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Hello, and welcoma toe thies second lssue of MAKE IT 20, It's
encouraging that so many writers are taking pen in hand to produce
stories set in this Iincarnation of Star Trek.

Larraine Goodison makes a welcome return to Trek writing wlth no
fewer than three gtories, as doesg Sue Meek with a poem: Jacgueline
Comben ia known to membersg of BSFR and Lesley MoCartney ls known in
fandom but bhoth aAare new to our pages; sand geveral new contrilbutors
make thely appearance - Scott Carrick, one of the few male writers
in fandom, provides the longest atory Iin the zine, while Nala
Frame-Gray's cartoons glve us the chance to break new ground.

We don't often feature a story - however, for the sgecond time in two
issues of Make it 80 we have a feature story. In this issue we're
featuring Teresa Abbott's story LINK. It may seem a little unusual
to fasature a 9-page atoyy, but thié{is my game and I make the

rules. I loved thies story on zight, and when I turned to the last
page I had a gut reactlion that left me nearly in tears - and 1t'as a
rare story indeed that does that to me.

We already have some material for the next lssue, but as always we

neaed more. No death of main characters (except Yar), no stories
ahout other shipg (uniessg they feature one of the characters on an
earller shilp), no adult themesa. These are, after all, 'The voyages

of the Starship Enterprise... !

Submiliggions <¢an be gant to

Sheila Clark or Valerie Placentini
& Cralgmill Cottages 20 Ardrossan Rd
Strathmartine Saltcoats

by Dundee Ayrshire

Scotland Scotland




by

Karen 3parksg

Baeverliy Crusher couldn't concentrate on the letter ahe wag
trylng to draft to her ald friend Kate. She?'d just wrltten the same
paragraph twilcee, and it hadn’t bsen ithat Interesgting to sBtart with.
She =stood up, and then stared blankly at the pad whiach had fallen
from her ilap to the floor. She bent to plek 1t up and placed 11t on
the table.

Two days. She began to wandar restlessly around her quarters.
It didn't teke that long to read a resignation. Weaa 1t really a
matter of such supreme indifferance to him? Tears of humiliatlion
purned behind her eyes. She paused before the mirror, and loathed
her reflectlion, She lookaed pale and her syes were shadowed with
fatigue - sleep had been elusive, these past weeks, with the painful
declisions to be made haunting her nightsa. A strand of auburn hair
was twlisted absently around a2 finger, and then the mirror-image
Jjumped as the door-chilme gounded, Intruding on her troubled
thoughts. She frowned. One of Wesley's friends, no doubt, who
hadn't got the message about Tthe change of venue for the blrthday
party they were all attending.

"Come, " she called listlessly.

The doors sllid back, and the reflection of the figure framed in
the opening caunsed her to start, and colour to flood her falr skin.
ghe caught back the lmpulse to gpin towards him and turned only
gslowly to face him. There wag none of the rellef she had thought to
Pael at nls arveival - unsccecountably her stomach began churning in
anxlety as it had used to 1n the long-ago daye of taking medical
examns. Her heart was pounding so hard 1t felt like It would burst.

"Good evening, Captain. Won't you come 1in%" sghe heard herself
gay, for all the world as 1f she wag some party hostess greetling a
guast. It had been a Long time sgince she had hoested a party. She
smoothed zuddenly clammy hands over the folds of her ailky skiliet.

He returned her greeting automatlcally and she saw that hae did
not look very much more comfortable than she felt as he stepped
hesitantly into the unfamlliar territory of her gquartars. He could
not restrain a half-glance over his shoulder as the doors cloged
behind him, and she supposed bltterxly that he wag wonderlng 1
anyone had seen him enter. She consoled herself lamely that at
leagt he was here, voluntarlly, so perhbaps 1t wasg not ao unimportant
to him as she'd begun to despalr.

Conflicting storms of emotion raged within her at the gight of
hisg thoughtful regard of her and mhe turned away to hlde her
expreasion. She should be glad he had not brought Trol along, she
told herself asourly, for this matiter which was undoubtadly nothing
more Lo him than routine ship's business.

"pleasa sit down, Captain.? She moved to the cabinet. YCan I
get you a drink, perhaps?"
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"Thank you, no.™ The fabrilc of the easny chailr rustled faintly
as he settled Into 1t.

"You wonh't mind 1if T do." She droprad lce into a glaegs with
unhacasgary noise to cover the gililence in the room. Her hand was
shaklng a2s she poured her drink as slowly as she could. Her
delaying tactics falled:; she found she atill could not turn to face
him. His eves would loock into hers and she would be able to hide
nothing from him. All resclve would be lost.

"Reverly, T think we should talk."

His quletliy spoken words only increased her inner turmoil. She
took a alp of the amber liguid. It burned her throat. "What do you
think we should talk about?" she asked hoarsely.

He bhegltated. "1 wasn't mBure what you wanted me to do. 1
thought you would come to me to talk about it -~ that's why I waited
until now."

Qh, no. You had to come to me. IFf you hadn'tt cored enough to
do that, I couldn't go through with 16,

His expressive volce gounded agaln in tThe room, a little
embartragsed this time. "Look, why don't you ait down? It's not
eagsy talking to the back of your hesad like thisa."™ His tone
acknowladged the fact that they were both off duty and this was her
domain; he could not order her to do anything.

The doctor only leaned a little more heavily on the cabinet for
support. Tonight, she vowed, wyou may not have the advantage of your
gkill at reading people. You will know only what I choose to tell
YOU. It must be that way. She pileked up the glass and watched the
floating lece-cubes Jostle agalinagt esch other. One large lump in the
middle preventaed two smaller ones at opposite sldes from ever
touching each other; they could only float round and round the
obstruction, clinklng agalnst the glass and never getting any
closer. We are like that, she thought dumbly, and I don't even know
what the obstruction is - the Enterprise? - Jack's death? - or Just
all the little things piled up?

She remembered he had asked her to slt down, reallsed he musat
be watching her. She put the glass down agsain, but s8till could not

turn. Politely, she aald, "I am guite comfortable here, for the
momant." Really, this Ztagn't going at all like any of the rehearsals
I'd planned in my mind during those endless nights. We didn't waste

time discussing asuch trivialities os who would sift where....

"Pleage, Beverly, tell me why you're leaving." Hisg volce was
qulet and encouraging. Her breath caught Iin her throat and she
fought againat the yearning to face him and let him read 1t in her
ayes. This was the power of his command; the pervsuasgive, almost
hypnotic gquality in his voice that made people want to do the things
he wanted them to do. Anger warred wlith longing, and & thread of
hysteria surfaced in her mind. You have to ask, Jeon-lLuc? IFf you
really don't know I wouldn't have any idea how to start telling
YyouL . You Just can't be thot blind.

"T thought you knew,"™ she gald, bleakly pleased through her
pain that her volce sounded 2o calm, =so unemotional and believable.
"I have been offered an excellent promotion. It'g not something T
should turn down. ™
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gilence in the poom. Then a delicately-phrased qQuestion that
tore at hev defences.

P"Are you golrg because you want to go, or bscause you don't
waent to astay??”

Her vizion blurred and the room lurched arcund her. She
clutched at the glasg ag if 1t was a lifeline and cold ligquid
slopped ontoe her fingers. Damn yow! her mind yelled, what do you
think? You don't really want to know, I know you don't: the bLruth
wonuld complicate wvour life and you wouldn!t know what to do. Don'¢
push me, and you won't hawve to know. Trust your doctor, Jean-Luc,
when ghe btells wyou you'll regret 4t 2Ff you spoil her plan. There
waft hardly encugh space in her mind to contain all the anguilshed
accusations flooading into 1t. I'm lLeaving because I Love you too
much to eftay? I didn't mean 4t bo be this woy when I jFoined the
ghio. I dZdn't know that I would Ffall 4n lowve with you, or that wou
naever would with me. Ch, I could tell you Ffelt wunicomfortable with
me when I first arrived but I understood that - you thought I blamed
you For Jack's death. I tried to show you I didn't but I realised
you gtill held yourself Ffar more respongsible for the accident than I
ever had. I remirded you of the lozes of your best friend gsimply by
my presencs. That wae always batween uwus right Ffrom the start.

I can't remember the exact moment when I firet knew I waeg 4n
love with you. It waa probably born of admiration of that special
sgkill which 418 B0 much a part of you, of bringing oub the best in
people. It works right down through the ranks even to the youngesat
of the children who all adore you without knowing why, and even
though you don't know what to do wibh their affection for you. Az
the ship's doctor I delight in the care you show to each of your
bridge crew, that unigue Ffaomily of which you are head - your gentle
restraint of Tasha's impetuosiby and Worf's natural aggoression, wour
undergtanding of Data'ts and Geordd's needs to be btreated like all
the obthers, your respachkt and compassion Ffor Deanna's gift which 2=
alego her burden, wyour trust and belief In Riker. Buf asg Beverly I
am deeply Jjealous of 1t and it hurtes Zneide every bime I gsee 1t Ffor
you show no such concern for my feelinps.

The Ffirgt time I realiged I loved you might have been when I
auw the passion with which you defended your crew and Starflaet
against R's threats and ridicule, or perhaps when you gave me your
word -~ and kept 414 - that you would noft allow my son to be executed
on Rubicam Three. Or 1t might have been watching you writhe in the
unimaginable pain causged by the Ferengid mind-control device that
cusheaed the scanner reacdings off the scale, and with all my braining
and experience I was powerless to help you, more helpless than T
have gver felb. (IFf I had been able Lo stop your poin, bhe way a
ahip's doctor should have been able bto, would 1t have made any
differenca?)

I began to underagtand that you could not love me, Jean-Luc, buk
ewen that I came f:o bterms with and wos content merely o be near
Yo, teo watch over your heclth ond serve under your command because,
you gee, I thoughn (we all thought) you were one of bthose well-
documented but rare beings, a starship captain who truly did not
want or need the love of a woman, bo whom hig ship and crew were
Everything.

Thinking thaot, I did not even blame you Ffor your remotenass oOn
Minog when we were btrapped together 4in that cavern. I did not blame
you when vou would not hold me to keep me warm and ease my Fear (and
it was a well-Ffounded Ffeor, Jean-Luc, Ffor I knew the extent of my
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infuries and I nearly bled to deabthy), nor when you would not even
gtay nearby to recssure me with your words. Whern you began Lo roam
around the cavern, doing anything rabher thon have to be near me, I
told myself 45 was because you were showing pour concern in a

practical way, in trying to find us a way out -~ and of course I knew
you were worried about Lhe resd of the away fteom who were under
attack From bhose machines. Not because you didn't care. I didn't

want ko think you didntt care. Buen a0, that day marked the
beginning of the end of my dream, for 2f you could not show concern
when I might have died, when would you ever?

and then all our personal Ffeelings were ripped to gshreds by the

horror of Tasha's death. She never had an enemy - everyone who knew
her loved her. I know Lhat gou did, especinlly, quietly, like the
daughter you never had. I knew how protective wou felt towards her,

and guessed the hard bime wou somebimes had with the knowledge that
it was haer fob to proftect you, that she would alwoays plunge into
danger ahead of you. It 48 a tribubte to Tasha (that neither she nor
you will ever know, ocnd you ab leacst would not understand even if
wyou did) that I was Lruly never Jealous of wour love for her,
because afber the brutaliby of her childhood and adolescence she
deserued all bhe lowve 4n the wuniverge Ffor the rest of her life and
even I could not begrudge her thob. You would not let anyone see
your grief when she was killed, alfthough we all shared <6,

I shall newver forged racing against time Lo save her in
aickboy; your worst nightmare, (and mine too, for different reasons)

coming to pass. I wos peripherally aware of wou watching my Frantic
efforte, ond I wanted so desperately bo save her Life, almogt as
much Ffor your scke as Ffor herg. Bubt you turned your back on me and

want over Lo stoand with Data and Riker, and I failed; I could not
gave her and I had to tell wyou she was dead and 1t wos the hardest
thing I hove esvar done -~ until now. You turned around, then,
shocked, and I saw accusation in your eyes as you Llooked abt me and I
wished 4t had baen me who had died. I know there was nothing more I
could have done, and <t hurtse that you don't trust me enough to have
that certainty too. But ewven knowing doesn't stop my feaelings of
guilt, and the unconwcious longing discernible in every fibre of
your heing when you Look over at the empty bridge station where she
uged to etand 4g like a constant reproach to me, olthough I know you
don't mean 4t as such.

And she Final borment come only weeks ago when my carefully-
congtructed, fragile hypothesdis of your attitude towards me woas
shattered, when the feeble strands of ewvidence I had woven together
into o moaterial reagon for being able to bear your not lowving me was
ghown to ba the veill of self-delusion it really was. As long as T
believed you didn't love any woman all the other things didn't hurt
gquite o much. But then Janice Maonnheim came aboard and everything
changsad. I had often Zmagined sesing that tenderness soften your
Ffeatures, Jeon-Luc, but only inspired there by me, and 4t woas only
aver a dream I could not expect to be fulfilled. And the day that I
finally saw 15 there 16 was not fFfor me, and the memory of it is
almost too poainful to bear. I hated her, of course, because the
plaoce she holds in wour heart 4s the place I would chocose above all
otheras. She doas nobt deserve such o priviiege for she fis married
and she Louves her husband aond he loves her and 4t 48 not falr. I
gaw your pain and conflict when she left with her husband, and I
know thab 2Ff wou hawve not Fforgotiten her Z2n the 22 years gince you
last zaw her wou will surely nobt in the next 22. If only I could
inspire such Folthfulness 4n you? I think I s«ven hated wotr for a
little, then, for deceivinyg me all this time, although in my more
rational moments I know you are not respongible for my Ffantasies and
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vou can't help nct Lowing me any more than I can help loving voiu.
EBut oh, Jzan-Luc! I would Fforgive you evervybthing and 1t would make
what I have to doc ac much easier 1Ff only you would look at me, Just
once, the way wou Looked aob her?

