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“THE PERSON WHO COMMUNICATED
WITH THE GUARDIAN
WAS MYSON ..."”

Admiral Morrow looked at Spock incredulously.

“Your—"" Kirk doubted that Morrow could have
looked more thunderstruck if the conference table
had come to life and danced a hornpipe. It was a
full thirty seconds before the admiral could speak.
“I apologize, Mr. Spock . .. but your personnel
records never . .. "

He cleared his throat. ““At any rate,” Morrow con-
tinued, “‘the important thing is that contact was
established. What your son did once, he may be
able to do again. Where is he?”

“l am afraid that will be impossible, Admiral,”
Spock said levelly, but something shadowed the
dark eyes for a moment. “’My son has been dead for
five thousand years.”

“This book brought back all the excitement and

wonder of the very first STAR TREK episodes . . .

Not only does credit to the skill of the author, but
to the entire genre of STAR TREK writing.”
—Andre Norton,

Nebula Grand Master
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To every thing there is a season, and a time to every
purpose under heaven:

A time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant,
and a time to pluck up that which is planted;

A time to kill, and a time to heal; a time to break
down, and a time to build up;

A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn,
and a time to dance;

A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones
together; a time to embrace, and a time to refrain
from embracing;

A time to get, and a time to lose; a time to keep, and a
time to cast away;

A time to rend, and a time to sew; a time to keep
silence, and a time to speak;

A time to love, and a time to hate; a time of war, and a
time of peace.

—Ecclesiastes

There will be time, there will be time
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;
There will be time to murder and create,
And time for all the works and days of hands
That lift and drop a question on your plate;
Time for you and time for me,
And time yet for a hundred indecisions,
And for a hundred visions and revisions . . .
—T. S. Eliot
“The Love Song of ). Alfred Prufrock”

being to timelessness as it’s to time,

love did no more begin than love will end;
where nothing is to breathe to stroll to swim
love is the air the ocean and the land

love is the voice under all silences,
the hope which has no opposite in fear;
the strength so strong mere force seems feebleness:
the truth more first than sun more last than star
—e. e. cummings
“’Being to Timelessness As It's to Time”’
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Introduction

Way back in high school, when my guidance counselor
asked me what I intended to do with my life, I told her that I
wanted to be a writer.

I was lying.

I didn’t have the faintest idea what I wanted to do with
my life. I just knew that I had to tell her something to get her
off my back and, since I liked to read books, writing them
seemed like something I might want to do . . . someday. As
I recall, she gazed at me sadly, then said, gently, “But what
do you want to do to earn your living?”

Wise lady, Mrs. Duckett. Writing is nof an easy way to
earn a living (most people who do it full-time make less than
$8,000 annually—many much less) and, as James Gunn
sagely says, “Anyone who can be discouraged from pursuing
a career in writing, should be.”

So I went to college, then I got a job, as any sane person
who enjoys eating regularly should do. My few writing
attempts during a creative writing course in college were
quickly forgotten. I had absolutely no urge to write any-
thing.

Until one November day in 1976 when I found myself
staying overtime at my job at the U.S. Census Bureau,
saying, “What if?” And then typing: “Doctor McCoy
picked up his rook and plunked it down again, taking one of
his opponent’s pawns.” Line followed line, and a Star
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INTRODUCTION

Trek story began emerging from the typewriter— Yesterday's
Son. To be honest, I didn’t really write that book . . . it
wrote me.

I was obsessed. I bought a used IBM typewriter for $400
(a fortune to me, then . . . I had to borrow the money from
my credit union and pay it back at the rate of $18 a month,
and there were times I scraped to make that payment), but
by that time, I'd have mortgaged my soul to keep going.
Writing fever is worse than gold fever, and I had it bad.
Every night I’d call my long-suffering best buddy and read
her whatever I'd produced that day. It’s a wonder Deb
didn’t move to Outer Patagonia to escape.

By the time I was three chapters into the story, it had
become more than a lark, more than “just fooling around”
—I wanted to sell that book. And there was a little voice
inside me that kept whispering I would sell it. Even when 1
snarled at it to shut up, that the entire notion was nuts, the
little voice in the back of my head kept insisting that the
book would be published—somehow, someday. It whis-
pered at me the entire year it took to write the five drafts of
the novel. It continued to whisper when the manuscript was
submitted. It whispered for the next three years, while the
fate of the book hung in limbo.

But you know the rest, if you read Howard Weinstein’s
introduction to Yesterday’s Son.

What you may not know is that the story not only got
published, it surprised everyone by becoming the first Star
Trek book (excluding the movie novelizations) to make it
onto the New York Times bestseller list. Since then, that
occurrence has become fairly commonplace, but at the
time, it was a minor phenomenon.

(And you, the readers, were responsible for putting it
there, so I'd like to thank each and every one of you who
plunked down your hard-earned cash and bought the novel.
While I'm on the subject, thanks for buying this one, too.
Maybe you should pick up a second copy for a deserving
friend, as long as you're in the bookstore. 1 wouldn’t
object . . .)

All kidding aside, the success of Yesterday's Son gave me
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INTRODUCTION

the opportunity to become a full-time writer, and I now
realize that, all those years ago, I was telling Mrs. Duckett
the truth—I just didn’t know it then. I never wanted to be
anything else than a writer.

But when Yesterday’s Son was released in 1983, I thought
I was finished being a Star Trek writer. Zar’s story was over,
as far as I was concerned.

Hah!

Then in 1985, I was sitting at my word processor, and my
treacherous mind suddenly said, “What if?”” again. And, so
fast I could scarcely believe it (about a month, as I recall), I
had a contract to write a sequel . . . the book you’re holding
in your hands.

Oddly enough, a couple of months after I contracted to
write Time for Yesterday, many of the fan letters I received
began asking if I’d ever considered doing a sequel to
Yesterday’s Son. Telepathy? Empathy? A Star Trek group
consciousness? Your guess is as good as mine . . .

Speaking of fan letters brings me to my real reason for
writing this. Since the advent of my first Star Trek book, I've
gotten literally Aundreds of letters. (Most with an SASE,
bless you, Howie!) The overwhelming majority have been
the kind that gladden a writer’s heart. So far I've answered
over five hundred, and am currently about fifty to sixty
behind. (I'm always behind, so if you write me c¢/o Pocket
Books, please be patient. If you just want a quick response
to a specific question, or an autograph, try enclosing a
stamped, self-addressed postcard.)

I love hearing from fans, please believe me. I really enjoy
knowing what you think about what I’ve written. However,
answering dozens of letters does take time away from my
writing schedule. Especially since fully three-quarters of the
folks who write ask me the same question. So I’'m taking
this opportunity to respond en masse to that most-often-
asked question, which is:

“I want to write/am writing/have written a Star Trek book
of my own. How do I get it read and published?”

