= ..srA'iifnex .

Sk

625810
$395

,_S

|

/\R
NOW, THE UNTOLD STORY—
FIRST MISSION!
[ ‘
| THE F|R5T b
| HUUEHTURE '

5
|
|/ vonoan, MIVRE




0-T®?529-TL9-0

THE MOST EAGERLY AWAITED
STAR TREK ADVENTURE OF ALL—
CAPTAIN KIRK’S FIRST MISSION

ABOARD THE U.S.S. ENTERPRISE!




b
T, -
~







From the moment James T. Kirk steps

aboard the Enterprise—the youngest captain in
Starfleet’s history—things begin to go wrong.
His Vulcan science officer, Mr. Spock, con-
siders Kirk impetuous; the ship’s chief engineer
thinks him an inexperienced young hotshot; his
chief medical officer hasn’t bothered to show
up yet; and the new helmsman would rather be
someplace else entirely. To top it all off,
Starfleet Command has assigned the Enterprise
a disappointingly tame task: to ferry a troupe of
vaudeville performers on a morale-raising mis-
sion to Federation starbases—in short, a USO
tour.

Then the largest spacecraft anyone has ever
seen suddenly appears in the ship’s flight path
. . . and on their first mission together, Kirk and
the entire Enterprise crew are facing what
could truly be mankind’s final frontier. . . .
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Prologue

BLOOD FLOWS IN strange patterns in zero gravity—

Jim Kirk cried out and flung himself forward, reaching—

“Gary, no—"'

As Gary Mitchell collapsed, Jim struggled forward, fight-
ing to see, fighting to stay conscious despite shock, fighting
to move through the pain of his crushed knee and his broken
ribs, fighting to breathe against the blood in his lungs. If he
lost the fight, his closest friend would die.

A scarlet net drifted across the image before him, and he
thought that he was blind.

Jim bolted awake, gasping. He had been dreaming.

Dreaming again. “Carol . . . 7" He wanted to hold her, to
reassure himself that he was right beside her, not back in the
disaster of Ghioghe.

Then he remembered, almost as if he were waking from a
second dream, that he no longer lived in Carol Marcus’s
house, he no longer slept in her bed. He was alone.

As his room’s computer sensed that he was awake, it
lightened the darkness around him. He wiped cold sweat
from his face and touched the scar on his forehead. At
Ghioghe, before the gravity went out, blood from the gash
flowed down into his eyes and obscured his vision.

He wished he could go back to sleep; he wished he could
sleep without dreaming. But he knew he could not. Besides,
in fighting the recurrent nightmare Jim had left the bed-
clothes twisted and sweat-damp and clammy. He threw
them aside and rose.

Jim Kirk, the newest captain in Starfleet, the youngest
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officer ever to reach the rank of captain, the hero of Axanar
and, more recently, of Ghioghe, the next commander of the
constellation-class starship Enterprise, had lived for the past
two weeks in a rented traveler’s cubicle, one of a hundred
identical cubicles facing another block of a hundred identical
cubicles, in a building similar to at least a hundred other
sleeper buildings clustered near the spaceport.

In his current odd emotional state of excitement over his
coming command, worry over Gary Mitchell, and pain and
confusion over the way his affair with Carol Marcus ended,
Jim had lived here without noticing the shabby surround-
ings. Not that his own furniture, which he had left in storage
during this visit to earth, had much over the plastic built-ins
of the sleeper. Jim had never got around to replacing much
of the beat-up junk left over from student digs. But he did
have a couple of pieces of heavy old oak from the farmhouse
in Iowa, and a single Persian rug he had bought on a whim
even before he realized how much he liked it, and before he
realized how much the liking would cost if he let it develop.

He could barely stand in the sleeper; he could just lie
down in the bunk, if he restrained himself from stretching.
He looked around. He would have claimed intimate familiar-
ity with the place, but the claim would be a fraud. Had he
been asked to describe it, he would have failed in every
particular. His indifference to it turned suddenly to revul-
sion.

He dragged his small suitcase from the tiny storage shelf,
pulled it open, and flung into it his few possessions: a couple
of books, including one that had belonged to his father; a
thin sheaf of family photos; a letter from Carol. He could not
decide if throwing the letter away would start healing his
wounds, or deepen them.

“Computer.”

“Ready.”

“Close out my account here.”

*“Done.”

Jim slammed shut the suitcase and fled the sleeper without
a backward glance.

Outside, in the darkness preceding dawn, Jim felt as if his
nightmare still lurked at the edge of his waking perceptions.
He always had the same dream, never about the breakdown
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of pattern, the miscommunication that led to the battle, not
about the battle itself, not even about the actions he had
taken that saved most of his crew but left his ship, the Lydia
Sutherland, a battered, broken hulk drifting dead in space.
Instead, the dream always repeated those interminable few
minutes in the rescue pod, when Gary Mitchell almost died.

Jim climbed the stairs to the entrance of the Starfleet
Teaching Hospital, being careful of his right knee. So far,
this morning, it had given him no trouble. He headed for the
regeneration ward. No one stopped him. He had asked,
ordered, pulled rank and pulled strings to get official permis-
sion to be here outside of visiting hours. Finally he simply
ignored the rules, and now everyone was used to seeing him.

As he had every day since getting out of regen himself,
Jim entered Gary’s hospital room. Gary Mitchell lay in a
regeneration tank, drugged and sleeping and immersed up to
his neck in translucent green regen gel.

Gary hated being sick. It hurt to see him like this. All the
specialists kept congratulating themselves on his progress.
But to Jim he looked wasted and frail, as if the gel were
draining his youth instead of restoring his body. Gary’s
thirtieth birthday had passed right after he entered regen.
Jim was a year and a half younger, just turned twenty-nine,
impatient with the aftereffects of his own injuries, anxious
for his friend to get well.

He sat down beside Gary and spoke to him as if he could
hear him.

“They keep telling me you'll wake up soon,” Jim said. “I
hope it’s true. You've been here too long, and it isn't fair.
You would have come out of Ghioghe without a scratch if
you hadn’t come back for me.” Jim stretched his right leg,
testing his knee. He had begun to trust the new joint;
physical therapy had built up its strength so it no longer
collapsed at awkward moments. He still had exercises he
was supposed to do every day.

“They also claim you can’t hear me because of the drugs.
But they’re wrong. I don’t much care if they think I'm nuts
to talk to you.” Jim remembered his last few days in regen, a
twilight of half-sleep, confusion, and dreams. *I saw it all
going wrong at Ghioghe. I still can’t believe Sieren could
make a mistake like that. I saw—this is going to sound
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weird, Gary, I know it, but I saw the pattern of what was
happening. I knew that if everyone would calm down for
thirty seconds, if all the commanders held their fire for
another minute, the crisis would pass. But it didn’t happen
that way. Lord, I admired Sieren.” Jim could not believe
Sieren had made the mistake, could not believe Sieren and
so many others had died. He took a deep breath. *‘I saw the
pattern, I knew how to fix it, but I couldn’t do anything, and
it all went wrong. Is that how it was for Sieren? Is that how it
would have been for me, if I'd been in command at Ghioghe?
Axanar could have turned out just the same, but it didn’t.
We came out of that one covered with glory and holding a
peace treaty. Was that just good luck?”

He thought Gary’s eyelids flickered. But it had been a
reflex, or Jim’s own imagination.

“It’s all right,”” he said. ‘‘Sleep, get well. I have to go up to
the Enterprise soon, but if the ship has to do without a first
officer for a few months, it will survive. I’ve nominated you
to the position, my friend, as soon as you’re ready for it.”

“Good morning, captain.”

Gary’s heavy dark hair had slipped down across his
forehead. Jim brushed it back.

“Captain?”’

Jim looked up. Christine Chapel, a member of the staff of
the intensive-care unit, stood near. Jim had heard her, but he
had not realized she was talking to him. He was not yet used
to his new rank. His promotion had come while he was still
in regen. He went to sleep a commander whose space cruiser
had been blasted around him; he woke up a captain with a
new medal and a constellation-class starship soon to be
under his command. ‘‘Sorry, Ms. Chapel. Good morning.”

“The biotelemetry on Commander Mitchell is very en-
couraging. I thought you’d like to know.” A striking young
woman, she wore her blond hair feathered around her face.

“Then why doesn’t he wake up?’’ Jim said.

““He will,” Chapel said. ‘“‘He will when he’s ready.”

She handed him a printout flimsy.

After spending so much time here, he had learned to make
sense of it. He scanned the printout. It did look good. The
troubling tangle of neurons in Gary’s regenerating spinal
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cord had sorted itself out, and the vertebrae had solidified
from their earlier ghostly shadow, when they were only
cartilage. As far as Jim could tell, Gary’s lacerated internal
organs had completely healed. Jim handed the printout back.

““I see he has the heart of an eighteen-year-old,” he said.

She smiled. The hoary old regen joke had a dozen punch
lines. The standby was *‘Yes—in a jar on his closet shelf.”

*‘Has Dr. McCoy called to ask about his progress?’’ Jim
said.

“NO.QQ

“Strange. We're supposed to transport to Spacedock
later. I hoped Gary would be withus . . .”

“Maybe Dr. McCoy decided to extend his vacation.”

“It’s possible.”” Jim chuckled ruefully. *‘I did a better job
than I meant to when I bullied him into taking some time off.
I don’t even know where he went.”

“Can I ask you something?”’

“Sure.”

“Why does Dr. McCoy call Commander Mitchell ‘Mitch,’
while you call him ‘Gary’?”

“Everybody calls Gary ‘Mitch’ except me. He picked up
the nickname during our first midshipman training cruise.
But I’d already known him for a year, and somehow I just
never got around to making the change.”

“What does he call you?”

Jim felt himself blushing. He wondered if he could get
away with telling her that Gary called him Jim, like every-
body else. As soon as Gary woke up, though, he would blast
that fiction out of space.

“He calls me ‘kid,” ”’ Jim said. ‘“‘I'm a little younger than
he is, and he never lets me forget it.”” He did not tell her he
had been the youngest in his class by more than a year. He
knew what she would say: ‘“Precocious, weren’t you?”
Being called precocious at fifteen or at twenty was bad
enough. At twenty-nine, it was ridiculous.

“You’ve known Commander Mitchell for a long time,
haven’t you?”

‘“Ten years. No, eleven.’”’ Jim had lost three months in the
regen bed. He shipped out to Ghioghe in spring, when the
hills east of the city were green from winter’s rain; when he
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woke up, only two weeks later in subjective time, the hills
were golden and tinder dry with summer. Now, autumn
approached, and Gary was still here.

‘““He will be all right, captain. I promise you that.”

“Thank you, Ms. Chapel. Ms. Chapel . . .”

“Yes, captain?”’

“Would you do me a favor?”

“If I can.”

He stopped, wondering if he should ask her to do some-
thing all the experts said was useless. “I know it isn’t
supposed to make any difference, but I keep remembering
the time before I woke up. I could hear things—or I thought 1
could hear—but I couldn’t open my eyes and I didn’t know
where I was or what had happened to me. While Gary’s still
asleep, would you . . . talk to him? Tell him what’s going on,
tell him he’s going to be all right . . .”

“Of course I will,” she said.

“Thank you.” He stood up reluctantly. ‘‘I'm supposed to
report to Spacedock soon. I'd like to leave a note—?"’

“You can use the office in back.”

The note was hard to write, but he finally got something
down that he hoped would be reassuring.

In the doorway of the office, he stopped. Her back to Jim,
Carol Marcus stood at Gary’s bedside with Dr. Eng, one of
the regen specialists. They inspected Gary’s life-sign read-
ings and compared the printout with Carol’s projections.
Unlike the specialist, Carol was not a medical doctor. She
was a geneticist; she had developed the protocol for Gary’s
treatment and for Jim’s.

Jim remembered the first time he saw her, the first thing
she said to him. When he began physical therapy, he lasted
about five minutes into the first session. Trembling with
exhaustion, sweaty and aching, thinking himself ridiculous
to be so weak, he noticed her watching him and wished no
stranger had seen him like this. Bad enough to have McCoy
hovering like an encouraging mother hen.

But Carol overlooked Jim’s exhaustion, the scar on his
forehead, his hair plastered down with sweat. She said, ‘‘I
wanted to meet the person who belongs to this genome.”

She was serious and elegant, funny and good-humored.
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She was one of those rare scientists who make intellectual
leaps that turn into breakthroughs. She was extraordinarily
beautiful, with her smooth blond hair and deep blue eyes.
Jim felt an immediate attraction to her, and though her job
did not require her to visit intensive care, let alone therapy,
she often stopped in to see him.

The first time he left the hospital they went walking
together in a nearby park. By the time the hospital released
him, Jim and Carol had fallen in love. She invited him to
move into her house.

Three months later, he moved out. He had not seen her for
the past two weeks. He had an irrational urge to step back
into the office and stay there till she left.

Don’t be ridiculous, he thought. You’re both adults; you
can be civilized about this. He started toward her.

Dr. Eng pushed her short dark hair back behind her ear,
made a notation on the printout flimsy, and glanced at Carol
with a concerned frown. ‘“What are you going to do?”

“Do? I'm going to do all the things you’re supposed to do
under these circumstances,” Carol replied. ‘“‘You didn’t
think this was an accident, did you?”

“No, of course not, it’s just—Why, Captain Kirk! How
nice to see you looking so well.”

Carol turned, uncharacteristically flustered. ““Jim—!"

“Hello, Carol.” He stopped. He wanted to say everything
to her, or he wanted to say nothing. He wanted to make love
with her, or he wanted never to see her again.

“Talk to you later,” Dr. Eng said, and made a diplomatic
exit.

“How are you feeling, Jim?”

He ignored the question. His heart beat hard. “It’s won-
derful to see you. I have to leave soon. Can we . . . I'd like to
talk to you. Would you have a drink with me?”’

“I don’t feel like having a drink,” she said. ‘‘But I will go
for a walk with you.”

Jim paused beside Gary, still hoping he might awaken. He
did not. *‘Get well, my friend,” Jim said, and left Ms. Chapel
the note to give him when he regained consciousness.

They did not have to discuss where to go. Jim and Carol
walked toward their park.
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Without meaning to, exactly, Jim kept brushing against
Carol. His shoulder touched her shoulder; his fingers
touched the back of her hand. At first she moved aside.

*Oh—"" Carol said impatiently the third time Jim touched
her. She took his hand and held it. ‘““We are still friends, I
hope.”

*“I hope so, too,” Jim said. He tried to pretend the electric
tingle of physical attraction no longer existed between them,
but he found it impossible to deceive himself that much.
Being near Carol made Jim feel as if a powerful current cast
a web over both of them, exchanging and intensifying every
passion.

‘“Are you sleeping any better?”’ Carol said.

Jim hesitated between the truth and a lie. “‘I’'m sleeping
fine,” he said.

Carol gave him a quizzical glance, and he knew he had
hesitated too long. She had held him too many times, when
the nightmare slapped him awake in the darkest hours of the
morning.

“If you want to talk about it . . .” she said.

“No. I don’t want to talk about it,”” he said in a clipped
impatient tone. Talking about it would do nothing but give
him an excuse to wallow in grief and regret. That was the last
thing he needed, and the last thing Carol needed to hear.
Besides, if he told Carol now that he still bolted out of sleep
with a shout of pure fury, tangled in cold sweat-soaked
bedding, surrounded by the shreds of dream, confusing
darkness with being blind . . . If he told her about trying to
go back to sleep in the shabby, cramped traveler’s cu-
bicle . . . If he told her about lying wide awake and
exhausted in the night, wishing desperately she was still
beside him, then he would seem to be asking her to take him
back out of pity instead of love.

‘““No,” he said again, more gently, ‘I don’t want to talk
about it.”

Still holding hands, they reached the small park and set
out along the path that circled the lake. Ducks swam along-
side them, quacking for a handout.

‘“We always forget to bring them anything,”” Carol said.
‘“‘How many times have we walked here—we always meant
to bring them some bread, but we never did.”
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‘““We had . . . other things on our minds.”

“Yes.”

““Carol, there’s got to be some way—!"’

He cut off his words when he felt her tense.

“‘Such as what?”’ she said.

“We could—we could get married.”

She looked at him; for a moment he thought she was going
to burst out laughing.

“What?”’ she said.

“Let’s get married. We could transport to Spacedock.
Admiral Noguchi could perform the ceremony.”

“But why marriage, for heaven’s sake?”

“That’s the way we do it in my family,” Jim said stiffly.

“Not in mine,” Carol said. ‘**And anyway, it still wouldn’t
work.”

“It’s worked for quite a number of generations,” Jim said,
though in the case of his own parents the statement stretched
the truth. “Carol, I love you. You love me. You're the
person I'd most want to be with if I were stranded on a
desert planet. We have fun together—remember when we
went to the dock and snuck on board the Enterprise for our
own private tour—" At her expression, he stopped. “It’s
true.”

“Yes,” she said. “It’s true. And I've missed you. The
house is awfully quiet without you.”

“Then you’ll do it?”

“No. We talked about this too many times. No matter
what we do, it wouldn’t make any difference. I can’t be with
you and you can’t stay with me.”

“But I could. I could transfer to headquarters—"’

“Jim . . .”” She turned to face him. She held both his hands
and looked into his eyes. ‘I remember how you felt when
you found out you’re getting command of the Enterprise. Do
you think anyone who loved you would want to take that
away from you? Do you think you could love anyone who
tried?”

“I love you,” he said. *I don’t want to lose you.”

“I don’t want to lose you, either. But I lost you before I
ever met you. I can get used to the quiet. I can’t get used to
having you back for a few weeks at a time and losing you
over and over and over again.”
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He kept seeking a different solution, but the pattern led
him in circles and he could find no way out.

“I know you’'re right,’” he said, miserable. “Ijust...”

Tears silvered Carol’s dark blue eyes.

They kissed each other, one last time. She held him. He
laid his head on her shoulder with his face turned away,
because he, too, was near tears.

“I love you, too, Jim,” she said. “‘But we don’t live on a
desert planet.”

On the marshy bay side of the island, where the shore and
the shallow warm saltwater met and blended, mangrove
trees reached out onto the black mud flats. The tide receded,
leaving behind a rich rank odor. Night fell and earth’s moon
rose, full, silvering the dark water and the black mud.

Commander Spock of Starfleet, science officer of the
starship Enterprise, citizen of the planet Vulcan, watched
and smelled and listened to the marsh. The undeveloped side
of the island showed no evidence of human or other sentient
presences. The rich ecosystem fascinated him. The dop-
plered whine of mosquitoes, rising as the insects approached
him, falling as they fled, formed a background to the low
cries of owls and the sharp sonar of bats. He could trace
their flight by the whisper of their wings. The owls flew with
a feathery swoop, the bats in a series of abrupt direction
changes. A snake slid from shore to water, the sound of its
long, smooth slither barely changing as it made the transi-
tion. On the tide flats, small crabs danced. The claws of a fat
raccoon scraped mangrove bark; its paws padded on the
mud; its teeth crunched. In the morning, nothing would be
left of the captured crab but a small pile of crumbled shell.

The local inhabitants of the island claimed cougars still
lived here, but Spock suspected they made the claim for the
benefit of tourists.

Toward dawn, a blue heron sailed out of the dark sky and
plashed into the shallows. It stalked over the water, feet and
beak poised. Spock wondered what it was hunting. He took
off his boots and rolled up his pants and waded into the thick
silty water. He could feel the vibrations of living creatures
through the soles of his feet, like a constant low electrical
current. His toe encountered a hard shape, which he picked
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up and swished through the water to wash off the worst of
the mud.

The mollusc was about half the length of his thumb, a
univalve, its shell patterned delicately in black and white. Its
body tapered to a point and its apex spiraled to a peak in a
series of small sharp points. The creature itself had retreated
inside the shell, drawing its horny operculum tight into the
opening. Spock stood motionless till the gastropod gradually
thrust out its feelers, its head, its body, and crawled across
his hand.

Spock returned the king’s crown to the bay and started
back to the conference center, taking the long way around
the tip of the island. The marsh gave way to the ocean side:
white sand, dune grass, palms. As the sun cleared the
horizon, he reached a secluded beach. He went for a long,
hard swim, testing himself against the currents.

As a child Spock had not learned to swim. His home
planet, Vulcan, spun hot and sere around its ancient scarlet
sun. Large bodies of open water were rare on Vulcan, for the
world retained barely enough water to sustain its ecosystem.
Early the first morning of the conference, before anyone else
had risen, he took himself off alone and gingerly attempted
to swim. His tall spare body was not naturally buoyant, but
after a few floundering false starts he managed to stay afloat.
Once he figured out how to make forward progress, his skill
increased rapidly.

Several kilometers from shore he paused to tread water.
The tip of the island was a thin white streak of beach and a
thin green streak of vegetation. Eyes open, he let himself
sink beneath the water. A meter beneath the surface, a
barracuda gazed at him stonily, its powerful silver torpedo
form motionless except for the occasional flick of a fin.
Spock knew it to be a ferocious predator. He searched his
mind for fear; he found none. Vulcans trained themselves to
maintain an emotionless state of equanimity under all condi-
tions: Spock continually tested himself against that ideal. He
resisted fear and pain; with equal determination he resisted
pride and despair, joy and grief, and love.

One moment the barracuda peered at Spock, the next it
vanished. Its streamlined shape cut through the sea with
barely a motion, and Spock was alone. Perhaps the barra-
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cuda had no interest in the copper-based green blood of an
alien; or perhaps it simply was not hungry.

He swam to shore, toweled off the saltwater and smoothed
down his short black hair, dressed, and crossed the beach.
White sand gave way to dune grass; dune grass gave way to
trees and shade. A few human people already lay on the
sand, exposing themselves to the sun. Humans had evolved
beneath this yellow star. Unlike Vulcans, they possessed
some natural protection against ultraviolet radiation. Never-
theless, Spock thought they took an unnecessary risk. Some
wore bathing costumes, which struck him as ridiculous:
inadequate protection from the sun on the one hand, an
obstruction to swimming on the other. He saw no point to
the use of clothing as decoration.

Though it was broad daylight when he reached the confer-
ence center, the lobby was deserted. Most of the other
participants had either left after the presentation of the final
papers the day before, or they had partied late into the night
and now still slept. Deltan people, particularly, showed a
considerable tolerance for engaging in intellectual discus-
sions all day and carousing most of the night. They did their
celebrating in a private group, however, claiming they could
not risk damage to other beings with frailer emotional capac-
ities. The other beings, including human people, apparently
took this as a challenge. The resultant commotion helped
Spock decide to avoid the wild portions of the conference
center and spend most nights exploring the wild portions of
the island instead.

“Excuse me, Commander Spock? You have a package.”

Spock went to the desk. Someone had gone to a great deal
of trouble and expense to send it rather than to have it
synthesized locally; messenger stamps covered the wrap-
ping. Spock accepted the package. His mother’s handwriting
addressed it.

He took it to his cabin and regarded it curiously before
breaking the seals. Though he had been on earth, and on
Spacedock in high earth orbit, for some months, and though
his parents currently resided on earth, he had neither visited
nor called them. Sarek, his father, the Vulcan ambassador,
disapproved of Spock’s decision to join Starfleet. The
breach in their relationship extended over some years, now;
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as he saw no way to heal it, Spock accepted it. He seldom
communicated with his mother, either. Unlike his father, she
could accept his making decisions about his own life. She
never tried to win him to Sarek’s point of view. But the
disagreement between her husband and her son put her in an
awkward middle position. Though Spock did not admit to
feeling any pain over their estrangement, he was not indiffer-
ent to the feelings of his mother.

People who looked at Spock saw a tall, slender man of
completely controlled physical power; green-tinged com-
plexion, upswept black eyebrows and deep-set dark eyes,
smooth black hair cut in straight short bangs, ears tapering
up to points: a Vulcan. Or so most people perceived him. But
his blood was not completely alien to the seas of this world,
for his mother, Amanda Grayson, was a human being. She
possessed all the feelings and emotions of a human being.
Though he wished his mother could escape her feelings,
Spock knew that the tension between him and Sarek hurt her
deeply. His only solution, unsatisfactory as it might be, was
to stay away.

He opened the package. It contained a short note of
greeting that wished him well, made no mention of his
silence, and hardly hinted at the intense emotions behind it.
Only the signature broke the cool tone: ‘“‘Love, Amanda.”

The package contained a shirt of brown silk velvet em-
broidered with gold at the neck and sleeves. Spock gazed at
it, wondering what had possessed his mother to send it to
him. It was the sort of garment one might wear to a party,
and surely Amanda knew that he attended only the parties
he could not avoid, parties to which he would be required to
wear Starfleet formal dress. Being human, his mother was
more subtle and less directly logical than a Vulcan. That did
not necessarily make her actions less meaningful or less
comprehensible. Spock understood, after a moment, that
she hoped for him to find other rewards in his life than his
work. She wished him happiness.

He tried the shirt on. Of course it fit. He had to admit that
he found the texture of the fabric aesthetically pleasing. He
folded the gift into its package and slipped it in with his other
belongings, among the memory modules and a bound copy
of the paper he had presented.
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His vacation had ended; it was time to return to the
Enterprise.

Cadet Hikaru Sulu danced back, sprang forward in a
lunge, and retreated before his opponent’s saber could score
the winning touch. He lunged, lunged again—and the score-
board flashed the final touch of the final match of the Inner
Planets all-around fencing championship.

The referee awarded the point, the saber match, and the
championship to Cadet Hikaru Sulu.

Almost oblivious to the reaction of the audience, gasping
for breath, his heart pounding after the long and intense
match, Hikaru raised his mask and saluted his opponent. He
had competed against her in the intercontinental champion-
ships, when he became the first Starfleet Academy fencer in
ten years to win a place on the pan-earth team. Her school
took most of the other positions, and she was team captain.
He had never beaten her before.

She stood with her head down and her saber hanging by
her side. She had won this competition two years running.
She owned it, by right and by tradition as well as by training.
She belonged to one of the most powerful families in the
Federation, an aristocracy of old money and old accomplish-
ment. Fencing was their sport. How dare a Starfleet Aca-
demy fencer, a provincial, practically a colonist, come in
and think he could destroy her sweep?

When she raised her mask, she looked so angry, so
stunned, that he feared she would leave the floor without
observing the conventions of politeness.

He extended his ungauntleted hand to his opponent. She
always moved gracefully, athletically, but now she had to
force herself to stiffly shake his hand.

On the sidelines, Hikaru tried to think of something to say
to her, but she flung her mask and saber and gauntlet on the
floor and shrugged off the coach’s consolation.

She glared at Hikaru. “You illiterate peasant!” she
snarled. Followed by her teammates, her admirers, and the
coach, she stalked into the locker room.

* ‘Illiterate peasant’—?"’ Hikaru was tempted to quote a
few lines of poetry. If his opponent’s parents, whose families
had done nothing within living memory but protect their
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positions, had literary pretensions, then their library shelves
probably held a copy of one of Hikaru’s father’s books. Fire
in Frost, maybe, or Nine Suns.

Probably, Hikaru thought sullenly, an unread copy.

One team member lagged behind. ‘‘Proud of yourself?”’

“Yes,” Hikaru said. ‘I am.” For all his opponent’s lack of
grace in losing, she was the best saber fighter he had ever
seen. He had not expected to beat her.

“She would’ve been the first fencer to take the saber
championship all three years.”

“What do you expect me to do?”’ Hikaru asked angrily.
*Fall on my sword in remorse?”’

The team member scowled and strode away.

Hikaru had believed if he were good enough, they would
accept him. They would forget his lack of position and his
poverty and respect him for his accomplishments. He had
been foolish to believe that. He had no chance of being
accepted; he had never had a chance. Even if his parents’
careers were lucrative, which they were not, only the old
money and the old positions-and the old connections
counted.

Despite himself, Hikaru started to laugh. Finally, the
snobbery had passed beyond the limits of pain. Finally, he
could only find his teammates hilarious, and, in a strange
way, pitiful.

Right after the medal ceremony, he put his weapons in
their case and returned to the Academy dorm to study.

Because his mother worked as a consulting agronomist,
his family had moved from world to world throughout his
childhood. His education had been thorough in some sub-
jects and nonexistent in others. Classes at the Academy
were a constant struggle to catch up punctuated by an
occasional subject that he could have taught better than the
professor.

Starfleet had granted him the assignment he requested, but
his being allowed to take it depended on his commission, and
his commission depended on his final grades for the final
term. He had to do better than just scraping through.

With the championship medal cold in one hand and his
weapons case heavy in the other, with his teammates off
somewhere mourning their champion’s loss instead of cele-
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brating his victory, he wondered again if he should have quit
the team months ago. He would have had more time in
which to study. But the truth was he loved to fence, and the
training gave him the energy to keep on studying. And
maybe it kept him sane. Even early on, when he first realized
he was competing in the chosen sport of a completely
different social group, he enjoyed fencing too much to
quit.

Now, a week later, near dawn, Hikaru strolled along a
beach, kicking away the memories of the championship
match as he kicked the damp sand. At the edge of the sea, a
glassy sheet of water swept across a scattering of smooth-
worn and ageless pebbles. The sea and the sand and the
wind and the small polished stones at the waterline all
sparkled with a cold hint of autumn.

He had won the championship, and the grade; he had his
commission and he had his assignment. He was done with
the fencing, done with the finals, done with the Academy.

He returned to his beach camp, where smoke from the fire
crosscut the brilliant salt tang. Sparks flew when he threw
another piece of driftwood on the fire.

He sat down and leaned against a huge storm-burnished
piece of driftwood, an uprooted cedar tree polished to
silvery gray. The sun’s edge cleared the horizon, rising into
air too pure and sky too clear to explode into sunrise. In the
east, the sky lightened. Overhead, it glowed an intense
indigo. In the west, the stars still glittered in the night.

Only a few hours remained of his leave, only a few hours
more of peace and solitude and learning about his home
world. He had been born on earth, but raised on a dozen
alien worlds. He had spent the last three years here, but
study and practice had taken all his time till now.

He had chosen to spend his leave by the ocean not
because he particularly wanted to, but because he could
afford neither the time nor the money to go offworld. At the
age of twenty, he had seen mountains higher than the
Himalayas, deserts wider and dryer and crueler than the
Sahara, all manner of wonders, planetary and stellar. Stories
of earth’s splendors never impressed him.

But after a few days alone beside the sea, he found himself
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gripped and held by the quiet beauty of his unknown home
world.

I used to believe I could make myself at home anywhere,
he thought. But now I know I never felt at home at all. Not
compared to the way I feel now, sitting beside earth’s
greatest ocean.

But soon he must leave; soon he would be on his way to
the border to serve on Aerfen with Captain Hunter.

Basking in the warmth of the fire, he dozed off.

Koronin strode across the dark landing field, ignoring the
shabby ships that hunkered in the dust. Ships that visited the
Arcturan system had left their best years far behind them,
whether they originated in the Federation, in the Klingon
Empire, or as some unlikely hybrid of orphan parts and
cobbled-together retrofitting.

But one ship on the field was different.

The cold keen night wind ruffled powdery dust against
Koronin’s boots and pressed her cloak around her. It caught
her long copper hair and blew it back from her high fore-
head, from her brow ridges. It fluttered her unfastened veil
over her shoulder.

She paused some paces from the sleek new ship. Starlight
gleamed from its smooth flank. No one—certainly no one in
the Arcturan system—had seen its like before. The wide-
winged body, the long slender midsection, and the spherical
prow gave evidence of the ship’s descent from the favored
design of the Klingon military. But the design had evolved to
produce a unique ship.

And now it belonged to Koronin, who was an outlaw and a
fugitive.

She touched the key to the locked hatchway. The key and
the ship exchanged complex electronic communication.
Knowing that the key or the ship might be rigged to destroy
her, Koronin tried to maintain her philosophy of fatalism.
But the possibilities that this craft opened for her excited her
beyond any chance of calm.

The hatch opened and she stepped inside.

The command balcony could wait. The secured hatch of
the work pit opened at Koronin’s approach.
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“My lord—"" The serjeant cut off his words when he saw
Koronin. His brow ridges contracted and his bushy eye-
brows bristled.

Koronin read his confusion. She did nothing to alleviate it,
but let it increase as she stood before him in silence.

“My lady,” he said quickly. ““This is the work pit, no fit
place for a citizen of . . . of your position. If you permit, I
will show you the way to the command balcony, where you
may wait in comfort for my lord.”

Koronin smiled. It amused her to be taken for the mistress
of the ship’s previous owner. She approved of the speed with
which the serjeant recovered from—or concealed—his sur-
prise. She saw in him a valuable assistant, if he could be
subverted to her interests.

She held up a thread-thin gold chain. At its end spun a life-
disk, its colors already fading to the clarity of death.

“Your lord will not be returning,”” she said. ‘“This ship
belongs to me.”

The other crew members had merely glanced at her with
jaded curiosity when they thought she was their master’s
newest favorite. Now that she claimed instead to be their
master, they stared at her: some astonished, some terrified.
A bare few reacted with joy and relief before they realized
what a small chance Koronin had of keeping the ship. They
instantly put on expressions of neutrality.

Agape, stunned, the serjeant tried to make sense of her
claim. ‘“You killed my lord—you robbed him—?"’ He
stopped. No one could simply steal the electronic key and
use it to come on board. It contained safeguards against such
an occurrence.

“Your lord transferred ownership to me. He lost tome ina
game of chance. A fair game. But afterward, he thought
better of his bargain.”

She flicked the chain so the fading life-disk snapped
upward. She caught it and folded her hand around it as if she
were oblivious to its sharp edges. As she fastened the disk to
the long fringe on her belt, she deliberately turned her back
on the serjeant.

When the serjeant attacked, she spun and blocked his
blow. His force staggered her, but her resistance threw him
off balance. He snatched at the blaster on his belt. Koronin
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disdained to use a powered weapon against him. She drew
her dueling blade and slashed the serjeant’s arm. He
shrieked in agony. The blaster flew from his hand. Koronin
scooped it up and pocketed it.

The serjeant huddled on the floor, trying to staunch the
flow of blood from his forearm. He bled heavily, but the
bleeding was, ultimately, superficial. Koronin had carefully
avoided the arm’s major circulatory paths. She despised
unnecessary Kkilling.

*“Stand up.”” She placed the point of her blade at the side
of his throat.

He moaned, protesting, terrified. His brow ridges paled
and shriveled, for he hovered on the edge of shock. He rose
unsteadily. His gaze froze on her blade. As he watched,
Koronin’s glassy weapon absorbed the blood that glistened
on its surface. The color of the blood-sword deepened.

“The ship belongs to me,”” Koronin repeated. ““The crew
is mine, and you are mine. I will permit you to determine
your own fate. You may swear yourself to me, or you may
die.”

The serjeant’s master had disgraced himself. The serjeant
could accept the disgrace, or he could renounce it and accept
Koronin.

He did the honorable thing.

“I swear myself, and the crew as I command it, to your
service.” He hesitated.

“My name is Koronin.”

“I swear myself to your service, Koronin.”

She drew back her blade and sheathed it. A single drop of
blood welled from the serjeant’s throat. ‘“My belongings will
arrive soon. When you have seen them safely delivered to
the balcony and when you have prepared the ship for liftoff,
you may doctor your wounds.”

He acknowledged her right to demand that her tasks take
precedence over his pain. ‘‘“Thank you, my lady.”

“My name is Koronin!"’ she said angrily. Her hand tight-
ened on the grip of her sword.

He hesitated. He had offered her the title as an act of
courtesy and she had refused it. He could not know why. In
his pain and shock and fear, he cast about for the reason he
had offended her.
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*“I use no title,” Koronin said, her tone harsh but no
longer angry. ‘“‘Carry out your orders.”

He slowly sank to his knees before her. ‘“Yes, Koronin.”

She turned her back on him and on the crew. No one
moved against her. She secured the work pit, sealing the
crew at their stations but leaving the serjeant free, and
hurried to the command balcony to make herself familiar
with the controls.

She wanted to be far from the Arcturan system when the
rulers of the Klingon Empire learned of their loss.

She would take their newest ship and see what mischief
she could make for the Federation of Planets.
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Chapter 1

CoMMANDER SPOCK PAUSED before the cabin of the captain
of the starship Enterprise. In eleven years he had never
stepped inside this cabin, though he had worked with Chris-
topher Pike more closely than he had worked with any other
human being. Pike was a very private man. Mr. Spock
approved of the captain’s reserve.

The Vulcan knocked on the cabin door. He expected no
answer.

“Come.” The door slid aside.

Spock stood on the threshold. He had not planned what to
say.

Pike rested his elbows on his desk and his chin in both fists
as he gazed at the crystals that covered the desktop. Of
various sizes, various colors, some held static images and
some had captured moving scenes. Spock’s keen vision
picked out familiar vignettes and landscapes. He had not
known that Captain Pike made memory crystals of the
worlds his ship visited.

Pike glanced up. His pensive attitude vanished. He waved
his hand over the crystals. The images faded. The crystals
darkened, then cleared to complete transparency.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Spock.”

“Commodore Pike.”

“Not commodore! Not yet. I'm still a captain till this
evening.”’ Pike swept up the crystals and poured them into a
drawstring bag. They clicked and rattled.

““Very well, Captain Pike,” Spock said.

“Ship’s business?”’
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“No, sir. The Enterprise is prepared for change of com-
mand.” -

*“Good.” He drew the strings tight, tied the bag shut, and
tossed it into a nearly empty suitcase. ‘“Not much to show
for eleven years, is it?”’

*“‘Captain?”’

“Never mind. I’m just feeling my age.”

Spock considered. Captain Pike had not yet reached fifty
earth years of age. On Vulcan, he would still be considered a
youth. No doubt he looked forward to his approaching
maturity.

““Yes, captain. Congratulations, sir.”’

“Congratulations?”’

““Yes, sir. On your promotion. On your increased respon-
sibilities.”

“Oh. Right.”” He smiled a private smile that did not seem
to contain much humor.

Spock did not understand it.

“Did you want to talk to me about something in particular,
Mr. Spock?”’ Pike said.

“Change of command offers little opportunity for conver-
sation, captain. I came to speak to you now . . . merely to
wish you farewell.”

“Merely?”’

“Yes,” Spock said. ‘“Words of farewell are perhaps not
logical, based as they are in superstition, in wishes for good
fortune, but . . .”” He did not know what else to say. ‘‘I have
learned much from you, captain.”

“That’s high praise, Mr. Spock,” Captain Pike said.
“Thank you.”

“Perhaps we will have the opportunity to work together
again, sometime in the future.”

“Does that bother you, Mr. Spock?”’

‘“What, captain?”’