Only when the doctor cpened her eyes did she realise they had
bean closad. She couldn't remember how she came to be sitting in an
armechaly when she had been so determined to stay standing, but guch
minor detalls fled before the wonder of the scene before her that
made her eyes widen and her heart warm. The unknowiling cause of all
her angulsh was kneeling beside hepr chailr, his elegantly-contoured
profile bhent over her hand which was, incredibly, clasped in both of
his. She f=lt like cryling and wished the moment could lasgt forever.

He looked up suddenly, aware of her gaze, and she cherished the
concern on hls face even as 1t faded to a more neutral expression.
He gmiled alightly in a way that melted all her anger agalngt him
and strengthened her rvesgsolve to spare him all she could.

"Are you feeling better?™ .

"I'm all right." Then, hazlly, "What happened?"

He released her hand for her to inspect the cuts he had been

presging a pad agalnat. "You broke the glass - don't you remember?"
Har hand hurt. She glanced over her sithoulder at the glags é
fragments on the floor by the cablinet. "No. "

"And then you seemed to pass out."™ His unspoken guestion hung
in the ailr,.

"I didn't have any lunch,” she sald in hasty explanation. I+
algo happened to be the truth. "I shouldn't have been drinking on
an empty stomach. Foolilsh of me."

She paw relilef on hilsg face, and then a little smile tugged at
the cornerg of hlis mouth ,2s he resumed hia seat opposite her.
"That's all right, then - for a moment 1t occurred to me that my MO
might not be able to stand the sight of blaod. I thought I'd have
spottad that before now!"

My CMGC. She savoured his possessglive uge of her title, then
sternly pushed the pleasure it gave her for later reflection. She
had 8 job to do, and he had given her the precious gift of enocugh
strength to do 1t. Zhe loocked up from her apparently absorbed study
af her hand's condition. He was wateching her again, but this time
ahe wasa able to maet hig eyes.

"You haven't answered my guestion,” he reminded her quietliy.

"Oh, haven't I%" she asked, as 1if ghe really couldn't
remember. She smlled at him and took a deep bresath. "I know you
couldn'’t possibly understand that anyone might actually want to
trangfer off the Enterprlse, Jean-Lue, but I want to go back to
Earth. I want to have galid ground under my feet agalin and feel the
wind in ny hair and breathe fresh alr that hasn't aslready been
racycled a thousand times." She even impressed herself by the
sincerity in her volce, and her smlle became genulne at the sheer
bafflement on hisg face.

"But - the holodecks - " he began. ;
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"Oh, holodecks!" she gestured dismisgsively. "I can naver
forget there'as a door, even though 1t can’t be seen, and a switch
that willl turn 1t allil off. You can't walk for miles on a holodeck -
not unless you go round and round in clirvolag.™

"Blg cireles,® the captaln protested falntly. "Very blg
clrelea." Then, curilously, "I didn'’t know you liked walking."

"I like to have the option,” she returned with some asparity.
Thinking back over her words she realilsed with surprise that 1t
would beae nice to get hack to those things. She must concentrate on
that and not what she would be giving up. She continued briliskly,
"I've run out of things toe organise on this ship - I'4d like to see
what I can do with the Surgeon-General’s office. It really 1s an
excellent opportunity for me."

"I Know that, and I wouldn't dream of standing in the way of
your promotion,™ he agsuraed her. "ag long ag - " He hesitated,
looked at the floor, brushed an imaginary speck of lint off his
gleeve, finally returning his gaze almost plesdingly to her face.
"As long as you're not golng because of anything I've done."

She returned to dabbing at a stlll-bleeding laceration on her
palm for a moment. Nothing wou've dona, beloved Jean-Luc, but
evarything you haven't done. The memory of hils earlier concern
soothed her mental cry of despalr and her voilce was steady as she
#aid, with the touch of mockery he would expect, "Oh, the arrogance
of the male gpecies!' 2he 1ifted her head to look into hig eyar and
lie to him. "My leaving heaa nothing to do with you.n

3he saw him relsx into the c¢hair as 1f gome tremendous welght
had been lifted from hilsg shoulders. Thig man was not uped to bheing
lied to and she knew with a kind of bleak pride that she had been
convincing encugh for him not to doubt her. She bowed her head,
allowing a length of halr to fall forward and hide her face from him
momentarily while she struggled against a sudden wave of panic. She
woan the fight. This was what zhe wanted; this lle was a gift he
would never know about, the.only thing she would ever be uable to do
for hilm. She became aware that he was maylng something.

"....can only wigh you every muccess and happilness, Beverly,.
We'll misg you."

"We”, not rv, She cleared her throat. H"Thank you."™

"If there's anything I can do for you....%?" Plcard offered
politely.
She shifted in her geat. "Actually - yes, there might be

gomething. "
He spread his hands expansively, eyebrows ralsed enqguilringl:.

The rest of the price to pay. Her words escaped in a rush.
"If Wes should decide not to come with me - "

"What?" Picard Jerked upright in hilg chair like a man awakened
guddenly from sleap.

His incredulous exclamation startled her and she thought back
over her words, wondering what had bheen g unexpeacted. "o would
you mind keeping an eye on hlm for me?" ghe finished lamely.
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"Bat ~ " His mouth opened, then closed. Then 1t opened again.
"You mear he's not going with you? You've just Leaving him here?"”

The doctor bristlied with indignation. "I'm not leaving him
anywhere!"” She 1ose to toss the bloodstained wad of tissue into the
waste disposal w . th unnecesgary force, Sha whirlied with one hand on
her hip to glare down at him, blue eyes glittering at his implied
slur on her maternal nature. "I'm going to give him the choilca. At
16 he 1ls guite ol.d encugh to make up hisg mind - or don't you think
go?"

The captain quailed vigibly and tugeged at the neck of his
uniform. "Wall, T -~ I didn't stop to think. I sBuppose 16 is old
enough, 1f you gay so."

Her offended air vanlshed and she subsided into her gmeat,
divining the reason for his discomfiture. Almost wilith & groan, she
sald, "I'm not asking vou to be a father to him, Jean-Lua."

Picard winced.

She ghook her head, annoyed with herself at her clumsy choilce
of words. "Only to keep an eye on him," she appealed to him. "Hea
has a great deal of regpeat for you, you Know. He ligtens to you.™

"Doeg he?" Plcard looked unconvinced, still frintly alsrmed.
"Wouldn't he miss you terribly? I wouldn't know what to do."

"He might, e little, at first." She felt something tug at her
heart, knowing she would miss him far morae. She awallowed. PBut he
really dogan't need me any more. This ship 18 his heme now, and he
hags the nzarest thing he has ever known to a family here. He would
naver forzlve me if I dragged him away from all of that now - and
nalther would I. The Enterprise can give him more than I ever can."

"Aren't you being a little hard on yourselfon

She shook her head ruefully. "N, Just honest. He belonga on
a starship. Like hig father did." She stared unseaingly at the
deck.

Plecard leaned towards her urgently, reaching towards her good
hand cradling the injured one in her» lap, did not - gultae -~ touch
them. With great gentleness, he asgked, "Aren't you afraid of losing
him too?"

Her aeyes screwed shut. "OFf courge I'm afrald of losing him
too!" ghe lashed out angrily. "But what do you expect me to do?"
He sat back hefore the force of her outburst. He shook his

head, bemuged. "I don't understand you, Beverly."

"1 know you don't," she sald sadly. Thaot Just about sums up
our relationship. Despalringly, she cried, "Damn 1%, I cantt atop
him from living his life becvause I'm scared of what might happen to
him:!"

"But if it will distresg you to leave him ~ ¢v

"I didn't gay that,"™ ghe defended hergel?.

Picard tried again. "He is only & c¢hild, he i1s bound to do as
you command. '
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"Did you feel such a child at 167" she demanded, ayesn flashing.
He frowned. "I can't remember."

"Don't jou see? He 1s my gon, not a crewmember I order
around!? He has the right to make up his own mind."

Plicard openad his hands contritely. "I'm gorvy. Thig 1s a

subject on which I am obvicusly not qualified to comment. I'm not
vary - "

" - good with childrent!”™ she finished for him. Or women, or
emotiong, she added wryly in her mind. Her anger evaporated
suddenly, leaving her exhausted. None of this was hilg fault. "Youyr

skill at command entltles you to not being good with a hell of a lot
more things than children, Jean-Luec."™

"Thank you."™ He looked faintly surprised. "Naturally, i?
Wesley stays 1'11 do what I can for him. S will the others, I'm
aura." A ghedow cama into his eyeé,which made her atir uneasily,
guegazing his thoughts were of how ecagerly Tasha would have taken to
the role of mothering him.

"I'm very grateful," she said.

He pulled himself back to the present with a vigible effort.

"Not at all," he responded courteously. He rose to leave and ghe
could think of no way to prolong the meeting; was go tired she
didn't know Iif she evan wanted to. She walked with him to the door

where he pausgsed awkwardly.
"Make sure you attend to that hand," he cautioned her.

She wavad it carelessly. "Oh - I will." Bhe forced a bright
amile. Nearly owver.

Picard took another step towards the door, then hegitated and
turned irresolutely bhack to Bevarly. Suddenly he reached to touch
her shoulders and brushed her cheek lightly with hiag lips=. He was
gone gso swiftly she was almogt afrald she'd dreamed 1t, but his
whispered, "I'm sorry," lingered in her memory. She put a
disbelieving hand to her cheek, staring wonderingly at the closed
door. Sorry? Because she wasg leaving? Becauge he'd made her
angry® Or - an apology for all he could never be to hap?

No mattep!? Whatever the future might hold in store for her
nothing could ever change what had just happened. Thia wasg a
gpeclial moment that was hers to cherish for all time, a memory to
relive whenever she chose; 1t was a warm glow 1in her heart that felt
ag if it wasg there to stay.

She turned to attend to clearing up the pleces of broken glasgs,
completely unaware of the tears running down her face, and was
thankful that her love for him had proved strong enough to withhold
from him her true ressons for leaving.

Caxfax®
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LIKE A LADY

3rd prize, poetry competlition, UFP Convention

Whati's that you say, young fella?
The androld with orange eyas?
You agk me what it was like to be
On toard the filrst Enterprise?

Well, take me along this corvidor
An' I'11 tell you sgomething, son;
We had a great adventure,

We had a lot of fun.

Wa were the first to go out there
Where none had gone before;

Qur lady took us there and back:
We could not agk her more.

But so many young men dled for her
8o that gshe should live;

They made the ultimate smacriflce,
Giving all they had to gilve.

Even Spock...

He staved the ship, he saved us all,
But oh, the pailn

Ag we watched him fall.

Ther the battle aver Genegilsg

Crippled and dying in the sky she hung
And with heavy Klingon footfallsg
Loudly her proud hull rung.

We ptood there gsad on Genesis

And watched her flaming and

She took the Klingons with har

Ag we sald farewell to our friend.

Kirk and Spock? Well, I'11 tell you -
From what I've got in my head

Dont't you worry none about them -

I know that thay're not dead.

I know they're out there gsomewhaere,
Far, far bayond Antares;

I know we'll meet again some day
Ag we race mmong the staps.

Now, you tell your Captaln Pleard
That I asald this to you, my boy,
That your Enterprise is a lady,
Not Jjust an expensive toy.

She'll be your friend and lover
And no matter where you roam,

You treat her like a lady

And she'll always bring you home.

PAEA A YA A YRR A Linda Wood

1988
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by

Lorraline Goodison
{(following events in Lonely Among Us)

The door chime had scounded twice before Pilcard roused himeself
enocugh to answer Lt. He glanced up asg Riker entered, irritatioen in
his expression and displesasure in his volce as he barked, "Yes, what
is it, Number One? I'm rather busy at the moment and - "

"It'g about what happened earlier, Captain.m

Picard was beginning to recognise that not-gquite~deferential
tone of Riker's. It usually meant the First Officer had scomething on
his mind, somethlng whieh he antilecipated would bring a confrontation
with his Captain.

Plicard paused in hils task to look at Riker, neting the younger
man'a rigid stance. "our guests? I'm sure you've dealt with 1t
ada2quately, Riker, but I don't require a report at this time."

Riker drew himsmelf up. Hig eyes ghifted from the atarfield
behind Picard's head to the Captain himself. "That gituation i=
under control, sir, but that was not what 1 came to tailk about. I
want to talk about the cloud entity."

"Ah." Pilcard put down his lightpen and laced his filngers

together on the desk. "Surely that was dealt with at the
debriefing. You had ample opportunity to put forward quastions

regarding its nature then."