I’m truly sorry to say this, but you probably don't.

Pocket Books no longer reads unsolicited Star Trek manu-
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INTRODUCTION

scripts, as they did back in 1979 when Yesterday’s Son was
submitted. Due to the overwhelming number of submis-
sions they have received, they now only read and purchase
manuscripts submitted by professional literary agents. My
editor tells me that they currently have books scheduled for
years from now.

So what is my best advice for people who want to sell a
Star Trek book? It’s to write an original book or two set in
your own universe. Rewrite until your book is good enough
to publish (aye, there’s the rub!) and then keep submitting it
to publishers until it’s sold.* When that happens, you’ll be
able to get an agent without much difficulty. Your agent will
submit your Star Trek novel, it will be read, then maybe
Pocket Books will want to buy it. (And, yes, they’re the
only company with the legal right to publish Star Trek
novels.)

Unless you’re dead-set on becoming a professional writer,
that’s a lot of trouble to put yourself through just to get a
Star Trek book submitted. And nobody makes a decent
living off simply writing Trek novels. You can’t sell enough
of them.

If you’re dead-set on becoming a professional writer, my
advice is about the same: Write in your own universe, sell
your books, get a reputation in the field, then Pocket Books
will be pleased to read your Star Trek manuscript when
your agent submits it.

Believe me, I understand the attraction writing Star Trek
stories has for Star Trek fans. It’s a siren lure . . . wanting to
put words in the mouths of characters we know and love so
well. And for me (and for other writers I know), part of the

-enticement is that it’s much easier to write Star Trek stories
than to write original stories.

To me, writing a Star Trek novel is like swimming in a

*For proper submission format and procedures, go to your local library and
consult books such as Writer's Market and Fiction Writer's Market. (They
also contain lists of literary agents and their addresses.) You can also learn a
lot about markets, submission procedures and the like from taking courses
given at local colleges, attending writers’ seminars and workshops, etc.
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nice heated pool. You grow tired, you get exercise, but it’s
comparatively effortless. But, as I discovered when I began
working on other original stories, plotting one of my own
novels, or the first book in my upcoming Star Bridge series,
writing in my own universe was like trying to swim in the
cold ocean surf. You have to work harder just to stay afloat;
making headway is slow, difficult going. (For example, I've
been working on one book of mine, Suncastle, for five
years.)

But writing stories set in your own universe is infinitely
worthwhile . . . though there are times when you have to
keep reminding yourself of that. There are days when you
feel as though you can’t write another page, another
paragraph . . . sometimes even another word.

But you do. If you’re a writer, you can’t stop.

Best of luck to all of you out there. Here’s hoping you
enjoy reading Time for Yesterday half as much as I enjoyed
writing it.

Ann Crispin
August 1987
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Historian’s Note: Time for Yesterday takes place after the
events chronicled in Star Trek: The Motion Picture and
Howard Weinstein’s novel Deep Domain.



Prologue

SECOND-IN-WAR CLETAS PACED nervously before the guarded
door to his Sovren’s office, toes squishing inside his boots
with every stride. Even through the thick stone walls of the
fortress, he could still hear the dull booms of thunder, the
furious hissing of the rain. His dark gray cloak was black
with water; it dripped soggily, but Cletas barely noticed the
discomfort—he was too tired, too worried, too miserable.

The torches in their wall sconces flickered in the draft as
the door opened and Voba, the Sovren’s aide, peered out.
“You can come in now,” he whispered, stepping into the
hall. “Ingev and Reydel are just finishing up their report on
the range we can expect from the new—what do they call
them?—catapults.”

Cletas beckoned to the aide-de-camp, a short, slight man
with reddish hair and a comical blob of a nose. “How is he
tonight?”” he asked, pitching his voice for Voba’s ears alone.

The wiry little man shrugged. “The damp is playing rough
with his leg,” he said, sotto voce. “But is it true what I
heard? That today the High Priestess of the Danreg
foretold—"

Cletas silenced the aide-de-camp with a glare, knowing
that his refusal to speak would be taken as assent, even so.
Voba flushed angrily as he signaled the guards to open the
door.

Cletas stepped into the study, a small, almost cozy
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TIME FOR YESTERDAY

chamber in comparison to the rest of the fortress. His
empty stomach lurched, then knotted with anxiety. As the
three figures seated at the massive inlaid table turned
toward them, Voba announced formally, “Second-in-War
Cletas requests audience, sire.”

“It looks more like Second Cletas should be requesting a
hot meal and bath,” the Sovren said, his mouth quirking in
what Cletas, from long association, recognized as a smile.
“Come in and shed that waterlogged cloak! You’re dripping
on my rug.”

Cletas swung the steaming folds off his shoulders, nod-
ding to Ingev and Reydel, First and Second Heavy Weapons
Commanders, as he crossed the planked floor (avoiding the
brightly woven blue rug with his wet footgear), then saluted
and dropped to one knee, head bowed. “My liege.”

“Tonight is hardly the night for formality, Cletas,” his
Sovren said mildly, one slanting eyebrow rising with amuse-
ment. “Sit down and ask Voba to help you off with those
boots. I could hear you squishing from out in the hall.”

As Voba wrestled with the Second’s feet, the Sovren
turned back to his other two officers. “So we can expect
nearly twice the range of the experimental model?” he
asked. “What about the size of the stones?”

“We can adjust the size of the throwing-cup from that of
twice a man’s helmet to nearly half a meter in diameter,
sire,” Ingev reported. “Of course, the heavier the stone, the
shorter the range. Perhaps 450 meters at most for the
biggest missiles, those weighing more than twenty-five kilo-
grams.”

“Good. Shore up the bankings on the paths they must
travel and check the drainage.”

“Yes, sire,” Ingev and Reydel murmured, rolling up their
vellum lists and drawings.

“Voba, please bring the Second something to eat,” the
Sovren said to his aide-de-camp, as Cletas moved his chair
to join them at the table. “Will you have sufficient troops
and draft vykar to move all six of the machines, Command-
er Ingev?”

Ingev, a short, squat man with the bowed legs of a
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TIME FOR YESTERDAY

cavalryman, exchanged a sideways look with his tall blond
Second-in-Command. “We could use another 120 troops,
my liege,” he said, after a moment’s thought. “Twenty for
each machine.”

“Very well. Cletas, see to it that Commander Ingev is
detailed 120 of your auxiliary infantry. Most of them
should have time to rejoin their companies before they
engage. The catapults will only be useful while the enemy is
crossing the Redbank, before we engage.”

The Second-in-War caught himself before he could gri-
mace outright, but the keen gray eyes opposite him had
picked up his reluctance, he knew . .. they missed very
little. “As you order, sire,” he said, stiffly.