“I never asked you if you wanted to be promoted off the
Enterprise along with me. I could have recommended that. If
I had, you’d be on your way to being my executive officer at
a starbase.”

“I am aware that this is often done,” Spock said. ‘‘Captain
Kirk has recommended two of his senior officers for posi-
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tions on the Enterprise. That is his privilege, as it is your
privilege to choose your own executive staff.”

“] probably should have talked to you about it,”” Captain
Pike said. He rearranged the articles in his suitcase and
sealed the case shut. “But I made the choice for you,
because I was afraid that if I made you the offer, you might
feel compelled to accept it. Compelled to leave the Enter-
prise. Did I make a mistake?”’

“Sir?” Spock said, feeling confused.

*You have a highly developed sense of responsibility, Mr.
Spock. You don’t necessarily choose the path that’s best for
you.”

Spock perceived Pike's comment as criticism, but he did
not understand its aim. * ‘Best’ is a highly subjective term,
captain,” he said. ‘‘Vulcans attempt to eliminate subjective
terms from their decisions. The goal of a Vulcan with my
background and training is to increase the store of knowl-
edge available to sentient beings.”

“Maybe I didn’t make a mistake, after all.” Captain Pike
hesitated. ‘“When people of my background and training say
good-bye, they shake hands. But Vulcans . . .”

“I will shake your hand, Captain Pike, if you wish it,”
Spock said.

The captain and the science officer clasped hands for the
first and last time.

Uhura beamed on board the Enterprise, happy and rested
and glad to be back and at the same time wishing the festival
had lasted for another week. She stowed her things in her
cabin and set her comm unit to call her on the bridge if her
package arrived while the Enterprise was still in port. That
was not likely, but, well, anything could happen. Then she
changed out of her festival costume, a long dark-red dress
with Celtic embroidery at neck and wrists, and into her
uniform; she changed from Uhura, musician, citizen of the
Bantu Nation of United Africa, into Lieutenant Uhura,
communications officer of the starship Enterprise.

The activity on the bridge would have looked like uncon-
trolled chaos to a stranger. Uhura had seen the chaos many
times before. She understood its workings and its ebb and
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flow. It changed, it evolved; it would evolve more during this
trip than it ever had since the first time Uhura came on
board.

Captain Pike had been promoted. This evening he would
be replaced. Throughout the ship, anticipation and curiosity
and apprehension about the new captain mixed with regret
for the departure of their respected and loved commanding
officer.

The sound level on the bridge dropped precipitously.

Commander Spock had arrived. Everyone fell silent, not
through fear, not through dislike or reluctance to be over-
heard, but because Mr. Spock’s very presence inspired a
more serious attitude.

He glanced around the bridge, then took his place at the
science station as if unaware of his effect. Uhura doubted,
though, that Mr. Spock missed anything having to do with
the Enterprise.

“Good morning, Mr. Spock,”” Uhura said.

‘“Lieutenant Uhura.”

“Did you enjoy your vacation?”’

*“The time was intellectually stimulating,”” he said. She
had not seen him for a month or so; he seemed even more
intense and self-controlled than usual.

“I bought an Irish harp,” Uhura said.

“I beg your pardon?”’

“I went to the Irish Harp Festival in Mandela City. And I
ordered a harp. Siobhan might finish it before we ship out,
but I'll probably have to wait till our next stopover.”

“Why was an Irish harp festival in Mandela City? Man-
dela City is not in Ireland.”

‘““They have harp festivals all over the world, Mr. Spock.
They’re thinking of having one off earth soon. There are
more harp players outside Ireland than in it. You don’t even
have to have red hair.” She smiled. ““Siobhan does have red
hair . . . but her skin is darker than mine. She makes the
most beautiful harps I’ve ever seen.”

“I will be interested to observe how it is played.”

*“So will I—I hope it comes before we leave. Any word on
where we’re going, and for how long?”’

“Our orders will of course be given first to the new
captain,”” Mr. Spock said. “But . ..”
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Uhura had never known Mr. Spock to engage in idle
gossip; yet somehow he always knew the most recent
changes in Starfleet plans and policy.

‘““What, Mr. Spock?”’

““The ship is neither prepared nor fueled for a long voyage,
and the full scientific staff has not been assigned. One may
deduce a trip of limited duration.”

*“I see.” Uhura felt disappointed. Rumors had been flying
about the Federation’s exploration plans, and everyone on
the Enterprise had been hoping, expecting, to take part in
that mission.

The lift doors opened and Chief Engineer Montgomery
Scott burst onto the bridge.

“I’m an uncle!” he exclaimed. *“Will ye have a cigar,
Lieutenant Uhura? Mr. Spock, a cigar to celebrate!”’

As Scott rounded the bridge handing out cigars to all and
sundry, Uhura wondered what to do with the cylinder of
rolled tobacco.

“Congratulations, Mr. Scott,” she said when he com-
pleted his circuit and beamed with pride at her and Spock.
““And thank you. I probably shouldn’t smoke it on the
bridge, though.”

““What is the function of this object?’’ Spock asked.

*“ *Tis a cigar, Mr. Spock. 'Tis a tradition to hand out
cigars at the birth of a baby. My little niece is two days old.
Dannan Stuart, her name is. A heroic name! *Tis my first
time to be an uncle. Though,” he said, as if telling a secret,
*‘the baby is verra . . . verra small.”

Uhura smiled. ‘‘She’ll get over that, Mr. Scott.”

*“I still do not understand this object. This cigar.”” Spock
rolled the cigar between his elegant, powerful fingers. The
tobacco rustled.

“Be careful, Mr. Spock! Ye should light it, not mash it.
Ye’ll bruise the tobacco!”

“‘But this appears to be made of dried leaves,”’ Spock said.
‘““How can one bruise—' He raised it, sniffed it, drew it
quickly from his nose. “This is tobacco, Mr. Scott. It
contains noxious chemicals.”

‘‘Aye, ’tis true,” Scott admitted. *‘But ’tis the tradition,
d’ye see?”’

Spock regarded the cigar a moment longer. *‘I believe I
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understand,” he said. ‘‘During a time of critical overpopula-
tion, the birth of a child would have required an adult to die.
The adults resorted to a sort of lottery to decide who must
make way. Your customs . . . fascinating. Not efficient, but
fascinating.”

It wasna quite like that, Mr. Spock—""

Spock handed him the cigar. “I am sure you meant to
compliment me, but I should prefer not to participate in your
lottery.”

Jim transported up to Spacedock. Why did I say that to
Carol? he thought. I knew what she’d say. She’s said it
before. F've said it before. I know what it’s like to be part of
the family of a Starfleet officer. What happened to all my
unbreakable resolutions not to do that to anyone?

‘*‘Jaime? Jaime Kirk!”

Jim turned toward the familiar voice. ‘“Agovanli!”

The large person before him grasped his ankles with his
knee-pincers and spun about on his central foot. Jim grabbed
his mane. Agovanli set him down, whuffling and blowing his
hot, fragrant breath in his version of a hug.

“Congratualaations,” Vanli said. His voice could rattle
wall hangings. ‘“‘Congraatualations on receiving the Enter-
prise! I aam poised with anticipaation of what you will do
with it now thaat you haave it.”

“T’ll take that as a compliment,”’ Jim said. ““I think.”

“I will buy you a lunch and a drink, to celebraate.”

Just then that sounded like a good idea to Jim.

Vanli took Jim to his favorite restaurant, an environment
three-quarters tropical island at night, one-quarter space
station. They sat in an area that passed for al fresco on
Spacedock: a view-bubble protruding from the side of the
station, with a 180-degree horizontal and 90-degree vertical
star view. An enormous fluorescent-orange rhododendron
loomed over Jim'’s left shoulder.

‘“‘Jaime, I discovered something quite wonderful at my last
duty station. Some humans—Do you know this? Your cul-
tures are so diverse—Some humans mix different alcoholic
entities together to create new sensations.”

“I have heard of that,”” Jim said.

“Oh, excellent, we will try some.” He studied the menu
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set into the tabletop, blinking his great orange eyes. ‘‘Aah,
thaat sounds interesting.’”’ He twined together several of the
tentacles of his hands and pushed the order button. The lid
of the table slid aside for a tray-sized platform bearing two
tall drinks.

Jim looked at Vanli’s choice with disbelief. Layers of
liquor of different shades of amber and gold filled the
glasses. A straw and some fruit protruded from the top.

‘“Aa ‘tropical zaambie.’ Is my pronunciation correct?”

“Close enough. ‘Zombie.” ”

‘A beautiful word. Mellifluous. Are you familiar with the
language? Do you know what it might mean?”’

“I don’t know what language it comes from. But I know
what it means. It’s a dead person who still walks around and
thinks it’s alive.”

‘““‘How quaint. Your customs never fail to delight me. But
what is the ‘tropical’?”’

*‘Must mean the fruit.”

“Of course—even a zaambie must eat.”

Jim gingerly lifted his glass.

*““No, no, no!"’ Vanli rumbled. ‘‘Use the straw! You insult
the builder if you disturb the laayers.”

“Vanli, nobody built these drinks. The table synthesized
them for us.”

“The principle remains. It arrives in layers, it must be
drunk in layers.”

‘Al right, if that will make you happy.”

Jim took a careful sip of the darkest layer of the drink. The
deep amber liquor exploded against his tongue and blazed
trail down his throat. The stuff was at least 180 proof. He
gasped and smothered a cough, which caused the fumes
from the liquor he had drunk to roar into his nasal passages
and flame against the fumes from the zombie’s top layer,
which rushed into his nostrils.

“How pleasant,”” Vanli said, oblivious to Jim’s reaction.
“I have only a taster’s tolerance for aalcohol, aas you know,
but this is enjoyable. What do you think of it?"’

*“ ‘Enjoyable’ doesn’t even begin to describe it.”

Vanli took another gulp. “ ‘Enjoyable’ is too mild a
term.”

“Excuse me,” Jim said, dropping his fruit on the floor.
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“I’ve dropped my fruit.” He bent down and poured nine-
tenths of the zombie into the potted rhododendron. The
rhododendron leaned closer, as if anxious for another drink.

Vanli slurped at the bottom of his glass.

“That was excellent,”” he said. ‘“But it was such aan
enjoyaable experiment—I believe I shaall experiment again.
Do you wish to choose something, Jaime?”’

“How about a ‘Virgin Mary’?” It might be cocktail hour
on Spacedock, but for Jim it was still morning.

Vanli looked up Jim’s suggestion. ‘‘You’re teasing me.”

‘‘Zombies are pretty powerful,”” Jim said. ‘It doesn’t hurt
to alternate them with seltzer water. Or tomato juice.”” He
could feel the rum in his stomach, like a small hot coal. He
had skipped breakfast, and though Vanli had invited him to
lunch they had yet to eat anything. Intoxicating beverages
nowadays contained enzymes that eliminated the danger of
long-term damage. But the short-term effects had not been
tampered with, and Jim was beginning to experience them.

“Jaime, Jaime, you know I never do more than taste my
drinks. This one sounds delightful. Aa ‘blaack saamurai.” ™’

“No,” Jim said. ‘I draw the line at sake and soy sauce.
You have to keep the stuff in the same bottles they use for
positrons.”’

Vanli pouted. “Here is one called the ‘fruit punch.” What
could be more innocuous?”’

He pushed the button before Jim could object. This time
two pineapples appeared, or two things that bore a certain
plasticized resemblance to pineapples. Straws stuck out of
their sides. The synthesizer created the drink with the
pineapple shell around it rather than synthesizing a knife cut
around the outside and marks inside where the pulp had
supposedly been removed.

Jim wondered how to pour this drink into the rhododen-
dron, then realized that Vanli would not be able to tell if the
level of the liquor had decreased unless he shook the pineap-
ple, juggled it, or made a forward pass with it. Unfortu-
nately, he might do any of those things.

Vanli’s pineapple emitted muffied slurping noises. ‘Do
you like it?”

In the spirit of experimentation, Jim tasted the drink. He
tried to reply, but though his mouth moved, fire had para-
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lyzed his tongue and his vocal cords. He ordered the first
thing that looked cold and relatively innocuous. It popped
through the center of the table. He grabbed it and drank it.
Overwhelmed by a powerful peppermint taste, the burning
eased.

Vanli consulted the menu. ‘“What are you drinking? A
‘flowing spring’? I believe I'll have one, too. Such imagina-
tive names!”’ Vanli made appreciative humming sounds.

Jim looked more closely at the menu. A ‘flowing spring’
consisted of vodka infused with peppermint. The ‘fruit
punch’ contained several fermented and distilled fruit juices,
none pineapple and none from earth, plus a high proportion
of ginger. When the peppermint began to wear off, his
tongue still felt like a cinder. No wonder.

And his head was full of fuzz.

Jim fumbled with a piece of the table setting, dropped it
for real, and used the opportunity of picking it up to pour the
rest of his flowing spring into the rhododendron. Jim hoped
the plant had a high tolerance for alcohol. One branch
drooped over his shoulder, as if in need of support, or
perhaps of someone to drive it home.

Better a rhododendron than me, he thought. Besides, I
can’t be the first person to ever give the vegetation in here
some high octane fertilizer. I wonder if there’s a society for
the prevention of cruelty to rhododendrons? If so, I could be
in big trouble.

Thinking over what he had just thought, he thought, I
could be in big trouble anyway.

The cold woke Hikaru from a sound sleep. His fire had
died. His breath steamed in the chill of dawn. The rising sun
cast purple rays across the eastern horizon. Hikaru brushed
wet sand over the gray ashes and climbed the grassy bank
above the beach.

He could hear his communicator beeping even before he
opened the door of the tiny cabin. He hurried inside and dug
through his pack, finding it at the very bottom.

*“Sulu here.”

““‘Spacedock. We’ve been trying to reach you for hours.”

“I’m on leave.”

“You have new orders. Prepare to beam up.”
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“I need a few minutes—I'm not dressed and I'm not
packed.”

*“No more than five minutes, lieutenant.”

He scrambled into his uniform, stuffed his other clothes in
his pack, and slung the strap of the scabbard of his antique
saber over his shoulder. Excited, he thought, Starfleet must
have found a transport heading for the frontier. They’re
sending me to report to Captain Hunter on Aerfen
already!

‘*Are you ready, lieutenant?”

“I"'m ready.” If I'm not, he thought, I never will be.

““You’re on your way to your new ship, lieutenant. Trans-
ferring control to Enterprise.”

“Enterprise? Wait, there’s been a mistake—""

The cold prickle of the transporter beam enveloped him,
sparkled him out of existence—

—and re-formed him on the transporter platform of a
starship.

“Welcome aboard the Enterprise. So you’'re the new helm
officer. I'm Kyle.” The transporter technician shook his
hand. He was tall and wore his light brown hair brushed
back. Friendly smile lines crinkled from the corners of his
eyes.

“Who'’s in charge?” Sulu’s good mood had vanished.

Kyle considered. ‘‘Since Commodore Pike isn’t on board,
and Captain Kirk hasn’t arrived, and change of command
isn’t till this evening,” he said thoughtfully, ‘‘that leaves Mr.
Spock.”

“Where is he?”’

‘“‘Anywhere and everywhere,” Kyle said, with deliberate
ambiguity. ‘‘But you might try the bridge.”

Hikaru dropped his duffiebag and stalked out.

““Wait a minute,” Kyle said. ‘‘You forgot your stuff!”

“No, I didn’t,” Hikaru said. As soon as he got things
straightened out he would leave and take it with him.

Hikaru had never been on a constellation-class starship.
For training cruises, he had always managed to finesse his
way onto the smaller, more agile craft he expected to be
flying. Having stormed out without asking Kyle for direc-
tions, he walked obstinately down the corridor with no idea
where he was going. He fetched up in a dead end. He had
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turned himself around without ever having made a turn. This
did not improve his humor. He retraced his steps, puzzling
out the codes at each intersection, till he made his way to a
turbo-lift.

“Destination?’’ it said.

“Bridge.”

A moment later the doors slid open again and he stepped
out. The bridge was crowded with techs and ensigns and
other assorted crew members. Everyone appeared to be
doing at least two things at once. A crew member nearly
bumped into him on her way to the lift, for she was reading
one list on her electronic clipboard and marking off items
scrolling past in a window on the screen.

“Excuse me—"’ She tried to pass him.

He moved in front of her. She looked up, blinking.

“Who is Mr. Spock?”’ he asked.

She gestured toward the science station, where a tall
figure in blue sat at a computer console, so intent that his
back seemed to form a barrier to the outside world.

“Mr. Spock?”’ Hikaru waited. ‘“Mr. Spock!”

Spock turned and rose, as if uncoiling. He gazed down. If
the interruption annoyed him, he did not show it. He was a
Vulcan.

“What is it?”’

“My name is Sulu—"

“The new helm officer. There is your station.”” Com-
mander Spock turned away.

Hikaru touched his sleeve. Spock stiffened. Without mak-
ing any overt sign of displeasure, he moved so he faced
Hikaru again, and so Hikaru no longer touched him.

“There is more?”’

“There is a mistake. I'm not supposed to be on the
Enterprise.”

“You are assigned to the Enterprise.”

“How do you know? You haven’t even looked at the
postings! You didn’t even check!”

With resigned patience, Spock played his fingers across
the controls of his computer. Hikaru’s name glowed in gold
letters on the screen. Hikaru Sulu. Helm officer. Starship
Enterprise.

“I don’t understand,” Hikaru said. ‘‘I had my orders. I'm
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supposed to be on my way to the frontier. To join Captain
Hunter’s squadron.”

“Then you are most fortunate to have had your orders
changed,” Spock said.

“] don’t want my orders changed! I liked the orders I had!
I requested those orders!”

“Indeed?”’ Spock said. ‘‘Fascinating.”

*‘Starfleet promised me—"’

Spock raised one eyebrow. ‘‘Starfleet makes no promises
in matters such as this.”

“But—""

“Starfleet assigns its personnel where they will be most
useful. A senior officer’s request takes precedence over
mere personal preference. Captain James Kirk requested
that you be assigned to the Enterprise.”’

“Why?”’ Hikaru asked, mystified.

“I am sure,” Spock said, ‘‘that I do not know.”

“I don’t have any experience piloting a starship. He’s got
me mixed up with somebody else, or he just made a mis-
take—this is ridiculous!”

“If you wish to inform your commanding officer that you
believe him to be a fool, that is your own business,”” Spock
said. ‘““However, my observations of human nature suggest
to me that the statement would not be favorably received.”

“I’ve got to get reassigned to Aerfen.”

“You would choose to serve on the border patrol rather
than on the Enterprise, which has the ability to expand the
limits of exploration?”’

“Yes,” Hikaru said. “I would.”

“I fail to understand why.”

“Then you never lived on Ganjitsu.” Hikaru wished he
had not said the last. He was angry and upset; he did not .
want to talk about Ganjitsu or Aerfen or Captain Hunter.
Now the science officer would fix him with his intense gaze
and insist on an explanation.

To Sulu’s surprise, Spock did nothing of the sort.

“Ganjitsu,”” he said thoughtfully. ““This explains much.
However, nothing can be done at the moment. The Enter-
prise departs tomorrow. Finding another helm officer by
then would be impossible. You must request a transfer.”
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‘“And then what?”

**And then wait.”

Hikaru blew out his breath in frustration.

“In the meantime,” Spock said, ‘‘computer has routed to
your station a list of the tasks you must complete.”

Hikaru took the defeat as a temporary setback.

“You are aware,” Spock said, ‘‘that the captain must
approve your request before you file it.”

“No,” Hikaru said. “‘I wasn’t.”” But I probably should
have guessed, he thought. He passed the empty captain’s
seat and stopped at the helm officer’s station.

His list of duties included his share of preparing the ship
for departure, his cabin assignment, information on the
change-of-command ceremony, and an order to make an
appointment with the ship’s surgeon for a complete physical.
He grimaced. He hated physicals. He wondered if he might
arrange to fail it, but abandoned the thought. If he were too
unhealthy to remain on board the Enterprise, which had
state-of-the-art medical technology, he would certainly not
get sent off to the frontier, where they made do with medics
and patchwork surgery.

The scabbard of his saber bumped against his chair as he
sat down at the helm officer’s place. He slipped out of the
strap and stowed the saber under his console.

He had never, in real life, handled a constellation-class
starship. But he had trained on enough simulators to know
what they felt like: clunky, unresponsive, and slow.

It occurred to him that he could claim complete incompe-
tence—and demonstrate it—in order to get himself posted
off the ship. But that would do him no more good than failing
his medical exam. Feigning incompetence would damage his
reputation, not to mention endanger the starship. On the
other hand, he might win his transfer if he made it possible
for his successor to replace him without any fuss or trauma.

That meant doing the best job he could. Time vanished as
he melded himself with the workings of the ship.

Koronin stretched in smuggled silks. She enjoyed the slide

of layers of satin, the softness of layers of thick fur pelts. She
had come upon an oligarchy transport, and she took it
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unawares. Now the command balcony of the fighting ship
contained the pick of the prize’s cargo, never mind what she
might have sold it for deeper inside the boundaries of the
Klingon Empire. Koronin liked profit, but preferred luxury.

The ship’s command balcony overhung the whole length
of the work pit. Floor ports, canted panels of one-way glass,
and armored sensors spied out upon the stations. The ship-
master could oversee each subordinate without vulnerabil-
ity. Koronin disdained the safeguards. The serjeant of the pit
had sworn himself to her, and none of the crew much
regretted losing the government officer from whom she had
taken the ship.

No doubt he had treated his crew with as little consider-
ation as he offered his relatives. He had as much as sold the
future of his family when he lost to Koronin, for the govern-
ment would ruin him—and all the members of his lineage, if
necessary—to recover his losses. He should have known
better than to gamble stakes he could not afford to lose. He
was, of course, beyond caring.

Quundar, as she had renamed her ship, possessed speed
and firepower to waste; and Koronin was an excellent pilot.
Before the government could take back the ship and the
crew, they would have to catch her.

If she could remain free long enough to succeed at two or
three audacious raids against the Federation of Planets, the
oligarchy would add her name to the select list of indepen-
dents whom they overlooked. Fragile agreements and tacit
neutralities prevented official oligarchy forces from harrying
the instruments of the Federation. Independents had more
freedom.

Koronin laughed with contempt. She could amuse herself,
increase her worth, fill her command balcony with luxuries
approaching decadence, live outside the law, and reap grati-
tude for it. The oligarchs could not stop her. What could they
do to her? Kill her? Before she ever set out on this course
she accepted that someone might kill her one day. The
prospect held no fear for her. As for their weapons of
confiscation and ruin: Koronin had no assets outside the ship
for the government to seize, and no family for them to
torment. No, no family: the Federation took care of that,
and her own government let the outrage pass unanswered.
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Only Koronin had survived, barely past childhood, without
friends or patrons to plead her cause. Now she was grown,
and she had scores to settle with the oligarchy and with the
Federation.

The star map formed at her command. Space controlied
by the Federation glowed red, a great spreading mass, a
gigantic corruption. One long, narrow, vulnerable projection
thrust into Klingon territory: the Federation Phalanx. Its
existence offended her; its very name insulted her. And in
the Arcturan system, where outcasts of both societies met
on terms of indifferent neutrality, those from the Federation
found great amusement in repeating their repellent jokes
loudly enough for everyone to hear. The Kumburanya
lacked the morals to find such gibes offensive, but Koronin,
a Rumaiy, found them nearly intolerable.

She expected nothing better of the Kumburanya. They
were the majority group in the Klingon Empire; Kumburan
nobles formed the oligarchy, controlled resources and ex-
pansion, and indulged in discrimination against the Rumaiy
minority to which Koronin belonged.

Koronin let the silks fall away. This ship would run
forever without her attention; the denizens of the work pit
had no way of knowing when she watched and when she
rested, or when she might detect and punish a moment’s
preoccupation. She had complete power over them, for the
oligarchy, in conscripting them, made them legal posses-
sions of the ship and whoever controlled it. She could even
program the computer to curb their errors for her, at what-
ever level of cruelty she chose. That way, though, lay true
decadence: not the simple enjoyment of physical luxuries,
but the laxness of body and mind that could bring her down
as surely as it brought down the officer from whom she won
Quundar.

She combed her long copper hair, ruffled her heavy eye-
brows, and clothed herself in layers of silk and leather. She
fastened her belt around her hips, taking pleasure in the
length of her trophy fringe, which draped to her knee. She
tied a soft length of gold ribbon across her forehead to hold
the corner of her veil. The veil itself she let fall loose from
headband to shoulder. As an outcast she declined to cover
her face. Her family had possessed sufficient rank for all its
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members to veil themselves in public, but the family no
longer existed, and would not again unless she reestablished
it.

“This is Commander Spock. May I have the attention of
the officers of the Enterprise.”

Sulu started when the announcement broke through his
concentration.

“The change-of-command ceremony will take place on
the recreation deck in thirty minutes precisely. Dress is
formal. Your presence is expected.”

Sulu wondered where ‘‘Your presence is expected’ fell in
the spectrum between ‘‘Your presence would be welcome™
and “You are ordered to attend.” Since everyone on the
bridge immediately began shutting down their stations, he
had to assume it was more nearly a direct order than a
friendly suggestion. But a great deal of work remained to be
done at the helm. Besides, he had not been a member of the
crew under the previous captain, and he had not yet re-
ported to his soon-to-be-ex-commander. A change-of-com-
mand ceremony between two officers he had never met had
nothing to do with him and his nebulous position. He called
up the next-to-last set of specs and started going through
them.

“Mr. Sulu.”

He glanced up. Spock stood just behind him.

“Yes, sir?”’

“Your concentration is admirable. You apparently did not
hear the announcement.”

“I didn’t think the announcement applied to me, com-
mander.”

“Indeed. You have an . . . interesting . . . view on the
subject of orders. Perhaps we should discuss this topic—at
some future date when the pressure of time is not so strong.”

“I didn’t serve under Commodore Pike, and I . . .”’ Sulu
let his voice trail off. His explanation was getting him
nowhere with Mr. Spock.

“If you leave the bridge immediately, you will be able to
prepare yourself and report to the ceremony on time,”
Spock said, as if Sulu had said nothing in his own defense.

““Yes, sir.”” He slung the saber scabbard over his shoulder.
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“Mr. Sulu.”

““Yes, sir.”

“‘Starfleet formal attire does not include a dress saber.”

Sulu blushed. ““I know that, sir.”

He left his station, aware till the lift doors closed of Mr.
Spock’s enigmatic gaze fixed on a vulnerable point between
his shoulder blades.

The ship’s operating system had already taken his
measure. By the time he found his cabin, the door recog-
nized him and opened at his approach. He stepped inside
and slipped the saber belt off his shoulder.

First he noticed that someone had delivered his belongings
to his cabin. Second he noticed that compared to an Aca-
demy dorm room, his cabin was enormous. It contained a
bunk, a desk and chair, a comm terminal, a synthesizer
outlet, a decadently large storage closet. On the frontier, one
arrived with a minimum of possessions and left the same
way. The fighter ships had no room for anything more than
necessities, no extra fuel for pushing around excess mass.

A set of hooks hung on the wall above the desk. They
would be the perfect place for his saber—

Wait a minute, he thought. I'm not going to be here long
enough to make myself at home.

He hurried to the synthesizer outlet and touched the
control plate. Before he gave it any commands, it slid a
formal uniform into his hands.

“Commander Spock’s instructions,” the computer said.

Everything was just a little too efficient around here for
Hikaru’s taste.

He jumped into the shower for a minute, jumped out, and
put on the uniform and his boots. He had not quite had time
to get all the sea spray out of his hair. Feeling aggravated, he
left his cabin and went in search of the recreation deck.

Though Jim stopped even tasting the drinks Vanli ordered,
he did not get much more sober. Vanli grew more cheerful,
more insistent, and more intoxicated.

“A toast to Captain Kirk! I always said you’d make
admiral, or prison, before you reached thirty.”

“I'm twenty-nine, Vanli. I'd have to work at it to accom-
plish either within your time limit.”
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*“Ah, but you’re a captain, and I’m only a lowly lieutenant
commander. You’ve traveled fast and far.”

As the incipient depression of too little food and too much
alcohol slid and sneaked through his system, Jim concluded
that most of his achievements had occurred through a com-
bination of good luck, good intuition, and good timing, not
through deliberate efforts of intellectual, physical, or ethical
strength. The exhilaration of success could briefly make him
believe he could do anything, but the arrogance soon wore
off and left him with only the truth.

“Is that why you’re trying to get me drunk, Vanli?”

““What? No! You deserve your prizes, and I deserve what
I’ve won. Which isn’t half bad, come to think of it, except
perhaps compared to you. No, oh, no . . . I just thought,
when I saw you, how funny Robbie was on the day he got his
commission . . .” Vanli collapsed across the table, his
tentacles twining and twisting over his eyes, his breath
blowing hot and cold with laughter.

Jim blushed. At the time, getting Robbie drunk had
seemed like a good joke. He looked decidedly green during
the ceremony at which he was commissioned. As green was
not his natural color, his commanding officer noticed his
distress. Fortunately, he put it down to nerves. In retro-
spect, the joke seemed juvenile and cruel.

“Vanli?” His friend’s breath had evened out; he was
asleep. ‘“Come on, Vanli, time to go.”

When Vanli slept, his whole body attained the consistency
of his tentacles.

Jim looked at the time. Shocked, he jumped up. Unless he
hurried, he was going to be late for change of command.

*“Vanli!”” He shook Vanli’s arm. Vanli gave a muffled
grunt. He jammed his shoulder under one of Vanli’s arms
and heaved him up. Since his friend weighed several metric
tons, Jim could only guide him in a direction he was willing
to go. Vanli stood, happily sluggish, unsteady.

‘‘Are we going to another paarty?”’

“We’re going back to your ship,” Jim said.

Vanli tried to sit down again. Jim staggered. His right knee
twinged a warning.

*‘Maybe there’s another party.” Just because Jim did not
know about it did not make it untrue.
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*“Oh, well, aall right.” The weight on Jim's shoulder
eased, from crushing to merely painful. ** Another paarty?”’

Jim fumbled for the credit recorder and winced when he
saw the bill. He paid for the drinks with one hand and guided
Vanli away from the floor with the other.

“Let’s go.”

*O-kaay, Jaime.” Vanli began to make a buzzing, purring
noise, his equivalent of a contented hum. Though he could
move faster than any human being when he chose, he
ambled with frustrating sloth.

“‘Come on, Vanli. If you don’t hurry, I’m going to be late.
Damn your so-called sense of humor, anyway.”’

Vanli chuckled. *“You'll thank me, Jaime.”

*“Thank you? For trying to get me drunk before change of
command?’’

“Some ceremonies are better endured with the use of a
crutch,’” Vanli said.

“A crutch is what I'm going to need, after I get you back
to your ship. Can’t you walk by yourself?”’

He extricated himself from the confusion of Vanli’s arm
and tentacles and rubbed his own shoulder.

“Waaalk by myself? Of couaaarse.”

Like a great tree cut off at the roots, Vanli toppled slowly,
gracefully, and with enormous dignity. Jim grabbed him and
pushed with all his force to keep his friend upright.

“You see?”’ Vanli said. ‘“‘I'm quite caapable of naavigaat-
ing on my own. You maay proceed aalone.”

“I couldn’t possibly,” Jim said. ‘“What would I do without
you?”

They reached the bay where Vanli’'s ship and the Enter-
prise lay docked.

On one of Vanli’s digressions, Jim guided him out of the
main passageway, through deserted conference rooms and
storage lockers. If he took Vanli through the kitchen, which
ought to be deserted, they would be nearly as far down the
mooring bay as Vanli's ship. From there, Jim could take him
to his cabin with a minimum of fuss.

Sounds emanated from the kitchen. A crew must be
cleaning it after some gathering of VIPs deemed too impor-
tant or too particular to be served a meal from the synthesi-
zer. Jim wondered what celebration had taken place, and
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when, and if he had been invited but missed the invitation in
the midst of his preoccupation with Carol and with Gary,
and, if he had not been invited, why.

Jim pushed open the kitchen door.

Steam and the scent of several worlds’ delicacies wafted
past. He stopped, astonished.

What’s going on? he thought. What VIPs are on Space-
dock that I didn’t even hear about? I usually keep up on
Starfleet matters—or at least on the grapevine, at least when
I’m near home port.

Deciding that it would be easier to lead Vanli through the
kitchen than to renegotiate the back route, Jim guided him
through the door.

“Mmm, dinner,” Vanli said, looking around and blinking
his huge amber eyes. He snagged a pastry from a carefully
arranged tray.

*“Hands off, Vanli!”

“It waas too symmetrical.”” Vanli munched contentedly.
““Not baad.”

A tall being with silvery skin, wearing a traditional white
chef’s hat and carrying a long wire whisk dripping with
batter in one seven-fingered hand, confronted them.

*You cannot come in here.”

*“Got turned around,” Jim said. “We’ll just go out that
way, all right?”’ He gestured toward the far door and tried to
guide Vanli past the chef.

Vanli flicked one tentacle toward the whisk and scooped
off a drop of the batter. Momentarily speechless with out-
rage, the chef glared from Vanli to his whisk and back again.

Jim tried to hurry Vanli along, but Vanli paused to lick the
batter off his tentacle.

“Mmm,”” he said. “Compliments to the chef. Chocolate.
My favorite. Earth’s only major contribution to the galaxy.”

“Get out of here!” The chef waved the whisk at them,
scattering blobs of chocolate cake batter around the kitchen
and on Vanli and Jim. The chef herded them toward the
nearest exit. Jim tried to help Vanli along and wipe the
chocolate off his shirt at the same time.

The chef hurried them out of the kitchen and into the
corridor. The door slid shut behind them and whined as it
locked.
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Jim stopped short. They were immediately across from
the Enterprise’s docking bay. People had already begun to
gather. Most stood gazing through the viewports, their backs
to Jim, watching the moored Enterprise and the activity
inside Spacedock. No one yet had noticed Jim and Vanli.
Jim could hear another group of people approaching from
beyond the curve of the corridor, and he could swear he
recognized the voice of Admiral Noguchi, congratulating
Christopher Pike on his promotion to commodore.

Far from preparing for a ceremony of which he was not
aware, the chefs and subchefs and staff worked to create a
celebration for the officer he was replacing. Given Chris
Pike’s reputation, Jim should have realized that the change-
of-command ceremony would be much more than a small,
matter-of-fact transfer.

“Vanli, we've got to get out of here,” he whispered,
keeping himself between Vanli and the wall.

“I’m coming, I'm coming.” Vanli’s voice rumbled through
the corridor.

Jim ducked his head, hoping the Starfleet people would
only notice Vanli, who strolled leisurely around the next
bend in the corridor despite Jim’s attempts to hurry him
along.

Jim breathed a sigh of relief. The hatch leading to Vanli’s
ship lay just ahead.

The officer of the day pretended not to notice Vanli’s state
of inebriation, and she did not even raise an eyebrow at the
chocolate cake batter.

“Permission to come aboard, lieutenant.”

“Permission granted.”

Jim hurried Vanli into the nearest turbo-lift. As the doors
closed, he thought he heard the officer of the day giggling,
but he could not be sure.

The lift carried them to officers’ quarters. Jim found
Vanli’s cabin and gratefully let him curl up on his bunk.

“There’s aa bottle of saaurian brandy in my cupboard,”
Vanli said. ““Let’s have aa toast to your new mission.”

“Neither of us needs any brandy, saurian or otherwise,”
Jim said. He jabbed at the keys of the synthesizer. Flinging
off his civvies, he ran through Vanli’s shower. By the time
the sonics had finished vibrating the cake batter out of his
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hair, the synthesizer had delivered his uniform and Vanli had
fallen asleep once more. Jim struggled into the uniform—
drat the fancy belt'—and pulled on his boots and hurriedly
combed his hair with his fingers.

At the door, he glanced back at Vanli.

“Sleep well, Vanli.”

Jim bolted for the turbo-lift.

He raced toward the docking bay, passing the officer of
the day again.

*Clear sailing, captain,” she said as he went by.
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JiM POUNDED THROUGH the Spacedock corridor toward the
Enterprise. He slid to a halt. He could hear the low murmur
of a crowd of people. Gasping, he straightened his formal
tunic.

Lightheaded, still panting, Jim made himself breathe regu-
larly. He forced himself into a semblance of composure.

He strode around a bend. VIPs packed the access tunnel.
Starfleet officers, civilian dignitaries, and reporters from
every news medium in the Federation all focused their
attention on the other end of the corridor.

“Excuse me,” Jim said to someone at the back of the
crowd. “I’m supposed to be up front.” As he moved through
the crush, he became acutely aware of the eyes—pairs of
eyes, circles of eyes, compound eyes—swiveling toward
him. Everyone had come to congratulate Christopher Pike
on his promotion to commodore, but at the moment most of
them were staring at Jim.

Captain James T. Kirk, outwardly calm, pretending he
barely noticed the gathering of half the brass in the Federa-
tion, strode toward Admiral Noguchi and Commodore Pike.

As he passed among the blue or red or gold of Starfleet
uniforms, the black wool or brilliant silks of civilian formal
clothing, two people more plainly dressed caught his atten-
tion. He stopped short. His composure evaporated.

“Mom! Sam—!"" He hurried to them, hugged his mother,
and clasped his elder brother’s hand. ‘“What are you doing
here? When did you get here? How long can you stay?”’
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His mother smiled. “We came to see you take command
of the Enterprise, of course,”” she said.

“But if you don’t hurry up,” Sam said, ‘‘they’re going to
auction it off to the highest bidder.”

Jim glanced at Noguchi and Pike. Far from being ready to
find someone else to take over Jim’s command, Noguchi
looked patient and amused. Anyone who spent time in space
understood that the joy of seeing one’s friends or relatives
after long separation overwhelmed mere protocol.

Why, then, did Chris Pike stare at him with such grim
disapproval?

Jim hugged his mother again, clapped Sam on the shoul-
der, and joined Noguchi and Pike, taking his place at Pike’s
left hand. The three walked together through the access
tunne! to the Enterprise. The onlookers followed.

For the first time—officially—Jim approached the Enter-
prise. He had to behave as if he had never seen it before, as
if he had not spent early-morning hours walking through its
deserted corridors, its bridge and engine room and sick bay,
its labs and computer section, even its arboretum and its
recreation deck.

A tall, ascetically spare Vulcan stood at the main entrance
hatch of the Enterprise. He wore a formal uniform in the
blue of the science section.

This must be Commander Spock, the science officer of the
Enterprise. Jim knew his reputation, but almost nothing of
the Vulcan himself.

