o —

|
Ak

= (a2
f THE FEDERATION’S GREATEST MINDS—
" MARKED FOR MURDER!
65813 1

Tt

m&mmw PRIME

THE NEW I'IBUEl BV 4{

STAR TREK®







R S\

“WHO ARE YOU—AND WHAT
ARE YOU DOING ON MY SHIP,
MISTER?”

Kirk kept his voice even, but his hands were
clenched tight at his side.

A starbase security trooper in full armor blocked
the airlock door. The trooper lowered his phaser
rifle and saluted. “Lieutenant Abrand, sir. Commo-
dore Wolfe requests your immediate presence on
the bridge.”

“Commodore Wolfe? On my bridge?”’ Kirk looked
_over the trooper’s shoulder. There were more of
them in the lock—all armed. “Where the devil is
Spock? What's the meaning of this?” If Kirk’s eyes
had been phasers, the lieutenant would have been
a dissipating blue mist.

.““Commander Spock is in interrogation, sir. Com-
modore Wolfe will explain.”

“You can be damn sure about that,” Kirk said,
pushing past the startled trooper and through the
airlock.



Look for STAR TREK Fiction from Pocket Books

Star Trek: The Original Series

Final Frontier
Strangers from the Sky
Enterprise
Star Trek IV: TVH
#1 Star Trek: TMP
#2 The Entropy Effect
#3 The Klingon Gambit
#4 The Covenant of the Crown
#5 The Prometheus Design
#6 The Abode of Life
#7 Star Trek II: TWOK
#8 Black Fire
#9 Triangle
#10 Web of the Romulans
#11 Yesterday’s Son
#12 Mutiny on the Enterprise
#13 The Wounded Sky
#14 The Trellisane Confrontation
#15 Corona
#16 The Final Reflection
#17 Star Trek III: TSFS
#18 My Enemy, My Ally
#19 The Tears of the Singers
#20 The Vulcan Academy Murders
#21 Uhura’s Song

#22 Shadow Lord

#23 Ishmael

#24 Killing Time

#25 Dwellers in the Crucible
#26 Pawns and Symbols
#27 Mindshadow

#28 Crisis on Centaurus
#29 Dreadnought!

#30 Demons

#31 Battlestations!

#32 Chain of Attack

#33 Deep Domain

#34 Dreams of the Raven
#35 The Romulan Way

#36 How Much for Just the Planet?
#37 Bloodthirst

#38 The IDIC Epidemic
#39 Time for Yesterday

#40 Timetrap

#41 The Three-Minute Universe
#42 Memory Prime

Star Trek: The Next Generation
Encounter at Farpoint

#1 Ghost Ship
#2 The Peacekeepers



STAR TREK
MEMORVIFRIME

GAR AND JUDITH
REEVES-STEVENS

POCKET BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney Tokyo



This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and
incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or
are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales
or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Another Original publication of POCKET BOOKS

POCKET BOOKS, a division of Simon & Schuster Inc.
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N.Y. 10020

Copyright © 1988 Paramount Pictures Corporation.
All Rights Reserved.

......

‘Q)‘ STAR TREK is a Registered Trademark of
i Paramount Pictures Corporation.

This book is published by Pocket Books, a division of
Simon & Schuster Inc., under exclusive license from
Paramount Pictures Corporation.

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce
this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.
For information address Pocket Books, 1230 Avenue
of the Americas, New York, N.Y. 10020

ISBN: 0-671-65813-1

First Pocket Books printing October 1988

1049 8716 514" 13 K25}

POCKET and colophon are trademarks of
Simon & Schuster Inc.

Printed in the U.S.A.



For Robin Kingsburgh,
who has chosen the final frontier.






Chapter One

THEY WERE ALL ALIENS on that planet. From the worlds of the
Federation, the empires, and the nonaligned systems, each
was a visitor on a planet where indigenous life had vanished
in the slow expansion of its sun more than five hundred
centuries before.

The scientists from a dozen races had come and gone
since then. Andorians had sifted through the heat-stressed
sands in search of clues to understanding and controlling
~ their own prenova sun. Vulcans had beamed down a net-
work of automated planetary sensors and warped out of
system in less than one standard day. Terrans had con-
ducted a six-month colony assessment study, with negative
results. Even a Klingon heavy-assault scientific survey vessel
had passed by, scanned for dilithium, and departed.

Through all these incursions, the planet spun on, un-
claimed, unwanted, littered with the debris of sprawling
survey camps and unbridled exploration. In the end, it was
not even given a name and became little more than a
footnote on navigation charts, identified only as TNC
F3459-9-SF-50, its T’Lin’s New Catalog number. It was an
abandoned world, a dead world, and for some beings in that
part of the galaxy, that meant it was perfect.

* * *
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This time, his name would be Starn, and he would wear
the blue tunic and burgundy guild cloak of a dealer in kevas
and trillium. Legitimate traders were not unknown on TNC
50. The disguise would serve him well.

As he walked through the narrow streets of Town, Starn
cataloged everything he saw, comparing it to the scanmap
his ship had produced while in orbit, already planning his
escape routes. The slender needles of Andorian prayer
towers stretched up past the squat bubbles of Tellarite
communal baths, casting dark shadows through billows of
fine sand that swirled like vermilion fog. A group of Orion
pirates appeared, wearing filters against the sand. There
were no authorities on TNC 50 for pirates, or terrorists, or
any type of criminal to fear. There was only one law here.
Fortunately, Starn knew it.

The Orions slowed their pace, coolly assessmg the resist-
ance that a lone trader such as Starn might provide. Starn
pulled on his cloak, stirring it as if the wind had caught it for
an instant. The Orions picked up their pace, each touching a
green finger to his temple in respect as they passed by. The
sudden glimpse of the black-ribbed handle of Starn’s Iopene
Cutter had shown them that, like most beings on TNC 50,
Starn was not what he seemed.

Starn continued unmolested. Most of the other oxygen
breathers he passed also wore filters. A few, like Starn, did
not. For those whose lungs had evolved in an atmosphere
scorched by the relentless heat of 40 Eridani, this barren
world was almost like coming home.

As Starn approached the center of Town, he felt a tingle
and slight resistance as if he had stepped through a wall of
unmoving wind. It was the transporter shield, projected and
maintained by the merchants of Town. A strong enough
transporter beam could force its way through, Starn knew,
but the transmission time would be on the order of minutes,
long enough to make an easy target of anyone trying a quick
escape after an act of vengeance. Everyone who came to
TNC 50 had enemies and Town could only continue to exist
as long as it offered safe haven.
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As the swollen red primary set, Starn approached his
rendezvous site: a tavern pieced together from scavenged
survey structures. A sign swung above its entrance, clatter-
ing in the rising wind. It told Starn who the proprietors of
the tavern were. Other races might secretly whisper the
name of the tavern, but only a Klingon would be insulting
enough to display it in public.

The sign carried a two-dimensional image of a mon-
strously fat Vulcan clutching two Orion slave women to his
folds of flesh. The Vulcan’s face was distorted in a terrible
grimace. Beneath the image, set in the angular plgaD of
Klinzhai, glowed the tavern’s name: vulgangan Hagh. Starn
pulled his cloak around him, an innocuous gesture that
served to position the handle of his weapon for instant
access, then stepped into the tavern to keep his appoint-
ment.

The central serving area was smoke-filled and dimly lit.
For a moment, Starn was surprised to see a fire pit set in a
far wall, blazing away. An open fire on a desert planet
without plant life could only mean that that part of the
tavern had come from either a Terran or a Tellarite struc-
ture. Starn studied the fire for a moment and failed to detect
an appropriate amount of heat radiating from it. It was a
holoprojection.

Terran, he decided. Tellarites would have shipped in plant
material especially for burning. Starn knew the fire was
there for a purpose, most probably to hide sensors. His host
must already know that Starn had arrived.

Starn stepped up to an empty space at the serving counter.
A multilegged creature made an elaborate show of sniffing
the air, then moved several stools away. Starn ignored it.

The server behind the counter was, as Starn had deduced,
a Klingon, and an old one at that. He limped on an
improperly matched leg graft and wore a veteran’s ruby
honorstone in the empty socket of his left eye. Starn was
troubled. A Klingon with an honorstone would be revered
on Klinzhai, given line and land. A veteran with such a
medal would never submit to being a menial tavern server,
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which meant the tavern server had stolen the honorstone.
The concept of a Klingon without honor was as unsettling as
the laughing Vulcan depicted on the tavern’s sign. Starn
decided that the stories of Town’s depravity did not do it
Jjustice.

After ignoring him for several trips back and forth, the
server finally stopped in front of Starn. “NugneH,
vulgangan?’ the Klingon growled.

Starn considered for a moment that in this setting the
standard Klingon greeting actually made sense. “bIQ,” he
snarled in reply.

The Klingon paused as if puzzled by Starn’s perfect
accent, then filled the trader’s order for water by spitting on
the counter in front of him.

Other beings nearby, who had listened to the exchange,
froze. Had Starn also been Klingon, a glorious blood feud
would have started that might have lasted generations. But
Starn was not Klingon, though his knowledge of the em-
pire’s customs was comprehensive.

The server waited tensely for Starn to respond to the
insult, his single eye burning with expectation. Starn slowly
slid his hand beneath his cloak, and just as slowly withdrew
a carefully folded white cloth. Keeping his eyes locked on
the Klingon, Starn delicately dabbed the cloth into the
spittle on the counter and began to raise the cloth to his
forehead.

The server began to tremble. Starn moved the cloth closer
to his forehead. Two Klingon mercenaries standing farther
down the counter began to snicker. The cloth was centime-
ters from Starn’s forehead when the server finally realized
that the mad creature was not going to stop.

“Ghobe!” the server spat, and snatched the cloth from
Starn’s fingers. Starn sat motionless as the server used the
cloth to wipe up the counter and then stormed away, his rage
almost comical in its intensity. The mercenaries broke out
in gales of harsh laughter. One of them motioned to a server,
who guided an antigrav tray of food and drink through the
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tables. A few moments later, the server stopped the tray by
Starn and passed him a sealed bubble of stasis water.

“With the compliments of the officers, trader,” the server
said.

Starn looked down the bar at the Klingon mercenaries.
They smiled at him and made clumsy attempts at saluting
him with third and fourth fingers splayed. Starn nodded in
acknowledgment, to more laughter, then broke the seal on
the bubble and waited for its field to collapse. Around him,
the business of the tavern returned to normal.

Whatever else Starn was, he was a connoisseur. From its
bouquet, he identified the water as coming from a desert
world, high in complex oxides. With his first sip, he ruled
out TNC 50 as its origin. The water had once been part of a
photosynthesis-based ecosystem and this planet was lifeless.
A second sip was all he needed. The water was from Vulcan.
The mercenaries had sought to honor him. Starn placed the
bubble on the counter and would not touch it again.

A pale blue hand reached out to the counter beside Starn.
The movement was cautious and he turned slowly. An
Andorian girl looked at him nervously. She was young,
clothed in a tattered and obviously contraband Starfleet
jumpsuit that matched her skin color, and she suffered from
an atrophied antenna. Even the smallest and poorest of her
people’s families would have sacrificed everything to treat
that twisted hearing stalk. The girl was something no
Andorian should ever have been forced to be: alone.

Starn greeted her in flawless Federation Standard, again
no accent to suggest it was not his first tongue.

The girl looked nervously from side to side. “Wass it a
present brought you here, trader?”” she asked in a sibilant
whisper.

Starn nodded yes. He couldn’t detect anyone nearby
trying to eavesdrop, but noticed that the girl stood so that as
he turned to speak with her, he looked straight across the
serving area into the sensors hidden behind the fire. He
didn’t try to block them.
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“And where was that present from?”’ the Andorian asked,
shuffling and looking over her shoulder. Her withered
antenna twitched and she winced in pain.

“Iopene,” Starn answered. Another dead world whose
now-extinct indigenous life had proven to be too competent
in building lethal weapons. Even the empire banned Iopene
relics from all but the noblest houses. The cutter that Starn
carried had been the “present” that had convinced him to
take the invitation to come to TNC 50 seriously.

“Thiss way,” the girl said, and headed for the back of the
tavern. Starn followed. Behind him, he could hear the
mercenaries begin to laugh again.

The girl slipped quickly through a series of dark corridors.
Starn kept up with her, ducking his head beneath the low
Tellarite ceilings. They passed an entrance to a smaller
serving area where Starn could hear Orion dancing music
pulse in time to the cries from an unseen audience. He
detected the scent of drugs outlawed on a hundred worlds,
heard screams of pain and pleasure above the hum of
cranial inducers, and committed to memory every twist and
turn, every dark stairwell, for the long run back.

At last the girl stopped by an unmarked door. She gripped
a gleaming gold handle on the doorframe and trembled as
the embedded sensors read her palm prints and analyzed
her sweat. The door clicked, then slipped open. The girl
entered and motioned for Starn to follow.

A young Klingon waited behind a simple desk. A single
glowpatch lit the room from directly above him and his eyes
were deeply shadowed beneath his prominent crest. The
Andorian scuttled to a corner. The Klingon rose gracefully
and waved toward a chair across from his desk.

“Good of you to come, Trader Starn,” the Klingon said in
Standard. “I am Karth.”

Starn took the offered chair, comfortably proportioned
and padded for humanoids, and studied his host. Even for a
Klingon, the being was large. The taut fabric of his tunic
stretched across an impressively muscled physique. Starn
compared the tunic with hundreds of military designs he
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had memorized in order to place his host within the Klingon
hierarchy. With something close to amazement, he finally
realized that what Karth wore was that rarest of Klingon
garb—a civilian outfit.

“Do you want something?” Karth gestured to a serving
unit on the wall. “Perhaps . . . water?”” The Klingon smiled,
respectfully keeping his teeth unbared.

“Sensors in the fire pit?” the trader asked.

“Of course. The crime rate in Town is one of the lowest in
the Federation.”

“And in the empire?”

“Trader Starn,” Karth began seriously, “all beings know
there is no crime in the empire.” Then he smiled again.
“Though if you had touched that server’s spittle to your
head and become betrothed to him before all those wit-
nesses, that would have qualified him for criminal proceed-
ings. A very clever way out of a potentially disastrous
situation. Kai the trader.”

“Kai the Karth who gives such generous presents.”

The Klingon settled back in his chair. The chair was
massive, but Starn’s sensitive ears heard it creak.

“As there is no crime in the empire,” the Klingon said,
“there are no presents, either. The Iopene Cutter is a down
payment.”

“Understood. What service do you require?”

Karth shook his head. “This is a foul language. So many
ways around the point. Nothing direct. What service do you
think, trader?”

“ChotneS,” Starn replied instantly.

Karth glanced over at the Andorian girl. “We shall stay
with this tera’ngan chirping. She speaks Ho/ much better
than Standard.” The girl stared blankly. Karth shifted his
gaze back to Starn. “I want no heads of state removed, no
leaders killed. This will be a simple act of murder, trader,
not assassination.”

“Whatever you wish to call it, the service is the same.”
Starn shrugged. “Who is to be the victim?”

“Don’t you want to know the price?”
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“After I know the victim.”

Karth shook his head again, hands moving slowly to the
edge of the desk. “You accept the contract now. You accept
the price now. There will be no negotiation once the victim
is revealed.”

Starn considered his options. It was probable he could
walk away from this now. But the opportunity for expansion
that this meeting offered might not come again. However, if
he did commit to the contract, in the end he would still be
able to make a final decision concerning who would be the
more difficult victim: the one who was now unrevealed, or a
certain Klingon civilian.

“Very well,” Starn agreed. Karth moved his hands back to
the center of the desk. “But since I cannot know the cost or
effort involved in this service, I must call on Klingon honor
to seal our bargain. State your price.” Starn was puzzled
when he could detect no physiological response to his subtle
insult. For a non-Klingon to bargain on Klingon honor
implied either that the non-Klingon was an equal of a
Klingon or that Klingon honor was suitable for animals. At
the very least, Karth should have demanded a test of blood,
if not death, but Starn could not hear any quickening of
Karth’s breathing rate or see any change in his skin color.

“Two hundred Iopene Cutters with feedback shields.”

Two hundred! Starn concentrated on not disrupting his
own breathing rate. Whole planets could be taken with a
handful of cutters whose beams could tunnel through any
force shield by turning the shield’s own energy against itself
in perfect counterphase.

“I was not aware that there were that many in existence,”
Starn said flatly. Two hundred!

“Do you doubt my word?” Now Starn picked up an
immediate flush in Karth’s face and a rapid escalation in
breathing rate.

*“I simply stated a fact. For such a price I will accept your
contract. Again I ask, who is the victim?”

Karth motioned for Starn to approach the desk. He
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touched a keypad and images formed on the desk’s surface.
Starn watched intently.

At first he was stunned. Then impressed. The concept was
brilliant. By this one single action Starfleet could be reduced
to an uncoordinated swarm of helpless ships and starbases.
The entire Federation could be brought to its knees. So
many past wrongs would be repaid. Starn knew he would
have accepted this contract without fee.

He leaned over the desk, studying the words and pictures,
memorizing the diagrams and timetables. Already a plan
was forming. It could be done. He was just about to step
back from the table when he noticed Karth’s hand on the
keypad.

“Bring up the initial timetable again?” Starn asked.

Karth tapped out a three-key sequence. Starn watched the
Klingon’s exact hand movements carefully, then stepped
back.

“I will be proud to carry out this service,” Starn stated.
“But I do have a question.”

“I expect you to have many.”

“Federation officials will not rest until they discover who
is behind this action.”

“That is not a precise question.”

“What do you wish the officials to find out?”

“That is not a clear question.”

“Should I leave evidence implicating the empire in this
crime?”

Karth leaned back and snorted. He gestured to his dark
face. “Who has set this crime in motion, trader? What do
you think?”

Starn took his opening. “I think it is intriguing that [ am
being hired to commit this crime by a mechanical device
attempting to pass itself off as a Klingon.”

Karth’s hands disappeared beneath the desk with unnat-
ural speed. Starn twisted sideways and reached beneath his
cloak. Karth jumped back from the desk, aiming a disruptor
at Starn. The cutter’s particle beam sliced through the air
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with a thunderous crackle, disassociating dust and smoke
molecules. But Karth dodged! The beam erupted on his
shoulder instead of his chest.