"I know sir, but - " Riker's lips drew into a penaive line as
he met Pilicard's direct gaze, "Parmigsion to speak candidly, sir."
"Always. "

The Firgst Officer's pesture e@ased a fraction but he still looked
uneasy. Captain, I have to make & report on the incident. The
briefing answered all my guestlions - then. Afterwards, one other
kept returning toe my mind."

"And?" prompted Picard. "Get te the point, Riker, I've ne time
for this verbal fencing."

"and I'm not sure how much of what you did was the entity, and
how much was you."

Therea wag a long pause as Riker awalted Picard's reactlon to a
doubt both men found unpalatable.

Picard broke the silence with a wry, "I suppose I should have
seen that coming... " His stern expression softened a little. HiWwhy
didn't you ask this at the debriefing? <Counselor Troil could have
answered Lt, I'm sure."

"It wagn't a point I fully considered until afterwsrds and...
with 211 due resrect, I don't think Counselor Troi's answer would
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have helped me. You were the one under the entity's control"

The unspokean accusation was a wall between them, bbut only for a
moment.,

"And you want to know how fully under its control I was?" asked
Picard.

Fiker nodded. A8 the tenslon eased, he took the opportunity to
sit opposite FPicard, feelling strangely awkward interrogating his
genior officer like this. $t111, he had to know.

"When it took over Worf and Crusher, 1t used them simply as
tools, to £ind a way *to communicate.” Riker paused, lasaning forward
in hig seat, trying to put words to hig disquiet. "Whan it took
aver you, 1t gpoke through ycu, shared your knowledge and dreams."

"It was 1ln me a good deal longer,!" FPlcard observed gquietly,
maeeting Riker's scrutiny. "It needed A container."

Y"What it got was someone who empathlised with 1t completely. on
the Bridge, I asked you 1f it controlled you. Can you ansgwer that
nowe"

Picard's silence told Riker far more than a gimple yes or no.
The Captalints expreszion was unreadable, as 1f shutters had closed
on gomething no person would ever find the truth of. Undeterred,
Riker pursued his polnt. "You reglignhned your commlission, Captailn!?
Was that the entity? If it wag simply using your ming, why even
congider your dutlies? Why nct just wait and leave when it wisheg?"

"It dig.n
"And took you with iti"

T came back, dldn't I?" gnapped Picard, abruptly rising, anger
flooding hig features. Just as quickly 1t dispersed, replaced by
the troubled uncertainty which plagued his thoughts. "Are you
asking me if I went willingly?" he continued sgoftly. "Dig I
commit... physical suleclide for the sake of smome intangible dream?”
He turned, leaning one hand against the bulkhead as hils eyeaes
searchaed the gtreaming starfield. "T don't know, Riker, I truly do
not know."

"vou can't remamber?™

The Captaln shook his head. "Flaghes, mostly. After hearing
the veports, I'm no longer sgure which are true memovrieg and which
conjured up by my Iimagination.™

"It gaid 1t offered you a way to realipe your dreamsa. Did you
accaept?"

"Wouldntt you?" Plcard asked mildly, letting his mind rest on
the concept, even if he no longer remembered the actuaslisation.

"T deon't know," Riliker angwered honestly. He shook hlas head
slightly. "I'hat'g the thing that I keep comlng back to. Twice 1t
spoke of you and itself in the third person. I+t told Dr. Crusher
that the... combination elated you, that you'd soon be... home."

"“Yag... "
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The acknowlaedgement was spoken g0 quietly, Riker almost missed
it. He looked sharply at Plcard, but the Captain's back wag gtill
turned to him and his stance conveyed very little.

Riker stood. walked acroszs to the window. "Captain, I -

"Whet made you join Starfleet, Will?" Pilcard gently
interrupted.

Riker covered his surprise by staring out the window, but
Picard did not notice the silence. The Commander leaned against the
builkhead, reflecting Pilceard’s introspective mood. "T gueegs to
travel, to see what was out beyond the limitations of a planetary
atmosphere,” Rilker answered, his lips curving inte a rueful smile
ovaer a distant memory. "Or maybe it was the ghiny majestic
stavahips, I really can't remember, it's been a part of me for so
long."

Jean-Luc Pilcard nodded, remambering hig own needs. "I wantegd
to see the stars up close," he gald, his voice deep and gombre like
rioch brandy. "I wanted to reach out and touch them, to be part of
them, to understand thelr secrets and be as one with them." He
smiled ar he glanced across at Riker. "I wonder if that yearning is
a pre-reculsite for Starfleet enrolmenteh

"I should think it's the mogt imporvtant quality,” responded
Rikenr.

"Yes, and 1t was thet fundamental desire that the entity pilecked
up on." Picard turned his back on the view, facing Riker canadaidly.
"I can't anawer your questions. The dincident 1s too tangled up with
my basic temperament, I can't gay - thisg ideal was mine, that dream
wag the entity's - but T can tell you I don't care to examine the
guaeagtion too clogely."™ ’

Riker nodded, aware that he was unlikely aver to get a proper
anawear. Perhaps there was none. Only the Captain knew what had
oceurred in that incrediple empathy, and the entity had taken that
knowledge with it. His report would have toe be concerned with the
known facts, and more egsoteric congiderations laid aside.

Watching the stars, Riker murmured, "Wouldn't it be something
to travel in the blink of an eye; with a thought, transverse
galaxiea®"

Plicard regavded him thoughtfully. "Yag, Number One. It would
be... something.!
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FARTEL FETEMI

Wae gather on the holodeck, sorrow in our hearts,

Amid green grass, blue sky and distant singing birdas.
We come to honour Tasha as thisg life her gsoul departs,
The way she asked, to listen to her words.

Her image stands hefore us in her dear, familiar way,
She sgays we're all the: famlly she had.

To each of us she'z something comforting to say,
Trying to make her death not seem =0 bad.

Deanna's sobbing goftly - she was her closest friend,
This must be for her a sgpeclal kind of hell.

On top of her own paln at Tasha's brave, untimely end
She has to suffer all cour grief, ag well.

Will stands strong and caring, her walst hig arm supports,

With memories of the mlime their eyes are filled.

Both know what Tashs went through; Trcoi sensed 1ts evil thoughts
And felt Yar die, and Will was almogt killed.

Yar tells him he's the best and thanks him for hilsg trust

And encouragement and times he made her laugh.

Trol, she says, glves so much love, and helped her to adjust
And taught by quiet example on her behalf.

Warriors, orphans, both; she and Worf were of a kind,

Klingon cresd deems c¢rucial how one dies.

She earned respect and honour from this friend she leaves behind,
She met death well - wide open were her ayadg.

She gpeaks of Bev's devotlédn which comes from daeep within,
From her for excellence ashe learnad to strive.

The doctor blames herself for the fight she could not win,
(If she'd striven more, would Yar gtill be allve?)

Yar tellsg young Wes she's sorry she'll never see him growing

Into the fine man she's sure that he wilill be. “
- Geordili's thanked for friendship, and somehow always knowing

When she despaired; for helping her to see.

Tasha turnsg to Data, who seems afrald, unsure,

But as she speaks hisp face lights up with pleasure.

"You gee with chilldlike wonder, that makes you even more
"Human than us.™ This tribute he will treasurea.

A lump comea to my throat asg she turns 1n my direction,

Morae tender are her eyeaesg, her smlle, her volce,

Than she'd lLet me see in 1life (was she afraid of my rejection?)
She states her Life - and death -~ were her own cholce.

She never knew her parants; survived unloved, alone,
Tntll Starfleet hope and dignity allowed.

She wanted to be lilke me - that I hadn't known,

And sashe gays she hopes her captain might be proud.
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Guilt tears at my soul at these words I didn't expect
For the things I should have sald before she died.

Too late now to tell her she always had my deep reapect
And my love, sateem - and especially my pride.

We otand a while in asilence, good memories now we're sharing
Of our dear, departed frlend, Natasha Yar.

Recall her love, her laugh, her grace, her caring,

Her brave free spirit. I whisper, "Au revoir."

"This gathering is conecluded." Her friends start to withdraw,
Seeking, finding comfort 1n each other -

Companionship brings solace, makes thelr hearts less sgore.
One stays behind, whom she loved like a brother.

Data turns to face mae, tears glistening in each eye,
I'm shocked, and ask him gently how he's feeling.
HThig is Tashatas gift -~ I never knew that I could cry,
"Now I can learn the Human way of healing."

He smiles at me through tears that srhouldn't exist
And leaves, and now all sounds ahruptly cease.
Android tears for a friend who will be miased,
While her captain prays that she may vest in peace.

by Karen Sparks
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A TWIST [N TIME

by

Jacqueline ¥. Comben

"Captaln's Log, Stardate L2R02.6:

Enterprise is en route to the planet Lanevron to attempt
renegotiation of the contract for supply of dilithium crystals.
Laneron is not a member of the Federation and the Lanerions have no
desire to travel the galaxy. However, the planet has zlways been
willing to aceept bauxite, of which many of our planets have excess,
in exchange for the crystals essential to our warp drive power.

Now, 1t seems, the planet is no longer happy with the terms aof our
agreemant, as dilithlium was refused to the cargo vessel recently

sent to make the regular exchange. The Chalrman of the Rulilng
Councill, one Kannon, specifically asked that the Captain of U.8.8.
Enterprise be sent to discuss the mattepr...?

Jean~-Lue Picard paused. He was at a losg as to why the
Lanerions ghould wish to negotlate with him. He had never viailted

their planet and did not think he was particularly well known as a
diplomat, although all starship Captains were ohliged to act as
part-time Federation Ambagsadors, since often they were the mosgt
senlor representative on the spot.

At that moment, Lieutenant Worf reported,

"Meggage goming in from Starfleet Command, Captain.®
Plicard turned of¢ hias log recorder and ordered,

"On sereen, please.™ '

A few moments later he wag heartily wishing that B new Galaxy
clasg vessel would be launched soon, as lmmedliately thereafter his
ahlp would cense to be bedevilled by assorted persons who elther
wanted to gawk at or in zome way explolt the newest-and-best 1in the
Flaet! S0 far Enterprise had been 'inspected' by an ancient Admiral
from the Medical Branch, had been annoyed by @, had her perfectly
good engines 'tuned' by a fool who had been made use of hy the
Traveller, had attracted two Conspiracy-connected vigita, had her
computers 'adjusted' by the Bynars... and now she was to divert from
her mission in order to collect an Admiral whose purpogse was to
*check' the computenr, There was nothing wrong with the computer!
The Bynars had put right theilr 'adjustments' before leaving and Data
was qulte happy with the result, This Admilral was just like that
aged doctor, coming to matisfy hig curiosity with no good reason.
He, Plcard, and his crew would be disrupted and their arrival at
Laneron delayed, purely because Enterprise happened to be the vessel
everyone Iin Starfleet wanted to vigit, and full Admirals got their
QW WAY. He dld not log that opinion, but he wag sorely tempted to

do so.

Enterprlae, fortunately, did not have teo divert far off course
in order to rendezvous with U.S8.8. Faragut. Told that the Admiral
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wag ready to beam over, Pilcard left Riker in charge of the Brlidge,
gince protocol demanded that he 'walcome' his honoured guest. He
ordered Geordl Lz Forge to the Tranasporter Room, azx his Chief
Englineer was obliged to take charge when the beam-over was aof such a
high ranking officer, and took with him Data and Counselor Troi.

His Scilence Officer would be the permon who dealt wilith the Admiral's
official purpose for coming and Trol was the only member of his craw
who might be able to tell him something about the Admiral's
reactionsg.

Ag the glilitter of the beam sgclidified, Picard, polite rather
than honest, opened hils mouth to say, "Welcome..."; Deanna shivered,
and the new arrival spoke, asking,

"foermission to coms aboard, Captalne®

This archaic and meaningless politeness was the lamt thing
Picard had expected and 1t took him s moment to veply, looklng up at
the exprassionlesg Vulcan face,

Y"EGranted, Admiral Spock. Cff course. ™

The Admiral appesared somewhat older than was usual for a Yuloan
of his age. His face was heavlily and deeply lined and his halr
thickly streaked with gilver. However, his tall, thin body, at
parvade rest, sgeemed to radlate erect dignity and, when he astepped
from the platform, he did so with a stride which implled physlical
fltnesa many a men of thivty would have envied.

"May T present Ship'a Counselor Deanna Troi and my Science
Cfficer, Lieutenent Commander Data.™ Picard said.

"Counselor.”™ This word was sald flatly and was simply an
acknowledgement <f her presence. The Admliral then Jlookad at Data
and ralsed one ajyebrow, clearly questioning.

The object ¢f the look, by now ured ta such queries, hastened
to explain that re had zraduated from Starfleet Academy, Class of...

"I have every confildence in Mr. Data." Pilcard said,
interrupting hils Science Officer’'s flow of words.

"Evidently," was the Admiral's comment,
"Your quarters..." began the Captain.

"My stated purpose for belng here is to evaluante your fibrary
computer and gmenszor programs in operation. To do so, I nead first
to go to the Bridge,'"™ gailid Spock.

"Mr. Data will show you..." Plcard began, and again was cut off
in mid-sentence.

"Unneceggary."