Jim had little use for science officers. They always wanted
to impart far more unsolicited information than he needed at
any given moment about any given problem. And every time
he had made the mistake of actually asking a science officer
a question, he had ended up feeling that he might as well be
back in an Academy lecture hall.

Jim probably would not have much interaction with Com-
mander Spock. With any luck, the Vulcan would be one of
those withdrawn intellectual types who preferred to remain
secluded with experiments somewhere in the depths of the
ship’s laboratories.

“Permission to come aboard, Commander Spock.”

“Permission granted.”” The Vulcan spoke in a completely
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emotionless tone. He stepped aside for Commodore Pike.
““The ship, sir, is yours.”

Without responding, Pike boarded the Enterprise.

As Jim passed Commander Spock, the Vulcan regarded
him briefly, coolly, hardly appearing to notice him at all.

Mr. Spock took James Kirk's measure as the young cap-
tain followed Commodore Pike onto the Enterprise. The
science officer had made it his business to learn about
Captain Kirk. Starfleet was handing the ship over to a hero.

Commander Spock had little use for heroes. Whatever the
self-sacrifice required for heroism, however commendable
or admirable the actions might be, a person could only
become a hero within an environment of chaos and destruc-
tion. In Commander Spock’s view, foresight and rationality
should prevent the evolution of any such environment. He
wondered if James Kirk, facing a crisis, would choose
rationality, or succumb to the lure of heroism.

The recreation deck had been turned into a reception hall.
All the starship’s officers had gathered there. A podium and
lectern stood on the stage at one end; tables along one wall
held trays of delicacies, ranks of champagne bottles, rows of
sparkling glasses.

Commodore Pike led Admiral Noguchi and James Kirk to
the stage. Noguchi invited the audience to be seated, paused
for them to settle, and launched into a speech.

Though he was far from intoxicated, Jim had drunk
enough to feel slightly disconnected from himself and his
surroundings. His attention kept drifting. He sought out his
family, wondering how long they could stay and how much
time he would be able to spend with them. Astonished and
delighted by their presence, he nevertheless wished they had
come for some other occasion, or no occasion at all, when he
could go on leave and give them his full attention.

Mom looks well, he thought. Much better than when she
decided to go to Deneva to visit Aurelan and Sam. Dad’s
death hit us all, but it hit her hardest.

His vision blurred. Applause began. Jim jerked his atten-
tion to the present. Admiral Noguchi had finished his
speech. Blinking furiously, Jim clapped politely and hoped
no one noticed he was fighting tears. He had no idea what
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Noguchi had said. For all he knew, Jim was applauding a
compliment directed toward Starfleet’s youngest captain.

Noguchi surrendered the lectern. Pike stepped forward,
paused, and spoke with great deliberation.

Jim did not know Pike well. He had not even crossed his
path for several years. But the commodore’s appearance
shocked him. Pike was only fifteen years older than Jim. Yet
he looked so old—! Gray flecked his dark hair, and two
vertical lines furrowed his cheeks. Pain or grief or exhaus-
tion deepened his eyes.

“...And I know,” Pike said, ‘‘that Captain Kirk will find
the Enterprise and its crew as faithful as I did.”

Pike’s eyes, too, filled with tears. Jim imagined himself in
Pike’s place: an honored officer; a commodore who would
soon command far more than a single ship.

Far more, and far less. Without his own ship, he was
planetbound and deskbound, responsible to a bureaucracy
rather than to a quest for exploration and knowledge. For all
Pike’s honors and rank, Jim Kirk would not have traded
places with him for anything in the universe.

““Captain,” Pike said. ‘‘The starship Enterprise is yours.”
He shook Jim’s hand.

After more polite applause, the audience fell silent. They
looked at Jim. His mother and his brother looked at him.
Pike looked at him. Noguchi looked at him. Jim had worried
for days about what he should say, but he had somehow
never got around to writing anything down. His hands grew
cold and damp.

He hoped his hesitation would be taken for dignity or for a
becoming modesty rather than for the utter terror it was. He
hated public speaking. Jim Kirk’s father had been a cham-
pion debater; Jim had sought out the extracurricular activity
that conflicted most efficiently with debate, then joined it:
the Academy judo team. He could get slammed onto a tatami
mat several hundred times each evening, or he could get up
to speak in front of several hundred people several times
each month. He preferred the former then; he preferred it
now. But he would not get out of this obligation with an
exhibition of martial arts.

He clenched his hands around the edges of the lectern.
The hard wood corners cut into his palms. Jim imagined that
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the whole Enterprise crew watched him with skepticism,
compared him to Chris Pike, and found him lacking; he
imagined that the Starfleet brass already wondered what in
the universe could explain the hotshot reputation of this
sweaty, speechless starship proto-commander. He won-
dered the same thing himself, not for the first time.

At the most important point of his career, he could think
of no words at all. Living up to the expectation of his
superiors, his peers, his family, living up to his own expecta-
tions, would take effort and discipline, every bit he pos-
sessed . . . and perhaps more. That was what scared him.

And it was the last thing he could say out loud.

“I...” He stopped, wishing desperately for inspiration.
He caught Sam’s eye. Sam put on an expression of rapt
attention. Jim looked away. “I'll do my best to follow the
tradition Commodore Pike has begun, for the starship Enter-
prise and for its officers and crew.” He blurted out the
words. If he looked at Sam, he would dissolve into laughter.
He wanted to groan with embarrassment. What had he said?
What did it mean? He should have been able to come up
with something better than a line an ingenuous Cub Scout
would disdain to use.

Yet the audience applauded him as politely as they had
Noguchi, if not with the respect and admiration they had
offered Pike. Jim remembered the one rule of public speak-
ing that he did know: Shorter is better.

He surreptitiously rubbed his clammy palms down the
sides of his pants just as Admiral Noguchi reached out to
shake his hand.

Jim hoped Noguchi would return to the lectern and an-
nounce the next mission of the Enterprise. And he hoped he
knew what it would be. The Federation was poised on the
edge of an unprecedented expansion of the boundaries of
explored space. Jim wanted to be in the vanguard of the
discovery of new worlds, the contact with new peoples, the
search for knowledge. He knew that the Federation planned
an expedition toward the heart of the galaxy, to a region high
in type G stars. Around such suns, carbon-based life, life as
we know it,”” had the best chance to appear and to evolve.

Jim wanted that mission. He wanted it so badly he could
reach out and feel its shape with his empty hands. He had
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some hope of getting it, some hint that it might be given him.
And Starfleet owed him this one.

They could hold only a single factor against him. He had
never left Federation space. He had never participated in a
first contact.

But Christopher Pike had the most first-contact experi-
ence of any officer in Starfleet. They were not giving the
mission to him.

So obviously, Jim thought, they ought to give it to me.

But Noguchi said nothing of what he planned for his
newest captain. A chime called attention to refreshments.
Stewards popped corks from bottles. In a moment, the
ceremonial atmosphere changed to the ambience of a party.

“Congratulations, captain.”” Noguchi smiled mischie-
vously. “I have a surprise for you. No, don’t quiz me. It’s
nearly ready, just be patient.”

Jim felt that Noguchi had as good as told him his next
assignment: the exploration voyage. His excitement and
anticipation and joy felt like the bubbles in champagne.

‘“Hey, Jim—"

Sam’s arm fell across his shoulders. Jim turned toward his
brother. Sam grinned. Jim no longer tried to hold back his
laughter.

“Great speech,” Sam said.

“I agree completely,” their mother said, smiling.

“Thank you, thank you.” Jim gave mock bows to the
points of the compass.

“Winona,”” Admiral Noguchi said to Jim’s mother. “It’s a
pleasure to see you again. Especially now.”

“It’s been a long time, Kimitake, hasn’t it?”’

“Yes. A long time. Since before . . .”’ Noguchi stopped.
“‘Well. George would have been very proud, I think.”

“Yes. He would.”

Noguchi offered Jim’s mother his arm. *“We mustn’t of-
fend the chefs by ignoring their day’s work,” he said. *'I
understand they’ve created quite a spread for us.”

‘“ Absolutely true,” Jim said, then, quickly, “Imean .. .1
heard the same thing.”

Noguchi looked straight at him. ‘“I’'m told that the choco-
late cake is particularly delectable. Winona?”’

“Thank you, Kimi.”
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They walked away arm in arm, leaving Jim speechless.

“Jim, seriously, congratulations.”

Jim grabbed his brother by both shoulders. **My lord, I'm
glad to see you. When did you get in? Where's Aurelan?
How’s my nephew? Why didn’t you tell me you were
coming?”’

“We just arrived. There's a xenobiology conference, so
we got our ways paid. We weren’t certain we’d arrive in time
for the ceremony. We figured if we did, we'd surprise you.
Peter’s fine—he’s learning geometry. Aurelan—""' He smiled
fondly. ‘‘She sends her love. But she’s in the middle of an
experiment and she couldn’t leave it.”

“You look great, Sam. Everything’s going well?”’

“Never better.”

His elder brother was a handsbreadth taller than Jim, a
handsbreadth wider across the shoulders. Living on a fron-
tier world had tanned his skin and put lines around his eyes
and mouth, good lines, of laughter and of squinting into the
distance of a new planet. His eyes were the same hazel as
Jim’s, the same as their father’s. Deneva’s sun had bleached
Sam’s dark blond hair to streaky gold.

At the buffet, Sam handed him a glass of champagne, took
one himself, and raised it in a toast.

‘““To my little brother and his ship.”” He drank.

Jim accepted the toast, but the last thing he wanted was a
glass of wine. He exchanged it for a glass of sparkling cider.

“How's Mitch doing?”’ Sam asked. ‘“‘And where’s Len
McCoy?”

“Gary'’s recovering. They claim. As for McCoy, damned
if I know. I expected him to be here. Listen, Sam, Starfleet
hasn’t given me the orders for the Enterprise yet. If it's what
I think—what I hope it is, it’s going to take us a while to get
ready. I'll have a little free time to spend with you and
Mom.”

“That would be great. But Jim—you’ve been waiting for
this ship since you were fourteen. We didn’t come here to
hold you back from it. Don’t worry. If we don’t have time to
catch up now, we will later.”

“Yes . . . but it’s been so long since I saw you.”

“Mom’s coming back to earth,” Sam said. *“‘Deneva’s
done her good. And she loves being a grandmother. I never
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saw her enjoy anything as much as she enjoys spoiling Peter.
Jim, you ought to—'> He stopped, heeding Jim’s expres-
sion.

What I ought to do, Jim thought, is tell Sam what a fool I
made of myself in front of Carol this afternoon.

“You ought to visit us and see how you like being an
uncle,” Sam said. ‘“‘Anyway, Mom and Aurelan and I wrote
a paper—it’s coming out in Jox. She wants to follow up on it
on earth. In Iowa, back on the homestead.”

“That’s good news,”” Jim said. If their mother was able to
work again in the field she loved so much, then she had
escaped the depression into which their father’s death had
plunged her. And despite the offhand way in which Sam
tossed it off, placing a paper in the Journal of Xenobiology
carried a great deal of prestige.

Sam nibbled on the corner of a slice of cake. ‘‘Jim, aren’t
you going to enjoy your own party? Kimitake was right—the
chocolate cake is terrific.”

‘““Captain Kirk.”

Jim turned. ‘‘Commodore Pike,” he said. ‘‘Congratula-
tions. Sir, this is my brother, Sam Kirk.”

“Dr. Kirk.” Pike barely nodded. “You’ll excuse us.”

“Certainly,” Sam said pleasantly, as if Pike had not as
much as told him to get lost. *“Talk to you later, Jim.”

Pike stalked off. Jim had little choice but to follow.

“This is a good ship,” Pike said. “A good crew.” Pike
could have eased the tension by putting them on a first-name
basis, but he chose more formal terms. ‘‘They’ll take care of
you, captain. Do them the same courtesy.”

“I’ll do my best, commodore.”

“Well. You’ll want to meet your other officers. The Enter-
prise’s previous first officer received her own command.
Your science officer will fill the position.”

Jim was too startled to be diplomatic. ‘‘Commodore, I’'m
sorry if this conflicts with the plans of Commander Spock,
but I’ve nominated Gary Mitchell to the position of first
officer—"> As he spoke, the party suddenly fell into one of
those odd random silences. Jim shut up. At the same time, a
vehement Scottish burr cut into the quiet.

I canna understand why Starfleet will persist in handin’
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over its best ships to inexperienced tyros—"' He heard his
own voice. He stopped.

Pike had brought Jim to a group of three officers. They
turned, wondering if he had overheard them, just as he
wondered if they had overheard his tactless remark.

“Captain Kirk,”” Pike said, ‘‘Commander Spock.”

“Commander Spock,” Jim said. He refrained from offer-
ing to shake the Vulcan’s hand, not through resentment but
because he knew Vulcans preferred not to be touched.

“Captain Kirk.” Commander Spock acknowledged him
with an inclination of his head. He showed no sign of having
overheard Jim’s conversation with Pike.

“Chief Engineer Montgomery Scott.”

“‘Mr. Scott.”

“How d’ye do, sir,” the engineer said stiffly. The com-
pact, stocky engineer had to fumble his champagne glass
from right to left before he could shake hands with Kirk. He
wore his uniform jacket with a kilt and sporran. ‘‘Ye have
the finest ship in Starfleet to live up to, captain.”

“I’m sure I do, Mr. Scott.” Jim tried to give no more sign
than any Vulcan that he knew what Scott thought of him, and
he chose not to notice Scott’s implied challenge.

“And Lieutenant Uhura, your communications officer.”

“Captain Kirk,” she said, her voice low and musical.

Her long, fine hand curved gently around his. He expected
fragility. Instead he sensed the strength of intensity, the
firmness of intelligence. He forgot his uneasiness, Scott’s
belligerence, Spock’s unreadable expression.

Beginning with his first command, Jim had trained himself
not to get involved with anyone to whom he might have to
give an order. Interactions between commander and subor-
dinates must be kept at an impersonal level. Anything more
than strict civility could wreck morale faster and more
~ thoroughly than any outside force. So Jim schooled himself
not to react to beauty, at least not under shipboard condi-
tions. He made himself nearly impervious to charm, and he
resisted becoming too friendly with anyone, man or woman,
whom he commanded.

Meeting Lieutenant Uhura made him wish he was still a
second lieutenant, free of all the responsibilities a captain
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carried, so he could sit at her feet and gaze into her deep
brown eyes and listen to a voice like song.

She drew her hand away. Jim realized he had been gaping
at her like a witless schoolboy.

“Er, yes, Lieutenant Uhura. Glad to make your acquaint-
ance.”

The three officers had spent years working out the formula
by which they interacted. James Kirk introduced a new
unknown into the equation. They sized him up, measured
him, and wondered if he could center himself within their
orbits, or if, like a rogue star, he would enter their system on
a hyperbolic course, perturb their paths, and leave chaos
behind him.

Pike started to say something, then apparently thought
better of it.

“I have an appointment,”” he said. “I'll have to take my
leave of you now. Uhura, Scotty—"’

“Good-bye, sir.”

““Fare ye well, sir.”

““And Mr. Spock . ..”

“Live long and prosper, Commodore Pike.”

“Thank you.”

He turned and walked away, straight and tense. )

On the other side of the rec deck, Hikaru Sulu stood
alone, holding a glass of champagne he had snagged from a
steward so he would have something in his hand. Drinking
anything would put him straight to sleep. Other than a few
hours’ nap on the beach, he had not slept in two days.

Compared to parties at the Academy dorm, this party
remained horribly staid. He supposed the same would be
true of most formal Starfleet affairs. Hikaru knew no one; all
the other guests stood in tight clusters, offering little oppor-
tunity for him to introduce himself.

He compared this experience to the time five years ago,
back on Ganjitsu, when he had sneaked on board Aerfen to
have a look around. Of course he got caught, but instead of
tossing the fifteen-year-old colonist out, Hunter’s second in
command showed him around. He had felt welcomed. On
the Enterprise, he felt alien.

Never mind; with any luck he would be gone before he got
acquainted with anyone.
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He could not help overhearing conversations. They
helped him understand the somber mood. The officers of the
Enterprise regretted the departure of Christopher Pike. They
were not sure what to expect of the new captain. They had
heard the confused official reports from Ghioghe: James
Kirk had lost his ship in that disaster, but in doing so he had
saved the lives of many people and nearly lost his own. He
had come out of it with a medal, a promotion . . . and the
Enterprise. They knew his reputation: youngest midshipman
ever to enter the Academy, youngest captain in Starfleet.
But no one knew if Kirk was a hotshot space jockey who
worked his crew like machines and kept all the glory, or if he
included his people in a partnership of sentient beings wor-
thy of a share in the honors as well as the risks.

*“‘Hikaru?”’

Surprised to hear his given name, Sulu turned.

“Dr. Kirk!” he said.

“I thought it was you,” Sam Kirk said. “How are you?
My gods, you were just a kid when I saw you last.” He
grinned and shook his head ruefully. *“Why do people always
say that to their friends’ children?”’

“I don’t know, doctor,” Sulu said.

‘““My name’s Sam. When you were twelve, okay, I was
‘Dr. Kirk.” But here you are, in Starfleet—in the Academy?”’

*“I just graduated.”

“Congratulations. How are your folks?”’

“They’re fine. I think. Sometimes it’s hard to tell from
letters. I call them when I can.”

“When did you see them last?”

“I haven’t been home since I entered the Academy. It’s
too far, too expensive. I was hoping to get out there pretty
soon, but . . .”” He stopped. It was all too easy to remember
the homesickness he had felt his whole first year at the
Academy, too easy to let in the pain of expectations disap-
pointed. ‘‘But that isn’t going to work out.”” He changed the
subject. *‘Are you related to Captain Kirk?”

“Jim’s my kid brother. He’s following the family tradi-
tion.”” Sam gestured, indicating the ship, meaning Starfleet
in general. “I was sorry to see that your mother isn’t
attending the xeno conference.”

*‘She couldn’t. She’s way out by the Orion frontier. It’s a
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ten-week trip by passenger liner. She couldn’t afford to leave
for the whole growing season.”

“And your father? I just bought his new collection. He
really does catch the feel of living and working on a new
world.” Sam chuckled. ““The first time I read one of his
poems, I thought, well, that looks easy, anybody can be a
poet. So I tried it. It isn’t easy. In fact, I can’t do it at all.”

“Not many can,” Hikaru said. When he was much
younger he used to wonder exactly what his father did.
Sometimes it seemed like he did nothing. A few years later,
when Hikaru tried his own hand at poetry, he learned how
much work went into its creation. Even the “‘nothing” time
was hard work.

““Is he writing something new?”’ .
“He only just finished Nine Suns,”’ he said mildly. ““He
gets a bit of a rest now.” People asked him that question all

the time.

“Oh, of course, I see,”” Sam Kirk said, offhand. ‘‘How do
you like the Enterprise?”’

“I don’t know.”

*Come on—I'm not going to go carrying tales of disaffec-
tion back to my little brother.”

“Honestly—I don’t know. I've only been here since this
afternoon. I never met Commodore Pike. I haven’t met
Captain Kirk. I've hardly met anybody. I was supposed to
be posted to the frontier.”

] expect you'll like it here. It’s true, Jim does have the
capacity to be a stubborn—"" He stopped and smiled sheep-
ishly. ‘‘But he’s basically a decent sort.”

“That’s good to know,” Hikaru said, keeping his voice
carefully neutral.

Sam glanced across the room. ‘‘Looks like Pike is finished
with him—come on. I'll introduce you.”

Hikaru followed, nervous, trying to think of the best way
to bring up his transfer with the captain.

Jim sipped his fruit juice, wondering how to break the
awkward silence Christopher Pike had left behind him.

“Finished the official business?’’ Sam slung his arm over
Jim’s shoulders.

Jim started. He had not heard Sam approach.
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Sam glanced after Pike, who left through the main en-
trance without speaking to anyone, without looking back.

“What did Pike want?’’ Sam asked dryly. ‘“To give you
officer-and-gentleman lessons?”’

Jim elbowed his brother in the ribs. Too much had already
been said directly or overheard for one evening. Perhaps
Pike had good reason for his abrupt attitude, and perhaps he
did not, but they could discuss him somewhere well out of
the hearing of his former colleagues.

At Sam’s comment, Commander Spock grew cool.

*“Like Commodore Pike,” he said evenly, ‘I, too, have . . .
responsibilities to attend to. If you will excuse me.”

“I'll come wi’ ye,” Scott said hastily. “The . . . the
engines need checkin’.”

“Very well,” Jim said.

They left the room.

Uhura had overheard Captain Kirk’s remark to Commo-
dore Pike; she knew that if she had heard it, Mr. Spock could
not have missed it. And she knew perfectly well that James
Kirk had overheard Scott’s comment. She weighed pretend-
ing neither remark had ever been uttered.

‘““Captain,” she said, choosing her words carefully,
“we’ve all been with Captain Pike for a long time. People
take time to get used to change.”

“I see that,”” he said. ‘‘And some take more time than
others.”

Unaware of the incidents or the tension, Sam broke in.
*Jim, I want you to meet Hikaru Sulu. His folks are old
friends of mine and Aurelan’s. His mother’s a colleague.”

“Sir,”” Hikaru said.

“Mr. Sulu, of course.” James Kirk extended his hand in a
firm grip. ‘‘Have you met Lieutenant Uhura?”

““Very briefly, sir.”

I appreciate your cutting your leave short in order to join
us,” Kirk said.

“Yes, captain, I'd like to discuss—"

“How did your fencing tournament go?"’

“Uh...Iwon, sir,” Hikaru said, surprised that Kirk even
knew about it.

“Which division? Epée? Saber?”’

‘‘Saber and the all-around, sir.”
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“The all-around! Congratulations. I did a bit of fencing in
school—we should set up a match sometime.”

““Yes, sir,” Hikaru said. Maybe he could get the transfer
before he was forced to defeat his C.O. in a fencing match.
“But, sir—"’

‘*“Sam, let’s get Mom and I'll take you on a tour.”

“Captain—"" Hikaru said again.

“Sure,” Sam said. ‘‘In a minute. Hikaru, I was in the lab
the other day. I needed a normal human blood sample—"

‘““What?”’ Hikaru said, distracted. His hands felt damp and
cold and his heart pounded from the adrenaline: he was
trying to tell a captain of Starfleet that the captain had made
a mistake, and it was not an easy job.

“To use as a control,” Sam said. ‘‘So I volunteered one of
my graduate students. All I wanted was a couple of cc’s of
blood. But he backed off from my perfectly harmless hypo at
half the speed of light, and he said, ‘No, no, you can’t take
blood from me—I’m a facultative hemophiliac!’ >’

Sam waited expectantly.

Hikaru stared at him, then suddenly burst out laughing.

James Kirk stared at them both as if they had lost their
minds.

““That’s a good one,” Hikaru said. *‘But I'll bet you don’t
find too many people to tell it to.”

I thought I might get some use out of it at the conference,
but I wanted to try it on somebody first.”

‘‘Have you thought of handing out universal translators
when you tell it?”’ Jim asked dryly.

Sam laughed. “Excuse us, Hikaru, Lieutenant Uhura.
Come on, Jim, let’s go see your ship, and I'll explain
everything to you.”

They drifted to the edge of the crowd. They joined their
mother and Admiral Noguchi, who were talking over old
times and recalling George Samuel Kirk, Senior. Noguchi
and Jim’s father had served together, but now, as the admiral
reminisced, describing events Jim had never even heard
about, the young captain felt a sudden pang of resentment.
Noguchi had probably spent more time with George Kirk
than Winona, Sam, and Jim put together. It was the chosen
life of a Starfleet officer, the life Winona knew about when
she chose him.
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But their lives, the lives they chose for their children,
precluded the possibility that George would have much
effect on Jim or Sam. They had barely known their father.
Perhaps, if he had lived, they would eventually have learned
to know him better. For himself, Jim doubted that a parent
and a child could become friends as adults, if they had been
strangers when the child was young.

Their father was never reconciled to Sam’s rejecting the
place in the Starfleet Academy that had been reserved for
him, for George Samuel Kirk, Jr., at his birth. It was Jim
who followed George into Starfleet. But, Jim reflected, he
would change the pattern of his father’s life as profoundly as
Sam. He was glad that Carol had refused him. Jim would
never leave someone behind who would wait for his visits, a
stranger.

Jim felt recovered from his afternoon with Vanli. He
moved away long enough to get a glass of champagne. When
he turned back, Winona and Sam were greeting an old
Starfleet acquaintance and Jim was alone with Noguchi.

The older man smiled mischievously. “‘I'll be making an
announcement shortly, Jim,” he said. *“I think you’ll find it
interesting.”

*‘Admiral, Commodore Pike has informed me that Com-
mander Spock has been given the position of first officer.”

‘““That’s right. I approved his promotion myself.”

“I was under the impression that I’d have some say in my
senior staff.”

“You were out of commission when the choice had to be
made. Why? Surely you can’t object to Mr. Spock.”

It has nothing to do with Spock, admiral. I’ve nominated
Gary Mitchell to the post. I wasn’t aware of any objection to
him, either.”

Noguchi shook his head. “No, Jim. It’s impossible.”

*‘Admiral, I was hoping you’d back me up on this.”

“I could, but I won’t. One of Starfleet’s strengths is its
diversity. You and Mitch are simply too much alike. A first
officer should compensate for your weaknesses and temper
your strengths. I want you to work with someone who will
create some synergy.”’

“I wasn’t aware,” Jim said stiffly, ‘“‘that you feel I have
weaknesses that need compensation.”
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“Don’t get your torus pinched, Jim,” Noguchi said. *“This
is supposed to be a party.”

“Then I'd like to discuss the subject in a more appropriate
setting.”

“But it isn’t open to discussion,” the admiral said. To
underline his meaning, he went in search of another conver-
sation and left Jim fuming.

I have a couple of months, at least, before Gary’s ready,
Jim thought. Maybe by then I can convince the admiral . . .
He put aside his aggravation, confident that eventually he
would change Noguchi’s mind.

“Ready to give us that tour?” Sam said cheerfully.

“Sure.” Even the meddling of Starfleet brass could not
damage Jim’s joy at seeing his mother and his brother again.
““Come on, let’s get out of here.”

They went into the ship’s quiet corridors and left the noisy
party behind.

“Jim,” Winona said, ‘‘are you really all right?”’

“Of course I am, Mom. Good as new, they say. I wish you
wouldn’t worry about me.”

‘“Worrying comes with the job.”

“You never tell us anything, dammit,”” Sam said. “How
do you think we felt when we found out you’d been in the
hospital and hadn’t even told us?”’

“What could you have done? Come back to earth? By the
time you arrived, I'd be all right or it’d be too late.”

“Under what circumstances does your family get noti-
fied?’’ Winona asked. *“When you're dead?’’

“That’s close, Mom. I know how you feel, but nothing
else makes sense. I'm sure Dad left the same instructions.”

“Yes,” Winona said. ‘‘He did. But I hoped yours might be
different.”

Jim refrained from saying something he would later regret.
He did not want to argue with his mother, even though he
felt she had delivered him a low blow.

“Say, Jim.” Sam’s cheerfulness sounded forced. ‘‘The
biologists’ grapevine has been working overtime lately.”

“Oh? What about?”’

“Don’t you know?”’

“Why should I know?”’
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“The grapevine carries rumors about other subjects than
theoretical biology.”’

“In other words, Carol Marcus and I are hot gossip.”

“You’ve got it, brother. What’s the story?”’

“There isn’t any story,” Jim said. “And as far as hot
gossip goes . . . the temperature registers absolute zero.”

“Oh,” Sam said. “Damn. I hoped . . . Carol Marcus is
good people, Jim.”

““We're getting into dangerous territory.” Jim changed the
subject abruptly. ‘Do you want that tour? There’s a lot to
see. The bridge is incredible.” As he described the ship, his
concern about Gary and his disappointment about Carol
slipped briefly away. He could not have pushed aside his
enthusiasm if he had tried. ““Mom, Sam, why don’t you write
a grant proposal for some deep-space research? You won’t
believe the labs on this ship. First I want to show you the
observation deck—""

He led them deeper into the Enterprise and into an ordi-
nary-looking lounge at the back of the saucer section.

‘“Watch this!”" he said. “Open!”

The shield drew back from the crystal wall, revealing a
180-degree view of the cavernous volume of Spacedock. A
mechanic in a pressure suit sailed past.

“You’ve got to come out with us sometime and see
interstellar space from here!”

“I"d like that,”” Winona said. “‘Jim...”

“Yes, Mom?”’

“I’m going home. The house hasn’t been opened in five
years, and . . .”” She stopped. ‘‘Jim, if you can—if you want
to—come for a visit . . . if you want to come home . . .”

“I .. .” He could hardly conceive of returning to the
Iowa farm. He had not visited it since the service for his
father. The farm held memories, good and bad, that he
would no longer be able to keep locked away if he re-
turned. Just to consider going back made him imagine that
he smelled hay drying in the sun. He shook his head, trying
to be amused at the strength of the memories, but disturbed
nonetheless.

“Wonder if the tree house made it through the last five
winters,”” Sam said.
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“I’ll try to visit, Mom.” Jim hoped he was telling her the
truth. *‘I don’t know when. It depends on my orders.”

He closed the shield, hiding the crystal wall and the lights
and activity of Spacedock. He wished the Enterprise were
sailing among the stars with no barriers and no limits. Out
there difficult decisions seemed much easier to make, and
the complications of life never doubled and redoubled.

“Come on,” he said. ““You’ve got to see the labs.”

Sam glanced at him quizzically. “‘I thought you’d never
been on board this ship before today.”

Jim blushed. ‘I mean—Oh, hell. I sneaked on board . . .
Carol and I sneaked on board a few weeks back. Just for a
look around. I couldn’t resist. But keep it quiet—it’s bad
form.” He left the observation deck and led them to the
turbo-lift.

*“‘Someday, Jim,” Winona said, more concerned than
chiding, ‘“‘you’re going to step out of bounds and somebody
is going to notice.”

“I’d have to run into a real hard-liner to have any trouble
over my visit.”

“Starfleet is well supplied with hard-liners.”

“You can’t get anywhere in Starfleet unless you push the
limits. If you don’t, you end up mummified at a desk.”

“And if you push them too far,” Sam said, “you end up
mummified at a desk. Like Chris Pike.”

“What are you talking about?”’

“That’s the gossip—Pike spent too little time playing
Starfleet politics, too much time annoying the wrong people,
and struck out on his own a few times too often.”

*‘So, as punishment, he gets promoted to commodore?”’

“Yes. And you pity him because of it.”” The turbo-lift
slowed and stopped.

“That’s ridiculous.”

“Don’t discount your brother’s advice so cavalierly, Jim,”
Winona said. ‘It isn’t nearly as ridiculous as—'" The lift
doors opened. She interrupted herself. “I don’t remember
that Starfleet vessels smell like horse barns.”

The evocative scent of drying hay wafted through the
lower deck. Jim frowned. “They don’t.”” Unsettled, he led
the way from the turbo-lift. In a starship, anything strange or
unknown could mean danger.
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The horse-barn odor grew more intense. Unless the venti-
lation system had broken down, the only possible source
was the shuttlecraft deck at the far end of the corridor.

The double doors slid aside. Squinting in the dim light, Jim
strode onto the catwalk above the deck.

The shuttlecraft had been moved to one side, crammed
close together and walled off with portable partitions, leav-
ing most of the deck space open.

A makeshift pen stood in the center of the deck. Straw
littered its floor. A dark shape hunkered inside it.

“What in the world—!" Winona joined him on the cat-
walk.

“Lights.”” The deck lights faded on.

The iridescent creature snorted and bolted to its feet,
spraddle-legged and challenging, its small head up, ears
pricked, nostrils flared. Its coat shone in shades of black and
purple and green.

‘““What off the world is more like it,”” Sam said.

It saw them. It snorted again and stamped the deck, its
hooves ringing on the metal plates. More like an eagle than a
horse, it screamed.

And then it arched its neck, reared, and pawed the air.

With a sound like storm-wind against ancient trees, it
spread its great black wings.
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JimM, WINONA, AND Sam stared in amazement.

“Is it just me who’s dreaming this, or are both of you
dreaming it too?”’

“That’s fantastic,” Sam said. ‘I had no idea anyone had
gone so far with restructured recombinants! It is Terran,
isn’t it? Not an offworld species?”

‘“How should I know?”’ Jim said, irritated. All he wanted
to know was how it got onto his ship, and why.

“I’m afraid it’s going to hurt itself,” Winona said. “I’ll try
to calm it down.”

The creature beat its wings and screamed again.

‘““Mom—that thing is dangerous!”

““What do you people think you’re doing?”

Jim hardly had time to turn toward the new voice. A small
black-clad figure ran past Winona and plunged headlong
down the companionway, barely touching the treads. Her
iridescent black hair streamed behind her. She ran across the
deck toward the terrified horse—horse? She dropped the
boots she carried and slid under the corral rail. Afraid she
would be trampled, afraid the creature might even take off
and attack her with its hooves, Jim rushed after her.

The horse snorted and quieted. Its wings still fluttered,
outstretched, as if it were an eagle keeping its balance on the
gloved hand of a falconer. Its shoulders gleamed with ner-
vous sweat. It put its head down and buried its nose beneath
the arm of the stranger.

She whispered to the creature, scratched its ears and
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cradled its head and blew in its nostrils. It sighed back, a soft
and quiet sound. She stroked its neck and tangled her fingers
in its mane. The straw crackled as the creature shifted its
weight to sidle closer to her. It placed its hooves only a
handsbreadth from her bare feet.

“For gods’ sakes, be careful,” Jim said.

““Be quiet,” she said in a low and soothing voice, without
turning to face him.

“You're going to get stepped on!”’

“No, I'm not, don’t worry. Besides, she’s not even
shod—and she’s very light on her feet.”” She smiled at her
own joke, then sobered again when she saw Jim’s expres-
sion. ‘““What did you do? You scared her to death.”

“I turned on the lights,” Jim said, his irritation increasing.
*“I wanted to know who rearranged my shuttlecraft deck.”

“Are you the deck officer? Admiral Noguchi said you
were on leave till this evening, and then you’d be busy—he
said she’d be safe here, and nobody would bother her.”

*“Admiral Noguchi—?"’

“This is the only place she can stay for a long trip.”

“What long trip?!”’ Jim said.

She fed the creature a piece of carrot, though Jim would
have sworn her hands had been empty. “She won’t hurt
your deck, especially if you don’t scare her again.”

“I’'m not the deck officer.”

“Oh. What'’s the big deal, then?”

“I’'m the captain,” he said. He took the steps of the
companionway three at a time and headed toward the turbo-
lift. As he reached it, the doors slid open. Admiral Noguchi
hurried out, so intent on the transmission flimsy in his hand
that Jim had to step back quickly to keep the older officer
from running into him.

“Sir! Admiral Noguchi!”

“Jim!” He sounded disappointed. “What are you doing
here? You’ve discovered my surprise, I suppose—did you
meet Ms. Lukarian? We can make the announcement to-
gether.”

“But I thought—Who is Ms. Lukarian? You mean that—
that Amazon down on my landing deck trying to keep her
flying horse from destroying the place?”

“Jim, get hold of yourself! You’re practically hysterical.
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What’s the matter with you? Have you had too much to
drink?”

“No, sir. At least, I didn’t think so. Admiral, there is a
creature obstructing my shuttlecraft deck.”

““Calm down, Jim. You’re not going where you’ll need a
shuttlecraft. Not this mission.”

‘“What exactly,” Jim said, suspecting that he no longer
wanted to hear the answer, ‘“‘is the mission?”’

Noguchi handed him the transmission flimsy. “An elegant
solution to the traveling salesman problem, wouldn’t you
say?”

Jim looked at it. What traveling salesman? Noguchi had
cut orders for the Enterprise for the next three months,
during which the ship would spend a day at each of thirty
different starbases, starting with Starbase 13.

““The Phalanx?”’ Jim said. ‘‘Starbase 13? Starbase 13 is a
waste of time and resources. It ought to be shut down!”’

“Starbase 13 is of tremendous strategic importance. I'm
afraid I gave the mathematicians some problems when I
insisted your route begin there.” Noguchi chuckled. He
explained the difficulty of determining the most efficient
route among several different points. Mathematicians had
solved the traveling salesman problem in two dimensions,
but three dimensions added several levels of complexity.

“I...Idon’t understand,” Jim said. ‘“‘What’s the mis-
sion?”

“I had three major factors to consider,” Noguchi said.
“First, to give you a chance to regain your strength—"’

“There’s nothing wrong with me!” Jim snapped. “I’m
perfectly healthy.”

“Second,” Noguchi said, ignoring Jim’s protest, ‘“‘to give
you time to acquaint yourself with ship and crew.”

“That’s why I’ve been looking forward to a challenging
mission, sir—"’

‘“And third, to deal with the results of the starbase survey.
You did see them, didn’t you?”

“No, sir, I didn’t. I was out of touch—I'm completely
recovered now!—but I was out of touch for a few months.”

“The results were a shock, Jim. On every starbase we
surveyed, morale is terrible. Especially,” he said, ‘‘at Star-
base 13. We take people and send them off to the corners of
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the universe, away from their homes and families, and we
completely ignore their needs. I'm going to change that. I've
chosen you to help me.”

They reached the catwalk and Noguchi climbed down the
companionway. Jim followed. Sam and Winona remained at
the corral, where Ms. Lukarian toweled her creature’s
sweaty shoulders. Winona rubbed the creature behind the
ears, while Sam inspected the complex joint of wing to body.

“Ms. Lukarian,”” Admiral Noguchi said.

She turned, smiling. When she saw Jim her expression
clouded. ‘‘Admiral,” she said, and, warily, ‘‘captain.”

“Jim, I want you to meet Amelinda Lukarian, general
manager of the Warp-Speed Classic Vaudeville Company.
Ms. Lukarian, Captain James T. Kirk.”

“How do you do, captain.”

His fingers closed over hers, nearly obscuring them, but
her hand was hard and strong, with traces of callus.

“Vaudeville? What’s vaudeville?” Jim tried, and failed, to
place the word in the realm of high-energy physics, as
‘“warp-speed” seemed to indicate, or in the realm of com-
mercial applications of faster-than-light travel, as the “‘com-
pany” hinted. And where did the flying horse fit in? A
trademark? An advertising gimmick? If it were either of
those, how had Starfleet become involved?

‘“Vaudeville is entertainment,”” Lukarian said.

“You'll be at the company’s disposal during its tour.”

Speechless with shock, Jim stared at Noguchi.