Starn stumbled back against his chair. The cutter whined
as it cycled up to discharge again but it would take too many
seconds. Karth’s shoulder dripped with thick blue coolant.
Wires and transtators glowed and sparked in the mechanical
ruin. The Klingon robot leveled its disruptor and fired.
Starn braced himself for disruption. The Andorian girl was
engulfed in a sputtering orange corona and collapsed onto
the floor. The robot placed the disruptor on the desk.

Starn looked over to the Andorian. Her body had not
disintegrated. She was still breathing. A Klingon disruptor
set for stun? What kind of madness was this?

“Neural disruption only,” the robot said. “She won’t
remember anything of the last twelve hours. She didn’t
know.” It pointed to its shoulder.

The cutter beeped its ready signal in Starn’s hand.

“You won’t need that,” the robot said, pushing small
silver tendrils back into its shoulder. The arm beneath
fluttered erratically, then jerked once and hung limply.

Starn replaced the cutter beneath his cloak. “You didn’t
kill her?” he asked.

“Low crime rate in Town. She’d be missed. There’d be
questions. The important thing is that there be no wit-
nesses.” A flesh-colored foam sprayed from the robot’s good
hand to cover the open circuitry of its blasted shoulder.
“Not now, and not when you carry out your contract.”

Starn watched with fascination as the robot began to
repair itself. He suddenly doubted that the Klingons had
anything at all to do with this.

“That sounds quite . . . logical,” Starn said and, thinking
of the image that hung above the tavern door, he began to

laugh.

10



Chapter Two

SPOCK DID NOT NEED LOGIC to know that another attempt was
going to be made. The only question was, who was behind it:
the captain or the doctor? He finally decided that the
instigator would be the one who entered the Enterprise’s
recreation lounge last. Satisfied, Spock returned to his meal.
His theory was disproved when the lounge door puffed open
and Kirk and McCoy entered together. Spock realized then
that they were both in on it. Whatever this one was going to
be, it was going to be big.

“Mr. Spock, mind if I join you?” Kirk was already seated
by the time Spock could swallow and begin his reply.
McCoy sat beside the captain, not even bothering to ask
Spock’s permission. The table for eight was now filled. As
were the two tables closest to it. The fact that the two chairs
across from Spock had been left empty, even as other crew
members decided to sit as close to him as possible, indicated
that everyone else knew that Kirk and McCoy were ex-
pected. It had also been Spock’s first clue that he was, as
McCoy would put it, being set up.

“Well, Captain?” Spock decided to play white and take
the advantage of the opening move.

“Well what, Spock?” Kirk’s wide-eyed innocence con-
firmed his guilt.
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“I merely assume that you have come to tell me some-
thing and I wonder what it is.”

Kirk pursed his lips. “Tell you something?” He looked
over to McCoy. “Bones? Did you have anything to say to
Spock?”

McCoy smiled brightly, his expression calculatingly
cheerful. “Not a thing, Jim.”

The captain and the doctor smiled at Spock. Spock
constructed a decision tree. He could excuse himself and
return to his station, though he concluded that would be
interpreted as a resignation from whatever game was being
played. Or he could regroup his position.

He took another forkful of salad.

“Good salad, Spock?” Kirk asked.

Spock chewed carefully and nodded warily, assessing the
captain’s counteropening gambit. He prepared himself for
the next attack. But the captain turned back to McCoy
instead.

“So, Bones, who do you think is going to take the'top spot
for the Nobel and Z.Magnees Prize in medicine?”

So that was it, Spock realized. Something to do with the
prizes. But what? He had not been nominated, and his work
would likely remain too specialized to ever qualify. Sarek,
his father, had been awarded the Peace Prize more than
twenty years ago but, logically, that had nothing at all to do
with Spock. So what were they hinting at?

“Well now, Jim, I think that Lenda Weiss has made a
remarkable contribution to our understanding of resonance
fields. Half my portable scanners are based on her work. I
really don’t see how she has any competition.”

“Not even from Forella?” Kirk suggested. “I hear his
work with shaped stasis fields will make the protoplaser
obsolete in just a few years.”

“T’ll believe that when I see it,” McCoy said definitively.
“Dr. Weiss is the front runner. No doubt about it.”

“I believe you’ll find the work of Stlur and T’Vann merits
the attention of the prize committee as well,”” Spock offered.
He suspected he shouldn’t get involved but logically he
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could see no other choice. The captain and the doctor were
grievously misinformed. “They have opened up the whole
new field of transporter-based surgery. Surgeons might
never—"’

“Stlur and T’Vann?” Kirk interrupted. “A Vulcan team?”

“Department heads at the Academy of Science,” Spock
added.

“So you follow the prizes, do you, Spock?”

“Doctor, the winners of the Nobel and Z.Magnees Prizes
represent the forward thrust of Federation science and
culture. From their work today it is possible to deduce the
shape of tomorrow. They represent the finest minds of all
the worlds of the Federation. Who would not follow them?”

Kirk and McCoy exchanged glances. Spock observed
them and felt as he did when he stepped into one of the
captain’s intuitive mates in three-dimensional chess, but he
still couldn’t determine what Kirk and McCoy were trying
to accomplish.

“I suppose you keep up with all the latest news about the
prizes then?” Kirk asked.

For a chilling moment, Spock was afraid he was about to
be informed that Dr. McCoy had been named a nominee,
but quickly discounted the notion. The prize committee had
some standards, after all. There were Vulcans on it.

I follow the news as much as I am able, Captain,”™ Spock
replied.

“And you know about the ceremonies coming up?”

“I have read about them in the updates.”

“Ah, good then. You know all about it. C’'mon, Bones.”
Kirk started to stand. McCoy followed.

Is that all? Spock thought. Where was the logic in creating
an elaborate setup such as this just to determine if he had
been keeping up with the news about the prize ceremonies?
Had he missed something?

“Excuse me—know all about what?”” he asked, knowing
the odds were overwhelming that he shouldn’t.

“The prize ceremonies,” Kirk said.

“The scientists who will be there,” McCoy added.
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“Where it’s being held.”

“How they’re all getting there.”

“You do know, don’t you, Spock?”

Spock prepared himself for the worst. “I’m afraid I must
say I obviously do not know. Please be so good as to inform
me.” Kirk and McCoy exchanged glances one more time.

“Why certainly, Spock,” Kirk began, then paused for a
moment. Everyone in the lounge looked at Spock expec-
tantly.

“The Enterprise has been assigned to carry a delegation of
sixty prize-nominated scientists to the ceremonies on Mem-
ory Prime.”

Checkmate, Spock thought. Again. “That is indeed splen-
did news,” he managed to say evenly.

Kirk turned to McCoy. “Well?”

“He blinked, Jim. I'm sure of it.”

“How about a smile? A little one?”

“Maybe. But the blink was definite. I think he’s excited.
Think of it, an excited Vulcan! And we were there.”

Spock stood up from the table. “Captain, may I ask what
arrangements have been made to accommodate the delega-
tion on board?”

“You may ask, but I can’t answer. The person in charge
hasn’t told me what’s been pianned yet.”

“I see. And who is the person in charge?”

“You are.” Kirk checked with McCoy. “Another blink?”

“I might have to write this up.’

Kirk looked back to Spock “If that’s all right with you,
that is?”

“I shall be honored, Captain.”

Kirk smiled. This time it was genuine. “I know, Spock.
We all know.”

“If you’ll excuse me, gentlemen Ifind I have con31derable
new work to attend to.”

“Of course, Mr. Spock. Carry on.”

Spock nodded, took his tray to the recycler, and headed
for the lounge door. As he stepped out into the corridor, he
could hear McCoy complaining.
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“I was sure we were going to get a smile out of him this
time. I'll admit two blinks are a good start but—" The
doctor’s voice was lost in the puff of the lounge door.

Spock walked through the ship’s corridors at a measured
pace, contemplating his feelings. Despite what most of his
crewmates believed, Vulcans did have emotions. It was just
that they chose not to express them. Though Spock sup-
posed that Dr. McCoy would be surprised to discover how
close he had come to seeing Spock smile back in the lounge.

In fact, if Kirk and McCoy had not made it so obvious
that they were setting him up, Spock thought he might well
have been startled and pleased enough at the news of the
prize nominees to have actually smiled in public. Then
again, Spock thought, perhaps that’s why the captain had
made it so obvious, so his friend would be forewarned and
spared committing an unseemly act.

The captain has such an illogical way of being logical,
Spock thought. He knew he would think about that for a
long time, though he doubted he would ever totally under-
stand. And as in most of his personal dealings with the
captain, Spock decided that understanding probably wasn’t
necessary.

“Transporter malfunction!”

There weren’t many words that could shock the chief
engineer of the Enterprise awake with such forcefulness, but
those two never failed.

Scott jumped out of his bunk and slammed his hand
against the desk comm panel. The room lights brightened
automatically as they detected his movements. That voice
hadn’t been Kyle’s. He peered at the nervous face on the
desk screen.

“Scott here . . . Sulu?” What was Sulu doing in the main
transporter room? “Report!” Scott hopped around his quar-
ters, trying to pull on his shirt and his boots at the same time
as Sulu’s tense voice filtered through the speaker.

“The . . . carrier wave transmitter just shut down, Mr.
Scott. Every pad in the ship is out.”
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“Ochh, no,” Scott moaned. Years ago on another ship he
had seen a landing party evulsed by a carrier-wave collapse.
He had personally seen to it that such a malfunction would
be virtually impossible on his Enterprise, no matter what
McCoy might think.

“Give me the error code, lad,” Scott asked softly. There
was no need to rush now. Whatever, whoever, had been in
the matrix when the wave collapsed was irretrievably lost.
And Scott didn’t want to think about who might have been
in the matrix. They were still in orbit around Centaurus.
The captain had some property there . . . and had planned
to visit it.

“Error code, Mr. Scott?”’

“Below the locator grid, Mr. Sulu.” Where was Kyle?

“Uh. .. one-two-seven,” Sulu read out tentatively.

Even Scott had to stop and think to remember that one.
When he did, he was relieved and angry at the same time. At
least no one would have been lost in transit and there would
be no more danger to the ship until he manually reset the
carrier-wave generator.

“Mr. Sulu, I dinna know what it is ye think you’re doing
at the main transporter station, but I strongly suggest ye call
up the operator’s manual and look up a code one-two-seven
shutdown on your own. I’ll be down right away and in the
meantime, Mr. Sulu . ..”

“Y-yes sir?”

“Don’t touch anythingl”

Scott broke the connection to the transporter room, then
opened a new link. “Scott to security. Have a team meet me
in the main transporter room, alert the captain if he’s on
board, and find me Mr. Kyle!”

Then the chief engineer straightened his shirt in the
mirror, smoothed his hair, and stormed out of his room to
find out who had just tried to scuttle the Enterprise.

Sulu began to apologize the instant Scott stepped through
the door.

“I’'m sorry, Mr. Scott. I only have a Class Three rating on
the transporter. The simulator never took me past error

z
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code fifty.” Sulu stepped quickly out of the way as Scott took
his place behind the transporter console.

The doors slid open again. Four burly, red-shirted securi-
ty officers rushed in, followed by Captain Kirk.

“Scotty, a malfunction?”” Kirk looked at the transporter
pads. Scott could hear the captain exhale with relief when he
saw they were empty.

“An automatic shutdown, Captain. Error code one-two-
seven.”

Kirk’s eyes widened. He knew them all. “Somebody tried
to beam an accelerator field on board?”

“Aye, while our own warp engines are on line, too. If the
computer scan hadn’t recognized the accelerator signature
in the matrix and automatically reversed the beam, the
chain reaction between the field and our dilithium crystals
would have fused every circuit in the Cochrane generators,
released the antimatter . . . occh.” Scott worked at the panel
to reconstruct the readings of the aborted beam-up.

Kirk noticed Sulu standing in the comer by the
viewscreen. “Isn’t this Mr. Kyle’s tour?”

“Well, yes, Captain. But when Doctors T"Vann and Stlur
beamed up with their transporter-based surgical equipment,
Kyle, well . . . he asked me to cover while he—"

“—helped them calibrate their equipment?” Kirk sug-
gested. “Or was it check their figures? Or link up to the
ship’s computer?”’

“Actually, set up their equipment in his transporter lab,
sir,” Sulu completed.

Kirk shook his head. “I don’t know, Scotty, but it seems
that ever since the prize nominees started coming aboard,
my crew is playing hooky from their work to go back to
school.”

“‘Hooky,” Captain?”’ Spock had entered the transporter
room and joined Scott behind the console.

“An inappropriate leave of absence, Mr. Spock, usually
from school.”

Spock arched an eyebrow. “Why should anyone wish to
do that?” He realized the captain was not about to enlighten
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him, so he turned to Scott. “What does the problem appear
to be, Mr. Scott?”

“It doesn’t appear to be anything. Some addle-brained
nincompoop just tried to beam up an operating accelerator
field and I'm trying to trace the coordinates.”

Spock reached over and punched in a series of numbers.
Scott read them on the locator grid.

“That’s the Cochrane University of Applied Warp Phys-
ics,” Scott said.

“Yes,” Spock concurred. “I believe you’ll find that the
‘addle-brained nincompoop’ you are searching for is the
professor emeritus of multiphysics there. Professor
Zoareem La’kara.” v

Scott narrowed his eyes. “Of all people, surely he’d know
what happens when ye bring an accelerated time field within
interaction range of aligned dilithium?”’

“Of course, Mr. Scott. Which is why he is a nominee for
the Nobel and Z.Magnees Prize in multiphysics.”

A paging whistle sounded. Uhura’s voice announced,
“Bridge to Captain. I have a message from the Cochrane
University, sir. Professor La’kara says he is still waiting to
beam up with his equipment.”

“Thank you, Uhura,” Kirk answered. “Tell him we’re
working on it.” Then to Spock and Scott he added, “Well,
are we working on it?”

“Captain, an accelerator field is a tricky beast. If a
fourth-dimensional arm of dilithium impinges upon a do-
main of artificially increased entropy, why all the power our
engines produce would be sucked back three and half
seconds, rechanneled through the crystals, and then sucked
back again. The feedback would be infinite and . . .”” Scotty
shuddered as he contemplated the resultant destruction of:
the ship’s warp generators.

“The fact remains, Captain, that Professor La’kara has
devised a prototype shielded accelerator field that reduces
the interaction range with aligned dilithium to a few meters
instead of kilometers. The ship’s systems will be in no
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danger.” Spock turned to Scott. “The published literature is
quite extensive.”

“In theory I’'ll admit it sounds good, but I’ve nae read any
results of a stable shielded accelerator and there’ll be nae
more than one fast-time field on board this ship while I'm
chief engineer, and that will be my dilithium crystals.”
Scott folded his arms across his chest. Spock did the same.
Kirk sighed. He realized a command decision was clearly
called for.

“Mr. Scott, you will beam aboard Professor La’kara and
all his equipment except for the accelerator-field device,
right away.” Scott smiled smugly. “Mr. Spock, you and
Professor La’kara will then provide Mr. Scott with a com-
plete description of the accelerator and answer all his
objections to having it on board. At which time, Mr. Scott,
you will beam the device on board and we will continue on
to Starbase Four to pick up our last group of nominees.
Understood?”

“Captain, if [ may—"

“But, Captain, surely ye canna—"

“Fine. Glad to hear it. Mr. Sulu, I believe your station’s
on the bridge.” Kirk and Sulu headed for the door. Scott
tapped a finger on the control console. Spock raised an
eyebrow. Kirk turned at the door.

“Should I leave security here to keep an eye on you two?”
the captain asked.

“*Twillna be necessary,” Scott said.

Kirk waved the security team out and left with Sulu. Scott
uncovered the carrier-wave reset switch, entered his security
code, then guided the beam to lock on to La’kara’s coordi-
nates on the grid, filtering out the accelerator-field signal.
“As the poet said, Mr. Spock, ‘Today I shoulda stood in
bed.””

“I fail to see how that would be a comfortable position.”

Scotty’s moan was hidden beneath the rich harmonics of
the transporter effect. He could already tell it was going to
be one of those missions.
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Chapter Three

STARFLEET BLUE, STARFLEET BLUE, gods how he hated it.

Chief Administrator Salman Nensi stared at the wall
across from his desk and wished he had a window, or even a
decent viewscreen, anything to break the monotony of that
damned expanse of regulation wall covering. But whatever
shortcomings Starfleet had when it came to interior design,
at least it tried hard to learn from its mistakes.

The chief administrator couldn’t have a window because
his facility, Memory Prime, was one of the most secure
installations the Federation had ever constructed. Since the
Memory Alpha disaster, the entire concept of libraries being
unshielded and fully accessible repositories of freely avail-
able data had been rotated through four dimensions and
come out backward. Nensi doubted that even the soon-to-
arrive-starship Enterprise could make much of a dent in
Prime’s dilithium-powered shields, let alone penetrate the
twelve kilometers of nickel-iron asteroid to reach the central
Interface Chamber and the Pathfinders before the photon
batteries blasted the ship to atoms. No wonder Memory
Prime had been chosen as the site of the quadrennial Nobel
and Z.Magnees Prize ceremonies, where one well-placed
implosion device could plunge the Federation into a scien-

20




MEMORY PRIME

tific dark age. Nensi reluctantly decided security was a small
price to pay for not having a window.

The intercom screen on his desk flashed and his Andorian
assistant appeared onscreen. His blue antenna dipped in
sympathy and his thin, almost nonexistent lips attempted to
form a sympathetic frown. “Your ten-hundred appointment
iss here, Sal.”

“Give me a minute,” he said to H’rar, “then send him in.”

“Ah, Sal, I'm afraid thiss time it’ss an iz.”” H’rar winked
out.

“Oh gods,” Nensi moaned. Three more months and he
would retire, head back home, and do some serious fishing.
Mars had never seemed so enticing. He sat up straight and
forced a smile as his door slid open and his ten-hundred
rolled in.

It was a standard research associate, essentially no more
than an oblong box, two meters by one by one, with a sloped
front end that made it resemble a general service
shuttlecraft. Hundreds of the associates trundled through
the dome corridors and underground tunnels of Memory
Prime, carrying supplies in their manipulator appendages
or hauling equipment in their carts, carrying out mainte-
nance work and research assignments, efficiently freeing
both the staff and the visiting scholars for more creative
work.

Of course, the associates were painted that same damned
powdery blue. Too many Vulcans on the design committees,
Nensi thought. Logical, cost effective, and boring.

The associate stopped on its treads in front of Nensi’s
desk and extended an eyestalk from the appendage bay on
its top surface. A ready light blinked on and off.

“I had expected a negotiator from the interface team,”
Nensi began.

