the
one with the ability to associate innovatively.®

Salnar said, "Book of Bocks: But also, 'What greater truth can be
spoken than that which is desired2'"

"Phat,”" sald Ssarsun, "opens a whole new ares,’

S'ru barely hesitated, "Book of Fragments: But alse; !A truth
may be selected to rit any nceds'

"Book of logic;™ Salnar identified and then thought hard Lerere
replying, "'Whut man can judme the needs of his fellows?'M

YThat's it!" sald Ssarsun. "Now Stru will hav:. to roncecd."

But the forensic-botanist hud other ideas. lle stared olf into
space for the full time allowed and then identified, "Book of lLifu: But
also, 'The necessities of thy 1ife must be provided by thy hund:; the
needs of thy son can be fulfilled only by the community.! Refcrence.
The commentary of T'Kri on the analysis of S'A'Adski.n

McCoy didn't need Ssarsun to interpret the pole-axed expreusion on
Salnar's face. It took the merchunt fully thirty secconds Lo recover; bhut
then he began to think and st the lus* moment supplied, ®That is from the
Book of Sources. but also, !The scven hlossoms of the ahkor are white...
while the eighth is yollow. Is tke eighth a Llescom of the ahkor or iu
it « fruit of the 1i'id?'

Ssarsun said, #The man's a penius! I wonder il he conld Le in the
right?"

McCoy started to snort his deshelief, bul S'ru's answer cut him
off. "Book of Logic: But alsc, 'If the father cluims thus and the rrand-
father teaches another view while both disagrec with seven of the Great
Ones, the child must search for his own truthitt

Ssarsun hisged, "Classic rctort. IHe hed no choice."

“Book of Joys," countered Salnar smoothly, "Eut ulso, il a mun
secks to purchuse a draft kovren and ther has need to sell a stwd kovren
and Lhe price be agreed...the barpain iy fairi'®

Ssarsun placed a web-Tingered hand on Scotiy's shoulder. ¥He's
‘been maneuvering towurd this all along! I should huve seen iti"

From the lock on S'ru's face, McCoy deduced that the botanist
hadn't seen it either. But finally, S'ru said, "Book of Impcratives:
But also, !That-which-liveu is a guest in the House of All-Creation.'"

"Touche',™ said Sc.:..un. "Now Salnar is trapped into Imperatives.
He can't win."

Sourly, the merchant mad» the only reply available, "Book of Joys:
But also, ‘A guest who disrupts the other puests of the House is like a
man who eats the flesh of his brother.'®

&'rn picked thet up, "Book of Imperatives: But also, 'A :uest
must give a greater value ihan he receives or no bargain cun be Linding.'®

Unaccountably, Salnar pauced to think and Ssarsun coached softly,
#Book of Imperatives: But also, 'The value of an object lies in its
relationship to its possessor and.nowhere else.' Salnar has lost. le
may as well concede."

But just as S'ru was about to claim his victory, Salnar held up
a hand, "Yes, that is from the Book of Imperatives. But also, is it not
written that, 'He who barters coins for goods must know that coins cannot
be eaten nor cun their worth be told. '

‘The amphibion yve one of his soft, pgurgly chuckles, “Well,
gentlemen, now *6w see I'm no match for a Vulcan!ih

After conciderable thought, S'ru selected his final retort, "Book
of Logic: But also, 'The measure of the merchant is his ability to dance
among the random factors and emerge unscathed.!!

McCoy thought for a momeat that Salnar was about to claim victory,
but then a stunned look came over the merchant's face as he identified
the source of S'ru's last statement, "Book of Fragments.!

And then the two adversaries just stared at each other in obvious
consternation.

Scotty turned to Ssarsun, "What happened?'

"Draw. No winner. No loser. Most unusual."

Fipally Salnar pulled his eyes from the botanist and began to
search the crowd. McCoy followed his gaze and noted that he was ticking

off the other Vulcans scattered about, obviously Looking for someone
in partiéulir.

HeCGoy said, "What are they going to do?"

"They need either a Daughter or a Guardian who is empowered to
muke a Final Interpretation by which all must abide.?

"You mean,!t said Scott, "like u judge in a civil suit that canf't
be settled out of court?"

"More or less.!

Suddenly there was a stir on the far side of tne circle as if
someone had just arrived. A small knot of Vulcaus at the rear ol the
crowd ejected one of thelr number into the cleared circle.

McCoy identified, "Spock!®™

Ssarsun placed a restrainiig hand on the dector's arm. "Quiet.
This should be very interesting."

McCoy's. f:.rsx impulse was to rush to an intercom and call Jim, but
then he r his icator was set on the special iraquency.
S0 when he reported the First OfficerT's presence, the Captain®s formal
reply couldn't hide his delight.

Then MeCoy turned back to the argument to find the two contestants
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going throush a rapid-{fire repetition of their battle for Spuckts benefit.

Whaen they finished, the First Officer thought for a moment: and
said, "'Fling wice tlc gates of reason and admit the halt-miaded ko your
counselsy for their perceptions may be dulled but their power tc¢idestroy
is multi-fold grester tinan that of all the Sai'es combined.'™ Thén he
lookcd puintedly at STru. H

Ti:e botanist dnswered, "Book cf Imperatives."

Spo~k conceeded that with one eyelrow and turned to Salnar,'"'Deceive
the irnarant in his innocence and thee teaches him th: art of deception.'

"Book of Sources."

Spock turncé baek Lo 5'ru. MeCoy didn'i nced Ssarsin's uid to see
it was a sudden-death pleyoff. Spock said, T!The foundations of strife
are errected on the sands of deceptiun. The walls of peace are huilt of
the pebbles of nonesly.'™

S'ru identified, "Book of Sources."

Ssarsun said, "It's ploi.: whicli way Spock huc decided. But this
could take all Jay. le's got lo stump both of them on thke same quote.

Then his interpretation stands inchallenpged.®

Spock turned to Salnar and said, "'The Outworks and Battlements st
Top-of-World wers shattered by ihe silence of wisdom.!! i

Salnir took the full time al'ct'ed and then suid, "Thut 35 cither
a mis-quote or i non-scquitur.n :

tive. It iz [roa

8i enlly, Spock turaed to S'ru who said,

Lie Book of Mracrcutg. But it ie Lue T'Vreil emendation according fo rhe
Commentaries ¢f STA'Adshi.n

"Correct,™ naid Spock. "But ulso, 'Let tie stranger who feasts at
your table kzow the value cf the weal.'”

Stru looked blurb. "That iz not frem the Book of Imperatives. I
do aol recogninc i

"

Spock turned to Dalnar w.o didn't even clain his thinkia- time but
said, ™or Jo I, Spock.m

1% is from Surdi's Construct. 9:=54:27.0
The two edversaries looked at eaclh other, cses glazud u: tuey

combod tlirough the text ia questicn. Then, almost in chorus ticy said,
#lon-sequitur.®

Spock shook his hcud. “The commentsry of T™Kri i: pertinent. The
declsion seems clear to me.™

Salnar blinked, "Concede."
S'ru added, "GConcede. Dccree??

NLet it be recrrued, Tsaid Spock, "trat now and henceforth all
botanienl tradegoods be labeled both in bulk und in retuil quantities
with eomplete rutritional asiay if they musl also bear Class I or 1l
Fedcration Clearance Stamps.”

s
Salnar turned to Spock, "I rejoice in the precision of your losic
and I thank you."

B'ru vdded, "As do I.M

"Then," said Spock, "I leave you with onc further thoupht. The
Flame is tk total analog of All-Existeace. It is destruction and
creation. It is chemical and micro-quantum-mechanicual. IL is a furctional
servant of intellipgence and ruthless master. It exists witiiont being
dininished. Like Ali~Existence, The Flame can be studied for a lifetime
und never be fully understood. If inteliipent life cxists in the universe
for no other purpose, it can do no less to combine the Yesources of
all ils menerations to the fullest understanding of The Flome."

Puzzled, Salnar suid, "I do not...!

“Y{ is from the Commentaries of Suvil. My Teacher."

Stru snid, "May (lis Memory Ering Poace."

Spock held up his hund, "And Mny Ton Live Lonsr und Prusper.'

Tae two former uadversaries answered, and, shoulder-to-shoulder
.departed, appurently the best of friende. Spotk cume townrd hiz chip-
mates as Lhe crowd disappeurcd.

Scott guid, "That's all there is to it2”

"{eg," said Ssarsun, ®It ic bLinding on all Vulc-mn now."

Well, I'11 be a Rigiliun Snowmun," suaid McCoy.

"I rope not," observed Spuck. "1 iave acquired a splinter which
I believe you mipht be able to romoved!

McCoy trcated that with Lhe silence it deserved.

AMANDA'S MISSION: contd. from page 18

theix many rituals. X
"I have a proposal to make," the Vulecan said ponderously.
"It will sound odd, but I shall explain the logic of my reasoning."

Amanda listened idly to Sarek and the pattern of a nearby
honey locust at the same time. It was bettexr, she had found, to
hear the Ambassador's ideas out. It was, in fact, impossible to
avoid it.

"Control of the emotions is something even a human can learn.
You are now no longer bound by a betrothal," he said bluntly. “This
means that you are free to make a new disposition of your life.”

How had he heard about that, Amanda wondered, as a lump
formed involuntarily in her throat. ©h, well, Vulcans didn't mean
to be brutal. The direct, heartless form of address was all they
knew. . .

"I suggest that you marry me," Sarek continued. "You will
have the full status of an Ambassador's wife, our children will
carry on the tradition of a highly respected blood-line, and you
will be given the Peace of Vulcan."

Amanda's mouth dropped open. She shut it hurriedly. Vulecans
didn't joke! Somehow, the crazy wonderland situation seemed, tempor-
arily, at least, more palatable than reality. “Why?" she asked.

"You are an admixable specimen of human female. You are
young -enough to be trainable, have dn excellent mind, and learn quickly
in every field. Some in my family will disapprove, as I am a

' kaytaytikh of the first rank and have certain genetic obligations.
However, the union could be fertile."

obvoiusly the old, typical cliche questions were not going
to be sufficient. "Why any human?" she rephrased.

Sarek frowned infintesimally. “Rccording to my formulization
of the third corollary of Nome, our marriage would significantly
improve my grasp of histo-sentient multiplicity. It is difficult to
explain fully without tokiel symbolism or the High Vulean tongue,
howevex."

amanda hesitated, trying to figure out a Vulcan-polite way
to say "No!" or "You're crazy!!" or "Damn!". Observing this, Sarek
removed from his pocket a tiny gold charm on a chain, and said, "This
is not a betrothal gift. It is the Flame of Vulcan, and it provides
peace."

He touched her forehead, and a tingling sensation told her
that she was being telepathically probed. It was rather awful, not
to know what he was looking at; she shut her eyes and shuddered.
when she opened them again, a red spark danced within the core of
the charm. Sarek damped it somehow before he slipped the chain over
her head. Stepping back, pleased, he said, "You will consider my
suggestion,” and left.
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Amanda slid her hand down the chain until she reached the
Flame's carved receptacle, lifted it, and pressed it to her lips.
The charm emanated a strange, achingly alluring calm. If only she
could grasp the sensation, instead of merely touching it!

She smiled, molasses-slow, an entirely new expression in
her dreamy eyes. Perhaps she would accept Sarek's proposal, after
all. His lcgic was, no doubt, impeccable.

Any plan can be logical, if you are willing to sacrifice
enough for it. .So they were married, according tothe precepts of
vulcan tradition. On her wedding night, Amanda discovered an unex-
pectedly strong passion for her Vulcan husband, and more pleasure
than she had anticipated from his alien touch. And found at the
same time that the Vulcan sexual union, the pon farr, was limited
to seven year intervals.

"Why?" Amanda subvocalized, frustrated. I£f Sarek heard her,
he would be perfectly willing to explain in great, and logical, detail.

But she already knew the answer by heart. “It is the Vulcan
way." But it wasn't fair. For an instant she almost determined to
arqgue it, and several other things, out with Sarek. Then she sighed,
and reached for the gold Flame-charm.

It seemed to her that it always ended that way. Living on
vulcan, being human, had hurt. But she had always found calmness
and joy glowing warmly on the end of a chain.

She looked out at the heat shimmering landscape, feeling
s0 separate from the pudgy middle-aged woman who was trying to be
Volcan. The girl-Amanda examined her home, the Vulcan clothing she
was wearing, the alien seeds rubbed absently in her hand, and found
them strange.

Who could have guessed that at the death of the Flame, she
would be thrown back emotionally to her girlhood? Her whole married
life seemed vague, the opposite of deja vu, as if it had been viewed
through a dancing flame.

some things, it was true, were impossible to get across to
sarek, but other things you couldn't hide. It wasn't long before
he noticed her wondering glances at familair things. Not long after
that she confessed the whole incident.

sFascinating ¢, ¥ he murmured.
do you consider best, my wife?"

“what response to the problem

Amanda's heart leaped in response to a craving that had been
steadily growing since her moment of revelation She thought suddenly
that she would die if she did not find her youth again. Schooling
her face into impassive lines, Amanda said carefully, "Perhaps...

I should return to Earth for a time. It was there I accepted the
Peace... perhaps on Earth I will learn to understand it.”

"You would go alone," Sarek said thoughtfully. "My work
keeps me here. And I do not follow your logic. $ti}l, it may be
the best, if you do not stay long. You have permission.”

That was the moment of leave-taking, Amanda thought later,
although Sarek escorted hex scrupulously to the space-transport and
supervised the loading of her luggage. Then.he went ?ack to the home
of his fathers, to his astrophysics, his logic, and his duties, and
waited placidly for her return.
continued on page 39



MATTER

Kraith 1D

Anna Mary Hall

The planet was dying.. In a short time, using the scale by which
planets measure time, the last of the moisture and atmosphere that
supported life would escape into space. Then the only changes would be
those wrought by forces from space; the slow weathering caused by alter-
nating heat and cold; the more sudden changes inflicted by meteor bombard-
ment. But all that was in the future. .

The changes made by the present visitors from space were minimal.
However, even these minute changes were resented by a large four-legged
herbivore. He was the lead male of a small herd, one of the remnants of
the herds which had ranged from coest tho coast. Now they huddled around
the remaining sources of drinkable water and did not know their real danger.

Lt. Lealie viewed the male's sharp hooves with respect and watched
him closely. Leslie checked to see that his phaser was set on heavy
stun. . He was careful to remain between the animal and the other members
of the landing party.

When the animal charged, Leslie shouted a warning. He took careful
aim and pressed the firing stud. Nothing happened. Since Leslie hadn't
allowed time to dodge, he and his phaser were badly trampled before the
nearest person stunned the animal.

Leslie was beamed back to the Enterprise and his worried compa-
triots continued the survey. Just before they finished, Yeoman Barrows
slipped while descending a steep bank. She tumbled tc the bottom much
more quickly than she had intended. She was unhurt, but her tricorder,
which had been pinned beneath her, was damaged. It made horrible grating
noises and refused to either play back or record.

The gloomy party beamed back to the ship where they were met with
the news that Leslie would recover. They were in a very lighthearted
mood when they made their survey report (necessary because of the broken
tricorder.) The scientific observations were accurate enough, but somehow
it came to be recorded that Barrow's tricorder expired "under stress
exceeding design specifications."

It was assumed that Leslie's phaser was broken when it was trampled.
Leslie was the only one who knew it had been trampled because it was
broken. The Enterprise was well on'her way to the next stop by the time

OF
PRIORITY

Leslie was well enough to talk, and, since no one knew anything unusual
had occurred, he wasn't questicned about the incident. He didn't mention
it himself. He knew Barrows had caught the whole action on her tricorder.

At the next planet, the landinmg party had been down less than
twenty minutes when they requested in calm but slightly garbled terms to
be beamed back to thé ship. Scotty complied, pulling the transporter
control toward him with slightly more force than necessary. It hit the
end of the slot and broke off in his hand. He regarded it dispassionately,
the favored it with a few carefully selected words that Kyle later swore
blistered its surface.

Scotty and Kyle replaced the handle and completed the beaming up.
The landing party had a broken phaser, two nonworking communicators, and
a tricorder that was emitting faint tendrils of smoke.

Scotty regarded it with amazement. "There's no way for it to do
thatl" He tock it gingerly. "vwhat ha you been doing to the wee thing,
lass?!

Yeoman Jamal was near laughter from Sotty's concern for the small
machine., MAll I did was turn it on, sir. And X did shake it, once, when
it wouldn't work, kut not very hard," she hastened to explain when he
glared at her.

fYhere were these instruments stored?®

"They all came from the locker out in the corridor," reported
Lt. Johnson. ™I picked them up myself."

#Eyle, run a complete check on the tranaporter. The rest of you,
get all the equipment from that locker. We're poing to find out whatt's
going on around hers." .

An hour later a perplexed Scott sought out Kirk and Spock on the
bridge. "Captain, Mr. Spock, we have a problem." He held out his hand
flat, revealing a communicator, normsl in all outward appearances. 'Mr.
Spock, what would happen if you took this and squeezed it zs hard as
you can?®

"It would be crushed,” Spoc sald patiently.

Thura had swung her chalr arcund and was watching the action by
the captain's chair. "Suppose Thura tried the same thing?" asked Scott.

"I'd hurt my fingers, Scotty," she said.

He tossed her the communicator. "Try it," and his tone of voice
mede it more than a suggestion.

Uhura closed her hand and squeezed. She opened her fist to stare
at shards of plastic and gleaming metal components.

. Spock stirred the mess with & careful .finger. "Interesting. Is
this the only one?"
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Scott shook his head. "Every instrument in the locker by the main
trzasporter room is like this. I have a general check started. ‘efll
see if anything else has been affected.” :

"Captain, with your permission, I'1l begin checkiﬁr for caﬁse,"
Spock announced as he left with Scott. i

Kirk nodded his agreement to Spock's back and returned ‘to the
repcrt he was checking.

Yhura moved to answer a beep from her board, Doing it left-
honded required enough concentration that she spilled some of the pieces
of communicator omn the floor. WWith an exasverated sigh she crouched to
retrieve them, then strairhtened with s scftly uttered, but heartfelt,
"ekosi"

"yhat?" Kirk asked, turninr to face her.

"Sorry, sir. I dida'!{ mean to say it out loud. But look," shne
twisted and pointed to the back of her thirh, "a run. And that's the
.third one in three days.”

Kirk locked, his enjoyment spoiled by some fact that was clamoring
tc be recognized. "Lnura, aren't those hose made of the same basic
materizl as the communicaters?!

with a lcok of startled concern she agreed. H

#Setter get those down to Jpock, then check...no, 1711 do f.‘}mt.
Go.t H

She went, dumpin: the communicator at the first opportunity.
hfter replacing the nose she paused. Spock hod not mentioned which lab
he was headed for. Jhe had no desire to wander from one to another
locking for kim. oke flipped on the intercom. "Computer on."

"erking."

"Voice check. 1s Mirst Cfficer Spock employing your help??

"Yeg
"is present location?M
"Deck 3, Lab C."

Kirk skimced throurk the rest of the report, scribbled his initials
on it, and moved over t¢ .pock's station. Lt. Irent started to move,
but Kirk stopyed him. "Den't bother, Frank. 1 don't need the scanner.
I just have a questicn for the computer. Computer on.,"

"yorking," came the stilted reply.
"Check records fer a recent increase in use of replacement parts.®

"Checkinr. Such an increase does exist."
Wihen did it become apparent?! i
"Five days ago."

Xirk plared at the specker. The computer had known something was
wrong for five days. EBut no one had asked the correct gquestion, so the
information had merely accumulated. If they would just make computers
with & little initiative. He checked that thcught abruptly. lie dida't
like computers with minds of their own, either.

"That would be right after Leslie got Lurt," commented Brent.

#¥ou might check the survey renurts from that planet. See if
aaythini- unusual turans up." Kirk didn't consider it too likely. Normally
they poked intc some strange places. In the monthns since Sarek's
disappearance and presumed death they had checked any world where a
Vulean could rossibly survive. He had realized Vulcans were less breakable
than humans, but some of the worlds Spock had considered possibilities
were Well nirh unbelievable. Some of them were much likelier sources of
trouble. :

"If you don*t find anything there work your way backwards, stop
by stop. There will be information comingy in from the various labs. It
might give you an idea cf what you're locking for."

Cnly the senior officers met in the briefiny room to discuss the
situation. Several hours had passed and Kirk had been infromed that
encurh preliminary reports were in to define the problem. 'wWhat have
you found out?" he prompted Spock.

"Scmething is brezkinr down the heterocyclic unsaturated hallo-
genated polymers that are used in the ship. The damage is wide spread,
but superficial, as of now." o

Scott reported next. "Thé check turned up instruments broken,
ready to break at the first touch, just barely weakened, and completely
unaffected. e aren't finished, but one possible clue has emerged.
There are three areas with unusually high breakage: the main transporter
room, one of the storage areas in engineering, and the security watch
room.'"

Spock's eyebrow rose at this information. "What does the computer
make of it?n

Scott shook his head. "Insufficient data to establish a significant
trend. But I think it is significant."

HMcCoy spoke befure Spock had a chance to comment. "Life Sciences
has nothing but negative reports. No change in the health of the crew
has been noted. We haven't found any organisms bot usually present on
board, but we're rumning cultures anyway."

"Any speculations?"

. Spock considered, then submitted, "All three locations of high
incidence are near the outer hull. There isn't enough data to know if
that has any importance, but if it does, the cause might be some form
of radiation."

"Source?"

Spock turned to the computer. “Assume the Enterprise had been
expesed to a large amount of an unknown type of radiation wiithin the
last two months. List most probable sources of such radiation.®

"Star Grissom 72. Klingon Battle Cx“uiser Korat."

"Basis for choices?"

"Star Grissom 72 is of a type not studied closely before. Unknowas
possible. Four days spent in vicinity.

"Korab '..'Ls identified as enemy vessel. GZInemies seek to do damage.
Korab paced this vessel for 3.7 standard days while both were paralleling
Klinron-Tederation border.t

"Any other information that we need to take inte considerationtt

"Aye, Captain," replied Scotty. "Brent réminded me of this.
About two wecks ago we made a brief unscheduled stop. We loaned a group
of Federation scientists some equipment. Theirs kept breaking.

Hlhe planet would have been certified safe...," began licCoy.

"All that really means is that you're not going to drop dead from
breathing the air a few ninutes. ‘e've rroved that often enough,™
interrupted Kirk. '"How long had they beer there?t

"Almost two years," Scotty said. "I was in the transporter room
when ilemenyi brought up the list of what they needed, We served on the
same ship once, so Le stopped and told me ais troubles while the equip-
ment wa‘s assembled. Thinzs just started fallins apart about a month
before.'

"If we'd been exposed to something there our equipment shouidn't
be showing any effect for 23 months," licCoy fipured.

"That is not necessarily true, Doctor," Spock stated.

licCoy started tc respond, then limited himeel” to a nod and a
simple, "Youfre right, Spock. ZEven if it is some form of radiatien, a
ship would receive different amounts than a plinet surface.”

"The rad:}atiou is only o theory, Doctor, based cn very few facts."

“#How lonp have heterocyclic unsat..., halomers been in general
use?" inguired Kirk.

Spock slanted one eyebrow. "Wulcan has been using them some five

.standard centuries."

"Earth' about two and a holf," decided Scotty. "Couldna' say for
the other federation races, but they've been independently developed
many places.”

"No trouble such as this ever reported before?"
""Ho," agreed his experts.

Kirk considered his next question carefully, then asked, "Just how
much trouble might we be in?"

"ouite a lot," Spock said. “iIxcept for the outer hull, the xmain
framework, and wires carrying currents, the Enterprise is 87.3% synthetic
materials, 92.1% of which are halomers of one type or another."

Kirk blinked. He hodn't realized they were that dependent on one
class of material. ™"Damage control had better be alerted. They are
going to be quite busy, it seems. Scotty, has everyone been warned to
keep an especially close watch on vital systems?" At Scotty's nod he
continued, "“hen we can concentrate on finding the cause.!

"The labs are working. There will be more facts available soonm,"
Spock stated.

"fe have one more assignment, a data pick-up from some border
sensors, before heading back to 8tarbase XII. 1In your opinions, does the
situation warrant a change in these plans?"

HecCoy shook his head.

Scotty frowned. He felt this was more serious than the others
seemed to be considering it, but he had no facts to substantiate the
feeling. After only a brief pause he agreed with McCoy.

.

#There should be no immedlate danger to the ship. The problem can
be studied whichever direction the ship is travelling. It will even
give us a few extra days to work on the problem," Spock said.

If I didn't know better, 1'd have suspected him of joking, Xirk
thought as he headed back to the bridge.

During the next few days facts did accumulate, but they were not
very useful. X-ray diffraction patterns showed that the molecular
structure of the halomers was being changed. The molecules weren't just
coming apart; the bonds within the individual molecules were failing.

The trouble spread througheut the ship, and the patterns of its
spread eliminated radiation as a possible cause. Where humans went,
equipment broke. The more a piece of equipment was handled, assuming the
width of the halomer involved remained constant, the more likely it was
to break. .

Hothing broke in Spock's quarters. Equipment used only by him did
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not break. Even the panel of the library computer required fewer replace-
ments than other bridge equipment.

With radiation eliminated, the search for some foreign substance
or organism on board ship inteansified.

The crew had at first treated the situation as a joke, albeit a
bad one. After the first injuries occurred a certain air of caution
crept in. It was rapidly being replaced by outright alarm as conditicns
worsened.

After NcCoy finished treating the acid burns on Ensign McCuady's
legs he declded something could be done about this type of injury.
(McQuady had been splashed by acid when the bottle of it she was carryinp
came apart in her hands. Normally her hose would have protected her
legs, but the hose developed runs so quickly that the women had stopped
wearing them.) He tracked down Scotty im auxiliary control examining
the latest piece of broken equipment.

McCoy leaned sgainst the wall and waited. It was a technical
discussion ond largely incompreheansible to him, so he listened to the
volces rather than the words. He reluctantly admitted to himself that he
could hear strain in them. In the four days since the problem had been
defined Damage Control had been rapidly loosing ground. With ro improve-
ment in sipht, overwork and discouragement were beginning to affect them.

Scott left as socon as the method of procedure was decided. As he
headed back for his office McCoy fell in step with hia.

"ou're getting a little tense, Scotty."

Scott glanced at him, then considered the statement. '"Aye," he
admitted. ! Tis almost as though she's tryin'! to keep us from helping.
You try to fix something and the tool you need to use breaks in your
hand. Have you ever had a patient like that?"

McCoy smiled, remembering a young lady named Eleen and a right
cross that had helped cure her. "Yes, I've run into patients like thot.
Eut I'm afraid the method of treatment can't be adapted to machines.
However, 1 have a problem I need some help with and you're the man who
can give it."

Uhura removed the earplece and stared at it suspiciously. She'd
already had four major problems with her board, tut the earplece was
metal and should te trustworthy. !Wery well, Doctor, I1'1l inform them."
She cleared her throat. "Captain, Mr. Spock, everyone, the Benior Ship's
surgeon requests that all bridge personnel report to Sickbay when they
go off duty. ite requires our help?"

“he party wos in full swing when they arrived. Cn NcCoy's shelves
and overflowing to the desktop was a truly cosmopolitan collection of
beverages. Xirk accepted a Finagle's Folly from McCoy, plucked a canape
from a tray carried by Nurse Chapel. He sampled them both, then asked,
|l‘.;hy?ll

Scott appeared out of the crowd. He handed a smoll glass of
Saurian brandy to spock. "The Enterprise," he offered as a toast und
drained his glass. The others drank, even Spock, though his was a mere
diplomatic wetting of the lips.

Wyhy?! repeated Kirk to McCoy.

e need the glass containers for use in the labs. There are
substances there that I do not care to have sloshing around im suddenly
breakable containers.

"Where did all this come from?" asked a delighted Uhura.

#Seotty and I provided a lot of it, but we think we've got every
bottle on board and we're going to empty them tonight.”

"Couldn't one of the labs..." Chekov began, then answered his own
question., "They do have more important things to do than make glass
containers.”

Kirk sipped his drink, letting the party swirl around him. If hé
concentrated he could forget the trouble and pretend everything was all
right for a few minutes. He was considering having his glass refilled
when a raised voice attracted his attention. He worked his way toward it.

"I did not!" The slender girl in blue was obviously angry. The
two ensigns she had backed into the corner outweighed her by 200 pounds,
at least, but they secmed to be the ones who needed help.

*Which one of you doltish, fumble-fingered, infantile cretins did
it this time?" The ensigns cringed. They seemed cowed not by her rank,
or their guilt, but simply by her blazing display of righteous indig-
nation. 'Come on! Speak up you lily-livered addlebrained shiftless
louts! Who did it7"

"Perhaps if you gave them a chance to speak?" Spock suggested
quietly from behind Kirk.

Lt. Patz clamped her lips together and forced herself into a
similitude of calm. In a pleasant vaice she asked, '"Well?!

The ensigns, still looking innocent to Kirk's experienced’eye, ma
made no use of their chence to speak. Struck dumb again, this time by
their high ranking amused audience, they merely shook their heads.

Kirk, finally taking pity on them, asked, ""Lt. Patz, what is it
you think they've done?!

Dori, aware for the first time who was standing behind her,
turned to face Kirk. "I shouldn't have started this here, Captain," she
said contritely. '"I'm sorry. It's just...they should realize there's a
time for fun and a time to settle down and work. Four times I'Tve started
a test culture of this one strain of Staphylococcus. Each time, just as
the culture is growing well, the plates didsolve.!

YLjieutenant, we didn't..." one of the ensigns began.™

"why do you think they have something to do with it, Dori?"
asked McCoy. :

Vori's brown eyes widened in honest ourprike. "The iurapevine on
board evidently isn't as efficient as I had judped it to be." She paused,
gave a sigh of rerret, and didn't tell ieCoy und Kirk her version, but
what they needed to know. "It stems back to severul overly officious
actions on my part ripht after I joined the ship. And some well thought-
out guerilla tactics on their part to shew me the 'right! way of doing
it. They have never interfered with any important work. 1 let my temper
get the better «f me. 1 owe them bath an apolopy."™

"It happens to the best of us," lMcCoy said blandly, elicitingp a
wide grin from firk.

The excitement evidently over, the cmall group that had collected
beran to drift off in search of fresh drinks. wori utarted to leave
with a muttered, "If you'!ll excuse me,.."

*Wait a noment before you go. The test you were running. What
made you think there was some outside agent affecting it?#

“There hasn't been any observable reason for what huppens. The
first time I thought I'dfound what we were lookins for, but had the secnse
to check before tellins anyone. HNothing but plain old staph bacteria.”

"rhank you, Miss Patz. o et o drink; enjoy yourself." FKirk
aimed her toward .ulu and applied gentle but firm pressure. Moulu, toke
care of her."

"Lones," he called to HcCoy, collected wpock with a tile of his
head and worked his wzy to the door und into the relative quiet of the
examining room. !"How capable is she?'

"Lt. Patz is one of our most promisin~ younr; bacteriolosists. If
she said the culture was set ur properly, it was," McCoy exploined.

"lost promising?!

“As her own statement showed, she s5till naus a lot to learn, but
she knows it. As far as her work goes...sne husn't had much cxperience
working with complete unknowns, Ohe was stuck in some lab runnin:
guality control tests on drujs purchased by Starfleet.”

"Is there a ciance she has found what we're lookiny for and didn't
realize 1t?"

“Itts worth checikin: !" MNcCoy plowses back lato he crowd. iie
reclaimed Dori from Sulu, turning his Lost Cuties over o him at the
some time.

% confused Dori Patz found herself walkin) swiftly down the corridor
between the Captain and Chief Kedical Offider, cnd clesely followed by
the First Ufficer. zmboldeneé by her cne drink, she considered stopping
and demanding an explanation, but then she thought ar-in and dida't.

"Why are you certain this is the correct strain of staphyloccus,
Miss Patz?" inguired Kirk.

#I checked it under the microscope. It has the proper growth rate
and pattern. The things that should kill it, do," she listed guickly.

VIf the bacteria has chanped, it seems to be a minor, internal
affeir. That will require slow, painstaking testing to pinpoint," Spock
said.

e only need to know if this is what's causing the trouble. Time
can be taken to discover precisely what's wrong after we have it under
control."

WIf I may make a sungestion, Loctor. A comparison with the stock
culture might..."

"Lf course! Dori, you get the bacteria out of the freezer. S8pock
and I'1) prepare .he growth nedin. Jim, we'll know in a couple of hours."

"Hours?"

WBacteria will only grow so fast. de'll call you, Captain.”
McCoy hadn't stopped work. When Dori returned with a freeze-dried sample
of the stock culture they were ready. A second flask containing the
bacteria Dori had been working with was prepared. WYWhen Kirk called back
they h.d twe flasks holding cloudy liquid to show for their work.

McCoy explained as Dori worked. 'She's mixing some of the bacteria
she's been working with into the flask with the stock bacteria., If there
has been a change in the bacteria, the liquid should clear as the bacteria
die. ‘fhere will be a 30 tol0 minute celay before any chanze is evident.”

At the specified time the solution cleared. Xirk drew a deep
breath. ilow he had something he could firh:i, even if it was only x
bacteria.

The next days were hectic ones aboard the Enterprise. All possible
means of killing the bacteria were employed. Antibiotics were blown
through the ventillation system. Radiation was employed where it would
not harm the crew. Ultraviolet lights were used. Antibiotics were
added to the water used for washing. Finally, to the indigpation <f a
good part of the crew, they scrubbed down the ship with antibiotics.

Things continued to break during this time. Equipment already
weakenad pave out under the slightest strain.

Kirk attempted to call the bridge as soon as he woke. He wasn't
renlly too surprised when the intercom failed to respoad. It was a
wonder it hadn't quit sconer. He dressed hurriedly and went straight to
the bridge. He received two shocks immediately. The helm and naviga-—
tion positions were unmanned, and Uhura wasn't wearing a uniform.

She was barefooted. Her sleeveless dress was a bright turquaise
of the same length as her uniform, but made of some thin clingy material.
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She had her usual swinping earrings, and had added a thin gold armlet to
each arm.

"Good morning, Captain," She glanced at her costume. "The
clothing processor was an overnight camualty., This outfit is real silk;
it isn't going to fall to pleces.! She followed his gaze down to her
bare feet. "They are. bare by doctor's orders., I wore a blister on my
hesl. MBenga said to go without shoes till it was healed. You doa't
mind, do you?"

Kirk shook his head as he settled cautiously into his chair. The
arm had been replaced, but nome of the buttons worked. '"What's the
status this morning, Ukura?"

"de are travelling at Warp 2 in the general direction of Starbase
XII. Neither direction nor speed can be changed at ihe moment, though
Mr, Scott is working on it.

WSubspace radio is still out and the intercoms are incperable.
Turbo-elevators are mostly working. ZEngineering advises their use
whenever possible," Uhura glanced up from the checklist she was consulting.
"The ladders are not reliable. There have been two serious falls.h

‘"How serious?"

"A broken leg and a badly wrenched shoulder," she replied without
looking at her paper. !'Communicators. sealed ia some plastic that the
lab says won't be affected by the bacteria are available in limited
quantities. They are reserved for emergency use. HNessenger service is
operating to all parts of the sl:‘:.p."

"Where is Spock?"

"Iz his quarters. The library computer got to the point where he
was spending rmore time fixing :.t than using it.?

“How do we know our direction and speed? Most of the semsors
leading from the hull to the computer were out last night. Spock thought
they would all be gone by this morning.!

They are. tHansen and Chekov hooked a 'corder into a sensor lead
just where it comes through the hull. They take the tapes to S8pock, who
feeds them to the computer.

"I have a list accurate as of twenty minutes ago on every system
not working. 1l've mentioned the important ones, but if,.."

"No, Uhura. X don't need to hear it all. hy are we still co-or-
dinating from here?® he asked, looking around the almost deserted bridge.

Yo one gave me the authority to move to auxiliary, sir," she
said formally.

#Seal the bridge when you leave. It'll be a while before we have
time to get it back in order." XKirk started for the elevator, Yeoman
Jamal on his heels, pad and pen ready in her hands. Eirk turned back to
UYhura, YI'1ll use the messengers to keep you informed of my location.™

"Very good, sir. Captain, Dr. McCoy wants to see you as soon as
possible. He sounded as though it were urgent.” 3She and the one yeoman
left on the bridge began gathering the data they had been working with
to maintain an overall picture of the ship's condition. In fifteen
minutes the bridge was sealed and deserted.

McCoy turned the patient he was workning on over to Nurse Chapel
as soon as he saw the captain. "Jim, come into my office, please.™

"fhat's the matter now?!

"It's Scotty," KcCoy stated grimly. "He's decided this whole mess
is his fault. And he's out to correct it smngle-handed’ Cr die of
exhaustion in the attempti™

"How did he amrive at that conclusion?®

tRemember that general check he ordered when the trouble was first
diagnosed? He says that'ls responsible for most of the breakdowns occurring
now. Equipment is breaking that would never have been exposed except for

Kirk nodded slowly. "He's right about that."

HeGoy's eyes widened in surprise. "With that attitude you're
going to be a lot of help."

HYes, I will. But why do you need me?"

McCoy sighed. "I didnft catch him in time., Ve've gotten into the
habit of depending on these machines to keep track of things for us.
He's been getting pills from MBenga and me to keep him going. We've both
been keeping written records of what we gave him, but no one got the two
records together until a few hours ago. He won't listen to us. I'd have
to use a couple of security guards to force him to follow my orders. He
may still obey you."

Yeoman Jamal sent the first messenger they encountered to tell
Lt, Uhura where the captain would be for the next few minutes. She
decided as she trailed Kirk and McCoy down the corridor that as a short
term condition only, this was rather amusing. It was much more challenging
than just carrying a tricorder arcunmd.

Kirk considered the equipment inaperable at the momeat. He
decided correctly that Scott would be working on the steering. They were
in an area where Warp 2 was a safe speed if they could guide the

Enterprise at all.
Scotty handed the Feinberg block to Leslie when he saw Kirk and

McCoy. He moved to meet them, nlrshalling the arguments he expected to
need.

"Can they get along without youw for five minutes, Scott?" Kirk
asked, in 2 voice that indicated the pnswer had better be yes.

YAye, Captain. -Should we ro to my office??

“That'1ll do," Kirk said brusquely. He didn't speak again until
they were in the office, then he wheeled to face Scott. "How much of the
mess you caused do you have straightened up?" Kirk snapped.

Scott blinked. "We're beginning to ga:.n on it. {iothing major has
given out for ha' a shift now.“

"Has the general check been repeated? Decontaminating everything
this time?"

"Aye, sir," Scott answered, with a little more life in his voice
this time. "I know ma job." .

And whea something breaks it!'s your job to check and see if
anything else is going to bresk?" FKirk's face was hard and his voice
harsh as he asked his questions. . .

"That it isiM

"Then why do you feel guilty? Because a procedure that is correct
99 times out of a 100 turns out to be wrong this time?" Kirk's voice was
soft and slightly amused now. "Ur is it because you discovered the
problem first and started the check before I had & chince to give the
order?"

Scott was confused. These were the charges he'd been prepared to
convict himself of, but somehow it wasn't turning out as it should. "But
shets hurt! And I did it!" Scotty wailed.

Kirk shook his head. "The damage is heing caused by bacteria.
They!re the only villains we're going to find in this incident." Crisply,
then, he ordered, "As for working yourself to exhaustion; no new damage
means you have repairs started cm all major items. Your engineering
staff is well trained. Let them do the work. That's an order. They'll
call you if they need you."

NI'11 see he gets to bed, Jim," McCoy said softly.

Kirk nodded and started down the corridor, Jamal trotting along
behind. He slowed and motioned for her to catech up. M"Spock's quarters,
then I'1L et some breakfast."

"Yes, sir," she acknowledged. Jhe sent a messenger tv inforn
Uhura all the while marvelling at Kirk's ability to notice everything
going on around him. She had been sure he hadn't noticed her send the
first messenger.

Chekov was waiting outside Spock's guarters when Kirk arrived.
"Captain, I just rave him the latest set of readings. He'll be right out."

"Isn't he letting people in?" Kirk inquired half jokirgly.