“This animal is incredible, Jim,”” Sam said. ‘‘The anatomi-
cal problem of the wings—"

“Admiral, you can’t mean Starfleet has assigned the En-
terprise—"’

“Shh, Athene, easy,” Winona said, trying to calm the
creature, which started at Jim’s raised voice. “‘Jim—"

“—that Starfleet has assigned a constellation-class star-
ship with a crew of four hundred thirty to ferry around a—a
mutant horse and its trainer?”’ Jim felt as if even his mother
had taken sides against him.

“Don't shout,” Lukarian said. ‘“She’s mostly Arabian—
she’s very high-strung. You'll frighten her again.”

“I mean to tell you,” the admiral said calmly, ‘‘that I have
given you the task of getting the vaudeville company to the
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starbases to perform for Starfleet personnel, safely, on
schedule—and without argument. 1 also have given you
command of this ship. Neither order is carved in stone. Is
that understood?”’

His last three words brought a sharp tone to his voice. Jim
met his gaze. Staring into the older officer’s hard brown
eyes, he began to believe the legends of the admiral’s
temper, glacially slow to break, but volcanic in intensity.

‘“Any further questions, Captain Kirk?”’

Jim hesitated for perhaps a second, almost a second too
long. ‘““No, sir,” he said before Admiral Noguchi spoke
again.

The admiral turned his back on Jim. “Ms. Lukarian, are
your people comfortable? Do you have everything you
need?”

**Some of them are a little shaken up,” she said. ‘“‘Most of
us have never been in a transporter before. Athene and I
came up in a courier ship, so she’s a little nervous. We’re
used to traveling by train.”

“I’m sure, once you get your space legs, you’ll find it
quite tolerable. It’s extraordinarily beautiful in space.” He
chuckled. “And you’ll find that you have more room to
move around in than you would on a train.”’ Noguchi clasped
Lukarian’s small hand. *‘I'm grateful for your willingness to
assist Starfleet on such short notice. And I’'m looking for-
ward to making the announcement. Are you ready?”’

“As soon as one of the riggers gets here to stay with
Athene. Are you sure you don’t want us to perform?”’

““That is a very generous offer,”” Admiral Noguchi said.
“But 1 planned for you to be guests tonight. I don’t think
guests should have to sing for their supper.”

“‘Okay. I'll bring the company upstairs in a minute.”

*“Good. Please don’t hesitate to call on me at any time. My
office will always know how to reach me.”

Admiral Noguchi climbed the companionway to the cat-
walk and disappeared, leaving Jim and Lukarian facing each
other.

*“This is impossible,” Jim said. ‘‘Simply impossible.”

*I can’t afford to lose this commission,” Lukarian said.
‘“We’re not leaving—there’s no way you can make us.”

‘“Would you like to bet on that?”’
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*Ease up, Jim,” Sam said.

“Name the amount,” Lukarian said. ‘‘Losing couldn’t
make things any worse.”’

“Don’t challenge me on my own ship, Ms. Lukarian,”” Jim
said. “‘It’s a very foolish thing to do.”

“‘Rather like opposing an admiral’s pet project,” Winona
said, not to Lukarian but to Jim.

“I will not give up this commission.”” Lukarian’s voice
hardened. Behind her, the winged horse sensed the anger
between the humans. She snorted and stamped nervously,
prancing from one side of the small corral to the other.

“You're scaring her,”’” Lukarian said. “Will you leave?”’

“Jim,” Winona said as Jim was about to retort. Her tone
was both angry and disappointed.

“What, Mother?”’

“‘Surrender gracefully.”

Jim felt that he had a right to be funous—m fact he thought
he had kept his temper remarkably well under the circum-
stances. Still, his complaint was more with Admiral Noguchi
than with Amelinda Lukarian.

Athene nudged Lukarian. Lukarian put her arms around
the creature’s neck, whispered to it, and laid her cheek
against its dark forehead. ““Go away,” she said.

Winona touched Jim’s arm and gestured toward the exit.

“Try to keep that beast under control, Ms. Lukarian,” Jim
said.

On the way back to the recreation deck, Jim and his
mother and brother maintained an awkward silence. When
they heard the clatter and hum of the party, Winona stopped.

“I have to get some sleep,’” she said. “It’s been a long
day.”

“Do you want company back to the hotel?’’ Sam said.

“Don’t be silly. Enjoy the party, Sam. Jim, I want to talk
to you.”

“I ought to—""

“This won’t take long.”” She walked down the corridor
toward the Spacedock gangway.

Sam gave him a sympathetic shrug. They both knew better
than to argue with her when she used that tone.

Her arms folded and her head down, Winona gazed
thoughtfuily at the deck.
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‘““What’s the matter, Mom?*’ Jim asked.

“You have an interesting way of handling Starfleet poli-
tics, Jim. Not very effective. But interesting.”

*‘But I thought . . . the admiral led me to believe . . .”

“Kimi never does anything without a good reason. That’s
beside the point. We aren’t discussing his behavior, we’re
discussing yours. He gave you an order and you argued with
it—because it didn’t suit your fancy!”

“‘He could have—"

“We aren’t talking about him!”’ she said angrily. *‘Don’t
you remember anything your father told you? Don’t you
even remember the mistakes he made? You can’t navigate
through Starfleet politics by the seat of your arrogance!
Someday you're going to need—to be forced—to disobey
the command of a superior officer. You’re going to have to
defend your actions. If you’ve built a reputation as a head-
strong twit, you’ll get your legs kicked out from under you.
Not to mention your career.”

I think my actions speak for themselves.”

“Do they? What, exactly, do they say? Let’s take an
example. You were incredibly rude to that little child—"

*Little child? She’s an adult sentient being—who has a
screaming monster on my shuttlecraft deck!”

*‘She’s no more than twenty and she’s responsible for a
whole company, not to mention the ‘screaming monster.’
Can’t you see she’s hanging on to this job for her life?”’

*“No, and I don’t see how you could, either.”

*“It was obvious. It sounded to me like this is her com-
pany’s last chance to survive!” :

‘‘Maybe if they’re living that close to the edge, they ought
to go out of business.”

She looked at him for a moment, uncomprehending, then
shook her head. *‘It’s too bad, Captain Kirk, that everybody
can’t be as perfect and successful as you are.”

She turned without another word and walked away from
him, out of the Enterprise and into Spacedock. He took one
step after her, then stopped. He had no idea what to say to
her, and she was so angry—he was so angry—that if he
followed her they would get into another argument. Yet
Winona had made an irrefutable point. He had been inexcus-
ably rude to Amelinda Lukarian.
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He headed toward the recreation deck, wishing he could
go anywhere else besides back to the party.

Sam waited where Jim had left him, leaning casually
against the bulkhead with one knee drawn up and the sole of
his boot pressed against the wall.

“All clear?”

Jim shrugged.

‘“‘Reading the riot act time, huh?’’ Sam said.

“‘She’s not real happy with me,” Jim said. ‘“‘But, dammit,
Sam—I wanted . . . [ expected . . . a decent assignment from
Noguchi. I earned it—I deserve something—!"’

“Something where you could cover yourself with more
glory?”’

“Glory?”’ He turned on his brother, furious. “Do you
think that’s why I'm in Starfleet? Do. you think getting
blasted into the middle of next week qualifies as glory?”’

“No. But I'm beginning to wonder if you do.”

“Idon’t. Believe me, I don’t. The last six months were no
fun.”

“Then why don’t you cut yourself a little slack? If you
can’t, let Kimi do it for you.”

“I don’t want any slack—especially from my C.O.!”

“He didn’t mean it as an insult. Look, he’s known our
family for a long time . . .”

“That’s just fine,”” Jim said. ‘“That’s just what I need, an
admiral who treats me like I'm still fifteen.”

Sam grinned. ‘““No, he treats me like I'm fifteen. That’s
when he met me. He treats you like you're eight.”

“Did anybody ever tell you how effective your reassur-
ance is?”’ Jim said with sarcasm.

“People tell me that all the time. People come to me
especially to get reassurance. And I'm assuring you that
Kimitake Noguchi is giving you a gift. Try to accept it in the
spirit in which it’s offered.”

“When he makes that announcement, I’'m going to be a
laughingstock! You’d give this job to somebody who can’t do
anything else, somebody you don’t trust anymore, some-
body washed up, used up—"" He caught his breath, suddenly
afraid the pain would return, the pain and the nothingness.

“Jim!”’ Sam grabbed him around the shoulders.

Jim pulled away, embarrassed.
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*‘Is that what you’re afraid of?”’ Sam said.

“I’m not afraid—"’

“Stop it! Don’t hide from me! Maybe you can hide from
everybody else, but you can’t hide from me!”’

“How can I know,” Jim whispered, “when I get a mission
like the last one, how can I know how I'll react until I face it?
I have to be sure, Sam. I have to know if I...”

“If you still have your nerve?”’

Jim could not reply.

‘““You’re not broken, Jim. Dammit, don’t you think I'd feel
it, don’t you think I'd know if you were?”’

“I don’t know!”

*“I think Kimi’s right to give you this time,” Sam said. “‘I
think you need it.”’

“I don’t—and I don’t think I need any more lectures from
my own family, either!”

He fled into the party and hid himself in the crowd.

Soon the vaudeville company arrived. Jim tried to listen
while Admiral Noguchi introduced them, but he had to put
most of his attention into pretending he liked the idea of
spending the next three months with a bunch of entertainers,
traipsing around the Phalanx.

Koronin looked for her pet. “Come, Starfleet!”

The little pink primate whispered at her from the nest it
made at her feet each night. It climbed from the fur blanket it
had adopted as its own, bounded across the bed, and leaped
to her shoulder.

“There,” she said, ‘“‘are you hungry? Be a good pet. Put
on your costume and perhaps I'll give you breakfast.”

Starfleet comprehended perhaps one word in a hundred,
but ‘“‘hungry,” ‘‘costume,” and ‘‘breakfast” formed a major
portion of its vocabulary. Her pet climbed down her leg and
scampered around the bed, looking for its clothes: little
black trousers and a gold velour shirt.

It amused Koronin that the creature looked so much like a
type of human being, for among the species of the Federa-
tion, humans most earned her ire. It amused her to dress her
pet in the uniform and insignia of a Starfleet officer. It did not
amuse her that the creature rebelled against its cunning

70



ENTERPRISE

boots. Koronin could force Starfleet to wear them, but the
primate staggered when it tried to walk, slipped and fell
when it tried to climb, crouched on the floor and chewed at
the leather around its toes when it grew frustrated, then
huddled in a miserable heap and whimpered until Koronin
freed it of the footgear. The staggering and slipping and toe
chewing afforded Koronin hours of laughter, but the hud-
dling and whimpering bored her. Even a good swat would
not move the creature when it got to that state. So for the
moment she let it go unshod. But she was determined
eventually to break it to the boots.

While Starfleet rooted for its clothes like an idiot child,
Koronin checked the control surfaces of the ship. Gold inlay
traced filigree patterns on panels of translucent pink jade.
The government officer had spent great sums on the visual
decoration of his command balcony. Koronin supposed the
officer assuaged the guilt he felt for such expenditures with
the cold sparseness of his personal area. That suited her; the
officer had lavished money or credit on things with which
Koronin would not have bothered, leaving her the pleasure
of ripping out his hard bunk and suiting her own fancy in
replacing it.

She wondered how many loyal subjects of the empire
knew the uses to which the oligarchy put their tithes. She
wondered how many loyal subjects knew about the oli-
garchy in the first place. Koronin had been raised to revere
the empress, but among the highest class it was an open
secret that the oligarchs controlled a powerless, toothless,
heirless sovereign. The outcasts knew the secret and held an
invidious rumor in great credence: Koronin had heard, from
numerous sources, that the oligarchy deliberately allowed
the empress’s brain to deteriorate to the vegetative state,
then kept the body alive with machines and replacement
therapy. When Koronin was younger she might not have
believed it; but she believed it now.

“Starfleet!”

The pet yelped in fear, scampered to her, and cringed at
her feet.

“So,” she said. ‘‘You got your shirt on correctly today.
You may have some breakfast, then.”
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The animal moaned and wiggled with pleasure. She held a
bit of fruit just out of its reach and laughed as it leaped at her
hand.

“Be still!”

Starfleet crouched, quivering, following the food with its
intent and mournful gaze.

*Good,” she said, and gave it the fruit.

It gobbled the fruit and looked around for more.

Koronin forgot about the animal. She studied the free-
floating star map to decide the best way to harry Phalanx
shipping. Too near the main body of Federation space would
bring a patrol after her; too near the far tip of the intrusion
and Quundar would meet the defenses of a Federation
starbase. But the center, now: the center seemed quite
vulnerable.

““Serjeant.”

“Yes, Koronin.”

He answered with commendable deference and he used
the proper form, no longer addressing her as ‘“my lady.”
Spoken by a member of a bandit work crew, the title was an
insult.

She took the title most seriously; she would not use it
again until she regained it in the eyes of the highest stratum
of her society. But she would regain it.

“‘Prepare a course to the Federation Phalanx.”

Starfleet stewards never let the detritus of a party collect;
half-empty glasses and dirty plates, littered trays and open
bottles vanished as soon as they appeared. When all but a
few guests had strolled off to their beds, a single table held a
few bottles of cooling champagne, a fan-shaped array of
champagne flutes, and a tray of hors d’oeuvres, as if in
preparation for another, much smaller party.

Jim sat by an observation port, occasionally glancing into
the Spacedock bay. He was too tired and keyed up even to
feel sleepy. He wanted to try to explain to his mother why he
had been so angry; he wanted to talk to Sam and apologize
for blowing up at his concern. But Winona would be sound
asleep, and Sam, still going strong, had liberated a guitar
when the musicians were dismissed. He played it softly,
accompanying Lieutenant Uhura, who strummed a small
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harp and sang a lilting Irish song. A couple of the members
of the vaudeville company remained, but Amelinda Lukar-
ian had vanished.

In a better mood, Jim would have joined the singers and
happily listened to Lieutenant Uhura all night long. Instead,
he rose and left the hall, pausing at the serving table to pick
up two glasses and a full bottle of champagne.

*Jim, wait!”’

Sam joined him at the turbo-lift. He carried a third glass
and a small storage container.

“I wondered how long it would take you to get around to
this,” Sam said.

““Maybe I'm just going off to get drunk. In private.” The
turbo-lift arrived. Jim got inside.

Sam glanced at the glasses. ‘“My brother, the two-fisted
drinker.”

Jim grinned sheepishly and let Sam into the lift. “I cer-
tainly appreciate this show of moral support.”

Sam tossed the container in the air and caught it. Carved
vegetables rattled against the translucent plastic. “‘I’'m just
coming along to make friends with the horse.”

They paused at the top of the catwalk. Lukarian had
pulled a cot close to the corral so she could sleep with one
hand stretched through the rails. The winged horse stood
near her, dozing, its nose brushing Lukarian’s fingers. The
lustrous black of the creature’s coat shaded to deep purple
and peacock blue at the tips of its ears, on its legs, in large
dapples across its back and flanks. Its mane and tail cas-
caded in random locks of black and intense blue and purple
and iridescent green. It had folded its great wings to its sides,
and the color of their feathers blended with the shades of its
coat.

““We’d better come back later,” Jim said.

At his voice, Athene raised her head, snorting. Lukarian
sat up, blinking away the sleep.

“What do you want?’’ She kicked aside the blanket. She
had changed out of her black suit into drawstring pants and a
baggy slouch shirt.

Jim climbed down the companionway, holding the bottle
and glasses in one hand.

“I came to apologize,” he said.
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““We brought a peace offering.”” Sam opened the container
and brought out a handful of carved vegetables. ‘“‘Does
Athene like carrot roses?”’

“Yes. Carrots, anyway. She’s never had anything quite so
elegant as a carrot rose.”

As Jim opened the champagne, Sam offered Athene a
carrot. She approached him warily, her wings fluttering. For
all her apparent ferocity, she had calm, soft, gray eyes. She
stretched her neck toward him, like a crafty old pony
suspecting a bridle hidden somewhere, such as behind Sam’s
back. She lipped the morsel from his palm.

“Did the admiral order you to come down here?’’ Lukar-
ian said. “It doesn’t matter whether you apologize—I'm not
pulling out, no matter what. I'd prefer to be booked where
we’re welcome, but the company can’t afford luxuries like
being picky.”

‘““He didn’t make me apologize,” Jim said. ‘““And there’s
no need to back out of the commission.” He laughed,
without humor but with the understanding of irony. ““Be-
sides, it wouldn’t change things if you did. The admiral has
made up his mind. If you quit, he’ll just find somebody else.”

“And if you quit?”’ Lukarian said.

“I’'m not allowed to quit,” Jim said. He thumbed the cork
out of the neck of the bottle, being careful not to pop it and
spook the winged horse again.

Lukarian chewed her thumbnail thoughtfully. “This isn’t
quite what you expected, is it?”’ she said.

“That’s . . . an understatement.”

“Pax?”’ Lukarian asked.

P

They shook hands, more civilly this time.

The winged horse finished chewing Sam’s carrot rose, put
her head over the bars of the corral, and nudged Lukarian,
who stretched out her hand and let the creature nip up
something from her palm. The horse’s teeth crunched on a
bite of carrot while Jim tried to recall when Sam had given
Lukarian any of what he had brought, or when she had put
her hand in her pocket. Her hand had been empty a moment
before. He shrugged to himself and poured champagne for
her, for Sam, for himself.

“To . .. to peace,” he said.
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Their glasses touched with a high, light ring.

“How did you get to be a captain?’’ Lukarian absently
scratched behind her creature’s ears.

Jim’s fair skin colored. *‘Just lucky, I guess.”

Lukarian blushed too. “‘I didn’t mean it like that. I meant,
aren’t you kind of young to be a captain?”

“I’m twenty-nine,” he said. ‘“‘Well out of short pants.
Aren’t you kind of young to run a . . . a vaudeville com-
pany?”

“That’s different,” she said. “I sort of inherited my job
from my daddy.”

“So did Jim,” Sam said with a grin.

“I didn’t know Starfleet worked like that,” she said.

“It doesn’t,” Jim said. ‘“Once you get to know my
brother, you’ll find he has an unusual sense of humor.”

“‘Oh.” She gave them both a quizzical glance.

“‘)What’s the use of this corral?’’ Jim said. ““Can’t it just fly
out?”’

*Jim, look at the wing ratio,” Sam said. ‘“There’s no way
it could get off the ground at one gravity.”

“She can’t fly out,” Lukarian said. ‘‘But she can jump out
if she’s scared enough.”

“I"d rather not have her running loose on the shuttlecraft
deck,” Jim said.

“Someone’s always with her. Last night I was only gone
for a minute. I was trying to change and get everybody
organized and—1It was bad luck that you came in right then.”

“Why do you have a flying horse, if it can’t fly?”

“My daddy got her when she was just a filly. I didn’t think
we should buy her. Vaudeville is supposed to have animal
acts, but Athene—I knew, I just knew, that if we exhibited a
winged horse without flying her, the audience would get
cranky. I was right, too. Besides, equiraptors all go crazy.
But of course as soon as we got her, I fell madly in love with
her. I was just the right age.”

“Equiraptor?” Jim said. ‘‘Not pegasus?”’

“No. Pegasus was mythical. Athene is real. Besides,
‘equiraptor’ is more accurate. She has some bird-of-prey
genes—she can eat meat. I don’t suppose you brought any
shrimp, did you? She loves shrimp.”’

“I’ll bring shrimp next time.”
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‘““‘How many of her are there?’’ Sam asked. ‘“Who did the
recombinant work? Why haven’t I heard about it?”’

“There’s a guy up—down—in the northwest. He has a
whole herd—a flock?—of them. He never publishes, he gets
too much flak from the pure-genists.”” She grimaced with
disgust. ‘“They’re perfectly willing to buy steak-flavored soy
protein. It makes their food bills lower, and never mind that
you mix forms a lot farther apart than birds and mammals.
But if you say, Hey, boys and girls, let’s make a chimera,
let’s make a flying horse, they start screaming ‘pagan witch-
craft!”

Sam chuckled, recognizing the type. ‘“You said winged
horses—equiraptors?—go crazy. Because they can’t fly?”

“It isn’t that they can’t fly, but that they believe they
ought to be able to fly. If you see the difference.”

““What gravity can they fly in?”* Sam asked.

““The theory is, around a tenth of a g. Nobody’s tried it. It
costs too much to counteract the gravity field over as big an
area as you need.”

*“It shouldn’t cost that much,” Jim said, glancing around
the shuttle deck and feeling disappointed, despite himself,
that the fifteen-meter ceiling could hardly give the winged
horse much room in which to fly.

*“It costs too much if you have to do it on the budget of a
vaudeville company,” Lukarian said. ‘‘But it would be quite
a sight, wouldn’t it?”

“It would indeed,” Jim said.

‘“My friends call me Lindy,” she said.

““His friends call him Jim,”’ Sam said.

She glanced quizzically from brother to brother.

“That’s right,” Jim said. ‘‘My friends call me Jim.”
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Chapter 4

ON THE BRIDGE of the starship Enterprise, Jim Kirk pre-
vented himself by force of will from tapping his fingers on
the armrest of the captain’s seat. The last thing he wanted
was to let everyone know just how nervous, aggravated, and
upset he felt.

This morning he had bid farewell to his mother and
brother at such great length that when they finally did
depart, they departed with relief. He hardly blamed them.
He felt too worried to make intelligent conversation or even
to exchange family gossip, and, after all, only a finite number
of ways exist to say good-bye.

He had given the ship a complete inspection, he had
conferred with Lieutenant Uhura about the communications
network and with Commander Spock over data analysis
systems. Mr. Spock answered all Jim’s questions emo-
tionlessly, in detail, and in terms Jim had mostly never
heard, much less understood. Despite his stoic exterior, Mr.
Spock seemed to suspect that Jim was testing his compe-
tence, that Jim was seeking an excuse to displace him from
the position of first officer.

Jim even asked Amelinda Lukarian if her company needed
extra equipment or supplies. “Jim, all I need is a good
juggler,”” she said. “‘I don’t suppose you can juggle, can
you?”

As it happened, he could, in a manner of speaking, but he
hardly intended to admit it and find himself on stage at the
next starbase, clutching two beanbags and trying to keep the
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third in the air. The only time he could get all three bags
simultaneously airborne was when he dropped them.

Amelinda was too keyed up by the Starfleet commission,
too excited over going into interstellar space for the first time
to pick up on his hint that he wanted an excuse to stay in
port another day.

On reflection, he could hardly blame her. She might be
persuaded to conspire to delay the Enterprise, but she would
do it reluctantly, trying to balance the assumption—unjusti-
fied, he hoped—that to refuse to help Jim would damage
their fragile truce, against the assumption—entirely justified,
Jim felt—that insisting on a delay would win the company no
points with Admiral Noguchi. The admiral had already
called Jim once, wondering in an elaborately casual fashion
just when Jim intended to set out.

In short, Jim had kept the Enterprise in the docking bay as
long as he could, and far longer than he wished to. He could
not delay much longer.

He did not want to leave without Dr. Leonard McCoy,
though, and Dr. McCoy was nowhere to be found.

The last few months had been hard on McCoy. Though he
had kept Jim and Gary and the other survivors of Ghioghe
alive, the doctor had been all but excluded from their
treatment once they got back to earth. It took specialists, the
specialists told him.

So, when Jim recovered from the regen drugs enough to
notice McCoy’s aggravation, he encouraged him to take
some time off. I bullied him, Jim thought. I might as well
admit it. But where did he go?

McCoy had left no itinerary; if he had his communicator,
he was ignoring it.

The Enterprise could not function without a chief medical
officer. Leaving Spacedock without a doctor would be unfair
to ship and crew; it would be dangerous. If McCoy did not
appear soon, Jim would have to request another doctor.
Maybe he ought to request a search party at the same time.

“Captain Kirk,” Lieutenant Uhura said, ‘“Spacedock
Control sends its compliments and asks if you would like to
make a reservation for a time of departure.”

Jim detected Admiral Noguchi at work.

“Send my compliments to Control—correction, address
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my compliments to Admiral Noguchi at Spacedock Control,
and request a departure clearance for . . . sixteen hundred.”

‘‘Aye, captain.”

Uhura relayed the message. Jim willed the departure time
to be too crowded. Sixteen hundred was the closest thing to
a rush hour that Spacedock possessed. Being bumped from
his requested time would give him the excuse to stall for a
while longer.

Jim rehearsed possible retorts: ‘“Very well, if Spacedock
can’t handle its traffic well enough for us to depart at a
civilized hour, Enterprise will leave at oh two hundred.”” He
wondered if he could pull off the cool contempt that line
required.

*‘Control reports that they have logged sixteen hundred as
departure time for Enterprise,” Uhura said.

Damn! Jim thought.

“Very good, Lieutenant Uhura,” he said. *“Thank you.”
He rose. “I'll be in my quarters.”

He left the bridge, fuming at himself for being caught in his
own cleverness. He could have requested eighteen hundred,
even twenty, and got away with it, but he gambled and he
lost. Now, unless he tracked McCoy down within an hour,
he would have to report him missing and he would have to
request another doctor; and he would have to explain him-
self to Admiral Noguchi.

In his cabin, he opened a private communications line. Jim
received no answer when he called McCoy’s Macon, Geor-
gia, apartment. Not even a concierge replied, for the doctor
disdained to use any robot or computer controls in his living
space. He even washed his own dishes, on the rare occa-
sions that he ate at home instead of going out. His club had
no idea where he might be.

Jim thought for a moment, then called an old friend of
McCoy’s, an adviser from medical school. ~

Dr. Chhay, though thirty years McCoy’s senior, had none
of his old-fashioned objections to robot servants. The dis-
tinctive electronic voice of a brand-name concierge an-
swered Jim’s call.

““One moment, please. I will see if Dr. Chhay is free.”

The doctor’s image appeared. Jim had met McCoy’s men-
tor only once, but he could hardly forget the unique blend of
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types that made up her features: gold Asian eyes, golden-
brown hair with eastern European curl, a café-au-lait com-
plexion, emphasis on the café. She must have been
heartbreakingly beautiful even as a young woman, and ma-
turity had given her an elegance and presence that at first
had knocked Jim flat and later made him feel, in a strange
and tongue-tied way, that he was in the company of royalty,
the real thing, not the commercial figureheads that had
passed for royalty for the last couple of hundred years.

“Hello,” she said. ‘‘It’s—Commander Kirk, is it not?
Leonard’s friend.”

“Yes, ma’am,”’ Jim said. ‘“It’s captain now.”

‘“Congratulations.”

“Thank you.” He blushed furiously. Why did I brag about
making captain? he wondered. He cleared his throat in
embarrassment. ‘“I’m sorry to bother you. I just wondered if
you’d seen him recently.”

“No, I haven’t. The last time I saw him was when we all
had dinner together. Can it have been over a year ago?”’

Jim’s only pleasant memories of that dinner were of Dr.
Chhay. Leonard and his wife’s brittle civility had been worse
than outright conflict. A few weeks later they finally decided
on a permanent separation.

““Yes, ma’am, almost two years now.”

*‘Is he all right?”’

“Yes, ma’am, I’'m sure he is. He’s just . . . momentarily
misplaced.”

Her glance combined doubt with mild amusement.
‘“‘Surely Jocelyn knows where he is.”

“I don’t think so—I mean,” he said quickly, ‘I haven’t
reached her yet.” McCoy must never have told Dr. Chhay of
his and Jocelyn’s divorce. Maybe I should tell her, Jim
thought; and then, It really isn’t my place to tell McCoy’s
friends the details of his personal life; and finally, It’s too late
now, anyway.

“Give him my regards when you see him, captain,” Dr.
Chhay said. ‘“We must all get together again sometime.”

“Yes,” Jim said. ‘I will. Good idea. Thanks.”

“Good-bye, captain,’” she said.

“Good-bye, Dr.—"" He let his voice trail off, for her image
had faded from the screen.
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Why did I make such a fool of myself? he wondered. He
sighed, and tried to console himself with the thought that he
might not be the first man to turn into a babbling moron
while trying to talk to Dr. Chhay.

Jim thought for a moment. Dr. Boyce, chief medical
officer of the Enterprise during most of Chris Pike’s com-
mand, now headed medical services at Starbase 32. He was
too far away to be of any help. But his replacement, Mark
Piper, had retired to earth. Jim put through a call. Maybe
Piper could be persuaded to return to active duty until
McCoy turned up.

Dr. Piper’s image appeared on the screen. Thank you, Dr.
Piper, Jim thought, grateful to reach someone who answered
calls in person.

““This is Mark Piper,” the image said. Jim started to reply,
but the image kept talking. “‘If you leave your name, I may
call you back. Then again, I may not.”

Jim swore softly as the recording informed him that Dr.
Piper looked forward to getting in some serious staying at
home.

Jim’s plan sank.

It probably wouldn’t have worked anyway, Jim thought.
Piper doesn’t sound anywhere near ready to come back out
of reserve.

Jim left his name anyway. McCoy had planned to get
together with Piper to discuss the ship and its crew. Perhaps
somewhere in the conversation he had mentioned where he
planned to go on his vacation. But unless Piper called him
back almost immediately, the information would arrive too
late.

Jim began to admit to himself just how worried he was.
Reluctantly, he placed one last call.

The screen presented him with audio-visual patterns
meant to be soothing. Electronic interference hinted at a
transfer through several numbers. From New York to—?
Jocelyn might be anywhere in the world, or off it.

The screen cleared and renewed itself.

“Oh,” Jocelyn said. “Jim. Hello.”

She looked very much the same as the last time he had
seen her: an intense, spare woman, black hair caught in a
fashionable chignon. She resembled McCoy in her disdain
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for some modern conveniences. She did not trouble to
conceal the gray in her hair.

“Hello, Jocelyn. Long time, and all that.”

‘‘Are you calling for Leonard?”” She sat at a desk in one of
her offices; behind her lay the Singapore skyline. She had
never spent much time in Macon even when she and McCoy
were together. When Jim thought of her, he thought of her in
New York, or in London.

“Yes,” he said. If she knew where McCoy was, if he was
with her, then they must have changed their minds. They
must be getting back together. This surprised him, but, then,
McCoy had been surprising Jim for a number of years
now.

““Tell him it’s no use,” Jocelyn said. ‘‘Jim, please, I don’t
want to hurt him anymore, and I don’t want to be hurt
anymore either.”

“Er . ..” He had misunderstood her; she had asked him
not if he wished to speak to McCoy, but if he was calling on
behalf of him. “‘I know, Jocelyn, and I’'m sure he doesn’t
want that either.”” He wondered how to end the phone call
without hurting her, without making her worry about some-
one she could no longer love.

‘““What does he want?”’

“What? Oh—nothing. I just called . . . I was on earth, but
I’m leaving soon, I just wanted to say hello and good-bye for
old times’ sake.”

“Then why did you say you were calling for Leonard?”’

*I didn’t—I mean, I’'m sorry, I misheard you when you
asked me that. Static on the frequency.”

“I see,” she said. She waited, but Jim could think of
nothing more to say.

““Well, good to talk to you,” he said with forced cheerful-
ness. ‘‘Take care of yourself.”

*“Good-bye, Jim,” Jocelyn said. Her image faded.

Jim sagged in his chair, defeated. He could think of
noplace else to call, no one else to ask about McCoy,
nothing else to try. Besides, his hour had expired ten min-
utes ago.

The white-water raft crunched against the shore. Leonard
McCoy dismounted from the boat’s inflated rubber side,
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shouting with surprise and blowing out his breath as he
landed up to his knees in the frigid water of the Colorado.
His feet had been immersed in it for so long that they had
gone numb, making him forget just how cold it was. It crept
through the interstices of the legs of his wet suit. The cold
was a shock, but soon his body heat warmed the water.

McCoy and the others grabbed the lines, dragged the raft
onto the beach, and shed their life jackets.

Then they fell into each other’s arms, laughing and crying,
energetic and exhausted, elated to have made it, sad to have
reached the end of the trip.

They started to take off their wet suits. The hot gravelly
sand drove the cold from their feet. They dug through the
boat bag, looking for canvas shoes worn ragged in only two
weeks’ time.

The archaic fastenings of McCoy’s wet suit had seemed
odd at the beginning of the trip. After a day or two, they
were as familiar as the sealer on his everyday clothes.

But now he fumbled at the snaps because tears blurred his
vision. He had enjoyed the last few days more than he had
enjoyed anything for years. Even when he knew for sure he
would be late, he still enjoyed it. He had regained his ability
to stop worrying about things he could not control.

He shed the wet suit like a reluctantly discarded skin,
smiling at the metaphorical aspects of his actions. Under it
he wore a thin shirt and a pair of rumpled, ragged Bermuda
shorts. Both had been new when he set out. Neither was fit
to be seen in anymore, anywhere but here.

“Jean-Paul,” he said.

The guide gave him a warm hug. ““‘It’s okay,” he said. *“‘Go
join your ship. But don’t think you can get off so easy next
time! Next time you stay and learn to pack the boat.” He
grinned. “I'll make a guide of you yet.”

McCoy hesitated, then raised his hand in farewell to them
all, turned, and sprinted toward the office.

The manager glanced up as he entered. ‘“Ah,” he said.
*“You’re a bit late. Everyone make it?”’

“Made it just fine.” If the manager could act so blasé
about the possibility of losing a boat full of people, so could
McCoy. ““Use your comm?”’

The manager nodded at the battered unit on his desk.
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McCoy called the Enterprise. He fumed at the delay of
getting a ground-to-space frequency. Why hadn’t he brought
along his communicator?

Then he thought, You didn’t bring your communicator on
purpose. For one thing, it’s against the rules. For another,
you can’t hear it beep and not answer it. Don’t let the
universe drag you back into its modern state of hyperactiv-
ity.

He smiled to himself and waited.

“Enterprise, Lieutenant Uhura here.”

“This is Leonard McCoy, chief medical officer. What'’s
the plan?”’

“Dr. McCoy! What are your transporter coordinates?”’

“I have absolutely no idea,”’ he said.

The manager recited a set of numbers.

“‘Stand by to beam on board,”” Lieutenant Uhura said.

The cool tingle of dislocation caught him and sucked him
away.

The turbo-lift carried Jim Kirk toward the bridge. Perhaps
the lift would break down, stranding him in the guts of his
ship. He could imagine sitting here for the rest of the
afternoon, closed off from the unwanted duty of reporting a
friend AWOL, from the unwanted mission, from the civilians
roaming his ship, from the admiral watching for any sign of
weakness or broken nerve.

The lift stopped. Jim squared his shoulders and paced onto
the bridge, too tense for pleasantries. ‘‘Lieutenant Uhura,
open a channel to Starfleet Command.”

““Aye, captain,” she said. “‘Sir, Dr. McCoy has reported.
He should be in the transporter room by now.”

Before Jim had a chance to enjoy his relief, anger and
outrage overwhelmed him. Since, apparently, no one had
bonked McCoy on the head and left him wandering amnesiac
in a dark alley, then why had he neglected to check in? Had
his easy southern style so overwhelmed his courtly southern
manners that even common courtesy became too much
trouble?

Jim leaned back and rested his hands on the arms of the
captain’s seat. ‘‘Cancel that last order,” he said offhand,
keeping his voice calm. “I'll see Dr. McCoy on the bridge.”
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“Yes, captain.”” She relayed the message. ‘“‘He says he’ll
be up as soon as he’s stopped in his cabin, sir.”

“Tell Dr. McCoy,” Jim said, ‘‘that I'll see him on the
bridge right now.”

Uhura’s side of the conversation indicated that McCoy
objected to the order, but Jim could not take it back even if
he wanted to. That was all he needed, for the members of his
new crew to believe he ran his ship on favoritism. He gazed
stonily ahead at the blank viewscreen.

When the turbo-lift doors slid open, Jim heard Uhura’s
soft exclamation of surprise. Sulu glanced back, tned to
suppress a grin, and returned to his position.

Jim turned.

Dressed in damp rags and an unlaced pair of antique
shoes, sunburned on face and neck and arms, his bare legs
pale except on his left thigh, where the skin had turned
black, purple, and green around a nasty scrape, his hair
uncombed and uncut, wearing two days’ growth of beard,
Leonard McCoy, all innocence, said, ‘“You wanted to see
me, captain?”’

Jim leaped up. ‘‘Good lord, Bones!”

Jim stopped, aware of the startled silence that had fallen
over the bridge. He detected an amused glint in McCoy’s
eye.

“Please come with me, Dr. McCoy. We have ship’s busi-
ness to conduct. Mr. Spock, take the conn. Prepare for
departure at sixteen hundred.”

Jim strode past McCoy. He expected everyone on the
bridge to burst out laughing any second. Perhaps they
would, as soon as the lift doors closed behind him. But
somehow he thought that while they might laugh at him to
his face, they would not laugh at him with Commander
Spock in charge.

Commander Spock watched with detached interest as the
new captain hustled the disheveled officer from the bridge.

“That was Dr. McCoy?’’ Lieutenant Uhura said as the lift
doors closed.

“That was Dr. McCoy,” Spock said. ‘“The new chief
medical officer.”” All morning, Spock had been aware of
Captain Kirk’s surreptitious efforts to locate the doctor. He
had thought to offer his assistance, which he believed would
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be considerable, but refrained from doing so precisely be-
cause of Kirk’s apparent wish that no one notice what he
was doing. Perhaps the captain desired privacy because he
expected to find Dr. McCoy in just such a disreputable state.
But if that were true, why insist on his presence on the
bridge? Spock wondered if he would ever begin to under-
stand the motives of human beings.

“I hope he’s all right,” Uhura said. “‘He looked like he’d
been in an accident.”

An accident that occurred some time ago, by the appear-
ance of his injury, Spock thought.

“One may also hope,” the Vulcan said, ‘‘that he takes
better care of his patients than he does of himself.”

In the turbo-lift, Jim glared at McCoy with a mixture of
relief and anger.

“Bones, what happened to you?”

*“Nothing.”” McCoy glanced at himself as if noting for the
first time how he was dressed. “Why? Don’t you like the
newest fashion?”’

“It’s—"" Jim looked McCoy up and down. *“Not quite—
how shall I put it—the thing on a starship.”

“You didn’t give me a chance to change. I did try, you
know.”” He reached down and took off one ragged shoe. A
handful of sand slid from it and scattered onto the deck. He
took off his other shoe and brushed the rest of the sand from
his bare feet. ‘“‘How’s Mitch?”

“He’s . .. still in regen. They say he’s getting better.”

*“And Carol?”’

*I guess she’s fine.”

“You guess?”’

““Things didn’t work out!”’ Jim said angrily. ‘‘Let’s forget
it.”

“But—"

“I don’t want to talk about Carol Marcus!”

McCoy frowned. ‘‘Are you all right?”