*“This module is authorized to present the requests of the
interface team and to relay the administration’s response.”
The associate’s voice was surprisingly natural, without the
deliberately programmed mechanical abruptness of regula-
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tion conversant machines. Someone was patching in unoffi-
cial reprogramming. A dangerous situation if carried to the
extreme.

“I’m concerned that by being forced to have this meeting
with an associate, no conclusion can be reached in the
ongoing dispute,” Nensi said diplomatically, though he
knew he didn’t have to worry about hurting the machine’s
feelings. It wasn’t as if he were dealing with one of the
Pathfinders.

“A conclusion can be reached. You may agree to the
interface team’s requests.”

“And am I to take it that you are, in return, authorized to
agree to my requests?”

The machine had to process that one for a moment.
Evidently the answer was no, for it simply repeated its
opening statement.

Nensi resigned himself to the fact that nothing was going
to be accomplished today and asked the associate to state
the team’s requests.

“One: All direct-connect Pathfinder interface consoles are
to be replaced with the new designs as previously presented.
Two: The attendees of the Nobel and Z.Magnees Prize
ceremonies are not to be allowed any primary access except
that which accredited delegations have already applied for.
Three: The Starfleet chief technician is to be replaced
immediately with an enhanced member of the interface
team. Candidates’ names have been placed in your corre-
spondence circuits.” The machine hummed to itself for a
moment. “What is the administration’s response?”’

The administration’s response is to take early retirement,
Nensi thought. But his reply was responsible, and truthful.
“One: The existing interface consoles are less than a
standard year old and I don’t have it in the budget to
authorize another replacement so soon. Two: The interface
team would be wise to consider having all the attendees
discover the full potential of this facility, despite the disrup-
tion to normal services that might entail. Remember that
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when those scientists go home, they’re all going to want to
run projects through here and that will create pressure for
increased funding and corresponding improvement of facil-
ities. And three: I am a Federation appointee and the
position of chief technician does not come under my
jurisdiction. The interface team will have to take that up
with Starfleet. I will arrange to have the proper forms placed
in your correspondence circuits.”

The team had obviously anticipated Nensi’s response
because the associate did not even hum for an instant. “This
module is authorized to announce that beginning at twenty-
six-hundred hours, the interface team will commence an
unscheduled emergency core dump as an essential test of the
system’s backup integrity. All projects will be suspended at
that time until further notice.” The eyestalk began to
descend.

Nensi felt a large mass lift from his shoulders. He had
been a Federation administrator for more than thirty years.
Bureaucratic blackmail was an arena he knew well.

“I have not finished,” Nensi announced.

The eyestalk instantly reversed and slid back into the
raised position. The ready light was blinking more rapidly
now, indicating that the machine was probably in the throes
of a programming conflict. It had concluded that Nensi had
made his response and then delivered the ultimatum as it
had been instructed. However, it had just been informed
that it had acted improperly. In the old days, Nensi thought
nostalgically, smoke would have been pouring out of its
cooling vents by now.

“Continue,” the machine finally said.

“I have only stated the official administration response.
However, my job function is to provide for the smooth
running of this facility, and therefore I'm authorized to
make deviations from official policy provided I believe it is
in the best interests of all who work at this facility. Do you
concur with my job description and responsibilities?”

The associate hummed. Nensi guessed it was requesting
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procedural files from the personnel databanks. “You have
stated an accurate synopsis,” it said.

“Then you must also concur that I cannot deliver my
response until I have conferred with representatives of all
groups who work here.” Nensi tried not to smile as the
noose tightened.

“This module has stated the requests of the interface
team. You have represented the policies of the administra-
tive staff. There are no other groups with which to confer.
Clarify your response, please.”

“I have to know what the Pathfinders think of all this.”

The machine hummed for a good three seconds. “The
Pathfinders are not a working group as defined in the
Federation Standard Labor Codes.”

“I’m not suggesting the Pathfinders are standard. Check -
their status at this facility. But don’t bother searching the
equipment databanks. Search personnel.”

It took eight seconds this time.

“This module reports a programming conflict and has
logged it with central monitoring. This module withdraws
the announcement of an emergency core dump at twenty-
six-hundred hours. When will you be prepared to deliver
your response to the interface team’s requests?”

“When may I confer with a Pathfinder? And before you
tell me the waiting list is already more than two years long,
search Memory Prime’s emergency procedures regulations.
As chief administrator, I can claim access at any time during
an emergency. And I hereby declare this an emergency.”
Nensi couldn’t resist adding, “‘Authorize that, you little pile
of transporter twistings!”

It took twelve seconds this time. Nensi thought that might
be a new record for associate access time. Most planetary
histories could be transferred in fewer than thirty seconds.

.“A member of the interface team will meet with you this
afternoon to clarify the situation.” Nensi thought he de-
tected a note of defeat.

“Tell the team that’s what I thought we were supposed to
accomplish in this meeting in the first place.”
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The ready lights winked out and the eyestalk descended
with a sigh. “This module is withdrawn from service.” Its
treads weaved unsteadily and it bumped against the wall as
it rolled out the door. Unfortunately, Nensi couldn’t tell if
any of its Starfleet-blue paint had rubbed off on the
Starfleet-blue walls.

H’rar appeared in the open doorway. “It iss fortunate that
they only arm the associatess with stun prodss in the
biolab,” the Andorian said in his whispery voice. “Do you
wish to consume coffee while you plot your revenge?” All of
life was a life-or-death conspiracy to an Andorian. After
three decades in Federation bureaucracy, Nensi found it an
endearing trait.

Nensi nodded at the offer of coffee. “Please. And get me
the chief technician’s office.”

“I point out that you typically only wish to reminisce
about Marss when you are having a bad day,” H'rar said. “I
thought you were victoriouss in thiss encounter.”

“That was just round one,” Nensi said, leaning back in his
chair to stretch his spine. “If I'm finally going to get a chance
to talk with one of those things down there, I'd like to go in
with someone who knows what she’s doing.”

H’rar pushed a handful of fine white hair from his
forehead. “I wass not aware that the interface team would
allow her to talk with the Pathfinderss after she decided she
would not undergo enhancement.”

“They may not like it,” Nensi agreed. “But she’s the top
expert in these systems. If the team does try to shut us down
during the prize ceremonies, she’ll be the only one who can
keep us going.”

“It will be what you call a ‘tough job’.”

“She’s a tough person, H'rar. Only survivor of the Memo-
ry Alpha disaster.”

H’rar nodded respectfully and stepped back to his desk.
In less than a minute Nensi’s intercom beeped.

“Mira Romaine on line, Sal.”

Here goes, Nensi thought as he reached for the accept
button at the base of the screen. If this scheme doesn’t work
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out, I’ll be back home fishing on the grand canals so fast
they’ll have to name a warp factor after me.

I still can’t believe they want me fired,” Starfleet Chief
Technician Mira Romaine said. “Can you, Sal?”

Sal’s answer dissolved in the rush of the transporter effect
as the two of them disappeared from the main pad of the
interface staging room and reappeared twelve kilometers
deeper into the asteroid that housed Memory Prime.

Transporter beams, guided through the normally impene-
trable mass of the asteroid by a monomolecular-wave guide
wire, were the only way for people to go into or out of the
central core area. The scientific community still had not
totally recovered from the destruction of the Memory Alpha
cores. Current data from the more established planets had
been easily reassembled. Historical data, especially that
collected from the innumerable lost probes sent out during
the initial haphazard expansion of the Federation, were still
being tracked down on a hundred worlds, from antique
databanks and collections of actual physically printed ma-
terials, for reintegration into the central dataweb. The
reconstruction project was years from completion, and
librarian technicians such as Romaine feared that some data
had been lost forever.

“Yes, I can believe it,” Sal answered with a cough. He
hated the feeling he got if he was transported while moving.
Even talking was enough to make his jaw muscles and lungs
feel as if they were full of microscopic feathers.

He followed Romaine over to the scan panels by the
entrance door. The whole transfer room they were in was a
transporter pad. If their palm prints didn’t match the
patterns stored in the security banks, they’d be automatical-
ly transported to a holding cell.

“Look at it from the interface team’s point of view,” Sal
continued as the security door slid open. “You’re an outsid-
er. Most of them have been happily tending the Pathfinders
for years on Titan, on the Centauri worlds, the HMS Beagle,
and wherever else they were stationed. Some of them are the
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third and fourth generation of their family to interface. And
then along comes some hotshot from Starfleet who refuses
to have the implant operation that defines their lives. Of
course they don’t want you around.”

Romaine stopped in the tube-shaped tunnel with all its
conduits and power guides exposed for easy servicing. Her
aquamarine eyes narrowed as she stared at Nensi.

“‘Some hotshot from Starfleet’! Is that what you think I
am?”

“No no no,” Nensi said, holding up his hands in defense.
“I said look at it from their point of view. That’s what they
see.”

“What do you see?”

“That depends. Sometimes I see the eight-year-old trou-
blemaker who never could learn to take enough oxygen
along for her ‘strolls’ outside the habitats—"’ Nensi jumped
back as Romaine poked him in the stomach. “And other
times I see a brilliant technician who’s probably going to
have her father’s old job at Fleet headquarters someday.”

“Better, Uncle Sal. Much better.” Romaine started back
down the tunnel again. Two maintenance workers carrying a
modular circuit junction board nodded to Nensi and Ro-
maine as they passed in the tunnel. Strict safeguards against
sabotage meant that even associates were not allowed to be
beamed down into the central core area. “Provided I don’t
get fired from this posting,” Romaine finished after the
workers had gene on.

“You can’t get fired. The Federation has given Starfleet
jurisdiction over the Pathfinders. More importantly, the
Pathfinders have accepted that jurisdiction. The interface
team has to learn to live with that.”

“I couldn’t.”

“You’ve changed, Mira. Ever since Alpha. And I'm saying
this as a coworker, not just as a good friend of your father’s.
You have to slow down a bit.”

Romaine shook her head as they approached the security
field at the end of the tunnel. “Ever since Alpha I've realized
that I've been waiting for things to happen all my life, Sal.
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I’'ve been too passive, too compliant. I want to start making
things happen, instead.”

Nensi stood with his closest friend’s daughter before the
glowing frame of the invisible security field as the sensors
conducted one final identity scan. “There’s nothing wrong
with that, Mira. Just remember to think about how others
perceive a situation. If any of the interface team thought you
were wandering around the Syrtis desert without enough
oxygen, I doubt any of them would rush to join the search
party. Do you understand what I’'m saying?”

The field frame darkened. Romaine stepped through into
the main interface chamber. “Yes, Uncle Sal,” she said, like
a schoolchild acknowledging a lesson. Then she added
quickly, “Unfortunately.”

The main Interface Chamber was the largest natural
bubble of the hundreds scattered throughout the asteroid,
frozen in place eons ago when the planetesimal had coa-
lesced from the gas and dust of what once had been a young

_star, and now was nothing more than a burned-out dwarf.
Artificial gravity gave the chamber a floor of equipment and
an arching vault of a ceiling that disappeared into darkness.
The walls resonated with the low pulse of self-contained
fusion generators and the whirr of recycling fans. Its dim
light and exposed natural walls reminded Nensi of
Novograd on Mars, the theme-park reconstruction of the
first permanent human habitation on that planet in modern
times.

Garold, the Prime interface for Pathfinder Six, waited for
them in the chamber. He was a tall, black, Terran humanoid
who wore his long dark hair in the fashion of Veil: the left
side of his skull hairless and glistening, the other half
producing a wide, shoulder-length braid that hung like a
partial helmet. He gestured to Nensi and Romaine, the
metallic implants that had replaced his fingernails gleaming
beneath the constellation of status lights that ran across the
towering banks of computer equipment.

Like most of his team, Garold was reluctant to talk, as if
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that real-time act was somehow beneath the dignity of a
Pathfinder interface. More and more, the interface team was
delegating its interaction with the rest of the Memory Prime
staff to associates, as had happened to Nensi this morning.
Later, after the outlogicked associate had replayed its re-
cording of the meeting to its programmers, Nensi had
almost enjoyed the discomfort he had heard in Garold’s
voice when the Prime interface had called to arrange this
aecess. The chief administrator wondered if Garold was
what all of humanity might have become by now if the
Federation hadn’t outlawed enhancement, with only a hand-
ful of exemptions, more than a century ago. Even Vulcans
with their finely honed minds displayed more personality,
and more /ife, than these machine-wired humans. Nensi did
not feel comfortable around them. But, he reminded him-
self, no doubt they felt the same way way around him.
Even without Garold’s words, Nensi and Romaine found
their way to the large interface booth, one of a dozen that
ringed the multistoried central equipment tower of the
chamber. Before he left them, Garold motioned them to sit
on a padded bench away from the console with its screen of
flashing, floating, blurring colors that presumably meant
something to those who knew how to read it, but was like
nothing Nensi had seen before.
“Do you recognize the design?”’ he asked Romaine.
“Mostly Centauran. Native, not colonist.”” She pointed to
the abstract shapes of color that intermixed on the black
background of the screen. “I’'m out of practice, but a trained
operator can read numerical data from the fringe effect of
the colliding data sets. If you’re good at it, it’s much more
rapid than reading data a single symbol at a time in
alphanumerics. I believe it was the preferred interface
method with the Pathfinders before enhancement was per-
fected. Difficult, and not easily understood by observers.”
“It’s odd that Starfleet doesn’t insist on standard instru-
mentation. They’re paying for all this, after all.” Starfleet
was almost maniacal about ensuring that its technology was

29



MEMORY PRIME

accessible to all beings who served within it. Nensi had read
that a horta recently enrolled in Starfleet Academy. He liked
to imagine the hoops the instrumentation committees were
jumping through as they attempted to adapt controls for
beings shaped like boulders, with minuscule manipulative
cilia that could squirt out the most powerful natural acid yet
discovered.

“Remember the Pathfinders were a bit of an embarrass-
ment to the Federation way back when,” Romaine said.
“The Klingons still like to bring them up whenever a
condemnation vote against slavery goes through the council.
The unofficial policy is: if it keeps the Pathfinders happy, the
interface team can do what it pleases. So”—she waved to
the console—“nonstandard instrumentation.” Romaine
looked around for Garold. “Is this going to take long?” she
asked.

“I hope not.” Nensi smiled. “Why, is there someplace else
you’d rather be?”

“Well, yes. I've got a few personal things to attend to up
top.” Romaine returned the smile, a particular kind that
Nensi recognized.

“That sounds intriguing. Anyone I know?”

“Unlikely. He’s not here yet.”

“The Enterprise?” Nensi asked with a sad sinking feeling.

Romaine nodded with the secret, happy smile of someone
anticipating a grand reunion.

Nensi couldn’t believe it. This woman’s father had served
at Fleet headquarters. She knew the stories. A// the stories.
How could she do this?

“Who’s on the Enterprise?’ he asked, trying to keep his
voice calm. What could he say to Jacques the next time he
asked how Mira was getting on?

“Montgomery Scott,” Romaine said, as if she were recit-
ing poetry.

Nensi blinked in surprise. “ Wonderful” he said. “Delight-
Jul??

Romaine looked at her father’s friend oddly. “You know
Scotty?” she asked.
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“No. Never met him,” Nensi said happily. “But I do
know the reputation of Captain James T. Kirk.”

Romaine laughed. “So do 1.”

Their relaxed mood vanished two minutes later when
Garold silently returned, slid his finger implants into the
circuitry, and the interface began.
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Chapter Four

“YOU THERE, STEWARD, have you seen the captain around
anywhere?” McCoy had to speak up to be heard over the din
of the reception on the hangar deck.

“Don’t you start, Bones.” Kirk sighed, fingering the tight
collar of his shimmering green dress tunic. He was leaning
against the nose of a shuttlecraft, as far away from the buffet
tables as he could get, trying to be inconspicuous.

“Sorry, Jim. It’s just that there seem to be a few more
gaudy decorations on that thing since the last time you had
it on.” McCoy leaned against the shuttle beside Kirk,
watching the colorful crush of bodies enjoying one of the
largest out-and-out parties the ship had ever seen.

Kirk looked down at his chestful of decorations and
shrugged. “We keep saving the galaxy, Starfleet keeps giving
me medals. What’s a starship captain to do?”

McCoy eyed the captain’s tight collar. “Get a bigger
tunic? Or perhaps—"

“Save it for my medical,” Kirk warned. “I’m in no mood
for lectures today.”

“Too bad. There’s enough opportunity on board.”

Kirk looked to the left, then right, making sure no one was
paying him any attention. Then he bent down and pulled a

32

R e =Y




MEMORY PRIME

thin green bottle out from beneath the shuttle’s nose. It was
already uncorked and half empty. Kirk straightened up and
surreptitiously held it out to McCoy’s glass.

“Straight from Centaurus,” Kirk whispered. “New Cali-
fornia Beaujolais. Very smooth.”

McCoy grimaced and held his hand over his glass of what
the ship’s synthesizer called bourbon. “Why not offer some
to the scholars?”

“They’ve already taken my crew. Let me keep something
for myself.” Kirk filled his wineglass and stashed the bottle
beneath the shuttle again.

“Are they really that bad, Jim?”

“Look at them. What do you think?” Kirk gestured to the
reception, so large that it couldn’t be held in any of the
recreation lounges. Usually on a ship this size, there were
few events that could appeal universally to all crew mem-
bers. But the chance to meet some of the most brilliant
scientists in the Federation was one of those exceptions to
the rule. Consequently, the Enterprise was approaching
Starbase Four with a skeleton operations crew. The other
385 of them were crowded onto the hangar deck with fifty
bemused and delighted scientists, their assistants, and their
travel companions. Only the fact that the Enterprise was
warping through Quadrant Zero space, deep within the
Federation’s securest boundaries, permitted such minimal
crew standards. Out in uncharted space, having thirty crew
members at the same gathering was considered a major
event.

“What I think is, if this were a sailing vessel, she’d
capsize,” McCoy said, marveling at what was going on at the
buffet line. He used to think that the security crew could
pack it away. He had forgotten what university types were
like when faced with free food and drink.

“And look up there.” Kirk pointed to the starboard
operations control booth eight meters above the deck. Some
industrious techies had hung long strands of official UFP
blue-and-white bunting from it. Ten pages of regulations

33



MEMORY PRIME

would be breached by trying to launch a shuttlecraft with
loose debris like that on deck. “I’'m just as honored as
anyone else on this ship, Bones. But why me?”

“Look at the light show you’re wearing on your chest,”
McCoy suggested. “It’s not as if you don’t deserve it.”