Chekov frowned doubtfully. ™"Actually, I don't think anyone has
wanted in. He has the temperature and humidity set at Vulecan normal.
And the pressure high enough that air deesn't rush in when the door
opens.”

The door slid open. Spock stepped out, accompanied by a wave of
heat. When he saw Kirk he moved to allow the door to close. He handed
the position report to Chekov who hurried off. !"Captain, we are gradually
shifting cff course. Each time the deflectors nudge something out of our
way it has an infinitesimal effect on our course. The cumulative error
is growing.'h .

VEngineering is working on it. T hac. Uhura shift command down to
auxiliary. That way they only have to check the circuits to Deck 8."

tLogical, Captain." Kirk had to struggle to surpress a smile as
Spock continued. He always felt as though Spock were pinning a medal on’
him when he said that. YLt. Patz brought word twently minutes ago. They
have pinpointed the change. She will have the formal report ready in
the bacteriology lab in an hour. MeCoy is coming z2nd I'm sure they would
be honored if you weuld attend sir."

Kirk decided that while Lt. Patz might be honered by his presence
she was also made nervous by it. Part of the problem was that she had
been caught shert of uniforms when the clothing proccessor gquit and was
wearing a white tenmnis outfit with none of the sang-froid Uhura had
shown. BHer hair, which she usually piled on top of her head to add a
few inches to her basic height of five feet, hung down her back in a
heavy braid. She looked about sixteen, and knew it, Kirk decided. He
realized he was staring and had made her even more nervous.

"I understand the tennis outfit. Lt. lhura doesn't have any
uniforms, either. But why is your hair down like that?" He asked in an
attempt to ease her self-consciousness.

It worked. She relaxed and even produded a faint.smile., 'The
clips T use to fasten it are...were made of a halomer." She saw Spock
and McCoy enter the lab. "We're ready to begin, sir.®

Once she began the report any impression that she was only sixteen
disappeared.. "The problem is caused by a bacteriophage, a virus that
infects bacteria. This cne, that we've named Neyi, attacks a strain of
staphyloccus. It is a latent virus; it hooks on to the genetic material
of the bacteria and becomes part of it. It's presence causes the
production of the enzyme that attacks the heterocyclic unsaturated
hallogenated polymers. The enzyme is released when the bacteria dies and
the cell membrane disappear‘. .

"Ye picked it up when Professor Nemenyi came aboard. Three of
his men went down to the storage area to select what they needed. Two of
our security guards helped move the supplies. They sven transported
down to the planet with one load.!

"Thank you, Lieutenant,™ Kirk said when she finished. UAt least
we know exactly what we're fighting. Is it likely that our recent
activities have destroyed the bacteria?"
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WHo, it isn't, Captain. Bacteria are hardy. They develop resis~
tance to antibiotics snd adapt rapidly to new opes. Lh, it isn't impossible
tu zeu rid of them; it's just unlikely that we'll m:napie to do it aloze.

‘ie are handicapped--we must limit our choices. It wouldn't really help
if we rot rid of the bacteria but killed the crew."

"Uhura says she!ll have the subspunce radio fixed sometime tomorrow.
Starfleet will send the help we need." Xirk he-ded for auxiliery control
to check progress. .

Spock left the lab, then wolted until KeCoy, who had stopped to
compliment pori, emerged. "Doctor, moy I talk to you, nowi!

"L { eourse spock." McCoy glanced st him. "Will my office do?
Gr shaould I ccme to your quarters?!

“"Your office will suffice," Spock decided.

e silently accompanied HecCoy to his offige, There, to McCoy's
cunsternation, he uccepted a seat, an offer of hot tea, pnd courtcously
waited tc be served. NcCoy knew Spock considered these humen amenities
a waste of time, and only observed them on ceremonial occasions. Ile was
afraid to even trr to imagine what Spock had to say that would drive him
to eaploy these measures to postpone sayinsg it even a litile while longer.

McCoy sipped his tea, wishing fervently for somethins stronger.
He braced himself and inguired softly, "What is it ysu need to discuss?®

WHave ycu given any thousrht to Starfleet's reaction when we succeed
in informing them of our trouble?®

iy they'll..." McCoy stopped, "Ho, I haven't." ie settled
back in his chair and slowly sipped his tea. After several minutes he
glanced at Spock with a wry pgrin and drawled, '"This here's a plague ship,
aint't itoM

Spock nodded.

McCoy settled further down in his chair. "Starfleet's gonna be
as glad to see uUs as a tribble is to see a Klinron." He sat up straight
and the accent disappeared. "Titey'll probably order the ship into the
nearest star. I hope they take the crew cff first," he added thoughtfully.

MLogic indicates they will," Spock soid. "After all, it is the
ship that has the plapue, not the crew."

Wy hasn't Jim...?" McCoy burst out.

“Would you hesitate to treat..." Spock paused tc select the proper
disease, "a crewman who had coatracted “uellman's l0t? ZRemember, the Rot
is contaglous and the treatment entails more expense than the person
could pussibly repsy in service.!

Wihat does that have to do...t"

#Jonsiderins how well you know the captain, that is a2 foolish
questi.n. .he connecti.n should Le obviocus," stzted Spock.

kcCoy considered briefly, then sis face froze into o professiinal
rmas of non—cxpression. "ie considers the dnternrise a livin,s being, ot
" least 5 subconscicus does. And you dun't let an intellirent tedng die
just tueruse it ic an economicslly sound decision.® lie sipped ¢t kis
tepid tea, tien scowled at his cup. '".hat will Jim do when Starfleet
crders nim fo...to kill the Znterprise, Spock?"

"I am not ot all sure, Doctor. But my experience with human
captains who hove lest their ships leads me to¢ believe Jim's actions will
be reprehensible from Starfleet's peint cf view.

. "Bhat is what will happen if we do nothing. «ith a little time,
and our help, he will argue calmly ond logically in her defense, accept
his failure guietly, and receive an immediate regrlacement."

upre you sure?! MeCoy inquired sarcastically.

"ais guse as cme can bte wien workin: with human beings. e is
capable of reaching logical decisions even when they couse him preat
pein. I bave soen him do it. Given time to think the problem through,
e will make the lomical decision.®

licCoy eventually aopreed. "what did you want from me, 3pock? So
far I've merely confirmed your reasoning.

"That was part of what 1 wanted, the assurance that I was correct
in &y asseasment of the humans involved. The other part was...when should
we tell him?M

e delay as lonp as possible.!! lNcCoy didan't even pause to
consider. "It will be much better if he figures it out himself. %e can
help turn his thoughts in that direction. If nothing else works, we
tell him, before Starfleet does."

Lateethe next day Uhuro got a message off to Starbase XII detailing
t.eir troubles. '".e should have a reply within 24 hours, sir, unless
we are so far off course tiiey can't reach us.”

! "yazt's not likely. We can navigate now, and Scotty says they
sealed eac: gonnecticvn is somethinp the bacteria can't hurt, so it
shouldn't go out ajain.” Is the list of priorities complete?!

Uhura flipped quickly throughtthe lists.. 'Yes, we've agreed on a
ratine for everything. I'11 jiet the lists in better order. Send 2 copy
down tu Mr. Scott and post the other one?"

"Right. I'1l e in sickbay wien they're ready to be initialled,"
Kirk said. 1In the intercomless snip it had become second nature to keep
Thura informed of his locuiicn.

o days crept ty. The crew nad been warkiar long shifts and
while the ship was not baci: to normal, it was no lenger existiag in a
coeptinual state «f emergency.

The helm was once mere under complete contrcl, but still had to
be handled from engineerins. Uhura was ulone in suxilinry control when
the reply from Starbase XII arrived. when she hod it decoded, she frowned
at it, then wrote it out. It looked no better than it had sovunded.

PUCCEED TC STARBASE XIT AT WARP 1. MARE KG STURS. MAINTAIN
RAaDIU 3XLENCE. PCTEHKLE WILL 1LTERCEIT ARD FOLLC. 1IN THAREE DAYS! TIME.
H( PHYSICAL CULNTACT 20 BE i{iADE.

The ciptain had left orders to be awakened as soon as the message
arrived. Uhura checked the chronometer. He had potten five hours of
rest at least. O&he stopped the first person to pass, a yecmon, ond left
him in charge of auxiliary control.

There was no immediate response to her signal. &he had almost
decided the doorcom was broken when Kirk opened the door.

Kirk read the message with a strange lack of surprise. ilcCoy's
vague mutterings had prepered him for tiis reacti.n {rom Starfleet.
"See that -1} department heads read it, V'hura. Then post u copy on the
Deck 7 Bulletia Loard.! ’

when the interccm had rone out, the bulletin bourds had‘nuddenly
assuried new imoortance. Aloar with the usual club and specisl interest
announcements, poetry, srt work, criticism or praise of tie poctr, and
art work, tiere ~as now a scetion labeled LFFICIAL ILTICI.  beily
reading of its contents was required to learn what equipment wasa't
working, duty assirnments, and current emergency measures, If, plus the
messenrer service, was so successful that :he intcrcom was very for down
the list of thinys to be repaired.

¥irk stuod sleepily blinkins his eyes wfter Lhura left,
was 1o use in tryin, 4o o bick to sleep. lLe'd
If Le ovoided .leluy fer o c.uple of nous trere
about uvvurdcrk. oae more day should see auxil
funciional. Then he would fecl oo theurt ne =

“here

just lay there and .orry.

uldn't te anotliier lect.ire
y centrol fully

sere really in control arain.

..e sountered down to n rec room fer a cup of coffee nnd hod the
unpalatzble luck to discover tie food éisnenser wasn't funetioning
properly. After reportinr it, he reslly aecded the coffee of dinpell
tne chill thu% he kept iellin; himselfl wann't crused hy fa v,

That marked the beginning of the sccond wave of nalfunctions.
These bacteria, descendents of the survivers ¢f the first scrubbing, were
resistunt tc the measures used befere. The labs contizued working on the
problem of findin - substances thut would kill tue bacteriec without
harmine the creow.

The tarbo-elevators went out Tor slmost . day. The ladicrs radn't
bee. d frem b.c orevious time. Trovel between decks was resiricted,
but still there were scre falls. Oracks developed in o fe. of tne
corridor walls. The decks tremselves were suspuct in several are:s.

For a wild tarce hours the gr vity wis off. blany members of the
crew learned tu taelr sorrow ond discemfurt just how loa~ uro tiedr
tr.inin~ in wel utless noneuverin:; had becn. FeCoy ond his stafl did a
bLrisk business in anit-nousea medicnticns. GSiwck recopnized the puricd
of wei Ltlessness for whut it wos: the idi.:l tine te Fix e lo
lie comti ndeercd every able-btodied creowmember Jcotty didn't nved.
developed into a race with the lest ludder bein;; fixed a scant ten
minutes before the apreed-upon fifteen seconds of red alert guve warning
of the resumption of normal gravity.

Yecks 3 and 4 had to be evacuated fur several hours until the air
circuluting equipment for those levels was repaired. Deck 5's machinery
wos wlso off, but for only twenbty-tlree minutes.

During 21l this new flurry cf troublce the small group t.. t had
been working steadfastly got auxiliary control in full working order.
As scon as the last cunnections were made the room was cleared of people,
sealed, and flooded for an hour with a gas guaranteed to kill the
bacteria. A decontamination chamber was set up in the corridor and every-
one entering had to pass through it. .

When the sensors were ictivated they discovered that sometime
during the blackout perioed the Potemkin had joined them, Uhe was slightly
behind and just beyond maximum transporter range. She was a comfort for
a time, then her silent accompaniment became an irritant. More thon one
person reread the messape from Star(leet 1nd wonde-ed exactly what orders
the Potemkin had.

Kirk was standing in front of the bulletin bowrd inr a for composed
of exhaustion snd despair. He had crossed out one of the entries on the
TC BL .!EPAIRED list. As he filled in the time of completion he glanced
down the list, [There were three new jobs since he had last seen the
list. He slumped briefly, then straightened at the sound of footsteps.
He peered down the dim corrider, reslizing as he did that it shouldn't be
that dim. He was wearily makin;' another entry when Dr. MeCoy reached

is side.

"Evening, Jim. Add one lab equipment processor, Deck 7, lab F
while ycu have the pen in your hand." kcCoy rauged Kirk's exhaustion and
judped it to be caused by more than hurd work andé lack of sleep. He
peered over the captain's shoulder at the list., “Humm, still losing
ground, I sce. We should get remission soon though."

Mat?" hirk asked out of his daze, certein something important
kad been said, ever if he hadn't understood.

“Remission. The disense abates. The patient gains strength.
Then the diseuse returns stronger thon before. _ach time the cycle
repeats the disease is stronger; the patient weaker. Leukemia used to
exhibit a pattern like that. L1d ape often does yet, with a different
illness cach cycle."

*Are such paticnts over cured?!

HSure, nobody ever dies of leukemia any more. That only took
thirty years' research znd several billion dollars. But, of course
expense isn't considered when dealinp with a disease infectiag intelligent
beings." HeGoy moved duwn tite bulletin board readinj; various itetns until
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he found tlie one he was looking for. W"That's a gloomy poem," he commented,
poking a small piece of graph paper.

"I haven't recad it yet."

"You'd better. I'm not sure we should even leave it up. It can't
be doing morale any rood," McCoy said indipnantly,

Kirk moved down to ¥cCoy's end of the bulletin board and forced

his eyes to focus ontthe handwritten poem.
THE LHTERPRISE

She

Demands.

Always——

Demands.

She's never satisfied--

Demands.

She fills my hours - awake — asleep—

Demands. .

I am her Captain - X try - she asks noru—-

Demands.

I have no thought but for her - still - she-—-

Demands. .

She tskes — she never pives - just demands—-

Demands. i

She feeds on my very soul - one day - she'll demand all—-

Demands.

I'1}l give ~ she'll toke - my life. Then there will be - no more—-

Denands.

Kirk nod.ed. "It's right. It's her right! I'm supposed tc supply
wnat sae needs. But...™ he shoock his head, "...not doing very well, am I?"

McCoy scowled. That wasn't the reaction he'd hoped for. WNo
indication there of a realization that 2 machine had no right to make
such demands. He sighed. "Sometimes there's nothing a captain, or a
doctor, can do. All things end," he added gently.

#But not now! INot so soon! Not this way!" It was a plea for
Teassurance.

McCoy held his silence. It would be so eaay to give Kirk the
encouragement he heeded now. But if he did, the facts would just.have
to be faced some other day. !"You need rest, Jim. Come on, I'm ‘going
that way, too."

Kirk accompanied McCoy to Deck 5 in a bewildered silence. He felt
as though he'd tried to step up a stair only to discover it wasn't there.
e collapsed on his bed and was asleep before the lights had a chance
to dim.

HcCoy talked to Spock after he left Kirk. "I've got him thinking
in the right direction. Unfortunately we seem to have been correct. He
isn't going to realize that from Starfleet's point of view the easiest,
safest, cheapest thiny to do is scrap the Enterprise and start over.

"We'1l have to talk to him, Zpock." lcCoy wiped the sweat from his
brow as he glanced around Spock's quarters. It was years since he'd
been in them, and they didn't seem to have changed at all. T'iruel hadn't
had time to make any impression on Spock's arrangements. Or did logical
Vulcan women rearrange furnishings as did their less logical sisters
from other worlds? He longed to ask, but didn't guite dare. "Tomorrow,
as soon as he gets up?"

Kirk was conscious of an aching, bruised feeling deep inside when
he woke. He felt as though someone very precious to him had been
destroyed. Fear flared briefly in his mind, then subsided as he came
fully awakw.

Be lay calmly accepting the knowledge in his mind, It had been
growing there, like an ugly weed, for days. During the night, it had
reached fruition.

The Enterprise was dying.

She was rotting, falling apart, crumbling inch by inch. With
each failure she became more dangerous to her crew, to the technolgically
advanced planets of the Federation, tc anything with which she came in
contact. ‘

He himself, with the resources he had to command, could not save
her. A atarbase, however, could do it.

Kirk began in his mind a sketchy outline of what would be needed.
As he considered equipment, material, time, and personnél involved, he
realized Starbase XII was ideal. The main part of the base was on an
inhabited planet, but there was an experimental station on the npearer
moon, and a larger-than-average ship repair faclility between the two.

As Kirk drifted back to; sleep he was almoat content. A small
thread of worry, a feeling that he'd failed to consider some statement
of MeCoy's persisted, but he surpressed it firmly. ° v

Kirk had barely seated himself at a table for breakfast when Spock
and McCoy entered. They picked up trays and joined him. He studied
their solemn faces. ''"Yes gentlemen. It's time for a conference.. The
briefing room, as soon as we've eaten."

Eirk gazed at his three senlor officers and let Spock's~words
echo through his mind. McCoy had known. Scott locked as stunned aa
Kirk felt, but even as Kirk locked at him he reluctantly nodded.

Yaye, Spock, they'll no want to risk letting it spread. Are you
sayin' there's no chance o' savin' the Enterprise...from Starfleet?V

»
"There is perhaps 1 chance in 5000 that we might save her, if we
choose to try."

1nY£7" Kirk asked flatly.
!

"The gnterprise has an excellent service record, full of incidents
in which she risked her destruction in order to preserve the order and
safety of the Federatiwun."” Spock paused. 'low you are suggesting that
she be saved, even thcuch her salvation would risk the technolo-'i;al
collapse and permanent quersntine of the planet that usttempts to save
her. Starbase XII is situated on a planet with a population of nearly
one billion. I estinote the resultant accidents as buildiings collupse
and famine sets in as the transprtation network fails would ‘cost...n

“No! Wo. o more logic, Spock. I acknowledge the possibilities,”
Kirk was speaking quieily now, '"but she deserves a chance. .efll !
proceed on the assumption Starfleet will decide to renovete her. Scotty
you and T will work out a complete schedule for stripping the interior, !
decontamination, everything.

"Bones, whatever they decide, the crew will have to be evacuated
and pliced in quarsntine. “hat will they be allowed to take with them?"

McCoy considered briefly. !Nothing made ¢f Lalomers, of course.
Ho clothine of any kind. A few metal or gloss objects," he said, thinking
of a certain Vulcon artifact resting beneath the Culling Flame in
Spock's quarters, "if they are of sufficient value to make their
cleansing worthwhile. I'1l post a bulletin and have people berin cleuring
articles with the medical staff."

At last Kirk faced Spock squarely again, "If they order her
destruction,” he managed to say it as thougrh it were some minor training
schedule to be planned, 'we'll want to salvage some things. Spock, that
is your Jjob.m"

Kirk worked long hours the next five days. If he was exhausted
he could sleep. He and Scott finished their plin and plunsed buck into
the fight to keep the Enterprise working.

When the call from Starbase XII came Uhura reacted quickly.
"Tonia, inform the captain, then Spock. Hurry!"™ (nly after Yeomun
Harrows was on her way did Uhura acknowledre the call.

“#Enterprigse, Lt. Uhura.®

"Commodore Lazinski, Starbase XII. Yhere is Captein Kirk, Lt.?"
The commodore was taking careful note of her costume, which was cut
vaguely like a Starfleet uniform but was a brirsht chartreuse,

""He has been summcned, sir. He should arrive in a fow minutes."
"Summoned?" Commodore Lazinzki asked.

Uhura peused fractionally. She had received no orders concerming
statements about tae ship's conditivn. There was no use evading, she
decided and caught Sulu’s nod, reinforcing her own decision. "The intercom
is inoperable, sir. A messenger has been sent to inform him of your
call. Communicators are available, but are used only in case of an
emergency.'

Sulu struggled to keep his face expressionless. He wondered if
Thura were really unaware of the impression ahe made sitting there in
her Ageagian gown icily informing a commodore his call was not an emergency.

Lazinski cleared his throat and said in what seemed to be an
attempt at friendly conversation, "You are controlling from auxiliary,
aren't you?"

"Yes sir, The captain is here, Cpmmodore Lazinski," ¢re said with
an internal sigh of relief.

Lazinski widened the pickup on his end to include the two admirals
seated beside him.

By the time the formalities of introduction had been taken care
of, Spock had slid intosthe room. Scott and McCoy came through the
decontamination chamber together, practically on his heela. The size of
auxiliary control turned this group into a crowd. Sulu was wondering if
he and Chekov should leave when the question was settled for him.

"Captain, why not adjourn to the briefing room? It would be more
appropriate.” Admiral Kellay suggested.

Kirk's voice and face were as expressionless as Spock's. "This
is the only part of the ship with fully effective communications,
gentlemen. Our discussion must eminate from here. It is alsc the bridge
Tor now. These Jjunior officers are on duty and must remain st their
stations."

The inquiry lasted three hours. Spock dissertated on the
bacteriophage. Scott and Kirk reported on the condition of the Inter-
prise. McCoy answered questions about the crew's physical and mental
condition.

Lazinski and the admirals listened carefully. They asked intel-
ligent gquestions. Aftsr they requested and received copies of the
evacuation and decontamination plana, they called a three hour recess to
give them time to study the plans.

Kirk took ome of the cups of hot coffee Yeoman Barrows had ready.
Well, at least they listened. They didn't act like people vho had
slready made up their minds.™

"They have two days, Captain. They vdo not need to hurry their
decision.”

"Yes Spock," Kirk said with a sigh of exhaustion. P"I'1l try met
to hope. Uhura, I'm going to get some food, clean up, and rest ti11
they call back."” He glanced down at the engiunser's coveralls he was
wearing. "At least I'1l be wearing my uniform when they tell ne my
ship has to die.!

When it was time for contact to resume, everyoane in auxiliary
control was inuniform. Uhura had borrowed Lit. Palmer's last one. It
was a blt tight and she was afraid to take 2 deep breath. Sulu had
scrounged one from an ensign. It had the wrong rank markings, but it did
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fit. Chekov, who hadn't worn a proper uniform since the second day the
clothing proccessor was broken, wouldn't tell where his came from.

There was a fourth member on the board when they made contact.
He was an admiral wearing the familiar caduceus of the medical profession.
"Anderson," muttered McCoy. "Epidemiology is his speclality.h

Commodore Lazinski acted as chief spokesman once more. He made
no attempt to soften the decisivn. "The risk is tooc great; the gain too
small, Captain. It would cost almost as much to rennovate the Enterprise
as to build a new ship. The difference is more than offset by the danger.
The safety of a planet must have a higher priority than the life of a
ship." His face was closed. It was plain no argument could be allowed
to influence the decision. It was also plain one was expected. At Kirk's
nod of acceptance an expression of surprise crossed his face.

"Your evacuation plan is acceptable. It will be put into effect
as s00n as you are within beaming range. The crew will go directly to
the moon base. The quarantine time may be cut to a week. The base has
some ideas they've been wanting to try out.

"Captain,” and here for the first time Lazinski seemed uneasy, "I
don't enjoy asking this of you, but... Please prepare a plan for the
salvage of information and noncontaminated meterials. Alsc deactivate
the necessary systems so there will be no explosions or radiation hazards
during her...when she is being scrapped.™

Kirk didn't even try to speak. He just motioned to Spock.

Spock handed a tape to Uhura. "Transmit this, Lieutenant." He
glanced at the view screen. "It is based on the use of Enterprise
personnel. Those needed have agreed to stay aboard the two diys necessary
to complete the work. The first six steps will be completed before we
reach beaming range. Can you have the equipment to receive the radio-
active material and the anti-matter ready when we arrive?"

A flabbergasted Lazinski requested time to study the plan.

"Spock, you'll talk to him when he calls back. I couldn't do it
without yelling at him," Xirlk said ir a voice under cbvious control.

Kirk slept very little during the next two days. He worked
wherever he could be of the most help in keeping the Enterprise livable
until they reached Starbase XII. He prowled the corridors for hours when
he should have been sleeping. He seldom spoke and when he did it was
only sbout the job at hand. He wos unfailingly polite and couteous and
he worried the hell out of McCoy.

After his third abortive attempt to talk to Kirk, McCoy went to
Spock. "He!s at least spoken to you, 3Spock. Kow is he?"

#He is bereft," Spock said after due consideration.

"Why will he talk to you?"

"I do not try to 'cheer him up.' He has a loss to odjust te. i
am willing te let him de it in hic own way."

"Meaning I'm not?" asked lLcCoy. "Well you're rirht. This time I
just can't put myself in his place. I can't understand how coreone can
care so much about a piece of machinery. The crew is safe. He'll get
ancther command; they've zlready promisec thst."” MeCpy stopped pacing
and foced Spock.  "Do you understand how he feels?V

"Yes," Spock's manner did not invite further questions, but KcCoy
was determined.

"Do you feel as he deesT™
Spock gave McCoy a look of utter disbelief. "lc."

YeCoy, intrigued now, tried again. "Do you feel anything about
losing the ship? This is the only place you knew T!'Rruel."

Spock pritted his teeth. Plainly the only way, short of throwing
him out, to get rid of the doctor was tc answer him. '"Vulcan memory does
not depend on mnemonic assists. .hat T'Hruel and I had, was. .herefore
it is mine any time I choose to remember. lNow I have work to do."

"Thank you, Spock," McCoy muttered at the Vulcan's retreating back.
"It's a shame you empathize so strongly with Jim."

Starbase ZIl wis ready for them. The major pari of the crew
beamed to the decontemination station on the moon. The Enterprise toock
up her final station in the space yord and the skeleton crew began the
final steps of turning the terprise into an empty, poyerless hulk.

HcCoy finally refused to accept Kirk's evasions any lonfer and
ambushed him as he wus entering his quarters. Kirk admi‘ted defeat 2nd
waved McCoy in.

"Bones, there isn't anythins wronc with me. I know “he Enterprise
is just a ship. Starfleet isn't murderins her." He swuns t- face hcCoy.
‘T know this! But I don't feel it yet. It's goinj; to take me a while to
work it out. You'lve been throwing medical metaphors at me for weeks; let
me use one on you." His words came with the fluency of comething long
considered.

"Someone I love has a terminal illness. She is in a coma; there
is nothing more to be done for her. I can't talk to her to comfcrt her,
or be comforted by her. I can't reminisce about her because ske isa't

gone. I can only woit until it in over; then I can berin apgain,"
#Yes, Jim," McCoy said und turned to lcav .

"Bones, it isn't supposed to be vasy for . to loose a ship if
you're the right type of human to be captein it ulways hurts like -his.”

#A11 right, Captain. I won't intrude zgjain, but when you are
ready. to talk...” McCoy looked back over his shoulder.

SPOCK:
GUARDIAN

OF THE
TRADITION

J. LICHTENBERG

The name "Spock" (according to the Vulcanur used in the Kraith
universe) means "a male who communicates a blended tradition." The name
also carries the connotation of "Founder of Dynasties".(lya)

The Spock of the Kraith series is constuntly aware of the enormous
responsibilities his name imposes on him. "Founder of Dynasties" implies
offspring——and fulfilling that prophecy is the closest thing to a "sacred
trust” that a Vulcan can know.

But by a slight shift in pronunciation the name becomes "Communicator
of a blended tradition'; and this aspect of his name has contributed to
the development of his character throughout his lifetime.

The eighteen year old Spock who left Vulcan for Starfleet against
his father's wishes did so in part because of his name. His grandfather,
Suvil, had piven him the tradition of his Vulcan heritage and had taught |
him all he needed to know as a Kataytikh and Guardian of the Tradition.(3)
Suvilts training had been sc thorough that this young Spock held within
his mind the Vulcan Racial lemory and the values of his culture,
Psaichrani, in a richness of detail utterly incomprehensible to the
human mind.

But from his mother, he had received nothin; even vaguely analogous.
If he was to justify his name ' (and retain an integrated sanity) he needed
tne human zanalop to the Vulecan tradition he already carried.

Since Tsaichrani was totally sufficient for Sarek, Sarel. was
unable to understand Spock's need. Spock was unable to make Sarek under-
stand for 3pock himself did not know what he was searching for. He only
knew that there was an empty place inside himself and as he grew toward
maturity, the need to fill that void became an undeniable imperative.
Sarek knew, throurh his association with Amanda, that humans had nothinr
even vaguely analogous to the interrated truditiocn of Vulcan. but Sarek
did not know that Spock felt a need for that which did not exist. Hence
the breakdown in Sather/Son communications that lasted for eighteen years.

Durinp these eighteen years, Spock p-ew to 3/4 maturity. S3lowly
and painfully, he learned that he would never Le able to “communicate a
blended tradition” in the full Vulcan sense because the other half of
the blecad was non-existent. It was only much later that he came %o
terms with a compromise.

continued on pame 47
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Kraith [l

acqueline Lichtenberg

Captain James T. Kirk, still achin i

. 3 x g to the loss of his

ship, drew the.dry, firey air of Vulcan's early dusk into his

lungs, swung his legs up on the chaise and leaned back to survey

g?ehzzragdg as the waves of memory lapped gently at the shores
mind.

. The Enterprise had been a good ship, bu i
hlgself with unaccustomed logic, sga wasn'g,reail;earigtggsd
belng.. It was the crew that gave her life and, though the
mechanlga; gadggt called Enterprise, NCC-1701, was a total loss
every living being aboard” had Eeen rescued. The sacrifice !
had been unaveidable and the Admiralty had already promised
to give him a new Enterprise from the latest model starship
to come out of the Canopian shops...and give him his old crew
to a man. What more could he want? They'd even promised to
g;ze the newdEnter rise the old registry number. With twenty=

ee commendations distrib '
of the affeie ernt o5t uted among the crew, they'd come out

The illogical ache continued. He knew it a.
But he found the pain overlayed with a strangely peigzgzlwould'
acceptance of tbe inevitable just as Spock had predicted.
He wasn't sure just when or how it had happened, but he seemed
to have absorbed some of the famed Peace of Vulcan.

And he'd almost refused Spock's invitation. He'd stood
on the observation deck of Starbase XII watching the final
wrecking og what was left of his ship. Bones on his right and
Spock on his left, he'd said, "Well, Bones, you have several
months leave, what are you going to do?"

i "I don't know. I haven't been at loose ends like this
in years."

"How abouq you, Spock?"

3 "I'm going home. It will be a refreshing break in
routine."

They'd stood in silence for a moment watching the cutting
torches, then Spock continued, "I still have the Kraith to
return, but that will only take a few minutes. Later, I intend
to visit my family's ancestral home. You were in'the amphitheater
near there once. You remember?"

Kirk rubbed his jaw ruefully, "How could I forget?"

“The climate is quite mild in this season. Perhaps
you would like to accompany me?"

At first Kirk had been unable to believe his ears. He
just stared at his First Officer, uncomprehending.

Spock continued, eyes fixed on the wall screen before
them, "Mother will be trying to accept Father's death, It is
a difficult thing for a human. I don't imagine that I could
be of much help. She has expressed approval of you.”

Kirk shook his head. It would be an awkward situation.

"I understand,” Spock continued eyeing the wreckage

meaningfully, "that you also have grief fo overcome. The environment

is uniquely conducive to the search for inner peace." He shifted
his gaze to McCoy, "I believe the Doctor would find it therapeutic
as well as an interesting phenomenon."

spock had allowed one more hesitation before delivering
the clincher, "On Vulcan, it is considered impolite to refuse
a second invitation to someone's home ."

Kirk remembered the first time Spock had invited him
to seek the Peace of Vulcan and then, in unison with McCoy,
he'd@ nodded acceptance.

As the dusk thickened, Kirk let the events of the last
two months flow before his mind's eye trying to identify the
instant he'd acquired this Peace.

When he'd first seen the house from the air, sprawling,
parepetted ediface of unthinkably ancient stone blending in
natural harmony with the foot of the mountain range that rimmed
the barren-looking valley, he'd wondered how anyone could live
in such a desert. Spock had tdken one hand from the aixcar's
controls to indicate the valley flooxr, "This is one of the most
fertile regions of this continent. There are certain varieties
of fruits grown here which are world famous. It's been under
cultivation since the art was discovered."

"I don't seé anything that looks like a farm,"” McCoy
had adjusted the sunshades, squinting at the ground.

."It:s not cultivated during the cold season, but the
vegetation is guite vigorous if you know where to look for it,"

Rirk reminded himself that 105°F was a chilly winter
day for Vulcan.

. Thgn aAmanda had welcomed them into the surprisingly
«cool ipnterior and immediately, Kirk remembered, there had
?ee? a soothing, subliminal impression of peace...almost as
if it eminated from the walls themselves. Was it the faint
tang of spice or incense that hung in the air? Or... BHe'd
turned to Spock, Subsonics?"

"No, Sir, the aircooling unit is quite noisy."

. Strain as he might, Kirk couldn't catch a hing of
machinery noise.

Amanda had taken them on a tour of the house which
resempled an ancient European castle or fortrass more than
anything else in Kirk's experience. All the household services
were as thoroughly automated as any starship's, but totally
gnobtrusive so the impression of solid age was unmarred. Living
in such a house was almost like a return to the primitive...
without any of the inconvenience.

First, they had descended into the basement, a huge,
natural cave in the center of which was a stone table. The
only light was a ghastly blue glow from beneath the table, The
air was fresh and dry, but cool.

As Amanda led them across the floor, they realized that
the "table" was enormous. The top was level with a man's chest.
Worn stone steps went down under the table to a pool of water,
crystal clear but roiling ever so slightly...an artesian well,
purified by blue-glowing plants.

Amanda had dipped up a cupful of that water, touched it
to her lips and ceremoniously handed the plain, triple-handled
ce;amic cup to Kirk, "Please accept our hospitality." She'd
said it s%mply, in English, but somehow the words rang like a
gong echoing from ages long past. He sipped the tangy, refreshingl
cool water that wasn't just pure, but alive the way only the
gigantic distillery of a living planet could make it. And again
that Peace had washed through him.

Was it the water? He'd handed it to McCoy and watched
carefully but detected no sign that the Doctor felt anything.
Instead, McCoy had cross-examined Spock about the source of the
water.

Then, Amanda led them upward through the house, pointing
out wings that were closed, areas preserved as museums, galleries
devoted to the memorabilia of the xtmprsgzntwlfd, and finally
returned to the currently used area with an admonition not
to get lost. They'd continued upward until McCoy paused on one
stairway landing and huffingly asked for a rest. The combination
of thin air and thick gravity proved too much for him.

"Yes." Amanda had answered, "It takes years to become
aclimated. That's why your rooms will be here on the lowest
level."

She'd shown them into the double guest suite fox off-
world visitors complete with the most flexible environmental
controls and, Kirk had noted with relief, standard sanitary
facilities.

The rooms were ample, decorated in the sever Vulcan
style which added to the stone-castle impression, but private and
very comfortable. On a lectern in one corner, Spock kindled
a small flame in an ornately carved, hollow sphere and said,
"That you may never know confusion in my house.”

and yet again, the words seemed to have a strangely
haunting effect. As the water had given Peace, the fire seemed
to give Security...the kind of security that comes with trust that
no defense is necessary.

As he thought about it, Kirk could admit that these two
welcoming ceremonies had done something to him, something that
sensitized him to the mysteriously healing magic of this house.

After resting a bit, Amanda had shown them the remaining
three upper floors. Spock's rooms were in a penthouse in the
center of the large roof. At a touch, all four walls opened
louvre fashion to reveal a studio not unlike his quarters aboard
ship, but much larger. There were three desk areas, many colorful
artistic hangings of native origin, and numerous musical instruments
The ceiling was an enormous, polarizable skylight equipped with
a small telescope, .

Then, they'd leaned over the parepet to view the open-air
animal preserve where Spock had kept his sehlat. McCoy had gone
wandering and Amanda feared he'd gotten lost. They'd found him
behind the penthouse on the edge of an area set off in intricate
patterns by lines of knee high stones. Each area was provided with
benches and many pagoda-like housings with well disciplined plants
growing in, on, and around them. One little housing in particular
attracted McCoy's attention, "What's supposed to be in here?

It's empty.”

"This will be the," Spock searched for a word, "place of
the new Kraith."
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"Like the one that was stolen?"
"No. This one will be intended for use."

Standing at the entrance to the stone th i
asked, "And what is this?" pathways, Xirk had

"Th%s area is called The Gardens of Thought. One comes
here for private meditation. It is forbidden to communicate with
someone who is within the Garden."

"May I stroll through for a few minutes?"

,"Please. The Gardens are always available for the use
of our guests."

He'd stepped onto that curving pathway and once again
he was struck with a peculiar awareness of a pulsing power combing
through the tangled agonies of his mind bringing order and Peace.
He'd walked among the stoney-looking plants and he'd even sat
on some of the benches and leaned over the parapets to view the

veranda where he now sat. Everywhere that peculiar Peace followed
and grew stronger.

A . Finally, he had shaken off the feeling and returned to
his waiting hosts.

K The weeks that followed were packed with activity. More
neighbors than he had counted houses in the valley had dropped
by to greet Spock. At first, he'd assumed they were offering
sympathy at the loss of Sarek, but then Amanda had said, "I wish
Spock could undexstand how proud I am of him when neighbors we
so rarely see take the trouble to come and congratulate him."

“Congratulate him?" .

She'd nodded, "On his remarkable skill," she looked at
his blank face, "...as a Kataytikh. I'm told he's outstanding
even considering his family. He's only conducted one Affirmation
and already he's received State's Honors. Everybody is egar to
touch minds with him, if only as the most formal greeting. It's
the kind of thing they tell their grandchildren about."

Then one evening, Spock asked them to escort Amanda to
a tokiel performance in a new amphitheater up the valley.

. "aren't you going?" Kirk had asked.

‘"No. They are dancing the Motek...I've watched T'Rruel's
Motek. ' I will be...unable...to view the piece again for many
years. Even though she hadn't completed her rendition, she was
such a"genius that anyone else's would seem far too...trivial
to me.

Remembering the look on Spock's face when T!'Rruel had
signed her composition, Kirk merely nodded. The loss of T'Rruel
must be one of the pains Spock had brought to this house.

Seeing that astounding artform again, this time under
the open night sky of Vulcan, had woven a mood that lasted for
days.

. Then one morning, Spock had come in from a dawn forray
into the garden to pick a fresh breakfast, and as he reverently
deposited the seeds in the box to be replanted, he announced
that a large group of yotung people would be gathering that day
for a night on the mountain and would he and McCoy care to join
them? :

. /

Kirk had accepted before he was told it would bé a hike
up the mountain in Vulecan's moonless night, but he didn't back
out and neither had Benes.

A mixed group of tweénty young adults had gathered through
the day. Spock introduced them but obviously didn't expect the
humans to remember all the names. Most didn't speak English
very well, but they all knew each other and treated the humans
considerately. g

In the later afternoon they ate a good meal, and at dusk,
they set out on a trail that snaked up the nearly verticle mountainside
behind the house. The Vulcans struck a brisk pace with Spock and
a girl in the lead, Kirk and McCoy fallen to the xeaxr. Puffing,
McCoy observed, "These kids are chattering like a bunch of humans
on holiday and they're all carrying . something, and I'll be damned
if I'll ask for a xestl”

After that they'd climbed with stern determination doubting
seriously if they should have come. Soon it was full dark and several
of the climbers broke out hand torches to point out the trickiest
parts of the narrow trail.. Two hours later, they reached the flat
mesa and everybody found seats on stones and panted for about five
minutes.

Then, still chattering earnestly at one another, they'd
broken into groups and Spock came over to his guests, "Come. We're
about to start work."

He led them to a circular patch of low shrubs that, like
all the water-conserving Vulcan plants, looked like lacy stone
sculpture and showed them how to use a long probe to cross-pollinate
the flowers which strongly resembled ripe cauliflour.

"In two years," said Spock, "the fruit will ripen. I hope
you will come to the harvest."” And then he left them to take
his place. They formed a perimeter around the vegetation and worked
in toward the center.

Several hours later they stood beside a roaring fire
enjoying the warmth against the night's chill desert wind which
diluted the pungent smoke to a nutty fragrance. McCoy snapped
his fingers, "I've got it!"

"What?" asked Kirk.
"Why we had to cross-pollinate those plants by hand."
"Why?" ’

"We're above the altitude of the insects or whatever
critter does the job normally!"

Spock came up behind them, "Very astute, Doctor. We
maintain this patch because, here, the natural enemies of the
plant don't thrive and the fruit grown hexe is particularly
tasty. There's a legend that the first seeds were left up here
almost three thousand years ago by a couple who sought solitude.
Come. We're about to start the dance."