Ingev and Reydel were already standing. “Have we your
leave, sire?”

“Of course,” the Sovren nodded, sketching a salute in
answer to theirs. “Try to get some sleep.”

As their footsteps faded in the hall outside, Cletas turned
to his Sovren, his protest no longer hidden. “A hundred and
twenty infantry fighters, my liege! That’s a whole company
and more I may lose if they can’t rejoin their ranks. And for
what—to nursemaid and push along those—those—" he
sputtered to a halt, realizing he was on the verge of
insubordination. “Why, sire?”

“‘Because, Cletas my friend, those catapults may spell the
difference between outright defeat and stalemate for us. I
don’t dare even think the word ‘victory’—that would be
rank folly considering the odds we face.” The Sovren’s lean
face was hard and drawn beneath his clipped black beard
and moustache, and his gray eyes held his Second’s with a
bleak intensity. “But the Asyri, the Kerren, and the Danreg
have never seen anything like what we’ve so painstakingly
built, and the terror their hordes will feel when faced by a
sky raining boulders will cause them even more harm than
the rocks themselves.”

“But can you be sure the things will actually work in a
.combat situation? They’ve never been tried—"

“Oh, yes, they have. Not here, not now. But they’ll work.
Have I been wrong before?”
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Cletas ran a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair in
tired resignation, thinking of all the changes the Sovren had
introduced in the twenty years he’d known him. New ways
of counting, of measuring, even of speaking and reading . . .
lamps, drainage systems, schooling the children, riding the
vykar in addition to hitching them to wagons, better armor,
smelting iron instead of the softer, more malleable
bronze . . .

“No, my liege. You haven’t been wrong,” he admitted.
“Still . . .”” He grinned ruefully. “I wish we didn’t have to
try them for the first time in the last battle we both may see.
If you’ve finally made a mistake, I’d hate to miss the chance
to say ‘I told you so.””

His Sovren’s mouth softened into a genuine, rare smile.
“T’ll keep your wish in mind.” He rolled up a parchment
map, his hard, long-fingered hands moving with his custom-
ary quick efficiency. “Did you meet with your spies, or did
they all drown on the way?”

“We met, sire,” Cletas said. “The situation hasn’t
changed much. Heldeon of Danreg Ford has set up camp on
the northern slope of Big Snowy, and this afternoon the War
Queen Laol and Rorgan Death-Hand met with him there.
They talked for about two hours, then rejoined their troops.

“My informant said that the meeting was interrupted by
the discovery of three spies, which caused some finger
pointing, but then they calmed down and shared wine and
broke bread like the best of friends. Even the rain couldn’t
damp the greed in their eyes as they looked down at New
Araen.”

The Sovren’s face retained its usual impassivity, but
Cletas was quick to note the sagging of his big shoulders.
“So we can’t even hope they’ll cut a few of each other’s
throats before they open ours,” he said softly, bitterly. “And
with this rain still continuing, Moorgate Plain will be so soft
the enemy will scarcely need shovels to dig our graves.
Presuming they have the decency to bury us, which is
doubtful.”

Cletas nodded, knowing that, although he could no longer
hear the downpour outside, his ruler could. “If this rain
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keeps up, we might as well forget about fighting. The troops
won’t be able to march, the catapults won’t roll, and the
cavalry will look like pottery figures ready for firing.”

“We’ll need two days of sun in order to have decent
footing.”

“I know,” Cletas agreed, staring gloomily into the savory
stew Voba slid in front of him. Absently, he broke off a
chunk of hard reddish bread and began chewing on it. “We
may be forced to abandon the cavalry flanks if the ground is
this bad. After all that drilling . ..” he sighed. “Vykar
Troop Commander Yarlev will cry, you know.”

The Sovren ignored the levity this time, his eyes intent on
his Second’s face. “The meeting with your spies and
scouts,” he said. “How did it go? Something is disturbing
you. I could feel it as soon as I saw you.”

Cletas shivered a little, thinking of all the times his
Sovren had somehow sensed matters that he would have
rather kept secret. At times it frightened him to realize that
this man, so different physically from his adopted people,
was also different inside. He thought differently, in some
manner Cletas couldn’t explain. He could sense thoughts
and emotions and, sometimes, the coming of death.

“I’'m sorry, old friend,” the Sovren said gently. “Did I
rattle you again? You ought to be used to it by now. But
what about the rest of your report? Is the Redbank still
flooded? Has the High Priestess of the Danreg pronounced
the battle oracle yet? When will they march?”

“No,” Cletas said heavily, *“she hasn’t pronounced it yet.
We know that Heldeon’s people—and, for the moment at
least, we can include Rorgan Death-Hand’s Asyri and Laol’s
Clan Kerren also—won’t fight without it. As for the river,
my sources estimated that they won’t be able to cross the
Redbank until day after tomorrow at the earliest. More
likely three days.”

The Sovren watched him intently as Cletas spooned gravy
onto his bread. “Then what did happen today? Voba knew _
something, too . . . I could tell. What is it?”

The Second took a huge bite of the gravy-sopped bread
and chewed, while trying desperately to think of a way to

5



TIME FOR YESTERDAY

phrase his news. Perhaps if he started with the plan he’d
developed, it wouldn’t seem so . . . final. Cletas swallowed
the bread, aided by a swig of rochab wine. “The High
Priestess, Wynn,” he began, “is Heldeon’s daughter, in
addition to her service to the Goddess.”

“So0?”

“She’s a widow, who lost husband and child two years ago
in an Asyri raid. Not a lass anymore, but still of bearing age,
my liege . . . they say her father values her counsel more
than any of his clan chiefs. And, it’s reported, likely
looking . . . tall, with—"

“I repeat, so?” The Sovren’s voice was as hard and
flat as his eyes now, and Cletas felt himself flinching away
from the palpable wave of anger emanating from his ruler.
“Explain what all this has to do with her battle oracle,
damn it!”

“Sire,” Cletas met those nearly colorless eyes, then, all his
resolutions toward subtlety forgotten, blurted, “it’s been
nearly a score of years now since the Lady Araen—the
Goddess keep her—passed the Final Veil. If you wish, it
could be a matter of State, no true union! Consider it, my
liege, please!”

“Cletas, if you’re implying what I think you’re implying,
you’re out of line.” The Sovren’s face was drawn, its harsh,
angular planes making him appear almost inhuman. “If I’ve
misread your admittedly disjointed statement, then clarify
your meaning.”

“My meaning, sire, is this: If the High Priestess Wynn
could be captured before she can pronounce the oracle for
the coming battle, then the Danreg wiil be thrown into
confusion. Their troops may even refuse to march.”