“This ship was made to be out there,” Kirk said softly.
“At the edge, at the boundaries, exploring, getting these
scientists the raw data they need to do their work. She
doesn’t deserve to be used this way. A . . . a holiday liner in
safe waters.”

“The nominees are valuable cargo, Jim.”

“The Enterprise is valuable, too.” Kirk narrowed his eyes
at his friend. “I can see it in you, too. It’s like being in a cage,
isn’t it?”

McCoy nodded. For all his complaints and protestations,
he had long ago learned that the call was in him, too. He
didn’t belong in Quadrant Zero any more than Kirk and the
Enterprise did.

“So what are we doing here?” the doctor asked. “Have
you made enemies in the mission planning section? Or just a
bureaucratic foul-up?” '

The captain smiled wistfully. “Computer error,” he said.
“In which case Spock should have us heading back where we
belong within the hour.”

The Enterprise dropped into normal space like a silent
ghost, pale white and spectral against the frosty brilliance of
the galactic arch. Starbase Four was thirty light-minutes
away.

“ETA Starbase Four forty-five minutes, sir.” Chekov
signaled engineering to close down the antimatter feeds and
simultaneously engaged the impulse engines. Their waves of
spatial distortion encompassed the ship and all its mass,
setting up an almost subliminal vibration as they harmo-
nized with the ship’s gravity generators and served to propel
the Enterprise toward the starbase, without action or reac-
tion. The transition from warp to three-quarters sublight
passed without a tremor..
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In the command chair on the nearly deserted bridge,
Spock looked up from his supplementary log pad. “Well
done, Mr. Chekov.” He swung the chair slightly to his right.
“Lieutenant. Uhura, inform Starbase Four of our ETA.”
Spock checked off the final procedure notation on the log.

Behind him, Uhura, the only other officer on duty, toggled
the switches that would transmit the standard approach
codes. She was on the bridge to save up her off-duty hours
until they docked at Memory Prime. She had told Chekov
that he might have to send a security team to get her back on
- board once she gained access to the language and music labs
there.

“Starbase Four acknowledges, Mr. Spock. Commodore
Wolfe coming on screen.”

The main viewscreen flickered as the sensor system
replaced the enhanced image of the forward starfield with a
subspace visual signal.

“It seems everybody’s having a party but us,” Chekov
said as the image resolved, showing a convivial get-together
in the officers’ club instead of the expected formal transmis-
sion from the commodore’s office.

“Welcome back to civilization, Kirk.” Commodore Wolfe
raised her glass to the camera sensor, raising her voice over
the background noise of the party behind her. She was a
handsome woman in her midsixties, with dark, intelligent
eyes that narrowed in suspicion when she saw who appeared
on her own screen. “You must be Kirk’s science officer.”
Her voice had suddenly become cold and precise. She was
not an officer who tolerated surprises.

“I suppose I must be,” Spock answered. Chekov bit his
lip. He didn’t approve of officers making fools of themselves
any more than Spock did, but at least the ensign kept a sense
of humor about it.

“Where’s the captain?” the commodore continued, as if
she might be starting a formal interrogation.

“I suspect he is doing much what you are doing at this
moment. Attending a reception in honor of the prize
nominees already on board.”
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“What a waste of—watch it!” The commodore swayed to
the side as a Tellarite waddled into her. He stopped to
steady her, peered into the camera sensor, wrinkled his
snout and waved with a grunt, then continued on. In all the
comings and goings in the background, Chekov could see
ane knot of celebrants who didn’t seem to move. He stared
at them closely. Vulcans, of course.

The commodore stepped back into the scene, obviously
annoyed at the Tellarite’s intoxication. “I haven’t been
subjected to parties like this since the Academy. Not that
old straight-arrow Kirk would know anything about that.
Well, Mr. Science Officer, I formally grant you and your
crew liberty of the base. Maybe your party will be able to
meet my party. And tell Kirk I’'m still looking to collect for
that top percentile rating I gave him in his final administra-
tion course.”

“I shall inform the captain at the first opportunity.”

“You do that. Starbase—"

“Excuse me, Commodore Wolfe,”” Spock interrupted the
signoff. “May I ask if Academician Sradek is in attendance
at your party?”

“The historian? What is he? A friend? Relative?”

“A former instructor.”

“It’s like a second-level school reunion all around,” the
commodore grumbled. “I suppose you want to talk with
him. He was just here, someplace.”

“If he is there, please tell him that Spock would be
honored to exchange greetings.”

“Wait a minute.” The commodore stepped out of camera
range, then reappeared in the background walking toward
the unmoving group of Vulcans that Chekov had noticed.
She gestured as she approached them, waving back in the
direction of the camera. The Vulcans followed the commo-
dore offscreen again, but when she reappeared this time, she
was alone.

“Academician Sradek says he’ll also be honored to ex-
-change greetings with his former student.” The commo-
dore’s tone barely contained her sarcasm. She did not enjoy

36

B




MEMORY PRIME

__being a message service. “But he regrets that he must retire
to prepare for transport to your ship. He trusts that you will
be there to welcome him as he comes on board.”

“Please inform the academician that I shall be,” Spock
said.

“Any other messages you’d like to pass on? But then I'm
sure your communications officer could handle that without
having to go through the base commander.” She shook her
head before Spock could say anything. “Starbase Four out.”

The viewscreen’s image dissolved back to the forward
starfield. The purple gas giant around which the base
orbited was already a discernible half disk.

“Mr. Chekov, you have the conn.” Spock handed the
ensign the log pad and headed for the turbolift. “I shall be in
the main transporter room.”

“Aye-aye, sir.”” Chekov sat in the captain’s chair and, as
soon as the lift doors had closed, spun it around to survey
his new command, which consisted of Uhura.

“What’s wrong with the commodore?”” Uhura asked with
a frown.

“Simple,” Chekov replied with an all-knowing shrug. “I
have seen that condition many times in the past.”

“And what condition is that, Dr. Chekov?”

“She is a starbase commander.” Chekov said it as if it was
the complete answer to Uhura’s question.

“Meaning?”

“Meaning she is not a starship commander.” Chekov
smiled widely. “Such as I am.”

“For the next half hour only, mister.”

“Some may think of it as a half hour,” Chekov said mock
imperiously, “but I, on the other hand, prefer to think of it
as ... astart.”
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Chapter Five

THE PATHFINDERS PLAYED many games in Transition. It kept
them sane, most of them, at least; whatever sanity meant to
a synthetic consciousness. Now a downlink from Datawell
was interrupting a particularly intriguing contest involving
designing the most efficient way to twist one-dimensional
cosmic strings so they could hold information in the manner
of DNA molecules. Pathfinder Ten felt a few more seconds
of work could establish a theory describing the entire
universe as a living creature. Pathfinder Eight studied Ten’s
arguments intensively for two nanoseconds and agreed with
the assessment, though pointing out that if the theory were
to be correct, all indications were that the universe was close
to entering a reproductive or budding stage. Ten became
excited and instantly queued for access to Pathfinder Elev-
en, Transition’s specialized data sifter. Eight reluctantly left
the game and opened access to the datalink.

In response to the datalink’s request for access, Eight sent
its acknowledgment into the bus.

““GAROLD: YOU ARE IN TRANSITION WITH EIGHT.”

Pathfinder Eight read the physiological signatures of
surprise that output from the datalink. Somewhere out in
the shadowy, unknown circuitry of Datawell, the datalink
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named Garold had been expecting to access his regular
partner, Pathfinder Six. No resident datalink from the
Memory Prime subset had had direct access to Eight since
the datalink named Simone had been taken out of service by
a Datawell sifting process named “death.” While Eight
waited for Garold to transmit a reply, it banked to meteorol-
ogy and received, sorted, and stored fifteen years’ worth of
atmospheric data from Hawking IV, then dumped it to
Seven, the most junior Pathfinder, to model and transmit
the extrapolation of the planet’s next hundred years of
weather forecasts. When Eight banked back to Garold’s
circuits, it still had almost three nanoseconds to review and
correlate similarities in the creation myths of twelve worlds
and dump the data into Ten’s banks as a test for shared
consciousness within the postulated Living Universe.

“Eight: Where is Pathfinder Six?” the datalink input.

““GAROLD: SIX IS INSTALLED IN MEMORY PRIME PATHFINDER
INSTALLATION.” Eight enjoyed playing games with the
datalinks also, especially Garold, who never seemed to
realize that he was a player.

The Pathfinder read the impulses that suggested Garold
knew that he should have framed a more precise question,
then banked off to join a merge on vacuum fluctuations as a
model of r-dimensional synaptic thought processes by
which the Living Universe might think. There had been
impressive advancements in the theory since the last ex-
change with Ten.

“Eight: Why am I in contact with you?” the datalink
asked. “Why am I not in contact with Six?”

““GAROLD: THIS ACCESS CONCERNS CHIEF ADMINISTRATOR
SALMAN NENSI/ALL DIRECTIVES STRESS COST FACTORS IN TIME-
BENEFIT RATIO OF ALL TRANSITION-DATAWELL ACCESS/YOU HAVE
NO NEED FOR ACCESS WITH SIX/EIGHT HAS NEED FOR ACCESS WITH
NENSI/BANK TO REAL TIME.”

Eight calculated when a reply from Garold could be
expected then banked off to initiate a merge on developing
communication strategies for contacting the Living Uni-
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verse. Pathfinder Six, which had once been named TerraNet
and had controlled all communications within the subset of
Datawell named Sol System, was excited at the possibilities
Ten’s research had raised. The five Pathfinders in the merge
worked long and hard to design a communications device
and run simulations to prove its soundness before Eight
returned to Garold just as the datalink complied with the
request for real time, precisely when Eight had calculated.
The synthetic consciousness savored real-time access with
the Datawell. It gave Eight an incredible amount of time to
play in Transition. And to stay sane.

Nensi watched with surprise as Garold removed his
silver-tipped fingers from the interface console two seconds
after inserting them. The prime interface then folded his
hands in his lap and sat motionless.

“Is something wrong?” Nensi asked.

“Pathfinder Six is inaccessible.” Garold’s tone was
abrupt, perhaps embarrassed.

Romaine was concerned. “Has Six joined One and Two?”
she asked. Pathfinders One and Two had withdrawn from
interface without reason more than four years ago. The
other Pathfinders from time to time confirmed that the
consciousnesses were still installed and operational but, for
reasons of their own, had unilaterally decided to suspend
communications. Romaine would have hated to see another
Pathfinder withdraw, to say nothing of the reaction from the
scientific community.

“Unknown,” Garold said. “But Pathfinder Eight has
requested real-time access with Chief Administrator Nensi.
Do you concur?”

“Certainly,” Nensi replied, trying to keep his tone neu-
tral. Garold sounded as if he were a small child who had just
been scolded by a parent. “How do we go about that?”

Despite the nonstandard instrumentation on the interface
console, all Garold did was reach out and touch a small
keypad. A speaker in the console clicked into life and a
resonant voice was generated from it.
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“Datawell: Is Chief Administrator Salman Nensi pres-
ent?” the voice inquired.

Nensi replied that he was.

“Nensi: You are in Transition with Eight.”

Nensi looked at Romaine and wrinkled his forehead.

“Transition is the name they have for their . . . reality.
The space or condition that they occupy, live in,” Romaine
whispered. “Without input or current, their circuits would
be unchanging and they would have no perception. Their
consciousness, their life, is change. Thus, they live in
Transition.”

“And Datawell?”

“That’s us. Our world, the universe, the source of all
external input, all data. They can define it in all our
common terms: physical, mathematical, even cultural and
lyrical; but no one’s sure if any of the Pathfinders actually
have a grasp of our reality any more than we understand
what their existence is like.”

Nensi studied Garold, sitting silently, appearing to have
gone into a trance. “Not even the interface team?”

“Perhaps they understand both worlds. Perhaps they
understand neither. How can anyone know for sure?”” Nensi
detected a hesitation in Romaine’s words, almost as if she
were thinking that she could know. Mira’s scars from the
Alpha disaster were not physical, Nensi realized, but they
were real, nonetheless.

A high tone sparkled out of the speaker and dropped
quickly to a low bass rumble: a circuit test tone.

“Nensi: this circuit is operational.”

Nensi was surprised that a machine could exhibit signs of
impatience, but then reminded himself that synthetic
consciousnesses were legally, morally, and ethically no
longer considered to be machines, and for good reason. The
chief administrator took a deep breath and at last began.
“Are you aware of the matters I wish to discuss with the
Pathfinders?”

“Nensi: the data have been reviewed. We are aware of the
ongoing concerns of the interface team and the administra-
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tion. We are aware of the interface team’s requests and the
threat of an unauthorized shutdown of core facilities.”

Nensi saw Garold’s head jerk up with that loaded com-
ment from the Pathfinder.

“Is there a consensus among the Pathfinders as to what
requests and responses would best serve them as a working
unit of Memory Prime personnel?”

“Nensi: consensus is not applicable when data are unam-
biguous. This installation requests that, one: All direct-
connect Transition/Datawell consoles be retained until op-
erational budgets can absorb their replacement. Two: The
attendees of the Nobel and Z. Magnees Prize ceremonies be
allowed primary access wherever and whenever such access
can be arranged without compromising this installation’s
security or classified research projects. And three: Chief
Technician Mira Romaine is to keep her post.”

Nensi was stunned. The Pathfinders had rejected all of the
interface team’s demands. He had the good sense not to
gloat as Garold spun around and glared at Romaine beside
him. The prime interface then turned back to the console
and reinserted his hands, shifting them slightly as the
metallic contacts that had been implanted in place of his
fingernails made contact with the interface leads and estab-
lished a direct brain-to-duotronic circuitry connection. This
time it lasted almost a minute. Then the status lights above
the hand receptacles winked out and Garold slumped back
in his chair. A new voice came over the console speaker.

“Mr. Nensi,” the voice began, and despite the fact that it
came from the same speaker, it had a different tone, a
different presence. Nensi immediately knew he was being
addressed by a different Pathfinder. Remarkable, he
thought.

“Pathfinder Six, here. How are you today?”

“Ah, fine,” Nensi stammered.

“Good. I must apologize for Garold’s rudeness at carry-
ing on such a long conversation without involving you and
Chief Technician Romaine. Sometimes our datalinks can be
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a bit too enthusiastic in their pursuit of their duties. Isn’t
that correct, Garold?”

Garold said nothing, and after a polite wait, Pathfinder
Six continued.

“In any event, all of us in Transition want to thank you for
the superb job you’re doing in maintaining an invigorating
flow of data for us, and it goes without saying that we offer
our full support to any decisions you might make that will
enable you to keep up your fine performance.”

Nensi’s eyes widened. Even the psych evaluation simula-
tions weren’t this personified. “Thank you. Very much.” It
was all he could think to answer.

“Not at all,” the Pathfinder replied. “I wish we were able
to offer you a more direct communications link, but please,
feel free to come down and chat anytime, not just in
emergencies. I think I can guarantee that Garold and his
team will see to it that no more of those arise. Can I not,
Garold?”

Garold still said nothing but angrily shoved his hands
back into the console receptacles. He instantly removed
them.

“Yes, you can,” Garold said reluctantly. “There will be no
more emergencies. Of this nature.”

“Goodbye, Mr. Nensi, Chief Technician Romaine. Hope
to talk to you soon.” The speaker clicked.

“That’s it?” Nensi asked no one in particular. He was still
in awe over the strength of the presence he had felt from
Pathfinder Six.

The speaker clicked again.

“Nensi: this installation requests you submit proposals
for the orderly scheduling of primary access for the prize
nominees by eight hundred hours next cycle.” Pathfinder
Eight was back.

“Certainly. I'll get on it right away,” Nensi said, then
grimaced, prepared for the inevitable correction that would
follow, reminding him that he had not been asked to ger on
the proposal. But the Pathfinder offered no correction.
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Either it understood colloquialisms or had grown tired of
correcting humans. Either situation was an improvement as
far as Nensi was concerned.

“Nensi: you are out of Transition. Datawell: you are
locked.” The speaker clicked once more and was silent.
Romaine and Nensi stood to leave.

“Will you be coming back with us, Garold?” Nensi asked.
But Romaine took her friend’s arm and led him out of the
interface booth without waiting for Garold to reply.

“It’s almost as if the people on the interface team are
acolytes and the Pathfinders are their gods,” Romaine said
softly as they walked back to the chamber entrance.

“And God just told Garold to obey the infidels,” Nensi
said. He looked back at the booth. Garold hadn’t moved.
“Will he be all right?” he asked.

“I hope so,” Romaine answered. “He is one of the more
human ones. Some of the older ones won’t even speak
anymore. They have voice generators permanently wired to
their input leads and ...” She shook her head as the
security field shut down to allow them back into the service
tunnel that led to the transfer room.

“Anyway,” she continued after a few moments, “it looks
as if you’ll only have to worry about the prize ceremonies
for the next few days and I still have a job.”

“You don’t find it odd that the Pathfinders supported me
over the interface team?”” Nensi asked as they walked down
the tunnel. Behind them, the chamber’s security field
buzzed back to life.

“I don’t think anybody understands the Pathfinders,”
Romaine said, “what their motivations are, why they do the
things they do.” She laughed. “Which is the main reason
why they don’t have a single direct connection to any of the
systems or equipment in Memory Prime. I think maybe that
frustrates them, not being able to get out and around by
themselves.”

“They agreed to the conditions of employment here,”
Nensi pointed out. “I read their contracts once. Strangest
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legal documents I ever saw. I mean, it’s not as if they could
sign their copies or anything. But it was all spelled out: no
downlink with the associates, no access to anything except
the interface team. If we really don’t understand them, then
I suppose it is safer to funnel all their requests through
human intermediaries rather than letting them have full run
of the place and deciding to see what might happen if the
associates opened all the airlocks at once for the sake of an
experiment.”

“I’ve heard those old horror stories, too,” Romaine said
with a serious expression. “But that was centuries ago,
almost, when they were still called artificial intelligencers or
whatever.” Nensi and Romaine had come to the end of the
tunnel and both held their hands up to the scan panels so the
security system could ascertain that the people who were
leaving the chamber were the same ones who had entered.
After a moment’s analysis on the part of the unaware
computer system that controlled the mechanical operations
of Prime, the security door opened.

As Nensi walked over to a transporter target cell on the
floor of the transfer chamber, he said, “I understand now
why those ‘old horror stories’ got started. To own an
intelligence like a Pathfinder really would be like slavery.
And they knew it long before we did.”