Kirk could hardly believe his fatigue-deadened ears,
but music pealed out into the still night and already lines, circles
and tripies were forming with men and women mixed indescriminately.

Spock showed them a step fitting the strange tempo.
Several hands encouraged them to try and soon they were dancing
with the Vulcans. It took all the humans' breath, but most of
the Vulcans, including Spock, sang as they danced. Eventually,
the humans had to quit, but the others danced ever more vigorously
until the fire had died to glowing embers and dawn threw the
plateau into shadowless relief, a pexrfect background for the
dawn skydance of the silver bixds.

Then they policed the area, gathered their possessions,
and scrambled down the snake trail, skidding, sliding, and chattering
seriously...doing everything humans might do except laugh and
complain. Amanda had a delicious breakfast ready and they all
retired for a delectible sleep.

And, Kirk realized, that was it. Or rather, it was the
minute he woke up. It was high noon and the windows had closed
when the thermostat kidked the airconditioner to life. He woke
to a frigid normal temperature with the unmistakable impression
that he'd lost something. Had he forgotten something on the mountain?

He'd reviewed the whole night and finally decided that
the only thing he'd lost was a tension he'd never know he had
until it was gone. BHad it drained out into the helping hands
of the Vulcans as they'd come down that precipetous slope? Or
had the walls of the house drawn it out of his weary body zs he
entered and felt anew that mysterious Peace?

And then he realized something else. He hadn't laughed
once the whole night, hadn't had one drink and not eve a woman's
smile, but he'd had a roaring good time, and he felt better than
he had in years. He hadn't had a day's rest since he'd come to
this strange house, yet he felt better rested than he could ever
remember feeling before. -

That feeling was still with him days later on the veranda
in the gathering dark. It was no longer new but had grown to
be a part of him. He felt totally...refreshed. Eager to accept
whatever challenge life might confront him with. " He rose and
went through the louvre doors into the spacious main living room.
Spock was in the Gardens of Thought and couldn't be disturbed,
McCoy was sleeping and Amanda would probably be fussing over dinnex.

He was standing, hands on hips, wondering which way to
go when the hangings parted and McCoy peeked through an arch at
the far end of the long room, "Come on,"” he beckoned, "Supper's
ready."”

"So soon?" Kirk started toward him.

"Soon? We've been waiting for you for an hour. Spock
insisted. But I finally got too impatient and he let me come
looking for you."

Shaking his head, Xirk followed the Doctor into the dining
room with its oval, green—stone table that always seemed warm
as polished hardwood. Spock stood as they entered, "Good.
Now that we're all finished here, I have something for you both."

From the table before him he picked up a tiny, ornately
carved sphere on a fine chain and approached the Captain with
the sphere cupped between his palms. When he parted his hands,
the sphere had broken into an empty hemisphere and a closed one
with a small hole in the center.

Holding the Captain's efes with his own, he raised the
fingers of his right hand toward the Captain's forehead, slowly,
asking permission for that contact.

Kirk nodded. The feather touch of warm, dry fingers
that seemed to sink into his skull and comb the convolutions of
his brain no longer disturbed him. It lasted only a moment and
then Spock took Kirk's left hand and touched the hemisphere's hole.

When Spock released his hold, a miniature, ash-gold flame
sprang from the hole as he said, "That you may take with you the
good that you have found here," and placed both hemispheres and
chains in Kirk's hands.

Wonderingly, Kirk touched the flame and found it tinglingly
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cool to his finger and strangely evocative of that recently \
discovered Peace. When he looked up, he found McCoy staring at
an identical flame in his own palm. With the cover on, the
spheres became handsome ornaments which they slipped around their
necks before they sat down to eat.

211 during the meal, eaten in the silence required by
Vulcan custom, Kirk wondered about this oddé gift striving to
£ind words to ask the questions it raised. When they'd all
finished, he said, "Spock, that's the first time I've known you
to give a gift, and I've just realized I haven't the vaguest idea
how to say thank you."

"Gratitude is unnecessary, Captain.”

Turning to Amanda, Kirk said, "Surely, you understand
that we want to thank you for your splendid hospitality.”

"Of course. But it's not customary. You were invited."

McCoy said, "I don't know about you, Jim, but I'll always
consider this," he indicated the sphere, "one of my greatest
treasures.”

"Not always, Doctor," said Spock, "it will last for
several years, but not foreveri"

"Spock," Kirk started resolutely, "I'd hate to...well...
'look the gift horse in the moUth’ but... what is this?" He
fingered the sphere, opened it:and capped it again watching the
flame fold in upon itself as he snapped the cover in place.

"It is part, a small part, of the heritage of my family."

"You mean," Kirk considered, "it's related to the science
of the Kraith?"

"In a way."
"How does it woxk?"

"That I can't explain to you, Captain. Call it a part
of the Vulcan science~of-mind you accept so readily."

McCoy said, "But this is mechanical.”

"Not really, Doctor. Remember, I never handled both
of them at once. That was to prevent accidental cross—-linkage
that might have proved troublesome. Ihad to key each to the
owner's personal pattern."

Kirk said, "Is it dangerous?"

"Not in the way a Kraith can be. But don't attempt to
show it to anyone who was not here with us."

Amanda leaned toward the humans, "Spock is an expert in
these matters. Accept his gift, use it, and when it's spent,
discard it. But ask no further questions he can't answer."

Just then, Spock's head came around swiftly, hunting the
location of a sound, "What's thﬁt?“

They waited a moment, then Spock said, "Aircar. Sounds
official...yes, it's a Federation vehicle." He stood up and
Amanda followed saying, "More company. I'll clear the table, you
go receive them."

. Kirk rose and suddenly became acutely conscious of his
appearance for the first time in weeks. He looked down at the
colorful Vulcan tunic and skimpy but comfortable sandals and
felt undressed. These clothes were fine for lounging around
an oven, but they'd never do for greeting Federation officials.

Noting with some amusement that McCoy was having the
same problem, he wondered if he'd have time to change and then
he heard the car himself and decided to brazen it out. The
three men moved through the living room and on to the front
entrance arriving just as the car grounded on the stone and
gravel rotunda that was the front approach to the house. BAs the
car touched down, the grounds were lit by huge lamps concealed
high on the stone building.

Presently, the car's door opened and a lovely young woman
clad in the red Starfleet Communications uniform descended
followed by a middled-aged man in...by pure reflex, Kirk snapped
to a joint-cracking brace. It was Admiral Whitecroft , the
Sector Commander stationed at Vulcan Base.

As the pair approached the house, Kirk had time to appraise
the young woman. She was dark-haired, deeply tanned, short but
finely shaped. She walked with a springy gait that completed X
the impression of youthful vitality without innocence or invitation.
It was a masculine walk, but to the graceful, female rhythm.

Waiting at the foot of the steps, flanked by his senior
officers, no longer conscious of his appearance, Kirk considergd
his chances with the girl as he drew a breath to greet the Admiral.

But before Kirk could speak, the girl turned to Spock,
rendered a casual Vulcan salute and addressed him in what sounded
to Kirk like flawless Vulcan. He examined her ears and complexion
again. Could the light be playing tricks? No. She look Italian...
or possibly Greek, but not Vulcan.

Spock answered, then turned to the Admiral, "Please entexr

and be welcome, Sir. You have not interrupted. Our Peace is
Complete."

When Amanda had them all installed over drinks at the
table, Spock said, "Admiral, I understand that haste is your
most comfortable mode, and as host, I offer to waive the usual
formalities. Please tell us what it is that has brought you
here."

The Admiral cleared his throat and looked at the three
officers-without-a~ship who sat opposite him, "Spock, first
may I offer my sincere condolences on the loss of your father.
His absence will be deeply felt by all the Federation.”

"Mortality," said Spock quietly, "is the source of
racial vitality."

"Yes." fThe Admiral smoothed his thinning white hair,
"I'm glad that I didn't interrupt anything because I have work
for you." His gaze slid over the three officers then rested
on Kirk, "Captain. I have a command for you. It!s not a
starship, but it's only temporary, and in my opinion this command
is more important than any of our starships. Interested?"

"Yes, Sir. I was just beginning to wonder what I would
be doing next." At that moment, Kirk realized that they'd
all come to the end of their visit by mutual agreement without
ever exchanging a word on the subject.

"This ship, The Halbird, was specially built for this
mission. She's a five man, scout-class vessel built for speed,
range, and indetectibility. She has no offensive armament and
precious little defense. Still interested?"

"A spy mission?"
"Right."
"Espionage is a bit out of my line."

"You've done alright in the past. But we've arranged
a stiff, four week course for you with the Service's sharpest
experts."”

.
Kirk nodded, considering, then asked, "who's my crew
and where am I going?"

Nodding at each in turn, the Admiral said, “Mr. Spock,
Doctor McCoy, Miss Minos here, and one other. Your navigator
will be a Medusan by the name of Thilien ."

Kirk whistled,

The Admiral nodded, "Top secret, of course. I forgot
to mention that the Halbird is too small for any of the fancy
navigation equipment that this mission will call for. Miss Minos
has been working with Thilien for almost a year with some rather
startling results. They can handle the Halbird quite well."

Kirk looked hard at the girl for the third time. She
wasn't blind and she wasn't Vulcan...

Spock said, "T'Aniyeh, you'd better explain.™

She said, "Captain, I'm human, but I was raised nearly
from infancy by a Vulcan family here on Vulcan. For some unknown
reason, I don't actually need to view Thilien in oxder to
establish a deep rapport. What we do is something rather
unigue...but it works,"

Well, thought Kirk, I was feeling pretty cocky a few
hours ago. Now I've got the challenge I wanted. He said,
"And where are we going?"

"The exact coordinates will remain in Thilien's custody,
but I can tell you this. 1It's deep in the Romulan Empire.”
The Admiral patted the air at Kirk's rise, "I know it's unusual
to ask a Captain to command a ship when only his navigator knows
the course, but you must admit that no Romulan can get anything
at all out of a Medusan...and what you don't know, you can't tell."

Kirxk subsided, "Why not make him the Captain, then?"
"Because he's not qualified.”

Kirk thought it over and nodded. "Alright. BAm I to
be told what we're supposed to do?"

The Admiral leveled his gaze at Spock, "Miss Minos is
also the best expert we have on the Romulans. She even speaks
the language. She'll teach you everything you need to know
to find out how they've been infiltrating Federation space and
especially Federation Starbases."

Spock took this with outward equanimity.

The Admiral turned back to Kirk, "Our best security
has been shown to be as strong as rotten lace. We've got to
know the hows and whys. Suddenly, we got a tip and a break.
We can put you in the vacinity of a top level Intelligence
Conference with appropriate documents foxr Mr. Spock to walk
right in. The conference will take place in six weeks. You'll
just have time to get there."
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. They spent four of those six weeks in the most intensive
training program Kirk had ever known. Not even the Academy had
begn so demanding. Xirk often groaned that he was too old for
this sort of cramming, but he forged ahead day by day and soon
had scoured the rust off his learning faculties and actually
began to enjoy the challenge of a truly high pressure grind.
Days went by without his catching a glimpse of Spock or McCoy,
and when he did, it was usually only from a distance.

He lost track of day and night as they worked around
the clock with only four to six hour breaks for exhausted slumber.

Finally, the day came when they took the Halbird and
headed for the neutral zone and their "final exam." The first
four days, Kirk and McCoy spent sleeping while the tireless
Vglcan and human girl kept up the merciless pace. But eventually,
Kirk's reserves were replenished and he began to take notice of
his new Command.

He checked out the strange bridge, poking about the
computerless, navigator-helmsmanless compartment whose sole
familiar feature, other than its shape, was the central free-
standing console. But, he reflected sourly, this console held
only the special com device and spectrum-shift decoder they'd
need to keep in touch with Spock. He was wishing he could talk
to Thilien when Tanya came through the door, "Captain., Have you
seen Spock?"

"I believe he's in his gquarters. What's that you have
there?"

"My...what do you call it? Lytherette? It's broken."
"So 1 see. What happened?"
"oh. I guess you'd call it an accident. Excuse me, Sir."

she went off in search of Spock and Kirk decided to go
share hig frustrations with McCoy.

He found him in the galley puttering with the autochef,
"Bones. What are you up to?"

“ach! They didn't give me a lab, they didn‘t give me
a decent sickbay, and practically no medical supplies and the
scarcest minimum in instrumentation...so where else can I better
look after the health of the crew than in the kitchen playing
dietician?”

Kirk sat at the tiny table wondering if,‘indeed he had
it so bad after all. Maybe he was just feeling sorry for himself.

"So, what's eating you, Jim? And what would you like
to eat?®

"Nothing really." He looked up at the Chief Surgeon
in surprise, "That's the snappiest remark you've made in a long
time. Come to think of it, how come you haven't been sniping
at Spock?" He considered, "You haven't poked him in the ribs
once since...well, since before I lost the Enterprise. Have
you given up?"

McCoy sat down opposite his Captain, folded his hands
gravely and leaned forward, "I'm supposed to be a pretty fair
psychiatrist, you know."

Kirk nodded, "So I'd heaxd, Bones. Go on."

"Well, Spock is an odd one..."

"Hmmm. Go on."

"He's actually made a pretty stable adjustment to his
situation...and there aren't many texts or research papers on
human-Vulcan hybrids.”

"So what changed?"

McCoy inspected the youthful face heavy with experience
for a long moment, then very quietly, he said, "T'Rruel.”

Kirk waited encouragingly.

“you know, she died because of me. And Spock has never
said a word to me about it. Never once. He even invited me
to his home and treated me as an honored guest."

"I don't follow you. Why should you blame yourself?"
Kirk thought, was this wny Spock had invited Bones?

"Jim. Don't you realize? Didn't you read the reports?
If I hadn't tried to revive that Romulan cyborg before Spock
had her unhooked from the controls of that little raider, she
wouldn't have been able to take the ship up and crash it in that
crevice. If that hadn't happened, Spock wouldn't have had to...
well, T'Rruel wouldn't have had to die pulling my chestnuts out
of the fire.,"

"And you feel guilty?"

McCoy thought soberly for several long minutes. “Not
any more, I guess., Not really. I did what any doctor would

have done. It was pure reflex. Spock worked as fast as his
injured hand would allow. It wasn't really anybody's fault.
But that's not the point. Spock has never said a word to me
about it.

"Is that bad2?”

"No. It's good. I think. I really believe it doesn‘t
bother him. He doesn't blame me. Not even in his human sub-
conscious,..if he has one. Aand,.." his voice lowered to a
penetrating intensity, "Spock was goddamned-awful serious about
that girl, Jim."

"Yes. I know, Bones."

“"He's been up and down that rollercoaster several times
in the last few years. He's learned a lot about himself in the
process. How Vulcan he is. An how human. But he’s never once
been really serious about a female. Take the first time...T'Pring.
That was real and it was a fiercely physical experience...but
he never cared for T'Pring herself. When the need was gone, he
let her go.

"I'm not sure, but I think that Romulan Commander kinda
got to him where it hurt. He was so withdrawn after we let
her off , I was a bit apprehensive for a while.

"And then there was Zarabeth, back in the ice age
of that planet. You didn't see how he was with her. There vas
harmony there, Jim, the kind we call love. But it was largely
due to the effects of the atavachron. It was hard, but he
walked away from her. If that had been T'Rruel...he'd have
stayed and died there regardless.

"He'd never really gotten it out of his system, if you
know what I mean. He's been sensitive, even tense, ever since

T'Pring. - And it was getting worse, though he‘d deny it a million
times over. His DBodv was waiting, ready to respond to the
slightest trigger. and then came T'Rruel. To save her life,

he had to wait. Then I loused it up. And he doesn't blame me.
Do you see, now?"

“You no longer think he needs to admit his human emotions2?”

"Well. As a psychiatrist...I just don't know. Aas a
human being, I feel it's time to go cautiously. At least until
there's been time to forget, time for him to come back to an
even keel."

"He'll never forget, Bones. Besides," Kirk fingered
the golden orb hung about his neck under his shirt, then fished
it out to toy with it in what had recently become a habit. "I
think he's found his peace."

MeCoy took his Flame from around has neck abd twirled it
between two fingers, “"You may be right. What do you suppose this
is, anyway?"

"T couldn't begin to guess. I'm not even sure I want to
know."

"He doesn't carry one."

vamanda said he doesn't need it. He can get the effect
anytime without props.”

They sat awhile in companionable silence and then adjourned
to their routine tasks.

Meanwhile, T'Aniyeh stood outside Spock's quarters, clutching
the remains of her lytherette to her shivering body and wishing she'd
never been born. Then she shook herself out of it with a Vulcan
proverb, “Misused pride is illogical" and touched the door's signal.

“Come."

She entered the cramped cubicle to £ind Spock seated cross-—
legged on the bed surrounded by piles of tapes he'd been sorting.
"Do you have a few minutes?”

spock put his hand viewer down, unfolded himself, and stood
with an ease that gave no hint of the hours he'd worked in that position.
"Yes. I just finished."

“Would you...” she switched to the Low Vulcan idiom that
lacked rigorous precision but was more concise than the ultra-precise
High Vulcan, “I need a good lra-man."

“Obviously." Spock answered in the same mode, eyeing the
wreckage in her arms, "What happened?"

"I don't want to answer.”

He acquiesced with one eyebrow and put out a hand for the
pieces. She held them out to him and in transferring the pile of
trash, his hand brushed hers, hesitated, and closed firmly over her
fingers, “T‘Aniveh. Your skin is below room temperature and you're
shaking. Why?2"

She cast about and chose an English phrase for the non-
literal but emphatic quality, “I'm freezing: They were so bent on
building this ship with economy they didn't put in an adjustable
environmental contxol."

byou can't...” he switched back to Low Vulcan, “"adjust your
metabolic rate?"

she shook her head, "I don't have the phisiology. My foster-
father used to krobia'achk for me when I'd suffer from the heat and
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he helped me up-shift when I went to the Academy, but I made the
mistake of returning home and down-shifted so easily I wasn't aware
of it. And now I'm suffering. It's so bad, I can't concentrate."

Still holding ‘her hand, Spock moved closer and looked down
into her eyes, "Why didn't you tell me?"

“Even if you knew the technigue, which is unllkely because
it "is an archaism that has fallen into disuse, you cotldn't hélp me
so soon after conducting an Affirmation, so what would be the, Fo;nt’"

"Logical. However, you can't go on like this, you'll end
up in Doctor McCoy's Sick Bay. You still have much to teach me and
I can't afford to let you become ill." He took the remains of the
instrument from hexr, laid them on the bed and positioned his hands
before her saying, "My grandfather was also your foster-father's
mentor.  He set stiff requirements. With your permission."

"Don't. I don't want you to overextend yourself. <You'll
need your vitality."

"I won't strain for perfection."

“all right." She touched his fingersin a complicated caress
and then guided them to her forehead as she reached for his. Presently,
her shivering stopped.

"That," said Spock bfeaking the contact, "will have to do."
He closed his eyes and took a deep breath.

"You'd better sit down."

"Negative. I'm not fatigued."” He turned to the mess on
the bed, "I'm not an expert in this, but I believe it can be repaired."
He fingered the shattered soundboard, "However, I wonder if it's worth
the trouble?"

"To me it would be.”

Seating himself on the edge of the bed to toy with the
jigsaw puzzle, he said, "T'‘Aniyeh," picking up. the thread of an old
conversation, "why won't you marry me?"

she chose English intonation, "Oh, Spock," as if to say,
"Dear Spock, I don‘'t want to hurt you." Then she switched to Vulcan,
“That, " she pointed to the lytherette, "Is the main reason.”

He looked blankly at the pieces in his hand, "Because I
can't fix ite" .

"No. Because I broke it."

.He stared at the shattered instrument as if demanding an
explalnatlon from it, "Why."

"Because I'm human... and female."”

"I don't understand.”

"I know. &nd that's why I can't marry you, even though
our parents have called it a good match."

“Because I don't understand human female psychology?”

"No. Not even human males understand all that well. Because
I do things like this all the time. Last night, after our conversation,
I went to my room... and had hysterics."

She turned away, "I'm Vulcan trained. I can step outside
myself and watch it happening. I know its chemical-physiological
roots. But, nevertheless, there is no surcease but to sob and smash
things, precious things, and then sob over their loss. It passes,
but it leaves a tangled mess in its s wake. You could never live with

that. I could never ask you to. I'm too... embarrassed... by my
own lack of control." :

She turned toward him again, "You see? We don't even have
the words. I have .to borrow from them to explain myself." And then
as a new thought, "Spock, why are you in such a hurry° Why do you
want me? And why now?" .

"you're right. There s no haste. I.want you because you're
the logical choice. Have I not said so, many times?"

"Yes. But you 1gnore that my dedication to 1og1c is strictly
emotional. Listen. After T'Pring, you wrote to me, and I said wait.
And you waited. And came T'Rruel. Wasn't she worth waiting for?"

"yag "

"rhat's what T wanted for you. It didn't work out.‘; Now,
again, I say wait." . i

"T'm not terribly sanguine about hunches."

"rhe odds are more than ten thousnad to one against there
ever being anyone for me. I won't have a human. Emotionally, I
couldn't bear it. And I won't inflict myself on a Vulean, so there s
no reason for haste. If you ever want me, I'll be there." K
nbabdoning the smashed instrument, he rose and took her
by the shoulders looking down into her eyes somberly, You force me
to say it in words?" .

"Apparently."

»pianiyeh. My dedication to haste is... emotlonal. Tive
been through... hell... these last few years. I need to put an end
to it while I can still think clearly and logically. There are -
reasons for our custom of choosing one for another at such an early
age. There is a peace that can only come from that kind of committment.
The chance of someone else 11ke P 'Rruel turning up is negligible.”

"Yes. But there is yet another point. You carry genes
to which you are obligated. It's the purpose of marrlage the only
‘purpose.- You must have a son by a Vulcan who can raise him in the
proper tradltlon "

"It is only required that the union be fertile. I have
fathered a son by a Vulcan. He died.. What I do now is my own,
private affair. It's my... professional... opinion that you have
the tradition."

L She bent her head to avoid his eyes and then melted against
him, "I'm going to cry again. Oh, Spock, I'm such a mess.

"You did Affirm the Continuity."
"Yes. But I had no right."
"I disagree."

"She sobbed, "How can you!" She produced a throwipe and
blew her nose, turning away from him. “I'm sorry."

"Apology accepted.” He paced around her in the tiny
compartment that barely held the bed and a desk and chair. He dwadled
long enough for her to regain her composure and then confronted her,
tipping her face up to him-as he dabbed at one last tear. His face
was set in utterly impersonal neutrality.

X "Pfaniyeh. Have you considered that one source of your
difficulties may well be that you're not married?"

He'd adopted the syntax of Middle Vulecan, a flexible mixture
of the ultra-precise and the informal. She found herself relaxing as
the slightly higher level of abstraction let her answer in the abstract.
“Marriage-to-a~Vulcan is not-solution.”

"True. ‘But—no—marriage-at—all is-also not-solution." He
came back to the informal mode, "If I read you rightly, you're not
inclined to compromise.”

. She re?ained the impersonal mode, "True. But that-does-
not-imply necessity to-inflict-misery on someone-else.”

. With one appreciative eyebrow, Spock conceded formally,
"Logical." He switched to English, "We'll leave it at that for now.
Come. We must work. There is a great deal I don't yet understand.”

They turned to Spock's piles of tapes and became two different
people as they bent to their task.

.
Thilien drove the little, nearly indetectable ship onward,

through the neutral zone and deep into the Romulan Empire. Right

on schedule, he informed Tanya that they were in position to jettison
the warp engines and become virtually indetectible. She informed
Kirk, and he tended to the mechanical details on Thilien's cue. They
were now merely an impulse-driven disk, as lost among the stars as

a coin in a slot machine.

' Excdept for Spock and Tanya for occaisional company, Thilien
was gquite alone in his sealed compartment. He was not a cyborg but
he could accomplish nearly the same feats of economy. He didn't mind
the lonliness because he had much to contemplate. So he brought his
passengers to their destination, informed Tanya, established the
requisite solar orbit, and went to “sleep".

"Captain."

Kirk turned from surveying, for the thousanth time, his
useless bridge with Thilien's "gquarters" solidly walled off in the
forward portion. "Yes, Miss Minos?"

"We have arrived. Spock is about to leave."

"Thank you." He couldn't suppress a note of sarcasm, "I'd
1ike to see him off."

“Then come. He's checking out the shuttlecraft.”

There were moments, Kirk reflected, when he was glad of
her Vulcan background. She might be frigid but at least she could
miss, or maybe overlook, his badly chosen intonations.

The shuttlecraft bay resembled an archaic submarine torpedo
room more than the spacious hanger deck of the Enterprise. When
Tanya, Kirk and McCoy arrived, Spock had just finished a last once-
over of the slick but cramped one-man missle and was climbing into
the padded chamber when he noticed them.

Xirk approached his friend, "Don't leave without saying
goodbye. "

"I had intended to. Goodbye is hardly in order.™

“I certainly hope not," said McCoy, "But take care of your-
self. Remember, I don't have the tools to paste you back together."

“T shall try, Doctor. Captain, communications check.”

‘Kirk, doubling as communications officer as well as engineer,
went to the wall screen controls glad that routine preparatlon of a
command Officer included grounding in every phase of ship's operations,
"Ready, Mr. Spock." = |

spock closed the canopy of his coffin-like cartridge and
activated his throat mike, “"Spock to Kirk, do you read?"

"Loud and clear. Do you read?"

"Glear, sir, but not loud. All channels open and functioning.
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Spock out."

The serve-motors drove the capsule into its launching tube,
whined, whooshed, clicked and whined again. &And then the three turned
away to begin the familiar agony of the professional spaceman.

vigils were not strangers to the two men, but the girl,
despite mature years, Academy accaomplishments and Vulcan training
was pacing the narrow corridors and fidgiting restlessly through her
days long before the strain wore into her companions' feigned serenity.
She couldn't even converse with Thilien because he had withdrawn into
private meditation.

Then, the morning of the fourth day, a quick burst of
static resovled into a brief méssage, "On schedule." That was all,
but it told the waiting trio that the ticklishly dangercus part of
the mission was beginning. If all went as planned, it would be a
walk-through. The slightest snag could spell disaster.

By midafternoon, they were all gathered on the bridge near
the main com unit. fThe hours dripped past in an agony of minutes
until, less than an hour before the next scheduled check-in, they
were all counting seconds and concentrating on not holding their
breaths.

McCoy broke the silence, "Tanya, you're nervous. Like all
other emotions, anxiety demands expression. The release of emokion
is essential to human mental health."

She signed hugely and shook herself favoring McCoy with a
ghost of a smile, "I have often observed, Doctor, that the healthy
release of emotion is singularly unhealthy for those nearest one.®

"Now, where have I heard that before?" said Kirk.
"platonius," supplied McCoy.

P'Aniyeh looked from one to the other and then shrugged an
eyebrow, "“If you'll excuse me, gentlemen, I believe I'll go release
my emotions in private." She left.

McCoy followed her with an eye and then shrugged, "Well,
public or private, perhaps it doesn't make any real difference. But
I'll bet she'll be back in time."

And she was. She v :ried kwenty minutes later draped in
a composure that was somehow intectious. As the seconds ticked by
they relaxed in their confidence in Spock. Then the console clock
registered check-in time and all their breathing stopped as the plus
seconds oozed by to be racked up by the relentless mechanism. Ten
seconds. Thirty seconds. One minute late.

"He's in trouble, Bones."

"Yes. With that infernal time sense of his, he'd never he
this late without reason."

uogur chronometer must be off," suggested T'Aniyeh.

“Not by this much," answered Kirk.

They waithed rigidly, three pair§ of eyes riveted on a
rolling, digital readout chronometer that‘just.couldn't be more than
five hundreths of a microsecond wrong, Five minutes. Ten minutes.
Kirk said, “"Tanya, ask Thilien."

wask him what? He's asleep but I could wake him."

"po so. Ask him if he can reach Spock. Tell him to go to
red alert status."

»phere's nothing he could do."
wphat was not a reguest, Lieutenant.”

“Yes, sir." After a moment, "He says that Spock is alive,
but he can't establish more than that. He says he's been on red alert
twenty minutes now."

Kirk grunted an acknowledgement.and pgunqed on the board
as the decoder gummed to life, "Physiological difficulty. Contracted
contagious disease. Am continuing on schedule.”
v Kirk's hands flew to the controls before he realized they
had no code for "Timecheck exroneous'. They logked at eash other in
horror. “Bones, could a disease foul spock's time sense?

"No known disease.”

wChances that he might realize his error?"

vMighty slim. He's depended on it all his life. He's got
his mind on other problems and he's fighting some kind of infection.
mhere's a limit even to Vulcan mental capacity.

Tanya said, "This is a precision mission..."

"I am aware of that, Lieutemant.®

She said, "What are we going to do?" It was a request for
information not a plea to the gods for help.

wwait. There's nothing we can do. Unless you'd care to
pray. Alert Thilien to be ready to take the capsule aboard ang depart
for warp-engine-rendevous.”

“Yes, sir.”

And they waited, In lip-chewing, nerve-grinding silence,
Occaisionally, McCoy prescribed tension relieving excercise and some-

how remembered to feed them. It was midnight by their clock, a full
hour and a half past check-in time when the console hummed and clicked
to itself and emitted a mechanical, "Secured. Debarkation imminent."

As is so often the case in a spaceman's life, the action,
when it came was So swift as to leave even the professionals helpless.

Three things happened simulitaneously. The floor shifted
wildly under their feet knocking McCoy and Tanya to their knees while
Kirk seized the console to save himself. Thilien reported to Tanya,
“We're being towed by tractor beams from three starship class vessles."
And the console said mechanically, “Agent captured.®

Tanya relayed Thilien's message, but there was nothing they
could do. The surprising thing was that they were not simply destroyed.
Instead, they were transferred, gently by Romulan standards, to a
large, featureless but otherwise not uncomfortable detention cell deep
within the maximum security confines of a Romulan free-orbiting Star
Base. To add surprise to surprise, they were all herded into the
same cell where Spock was laid out on a hard bench in the corner.

Then Xirk got a £inal shock as their captors left and the
inmate of the cell across from them rose from his bench and approached
the double horizontal bars of the enexrgy field restraint. The Captain
was unaware aof the most unmilitary gape of his mouth.

Sarek raised his hand solemnly in the Vulcan salute, "May
You Live Long and Prosper, Captain Kirk... Doctor McCoy... T'Aniyeh.®

without the slightest hesitation, she answered, “May You
Not Live Long and Prosper, Sarek."

"I thank you, Daughter-of-the-Tradition."

Kirk's gape widened and infected McCoy as they turned to
eye the girl and then back to the ex-Ambassador.

sarek said, “"Spock is illz”

McCoy shook himself and went to Spock, "I've no instruments,”
he complained touching the Vulcan to check skin temperature, respiration
and non-existant pulse. He peeled an eyeball, doubted the result and
shrugged, "I think he's just fighting an infection.”

Sarek nodded, "Most probably the one that nearly killed me
shortly after I sent the message that most probably drew you here
He will have it under control shortly, but he‘'ll requirc a transfusion
of Romulan anti-bodies to whip it completely. It's a self immunizing
disease they all contract in early childhood when it's quite minor.
It severely affects our time sense, which in a mature Vulcan,” he
eyed McCoy, “can be fatal."

McCoy approached the barrier to their cell and examined
Sarek, "You've lost a lot of weight, Mr. Ambassador. Are you well?”

"Quite fit now, thank you, Doctor. They wished me alive




for purposes best known to themselves so they cured me of the malady."
“And your heart?"

"Your repair job has held up quite well. I'm no longer
troubled by malfunctions." :

XKirk mastered his confusion, "Mr. Ambassador, we... the
whole Federation thought you were dead."

"But you reécvered the Kraith."
“Yes."

*and I was declared dead."
ryes . "

"Excellent. And Spock...2?"

T'Aniyeh answered shortly in Vulcan and Sarek's face rela*ed
into the closest thing to satisfaction he'd allow himself, "He is his
grandfather's grandson.” It was the highest tribute he could pay.

During this exchange, McCoy went back to Spock's side and
covertly compared the father and son. With Sarek's new figure, the
family resemblance was certainly more apparent.

Kirk began to circle their cell, mentally taking inventory
of their ordinance and other assets. Sum total... zero. He eyed
the light fixture in the unreachable ceiling, remembering a certain
impromptu laser experiment, but they were denied even subcutaneous
advantages. Besides, there was no cot to cannabalize. The bench was
cast in one solid piece. There {were no windows and no sanitary facilities.

He came back to Tanya; “Our only asset is not here."

She started, "Thi...":

"What do you think?"

After a moment she said, "Ready and waiting."

He nodded, "Keep up the good work.,"

She said, "I will, six.”

McCoy called from Spock's corner, "He's coming around, Jim."
They gathered around Spock as he struggled to a sitting
position and McCoy helped him prop himself up against the corner.

"How do you feel?"

Spock eyed the Doctor sourly, "I believe I've discovered
the meaning of one of your expressions. I feel.'lousy'. I haven't
conquered the creature that has invaded my body and evidently i? will
be a loosing battle resulting in my eventual demise. However, in the
meantime, we have a problem... one involving..." his eye fell on Sarek.

The ensuing silence crackled with tension. Then Spock low-
ered his eyes, closed them for a moment, and when he again viewed
sarek he observed levelly, "Mother will be pleased."

But she'll

Sarek answered, "She has her irrational moments.

get over it."

“Indeed."

Kirk said, "I don't believe it!" TLooking from father to
son, "You must feel something!"

Leaning his head against the wall for support, Spock slowly
shifted his gaze to Xirk. He had great difficulty obtaining a
satisfactory focus. Finally he said, "Sir, certainly you've not
forgotten that my father has not Affirmed the Continuity.*

Kirk and McCoy shared an indrawn, "Huuuuuuuh!"

sarek said, “Spock," and continued in the crisp, ultra-
precise High Vulcan which, when weilded by a master, could be unbelievably
compact while not at all concise. Shortly, Spock closed his eyes to
concentrate and eventually was forced to ask his father to slow down.

Kirk turned to the girl, "Lieutenant, what are they saying?"

"The referents are highly abstract. I'm not getting‘it all.
Sarek is recounting his adventures... how he went after the thieves
and got taken prisoner... how he got them to abandon the Kraith...
now he's telling what he knows of the disease Spock has."

when Sarek finished, Spock remained silent, eyes closed in

stony concentration. MeCoy moved to his side. Sarek said, "Leave
him, Doctor. He's trying a suggestion of mine.”
Then Spock was with them again, "With some success, Father.

Thank you." He laborously shifted his gaze to McCoy, "Doctor, does
your equipment aboard the Halbird include blood filtration apparatus?”

McCoy considered. "No. But I could improvise. Depends
on what I have to filter for what."

Sarek said for Spock who was again withdrawn, "I have the
requisite anti-bodies... but you are familiar with Spock's blood
requirements. Ordinary T-negative blood contains factors his tissues
can't tolerate..."

Then, "I

"Yes..." intrigued by the problem.
But its

McCoy said,
That much they gave me.

think... no, I know I can do it.
purely academic."

Spock said softly, "Captain."

. i Kirk kneeled beside Spock. Spock's fingers plucked at the
fine chain just visible above Kirk's collar and drew the tiny sphere
into the light. Across the corridor, Sarek gave a most un-Vulean
gasp, "Spock, no... you can't! Not so soon after an Affirmation.
It’'ll kill you."

Fingering the golden orb, Spock eyed his father calmly,
"Perhaps. But... does it matter? Remember, Father, I am my grand-
father's grandson. He who trained me in the six-hundred seventy
disciplines knew my weaknessess as well as my strengths. And you,
yourself, have said that I am a throwback. TI'm not very sensitive
and my control is erratic, but I have compensating advantages.
However, it remains to convince the captain.” :

. "Captain Kirk, " Sarek said,
isn't clear.

a “don't. He is ill. His mind
His strength is dissipated on too many fronts.”
To Spock, Kirk said, "Explain.”

With a glance, Spock drew Kirk and McCoy close and spoke
very softly, “"We must move quickly, now, before they realize we are

able to. escape and before they discover Thilien... and before I'm
truely incapacitated.

"I gave you this," he fingered the sphere, "and a warning.
Do you remember it?"

They nodded.

"I did not, however, give a complete warning. Aand now, I
must." His eyes shifted laboriously from one to the other, “If you
give these back to me as I gave them to you, it will cause you greater
pain than you brought to my home and left there. It will be what
Doctor McCoy would call a psychic trauma. However, I believe that
the worst of the shock will not come for a day or two. Enough time,
perhaps, to take countermeasures. You are both strong, well adjusted
personalities. In my professional judgement, this will cause you
no permanent harm... if we live through it.

“But the immediate experience will be very like... attempting
to pull one's own tooth. The Flame is a crutch. It's meant to be
used to hasten and guide a healing process and when it's no longer
needed, it is easily, even eagerly, discarded. But until then...
it is very dear.

"It is your decision. I can use them and in the using
destroy them. But the path to the Halbird will be opened." He
fell back exhausted, withdrawn.

Kirk and McCoy rosg, and almost in unison toock the treasured
gifts from about their necks. Each became lost in his own decision.

For Kirk, it was a panoramic review of each of those moments
when he'd heard that singularly pure note of Peace. The Flame could
evoke the taste of living water, pungent smoke on desert air, and a
soul penetrating gquiet that had given him a vague insight into the
life based on pure logic. It had seemed as effective in increasing
his ability to reason dispassionately as the hours he'd spent exploring
the Gardens of Thought.

Though he rarely viewed the Flame, he realized he'd come
to rely on that tiny instrument of sanity. His innate distaste for
mental crutches, chemical or otherwise, rose in him, and, though he
didn't doubt Spock's word that the thing would be outgrown, he deter-
mined to part with it one way or another. He looked up.

In his own way, McCoy had come to the same decision.
turned to Spock.

They '

The Vulcan had risen to his feet and stood swaying, one
hand to the wall for support. Kirk nodded and a second later McCoy
did also.

Sarek said, "Spock, I forbid."

Spock answered softly, “Father. I am Kaytaytikh.
longer have authority over my professional decisions."

You no

Kirk again had that odd impression of reverbration down
the ages, a formula uttered with a simplicity that masked far reaching
implications.

After a pause, Sarek said, “Suvil was only one of two grand-
fathers. This will kill you."
"I don't think so. ALt least not if I do it now, before I
loose control to this sickness."

McCoy sald to Spock, "Don't do it if it's too dangerous for
you. We'll find another way."

"That is not your concern, Doctor. You will have your own
problems to contend with. After, we will have to move swiftly to
take maximum advantage of what I will be able to do. I presume you
know the way to the Halbird?"

T'Aniyeh said, "Sarek and I can find it. Thilien can guide
us because we form a ktriad." .

"Yes." Spock said moving out into the center of the cell,
"7 'Aniyeh?” .

Fighting not to chew her lips or say something impulsive,
she staitioned herself at the force barrier facing Sarek who turned
his back. It toock all her determination not to implore Spock to seek
another way out.

Spock turned to Kirk, standing firmly with scarcely any
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sign of the weakness that grew minute by minute. "“Now."

Kirk held the orb out to Spock who held up his hand, “No.
Vot like that. Remember how I gave it to you?"

“Yes.. But you said you keyed it to my pattern.
know how to do that.”

I don't

"I'll do the work, Captain. - Open the sphere.®
Kirk cobeyed. The tiny ash-gold flame leaped.
"Good. Now damp the Flame."

“What?"

"Make it go out. Just think that it's not there.”

Kirk tried. It took about thirty seconds, but the Flame
flickered and died. He felt like he'd just lost his best friend.

He swallowed the first sting of tears.

“Fine. Now raise the first two fingers of your right hand
and touch my forehead.” Spock never took his eyes off the empty flame-
hole.

aAfter a moment, Kirk remembered that next, Spock had placed
his fingers on the hole and started to remove his fingers from Spock's
forehead. Spock said, “No. Wait. I'm a bit slow."

They stood like that for a bout a minute until Spock said,
"Now I've got it. Take the fingers of my left hand in your right
and touch them to the flamehole."

Kirk did so.

“Now, let go.”

As the tiny flame blossomed anew it was a full spectrum
rainbow too bright to look at. Spock muttered a Rigilian expletive
and the ash-gold returned. Taking a deep breath, he shook his head
as one who has almost dropped a whole handful: of mercury fulminate
caps onto a hot griddle and turned to McCoy, "Captain. Go to T'Aniyeh."