One slanted brow rose in surprise. “Hmm . .. Cletas,
that’s a far more logical suggestion than most of the ones the
Council voiced today. Do you think a small raiding party
could engineer such a capture?”

“I would volunteer to lead it personally, my liege,” Cletas
said. “Tonight.” He braced himself. “However, that only
constitutes the first part of my plan, sire. Once the woman is
within our walls, it may be possible to . .. he hesitated,
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searching for words, “‘it may be possible to . . . reason . . .
with her. Convince her that an alliance by marriage would
benefit both our peoples. Bride-raiding is common among
the Danreg, something they will excuse if done for the
purpose of honorable marriage.”

With an abrupt, furious movement, the Sovren stood up
and turned his back on his Second-in-War. Cletas went on,
stubbornly, “Heldeon’s people hold the ties of blood-kin
and marriage-kin so sacred that they would never fight
against one of their own. If you could convince this woman
to ally with you in a State handfasting, Heldeon might even
be moved to join our cause. At worst, he would withdraw his
troops to avoid the sin of raising sword against one who is
blood-by-marriage.”

As Cletas finished, the Sovren began pacing, and even his
limp (caused by a spear he’d taken through his left thigh
years ago) could not mask the anger plain to read in every
stride. “Did the Council put you up to this?” he asked
tightly. His face was still impassive, but his eyes made the
Second shudder, knowing he’d reopened an old—but still
agonizing—wound.

“No, sire,” he said, forcing himself to gaze steadily at his
ruler. “It might be a way to save New Araen, and that’s all
I’m thinking of . . . that, and the fact that you’ve been alone
too long. Nineteen years . . .”” He hesitated, thinking of his
own Marya and their son and daughter, trying to imagine
life without them. ““That’s too long to be alone.”

“I spent seven years in total solitude, once. I'll manage,”
the Sovren’s voice was curt. He stood with his hands
clasped behind his back, facing a wall painting he’d done
twenty years ago, when his stronghold was first built. The
Second had never understood the subject matter—stars,
and an outspread hand, beneath an odd, disklike shape.
Once he’d asked his ruler what it meant, only to be told,
“It’s a message for someone who hasn’t been born yet.”

The Second dragged his thoughts back to the present with
an effort—there was something strangely hypnotic about
those painted stars. They weren’t just white specks of light
the way they appeared in the nighttime sky, but tiny spheres
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of all colors, hanging like scattered jewels against the black
background. Cletas had never seen stars like that.

“Sire, won’t you even consider my plan? It could mean
life instead of death for all the Lakreo Valley. Would it be
such a terrible price to pay, to take a consort? Heldeon has
nearly eight thousand troops, and if he could be swayed to
our side . ..”

The Sovren sighed, turning back to face him, weariness of
more than body cloaking him, shadowing his features
beneath his thick black hair. “Very well, Cletas. I promise to
consider the second part of your plan, assuming you’re
successful in capturing the woman tonight.”

“Thank you, my liege.”

“But you’re sure she hasn’t given the battle oracle yet?
Third-in-War Trebor Damas mentioned that there was
some kind of ceremony going on up on the hillside today,
and that the High Priestess was speaking.”

Cletas sighed. Here it is, then. I should have known I
couldn’t keep it from him. “I’'m positive about the battle
oracle, sire. What the High Priestess announced today was
that she’d had a Sending concerning you.”

One eyebrow went up in wry amusement. “Me? And how
stands the Lady Wynn'’s record in these matters?”

“She . . . has never been wrong, sire. At least, not that my
sources could discover,” Cletas admitted.

“Cletas, you look as though your favorite hunting cat had
died. What is it? What did she say?”

The Second-in-War forced himself to meet those tired
gray eyes. “She said: ‘Only if he who is halt walks healed, if
he who is death-struck in battle rises whole, only then can
victory slip from us—then only will the Goddess turn Her
face away.’”

This time the eyebrow nearly vanished beneath the black
hair. “Indeed,” the Sovren said slowly. *“So, today Wynn,
High Priestess of the Danreg, who has a perfect record in
her prophecies, foretold my death in the coming battle.”

“But, sire—"" Cletas made a helpless gesture. *“Maybe this
time, she’s wrong.”
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“As my own estimable sire would remark,” the Sovren
paused, clearly remembering, “‘fascinating.’”

“Is that all you can say?” Cletas snorted indignantly. “A
few moments ago you looked ready to break me in two for
suggesting you take another consort, and now, when I tell
you it’s been prophesied that you won’t survive this battle,
you just look mildly interested”—he thumped his fist on
the table with exasperation—*“and quote your father? Was
he as coldblooded?” :

“Well, actually, no,” the Sovren said, amused at his
Second’s outburst, “both of us are rather warmblooded, by
comparison with the rest of you. By about three degrees, or
s0.”

Cletas gave him a measuring glance. “This must be a
night for revelations,” he said. “I’ve never heard you
mention your father before. Does he still live? Where is he?”

The gray eyes softened suddenly, wistfully, in the stern
face. “My father . . .” he mused. “Someone I haven’t seen
in more than twenty years, now.” He twisted a heavy silver
wrist-guard absently, not looking up. “I still miss him, you
know? Almost as much as I miss Araen. I knew them both
such a short time . . .”

“Is he dead?”” Something about his Sovren’s manner of
speaking made Cletas think not.

“Dead?”’ The ruler made a small sound, almost a chuckle.
“No, he’s not dead.”

“Is he . . .” Cletas hesitated, “like you?”

“You mean physically?”” The Sovren ruffled the hair over
his ears, hair deliberately left shaggy to disguise his most
obvious “difference.” He’d learned early that minimizing
his differences made his rule easier. “Yes, I definitely take
after his side of the family, Cletas.”

“Was—is—he a ruler too, my liege?”’

“Well . . . no, not really. Actually, the last I knew, he was
a Second-in-Command, like you, my friend. He serves his
ruler as loyally and well as you do me. Together, the two of
them have had at least as many adventures, and their
exploits have become legendary.”
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“Great warriors, eh?”

“When necessary, Cletas. But most of the time they tread
the paths of peace.”

“Would that we could, too, sire,” Cletas said, trying to
envision such a land. “Is there any chance you could
summon them? We could use two such fighters, now.”

Slowly the Sovren shook his head, the expression in his
eyes faraway, as though he were looking at something
wonderful he could never have again. “No, Cletas. They are
farther away than mere distance. If you rode hard for all the
days and nights left in your life, and your son and then your
daughter rode for all the days and nights of theirs, they
could never even draw near to them. Finding them would be
as impossible as pulling down a handful of stars . . .”