““Yes, I’m all right! Why do people keep asking me if I'm
all right? Bones, where the hell were you? What did you do
to your leg? I was about to send out the hounds. You were
supposed to report two days ago!”

“I know. And I missed your party.” He ran his fingers
through his tangled hair, pushing it back. The sun had
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burned his hair to coppery streaks and drawn a network of
fine white lines in the deep tan around his eyes.

“Where were you? I nearly had to report you missing!”’

“Relax, Jim, I'm here, aren’t I1? I was on vacation. At
your insistence, as I recall.”

*“I know that.”

“I went on a river trip. Once we reached the border, I got
here so fast I didn’t even help fold the boat.”

“Fold the boat?”’

“Sure. It’s rubber; you need to rinse it off and deflate it
and fold it up when you’re done with it.”

““You rode down a river in a rubber boat?”’

““That’s the idea.”

*“The sun must have gotten to you.”

“I went to the Grand Canyon,” McCoy said. His enthusi-
asm spilled over and obliterated the sparring. ‘“White-water
rafting. Have you ever tried it?”

5‘N0-9,

“It’s unbelievable. It’s magnificent. We’re traipsing off to
the far corners of the universe, while there are incredible
places on our own planet that we haven’t even seen. Jim, it’s
something you’ve got to experience!”

“That’s what you said about mint juleps,” Jim said.
“What did you do to your leg? And none of this explains
why you didn’t let me know you were going to be late. You
could have saved me having to give a lot of evasive an-
swers.”

“The canyon’s a historical preservation area. Comm units
are forbidden, even primitives like radios and wrist phones.”

“That’s barbaric,” Jim said. ‘‘You paid for this?”’

I paid extra for it!”’ McCoy said. ‘“‘You can’t just go on a
trip like this. You have to buy extra insurance and swear on
your grandma’s motorcycle that you won’t sue the rafting
company if you fall in and drown.”

“I don’t see the attraction,” Jim said.

“It was just about the most fun I ever had in my life. Jim,
you’re too dependent on all this high-tech stuff.”

““We'd be in big trouble without all this high-tech stuff. If
you'd had high-tech stuff your leg wouldn’t look like that.”
Just looking at the bruise made Jim’s knee ache.

McCoy shrugged cheerfully. ‘“We flipped the boat. I got in
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the way of a rock. We lost some of the equipment—thought
we’d lost a couple of people, but we found them again.
That’s why I was late.”” He smiled fondly at the memory.
‘““And some of the food got ruined, so we’ve been on short
rations the last couple of days.”

“Why didn’t you have something beamed—'’ Jim
stopped. McCoy had told him the canyon was a historical
preservation area and he knew parks of that designation
forbade transporter beams. Yet the transporter was so much
a part of the background in his life that he could hardly
imagine not being able to call one out of the sky. The
transporter was less likely to fail when he needed it than,
say, the air supply.

The lift stopped in officers’ territory. McCoy got out. *“It
was a great vacation, Jim.”

“It doesn’t sound great to me. It sounds like you need a
vacation to recover from your vacation. I wish you’d left
word—"" The lift doors tried to close. Jim put his hand in the
way of the sensor.

“I didn’t want to be tracked down!’> McCoy said, an edge
in his voice. His dark tan made his kindly eyes deep and
intense. The fine white squint lines disappeared when he
narrowed his gaze. *‘I didn’t want to be able to call for help
and get it. I wanted to see if I could do something for myself
for a while, without a safety net. Can you understand that,
Jim?”

Taken aback, Jim hesitated. ‘‘Yes,” he said. ‘‘Yes, I do
understand that. I'm sorry I jumped down your throat. I was
worried. It made me mad.”

**Apology accepted. Do I have time to bathe and change
before I have to get to work?”

‘“No, but I think you’d better bathe and change anyway.
And do something about that stubble.”

“I was thinking of growing a beard.”

McCoy was pulling his leg. Jim grinned. “There’s no rule
against silliness, even in Starfleet.”

“Please use the turbo-lift in a courteous fashion,’” the
computer said. ‘‘Please free the lift doors.”

“I wish they’d make a rule against talking elevators.”

““See you later.”
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Already walking down the corridor, McCoy raised his
hand in acknowledgment, then abruptly turned back.

66]’im—”

Jim shoved his hand between the lift doors again. They
sighed open. A warning signal made a couple of abortive
buzzes. Its next noise would be an ear-splitting shriek.

*‘Just how far did you go in trying to track me down?”’

Jim took his hand away from the sensor just as the alarm
began in earnest.

“You don’t want to know,” he said, and let the doors
close between them.

Sulu flexed his hands nervously. He imagined all the
things that could go wrong during his first try at piloting a
constellation-class starship. Running the Enterprise into
Spacedock’s doors would no doubt get him a transfer, but he
doubted it would get him the transfer he desired. More likely
it would give him a transfer to a scow hauling ore to be made
into alloys to repair the damage he had done to the dock and
the ship.

He could make a mistake of a much lower magnitude and
still make a fool of himself. On the other hand, considering
some of the things he had already seen on this ship, Sulu
decided he would have to foul up fairly seriously for anyone
even to notice. He smiled, remembering the captain’s reac-
tion to the appearance of the chief medical officer.

I almost wish James Kirk had been on board when I
arrived with my saber, Sulu thought. I probably could have
gotten my transfer without even asking.

The ambient noise of information from computer and
crewmates flowed around him like a gentle tide. The captain
ordered the moorings cleared. Sulu felt a change in the lie of
the ship. By no sense he could name, he knew the Enterprise
floated free. It surprised him that one could feel the freedom
in a ship this size, for it would certainly handle like an
antimatter-powered barrel, a huge wallowing mass with
enormous engines to wrestle it from place to place.

Time to take it in hand. He touched the controls.

The ship shuddered to starboard and dipped like a
wounded bird.
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“Mr. Sulu!” the captain shouted.

Sulu wrenched the Enterprise to port, overcompensated,
and had to drag the ship out of the threat of spin and tumble.
The ship quivered in his hands, as delicate as a solar-
powered sailboat. He gulped.

The intercom burst into activity as every department in
the ship demanded to know what had happened.

“Mr. Spock! Take the helm.”

“My attention is fully occupied, sir,”” Spock said.

“I can get us out of Spacedock, captain!”’ Sulu said. His
face turned scarlet with humiliation.

“I’m sure you can, Mr. Sulu. What I’m not sure of is that
there’ll be anything left of Spacedock after you do.”

Sulu protested, but Engineering, demanding most insis-
tently of all to know what had happened, distracted Captain
Kirk. Mr. Scott objected to the abuse of his steering engines
at least as adamantly as if he himself had been injured. Kirk
had his hands full trying to put in a question or a word of
reassurance.

Sulu still had control of the ship, which at the moment was
drifting more or less in the direction of the Spacedock
observation windows. Gently—very gently—he eased the
Enterprise to a safer path.

“Mr. Scott!”’ Kirk said for the third time.

Scott paused. ‘‘Aye, captain?”’

“Damage report, Mr. Scott.”

“The engines, the housings—they’re no’ designed for
such use—"’

Sulu called on the impulse engines. They delivered the
faintest thrust to the ship, just enough acceleration to press it
toward the Spacedock doors.

‘““What’s the damage, Mr. Scott?”’ Kirk said again.

“Well, sir, there isna any damage, if ye put it—""

“Then why are you calling the bridge? Don’t you have
anything constructive to do?”

After a moment’s silence, Scott replied, I will certainly
do my verra best to find something, captain.”

“Very good, Mr. Scott. Carry on.”

- The Enterprise cleared the dock. Space opened out before
It.
A twinge of dizziness swirled before Sulu’s eyes. He
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released his breath, wondering when he had begun holding
it.

“Mr. Sulu,” Captain Kirk said.

Sulu pretended to be too busy to turn around. The last
thing he wanted to see was the look on Kirk’s face.

“Yes, captain.”

“Spacedock appears still to be there.”

*“Yes, sir.”

‘“No damage done.”

“No, sir.”

‘“And no harm, I’'m relieved to say.”

“Me too, captain,” Sulu said. Relief was hardly an ade-
quate word.

“Navigator, plot a course to Starbase 13—’

Sulu applied reverse thrust to the Enterprise and brought
it almost to a standstill, relative to Spacedock.

Kirk cut off his words. His silence descended.

Collision warnings sounded. Sulu acknowledged them and
shut them off. “‘Sailboat, captain.’’ Sulu increased the mag-
nification on the viewscreen. Off their port bow, a solar-
powered boat sped across their path. Hundreds of times the
size of its capsule, the sail showed its nearly invisible black
surface to the Enterprise. It tacked. The gilded side of the
sail reflected a bright crescent across the Enterprise’s sen-
SOrs.

The viewscreen damped the intensity of the light.

“I see it, Mr. Sulu,” Captain Kirk said. ““Good work. That
skipper has more nerve than sense.”

‘And in human-controlled regions, such as this one,” Mr.
Spock said, “‘that skipper has the right of way as well.”

“It’s tradition, Commander Spock,” Kirk said. “I thought
Vulcans respected traditions.”

“We do, sir. However, Vulcan traditions make sense.”

Kirk looked skeptical, but the tension faded from the
bridge. The sailboat passed very close before them. After it
cleared their path, Sulu set the Enterprise under way.

“Course to Starbase 13 entered, captain,”’ the navigator
said.

““The Enterprise is clear of traffic and cleared for warp
speed, captain,” Sulu said.

“Warp factor one, Mr. Sulu.”
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““Warp factor one, sir.”

The Enterprise sped majestically toward the stars.

It’s too bad I'm going to request a transfer, Sulu thought. I
could get to like this ship.

When the director of the oversight committee of the
Klingon Empire—that is, the head of the oligarchy’s secret
police—tried to contact the commander of the newest fighter
ship in the fleet, a prototype and test vehicle for which
everyone had great hopes, he received no reply. He in-
creased the intensity of his contact attempts, but the ship
was nowhere to be found.

This caused the director considerable consternation. If the
commanding officer of the new ship had lost it—to mutiny,
or accident, or sporting too close to the Federation—he
could not be excused. And if he had been so foolish as to
lose it to capture rather than to destruction, if he had
actually given it into the hands of Starfleet—for the first
time, the director felt glad that the Federation took such
scruples to return prisoners alive and undamaged. In the
unlikely event that the officer were a prisoner, that he were
still alive, the director would himself take the responsibility
for disciplining him.

The director felt too much anger to experience grief.
When another emotion did cut through his anger, still it was
not grief, but fear. If the government determined fault, if it
decided the officer had acted out of incompetence or mal-
feasance, the officer’s family would be responsible for the
tremendous value of the ship.

The director of the oversight committee had worked long
and hard to get that particular ship for that particular officer.
And he had worked long and hard to amass great power and
resources during his own tenure. Now it looked as if all his
power, his work, and his resources would vanish between
the requirements of the oligarchy and the mistakes of the
officer.

He diverted all his operatives to the search for the new
ship, the ship commanded by his son.

Jim invited Lindy’s company to dine at the captain’s table
that evening; he looked at the paperwork already piling up
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for him and decided to leave it till later; he continued his
exploration of the Enterprise.

Most of the science section was deserted. It would be
staffed after this tour, but Starfleet saw no point in keeping a
hundred scientists on a starship that was going nowhere
worth exploring. Jim wondered how he was going to get
through the next three months.

He paused outside Engineering.

Go on in, he told himself. Your chief engineer may think
you're green behind the ears and wet as grass, but he’s
hardly going to say it to your face.

He went on in.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Scott.”

“Er . .. Captain Kirk.”

“I thought I'd get acquainted with the ship.”

“‘Verra well, captain.”’ He remained where he was, neither
offering to show Jim around nor going back to his own
business.

Jim walked around him.

The place gleamed with care. No wonder the Enterprise
and Commander Scott enjoyed such a high reputation in
Starfleet. Jim had begun to wonder about the curmudgeonly
engineer, but he could see that the respect had been earned.

“I’m very impressed, Mr. Scott.”

“Then—ye’ll want to be making some speed trials, will
ye, captain?’’ Scott said hopefully.

Jim started to jump at the chance—but stopped long
enough to consider. If the ship traveled full-speed to Star-
base 13, not only would it have to remain there for several
extra days—and no telling how the Klingon oligarchs would
react, never mind that the stop would be boring—but the
ship would have to push its fuel reserves to get all the way to
the end of the Phalanx and out again. He did not want to
refuel at 13, because all 13’s supplies had to be imported.

“Not just now, Mr. Scott. Maybe later in the trip.”

“But, captain—""

Jim knew that if he let Scott persuade him, the temptation
would be too much. *‘Later, Mr. Scott,” he said shortly.

Scott retreated into silence. Jim left Engineering, aggra-
vated with himself for coming so close to letting his own
preferences override the best interests of his ship and crew.
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He decided to go back to his cabin and do some pa-
perwork after all.

During the slight, barely noticeable checking of his stride,
Spock progressed from a quickly repressed sense of surprise
at the scene in the mess hall, through a brief impulse to retire
to his cabin, to a determination not to let the changes alter
his routine.

The Enterprise seldom carried civilians, at least not this
many civilians. Their costumes—and some of their dress
seemed to be costume, rather than current fashion or ethnic
style—glared among the Starfleet uniforms. The civilians
talked and laughed in an uninhibited fashion, no doubt
because they had no superior officer to answer to, only a
general manager. The manager sat at the central table with
her company and with a Starfleet officer—the ship’s new
surgeon, Spock realized. Barbered, cleanshaven, and
dressed in decent clothes, Dr. McCoy had made himself
presentable. Earlier this afternoon, Spock would not have
been willing to swear that such a feat was possible.

The chair at the head of the table remained empty.

The manager hugged one of her performers. Spock
doubted such behavior to be conducive to discipline.

Two human beings in baggy black and white checked suits
rose. First one, then the other, performed odd foot motions
loudly accompanied by a sound which Spock identified as
metal on the soles of their shoes rapping against the deck.
Their compatriots egged them on with shouts and cries.
Spock wondered if he were witnessing an altercation that he
would have to stop. No, they were engaged in an informal
competition, each trying to complicate a basic series of steps
till the other failed to duplicate it. By the third variation the
pair had attracted the attention of every being in the mess
hall. The cheers and exclamations approached cacophony.

At the synthesizer, Spock obtained his usual salad. He
proceeded toward his usual table.

Several of the new officers—Sulu, the navigator Com-
mander Cheung, and Hazarstennaj, a lieutenant from Engi-
neering—sat there, watching the performance, talking ani-
matedly, laughing, joking with each other. Spock hesitated,
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but several chairs remained at his table and he could think of
no logical reason to avoid using one.

The two performers finished their demonstration with
overstated bows to their impromptu audience and to each
other. The hall erupted with a final round of applause. Spock
placed his tray on his table.

The three younger officers stopped applauding, stopped
cheering, and fell silent. Spock nodded to them. They stared
at him. He sat down.

“Uh, Mr. Spock,”’ said the navigator.

“Yes, commander?”’

“Nothing. I mean, hello, sir.”

As Spock raised a bite of his salad, its odor assailed him.
He lowered his fork and gazed at his meal. Though Spock
preferred his greens to possess a distinct bite of chlorophyll,
without any admixture of hemoglobin or myoglobin or what-
ever animal protein preceded the greens in the synthesizer,
he could subsist on poorly designed food. However, he had
noticed long since that a starship crew’s morale depended
heavily on the quality of the food. He was—for the mo-
ment—first officer; he must pay attention to factors about
which he was personally indifferent.

The greens smelled as if the meat analogue were incor-
porated into their substance, rather than being an incidental
admixture. In fact, they smelled like a dish of which Captain
Pike had been extraordinarily fond: boeuf bourguignon, a
loathsome concoction of animal protein and fermented fruit
pulp. Spock respected Pike as he respected few human
beings, but Pike did have human flaws. Eating boeuf bour-
guignon was one of them.

He glanced at the meals of his table partners. Sulu had
chosen broiled fish, the navigator an offworld variation of
glazed fowl, and the Engineering lieutenant a steak. As the
lieutenant belonged to a carnivorous felinoid species, the
steak was raw. When he noticed that, Spock rather wished
he had chosen another table. Odd that the smell of raw meat
had escaped him.

None of them had eaten much.

‘*Are your meals satisfactorily synthesized?” he asked.

They looked at each other. The navigator giggled.
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“Erroneous synthesis is a serious problem,”” Spock said.
“I did not intend levity.”

“I know, Mr. Spock,” Cheung said. ‘“‘But we were just
talking about the food. It’s been getting worse all day.”

“Does starship food always taste this bad?’’ Sulu asked.

““The synthesizer must be reprogrammed. I suspect that
the repair crews adjusted it at Spacedock.”

“Anything’s a disappointment after fresh salmon,” Sulu
said. ‘‘But this tastes like . . . chicken.”

“I knew I was challenging the synthesizer,”” Cheung said,
“so I suppose I was asking for it.”

Spock tried to sort out her syntax, but failed. ‘I beg your
pardon, commander, but do you mean you got the meal you
asked for, or you did not get the meal you asked for?”’

Cheung grinned. ‘“Neither. Both. What I asked for was
duck lu-se-te. It’s a variation of duck a I’orange, but lu-se is
from my home world, and it’s green. I didn’t expect the
synthesizer to know what I was asking for. It didn’t reject
the request . . . but it didn’t exactly fill it, either. This tastes
like . . . wood pulp waste with sugar syrup.”

The food sounded abhorrent, but many of the foods hu-
mans ate sounded abhorrent to Spock. “Am I correct in
assuming this is not what you wished it to taste like?”’

“You are correct,’” she said.

“Wood pulp and sugar syrup would be an improvement on
this!”’ Hazarstennaj growled and thrust a shred of bloody
meat before Spock’s nose. ‘‘Taste it!”’

Spock barely prevented himself from recoiling. ‘‘Your
assurance that it is unacceptable is quite sufficient.”

‘“No, you must taste it to get the full effect,”” Hazarstennaj
exclaimed. ‘It tastes like—"" She sneered. Her long ruby
fangs glistened against black and silver striped fur. ‘It tastes
like vegetables.”

Spock raised an eyebrow. He took the morsel from Hazar-
stennaj’s long, slender fingers, smelled it, then gingerly put it
in his mouth and chewed.

If one ignored the visual stimuli, it was quite acceptable. It
looked like meat but tasted like avocado, an earth fruit for
which, in the spirit of self-control, Spock curbed his inclina-
tion.
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Spock speared a bit of his salad and offered it to Hazar-
stennaj. ‘‘Perhaps you will find this to your taste.”

Hazarstennaj growled. *‘You wish me to eat—leaves?”

“Hazard will never live it down if she eats a salad, Mr.
Spock,” Commander Cheung said.

“The salad may be her only choice, if she wishes animal
protein in her dinner.”

Growling softly, Hazard plucked the leaf from Spock’s
fork. With trepidation she placed the bite of salad in her
mouth, ready to spit it out at the least excuse. She closed her
eyes and gulped it down. ‘It is cooked,” she said.

““That is true,” Spock replied.

She blinked, looked at her steak and at his salad, and
exchanged the positions of the plates. ‘‘Better than noth-
ing,” she said. “‘I will trade you.”

“Very well.”” Spock dissected the steak-disguised avo-
cado. *‘Commander Cheung, Lieutenant Sulu, will you have
some? It tastes—] assume—more acceptable than wood
pulp waste or sugar syrup.” In addition, there was a good
kilogram of it on the plate before him, and it would be a lapse
in dignity—not to mention restraint—to eat it all.

“Thanks.”

Spock and Cheung and Sulu shared Hazard’s meal; Ha-
zarstennaj, who ate only once each day, gulped down the
salad and ordered another one. She ate most of it with
enthusiasm, then curled her tail around her hind feet and
picked delicately at the leftovers while her companions
finished their dinner.

Another member of Hazarstennaj’s species approached
the table. Spock and Hazarstennaj noticed him at the same
time. This was not the other felinoid, a security officer, who
worked on board the Enterprise, but an unfamiliar individ-
ual. His sleek black silver-tipped fur rippled over taut mus-
cles when he moved.

“They need not even disguise their vegetables to make
you eat them,”’ he said to Hazarstennaj, a snarl of contempt
in his tone. ‘‘Have they declawed you as well?”’

Hazarstennaj moved in a languorous curve and faced the
other being. Her ears flattened against her skull; her shoul-
der blades hunched. Her ease changed to threat.
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‘‘Ignorance does not become us,’” she said.

“Nor do vegetables!”’

With a violent scream, Hazarstennaj launched herself at
the other being. Sulu leaped to his feet, about to try to
separate the pair as they rolled over each other and snarled
and shrieked.

*‘Sit down, Mr. Sulu,” Spock said.

The young officer did not hear him. Overcoming his
reluctance, Spock grabbed his arm.

“Mr. Sulu, sit down.”

“But, sir—they’ll hurt each other!”

“Sit down,”” Spock said a third time. He lowered his hand,
trying not to bruise Sulu’s arm; Sulu had no choice but to
accede to his command.

“They’ll kill each other!”

“Do as I say.”

Spock thought Sulu might try to resist him, an even more
foolish idea than trying to separate Hazarstennaj and her
new acquaintance. But the shrieking diminished to low
snarls, to a purr. The two beings rose, unhurt, rubbing each
other beneath the chin in greeting. Sulu subsided, aston-
ished.

““What is your name? You smell familiar.”

‘I am Hazarstennaj.”

“I am Tzesnashstennaj!”’

They lapsed into their own speech, of which Spock could
make out a few words. The similarities in their names
indicated that in the past, a past so distant their species knew
almost nothing of it, their ancestors had come from the same
band. Or so they believed; so the myths of their people
claimed.

Sulu watched, mystified.

“They were greeting each other,” Spock said, explaining
the ritual insults and the mock battle.

Sk’

Hazarstennaj plucked a leaf of the salad from her plate and
offered it to Tzesnashstennaj. Tzesnashstennaj pulled back
his whiskers in disgust, but since it would have been inex-
cusably rude to refuse the offer, he accepted it and ate it. His
whiskers bristled forward.

“Unusual meat animals you keep on this ship,” he said.
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Hazarstennaj blinked slowly in satisfaction. ‘‘Sit,”” she
said. ‘‘Join me.”

Tzesnashstennaj glided onto the sitting platform beside
her. They helped themselves to the remains of the salad.

“Do you perform?’’ Tzesnashstennaj said.

“Not for many years. It is too difficult to gather enough
people.”

“Perform with us,” Tzesnashstennaj said.

“I will. And another of us lives on board.”

“Excellent. Our troupe is small, more people will be
welcome. Come and meet the others.”

Chief Engineer Scott paused beside their table. ‘‘Lieuten-
ant Hazarstennaj!”

* ‘Hazarstennaj,” *’ the lieutenant said. Spock detected
the difference, but he wondered if human hearing could.

‘‘Lieutenant, I need ye in the engine room. Our captain
has no stomach for speed, so we must keep close watch that
the new drive plates stay polished—" He stopped. He
looked at the salad. ‘“Have ye begun eating greens?”’

Tzesnashstennaj’s ears swiveled in irritation.

“I do not take well to insults from . . . outsiders,”
Hazarstennaj said. ‘‘Even from superior officer outsiders.”

Spock knew that the word ‘‘outsiders” in Hazarstennaj’s
language translated more accurately as ‘‘nonpeople” in
Standard. In the spirit of interspecies cooperation, her spe-
cies softened the meaning.

Then Scott saw the demolished remains of Spock’s steak.
His expression changed from surprise to shock.

‘““Are you all right, Mr. Scott?”’ Cheung asked.

“Aye, fine, but—" He shook his head. ‘“Mr. Spock,
what’s wrong?”’

‘“Nothing at all, Commander Scott.”

“Aye, but—" He stopped again; he shook his head again.
He started to say something more, then spied Sulu, who had
been hoping to escape his notice. ““Sulu! Ye are Sulu, are ye
not?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“I’ll have no more performances like this morning’s!”
Scott snapped. ‘‘Why, ’tis a disgrace, the caliber of gradu-
ates they let loose from the Academy!”

Sulu’s cheeks burned with humiliation and anger. He said

29

*



ENTERPRISE

nothing, for Scott would discount explanations as feeble
excuses. Worse, he would be right.

“Mr. Scott,” Spock said.

*“ *Twas not so easy in my day.”

“The captain considers the incident forgotten. I think it
only courteous that you and I do the same.”

Scott grumbled something about the caliber of Starfleet’s
new officers, but he said it nearly under his breath, so Spock
chose to ignore it.

“Lieutenant,” Scott said again to Hazard, ‘I need ye in
the engine room.”” He gave Sulu a significant glance. ‘“We
may get more stress on the engines than we planned.”

“Thank you for the excellent lunch, Mr. Spock,” Hazar-
stennaj said.

Under Scott’s disbelieving eye, Hazarstennaj finished the
final leaf of salad. Accompanied by Tzesnashstennaj, she
rose and took her tray to the disposal chute. Scott left the
mess hall. Hazarstennaj and Tzesnashstennaj loped after
him, shoulder to shoulder.

Unsuccessfully fighting an attack of giggles, Commander
Cheung gathered up her plate and tray.

“I’ve got to run—I"ll be late for a meeting.”

Cheung hurried from the mess hall. Spock collected his
plate and tray. He stood up, but Sulu remained.

“Commander Spock—"" Sulu said.

“Yes, Mr. Sulu?”

“Why did you do that?”’

“Because my body needs fuel to function, Mr. Sulu.
Sometimes one cannot take excessive note of the form.”

“That isn’t what I meant.”

“Please explain what you did mean.”

“Why did you stick up for me to Mr. Scott? Why did you
give me a second chance on the bridge?”

“As I told Captain Kirk: other matters occupied my
attention.”

“You could have piloted the Enterprise out of Spacedock
with both eyes closed and one hand behind your back. I've
heard enough about you to know that.”

“The Enterprise is unique. It is common for new pilots—
even for pilots accustomed to this class of vessel, not simply
to its simulator version—"’
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Sulu blushed again. Spock had looked at his records and
divined the meaning of their anomalies.

‘‘—to require some time to accustom themselves to its
handling. I should have discussed the matter with you, but
as my attention has been occupied elsewhere, the opportu-
nity did not present itself.”

“Thank you,” Sulu said.

Spock gazed at him with complete composure. “I find it
odd in the extreme to be thanked for neglecting a part of my
duty.”

‘“Nevertheless, I'm in your debt,” Sulu said.

“Vulcans do not collect debts,” Spock said.

Spock picked up his tray and departed, leaving Sulu
puzzled over someone who refused gratitude, who refused
even thanks, for rescuing the career of a virtual stranger.

Vulcans must be even harder to deal with than rumors
hinted.

At the captain’s table, Leonard McCoy got tired of making
up excuses for Jim’s absence. After all, it was Jim’s idea to
invite the company to sit with him tonight.

“Pardon me just a moment,’’ he said. ‘‘I'll be right back.”

A minute later, the lift let him out in officers’ territory. He
headed toward Jim’s cabin. He felt in better physical condi-
tion than he had enjoyed for years. Even the ache of his
deeply bruised thigh muscle reminded him of a moment of
sheer, terrified exhilaration.

He knocked on the door of Jim’s cabin.

“Come.” The voice hardly sounded like Jim’s: tired,
aggravated, impatient. In the past, Jim’s mood always sky-
rocketed when he returned to space.

“Your guests are waiting,”” McCoy said.

Jim looked up bleary-eyed from the comm screen. Trans-
mission flimsies and a yeoman’s tablet and several crumpled
coffee-stained plastic cups littered his desk.

“My guests?”’

“Your guests. The company. Dinner.”

“Oh, lord!” He jumped up. ““I lost track. I don’t believe
it—I’m already behind in my paperwork.”

“What is all this?”’

“It’s, you know—"" He waved his hands. ‘‘Paperwork.”

“Why are you doing it?"”’
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*“It has to be done,” he said, then, defensively, ‘I always
do it. But I never had quite so much of it before.”

*“Where’s your yeoman?”’

“I don’t have one.”

“You don’t have one?”” McCoy said with disbelief.

“I’ve never had a yeoman.”

“You were never captain of the Enterprise before.”

*“I don’t want a yeoman. I don’t need somebody fussing
over me and sticking things under my nose to sign and being
sure the synthesizer put the right stripes on my shirt.”

McCoy drew up a chair and straddled it. ““Jim, permit
your old Uncle Bones to give you some friendly advice.
You're commanding twice as many people as you ever have
before. Starfieet paperwork increases in geometric—maybe
even logarithmic—proportion to the size of the crew.”

“It’ll be all right as soon as I get caught up.”

“You’ll never get caught up. What’s more, you know
you'll never get caught up. This isn’t your job anymore.”

*I suppose you have a magical solution.”

“You could send out a press gang—"" At the change in
Jim’s expression, McCoy stopped. If he wanted Jim to
follow his advice he had better stop teasing him. Otherwise
Jim would never do it, no matter how sensible his sugges-
tion. ““Jim, go down to quartermaster’s office, pick out a
likely clerk, and promote them.”

“It’ll take me more time to train somebody to do this than
it would to do it myself.”

““Not in the long run. Not if you pick somebody with more
than half a brain.”

“Ever since I came on board this ship, people have been
telling me to surrender gracefully.”

“What?”’ McCoy said.

Jim sighed. *‘I said—TI'll try it. On a temporary basis.”

“Good. Now come on. If you think a feeble excuse like
work will save you from what the synthesizer has laughingly
billed ‘dinner,” you’ve got another think coming.”

Jim accompanied McCoy to the mess hall.

“Lindy, I’'m terribly sorry,” he said. *‘Ship’s business—I
hope you and your company will forgive my inexcusable
tardiness—"’

An older man, spare and dark-haired, wearing an immacu-
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late and severely tailored suit, broke in before Lindy could
reply. “If your tardiness is inexcusable, then how do you
expect us to forgive it?”’ His black mustache curled up into
double points at each end.

“Of course I forgive you, Jim, don’t be silly.” Lindy
glared at the older man. ‘““Mr. Cockspur was just joking.”

“You youngsters are far too cavalier with the language,”
Mr. Cockspur said. “We should all endeavor to speak pre-
cisely.”

“Let me introduce you, Jim,” Lindy said. ‘A few people
had to leave. You've already met Mr. Cockspur, our neo-
Shakespearean actor.”

The coldness between Lindy and Mr. Cockspur went
beyond ill-mannered jokes. Jim hoped the performers could
keep peace with each other during the tour.

Lindy introduced Philomela Thetis, a tall, elegant, heavy-
set woman, the company’s singer; the tap-dancing team of
Greg and Maris, who had come to dinner in his-and-her suits
of black and white houndstooth check; Marcellin, the mime,
a lithe, slender, dark man who moved with self-possessed
certainty.

It seemed to Jim like a pitifully small and quiet group to set
out to conquer thirty starbases. Everyone greeted him in a
friendly fashion. Jim went to get some dinner, but found the
synthesizer closed and blinking, ‘‘Down for repair.”

“Count your blessings,” McCoy said. ‘“You wouldn’t
have liked it, whatever you got. If you could tell what you
got.”

Jim sat down to keep the others company—Lindy in
particular. “By the way, Lindy,” he said, ‘‘we got a greeting
from—"' He stopped, becoming aware of Mr. Cockspur’s
expression of indignation.

“I was telling of my sojourn in Lisbon,” Mr. Cockspur
said.

“Do go on,” Jim said, trying to be polite.

*“As I said, the performance was a triumph . . .”

And he did go on. Jim did not get a chance to talk to Lindy
that evening at all.
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His sHir sHUDDERED around him and blood covered his
hands—

Jim sat up with a start. Darkness dissolved as his cabin
illuminated itself. His cabin on the Enterprise.

Someone was knocking on his door.

“What—? Just a minute.”

Bleary-eyed, Jim Kirk struggled out of his bunk and
grabbed his robe. He found it and fumbled his way into it,
somehow getting the heavy silk twisted till he had one arm in
an inside-out sleeve.

“Come.”

The door slid open. A young crew member stood on his
doorstep. Her eyes widened.

“Hello,” he said.

“Hello.” She looked everywhere but at him.

“What’s the matter?”

“Uh, nothing, sir. I . . . I'm sorry, sir, quartermaster said
be here this morning, but I must have misunderstood—"’

Jim rubbed his eyes and yawned. Then he saw the chro-
nometer.

*Good lord, do you know what time it is?”

“Yes, sir. It’s morning, sir.”

*“This isn’t morning, this is the crack of dawn!”

“T’ll come back later, sir—"’

“No, no, it’s all right, come in. I just need a cup of
coffee.” This morning the synthesizer seemed to be work-
ing. “‘Stuff would shock anybody awake.”

“I’'m here to help with your files?”’ Her voice rose in an
uncertain question.
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“Right over there.”” He gestured toward the comm unit.
His coffee arrived. He sipped it and made a disgusted noise.
“This is bad even when the synthesizer works. Whoever
designed the template got their idea of how it ought to taste
from a third-generation reproduction of whatever they found
in a wardroom coffeepot.”

She moved around the periphery of the room, staying as
far from him as possible and casting her gaze down.

First day on the job, Jim thought. It gets to everybody.

“Oh!” she said at her first view of the comm unit. *“That’s
not right!”’

He had spent half of yesterday trying to get the damned
thing to make sense. His reward was a comm screen with
sixteen overlapping message blocks connected by lines and
arrows whose significance he had already forgotten; and
now he got criticism from a wet-behind-the-ears crew mem-
ber.

*“All right, you make sense of it.”

She stared at him, her eyes wide. “I—"’ she whispered.
liI—S,

It’s too early for this, he thought, and fled into the bath-
room.

The sonic shower and the coffee, which, though it tasted
terrible, also was too strong, began to wake him up.

Did I snap at her? he wondered. He tried to convince
himself he had not, but failed. Embarrassed, he dressed and
returned to his cabin.

She sat at the comm unit with her back to him, her
shoulders hunched as if she were trying to make herself even
smaller than she already was. He tried to remember what
she looked like, but recalled only huge blue eyes and close-
shorn blond hair.

He cleared his throat.

She leaped to her feet and faced him, staring.

““As you were,” he said. ““I didn’t mean to startle you.”
He gestured at the comm. ‘“‘Looks better already. Yeoman,
did I snap at you a minute ago?”’

““Oh, no, sir,” she whispered.

“I think I did.”” He smiled. *‘I apologize. I'm not at my
best before I'm awake. Let’s start over. Good morning. I'm
Jim Kirk.”
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“‘Rand, sir,” she whispered.

““Can you get me out of the hole I've dug, or will you have
to start all over?”’

She fumbled the commands. He wondered what was
wrong, for she appeared to be doing what needed to be done.
She stopped, put her hands in her lap, and clenched her
fingers.

“Is it that bad, yeoman?”’ Every time he spoke to her, she
flinched. He wished she would stop.

“I’m sorry, sir, it will take a little time to . . .”” She stopped
and began again. “‘I’m sorry, sir, I—I’'m not too experienced
... Her voice trailed off.

He realized she was trying to figure out how not to tell her
superior officer that he had made a horrible mess. He wanted
to tell her it was all right, but considering his reaction to
almost the first thing she had said, she would hardly have
any reason to believe he took criticism well. As, in fact, he
often did not. Probably the best solution was to go away, let
her calm down, and come back later.

“I’m sure you’ll do fine, yeoman,” he said. ‘‘Lieutenant
Uhura on the bridge will know how to reach me, if you have
any questions.”

“Yes, sir,”’ she said, relieved. ‘‘Thank you, sir.”

When ship’s computer called him into sick bay and man-
gled his given name, it gave Hikaru Sulu some comfort. He
still felt embarrassed over having botched the Enterprise’s
departure from Spacedock, and he felt glad to know he was
not the only entity on board who could make a mistake.

““Mr. Sulu, how do you do. I'm Dr. McCoy.”” They shook
hands and McCoy glanced at Sulu’s files. ‘“‘Hikaru,” Dr.
McCoy said, mangling the name the same way the computer
had. “Hmm. Don’t believe I've encountered anyone named
Hikaru before.”

“Neither have I,” Sulu said. “But, doctor—it’s pro-
nounced with the accent on the second syllable, not the first.
The r is very soft.”” He pronounced his name for McCoy.

Dr. McCoy repeated it, getting it better. Hardly anyone
ever got it exactly right.

‘““What does it mean?’’ Dr. McCoy asked.

“Why do people always think a name from an unfamiliar
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language has to mean something?’’ Sulu said. He felt himself
blushing. He knew perfectly well what it meant. It meant
“the shining one,” and he had encountered as much teasing
about it as he ever needed. Hoping to sidestep Dr. McCoy’s
query, he said pleasantly, ‘“‘After all—do you know what
your given name means?’’

“It means ‘heart of a lion,” or something on that order,”
the doctor said. ‘“‘But I see your point.”” He smiled. ‘‘Back to
business. You’'re extremely fit, lieutenant, even for someone
your age.”’

“Thank you, sir.”

“Don’t let this sedentary starship life seduce you away
from that.”

“T’ll try not to. I don’t think I will—I get too twitchy
unless I get some exercise.”

Dr. McCoy glanced at the sensors that blinked and bleated
above Sulu’s couch. “You have a phenomenally low pulse—
did you spend time in a high-gravity environment?”’

“Yes, sir, nearly a year.”

Dr. McCoy nodded. ““I thought that might be the explana-
tion. The sensors show scars on your back and legs, too.
Mind if I take a look?”

“You can hardly see them anymore.” Sulu peeled off the
upper half of the exam coverall. He was impressed that
McCoy had made the connection. Few earth-normal popula-
tions of human beings lived on high-grav planets. No other
earth-based doctor, even the ones at the Academy, had
asked about the scars or his low pulse.

Dr. McCoy touched the old, faint scars beneath Sulu’s
shoulder blades.

“My mother had a consulting job on Hafjian,” Sulu said.
““We had an antigrav generator just big enough for our living
quarters, but when we went out we used Leiber exoskele-
tons.” Just the name brought back memories of how it felt to
wear the harness for hours and sometimes days on end. The
alloy frame helped support and propel the unadapted human
body in high gravity. The exoskeleton served its purpose,
but at the points of highest stress it always caused abrasion.
And of course it did not prevent gravity from affecting the
circulatory system.

“How old were you? Thirteen? Fourteen?”’
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‘“Exactly that,” Sulu said. ‘“We left just before my four-
teenth birthday. How did you know?”’

“You wore the exoskeleton during your major growth
spurt,” the doctor said offhandedly. ‘‘There’s a characteris-
tic shape to the scars.” He unfastened the cuffs of the
coverall and looked at the scars on Sulu’s legs, just above
and behind his knees. “They did heal well,” he said. “Do
they ever bother you?”’ :

“No, sir. I hardly ever think about them.”