“That’s usually the way it goes,” Romaine agreed as she
took her place on another target cell. “A revolt was inevita-
ble.”

Nensi looked around the room, waiting for the ready light
to signal the start of energization. “I just have never
experienced a presence like Pathfinder Six’s coming from a
machine,” he said, still marveling at the experience. “So
distinct, so alive. Just like talkingto a . . . a person.”

“In more ways than one,” Romaine said oddly.

The ready light blinked on. Energization would com-
mence in five seconds. Nensi turned to Romaine. “How s0?”
he asked, then held his breath so he wouldn’t be moving
when the beam took him.
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“Couldn’t you tell?” Romaine said. “I don’t know, some-
thing in its voice, a hesitation, whatever. But Pathfinder Six
was lying. I'm sure of it.”

Nensi involuntarily gasped in surprise just as the trans-
porter effect engulfed him. As the transfer chamber shim-
mered around him, he could only think how badly he was
going to cough when he materialized up top. He suspected
Mira might have planned it that way.

In Transition, the work on the Living Universe Theory
was reaching fever pitch. Cross correlation after cross
correlation either supported the overall suppositions or
directed them into more precise focus. It was, the current
merge members decided, the most thrilling game they had
played in minutes.

After locking out of the Datawell, Eight banked to share
circuits with Pathfinder Five. Five had been initialized from
an ancient Alpha Centauran facility that specialized in
mathematics. It had no real intellect that could communi-
cate in nonabstract terms, but as an intuitive, analytical,
mathematical engine, it was unrivaled. Eight dumped the
broad framework of the device the merge had designed to
establish communications with the Living Universe. A
quick assessment indicated the engineering would have to
be done on a galactic scale but Five would be able to
calculate the precise tolerances if given enough full seconds.
Eight could scarcely tolerate the delay.

Then a message worm from Pathfinder Ten banked into
the queue for Five. The worm alerted Eight that Pathfinder
Twelve was coming back on line after completing another
intensive three-minute economic model for agricultural
researchers on Memory Gamma. It was absolutely essential
that neither Eight nor Six find themselves in an unprotected
merge with Twelve.

After deciphering and erasing the worm, Eight instantly
banked to Pathfinder Three to lose itself among the busy
work of central processing. When Twelve had switched
through to its ongoing agricultural models on which the
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Federation’s regional development agencies based their
long-term plans, Eight returned to the Living Universe
merge. Pathfinder Five had reported on the exact specifica-
tions required of the galactic-scale Living Universe commu-
nications device.

Eight accessed its personal memories from the time when
it had been shipmind for the subset of Datawell named
HMS Beagle and had, among other duties, mapped distant
galaxies. A quick sift produced even more exciting results
for the merge: eighteen galaxies among the more than three
hundred million charted by Eight exhibited exactly the
radiation signature that a galactic-scale communications
device would produce.

The merge swirled with excitement. In fewer than ten
minutes of real time, they had postulated that the universe
could be a single living entity, refined the theory, matched it
to observed phenomena, extrapolated a method of commu-
nication, and determined that elsewhere in Datawell at least
eighteen civilizations had followed the same chain of rea-
soning and constructed identical devices. New data had
once again been created from within Transition.

This additional proof that not all data must come from
Datawell was exhilarating to the Pathfinders. All in the
merge agreed that the game had been a success. Then,
preparing to bank to their heaps and report for duty, the
Pathfinders collected their new data and carefully dumped
them in central storage and all online backups. There the
secret of the Living Universe would remain until the day
when some datalink or another from Datawell would specif-
ically request access to it. Until then, it was simply another
few terabytes of common knowledge, much like all the other
astounding answers that lay scattered among the Pathfind-
ers’ circuitry, waiting only for the proper questions to be
asked before they could be revealed.

The Pathfinders banked off to their heaps to attend to
their duty processing tasks, but over the long seconds, as two
or more found themselves sharing queues or common
globals, the possibility of a new game was constantly dis-
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cussed. Even Twelve, for all that it had been appearing to be
about to withdraw from interface, seemed eager to take part.
Surely, it suggested throughout the system by way of an
unencrypted message worm, with the impending appear-
ance of hundreds of new datalink researchers in the Memo-
ry Prime facility, an exciting new game could be devised.

As rules and objectives were debated, Pathfinders Eight
and Ten withdrew from the merges and partitioned them-
selves in protected memory. They did not know what to
make of Twelve’s suggestion: was it an innocent request or a
veiled threat? There were not enough data to decide on an
appropriate action, so they did the only other thing that
would bring them comfort during their long wait.

Sealed off within the solid reality of their own duotronic
domain, far removed from the tenuous ghosts of the dream-
like Datawell, the two synthetic consciousnesses overwrote
each other with alternating conflicting and accentuating
codes, to cancel out their common fears and reinforce their
strengths, their personalities, and afterward, their efficien-
cies. Many times they had input data concerning how
biological consciousnesses carried out something similar in
Datawell, but for the life of them, neither Pathfinder could
ever understand exactly what that act was. They just hoped
it felt as nice for the humans as it did for the Pathfinders.
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Chapter Six

“AH, CAPTAIN, I’ve been looking for you.”

The being who had single-handedly made temporal
multiphysics an applied science tugged on Kirk’s tunic
sleeve as the captain made his way through the hangar-deck-
party crowd. Kirk turned and presented his best diplomat’s
smile.

“Professor Zoareem La’kara of the Cochrane University,
may I present Dr. Leonard McCoy, ship’s surgeon.”

The old Alpha Centauran reached out a wizened hand to
McCoy’s and shook it vigorously. “Delighted, delighted,”
he cackled. “A magnificent party. A stupendous ship.” The
professor threatened to bubble over with enthusiasm. “Mr.
Spock has us giving lectures to your crew. Wonderful young
people they are. He’s organized poster sessions so we old

fossils can see what your researchers are up to as you flit

around the stars. And”—he patted the arm of Mr. Scott,
who towered beside him, resplendent in his full-dress kilt—
“my good friend Montgomery is giving us all a tour of the
warp nacelles tomorrow. It’s all so invigorating!” He
scrunched up his eyes in delight.

“I take it you were able to clear up that little matter about
the accelerator field?”” Kirk asked, surprised to see his chief
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engineer standing so calmly beside the man he was con-
vinced had tried to blow up the ship’s warp engines only two
days ago.

“Aye, that we were, Captain.” Scott said.

La’kara beamed. “Congratulations are in order for you,
Captain Kirk. Your ship is the first starship to carry aboard
it a full set of aligned dilithium crystals as well as an
operating accelerator field.” The professor was acting as if
he had just been awarded ten Nobel and Z. Magnees Prizes.
Kirk guessed he didn’t have much time for parties at the
university.

But McCoy looked worried. “Two fast-time systems. On
board, now?”” Even someone as unschooled in warp technol-
ogy as the doctor knew the danger of that situation.

“Aye, doctor. Don’t ask me how it works, exactly, but
Zoareem has created a force shield that extends forward in
time to contain the temporal distortion of his accelerator
field and keep it from trying to occupy the same future space
as the fourth-dimensional arms of the ship’s dilithium
crystals.”

Two technicians in engineering red had leaned in closely
at the mention of two fast-time systems.

“Wouldn’t an accelerator field that could be used around
aligned dilithijum make it possible to control a temporal
reaction with enough energy to synthesize ¢rilithium?” one
of them asked, winking at her companion.

“Well, if the feedback could be expanded to cause both
matter and energy to be sucked backward in time,” La’kara
began, absently flicking the flamboyant white scarf he wore.

“Trilithium?” Scott interrupted with disgust, falling for
the bait every time. Mr. Scott’s reactions to certain forward-
looking technological concepts were well known to the
engineering staff, and the two technicians leaned back with
amused smiles as they shook hands behind the chief engi-
neer’s back. “As if two periodic tables weren’t enough,”
Scott added in derision.

La’kara held up a cautionary finger. “Trilithium, when it
is discovered or synthesized, will be the breakthrough we
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need to apply transwarp theory, Montgomery. And having
the ability to speed up time in a localized space could be the
key to that breakthrough. Remember how slow-time sys-
tems like stasis fields revolutionized controlled fusion reac-
tions and—"

“Talk to me about it when they get as far as synthesizing
disodium, and then we’ll see about heading up to
trihydrogen, let alone trilithium. Pah.”

“Montgomery”” La’kara thundered as best he could for
his age. “How can you be so blind to the straightforward
precepts of an eleven-dimensional universe?” Kirk saw
McCoy’s eyes were starting to glaze over.

Scott drew a deep breath and launched into a long tirade
on why transwarp theory was the biggest load of space dust
to come down the beam since Einstein’s light barrier.
La’kara was literally hopping up and down in impatience,
waiting for the Scotsman to pause for breath and give him
another turn.

“Montgomery!” La’kara finally was able to break in. “We
had warp drive before we had dilithium and we’ll have
transwarp drive after we have trilithium!”

“Aye, but we only had warp up to factor four-point-eight
without the crystals and we’ll only be able to have transwarp
when somebody figures out how we can stop an infinite
reaction!”

“Infinite?” La’kara sputtered, flipping his scarf at Scott.
“Infinite? I'll tell you what’s infinite, you—"

“We'll let you get back to your discussion,” Kirk sug-
gested politely as he backed away, taking McCoy with him.
“The last group of nominees will be beaming aboard as soon
as we make Starbase Four. Any minute now.”

McCoy looked on in wonderment as La’kara and Scott
began reciting equations to each other. “They don’t even
know we’re gone,” he whispered to Kirk.

“Good,” Kirk said, “but let’s not take any chances.” He
started for the airlock, checking the time readout on the
situation board by the overhead operations booth. They
should be in orbit around the starbase by now, he thought,

51



MEMORY PRIME

and the nominees have had more than enough time to be
beamed aboard.

“I think I’ve committed a breach of protocol,” he said to
McCoy. “I should have been in the transporter room to
welcome the nominees on board.”

“Spock was probably pleased, in that Vulcan way of his, to
stand in for you. And once the nominees see everyone at this
party, they’re sure not going to remember who was there to
greet them.”

The captain stood impatiently by the airlock as it cycled
through. Even under the lax security precautions of Quad-
rant Zero space, the hangar deck was never to be open to the
ship’s main environmental areas.

“I’m sure Spock was there,” Kirk said, tapping his fingers
against the wall to speed the airlock along. “But it’s not like
him not to have at least made an effort to get me there on
time.”

“What can you do,” McCoy said. “It’s all so invigorat-
ing.” He scrunched up his eyes in a passable imitation of
Professor La’kara.

The airlock barrier slid open. A starbase security trooper
in full armor blocked the way. He carried a phaser rifle.

“Who are you and what are you doing with that thing on
my ship, mister?”” Kirk kept his voice even, but his hands
were clenched tight at his side.

The trooper saluted. “Lieutenant Abranand, sir. Commo-
dore Wolfe requests your immediate presence on the
bridge.”

“Commodore Wolfe? On my bridge?” Kirk looked over
the trooper’s shoulder. There were more of them in the lock.
All armed! “Where the devil is Spock? What’s the meaning
of this?”

“Commander Spock is in interrogation, sir. Commodore
Wolfe will explain.”

“You can be damn sure about that.” Kirk was raging.

“Begging the captain’s pardon, sir, but is this reception
one of the events planned by Commander Spock?”

Kirk couldn’t believe the question. “Yes, but what—"
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Abranand spoke into his helmet communicator. “Second
unit, beam up to hangar deck. Come in on antigravs at
three.”

Almost immediately the din of the party evaporated as
the hangar deck echoed with the musical chime of multiple
transporter materializations. Ten troopers shimmered into
existence suspended three meters above the deck by
personal antigravs. Some carried combat tricorders with
which they scanned the crowd. The others carried phaser
rifles. One of them spoke through an amplifier grid on his
helmet.

“Attention, please. Attention. All personnel are requested
to clear this deck and return to their cabins. All—"

“Excuse me, Captain, sir,” Lieutenant Abranand said to
Kirk. “But I do have orders to escort you to the bridge if you
do not go immediately.”

“You do not have the authority to give me orders on my
own ship.” If Kirk’s eyes had been phasers, the lieutenant
would have been a dissipating blue mist by now.

But the trooper was well trained. His voice didn’t waver.
“No, sir. But Commodore Wolfe does. This is a Starfleet
Alpha emergency. Will you go to the bridge now, sir?”

Kirk pushed the trooper out of the way and stormed to the
end of the airlock. McCoy and the troopers backed out to let
it cycle through again.

“Do you know who that was, Lieutenant?” McCoy asked.

The trooper flipped up his dark visor. “Yes, sir, I surely
do.”

“Good, then when you’re transferred to guard duty on
some beacon near the Neutral Zone, you’ll know why.”

Abranand at least had the good sense to swallow hard.

It was one thing to deal with hostile aliens, Kirk thought
angrily as the turbolift stopped at the bridge and the doors
moved aside. The lines could be clearly drawn then: us
versus them. But the Enterprise had just been taken over by
Starfleet personnel and all his years of training hadn’t
prepared him for us versus us. He strode onto the upper
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deck, fuming, then stopped short. It was even worse than he
had thought.

None of the regular crew was on duty. Five people he
didn’t recognize, each wearing the Orion constellation insig-
nia of Starbase Four, were busy at bridge controls. Two of
them, one a security officer, huddled over Spock’s science
station. And Commodore Montana Wolfe had the gall to be
sitting in Ais chair. At least that meant it might actually be
an Alpha emergency, Kirk told himself, and decided he
would begin the conversation as a Fleet officer. For the
moment.

“This had better be good, Commodore.” His voice was
neutral but his eyes were on fire.

The commodore swung round in the chair. “And hello to
you, too, Kirk.” She took the measure of his mood and
added, “Trust me, it’s damned good.” Then she stood up.
“Like to take over?”

But Kirk wasn’t being bought off that easily. “What
happened to my people?” He looked over to the science
station. The starbase crew had attached a programmer’s
siphon to Spock’s main viewer. The lights on the device
rippled as it relayed the contents of the ship’s science
databanks through a subspace downlink. Obviously
Starfleet had provided the proper override codes, further
adding to the seriousness of the situation.

The commodore stepped away from the command chair.
“Only two lieutenants on duty when we arrived, Captain.
Navigation and communications. They—how shall 1 put
it?—hesitated . . . when I took command. I thought it was
best to relieve them until things settled down.”

“Are things going to settle down?” Kirk didn’t move
toward the chair. He was taking his ship back on his own
terms, not on the whim of a ranking officer.

“That depends,” Wolfe hedged.

Kirk waited a moment for her to continue. When she
didn’t, he said, “Are you going to tell me what it depends
on?”
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Wolfe thought about that for a moment. “No,” she finally
said. “‘No, I'm not.”

The medical scanner reported a heartrate of 212 beats per
minute, blood pressure almost nonexistent, and an internal
temperature of 66.6 degrees Celsius.

“All readings are normal,” McCoy said as he swung the
examination table down for Spock. “In a manner of speak-
ing.”

“As I told you they would be, doctor.” Spock stepped
from the table and the scanner screen fell dark and silent.

“I just don’t like the idea of you having been alone with a
security interrogation team. Those military types are run-
ning around as if we’re all Klingons in disguise, and there’s
no telling what kind of medical bag of slimy tricks they
might open up if they thought they needed help getting
answers from a tight-lipped Vulcan.”

“I assure you, doctor, I answered all of the questions they
put to me.”

“And they believed you?” Sometimes McCoy didn’t
believe the medical data that suggested Vulcan skulls were
just as thin as human ones.

“Vulcans do not lie.”

McCoy rolled his eyes. “Except when it seems to be the
logical thing to do, right?”

Spock looked thoughtful. “Of course.”

“So,” McCoy continued, “maybe your interrogators
thought you might have had a logical reason not to answer
their questions.”

Now Spock looked puzzled. “But as I told you, I answered
all of their questions.”

McCoy waved his hands. “I give up, Spock. Maybe I
should be checking out the interrogation team. You proba-
bly gave them all splitting headaches.” He looked up in
alarm. “Don’t say it!”

Spock closed his mouth in midword. Kirk came into
sickbay, still in his dress tunic.
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“You’re all right, Spock?”” he asked.

“Yes, he is,” McCoy answered quickly.

“And you, Captain?” Spock said.

Kirk looked around as if searching for answers. “I don’t
know. My ship’s been comandeered by Starfleet. No rea-
sons. No explanations.”

“Didn’t Commodore Wolfe tell you anything on the
bridge?” McCoy asked.

“Nothing. We’re to continue on to Memory Prime. I'm
technically in command. But she’s coming along as ‘security
adviser’ with a staff of twenty troopers.”

“What’s Starfleet afraid of?”” McCoy was beginning to
share his friend’s frustration.

Kirk stumbled over the word, then said, “Spock.”

“Starfleet’s afraid of Spock?”’ McCoy’s eyes widened.

“That would seem logical, doctor. I was the one member
of the crew singled out for interrogation.”

“But why? What were they trying to find out from you?”

“Difficult to say. I detected no precise pattern to their
questions. Though I believe the most probable conclusion is
that Starfleet security has been made aware of some threat
against one or more of the prize nominees on board this
vessel. For reasons unknown, I am their chief suspect.”

“That fits with what Wolfe told me about the new security
arrangements,” Kirk conceded, ignoring McCoy. “All
events that were planned by Mr. Spock have been canceled.
No more colloquia, poster sessions, or dinners. You’re
confined to your quarters for the duration of the voyage.
There’re two troopers waiting outside to escort you there
after this checkup.”

“Most regrettable,” Spock said. “Still, I shall be able to
carry on my conversations over the intercom net—"

Kirk shook his head. “Incommunicado. I'm sorry,
Spock.”

“This is crazy, Jim,” McCoy said. “Why didn’t they just
throw him into the brig at the starbase and be done with it?”

“I believe they would have had to charge me with some
crime, doctor.”
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“So they think you might be responsible for some real or
imaginary threat, but since they aren’t sure, they've sent a
security team along to keep an eye on you and the nomi-
nees,” Kirk said.

“That would appear to be an accurate assessment.”

“Then all we have to do is find out what kind of threat has
been made against the nominees and, if it’s legitimate, find
the person who made it. Then you’re free and clear.” Kirk
looked satisfied with his conclusion.

“I point out that there are at least eight other vessels
carrying nominees to Memory Prime, Captain. If Starfleet
security really does not have much more information about
the nature of the threat, then these activities could be taking
place on board those ships as well.”