In the blind fog of his pain, Kirk obeyed the voice of
authority. The girl gathered him in and placed a soothing hand to
his forehead somehow stemming the unreasonable flood of grief.

McCoy said, "You'll have to give me that routine slowly.”

Spock held the flaming hemisphere in his left hand, "Yes,
Doctor, but you will do it in reverse. Hold the hemisphere in your
right hand and damp the Flame."

McCoy did so but not with ease.

"Now, raise your left hand to my forehead.™
"But, don't you have to put the other one down first?"

"No. I must cross-link them.
Doctor. Will you get on with.it."

It's tricky and I'm not well,

McCoy did as he was told and waited the eternity until Spock
said, ."I've got it. Now, take the fingers of my right hand in your
left hand and touch them to the flamehole, release the sphere and
step back guicklv."

McCoy did that and somehow ignored the overwhelming surge
of emotion to watch the spectacle.

The new Flame expleded to rainbow brilliance, danced a good
foot high and then the other one joined it and they twined to a pillar
that nearly brushed the high ceiling. McCoy didn't notice when Kirk
and Tanya turned nor when Sarek did likewise. They all watched Spock
balancing that pillar on two-'small hands like a juggler. He turned
to face the energy screens, and, as they vanished, the rainbow paled
slightly.

Very quietly, without any fanfare or fireworks, the bars
s1lid aside and the field they generated collapsed. As soon as the
last trace of restraint had vanished, Sarek plunged across the coridor
and arrived at Spock's side just in time to catch him as the Flame
turned soot black then winked out and Spock crumpled.

Supporting his son, Sarek said, "Let's go, Captain."

Now that physical action was imminent, Kirk and McCoy found
they could put aside their loss and procede to run for their lives.
Kirk said, “Lieutepnant, inform Thilien. Lead the way."

The party took off down the corridor, past guards posts
where bodies were strewn in sudden disarray. Around corners, up and
down ramps, they pounded. Soon, Spock recovered enough to move on
his own, but it was acutely obvious to Kirk that he was using his
last wind.

Finally, they climbed a huge spiral ramp that circled a
cavernous, multi~leveled machine shop and found the Halbird's disk
drawn up to a workbench while the rest of the ship was supported on
a palr of runners that led to a shuttlecraft lock. Apparently, work
on her had just started. Surprised, Kirk realized that less than an
hour had passed since their arrival.

The Captain led the way toward the underhatch snapplng orders,
"Lieutenant, inform Thilien. Doctor, take care of Spock..."

Suddenly, a phaser beam whizzed and vaporized half the work-
bench. Before they could' gain cover, a second beam brushed Sarek and
Spock, knocking them spinning. XKirk and Spock closed up while T'Aniyeh
climbed in and turned to give them a hand hauling the Vulcans aboargd.

Several more phaser blasts anapped around them, but they got clear
with no further injuries.

As soon as the hatch clecsed. Thilien guided the ship down
the ramp, and revved his impulse engines, aiming their field at the
lock. The metal vanished with a snapping explosion and Thilien
performed the same service for the outer door. Explosive decompression
killed several hundred loyal Romulans before emergency doors closed,
effectivly immobilizing the rest.

At top impulse speed, Thilien, a master of evasive maneuvers,
led the remaining Romulans a merry chase. But, while he thoroughly
enjoyed himself, his passengers knew virtually nothing of the events
outside of a wildly gyrating floor and occasional straining of the
ship's skeleton.

McCoy helped Spock onto the Sick Bay's single bed, then
turned to Sarek who was at least conscious, "Are you all right, sir?"
While he prepared a hypo, he said tn Sarek, "New stuff. Guaranteed
not to upset your stomach... or so tnhey tell me. It'll ease that
phaser burn.,"

McCoy pressed the hypo to Sarek's shoulder and then to
Spock's, and watched the life sign indicators anxiously. Spock was
younger than Sarek, but he'd sustained the greater portion of the
phaser beam on top of a rajying fever on top cf an unknown effect of
whatever it was he'd done, and shouldn't have. Privately McCoy
admitted he'd never seen Spock so near to death. Not even the time
he'd had to regenerate a whole organ because they didn't carry a
replacement for him.

Spock started to come around and McCoy turned to Sarek,
"Well? Feel like a meal?"

Sarek nodded, “Excellent, Doctor."

Spock's head tossed feverisbly and then steadied as his
eyes opened and McCoy said, "How's ynur stomach?"

He struggled to a sitting position, “What did you give me?”
“"Just something for the phaser stun."

Looking dubious, Spock swung his legs off the bed. The
hurt look on his faze turned to reprvach as he gained his feet and
tottered to the little room in the corner and closed the door. The
sounds were faint but unmistakeable.

Spock returned lookingy weaker bhut enwrapt in injured dignity.
He lay down again and relaxed systematically as he said, “Doctor, if
you ever put that chemical into my body again, I shall have you up for
malpractice. I did not offer myselt as an experimental subject.” Then
he quietly and deliberately fainted.

Sarek eyed the Doctor, "You'd hetter set up that filter while
I try to repair some of the damage he's inflicted on himself.”  He
turned to Kirk who'd been watching, "I'll require privacy. I must
use a technique which... is quite dangerous in itself. If we both
live through that, we will need that filter immediately. It may take
several hours, but then I'll be free to do what I can for you both."

The humans left father and son to their hattle and embarked
on the all too familiar routine of waiting. The hours went by.
McCoy finished his work and Tanya made them all eat and even prepared
a meal for Sarek. She fended off Kirk's inquiries about ship's status
saying she didn't want to distract Thilien by asking idle questions.

Then, with evident relief, she told Kirk, "prepare to hook
in the warp engines.”

Glad to have work for a cnanqge, Kirk pitched in and was
ready to couple the final leads as sonn as Thilien had them maneuvered
in place. Kirk, as a spaceman, appreciated Thilien's skill in the
maneuver and made a mental note to recommend him for a commendation.
Then they were hurtling for the necutral zone at warp speed.

Meanwhile, McCoy was called back to Sick Bay, and when Kirk
weary but satisfied, returned fror his task, he found Spock's bed
rigged with filters. A small reservoir of thick green blwod was
supplying a steady drip into Spock's veins. McCoy came out closing
the door behind him, "I think, but don't qucte me, that he's going
to live. Sarek seems in remarkably good health too, considering."

“Thank you, Doctor," Sarek came up behind McCoy, “"the active
life agrees with me. It will be hard to return to the desk.”

“You will return to Vulcan, sir?” asked Kirk.

Sarek nodded, "Yes, gentlemen, I am now rejoined to the
life stream of my people.” At thier blank looks he added, "Spock
is in a unique position. He is my son, and we are xtmprsqzntwlfd. He
recently conducted the Affirmation which I missed. And we now had
the necessity to meld in a technique ordinarily not practiced between
members of the same family. To save a life, it is permitted. But
merely to trans-Affirm... it would result in dual death. But, in
this case, it resulted in dual life. And now, Captain, I believe it
is your turn to recieve attention. I cannot recreate your Flame,
but perhaps I can cue you to another.”

Sarek stepped between the two men, turning them down the
corridor, “Rest assured that Spock's standing invitation to you will
be honored in our house all the days of my life."
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AUTHOR'S NOTE:

when I wrote that scene in MISSION where Spock takes them
up the mountain, I had already in mind to tell a far larger tale of
interstellar politics of which FEDERATION CENTENNIAL is only a tiny
fragment. However, I didn‘'t have the writing skills to do the'job.
Thus, I left that scene uninterpreted and planned to give another
slant on it in Kraith IV. Likewise, the climax of MISSION is not
meant to be understood on first reading. It must be re-interpreted
in the light of Kraith IV. However, at the time I wrote it, I,
thought that IV would never be published. I didn't believe that fans
would be able to accept the premises of IV invelvimgKirk. Therefore,
Spock's reasons for giving the Flame Sphere remain cloudy in MISSION...
also the entire significance of the events in MISSION depend on IV,
Vv, and future stories. (This is admittedly dirty pool, but here you
have the maturation of a writer.)}

For example, take the often asked question of how the tech-
nique Sarek used on Spock at the end of MISSION resulted in a trans-
Affirmation. No where in Kraith is the mechanics of this miracle
explained. Yet, an explaination would enrich would enrich the
understanding of the story. The explaination I had in mind is this:
The conducting of an Affirmation impresses a pattern on the Brain
Circuitry Pattern which opens direct channels to the Race Memory
which is not a genetically passed on memory.

In order to understand the trans-Affirmation and its dangers,
one must understand the nature of the Affirmation and its reason for
existing. The Affirmation serves to create and pass on the Race
Memory. In the mass-meld of Affirmation, memories are shared totally.
1f the meld is properly performed, the personalities of all partici-
pants serve to sift the memories and assign them weighted importance
in the overall history of the Peoples.

Thus the composition of a group which is to Affirm must be
carefully balanced. There must be at least one representative from
each of the many traditions that went into blending Tsaichrani. Thus,
the minimum number. There is another, mechanical, reason for the
minimum number. Fewer minds than that can't attain the depth-meld
and hold it long enough to be effective without causing fatal insanity
to all. Perhaps, it might be possible. There is a percentage risk
involved when fewer than the requisite number are melded. Any time
that requisite number or more are joined through the proper excercises
there is no risk tothe group, though weak individuals may suffer.
Therefore, better safe than sorry.

The pattern formed by the group mind that comes into
existance briefly at an Affirmation remains fresh in the Kaytaytikh's
mind for about a year afterward. Thus, any telepathic strain can
cause insanity and death for the Kaytaytikh during this period. But
that pattern can also be used to pass on its information to someone
who missed the Affirmation... under certain very rigid circumstances.
However, the trans-Affirmation is never without danger. Two minds
alone should never attempt it... yet no more than two minds can.
Therefore, trans-Affirming is no remedy for missing an Affirmation.

SURAK’S

GONSTRUGT
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Trans-Affirmation can occur only between members of the same family...
and one must be a Kaytaytikh who conducted (not mercly participated).
It has never been successfully completed between a Daughter and a
Kaytaytikh.

In MISSION, Spock had performed a difficult and dangerous
maneuver with the FlameSpheres, using his brain as a modulating
channel for energies he would handle with care at any time. But
he performed this mancuver while the Affirmation's mass meld still
held sway over part of him. fThe maneuver he performed can be
understood only by understanding the "ghost" passages of Kraith IV,
What Spock did whith those two Flame Spheres was drawn from the same
science that killed his grandfather... a "forbidden" field of inves-
tigation... one that produces more evil than good, if there is such
a thiny as good or evil. The “modern” mass meld mind says “No",
while Spock's will says “"Yes"... the conflict creates psychic injury.
Sarek had to attempt to heal the injury but in order te reach it
he had to pass through the mass meld. If he had Affirmed, he would
have had no problem. Since he hadn't, he had to force himself into
that matrix of minds and become a part of them. Since he approved
partially of Spock's use of the Spheres, his opinion chanyed the mass-
mind in such a way as to lessen the conflict and hence, he was able
to reach and heal the injury.

ordinarily members of the same family should never attempt
this kind of a deep meld because they have common experiences and
dispositions that may be strong enough to cause them to loose their
identies. It is a risk. Since Spock is half human, the differences
between him and Sarek were great enough to prevent this type of
confusion. They'd never tried it before, so it was a calsulated risk..
that paid off. Without treatment, Spock would die. Without Affirrs
Sarek's life was less than worthless. They had nothing t» lunse.
They gambled and won.

Jacqueline Lichtenbery

(Excerpted from a letter to Dobbic Gnldstein, dated 3/16/72.)

AMANDATS MISSTON: contd., from page 22

And waited. And waited. And waited...

J. Lichtenberg

All of Vulcan philosophy rests on the five main concepts embodied in
the Vulcan hand salute which {s formed by holding the hand up, and separating
the four fingers into a V with the two fingers on one side and two on the other
while holding the thumb separate. In this symbol, the ring finger represents
the philosophy of Nome,lyeaning "Al11", while the small finger represents the
philosophy of the Idic. The middle finger represents the Doctrine of the
Domination of Logic and is paired closely with the Index finger which represents
the Vulcan Reverance-for-Life, The thumb stands alone, representing the high
regard placed on individual Privacy.

To use this salute, together with the phrase "Live Long and Prosper...”
is to grant to another the absolutely inviolable right of privacy of mind, the
right to be different from the speaker even to the extent of being opposite,
and to invite combination of differences to the advantage of both with assurance
that rigorous Logic2) will protect all vights to continued worthwhile existence.3:4)

Let us now examine the parts of Surak's Construct as this five part
philosophy has been called.

The philosophy of Nome may be stated thus: An infinite variety of
things combine to make existence worthwhile.3

This is more than the Idic and it includes the Idic Concept. The Idic
stands for the idea that the greatest joy in all crearion is in the infinite
ways that infinitely diverse chings can join together to create meaning and
beauty.

The philosophy of Nome emphasizes that infinite variety is essential
to a worthwhile existence while the idic emphasizes the joining of dissimilar
elements to create meaning and beauty. The slight shift in emphasis is almost
too subtle to capture in Fnglish words. , the interdepend of the
two concepts 1s graphically illustrated by the close pairing of the two
representative fingers. .

The fingers are separated between Nome-Idic and Logic-Reverance-for-
Life hecauge the philosophy of Nome-Idic includes within itself both emotion
and logicz , or.put another way, both emotion and non-emotien. Within the {dic
concept such an "illogical™ combination is not only permitted but praise-

continued on page 43



T'ZO0REL

Kraith [1A

J. Lichtenberg

Captain Kirk punched. the intercom bution on the arm of”the command
chair and glumly contemplated the familiar orange-red of the planet Vulcan
£illing the main viewscreen.. Then he leaned toward the voice pickup on
the chair arm. "Mr. Spock." '

"Spock here.™ The miniature voice came crisp with carefully
cultured intonation. Nobody who had not heard that throat forming the
intricate syllables of Vulcanir could realize how ‘alien English was to him.

Kirk wet his lips,"We've entered standard orbit, Mr. Spock. Meet me
in the transporter room in five minutes. Kirk out."

He took u deep breath. He didn't like getting mixed up i.gx.planefary
politics,. but orders were orders. "Lieutenant Uhura, notify Vulcan Space
Central we are prepared to beam our passenger aboard.™

"They are already standing by, Sir."

#Thank you." He turned to the engineering panel. "Mr. Scott, you
have the con.! . !

The dour Scott locked over his shoulder, "Aye, Sir," and went
back to polishing adjusiments on a digital readout control.

The transporter room was filled with the same sparkling quiet
efficiency as usual, but somehow it seemed ominous to the Captain when he
entered and nodded briskly to the duty techniclan. Presently, Spock
stepped through the door and assumed a stance beside the Captain.

"What kept you?™ asked Kirk.

oY received a mail-padket marked urgent, so I glanced through it
before coming.™

"Qh. Anything important2!
i
MHersonal.M

"Hmm." He turned to the duty technician. standing at the transporter

controls.. VEnergize.!
. "8orry, Sir, but I have a hold-signal from the target.m

"Hold, then," Kirk went back to examining his First Officer..
Guess we'll have to wait. I wonder what could be the difficulty.w

"I wouldn't know, Sir.n
Kirk pursed his lips. "“Mr.Spock, what do you know aboul T'Zorelz!

"She is eighteen standard years old, the daughter of Situr and a
human woman named Kathleen Uphouse, a colonial from the Beta Cygni regloa.
2'Zorel was raised as a Daughter of the Tradition, btut has recently filed
a request in the Federation District Cour: to renounce heér Vulcan citizen~
ship. The Daughters are contesting the renunciation on the grou ds that
it is unconstitutional and that the Federation Court has no jurisdiction."

"I didn't know she was a Daughter!" Kirk searched his mind for
what he knew of the Daughters. They were the females of the Kataytikh
families. Since they were sterile and possessed none of the usual female
drives, they were never mated but raised and trained to be Judges, Arbiters,
and Administrators...paragons of logical virtue demanding vast respect
and earning it.

The technician said, "Ready below, Captain.!

"TEnergize:

Three pads of the transporter platform lit up with columns of
sparkle that coalesced into three images. One was a young lady dressed
in an unadorned Starfleet Cadet uniferm. The other two were standard
luggage pieces issued to Starfleet trainees..

The sparkle cleared and she stepped down’ briskly, zeroed in on Kirk
and braced. "Captain Kirk. Cadet T"Zorel reporting aboard."

Kirk noted her lightly tanned, golden skin and the pert sweep of
slanted eyebrow and elongated ear just visible beside softly curled, black
hair. She had the fresh-scrubbed, wide-eyed vitality of youth coupled
with an ageless poise as...as what2 is a wise old matriarch? Yes, possibly.
The Captain blinked hard and once more confronted a young cadet. "Helcome
aboard...Cadet T™Zorel. This is Commander Spock, my First Officer. He
will escourt you.to your quarters and see you settled. If you have any
questions, don' hesitate to ask.®™ He found himseLf becoming hypnotized
by her limpid, blue eyes...sc unusual for a Vulcan. He nodded briskly.
"Dismissed.!

The transporter technician propped one elbow on the top of the
console and cradled his chin in his hand as he stared after the geantly
swaying, firmly feminine hips that carried their new passenger out the door.

The Captain eyed the long expanse of bared leg, tapered to delicate,
but strong ankles. Then, in unison, the two men sighed at the closed
door. They looked at each other and. the technician said, "I think I've
Just found a new definitian ‘for the word charming...Sir.m™
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K:er nodded sympathetically. Five feet five inches of vibrant
female...but Vulcan. She was. only eightee.n, but so bursting with ripe
maturity, no man aboard. was going to ignore if.. And, he reminded himself,
she was the center of so much high-level interest,, he‘u‘. better make sure

theﬁ%—oﬁ" rumors started very soon. Buk, he wondered how effective
the; “he. His own glands told him it was hardIy worth the bother:

He pulled himself together and headed for the bridge.

T!'Zorel took her first look around her-new quarters, spotted the
pile of tapes near the reader and went over to finger them. "Sir, are
these the Regulation manuals for the Enterprise?n .

"Yes." He added levelly, "My name is Spock...T1Zorel M

She refused to meet his eye., I am honored to meet you.!

"But you do not extend the greeting of Surak?®

"How can I?" Her voice was even with no hint of bitterness in the
rhetorical question.

He conceded with one raised eyebrow, "™Ihus thee sunders the Tradition.m
He spoke in High Vulcan but with the intonation of a Death Announcement.

She .whirled on him, eyes flaahing- "What would you know af 1£2"
She caught herself and added coolly, "Sir?" )

"e1Zorel, I too bear The Tradition on half-human shonlders.!
RI know. ' And you have chosen a different path from mine."
"This is not a question of--I

"Your- pardon, Sir, but it is definitely a question of differences.
I know your chosen path and I know that my feet cannot travel it.*

MBut do you know the path‘xou have chosen?¥

"No." She faced him syuarely and inquired with one raised brow,
"Who asked you to dissuade meh

T1Vosh

"Yes. I should have guessed. And will youz®™
WL will txy.M

“Here you are my superior officer.t”

"I will not use that. When we speak privately of this matter, you
are T'Zorel and I am Spock, We have a grave difference of opinion to
resolve.t

"You must resolve your differences with yourself. You must grant
me the m.ght-—"

To abandon your responsibilities? No. Such rights do not exist
to be granted. Ounly death absolves.!

"I cannot abandon a responsibi]]ity that never existed. I seek
only the right to be myself.M

"gnd who are you...T!Zorel?"

"I...! She stoppeds She was a Daughter. Her name said so. Her
upbringing sald so. He had asked "wha!' in English just to confound her!
She opened her mouth to request a mare specific phrasing, but he said,
IMYe must find time to argue at greater length. We will be in transit
aight days so there should be ample opportunity. Right now, I must go.!

He walked to the door, hesitated and turned back to her, holding
his right hand wp in the Vulcan salute, and said, "Iive Long and Prosper,
T1Zorel.!

She stood, hands at her-sides, barely breathing.

"T'Zorel, even a human answers. In Starfleet, we do not require
the Commitment of Surak merely because of traded courtssy."

5t111, she hesitated. He waited, hand raised.
He said, "There are many Vulcans at the Acadamy..,!

She raised her hand, fingers separated, and said in carefully
ennunciatéd English, "Pecce and Long Life, Spock."

He held her eyes a moment and then turned and left abruptly. .

She looked at her hand, lowered it, and locked at the closing’ door.
He had won the first round. ' But he didn't understand. He was a Xataytikh
and he had been mated at the age of seven.

T1Zorel spent the next few days-exploring her first Starship and
getting the feel of wearing a Starfleet Cadet Uniform. Everybody in
Starfleet outranked her and the experience was disorienting. ALl her
life, she'd outranked more than 99% of all Vulcans just because her father
was a Guardian of the Tradition.

On the third day out of Vulcan, she stepped into a turbolift,
turned to command the doors to close and found Captain Kirk standing with
his hand on the doorjamb.

She said, "Oh, I'm sorry, Captain.” She conceded her place, "Your
1ift..." As she started to sidle around him, he moved to bar her way. .

"Where were you going, Cadet?!
7

"Deck five, Sir.t

© "Fine, M-

He stepped in, letting the doors close, and said,
"Deck five.™

The 1ift vibrated gently under their feet.

‘MCadet ’D'Zcrel, these last few days you have given me a number of

. headaches. ..’

nItye fnéde your head--hurt you, Captein?'™

Kirk thought, damn, she's just like Spock was a few years 8go.
"Only figuratively. You've been all over the ship..."

"Ilve been careful of regulations, Sir. And I haven't been in
anybody's way...!

) know. You've been very scrupitlous. It!s just that--well, the
men all stop what they're doing to look at you.M

"I try to be very umobtrusive, Captain. If there's something
additional I could do...?%

“"Well, no. I mean, yes. You're a very attractive Yyoung lady,
T!Zorel, but you don't seem to.,."

She watched him, listening patiently while trying to make sense of
what he was saying.

Kirk blushed. How does a man explaip sex appeul to the equivalent
of a nun? "Well, lock, all you really have to do is stop flirting."

YBegging the Captain's pardon. !Flirting' means?"

Kirk gestured, "Well, ditts—-1

The turbolift stopped and he put out a hand to hold the doors
shut. "Look, I'1ll send Lieutenant Uhura around to your guarters. She
can explain it better than I can."

"*The Communications Officer? Very well, Sir.. Thank you, Sir.
When shall I expect Lieutenant Uhura?®

MShe'll call you." KXirk lifted his hand from the door-hold and dove

- out of the suddenly confining box almost before the doors had opened. He

was haunted. by visions o¢f wide, blue eyes, dépp as’'thesocean and. innocent
as a virgin's--hell, he thought, she is a v:‘.rgin-

The next, evening, Spock sat on one corner of T'Zorel's desk
watching her pace tha room. in a strained imitation of human nervousness.
He decided she wasn't getting the turns right,, and it was spolling the
effect. FEe said, "You haven't heard a word I've said. for the last hour,
have you2" . -

His sudden switch to English caught her attention. SHe stopped
pacing to look at him. ™I heard you. I will ldisten to whut you said Iater.m

™ery well. Then there is 1ittle point in continuing tonight.v

There is 1ittle point in continuing——ever. I have gone through
all of this many times. T!Voah herself presided over the Council of
Daughters that turned down my request.!

Which request?" he prompted.

"Fo..." she took a breath. "It was a private matter, but all these
srguments were cited. I can listen but L will not change my opinion.
Your logic is flawless-~but it simply does not apply to me.™

What I have been trying to show you is that it does apply to you.
You did Affirm the Continuity--v

"Yegy of course I did. But that is irrelevant.'
"Then what is relevantz!
She cocked. her head to one side and examined the way the light fell

across his face. "Bpock...do I f£lirt? I.ieutenmt Uhura sald to &sk a
man if I didn't believe her. So I'm aking you.™

"Yea. You do flirt. And it is nmost unbecoming for a Daughter."
#But I am NOT a Daughter.?

"You have not changed your name."

"1 am...half-Vulcan. I will keep the name my mother chose for me."
Dpes your behavior honor your name?!

8Bhe came close to him, their eyes meetding on a level because he
remained seated. W"Spock, do not flirt intentlonally. It is possible
that my actions are misinterpreted by humans.. I find humans fascinating,
but I have not deliberately tried to attract attention.m

NThen you'!d best learm.te control you actions. Humans will not
understand. You may believe they are very casual about their relationships,
but they will tolerate only so much...fIdirtation. And they can be very...
insistent. You could get into trouble--even here on the Enterprise.h

She turned away. "They? You forget I am human, too. Perhaps I
want to get into trouble.. Perhaps I want to use that part of me which is
not a Daughteri!

IThen you'd best talk to Dr. MeCoy first.!

His tone was so flat, she turned to examine his face for the meaning
of that, but his back was retreating out the door and she caught only a
glimpse of his expression--chiseled from. stone. Then she understocd.
Starfleet regulations provided an exemption for Vulcan females from the
standard contraceptive measures. Spock's swift exit told well encugh what
he thought about Vulcan females who'd waive that exemption and even seek
casual relations...but she wasnft truly Vulcan.
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She went to turn up the thermostat) wondering way she suddenly
felt suv cold. She didn't need Spock's zpproval. She still intended to
find a human husband.

Yet, for the first time since she'd filed her renoungement of
Vilecan citizex ship with the Federation Court, she felt truly alone...a
Federation citizan-at-large, without a family, without a world. She had
-severed all ties, Tier that had really never existed. But if ticy'd
nover existed, why did the severing lvave such...desolation?

Four days aent by anad the Foterprise bored smoothly on toward the
Aca’emy pgraduastion exercises. T'Zorel moved uboub the ship as usual, but
semelow encountered the First Officer very rarely. When they did mee-,
he addressed her distantly as Codet, refusing to use any form of her
riven name, .

The night befonre their arrival at the Academy, she uccepted onc of
Mr. Chekov's numerous preposals to attend a group entertainment. Several
members of the Engineering crew were stagin-~ v production of a play
wrilten by a botanisct who was an amateur expert op the early Earth
colonies, The :;'udinnce secued Lo enjoy it vigorously--if their stomich-
clutening and cries of anguish were indeed tu b taken as signs of
enjoymert., But she found the play not only confusing buj; velf-contradlctory.
And when the actors becnre infected with the...laughterc..thLey were
unintellipgible.

After tliose two wasted hours, the Russiann insisted on taking her to
a Recreaticn Room where he spent mnother hour coaxing her to sirink [luids
aghe dicn't really .ant. She was trying valiantly to be polite #hen she
.auw Spock pause in tie corridor to watch them.

She furned back to the Nuvigat‘;or and esspyed o smile as she sipped
her drink. Out of the coraer c¢f ner eye, she saw the Vulean start as if
shocked. Then te nnsiened on.

Chekov wa: ensttering about something sbe couldn't understand in
the pluy. fMle scemed willing to de all the talking, se she let him. OF
the three humun ofricers she'd spent evenings with, Chekov was by faf the
most interesting. Ohe likeé to watch him Lolk and wanted te tell him so
with o smile. tehing vie way Le gestured with his hands when ke made a
point, she reflecled that naman: communiculed with their bodies more thun
with their words.

English wu: so imprecise v
imaression from Chekov that if

n nerely spoken, but she hud the atrons
+ould but road his sign langmage, she
would undersiand hiin clearly. nore she watchked him the more enthused
he bocame with his cxplanations. It seemed to lier that the expressions on
his lace were rieant to carry important information and she was wondering

t it weuld be like to wouch this glowing young man who secmed about to
explode with the pressure of some repressed...emotlon...when suddenly, he
said, "If yon'ye finished your drink, I'11 walk you back to your quarters...
if that's where you'd like to go."

She louked down at the plass full of amber liquid and melting ice
cubes. "I'm fipished with this, yes. But I'm sure I can find my own way
back to my quurtesrs,"

e .rose, took their plasses to the dispenal and returned just as
sue was gelting to her feet. She said, "I yee Lhat it is very late. I
wouldn't .want to kecp you up if you nved siccp."

"0h, Itm not slevpy, T'Zorel.,.und the corridors. are descrted now.
I'11 waulk you back."

TtZorel frowned. They all insisted on accompanying rer to her
door and then made it very difficult to say goodnight. She started for
the door walking briskly, tub the Russian caught up wilh her and took her
by tle elbow as if sl.e couldn't support ber own weight. . .

His hand rested iightly on hers and through the contact his mind
burst onto her consclousress amplified a hundred times. But it was like
no contact she'd ever knowh .before. It was n whirling, patternless smear
of severe contrasts...a rolling mix of...emotions? Yes, That must bhe it.
It attracted her znd she allecwed the contact to remain while sh2 searched
for tre source of the aitraction,

"’I'Zorel‘, you arec the strangest Wulecarn I have ewer nmet.”
#*1 am only half Vulcan, Mr. Chelov.™"

"Yes, but which half? -You are so...dlfforent...from Mr. Spock...
SG...well, humen. “ou are wery beautiful.t

It wus a sincere compliment and she found no offense.

Fis hand iightencd on hers, sending exciting shivers down her .
spine. The cioseness, tne liveness of itim was pleasant. She said, "It
p.cases me that you find merit in my appearance, Mr. Chekov."

They stspped before the turbolift doors and Chekov fs\ced“her,
placing both his hands on ler shoulders. '"We have Spent three delightful
ewenings together and still I am only Mr. Chekov?®

His hands on her shoulders and his face so near hers were confusing.
She knew it was wrong. Yot she desired the harmless indignity. She goid,
her volce gquieter than shu'd intended, "Is that not your name, Mr. Chekuv?®

"R you, I am Pavel.!

"Pavel? Very well. I&L is o nice name. It has meaning for you?"

e put one kand to the 1ift call-plate, but <ept his eyes on her.
"It i an old and aonored Russian name, Put T!Zorel is also a wery nice
name. It suits your beauty,"

The 1ift doors opened and she turned to enter, avolding his eyes
ts she said, "I am not certain that 1 still have the right to use that
nare."

“Why? Has it some special significance on Wulcan?"

As the doors closed bohind him, she suid,
n0 longer eniitled to call myself Vulcan.®
felt when she said tkhat.

"Yes, i% has. And I au
It was strange how cold she
It was the first time she'd sald it to a huwan.

"Tlhey capnot force you to chanse your name, cun they?"
"Na. But perhups I slall wunt to."

Chehov instructed the 1lift, "Dack Five." The1 Le moved close to
her side, taking her hand in h's,. flpoding her mind with a lulling confu—
sion that wade her furpget the cold...

Sickbay was dimly 1it ond deserted as Spock let himsell into
MeCoy's office. lle turned up the lights, and sat dewn in the desk chair,
Tiiere were ro patients and M'Benga, the dity offiser. was working in the
1ab. Spock was unlikely io we interrupted in his search of the Medical
Lag.. Technizally, as First Gfficer, Lhe ship's records were part of his

esponsil:iiity and as Science Officer, the Medical Department
h_n,‘ bul in practice he oaly initinlled the Chief Surpgeon's Repori. He
Licked on the viewer apd bepan u swilt review of the L st week's entrieg.

In the rorridor ocutside her room, Che“ov leancd his hand zpainsgt
the closed door and effectively domianted T'Zurel. "I have never seen a
Rulcan Komntt. "

"It is merely a medaliior with Insecribev hornlilic symbols.™
nd you have the Komatt of T'Zorcl with yougt

"I have it...yes. But I will soon have tt recturn it.m

"Could I see it?n

"It is nothing speciul to look at. Its sifnificunce is purely
symbolic.!
PBut this is your last night on the Erterprice.
anotlLer chanee te sce it."
whispercd, "Pleagae?!

T will rever get
Ho moved a fraction ol ar. lach ¢loz.r aml

Budacn .
aad tow. . e
welle Gore inot

e Lhoacht she was roing to fudnt. Sle pau
srealn of the rich, moiut and chilly muin's a.u.

“ut once inside, the humen seened to loce interest in she ronntt.
fle laced his hands acrass the small of Mer buek uand smiled the strargest
amile she'd ~ver seen. It secured to lransform his fuce into a glow in
the dim light as he blosked “<r rcach for the light switci. Then his arns
tightened about her hody and he whispsred in her eur, "lhere, now Lhat's
much better. I knew you'd sce it my way."

His smooth, oddly fragrent cheek moved wrainsi hers and then his
lipg fastened on hers. The turbulence of hic mind amplilied a thousand
times surged Lhrough her, shocking her numbed scorses. ‘

With sudden strength, she pushed aguinst his muscular chest..
"Wnat are you doing!ed

The plow died from his face as if she'd drenched him with ice
water. "You iawited me in. We are no’ children playing pames...!
His anger, and ather flercc emotions for which she kuew no nanmes
wushed through her like a floou of Java. The pain of il sent her vtagrering
againgl him.

His arms tightened about her again...mob ssueezing Ler, but
protecting and supporting bher with a driving strength of will that was
totully lacking in her.

He was whispering in ier ear again, "There now, that'!s bettaer.
You can tease and flirt only so far. You've been leading me on all night.”
You can't stop now. You wouldn't do that fo me, would ysu? No," he
answered himself, "I know you wouldn't. You aren't the type %o be cruel.n

She knew what le wanted now. She didn't remember doing anything
to indicute a willingness to assume such a relationship, tnt evidently
ne'd misunderatood something she'd said, It would ke wrong to send him
away unsalisfied. And somelning in her respondesd to his sudden need.
She'd made up her mind thet such things were to become purt of her life.
Since she waz no longer Vulcan, it was harmless tu yield to the social
pattern of her mother's people..

His 1lips on hers again cut off the orderly flow of logic and she
was drowning in a maelstrom that kindled an anssering fire in her green
blovd. He moved agoinst her and sne felt the urpent hardening in his
body »a his hands neld her streoungly in place.

His %ongue moved beiween Ler lips seeking hers. The deepening
contact umplified his thoughts egain 2nd suddenly she sensed his attitude
toward her. Tt was physical. Purely pnysical and nothing more. Nowhere
in his mind was there thought for the purpose of the act he desired to
perform...nor 2ad he any true interest in her future. He desired only
pleasure...and for him it'was a minor pleasure. A moment that aand little
significunce in the stream of monerts that made up his lifc.. He'd fcund
that her presence kindled his desire aud he wisned to satiate that
desire. Nothing more. ,
It waz the human attitude she'd read about. But, first hand it
was far more repellent than she'd ever thought.

All at onew, his body disgusted her. She pushed away with all her
strength, stumbling in a wave of dizziness as his shock washed through
her nerves,, a tlinding white sheet of pain. She f¢ll against the door,
bracing herself with both arms, gasping in lung-wracking sobs.

Abruptly, the door slid open and she stagrersd, off balance, out
:.nto the corridor, her vision blurred by “he mind-link thkat had been
forming with the human end was not yet preperly severed. Then, strong
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arms caught her and cool, clear thoughts quested ner mind, deftly

disengaging the aborted mind-link. Her vision cleared for = monent and

she looked up into the classical Vulcan face as Spock i ,
head, "Good night, Mr. Chekov.!f pockt sald over her

She tried to turn to apologizc to the Russian for her disgraceful

behavior but her body failed her and che plunged into unconscivusness
two strong arms took her welgnt, cradling her like a bnby.

She came to awareness lying on a bed. Evun with her eyes closed,

sie knew therc was another presence in the room. A Vulcan presenze.
opened her eyes and sat up. Spock was seated in her desk zhair iwnds
flat on the hard surfice, uyes focused on hcr. He said, "So, yr,.vu have
found one unpleasant aspect of the path you heve chosen. Are you now
ready to consider a third path lying somewhere in betwecn?"

"There exists no third path.M

"Cne does exisi. Il is the puth I travel. Another cun be constructed

for you."
"The Council of Daughters..."
"...can be convinced.!
"1l have tried. And failed.?
"1 am not without influence.?

"But you were unwilling to aid me."

"I did not understand the nature of tne problem. Now I have
allditionsl data. Your human gencs dominute the katuytikh penes in one
importart aspect. You are furctionally female. ~Adjustments muct be made
to allow for that." .

"I'm nnt sure...why couldn't I.,.?"

!'Chekov is human. You are Vulear. Cultural p.tterns cannot be
chunged by court decree. I knew that. T should not have suggested thet
you ser Dr. McCoy. T should have known you would nct consider such a
racourse.m -, .

She: said nothing. She had considered it...and she wasn't sure why
she had rejected _t.

te continued, "Nor cun a Fedcraticn Court absolve a Daughter of her
obligatioas. Adjustments can be made, though' it oftea takes time. Grant
me: the right to speak in your nehalf and. I will sec what can be crranged
with T'Voah. If nacossary, I also have the ear of T'Pau. HNuw that T am
Xataytikh in my father's place, noboly doibis my ullegiunce. Tle

compromises that I hLave made are looked npon with tolersnce." le pavsed,
carsfully asclecting a term for a distant kincwoman. MHuihu, Vulcun needs

all the Daugrters in these tryins times.
"Then spesk for me, nathu, and I will accept what must be."

Spock rose and approached the dacr, but before it opimed he turned
and goid, "Some humnns ure ablc to enter into wore meaningful relation~-
ships...it seems Lo depend largely on the individual invelved, on naturity
and on cultural backpground. I hnve me:t human cowples who approach our
idesal very closely.” ile raised his hond in uaslute. "May Lcu Live Long
aud Prosper, T'Zorel."

She answered in kind. “"May Yew Live Lorg ard Prosper, Spock."

SURAK'S CONSTRUCT, contd. from page 39

worthy. Nome-Idic recognizes that emotion is a source of meaning, beauty and
worthwhileness in life.

However, Suvak's Construct asserts that for the sake of survival logiec
must be of greater influence in society (and within the individual) than emotion.
Hence, Logic, represented by the longest finger, is separated from the
philosophy of "All" and paired with Reverance~for-Life indicating that continued
existence demands that logic rule over emotion but that almost equal with this
tenet is the assertion that infinite variety must be present to make continued
existence worthwhile.

The very physiology of Vulecans compels a periodic canfrontation with
unleashed emction.6¥ One of the prime goals of Surak's Construct is to turn

this everpresent reminder of the power of unbridled emotion into a re-inforcement
of the dedication to logic, The Vulcan male is aware of the surging emotions

of the pon farr not only within himself but also in those around him. The
inahility to control emotion leads to a necessity to remgve oneself from the
mainstream of society for the duration of the condition.’) This is one reason
Surak places such value on Privacy.

The high regard for privacy was not an Lnnovation of Surak but dates
from a much earlier time when Vulcans discovered the literally painful effects
of living together in large communities.8) They .then developed telepathic
shields and it soon became the height of rudeness to force one's thoughts_and
feelings on another. The transgressor often met a swift, violent death.?

Surak valued privacy for another and perhaps move important reason.
Quite naturally, an individual's highest regard is for himself. This is an
ineradicable inheretance from bestial origins and transcends reason. The
maintainance of self may be termed dignity. The vight to inviolahle privacy is
essential in maintaining that dignity.

He who attacks the dignity of the individual risks evoking unreasonable
and utterly uncontrollable emotion. These reactions are so basic as to be
beyond even the enormous control of the Vulecan disciplines.10) And a Vulcan
voused in this fashion can be a very efficient machine of destruction. To
insure that such provocation should never exist, Surak made Privacy one of the
cornerstones of his Construct. Under no circYTﬁtances is 1t justifiable to
infringe the dignity of another living being.

This attitude is perhaps the key to the Vulean lack of a "sense of humor"
in the human sense.l2) Here we may also find' the motivation for acts of
compassion, In Vulcans, such acts arise from the logical necessity to protect
the dignity of others as one would one's own. To fall to act to relieve suffering
is to fail to acknowlege that the other individual is as important to oneself
as oneself.,.that is, to fail to accord dignity.