His words trailed off, then, after a moment, he straight-
ened, his voice hardening. “Come on, Cletas. Let’s go over
those armory requisitions Trebor Damas sent over. We
haven’t much time left.”
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Chapter One

THE FOG was a tangible thing, muffling the ocean at the foot
of the tall, plunging cliff, concealing the jagged rocks awash
in surf beneath its woolly blanket. Even the whoosh-boom of
the mighty Pacific, here at romantically dubbed Lands End,
was reduced by the fog to faint slurping noises that echoed
and rebounded eerily in the heavy mist. The man standing
by the edge of the cliff was at one moment wrapped in
almost total silence, then the next, could clearly hear the
mournful barks of the sea lions gathered on the protruding
rocks and navigational buoys.

A newborn breeze began whipping his dark wavy hair,
and he knew from long experience that it spelled death for
this particular fog. San Francisco mists were tenacious, but
the wind always won in the end, herding them out to sea,
breaking them against the hills, smothering them in the
valleys.

For a moment the man felt a sudden pity for the fog,
helpless before the air currents. You're getting morbid, he
told himself. Stop it right here, or you'll spend the rest of the
day depressed. Besides, he checked his wrist chrono, lunch-
time was over ten minutes ago . . . you're late.

But he made no move to turn and retrace his steps back to
the dully gleaming parabolas and towers of Starfleet Com-
mand. After all, what good was rank if you couldn’t take an
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extra half hour for lunch once in a while? It wasn’t as if his
aide, Lieutenant Thasten, would shake an accusing blue
finger at him . . . the Andorian would appreciate the chance
to catch up on her workload from this morning. He kept her
busy . . . must remember to put her in for a promotion, he
made a mental note. Anyone who can keep my office as
organized as Thasten has for the past few years has earned
the equivalent of a battlefield commission . . .

He began walking through the moving fogbank, im-
mersed in memories, memories that crowded his mind
whenever it wasn’t fully occupied with work. The echoes in
the mist sounded like a voice, and his mind shaped the
sounds into the words he’d heard so often those last three
months . . .

Jim . .. how soon can I go home, son? Jim, 1 hate this
place . . . Familiar pain stabbed him, dulling now after six
months, but still there. For a second he was back in that
austere little chapel in Riverside, lowa, knowing that in a
few minutes he would have to carry the little box to the rows
of wall crypts and slide it into the newest one ... the
polished bronze plate identifying the niche as the final
resting place for the earthly remains of his mother, Winona
Kirk . ..

The hiss of a two-seater messenger skimmer jerked him
back to San Francisco and the present. It swooped down,
hovering a half meter above the clifftop, and the pilot, a
young lieutenant, leaned out, her manner at once respectful
and urgent. ‘“‘Admiral Kirk, Admiral Morrow requests your
presence, sir.”

James T. Kirk hastily swung up 1nto the little snub-nosed
vehicle, and the lieutenant lifted them with a rush even
before he’d finished activating his safety field. Lands End
dwindled away beneath him as he looked down; then, as the
craft banked and turned east, Kirk watched the amber-
orange towers of the Golden Gate Bridge emerge from the
white fogbank like the ethereal spires of some fairyland.

“What'’s up, Lieutenant? Where are we going?”

“My orders were to take you to central headquarters, sir,”
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the lieutenant said, her expression carefully neutral. “Ad-
miral Morrow did not tell me why, though he did say it was
urgent.”

Minutes later, the skimmer docked in the central shuttle
bay at Starfleet Command, and Kirk headed immediately
for Morrow’s office. He was still wondering why the com-
mander, Starfleet, had summoned him, and spent a few
moments mentally reviewing the status of his current as-
signments. Nothing wrong there—he was ahead of time on
most of them, and, barring bureaucratic snafus (a continual
menace), all would be completed on schedule.

His boots clicked impatiently up to the lifts in the
northern tower and the admiral scowled, seeing that all
were in use. He forced himself not to fidget as he waited, his
hazel eyes traveling impatiently over the magnificent vista
of San Francisco and the Bay visible through the fifty-story
sweep of plex filling the tower’s lobby with polarized sun-
shine. The fog was completely gone, now, and Sol turned
the pale bronze, gold, and white lobby into a shining
marvel, broken only at ground level by splotches of green,
vermilion, and cobalt-colored plants.

Come on, come on, he thought, forcing himself not to turn
and stab the lift button again. Morrow said it was urgent . . .

The lift chimed softly, apologetically, behind him. “Level
43, Section 17,” Kirk announced, stepping into the glassy
bullet.

The lift deposited him in the corridor before the admi-
ral’s office. As the entrance portal hissed out of his way,
Kirk was startled to find himself facing Lieutenant Thasten,
who was just leaving. “Thasten, what’s going on?”

“I brought your things, Admiral,” she said, indicating his
packed travel bag sitting on the carpet in the reception area.
“Do you know when you’ll be back, sir?”

Kirk grimaced. “I didn’t know I was going until this
moment. I'll let you know, Thasten. In my absence, please
ask Commander Arex to attend the services for Captain
Ikeya and the Constellation’s crew.”

“Yes, sir.”
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Kirk turned away to find Morrow’s aide busy keying his
voder. ‘““Admiral Kirk is here, sir.”

“Please go right in, Admiral,” he said, almost immediate-
ly, then ushered Kirk into Morrow’s private office, the
admiral’s travel bag grasped firmly in his topmost talons.

Harry Morrow was waiting for them, his dark, handsome
face drawn and sober. *“Hold the questions, Jim,” he said.
“One of our ships is in trouble. We haven’t got much time.
Cochise is standing by. I’ll brief you as soon as we're
underway.” :

Kirk nodded, taking his bag from the aide. Morrow
pressed a button and a vid-screen wall swung aside, reveal-
ing a small transporter unit with two pads. As they stepped
up, the aide spoke softly into a communicator, then Kirk
felt the familiar sensation of displacement as the walls
shimmered, then solidified, revealing a different location.

The first person he saw as he stepped forward into the
Cochise’s small transporter room was his former First
Officer. “Spock!” he exclaimed, striding over to the Vulcan.
“What the hell are you doing here?”

“Admiral Morrow sent for me,” Spock told him. “I just
arrived.”

“You’re looking well,” Kirk said. “How long has it been?”

“One month, six days, seventeen hours, nineteen min—"’

“The question was rhetorical, Spock—as you very well
know,” Kirk broke in, grinning. “It’s good to see you.”

“And you, Jim.”

“Gentlemen,” came Morrow’s voice from behind Kirk,
“I hate to break up old home week, but we don’t have much
time.”

Kirk turned to follow the admiral. ““All right, Harry, let’s
hear a few of those answers you promised me. Where are we
going? Why all the secrecy?”