"Admiral Spock designed our computer, Captain."™ Data put in,
helpfully.

Somehow, all four of them were in the corridor heading for the
turbo-11£ft, with aAdmiral Spoeck in the lead, without Picard being
qulte gure how this had happened. When they entered the 1lift, it
was Spock who gaid, "Bridge", and 1t was he who led the way out,
golng directly tc the main Science Station. Data, hoping ta learn
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somathing from the genior computer specilalist in Starvfleet, followed
him with rather the asir of an eager puppy. He wasn rewarded with one
look of flat dlamissel and was then ignored, as Spock baegan to
operate various sections of the congole. The Vulcan had pogiltioned
himgelf so that the sndroid could not really see what he was doing
and he was ryunning the computer in 'silent' mode.

The Captaln, observing thilg, had to stop himsgelf from grinding
his teeth. Ha knew Vulcang were never pollte, but such treatment of
hls Secilence Officer wag, Iin his opinion, uncalled-for rudeness. He
glanced at Trol and reallsed she had not gald a word gince the
Admiral arrived, and now looked cloge to tears. Canfused, he nodded
towards his Ready Room, where they could talk privately.

Once there, Plcard asked,

"Is gomething wrong, Deanna? Do you gsensge something from the
Admirale®

"Captaln,” she replied in a strained whigper, "all Vulcans

shield theilr minds. They. .. In a way they are the opposite aof my
people, Ag a half-Betazoid, I find 1t hard to sense actual
thoughts. I usually detect only emcotions. In fact I normally have

to ahut my mind because the flood of so many people's feelings 1a...
confuging."

"Yag. " Jean-Luc nodded.

"Vulecang are telepaths who, 1f they have feelings, do not let
them surface, and who deliberately do not communicate. Certain of
thaem. .. healers... use touch to sense thoughts, with the permission
of the subject, but always a Vulcan is... like a blank to me. T
saense only... a shleld. I cannot describe the sensation clearly.
But..." §She paused and shilvered before adding, "Admlirasal Spock is
different."

"Oh?" Plcoard gueried,.

"Iit dim. .. It is mrs 1if he were shilelded In ice, Captaini®
Deanna c¢ried, clearly very upset. Thern, seeing and senslng confused
query, sha added, "If you were to approach a very, veary cold storage
area, before you remched 1t you would feel the chiil. It is like
that. I do not sense the Admiral's shield. I do not feel nothing.
I feel... a chill which stops me approaching close enough to reach
the ahleld. I am not explaining..."

"1 think you're explaining very well," Jean-Luc asgured her.
"Do you...?" He paused, for he had bheen sbout to agk 1f she thought
the Vulcan was hiding something, but that was ridliculous. This
Admiral had never been Iinvolved in the alien congpilracy and was
obviougly here purely to see how his latest computer was performing
in actual use. He might lack a real excuse for the visit, he might
privately distrust the Bynarsg and wish to check that they had
changed nothing for the worse, but he would hardly go to such
trouble to hilde those motives. Another thought struck him,

"His reactlion to Data?" he asked.
"If anything, Captain, the cvhill became more intense when you
introducad Data. I seansed..."” She frownad. "Idvy, at the time I

was aware only of the chill, but I did sense... digapproval."

"He doean't approve of Data??




"L ode not understand him, Captailn, and T could be wrong, but |
think..." Sheae was clearly 'looking inward'. "Yag," she said, more
confilidently. "Dimapproval .Y

" shall be very glad when he has finished his c¢hecks," was
Plcard's comment and it was obvious that Counsgelar Trod heartily
agraad.

To tha rellief of the Bridge Crew, after tan minut w@E, MNpook
departed te Auxiliary Controel to continue his teagte. Whan Data
offared to accompany him, the Admiral =zaid flatly,

"Unnecessary, " and his orvder to the turbo-lift came 5o guilakly
thevreartar that the doar shut in the Selenca Officer's face.

"Captaln!” gaasped Rikern. "That was damned rudet!?

"He i3 an Admiral,™ Deanna saild softly, not wanting Riker to
get himgelf into trouble by speaking bils mind next time he saw that
ey individual.

"Data, take cvar Ops.!" Plcard ordered, making the best of the
situation, "Could you smee what tests the Admiral was doingen

"No, zir," Data reported as he sat down. "admiral #Zpock was
positionad so that observation was difficult. A11 1 know lg that he
was operating sensor banks using unusual settings."” He paused,
running checksg himself. “"Now, Sir, the Admiral has set up coded
blocksg, such that T cannobt access hig work." Therao wag n hint of
wonder in the Sclence Officer's volce. "I am not sure how he has
done that.®

"Captain, you don't think one of those aliens might stiil be
alive and have taken over Admiral Spock, do you?" BEiker agsked.

"No," gsaid Troi with certalnty. "I sunged nothing like that
from the allens.®

"Nothing like whatot

"Cold."” The Counselcr shivered. "Logle, I suppose. Yery cold
loglie. ™

Silently, Jean-Luc Picard thought, Logia? Which dismapproved of
Daba? 1 see nothing logical in thak.

Enterprige weasched Laneron only three hours late. Announacing
himgelf, Plcard was greeted by Chairman Kannon with the words,

"Your ghip 13 the Enterprise?"
!l\‘fes‘ .. "

"Then you may come to cur Council Chamber. The Captain of that
other vessal triel to discuses terms, but we refuse to nagotlate with
legaar offlcers. Wa understocd that your Federation valued our
dilithium suffileciantly to mend to us 1ts chief ship. We have always
baefore been accorded the courtesy of dealilng with the Captaln of the
best vegsel. We were gurprised at the attempt to dany us the level
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of negotiator to which we are accusgtomed. We are pleased that
thig... overgight... has been rectified.”

Tt had rot occurred to Plicard that the Rulling Councill of
Laneron asuffered from the 'newest-and-begt' syndrome, but it waa
obvioug that the damand to sgsee him was prompted purely by that
malady. Whar. he beamed down, the mctual changes Kannoen agked for in
the terms of the contract for dilithium supply were minimal.
Somahow, word had reached thisg planet that the Federation had
iaunched a new, better class of ship, and these people had at once
gean a viglt as thelir due.

In conversation, it trasnspired that Laneron had asked for and
recelved a meeting wilth the Captaln of each preceding new class of

starship. The fact that the vessel, of necessgity, remalned in orhit
and could not be seen from the planet dld not seem to matter to them
in the least. in effect, the main item in the terms of their

trading agreement, in thelr mindas, was that, as scon as Starfleet
improved itas leading clasms, such a shilp must go to Laneron as &
demonstratlion of the value set upon, the planet by the Federation.
They dld not expect, or want, a long visit. All they wanted waa for
the newest ard bast tao come. They saw thisg asg a astatus symbol.

Jean-Luc, who wanted to explore the unknown, not to bhe waved as
s flag by anyone, was more than a little annoyed, but he was obhliged
to gmile and be polite and sign the new contract in front of
holo-recorders which allowed all details of the ceremony to be
trangmitted to everyone on Laneron.

"See how Iimportant we are!" was the underiyilng message of the
broadcast. "Once again the Federation Starfleet hasg sent lts very
hegt to negotiaste with usg. We are still asg impoprtant to them as we
were when the filrgt contract was agreed."”

Tt wasg childiash, but dilithium was esgsgential, so 1ts pozmpegsors
could be ag infantile as they liked with impunity and the Captains
of guccessive starshlips had to smile, while feeling like trophles
being added to the planetary collectlen! When Plcard, finally, was
able to touch hls comnunicator to announce that he wag ready to beam
up, he was certaln that all thosgse before him, save perhaps the
firat, had felt just as relleved as he did to be leaving Laneron.

Commander Riker was as pleased to hear of his Captain’s
imminent return as Plcard was to be coming.

Admiral Spock had returned to the Bridge.

Data had bean working at the gclence console and had been told,
flatly,

7T will takse over here."

Neither Riker nor Data could very well argue with a full
Admilral, and the Firat Cfficer had only to look at that faorblidding
cold dignity to lose any thought of protest he might have nursed.

He had tald Data to take over Ops agaln and hoped the Vulcan would
not stay long. The atmosphere on the Brilidge was as chilly as Deanna
had reported the Admliral's mind to be.

Wegley, who had arrived to take hilse watceh at Con, noticed the
lack of camaraderie and finally located the bralded uniform as the
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raasgson, Hy standing starling around before taking hisg station, he
gained hilnmgelf a lLong, measuring look from the wearer of the braild
and he sat down vary hurriedly, feellng more like six than glxteen
and sure ithat he vould be ordered away, fast!

However, just as the Captain's signal was received, the Admiral
daparted e abruptly as he had arrived. Riker wondered whether to

sand Data back to the golence station and decided to walt. Once
Pleard was aboard, they would be moving off to theilr next
ags lgnment . The Taptaln could sort out what to do about the

disruption of hils Zecience Gfflcar's research work.

The Transportaer Chilef of U.85.3, Enterprisce locked on to the
Captain's signal and operated the controls. A moment later she was
staring open-mouthaed at a pervfect stranger Iin a weird outfit that
Just mizht be scome allen's ldea of a Starfleet uniform, baged,
nmayne, on blurred pictures cobtained 411llioltly. That thought Jerked
her out of shock and gshe grabbhed the phaser kept at the console for
occcaslong like thig, and levelled it at the intruder. Then ghe hit
the intercom switaoh,

"Trarsporter Room to Brildge. Intrudar Alert:i"

"Security detall to Transporter Room,"™ she heard ordered,
bafore the Flirast Offlcer addecd., "Fand, pleampe gpecify.”

"Sdr, T Locked on to the Captaln's communicator, I'w sure T
did, and the baam-up went guilte normally, but the Captain hasn't

arrived. Someone elige 1ia here instead."
"I wilil come down, Chilef. Keep the intruder there under
guard. Bridge ou:z."
"Who are you?" Rand agked the stranger, angrily. "Where 1s our

Captalns™

"I am Jean-Luc Pieard, and I assure you..." bhegan the man as
Pavel Chekov and <hree of his gection entered at a run, phasers
drawn, and aimed <hem at the speaker.

Flcard sighed, What had happened he could not guesszs, but he
recognised the ancient uniform worn... he was not sure how long
ago... and he had seen Transporter Rooms like thig in the 2tarfleet
mugealm. He ovened his mouth to assure thesa people that hisz
intentions were paesceful, just as the door opened ajgain to admit a
tall thin figure. The halr was free of grey and the face less
deeply lined, but he recognised this Vulcan. The last time he had
seen bhim had been on hiszg own Bridget

The Vulecan entered the Trangporter Room Jjust as Geordl was
oparating the conurols, and caused him to look over at the door,
surprised. He couldn't imagine why tnig computer expert had
suddenly declded 1o come here, and opened hilis mouth to ask.

"Welcome aboard, Captain,'" sald the Admiral in a voilce which
sounded. .. amused’

Geordi looked towards the platform and gaped, for the man
gstanding there was & total stranger and was dressed 1in fancy dress,
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for that uniform had been worn before Geordil's father was born!?
The stocky man frowned. He looked from the Vulcen to LaForge
and hisg frown became cloger to a glare. Then he looked down at
himeelf, patted his clothes az 1f pleased to see he wag still
dressed, and said,

"My uniliform isg O.XK, so... Not an alternate universe?

"No, Captaln," z2ald the Vulcan Admiral. "A temporal shilift. A
warp in tilime."

"I'm in the future?" Even ag he sald 1it, Jameg T. Kirk tock in
the amount of whilite 1n Spock'ts hailr and reallsed that 1t fitted.

"affirmative,” came the answer.

"Ipock, rimk of changing... your past?"
"None, Jim. I will explain as we go. I have more gsengoyvr
readings to check before I cen send you hack. Come., "

They had gone before Geordl had taken in what was happening.
His filrst cogent thought was that the paly had been talklng some
psort of shorthand. ‘‘hen he realised he had understood, and
hurrledly called the Bridge.

"Commander Riker, I locked on to the Captaln, but he never

arrived. Inetead somaone else..."
"Worf, get down there," Riker ordered. "Carry on, Geordi."
"I think from the past, Sir. From before I was born." He

remembered that crazy uniform and added, "I'd say more lilke a
hundred years! They already.."

"They?"

"Er.. the Vulecan Admiral and..."®

"Do you mean Admiral Spoeck's there?"

"Wag, Sir. He came in when I was bheaming up the Captain.®
"I thought you =sald the Captein didn't beam upt!”™ Riker

groaned. "Explaln again, Geordl. Exactly what happened? In
detall.™

Spock ralsed an eyebrow as he regarded Plcard.

"You ared"

"Jean-Luc Picard..." This was difficult. Could he change the
future 1f he gaid too much? Then it dawned on him that this Vulcan
wasg... or would be... on his ship and that gome sort of connection

gseemad 1lnevitable. "I am," he sald, "Captain of U.3.8. Enterprise."”

"And I &m the Tsar of all the Russias!" exclaimed Pavel Chekov.
"Mr. Spock, let me put thisg... person... in the Brig!"

"Not yet," Spock gaid. "Contract Number of your vessel?" This



last wasg addrass«d to Jean-Luce, who began Lo admire the man... or
rathar Vulcan.