“Should have been treated with fibroblasts in the first
place,” Dr. McCoy said. ‘““New skin instead of scars.”

“The technology wasn’t available. Not on Hafjian. Not
for something this trivial.”

“Hmmph. We have the technology and to spare, here. Do
you want to get rid of them?”’

‘“No, sir, I don’t think it’s necessary,”” Sulu said, sur-
prised at the reluctance he felt toward effacing the old scars.
They were, he supposed, a part of his history.

“Very well. Just one other thing.” Dr. McCoy glanced at
the sensors again. ‘“You appear to have sustained no damage
at all from the gravity stress. But once in a while the effects
are latent. In a few years they could catch up with you. It
isn’t anything to worry about, and it isn’t even very likely.
But it is something to be aware of.”

“What kind of effects?”’ Sulu said, startled. This was
something else no other doctor had ever mentioned. “‘And
how long is a few years?”’

“Heart problems, mostly. So you should be sure not to let
more than three years pass between physicals after age
seventy or so.”’

“T’ll try to remember that, Dr. McCoy,” Sulu said, think-
ing, A few years?

Half a century seemed an immeasurably long time.

For Commander Spock, a few minutes began to seem like
an immeasurably long time. He had reached sick bay at
precisely the time designated for his medical examination.
The ship’s new chief medical officer showed a fine disregard
for punctuality. He had not yet finished with Mr. Sulu,
though Sulu had been due back on the bridge five minutes

ago.
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“If you would reschedule my appointment, Dr. McCoy,”
Spock said without preliminaries, ‘‘I will return at some
more convenient time.”’

“What? Oh, Commander Spock—no, don’t be silly.”” He
tossed Spock a medical examination coverall, a jumpsuit
opaque to the eye but transparent to diagnostic sensors. He
gestured to one of the cubicles. “I'll be with you in a
minute.”’ He closed the privacy curtain.

Spock changed into the coverall. If the cubicle had con-
tained a comm unit, Spock could have worked while he
waited. However, it did not.

Giving a physical exam to someone with the control of
biological processes, the awareness of the body, that Vul-
cans possessed was a mere exercise. But Starfleet insisted
that ships’ doctors perform a baseline exam on all personnel.
The exam had little to do with Spock and much to do with
giving the doctor some familiarity with the beings he might
be called upon to treat. However much practice the doctor
might need, the entire process wasted Spock’s time. The
doctor’s tardiness added to the waste.

Finally, Dr. McCoy strolled into Spock’s cubicle. *“Com-
mander Spock, welcome to sick bay. I do believe you’re the
first person to take their physical on time.”

“It is not on time,”” Spock said. ‘‘It is now eleven minutes
beyond ‘on time.’ ”’

“I meant—never mind, let’s get started.”

Spock lay on the diagnostic table. The sensors blended
into a harmony of sound and light, creating the precise
pattern the Vulcan expected.

‘“‘As you can see, doctor, my health—"’

*‘Stay right there,” McCoy said sharply. “Why, Mr.
Spock, I don’t believe I've ever encountered a set of read-
ings quite like yours.”

“They are all within the range of Vulcan norm.”

“Just barely, some of them.” He regarded the sensors. ‘I
would have thought a few of your human characteristics
might come out in the mix.”

“The Vulcan genome is dominant,’”’ Spock said.

“Superior genes, hmm? Do I detect a touch of Vulcan
chauvinism?” McCoy said. He smiled when he said it.
Spock knew that humans sometimes smiled when they in-
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sulted other people, and sometimes smiled when they said
insulting things that they did not mean to be perceived as
insults. Unfortunately, distinguishing between the two pos-
sible meanings could be difficult in the extreme.

“Not at all,” Spock said. “It is a matter of experimental
fact. Were we speaking Vulcan, the words ‘dominant’ and
‘recessive’ would imply neither superiority nor inferiority.
One might perceive human chauvinism in your attitude that
the traits of your species should prevail, despite laboratory
evidence that they do not. Are you quite finished, doctor?”

*“No, not by a long shot, don’t move. I haven’t had much
chance to practice on Vulcans.” He grinned. ‘“Aren’t you
interested in contributing to my education?”’

“I have fulfilled my obligation to regulations by submitting
to this examination. I see no use in remaining while you
satisfy trivial inquisitiveness.”

“You haven’t fulfilled your obligations till I say the exam
is over. You’ll be happy to know your physical health is
excellent.”

“I was already aware of that fact.”

“What about your psychological health? Your emotional
state? Are you having any difficulties you want to discuss?”’

“Vulcans have no emotional state.”

“Even equanimity is an emotional state!” McCoy said.
“Besides, your physical characteristics may be mostly de-
termined by your genes, but your psychological ones sure
aren’t. Your background has exposed you to complex cul-
tural interactions, conflicting philosophies—"’

“We are all products of our environments,” Spock said.
“Otherwise we would not be sentient beings, capable of
growth. However, we are not unconscious products: we may
choose and control our influences. I am not in conflict with
my background. Vulcan philosophy permits me to conduct
my life without emotionalism.”

“There’s a lot to be said for emotionalism.”

“Indeed? In my observation, it brings only unhappiness.”

*“Oh, really? For example?”’

“For example, Captain Kirk.”

*“What makes you think Jim Kirk is unhappy?”’

‘““‘He made his feelings known when his choice of first
officer was overruled.”
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“In your favor.”

““That fact has nothing to do with our discussion.”

“No? You have no feelings of pride in being promoted?”’

“Pride? Pride is unknown to me.”

**And I suppose you’re going to claim you wouldn’t have
minded if Mitch had been promoted over you.”

“Not in the least. Commander Mitchell has a reputation as
a competent officer. It is not my emotional state that should
concern you. It is Captain Kirk’s.”

‘“Meanwhile, you have no feelings, no desires—"’

““Vulcans do not possess desires, Dr. McCoy. However, if
I had human feelings, they would be . . . none of your
business.”

“Everything affecting the ship is my business. For in-
stance, you served under Christopher Pike for a long time.
You have no reaction to seeing him replaced?”’

If Spock had felt regret at Pike’s departure, he had sup-
pressed the reaction. He saw no reason to confess his lapse
to a stranger.

“You feel no disappointment?” McCoy asked. ‘“No hint
of human reaction amidst the Vulcan equanimity?”’

Spock tired of the sparring. “Do you believe, Dr. McCoy,
that no one before you has noted the inherent contradictions
in the circumstances of my existence?”’

‘““What are you talking about, commander?”’

“Though I had no obligation to explain my choice of a
philosophy to you, I have done so. Yet you refuse to accept
this choice; indeed, you dispute my right to make it. I have
not intruded upon you with suggestions as to how you could
become more rational—though I could make such sugges-
tions.”

“Why, Mr. Spock, I do believe you're angry.”

“No, doctor, I am not angry. But I see no point to wasting
my time with fruitless discussions.”

“All right, Mr. Spock, if that’s the way you feel about it.”

‘“That is what I think about it,”” Spock said. ““There is a
difference, though you choose not to perceive it.”

McCoy picked up a hypo. “I’ll let you take your thoughts
right out of here—as soon as I get a blood sample.”

“A blood sample is superfluous. The sensors have re-
corded all the factors of a baseline exam.”
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“I know, but I want to do a few extra tests—"’

Spock rose. Once in a long while the emotions he worked
so hard to repress struggled to expose his less than absolute
control, but he crushed them mercilessly. McCoy would
never know the depths to which his offhand comment
wounded the Vulcan.

“Human or Vulcan, I am not your experimental animal.”

“Wait, Spock, for heaven’s sake! I didn’t mean—"

Spock strode from sick bay, still in the coverall. He
preferred returning to his cabin to dress. He could think of
no logical reason why he should be forced to endure the
doctor’s needling, literal or figurative, and all too human.

But then, outside sick bay, Spock paused. He forced his
emotions back under control, crushing the anger Dr. McCoy
had made him feel. The humiliation he experienced in re-
sponse to succumbing to the anger in the first place he
dismissed as self-indulgence.

He considered the doctor’s demand, then turned and
strode back into sick bay without hesitation.

Dr. McCoy had busied himself with some files. He looked
up.

“Yes, Mr. Spock?”’ he said stiffly. ‘“What is it now?”

“If you believe it is your duty to take a blood sample, it is
my duty to comply with your request,” Spock said.

Dr. McCoy’s expression remained hard. *‘It is, is it?
Thank you for your condescension, Commander Spock. I'll
make an appointment for you, for some other time. As you
can see, I'm busy.”

Spock regarded him, one eyebrow upswept, any question
left unasked.

“Very well, doctor,” Spock said, his tone even. ‘At your
convenience.”” He departed.

McCoy watched the science officer leaving sick bay. The
Vulcan showed no evidence of his previous brief loss of
temper, no physical indication that McCoy’s dismissal had
irritated him. He walked as he always walked, with a con-
trolled stride, his boot heels silent on the deck.

McCoy scowled at the unread file.

Damn your Irish temper, he said to himself. That wasn’t
an acknowledgment of your authority, it was a peace over-
ture. Which you threw back in his face.
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For a moment, McCoy thought to go after Spock. But he
decided he had better let himself cool down for a while
instead. Commander Spock’s accusations of unnecessary
medical testing had stung McCoy, perhaps because they
were not entirely untrue. Mostly, but not entirely. Unique
individuals need unique medical care, and preparing himself
for emergencies was McCoy’s primary motivation. Even if
he did not expect emergencies on this trip.

But he could not deny that the researcher in him itched to
take a close look at the cellular structure of a being half-
human and half-Vulcan.

McCoy grinned. Commander Spock, he thought, you're
just lucky I didn’t demand a tissue biopsy. Wonder how
you’d’ve reacted to that?

McCoy prepared for his next appointment. When the
opportunity presented itself, he would make peace with
Commander Spock. The doctor had no doubt that he could
jolly the Vulcan into a better mood as readily as he had
provoked the uncharacteristic offended outburst.

Appeal to his human side, McCoy thought. That will do it.

Lindy rested her elbows on the railings of the companion-
way and slid from the catwalk to the shuttle deck.

“Lindy, you're going to break an ankle doing that.”
Marcellin, the mime, rose from the deck chair near Athene’s
corral. Even when he wore no makeup and allowed himself
to speak, he moved as if he were on stage. Lindy loved to
watch him.

“No, I'm not, but you’'re sweet to worry. How is she?”’

“Restless, of course. I don’t suppose they’ve got a race-
track on this bucket, do they?”

“No, I'm afraid they don’t.”

“They ought to. It’s big enough.”

““Thanks for watching her. I'll see you at rehearsal.”

“Right.”

She watched him stroll away, admiring his graceful walk
and his slender dark body.

Athene snorted and stretched her head over the top rail of
the corral, looking for a treat. Lindy gave her a protein pellet
and rubbed behind her ears, beneath her jaw, across her
wide forehead.
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“You think those goodies will always be there, don’t you?
What would you do if I lost my touch, huh?”’ She magicked
another tidbit. Athene ruffled her wings and pranced in
place. She needed to stretch her legs and her wings. The
shuttle deck was big enough, but Athene could not run on
the metal decking. She might slip or damage her hooves or
her legs.

“I know it’s hard to stand still for so long, but be patient
and maybe something will work out, all right?”’ Athene tried
to stick her nose in one of her pockets. ‘“No, you don’t need
anything else to eat.”

While she mucked out Athene’s corral, she daydreamed
about the future of the company. She had ambitions. She
envisioned buying a star cruiser and performing all over the
Federation. She imagined a cultural exchange with the
Klingon Empire that would create goodwill not only be-
tween the people but between the governments.

First she would have to pull off this commission. She
worried that a cultural relic from earth might not play before
offworld audiences. But the acts were entertaining. Some
people looked upon them as being three hundred years out of
date. She preferred to think of them as having, some of
them, a thousand years of history.

She wished she had more information on vaudeville.
Scraps and dreams formed the basis of the company. Laser
and tape records of real vaudeville did not exist, film was
rare, stored information sparse, books few and far between.
She visited the library of every town they stopped in,
looking for information never committed to computer mem-
ory. She had found moldy old books, pamphlets, playbills,
scarred microfilm of newspaper announcements that no one
had looked at for centuries. After she took over from her
daddy, she made some changes. He had not always got it
right.

Lindy sometimes added anachronistic acts, like the hunt
performance, but she knew when she was doing it. She
would even admit it, if pressed.

Sometimes, she thought, you have to sacrifice a little
authenticity to entertainment. If real vaudeville had been
able to get a hunt performance, they’d’ve presented it, too.
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When she had finished, she gave the equiraptor a good
currying. The brush slid easily over Athene’s glossy coat.
Lindy used her bare hands to groom her wings. Like many
genetically engineered creatures, even those developed by
selective breeding before the invention of gene splicing,
Athene needed human help for some abilities that an evolved
creature would have developed. Corn plants had not been
able to propagate independently for millennia; Athene could
do a certain amount of rough grooming with her sharp front
teeth, but she had no beak or talons. Lindy’s hands did a
better job of ruffling the feathers, working in the natural oil,
and smoothing them again.

Last she cleaned Athene’s hooves. She could smell the
faint musty odor of an incipient case of a fungal hoof
infection. She swore under her breath.

She stood up and patted Athene’s shoulder. “Don’t
worry, sweetie. I'll do something about the deck. I don’t
know what. But something.”

Athene nuzzled her side, trying to discover which secret
pocket she carried the carrots in this time.

Lindy gave up putting off the work she was supposed to be
doing. She spent the next hour roughing out a design for the
tour’s poster.

The doors of the turbo-lift made a fluttery noise as they
tried to close against an obstruction.

Uhura glanced up. A young crew member—Uhura had
seen her once or twice—stepped forward timorously, as if all
that forced her onto the bridge was the knowledge that
computer would chastise her if she stayed where she was.

Uhura thought, as she had before, that the young woman
would be awfully pretty if she did not always look so
terrified—and if she did not cut her hair so short and ragged.
It would look quite nice if she let it grow or shaved it
completely, but this unkempt in-betweenness did nothing for
her.

Suddenly, as if starlight dispersed her fears, the crew
member stared in wonder at the viewscreen. The small ports
and screens in crew quarters gave only a hint of the powerful
beauty of space at warp speed. Seeing it on the viewscreen
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astonished and transfixed the young crew member. Her gaze
made Uhura see anew the steady glow of stars in all the
colors of the universe.

Uhura crossed the bridge. ‘‘Are you lost?”

The crew member jumped. The pretty little moonstruck
girl vanished and the terrified young woman reappeared.

“I don’t bite.”” Uhura smiled at her. *‘Are you lost?”’

“I'm . .. I’m the yeoman. I’'m supposed to meet the
captain . . .?”

“Welcome to the bridge. I'm Lieutenant Uhura.” She
waited for the yeoman to introduce herself.

The yeoman looked down. The mug’s lid rattled—the
child’s hand was shaking!

“I mean—I'm not really a yeoman yet, but they said . . .”
Her voice trailed off.

“What’s your name?”’ Uhura asked gently.

‘“Janice Rand.”

*“Come with me, Janice, I'll introduce you.”

“I don’t want to bother anybody—"’

“It’s no bother. They'll be glad of the chance to stop
having to look busy.” Uhura gestured to the mug. ‘‘Would
you like to put that down?”’

“It’s ... it’s the captain’s.”

‘““He’ll be back in a minute. His place is down here.”

Uhura put the mug on the arm of the captain’s seat and
took Janice’s hand. The hard calluses on the child’s palms
startled her. She led the yeoman first to Mr. Spock.

““Mr. Spock, this is Captain Kirk’s yeoman, Janice Rand.
Janice, this is Commander Spock. He’s the science officer
and second in command of the Enterprise.”

Janice held back as if Spock terrified her even more than
everything else did.

“How do you do, yeoman.”” He returned to his work.

Uhura ied Janice to the lower level of the bridge. “‘Mr.
Spock is very private,”” Uhura whispered. ‘‘Don’t take it
personally.”

“Is it true . . . is it true he can read minds?”’

“Yes, in a way,” Uhura said softly, then, at Janice’s
reaction, hurriedly added, ‘‘but he has to be touching you,
and it’s hard, and I don’t think he likes to do it. He surely
wouldn’t without your permission. He only did it that one
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time because it was a matter of life and death.” Captain Pike
had omitted the incident from the official report and from the
captain’s log because of Mr. Spock’s reticence. But every-
one who had been on board at the time knew what had
happened and what he could do.

Uhura did not think she had eased Janice’s fear.

Hikaru Sulu, the helm officer, and Marietta Cheung, the
navigator, made Janice more comfortable. They showed her
the displays on their complicated consoles, and they were
nearer her age—but how old was she? Uhura wondered. She
did not look even eighteen.

“Of course, nothing interesting is going on now,” Com-
mander Cheung said. “It’s pretty boring, going from one
starbase to another.”

Janice glanced at the viewscreen. ‘‘But it’s so beautiful,”
she said. *‘And you see it all the time.”” The expanse of stars
held her. :

As Uhura had earlier, Sulu and Cheung followed her
gaze.

Suddenly becoming aware of her own rudeness, Janice
tore her attention from the viewscreen. “‘I—I'm sorry, I—"
Her fair complexion colored.

“But you’re right, Janice,” Uhura said. ‘It is beautiful.
Somehow we get used to it and we forget to look at it the
way you do. It’s good to be reminded.” She squeezed
Janice’s hand.

““Ah, Yeoman Rand, you're here.”

Startled, Janice jerked her hand from Uhura’s. Captain
Kirk strode onto the bridge.

“Lieutenant Uhura’s introduced you around? Thank you,
lieutenant. Yeoman, let me show you what I need you to
do.”

Janice gave Uhura the look of someone about to be eaten
by lions.

“Don’t worry—you'll do fine.”

Uhura returned to her place. She did not envy Janice
Rand the job of keeping the executive paperwork, arranging
the captain’s schedule, reminding him of appointments and
changes, and handling problems or referring them to the
proper department unless they would only get worse without
Captain Kirk’s authority. A list of the duties made the job
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look trivial. But Uhura had served on a ship with a disorgan-
ized yeoman. The captain had lived a life of chaos and
everyone considered the subordinate incompetent. A yeo-
man who coped with the responsibility received little: no
notice, few compliments.

Jim showed Yeoman Rand to the open console on the port
side of the bridge. ‘“‘It’s traditional for you to use the
environmental systems station,” he said.

She inspected the daunting display panels.

“Don’t be concerned about the complexity,” Jim said
quickly, hoping to ease the doubt and fear in her expression.
“Computer runs all the environmental systems. But you can
use this console as your work station on the bridge.”

“Yes, sir.”

‘“As soon as you can, put together an appointments sched-
ule for me. I want at least half an hour with each person on
board. Spread the meetings out during the transit time
between starbases. Don’t bunch them up into one or two
weeks. Try to arrange it so no one will have to visit me in the
middle of their sleep cycle—or mine. Be sure not to conflict
with staff meetings or inspections. Make it clear that it’s
informal, that it’s just a chat. But don’t take no for an
answer. Understood?”’

“Yes, captain.”

He nodded. ‘“Make yourself familiar with your station. I'll
need you in a moment—one of your duties is to register the
log and bring me the seal to sign. But,” he said, feeling
bored, wishing he had anything to do but record log entries
for a trip on which nothing would happen, ‘‘the entry won’t
take long to record.”

“Yes, sir.”

Instead of going to his seat, Jim gazed at the viewscreen.
He tried to think of something to put in the log. “One
o’clock, and all’s well”’? Accurate—but he doubted Starfleet
would appreciate it.

He thought he smelled coffee—good coffee, too. He won-
dered where the smell was coming from.

The turbo-lift doors slid open to admit Lindy. She carried
a roll of paper in one hand and a folder under her arm. She
wore a suit of soft white leather. Her iridescent black hair
streamed behind her, long and loose, unstyled.
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“Jim, have you got a minute?”’

Jim realized he was grinning foolishly at her. He com-
posed himself. “I’'m at your disposal.”

“I could use some help with this poster.”” She showed him
what she was working on.

He had neither graphics experience nor drawing ability;
he failed to cobble up a believable excuse for helping her
himself. He decided to give the job to Rand to see if she
could handle independent work.

“Yeoman Rand,” he said.

She flinched at the sound of her name. ““Yes, captain?”’

Impatient with Rand’s terror, Jim let Lindy’s poster roll
itself up against his hands. “‘Lindy, Yeoman Rand will help
you with whatever you need. Yeoman, you have my authori-
zation to call on the ship’s resources within reason in order
to carry out Ms. Lukarian’s wishes. For starters you’ll need
to find a graphics-oriented comm unit. Understood?”’

“Yes, sir,”’ she whispered.

“Thanks, Jim,” Lindy said.

Lindy and Rand left to find the graphics terminal. Jim
watched them go, wondering what he had done to frighten
Rand so badly. He did not understand her terror. He wished
he knew how to alleviate it. He wished he could think of a
good reason to spend time with Lindy. He wished he could
figure out where the smell of coffee was coming from.

When he took his place, he noticed the mug. Fragrant
steam escaped from the vent-hole in its lid.

“What’s this?”’

“Yeoman Rand said it was yours,” Uhura said.

Jim lifted the lid and was rewarded by the smell of coffee.
He tried a sip. The covered mug had kept it hot, and, to his
amazement, it tasted the way good coffee was supposed to
taste. More than that, it tasted the way good coffee smelled.

Jim glanced after Janice Rand, bemused.

Janice Rand found the design room. Its enormous graph-
ics screen glowed to life.

“Please show me what you have in mind, Ms. Lukarian.”

“What I want, ma’am, is something attention-getting.”

“You mustn’t call me ‘ma’am,’ >’ the yeoman said. ‘“‘I'm
just a petty officer, and that isn’t even registered yet.”
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*“What should I call you?”

“Um . .. yeoman, if you want. Or Rand.”

“How about Janice, and you call me just Lindy?”’

*“If that’s what you’d like.”

*“It’d be easier, don’t you think?”

“All right . . . just-Lindy.”

Lindy giggled.

“We’d better do your poster,” Janice said, serious
again.

Lindy opened her folder. She enjoyed showing off the
flamboyant designs. Whoever had painted them enjoyed
their work.

“These are playbills—reproductions, I mean—from clas-
sic vaudeville companies.” She unrolled her new poster and
flattened out the curling corners of the paper. “I’m not
happy with the design . . .”” She had been designing posters
for nearly two years, and she had never liked any of them.
“It’ll have to do, it’s the best I can come up with. My daddy
used to design a new one for every city. They were all
different, but you could tell a hundred meters away that they
came from our company. Unfortunately,” she said, *‘that’s
one talent I didn’t inherit.”” She scowled at the paper again.
““Maybe the computer could fix it up a little?”’

Janice flashed the scanner at Lindy’s design.

Lindy groaned when it appeared on the screen, larger than
life-size. ‘I wanted it to look classic but modern at the same
time, but all it is, is awful.”

“It isn’t that bad,” Janice said. She stroked the touch-
sensitive screen. The letters straightened and fancied to a
sort of neo-deco style.

“It never looks the way I imagine it.”

““We could adapt something. One of your father’s posters,
maybe?”’

“No!” Lindy was embarrassed by her own vehemence. “‘I
mean it has to be different. We have different acts.”

Janice glanced again at one of Lindy’s reproductions.
“I’m sure it’s fine the way it is,”” she said. ‘“‘But if you move
this from here to here, and slide this over to this corner...”
She rearranged it. ‘“‘And make the background look like
brush strokes, and clean up this line a little . . .”

Lindy gazed at the new design in silence.
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“I’'m sorry.” Janice sounded scared. “‘I'll put it back the
way it was.” She reached to delete the changes.

“No, wait!”’ Lindy said. ‘‘Janice, that’s beautiful. How
did you do that?”’

“You had all the elements already. There is one other
thing—I don’t mean to keep butting in.”’

“No, go ahead.”

“Different beings see different kinds of light. So if you
widen out the color range—"" She made the changes.

“It looks awfully dark,”” Lindy said, doubtful.

*It wouldn’t if you saw ultraviolet or infrared. But I can
brighten the middle colors.” She did so. ‘““Before, if you
were a Corellian, say, it would look like this.”” The computer
performed the transposition. The poster darkened almost to
black. “Now it would look like this.” It brightened in a
different way from the original.

“I wouldn’t even have thought of that,” Lindy said.
“How do you find it all out?”’

“I’ve lived a lot of different places. It wasn’t anything I
did anything special to learn.”

‘““Want a job?”’ Lindy said.

“What?”

“I need a designer. You could join the company. I don’t
suppose you can juggle, can you?”’

Janice hesitated so long that Lindy thought she might
actually accept.

“I thought you were the designer.” Janice’s voice trem-
bled.

“No, I’m the manager, among other things. What do you
say? Do you want the job?”’

Janice looked down. ‘I can’t juggle.”

*“That’s okay! I mean, that part was a joke. Will you join
the company?”’

“No.”” Her whole tone had changed; she acted withdrawn
and fearful. I signed on with Starfleet for two years.”

“Oh,” Lindy said, disappointed. ‘“The offer holds, if you
change your mind.” She admired Janice’s poster. ‘‘Hey,
have you had lunch? Do you want to go get something?”’

“No—I mean, I'm sorry, I can’t, I left papers all over
Captain Kirk’s desk, I'm sorry, I have to leave.”

“Okay,” Lindy said as Janice hurried away. I guess I
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don’t know Jim well enough, Lindy thought. I wouldn’t have
guessed he’d get mad if she took a lunch break.

Janice Rand returned to the captain’s cabin. She sighed.
Helping Ms. Lukarian with the poster had put her awfully far
behind. She had to admit she enjoyed the work, until she
realized she had been talking to the manager almost as if
they were equals. Lukarian had not seemed offended, but
sometimes people covered up their anger for a while and
then let it boil out all over you.

Janice envied Lukarian her freedom—freedom to choose
how she would act and how she would dress and how she
would look, unhampered by regulations and laws and pro-
scriptions and rules. Janice allowed herself a moment to
wonder if, now that she was in Starfleet, far from the world
she had escaped, she might let her own hair grow a little.
Then she shook her head at her own frivolity.

She set back to work on the executive files. Captain Kirk
really had made a botch of them—she wondered why he had
tried to do all the work himself—but with computer’s help
she got them straightened out and in a form that made them
comprehensible and compatible, rather than awkward and
unique.

She had access to far more computer power at the cap-
tain’s comm unit than she ever had with quartermaster. She
had the freedom to design her own work; she could speak
directly to computer. Quartermaster only allowed his subor-
dinates to work within a narrow frame that he designed. He
disliked it if someone tried to suggest a quicker or more
efficient method.

She did not explore the system too aggressively, afraid
that she might somehow stumble onto something she was
not supposed to see or know about, and set off an alarm.

She paused to stretch and rub her eyes.

‘““Yeoman, are you all right?”’

Janice leaped up, alarmed by the unexpected voice.

““Yeoman! It’s just me.” Captain Kirk gazed at her with a
bemused expression.

“I’m sorry, you frightened me, I didn’t hear you—!"" She
clutched the edge of the desk. *““I'm sorry, sir, [—"" She had
been daydreaming; she had no excuse. “I'm sorry.”
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““You’'re working late—the files must have been a mess.”

*“Oh, no, sir.”” She could hardly tell him the truth. She was
glad she already knew how much this one disliked criticism.
The ones who were most dangerous encouraged you to say
what was wrong, then punished you for being honest.

*“You've done enough for today. You run along. Come
back tomorrow.”’

“I'm—I'm sorry I'm not finished, sir, but really, it will
only take me another few minutes. Sir.”” She set back to
work, wishing he would not watch over her shoulder. Soon
he wandered away. A leather chair squeaked and sighed
when he sat down; the pages of his book rustled as he found
his place.

“Yeoman, I don’t remember calling the steward—did you
straighten up around here?”

She looked up, feeling her face pale with apprehension,
then turn red with embarrassment. Her fair complexion
shouted her emotions to the world, and she hated it.

I was afraid of this, she thought. He doesn’t like people
touching his things . . . or suppose he can’t find something
and thinks I stole it. I knew I should have put everything
back where it was.

But she had not memorized where everything had been. If
he had noticed the difference, he would have thought she
had been snooping. “‘I'm sorry, sir, I didn’t think—""

**Yeoman, stop apologizing for everything!”’

“I'm sorry, sir, I mean, yes, sir.”

He scowled. “‘I didn’t intend to criticize. It wasn’t neces-
sary for you to clean my cabin, that’s the steward’s job, but
thank you anyway.”

*“Yes, sir. You're welcome, sir.”

She tried to work, but he shifted in his chair, cleared his
throat, rustled pages. His impatience frayed her nerves. If he
would only let her alone—

“Yeoman—"

“I"'m almost finished, sir, honestly!”

“This isn’t emergency duty—it isn't necessary for you to
finish it tonight.”

“It ... itisn’t?"" she said, amazed. *‘Sir?"”

“No, it isn’t. I thought I said that already. Shut things
down and go get yourself an early dinner. Rest your eyes.
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Relax. Have a swim or a game of jai alai or whatever you
like to do in the evening. Finish this tomorrow.”

“Oh. All right, sir, if that’s what you want.”” He probably
wanted to check her work so he could get someone else if
she was putting things in a muddle. She hoped he did not
notice that she had barely started on his schedule.

She shut down the system. She would prefer to work. She
could not swim. Her roommate played jai alai in the intramu-
ral league, but the dangerous game terrified Janice. People
always started classes on the ship, but if she joined one
everybody would wish she would go away. As for an early
dinner—she preferred eating late, with no one else around.
She hoped she knew table manners now, but she might
make another mistake. Then everyone would laugh at her
again.

An early dinner meant a long lonely evening in her cabin.
If her roommate was there with friends, they would not talk
to her. She evaded questions, so they thought she was stuck-
up and creepy. Too late, she understood that the way to
divert attention from her background was to ask other
people to talk about theirs.

“Yeoman, how old are you?’’ Captain Kirk said.

“What? Sir—?"’ Her knees trembled. She collapsed at the
comm unit, pretending to have one final task with the
papers. She wondered frantically if it were he, not the
science officer, who could read minds. If he could, he knew
her secrets. She ought to break down and confess. But if she
did, they might be lenient with her and send her back. She
would prefer a reformation camp or even prison. They let
you earn money in refo, didn’t they? A little? She would
have to pretend to be tough and mean and unrepentant so
they would think she was unfit to be returned.

“How old are you?”’

“I—I’m almost twenty, sir, I forget exactly, I always have
to convert to earth-standard years.”

“You don’t look twenty,” he said.

She distrusted his smile. She tried to laugh. It came out
faint and false. ‘‘People always say that, sir.”

“Decided young to go to space, eh? So did I. A family
tradition? Or did you choose it on your own?”’

Her carefully invented details vanished in her fear. *I
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decided on my own, sir,” she said, hoping she had never told
anyone the opposite. Before he could ask her another ques-
tion, she plunged ahead. ‘“What about you, sir?”’

He spoke about his background and his past, about his
parents and his brother, about his best friend very ill in the
hospital. At first her fear deafened her. But her ruse had
worked, so she calmed a little and heard what he was saying.
He had done fascinating things and visited fascinating
places, and he told of them with wit and charm.

The charming ones were even more dangerous than the
thoughtless ones or the cruel ones.

He stopped. “I didn’t mean to go on like that, yeoman.
You run along. I'll see you tomorrow.”

Janice fled.

As soon as the door closed behind his strange skittish
yeoman, Jim requested a private subspace channel back to
earth.

The ease of communication would diminish soon. The
Phalanx was an immensely long tentacle of Federation space
stretching to Starbase 13 at its far end. It lacked subspace
relay stations. Any Klingon patrol that happened to come by
would try to jam the signals that did get through. This might
be Jim’s last chance of getting a comprehensible answer
from earth till his ship reached the starbase and its powerful
amplifiers.

The Phalanx made Jim uncomfortable, both the existence
of it and the idea of taking his ship and crew into it. Starbase
13 guarded Federation territory of little worth and low
population, a planetary system attached to the Federation
by ill chance. He suspected that moving the people to a more
hospitable planet and closing down 13 would cost less than
keeping the starbase staffed, supplied, and protected for one
year.

He waited impatiently for his call to go through.

Worst of all, the Phalanx made the oligarchy of the
Klingon Empire particularly paranoid. And Jim could hardly
blame them for their reaction. He would not like it if they
extruded a narrow finger of territory several hundred light
years long into the Federation.

He must be scrupulous about remaining within the Pha-
lanx. Violating the borders of the Klingon Empire would be
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worth a court-martial and his career. If his ship survived the
Guardians of the Empire.

The comm screen flickered. The geometric design of a
commercial concierge appeared.

““Starfleet Teaching Hospital. Is this an emergency?”’

“No, but this is Captain—""

“Please hold.”

The image dissolved into pastel shapes, pastel music.

Jim knew the argument against abandoning Starbase 13
and relocating the people in its system. It would be per-
ceived as a retreat. But Jim believed consolidation would
prove far less provocative than continuing to rub the em-
pire’s nose in the existence of the Phalanx, especially if the
Klingons knew the jokes the name brought on, or if their
customs suggested similar crude humor.

“Thank you for holding,” the hospital’s concierge said.
‘““What is your name, please?”’

“Captain James T. Kirk, starship Enterprise.”

“How may I help you?”’

“Let me speak to Lieutenant Commander Gary Mitch-
ell.”

“What is your relationship to Commander Mitchell?”’

“I'm his C.0.”” Jim doubted “‘best friend> would get very
far with the hospital bureaucracy.

The image of a hospital room formed on the screen.

“Gary?”’

Gary Mitchell still lay immersed in the regen gel. His eyes
were closed; his dark hair fell across his forehead. If he were
awake, aware, he would flip it back with a toss of his head;
he would say that he really had to get a haircut; and then he
would laugh and his hair would slide across his forehead
again.

Gary looked frail and ill. His face was thin, his eyes deep
and dark-circled. Jim blinked—and Ghioghe returned, the
pain of his crushed ribs and shattered knee, the scarlet haze
enveloping the universe when a deep cut across his forehead
bled into his eyes. Other sentient beings bled that day: Jim
remembered the blood. It slicked the deck, it beaded up and
floated like drifts of a child’s blown bubbles wherever the
gravity failed. Red blood and yellow mixed into an intense
burnt-orange; blue blood, dense and immiscible, flowed in
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separate rivulets beneath patches of human blood, breaking
out at the edge of a scarlet pool, expanding and glistening.

Jim caught his breath and shook off the flashback. He had
thought he was done with all that.

Gary’s eyelids flickered.

“Gary—?"

Gary moved restlessly. He came awake all at once, witha
gasp and a start. Jim remembered how he had felt, enguifed
in the regen bed, restrained gently but irrevocably. Those
last few days as the drugs began to fade, he would try to
move, try to turn or shift in his sleep, try to fight the
restraint. It exhausted and infuriated him and held his free-
dom out of reach.

“Jim . . .?” Gary’s voice was as frail as his body. ‘‘Hey,
kid . . . did we make it through this one?”

“We sure did, Gary. Thanks to you.”

“Let’s not let them solve things that way again,” Gary
said. ‘‘Let’s make them find some other way.”

“That suits me,” Jim said. ‘‘Gary, I just wanted to see
how you were doing.”” He did not have the heart to tell Gary
he had been overruled in his choice of first officer. Gary
wanted the promotion as much as Jim wanted someone he
knew and trusted as his second in command. The bad news
could wait till Gary regained his strength. “‘It’s good to have
you back, my friend,” Jim said. ‘““Go to sleep, now. I know
how it is. Go back to sleep.”

*““Who can sleep,” Gary said, ‘“who’s covered with green
slime?”’ He tried to laugh.

“You can.” Jim grabbed at the anguish and relief he felt
and clutched them tight.

Gary’s eyelids drooped, but he jerked awake again.
“Don’t you leave without me, kid. Leave Federation space
without me, and you’re in lots and lots of trouble.” He
struggled against it, but sleep took him.

“Don’t worry, my friend,” Jim said. “We’ll be ready for
you when you’re ready for us.”

He broke the connection.

Jim flung himself into a chair in Dr. McCoy’s office and
put his feet on the desk, taking considerable pleasure in the
solid thud of boot heels on wood.
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“Do come in,”” McCoy said. ‘‘Sit down. Make yourself
comfortable.”

““The good news is, Gary’s awake.”

“‘He is! That is good news, Jim.”

“I just got off the comm with him. He’s still pretty
groggy—but he’s going to be all right, Bones.”

“I never doubted it for a minute,” McCoy said. “What’s
the bad news?”

*“The bad news is, I took your advice—"’

‘“And you’ve come for your medical appointment without
my having to send out the hounds! Hallelujah, brothers!”’ He
rose. “‘Into the coverall with you.”

“No, no—I don’t have time for an exam. I mean I took
your advice about a yeoman.”

“And—?"

“And every time I speak to her, I scare her. She’s a real
case. She apologizes continuously.”

“Continually,” McCoy said.

“No, dammit, continuously. Every time she says any-
thing, she starts out with ‘I'm sorry.” ”’

““Sounds pretty neurotic to me, all right.”

“If that’s true, how’d she get into Starfleet?”’

McCoy laughed. *““Jim, are you kidding? If Starfleet turned
people down because of a major neurosis here or there, it’d
have enough personnel for . . . oh, maybe one space cruiser.
A small space cruiser.”

“But—"

““We’ve all got our neuroses. I do, you do. Everybody.”

“With the exception, I'm sure, of our Mr. Spock.”

“Spock! Spock worst of all! He represses all of half his
heritage and most of the rest of it. Vulcans’ worst neurosis is
they really believe they're sane!”

“What do you mean, half his heritage?”’

“His human half, of course. On his mother’s side, 1
believe.” .

“I thought he was a Vulcan.”

“So does he,” McCoy said dryly.

‘““What else do you know about him?”’

“He isn’t much for idle chatter. I’ve heard of him, of
course. Then there’s the usual stuff in the medical record.
Incredible education the man’s got, and he’s taken advan-
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tage of his opportunities—he’s worked with people most of
the rest of us would be lucky ever to meet.”

“What do you mean, Bones? That he’s well connected or
that he’s bright?”

“Bright? Bright hardly begins to describe him. He’s bril-
liant, Jim. As for the other . . . he’s only well connected if
you count the relatives who are top-ranked diplomats or
senior research scientists.”” McCoy grinned. ““To tell you the
truth, I never heard of a Vulcan whose family wasn’t well
connected.”