Morrow nodded. “The secrecy is because you’re still
James T. Kirk, media darling, and I didn’t want reporters
getting wind of this situation. The last thing we want is a
panic.”

“A panic?”’ Kirk’s good-natured smile faded.
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Morrow nodded. “The briefing room is this way, gentle-
men.”

As they left the transporter room, the barely felt vibra-
tions of the ship’s engines altered, and Kirk realized they’d
already left Earth orbit at full impulse power. Morrow
wasn't kidding about being in a hurry, he thought, following
the admiral. We must be halfway to Pluto already. Where are
we headed? Which ship is in trouble?

Cochise was one of the Hermes Class I Scouts, with a
usual complement of about 200 crew and officers. But as he
trailed Morrow’s broad back through the nearly empty
corridors, Kirk realized that the ship must be running with
just a skeleton crew.

The admiral led them to the small briefing room, acti-
vated the security screens, then waved them to seats. “We
have a big problem, gentlemen. Something is threatening
the Federation, something with a potential for destruction
that-is . . . limitless, I suppose. Worse than Vejur, much
worse. The aspect of the problem that is our immediate
concern is Alpha Centauri B, and the Kismet, a Federation
courier ship which is now stranded about 100,000,000
kilometers from the star.”

“Stranded?” Kirk leaned forward, frowning,

“Yes. It’s been there for nearly sixteen hours now, help-
less, its computer system entirely shorted out.”

Spock’s eyebrow climbed nearly to his hairline. “The
entire system? Most . . . unusual. The backups are nonfunc-
tional?”

Morrow nodded brusquely. “It’s all part of what’s hap-
pening to Alpha Centauri B. The star has been enveloped by
a wave of time displacement that is speeding up its aging.
It’s consuming itself at an incredible rate—converting its
hydrogen into helium as though millions of years were
passing in minutes. We’re evacuating the population of
Kent to Centaurus, praying that we have enough time to
finish before the star swells into a red giant and engulfs its
planets. That could happen as early as twenty hours from
now, by some estimates.”
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Kirk stared at the admiral, stunned. Alpha Centauri was a
triple star system. Alpha Centauri A was a yellow sun
slightly larger and brighter than Sol, orbited by Centaurus
and fourteen other, uninhabited planets. Alpha Centauri B
was its nearby (thirty to forty A.U. distant) smaller, orange
companion. Both were distantly orbited by a small red
dwarf, a flare star named Proxima Centauri. Kirk had
known that Proxima Centauri was the closest star to Earth’s
solar system before he could read.

Alpha A had shown signs of instability for hundreds of
years, but its slight fluctuations were negligible on a stellar
scale. Kirk had never heard of any problems with Alpha
B—under normal circumstances, both stars should have
remained unchanged for billions of years. Alpha B was
orbited by six planets. The most Earth-like one, Kent, had
been settled by humans over a hundred years before. Kirk
had visited there more times than he could recall.

He also owned property on Centaurus, only one system
away . .. a valley he’d bought over the years and named
Garrovick Valley, in honor of his first captain. Kirk had a
brief, piercing memory of his little cabin there, the hours of
peace and quiet—of fishing in the Farragut River.

It took him a moment to find his voice. ‘‘And the Kismer?
It’s caught in this . . . wave . . . of accelerated time, too?”

“No,” said Spock, positively. “Logic dictates that if it had
been, everyone aboard would have been killed instantane-
ously. Aged and fallen to dust before they could even realize
what was happening to them.”

Harry Morrow was nodding agreement. “Right. Though
they had to explain that to me in words of one syilable too,
Jim, so don’t look like that.”

Kirk had been feeling stupid. “You’d think I'd have
gotten used to it after all these years of working with
Vulcans. So what is the problem with the Kismet's comput-
ers?”

“The EMP effect,” the commander of Starfleet told him.
“Any massive thermonuclear reaction—whether it’s from a
bomb or a star—causes an electromagnetic pulse that shorts
out computers—and communications. Anyway, the ship is
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drifting in space, and if it’s there much longer...” He
shrugged, making a curiously final flick of his fingers.

“Can we get close enough to the ship to rescue the crew
without getting caught by the EMP effect ourselves?” Kirk
asked.

“I don’t know,” Morrow said. “Communication is im-
possible, of course, since their systems are down. Our
deflector shields will protect us—that’s how they’re manag-
ing to evacuate Kent—but as to whether we can get close
enough to the ship to attempt a rescue . ..” He frowned,
shaking his head. “Kismet got caught by the EMP before it
had enough warning to activate its shields. All we can do is
get there as fast as we can and see what we can do. My
science staff is working on the problem of how to stay
shielded and still use the transporter . . . though, as you
know, we’ve never figured out a way to do that yet.”

“I will offer my assistance to them,” Spock said. “What is
our ETA?”

Morrow’s eyes flicked to the chronometer. “At warp
eight, we should be there in about fifteen hours.”

“Cutting it pretty close,” Kirk muttered.

“We only found out about it an hour ago. Kismet was in
communication with Kent when it was hit, but it took
awhile for the news to reach us. Communications from the
evacuation area have been sporadic and confusing, as you
might guess.”

“What percentage of the population of Kent has currently
been evacuated?” Spock asked.

“Our last report said seventy-five percent.”

“Hell of a lot of people left, then,” Kirk said grimly. And
then, because he /ad to know, he said, trying to keep his
concern from showing, “I gather this won’t affect Centau-
rus?”’

“Alpha B may engulf or sear the outermost gas giants in
the Centaurian system,” Spock said, his quick glance at his
friend acknowledging the reason for Kirk’s anxiety, “but
Centaurus itself should be far enough away to escape the
heat. As to the cosmic rays . . .” He raised an eyebrow at
Morrow.
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“We’ve got special planetary shielding rigged,” the admi-
ral told them, “to deflect the rays. Don’t worry, Jim, your
valley will be safe. I still remember the fishing there.”

Kirk sighed. “Thanks, Harry.”

Spock steepled his fingers, a familiar gesture to Kirk from
all the briefings they’d shared over the years. It meant he
was thinking hard. “You said this was only one aspect of a
larger problem, Admiral Morrow,” the Vulcan said. “Is that
larger problem, by any chance, connected with the loss of
the Constellation ten days ago?”’

Kirk stiffened, glancing quickly from the Vulcan to the
admiral. :

Morrow nodded, reluctantly. “Yes, it—"

The admiral was interrupted by the signal above the door
flashing. When he keyed it open, a Tellarite ensign hurried
in, saluting, her tiny eyes crinkled with anxiety. “This
message just came in for you, Admiral. Priority One, sir.”

Morrow reached for the cassette the younger officer held
out. “Thank you, Ensign.”