"NCC-1701D." replied the Capteiln, whille reallaing that he had
net thought of the Admiral on his ship as anything but a Vulcan.

Iin unigon, ns B result of hisg answer, Spock sald,
"Fagcinating," while Chekov gasmped,

"Whato"

The First Officer turned to Rand,

"Were there any irregularities in the aignal? Any
fluctuations? Anything anomalousa? Any tendency to bounce andg
raturn?"

"No Sir," she assured him. "It was absgolutely normal." She
wag feeling that ahe must have done something wrong, but could not
imagzine what.

"Mr. Scott o Transporter Room, ™ Spock ordered aver the
intercom. Te Chekov he gald, "Clearly all circulta must be
checked,. T musgt replay sengor readlngs to determine whether any
data may be obtained from those. Meanwhile, keep oHur vigltor here.
I am unwilllng to c¢hange any parameters until [ have more data. Ah,
My. HScott..." ag that worthy arrived, '"check all transporter
citreuits for any malfunetion, however minor.'

The engineer eyed Pilcard,
"Who may he be?'"

"Phe vietim, 1t gseems, of & phenomenon which hag also robbed us
of Captain Kirk..."

"Spoaek, I heard..."™ Another arrival began gpaaking before he
wasg evan inside the »oom. He gtoppred there and glared at Jean-~Luc,
"owWhe;'s heT Wheree's Jime®

"I think Mr. Spock isg saying yon is the result of a transporter
malfunction, " said Scott, not without sgarcasm.

"You mean he came up ingtead of Jim? Dammit, then it's
obvious..." advancing towards Picard, "...you gtole Jim'sg
comnmunicator andg. .. "

"Doctor, do rnot allow your emotions to betray you," Spock
chiladed. "We have no evidence for such a theft."

"Don't we? How come he's here and Jim lsn'tev

"I ¢an postulate a number of reasons, of whiaon theft ls but one
and that.,.. "

HThe most likely!™
"*In your oprnion, Doctor." Spock touched the lntercom.
"Uhura, please contact Laneron and ask to speak to Chalerman Venko.

If he replies, tell him we have suffered a minor malfunctlion and..."

HSpook!" gauped Mceloy.
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"...that we will be remalning 1n orbit while repsirs are put
into aeffect." 8Spock continued calmly. "I am on my way to the
Bridge. When I arrive, I shall reguire an exact account of your
convergation with the surface. Spock out."™

"Spock, you should be demanding that they release Jim..."

"Doctor. I have no evidence that they have the Captain on
Laneron. Remain here, by all meanz, but..."

"Oh no! I'm coming along to talk some sense Into youl"

Ag they went, Picard found himself smliling, sure that the
doctor was dolng exactly as Spock wanted. Tt seemed the Vulcan ddid
not need an Admiral's uniform to make his wishes into orders. The
doctor, who he could Jjust manage to reconclle with the anclent of

his own time, had a very sgtrong personality, yet he doubted 1if the
man often won an argument with Spock.

"Yaou!? Stand stlllit" ordered Pavel Chekov, bringing Picard's

mind back to the difficulties of hisg situation. The {aptailn sighed
and complied.

"How many years?" Kirk asked, and then stared in amazement as =
young child ran past the end of the corridor.

"Sevaenty elght years, two hundred and silx days, exactly. You
will need to remember that, Jim."

"Spocek!?" Pointing, as another child followed the fivst.
"Oh, yes."W

"What ahip is thise?"

"J.S.8., Enterprligse - " with classlc leprechaun look.

Hopoek, that wasg... what are chlldren doing aboard and roaming
the corridors unsuperviged?"

"This ship carriess more civillang than crew. Jim, come into
thig Brilefing Room. We have time.™

Ag they entered, further along the corridor, the turbo-1ift
opened to disgorge Worf, of whom Kirk caught a glimpse as the doom
of the Briefing Room closed.

"Ipock, was that a Klingon?”

"affirmative," and, answering the implied guestion, "Treaty."

"Oh, T seeae."

"You did not mentlion that on your return, Jim. WwWill not, I
mean. "

"OLK., I'1ll keep it to myself. Spock... chilildren on a
ataraship?"

"Thias vesnsel was designed for a ten year migsion, Captailn. The

thinking at Starfleet Command was to the effect that it was not
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reascnablie to part famllies for so laong. Given that proviso... many
other clvillians were also accommodated... sgselentizts... writers...™

"We we been in space longer thaen ten years. I know there was a
break, buit not b,y our cholce. Dedicated professicnals don't have
families. How can...?"

"Jd1.. I hasten to assure you that the ldea was not mine and
that I arn not statloned aboard. I am here purely to assure your
raturn. "

Kirh eyed hiszs friend,

"You are still in the Fleet? Yes, I can see how that get-up

wag derived from our uniform. I don't like it. It's a brightaened
up version of those ghasatly grey cutfits they tried at one time.
But how do you ta2ll rank? No sleeve braild, no tabs... What rank

are you?"
"An admiral, but,.."
"T should ba c¢alling you 'Sir?," grinning.
"No, Jim. L assure you I never outrank you."

"Dicd you say...7" ag it suddenly c<¢ame home tc him, "Seventy
alght..." Of couarse, Vulcang... your father was over a hundred when
we first met him. You..." he winced, "iI'm dead and gone, aren't 17"

*Jim, my apilogles, but I cannot tell you of your own future.
You understand way not. I can, in fact, tell you conly that which T
know I did tell wou.'" Then, ruafully, "My apologias, I mean..."

"I know what you mean.'" Grinnlng, "Nearly elghty years ago,
... did 1 Just vanignhe?

"The Captaln of thiz Enterprise exchanged with you. Since he
had no way to establish ihis bona flides, he was kept in the
Trangporier Room under guard. I tended to believe hisg claim, which
was another reasgon for keeping him as segquestered asgs pozsible. Your
relurn was certainly achieved from this end, however."

"And I came bhack and told you I'd met your future self, who had
told me certalin bthings. .. Oh, I seel"

"Yez, Jim, This enabled me to know when [ muszst visit this
Enterprisa in order to welcecome you aboard. I get sensors to try to
detect the temporal field ashift. J took all steps I could devige to
obtain the neceszary data to bring sbout your safe return, but T
have not yet zmolved the problem. Logilieally, since you 4Aid return, I
willl, howaever, find a solutlon. Now let us go to the Bridge.®

YSix," Uhura reported, "Chalrman Venko said that he was gorry
to hear about the malfunctilion.”™ She smliled and o mischilevous look
appeared in her ayes as she continued, "Actually, I think he was
vary plezsed to hear about it. He liked the fact that, although
wa'rae way ahead of hilsg planet, thinges do go wrong with ocur
eguipment. He looked smug to me. He wighed ug well, though, and
offered eny help Laneron can supply."

"The Captaln wasg definitely in the Council Chamber with Venko
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when he called to be beamed up, was he not?'
"Yaeg, Sivr," smhe nodded.
"Vaenko did not sieem... guiltyem
"No, S3ir." Uhura's smile widened. When he asgked questions
like that, he was admlitting to understanding =2 lot about emotions he

wouladn't admilit to directly, even now.

"You bet he's gullty!" McCoy interjected. "Oh, I'm not
surprised he's feeling smug! He's put aone over on us!"

"Doctor?!" TUhura aaked.

Spock had moved to the saensor controls and new started to run
Through all the data collected in the past hour.

"What'sa golng on%" asked Sulu from helm.

"The Captain has been transposed with another person, I Aam
trying to determine the cause so that we can reverse the effect,?
Spock saild.

"The cause, Spock, is obvious to a blind man!" Bones Mcloy told
him., "That man made a grab for Jim's communicator just as Rand
atarted to beam him up."™

"That explanation doer not fit all known facts, Doctor," Spock
agsured him, calm ag ever. He gitraightened from hisg conzole and
headed for the turbo-14ift.

"Now where are you golng?" Bones asked.
"Back to the Transporter Room.™

"Than I'm caming too!"

Riker had Jjust shout assimllated Geordil's full stopry when the
turbo-11ft opened and Admiral Spock entered the Bridge alongside a
shorter, stockily built man dreaged in... The Filrat offficer
gulped. He recogniged that face. He knew very well that some of
Kirk's methods were frowned upon now. In fact he thoupght that his,
and any other First Officer's, right to forbid a Captain to beam
down to any planet not confirmed as safe, together with thedir
general duty with respect to thelr Captalnsg' smafety, dated from
analyslas of Kirk's habit of golng into danger himself, come what
may. Neverthaless, that man had saved Earth a lot more than once
and had been hig own chilildhood hero. He'd read 211 he could about
him. Now, here he was... in that uniform... lookling no older than
Captain Picard...

Kirk automatically gave a 'bhack to your work, Mister' nod, and
such wag his natural air of command, that Riker had snapped gulltily
arvound to cheack the read-outs before 1t hit him that he had done
80. Then he glanced over at Deanna, to find that she was gtaring
into space with an expresglion of Joy on her face. He didn't find
anything 1n the least Jjoyful about ithe siltuation. In fact, he kept
thinking he would wake up in & minute!

If Riker was in shoek, Kirk himself wasg not in much hettar
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case! He followed Spock and higsed, for Vulaan ears only,
"Whi:h 1s the Con? Or is thisg ship run by committea?™

"The Command 3eat 1y the centre one down theran,™ Spoak
whispered.

"Crazy! What 1ldiot designed this Bridge?"

"I am not certain I should tell you bthat, although I ccould find
outl from :"he computer."

"Tt*s O.K., T woan't murder the fool 1n his or her cradlet
Though I'3 be tempted, so [ guess ypou'd bettaer not tell me."

While Spock checked his ingtruments and Riker tried te Pind
words to question the presence of thils unexpected visitor, Kirk
lonked around with narrowing eyes. He atared very hard at Wesley,
80 hard that Wes felt the look and glanced arcundg. Hig jaw
dropped. He gulped and returned his gaze to Con in a sort of
salf-defance reactlcon. Fightling disgbelief, James 7. Kirk then
notiliced NData. He openacd hiils mouth to guestion Spock, but at that
moment hin friend rosze and gald,

"I have the necessary data. Laet us return to the Transporter
Room. ™

Kirk was only too pleasad to obllge!

"Spoack..." Mcloy wag sayilng as they arrived back at the
Transportar Room, where Chekov had dismissed his people, but was
still, himself, keepling ever-watchful guasrd on Picard, while Scotit
wag 1in the act of replacing the access plates on the congole, helped
hy Rand. ", . .8%pock, whan will you admit the chviocus?"

"obvious, Doctor? Mr. Chekov, tell Dr. McCoy who our visitor
claimed to be."

"The Captain, Slirxr!" Pavel replied, glaring wolfishly at Picard.
"Wha:?" the doctor gsaped.

"Do you lmagine he expected usg to accept him as gsuch?" Spock
asked.

"GP course not! But..."

“In fact, he zlaims to be the Captain, not of this wvessel, but
of a future ashlp 2f the same name; the victim of a temporal
digfunction."

A whate!"

“A. .. twist, one might say, in time.™

"Ig that sc?" asgked Scott, "Are you saying thst get-up is
Starfieet uniform?" Thig last was addressed to Picard, who nodded.

"Thai's ingane!" Mcloy declared. "You'd never get me into an
coutfit like thatt!"
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"NHoctor, 1f thisg man had arrived agking for asylum, that would
make gome sense with your theory. However, a person from Laneron
would hardly misappropriate the Captain's communlcator and then make
a claim of such magnitude. There is alsc the matter of that
communicator, which 13 not iIn our visiltor's possession, His garb 1s
not auch that he c¢could hide even so modest an item.™

"Yo, how did he call us?™

"He diad not, Doctor. Captailn Kirk called us. Mr. Scott, have
vou detected any malfunction."

"No, and wheTthepr yon came Trom the future or that planet, it
wadg nat the trangporter's fault. It's in perfectly good order.®

"T gtlll say Jim's on that planet!? Mcloy insliasted. "They may
be torturing bhim for information while you chasge around looking for
twlabts in time! Thig crazy mtory la just almed at keeplng us
guessing and wyou fell for 1ttM"

"Indeed? Why, Doctor, should the Ruling Councilil of Laneron
wish to extract information from the Captalin?"

"I don't know! They don't have agpace flight, do they? They
gald they don't want 11t. Maybe they lied? Or there could be

Klingong down thare.™

"Sensors inform otherwlse, and before you suggest it, Doctor,
neilther are there any Romulans in evidence.™

Spock was talking while making csreful checks of the

transporter setilings. Suddenly he frowhed as one of the controls
began to #flicker. He ordered,
"Rand, make sure the settings are exactly as before. Beam our

vigltor down at once and immediately reverse and beam back."
She hagtened to obey, while Scott and McCoy, in chorus, asked,
"wWhat good will that do?"
"The console began to glve faint operational readings,’ Spock

told them, "as 1f being activated from elgewhere. It may be that
someona 1s8 attempting to return cur Captain to us."