Jim felt in no mood to be amused. ‘“‘Is that why he got
promoted over Gary?”’

“Because he has family connections and Mitch doesn’t? 1
don’t know. Why don’t you ask him?”

“I can see that: ‘Say, Commander Spock, is your success
due to nepotism?’ *’ Jim shook his head. “‘I'm not being fair.
I know it. I haven’t given him a chance. It’s only . . .”” He
changed the subject. *“What am I going to do about Yeoman
Rand?”

*“Is her work poor?”’

““Not at all. She made noise about her lack of experience,
then pushed two buttons and the files made sense.”’

“You aren’t looking for a graceful way to demote her and
send her back to quartermaster?”

“No, I just want her to stop flinching when I talk to her! I
hope she doesn’t turn up all bright-eyed at my cabin two
hours before breakfast anymore, either. That much enthusi-
asm is hard to take at dawn.”

“Hmm,” McCoy said.

‘‘She has to use the comm unit,” Jim said defensively.

“Why does she have to use your comm?”’

*‘She has to work someplace—she can’t spread my papers
out all over the bridge.”

“Is the yeoman’s comm broken?”’

““What yeoman’s comm?”’

McCoy sighed and gazed in supplication at the ceiling.
*Jim, you’re still thinking in space-cruiser terms—and you
need a grand tour of your own ship. Including the yeoman’s
cabin, which is down the corridor from yours.” His voice
trailed off. “Jim, you didn’t promote her out of seniority,
then leave her in crew’s quarters?”’

129



ENTERPRISE

*‘She’s who quartermaster sent, so she’s who I promoted.
As for the other—I never thought about it.”

“That’s hard on morale. Have her move. Then one of your
problems is solved. Maybe two—maybe she flinches be-
cause the promotion’s gotten her some heavy hazing.”

“I doubt it. She flinched from the beginning.”

“Then the flinching may take longer. I'll talk to her during
her exam and see if I can find out what’s wrong.”

“Look, if she’s seriously disturbed—"’

“Jim! Half the time our neuroses are what allow us to
function as well as we do in the circumstances we pick. I
could give examples, present company included, but I don’t
have time to psychoanalyze you today. Though I would have
had time to give you your physical, if I'd started when you
got here.”

Jim grinned. *‘So you would.”

“But I don’t now. So buzz off, I’ve got another appoint-
ment in ten minutes.”

“Buzz off? Is that any way to speak to your C.0.7”

“Buzz off, sir.”

In a secluded alcove of the officers’ lounge, Mr. Spock
took up the challenge of a three-dimensional chess problem.

Ordinarily, Spock could concentrate with such intensity
that he ceased to perceive voices and sounds. But this
evening a strange, monotonous drone reverberated into his
peaceful solitude.

At a table nearby sat several of the younger officers, Dr.
McCoy, and Chief Engineer Scott. Mr. Scott seemed to have
found a kindred spirit in Dr. McCoy. Spock respected
Scott’s ability, but thought his fondness for fermented and
distilled beverages to be unfortunate at best. Spock added
Scott’s apparent rapport with McCoy to his short list of the
engineer’s less sterling qualities.

Scott often spent his free time in the lounge, spinning
unlikely stories for junior officers who invariably listened
without hint of incredulity. Spock had heard or overheard
each story a dozen times. Whether Spock believed them, he
seldom experienced any difficulty in letting them flow past
him unheeded, like a river around an immovable boulder.

But a new individual had joined Scott’s circle. Mr. Cock-
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spur, a member of the vaudeville company, was an older
man who wore his unnaturally thick and dark hair at a
moderate length, meticulously styled. His mustache twisted
to double points on each side.

Mr. Cockspur had taken Scott’s place as storyteller. While
Spock naturally found no amusement value whatsoever in
Scott’s tales—*‘yarns” might be a better term, as it implied a
certain element of the fantastic—he was capable of appreci-
ating the aesthetic of his performance. Mr. Cockspur’s voice
had none of Scott’s cadences. It had no cadences at all. The
sonorous monotone filled the hall; Spock found few ele-
ments of interest in the story. Everyone else listened with
every evidence of utter captivation.

Spock had no illusions about his understanding of human
beings. He had spent most of his childhood on Vulcan. What
time he had spent on earth he had devoted to the study of
science, not of humans and their perplexing nature. Despite
his heritage, he found humans quite inexplicable at the most
unexpected times.

This was one of those times.

The incomprehensible human entertainment consisted of
a recital of every theater in which Mr. Cockspur had ap-
peared, and every play in which Mr. Cockspur had per-
formed. Spock thought of an analogy. Modern readers of the
ancient earth poet Homer found the roster of ships in the
Iliad excruciatingly tedious, but the ancient Greeks were
said to have paid the rhapsodes, the reciters, enormous
sums to repeat the roster of ships at celebrations. A citizen
of a Greek city-state gained status by tracing ancestry to a
certain captain of a certain ship of the strong-greaved Achai-
ans. Perhaps Mr. Cockspur’s listeners had heard of plays in
which he had performed or theaters in which he had ap-
peared; perhaps they experienced a thrill of recognition
when he recited a name they recognized. It seemed an odd
way to pass an evening, but, then, humans often passed time
in ways that Spock thought odd.

By force of will, Spock concentrated on his chess problem
and placed his attention among the pieces.

“Need an opponent?”’

“No, captain,” Spock said, without looking up. He had
heard the approach and recognized the step, despite short
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acquaintance. Captain Kirk looked over his shoulder at the
graceful sweep of the 3-D chessboard.

“Why are you playing alone?”’

‘““‘Because, captain, no one on board plays at my level.”

“You're modest, aren’t you?’’ the captain said.

*I am neither modest nor immodest; both are character
traits beyond which Vulcans have evolved. I state a fact.”
He regretted the loss of his peace and privacy, then re-
minded himself severely that regret had no place in the
psychological makeup of a Vulcan.

*‘Are you playing black or white?”

“Both, of course, captain,”” Spock said.

“But black’s move?” the captain said. ‘“‘Of course?”

Was the captain’s voice sarcastic or sardonic? Or did
‘“‘belligerent” more accurately describe it?

Spock made a noncommittal sound. If Captain Kirk could
determine from the unusual arrangement that black moved
next, then he might be an adequate opponent . . . But he had
a fifty percent chance of guessing the correct color, and that
was the more likely of the two possibilities.

Spock concentrated on the chessboard. Queen to queen’s
pawn D-4 to threaten the white king? He moved the piece
and thoughtfully drew back his hand.

““White to checkmate in three,”” the captain said.

Spock looked up in disbelief. Captain Kirk turned, lei-
surely surveyed the room, and strolled away.

Jim saw McCoy at a nearby table and started toward him.
Then, too late, he noticed Mr. Cockspur holding court.

““And a year later when I returned, well, you can be sure
they did not try to put me in less than the star’s—"’

*‘Hello, Jim.”” McCoy broke in over Mr. Cockspur’s reci-
tation before Jim could pretend he had been planning to go
elsewhere all along. The officers rose.

‘“As you were.”

McCoy dragged another chair into the circle. *“Why don’t
you join us?”’ He quickly suppressed his grin.

Everyone at the table except Cockspur looked at Jim with
expressions of supplication.

“Jim,”” McCoy said again, ‘‘do sit down.”

“Yes,” Cockspur said. ‘‘Sit down, whilst I continue—"’
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“Thank you.” Jim tried to sound sincere. ‘‘But coming in
on your story in the middle wouldn’t do it justice—""

“No, you sure wouldn’t get the full effect,” McCoy said.
“But don’t deprive yourself in the meantime.”

McCoy did his best to conceal a fit of laughter. Jim
remembered what Winona had said to him—was it only two
days before?—that applied right now: surrender gracefully.
He gave McCoy a dirty look and joined the group.

Cockspur resumed his story. “‘I was just telling your crew
of my appearance in Campbell City.”” His voice hit like a
wall, as if he never moderated it from full performance
strength. He proceeded to describe, in great detail, the play
he had performed on the moon. He claimed to have written
it. It sounded vaguely familiar to Jim, but he was certain he
would have remembered Cockspur had he ever seen him
perform. Unless he fell asleep, as he nearly did now. Jim
jerked himself awake.

“My little play ran for six weeks on the dark side of the
moon. An enormous success. As you see, I'm not com-
pletely inexperienced at traveling in your spaceships.”

Jim wondered how Mr. Cockspur could spend more than
two weeks—the length of the lunar night—on the far side of
earth’s moon and still refer to it as dark; he wondered how
his officers liked being referred to as crew. Jim did not much
appreciate having the Enterprise called a spaceship.

“The Enterprise is a starship, Mr. Cockspur,” Jim said
mildly.

“Precisely,” Mr. Cockspur said.

“What I mean is—"’

Cockspur interrupted him. ‘*And rather a large and expen-
sive spaceship, at that, to use for the transportation of,” he
cleared his throat, ‘‘vaudeville—or even some legitimate
art—to the ends of the universe.”

Though Jim had thought the same thing, he found himself
in the awkward position of preferring to disagree.

‘“We aren’t going quite as far as the end of the universe,”
he said.

“Nevertheless, your time and your ship would be put to
better use fighting the enemies of the Federation.”

Jim tried to hold his temper in the face of an earthbound
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nincompoop who thought all Starfleet ships ever did was to
blow people and planets out of the sky.

‘“We aren’t at war with anyone, Mr. Cockspur.”

‘“Ah, but there are worlds to conquer—"’

‘*‘Have you ever been in a war?”’

*“I have not had that honor.”

‘““Honor—! I'd have thought,” Jim said, *‘in this day and
age, that civilized beings would have progressed beyond
violent colonization—beyond supporting genocide.”

‘““Captain, you take this rather personally.”

“Yes. I do. Both because of what I've seen myself and
because my mother is part Sioux. Her family history—"

““Captain, captain! You’re speaking of events hundreds of
years in the past! What possible bearing could they have on
us, here, now?”

“Every bearing.”” How had he got into this argument? Jim
wondered if he could plead the press of duty and escape
without appearing to be as rude as he felt like acting. He had
made everyone uncomfortable except Mr. Cockspur.

Mr. Cockspur started to lecture Jim on colonization.

A shadow fell across the table. Jim looked up. Com-
mander Spock stood nearby, silent, hands behind his back.

Even Cockspur noticed the Vulcan’s presence. He
stopped and stared at him as if Spock were an urchin who
had interrupted history’s finest performance.

“Would the captain oblige me,” Spock said, ‘“‘with the
answer to a question?”’

“Certainly, Mr. Spock. Pardon me,” he said to Cockspur,
concealing his relief. ‘‘Starship business.”

“Pardon me, captain,” Spock said. ‘“‘Perhaps 1 mis-
spoke—"’

“No, no, not at all,”” Jim said. *‘I mustn’t put leisure above
a consultation with my first officer.”

He nearly grabbed Commander Spock by the elbow to
hurry him off and to keep him from wiping out Jim’s excuse
to escape. But he restrained himself from putting hands on a
Vulcan. He and Spock walked away from Cockspur’s cap-
tive audience.

“I needed only a moment,” Spock said. “It was not my
intention to take you from your . . . pleasure.”
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“My pleasure, Mr. Spock?”’ He laughed. “‘I heard Vul-
cans have an odd concept of pleasure.”

**Regarding white to checkmate in three . . .

‘I apologize for barging in on your problem.”

Spock raised one eyebrow. ‘“Then . . . white cannot
checkmate in three moves?”’

“Yes, it can. Did you think I was making a joke?"

“One can never be certain,”” Spock said, ‘‘when a human
being is making a joke.”

“Usually we laugh,” Jim said.

“Not invariably.”

“No. Not invariably. Still, I wasn’t making a joke.”

“If the captain will indulge me . . . your comment has
piqued my curiosity.”

“In that case, of course I'll play out the problem with
you.” In the alcove, the chess pieces stood in the same
positions. ‘“Commander Spock, I thought Vulcans experi-
enced no emotions. Yet you confess to curiosity.”

“Curiosity is not an emotion, captain,” Spock said as they
sat down, ‘‘but the impetus in the search for knowledge that
distinguishes sentient creatures. Your move, captain.”

Jim moved his queen’s knight.

Spock regarded the chessboard. One black eyebrow tilted
to a steeper slant. He stared at the positions as if he had
shifted into computer mode, as if he were calculating the
effects of every possible move of every piece on the board.
Jim had seen the opening in a flash of insight. Now, abruptly
doubtful, he searched the board for some overlooked move,
some schoolchild error.

Spock reached out. Jim forced himself to stay as collected
as any Vulcan while he waited for Mr. Spock to make a move
that Jim’s intuition had not taken into account.

Spock tipped his king and let it settle back onto its squat
base.

“I resign,” Spock said.

Jim wondered if he saw the barest hint of a frown, the
barest suggestion of confusion, in the Vulcan’s expression.

“Your move,” Spock said, ‘‘risked your queen and your
knights. It was . . . illogical.”

“But effective,” Jim said.

*
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“Indeed,” Spock said softly. ‘“What mode of calculation
do you use? Sinhawk, perhaps? Or a method of your own
devising?”

“One of my own devising, you might say. I didn’t calcu-
late it, Spock. I saw it. Call it intuition, if you like. Or good
luck.”

“I do not believe in luck,” Spock said. “And I have no
experience of . . . intuition.”

‘“Nevertheless, that’s my method of calculation.”

Spock cleared the board.

‘““Would you care,” Spock asked, ‘‘for a complete game?*’
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Chapter 6

WHEN JiM KIRK arrived on the bridge the next morning, he
felt great. He had slept the night through without a recur-
rence of his persistent dreams of Ghioghe. Gary Mitchell
was on his way to recovery, the Enterprise was purring
along without a hitch, and Jim had won last night’s game of
chess, nearly managing to crack Commander Spock’s taci-
turnity in the process.

Jim felt pleased with himself. He was also sleepy. He
wondered where Rand had gotten the incredible coffee she
gave him yesterday. He wondered if there might be more of
it somewhere.

Today it was not Yeoman Rand’s fault that he got too little
sleep. McCoy’s advice appeared to have worked. Jim had
seen nothing of her this morning.

No, his sleepiness was his own fault, and he did not care.
He had traded half the night’s sleep for the hard-played
chess game with Commander Spock. He had won with a
flamboyant, one might even say reckless, series of moves.
Mr. Spock had been winning until Jim’s final, exhilarating
rally.

Mr. Spock, already at the science officer’s station, showed
no evidence of having been up till all hours.

“Good morning, Commander Spock.”

“Good morning, captain.”

“I enjoyed our game last night.”

“It was . . .’ Spock hesitated. ‘‘Most instructive.”

Jim supposed that was as close as a Vulcan was likely to
come to admitting he had enjoyed himself.
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Jim thought back, trying to recall a moment when he had
been on the bridge and Commander Spock had not. The
science officer came early and stayed late. Maybe he wanted
to demonstrate his devotion to his position as both science
officer and second in command, to prove Admiral Noguchi
had made the right decision.

Or maybe, Jim thought, the two jobs are too much for any
single person. Maybe Noguchi should have let me make my
own choice. And maybe Commander Spock shouldn’t rub in
the fact that I wasn’t allowed to.

Jim received the reports of the bridge stations, which all
boiled down to ‘“‘nothing to report.”” Engines and systems
functioning normally. On course and on schedule. No urgent
communications from Starfleet. No emergencies.

At times like this, space travel could get boring. He
wished something would happen.

He wondered if Rand had begun setting up his meetings
schedule. And where was she? She should report here first
every morning, but he had neglected to mention that to her.

He tried to reach her at the yeoman’s cabin. Though he
had left orders for her to move into it immediately, computer
registered no occupant.

He checked his schedule. Computer showed one appoint-
ment today and nothing thereafter. He sighed, wondering if
he had gotten himself stuck with a yeoman who did every-
thing in a hysterical flurry at the last minute.

Then he noticed whom his first appointment was with:
Leonard McCoy.

The turbo-lift opened. Yeoman Rand sidled to the environ-
mental systems station and started to work.

“Yeoman Rand,” Jim said stiffly.

“Yes, captain?’’ she whispered.

“ About my schedule.”

““Yes, sir, it’s right here, sir.”

“But you made an appointment for me with Leonard
McCoy,” he said. “‘Dr. McCoy and I have served together
for years. Didn’t you notice that we both came to the
Enterprise from the same ship?”’

*“No, sir. He didn’t say—I’m sorry, sir.”

Dammit, she was flinching and apologizing again. He

138



ENTERPRISE

started to say something soothing. He suddenly became
aware of her appearance.

Her uniform easily two sizes too big, her hair rumpled—
though how hair that short could contrive to rumple, he did
not know—and her eyes watery, she huddled in the seat as if
she could make herself disappear.

“Yeoman Rand, are you all right?”’

““Yes, captain,”” she said in a small voice.

““What’s your excuse for your disheveled appearance?”

“None, sir.”

“Did you get my message about the yeoman’s cabin?”’

“Yes, sir, a few hours ago.”

“Why haven’t you moved in?"’

“I’'m sorry, sir, I . . . I just haven’t.”” Her voice grew even
smaller.

“Do it now. And don’t ever—I repeat, ever—show up on
my bridge in anything even hinting at your current state of
disrepair.”

She looked at him, stricken, fighting back tears. She
leaped to her feet and bolted into the lift.

Uhura looked down at Captain Kirk. She found it hard to
believe that anyone, under any circumstances, could speak
to a child like Janice Rand in such a harsh tone. She put her
station on standby.

“Excuse me,” she said coldly. ““I have a break coming.”
She left without waiting for Kirk’s dismissal. The turbo-lift
closed. “Take me wherever you took your last passenger,”
Uhura said.

The lift let her out into a deserted corridor, nowhere near
crew quarters or officers’ territory. Uhura wondered what
Janice was planning to do. In her current emotional state,
maybe she was not planning anything. Maybe she just
wanted to go somewhere, anywhere, away from the bridge.

In the second briefing room she checked, Uhura found
Janice crying uncontrollably with her head pillowed on her
arms.

‘‘Janice, don’t cry. There, there, it’s all right.”” Uhura sat
beside her and put her arm around Janice’s shoulders.

Janice flinched away, huddling in on herself, trying to stop
crying and only making it worse.
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“Everything’s all right. It’s going to be all right.”” Uhura
patted her shoulder and stroked the irregular fuzz of her
hair.

“I couldn’t help it!”” Janice whispered, her voice shaky
and broken. ‘I understand why Roswind hates me now, but
she hated me before when she didn’t have any reason to, and
it isn’t my fault.”

“Of course it isn’t,”” Uhura said. She had no idea what
Janice was talking about, but she kept on offering reassur-
ance until the child calmed down.

After ten minutes or so, Janice cried herself out. Her face
was red and her eyes swollen with tears and she sniffled
occasionally. With her rough-chopped hair and her baggy
uniform, she looked a mess. Uhura got a towel from the
steward’s station in the corner and gave it to her.

“Better now?’’ Uhura said. ‘‘Wipe your eyes. Blow your
nose. There. Take a deep breath. Good. Now. Tell me what
happened.”

The words came out in a tumble. Janice had no conception
of hazing. Sometime in her life she had decided, or had it
demonstrated to her, that sticking up for herself was more
dangerous than submitting to humiliation. This troubled
Uhura; she wondered if Janice’s spirit had been crushed
beyond recovery.

*“And then this morning,” Janice said, ‘‘I went back to the
cabin to get my things and move, and I just lay down for a
second, only I was so tired I fell asleep and when I woke up I
was late, and I put my uniform on only it was the wrong
uniform, I know I ordered the right one but it isn’t the one
that was there when I lay down, and I didn’t know whether
to order another one and wait, or put it on and go to work,
and Roswind laughed till I could hardly think.” Her lips
quivered. She hovered on the brink of tears. ‘“‘She’s so
beautiful and I admired her so much at first, but all she ever
did was make fun of me and laugh.”

“Why didn’t you just laugh, too?”’

Janice stared at her, uncomprehending. *‘I had to go to
work.”

“‘She was teasing you, Janice. Maybe she let it go farther
than she meant—I hope that’s all it was—or maybe she’s the
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sort of person who likes to see how far she can push you.
Usually all you have to do is push back.”

Janice said nothing. She sat very still, neither agreeing nor
disagreeing, giving every indication of listening to what
Uhura said to her. But the expression in her eyes was lost,
distant, hopeless.

“Where are you from, Janice?”’

“What? I'm sorry, l mean . . .”

“Where’s your home world?”’

“Oh,” she said, her voice rising into a brittle false cheer,
“I’m from all over, we moved around a lot.”

“Who’s we? Your family, your community? Where did
you go?”’

“Why are you asking me all these questions?” Janice
cried. *“Why should you care, what do you need to know
for?”

I care because it hurts me to see anyone as frightened as
you are. I care because we have to work together, and we
can't if you act like a scared sixteen-year-old.”

Janice gasped and her fair skin paled. Uhura feared she
would faint. The child flung herself on her knees at Uhura’s
feet.

“How did you find out? Oh, please, please, don’t tell,
don’t tell anyone—""

“Janice—!"’

“Please, I'll do anything! Just don’t tell!”

“Janice, get up!”’ Embarrassed, horrified, Uhura practi-
cally dragged Janice up. ‘‘Stop it, now, stop it!”

Janice jerked herself away from Uhura. ‘‘How did you find
out?’’ she cried.

Uhura realized what Janice believed. ‘“Like a scared
sixteen-year-old,” Uhura had said. Without meaning to,
Uhura had discovered Janice’s secret.

“That doesn’t matter,” Uhura said.

“If you tell, I'll kill myself! I'll kill you! I'll—""

Uhura could not help but smile. She drew the terrified
child into a hug. ‘‘Nobody’s killing anybody. Don’t be silly.”

After a while, Janice’s sobs subsided. She huddled against
Uhura as if she were starved for comfort.

“However did you get into Starfleet at sixteen? They’re
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pretty strict about that.” Starfleet would send younger ca-
dets, officer candidates, on heavily supervised training
cruises, but regulations permitted no human under seven-
teen to join the crew. Safeguards and double-checks pre-
vented children of any sentient species from running away to
join Starfleet on a lark.

Whatever Janice Rand’s motives, she had not run away on
a lark.

“When I was little, my family moved,” Janice whispered.
“The warp engines blew, and we had to travel through
normal space. We accelerated almost to light-speed, so it
only took us a few weeks of subjective time. But objective
time, it was three years.”

“Nobody ever corrected the records?”’

Janice shook her head.

“I don’t see how you got away with it.”” To Uhura, Janice
did not look anywhere near twenty. She looked like a
sixteen-year-old. But no one ever thought about her, no one
ever asked.

“] lied,” Janice said. “I’m scared to, because when people
find out you’ve done it, they—they don’t like it. But I had to.
People believe a big enough lie. They figure you’d never dare
say it if it wasn’t true.”

Uhura laughed, then sobered. *“What are we going to do
with you?”

Janice’s eyes widened. ‘“You are going to tell!”

Appalled by the prospect of Janice’s falling on her knees
again, Uhura tried to reassure her. But she was unwilling to
promise not to send her home. “Don’t be so frightened. We
need to talk. Would going home be so bad? You’re just a kid,
Janice. You ought to be going to school, back with your
family—""

“No! I'll never go back! You can’t make me!”’

“Don’t you think they’re worried about you? Wouldn’t
they want to know you’'re safe, no matter what happened, no
matter what you did?”’

“I didn’t do anything!”’ Janice said. ‘‘But I will—I'll make
you put me in prison before I go back to Saweoure!”’

“I’'m not putting anybody in prison, Janice, and I never
heard of Saweoure.”

“It’s where we ended up after the ship lost its warp drive.
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We didn’t have enough money to get it fixed. We had to sell it
and stay there. But you can’t just stay there if you don’t
have any money. You have to be under somebody’s ‘protec-
tion.” ”’ Quite calmly, Janice told her the rest of it.

When she finished, Uhura felt near tears.

“Janice . . .’ She took a deep breath. “What you're
describing is nothing but slavery! How is this allowed to go
on? Hasn’t anyone tried to stop it?”

Janice’s voice turned bitter. *‘How should I know? Maybe
it'’s easier for the Federation to think everything’s all
right. Maybe everybody likes it that way so they keep it
secret.”’

Uhura welcomed Janice’s bitterness and her anger,
for it proved her spirit still existed. ‘‘How did you get
away?”’

“I sneaked me and my brothers on board a cargo shuttle.
We were too ignorant to know it was impossible. Once the
shuttle got back to its mother ship, we stayed hidden. It
wasn'’t too hard. Then we hid in a crate of relief supplies, and
when we landed we snuck into the Faience refugee camp—""

“You snuck into Faience?”’ The camp was a horror story
of mismanagement and malice in the middle of a systemwide
disaster, and many people had died needlessly.

Janice shrugged. Uhura felt a certain awe at the coolness
with which Janice faced her past, if not her present.

“It was better than where we’d been,” Janice said. “Then
Starfleet came to relocate us, and that’s when I found out I
was legally three years older than I really am. I don’t have
any records except my birth certificate.”

‘““What about your brothers?”’

“They didn’t even have birth certificates. The officials at
Faience patted us on the head and said, ‘Oh you poor
children,’ and registered Ben and Sirri. Since I was of age, I
got their guardianship. I found them a good school, and I
joined Starfleet so I could pay for it.”

Amazed that anyone could go through what Janice had
endured and survive, Uhura tried to think of some words of
encouragement.

In the few seconds of silence, the young yeoman’s steadi-
ness evaporated as she waited for still another person with
complete power over her to determine her fate.
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“I'm almost seventeen,” Janice whispered. ‘I mean I'm
almost really seventeen, I think, as near as I can figure. I do
my job, Uhura.” She hesitated. ‘I guess you wouldn’t know
that from today, though.”

I think you should tell,”” Uhura said.

GtNo!Qi

*“I think you should testify before the Federation of Plan-
ets Rights Commission. I think you should try to stop what’s
going on.”

“Ican’t.,”

“Janice—""

“Uhura, you don’t understand! I committed a crime by
sneaking on board that cargo ship.”

“It’s illegal to prevent citizens from moving freely—"

“But it isn’t illegal to charge a lot of money to get from
one place to another, and I didn’t pay for a ticket. Stowing
away is the same as hijacking, on Saweoure. If I testified, the
officials would call me a criminal and a liar and a thief. And
they’d be able to prove what they charged me with. I did all
those things. Please don’t tell. Please.”

“‘ You should tell—you should tell the authorities what you
told me.”

“The authorities?”’ Janice said angrily. ‘“‘Like who, for
instance? Like Captain Kirk? He wouldn’t listen to me.
He’d think I was just making something up.”

Uhura hesitated. If she had found all this out while Cap-
tain Pike still commanded the Enterprise, she would not
have hesitated to urge Janice to confide in him. But she did
not know Kirk well enough to have any idea how he might
react to Janice’s story. Janice certainly had little reason to
have any confidence in his sympathy. Not after what had just
happened.

“Please, Uhura,” Janice said again. ‘‘Please don’t tell.”

Uhura replied with great reluctance. ““All right. I promise.
My word means something to me. I don’t break it.”

“Thank you, Uhura.”

I still think—at least consider talking to the Rights Com-
mission,” Uhura said. Before Janice could react with fear
again, Uhura changed the subject. ‘“Now let’s get you fixed
up and back to the bridge. The sooner you forget about this
morning, the better.”
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“I have to . . . to go back to my cabin. I left my things on
my bunk. Roswind will be there, I guess.”

“Forget about your roommate. You move into the yeo-
man’s cabin. Wash your face. Put on a fresh uniform. I'll get
your things for you.”

“Oh, Uhura, would you?”’

“Leave it to me,” Uhura said.

On the bridge, Jim sat stiff and angry, his arms folded
across his chest. Blast Rand anyway, she had wrecked his
good mood. Everyone pretended they had noticed neither
Rand’s embarrassment nor Uhura’s anger. No doubt they all
thought he had been too hard on Rand.

They could think what they liked. He could be as easygo-
ing as anyone, but if people took advantage, things would
have to change. He loathed having anyone play on his
sympathy, especially with tears.

The lift returned. Lindy bounded out. Jim wondered why
Janice Rand could not take her or Uhura as a model; and
how had Rand managed to persuade the synthesizer to give
her a uniform in the wrong size, anyway? That took real
talent.

““Hi, Jim, I brought—"

An unbelievable noise drowned out Lindy’s voice. A
horde of tiny animals rushed past her, yapping and whining
and barking, tumbling over and around each other as they
invaded the bridge and nosed into every nook and cranny.
At first Jim thought they were alien creatures, then he had a
moment’s awful fantasy that the Enterprise had become
infested with rats, and finally he recognized dogs. Twenty or
thirty miniature pastel-colored, frizzy-furred, sweater-clad,
ribbon-bedecked dogs.

But dogs. If he stretched the definition to include poodles.

*Fifi! Toto! Cece! Come! Sit! Stay!”

An enormous person stood just outside the lift, calling
orders in a great deep voice.

Completely ignoring him, a tide of poodles rose around
Jim’s feet. The tiny creatures snarled and yipped at each
other and snapped at Jim’s boots. One buried its teeth in his
bloused right pants leg, then shook its head and growled and
Jerked at the fabric.
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“Let go—go on now—ow! Damn!”’ He snatched his hand
away. The little monster had tried to bite him! His finger
smarted all around the red teeth marks.

“Pay no attention, he means nothing by it.”’ Lindy’s
companion picked up the offending animal. “Fifi, evil
puppy! You know you mustn’t bite!”’

Jim stood up.

“Get . . .these .. .animals—" Jim refused to dignify them
with the word ‘‘dogs’’—*‘off my bridge!”

“Don’t worry, captain, they won’t hurt anything. They’ve
never been on a starship before. They’'re just excited.” Fifi,
a pink miniature poodle wearing a spangled blue sweater,
nearly vanished in the massive hand.

“Jim,” Lindy said, “this is my friend Newland Yanagi-
machi Rift. You missed meeting him at dinner last night.”

The poodles clustered around Jim, Lindy, and Rift, bark-
ing and whining and jumping and getting poodle hair and
glitter on Jim’s uniform pants. He was surrounded by a
whirlpool of pastel fur, spangles, sharp little white teeth,
beady brown eyes. He could stomp them into homogeneity,
but they would make a lousy rug. His alternative was to
pretend they did not exist.

““How do you do, captain,” Rift said.

Jim looked at Lindy, who was trying not to laugh.

‘“And what do you do with the vaudeville company, Mr.
Rift?”’ Jim asked. It was hard to talk through clenched teeth.
“Do you sing?”’

“Why, no, captain. Philomela is the singer in the family. I
work with my puppies. They never cease to amaze me—I
hope you have a chance to see us perform.” He put Fifi on
the deck. “‘Fifi, sit! Stay!”

Fifi scampered between Sulu and Cheung and vanished
beneath the navigation console.

Sulu dived under the console. ‘‘Hey, come out of there.”

“They’re overexcited by the change in environment,” Rift
said fondly. ‘‘On stage, they’'re hardly the same dogs.”

‘‘Are those things housebroken?”’ Jim said.

“Of course, captain.”

Rift was an amazing specimen of humanity. Aside from
being two meters tall and about half that wide, he had bright
blue eyes with an epicanthic fold over the eyelid, skin a few
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shades more golden than Sulu’s, and curly flaming-scarlet
hair. Why did the hairstyle, a complex topknot arrangement,
look so strange, yet seem so familiar? Jim finally identified it
as the traditional way of binding the hair of Sumo wrestlers,
a fashion that had never been designed to restrain hair the
texture of Rift’s.

The traditional sport flourished in Japan now as it had for
a millennium. Jim wondered what Rift’s connection with it
might be. Perhaps he actually was a Sumo wrestler. Just
because Jim had never heard of a redhaired Sumo wrestler
did not mean none existed.

“Pardon me a moment, captain.”

Rift went to help Sulu and Cheung extricate Fifi from the
underpinnings of the console.

““There’s some question, though,” Lindy said so only Jim
could hear, ‘‘about whether the puppies are starship-bro-
ken.” At Jim’s expression, she barely managed to keep
herself from laughing.

Newland Rift returned with the errant Fifi cradled in his
enormous hand.

“Bad puppy,” he said. ‘“Say you’re sorry.” He held the
pink poodle up to Jim’s face. It growled, baring teeth easily
the size of wheat grains. “‘Fifi!”

“Mr. Rift,” Jim said,‘‘get these animals off my bridge.”

Rift looked both hurt and offended. ‘“All right, captain, if
that’s the way you feel about it.”’ He whistled and called to
the poodles, who responded with another paroxysm of
scampering and barking. But as Rift left the bridge, they
formed a bouncing, furry swarm and followed him, the last
little puffed tail vanishing just as the lift doors closed.

Lindy gave up trying to keep a straight face.

Jim heard muffled giggles all around him. ‘““Doesn’t any-
body have any work to do?”’ he snapped.

Spock glanced up. ‘‘Yes, captain. But if something re-
quires attention—?"’

*“Never mind, Commander Spock! Did you have business
on the bridge, Ms. Lukarian?’’ Jim said coldly as she
laughed.

*I came to introduce you to Newland.”

*You’ve accomplished that.”

“And I came to give Janice the first-off-the-press poster.”
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She stifled giggles and unrolled her paper. ‘‘She did a terrific
job. You’ve got a treasure, Jim. Even if she can’t juggle.
Think Starfleet would come after me if I shanghaied one of
its people?”’

Jim restrained himself from telling her that she could have
Yeoman Janice Rand right now. He looked at the poster. “It
is eye-catching,”” he admitted.

“Janice designed it practically from scratch,” Lindy said.
“I brought one for you, too, but the first one is for her.
Where is she?”

“She . . . er ... she had some work on another deck.
She’ll be back.” He felt a good deal less certain than he
sounded.

*Okay, I'll wait. And I have one more small favor to ask.
It’s Athene, Jim. The deck’s too hard—"

What am I, Jim thought, captain of an interstellar ark? If I
have to worry about one more animal . . .

Yeoman Rand returned. She had changed her uniform and
combed her hair; she looked fragile and unhappy, but she
had retreated from the brink of tears. Without a word she
took her station.

“Speak to my yeoman about any problems you have with
your company, Ms. Lukarian,” Jim said. “Or your pets.
Now, I do have work to do—even if nobody else does.”

Lindy smiled at him and jumped up all the stairs at once to
join Yeoman Rand. Jim wondered if she ever just walked
anywhere. And he wondered what he could do to get her to
smile at him again.

“Captain, excuse me.” Yeoman Rand spoke almost too
softly for him to hear her.

‘“Whatever Ms. Lukarian needs, within reason, please
take care of it.”

“I will, sir. But you asked me to arrange your schedule,
too. Computer has it now, if you want to review it to give me
any changes.” She hesitated. ‘‘I’'m sorry for the misunder-
standing about Dr. McCoy. He expects you in ten minutes.
Shall I call him and cancel for you?”’

“No, yeoman, never mind.”

Pretending to be busy, he brought the schedule up on his
notepad and glanced through it.
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At least Rand had done as he asked this time. The appoint-
ments stretched over the next three months. He thought it
important at least to meet everyone on board.

He stood up. “I’ll be in sick bay for the next half-hour,”
he said to no one in particular.

No one answered.

The chaos on the bridge appeared to have passed for the
moment, but Mr. Spock sensed that the experience he had
just endured was not unique. When Captain Pike com-
manded the Enterprise, such chaos never occurred.

He opened a file in computer and began to compose his
request for transfer to some other ship. Any other ship.

When Uhura arrived at Janice Rand’s old cabin, the crew
member who had admitted her glanced up with disinterest,
then noticed Uhura’s officer’s stripes and jumped to her
feet.

‘“Lieutenant!”’ she said. “Um—" She was very tall and
extremely beautiful, and Uhura could understand why
Janice felt cverwhelmed by her.

“You are—?"* Uhura said, deciding to let her stand and
sweat.

“Uh, Roswind, ma’am.”

“Roswind, I believe Yeoman Rand left some of her be-
longings behind when she moved.”

“Uh, yes, ma’am. They’re right over there.”

“Thank you.” She collected the possessions, thinking,
Well, Roswind, you’re not such a bully when you’re out-
ranked, are you?

““How is Janice doing, ma’am?”’

“Captain Kirk is obviously impressed with her,”” Uhura
said, reflecting that, from one point of view, the claim was
no stretch of the truth. *“‘Oh, by the way, Roswind, do you
have any allergies? Hay fever, particularly?”

“No, ma’am, not that I know of. Not hay fever.”

‘“Excellent.”” Taking her own good time, she rearranged
Janice’s belongings and tied them up in a scarf. She regarded
the parcel critically, picked it up, and started for the door.

“Uh, ma’am?”’

“Yes, Roswind?”’
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“Why, ma’am?”’

“Why what?”’

“Why did you want to know if I had any allergies,
ma’am?”’

“‘Because of your new roommate.”

“I don’t understand, ma’am.”

““Some human beings react adversely to her species, but
the reaction correlates almost a hundred percent with hay
fever. So you mustn’t worry.”

““What species is she, ma’am?”’

“Why? You aren’t—"" Uhura lowered her voice. ‘““You
aren’t xenophobic, are you?”’

Since xenophobia could get one dishonorably discharged
from Starfleet, Roswind reacted most satisfactorily.

*“No, ma’am, of course not! I get along with everybody! 1
was just—curious.”

“I see. I'm sure you’'ll get along with her, too. Her people
are intelligent and soft-spoken. Just one thing.”

‘“What’s that, ma’am?”’

“Their planet rotates about every sixty hours, so their
circadian rhythm is different from ours. She’ll stay awake
longer than you do, and sleep longer, too. Her people are
known to react badly if they’re awakened, so you’ll want to
be cautious.”

“What do you mean, ‘badly,” ma’am? You mean she’ll
jump up and hit you?”’

“No, no, she’d never hurt you. Her people are quite
timid. But shock might put her into hibernation. If that
happens, she’ll sleep for weeks. That wouldn’t do her career
any good.”

*Oh,” Roswind said. ‘I see. I’m sure we won’t have any
trouble, ma’am.”

“Good. Well, Roswind, thank you for your help.”” She
started for the door again.

“‘Lieutenant?”

*“What is it, Roswind?”’

‘““What does my new roommate look like, ma’am? Just so
I’ll recognize her, I mean.”

“You won’t have any trouble recognizing her,” Uhura
said. ‘‘She’s green.”

* * *
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Jim strode into McCoy’s office.

“How do you do, Dr. McCoy. I'm James T. Kirk, your
captain. How nice to meet you, and what a surprise. Are you
having any difficulties? All your supplies in order? What do
you think of the ship?”’