While he watched the admiral scan the message, Kirk’s
mind flashed back to Morrow’s revelation about the Con-
stellation and her fate. He’d known her captain, Carmen
Ikeya, for over ten years. She’d been the first woman to
command a starship, though now there were several others.
He could see her in his mind’s eye, almond eyes beneath
unruly salt-and-pepper hair, a reckless, “give ’em hell” grin
on her lined face. Whatever had happened to Carmen—and
it was apparently more than the official Starfleet designation
of “missing, presumed destroyed”—XKirk was willing to bet
she’d gone down swinging.

His musings were interrupted by Morrow’s soft curse.
The admiral’s broad shoulders sagged suddenly. “What is
it, Harry?”

Spock, too, was leaning forward in his seat, though his
expression, as usual, remained unreadable.

Morrow shook his head. “I just got confirmation that the
Kismet carried a passenger. I'd hoped that perhaps he’d
been delayed somehow and wasn’t aboard . . .” he sighed,
“but he is.”
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“Who is? What passenger?”’ Kirk was beginning to feel as
if he’d fallen down a rabbit hole.

“] wanted to talk to the three of you together,” Morrow
went on mumbling, half to himself. “You’re such a well-
known team, so I ordered him to catch the next ship for
Earth.”

““The three of us . . .’ Kirk looked over at Spock, who
nodded solemnly at him. “You’re telling me Kismer’s pas-
senger is . . . Dr. Leonard McCoy.”

“Yes.”
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Chapter Two

“OH, sHIT,” KIRK sAID. “This is a hell of a mess.”

“Indeed,” agreed Spock.

Morrow nodded grimly.

Spock finally broke the ensuing dismal silence. “Admiral
Morrow, perhaps you might explain the entire problem
—and why you felt ‘the three of us’ were uniquely suited to
advise you.”

Morrow took a deep breath. “First, remember that this is
all Priority One Secret. / wasn’t given the complete picture
until day before yesterday. Only the Secretary General of
the Federation Council, and four other people—two of
~ them theoretical physicists—know everything that I'm
going to tell you.”

Kirk watched the admiral, wondering why the theatric
buildup—he’d known Harry Morrow for years, and drama
wasn’t his style. It’s as though he has to nerve himself up just
to put it into words.

“More stars than Alpha Centauri B are dying premature-
ly,” Morrow began. “I expect Mr. Spock has seen articles in
scientific journals speculating on the sudden increase in star
deaths.” He glanced over at the Vulcan.

Spock nodded. ‘““Yes. Statistically, there have been fully
ten times as many star deaths in our galaxy as there should
have been during the past two solar months. Astronomical
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physicists have been unable to account for this increase, but,
extrapolating this trend to include stars of ten-plus solar
masses, the projected result is indeed disquieting—"

“You mean terrifying,” Morrow interrupted. ‘““What you
haven’t read in those articles is the reason for these star
deaths.”

He paused, and Kirk guessed, “More of these time
waves?” :

“Yes. Fortunately, until yesterday, none of the stars that
had been-affected has had inhabited planets. But now Alpha
Centauri B is dying. Picture what one of those waves of
accelerated time would do to Sol. Or 40 Eridani. Kent has a
population of fifty million. What’s the population of Vul-
can?”

“Seven billion, seven hundred and fifty-two thousand
—as of the most recent full-count census.” ‘

“And Earth has nearly twice that many.” Morrow rubbed
his forehead as though to ease a headache. *“I’ve ordered
every freighter, every pleasure yacht, every Starfleet vessel
within range to assist in Kent’s evacuation. We just might
make it.”

“And the Constellation?” Kirk asked. “What happened to
it?”

“The ship came out of warp too soon,” Morrow said.
“It—> He was interrupted by the bosun’s whistle. The
admiral activated the small vid-screen. “Morrow here.”

“Admiral,” the communications officer was a middle-
aged Native American man, “I’ve just received a shielded
signal from the Secretary General of the Federation Coun-
-1 S

*“Decode and patch through to me here.”

A moment later, he scanned the translation, his face
drawn and gray with shock. “Neutrino detectors have
located signs of growing instability in Canopus. The secre-
tary general wants to know how many Federation-registered
vessels in that sector could be used for evacuation pur-

poses.”
Morrow activated the screen again. “Lieutenant Buck,
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respond that I’ll have to do some checking,” he said, slowly.
“I don’t know how many private yachts we may be able to
commandeer. Inform the secretary that I'll get her an
answer as soon as possible.”

Morrow switched off the unit, his expression a study in
frustration. “Two inhabited planets in the Canopus sys-
tem,” he growled. “Eight billion people. I'm afraid this
briefing will have to wait until I get that information
through to T°’Kyra. Jim, I’ll need your help to chase down
some commercial shipping figures. Spock, report to the
scientific team.”

During the next hours, Kirk pushed his worry about
McCoy to the back of his mind, forcing himself to concen-
trate on the difficult task of tracing the routes and schedules
of potentially available cargo ships in the Canopus sector.
Once he looked up at a diffident, “Sir?” to find the Tellarite
ensign waiting with a pot of coffee and a plate of sand-
wiches. He ate them mechanically, hardly noticing that they
were his favorite, chicken salad. It was only when his fingers
marched blindly across an empty plate that he realized he’d
been ravenous.

The coffee he drank black, grateful for its scalding energy
boost. When he got up to find the head, he looked at his
chronometer and was startled to realize he’d been sitting
there for nearly five hours.

Two pots of coffee, a sonic shower, and a twenty-minute
nap (when he inadvertently nodded off over his figures)
later, he had finished the analysis Morrow wanted. Kirk
keyed the final data into the banks, then transmitted copies
of his findings to Morrow. His eyes were gritty and raw as he
rubbed them, trying to will away a throbbing headache.
Ought to get my eyes checked, he thought, standing up and
stretching. His back creaked.

I've only been awake for thirty-four hours, he thought,
disgustedly. Must be really getting old. Time was when I
could put in thirty-six hours and still be ready for a fight. For
the first time in hours he let himself think of Bones,
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wondering how his friend was faring. It’s got to be hell,
trapped in that little ship with all the systems dead, blind and
deaf, waiting for that star to swell up and swallow them . . .

The portal slid aside and Spock entered. The Vulcan,
Kirk noted sourly, appeared far more rested and alert than
he had any right to look. He raised an eyebrow at Kirk’s
expression. ““‘Are you all right, Jim?”

The admiral nodded wearily. “‘How long till we reach
Kismet?”

“We are almost within sensor range of her last recorded
position now. Admiral Morrow said he could use our help
on the bridge, since Cochise is carrying a minimal crew.”

“Good. Anything is better than sitting around worrying.”