"Clutching at straws, Spock?" MceclCoy asked. "Your™

Worf was far from pleased. He had reached the Trangporter Room
just in time to find the intruder gone, had returned to the Brildge
and, finding him not there, had gone to Auxiliary Control. Drawing

another blank, he had gstarted back towards the Transporter Roon,
only to meet Geordl, who seemed sure the Brildge was wheare the
Admilral and higtorie relice had been haeaded. They entered a
turbo~1ift eventually, at Geordi's insistence, and were currently
stationary, probably due to someone elge having told another car to
gtop in mld-journey somewhere on their route.

Unaware that he was causing the Klingon Securilty Chief
considerable frustratlon, Spock had ordered the turbo-1ift to 'Hold'
go that he ccould spend a little time answering some of Kirvk's
burning gquestions, whilch had begun with the comment,




31
"The kKid on helm... he only looked about fifteen'"

"I had reason to check," Spock said. "He 1s sixteen Earth
vears of age and has been given the nominal rank of Acting Ensign.
He came aboard as a passenger. His mother was agsigned as Ship's
Medical OCfficer.®

"Spock, he was coperating that congole! I kKnow we're only 1In
atandard orblt, but 1t's criminal to let a kid like that loose
without a competent officer beside him. In fact, it's ¢riminal to

let a kid do anything on the Bridge, except watch! And I den't like
kide on the Bridge At all..."

"I entirely agree with your sentiments on the matter, but this
is not oux» ship.?

"Thanka bhel!" Kirk said, with feeling, then, "There was
gomething odd about the one on the other consgcle... i1s that
navigation or weaponry? HMHe looked almogt metallic."

"An androld, Captain... and assgigned asg Science Officer.,™
HAn androide”

"Jim, I assure you that T find the idea of a computer operating
4 computer as superfluocun ag, it is clear, you do. The android wasg
apparently allowed to enter Starfleet Academy and, not surprisingly,
pagsed out with honours. I am sure those constructed by the device
discovered hy Dr. Jordby, and the Norman model we found in attendance
upoh Harry Mudd, could have pasgsed just as easily. The fault lay in
allowing an android teo enter in the first place."

"Androlds are treated like people now?"

“"Negative, Captain. I checked. Thisg is the only example. L
wag found on a colony planet after the colonipts, including its
congtructor, had been kilied by anh entity summoned by another
androild. This one, forturately, has less gegtructive programming.
The other wasg like M5. "™

Kirk winced.

UThis one... I have not mstudied it, but it seems to have bheen
constructed wlth only a limited effort towards inclusion of human
engrams. It is basgically laoglcal. However, some of the logsa I

consulted imply that it tries to be illoglcal.®

Spock dld not actually shudder, but Kirk knew him very well.
He ohoked with laughter and geasped,

"Boneg would love that!"

Pindeed? On this ship, Captaln, the android ig a Lieutenant
Commander and gives orders to thoge of lower rank."™

"Bonaa wouldn't love that!'" - gsobered

"Precigely. In thils ingtance, I find wmyself in agreement with
the good doctor.™

"Me foo, Spock, you know that.!" HKirk ghivered, remembeving M3
only oo well.
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Cpocek instrueted the turbo-~Lift to resume travel, unknowingly
allowing Wort and Geordi to start agalin towards the Bridge. Geordil
had been taking apart a control panel, to try to f£1ind ocut what wag
wrong, and the jerk caused him to drop 1t on Worf'a Ffoot. He heard
gome i1lnteresting words as a result.

Klrk was saying.
"Can't you...? If you're an Admiral...=2"

"1 am not in the correct chain of command to change anything
herea. I will point out the lllegic of supplying a starship wilith two
computers instead of one, but someone in Command RBranch sanctioned
this avrangement, so I do not expect my representations to beap
frult. I shall be very pleaged to leave thig vessel."

"Not as pleased as I sahelli!" gald Kirk as the turbo-lift doors
openad to reveal two small glerla running by, one carrying... a
tribble!

They entered the empty Trangporter Room.

"Ipock...? Look... 1 know you aren’t usually on this crazy
ship. You'tre ©.K.? Your life {ig... O.K.2"

"Affirmatlive," Spock replied in a very reassuring tone, adding,
"Jim, please take your usual station on the platform. Time 1ig now
of the egsence."

Kirk moved to oblige, telling himself that, altheough all
Spock's old friends had... must have... died, he'd sursly made

others, He was wearing his 'what the hell?' grin as he positioned
himsealf for beaming.

"Live Long and Prosper..." sald Spoeck =zoftly, as he operated
the controls, "...my friend."

"I'll do my damnedest!" Kirk assured him, He addaed "Good luck,
Sproak!" as the transporter beam took him.

"Welcome home, Captain.®

It was almogt like an echo, but thilg Spock's hair was all hiack

and...

"Jim!*" Bones MaeCoy was yelling, lauéhing.

"Are we glad to mee you, Captaint!" Scotty grinned.

"Not as glad asg I am to see you!" Kirk assured them all az he
gstepped off the platform. "Pavel, you can put away the phaser.™

"Oh. Cf courge, Captaln. Are you all rlight, Siret
"I'm fine."

"Jim, where were you? Did those damned people down there
kldnap you? I should have you 1in Silckbay for a check out..."

YBones, I'm perfectly all right. I'm sovrry I can't tell any of
you anything, except that some kind of time warp took ne into the
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future. Bones, you, of all people, must realise I can't kKnow what
changes I might cause 1if I told you anything at all."™

"But..,."
"Bones, you have to accept that!®

"That... the one in the cat suit... he really waas from the
future?"

"Yeaa. He didn't tell ypou anything, 4d4id he?"™

"Only that he was thas Captain of the Enterprise, Sirx," Chekov
volunteerad. "I thought he was & crazy mant"

n"it1l tell you one thing. I don't envy him his Jjoeb one bLit?
And Bones... bheiieve me... you'd rether not know what 1t was like,

or rather will be like'!!

"That bad, Jim?"

"That bad! Now, Scotty, Rand, Chekov, back to stations. We
have to get this ship out of orbit and on our way. Spoaek, with met!"”

Jean-Luc Pilcard relaxed. He amillied,

"I'm not surprlsed to see you here, Sie. I gather [ owe my

return to you?"

"AfPirmative. Or to... James T. Kirk, When he returned, he
told ma the time difference. I wag thus abhle to engure that I wag
aboard your ghip and ready to rvectlfy the giltuation when it
occcurred. You will underatand why I could gilve you no warning and
why the incident was never logged?"

"7 think go." Pleard #frowned. "It had happened, so 1t had to
happen in that way. If 1'd walted to beam up, 1t might have changed

the paat."

Spock's eyehrow flicked,

"Due to the diversion to collect me, you did delay. To the, 8o
tao speak, right time. But 1in essence, your thinking i1is corvact.
Now I will go to the guarters assigned to me,. I will be ready to

depart ag soon as you are able to arrange a suitable rendezvous with
a ship heading buck towards the centre of the Fedaration or to beam
me to a Starbase. My task here 1s over. Live Long and Prosper."

He saluted, Vulean style, and left the Transporter Room. Plcard
followed him and set off to his Bridge.

In his temporary quarters, Spock vividly recalled the
daebrliefing talk he had been given by hils Captain seventy eilght
vears, two hundraed and six daye agoe, after they had left Dr. Mcloy.
The first thing Jim had sald had been that time interval. He had
added,

"vou told me to tell you that.”

"7 tald you. Captain?™
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"You were there,' Jim had explained. "You worked out how to
get me back here. Don't ask me what you did, I doubt 1f I'd have
understood 1f you'd told me! You weaera only visiting the ship. In

fact wou were there bacause you knew you had to be, to get me back.'"
"1 geea. On the Enterprigec?®
"Yeg," With a shudder.
"NCOQ-1701D%"
"1 dldn't ask that. Thelyr Capteln told you that muche?
"Affirmative, Jlm. It wag part of the data which tended to

supprort his steory. He told ug virtually nothing else. I presume he
realised the hazard of inducing changes in his history."

"] guess ao, though I'wm sure he's nothing like us. Spock!™
"Jime"
"That ship!? It was insane! The whole damned place was

erawling with kids! There was even one on the Bridget™

Poor Jim. The android and the Klingen had made very little
real impression. The Betazold with her probing mind, her attempts
to Invade the privacy of one's thoughts, for no reason and with no
permigssion... Jim had not even noticed her. Well, 1in retrogpect,
he, Spock, had forgotten all about her once Jim was abeoard, due to
more urgent conglderations. But all Jim had really been struck by
wag thosge children. Parhapsg, on reflectlon, that was not zmo very
surprising.

“Captain!! gasped Geordl LaForge as the turbo-1lift opened, and
Wort, beside him, hurrledly lowered his phaser.

"Sipt!" Riker Jumped up: "Are.you all right? What happened?"

"T arrived on a previous U.8.8. Enterprise," Plcard told him.
"What happened here? I gather that Captain came in my place and was
ragtorad to his shilp when I was veturned herve."

Riker gulped, as it lmpinged upon him that he had taken no
command action and was not too sure what had happened.

"The Admiral...'" began Geordi.

"He.,. er... took over," admitted Riker.

"He was the senlor officer aboard," pointed cut Worf.

"Ha seemad to know what was golng an, Captain," added La Forge.

"He did know," Pilcard explained. "He came aboard because he
knew. He was present on the vessel to which I was trangported. Mr.
Data, I believe all his work since joining us was designed to find
out exactly what happened... gome kind of warp or twist in time, so
I understand. He couldn't explain to us becsasuse the lnecildent was
never logged. That's why he behaved as he did, ensuring that you
couldn't obszerve hilisg preadings and denying you access to his
programns. "




"Navar logged?" Riker asked.

"Any log would have been obliged to state that some members of
the craew -f that Enterprise knew certaln detalls of the future..."

"That could have changed thelr future, couldn't 1t?" Deanna
naked.

"Oh! gpagped Wesley. "Se the Admiral couldn't order me off the
Bridge! 1'11 bet that other one told him he'd seen me. He glared
encough!"

"Wagley..." sald Pilcard, who was rather too tired and drained
for youthful hiligh spirits. Yshut up.™
"T think 1t explaing..." Trol was musing aloud.

"Coungelor?2"

"Oh, Captalrn, when the Admiral came back here with the offlcer

from the pasgt, he was no longer cold. He wagn't pretending any
mora, was he? Ard it wag ag 1f his shilield was warm, Sir... so
warm, .." der smile wap beatifice. "It wag wonderful!" she said.

"Ouite wonderfult!?




Intraduection to 'RETURN':

After writing 'A Twigst in Time', I happened to have two friends
to stay and they real the story. One was concerned about Spook.
She agreed that he had been obliged to answar "I cannot tall you of
your own future,™ whan questioned by Kirk, and that thisg left it
open to the reader to supply the answer which geemed most fltting to

that individual. Howaver, she agked me how I visualised Spock's
life progressing. I mave her a guick verbal summary and she asked
me to write this as a gtory. After readlng the result, given tao her
at Sol III, my friend declared that sha thought Scolpress would like
to publisgh 1%. I told her 1t wag herg to do with as she wlshed.

She ghowed 1t to Shella and, to my surprise, I was asked to put it
on & computer disec for esse of publication. What folleows 1g that

1ittle addition to 'A Twigt Iin Time'. ...

written by Jacqueline Y. Comben
for Sue Joneg, with love.
May you live long and prosper in peace,

Admiral HSpock, on the lesst day of hls accumulated Shore lLeavea,
stepped briskly off the transporter platform in Vulcarn Space Ceniral
and made hig way to one of the refresher facilitiles,. When bhe
emerged a few moments later, he was wearing a very plain ocutfit 1n
unrelievaed blasak. He had not removed his uniform at the exact
second when hig resiznatlon from Starfleet came Into effect, but the
timing was precige enough to satisfy his senge of fitness.

Ex-Admiral Spock located a Communlcations Consgole and called
the owner of Vulcan Trading Vessel T'Mir. Computer checks had
confirmed that the ship was not being offered for sale due to lack
of reliability. She had an excellent record and the simple truth
was that, having traded around the Federation for some yaeaars, the
craft’s owner had reached pon farr and had Ceremoniaed hils marriage
to the female after whom the ship waszs named. The living T'Mir did
not wish to travel, o her huaband had asgread to gell the vemsel and
confine his bugilness activitieg to the surface of Vulcan.

V.T.Vv. T'Mir was equipped with Warp Drive, but was also small

enough to land. Oneca he began an lnspecticon, it soon became clear
to Bpock that 1t would be perfectly posgalble to adapt the englnes to
enable her to attaln gpeeds equal to the best in Starfleet. The

ship was wilthin the silze range he had wanted and the asking price
was congistent with current values. This last was not surprising,
ginece Vuleans did not indulge in the Buman hablt of trying to obtaln
excaesslive gumg for merchandilse. Spock had spent many years among
hisg mother's people, but he atlll preferred to do business on Vulcan
for that reason, together with the fact that the degeriptions given
of i1tema for sale were accurate. He knew that the amcuntsa he would
be charged for englheering assistance, materlals and gupplies would
he falir and that any work done would be done well and according to
speciflcations. Why thisg wag not always so on Earth, and why Humans
worded advertilisements to mislead, he had never guite understood. He
had been recelving the salary of a Starfleet Admiral for many years
and could afford what he now needed, but he could not afford
excasaslive charges or workmanshilp whileh failed under test.
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The Regulasulions relating to space-going vessels were detailed
and unambiguocus. Major refit rendered any craft liable for
ra~registration. Spock thought carefully on the subject of & name
for the ghip, and finally settled on Silver Lady, since Enterprise
had been preempted by Starfleet. She was passed by the Vulecan Space
Administration as space-worthy and classed as sultable for operation
by one person, since she had ample automatic controls and Hpock had
improved her computer, not just to enable him to operate more
sophisticated sensors than the original, but also to allow extremely
complax manceuvres to be pre-programmed. Hae Iintended to ume this
latter facllity very early in his agssoclation with the little
vagsel,

Two days after passing her fitness tegts and obtaining her
Certificate of Regilstration, V.T.V. Silver Lady swept into an
elliptical orblt of Earth and Spock located, with gsengors, a small

device wnilch he had put in place gome weeks earlier. He was able to
confirm that thisg wasz in close .proximity to the obhject of hisg real
interest, who was alone, Unaware that he was swallowing

canvulaively, he get transporter coordinates and operated the
contrals.