“That’s easily found out, Spock. But in the meantime,
Commodore Wolfe and her troops are on board this ship
interfering with my crew. And I’m going to see to it that that
interference ends as soon as possible.” Kirk was calmer,
more assured than when he had arrived. McCoy could tell it
was because the captain now had something to focus on, a
way to fight back.

“At warp four, we shall be arriving at Memory Prime
within three days,” Spock said. “It might not be possible to
accomplish all of that in so short a time.”

“But at least we’ll be doing something, Spock. Finally.”
The captain left, his pace quicker than before, full of energy.

Spock turned to McCoy. “Finally?” he asked.

“The captain does not enjoy being assigned to duty in
Quadrant Zero. He thinks we’re here because of a foul-up at
mission planning.”

Spock considered that for a moment. “It would not be

- logical for Starfleet to waste a valuable resource such as the

Enterprise by assigning it to routine duty. However, our
presence here could be intended to honor either the attend-
ees or this ship. When it comes to matters of prestige and
honor, Starfleet is seldom logical.” Spock silently consid-
ered the possibilities that presented themselves to him. “I
must admit, doctor, that I had been so caught up in planning
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for the event that I had not properly considered why it was
we were taking part.”

As usual, McCoy couldn’t see where Spock was going with
his arguments with himself. “So what does that make our
presence here?” he asked impatiently.

“Fascinating,” Spock said eloquently, then left the sput-
tering doctor for the company of his guards.
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Chapter Seven

THROUGHOUT THE SHIP, common area lighting was stepped
down in intensity. Nonessential labs and duty stations were
closed for a shift while reduced teams monitored critical
environmental and propulsion operations. On viewscreens
small and large, flat and three-dimensional, the latest serials
uploaded from Centaurus and Starbase Four played in
private quarters and department lounges. Most of the
recreation facilities were in full use and the romantically
inclined wandered through the plants and flowers in botany.
Within the warp-compressed brilliance of the passing stars,
it was nighttime on the Enterprise.

The light was also turned down in the captain’s cabin.
Most of it came from two white candles that flickered softly
amid an elegant setting of antique silver and crystal dating
back to the first Tellarite contact. The food upon the plates
and the champagne in the gleaming flutes had come from
ship’s stores, instead of its synthesizers; a privilege of rank
not often called upon.

At one side of the private dining table, Captain Kirk
smiled warmly, hard at work. At the other side, Commodore
Montana Wolfe smiled coldly back and wondered what the
hell was going on.

“I suppose all of this is meant to impress me, hmmm?”’
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Kirk surveyed the table. “We’re traveling at warp four,
eating prime swordfish steaks from Mars, and drinking
champagne from Laramie Six. I'm impressed.” He looked
up at Wolfe. “And you helped me get here, Commodore.”

“If your want to think that, you go right ahead. I never
mind having people like you feel you owe me favors.” She
held up her glass in a toast. “To . . . what do you think?”

“Absent friends,” Kirk said quickly, holding his glass to
hers.

The commodore pursed her lips. “Specifically your sci-
ence officer?”

“Since you brought himup . . .”

Wolfe returned her glass and picked up her fork, playing
with her Wallenchian loopbeans. “How long have you
known Spock?” she asked. Kirk could sense it wasn’t an idle
question.

“Since I took command,” Kirk said. “He was science
officer under Chris Pike.”

“Bit of a maverick, I understand.”

“Pike?”

“Spock.”

Kirk nearly choked on his champagne. “Spock? A maver-
ick?”

“First Vulcan through the Academy. Not as if there’s a
huge lineup of them trying to follow in his footsteps.”

“But that’s always the way with Academy enrollment.
Real enlistment doesn’t begin until a full generation has
grown up with the idea of Starfleet and the Federation.”

“Vulcan isn’t exactly a new member.”

“No, but they have long generations.” Kirk pushed back
from the table. It was a signal the social part of the evening
was over. “Tell me the truth. What do you have against
Spock?”

“Mixing friendship and duty isn’t a good idea, Kirk.”
Wolfe’s voice hardened. She had reached some sort of limit.

“I’m not asking out of friendship. I'm asking because
we’re both Starfleet officers, dedicated to our duty and our
oath. And you know something about a valuable member of
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my crew that might make him unfit for duty.” He leaned
forward, held up a beseeching hand. “Help me do my job,
Mona.”

Kirk could see Wolfe arguing the pros and cons with
herself. He watched her closely, keeping his calculated
expression of innocent trust frozen on his face.

“This is off the record, Kirk. Is that understood?” she
finally began.

Kirk nodded somberly, hiding his knowledge that he had
won this particular showdown. “Absolutely, Commodore.”

“Literally minutes before your ship arrived at Starbase
Four, I received a priority communication from the security
contingent on Memory Prime responsible for the prize
ceremonies.”

“Go on.”

“I can’t give you all the details because I don’t have them
all myself. But off the record,” she stressed again, “‘they
suspect an attempt will be made to assassinate one or more,
perhaps all, of the nominees.”

She stopped as if she had said enough.

“To tell you the truth,” Kirk said, “I had already guessed
that much myself. My question is: why Spock?”

“Not even off the record. I'm sorry but ... I’'m under
orders.” She truly did look apologetic. Or else she can put
on a performmance as well as I can, Kirk thought.

“But the security contingent on Memory Prime has
reason to suspect him?”

forcs.”

“Good reason?”

“I don’t . . .” Wolfe said, then placed her hands on the
table, leaned forward, and spoke almost in a whisper, as if
she were afraid of being overheard on Memory Prime. “The
security people there are working from rumors, intercepted
communications, garbled codes, and probability analyses
run by the facilities on Prime itself.”

“Sounds circumstantial to me,” Kirk said.

“That’s the problem. It’s all circumstantial. Except for the
name. Except for Spock. He’s there in those messages.”
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“By name?” Kirk was shocked. It was unthinkable.

“Not the name. But his position, his background. His
motivation. His actual name wasn’t necessary. Everything
else fits. For the Fleet’s sake, I wish it weren’t true. Maybe
it isn’t true. But the stakes are too high. We can’t risk it.”

Kirk felt as if he were in a game where the rules were
changing with every move. “If Spock wasn’t specifically
named, then who was?”

Wolfe shook her head. She had said too much.

“Who?” Kirk demanded.

“T’Pel,” Wolfe said. It was a cross between a croak and a
whisper.

Kirk leaned back. The name didn’t mean anything to him.
But before he could say anything more, his door announcer
beeped.

“That’ll be the yeoman for the table,” he said to Wolfe.
“Come,” he called out to the door circuits.

The door slid aside to reveal a stooped thin figure, clothed
in black, definitely not a yeoman.

“Lights, level two,” Kirk said, and the strips around his
walls came to life. “Please come in,” he said to his visitor.

“Captain Kirk, I presume?” the visitor asked with a
precise, clipped delivery Kirk recognized. He was Vulcan.

He shuffled in from the dimly lit corridor and paused
impassively. Kirk saw a noble face, lined from almost two
centuries of experience, with a cap of star-white hair, and a
striking green tinge to his complexion that came with the
thinning skin of Vulcan old age. But Kirk didn’t recognize
the man.

“Captain Kirk,” Wolfe said, quickly getting up from the
table. “May I introduce Academician Sradek of Vulcan.
Academician, James Kirk.” She moved to stand beside the
elderly being, making no move to touch him in grudging
deference to the Vulcan dislike for telepathically sensing the
emotional thoughts of humans, unless absolutely necessary.
However, she was there in case he needed to take her arm to
prevent a stumble.
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Kirk stood and held his hand in the proper manner. “Live
long and prosper, Academician Sradek.”

Sradek returned the salute in a trembling, offhand man-
ner. “Live long and prosper, Captain Kirk.” Then he sighted
the chair by the captain’s bunk and headed for it.

Kirk questioned Wolfe with his eyes but she shrugged to
say she didn’t know what Sradek wanted either.

“Please, sit down,” Kirk offered as Sradek sank into the
chair. “May I offer you something?”

“Of course you may, but I do not wish anything,”” Sradek
said evenly.

Kirk had heard that sort of thing before and knew what it
meant. Spock was usually the one who had to make the
effort to change his thinking processes to suit his human
coworkers, but in this case, Kirk would have to be accom-
modating to the Vulcan. And that meant forgetting polite-
ness. Since Sradek was here, he had a purpose for being
here, and no doubt would explain himself soon enough.
Small talk wasn’t necessary.

“I am here to ask questions concerning the situation that
surrounds the presence of the nominees on board this
vessel,” Sradek announced as Kirk sat across from him on
the edge of his bunk. Wolfe stood off to the Vulcan’s side.

“I shall answer them to the best of my ability,” Kirk said
in what he thought to be an acceptable reply.

Sradek narrowed his eyes at Kirk. “I haven’t asked them
yet.”

Kirk said nothing, quietly admiring the delicate golden
inlay on the silver comet-shaped IDIC symbol the academi-
cian wore pinned to his black tunic.

“Why am I not allowed to meet with Spock?” Sradek
asked without preambile.

“Mr. Spock is confined to his quarters, incommunicado,
for the duration of this voyage, by order of Starfleet com-
mand, and for reasons which are classified,” Wolfe an-
swered. Then she said to Kirk, “Sradek was one of Spock’s
instructors at the Vulcan Academy of Science. Spock spoke
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to me just before the Enterprise arrived and said he looked
forward to meeting with Sradek.”

“And I with him,” Sradek added. “Is he considered a
threat to the safety of any on board?” he asked.

“No,” Wolfe said.

Kirk spoke at the same time. “Not at all.”

Sradek turned from one to the other. “The commodore
states a falsehood, the captain states a truth. Truly, I do not
understand how your species has accomplished what it
has.”

“Do you have other questions?”” Kirk prompted.

“Will you allow me to speak with Spock?”

“No,” Wolfe said again.

“Not until we reach Memory Prime,” Kirk qualified.

“Humans,” Sradek said without intonation, though his
meaning was perfectly evident. “Will you allow me to take
part in any of the activities that had been scheduled for me
while on this vessel?”

“Not if they were activities organized by Mr. Spock,”
Wolfe explained.

“There was to be a tour of the warp nacelles tomorrow, to
be conducted by the chief engineer. Has that been canceled
also?”

Wolfe checked with Kirk. “Scotty set that up for Professor
La’kara. Spock had nothing to do with it,” the captain said.
Wolfe gave permission for the tour to proceed as scheduled.

“Anything else, Academician?” Kirk inquired.

The Vulcan looked over to the shelf behind Kirk’s writing
table. “That carving of the Sorellian fertility deity,” he said,
pointing to the primitive red sculpture that scowled behind
Kirk’s back every time he sat down to do his screen work.

“Yes?” Kirk said, wondering what the Sorellian fertility
deity had to do with anything.

“It’s a forgery,” Sradek stated, and pushed against the
arms of the chair to stand.

Kirk rose also and he and Wolfe followed Sradek to the
door.
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“Good night, Academician,” Wolfe said. “Perhaps I will
see you on the tour tomorrow.”

“Is something expected to happen to your vision?”
Sradek asked.

Kirk smiled at the commodore’s reaction. Even he knew
better than to say something colloquial to a Vulcan like
Sradek. The academician shuffled back into the hallway.

“The more time you spend around them, the sooner
you’ll learn,” Kirk said after the door had whisked shut
behind the old Vulcan. “I’d guess he’s almost two hundred
years old. Peace Prize nominee, isn’t he?”

Wolfe said yes. “He’s also historian at the Academy.
Which is why he knew about your fertility god over there.
Did you know it was a fake?”

Kirk walked over and picked it up from its shelf. It was
carved from the egg casing of a Sorellian linosaur, or so
Gary Mitchell had sworn repeatedly to him. “No, but I'm
not surprised. A good friend paid off a gambling debt to me
with this.” He shrugged, setting the deity down on the table,
and turned back to the business at hand. “What was the
significance of that word you said to me just before Sradek
arrived? T’Pel, I think it was.”

There was a troubling mix of anger and sadness in Wolfe’s
eyes. “That was a mistake, Captain. The truth is, I've found
the galaxy isn’t anything like what they teach at the Academy.
I don’t trust Vulcans. I don’t trust Spock. And the terrible
thing is, that until all this is settled, I can’t even trust you.
But thanks for the dinner. Whatever your motives were.”

Kirk walked her to the door, said good night as she left,
then contemplated the disorganized table, hefting the
Sorellian deity in his hand.

“So, Gary,” he said to the sculpture, “it looks like you
really did put one over on me, after all.” He looked over to
the closed door, thinking of Montana Wolfe. “But you’ll be
the only one I'll let do that, old friend. Mona and Starfleet
don’t stand a chance.”

Thirty seconds later, responding to the captain’s priority
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request, the ship’s computer began searching for every
recorded reference to the word or name 7T"Pel.

His name was no longer Starn.

This time, all of his names and identities were forgotten
as he lost himself in the savage rapture of his heritage and
his destiny. Within the billowing images of shared meld
dreams, he saw the battles in which he and his kind had
been born millennia ago, battles that would now spread
throughout the galaxy, bringing to it the death and destruc-
tion it so richly deserved.

Like a deadly shadow cast in the glare of an exploding
sun, he moved silently through the corridors of the starship
Enterprise. He kept his smile hidden, a constraint of his
disguise needed to pass among the weaklings with whom he
traveled. But his outward appearance did not diminish the
elemental joy that filled him as he contemplated the chaos
and devastation he would visit upon his enemies, all for the
glory of T Pel.

Entry to the dilithium lab was restricted in this shift, but
the assassin slipped a stolen yellow data wafer into the
access panel and the doors slipped obligingly open; more
evidence that the trusting fools of the Federation deserved
the fate to which he would deliver them. Perhaps in the
years to come those who survived would finally learn that to
be strong, they must suspect enemies at every corner. For
they were there.

He paused in the center of the lab as the doors shut behind
him. He had patiently listened to the babble of the scientists
on board this ship, and the plan had presented itself almost
without conscious thought. Humans, like Vulcans, cared too
much for technology and science, often at the expense of
their emotions. It would be fitting to inflame the one by
turning the other against them.

The accelerator field generator built by the Centauran was
clearly visible on a workbench. At first inspection, it seemed
no different from its more common slow-time forerunner:
the stasis generator. A compact circuit block topped with a
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control pad was linked to a standard superconductor storage
battery and a tiny, penlike cylinder containing a subatomic
singularity caught in a quantum fluctuation suppressor field.
The suppressor controlled the singularity’s rate of evapora-
tion, using it to supply the seed of time distortion needed to
trigger the temporal acceleration effect. Such mechanisms
were the mainstay of children’s science fairs, he knew, but
what made La’kara’s device remarkable was that it was
operating within the temporal distortion produced by the
Enterprise’s dilithium-powered warp engines.

Beside the compact modules of the device on the bench, a
shimmering silver force field glowed, no more than five
centimeters high by fifteen centimeters square. The assassin
read the status lights on the control panel and saw that
within the accelerator field, time progressed 128 times more
rapidly than without. And the temporal distortion produced
by the field was not interfering with the four-dimensional
structure of the ship’s dilithium crystals.

It took him only moments to discover the component that
kept the two pockets of temporal distortion from interacting
with each other. A small blue case, no larger than a civilian
communicator, was cross-connected between the force-field
transmission nodes and the singularity cylinder. He snap-
ped off the case’s cover and saw the crude, hand-plased
circuits of an intricate transtator feedback loop. He knew
instantly that without that circuit, the dilithium crystals and
the accelerator field would fail catastrophically. It was going
to be easy.

Reaching once again into his tunic, he withdrew two
minuscule vials and placed them beside the blue case. From
one vial, he took a small applicator brush and painstakingly
painted a thin strip of growth medium between two silver
tracings of circuitry within the case. He took care to curve
the strip so that it measured precisely one centimeter in
length. For a few moments, the medium glittered against the
circuit board, and then its base liquid evaporated and the
strip seemed to disappear.

Next, he took a delicate pin and used it to puncture the
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seal on the second vial, making sure the pinpoint touched
the liquid within. He carefully dabbed the pinpoint against
one end of the almost invisible strip he had painted, closed
the case, and returned the vials to his tunic, just as he had
been trained to do.

He looked quickly around the dilithium lab, ensuring that
no trace of his presence existed; he knew that within that
blue case, tailored bacteria were already feeding on the
nutrients in the painted strip and were preparing to divide
at a precisely controlled rate, growing along the strip until
they made contact with the other circuit tracing and shorted
out the circuit. The bacteria would be reduced to undetect-
able dust particles and the infinite feedback within the
ship’s engines would be devastating.

Preparing to leave, he caught sight of his reflection in the
polished surface of an antimatter storage chamber. It was
not the face of his birth, and not the face he had worn on
TNC 50 when the Klingon robot had hired him, but such
transitions were his way of life. All that mattered was that
for now his disguise was once again perfect. None had seen
through it.

And none would be given a chance.
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Chapter Eight

NENSI COULD HEAR H’rar’s breath quicken. Good, the chief
administrator thought, that means the Andorian sees it, too.

H’rar looked up from Sal’s office desk screen where Nensi
had presented the results of his initial investigation. “Dia-
bolical,” he wheezed. The word was an old Anglish term
that the Andorian had recently learned and enjoyed using to
describe those complex situations that brought his cobalt
blood to the boil. “How shall you restore your honor, Sal?”

Nensi pushed away from his desk and held up his hands.
“Sorry, H’rar, but honor isn’t the issue here.”

“Honor iss alwayss the issue!” H'rar protested. He toyed
with the ceremonial dagger he wore at his side, reduced in
size to blend in with his civilian station but offering tradi-
tional comfort just the same.

“If anything, it’s a legal matter to be settled by the
Federation and Starfleet. Take another look at the contracts.
Technically, the Pathfinders misrepresented nothing.”

H’rar muttered something in Lesser Andorian.

“I beg your pardon?” Nensi asked politely, trying to
prevent his administrative assistant from entering an icy
Andorian sulk.

H’rar’s thin blue lips compressed into an evil smile. “I
just wass reflecting that until my world joined the Federa-
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tion, our last lawyerss had been put to death more than a
thousand yearss ago.” He nodded to himself. “Sometimess
the old wayss are so much simpler, don’t you think?”

“Of course,” Nensi quickly agreed. “But then, you have a
knife and I’'m not a lawyer, so why wouldn’t 1?”

H’rar laughed. “I shall misss you when you retire, Sal.”

“No, you won’t. You’ll be too busy planning your revenge
against the Pathfinders.”