The other gestures are derived from the Vulecan hand salute. They, too,
are symbols of a living philesophy in action. ¢

The first gesture is the two-finger hand-~hold that defines the husband-
wife relacioaship. In Journey to Babel, Sarek held up his right hand with the
index finmger and the middle finger extended together. Amanda joined. his
extended fingers with hers held in the same position,

The index-finger represents Reverance-for-Life and the middle finger
represents Domination-of-Logic. These are the two duminant elements in the
husband-wife union...procreation and preservation of life under the protection
of a rigorous adherance to Logic. But note also what has been excluded. The
thumb represents Privacy. There is no reserve of privacy in a husband-wife
Union. The Nome-Idic Concepts are exeluded because each must voluntarily
surrender the right-to-be-extremely-djfferent which, in a marriage, would be a
source of grief not joy.

The use of the gesture indacates an acknowlegement of Vulcan cultural
values for society at large and for the immer life of the individual as well a
as the family unit. Thus it is the tenderest gesture normally exchanged by
husband and wife, even more significant than a kiss, yet totally appropriate
in public.

43

This view of the husband-wife relationship explains Amanda's implication
(Journey to Babel) that Vulcan husbands give orders and expect cbedience as
their rightful due. Such an authoritarian attitude toward females is totally
at odds with everythsng else we know of Vulcan culture unless we assume it is
a mutual, voluntary agreement to abide hy Surak's Construct.

The seeond pesture is that of withdrawal into private contemplation.
This is a position of the claspel hands with the index and middle fingers
steepled, the thumbs folded and touching. This emphasises Logic, Reverance-for-
Life, (suicide isn't an option for a Vulcan) and Privacy. It excludes Nome-
Idic because within one's self one doesn't retain sharp, contrasting differences
for this is the road to insanity. One must create an internal unity upon
which to base the Peace which is the sacred goal of Vulcans. Society can't be
at peace unless it is composed of individuals who are internally at peace. On
One's first duty to society is one's duty to oneself. The Vulcan's need for
that withdrawal into private contemplation is as intense as the human's need
to-dream. Vulcan contemplation achieves a goal similar to human dreams...but
is far more efficient as_ir uses a symbolic gesture Integrated with a ritualistic
set of mental exercises.

REFERENCES

1. [The Making Of Star Trek, Stephen E. Whitfield and Gene Roddenberry,
Ballantine Books, 1968.

2. Here and throughout when we refer to Logic we mean the Doctrine of the
Domination of Logic over Emotion.

3. 1Its use by non-Vulcans is tolerated only as a diplomatic curtesy.

4. The Savage Curtain. Surak asks Spock what harm it can do to him to answer
Surak's greeting. This is in harmony with the idea presented here.

5. The Savage Gurtain

6. Here we use the word "emotion" to refer to the uniquely Vulcan chemical
imbalance which i$ the basis of the pom farr and which is characterized by
a “burning" sensation. It's not an emotion in the human sense and is not
parallel to "love", but it is incompatible with Logic and is does sensitize
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THE
DISAFFIRMED

Kraith [lB

Ruth Berman

"Lieutenant, call sickbay and find out how Mr. Spock is--¥ the
captein was saying.

The signal was very weak, but Uhura had trained her subconscious
to be ulert. &shen the whoops of the Federation's xtudnrd_distrezq: call
beran registeriny as a miniscule jiggling on her instruments, she was
Jerked out of her counscicus attention to the captain's orders.

"Distress siipual, sir," she interrupted, alreandy at work trying to
brin;- it ia more clexrly and to track down its location. The buttons on
the pew bonrd were still a little stiff, but she simply grimaced at them
and punched nasrder, without even wastinr time to wish that they had not
lost the old Enterprise.

Rirk left his seuntence unfinished and instead said, "Mr. Chekov,"
in a low voice, so as not to disturb Uhurz, und pointed at Spock's station.

The ensirn swung out of his chair und hurried to the seasors to
helr in trucing the coll. He bent down, blinkiap into the blue lirht,
tien dinlled o star-chart unloe the viewscreen nbove the panel, replacing
the ornoment.l ruinbow nebulae left on it from last usage. HKe threw the
computer's estimnted trionpulation on over the chart. '"Probably a planet
of XA-79:z, Captain," he reported.

"Mhe signal is automatic, sir," Uhuro began at the same moment.
They Loth stopped nd both hesitated, about to repeat, but Kirk wuved
Uhura to continue. EKe had the scmmand knack of taking in reports from
all sides. "I'm sendinf an acknowledgement of the signal, sir, " she
said. "Shall I say we re on our way to them'"

"Yes, Lieutenant," sai+ Kirk. "Mr. Chekov--anythinr moret"
"Affirzative, Captsin. Une-man scout was reported lost in this

quadrant 341 staadurd d-.ys &p0. Henash, munned by Lt. 3'darmeg. No
otier ships on record as .issing."

"8 Vuleun craft?” said iirk, incredulous desrite his own knowledge
of the names and refistries ¢f Star Fleet vessels.

Chekov, tukinr the question seriously, obediently looked up the

Kenash's registry before Kiri: could tell him not to bother. Baflirmative,
vuptain,” he reported.

“Thank you," said Kirk, and swung his chair orcund to face {ront,
so as to hide hig look of distress from Chekovy. if the signaller was Lt.
Stdarmeg of the Menash, He had missed the Affirmatiun. Spock's cwn father
had missed it, and Spock hod been perfectly ready to disown Sarek and
ignore him us a non-person on that account, until the chance of Spockts
illness made necessary an otherwise forbidden joininr of rinds throurh
which Sarek shared in his son's iffirmsticn. That was fine for Lorek, by
now safe home on Vulcan, and it was fine for Spock, even if he was
confined to sickbay again after tryinr to resume his werk tco suickly
following his exertions in Romul.n territory; but Kirk wondered how it
would be for Lt. S'darmeg.

His first thought was to blame the Vulcan ships for not finding
their compatriot in the first place, but then he reflected that they
probably had searched for him up until the last possible minute. Space
was large. If, say, his transmitter had been broken, and if he hod not
been uble to mend it until long after... Kirk scowled and made himself
concentrate on logging the events. "So far we do not know if the caller
is alive or notj his signal is automatic," he finished up his entry.
Possibly, he though., 5'darmeg was dead. That would solve matters, but
it was not his idea of a reasonable solution.

They moved in toward XA- 792, ond the uvtomntic call continued to
come in through the rest of the day. ¥Xirk went to bed stil) wondering
if he ought to hone S'darmeg was dead.

The next morning, upon learning the truth, he felt grieved, and
then scolded himself for the--he stopped his thought, examined it, and
let it go on~-for the inhumanity of his reaction. S'Darmeg was alive.

Scott's log intries for the watch while Xirk had been asleep
included a notice of an end to the distress signal and the reception of a
message of thanks from S'Darmeg. Kirk ordered Uhura to play him the tape.

"Enterprise, Lt. S'darmeg, on the second planet of XA-792. I
camp at the confluence of two rivers, running in the direction of the
planet!s rotation, on the smallest of three continents. I await your
coming.™

His English was accented, reminding Kirk of T'Pau's speech,
although it locked her formal archaisms. The Enterprise's acknowledgement
had been sent throusrh the translator, which meant, Kirk realized, that
S'darmeg had recognized M"Enterprise” as the name of the Terren-based
vessel, or he would not have replied in English. Which in turn made it
a good guess that S'darmeg knew that its personnel included the legendary
Spock. KXirk's face twisted wryly as he considered how amusing it would
be to ask 3pock the precise odds. Instead, he played through the rest of
the log entries covering the shep'!s "nipght," forcing his mind into careful
attentiveness to the routirc.

Two days later they entered orbit. Kyle located the casgtaway
within minutes with the aid of the directions given, and Kirk went down
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to the transporter tc meet him.

“Captain hirk, how do you do?" said G'darmern, limpings off the
transporter disc. His crutches slipped on the step, but Lrik ca.mil
him. "I thank vou," said S'darmeg guietly. iHe recovered his balance
aad, rather to Kirk's surprise, shook hunds with hinm.

".hen did thut hopren?” asked Kirk, lookiny .t the twisted les.

" hen 1 crasied. ‘“he bones will have tu be broken agein und re-
set. I aprlied splints us scen 95 I could, but it hnit imperfectly.”

The stoicism reminded Rirk of his rirst Ufficer, olthourh tne
younrer Vulcan did not resemble Spock much, having brown t.ir -nd o
stragrline beard, skin pigmented yellow by exposure to the westher, nrd
wide ears that stuck out jurheod st le. iis uniform was rogged at the
wrists snd cuffs but otherwise, hirk tuousht, it had stood the stroin
better thun the weerer hud; the cloth flupped loosely on the lieutenant's
skinny fr:nme.

3'darmeg sterted out the dour, sayin, "Your sickbay ic on level
seven, 1 presune."

"{es, but--" Kirk said, and stopped. Le could net very well tell
b'darmer to swvny out of sickb until he coculd get 3pock out of it.

3'darmeg paused out in the corridor and looked back at Yirk,
waiting for him to catech up. The corridor was empty, except for a dark-
skinned Terran female, who turned around and came toward S'darmeg. EKirk
smiled, recognizing Uhura, hoping to gratify her curiosity with a look at
the castaway who wes, after all, her discoverw, by loiterins in the
vicinity of the transporter.

fier quick sympathy brourht ner to a halt, exclaiming "Ch!" as she
saw the crutches. Then, reclizing it would be bad form to express pain
on his behalf, she sald instead, “What benutiful corving!"”

Yirk looked again and saw th-et the crufches had an intricate desipgn
of animals of many worlds twining around the stoves. The armpieces were
open jaws of two Berengarian dragons. "Lt. Uhura, communic-tions; lt.
S'darmeg, detached duty," he said, glad of a chonce to delay the journey
to sichbay.

"Commupications," S'darmeg repeated. "You are, then, my rescuer?"
he said gravely.

WThat's right," said Kirk. "You were lucky that one of our best
officers was at the communications board when we first came in ranpe of
your signal."

#So I had surmised when your acknowledgement came from such o
distance.” He looked at Uhura. "Your voice was...most welcome."

"I'n rlad to Lave been of service,"” Uhura said. ie was re:xlly
guite charming, she thought. "I can see you've had a time of it!"

"y time?" said 3'darmeg, hesit:ting at the idiom.

. "Interesting ond difficult experiences," she szid, as an approx-
imation. "Dr. McCoy should see to you," she went on.

N¥es," soid Nirk, giwing inte the inevitable. jelre on our way
there."

Spock locked up, and his eyes widened as tie trio entered. The
P5rst Cfficer had heard that they were going to pick up & Vulczn castaway,
but he huad not heard how lons the newcomer had been lost. The length of
S'dormeg's untrinred beord was not a precise measure, and it was even just
possible that S'darmeg had affected such an unfasnicnzble style before the
shipureck. Spock closed his eyes and re:ched inside, toward 3'darmeg's
aind.

niive lons and prosper, Commander," said S'darmeg, continuing
towards the examining table in the next room.

“May you nct live lonp ond prosper, Lieutenont," dpock answercd.

Kirk felt himself sagging inside. 5Spock could at least have held
off until the poor fellow had had a decent meal. (n the other hond,
3tdarmer had given the opening.

thura loocked at the three faces, and held her own fuce in a
professional impassivity. Her communications training had ¢iven her an
almost Vulcan control of her expression, when necded.

"I do not thank you, Commander,! said S'darmeg.

Kirk stared, but caught himself znd/forced his eycs away Irom
Stdarmeg. The lieutenant was not following the lines Lirk remembered.
Then, mercifully, they were around the cormer znd into the next rooam.
Before Kirk could even offer tec help, S'darmeg had pulled hiuself up onto
the examining table. He left his crutches leaning, precariously against
the side. Uhura canght them and carried them into a ccrmer. "You won't
be wanting these agoin, I hope," she said, '"unless yuu collect souvenirs.
Have you been to Berengaria, or did you see films of the dragonsz!t

S’darmeg tock o deep dreath, turned his head so that he could see
Uhura, ard said,""Both. I have been there, and I have seen the Lzawa
Tale of Beren.®

"That's a beautiful film, isn't it," she said, delighted that her
attempt at easing the myserious temsion was succeeding. "Did you..."

K¥irk left them znd went in search of McCoy. He found him in a
nearby lab watching test-tubes peacefully boiling. ™"Bones, get Spock
out of sickbay."

"Back to work, Jim? I don't think he-.-"

"Just.cut of sickiay," Pirk z-.id. "And fast."
".ell, I rues:, he'd be all rirht in his uarters, Iut wny?
"“"Lt. S'darmesr 1s on bourd, and he's going to need medicul attention.”
"Lur castaway? But--"

"He was down there since before the Affirmaticn."

"Ze,.. That sure tears it, doesn't it?" FNcCoy turned coff the
plates, cupped the tubes and shoved them away from the heat, tnen spun
around on one foot, heading off to sickbusy to disch :rre Spuck s the first
step in taking core of the new patient.

In the evening Kirk went to Upock'!s suarters.
Winter, Captuin," Gpock ansuered the buzzer.

Kirk ste:ped in wearily, and found .pock sitting up in bed and just
putting .side a viewer. Lirk wondered fleetingly if he should warn McCoy
to mzke sure that Spock didn't overwork himself with study now that he
was out from under direct supervision. ie cest cbout for an effective
opening, without expecting to find one. If Upock had understood that he
would come about 3'darneg, he no deubt already hud his own arguments
marshalled Still... "sSpock, if Vulcan continues to take pnrt in the

explorution of space, there will be more cases like this one. A synchronous,

universal ceremony is barely possible on ¢ single plinetary surface, but
tetween worlds! Your own father nissed tne Affirm.tion. You ne:rly
missed it yourself. If Vulcan does not do something to change the nature
of the ceremony, there will be ‘even more absentees next time, lost forever
to...to the traditiun. If you thould have a gon who roes into spuce...
Kataytikh...he m:y be one guch.”

Spock was silent, starinr at his cteepled {inrers a lonp time. At
len-tx he saig, "s5it down, Captain.”

Rirk shook his head.

“i5 you pleasc.” Spock lcoked up. "What you want is impossible.
Jim, if the lieutenant hud lost his vocul cherds in the crash, would you
let .im sing in a choiri

"1 would put nim up in a white rote ond let him hcld his mouth
open with the others," said Kirk titterly.

"Argument by 2nalogy is invulid, Coptain. You press the comparison
further tiun it will ro. owever... If tne lieutenant hud been deafened
in the crash and could nat tell if he was emitting sounds or net, would
you...® Spock hesitated, searching for a name to give.the humun the full
emotional weight. uld you put him in the chorus for the ‘Lde to Joy!'
in Beethoven's Hinth Jymphony?!

Kirk winced, despite himself. Unbidden, pealinpm chords of Freude!
Freude! sounded in his head. He shook it convulsively and sat down.
"Then where dwes he go, what does he do? You said your society does not
ostracize its members, but—-"

"He does what he did before. But he does not...participate.,.in the
meetings of the minds. And the ceremonials which are meaningless applied
to him are...not applied. It is fortunate for the lieutenant that he has
been trained as a scout.”

#Good night, Spock," said Kirk, leaving without waiting teo hear if
Spock made the response to that human ceremony of day's—end leavetaking.
He could nct shake Spock's logic, and he could not admit that, for the
moment, he loathed all that was Vulcan in Spock; surely such loathing
must be bigotry. He fell asleep, still trying to admit to prejudice and
still trying to find a hole in Spock's reasoning.

In the morning he went to visit S'darmeg in sickbay. His entrance
went un-noticed, however, for the young Vulcan already had a visitor.
Uhura was singing the songs from the Tale of Beren. KXirk sat down in a
chair in the corner to enjoy the performance himself. He observed with
relief that she was plsying a Berengarion dulcewires to accompany herself,
not a Vulecan harp. The thrumming of the soft arpeggios blended with hexr
clear voice.

S'darmey was listening intently, meanwhile spoonins the last of a
bowl of thick, red soup into his mouth. It locked vaguely familiar, but
Kirk, his nind running on Christine Chapels and plomik, did not identify
the stuff until 3'darmeg finished the bowl and lay back to listen more
comfortubly. It was Russian beet borscht. A gift from Chekov, presumably.
The junior officers did not know that S!'darmeg was still cut off from
home, in a sense, but they knew that he hed been by hinmself for months,
and symputhy for their Robinson Crusce (it was, after anll, a fate which
could befall any one of them) seemed to be provokinr attempts at an
acceptable expression of the feeling. The borscht and the music seemed
to be fairly successful.

St'darmeg shifted restlessly in between songs, apparently trying to
ease nis twisted leg, tut was silent otherwise. Kirk rlanced again at the
empty bowl and estinated that the Vulcan would have regained enough
strength to undergo operantions on Lis leg in less than a week.

Uhura came to the final chords and looked brightly to S'darmeg for
a reaction.

"Will you marry me?" he said.

"What?" she said, nstonished. Ffeeling sbsolutely sure that she had
misheard, she amended it. "I mear, I beg your pardon?"
5hy 2

Kirk sat stone-still, trying to figure out a way to remove himself
from a scene where he had no right to be and meanwhile hopinr to remain
unobserved.
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It took Uhur: © conple of seconds te fizure out why “"why." She
said, "I den't mean 1 zsk {er-iveness. I ...an, I didn’t quite hear you."
"Lill you mrirry met™ e s:id, in o somewhat louder voice.

“Ri ht now?" said Thura, feelin~ herself st 2 loss for words.
.f

"ot necessarily," said u'darme, "but within a year erhezps,
] s P P

rou . uid be wiliin7"

“3ut, S'darmer--" She stopped and tried te transl.te the under-
lying meanings. & foce came to her mind, She tried to dismiss the image,
because it interfered with her thinkinrs, but she could not shaoke it off.
Suddenly she recognized it: T'Pring, dark huir vivid against the red sky,
framed within the Enterprise's main viewscreen. "You are expectinp to
enter the pon farr then," she said.

A faint green color rose in 3'darmep's cheeks, showing through the
strons, yellow nifmentction. "That is correct," he suzid.

"But, my poor dear," she soid, causing a slightly shocked look to
come over s'darmeg's face, "don't you have a...an affianced bride?"

lie hesitated, weirhing the accuracy of the phrasc. "That is essen-
tially correct," he admittted. "But her mind will be closed to mine. The
odds are 62.34 against her accepting me in that state.¥

"That's close to an even chance,” Uhura began slowly.

"The union of bodies without a union of minds is opainst the
troditicns," he went on, not noticine the interruption, "and I myself am
unwillin- to allow her to accept me." i

"Rut why will her rind be closed?" Uhura asked in bewilderment.
"You're not a--" She stopped herself from finishing the sentence: half-
breed like .pock. Instead she said, "How can ycu be so sure that...thot...!

"I missed the affirmation," he said simply.

Uhura knew enough of the implicrtions to make no argument. She
sot in silence, going over the words she had heard the two Vulcans
exchange the night before. Jhat had been confusiny then was becoming
ziserably clear. '"(k, you poor dorlinr," she said, ond added, "If you're
goins to react to endc.rzents thot wey, you'll huve to iive up the idea
of marrying a hum n."

"I believe I can accustom myself to them, my..." He tried to
force himself to use a similor phrase in response, but, failinf, closed
his sentence, "...in time."

Uhura glanced at him sharply. "Youtve
not a year, Stdirmer. what's the hurry?

"In time," she repeated.
Jhy we?®

S'darmeg hesitated.
An unfletterinr thourht csme to her. "if you think one Z'erran is
just like encihier wnd yei ceould just as well tilie the first one you meete-—

you're uronc.t

"indeed," said s'darmeg.
tlLan yourself?"

".ould you recommend one more suitable

.e mede the -~uestion scund so matter-of-fact that she actually
took it seriously for ment, and tried te think of a rood rutch for
ain. Eis first thou ht was Carist’ne Jhavel. The unfortunate nurse's
love fo: wpeek ~i-~hi le d ler to take J'darme- as a substitute. ferd
seccnd thourkt wss that Jhristine we .2d probuily tell her she was wron:

L. sue thoi h cne Vulcan was just like another. ", hat do :ou think I am,
ra m e trokert I don't know what you need--I'm no telepstl, andg--"
She oroke off, struclk by 2 new obstacle to S'darmeg's clready improt.ble
ans. "I'm no telcpath," she repeated, more .~uletly. "This union of
nds ou $alk  T.out--%

“But I :xn o telepath.
straote..."

There need be no barrier.
a& recched cne hnnd towards ier forehead.

If 1 may demon-

She drew back hastil:. Mlo. hait."™ i{is tran~uility in reachins
out for the unknown--spccifically, herself--baffled her. "You should at
least wait till you ot to Inow me better, or check my service-record, or
scmething, but--t

"1 did check your service-record," he interrupted.

"Yiw @idot

"The first Lificer speaks highly of your ability to comrcunicate
witn, and understand, slien bedngs.”

“Yes, bute-t She holted, unable to continue the sentence. Gshe
had run out of arguments. She locked down at him znd smoothed his hair
once with her hand, then put hér hands in her lap #nd sat silent for a
long time. i

#51darmeg," she said at last, "I scarcely know you. I'm not ;oing
to make uny Xind of apreement now tying my life tc yours. But Itll
vromise you this: 1f you need someone when the fever comes, I will be
yours--for that time. I won't rromise to stay afterwards.'

"That is a pellution of the mating," he said fluatly.
"In Vulcan terms," she said.
"That is true," he said. Y“Your standurds are your own.!

She blinked and then stared at him, not used to such ready acceptance
of variation in standards. Suddenly she smiled at him. "You take that
very logically." ’

¥Phank you.!

"ot at all," she said wryly, and thought some more. Then she
t

said, "If Vulcan women are out of the question, and if you don't find.,.
human love, if you'll pardon the expression...youlre going to be forced
to choose between death and a purely physical mating. Let's hope that
doesn't hapren, and you find someone else--!" He raised one hand in a
ner,af.ive gesture, whether at the idez of engaging in the activity of
hoping or at the idea of finding someohe else she did not know, but she
hurried on. MIf the worst comes to worst--" She remembered to pause to
see if he understood the idiom, snd saw that he did. “—-I will be there."

"I thank thee."

She shivered suddenly, and tirned to look apzin into the long,
yellow face, expecting to see repugnance or stiff control hiding it, but
there was only z wuletness. S$he said softly, "If I come to love you, I
will be yours always--if you find ycu can accept love.!

He reached up again, not towards her forehead, but to her neck,
drew her heud down, and kissed her.

She knew at once thut he had only seen it in films. 5 lips were
stiff and shut, »nd it did not seem to occur to him that anything was
supposed to happen heyond the meetins of faces. Sae touched her tongue
softly to his 1 ps. she did not fecl them .ove, but she became aware of
a sensce of well-belnr and was puzzled to realize thot it was not her own.
Then she understood that it was a perception of his reaction to her riss.
She tried to hold her mind open to the feelin~, but in her attempt to
cencentrate on it, she drew away from his awkward iss, snd the link was
braken.

"Phee will teach me, and I thee," he soid.

She nodded, unable to speck, and left the rocr.

L'darmeg loy with his face turned up ts the ceiling and wrigrled
himself cecper into the warmth of the covers.

Kirk felt deeply ushamed of himself for having witnessed so much,
but, seein no way he could have wvoided it, he set nimself{ instead te
Ly ns wnst fe could do to repsir the blunder. He decided, after z
moment, that the best thing he could cdo was to behave as if ke hud seen
“ethin  and hope that neither Chura nor S'darzep wzuld see thkroush the
iretense. He wos not entirely sure that « 7ulrc-w wmale weuld ie upset by
an accidentul trespasss of his privacy, tut he w.s sure a Terran femnle
woculd be. ie rose, stepped silently to the door, stood still a minute to
arrange his face, and then said cordially, "Good morains, Lieuteatant.
How are you?®

"Betler, I tiank you, sir. Your Dr. Mbenga tells me that he thinks
a complete repair of the injured leg will be possible.™

Itm glad to hear it."

"I have a favor to ask of you, sir."

HYes?"

"The Menash operated out of Vnlecan Star bose and wus under crders
directly from Vulean. I wish to tramnsfer to scoutwork further out on the
Federation frontiers.”

"That would mean operatin out of one of the more distant bases,"
Kirk mused. "25, or 26, perhaps? (r would you prefer to join explorations
on a Starship such us the EZnterprise?® S'darmeg could probably arrange.
his course tc cross theirs fairly oftern, but it would be ezsier for him
to be with Uhura if they were both on the same ship.

Stdarmeg hesitated. "No," he said finally. "My training has been
for the scoutcraft, And I should not remain on your ship, sir, tecause I
am no longer a part of the traditicn, snd-- But you perhsps do not know
what that means to-~"

"I know something of it."

Stdarmep hesitated
I am, I imagine,

"Indeed? Ah, from the Commander. {f course.
again. '"There have been few like me in our past, sir.
the only Exile of the new Cycle."

Kirk started to tell him sbout Sarek, then stopped. The case did
not apply.

"In the pnst there has been no choice except to hold to what little
of the traditions remained open, or to live a hermit's life." Stdarmeg
closed his eyes and siirred restlessly for a mument before opening them
and going on again, no longer looking at Kirk. "I have considered this
problem carefully during the past momths. 1 think I may call myself
expert in it. There is now a better solution: to udopt the culture of
another pecple. The Commwunder will no doubt approve my soluticn and
agree that 1 must therefore be out of his society. .ill you inform him
cf my decision?"

"Yery well,”" saild Kirk. ie did not much like the commission, but
he supposed somecne would have to do it sooner or later. He went %o
Spock's quarters and found - his rirst Cfficer up snd playing chess with
the computer.

"Leave the traditions!Y Spock reneated, when Kirk had explained his
errand. ¥is vehemence st:rtled Kirk--and struck the human as being down-—
right unvulean. Kirk stooped and retrieved a pawn which Spock's involunm-
tary gesture hzd brushed off the topmost boord.

"He thourht you would approve,” Kirk said, replacing the piece.

nHe is in error," said Spock, as if thut wis a serious crime. "It
is true thi.t he is shut out from a lorge part of our culture, but it is
his cultusre zll the scme, the society in which he grew up. I do not see
how he can hope to find greater peace elsewhere. What does he want?--
the uncontrolled pzssions of Terrans, the viclence of Andorians, the-

Wspock!?
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spock stupped znd looked surprised at the Cuptain's horrified
expression. '".hat is it, Jim?"

‘idhat makes ycu so d.mn gure Vulc.n culture is better thin tae
others? Haven't you heard something about infinite diversity «nd--"

"1 am sure it is better for thk.se vwho have been recred in it,"
Spock interrupted.

“And better for somecne who wesn't reared in it, such as your--"

"Be quiet." Spock's voice wos soft, but the chill in the contemp-
tuous tone stopped Kirk momentarily.

_ "Don't give me orders, Mister," Kirk ssid at last, matchinp Spock's
cold intensity. "I give the orders on board this ship. 1f you don't
like it, go home to Vulcan, where you seem to think you belong."

Spock shuddered and turned awsy from him, staring at the flickering
of the dork red flame in his firepot. "I don't belong there--entirely,"
he szid. "I chose a middle way."

"But, naturally, S'dermeg isn't allowed to do that."

"Hy wuy wonld not help him," said Spock. !e did not turn to look
at the captain, but remained nx he was, as if addressing the 1ittle
statue which held the firepot. I live among aliens as a Vulcan. I...I
don't find it easy, Jim, and I'm within the traditions. I don't see how
he could mcpage it from outside,"

"1)ay he not live long and prosper!,” Kirk murmered. "I don't
suppoue he would, either, if you forced him to go on receiveng that
communication. Eow lony do Exiles live on the average, =znywey?"

Spock was silent.
Kirk siphed and left the room to tronsmit to Star rfleet Command

Lt. S'darmeg's renuest for a transfer of operations~base from Vulcan
to Star Base 26.

SPOCK: GUARDIAN OF THE TRADITION, contd. from page 29

Let us pause here to trace the four steps in Vulcan maturation.
First comes the physical maturity that corresponds roughly to human
puberty, As with humans this occurs somewhere in the teens--certain
individuals may undergo this process as early as ten years of age, while
others may not reach this point until sixteen or seventeen. However,
in the Vulcan male puberty does not complete the process of preparing for
parenthood. This completion occurs at first Pon Farr, which is step
#3% in maturation.

Between puberty and first Pon:Farr comes & step which does not
have any true analog in human experience.(- It is an acute crisis in
the maturation of the personality as opposed to physical maturation. It
generally occurs between 25 and 30 years of age and it is heralded by an
abrupt change in behavior. We observed this in Spock as the difference
in him between the time he rescued Christopher Pike from the Taloslans
and the present lay.

The fourth and final step in Vulcan maturation is participation in
the Affirmation of the Contguity. For 3pock, this occurred after the
end of the "Third Season'. Thus it is that Spock of Kraith II and
onward is a vastly different, yet hauntingly similar, person compared io
the Spock of the first three seasons.

-~

Cne informative way of tracing the evolution of Spock's personality
is through the stages of his "love life." It is known that Spock's
charisma has attracted human females constantly and it may be assumed
that this was true at the Academy as well. At first, the eighteen year
0ld Plebe was, no doubt, quite bewildered by the phenomenon since Vulcan
women don't express such preferences. But he learned to live with it in
spite of the Vulcan sense 31‘ responsibility he felt toward any female
who became so attracted.(?

We may assume that before "This Side of Paradise®, Spock was
absolutely immoveable by any female. However, the Malien Virus" which
, had disturbed his metabolism so profoundly in"Naked Time" had left him
in & sensitive state so that the effect of the spores on a body ripe
for first Pop Farr was strong enough to actually precipitate the onset
of the drive-—an onset which might never have occurred had it not been
for his choice of career as one which would expose him to many alien
influences.

As ‘is well known(9), Spock's first Pon Farr was somewhat atypical
in that it ended neither in marriage or death. The Kraith series is :
founded on several assumptions about the nature of the Pon Farr and
consequently the peculiar condition Spock found himself in after MAmok
Time."(10) "In hrief, it is postulated that the Pon Farr could not be
properly terminated by the shock of "killing" Kirk...yet it had subsided
to a level so low as to preclude any possibility of a normal termination
(which is, of caurse, the reason he released TtPring,) It is_further
postulated that this'is rare but not unknown among Vulcans, (11,12)

Episodés aired subseguent to "Amok Time! give eloguent testimony
supporting these postulates. In particular, the often quoted "degen-
eration or "humanization® of Spock during the Third Season is attributed
in Kraith to the systemic tension of the un-hroken Pon Farr acting to
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produce an affect which looked to human eyes like "emotion" but which

is in fact nothing of the sort. After "imok Time" Spock was left in a
state of acute sensitivity of femininity and in fact was profoundly
disturbed by A) the Romulan commander of "Enterprise Incident" and B)
Zarabeth of MAll Cur Yesterdays." And he actually appeared to be flirting
in "Cloud Kinders.m(13)

Such 2 condition is anomolous in Vulcan society since an unmated
male might become attracted to another male's wife, resulting in a duel
to the death because access tu his woman is literally a life-or-death
matter to a Vulcon.(5) Thus we may sssume that 3pock was under rressure
from the Vulcan authorities (T'Pau in particular) to take a mate, and in
fact it is this assumption which is used in Kraith to explain the strangely
un-Spockian Spock of the Third Season.

VWhile he was yet rational enough, Spock chose T'Aniyeh(l") as the
logical condidate and sent her his proposiiion. But. she wrote back
putting hkim off with neither a "yes'nor a no." Adding this frustration
to the state of tension creates a deeper understanding of Third Season.
Spock.

The other factor operating through Second Season and into Third
Season which accounts for 3pock's chance of behavior between "Galileo
Seven" on the one hand, and "Gamesters of Zrigkelion” and "Tholian Web!
on the other (the latter two being instances where Spock commands the
human crew with considersble skill whereas in the former he was ridicu-
lously inept for a First Cfficer) is the process of learning about
humans "in the field."

When he went to the academy, Spock had only a very distorted grasp
of what it means to be human. In First Season he was still using phrases
like "Une of your human emotions." st Second Season that became "I still
don't understand human obsession,“(l5 and in Third Season, "Cnly such
as are inevitable where humans are concerned" and "Forget it, Bones."{16)
Ye see right before our eyes the growing realization that though humans
lack a unified tradition and a Racial Memory they do have certain charac-—
teristics which serve the race well enough.

So, first Spock recognizes in himself a need for something he
doesn't know is non-existent; then he discovers that humanity does indeed
have a set of Qualities which can serve as a Tradition if he can only
systematize them in some logical fashion.

It is this first -ttempt at understandiag that accounts for his
exceptionally Luman belavior under Captain Pike. It is only after his
maturation crisis tuat opock realizes he must stand within the Yulean
Tradition or face disintegration of personality. 1?7} 7Thus, drawing upon
the strength of Tsaichrani, Spock sets about his second (and ultimately
successful) attempt at absorbing the human analog of the Vulcan Tradition.

This theory accbunts for Spock's dreadfully unbelievable inep-
titude in "Galileo Seven." HKe was, in effect, starting over from scratch
in his attempt to grasp the essence of humanity. He had discarded his
older date as having been gathered under fallacious assumptions and was
taking a long, hard lock at ALL the basic assumptions of the Philosophy.

This process, no doubt, occupied him for several years, giving rise to
Kirk's comment in "Amok Time"-~""Thnt just sounds like Spock in one of
his contemplative moods." It also accounts for the fact that about
sceventeen or eighteen years after entering the icademy Spock was still
in the oddly un-developed state of "Oh, one of your human emotiona."
It is unbelievable that such an intelligent person could live among
humans for so long, behave as he did under Pike, and yebt not at least
recognize without comment all the human emotion-words, if not the concepts
behind them. The only logical explanation this author can concoct is
;hat he had scrapped all previous data and was starting a new study of
wnans.

If we assume that Spock's maturation crisis occurred just before
Kirk took command of the Enterprise, we then get a very revealing picture
of the Kirk/Spock relationship. At first, Kirk would be occupied with
establishing a "Command Image" in the eyes of his human crew and with the
myriad details of running the ship. He'd probably never warked so
closely with a Vulcan before and those he had worked with had been pure-
bloods who kept to themselves. Since Spock would perform his duties and
run his department flawlessly, while spending all his off-duty time alone
in his quarters, Kirk would have assumed Spock was the typical Vulcan
and (since he didn't have to establish a "Command Image" in the eyes of
a Vulcan to evince high performance, loyalty, obedience, and confidence}
Kirk would have left him ulone.

After a few months, when he'd finally settled into command of the
Enterprise, Kirk's friendship with licCoy and the other crewnmembers who
had known the old Spock would have brought Kirk to the realization that
his First Ufficer wes behaving anomolously. Attracted by curiosity as
well as a sense of duty, Kirk would have tried to strike up s deeper
acquaintence, Kirk's first impression of Spock would have been of &
Vulcan who had never known any humans before. Xnowing that, as a half-
human, Spock needed an understanding of humanity, Kirk would have set
himself the task of "educating" Spock while dismissing the stories he'd
heard about the previous Spock's personality.

It is postulated in Kraith that Vulcans have absolutely selectiwe
memories-—they can forget as perfectly as they can remember. In beginnimg
the new expsriment, Spock mirht have placed 21l previous knowledge of
humanity under 2 block so that he would not have access to.it until some
trigger released it.

Under Kirk's tutelage and McCoy's needling, Spock grew to be the
peraon we have come to know and ncnor. The pressures of the events of
the Kraith series continue to force the growth of ipock's maturing person—
ality along lines which reveal his fundamental differences from both
humans and Vulcans. The Kraith series can be thought of as the chromicles
of:

A) Spock's search for a permanent mate

B) the stages of Vulcan maturity

€) the effect of humans on Spock

D) the effect of Vulcans on Spock

E) the effect of Spock on Vulcans, bumans, and
the Federation as a whole

F) the impact of the great sweeping forces of

continued on pagt/!\l“?



Won't You Walk A Little Faster

or

TANYA’
ARGUMENT

- Hikchikerah, a water-world colonized by algae~farmers twenty
years ago, had only recently been found to have intelligent, aquatic
O r l S e e e life-forms. Star Fleet had sent her and the---she thought---abomin-
able Lieutenant Ostrov to make rather belated official contact with
the natives.

Suddenly, a clammy snout poked her between the breasts, hard.
The human part of her mind screamed, "“Shark!" and the Vulcan part
severely eyebrowed the giggling and snorting Hoopah, Speaker of the
Ninth Herd.

"My people make not the long farewell mournfully, Tanya,"
Hoopah said in the Hikchikeran chuckle-talk, that she had learned.

. . .. . "We can be serious, though," Tanya answered sternly.
(Editors' note: This is one of the stories that was Clutching Hoopah's dorsal fin, she allowed him to pull her through
written by a Kraith Critic in refutation of the Kraith the water, looking, had she but known it, much like the naiads of

ideas. careful readers will note the discrepancies her Greek heritage. "I may come back, you know. I've enjoyed
between Doris's decriptions and Jacqueline's. 1In our working with your people."

opinion this in no way detracts from the validity of

Doris's statement.) Hoopah swam thoughtfully for a time. "Don't you enjoy work-

ing with your own people?"

“Sergei, " Lieutenant Tanya Minos called out, “Mind the Panya stiffened. “Serious doesn't necessarily mean personal!?
controls for awhile. I want to take a last swim with Hoopah." She relented, and asked rather wistfully, “"Which people do you mean,

. Vulcans or humans?"
Footsteps apprecached the deck of the tiny Star Fleet water-

ship, Holluschickie, "Panya, call me Lieutenant Ostrov if you must, ’ "Either, " Hoopah chattered. "You tell me you've been with
but not Ethat stupid, ersatz-Vulcan name. We're both human, even if Medusans, Hortas, now us. Why stay away f£rom people like yourself?"
you pretend you're not." Her ethnology partner appeared in the door- R

way, and his blonde, bovine face datkened. "If you're not going to "My work..." Tanya muttered inarticulately. Abruptly, she
use it," Sergei Ostrov said thickly, “"then don't flaunt it." flung her long black hair.back, and, pointing to a clump of seaweed

.. in the distance, challenged, "Race you to the kelp!”
Tanya was casually sliding tanned Grecian legs into a bikini

bottom, a scarlet scrap incongruously ornamented with a communications Hoopah won, of course, by more than a hundred meters.
insignia. “You humans attach an inordinate importance to the sight of
bare flesh. I, however, was raised on Vule..." Tanya broke off in
sudden horror, as Ostrov, totally unexpectedly, kissed her roughly. The mission was done, the ethnology partnership disbanded.
Lieutenant Ostrov had brought Tanya by hydrofoil to the little plastic-
“We've been boxed together in this damn houseboat six months," spired floatcity that was the human capital of Hikchikerah, and he
the young Russian shouted. "Try for a little compassion, Iron Maiden, had insisted on buying her a good-bye drink.

if you haven't got a heark."
"It would have heen different if I thought you really belonged
Tanya broke away, blushing furiously, “For this vou could with the Vulecans,® Sergei was saying. He'd apologized on the 'foil
be~-—-" for his behavior, promised not to bring up the subject again, and
was still arguing it.
"——~ courtmarshalled? Yes, but not an officer in the Fleet

would convict me." Ostrov glared, "You were asking for it!)" wThe vulcan way is superior, its logic and controls bene-
' ficial." Tanya felt a desperate urge to explain herself to Lieutenant
Indignant at the accusation, Lieutenant Minos stalked away. Ostrov, so they could at least part on a basis of amity and understanding.
Flinging herself off the side of thé boat in a somewhat sloppy dive, "You're being ethnocentric. I do not follow your patterns, therefore,
she swam off in search of her friend Hoopah, the Delphinoid Hikechikeran. I cannot be happy. Correct?*
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The young Russian shook his taurine hecad. He was determined,
if not brilliant, Tanya had learned, and would rag an idea to death.
“Don't you ever regret giving up your birthright, Tatyana?"

Tanya locked axound the jerry-built bar at the farmers and
their girls, at Fleet personnel and bizarrely clothed traders. She
had never truely believed that humans could be as happy as they
professed. But there was much laughter in this cheap place, while
she could only return a curiously somber expression to her colleague.

"Does anyone on Vulean .love you? Is there any Vulcan you
love?" Sergei asked.

She didn't want to explain the nuances of her relationship
with her foster-parents. There was no way of knowing if he could
consider them kind and loving, or arbitrary and alien. And she did
not want to hear his doubt about them. "I'm going to marry a Vulcan,"
Tanya said impulsively. Hexr companion waited impassively to hear
more.