A familiar figure, seated in a hover-chair, materilalised on the
gingle pad and Spock touched a gwiteh which activated the next
saction of the computer's program. He relaxed slightly and only
then raealised that he had been gomewhat tensea.

"What the...?" asked James T. Kirk, sharply.

"Welcome aboard, Jim," Spock said, and advanced, hand held
out. "Comea. Walk with me."

Kirlt stared and tensed, frowning. Then he realised that he
knew his friend wouldn't jJjoke on this subject. Howeaver, it took
regolutlon en hia part to accept the asmsistance ard rise to his
feet. As he did so, an.expression of dawning delight replaced the
frown on hisg lined face. His joints were no less arthritic, but at
this gravity, so Little effort was needed to move that he could
walk.

"Explain!" he gald and then, noticing Spock's ¢lothes, “Have
vou left the Fle=t?" :

"Affirmative. Come." Spock led Kirk to the tiny Bridge with
lts two congoles, each combining a number of functiong and each
complete with a seat which tracked and swivelled sg needed. "Take
the Con, Jim," he invited, gesturing to the seat on the left, which
was s#llightly 1in front of the other, at which he positicned himgelf,
and from whizsh he controlled navigation, sclence and engilineering.

Jamaes T. Kirk sat down at the Con of...% He d1d not krnow what
ghip, but found that the console included the controls for helm and
communications. He grinned, liking the gituation so far, and aald,

"O.K.... explaint®

"I was obliged to remain in Starfleet until I had returned your
yvounger gelf... Jim?" as Kirk gstiffened.

"What wasg 1t like?" Jim asked, despite his resocluticon not to.
His younger self had surely been a man Spock would prefer ta be




with?

"Meeting him? aAw if you had another son, one more lilke you
than bavid. Of course, I had the advantage of knowing he would turn
out well..."

Kirk c¢hoked with laughter.

v .but it was essential that I remsined in the Fleet to s=end
him back so that I could be sure of retalning you. I immediately
gave the statutory notlice of my resignatiocn and I actually ceased ta
na a member of Starfieet one winute and thivty five seconds after
reaching Vulcan Space Central...m

"Vulecan?!

"Yes. I hed found, wvia the Holo-fax advertisements, a
potential ship for us. Fortunately, she proved sultable and after
minimal time spent in carrying out a few necessary adaptations, I
was able to bring her to Earth and beam you aboard. I had planted a
trangponder 1n your chair before I left, in the hope that all would
zo as planned. I also sent a communication to your... to Hutechinge,

to explaln ycur disappearance."

Kirk winced at part of that. Hutehinges was a nurse and he
hated the reminder of his lack of mobiiity. Then he took In the
viewsgcreen picture and realised,

"We aren't Iin orbit. In fact we seem to be golng at pretty
high warp."

"Aftfirmative. We can manage Warp 9.9 in short bursts. I
programmed the computaer to take us on our wWay as S00n ag Yyou were
ahaard. We have plenty of suppliem..."

t“Wa dld have a foew blts and pieces on Earth."
"True." HEyebrow flicking up..
Kirk cracked ocut a laugh,

"O.K., ©0.K., nathing I'lL miss, thinking about it. Have you
arranged to sell the lot?"

"Negative. Your things are not mine to szell. There 1la time to
conglder the bhesgt couruae. Now we have plenty of time."

The last sentence was sald very softly, with immense
satisfactilion.

Kirk glanced at him sharply. Time was gomething that wan

running out en him, much as he hated to admit it. Howaver. .. Hea
tried turning off the computer control of his congole and entering a
very minor course change. He whistled.

"Did you say 'a few adaptations'?" he breathed, reallging that
hig amazing Vulcan had rigged these controls so that hig twisted
fingers with thelr knotted, swollaen joints ccould operate them
eaaily.

He took a deep breamth, thinking. He had walked in here. For
the first time in years he was out of that damned chailr and could
walk more than a couple of agonising steps. He head learned teo live
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with the chair, but now it could be dumped out of the way in a
storage hold. What gravity was on board, he hadn't checked, but it
wag jusat enough to make the deck 'down'. Here, his wrecked joints,
the ones the doctors had refused to try replacing because they'd
said he w~as too old to stand the strain of the operations, those
Jeointe had no werk to do when ghifting his body around.

"Jim..." Srock saild softly, seeing the play of expregaglion on
his friend's face, "...your place is not and never hag been upon a
planet. Your place is at the Con of a ship, 1in space. You are asg
alert as you always were, as capable of command. It was not
difficult to adspt the controls to render them oparable daspite the
glight problem with your hands, In gpace, gravity lg what we set 1t
to be. In thig ship we can trade materials of intrinsic value ang
low bLulk. Dildthium 18 the most obvious example.”

"We left orbilt like a Manarkian gand-bat because I've been

logged a3 medically unfit to command..." Kirk muttered, "...szc wa're
breaking the law, Are we privateeprg?"”

UNegative. In theory, this 1a a one-pilot veggel."™

"lLogged as yourg. I gee."™ Slightly bitten.

HOFP course not. On Vulean, where she is reglstered... her name
ls Sillver Lady..." He saw Jim smile, and was glad to find that he
had chosgsen well. "...8he 1lg logged as curs. She hasg been ingpected
and certificated as space-worthy. The logie of the giltuation is
clear. On thils ship, you are perfectly fit to command. It may be

that certain Starfleet personnel will be dealt with most easiiy 1f I
anawer thelr calla, but considering ocur speed and whare wae avre
golng, T do not expect us. to be queried often.'

"wWhere are we golng?"

"out there," asald Spock, sweetly, gesturing at the viewscoreen.
"Thataway."
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Dreamed by F.A.
Written by L.&.
Blue Jokes by The Gang

"Commander, 1 appreciate your concern but I hardly think a
courtesy visit to Wenzelden merits a full-bhlown gsecurdty alept."

"Nelther does it merit complacency, Captain."

Pleard halted mid-stride, turning to fix Riker with an ioy
stare which Riker met steadily, retaining his assertion that him
asgasament of the gituation was correct.

"Go on," prompted the Captaln, an iron edge to hig tone.

Feeling very much as 1if he'd just leaped feet-firzst into a
lion's den, Riker explained hisa migglivings about FPlcard's imminent
Trip to Wenzelde:. "There have been reports of a terroplat group
opposed to Wenzelden's membershilp of the Federation.®

"Reports thus far unsubstantiated,” Plcard pointed out.
"All the game - nao smoke without fire."

"Hmm. " Pleard resumed his Journey to the tranasporter room.
"Whiech 1s why I'm taking Lt. Ramsay." He paused az the transporter
roeom doosrs opaened. "It wouldn't do to make 1t appeaer ag If we
distrust the Zeldenlansg, would iten

"No, sir," numbled Riker, followilng Picard inside. A5 the
Captalin stepped onto the platform, he reiterated his doubts. "I'm
s8tlll not happy with thilg arrangement."

v

"Noted, Number One. Energlise. ™

The trangporter operated, leaving CO'Brien to sheck hisg panels
and Riker to seethe quietly.

His anger was still bubbling away asg he left the room, cauging
him to reflect that, two months inte his new asslgnment, he was
Bst11l)l finding his feet when it came to paramaters of authorilty.
Sure, it was fine on paper; Captaln does not beam down to gituation
congldered potentially dangerous by eilther/or a) Captailn, b) Filirat
Cfflicer. It was not 8o cut and dried when the Captain in quegtlon
was an old burrhog like Plceard, who very diplomatically listened to
hig new Filrat Officer then went sheasd and did what he'd planned in
the first place. AlL right, so maybe he, Riker, was belng a little
over-~cautious, but 1t was hig head on the bloek if gomathing should
g0 Wrong.

The security man wag not hils firet choice either, Riker
recalled gloomily. Ideally it would have been himself or Lt. Yar,
but he had to hang around for an expected priority transmission from
Starfleet HQ and Tasha Yar wag currently recovering from an
impromptu bout of arm-wrestling with Data.

"Damn, " Riker muttersad asngrily, earning himseif a startied
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glance from a passing crewman.

Up on thsa bridge, Lt. Worf looked up expectantly a8 Riker

strode onto the commend deck. "fhae Captain hag arrlved smafely,' he
reported. “"No Purther mention of the terrorist group.'
"Finea, Keep me informed."

Half an nhour passed without incident; an hour; but Riker was
atlll keyed up. He mat tensely in the command chalr, fingers
tap-tapping the arm. Hig idinstinects screamed 'Danger!' and he knew
he should he planet-side, not walting here.

Then the expected happenaed.

"Commander, " Dats calmliy reporbed. "a brief repori just cama
through from an unidentifled mource.™

Riker was up out of the chalr and fixing the android with an
caglae stare. Mand?Y

“T have no means of conflrming the sender,!" Data began, ending
gquickly as he read Riker'a expression, M"but thae gist of 1t is - the
ambassador and Captain Plecerd are under threat of attack from
unspaclified persons.?

"let's get down there!" gapped Riker, striding toe the 1ift.
"Worf, Data, with me. La Forge, you have the bridge!"

They arrived in the foyer of the main government building,
snapping intc action ag soon as the beam filtered away. Riker
headed for the receptlon area, oblilvious of the startled looks and
gasps directed towards the three armed Enterprisze offlcars.

"Captain Plcard and Ambassador Huugsss - where are they?"

The Feldenlian on duty opened and shut his mouth in a universal

slgen of confuglion. Al - um... they left the building two unlts
8g0. Um - that way... " His voice trailled off as the men hurried
in the direction indicated and he looked round to meet an enguiring
stare from his companion. "] don't know," he protested. "Who knows

what Starfleet people do?"

The Starfleet paople in guestion were currently pounding the
pavemant outside, once agsain drawing curious looks from multiple
Zeldenians. Picard and Huugsss were not in immediate sight, and
Rikar slowed his run to a jog as he came towards a junction Iin the
path.

Data considered the four cholces, each of which led towards a
tunnel of carefully-tended folilage. "They may have taken any," he

zald, "and all are excellent venues for surprise attack."

MWonderful,'" muttered Riker. "Worf, you take that one. Dats,
this. Keep your ears and eyes open - wa don't know what form the
attack will take.,"

"Phat gtill leaves one path unchecked, ! Data pointed out.

"We haven't time to play eeni-meeni, Data," growled Riker,
hurrying down hils chosen route.

"Eani-meeni?" Data guestioned, but he was alcone and had move
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important thinge to consider. He followad his path.

Riker was cursing himself for all the sgtupld, incompetaent fools
he could think of when a familiar figure ahead caught his eyve. At
the game time, a slight movement in the shrubbery to the left
alerted him.

“"Captaint®

Covaring the last few yards in a spurt of speed, Riker threw
himagelf 1n a tackle at Plcard, one hand pushing Ambassador Huugass
aside. He felt 2 zharp paln as he went down and as he relled to one
gside, a deadly sharp disc sped by his sar. Riker fired his phaser
back towards the movement he'd seen sarlier. A cry told him ha'd
hit, and a roar of Kilngonese announced the arrival of Worf. Tharea
wag a flurvey of thrown projectiles, phaser blamsmts and lmpacting
fists, during which the non-combatants wisgely kept their heads down.

The melee was over ralatively gquickly and Riker straightened
from his crouch, feellng a sherp tearing in a gengitive part of his
anatomy. A& furtive exploration with his hand 2s he rose confilirmed
that one of the projectiles had embedded itself in his right
buttock.

"That's all I need,” he muttered, hissing as the offending
article made 1ts praesence felt. He would have to wailt untill he
reached the Enterprise and hope no-one noticed it bhefore then. This
wan definltely a bad dasy.

Data emerged from the.bushes to Riker's left, distracting the
Commander from hils embarrassing problem. "Where did you come from?"
he asked curiously. ‘

"The paths are ornamental in nature and, as such, double back
on themselves," the androild explained. "1 wag gulite close when 1
heard your cry."

v

Riker looked to Worf. "You, too?"

The Klingon nodded az he unceremoniousliy dumped the two
camouflaga-robed Zeldeniamang he carriled. "Some garbage, Commander.”

Riker sensed rather than heard the apprcach of Picard, and he
wag not furprisec¢ to find the Captein glaring at him.

MWhat the devil's goling on beprs?"