“How do you do, captain,” McCoy said. ‘“Everything’s
fine, just fine,” McCoy tossed him a coverall.

“What's this?”

‘““Examination coverall.”

“I know that—""

“Transparent to diagnostic signals—"’

“I know that, too—"’

**And you’'ve got a free half-hour—"

Jim frowned. “This is a setup, isn’t it? Between you and
Yeoman Rand.”

“It’s a setup, but she didn’t have anything to do with it.
She said you wanted to chat with everyone on board the
Enterprise—"’

“And you conveniently forgot to mention that you've
known me since I was a lieutenant.”

“If you didn’t want a get-acquainted appointment with
me, you should have told her.”

“She might have noticed we’ve shipped out together
before.”

“Oh, I see.”” McCoy nodded gravely. ‘‘Aside from learn-
ing a new job, and making sense of that mess on your desk,
and spending the next week setting up your appointments,
she’s supposed to memorize all the Enterprise personnel
service records. Overnight.”

“No, of course not. It would have been convenient if
she’d made the connection, though.” Then something Mc-
Coy had said made a connection in Jim’s mind. He swung
McCoy’s comm unit around.

“‘Make yourself at home,”” McCoy said dryly.

Jim started when he read the screen, for McCoy had been
filling out a requisition form for a package of regen starter
culture.

Jim tried to pretend he had not noticed the subject of the
requisition. He called his own schedule from the files. He
paged through it, noting its regular progression, day after
day. In the last twenty-four hours or so, Rand had set up
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several hundred appointments for him; she had put them in
clusters of a few each day, and though many members of the
crew worked middle or low watch and slept odd hours, and
some people worked on a schedule that had nothing to do
with the twenty-four-hour circadian rhythm of the human
majority on the Enterprise, Rand had somehow managed to
keep his early mornings clear.

*“It didn’t take her a week,” he said.

‘“‘What are you talking about?”’

“I didn’t think how long it would take to arrange that
complicated a schedule till you mentioned it. Somehow,
she’s nearly done. She must have gone back to the bridge
and worked all evening. Maybe all night.”

McCoy looked over his shoulder. ‘“You know, Jim, you’re
not supposed to work yeomen so hard they don’t have time
to sleep. I think it’s against regs or something.”

“I was really rough on her this morning.” Jim tossed the
exam coverall on McCoy’s desk. “I'll see you later.”” He
headed for the door.

“Jim, wait. You’ve got to have your exam.” McCoy
followed Jim into the corridor. “‘If you get it over with, you
won’t have to worry about it anymore.”

“Who’s worried?”’ Jim said without slowing down, deter-
mined to put off giving McCoy a look at his knee just as long
as he could.

“Why do people hate physicals?”’ McCoy said plaintively
as the turbo-lift doors closed between them.

Shaking his head, Dr. McCoy folded up the exam coverall
and stowed it on a shelf. Jim Kirk could be exasperating, but
he sure was never boring. McCoy remembered back a few
years when Jim was just a lieutenant. He was brash and
arrogant and impatient with anyone less able than he. That
included most of his superiors. McCoy had known from the
day he met James Kirk that the young officer would either
mature into an outstanding commander or end up in the brig
for insubordination. More than once it was a close call as to
which it would be.

As a lieutenant, James Kirk had been like a colt held under
too tight a rein. His promotion to commander of the Lydia
Sutherland both gentled and strengthened him. The respon-
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sibility of leadership tempered his arrogance and his impa-
tience.

McCoy could not help feeling an avuncular pride in Jim
Kirk’s achievements.

Now, if he could just get him to take his physical . . .

Uhura managed to keep from laughing in Roswind’s face,
but as soon as the turbo-lift doors closed safely behind her,
she dissolved into giggles.

Halfway to officers’ territory, the lift paused.

Captain Kirk joined her.

“I could use a good laugh, lieutenant,” he said. ““You
wouldn’t want to tell me the joke, would you?”

“No, sir,” she said, coldly, still angry at him for the way
he had treated Janice. ‘“Captain, people are sometimes
under pressure that you don’t know about.”

He raised his arms as if to protect his head from a blow.
For one awful moment Uhura feared he, too, would fall to
his knees at her feet.

“ confess! Mea culpa!” Captain Kirk’s voice and actions
seemed part mocking, yet part serious. He lowered his
hands. “Dr. McCoy read me one riot act about Yeoman
Rand, and I can’t say I"d blame you if you read me another.
If I promise to apologize, will you spare me?”’

I think you should apologize in public,” Uhura said.

That brought him up short. He paused, considered, and
nodded. ‘‘You’re right,”” he said. ‘I bawled her out in public,
so it’s only fair. Now will you forgive me?"

“Yes, sir,”” she said. ““Gladly.”

*“And will you tell me the joke?”” He looked like a little
boy who realized for the first time that his mischief had
caused grief and pain. He looked like someone who needed
reassurance. If he had been anyone but the captain of the
ship, she would have let him in on her plans for Roswind.

“No, sir,” she said. “‘I can’t. It’s personal.”

Lieutenant Uhura got out of the lift in officers’ territory.
Jim returned to the bridge alone. Yeoman Rand glanced up
from her conversation with Lindy, then looked away, afraid
to meet his gaze.

*Lindy, would you excuse us?” Jim said. He spoke loudly
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enough for everyone on the bridge to hear him. ‘““Yeoman
Rand, I spoke to you in an unpardonable manner this morn-
ing. I criticized you when I should have been complimenting
your dedication. I apologize.”

She stared at him in silence.

*“Would you come with me, please?’’ He had no particular
destination in mind; he simply found a corridor in which they
could walk. ‘“Yeoman, when’s the last time you had any
sleep?”’

“I...I...” She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, sir, I
overslept. That’s why I was late.”

‘““‘Maybe the question I need to ask is how long did you
work.”” She remained silent. ‘“All night?”

“I'm sorry, sir. I tried to fimish . . .”

“Yeoman, I appreciate your enthusiasm, but you aren’t
very useful if you're too tired to—to get the right size
uniform out of the synthesizer—"’

“I didn’t—"!"’

He heard protest and anger in her voice, but she cut
herself off quickly.

“You didn’t what, yeoman?”’

“Nothing, sir.”

He sighed. She was still flinching. ““There’s such a thing as
being too conscientious. There’s such a thing as wearing
yourself out before you’ve even gotten started.”

“I’m sorry . . .” she said.

He felt like cringing himself. He could not figure out how
to talk to her. ‘“You don’t need to apologize for being
conscientious. I don’t think I'm a tyrant—I don’t try to be.
But sometimes you'll have to work two watches straight.
Maybe even work around the clock. I won’t apologize when
I ask that of you. I'll hand you trouble-shooting jobs that I
expect you never to mention again, and like as not I'll forget
to give you credit because I'll forget I gave them to you. Is
that understood?”’

““Yes, sir,”” she said, her voice feathery.

“There are times when you’ll have to work harder than
you’ve ever worked before.”” He noticed her ironic smile,
which she repressed almost instantly. “But outside those
times, you're going to have to use your judgment.”
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*I did use my judgment!”’ she said, flustered.

*“Your judgment told you to stay up all night working on a
job that didn’t have to be finished for three months?”’

“You said, ‘As soon as you can, put together an appoint-
ments schedule for me.” My judgment told me that I have to
answer to your judgment. Whether it’s poor or—I mean,
I’m not familiar with your judgment.”

“I see.” They reached the observation deck. Jim idly
opened the shield to reveal the stars.

Janice gasped.

“It 1s quite a sight, isn’t it?’’ Jim said. ‘‘Sit down, we’ll
talk for a few minutes.”” He gestured toward a chair where
she would be able to see outside.

‘‘But your schedule—""

““I still have a good fifteen minutes left of my appointment
with Dr. McCoy. I shouldn’t have snapped at you about that,
either.”” He grinned. ‘‘He thought he’d found a clever way to
get me in his clutches long enough to make me take my
physical. Sit down.”

She obeyed.

“I was thoughtless yesterday,” Jim said, “and I was . . .
unnecessarily harsh with you this morning. I apologize, and
I hope you’ll forgive me.”

“There’s nothing to forgive, captain.”

“l think there is—and I think you ought to convince
yourself that you have the right to be treated as a sentient
being. Your feelings matter, too.”

“T’ll try, sir.”” She answered quickly, firmly: he suspected
she was saying what she thought he wanted to hear.

“Did you make an appointment to talk to me?”’

Her pale face burned. **No, sir. I . . . forgot.”

“Tell me a little about yourself.”

She gazed at him, straightforward, deliberate. Then she
looked away and said quickly, ‘‘There’s nothing to tell, sir. I
got out of school, I joined Starfleet.”

“Your family?”’

“They’re just ordinary people, with ordinary jobs.”

“‘Sisters? Brothers?”’

She said nothing.

‘‘Pet goldfish?”’
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She nearly smiled.

“That’s better. Well, yeoman, you’re an enigma. Too bad
the Foreign Legion was disbanded.”

“I don’t understand what that means,”’ she whispered.

“It was a military organization, several centuries ago.
People joined it who . . . didn’t want to be asked questions.”

She looked away, partly to avoid his gaze, partly to see
the stars. The orientation of the Enterprise turned the galaxy
into a great diagonal slash, eerie against the blackness.

“Never mind, yeoman,”’ he said. *‘You're an adult; you
have a right to your privacy. But if you ever feel you need
someone to talk to . . .”” She did not reply. Jim rose. “We’d
better get back to the bridge.”

She followed him out, pausing to glance back one last
time. The shield closed over the viewport.

“By the way,” Jim said, ‘‘Lindy complimented your work
in the strongest terms. Where did you learn design?”’

‘“‘Here and there. About Ms. Lukarian, sir—"’

“What did she want this time?”’

*“Dirt, captain.”

“Dirt———?"

“Bridge calling Captain Kirk.”

Jim hurried to the nearest intercom. *‘Kirk here.”

**Sir, there's a subspace communication—"’

‘“‘Starfleet—?"" His adrenaline level rose. An emer-
gency . .. ? What would he do with the civilians? Or perhaps
it was a message about Gary.

““Not Starfleet, sir. It’s a private craft. He says . . . he’s a
juggler, sir.”

Jim stared at the intercom. “‘A juggler?”’ He laughed. “Is
Ms. Lukarian still on the bridge?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“I think it’s safe to assume the communication’s for her.
Let her take it. I'll be up in a minute.” Still chuckling, he
entered the nearest turbo-lift; Rand followed. ‘‘You were
saying, yeoman. Dirt?”’

“Yes, sir. The deck is too hard for her horse’s hooves, and
the corral doesn’t give Athene enough room to move
around. She’d like to put a layer of dirt on the shuttlecraft
deck—"
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““We don’t have any dirt!”” Jim exclaimed. ‘‘What does she
want me to do, deplete molecular storage to synthesize—
dirt? No, it’s out of the question. A layer of dirt—on the
shuttlecraft deck? It’s ridiculous!”

“I’ve spoken to Mr. Sulu and Mr. Spock and Lieutenant
Uhura. We could do it.”” She outlined the proposal as they
rose toward the bridge.

“No,” Jim said. ‘I want to stay in warp drive.”

“But Athene—"’

“Athene will have to wait. A starship is no place for a
bunch of animals in the first place!”” The turbo-lift doors
stood open. His voice had carried all the way across the
bridge.

Lindy, sitting in his seat, glanced back at him.

“Oh, hi, Lindy,” he said. “Er...”

*Jim, I've found us a juggler.”

On the viewscreen, five blazing torches circled furiously,
obscuring the juggler behind them.

He caught one, two, three, four, spun the last torch high
out of range of the screen, and caught it as it tumbled into
view. He extinguished the flames. He turned his head and
pulled loose the length of blue ribbon at the nape of his neck.
He shook his golden hair free as he bowed.

“You're in!”’ Lindy said.

The long, ascetic lines of his face broke into a brilliant
smile. He put down the torches. His hair curled below his
collar. He wore a single ruby earring. The blue of his eyes
was so pale it was almost gray.

“‘Can you meet us on Starbase 13?” Lindy asked.

He frowned. “That’s a good long shot for my ship. Why
don’t you stop and let me piggyback?”’

Lindy glanced back. “Jim—?"’

“I know these drifters,” Jim said, annoyed. ‘‘He just
doesn’t want to pay for his own fuel.”

The juggler smiled without offense. ‘I don’t want to pay
ransom to the Klingons, either, if they stray into the Phalanx
when I pass by. I might get out of it, but I'd never get my
ship back.” He raised one pale eyebrow. It slanted upward,
very like a Vulcan’s. “‘Isn’t that part of your job—protecting
us civilians?”’
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Jim still did not want to stop, but the juggler had a good
point. Venturing into the Phalanx unarmed and without a
convoy could be risky.

“Very well,” Jim said. ‘‘Give my navigator your coordi-
nates.”

“Thanks,” he said. ‘“You are—?"’

“James Kirk. Captain.”

“You can call me Stephen.” As he shook back his hair,
light glinted from the ruby earring and Jim got a good look at
his ears.

Stephen was a Vulcan.

On impulse, Jim glanced at Commander Spock.

The science officer stared at the screen. His expression
was hard, not with imperturbability, but with shock and
violently repressed anger.
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SPOCK COMPOSED HIMSELF after his untoward show of emo-
tion. James Kirk averted his gaze, but Spock knew the
captain had seen his reaction.

The workings of the bridge flowed over and around Spock.
Lukarian and Rand conferred with Captain Kirk about dirt.
Despite his intellectual interest in the project, Spock re-
mained intent on his argument with himself.

The captain already had a perfectly appropriate, perhaps
even adequate, suspicion of the vaudeville company’s new
recruit. Perhaps Spock need say nothing. Few human beings
could comprehend the workings of his home world’s politics
and society; attempts at explanation merely confused them.

Spock tried to convince himself of the accuracy of his
analysis, but could not dispel the suspicion that he was
letting his preference for privacy interfere with his responsi-
bility.

He shut down his station, rose, and left the bridge.

When he entered his cabin, the door shut out the cold
yellow-lit dampness that most humans preferred. In a hot,
dry, scarlet environment, reminiscent of Vulcan, Spock lay
on his meditation stone. He relaxed his muscles in a pre-
scribed sequence and let himself drift into deep thought.

When Mr. Spock left the bridge without a word of expla-
nation, Jim said nothing. But he began to be annoyed when
the science officer failed to return after a few minutes.

First Lieutenant Uhura, now Commander Spock, Jim
thought. Was it standing operating procedure under Chris
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Pike to stomp off the bridge whenever you didn’t approve of
something? If so, it’s going to stop.

Yeoman Rand finished outlining the plan. It would work—
nothing about it exceeded conventional techniques. But he
was not happy about the project. It simply did not seem like
a good idea to him to fill the shuttlecraft deck with dirt. He
would have found some satisfaction in sinking the whole
project. Petty satisfaction. He knew it, and he knew he felt
like this because everything else had gone wrong all day.

“Mr. Sulu, lay in a course change for the rendezvous. Use
a minimum of fuel. When we reenter normal space, I'll
decide if it’s feasible to proceed with this harebrained
scheme.”

He left the bridge.

He reached Commander Spock’s cabin, knocked, and
waited impatiently.

The door slid aside. Jim blinked, trying to focus on the
tall, thin figure in the dim red light.

“May I come in, Commander Spock?”’

“Most human beings find my quarters uncomfortable,”
Spock said.

*“I think I can stand it,”’ Jim said.

“The gravity—"’

Jim stepped inside before he realized what Spock meant.
He tripped on the level floor that felt like an upward step.
The gravity gradient changed from earth-normal to some-
thing considerably higher. He came down hard, twisting his
knee. He managed to keep his feet. He scowled at the
offending deck before facing Spock again.

A long slab of polished gray granite lay against one wall of
the stark, spare, dimly lit cabin. Jim wondered if the Vulcan
aesthetic required sleeping on stone.

Spock gazed at him, impassive.

“Do you want to explain your behavior on the bridge just
now?”’

“No, captain.”

Taken aback, Jim realized Spock was retreating into eva-
sion by the route of literal-mindedness. Jim chose a more
straightforward attack.

“Lindy’s new juggler—do you know him?”’

At that question, Spock hesitated.
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“Yes, captain.”

*“Tell me about him.”

“There is little to tell, beyond the obvious. He is a
Vulcan.”

“Not so obvious in the way he behaves. A Vulcan jug-
gler?”

“Juggling is an excellent method of improving hand-eye
coordination, Captain Kirk,” Spock said.

Jim would almost have sworn that he detected a note of
pique in Spock’s voice.

‘It takes intense concentration, patience, and practice.”

*You sound like an expert,” Jim said.

“I am hardly unique among Vulcans in developing the
ability,” Spock said.

‘‘Maybe we don’t need this fellow after all. Why don’t you
help Lindy out instead?”’

*“She did not ask me, captain.”

Jim had been sidetracked, deliberately or inadvertently,
but quite effectively. He wished the cabin were not so hot.
“Tell me about your Vulcan friend.”

“He is not,” Spock said, “‘my friend.”” He gazed past Jim
for a moment, his eyes focused on something invisible in the
dim light, something no one else could see. ‘““He comes from
an unobjectionable family. He had an excellent education
and many advantages. He has used these advantages to little
purpose. His accomplishments are negligible. He has few
inhibitions and less discipline. He . . . does as he pleases.”

Jim frowned. ‘I don’t understand the problem here, com-
mander. You reacted to him as if he were a hardened
criminal. But he sounds . . . ‘unobjectionable.’ ** He shifted
his weight to his left leg. The high gravity and the heat did
nothing for his mood.

“‘He has been known to follow trouble, and one must also
suspect the reverse. He . . . takes advantage. However, you
determined that on meeting him; [ saw no reason to repeat
what you already knew.”

“Now tell me what it is about him that you aren’t telling
me.” A drop of sweat tickled Jim’s face; he blotted his
forehead on his sleeve.

“He . . .” Spock hesitated. ‘‘He seeks out emotional
experiences.”’
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Jim would have sworn Commander Spock was embar-
rassed, if he had not been told so often that Vulcans had no
such reaction. He waited for Spock to continue. Spock said
nothing.

“Is that all?”

“‘Yes, captain.”

“Good lord! You acted like you’d seen an ax murderer.”

Spock considered. ‘‘The analogy is not unreasonable. He
is...apervert.”

Jim could not help it. He laughed. ‘“Thank you for the
warning, Commander Spock. I'll certainly keep it in mind
when I'm dealing with Lindy’s new recruit.”” Jim’s right
knee had begun to ache—so much for *“‘as good as new”’—
and the dim light had given him the beginnings of a head-
ache. “Will you grant us the honor of your presence on the
bridge? Soon?”’

“Very well, captain.”

On his way out, Jim forced himself to walk without
limping.

The Enterprise slowed from warp-speed and continued
through normal space on impulse engines. Sulu scanned for
Stephen’s vessel; Uhura projected its image on the
viewscreen.

Inspecting Dionysus, Jim understood why Stephen pre-
ferred piggybacking on the Enterprise to taking his ship on
the long haul through the Phalanx. The decommissioned
admiral’s yacht had seen better days.

“Enterprise to Dionysus.”

*“I hear you.”

“We’re extending the docking module at the port side of
the shuttle deck,” Jim said. ‘‘We can put out a tractor—"

‘“Don’t bother.”

*“I’m going to go meet him,”” Lindy said.

“I’ll go with you.” Jim was looking forward to meeting
this atypical Vulcan. Commander Spock’s disapproval
added to Jim’s interest. At the door of the turbo-lift, Jim
glanced back and said, ‘‘Commander Spock—would you
care to be on hand to greet this old acquaintance?’’

“I should prefer,” Mr. Spock replied,- ‘“‘to decline that
privilege.”
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Jim joined Lindy and they headed aft.

*Jim, I appreciate all your help,” Lindy said.

“My help?”’ he said. “‘I didn’t arrange the rather incredi-
ble coincidence that these coordinates just happen to fall
within the system’s Oort cloud.”

Lindy grinned. “We had to pick Stephen up someplace,
and he offered to come to the edge of the star system.”

The lift stopped. Jim stepped out. His knee streaked pain
down to his ankle and up to his hip, and collapsed under him.

“Jim! Jim, what—""

He lay on the deck with both hands clamped to his knee.
He clenched his teeth, vaguely aware of the sweat on his
forehead, the cold rough metal beneath him, Lindy beside
him. Mostly, though, he was aware of the pain.

“I'll get help.”

He grabbed her sleeve before she could stand. ‘““No, I'm
all right.”’ He rubbed his knee. The pain receded.

“You don’t look all right.”

“I just twisted it.”’ He struggled to his feet. “Mr. Spock
keeps a Vulcan environment in his cabin—I walked into a
gravity shelf I didn’t know was there.”” That was the truth. It
was incomplete, but it was true. He gingerly tested his
weight on his right leg. The knee held; the ache threatened
more than hurt.

“Okay,” she said. ‘‘You're a big boy, your health’s your
own business.”

Jim did his best not to limp as he crossed the catwalk and
climbed down the companionway. In her corral, Athene
weaved nervously, swaying back and forth. Two felinoids,
one a member of the company and the other an Enterprise
engineer, sat on the deck nearby.

“Hi, Gnash. Hi, Hazard,” Lindy said. The equiraptor
stood still when Lindy petted her.

“Athene will be glad of the dirt,” Tzesnashstennaj said.
“This is not a good place for her.”” He ducked his head
beneath Hazarstennaj’s chin. Their fur stroked together with
a static crackle, and Hazarstennaj purred.

“I know,” Lindy said. “Soon.”

Jim crossed the deck to the docking module and opened
the observation ports.

Lindy joined him. ‘“What’s a gravity shelf?”’ she asked.
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“It’s the discontinuity between two gravity fields that
aren’t connected through a gradient,” Jim said. “When you
go from, say, one g to two g’s, it feels like you’re walking up
a step. Only the floor’s still flat.”

Stephen’s ship had not yet come into sight. It would
probably take half the day for the old ship to dock. I should
have put a tractor on Dionysus in the first place, Jim thought,
and dragged it in by main force.

“‘Can you change the gravity any way you want?”’

““We create it—otherwise we’d be in freefall, or crushed
by acceleration. We can change it. It’s a lot of trouble,
getting everything balanced.” Jim opened a channel to the
bridge. ‘‘Lieutenant Uhura, where’s our guest?”’

““He says he’s on his way, sir.”

Jim looked around again, but the port gave a field of view
too limited to show him Dionysus.

“Anyway,” Jim said, continuing his explanation, ‘‘the
Enterprise has several different independent fields that inter-
act. Almost every starship has a couple of zero-g nodes. I
suppose that’s true of the Enterprise.” Back in the Aca-
demy, he thought, when we went into space, the null-grav
points were the first things we looked for.

“Hmm.”

His thoughts brushing past the null-grav points that might
exist within the Enterprise, Jim glanced at Lindy.

She stared into space, her eyes focused on something
more distant than any ship or star, some fantasy. Her
iridescent hair swung forward, shadowing her face.

Jim felt himself caught in a sudden trap of envy: he envied
the shadow, touching Lindy’s cheek, he envied the flying
horse, who could nuzzle the curve of her neck and shoulder,
he envied the members of her company, who could unself-
consciously hug her. He wondered if any of them were
special to her, or if she had decided, as he had when he
accepted his first command, that she must never think of
anyone under her authority as special.

“Captain!”

Uhura’s exclamation startled Lindy. She raised her head.
For a split second, her gaze and Jim’s locked.

Then the urgent tone of Uhura’s voice got through to Jim.
Motion outside the ship drew Lindy’s attention.
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“Look!” She pressed close to the port and cupped her
hands around her face to shield the glass from reflections.

Eerily silent in the vacuum of space, Dionysus drove
directly at the Enterprise.

Jim shouted a curse. He clenched his fists against cold
glass, infuriated. The shields had already begun to form, but
too late—it had been like this at Ghioghe: a sudden plunge, a
crash—

Dionysus blasted its forward rockets and decelerated
hard. Though the viewport darkened to protect the interior
of the ship from the light and energy, the dazzling flame half-
blinded Jim.

But the port cleared, the shields faded, and Dionysus
hovered beside the Enterprise. Starlight shone off jets of
steering plasma before they dispersed into space. Dionysus
docked with the barest hint of vibration, the barest whisper
of sound.

“Wow,” Lindy said. ‘I thought you said he didn’t want to
use any of his own fuel.”

His fury barely attenuated by a grudging admiration for
the pilot’s flash and style, Jim flung open the hatch as soon
as the sensors approved the seal between Enterprise and
Dionysus. The pilot of Dionysus boarded the Enterprise.

“What do you mean by hotshotting at my ship like that?”
Jim yelled.

“I thought you were in a hurry.” Stephen smiled at him. A
large tabby cat perched on his shoulder. “Glad to meet you,
Captain Kirk.” Stephen extended his hand.

Jim automatically reached to shake hands, the social
convention so ingrained that it overcame his real wish,
which was to sock Stephen in the jaw.

The cat launched itself at him and clawed its way up his
arm. Jim yelped in surprise.

“How do you do, Ms. Lukarian,” Stephen said.

“Call me Lindy, please.”

As they greeted each other, oblivious to Jim, Jim found
himself in his second face-off of the day. The vicious animal
hissed, snarled, buried its talons in his arm and shoulder,
and poised to rip out his eyes. Jim grabbed the monster with
his free hand and tried to shake it off.

“Ilya!” Stephen said. ““Quit it, come here.”
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The creature dug its claws into Jim’s arm and launched
itself at Stephen, rending the sleeve of Jim’s velour shirt.
The cat landed on Stephen’s shoulder and twined its lithe
body behind his neck. Its unnaturally long tail wrapped
around Stephen’s arm.

Jim clenched his fist, half in angry reaction and half to see
if it still worked. His forearm and the back of his hand stung
with deep scratches.

“He likes you, captain,” Stephen said. ‘I don’t think I
ever saw him take to anybody so quickly.”

“Likes me! What does it do to people it doesn’t like?”

Stephen shook his head. “There are some things human
beings aren’t meant to know.”

“Is he what I think he is?’’ Lindy asked.

As far as Jim was concerned, it was nothing but a cat. He
felt embarrassed to have come off second in the altercation.
He looked at it more closely. It was half again as large as the
largest cat he had ever seen. It had puffed out its cinnamon-
striped black fur till it looked even bigger, and it glared at
him with bright green eyes. Its fur-tufted ears flicked for-
ward, then flattened back against its head. Its paws, enor-
mous relative to its size, had a fringe of fur between the toes.
Its tail was probably half again the length of the cat’s body,
and it was prehensile.

“‘Just an ordinary little tabby cat.”’ Stephen grinned. *‘No,
you’re right. He’s a Siberian forest.cat.”

“I’ve never seen one. Can he do anything?”’ She offered
her hand gingerly to the big cat, and it sniffed her fingertips
and rubbed its forehead against her palm.

“Such as juggle?”’

Lindy laughed. ““Are you guys a team?”’

Stephen shook his head. ““He can do lots of things. But
only when he wants to. He really is an ordinary tabby cat in
that respect.”

“That’s too bad.” Lindy gazed thoughtfully at the cat, as
if considering ways to get him into the performance even if
he would not perform.

Immediately noticeable differences separated Ilya from
average cats. Far more subtle differences separated Stephen
from average Vulcans. Perhaps four or five centimeters taller
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than Spock, he was built along the same slender lines. Blond
and blue-eyed Vulcans, while uncommon, came within the
normal range of types.

But Vulcans always kept their bodies as tautly under
control as they kept their emotions. Stephen moved with
freedom and ease. His expression revealed him in a way
quite foreign to other Vulcans.

And no Vulcan Jim had ever seen permitted his hair to
grow as long and shaggy as Stephen’s.

“Thanks for your hospitality, captain,” Stephen said.
“I’'m not sure old Dionysus could have made it out to the
Phalanx and back under its own steam.”

‘It had plenty of steam just now,”’ Jim said angrily. ‘Your
docking was dangerous and foolhardy-——don’t ever fly like
that around the Enterprise again.”

*Jim, come on,” Lindy said. ‘‘It was a beautiful landing!”’

‘‘He didn’t land, he docked,” Jim growled, aggravated at
Lindy for telling him something he already knew but which
his responsibility to his own ship prevented his acknowledg-
ing or appreciating; irritated even more to be told it by a
grounder who got the terms wrong.

“You did say you were in a hurry,” Stephen said rather
plaintively.

*“Not in such a hurry I want my ship rammed.”

*I didn’t intend to scare you,” Stephen said. “‘But don’t
worry, I won’t do it again.”

Jim’s temper flared; he kept it in check only with diffi-
culty. ““See that you don’t,” he said.

Stephen watched the young captain stalk away. Human
beings knew how to take offense. They did it with style.

‘“Welcome to the company,”” Amelinda Lukarian said. “I
was impressed with your act—I hope you decide to join us
permanently.”’

*“I do, t0o.” The moment’s exhilaration of the dangerous
docking maneuver faded and slipped away, leaving Stephen
empty of feeling.

“I want to introduce you to everybody.”

Stephen followed Lindy to the corral. He had already
taken note of Athene, his well-trained mind judging the
complexities of her design, the difficulties inherent in her
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creation. He would have done several things differently. It
was only when Lindy stroked her neck and called her
“pretty thing” that Stephen noticed that she was, indeed,
beautiful. And so was Lindy.

“Tzesnashstennaj, Hazarstennaj,” Lindy said, “this is
Stephen. He’s a juggler.”

The two felinoids rose and circled Stephen suspiciously.
Ilya began to bristle; he sat on Stephen’s shoulder and
watched them like an owl.

“And who is that?” Tzesnashstennaj said.

“That is Ilya.”

‘““What is his relationship to you?”’

“He’s my pet,” Stephen said.

“You keep a fellow creature in servitude?”’

“I’d hardly call it servitude,” Stephen said. ‘“Though I
will admit he’s got me pretty well trained.”

The two felinoids looked at each other. ‘‘Anthropoid
humor,” Hazarstennaj said.

“Carnivores require freedom,” said Tzesnashstennaj.

“He has the same freedom I do. Without the responsi-
bility.”

“Typical. All anthropoids think other species exist for
their amusement. Come here, little brother.”

Ilya hissed and spat.

Tzesnashstennaj growled softly. “He no longer under-
stands his need for liberty.”

““Wait a minute,” Stephen said. “‘Ilya’s pretty intelligent
for an animal, but he’s not a sentient being. What are you so
upset about?”’

““Tzesnashstennaj,” Lindy said,*‘you’re still angry about
that ignorant rube in Boise who called the hunt performance
an animal act, aren’t you? QOutrage is bad for the system.
Why don’t you give it up?”’

*“That ‘rube’ gave me a lesson in the fragility of interspe-
cies contact,” Tzesnashstennaj said. ‘‘The keeping of pets
is . . . provocative.”

“You’re welcome to try to talk Ilya around to your point
of view,” Stephen said. “But I don’t think he’ll be very
interested.”

“Please don’t get into an argument over this,” Lindy said.
“You know what that would mean.”
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Tzesnashstennaj sneezed in disgust.

*“‘No,” Stephen said. “What would it mean?”’

**A company meeting,”’ Lindy said, her tone implying dire
threats.

“Hours of tedium,” Tzesnashstennaj said grimly. *“‘Lec-
tures by Mr. Cockspur.”

““Maybe you’d better declare a truce,”” Stephen said.

Tzesnashstennaj growled.

Jim returned to the bridge. At the threshold of the lift, he
took note almost unconsciously of the status of the bridge:
Commander Spock in intense communication with his com-
puter, Uhura and Rand completing the registrations and
agreements, Sulu planning the weapons strategy, Cheung
plotting a course. McCoy leaned nonchalantly against the
captain’s chair.

“I hear we’re expecting some excitement,” McCoy said.

*“That’s what 1 hear, too,”” Jim said. He slid into his
place.

A few minutes later, Lindy and Stephen arrived, chat-
ting and laughing. They sure took to each other fast, Jim
thought.

Spock raised his head.

This time he permitted himself no reaction beyond looking
Stephen over coldly. He would have turned his back, but
Stephen strode toward him.

‘“How are you—""

Spock rose. His expression hardened. Stephen thought
better of whatever he had been going to say.

“How are you . . . Spock?”

“Iam well.”

Everyone on the bridge pretended not to notice the inter-
change, except for McCoy. The doctor watched curiously.

“I cannot speak with you,”” Spock said. “‘I have duties to
attend to.”’ This time he did turn his back.

*‘Let’s see what we’re working on,’’ Jim said.

Uhura tracked and magnified an irregular chunk of dirty
ice. It tumbled across the screen.

“It will pass us eighty-nine seconds from . . . now,”
Commander Spock said. “‘If Mr. Sulu’s touch on the photon
torpedo is sufficiently delicate, he should be able to reduce a
corner of it into water vapor and rock particles.”
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“Understood, Mr. Spock.” Sulu grinned. ‘“Two hundred
metric tons of dirt, coming up.”

Sulu tracked the only bit of matter on the short-range
scope. The Enterprise lay within the system’s Oort cloud,
the band of debris left over from the formation of the star
and its planets. The debris orbited far beyond the outermost
world; at intervals some random chunk of primordial detri-
tus would follow a long, elliptical path near enough to the
star to blaze into a comet.

The concentration of matter was measurably greater here
than in space between the system’s planets, but ‘“‘measur-
ably greater” and ‘‘visually perceptible” were two very
different things. The cloud contained a large amount of
debris, but it contained more nothingness by high orders of
magnitude.

The scope caught the chunk of rock and ice. Sulu waited.
It tumbled. He studied its motion. He sought out a place
that would shatter properly. He waited for a usable orienta-
tion.

He fired.

Photons lased against an irregular projection, blasting it
away. Ice vaporized into a great cloud of steam, then froze
instantly into a storm of ice crystals that glittered, ex-
panded, dispersed. The proto-comet tumbled on in its orbit.
Bits and fragments streamed from the crater, spiraling in a
pinwheel pattern.

A cloud of rocky remains roiled and slowly expanded.

Lindy whooped in excitement, bounded down between
Sulu and Cheung, and kissed each on the cheek.

“Hikaru, Marietta, thank you!” She hugged Jim. *“‘Jim,
Athene will be so happy!”” She ran up the stairs, her hair
flying, and grasped one of Uhura’s hands, one of Janice’s.
“Janice, that was such a good idea! You’ll have to come
watch her when she’s running—you all will. She’s so
pretty!”” She stopped before Spock. “Mr. Spock, thank
you.”

“Thanks are unnecessary,” Spock said. ‘“You posed an
intellectual problem, I helped to solve it.”

“You’d better get Athene into the repair bay,” Jim said.
“We’ll have to evacuate the dock before we can get the dirt
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inside, and it’ll be noisy. The deck will transmit vibrations—
shouldn’t you tranquilize her so she won’t panic?”’

“No,” Lindy said. ‘‘But I'll stay with her while the work’s
going on.”” She spread her arms, taking in the whole bridge.
‘‘Everybody—thanks!”

She vanished into the lift. Stephen, Jim noticed, left with
her.

Jim felt as if he had been in the midst of a small but
powerful whirlwind. The bridge, despite ambient sounds
returning to normal, seemed terribly quiet.

‘“Put out a tractor beam, Mr. Sulu,” Jim said. *“You did a
good job.”

““Thanks, captain.”

Jim felt strange, complimenting one of his officers for
completing a task that Jim would have preferred not to do at
all. Back in the Academy, he and Gary used to daydream
about what they would be doing in ten years, what ships they
would fly on, what missions they would command. The
worst, the most boring assignment they could imagine was
running an ore carrier, dragging rough-smelted slag from
mine to refinery.

And the stuff I'm pulling on board isn’t even ore, Jim
thought. I hope this all turns out to be funny sometime in the
future, because it isn’t very funny now.

He absently rubbed his arm, which stung and itched from
Hlya’s claws.

*“What happened to you?”’ McCoy said.

“What?”’

McCoy indicated the scratches on Jim’s hand. Jim real-
ized that Ilya had completely shredded the sleeve of his
shirt, Fifi had torn the hem of his right pants leg, and he was
sprinkled all over with pink glitter.

“It’s a long story.”

‘“Want to tell it to me here? Or in sick bay, while I fix up
those cuts?”’

After what had just happened with his knee, Jim was not
about to let McCoy get him into sick bay.

‘‘Bones, to tell the truth, I don’t want to tell it to you at
all.$1

He left the bridge.
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Jim paced through the ship, restless and irritable.

When did I lose control? he thought. When Stephen came
on board? When Newland Rift’s ‘““puppies” jumped all over
me? The first time that flightless horse reared and screamed,
and Amelinda Lukarian ran past me with her hair flying? Or
was it before I ever came on board, when Admiral Noguchi
decided to honor me with his pet assignment?

To his surprise he found himself heading for the shuttle-
craft deck. The routine cperation of moving the comet debris
into the ship made even more noise than he had expected.
The tractor beams set up a nearly subsonic hum, the heavily
filtered ventilators moaned, the mashed rock crashed onto
the deck, and the rattling carried through the deck plates.

By the time Jim reached the observation window, the
tractors had drawn in a layer of dirt half a meter deep. Of
course it was not really ‘“‘dirt.”’ It contained no humus, no
organic matter except perhaps a few random micrograms of
amino acids. It was sterile and dead. Jim wondered how long
it took to turn vacuum- and photon-sterilized detritus into
fertile living topsoil.

He found himself wondering if the bio lab of the Enterprise
had any earthworms.

Shaking off the fantasies, he descended a companionway
that led to the repair bays.

“Lindy?”’

“We’re down here—number six.”” Eerie sounds reverber-
ated along the walls and deck plates.

Lindy patted Athene and whispered to calm her. Sweat
slicked the creature’s shoulders and flanks as she shifted
nervously.

Jim leaned on the rail that fenced off the number six repair
bay from the access tunnel. He wondered where Stephen
had gone, but he decided not to ask.

“Is everything all right?”’

“The trouble is,” Lindy said, ‘‘that when a horse gets
scared, her instinct is to run. Here, she can’t. So she gets
more scared.”

“The floor’s covered already,” Jim said. ‘““The noise
should stop soon.”

As if he had ordered the noise to cease, as if he had waved
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his hand in a magic gesture, the thrumming of tractor beams
faded and died. Athene snorted and fluttered her wings at
the change, but after that she acted calmer.

*“Thanks,” Lindy said to Jim.

“It was easy,”’ he said, and smiled.

“Say, Jim . . .” Lindy said hesitantly. ‘*About earlier.
Stephen is, um, kind of flamb