"He's a Kaytaytikh---a distinguished scientist---from one
of Vulean's first families." She added maliciously, "Also First
Officer of the USS Enterprise.”

"R.H.I.P." Sergei whistled ruefully. "All that and he loves
you, too?"

‘W@y, Tanya wondered silently, had she told Sergei that,
before giving Spock her formal consent? Before, even, she was sure
she wanted to.

"An engaged woman's safe from me," Sergei said gently, perhaps
mistaking her silence for distaste. “"Proshchay, Little One. I won't
bother you any more."

“Proshchay?"

“It's Russian,” he smiled. "It means 'forgive me'-—-and
good-bye for a good long time."

She watched Sergei leave. At the door he was accosted by
a red-headed Fleet nurse, and they walked out together. Tanya felt
moisture in her eyes and realized, unpleasantly, that she was going
to cry. There was a stickiness in her palm---blood. Her cocktail
glass had been gripped until it broke.

Hurrying to her quarters, Tanya remembered the Fleet Surgeon's
appraisal when she'd confessed her crying jags. "Psychoneurotic
symptoms. Do something about them."

"But I have," Tanya told herself wordlessly. "I follow the
Way. Vulcan raised me to be sane.”

Tanya sniffed, wiped her face, and concentrated on mental
control. It was the shock, she thought, of loosing so much at once---
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galactic history om an individual and the

value of strong interpersonal relationships

in supporting an individual who must face

such forces.
But most of all, Kraith is the chronicle of the maturation of Speck's
character.

FCGTNGTES

1. ¥Spock" ia an ancient snd revered name which was cffered Amanda and
Sarek for their son as a form of acceptance of their marriage. It
had been used centuries before by the product of a very daring
mixed marriage involving disparate cultural traditions and that
child had grown up to leave a laudable mark on both societies.

2. Kraith's Vulcsn languages are discussed in Vulcan Sememics, in
IMPULSE 5 and 6.

3. For a full explanation of this hereditary designaticn see Kraith
I,II,11I,IV, in T-NEGATIVE 38,10, 12, 13, 16, 17. See also note
10 below.

4, <Except insofar as human puberty is accompanied by emotional upheavels.

Evidence supporting this four-stage theory may be drewn {rom the
fact that Spock was immune to the plague in "Miri" (First Season).

It might have been his green blood that wouldn't support the microbes;

But considering his naive phrasing in asking HcCoy about the process
of puberty in humans, and considering that "Amok Time" occurred
AFTER "Miri', his immunity might be attributed to a lack of complete
physical maturity. j

5. Kraith I, Spock's Affirmation, im T-NEGATIVE 8.

6. "This Side of Paradise.”

7. "This Side of Paradise"--the final scene where Spock insists geantly
that as much as he may regret it, he has no feelings to give. He

has none to give because his whole mind and body are bound inextric-
ably to T'Pring.

her assingment, her colleague, a chance at a life as tantalizing as
repelling, someone she really did care about... and who cared about
her. The unfortunate coincidence was that all these things centered
around Sergei.

Perhaps her late contact with the uninhibited Hikchikerans
brought the idea into her head with such irresistable force. Instead
of controlling the the problem internally, why not solve it externally?
Before she lost momentum, Tanya dialed Sergei's I.D. number on her
room's visiscreen.

His face swam into view against the backdrop of his room.
Tanya felt rather faint---the red-haired nurse was with him---not
undressed yet, but probably in the mood. 1In an extremely small
voice, Tanya said, "You invited me... to see the city..."

His eyes seemed warm but cautious. "Sure... we can see the
sights with Gloria."

“No:!" Tanya said sharply. "Come to my quarters right' away...
alone... T want to talk to you." She flicked off the screen, alarmed
by her own vehemence, before he could answer.

"she shan't have him---I won't let her!®” An icy lump formed
in her throat. This, then, was jealousy. Miserably, Tanya considered
her situation. She knew nothing about human males; Gloria could
easily out-maneuver her. And there were any number of other females.

Sergei would come to see what she wanted, and she would have
nothing to say, unless....

Tanya ransacked her closet for clothing that looked--- she
searched for the word---sexy. Fleet uniforms---vulecan tunics---Fleet
uniforms. She slept nude so there were no nightgowns. Giving up,
Tanya hoped that it would not be necessary to ackt very seductive.

“this is not lawful for a Vulcan female," her foster-father's
iecy logical voice seemed to warn. Tanya ignored the admonition, and
tried not to think of the contraceptive injection she'd refused to
take.

“I'll try to give Sergei what he wants," Tanya thought
humbly. "It is what you want,” The Vulcan voice said in condemnation.
She giggled nervously. Perhaps in assent.

8. It has been osrgued that the reason spock did not re-uest leave in
time to get home before the Pon Farr is that, due to his human
genes, the onset was much quicker than ncrasl or unexpectedly early.
It might also be true that it is a common Vulcan characteristic to
deny the loss cf control which accompanies Pon Farr since first Pon
Farr is thc first experience of the repugnant effect. However, I
don't recuall ever seeing the suppestien thut the one-two combination
punch of the virus and the spores mijht have been the cause on an
styplcally rapid onset. The most reasonable explanation is
provably some combination of these.

9. YAmol: Time."
10. 1In Defense of T'Yuzeti, in BABZL 3.

1l. In fact, an incomplete termination of Pon Farr due to any of a
number of ceauses such as the attempted use of some contraceptive
measure usually results in a long, linrsering and particularly
terrifying death. Spock was fortunate that he wus le ft well below
this threshold. This is the reason that the pacifist life~worshipping
Vulcans permit the praciice of duel-to-the-death. Eetter to die
cleanly than in unnatural agony.

12. 'For a sketch of the evoluticn of the Pen farr froum a mere rut cycle
into tiie do-or-die drive whick seems incongruous in an intelligent
species, see The Evoluiion of the Yulcan Primate, in LABEL 2.

13. It must be assumed that all during Third Season, JSpock remained
un-mated since otherwise he would not have been vulnerable.

14, Xraith II, Spock's Mission, in T-NEGATIVE 10.
15. "Cbsession.”
16. "Tholian Web.!

17. The nature of the bond between Spock and Pike was nmever fully
revealed on the air, but Kraith'attributes the unusual (even for a
Vulcan) sense of obligation that Spock had for Pike to the fact
that it was’ Pike who stood in loco parentis during Spock's person—
ality crisis. At the time Spock underwent this crisis, he was
unwelcome in his home and un-trusted by his father's closest
relatives. The only Vnlcan who understood him, his grandfather
Suvil, had died the year before he entered the Academy. During the
crisis, the Vulcan had a truly desperate need for the support of a
fully mature personality. Pike assumed this role for Spock.
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Kraith 11

acqueline Lichtenberg

X Chief Surgeon Leonard McCoy looked up from his desk as
his office door swished open to frame the neatly poised young
lady. She marghed in with a springy grace that told McCoy of
leg muscles still accustomed to a stronger gravity.

"Lieutenant Tanya Minos reporting for physical, Doctor."

2 long ¥§$g¥"beamed genially, "Welcome aboard, Tanya. It's been
"One year, two months and thirteen days, Sir."
"You don't have to 'sir" me. We're old friends."
"I wouldn't put it that way. . .Doctor."
"You're as bad as Spock!"
"Thank yPu."
MeCoy studied the attractive pixie of a girl. Her skin

had. a smooth, healthy glow, unharmed by the fierce Vulcan weather.
The glossyf black hair was short, framing her classical Greek
featu;es with unflattering severity. The scarlet uniform suited
he; air of burning vitality under tight control. If she'd been
raised by humans, she'd have been a vivacious extrovert. He'd have
to watch her psych profile very closely.

A He £iled the observation for future reference and rose, "Step
right this way, I've got everything ready for you."

"I'm soxry to have kept you waiting, but the Yorktown
had to answer a distress call on the way and I had no recourse but. ."
"Nevermind. I had nothing else to do but wait. You
won't believe this, but since we moved into the new Enterprise...
well, nothing ever happens anymore."

McCoy took a clipboard and activated his wall computer
input, "Just lie down right here, Lieutenant, and we'll have this
over inside half an hour." He went on taking readings and making
notations on his checklist. "We've had her for six months now, and
all we've done is beat back and forth on patrol. Except for drills,
we haven't even fired the main phasers. Not that I'm complaining,
mind you..."

He became lost in his work and a few minutes later, he tilted
the bed down so she could step off. It squeaked. He said, "You see
what I mean? Pinches like a new shoe. The beds sgueak, there're
no acid burns on the work benches . . » and if I didn't know
bettexr, I'd say there was still the smell of shipyard in the air..."
as if you could still find little piles of cuttings in the corners."

As he talked he led her through the routine, recoxding
responses and measurements until, finally, he took an instrument like
an airhypo, and began to insert the subcutaneous contraceptive pellet,
"Left arm please..."

"No, Doctor.
subsection Q."

General Regulations, Section D, paragraph 14,
McCoy didn't hear the door open behind him.

Blankly, the Doctor asked, "Which one is that?"
"The section pertaining to non-human females."
"But you're humanti"

"Physically, yes, But I hold Vulcan citizenship."

"I don't see that that matters. It doesn't make you a Vulcan
female. And as an unmarried crewmember, you're required...”
"No, I am not required, Doctor. This is an area of extreme
sensitivity in all cultures and Starfleet recognizes that range
of variation. The culture to which I belong finds such measures
unacceptable."

Spock stepped forward allowing the door to close behind him,
"“She is within her rights, Doctor." *

McCoy turned openmouthed. Then he looked from one to the
other. Two spacelawyers were two too many for him so he conceded
with bad grace and laid the applicator aside, "It will go into my
log and the Captain will undoubtedly see it and have my head.”

"I don't think so, Doctor." Spock handed Tanya a tape
cartridge, "The Regulation is quite explicit in citing citizens
of Vulcan among the exemptions."

Tanya turned the cartridge over. "What's this?"
"Mail," answered Spock, %The Stovam Réport."
“Oh.

Finally. I thought I'd never get a copy."

"I monitored it as it came in. It appears to be a

powerful indictment."
"I'll have to read it very carefully."

"Yes,” said Spock, "We're already more than seven weeks
behind." ’

She turned to McCoy, "If you're through with me,
Doctor. . .2?"

"Oh, yes. You can go."

The two left together and as McCoy glumly requested a
readout of Subsection Q from the computer, he vowed he'd choke
before he'd ask what-the-hell the Stovam Report was.

As they paced along the bright corridor, tall Valcan and
short humas., Spock said in Low Vulcan, "Perhaps by now you have
reconsidered your position?"

"With respect to?" She answered in the same idiom.
"Me,

"I have reconsidered and come to the same conclusion."

"And I still disagree.
in greater depth.

We must find time to argue the
matter

She half turned to search the set of his face and gauge
his carriage and general demeanor. Even his voice-pitch and
accent underwent critical analysis before she said positively,
"There's certainly no hurry and I should think the Stovan Report
would have the highest priority."

"It does, I cannot allow T'Uriamne to remain unopposed
now that Stovam has returned this indictment."

T'Aniyeh stifled a gasp.

As they reached the turbolift, Spock said in his deepest,
gravest tone, "There will be a battle such as Vulcan hasn't seen
for two thousand years. Your presence is a potential distraction.
Therefore, precise definition of our relationship attains an
equal priority with the Stovam Report. Think about it, T'Aniyeh.
We will discuss it again."

The doors cpened and she took the 1ift as Spock continued
along the corridor. In the privacy of the elevator, she buried
her face in her hands for a few seconds then shook herself, took
a deep breath and said, "Bridge." -

By the time the main computer had shunted the car this way
and that and they up and opened the doors on the bridge, she had
regained her surface composure, She marched to the command chair
smartly and presented herself to the Captain.

Kirk turned a warm smile to her, "Welcome aboard,
Lieutenant. I-A's loss is our gain."

“"oh, they didn't let me go, Sir. They just thought a
few years starship experience would make me a better officer. And
after Thilien requested leave, there was nothing special I could
do." .

Kirk nodded, "Well, Tanya, I think you'll find we have an
unusually well staffed Linguistic Section.! The 1ift doors
screeched open and Kirk winced, "Linguistics is part of the
Science Officer's Department, so you'll be working under Mr.
Spock." Turning to see who had entered, Kirk called, “Spock,"
waited for the Vulean to approach and continued, "Would you
show Miss Minos around Linguistics, introduce her to Lieutenant
Deeman, and see that she gets settled.”

Chekov had just been relieved and was poised neax the
group eyeing the girl who bore the Russian name. She was
shorter than he and, to the Russian's eyes, held something of the
dark mystery of the Gypsy. He sSaid, “If you're busy, Sir, I'ad
be glad to show the Lieutenant around.”

Spock turned, "That won't be necessary, Mr. Chekov. I°1l
see to the details."

them went to the
figure from various
as they passed

a flood of back

"Yes, Sir." Chekov said as the three of
1ift, Chekov contriving to observe Tanya's trim
angles. Sulu gave the Russian a knowing glance
behind Uhura who was laboring over her board as
mail was finally catching up to the Enterprise.

and set them
while Chekov

Spock tock his place by the wall control
on course for Linguistics via Chekov's quarters
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managed to turn Tanya away from Spock. As the doors close&, the
Vulcan heard Kirk's voice, "Maintainance."

Chekov said, "Have you ever served on a Starship before?”
T'Aniyeh answered distractedly, "No."

. "I'm sure you're going to like the Enterprise. I'll
introduce you around. There's going to be a little get-together
in Rec. Room four tonight. I could,:." /
"No, thank you, Mr. Chekov. I have other things to do."
"Sure.

I understand. First day and everything.
another time.

Perhaps
There's always something going on."

"No, Mr. Chekov. 1I'm always busy."
As Chekov considered this, the doors whined open and he
oxited, still considering.

When they were alone, Spock said, "The diversions available
aboard the Enterprise are limited, but you might benefit by exploring
them. Mr. Chekov knows them all quite well. I suggest you accept
his offer the next time he asks."”

"He'll ask again?"

Spock assented with one eyebrow.
"Strange people, aren't they?"
"Indeed."

The days passed swiftly for T'Aniyeh as she learned the
computerized maize of the Enterprise's Linguistic Laboratory, did
her daily stint in a gym cubby adjusted to Vulecan conditions, and
buried herself in the Stovam Report.

She adopted the habit of taking the Report and her lunch
to the gym where she worked through a vigorous exercise routine.
Afterwards, she would sit cross legged on the floor and eat while
staring at the viewer, and allowing her muscles to cool before
subjecting herself to the thermal shock of ship's normal
terperatures. She avoided the showers, preferring to cleanse herself
with Vulcan oils and powders.

Then, one day as she finished reading the last part of
the Report over her lunch, the gmn's intercom whistled and paged her
to the Captain s Quarters. Puzzled, she acknowledged, left her
things in a corner and went dlrectly there.

As she arrived, the door opened revealing McCoy, "dh
finally, Tanya, come lnﬂ

“Yes, Tanya," said Kirk, "Come in." He snapped off his
viewer and rose from the desk, "Now tell me, what's this about
regulations you were gquoting at Dr. McCoy?"

She blinked, bewildered.
K, paragraph 14, subsectionéQ.

Then she remembered, "Section

It is applicable, Sir."

“I'm sure it is...té the letter...butr'm wondariné if you
really want to invoke it2" |

"I am guite certain, Sir."

"You realize that if...anything happens...it will
effectively end your career on Starships? 2And for the active
branch of the IA?"

"I am a responsible adult citizen of Vulcan." She
answered with the starchy crackle of a plebe answering an
upperclassman.

"I realize that. However, you've been seen around the
ship with Mr. Chekov," Kirk searched for delicate words, “and
I'm wondering if you've had a sufficiently broad grounding in...
well, human behavior patterns..."

Impersonal coolness chilled her voice, "I find the habits
of the human male..: alien.”

McCoy doubted that was a healthy attitude and was about
to say so when the door chlmed and Kirk said, "Come."

Spock entered, looked about, "I'm sorry, Captain, I
didn't realize you had..."

“Quite all right Mr. Spock. Perhaps you can help."

McCoy opened his mouth but T'Aniyeh interposed, "The
issue is closed, Sir, unless you'd care to take it up with the
admiralty.”

"I don't think that will be necessary," said Kirk, "It's
your career, I'll let Spock txy to talk some sense into you."
"about what." asked Spock.

McCoy said, "This Subsection Q business.
her side."

Jim, Spock's on

"Oh. . Well, as I said, Lieutenant, it's your career and

your decision. But I strongly recommend that you reconsider.
After all, i1t's an absolutely harmless and temporary measure,"
To Spock he said, "What can I do for you?"

Spock approached the desk holding out a clipboard for
Kirk's signature, "I need your authorization to tie up this much
of our communication potential for private purposes.”

Kirk read the form then looked up at the First Officer,
"What do you want to do, send facsimile?"

"Yes, Sir."
"Whatever for?"

"I've listed the purpose as outgoan mail." He indicated
the clipboard.

"Mail is usually sent by coded computer-squirt; why would
you want to send fax?"

"Qur computers are not programmed to encode High Vulcan
Graphics in such a manner that the Vulcan Space Central Complex °
could decode reliably enough for my purposes. It would take me
three weeks to set up the necessary programs and that would
require scrapping several existing programs. In addition, there is
a certain urgency attached to the matPrLal 1 wish to send. Such a
delay would be unacceptable.”

Kirk examined the lighted cliphoard carefully then looked
up again, "This is a very unusualy request, Mr., Spock. 1I'll
have to log a more precise reason than 'persounal mail'. what is
it that's so urgent?"

"I'm engaged in an important argument, Captain, and
since we are weeks from Vulcan and headed away, 1'm already far
behind."

"What kind of an argument?" XKirk was intrigued. Spock
rarely sent or received personal mail,

T'Aniyeh was watching Spock carefully. McCoy observed
T*Aniyeh from an inconspicous post near the door.

Spock said, "1 find that I must take excepticon to some
sections of the Stovam Report."

"Stovam Report?"

“"Certainly you've heard of it, Sirz" éaid T'Aniyeﬂ. e

"No. I don't recall..."

T'aniyeh said, “The Vulcan Commission that investigaged the
theft of the Kraith, Captain.”

Kirk said, "They've published a report?"

“Yes, Sir," said Spock. "Nine weeks ago. We received
our copies’ seven weeks later. 1I've not yet received any publications
discussing Stovam's findings, but I'm certain there are many
extant. I wish to put my views on record before the gquestion is
called." .

McCoy said, "And what did Stovam find?"

Spock turned to eye the Doctor and then back to Xirk who
was radiating curiosity. He summoned patience and yielded to the
inevitable, "Stovam concludes that the Federation was guilty of
criminal negligence in failing to protect the Kraith in accord with
it's value. He asserts that the cause of this negligence is inherent
in the structure of the Federation and cites humanity as the specific
source of the difficulty. He claims that subsequent to the event,
no changes were made that would in any way gquard against a future
occurence of a similar nature."

Stunned, Kirk said, "Why that's not true! Security has
been tightened all over, Our own mission put a stop to leaks
within our Starbases. Personnel are now screened even more
thoroughly and a General Order was issued regarding,.."

"Yes, Sir." Spock interrupted, "But all that is
irrevelant. That partxcular type of negligence has been corrected,
security increased and warning’ *issued regarding non-human artifacts.
But the psychology of humans hasn't been changed. The attitude
which generated the negligence is untouched and most humans aren't
even aware that it exists. It's all around us, all the time,
Captain. For example,” he again turned to eye McCoy, "the
Doctor's attltude tcward T'Aniyeh's choice to invoke subsection Q."

He turned back to Kirk, "And your own attitude towaxd her
decision. Both reflect an 1nab1lity to respect the values of
others and a tendency to judge others by your own personal
standards. It was this trait which led the Security team in charge
of the Kraith to treat it merely as a priceless antigue."

“Then," said Kirk, "you agree with Stovam?"”

"I agree with his observations, but I disagree with his
conclusions. I am well enough informed to guess who will agree
with him and to construct their argument lines. Therefore, I've
prepared a refutation of the arguments which are, no doubt, currently
circulating in favor of Stovam's conclusion.”

"Which is...?" prompted Kirk.
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McCoy saw those huge, Vulcan lungs fill with air aand put
in, "driefly...2?"

spock deflated, considered then spoke gravely,'"nis
position cannot be stated in a foew English wordsf but it leads
inescapably to the conclusion that Vulecan must withdraw from the
Federation."

Kirk and McCoy paused, washed in shock,.tingling in
disbelief. Finally, Kirk shook his head in bewilderment, "But
that's illogicall”

"on the contrary, Captain. Stovam's logic is
irreproachable."”

“What!?" exclaimed McCoy, "1 thought you just said you
disagreel"

"] do. But I do not impugn his logic. An argument is
a complex composition, Doctor. Logic is only one among many
elements.” He appealed to Kirk, "How could I explain in simple
English a counterargument, which even our main computers are unable
to digest from a Iligh Vulcan presentation? Captain, will you
authorize this traffic or must I seek other means of communicating
with the Vulcan electorate?”

"There will be a vote on this?"

"Of course, AS soon as all arguments have been heard
and there has been time to call a General Question. If I am
forced to seek other means of communicating.,.l may be too
late."

Rirk scribbled his initials and handed the c}ipboard
back to the First Officer, "I'll authorize as much time as you need,
but perhaps you should take leave..."

"Not yet, Captain. This could go on for many monthé."
"Let. me know if there's anything I can do.
"I will, Sir.*"

When Spock and T'Aniyeh had left, McCoy said to Kirk,
“po you thing they'd really do it2?"

"withdraw from the Federation? You know Vulcans. If
it's logical, they'll do it. But, they have a great sense of
responsibility. They know full well how destructuve such an
act would be."

Spock took his authorization and his tape to the bridge
where Uhura had just added a sixth tape to the pile racked
beside her. As the door swished guitely open, Uhura turned, "Oh,
Mr. Spock. These are all for you. Looks like another stack of
journals or some such.” -

Spock accepted the rack and placed the clipboard with the
tape on her console. "This is to go out immediately. By
facsimile."

She checked the authorization and dropped the cartridge
into a slot, took one look and turned with one hand removing her
ear speaker, "Mr. Spock, this will take about six hours to
transmit by such a high resolution fax. I could move it by sguirt
in four seconds."

"1 am well aware of the operating parameters of your
department, Lieutenant. You have your orders."

“Yes, Sir." She turned back to her board and went ta
work, Tt would be a tedious job to monitor, but the Captain's
authorization was explicit enough.

Spock set the rack of tapes aside and went about his
routine duties. It was six hours later before he returned to
his guarters to fold himself into his desk chair and examine the
day's mail. When he did, he took one look at his viewer, then
threw a sharp glance in the direction of the bridge wondering if
humanity was really all that valuable an influence after all. The
"journals" were the long awaited commentaries on the Stovam Report.

Putting all else aside, he buried himself in the complex
graphics.

High Vulecan is a more ultra precise mode of expression
than the most elaborate mathematics of the theoreticist for it
never has to resort to ordinary language for exposition or
definition, While the spoken form of High Vulcan must rely on
ordinary grammatical forms, the written language is under no such
linear constraint and can be tailored to the argument in hand.

Hence, a page of High Vulcan Graphics might resemble a
hybrid of a chemical phase diagram, a cubist's nightmare, a
Hebrew paradigm, and an oriental filigree expert's idea of a
decorative hiding place for a code. It has been likened to a
seven~dimensional creature's efforts to portray the world he sees
on a two-dimensional page.

The more involved an argument becomes, the larger and
more complex the diagrams have to be. When they become too large,
a master diagram of the total argument is ruled into numbered
segments. Detailed enlargements of each segment are then appended

to the master. The resulting eommposition is very like a road atlas,
and the reading process resembles plotting all possible routes from
all pninks to all points.

Without the Vulcan cidetic memory and powers of visualization,
such a tool would bhe impractical. Bubt even with these advantages,
the method can become unwieldy. When that happens, two dimensional
expression is abandoned fbr a three dimensional model. High Vulcan
Modular looks like abstract sculpture and can be guite beautiful in
itself. .

But, bheyonrd the sculpture technique, is the mnst powerful
tanl employed by the High Vulecan langquage, tokiel. Tokiel uses four
dimensions (three spacial, one time) and twenty~twn color paramcters
as well as Fifteen pure tones. What wonuld take ten hours to read
out of a two or threc dimensional ar-jument can be assimilated from
a skillful tokiel artist in about an hour. Tokiel can handle
complexities beyond the range of the most intricate seculpture and
yet it is held in highest esteem for its simplistic eclegance. It is
the tonl of the pre-schooler as well as the post-dnctoral student,
though it is necessary only for problems involving the entire saocial
structure of Tsaichrani.

It was a little after ship's midnight when Spnck snapped
off his viewer to stare into space over his clasped hands, straining
his powers of visualization. There had to be a way out.

T'Uriamne had drawn the conclusion he'd known she would.
In his grandfather's name he couldn't fail to oppose her. Yet he
could see no way to succeed. The idic had been a cornerstone of
Tsaichrani since the Guardian Council of Kaytaytikhe had adopted
Surak's Construct three thousand years ago. But therc was no logical
reason why it couldn't be amended or even scrapped entirely if the
electorate was willing to accept the consequences. The day of the
illiterate peasant had long passed, and even the Guardian Council
would yield to the will of the electorate if it were exoressed clearly
enough.

But could he be absolutely sure of his own motives? Could
he indeed be guilty of the same crime as Doctor McCoy? Was he truely
qualified to mold Tsaichrani?

He brushed his self doubt aside. Even though Sarek still
lived, he was Kaytaytikh in his father's place and by his grandfather's
hand. More, he was Kaytaytikh of the First Realm and thus entitled
to speak in Guardian Council which implied the right to judge
Tsaichrani and to mold it. But he must gn armed with a perfect
presentation. *

He racked the tape cartridges and took them in search of
T'Aniyeh. .

It was late and the corridors were dim and deserted. Spock
had always liked this shift best because, with most of the ship
asleep, the ship took on an air of guiet that extented deep into the
telepathic band giving a kind of privacy he cherished,

He made his way to T'Aniyeh’'s quarters and rang. The dooxr
opened and he stepped in to find her drawing a wrap around herself.

“Get dressed. We've got work to do.”

She discarded the wrap and quite unselfconsciously reached
for her uniform. “At this hour? Remember I'm only human. I do
need to sleep once in a while."

Spock paused, "Are you tired?"

She frowned, "Frankly, no. I was thinking seriously about
some prookle I made last night."

She'd stripped to her skin and was applying underwear
methodically. Spock, ignoring the scenery, went to her desk viewer
and inserted one of the tapes, spun it to an overall view of T'Uriamne's
proposal and turned to find T'Aniyeh peering around his elbow clad only
in panty and bra.

He said, "What do you think cf that?*

She didn't answer. He waited a moment watching her face, then
reached for her dress, gathered it expertly and passed it over her head with
minimum obstruction of her vision. She let him help her squirm into the
garment and fasten it.

He asked, "Two portions of prookle?”

“Hommm. She looked up, "What I don't understand is why my
copies of these haven't arrived.”

“Unexplainable mail delays are one of the inconveniences of
a Service career." '

She squirmed into hose and shoes while he retrieved his tape.
Stopping at the mirror over her dresser, she ran a brush through her
hair, “Humans practice an invasion of privacy they call 'gosip‘.
It's generally based on exagerated misinterpretations of minor observations..
such as tousled hair and midnight companionship..." .

standing behind her, he took her shoulders and chserved her in
the mirror, allowing the strength of his touch to say, *It soon will be
common knowledge."

She met his eyes aralytically in the mirror. Still no sign
of urgency. She said,"Not tonight, Spock. Three or four days,
alright? We'll argue to a conclusion thén.”

Blinking assent, he said," Date,"
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They walked the darkened corridors breathing deeply of the
thought~free air and feeling light and companionable. She led.the
way through a door into a rectangular room just large enough for a
table and six chairs. Spock started feeding his tapes to the large
wall viewscreen as T'Aniyeh continued to another door that led.to a tiny
galley. She took her lock-box from the walk-in refrigerator and shoved
the neatly wrapped prookle squares into the warmer. Then she dialed a
steaming red fruitjuice and brought utensils and plates out to the
table.

Sipping the juice, she arranged their repast. The aroma of
the juice roused Spock from the viewscreen, and he reached over.

"May I?*
"Yes. Skip dinner3?®
“Yes.”

"Like something more?"
“No. May I keep this?”

“I'll get another.™

She went to dial herself another of the red potions that resembled

thick applesauce more than juice, and brought the sizzling squares
of confection. Proockle looks like a compressed bread pudding and
comes in all colors. It's eaten for its highprotein content, but
wild variations using imported spices are the 'in' thing with Vulcan
youth who frequent the all night gathering houses.

By Vulcan standards, Spock was still a youth. He fell-to with
more enthusiasm than pleased him as T'Aniyeh studied the tapes he'd
fed into the viewer. When he'd finished, he sat watching her face
as she struggled with the ideas.

He said, "Excellent Prookle."”

Finally she looked at him.

"Thank you."

“You should have invited me sooner."

*Didn’t think of it."

"Remember me next time.®

“I will." She nodded at the viewer, "I've only the vaguest
idea of what she's driving at, but it's obvious you'll need a total
model. 'If you like, I'll help you build it. Do you have a large
acasomy 2"

*Yes, but it's not large enough."

"I have a thousand-piece. Together we might be able to cobble
something together...at least to get an idea."”

. X “Good. Three thousand pieces should be sufficient." He stacked
h}s dishes and rose heading for the disposal., “Meet me in Rec Room
Eight in ten munutes," he paused on the way to the corridor, "Unless
you're too tired?"®

"I'm gopd for a few hours.
afternoon so I can sleep later.
It's so quiet."”

I don't go on duty until the
This is really the best time to work.

He left and she went to find her aca , the three-dimentional
model kit model kit more inseparable from a Vulcan than a pocket
computer from an engineer,

They worked cn their model well into the early morning hours,
leaving the Rec Room looking like a primitive printex's workshop.
When T'Aniyeh went to sleep, Spock went in search of the captain with
a request for exclusive use of Rec.Room Eight.

The next few days passed as Tanya and Spock concentrated on
their problem using every tool at their command. With Spock sorting
pieces and T'Aniyeh constructing, the threa-dimensional model of
Tsaichranj as-it-is-now was easily completed by T'Aniyeh from memory
(a point which pleased Spock more than he would admit) and she kthen
devoted her time to studying her copies of the commentaries which
finally arrived.

It was slow reading for her, but she persevered until, three
days later, she was ready to tackle what Spock had done to the model.
He'd incorporated the changes advocated by T'Uriamne and was searching
out all possible repercussions.

Essentially what she. suggested was ammending the idic concept to
exclude combinations which ran more than a 65% chance of destroying one
of the combined elements rather than merely altering it.’

In view of the Stovam Report, this would require that all ties
with humans be severed. The significance of such an action was not merely
economic. It would also affect the large and growing community of
resident aliens on Vulcan as well as people like T'Aniyeh and Spock
who belonged to both sides.

But the most severe effect would be on the value system
underlying the whole strusture of Tsaichrani. The interelationships of
Vulecan Ethics, Morals, and Value§ with the existing social order were
so intricate and contained so much inertia that the shock waves would
last for generations. It was in this area that Spock groped for a weapon
to use against T'Uriamne.

Strive as he might, he couldn't isolate any sinqgle effect that
was absolutely undesireable. He spent hours tinkering with their
model and more hours staring into space over his steepled fingers
examining his visualization of the model. Then, he'd close his eyes
and visualize every movement of T'Rruel's Motek, and try to recapture
that flash of insight he'd had as she concluded her performance. ..
that last time she'd ever danced it,

But to no avail. She had been a true genius of the type that
turned up once in three generations. 7Tt was in such moments that he
found himself nursing an emotional regret that T'Rruelhad had to die.

He was certain that if she'd lived to complete her rendition of the Motek,
he's have his answer. He was not in T'Rruel's class and could not supply
the missing threads of her reasoning, yet he knew that had she lived,
there would be no General Question called on the Stovam Report.

Each time he reached this point, he’d shake himself out of
it and go to stare at the model while striving again to grasp the
problem as a whole. His ancestors had constructed Tsaichrani and he'd
been trained to understand its operation. %Ye'd worked more complex
problems than this hunderds of times.

Then one night, as he lay resting, he switched his attention
from the problem to himself. There was no reason he should be unable
to hold the entire structure in his mind and visualize every possible
effect of amny change, especially with the physical model as a fifth
level abstract and all the computer time he could use.

Unless...

Shocked, he sat bolt upright on his bed,considering. Then he
lay back and ran a thorough metabolic check. No. He was sound,
healthy, and stable. He composed himself and internalized his
attention in what Dr.McCoy would call aself-induced trance for lack
of the proper term He tested every one of his mental "circuits” as
carefully as he would a troublesome computer's programs.

The only abberations he found were the built~in ones due to
his dual heritage...save one. Quantitatively, it could hardly be .
considered disabling. But the effect was out of all proportion to the
cause. Nature is an implacable mistress...especially if you're a
Vulcan male.

Rechecking to make sure there were no other disturbances
originating within himself, he externalized his attention only to find
his desk intercom whistling stridently. He rose and answered.

The captain's voice crackled, "I was about to

"Mr.Spock ! "
Where have you been? Didn't

send a security team looking for you.
you hear the Rad Alert?"

"I was asleep, Captain. Trouble?"

"We wara onlv engaged in a battle with a well armed pirate
vessal, that's all. Nothing important." Kirk's thinly veiled sarcasm
was lost on the Vulcan. “"Now we're about to pick up ten very young
children,Mr. Spock, Vulecan children. Adrift in a damaged ship with
no adults for god-only-knows how long. our readings show they're in
fair health but malnourished. Meet me in the transporter room in three
minutes. XKirk out.”

) Spock dove through the door almost before it could £ly out of
his path, but he turned left...away from the transporter room. When ne
reached the intersection, he turned left again but had gone only a
few steps when he spotted T'Aniyeh coming toward him.

"Come with me,"he said as he about-faced, and made it back to
the corner in four long strides. He turned right, sidestepped an
astounded Yeoman Rand and cut back into his own room without looking
to see if T'Aniyeh were following. As the door closed behind her,
he locked it, then disconected his intercom.

“Do you know about the children?"he asked.
“children? Are the survivors children?®
“Vulcan children. No adults with them."

She gasped and closed her eyes to master the shock. Then, her
features relaxed into a Vulcan mask that said without words, "So that's

the way it is to be.®

He waited.
She locked up into his eyes calmly. “"Whenever you're ready."

He raised his hand in the Vulcan salute. She joined hers
to his. The lines of his face melted into a tenderness she'd never
seen there and suddenly, she found it easy to open her mind to him.
It felt as if her hand melted into his and then he was there, within
her mind waiting gently at’ the ramparts of her soul.

She'd never allowed anyone into that inner keep, not even the
Vulcan therapists who'd rescued her sanity and taught her control.
They'd taught her to guard her innermost self... they had not taught
her to share it.

And then his voice came, deep as a still lake hidden in some
mountain cave; cool as black velvet caressing her nerves. The words
were ancient ritual, so old they'd all but lost their meaning, but
they held the power to unlock the gates of her fortress and cause her
to welcome the speaker. Though she'd never been mated, she had
Affirmed the Continuity.

She heard herself answering with the same age-old formula.
And then she was welcomed to the innermost hearth that is shared only
in the ultimate intimacy. And they became one. -
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It was not a melding of minds, but a mingling of that indefine-
able substance which burns creating the flame of life. It was a
touching that did not touch, and yet would always touch.

He withdrew his hand and, instead of the usual, clean
separation she'd always associated with the breaking of such .a contact,
there was a drawing out, as if some rope of connective thought-tissue
were elongating. She 5till felt his living presence within her.

The surging dynamics of his life processes, his emotions, were her's
to know... always. And she knew he had the same contact with her
emotions and that her lack of control could cause him terrible anguish.

They stood poised... within and withont one another... for
a breathless moment before Spock said, “We must hurry.”

As she trailed after the First Officer, she knew his urgency,
the tensing for action on which lives might depend. And she surren-
dered to it because it was the coherent power of a laser beam compared
to the chaotic white light of her own near panic... and emotion was
what she must not feel now. Curiously, his steadiness actually flowed
through her, damping the rising tide of apprehension, readying her
for action. And somehow, she knew this new steadiness would be hers
as long as the relationship endured.

Arriving at the transporter room door, Spock paused to let
her catch up, then breasted the door as if it were a gigantic. wave.
Within, they found an ocean in) torment. It was exactly what they'ad
expected, but even Vulecans can; hope things won't be as bad as antici-
pated.

The Captain was strugbling to hold two silently bloodthirsty
toddlers apart in spite of thejlr expert and dispassionate shin kicking-
finger biting tactics. Nurse Chapel was striving not to drop one
screaming and kicking infant while dealing with two others that still
lay on the transporter pads. hree boys and a girl were holding a
cowering McCoy at bay. The oldest, a pre-adolescent boy, stood on
the rear transporter pad, hands to his ears, too pained by the noise
to do anything helpful.

Less than ten seconds'after Spock and T'Aniyeh entered to
stand side by side surveying the scene with disapproval, silence
descended.

The toddlers froze, turning«their heads toward the couple.
The infants ceased struggling. The children around Doctor McCoy came
to blank faced attention and the pre-adolescent boy removed his hands
from his ears to eye Spock with relief. The humans gaped at the
sudden quiet disbelievingly, then followed the children's gaze to
the still open door. .

When the silence had penetrated everyone's nerves, Spock
said to Kirk but including all three humans, "It would be best if
you leave this to us."

Kirk straigntened, “Spock, where have you been for the last
fifteen minutes?"

“With your permission, sir, I'll explain later."

“That should be interesting!" He moved toward the deoor
avoiding the toddlers who still looked like statues. “What did you
do to them?"

“Nothing, cCaptain.“ Spock turned to McCoy who was extricating

himself from the tableau, "Doctor, if you will precede us to Sick

Bay and adjust the environmental controls, T'Aniyeh and I will bring
the children. Nurse Chapel," he moved to the transporter platform

and plucked an infant from her arms, "I suggest you accompany the
Doctor."” He handed the infant to the oldest boy, one handed, as if

it were a dirty doll. The boy tucked the limp figure clad in a pale
green jumper under one arm and waited, eyeing T'Aniyeh warily.

T'Aniyeh lifted another of the infants and tucked it, foot-
ball fashion, but face down, under one arm and went to take one of
the toddlers in hand. Spock hefted the remaining infant holding it
away from him as one might an untrustworthy spitcat, then he tucked
it away and took possesion of the other toddler who went docily
beside the tall Vulcan.

A few comments in Low. Vulcan sufficed to form the procession
that marched the halls of the Enterprise in good order. Meanwhile
McCoy had turned one of his rooms into a dessicating oven and was
demanding three cribs from Stores while his left hand worked his
reference computer for a Vulcan infant's diet. Nurse Chapel was on
another com alerting the commissary when the procession arrived.

After he'd turned the group over to T'Aniyeh, Spock ‘approached
McCoy's desk. . :

The Doctor pointed to his viewer, "Any recommendations?"

Spock glanced through the medical refference for about ninty
seconds, "This seems complete."

"pediatrics isn't my line, but I'll do what I can, though
I don't relish the idea of working in there." He jerked a thumb
toward the room that already shimmered with heat. -

"The warmth 1s necessary, Doctor, as the children can't
tolerate the ship's frigid ambient temperture. You'll have to manage.”

The intercom bleeped. "McCoy here."

Kirk's voice snapped, "Tell Spock I want to see him in my
quarters right away, Xirk out." He sounded angry.

spock nodded and ducked into the other room long enough to
say, "T'Aniyeh, I'll be back as soon as possible.” Then he left.

and Kirk was angry. While Spock entered, snapped to a erisp
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attention and waited to be noticed, the Captain paced back and forth,
ignoring the First Officer. Never hLefore in Spock's memory had Kirk
treated a subordinate so. But he waited patiently, well aware of
the battle of reason and emotion that raged before him.

Finally, Kirk wheeled on the Vulcan, met his eyes and said
softly, "All right, let's have it. And it hetter be good. Why
didn't you report to the transporter room immediately?"