The two officers headed for the bridge. Though the scout
ship was much smaller than the heavy cruisers such as the
Enterprise, it was designed along similar lines. Kirk stood
for a moment looking at the captain’s seat, the viewscreen,
each station, and drew a breath of contentment to be back
in space, with the feel of a ship beneath his feet. It was
impossible to feel happiness, of course—Bones was out
there, in danger. But it had been months since he’d even left
Earth orbit.

It’s only when I'm back out here that I realize how much I
miss it, he thought. I leave something out here when I'm
planet-bound . . . a part of my soul.

“Jim, can you take the helm?’ Morrow asked, turning in
the captain’s seat to regard him. ““I just sent my helm officer
and navigator down to the shuttle deck, in case we locate
them.”

“Aye, sir,” Kirk said, giving his best ‘“‘eager ensign” salute
and heading for the control and navigation console.

“Mr. Spock, please take the sensors. I want a constant
monitor.”

“Understood, Admiral,” Spock murniured, assuming his
station beside the science officer.

“Are we clear, Mr. Spock?”

“Yes, sir. Our best orbit for sensor scanning will be at a
distance of 120,000,000 kilometers, Admiral, and we will
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need to maintain our shields. The EMP emanations are
continuous.” : _

“Very well. Ahead one-quarter impulse, helm. Heading
three-four-two, mark four.”

Kirk found himself scanning the console for the proper
controls. Wish Sulu were here. He set the course, then eased
the switch up in its slot. Cochise glided smoothly on her
way.

Alpha Centauri B stood out clearly in their forward
screens by now, as a small yellowish-orange sphere slightly
smaller than the sun as seen from Earth.

“I am detecting considerable neutrino activity, Admiral,”
Spock said. “Alpha B could begin expanding into an orange
giant at any moment.”

“Magnification on forward viewscreen. Increase filters.”

Alpha B rippled larger, then larger still. Kirk stared at the
star. Look at those sunspots. Never seen so many. And the
_ solar flares!

“Any sign of Kismet, Mr. Spock?”

“Negative, Admiral.”

“Increase speed to one-half impulse, Jim. Same heading.”

“Aye, sir.” Kirk found he was falling back into his days as
an ensign helmsman on the Farragut. His fingers danced
over the controls with fewer and fewer hesitations.

Slowly, Cochise settled into orbit around the star. At this
rate, it'll take us days just to circle it, Kirk thought anxiously.
Yet he knew they couldn’t afford to miss the tiny Kismet on
their sensors—they wouldn’t get a second chance. If, in-
deed, they were granted a first chance.

The electromagnetic wave disrupted communications, so
they could not even check on how the evacuation of Kent
was proceeding. Kirk guided Cochise in her orbit, keeping a
careful watch on their power levels. “Admiral,” he said,
after nearly an hour had passed, ‘“keeping our screens up at
full capacity is draining our power reserves faster than
projected.”

“How long can we keep searching at this rate?”” Morrow
asked.

“Not more than another two hours,” Kirk told him. “Did
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the Kismet’s last communication give her location coordi-
nates?”

“Yes,” Morrow said. “Her last reported location was
where we entered orbit.”

“But she’s had nearly thirty-two hours to drift away from
there,” Kirk pointed out.

“Inertia,” Spock said, nodding approvingly at his former
captain. “Logically, we cannot afford to ignore the fact that
a body traveling at any given speed tends to remain at that
speed unless acted upon by an outside force.”

Morrow rubbed his forehead. ““I see what you mean . . .
but can we afford to take the chance that we’ll miss them by
skipping part of our search pattern?”

Kirk took a deep breath. “Can we afford not to?”

“How fast was Kismet going when she encountered the
EMP wave?”” Spock asked.

“She was due for a brief message relay at Kent,”” Morrow
told him, “which is why she came out of warp. If Captain
Perez was following a textbook approach, he should have
been traveling at three-quarter impulse power.”

“That gives me something to go on, then.” Working with
feverish haste, Kirk set up the problem on the navigation
computers, double-checking his figures, remembering to
allow for the increased buffeting of Alpha B’s solar wind on
a powerless—but still gliding—vessel. He fed all available
data into the computer, then asked it to plot a projected
course in three dimensions. Moments later, he had his
answer. I

“Spock, it’s been a long time since I did anything like this.
Will you check my figures?”’

In his absorption, Kirk had forgotten that he wasn’t in
command. Spock glanced at Admiral Morrow for permis-
sion, who nodded. Kirk transferred his data to the science
console, then sat tensely, trying not to think that McCoy’s
life might depend on what they did in the next few min-
utes.

The Vulcan straightened after a moment. *““Verified,” he
said, glancing over at Kirk. “Logically, that is where they
should be.”
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“All right, Jim,” Morrow said, after looking over the
projection, “lay in your course. Warp factor one.”

Cochise leaped ahead beneath Kirk’s fingers. Twenty
minutes later, Kirk announced, “We’ve reached my pro-
jected coordinates, Admiral. Decreasing to sublight.”

“Any sign of them, Mr. Spock?”

“Nothing, Admiral.”

“Implement standard search grid. Slow to one-half im-
pulse.”

Kirk piloted Cochise through the maneuvers of the search
grid automatically, his mouth dry with anxiety. What 1f
he’d been wrong? We might have passed them by already.
Bones could be ten thousand kilometers behind us, on that
ship with no life-support systems . . . he could be dying, right
this minute, they could all be dead . . .

Ten minutes . . . Fifteen . . . Thirty . . . One hour.

One hour and twenty minutes.

“Power status, Jim?”’

“We can maintain full shielding only another fifteen
minutes,” Kirk said quietly, feeling despair settle over him
like a shroud. “If we search any longer, we won’t be able to
keep up our shields long enough to get away ourselves.”

Morrow’s dark features held nothing but sympathy.
“We’ll search, then. You did everything you could, Jim.
Don’t look like that.”

Kirk shook his head, numb with the realization that this
time, they weren’t going to pull a miracle out of thin air.
This time, they were—

“I’'m picking up something.” Spock’s flat tone held an
undercurrent of excitement.

“Kismet?” Morrow leaned forward.

“Verified, Admiral. The vessel is dead ahead, heading
mark three point four-two.”

Kirk felt relief wash over him, relief that was almost
immediately replaced by increased tension. Are we too late?
Are they still alive?

Cochise approached the drifting courier ship. Except for |
her emergency running lights, she was dead in space. “Well, ]
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we’ve found her,” Morrow said, to nobody in particular,
“now, how do we contact her? All her communication
systems are down. She can’t see or hear us.”

Cochise’s science officer, a woman named Lisa Washing-
ton, turned to regard the image on the forward viewscreen.
“Send someone out to knock on their airlock?” she sug-
gested, deadpan. _

Despite his worry, Kirk’s mouth twitched at the picture
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