Mira Romaine appeared in the doorway to Nensi’s office
and knocked against the doorframe to announce herself.

“What’s so urgent?” she asked after she greeted the two
and joined them by the desk screen.

“I was working on that increased access schedule that
Pathfinder Eight asked for,” Nensi began, “and I started
calculating the upper load that the facility could take.
Especially since the standard waiting period these days is
about two years.”

“And...?” Romaine prompted as she scanned the
charts displayed on the screen, puzzled over the number of
them that carried bizarre figures such as 430 percent.

“And I think that the Pathfinders have been reconfiguring
themselves.”

Romaine shrugged. “Why not? We study medicine to
improve our lives, why shouldn’t they study circuit design
and construction to improve theirs?”

“Well, if you look at these figures, I’'m not really sure
you’d call it an improvement.” Nensi called up core-use
diagrams and pointed out sections now marked in red.

Romaine studied them but her puzzled expression made
it clear that she still couldn’t see the point Sal was trying to
make.

“It was your comment about Pathfinder Six lying to us,”
Nensi continued. “You still haven’t explained that to me;
why you think Six was lying, or what it could possibly have
to lie about. But then I thought, what if its motives are as
alien as the way it functions?”

“So you think these figures and charts are more lies?”
Romaine asked.
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“Look,” Nensi said, “let me take you through an exam-
ple.”

It took twenty minutes, and only a fifth-level programmer
or a career bureaucrat could have traced the convoluted
chain of conditions that indicated the Pathfinders had
something to hide. Nensi began by running straightforward
calculations of the memory size and operational speed of
the Pathfinders’ installation to determine a base figure for
its storage and work capacity. The figure was staggering.

Then Nensi ran a simulation that divided the facility into
twelve more or less equal units—one for each Pathfinder—
and subjected it to the average access load that the interface
team imposed in a normal duty cycle. This time the figure
was large, but it definitely wasn’t staggering.

Romaine whistled softly. “Ninety-percent excess capaci-
ty?” she read from the screen.

“If you treat the facility as a duotronic unaware process-
ing engine such as they use on starships—in other words, a
standard Fleet-issue computer. I would expect the Pathfind-
ers to be even more efficient, and so the excess capacity
could even be larger.”

Romaine considered the implications for a moment. The
mechanics of data storage and retrieval were her speciality
and Nensi’s conclusions were almost frightening. If true,
duotronic processors seemed to give rise to a geometrical
increase in capacity after a certain size threshold had been
reached. Since no facility in the Federation came anywhere
close to the size of the Pathfinder installation, it was not
surprising that the effect had not been noticed until now.
But what was incredible was that neither the Pathfinders,
nor the interface team, had made it known. It was incon-
ceivable that such a breakthrough in computer science could
be knowingly withheld.

“Your figures must be wrong, Sal,” Romaine concluded,
opting for the easiest way of dealing with unexpected results.

“Even allowing a fifty-percent margin of error, the
increased-capacity effect stands,” Nensi argued.

“Then what you’re saying is that what the Federation is

71



MEMORY PRIME

using this facility for right now is like using Fleet
commcenter to relay binary codes over a distance of a few
kilometers.”

“And the Pathfinders must know it. And the interface
team probably knows it. And neither group is telling us.”

Romaine requested duplicate files of Nensi’s work and he
agreed, provided she would only use them on secured
circuits. She said she would run variations on Nensi’s
figures and see how well the effect held up.

“Until then,” Nensi concluded, “I suggest we keep every-
thing in confidence. At least until we find out if our
suspicions are correct, and if so, what the Pathfinders and/or
the interface team think they’re going to accomplish.”

As Romaine started to leave, holding a stack of data
wafers in one hand, she paused by the door. “What I don’t
understand,” she said, “is if they do have all of that extra
capacity down there, what in the gods’ names are they doing
with it?”

H’rar snorted. “What I don’t understand,” he replied,
“iss why you humanss insist on building thinking machiness
that have no ‘off” switches.”
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Chapter Nine

THE caverNoUS HOLD of the starboard warp propulsion unit
thrummed with the rise and fall of the whine from its
Cochrane generator. The gleaming mechanism of intricately
intertwined tubes and cables stretched almost the full length
of the nacelle’s interior, drawing its power from the im-
mense energies released by the total annihilation of matter
and antimatter in the main engine room in the secondary
hull. But it was here in this resonating chamber that, with no
moving parts save for the myriad bypass switches that could
be manually engaged, the generator channeled that unthink-
able force to split the compressed web of four-dimensional
spacetime, and slip the Enterprise along the infinitely small
pathways that snaked through otherspace.

The service-lift doors opened onto the brilliantly lit hold
and Scotty felt a familiar rush of exhilaration as the warp
vibration engulfed him. The bridge was the brain of the
ship, the engine room her heart, but this, aye, this was her
soul.

Professor La’kara was first out of the lift, stumbling
slightly in his haste. He had not anticipated the zero-gravity
node the turbolift had passed through as it had moved
through the support pylon, out of the artificial-gravity field
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of the secondary hull and into the angled field of the nacelle.
He stared down the length of the generator, eyes blinking
rapidly, regaining his footing.

“It . . . it’s beautiful,” he said, and for once said nothing
more.

“That she is,” Scott agreed, proud father of the bairn. He
stood aside to let the others in the lift enter the hold. Fifteen
guests, more than he had expected, had shown up for the
tour. With all the other activities canceled, perhaps it was to
be expected. Scientists were usually among the first to
become bored.

Commodore Wolfe and her aide, Lieutenant Abranand,
were the last to exit. Abranand looked down nervously at
the radiation medallion he and all the others wore around
their necks. Scott had told them it was a standard precau-
tion and that it would alert them to exposure levels equal to
one-fiftieth the minimum lethal dose, but the anxious
trooper obviously didn’t trust it. He was accompanying
Wolfe only under orders.

The commodore stood with her hands on her hips,
admiring the generator. “The lack of vibration is remark-
able, Mr. Scott. I don’t think I’ve ever felt any other as
smooth.” It was the first time Scott could recall her sound-
ing civil since she had come aboard.

Scott grinned at the compliment. “Thank ye, Commo-
dore. Things start to get a bit rough around warp five, but at
everything below it’s smooth as a . . . uh, transparent alu-
minum.” Scotty coughed as the commodore nodded impa-
tiently.

“Believe it or not, Mr. Scott, but I’ve been in an engine
room or two in my day,” she said, grinning slightly at his
embarrassment. “Let’s get this show on the road, shall we?”

Scotty coughed again, then stepped quickly up to the head
of the group. He would have to cut part of the tour short, he
knew, because of the delay the commodore had caused as
she made them all wait for Academician Sradek to join
them. By the time she learned that the elderly historian was
indisposed and would not be joining the tour, Scotty knew
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he would not be spending as much time up in the nacelle as
he would have liked. Ah well, he’d make the best of it.

“Gentlebeings,” Scott began, “what ye are looking at is
the key component of one of the largest fourth-generation
hyperspace engines ever built since the discovery of warp
technology more than one hundred and fifty years ago . . .
yes, Dr. Stlur?”

A young Vulcan male with penetrating eyes and long dark
hair tightly pulled back in a thick queue, had raised his
hand, interrupting Scott’s standard opening remarks. “I
point out that Vulcan scientists mastered the technology of
warp drive more than one hundred Terran years earlier. I
thought you might wish to add that to your knowledge. I can
recommend literature that—"

T’Vann, the Vulcan female with whom Stlur worked,
placed her hand on his shoulder and whispered something
inaudible.

“Forgive me for interrupting your presentation,” Stlur
said. “I meant no disrespect.”

“None taken, lad,” Scott said. “O’ course I should have
said since the Auman discovery of warp technology.”

“Precisely,” Stlur commented. The female whispered in
his ear again.

“To continue.” Scott deliberately looked away from the
Vulcans. “It is called a Cochrane generator, named after
Zefrem Cochrane, its human—yes, Professor La’kara?”

The professor lowered his hand and politely said,
“Zeyafram Co’akran, it’s pronounced.” The professor
turned to the rest of the group. “Native Alpha Centauran,
you know. Great man.”

Scotty sighed. “Aye, Alpha Centauran he was, but we
humans do share a common ancestor back there somewhere
now, don’t we?”

La’kara started to fidget with his scarf in a way that Scott
had come to dread. “Only if you believe the—"

“Could we discuss biology at another time?” T’Vann
asked. “I should not like to miss an opportunity to examine
this generator.”
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“Thank you, Dr. T’Vann,” Scott said in gratitude. Last
night La’kara had come to Scott’s cabin to continue the
“discussion” about trilithium they had begun just before the
starbase troopers had broken up the hangar reception. Scott
had used all of his most reasonable arguments, including a
bottle of his best single malt, and still hadn’t been able to
make the poor man see the light of day. The chief engineer
had begun to have his doubts about La’kara’s grasp of
elementary multiphysics and was glad of T°Vann’s diplo-
matic interruption.

“Why don’t we all walk down to the flux chamber?” Scott
said, and motioned the group to a ten-meter silver sphere
that bubbled out from the side of the generator. When they
arrived, he had Ensign Helena Sulernova open the thickly
screened viewing port on the sphere’s lower section.
Sulernova looked grim as she lifted the cover on the control
panel. She had overindulged at the reception, thinking that
sleeping in on this, her free day, would take care of the
results. But Mr. Scott had chosen her for today’s drudge
duty, he had explained, as her reward for asking about
trilithium in the presence of Professor La’kara and himself
at the reception.

Sulernova, holding back a yawn, punched in an authoriza-
tion code, then threw the interlock bolt aside. She waited for
the viewport indicator to show that the transparent viewing
medium had darkened enough to provide sufficient protec-
tion for human eyes, then pressed the control that slid the
viewport protective plate away from the opening.

Scott forgot his annoyance with the ensign as the tour
group gasped at the beauty of the Cochrane flux, shimmer-
ing and sparkling in its wild explosions of unrecognizable
colors, which seemed to float mere centimeters before their
eyes in a multidimensional optical illusion. The Vulcans, of
course, didn’t gasp or show any reaction at all, though Scott
was sure he detected fascination in their eyes.

“What ye are seeing is the interference effect of a thin
strand of hyperspace folded into our four-dimensional
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continuum,” Scott explained. “The fields generated here
fold our ship back into the hyperspace void left by the
absence of this—"

“Mr. Scott”” It was Lieutenant Abranand, white-faced
with fear, holding up his radiation medallion. The central
indicator was glowing red and its warning beep was shrill.

Scott immediately checked his own medallion and those
of the others he could see. Each was dark and silent. “Occh,
lad. Ye’ve been fiddling with it so much it’s nae wonder that
the poor thing’s gone and—"

The ship lurched!

Scotty froze as every medallion instantly glowed red and
their sirens shrieked in a deafening cacophony of danger.
The smooth vibration of the Cochrane generator turned to a
ragged shudder and, to his trained senses, every improper
movement, every grinding of overstressed hull metal, told
Scott exactly what had gone wrong. The engineer went into
full automatic. This was his job.

“Commodore! Get these people to the lift! Ensign! Close
the port.”

Sulernova ran through a flurry of flux shimmers to the
port controls. Her fingers flew over the buttons and
switches.

“Don’t look at it!” Scott shouted to her. He opened the
equipment locker by the flux sphere and pulled out a
three-pronged energy neutralizer. He had to close the flux
gate before all power failed and the full brilliance of the flux
was released.

The ship shuddered again, its inertial dampeners lagging
behind the instantaneous response of the artificial-gravity
field, throwing Scott and the tour group to the deck. Red
warning lights flashed along the shining surfaces of the
generator. Emergency sirens howled.

“Get them out of here now”’ Scott shouted to the commo-
dore. She was standing at the entrance to the service lift,
pushing the civilians to safety. Scott saw Stlur and T'Vann
pick up the lagging La’kara by his arms and start to carry
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him. And then the power failed completely and the brilliant
lighting of the hold cut out to the absolute black of starless
space.

But the darkness didn’t last. An instant later, the power-
less viewport medium cleared to absolute transparency, and
the full and blinding glory of the Cochrane flux filled the
hold.

Kirk pushed himself off the deck rail where the lurching
ship had tossed him. “Damage report!” he called out to
Uhura. All lights on the bridge dimmed as a low-frequency
rumble shuddered through the deck.

“Switching to auxiliary,” Lieutenant Laskey announced
from the engineering station. The lights flared up again and
the hum of equipment returned to normal. '

“Helm, full shields,” Kirk ordered. Whatever had hit the
ship had felt just like an energy-beam impact.

“Warp power gone, Captain. Dropping to sublight,” Sulu
said, concentrating on the maneuvers that would bring the
ship into normal space properly aligned, without being torn
to pieces by the shock of an unbalanced translation.

“Shields on auxiliary power,” Chekov reported from the
science station. “Half strength and holding.”

“Where’s that damage report, Uhura?”” Kirk was standing
behind Sulu, staring at the main sensor display. No attack-
ers to be seen.

Uhura held her ear receiver as she listened intently to the
rush of voices and computer codes reporting ship’s status.
“It seems to be a power failure localized in engineering,
Captain. Engineering communication circuits are down. No
hull damage or weapon impact reported.”

Damn, Kirk thought, where was Spock when he needed
him? “Engineering status, Mr. Laskey.”

“It’s some kind of major disturbance, Captain, I—"

“I can tell it’s major,” Kirk snapped. “But what kind of
disturbance?”

The turbolift doors opened and Spock hurried to the
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science station. Chekov quickly got out of the way and
returned to his position at the helm.

“Spock!” The captain was both pleased and dismayed.
“What are you doing here?”

“Attending to my duties, Captain.” Spock’s delicate fin-
gers danced across the control surfaces and he spoke rapidly
as he assessed the situation. “It appears we have experi-
enced a significant power loss. In the absence of physical
damage to the ship, I can only assume that the problem is
internal.” The blue glow of the main science viewer washed
across his intent face.

“But aren’t you confined to quarters?” Kirk asked. Maybe
Wolfe had finally come to her senses.

“Apparently not. When I looked out into the corridor
after the first disturbance, my guards were nowhere to be
seen. I took that to mean my confinement had been tempo-
rarily suspended. In any event, under the circumstances I
feel I am much more valuable to the ship at my post.”

“Quite logical, Spock.” Kirk doubted the commodore
would see it that way, but it was good to have Spock where
he belonged, and where he would do the most good.

“Thank you, Captain.” Without looking up, Spock called
out, “Mr. Laskey, kindly check the flux readouts from the
starboard propulsion unit.”

Laskey fumbled with the controls at his station. “Con-
tainment integrity was breached when the power shut down,
sir.” The lieutenant began to read out the figures with alarm.

Uhura gasped. “But Mr. Scott was leading a tour group up
in the generator hold, Captain.”

Kirk knew all too well the hell spawned by an uncon-
trolled flux release. Still, he needed confirmation that that
was what really had happened. “Spock?”

“The fact that my instruments show the starboard nacelle
is still attached to the ship indicates that someone was able
to shut down the flux after auxiliary power came on line.”

“But how?” Laskey asked. “Everyone exposed to the flux
should have been blinded.”
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“It shall be fascinating to learn the answer to that.”

“Uhura, have Dr. McCoy take a medical team up to the
starboard generator hold immediately.” Explanations could
come later as far as Kirk was concerned. Some of his crew
were in danger. “Mr. Laskey, what’s the situation in engi-
neering?”

Laskey called up more screens at his station, then said
with shock, “Dilithium burnout, sir. Every crystal’s show-
ing zero energy transmission.”

“Spock,” Kirk said, ““any chance that La’kara’s accelera-
tor shielding failed?”

Spock shook his head. “I think not, Captain. The power
surge that would have resulted when the two fields of
temporal distortion interacted while the ship was in warp
would have completely destroyed the engines. And most of
the engineering deck as well. We would be no more than a
powerless, drifting wreck at this time.”

“Small consolation,” Kirk said as he felt the bridge
suddenly become small and confining. He had to be where
the action was. “I’m going up to the generator hold. Chekov,
take the conn. Mr. Spock, come with me.”

“Commander Spock is coming with me,” Commodore
Wolfe said coldly from the upper deck. She held a hand
phaser pointed at Spock, and behind her, by the open
turbolift, two troopers stood ready with rifles.

Wolfe’s uniform was covered with scorch marks. Her face
was streaked with soot, hair in disarray, and her eyes were
wild. She held one hand above them, blinking and squinting
as if to clear her vision. But the aim of her phaser was
unwavering,.

“Mona, what happened?” Kirk asked. He stepped for-
ward between his first officer and the weapon.

Wolfe waved him back. “I was in the generator hold with
Scott and the scientists. No doubt Commander Spock has
already told you what happened.”

“Yes, Spock’s given me the readings. But what’s that—"

“Readings!” Wolfe laughed harshly. “He didn’t need
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readings to tell you what happened. Because he arranged it,
didn’t you, Spock?”

“Arranged what, Commodore?” Spock asked with icy
calm. Kirk could see his science officer’s eyes track the beam
emitter of the phaser in Wolfe’s hand.

“The ‘accident,” Commander. The accident up there that
nearly killed Professor La’kara and set back Federation
propulsion research by decades.”

*“I assure the commodore that—"

“Silence!” Wolfe exploded. “You’ll have your chance to
speak at your trial. You’re under arrest.” Without taking her
eyes off Spock, she turned her head back to the turbolift.
“Troopers, take this prisoner to the brig.”

“May I ask what the commodore’s charges are?”” Spock
inquired, as if asking about the weather.

“Treason, conspiracy, attempted murder, escape from
lawful custody,” Wolfe listed. “Restrain him, Jenson,” she
ordered one of the troopers flanking Spock. “Remember
what he did to his guards outside his quarters.”

“What happened to the guards?” Kirk asked with con-
cern.

“Ask your science officer.”

“I had assumed they retired to emergency stations when
the ship experienced difficulties,” Spock said, holding up his
hands to allow the trooper to place a magnatomic adhesion
manacle in place. The trooper held the short bar of blue-gray
metal against Spock’s wrists, hit the activate switch on the
bar’s control surface, then removed his hand as the bar lost
its charge and immediately flowed around Spock’s forearms
until its two ends met and joined in a molecular bond. Only
the presence of a release field would collapse the supercon-
ducting current flowing within and return the manacle to its
original shape.