"Sir, I understond that you wished my aid in handling the
children. Iad I reported to the transporter room immediately, as
ordered, I would have failed to carry out the implied command of
calming the children, and, indeed, my presence would only have agra-
vated the situation. I therefore deemed it necessary to invest
thirteen minutes in preparation. In doing so, I exercised an officer's
judgement and if you find the results unsatisfactory, it is your
perogative to take disciplinary action."

Kirk took that in silently and turned away as he mulled over
the aspects of the problem. Ile'd never been one to cmphasize the
letter of command in preference to results. And there was no denying
Spock had achieved results. e said, “"Spock, whal did you do to that
mob of... children?"

"Nothing, Captain.”

“I don't understand. You certainly did something. What
kind of preparations?”

"I did nothing to the children, sir, only to myself. To
create peace, it is necessary to be at peace. I tnnk what steps
seemed... appropriate. I regret that it took time during which you
were exposed to danger. It was a calculated risk."

"Danger? They're just children!"

"Vulecan children, sir, come eguipped with a plethora of
survival instincts. Some fade with time and some must be trained
away but all can hbe deadly. Fortunately, this grnup hadn't been beyond
the influence of an adult for too long.*

Astonished, Kirk was striving not to qape, “[ was never
aware of that aspect... I mean, they’'re just...” lic sputtered to a
halt, one hand circling in the air, searching for an expression.

Meeting Kirk's eyes levelly, Spock said, “There are reasons
for our customs, Captain.*

Kirk :i1fted through his paltry inventory of facts on Vulcan
children. All he really knew was that they were brought up under a
strict regimen, requiring obedience, study, and a serious approach
to exercise and other aspects of physical hygene. Outworlders
practically never even see Vulcan children. But he'd always thought
the severe treatment was merely the Vulcan method of instilling the
disciplines of logic.

He left that for a moment, "I filed the report with Star
Base XVII. Commodore Kiri has released us from patrol to take the
children back to Vulcan. We're heading there at warp five."

"Did we take their vessel aboard, sir?"

"No. There wasn't much left. We salvaged some picces of
wreckage for the lab. The survivors were nipped off just in time.
Which reminds me... I never knew you were such a sound sleeper?"

“Even Vulcans require rest... and I was off duty."
"Yes, I suppose sO..."

Kirk turned toward his desk conceding that with a shrug
of his shoulders. After all, it'd never happened before. “Very
well, Mr. Spock. Your orders are to turn over your administrative
duties to your department heads and devote your time to caring for
those children with special emphasis on finding out as much as they
know about what happened to their vessel. But don't sacrifice their
mental health to the Federation's curiosity. 1I'm sure even Vulcan
children must be deeply affected by such a loss."

So, with his job cut out for him, Spock took himself back
to Sick Bay.

The trip to Vulcan seemed little different than the months
spent on border patrol. But Spock and T'Aniyeh took heel~toe shifts
in the nursery until Christine volunteered for the night shift,
leaving the children's waking hours to the tranquilizing effects of
the vulcans.

McCoy now had plenty to occupy him. When he wasn't boning
up on Vulcan pediatrics, he was arguing Vulcan child-psychology with
an adamant Spock and a faintly amused Tanya. McCoy maintained that
the children should be encouraged to release their grief in some
fashion, if only in undisciplined motor activity. The Vulcans main-
tained that the only hope of salvaging the children's mental health
was in organizing an absolutely invariant daily schedule as close
to "normal” as possible and that did not include undisciplined motor
activity.

It tock a midnight incident to convince the Chief Surgeon
he'd better leave the care of Vulcans to Vulcans.

During Christine's shift, all three infants awoke vomitting.
She called McCoy, then strove to deal with the sudden chaos before
it roused it roused the others. But by the time the Surgeon arrived,
bedlam reigned in the “'hotroom” and McCoy called Spock, shouting to
be heard over the din, before attempting any medical readings.

McCoy was just finishing his examination when the suddgn
silence told him Spock had arrived. He turned to the First Officer,



"I can't find anything wrong. We'll give them a drink and put them
back to sleep."

“Just a moment, Doctor." Spock inserted his lank frame
between the human and his patient and ran a huge hand over the infant's
head and down over its abdomen and then examined the sodden diaper.
"Give these babies any more to drink and you'll have it all over the
floor within ten minutes. They vomitted because they'd had too much
to drink and, I suspect," he turned to Nurse Chapel, “too much of
what you call tender-loving-care. Nurse, did you pick these children
up for any reason?”

"Yes, I did. tThey were fretting just after I came on duty.
I rocked them a bit to settle them down and gave them each an ounce
of water. A baby needs-affection to feel secure."

The Vulcan turned to McCoy nodding, “You'd better instruct
your staff more thoroughly, Doctor, before assigning them. For the
present,” he turned the.infant over and stripped off the wet diaper,
dropping it into the wall disposal chute, "we'll put them back to
sleep. T'Aniyeh will feed them in the morxning.” He applied the
fresh diaper with the impersonal thoroughness he turned on all mech-
anical routines, flipped the infant onto its stomach, pushed its
head firmly down and left it to fall asleep. After performing the
same service for the other two infants with the same abruptness as
if regretting each unavoidable contact, he shooed the sweating humans
out of the dormitory, forestalling the inevitable comments on humans
with a stern eyebrow that had the whole room asleep in three minutes
flat. Christine was too shocked by the sight of Spock up to his
elbows in domesticity to react and McCoy only noted it for future
reference. But somehow it seemed no more unusual than Spock up to
the elbows in computer circuitry.

out in McCoy's office, the Vulcan said to Christine, "You'll
remain on duty at these monitors until T'Aniyeh comes. If anything
at all happens, however insignificant, you will call me and not
undertake any sort of initiative.” Then he left.

McCoy stared at the closed door, silently capitulating in
all issues regarding Vulcan infants... and possibly even children.

From then on, Spock made a habit of dropping in on Christine
several times a night. Though his mind was clearer now, he was busier
and had even less time to construct his arqument. But he worked harder,
determined to find some firm grounds on which to challenge T'Uriamne's
proposal.

Then, one morning six weeks out of Vulcan, he sat over his
model well into the ship's morning hours, desperately groping for
something he was certain would have been obvious to T'Rruel. Even
though he could now hold the entire fluid structure in his mind and
trace effects for three generations, he still hadn't found one item
which spelled sure destruction. The number of permutations was
astronomical and it could take two Vulean lifetimes just to think of
them all. But he was convinced he was onto something and just couldn't
interrupt himself.

Meanwhile, T'Aniyeh dismissed Christine and put the children
throuat. their morning routine. She'd seen Spock seated crosslegged
n the floor by the enormous, gleaming model and had noted the
clasped hands with the raised fingers steepled to a position that
spelled trance depth concentration. A Vulcan in such a state simply
could not be disturbed.
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When it came time for Spock to conduct lessons and he still
hadn't shown, she determined to improvise for another hour before
ordering the children to drill from the computer. While she got
the infants settled down, she reviewed the lessons Spock had been
emphasizing and cast about for some supplementary material in which
she was reasonably competant.

All she could think of was an elementary tokiel exercise
she'd learned from one of T'Rruel's recordings. She’'d always admired
the way T'Rruel specified her gquantifiers with graceful head move-
ments that never detracted from the flow of her argument. T'Aniyeh
had worked long and hard to capture the finer nuances and felt
confident that she could teach them to the five older children, and
the two toddlers would be interested enocugh and might even pick up
a point or two.

So, when Spock walked in fifty~five minutes later, he found
T'Aniyeh Gemonstrating the twelfth movement of the exercise with the
seven children seated in a circle around her, captivated. He paused
a moment to watch and was instantly impressed with the human girl's
mastery of T'Rruel's style.

He knew the exercise well, of course, but hadn't really
thought about its components in years. His own execution had always
been termed competant but he knew he lacked the style that communicated
lucidly. The Twelfth Movement was an extremely versatile sequence
which turned up in various guises in some of the most sophisticated
arguments.

He watched as T'Aniyeh danced through the last half of the
Movement and then, strangely, it seemed to be T'Rruel, herself, weaving
the figures before him, joining the linear argument into a perfectly
beautiful circle with singular brilliance.

spock blinked hard, well aware that the dancer was T'Aniyeh,
but unable to dissolve the illusion. When she reached the sequence
he'd come in on, she sighted him and stopped, not abruptly as any
amateur would, but with an ad-libbed step that rounded out her motion
with a fluid authority that said, "to-be-continued".

T'Rruel's influence was so strong that Spock experienced
again that flash of extraordinary insight. This time he chased the
teaser deep into his mind, refusing to be distracted until he'd
exploited every last bit of momentum the vision had given him.

To the onlookers, he seemed paralized b¥ soma odd pﬁaser
effect. Frozen in mid-step, without blinking, breathing, or trembling,
he nevertheless exerted himself in the most furious activity he'd

he'd undertaken in years. But the Vulcan audience understood instantly
and remained still, scarcely daring to breathe. After a few minutes,
the younger children began to fret in the cold draft from the still
open door.

Before T:Aniyeh could move to close the door manually, Dr.
McCoy came up behind Spock reading a clipboard, noted the open door
from the corner of his eye and swerved to enter the room.

. "why~is this door open? It's heating up my office unbeara...'"
He collided with Spock who toppled like a statue. McCoy's clipboard
flew as the Doctor clutched at Spock's arm trying to let the Vulcan
down easily. For one long minute McCoy stood over the rigid bedy
uncomprehending. Then the rigour left Spaock's limbs and he melted
onto the floor.

Not having been aware of the fall, Spock took a moment to
get his bearings and note the expression on McCoy's face. Then,
realizing what must have happened, he looked at T'Aniyeh, "It's all
right. TI've got it.*

He retrieved McCoy's clipboard and climbed to his feet, "I
believe this is yours, bDoctor. You should be more careful with Fed-
eration property." He pointed the bewildered chief Surgeon out the
door, "It's getting chilly in here.®

_As the door closed, he turned and took charge of the class
just as if he'd arrived without incident.

Two days later, Spock and T'Aniyeh confronted Kirk in his
quarters. It was late, and the Captain was tired. He was seated
at his desk, toying with the viewscreen controls as the two Vulcans
stood at ease before him. Sometimes Spock's logic gave him a head-
ache.

He leaned back and cocked his head at Spock, "Is this really
feagible?”

"I believe it is, Captain," said Spock. Turning to the girl
he snapped a command.

She paced forward, paused a moment then spun around reaching
high and lunged forward in a dancer's imitation of a fencer's stance.

For a flecting instant, Rirk actually thought he saw the.
jet black crown of T'Rruel's long hair coiled in place of Tanya's
short bob.

He nodded, "Yes, I see. But a whole composition is more
than just a signature. Even I can see that.®

. “True, Captain. But what is required for the entire Motek
is no more than you've just seen... an ability to copy.”

“But, " said Kirk, “you said T'Rruel never recorded the Motek.*

“Correct. But she made many recordings of other compositions.
T'Aniyeh has studied them carefully and as you have seen she's
captured T'Rruel's style. All tokiel compositions are based on an
inventory of standard movements. 1It's the combinations that convey
meaning... as words are taken from a dictionary and placed into mean-
ingful sentences."

Kirk sat forward, "And you believe that you have completed
T'Rruel 's Motek as she would have completed it?"

"Yes, sir." Spock was being patient.

"I still don't understand how this is going to keep Vulcan
from seceding from the Federation.”

Spock decided to try a less technical explaination. Appar-
ently Kirk wouldn't authorize something he didn't believe he under-
stood... at least in principle. "The subject of the Motek is the
connection between the philosophy of Nome and the principle of the
Domination of Logic. As you know, Surak considered these two ideas
to be separate elements in his Construct. A number of tokiel artists
have proposed views of the connection but none has ever delineated
the relationship with T'Rruel’'s incisive elegance.

“The Domination of Logic is an important concept. - Any change
which could be shown to endanger that Domination would, I believe,
be rejected by the electorate. T'Rruel's Motek, in complete form,
demonstrates that T'Uriamne's proposal would result in the eventual
weakening of the Domination of Logic. However, T'Rruel's Motek has
never been viewed in complete form. I propose to teach T'Aniyeh to
perform T‘Rruel's Motek and then provide an opportunity for the
electorate to view her performance. I believe T'Rruel's statement
is clear enough to delay action on T'Uriamne's proposal at least
while we search for other means of dealing with the problems cited
by Stovam."

Kirk, head cocked to one side, considered that. It appealed
to his sense of humor... a human girl arguing a whole planet full
of Vulcans to a standstill. He said, “But what am I going to do for
a First Officer for the next six weeks? And what about those children?"
According to Sones, the only thing between him and destruction is
you two."

"My department heads are already handling 90% of my routine
work, Captain. I'll still be available for any non-routine problems.
aAnd we will remain responsible for the children.®

Kirk considered this for a moment. It would be spreading
his First Officer pretty thin. And then it struck him that Spock
was moving with uncharacteristic haste. "Spock," Kirk rose and
paced around his desk, "What's the hurry. Can't it wait until we
deliver the children? You and Tanya could take leave..."
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Spock examined his boots for a moment, composed his thoughts,
and raised his eyes to his Captain, "I recieved notification this
morning that T'Uriamne has called the General Question. The vote
will take place the day after we arrive."

"What! I never thought Vulcan law could move so qulckly.
Who is this... T'Uriamne?"

Pausing a moment to choose his words, Spock said, "She is
the hereditary head of the Guardian Council. She has declared a
State of Imminent Peril bgcause she believes Federation membership
represents a threat to Tsaichrani."”

Kirk strained his memory. All Academy applicants had to
-pass a test on comparative governmental structures of Federation:
member worlds, but that had been so many years ago and law wasn't
his strongest intrest... still... “State of Imminent Peril? Doesn't
that close public debate for several weeks before the vote?"

"It amounts to almost thirteen standard days, Captain.”

"Then how can you present your argument?"

Spock took a deep breath and turned to pace away from Kirk,
circling Tanya who stood impassively listening. Finally, he turned
again to the human, resigned. It seemed that every time he had to
do something important he had to start by instructing the Captain
in the details of Vulcan life. Perhaps it wounld be better to be a
Captain...

Spock sighed, "By calling the Guardian Council into session
and challenging T'Uriamne's right to the position she holds."

"But you just said it was a hereditary position? What is
the Guardian Council... I've never heard of it." :

"That's not surprising. It hasn't met in almost two thdusand

years."”

"Two thousand years: Why?"

“Because it wasn't necessary. There's been no serious
indictment of any of the elements of Surak's Construct in all that
time.”

"and the leadership is hereditary?"

“Correct."

“Then how can anyone challenge T'Uriamne's right to it?"

“Her father also has a son. If he cvan demonstrate superior

competance, he will suceed to her position. Such an argqument will
be the only permitted public debate at that time.”

“How can you be so sure he doesn't share her attitude?”
A shadow of peculiarly Spockian amusement colored his
expression as he answered, “Captain, I do believe I am familiar enough

with my own opinions to make such an evaluation with absolute certainty.”

It took one very long moment for the implication of that to

sink in. Then Kirk said, "I didn't know you had a sister?®
“A half sister, Captain. My father's daughter by his first
wife. She left the family when my father remarried. We've never

met, but when my father was declared legally dead she automaticdlly
succeeded him, and of course she recains the position."

Kirk was stunned. A thirty-odd... nearly forty year family
estrangement.... and from what the Captain knew of Sarek, he'd wager
a year's pay he'd never exchanged a word with his daughter in all
that time. Undoubtedly she'd objected to Amanda. And she was in
a position to destroy the pan-species solidarity of the Federation.
Could a Vulcan do something like that simply because she dlsapproved
of her stepmother? It hardly seemed likely.

Kirk sat down heavily in his chair and looked up at the
impassive Vulcan. “And you propose to inpeach her on competancy charges?"

Spock blinked assent, "Because I believe she made an eérror
in overlooking the long range effect on the Logic Element of Surak's
Construct. To prove the charge I must demonstrate the error. The
only way I can see to do that is to present T'Rruel's Motek in its
entirety. Such a Council Session will be viewed in every home on
Vulcan. But it can take place only the day befcre the scheduled
vote... the day we arrive."

Kirk shifted his attention tothe girl who'd remained poised
but at ease, feet slightly apart, hands behind her back. "Tanya, do
you think you can do it?"

She blinked calmly, "I estimate a ninety two point..."
"Nevermind, " Kirk held up one hand and turned back to his

First Officer, "Mr. Spock, you can tell Scotty to fabricate whatever

hardware you'll need. Commandeer whatever space you need.”

The two turned to go and Kirk added, rising, "Oh, and Spock..."

"Yes, sir?"

“Good luck...to both of you."

!
i
“Phank you, sir," said Spock evenly. ;
As the door closed behind them, Kirk saw Tanya's expression.
Long association with a Vulcan had taught Xirk to know that look and
he pitied Spock the long explanations she would exact. Fleetingly,
he regretted that impulsive "Good luck". But then he thought better
of it. They were two of a kind. In fact, Kirk was willing to bet a
month's pay that Spock's report on the children's story would be on
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his desk by morning in spite of any long explanations.

And it was. The trantu had been carrying a group of Vulcan
spice merchants and their families to establish an agricultural
station on an otherwise useless desert planet. Vulcan Space Central
would undoubtedly have all the other details on the Trantu he'd need
to complete his log. The log of the new Enterprise didn't have a
single incomplete or unsatisfactory entry. 1In fact, any Captain
would be proud of it. But Kirk was getting restless. He'd become
accustomed to the wild adventurcs and hair-raising mysteries of the
last few years.

However, Scotty had become accustomed to the quiet, smooth
efficiency of the last few months. The new Enterprise had rooms full
of new gadgetry for him. to work with and nothing had happened yet to
blow his circuits or ruin his crystals or modify his machinery to
some alien's specifications. Everything was in mint condition and
sounded like it. Tt left him with precious little to do, but he
hadn't yet begun to chafe.

Nevertheless, when Spock came into Engineering looking like
work, Scotty perked right up, “"MNow, what can I do for you, Mr. Spock?"

“I need some items fabricated from a special alloy."”

“Right this way,” Scotty almost strutted across the room
to the corridor, “Mr. Perkins can build any solid solution, alloy
or cryocrystal soup, - if you just give him the recipe. He really
knows metals, that laddy!"

Almost strutting, Scotty led the way down the hall to the
gleaming, spacious crystallurgy lab that had the orderly look
symptomatic of either lack of work or an impending Admiral's Inspection.
The lanky young man who rose from the desk was new to Spock and after
introductions, Spock presented his problem with painstaking attention
to detail.

Perkins ran a bony hand through his ash blond hair and
rubbed one bushy eyebrow with a calloused forefinger. Then he toock
his courage in his hands, gulped down his prominent adam's apple and
interrupted the First Officer, "Uh, Mr. Spock...if I follow you ac-
curately, you're describing the alloy used to activate tckiel sensors?"

Spock blinked and raised both eyebrows. Perkins shot Scotty
a glance that said, “Did I put my foot in it?" Scotty just stood by
the door, arms crossed over his chest wearing his most inscrutible
expres:inon.

Spock said, “Correct, Mr. Perkins. You are familiar with
the preparation?"
Perkins swallowed again, "Yes, sir."

. "Very good, then," Spock pulled a blank clipboard across the
desk, "this is the list of items I'll want fabricated."

He began to write on the crystallurgy lab's work-order form
with Perkins watching. As the columns of dimensions grew, Scotty
could see that Perkins was ahead of the Vulcan again and the corners
of his eyes crinkled in anticipation.

Finally Perkins interrupted, "Sir,
of leads from finger bands to anklets?"

you'll want a full set

Again Spock eyed the young human evenly, "Correct, Lieutenant."

"Who's it for? Couldn't I get the sizes from Personnel?”

Spock blinked once and turned back to the order form to
write across the top, Lieutenant Tanya Minos, "You may complete the
form at your lersure, Lieutenant. Send it through channels, the
Captain will initial it." He straightened, "Let me know if you have
any difficulties, and call me when you've finished.”

With that Spock left the lab with Scotty close on his heels,
“You see, Mr. Spock. I told you the lad was good:"

Scotty was as proud as if Perkins were his very own invention.
But Spock marched down the hall toward the turbo-lift scarcely glancing
at the chief Engineer, "Merely adequately informed, Mr. Scott."

At the engine room Scotty peeled off to check on his crew,
making a mental note to soothe Perkins feelings and explain the
Vulcan's abruptness. A lad like that deserved a pat on the back.

During the next week Spock worked out a schedule that left
T‘Aniyeh with a bare five hours sleep a day. It was a gruelling
routine but they'd done the like before when T'Aniyeh had tutored
Spock for his sortie into Romulan territory.

Daily, T'Aniyeh would wake the children up, and get them
breakfasted, dressed and drilled. Then Spock would take over for
lessons while T'Aniyeh went to the gym to practice the previous day's
material, look over the new- sequence Spock had recorded and return
to the children. During the children's study period, Spock and
T'Aniyeh would go over the new material. While she fed the infants,
he conducted the afternoon exercises. After the evening meal, Spock
would put them to bed while she would go back to the gym. Later,
he'd join her and they'd work through the day's material and then
spend the last hour in a total review of the composition.

After four weeks of this, Tanya had lost seven pounds she
couldn't afford to lose and dark circles rimmed her bloodshot eyes.
McCoy was exerting enormous self-control in refraining from offerlng
comments only because Kirk.had pled the urgency of the situation.

And they'd both seen Tanya's nearly limitless vitality. But on that
occasion the routine had involved the tedium of sustained intellectual
effort not a daily physical exertion to the point of collapse.

One night, just before midnight, two weeks out of vulcan,
T'Aniyeh and Spock were completing their intensive study of the






last section of the composition. T'Aniyeh had executed the entire
sequence several times, and each time a different error crept in.

Spock was standing in front of the improvised platforﬁ, arms
folded, head cocked critically. “Try it again, T'Aniyeh, this time
from the quantifyers.”

She nodded, took her position and began the intricate move- i
lents again. Then she circled the edge of the platform, gathering 4
:he threads of the argument into the conclusion. Sluwly spiralling
.n toward the center, she suddenly lost her balance and fell sprawling :
across the stage with a resounding thump.

spock reached her in two enormous bounds but wus too late
to break her fall, He knelt beside her, grasping her shoulders,
“Damage?" he snapped in Low Vulcan.

"Negative." She sat up but made no move to rise.

Still squating beside her, hands on his knees, Spock reprimanded,
“You must be more careful. A fall in this gravity can be dangerous for
human bones."

she met his eyes, nodding, "Yes,.." Then she crumpled and
turned away burying her face in her hands. "Oh, Spock, I can't do
it! I'm not good enough! It's no use..." She choked back sobs of
despair, overwhelmed.

Spock sat for a mement observing the heaving shoulders,
marshalling his inner defenses against the torrential flood of emotion.
But he soon discovered he had no defense short of severing the tie
between them. Bewildered, he said, "But T'Aniyeh, we've finished. N
You know it all now." Lo

"But I'll never be able to get through it all without a
mistake! What if I fall like that with all vulcan watching?"
shaking his head, he shrugged, "Then you'll pick yourself up
and go on from where you left off.”

Her sobs became uncontrollable hysterics. Spock rose and ;
went to the pile of things in the corner of the gym cubby to find a
towel. He brought it to her and waited while she wiped her face. :
In all the weeks they'd struggled together, she'd never once complained;,
never once shown any emotion. He'd almost forgotten she was human. !

i
i
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wWhen she seemed to have regained control, he bent to raise
her to her feet, and caputre her gaze. "Dress," he commanded gently,
"We'll stop for tonight and go finish off that prookle you saved.
You're tired. You'll sleep and rest tomorrow. There's no hurry now,
you've done splendidly and we still have two weeks to perfect and
polish."

The mixture of gentle encouragement, optimism and praise
raised her spirits. She said, "You're becoming-a fair human psycholo-

gist, Spock."

spock allowed a smile to quirk one cornex of his mouth, .
'‘Quiet!" he commanded in mock severity, "If the Admiralty finds out, i
:hey'll promote me."

For a moment Tanya just stared up at Spock's face. Then she i
broke up laughing, held on her feet by the strong arms of the impas- ¢
sive Vulcan. It was just the medicine she needed and, later, as she
composed herself for the disciplined Vulcan sleep, she allowed the
amusement to burble about within her. She knew that, unlike his
colleagues, Spock considered promotion a disaster. She suspected
that the only reason he didn't have his own ship already was that he
never let on just how well he understood humans. .

The next day, Spock handled the children alone. He'd ordered
T'Aniyeh to sleep and that is just what she did, rousing only for
meals and necessities. The Vulcan disciplines included not only how
to work but also how tc rest. Somehow, Spock found time during the
day to draft a message and, after he'd gotten the children to sleep
he went up to the bridge for the first time in weeks.

Surprisingly, Uhura was on duty. She winced as the doors
swished open with a high pitched screech and turned to see who'd
entered. Spock glanced behind him to watch the dcors close, then
said, "I thought the Captain had that fixed?"

sge did. Three times. It started again this afternpon.”

Spock nodded thoughtfully and then handed her his tape,
“This ocne you can send by squirt, Lieutenant. But I'll expect an
official, signed confirmation in return.”

she inserted the tape and glanced ak the address. 'Executive i
Assembly, Planetary Capitol, Vulcan. A confirmation would have to
come from...uh...the Planetary President's Office, correct?" I

“Correct, Lieutenant."” Assuredishe knew what to do, ,Spock
turned to survey the bridge. Lieutenant Rorvix was in the Command
Chair and Kevin Riley was at the helm. All else was quiet.

As he caught sight of the First Officer, Roxvix rose, but
Spock motioned him back, "Carry on, Mr. Rorvix, I was just leaving.”

But he took the long way out, via the library computer,
pausing for a half hour to give the sensors a thorough calibration
check. Satisfied finally, ‘he toured the rest of the bridge and then
headed for Engineering. He,ha#l’a memo from Perkins that the hardware
he'd ordered had been completed.

For the remaining two weeks, Spock cancelled T'Aniyeh's day-
time practice sessions and they worked together only three hours a
night.. He'd installed the field generators undexr the practice plat-
orm and she rehearsed with the metallic sensors all over her body
o get the feel of the field's drag though they didn't even attempt
o adjust color or tone register on their homemade platform. She’d
ave almost two hours dress rehearsal on the Council Chamber's tokiel
_ust before the Debate.

The circles disappeared from under her eyes and she put on

weiqh?. As some of the blisters healed gn her feel, the spring came
back inte her step unq she looked even healbthicr than when she'd come
aboard. Every time Kirk passed McCoy in the halls he'd give a big

“I told you sol" wink which McCoy pretended not to notice.

. Three days before their scheduled arrival, Spock took to
haun;an the bridye every spare moment waiting for the confirmation
of his Council Call. Somehow, he always found seme excuse to be
there. One night, he took o tool kit and dismantlcea the turbo-lift

door anq put it back together. Tt took him three heurs and when he
tosted it there wis no squeak.

Uhura turnced around and said, "Womderful!  Thank you, Mr.
Spock."” Then she spun back Lo her board alertly.

When she removed the phone from her car she arount

awed, "It's your confirmation, Mr. Spock.
personally.”

From the pl

ary President,

. Spocg leaned over andd plucked the eartridyge from her board,
Thank you, Lieutenant." Il¢ heftoed the toolbox and ontered the 1ift.

Roryix and Piley turned Lo watch as the doors whonshod open
even more qulctly than they had on the old Enterprise. Somchow,
nobody on the bridge could believe that screech would ever return.

. Two days later the Enterprise assumed standard orbit about
vulean, ?he Planctary Space Central gave them the paramcters for a
clear orbit and assigned them a communications spectrum slot.

. Rirk was in the Command Chair and Spock and T'Aniyeh were
on his right. It was late afternoon, ship's time, and Uhura had
just come on duty. Chekov and Sulu were at their stations and McCoy
came through the lift doors, a routine report on his clipboard for
Kirk's signature.

i As the doors closed behind him, McCoy swoouped around in a
circle to watch. No screech. te cacked his head with a little smile
and went to Kirk to present his clipboard.

Uhura said, “Message for you, Captain. From the surface."

“put it on the main screen, Licutenant."

The semicircle of the planet's bulk vanished to be replaced
by the head and shoulders of Amanda. “Captain Kirk, May You Live
Long and Prosper.”

Kirk answered, "May You Live Long and Prosper, Amanda.
can I do for you?* v

What

. "Sa?ek has asked me tu invite you to our home to watch the
Council Session. If Dr. McCoy is available, his presence is also
desired."

Kirk glanced at McCoy whn nodded o0 : Lthen he said to Amanda,

"We'd t¢ delighted.”

“Good. Transmitting co-ordinates Lo beam-down point," she
workad a control beyond the scanners’ range, "It will be local noon
here.,  We'll expect you."

“Spock is here. Would you like to say hello?”

Amanda nodded and Uhura widened the scan for her on cue.

When Amanda's eyes met Spock's, she said something the
translator couldn't handle.

Without change of expression, Spock said, "Yes, Mother."

Returning her attention to Kirk, Amanda said, “Thank you,
Captain. End transmission."
As the image faded, Uhura announced, "I've got an official
of the...uh..,Bureau of Child Welfare?...on the other frequency, sir."”

"put it on the screen." When the man appeared Kirk said,
"I'm Captain James T. Kirk of the USS Enterprise and this is my
First Officer, Mr. Spock."

The man raised his hand in salute, "May You Live Long and
Prosper, Captain...Spock. I understand that you have some children
aboard who may fall under my jurisdiction2?”

“That is correct," answered Kirk.

“yery well, then, if you and Spock will beam down with the
children, we'll get the legal problems straightened out."

"Ah..." Kirk objected with one hand as the Vulcan was about
to cut transmission, "As I'm sure you're aware, Spock has other
commitments of an immediate nature...” :

“I am very well aware of that, Captain, however this takes
Pransmitting beamdown co-ordinates. I'll be expecting
End transmission.”

priority.
you momentarily.

Kirk sat dazed by the man's abruptness.
Spack stepped forward, "He's quite correct, Captain.”

But it's...uh...," he checked the chair-arm
What happens

"Correct.?
readout, "only three hours until the Council Meeting.
if you're late?" ‘

"They'll wait."

“The whole planet is going to wait by their viewscreens while
some bureaucrat grinds through his red tape?"
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“of course."

At Kirk's incredulous expression, Spock continued, "Sir,
The Council is going to meet to attempt to build a world suitable
for these children to live in. Does that effort have any meaning
i1f we fail to attend to the more immediate needs of the children?
Whe whole world will wait...for a week if necessary...until every
one of these children have been rendered into the custody of proper
guardians. However, I doubt Lf it will take more than a couple of
hou;s. Arrangements have alrcady been made. I suggest we get on
with it."

Kirk rose, "Mr. Sulu, you have the con. Maintain orbit.
Issue routine shore leave passes only to the Federation Preserve."
He headed for Ehe door.

Six hours later, Kirk and McCoy materialized in the spacious
main hall of Sarek's home. Even before his vision cleared, Kirk's
first impression was of that deep silence lapping at his nerves,
socaking up all his tensions, combing the emotional kinks out of his
thoughts and leaving a reverberating peace within. It was as strong,
and as inexplicable an effect, as it had been the first time he'd
encountered it.

When his vision cleared, Kirk saw that the hall was exactly
as he remembered it, save that at one end of the long room the
hangings had been pulled aside to reveal a wall-sized viewscreen
and in the center of the richly patterned area rug that held the room's
lone grouping of seats stood Sarek and Amanda. They were dressed
formally and Kirk felt out of place in working uniform. "May You Live
Long and Prosper, Captain Kirk...Dr. McCoy."

The humans returned the greeting and Sarek motioned them to
chairs, "“The procedings are about to begin."

Grateful for the airconditioning, McCoy allowed Amanda to
install him in a chair with a Saurian Brandy and said, "Some four
hours late, though."

"rFour days would not be too long to wait considering...”
said Sarek.

Kirk interrupted, "Yes, Spock explained...it would be," he
supressed a wry smile, "illogical." He declined Amanda's silent offer
of a drink with a wave of his hand. “Tell me, Mr. Ambassador..."

‘"I hold no post at the moment, Captain. Just call me Sarek."

°All right, sir. Wwhat T want«d Lo ask...will the issue be
decided hy the members of the Council 1aoday ™

"Possibly.*

“Who are the members of the Council?® asked McCoy, swirling
his drink and settling into the straight-backed but well-upholstered
chair.

“Membership is hereditary, Doctor, and restricted to
Xataytikhe who trace their lineage back at least as far as the
Reformation, in unbroken tradition.”

“Sir," said Rirk, "may I ask a personal question?v
“You may ask."
“Ah...well...what are Spock's chances...in your opinion?*

sarek glanced at the screen which still showed only a sign
in unadorned Vulcan script. As he watched, moving letters crawled
across the top of the screen and disappeared. "Yes. Another delay.
It won't be long though." He continued thoughtfully., "There are many
factors to he considered, Captain. T'Uriamne has the advantages of
age and gender. Also, on her mother's side, she has an inheritance
which Spock doesn't share. That may be decisive.” He glanced at
Amanda who remained pleasantly impassive.

"However, Spock is an unknown guantity. He is a law unto
himself. He has surprised me often in his short life. But I doubt
if he would have registered this Challenge if he hadn't judged a
fair chance of success."

“But he doesn't know T'Uriamne.”

Sarek threw Kirk a sharp glance, "True. But he knows her
arguments. They've been a part of this family all of his lLife."

"So I understand."

"What I do not understand, Captain, is exactly how Spock in-
tends to make his point. I have found no flaw in T'Uriamne's proposal."

“If he fails..." Kirk didn’'t know quite how to put it, "will
you remain here?"

Sarek looked at Amanda as he answered, "Yes. I must."
“And I," provided Amanda, "will have to leave."
McCoy said, "And Spock..."

“That, Doctor, is a very good question." Sarek glanced again
at the screen as the crawling string of characters reappeared. He rose
and detached a control box from the panel under the screen than resumed
his seat.

The sign vanished revealing a long, richly decorated, rectangu-
lar room. The floor was flat, but around the sides were banks of seats.
The chairs were carved of a translucent hlue-green stone polished to a
finely textured finish. Xirk thought the mineral must have a high
copper content and considerable bound water to achieve just that hue.

At the far end of the room, three chairs were raised five steps
ahve the surrounding chairs. They were more ornate 'i.a: the others

but made of a paler, blue-green stone and the tops of the high backs
were set in multicolored gemstones.

In the center of each side of the room, the three chair
motif was repeated in miniature. 1In the center of the floor, a lof
fire burned in a shallow pit. Around it, chairs were arranged in
lines. At first Kirk thought these chairs were placed randomly. %
the view shifted and he saw that they outlined the idic symbol.

Tha ancient flavor of the Ceremonial Hall was achieved with
so much rich and strange detail that, at first, the Captain didn't
notice the other end of the room. Here, also, three chairs were
raised, but they were a startling white that seemed to catch the
highlights of the fire in a wrinkling dance like a Denebian sundiamond.
The tops of these chairs were decorated only in firey red stones. On
the floor in front of the white chairs, an oval platform was raised
a single step above the floor.

As the view shifted again, Kirk noted that the straight-backed,
armless chairs that formed the idic were all facing outward from the
fire, so that the people thus seated faced in every directic . There
was a distant sound of bells...many bells, faintly familiar to the
Captain. Yes! The ceremonial bells he'd heard at Spock's wedding.

But at least an octave deeper.

Sarek turned to the humans, "Loud enough?”
amanda said, "A little louder, please."

Two bellbanner bearers entered from two doors on either side

"of the blue-green chaixs at the far end of the room. Pacing slowly,

they circled the room twice and exited the way they'd come. But the
sound didn't die out. It increased. And presently six bellbanner
bearers marching in pairs entered through one of the doors. Behind
them came four strong men in ceremonial dress bearing an ornate litter.

They marched directly to the white chairs, the curtains
parted and a very old and frail woman appeared. She was dressed in
a plain black robe with a hood that covered her head. As she ascended
the dias, Kirk recognized T'Pau. She looked years older than when
he'd seen her last. Age overtook the Vulcans very swiftly near the
end of their long lives. But when she spoke, her voice was strong
and clear.

sarek said, "Are you getting any of that?*

"No," said Amanda.

Hr- uljusted his contxols nodding, "“The translator is keyed
in, but even so, much of this will be fairly unintelligible to you.
That's the best I can do."

They watched the ,scene unfold. T'Pau finished her speech
and snapped a command to the bannerbearers. They trooped out the
other door and came back in slow march with a tall, thin, dark hair
beauty of a woman. She marched so smoothly she appeared to float a
aralf inch above the floor. Every few yards, the procession stopped,
turned toward the fire pit for a few seconds while the banners were
shaken to a vigorous rhythm.

At one point, the group faced the pickup Sarek had chosen
and Kirk had a chance to examine her costume., She was dressed in
sparkling white robes under a cloak that fell from shoulder to ankle.
The high white collar stood almost to the top of her piled hair in
neat contrast to its blackness. Under her cloak, her body was hung
with loops of heavy golden chain. Kirk could see that each link was
carved with an intricate design and supported a tiny medallion. When
she moved, there was a euphonous chiming that blended beautifully with

' the different chords of the bellbanners. It looked like a heavy burden

for such a frail body.

After two slow circuits of the room, she stopped at the fire
pit and approached the rim of the circular depression. Sarek switched
channels to get a closeup of her face as she bent to pick something
from the rim of the pit. No Kirk could see the family resemblance.
The high cheekbones and distinctive jawline, and the thin, wiry
physique were similar to Spock's. But the complexion was far more
“yulcan".

When she straightened, she'd taken a long rod from an array
beside the pit. To the accompaniment of vigorous shaking of the bell -
banners, she dipped the tip of the rod into the fire, held it for a
second, and raised it, planting the bottom firmly in a hole in the
stone floor. A tiny red flame blossomed from the rod, a good six
inches above her head.

suddenly, the banners were silenced as T'Uriamne about
faced and stood gazing up at T'Pau. T'Pau uttered one crackling
syllable and T'Uriamne quick marched straight toward the center
white chair, up and over the low dias as if it weren't there, and
up the five gteps as T'Pan descended.

T'Uriamne seated herself as T'Pau reentered the litter and
was borne out of the hall. Then she nodded to the bannerbearers
who'd waited beside the pit and they split into two groups of three,
formed two triangles, and marched out the doors.

Presently, they returned leading two lines of men dressed
in white tunic and sandals but cloaked in blue-green...the exact hue
of the chairs of the idic. They formed a large circle around the
firepit, outside the chairs. The bannerbearers resumed their position
in front of the pit.

Sarek switched to an overhead view of the pit with its single
taper burning. Then, one’of the men detached himself from the circle,
slow marched to the rim of the pit, chose a taper, lit it and placed
it upright. Then he faced T'Uriamne who issued a command. He took
position before one of the chairs of the idic, but remained standing

Slowly, this was repeated and apparently would continue unt,
each had taken a post. Sarek turned to Kirk and McCoy, "We use fire
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as a multivalued symbol. Here, fire gives of itself without being
diminished, as one mind may give ideas without diminishing its own
knowledge. These men are pledged Guardians of the Philosophy of Nome.

Amanda said, still watching the screen, “Sarek, I think she's
lost weight." .

He shifted his gaze to his wife,
of her life."

"T'Pau is nearing the end

"Not T'Pau, T'Uriamne."
“I hadn‘t noticed.”

“Well, you should. She is your daughter."”

“That, my wife, is debatable.”

A furious shaking of bellbanners drew their attention back
to the screen. All the seats of the idic were claimed now, and: as
silence descended, the Guardians seated themselves. The bannerbearers
formed triangles again and retired to return in a moment with six more
men, three trailing behind each triangle in a line.

Halfway up the sidelines, they stopped and the bannerbéarers
formed a line between them and the firepit, one banner in front:of
each of the men.

each bannerbearer escorted one of the
men to the pit for the taper lighting ceremony. These men, Kirk
noticed, were dressed in blue-green tunics and white cloaks. Instead
of placing the lighted brand in a holder at the rim of the pit, .each
one slow marched back to a chair on the dias at the side of -the room
where he planted the taper on his left.