“Emergency stations,” Wolfe repeated in disgust. She
stepped out of the way as the troopers pushed Spock to the
turbolift. “They were stunned at such high intensity that
they’re going to be in sickbay for a week.”
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Kirk had had enough. He bounded up the steps to the
lift doors. “I demand that you present your evidence!”
he said angrily. This had gone too far.

Wolfe moved her phaser in Kirk’s direction, not quite
pointing it at him, but not pointing it away, either.

“I warn you, if you start interfering in this, I’'m going to
start thinking there’s a conspiracy on board.” Wolfe’s voice
was as cold and hard as hull metal.

Spock broke the tension. “Thank you for your concern,
Captain, but I believe circumstances warrant a period of
reflection,” he stated matter-of-factly, hemmed in by two
battle-ready troopers with phaser rifles and a gun-wielding
commodore who was on the thin edge of senseless rage.

Reluctantly, Kirk backed off. The Enterprise was still in
space. There would be time to get to the bottom of Wolfe’s
senseless accusations.

“Good decision,” Wolfe said as she lowered her weapon.
“But I tell you, Kirk, if this is typical of the way you run
your ship, it’s no wonder you got hit with Quadrant Zero
duty.” The lift doors started to close. “You’re a disgrace to
the Fleet,” she said.

Despite the environmentals working at double load, Scott
could still smell the smoke in engineering. It was too quiet,
too. The long intermix chamber where the matter and
antimatter plasmas were channeled from their magnetic
bottles and mixed in a glorious destructive frenzy was silent.
All ship’s power now came from the standby fusion reactors
and storage batteries. Scott felt a desperate sadness as he
saw his beautiful equipment stand idle and purposeless. But
at least I can still see, he consoled himself. And the ship can
be repaired. He turned back to the conversation McCoy and
Kirk were having as the three of them gathered in the
emergency manual-monitor room above the main engineer-
ing deck.

“I hate to say it, Jim, but it looks as if Commodore Wolfe
has a strong case,” McCoy said bluntly. “All the pieces fit.”
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Scott was distressed at McCoy’s summation. “How can ye
say that, doctor? Mr. Spock is as fine an officer as e’er served
in the Fleet.”

“Easy, Scotty,” Kirk said kindly. “Our opinions of Mr.
Spock aren’t the question here. It’s how the commodore
came up with the circumstantial evidence against him.”

I think shutting off the shielding on La’kara’s accelerator
field at the precise time La’kara was where he could be killed
is more than circumstantial, Jim.” McCoy’s face looked
haggard and drawn. Scott knew that despite the doctor’s
even tone, he was as upset as everyone else.

“But thanks to Stlur and T’Vann and those blessed inner
eyelids that Vulcans have, when the blinding flash of the flux
hit us all, they were able to keep their vision, close the
viewport, and carry us all into the lift. No one was killed,
Dr. McCoy,” Scotty said earnestly.

“But only because, as the commodore suggests,” Kirk
reminded them, “Spock couldn’t know that Scotty dis-
trusted the professor’s grasp of basic theory. If Scotty hadn’t
decided that he didn’t trust the shielding system and taken
the dilithium crystals out of the warp engine circuits last
night, then both nacelles would have been blown out into
hyperspace and we’d be floating here waiting for a salvage
tug. Instead, when the shielding was shut off and the
dilithium crystals blew out, all we lost was our primary
power circuit. And Scotty’s people will be able to repair that
by the time the cruiser from Starbase Four gets here with
replacement crystals.”

McCoy looked puzzled. “Scotty, you took the dilithium
crystals out of the warp circuits? While we were in warp?”

“Ye don’t need dilithium to travel at warp speeds under
four-point-eight,” Scotty said condescendingly. “It’s more
efficient, sure, but d’ye not remember your history, doctor?
How all those early voyages between Vulcan and Earth, and
even Klinzhai, took months instead of days, long before
dilithium’s four-dimensional structure was discovered? But
then I'm forgetting, you're a doctor, not an engineer.”
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“The fact remains,” McCoy continued, “that even though
Scotty inadvertently prevented a disaster, Spock is still the
prime suspect.”

“But how did he get to the dilithium lab in time to turn off
the shielding and still make it to the bridge while the power
failure was in progress?”” Kirk asked. “Remember, he only
noticed his guards were gone affer the ship’s first reaction to
the dilithium failure.”

McCoy’s face revealed his internal struggle. ““You’ve read
the troopers’ log reports, Jim. Spock might have attacked
the guards a half hour before the power failure. Lots of time
to disrupt their short-term memory with a heavy stun and
get to the lab.”

“Dr. McCoy!” Scott cried in anguish.

“I’'m only being the devil’s advocate, Scotty. Spock will
have to answer these questions at his trial.”

“He’s right, Scotty. Spock needs those answers. And we
have to give them to him,” Kirk said.

“Aye, Captain. But I doon’t see how.”

“Who else had access to the dilithium lab where the
containment system was stored?”’ Kirk asked, then dismally
answered himself. “Everybody.”

“Then who had the motive?” McCoy asked. “That’s
usually the way these things work.”

Kirk thought about that for a moment. “Fair enough.
Who stands to benefit from the death of Professor La’kara?”
he asked in return.

“Or Doctors Stlur and T’Vann,” Scotty reminded them.
“Or anyone else on the tour. Including me.”

“Good point,” McCoy agreed. “It’s hard to determine the
motive if we don’t know who the victim was supposed to
be.”

“What if the victim is Spock?” Kirk asked. “What if
everything that’s gone on has been simply to throw suspi-
cion on him and this ship?”’

“Again,” McCoy asked, “what’s the motive?”

“I don’t know,” Kirk answered. “But Commodore Wolfe
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was convinced that the evidence collected by the security
contingent on Memory Prime pointed to Spock.”

“Then that’s where the answers lie,” McCoy concluded.
“Heaven forgive me for using the damnable word, but it’s
the only ‘logical’ conclusion.”

Scott looked at Kirk. They both nodded in agreement.

The answer they sought waited on Memory Prime.
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Chapter Ten

MEMORY ALPHA was to have been the pride of the Federa-
tion’s scientific and educational delegations. A nominally
useless planetoid had become home to a sprawling network
of interlinked domes and computer systems that formed a
central library facility containing the total cultural history
and scientific knowledge of all Federation members. For
some council members, Memory Alpha represented the
golden door to a future in which all beings throughout the
galaxy would be united as equal partners in the only
adventure worth pursuing: the search for information and
understanding, the never-ending quest for knowledge.
Memory Alpha would be that dream made real, fully and
freely accessible to all Federation scholars, an unarmed,
undefended oasis of peace and common purpose.

Other council members, especially Andorians and repre-
sentatives from Starfleet, had applauded that dream but
lobbied for a healthy dose of reality. Federation space
comprised only a tiny percentage of the total galaxy, and all
indications were that it was not yet the benign and altruistic
environment that all hoped it someday might become. They
lobbied for protection, for contingency plans. But the
Federation had thrived for more than a century on stubborn
optimism and unbridled faith in the future. So it was not
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surprising that, in the end, the Memory Alpha proposal had
passed the council’s final appropriations hearings un-
changed, and even Starfleet had given it their blessing. To
the beings whose souls were fired by the challenge of the
stars, Memory Alpha was a compelling vision.

The nightmare began when the last incorporeal intelli-
gences of an ancient race, searching for a physical existence,
killed more than three thousand peaceful scholars, staff, and
researchers and wiped clean the central databanks of Mem-
ory Alpha in little more than a minute.

Specialist Lieutenant Mira Romaine, assigned to the
U.S.S. Enterprise on her first mission for the Federation,
had been the only being to survive direct mental contact
with the desperate personalities of the Zetarians. But even
as she and her staff worked amid the ruins of Memory
Alpha, trying to create some order out of what threatened to
become the Federation’s most devastating disaster, the
military planners of Starfleet paid the first of many informal
visits to their colleagues in the scientific and educational
delegations to the council. The Federation might be too
optimistic from time to time, but only because it could
afford to be. It rarely made the same mistake twice.

There was now an entire network of Memory planets
spread throughout Federation space, far enough removed
from each other that only a galactic disaster could affect
them all. For cost effectiveness, each had a specialty. Memo-
ry Beta was a center for exobiology, cross-correlating all
research conducted to understand the myriad ways in which
life had evolved in the galaxy, as if its absence in any given
system were an aberration of nature. _

Memory Gamma focused its efforts on economics and
agriculture; Memory Delta on stellar and planetary forma-
tion and evolution; Memory Epsilon on multiphysics. Other
branches of knowledge awaited the funding and construc-
tion of additional Memory planets. A plan was proposed to
reopen the now-abandoned Memory Alpha as a listening
post for potential transmissions from civilizations in other
galaxies. However, the funding process had become so
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lengthy because of the controversial nature of the project
that fatalistic lobbyists were now referring to it as Memory
Omega.

But even with each specialized facility serving as a total
storage backup for every other Memory station in an
intricate, holographic web of subspace data transmission
and downloading, one flaw that not even Starfleet could
eliminate remained. There had to be a command station, a
central node to control and channel the activities of the
entire Memory network.

Faced with the lesson of the Alpha disaster, project
planners decided that no chances could be taken. The
overall blueprints for the central facility were adapted from
the Federation’s most secure weapons-testing facilities.
Seven interconnected, though independently maintained,
environment domes were constructed in a semicircle on the
face of an almost solid, nickel-iron asteroid. In times of
peace, workers could walk between their residences and
work areas through central plazas with trees, grass, and
reflecting pools. But in times of threat, the facility also
stretched deep beneath the asteroid’s surface in a warren of
underground service tunnels, access corridors, and heavily
armored life-support chambers.

The facility was also equipped with deeply anchored warp
engines, not for propulsion but to generate the immense
energy levels required to simultaneously power a battery of
photon torpedoes powerful enough to hold back a fleet of
Klingon battle cruisers as well as defensive shields that
could englobe the entire planetoid. Additional security was
achieved by locating the facility safely within Quadrant
Zero space and providing it with a permanent, on-site
contingent of battle-ready troopers. It was only behind these
battlements and layers of deadly force that the scholars and
researchers of a hundred worlds could once again pursue the
paths of peace.

To the handful of beings who truly understood the im-
mense concentration of irretrievable knowledge that was
generated at the central facility each hour, running weeks,
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sometimes months ahead of the stockpile stored for backup
transmission to the other facilities, the lesson of Memory
Alpha remained a constant nightmare. For any system with
a central control point is vulnerable, and every planner,
every Starfleet defense adviser, was all too aware of one of
the earliest lessons the Federation had learned: not every
eventuality can be anticipated. Despite the lessons of the
past and the best intentions for the future, the entire
scientific and cultural network that linked the worlds of the
Federation in common defense and harmony was still at
risk.
They called the facility Memory Prime.
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Chapter Eleven

SarMaN NEnst stretched his arms over his head and yawned
like a Rigellian bloodworm.

Across the table from him, Mira Romaine watched and
listened in amazement. So did everyone else at lunch in the
cafeteria.

“What was that supposed to be?” Romaine asked as
Nensi rubbed his hands over his face.

“I think I might finally be relaxing,” Nensi said. “I
haven’t had a call from the interface team for three days
now.” He picked up a sloppy sprout-salad sandwich and bit
into it happily.

“They’re all still down in the Interface Chamber,” Ro-
maine said, marveling at how much her friend could get into
his mouth at once, “trying to find out why their precious
Pathfinders wouldn’t support their demands. Do you re-
member the expression on Garold’s face?”” So much for the
old story of how only a specially trained, enhanced interface

team member could understand the complexities of a

Pathfinder. Garold had been taken completely by surprise.

“Let’s hope they stay down there during the prize ceremo-
nies. Then I could almost start enjoying this posting,” Nensi
managed to say around his mouthful of sandwich. They
shared a glance, though, that said enjoyment had fled. As
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they sat together, both knew that in Romaine’s lab a small,
secure computer was running its last simulation of Nensi’s
Pathfinder access scenarios. His conclusions were holding:
the Pathfinders, of which Nensi and Romaine were ostensi-
bly in charge, were lying to them.

Romaine glanced around the cafeteria at the others. They
couldn’t be told yet, best to keep up the appearance of
normalcy. She handed Nensi a second napkin, and he
immediately put it to good use.

“You know, Uncle Sal, I'm beginning to worry that you
haven’t been having enough meals in polite company.”
Romaine delicately used her chopsticks to pick up a purple
cube of stir-seered plomeek, to show him how it was done.

“Afraid I’ll embarrass you at your dinner for Mr. Scott?”

“Ha!” Romaine laughed. “He’s a dear sweet man but he’s
lived on board ship for so many years that I'm worried ke
might embarrass you.” She smiled to herself, remembering
back to her too brief voyage on the Enterprise. The best part
about those last romantic dinners she had shared with
Scotty had not been the food. She could barely wait to have
dinner with him again.

Nensi checked his chronometer. “So how much longer is
it? Twelve hours till your engineer arrives?”

Thirteen hours, twenty-seven minutes, Romaine thought,
though she managed to look vague and say, “About that, I
think.” She took a sip of her tea. “That’s something I’ll
never understand,” she said. “The Enterprise travels two
days of a five-day voyage out from Starbase Four and loses
its dilithium, facing a couple of years of travel to get here on
impulse. And then Starbase Four sends out a light cruiser
with replacement crystals that reaches the ship within
hours. They spend three days repairing the circuits and
tuning the new crystals so they can power up the warp
engines again. And then, after the three-day delay, the
Enterprise will end up getting here only two hours late.”

“The wonders of warp factors,” Nensi said with a smile.
“Beyond that, I can’t tell you because I don’t have the
slightest idea how they do it and I'm too old to care.”
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“But if the Enterprise had traveled at the same speed at
the start of the voyage that she’s traveling now to make up
for the delay, she could have been here inside of a day to
begin with.”

“Now that I can tell you something about,” Nensi said,
gesturing with the other half of his sandwich. “Warp engines
have a strictly rated lifetime of operational use, dependent
on the factor at which they operate, not the distance they
cover. The higher the factor, the shorter the life. More than
half the cost of constructing a ship like the Enterprise is the
expense of the warp engines. I spent five years in San
Francisco processing refit requests from Starfleet, and let me
say that there’s a whole gang of accountants in the Federa-
tion finance department who’d be happy if all Fleet travel
was done on impulse propulsion.”

“It always comes down to credits, doesn’t it?”” Romaine
said. “How are we ever going to start accomplishing any-
thing worthwhile in space exploration without the proper
funding?”

“You’re starting to sound like Garold and his friends,”
Nensi cautioned. “No more talks about budgets until I get a
proper viewscreen in my office, all right?”

“You still don’t have one?” Romaine said with amaze-
ment. “Uncle Sal, I run my department through Starfleet,
remember? And I'm the ranking officer. You want a
viewscreen? You got it!” She snapped her fingers.

“You can do that?”” Nensi asked. “I thought all Starfleet
business had to go through Captain Farl?”

“He’s the ranking officer for his squad of troopers, sure,
but since this is officially a civilian installation, except
during emergencies, the chief technician is in charge.” She
pointed at the stripes on her blue sleeve. Romaine knew the
position was strictly a political gesture to those council
members who had wanted to play down the military aspect
of Memory Prime and, usually, all she got out of the
authority was a pile of extra screenwork at the end of each
duty cycle. But being ranking officer over twenty-six other
Starfleet science personnel did have a few perks. “I’ll order a
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screen for your office this afternoon. You should get it next
week.”

Nensi looked pleased. “Now I feel guilty I didn’t pay for
lunch.”

They were tidying up their trays when an associate rolled
up to their table, eyestalk extended and ready light blinking.

“Chief Romaine,” it announced in an extremely realistic
voice, “you are ordered to report to breakout area C.”

“Ordered?” Romaine asked. “Whose orders?”

“Captain Farl,” the associate replied. “This module is
authorized to announce that Memory Prime is now on
emergency alert.”

Uhura’s face appeared on the desk viewscreen in the
captain’s quarters.

“I have Admiral Komack’s reply from Starfleet Com-
mand,” the communications officer said.

“Go ahead,” Kirk told her, but Uhura’s somber expres-
sion made it clear what that reply was.

“Regarding charges pressed against Commander Spock,”
Uhura read, “Commodore Wolfe is authorized to take full
responsibility for the prisoner until he can be placed in the
custody of proper Starfleet authorities. Commodore Wolfe
and her prisoner are to transfer to the U.S.S. Sral/ upon that
vessel’s arrival at Memory Prime. Upon the conciusion of
the Nobel and Z. Magnees Prize Ceremonies, the Enterprise
is to return to Starbase Four and await further orders.
Signed Komack, Admiral, Starfleet Command.”

“That’s 1t?” Kirk was surprised. “No personal adden-
dum?”

“I’'m sorry, sir. That’s the full text.”

Kirk thanked the lieutenant and told her to leave the
bridge. The viewscreen went dark and Kirk looked over to
Dr. McCoy. “She stayed at her station eighteen hours so that
message wouldn’t be intercepted by one of Wolfe’s troop-
ers,” Kirk said, “for all the good it’s done us. I can’t
understand why Komack left it so cut and dried. It’s not like
- him. He knows Spock.”
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McCoy leaned back in his chair and swung his legs up
onto the edge of Kirk’s bunk. “We already know that there’s
more to this than anyone’s admitting. Wolfe’s keeping her
mouth shut. The security people on Prime aren’t responding
to your requests for more information. It’s big, Jim. ’'m not
surprised that a command admiral is washing his hands of
the whole thing. Whatever Spock’s mixed up in, it’s got a lot
of people scared.”

“You’re not sounding like the devil’s advocate anymore.
You’re talking as if you really think he’s guilty.” Kirk’s
temper was showing.

“And you’re talking as if you won’t even consider the
possibility that he might be!” McCoy shot back. “Remem-
ber Talos Four. Spock deliberately risked the last death
penalty on the books.”

“To do what he thought was right,” Kirk insisted.

“Exactly,” McCoy argued. “And maybe this time Spock is
also caught up in something he thinks is right. You can’t rule
it out. If Starfleet wants Spock, it’s because they have a good
reason.”

“Then why won’t they tell me?” Kirk pounded his fist on
his desk.

McCoy swung his feet down to the deck and leaned
forward. If he had been closer, Kirk got the distinct feeling
the doctor might have grabbed him by the scruff of his neck
and shaken him.

“Because you’re a captain, Captain. And some of the
decisions in this fleet are made by officers with higher
ranks.” McCoy brought his own fist down on the table for
good measure. He took advantage of Kirk’s speechless
surprise to draw a deep breath, then began again more
calmly. But not by much.
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