Then, one at a time,

But, instead of seating themselves, they remained standing
besire their lighted tapers. The bannerbearers, without further
command, formed a double line and went to the left hand door, the
opposite one from which they'd escorted T'Uriamne.

While they were gone, Sarek said, “"These are the Guardians
of the Domination of Logic, Reverence for Life, and Privacy."

The two lines of bannerbearers reappeared with another lone
figure dressed all in blue-green, the lighter hue of the chairs at
the far end of the room, but without any other insignia. They slow
marched all around the room twice. Kirk didn't need to see the face
in the scanner as they passed by. He knew those sloping shoulders
and that balanced walk. Spock's expression was sombre, withdrawn,
grave, wrapped in severe dignity. Here he was not the First Officer
of the Enterprise but a Guardian of an ancient tradition. There was
absolutely no trace of the humanity that had been there a few hours
ago.

The bannerbearers escorted him to the pit the same way they'd
brought T'Uriamne, but he took two of the unlit brands and lit one.
Then still carrying both tapers, he about faced and marched through
the seats of the idic, across the low platform, up the five steps,
presented the unlit brand and backed down the five steps, holding
the fire tipped shaft to her level. Kirk wasn't sure, but he thought
he detected the slightest hesitation before she lit her taper from
his and placed it in the holder to her right.

The bannerbearers moved forward and slow marched Spock
around the room and to the light blue chairs at the far end. He
mounted the dias, planted his brand, nodded to the bannerbearers and
seated himself. Simultaneously, the six Guardians on the sides of
the room seated themselves..

Then the bannerbearers retired swiftly and returned leading
two lines of men and women dressed all in a dark blue-green with
twined yokes of multicolored rope that gleamed with a satiny sheen.
These marchers kept coming until all the seats along the sides had
been filled.

This time the bannerbearers split into two lines and formed
living barriers before the two doors to the chamber.

T‘'Uriamne rose, placed her right hand on the shaft of the
taper and began to speak. The translator gaxbled most of it, but
Kirk got enough to understand that this was a formal call to order.
Then the translator slipped and skidded so badly that he presumed
she was speaking High Vulcan.

She went on in the rapid fire mode for about half an hour.
Finally, Sarek said, "She's sketching her argument and proposal for
the record. There's been so much public discussion of her position
the last few weeks that she doesn't need to give a completely detailed
presentation. There isn't a citizen watching who isn't intimately
familiar with every aspect of it."

Kirk estimated that it was fully an hour later tha she!
finished her “sketch” and sat down. Silence descended and grew into
tension. Then Spock rose. There was another pause as heads turned
toward him. When he had everyone's attention, he said, "I claim the
right to speak in Guardian Council.”

Kirk could feel the held breath, the electric tension
building to crackle pitch. So far everything had been ceremony,
predictable routine. This was what everyone had been waiting for.

T'Uriamne spoke without rising, “If there be no objection,
that right is acknowledged.”

The pause seemed eternal. But eventually she added, “"And it

is so."

Spock placed his right hand on the taper that held its flame
above his head and spoke. His voice was low pitched, level toned,
almost a formula recitation. The translator slipped and slid through
this more than it had when T'Uriamne held the floor. But every eye in

that hall was on him and not a muscle stirred.
was virtually the same in every Vulcan home.

Kirk knew the scene

The tension, the absorption, the total concentration of the
Vulcans underlined the vital importance of what Spock was saying,
but there was no clue as to vhether he was convincing them. It
wasn't long before boredom made Kirk and McCoy drowsy. Fighting
drooping eyelids and cramped muscles through more than two hours of
uniptelliqible speech was the occupation of diplomats, not starship
gfflcers, and Kirk was acutely miserable by the time Spock was
interrupted by an undisciplined babble among the council mefibers.

Jerked to alertness, Kirk had no idea what was going on.
Sarek said, "T'Uriamne will certainly contest T'Aniyeh's credentials.
Thiscould take all night. Amanda, I believe it is time to offer our
guests refreshment.”

She rose and left the room and then the sudden shaking of
bellbanners silenced the council members and Xirk watched intently.
T'Uriamne rose and called a series of names, both male and female,
and around the room people rose. There were representatives of each
group that had entered separately. They stepped out onto the floor
and formed a line. Kirk counted twenty in all.

Then Spock called names, also representatives of each group,
and they formed a line across from T'Uriamne's designates. The bell-
banner bearers assumed flanking positions and marched the groups
out of the hall. As the bells died away, people got up to mill around
and talk to their neighbors. Soon the hall was swallowed by a milling
throng. Here and there small groups gathered about various individuals,
talking and listening.

. Sarek rose, “The committee may take hours to return a recom—
mendation. If they admit here, and she can do what he says she can,
it will be an historical occasion.”

They went into the dining room where Amanda nad set a buffet
with many small dishes filled with colorful Vulcan delicacies. Xirk
felt as if he'd come home after being away too long. Gripped in the
routine of a Vulcan meal, he secmed to relax to the silence, more
aware of his reactions to pleasant tastes, aromas, and the all per-
vading peace that rang silently through every nerve. During the
weeks he'd lived here, Kirk had learned his table manners well, and
knew better than to engage in attempts at communication. He'd learned
what to combine with what and was really enjoying the familiar
symphone of tastes. This was a true home to him such as he had no-
where else in all the galaxy.

And his home was threatened. If T'Aniych and Spock couldn't
convince the Council...he'd never be able to come here again. He
felt the terrible desolation that such a rej«ction would hold and
the frustrated helplessness that there was nothing he could do to
affect the outcome. It was the same fierce sense of loss he'd
experienced when he'd relinquished the flame.

He shook himself out of the mood. He was a guest here. This
.ome was foreign to him. The threat was to the stability of the
‘ederation, not to him personally. The Enterprise was his home. And

.is soul would just have to find peace without crutches!

Kirk looked up to find Sarek staring at him from across the
:able. They'd finished eating. Sarek blinked, nodded approvingly
ind rose to walk around the table to where Amanda sat. He held out
:wo fingers to her. She rose to meeti him, matching his gesture.

sarek said softly, "My wife, your son is a brilliant man,
1 credit to this household.® ¢

She regarded him levelly, “You noticed that?"

They stood looking into one anothers' eyes for §everal .
Then the distant sound of bannerbells drew their attention.

seconds. ¢
“come. They are about to reconvene."

sarek said,

He dropped his hand and the humans followed back to the
viewscreen.

When they reached their chairs, the screen was filled with
a swift scurrying amid flying capes. Within seconds, everyone was
back in his place and silence reigned briefly before the bellbanner
bearers escorted the forty committee members back into the hall.
They drew into two lines, one on either side of the hall and then.
broke ranks and went to their seats, each leaving one representative

on the floor.

T'Uriamne rose, “Credentials Committee report."

The man on her right, dressed in blue-green tunic and cloak,
took one step forward and said, “We have examined the cend%date,
T'Aniyeh, and have found that she has Affirmed the con@;nuxty, that
she is an accomplished tokiel performer, and that she is adequately
prepared to present a version of the Motek. We recommend that she

be admitted."

The man on T'Uriamne's left tock one step forward and said,
"We have examined the candidate, T'Aniyeh, and have fougd that sye
has Affirmed the Continuity, that she is not ab accomplished tokiel
performer, but that she is prepared to attempt to present a version
of the Motek." He paused and Kirk could feel everyone, hlmsglf
included, holding his breath. '"We recommend that she be admitted...
conditionally.”

amid a flurxy of bannerbells, the two retired to their
seats on the sidelines. T'Uriamne said, "¥You haYe hgard t?e ;eport
of the Credentials Committee. If there be no ob]egtlon, T'Aniyeh .
will be admitted, conditionally, to present a version of the Motek.
she waited. There was total silence. McCoy dared to ask,
“What does she mean...conditionally?”
even the slightest

Sarek said, "If she makes an error,



hgsitation, she will be given no second chance. The issue will go
directly to a vote." He looked at his quests, “"Is she adequately
prepared?”

Kirk said, "I only wish I knew. They've certainly been
working hard enough."

T'Uriamne said, "Since there be no objection, it is so.™
She nodded to the bellbanner bearers and sat down.

The bannerbearers came together in two lines and when they
parted, three of them held two banners and three held nothing. Two
of the bannerless escort busied themselves at a panel on the wall
while the third retired to the right hand door. The three other bell-
banner bearers retired to the left hand door and took up positions
there.

As the lights faded, the bannerless escort returned with
T'Aniyeh. He led her to the platform and then went to join the other
two at a console that had mysteriously sprung out of the floor beside
the platform. The lights went out.

Then the tokiel platform lit up from its own field, a kind
of glow that pervaded the whole stage area but didn't illuminate
the rest of the room. T'Aniyeh, her skin-tight coverall a golden
shimmer in the dimness, mounted into the tokiel field accompanied
by a rippling sound and an explosion of rainbow colors, sharp clear
vibrant colors almost too bright to lock at.

The colored streamers died around her leaving her enrapt
in a golden flame that shaded slowly to purple and went black. Kirk
noticed immediately the differences between this stage's effect and
those he'd seen on the small, portable tokiel platform T'Rruel had
used aboard ship and the outdoor installation he'd visited with
Amanda. Evidently, this platform was geared to the ultimate in
precision. There was another difference. Where T'Rruel had been
invisible most of the time, T'Aniyeh was always visible. Aand T'Aniyeh
would dance soln as this was a completed composition and no questions
remained unanswered.

The rhythmic tolling 1 a large bell announced the start
of the pyrotechnic display of rhythm, form and sound that was becoming
familiar to Kirk. But here the effect was different. T'Aniyeh,
always visible within the structure of colored shapes she built,
seemed always to be a split second ahead of the music her movement
created. Some of the figures of living light were strange to Kirk
and he was certain he'd never seen them before. He'd surely have
remembered that purple spiral wrapped in pink smoke.

But still, something in the forms reminded him ever more
sharply of T'Rruel and by the end, he'd almost forgotten the dancer
was Tanya Minos. When she made the long gossamer streamers dance and
swoop like mating eel-birds and then spun around reaching high to end
in the forward lunge of T'Rruel's signature, he knew he was watching
a brilliant imitation of T'Rruel's style. Then, she stood back,

poised in the center of the stage until the music had died. She

raised her hands over her head, trailing rainbows, then dropped to
one knee, sweeping her arms around and back in wings of glowing fire
to the echoing sound of plucked strings...her own signature.

The fire died to black and she was invisible. The hall's
lights had come on before Kirk realized she must have gotten through
the whole performance perfectly. He was seized with an impulse to
applaud and whistle and jump up and down. But he held still as she
was escorted silently from the room and the bellbanner bearers resumed
their positions.

Sarek was changing the viewpoint constantly, examining the
reactions of the council members. It took a Vulcan to read a vulcan
so Kirk turned his attention to Amanda. Perhaps she could tell what
effect Spock's ideas had had on the council.

But she was watching Sarek. .Soon Sarek sat back and glanced
briefly at Amanda with the barest shadow of a nod that made her relax,
a very human smile playing gently about her eyes. He turned his
attention back to the screen.

The scene there was frozen so that, at first, Kirk thought
he was viewing a still photograph. Then he noticed the attitude of
the council members. Most of them sat, hands clasped, staring at
their own steepled fingers. As he watched, several lowered their
hands and turned their gazes to the man who occupied the center sedt
on the dias at the side of the room to T'Uriamne's left.

Minutes trickled by punctuated by the occasional lowering
of hands and turning of heads until, about half an hour latexr, the
last member of the council turned to T'Uriamne's left. The man rose,
glanced at Spock who nodded and then said, "By Sitar's Lemma I call
a poll of the Electorate."

He remained standing as T'Uriamne rose. She said, “If
there be no objection, the Electorate will be polled."

The pause lengthened until Kirk was sure she was hoping for
an objection. Pinally she added, “And it is so," and sat down.

In front of the man on the side, a pentagonal pedestal xose
out of the floor and grew to waist height. He worked some controls
on top of the pedestal and a cylindrical column descended from the
ceiling directly over the firepit. The column was a deep, midnight
blue.

When the column stopped descending leaving a bare few inches
between it and the tops of the still burning tapers that surrounded
the pit, the man turned to the bannerbearers. As they responded
amid random jangling, Kirk noticed that the tapers that had been burn-
ing for hours had strangely not become any shorter.

As Kirk puzzled over this, the bannerbearers assembled before
the pedestal and the man said, "You will invite the Electorate.”

With a great shaking of banners the escort pivoted until they
faced various ways and then scattered in all directions as the whole
room climbed to its collective feet. Kirk was at a loss to keep up
with all the things that happened then. The first thing he saw was
that one bannerbearer was escorting Spock to the pedestal while another
led T'Uriamne. They timed it so that T'Uriamne arrived first.

When she placed her hand on the pedestal, a cutrain of black-
ness surrounded the scene and then blinked away... obviously a light
interference effect, for privacy in the casting of ballots. A few
seconds later Spock arrived to do the same. Then there were lines
forming around the pedestal in every direztion as the council menbers
gathered to vote. Kirk wondered how they knew whether a 'yes' vote
was for T'Uriamne or for Spock., Or if, indeed, that was what they
were voting on.

Sarek moved to the screen controls on the wall in front of
them and made some adjustment within. Kirk assumed he'd cast his
ballot. Presently, he returned to his seat saying, "Now we shall see
what the future holds. Watch the cylinder. If it turns white
T'Uriamne's viewpoint prevails. If it turns blue, Spock has made his
point."

Kirk locked, but the cylinder was still a deep midnight blue.
The votes weren't registering yet. He said, "What's Sitar's Lemma?"

Sarek seemed to welcome the opportunity to talk, “When the
Guardian Council was established, there was no technology for polling
the entire adult population of the planet so no provision was made
for anyone but Council members to participate in decisions. Sitar
introduced the theoretical basis for allowing total participation and
his Lemma provides the criteria by which each individual's opinion
is weighted by his personal Achievement Factec s."

McCoy said, "Achievement Factors?"

“"Yes, Acedemic, social, economic... but especially in this
instance competance in understanding the intricacies of Tsaichrani.®

McCoy was incredulous, "“You mean your vote is worth more
than someone else's?"

“On this issue, yes. On another issue, it might be relatively
worthless.” Something on the screen attracted his attention, "Look,
votes are registering already." s

The eylinder had flashed white monemtarily, then blinked to
the light blue-green color of Spock's chair. Now rainbows chased
themselves up and down. Finally, the bands of color smeared into
one another producing a muddy mixture that gradually cleared to grey.

After a few minutes, the cylinder began to pulsate fading
gradually from blue-grey to white-grey and back again. As the minutes
dragged by the period of pulsation lengthened until the change was
so gradual Kirk couldn't really tell which way the vote was going.

62



Finally, Kirk became aware that all the Council Members had
resumed their seats and the pulsating had ceased leaving the cyllnder
a pearl grey... possibly just a bit on the blue side.

i

sarek sat forward abruptly, seized the screen's control box
and punched out a new setting that focused their viewpoint on T'Uriamne.
The excessive strength the Vulcan used gave Kirk the first hint he'd
had that Sarek actually felt some of the tensions... emotions... of
a father watching his only two children fighting such a battle. o

Now, Kirk became aware that all eyes were focused on T' Urlamne.
McCoy said, "It's a draw?"

Sarek answered tightly, The
decision is hers alone.”

"There is no clear majority.
T*'Uriamne sat utterly still, her gaze apparently fixed on
the gery cylinder.

“But that's impossible! If Spock is right, then
Isn't that only... logical?"”

Kirk said,
everyone should see it his way:

"Logic does not distinguish between 'right' and ‘wrong'...
nor between ‘true' and 'false' either... it merely designates the
clearest path from premise to conclusion. One must add values to
formulate judgements... and in this case, nearly half of the electorate
judges that the long range weakening of the social fabric is a lesser
immediate danger than contact with humanity. I disagree, but I cannot
impugn the logic of those who hold that view."

T'Uriamne's hand moved on the arm of her chair and Sarek
switched views to obtain a close-up of the cylinder. A white band
had appeared at the top, and a blue at the bottom. As they watched,
the whole length of the cylinder was converted to bands, the top
white and bottom blue. Kirk counted forty bands, twenty white...
twenty blue. Then the whole cylinder blinked off and came on again.
Part of the bottom white band had turned blue.

Sarek said, "Yes, a slight weighting in Spock's favor." and
flicked back to a close view of T'Uriamne.

She rose and gazed about the room soberly. Then her hant
moved to the point at her waist where the golden chains joined.
she brought it away, the chains parted and slid to the floor. Shc¢
stepped out of the circlet of gold and placed the chains on the sea
behind her.

Whie-n

A ragged sigh escaped Amanda‘s lips.

T'Uriamne descended to the floor of the hall, carrying the
burning taper that stood beside her. She went directly to the fire-
pit and threw the whole brand into the fire. Then she picked up two
unlit rods and stood back. Sarek changed views, this time to a close-
up of Spock.

Sarek said incredulously, "He's reluctant to accept her terms!
He should know better than to expect more than a stipulation of error.”

Finally, Spock rose, picked up his taper, descended to the
floor and marched directly to the firepit. He threw his taper into
the fire and took two steps back to stand empty handed, facing his
sister through the forest of upright brands that encircled the pit.

T'Uriamne began to circle the pit to her right while Spock
walked left until they'd exchanged places. Then he about faced and
went to the white chair she had vacated. He picked up the chains and
stood, waiting. Kirk thought he could read pain and a little regret
in his friend's face, but he wasn't sure.

T'Uriamne lit one of her tapers and ascended the dias to
present the other to Spock. As he dipped the point of his taper into
the fire she held to him, his eyes met hers and Kirk was n»w certain
of what Spock felt. Pain. The anguish of unfathomable loneliness.

Undoubtably, Spock had hoped that she would change her mind
and come home to her father.. and her half-brother. The disappointment
was an emotional pain that the half-Vulcan was barely trying to mask.
At least, it was plain to Kirk and McCoy. And they hoth silently
resoulved to ease that pain or at least teach their friend what little
humans know about living with it. Lonliness without laughter would
have broken any full-blooded human lo.ig since.

When T'Uriamne had seated herself in the chair Spock had
vacated, Spock nodded to the nearest bannerbearer and, amid the symphonic
jangling of the banners, the electionparaphernalia was retired and
the two lines of bannerbearers formed before Spock. Still holding
the golden chains, he descended into the midst of the escort and was
marshalled out of the room. By the time he’'d reached the doors, or-
derly lines had formed and the rest of the Council was leaving the hall.

Amanda rose, "He'll be hungry when he gets here. 1It's almost
dawn. I'll fix breakfast."” She started away and then turned back to
Sarek, “So Vulcan will remain in the Federation. That neans you'll
be busy for the next fifty years hunting for another solution to the
problem. I'll fix you some breakfast too. You'll need your strength."

She walked a few more paces toward the dining room, then
t-orned back to Sarek with an afterthougynt, “He won't resign from
Star Fleet, you know."

Bushy Vulcan eyebrows climbed, "wWo'lli see...

Kirk couldn't interpret the tone of theat. Threat? Promise?

Or merely uncertainty?



TANYA

ENTRY

Kraith Alll

Pat Zotti

It has been a busy and diverse day. Many things to be worked out,
not that I have the chance to sit down and think about them. Gf course,
while I am writing this, the sorting is easy, but the I look up and there
is Len, and my train of thought runs right off its rails. He looks
conteat pouring over that viewer with its endless medical. journals. Len
lives and breathes them, but he makes sense when he says that with all
that is going on in nedicine, hé has fo keep up with it daily or ret
hopelessly behind. And he enjoys every minute of studying, toe. 4nd his
joy warms me with echoes.

Thers were only two other crewmen in this rec room whean I came in,
a nice quiet place to work on this journal. Faeople have heen coming in
in s stream since, Len among them. He apologized again for missing me at
dinner and I told him again I understand. His line of work has its draw-
backs, and they ere not his fault. B

But sow he is off duty and spending his time with me, even 1f he
is buried in his journal and I in mine. He is with me and I am with him.

Later, I will tell him about Tanys, after he is finished and can
relax, I don't think I will be betraying any confidences, as she did not
ask me to Xeep what she told me to myself, and surely she must know by
now that I would tell him what I think he should know.

I 5till cannot quite understand why she chose to tell me about
herself and the détails of her past life. Perhaps, it was her mood,
although Tanya is hardly an impusive person. I'm glad she did tell me,
though, for now I understand her better, and understanding between us can
hove only good resulta.

It began when she asked me if it ds true that my father was human.
She was interested in this fact and its correlation with my psionic
ability. I told her that although he had a low, even insignificant
psionic ratioc, it did not seem to make any differance. Apparently, my
telopathic abllity is a direct matarnal inheritance, and one that is unim-
pared by the human influence.

She thought nbon{: this somberly before she told me of her own
parentage, and I can never forget her face at that moment—-so human and
yet so Vulcan. Maybe Spockisn would be a better description; at war with

self, aware of emotional imperatives, yet staunchly convinced that
sanity requires the deletion of emotion from all behavior determinants.

But Tanya is even more human than Spock, and we were alone in a
moment of real privacy. She felt a need to communicate, to give a part
of herself, and I could feel that need reaching deep inside myself and
finding & response. It was a definite feeling of etsnini and she felt
it, too. Spock would call it a positive feedback, and shudder fastidiously.
I call it orne of the joys of living.

We moved our chairs a little closer, enjoying this new apirit of
comradship. Ve were like school children discovering that someone else
shared the feelings and experiences that we had thought were so private.

She told me her parents had been bothk human and archaeclogists.
Such a coincidence! I, of course, had to tell her that my Father had been
a professor of archaeclogy.

Her parents were the only humans in & camp of Vulcans on Fads XII.
The camp is still there, still worked mostly by Vulcans. It made me wonder
privately if Father had known of it and if he would have been interested.
Probably he would have been. From what I have been told of him, archae-
ology consumed him as passionately as medicine consumes Len.

But, to get back to Tanya, the more she told me, the more involved
I became. Everything she said reminded me of something and everything I
said set her off on another tanpent. It was an eanriching experience for
both of us, and behind it all there was a thread of--not rapport--but
awareness, a kind of awareness that arises only between psionic beings.

Tanya is so guarded--so dedrau. I don't think she would ever allow
a tropar to grow with anyone. She must carry particularly tender scars.
However, daily, I become more and more convinced that she NE:DS just
exactly that kind of contact, o channel through' which these backed-up
emotional charges could drain harmlessly instead of exploding into
destructive frustrations. Len does this for me and I suppose I do it for
him, PerHups what Tanya needs most is-a love. I will have to talk with
Len about this.

People and forces which mold them into such unigue entities
fascinate me, and Tanya's is a most interesting story.

Her great—grandfather was actually one of the original colonists
of Dorn, which explains a lot. 1 knew that Dorn had been colonized by a
rroup of human telepaths and that they'd had to disband because all the
children born there inherited n telepathic sensitivity but failed to
develop mind shields to protect themselves. lirands Jones was a desacendant
of those same colonists, which was why she had had to go to Vulcan for
assistance in copingy with her problem. It also explains why Vulcan was
80 necessary for Tanya.

After her parents were killed in an accident at the dip, Tanya was
put under the guardianship of two Vulcans, T!Vret and Sauk, who had a
amall daughter themselves, T'Vret had ofter looked after Tanya when her
mother was in the field, and Tanya's father, knowing of her telepathic
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sensitivity, realized she would be better ¢ff with the Vulcans than with
kum.ns, so he made l'Vret and snuk her lepal puardians bef.re he died.
Julcans eventually took Tany. Lome with them, bat when she was folr
and a hzlf years old, an aunt and uncle c-me to tanke her back to Terrd.
vey had aryrreantly cotten documents frem o Jederation Court snd brourht
Jaur tc court fer a custody trial.

Len has awitched off his viewer. 1 looked up to find him watching
me witn an appealing look to these deep tlue eyes. He wants to know when
I will be finished with this, because he wants me to go to his quarters
with him Jor o brandy. I will ro, even though I know the invitatioun is
for more than a brandy. I cannot keep from wor 'rinr a little because
lately I h.ve sjent more nichts in his cabin than in my own. I love him
s¢ very much. .and I know he loves ne. He has even said it, althou-'h he
didn't need to. I know. I alse know that I will 5o on this way for as
long as e wasis me, even if he never does anything about us. ie told me
sbuut Ler, the womin whc wus nis wife, snd I know how cruelly she hurt
5 «e are all »froid of something, it seems, Len of beinr hurt arain,
Junyw of ner wuwn emotiovns, snd I of losin - him.

Len wants to know wh:t 1 -m writin. about so 1 hove invited him to
resd over my siaculier. It isn't often I zllow him a peak at my journmal.

It isn't hurd for me to understand Tanya's reaction to facin,; her
reintives from Terra. 3hke was too younr to maintain any effective mental
barrier for lons and the shock threw her into & state for aysterical with-
drawal. FPoor child. It leads me to wonder why the Vulcans did not
protect her wi.h their own psionic shields. I must remember to ask her
about this.

In any case,; she was remanded to the Psychiatric Institute where
she remained for two and a half years. ‘hen she was released into 3auk's
custody, whe was well again, souné cf mind and body, and a legal citizen
of Vulcan, for althcurh her uncle and cunt put up a long =nd difficult
battle, they had finally rone back to Terra in defeat. Tanya was raised
wisk Suuk's doughter 2s 2 .aurhter of the Tradition.

Now I undersiand why Tanya is so hostile tov‘mrd humans’ and why she
clings so tenaciously to the Vulcan way.

Len has scanned ry vrevious pnges and he looks thoughtful. I can
see the questions he is formuluting rising to the surface of his conscious-
ness. Yes, it's that Mlet's-have-that-brandy-and-talk-about-this"

expression. A good idea.

Stardate 2152.8 :

1 asked Tanya why the Vulcans did not protect ner with their
shields at the time of the trial, and she told me that Sauk had explained
it to her only recently. For a Vulcanm, he has a remarkable grasp of a
human child's feelings. Had he told her when she was ycunger, she would
have felt unloved to the point of being unwanted. It takes a Vulcan to
see this kind of cruelty as a kindness, but he is rizht. I shudder to
think what would have happened if he hod protected her mind from her ount

and uncle during the custody hearing--only tec have them tnke her Lway
ameng humans where the impuct of sc_m.ny chaotic minds would certainly
have killed her almost instantly. + think 1 wmight have a nightmare or
two before I can rid nyself of that vision. Perhaps I should talk to
spock. .. dose of Vulcan detachment would do me pood right now, I

empathize tco easily. It was & Terrun who said it...There but for the

frace...

Stardate 2153.9

1 find myself becomins more and more entangled in Tanya's life and

1 do not know if I like it. The traditional neutrality is nagging at me
+o leave well enouph alone.

tut all is not well, and it it distressing to me because I like
Tanya and I would like to see her hoppy, whatever thst might mean for her.
Tonipht, I began to get an inkling of just what that might be.

I was on my way to my cabin to wash the day's problems away before
dinner, snd I had just reached Tanya's cabin when I walked right into a
duolicti of rather startling proportions, made even more so by its brevity.
It felt like someone had dumped a bucket of needles on me, half of them
whita hot, the other half at absolute zero. For o moment, I could have
sworn that I'd been transported into the middle of a row between undiaci-
plined children zt home, and I was puzzled. But then I realized how close
1 was to Tanya's quarters. ohe is the only other telepath aboard the
ship able to put out such a displey. However, any civilized telepath is
taught to control. ™what cn Sarth could cause her to lose control like this?

I waited, for what I wasn't sure, but shortly afterward, something
exploded against Tanya's door from the inside, followed immediately by'a
wnil of stifled frustration. This, teo, was brief, but echoed on that.
saze irritating wavelen;th.

Curiosity und concern were eatins me up alive, but on the other.
hand, my zncestors would be zertified if I did anything sbout it. So I
talked myself inzo wulking right by. aAnd then she began to ery and that
aid it. I knew I would never ferpive myself if I dida't at least try to
helr.

i buzzed, and the sobbin; broke off, only to continue lower, as if
zufiled by a4 pillow. I wunted tc buzz zgain, and slmost did, when I saw
Spock cumin; dewn the iull.

1 could thin: eof no reason Zor him to be visitinp me, so he must
ve ccming for Tanya, since we hcve the end of the hosll cabins. I knew
satever wds trocubling Tenys, the 1-st person she would went to see
her th-t woy was Spock, so I met him half-way and asked him to meet me
later on for an explanation and blithely weat ianto Tanyn's quarters as if
I h.¢ =a en;raved invitaticn. I didn't even woit to see Spoclk: go, but I
am sure he aid. Jpock isn't one tc intrude where he is not invited.

Lowever, I -am.
was miseraile, und she secmed to be glad to see me.
!

ind I was glad in this instance, because poor Tanya
I sat her up on her

bed and made her dry her eyes and blow her nose.
glanced around the rcom. 1 had never seen it in this kind of disarray
before. It hud been one of ker Vulcan statueties that had crashed into
the door, a shame, beczuse it hid been lovely. She hod turned the lirhting
down to & barest minimum, making the room rlow dully rod. It was zlmost
eerie, I asked her what was wron, . .

While she did this, I

“Men," she said. "I don't understand them."

"And I don't understand you. A man cauged all this?”

"llot one man, many men. 7The whole crew of this saip."

"In what way, Tanya?"

Sht.a seemen $. rrope for words ‘o express herself. I hud never seen
her so animated. !"They pester you and even when refused, thley persist.
They don't know the meaning of the vord 'no’.W

I had to ogree to that. It was beginning to fall intc pluce for
me now. Tanya had been retting “rushed.! It hoppens to all new fem.le
crewmen, and I rather enjoyed it when it hid haprened to me--all those
attentive men practically fighting over who would take me to dinner.
Tanya seemcd to be friphtened by it, which is understandable, cunsidering
her background.

"fanya, you must understand that--"

She didn't even seem to hear me. "Tonight, for instance, I let
one of them walk me here to quarters. He wonted me to have dinner with
him and 1 agreed just to get him off my back. I had some tapes to drop
off here first and he came with me."

"iho was 1t?" I asked.

WCh, hichaels, from Engineering. They're all alike, anyway. He
wasn't in here two minutes when he forced himself on mel®

"He what?" I asked. G5he couldn't mean that.

"ile forced himself on me," she repeated vehemently.
arms around me snd kissed me.!

“He put his
That's alle"
"That's all ne had the chance for."
I sighed in relief. "Uh, good. I gather he didn't stey."
#¥ou bet he didn't.” ’ »
I tried to think of an explanation that she would be able to
accept. It seemed strange to be explaining human behavior to a human.

"Panya, try to look at this as...a study in human...er, mating habits."

I don't want to mate with them. A Vulcan male would never think
of imposing himself on a female in such a way."

“Perhaps, but these are humans, not Vulecans.
different.
with them.”

Their ways are
1f you are goinp to live amonp them, you must learn to live

fNot to that extent." She shivered faintly.

"Well, I'm not suggesting that you...never mind. Tanya, you are
human. What is so repulsive to you about kissing a man?"

Tanya's face revealed more to me than she would have approved of.
I could practically feel her wish to don 2 Vulcan aloofness, but she
couldn't manage it. E .

"It's disgusting. An invasion of privacy."

#Don't Vulcans...uh, kiss and such?" I knew they did, of course.
The trick was in getting her to talk about it. Because underneath it
all, I don't think she found it so repulsive at all. .

WTt's a biological function, regarded as such, nothing more.'

uCh, I see. You're supposed to do it because you must but you're
not supposed to like it.n

She gave me one of those Spockish "You'll never understand s6 why
should I bother?" looks, but I was not ready to let her hide behind it.
WYou do like it, don't you, Tanya? Your real problem is wanting something
you are afraid to have." . .

She looked at me as if I had found something she had been looking
for all these years. It emcouraged me to go a step farther. “Tanya, it
is not wrong to want a man's kisses, or more for that matter.: Not for
humans and not for Vulcans. Tanys, it can be wonderful."

For a moment, L was afraid I had revealed too much, if not in
words, then in the way they had &ome out. I had been thinking of Len wh
when I had said them. Oh, if Tanya could omly find that kind of joy!

She didn't say anything about it, although she must know. Everyone
XnoWwsa...

"Wq'rzn't you mated as a child, Tanya?" I asked, before curiocsity
had a ch e to set it.

"No. My foster father is Kataytikh, so it was left up to me."

nGh," I said, not entirely sure what she was talking eout, but
unwilline to get her started oa long explanations that would t.:ake ug
away from the real subject. nyhat are you going to do about it, then?®

.
n1111 never find the kind of man I need."
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“ihat kind of man would he have tq be?"

"Lh..." She thought a minute. %Well, he wouldn't be human., How
they can base a relationship on such an unatable thing as love, I'11
wever know.!

I knew, and I wanted to tell her about love, but I was afraid it
would only confuse and hurt her more, Considering he firat enocunter
with humun love, 1 was not sure love was the right answer for her, anyway.
"A Vulcan, then?"

"A Vulcan would never be able to put up with ge. Not for long.
I try, but I em far too emotional.®

'Then, whatts left?" I began to get an idea. ™A... Vulemn who
understands human emotion enough to live with it?"

"There is no such person.m

"How about a Vulcan/Human hybrid?"

She took the hiant. "Spock?"

"Why not? Is there anything wrong with him?%
MHo M

‘"How long does a Vulcan woman have to wait to be asked? Or do
you do the asking?®

"He...already aksed me. I refused. Temporarily."

How that shocked me. All this conflict with an answer so closct
And it would be good for Spock, too. The more I thought about it, the
more I liked it. Tanya would suit him so much better than that Y'Pring
person Len had told me about--and even better than T'3ruel, too.
HTanya, why?"

She fidgeted uneasily. I dan't think she understood har own
reasoning. "He's so Vulcan-~I would drive him crazy with my emotional
outburste...my tantrums. You just saw one yourself, imy. How do you
think Spock would react to that? Especially if we were bonded and he had
no defense against it?"

I didn't know, so I said nothiny and let her continue.

ind what about children? His children would nead a Vulcan mother
who would be equal to the task of raising them in the Vulcan way. He has
obligations, you know.™

"If he asked you, he must feel you wouid be the best choice.
He must have considered all this. If Spock wants you, his reasons must
be logical. Don't you think he is distressed by your refusalsr

#Distressed? In a Vulcan way, he is. But it's for bias own good.!
"Don't forget that he is part humsn, too.!

"I know that.M

#¥ou wouldn't want to hurt Rim."

"Of course not. My foster-father would never speak to me again
if I allowed harm to develop because of my...personal problems,"

I spiled. Xf she could only see what was right before her eyes!
She must see it for -herself. I could not make her see it if she kept
her own blinders on., "Well, it won't hurt toc give it some more thought,
will it? It's what you really want, you know."

I left her then, hurrying because I had forgotten all about meeting
Len for dinner. MNow I'd have to do the apologizing.

And I did and he understood. He said he was glad to knmow all this,
that he mipght need it someday. He was thinking like a psychologist, but
I was thinking like a woman. And I wondered what would happen now between
my friends. .

Stardate 2154.9

Spock finally caught up with me. I knew he would. That curiecsity
of his would never let him rest until I explained why I shooed him away
from Tanya's door. I did not, however, expect him to turp up first
thing in the morning!

He must have been waiting outside the door to my quarters about to
buzz, because when I opened the door toc leave for breakfast, I almost
collided with him. "Ch," I said. "Good morning."

. He inclined his head a bit and then said, "I wish to discuss the.
events of last evening.”

#Before breakfaste!

“There will not be another opportunity until tonight and I do not
wish to wait that long."

ALl right," 1 sighed, wishing my breakfast a fond good-bye. "Do
you want to come in?"

"Yes," and he ushered me back into my quarters. I was glad I had
been injustrious enouph to go over the room carefully this moraing.

He seemed to be waiting for me to begin, so I did. "You area't
geing to like it," I warned him.

#1t is not necessary that I like it, but it is5 necessary that I
know it." .

"Wery well. Tanya needs to marry.'

ile raised one brow. "Really." It was a statement, not a question.
"ind that is the reason you would not let me see her?t

""She was upset. I knew she would not want tc be seen in such a
condition.”

"I see.”

"No, you don't. Not really." Could I make him see? Should I
even try? My poor ancestors must have disowned me by now. And how far
did I dare presume upon the tie that was developing between us? "She is
trapped between what she thinks she should be und what she is. Jhe told
me you asked her to Join--to marry, and she told me why she refused.”

"Indeed? Ihen you know mere that I." ilis composure was thinning
visably, but I told him what Tanya nad told me and he said, "That is
substantially what she told me. bhut I don't believe it is...all."

I had gone too far to back down now, and the lock on his face
coupled with the ripples agitating his mind almost added up to a pleas
for helps 1 had almost bitten through my lower lip, but I went on as
bravely as I could. ™Spock, Lythians regard privacy as do Vulcans, but
we speak proudly of love.™

"Amy," he said, but could not go on until he had paced the length
of my cabin and back again. He picked up my ivory dragon and examined
it minutely. I cherish our differences. They have hecome 2 source of
great joy to me.™

I knew what he meant. Soon after we had met, he had shown me his
Idic and explained what it meant to him personally as a hybrid. I had
explained the Lythian philosophy as best I could. (I am no expert, but
I have studied dillizently-) And we discovered our similarities were
also Joys.!" *

I could not meet his eyes. "I think she loves ycu, or needs to.
And I think she needs you to love her. But not in the human way. She
needs masculine attention and even affection. But most of all she needs
a secure relationship in which she can kanow that her humanity will not
be a source of pain to her partner. She has enough pain already. That
which she cherishes moat, Tsaichrani, is destroying her."

I could feel his intense, anguished embarassment. With a full
Lythian or s full human, he would have been unable to listen. But now
he dropped heavily into my desk chair and said, "Go on."

"If she does not find someone to accept her pain and dispell it,
to accept her Joys and cherish them--Spock, if you call upon her suddenly,
she may have become...unable to respond."

"logical argument has failed., What can I do?" It was a toneless
whisper, but I could hear the frustration and anguish. A Vulcan doss
not need emotion to become thwarted or to surrender to fate. Spock had

taught me mueh sbout the detachable emotional component of almost ail
mortal experiences, but when it came to handling his own emotions, he was
still such a child.

"You must offer her what she needs...without demanding any btend."
NI...cannote!

"I know Vulcans don't form relationships ocutside of Tsaichrani's
structure. But it is that structure that is killins her soul. As long
as thers is no question of...mating...there is no reason you cannot
spend tdme with her, is there?"

Mo "

"Then do that. Share your life with her and let her share hers
with you. There must always be a pericd of growing close before one can
give one's heart...before trust comes testing." Trust. Who was I to
tell him about trust when I could not inspire enough trust ir my own Love
to allow a commitment?"

"Under the Bond, there is no such need."
.

But T'Aniyeh is not under the Bond."
"She's seen it. She's Affirpmed."

I hadn't known that. Tanya bhad Affirmed the Continuity? I would
have to consider this at length. or the moment, I siad, "That is my
evaluation. I don't think this is the time or place to argue. We are
both too emotionally involved to refrain from fighting."

"I do not fight."
"iell, I might...Spock, I don't mean to offend ycu."
1 don't take offense needlessly,"

et get too caught‘/up in negatives. You know where to find me
if you want to discuss this further. That is, if my ancesicrs don't
gather me in for being such z debesont.”

I looked up tu catch his puzzled expression and realized I had
lapsed into Lythian. "busy-body," I explained. He leaned back in the
chalr, steeplin/ his fingers as if he were about to drop into a meditation.

Despite his resistance, I knew he had absorbed what I had said.
It remains to be seen what he does with it, though. I hope he can reach
her...for both their sakes. I haove resolved to do a little researching
on pre-Reform Vulcan muting procedures. i purely academic interest, of
course. The one person whc could help Spock's situation is the only
person I could never approach on the subject. Ssarsun. I wender if IT1l
everrmeet him. .

Spock got to his feet and moved toward the door. "You may as well
come with me. I have some transference for you," he said, switching
neatly from friend to Superior Ufficer. So I would beconme oaly the ship's
Records Cfficer until he needed the friend ugain.

5 Amused, I wondered what might be said if someone noticed the
I-‘g.rst Gfficer coming from my quarters wi-h me at this hour of the morping.
Unfortunitely, no one saw us, so I'll have to wait for an answer to that.
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