Riker cleared his throat. "Sir, we had a warning of an
imminent attack on yourself and Ambassador Huugass."

"I gae.M Picard dabbed at a trickling cut on hiz forehead, the
regult of his unexpected impact with the ground when Riker tackled
him. "But did ycu have to carry out your 'reacue nmisgsgion! in such a

melodramatlic fagshion?"

Qh, boy, thcocught Riker. "I didn't have time to explain, gir.
I had no idea of the nature or place of the attack."

Picard's expression changed to one of sub-zero temperature.
"And dn your zealous haste 1t didn't cccur teo you simply to have us
beamed up?'
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Ambassador Huugsss broke in at that moment, distracting Plcerd
and enabling Riker to make sure his rear was not in view. It was
gore enough, and he didn't want to add ambarrassment to injury.

Data was suddenly at his side, watching bim curlougly. "Ware
you hite"

Riker ralsed his eyes heavenwards, limping slightly a=s he tried
to avold Data's gaze. "Nething too seriocus. I'1ll get Lt fixed on
boarada."

"I think you should know -~ Y
"Data - please... ™

Befara Data could say more, Plecard gave the ordar to beam up
the entire group and the androlid was caught in mid~sentence, his arm
raised to get Riker's attentlion. When they arrived on the
transporter platform, Riker tiredly stalled hilm. "Not now, Data."

As Data persisted, Riker hissed, "T don't want anyone to know -
okay?" He followsed Pilcard, directing Worf and Ramsay to take the
stunned attackers to & gsecure cell. That done, he fielded Picard's
I'll-see-~you-later glance with a deadpan expregslon.

The Captain turned hisg attention to more immediate problems.
"ambassador Huugass, +f you'd come this way... "

Data waited until the doors closed before announcing, "T do not
think the Captaln ig very pleaged."

Riker nodded, biinking when a wave of dizziness made his head
do a solo flight around the room. "1 think I caught him on a bad
day," he sald glumly, grimacing at another stab of paln from his
wound. ‘

"ono v Data considerad thils for a moment, then recalled a
matter of some urgency. "Commander, I think you should contact
S8dckbay at once.'

Riker swayed slightly as he turned an enquiring eye on Data.
"7 don't thirk it's that seriocus, Data."

"T must disagree. When I examined the projectiles the
attackers held on their persons, I noted a substance on the blades
af the discs. It is possible - M

Eiker groaned as Data fuzzed out of focus,. "Data... L... Oh,
heli... "

% _ that they weve dipped in some kind of polson,"™ Data

finished, expertly catching the comatose commander as he toppled
forward.

Will Riker came to slowly, his thoughts ftuzzy and a slight
migraine pounding in his head. A cough forced its way up his dry
throat and that was enough to catch the attention of the ship's CMO.

"Commander ~ Will - you're in Sickbay."

"No... kidding... " he croaked, apening hig sticky eyelids onlily
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to find his fleld of viasion composed of a pillow and a wall. It
ocoeurred to him that he was lying on his front. Ha groaned asg the
whole unfortunata incldent flooded baok.

"Thiliraty?” asked Dr. Crusher.

Riker nodded wearlily, reflecting that i1t seemad to be hig lot

in life to end up in ldictic situations. He veachad for the cup
Crusher was handing him - and discovered yet anothar dent to his
ago. "Tell me it's not true.™

"I could, but I'd be lying," Crusher replied, laughter in her
volca. "I'm gorry, but 1t scems to be a slde efPfect of the
antidote's use on Humans.'

Why me? thought Riker, staring in disbelief at hie kingfisher

hiue skin. He pushed up his sleeve hopefully, but the coloration
reached up thare to. "lsg 1t all overeh

"dhuh. It could be worse... "

Riker loocked at her inaeredulously. "It could?”

"You could be dead," Crusher informed him without preamble.
"If Ambassador Huugess hadn't been avallable to glive ug the name of
the antidote, we mlight have lost you. Ag 1t wag, the fact that the
polson entered muscle glowed its progress to your heart." She
lightly patted hig rear. "Be grateful you've a weill-padded tush."

"I'1l be gure to put it on my gualifications list,!" Riker
muttered. "How leong willl 1t LlLagt?"

PNot long," Crusher repliled, not very convincingly. She fTurned
away to greet a visitor. "Hello, Captain.”™

Rikaer dropped his head onto his arms. Cf all the stupild,
ridiculous pogsitionsg to meet your Captain in... He tried to twisgst
round to see Picard and trapped a nerve in his neck for good
measure. "Captain. ™

Plecard did not comment, which did not surprlise Riker. Picard
never, aevar, let anyone know he was fazed by anything 1f he could
help it. "How are you, Number One?"

"I'1l live, slir." Buft my credibility will be shot to hell.

"Good." Riker's shoulder was brliefly squeered, then - "I'1ll
see you when you'tre up and about, Commander." A glight pause. "Oh,
you'll doubtless be pleased to know that the tervorisgts are awailting
trial for their attack. The Zeldenlans are anxiouz to make amends. ™

"That's gratifying, sir."

YMhmmn. Now concentrate on getting better - we need you on the
Bridge. "

Riker listened for the Captain'szs departure belore letting out a
huge sigh.

"What was that for?" Crusher asked.

"1 fouled up."
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"Oh." Sne turned her attention to the readouts. "Well, I'm
gure he's saving that untill you're better."

“Phat'a what I'n afraild of."

Four days pasgsed before William T. Riker was pronounced fit
enough to veturn to duty, four days of endless corny JokKesg and
ribald comments about his much-maligned body. The worst culprit was
s nurse who taok 1t upon herself to stretch the boundaries of bad
taste, Her rapertoire ranged from "Touch of post-operative blues,
Commander?" to "Feeling blue, are we?” and similar facetlous
commeantg. Riker was close to throttling her by the time he escaped.

His ordeal 4dlid noet end there. A plethora of wisgeacracks
accompantied him to his guarters, and afterwards, all the way to the
Bridge. He stolcally bore the interest, smiling good-naturedly
while wishing there wasg a way for him to resume hls duties without
leaving hig cabin. /

Along the way he encountered Geordl La Forge, whose only
comment wag a rendiltion of "Blue Moon... " az he sauntared hy.

Riker gritted his teeth and entered the turbolift. Dignity, he
thought. Dignity at all times. Wonder how the Captain does 1t?

Yar was walting for the turbelift to arrive. She gmreeted EBilker
with a welcoming smile and for one sweet moment he thought he'd get
away with 1t. Az she passed him, however, Yar muttered, "It matches
your ayeg... "

"Matches your eyes," repeated Riker sourly as he walked down
the ramp. It did, but that wag hardly the point. He noted the
Captain wag not on the Bridge, and directed hls steps towards the
Ready Room. He held up a peramptory hand to stay Data's inevitable
remark. "Don't gay & word."

Captain Plecard glanced up as Riker entered, but still refrained
from obviocus observaitions. There was, however, a susplclous twinkle
in hig eyes when he welcomed his Firast Cfflcer back.

"It'ag good to be hack, sir.™

"Naturally.'" Picard pushed himself up in his chair, pulling
his uniform down as he came stralght to the point. "There's
something we should discuss."

"1 thought there might be, sir.”

"Hmm. '

There was a lengthy pause while Picard appeared to be
marshalling his thoughts. Riker was not fooled. He curbed the

impulsae to jump in first, and walted the Captain out.

"Thae incldent on Wenzelden was not well handled, Number One,"
Picard finally sald with deceptive calnm.

Riker met hils challengiling stare. "{*'n aware of that, sasir."

"Then you'll also be aware it was a damned filasco!'" snapped
Picard. "A gimple warning via communicator would have sufficed. I
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do not appreciate absurd heroles from my junior officers."

Stung by the dressing down, Rilker stood hisg ground. "Captain,
I know I acted hastily but 1t was a cholece of gpending time tracing
you or being on hand to prevent a possible asgassination. I chose

action, and 1f ycu'll recall, sir, I did warn you beforehand."

Plcard rose, stalking round the desk to stand before his Filirst
Offticar. "So you didg. And you consider my decilsion to go down =
wrong one?"

Riker looked him in the eye. "Yeg, sir, I do."

Picard's kKeen gare travelled Riker's face, taking the meagure
of his young officer. "Touche, " he murmured, breaking eye contact
to circele round Riker to the opposilte side. "No doubt you have
something wmore to say on that subject?™

Riker kept his gaze tixed on the wall. "I deo, Captain. It fg
my duty to ensure your sgatfety at all timesg."

"By endangering your own safety with daring rescues?
"I gtand by my original Intent."

Picard gighed, retracing hig steps while shaking hisz head
slightliy. He paused, regardlng Biker with a sildeways glance of
tolerant acqulescence. "Ch, do stand at ease, Riker, you're not on
trial."”

Riker's ghoulders visibhly relaxed but he wazm gtill ramrod
stralght as he westched Pivard's progress back to the desk.

Therae was a flicker of amusement in Pilcard’'s eyes mas he
murmured, YA Catch 22 situation... One wa will have to agree to
differ on." He loocked directly at Riker. "I think, however, we can
agree that we were both egqually to blame."

Faced with Ficard's innate sense of fairness, Riker found a naw
regpect f£for hims Captain. He returned Plcard’'s smile a little

ruefully. "I'll try not to be smo gung-ho in future.®

“And I will try not to he go stubborn.” Picard resumed his
seat. "Now ~ haven't you Bome work to catch up on?"

"Yeg, silir," beamed Riker, turning to go. He was caught
mid-stride by Picard's mild enguiry.

"By the way, Number One, how much longer are you going to walk
about looking like a gun-tanned Andoriane"

Riker flushed a delicate shade of indigo.
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The Bridge of the USS Enterprise, NCC-1701-D, was quiet.
Captain Jean-Luc Picard, rubbing his eves, sighed and slumped back
into his seat. Thae ship had just completed a pruelling 3-month
mapping survey in a previously unexplored gection of the quadroant,
and although no new Life Fforms had been discovered, several Class M
planets had been surveyed; and two wetre found to be suitable for
Future Federation investigation and possible colonisation.

The EBnterprise was now heading in to Starbase 127 for a
well-egarned rest. Picard was leooking forward to two weeks! R £ R -
and he didn't need Deaonna Troi to tell him Ghat the resb of the crew
mwere cager for o breck too.

His reverie was suddenly interrupted by an urgent bleep Ffrom
the arm of his chair. Ritting the communicaotiong switch, he n
regponded, ‘"Picard here.

"Chief EBngineer La Forge here, giv.”

"Yes, La Forge?”

"The engineg have Just stepped up their power oubtput levels,
Captain - at Warp 4 we should be using less than 15% of our total

power capacity, but we've Just begun to use 40% and the drain 4o
gtill increasing - 1t now appears to be holding ab 45%."

"what tag wging up that amound of power? We'lre still only atb
Warp 4 and wel!'re not wunder attack. '

"It beatsz me, gir - but [ 've put two engineering crews onto the
problem, o w2 should get some answers soon. !

"Carry on, Lo Forge - Picard ocub."

Ficard frowned, rubbing his chin with one hand as he flicked
off the switch with the other. 45% power oulput? That; shouldn't be
haoppening. 32% of the engine power was being drained off Ffor
purpogaes wunknown - and he didn't like 4t, not one bit.

Mysteries gove him a headache.

"Data, wiat 28 ocur pregent pogition and heading?”

"We are in Sector 52,71, Quadrant 12, heading Ffor Starbase 127
at Warp Factor 4, Captain.V

The lightes on the Bridge Flickered, went out, then Lthe
emergency bacic~ups cub in.

"hat the hell 43 going on?" Picard roared. Data shouted ahove
the whine of Failing engines.
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"Sir. we are loging warp speed - we are now Jdown to warp Z.8...
F.E5... 3.0... 2.5.., B2.0... 1.0...8%r, going sub~light, now."

The steady background rumble of the warp engines gradually
diminitshed ag Data did his counbdown. "Speed now stabilised at one
half impuise power. At this velocity 426 will take ws 7.329 monbths
to reach Starbage 127.7

Pilcard got the Bngineer back on the Ztnitercom.

"Report, La Forge," he snapped Zrritably, in rnio mood for

pleasantries. "We're now at sub-light. Howp '

"Sir, there's now a maggsive power drain - the engines are now
only recediving o trickle of power - about 5%. The regst is baing
diverted off elsewhere, but we're hoving trouble bracking down
exactly where - 4t must be somewhere inside the ship, but all the
bypass channels have been blocked and the circuit board's lighting
up Like a Chrigtmos Tree. LMLl let you know as soon as we've gsorted

out this mness down here.

"Make it so, La Forge." Picard turned to Deanna Trot.
"Coungelor, are you sensing anything? If there's on alien presence
at work here, If'd like bto know.

There was o puzzled expregsion on Troi's Fface. "I'm not sure,
eir., I seaem fto b2 getting <Zimpressions of a powerful Fforce ob work
here, but 1t seems to be cloaked or masked or something."

Picard turned to Riker.

"Firat Offitcer, evaluation and recommendations. !

TUnt+l we know what we're dealirng with, I'd put the ship on
Yeliow Alaerk. If we are dealing with an alien force, we'd best be

ready Ffor the next mowve.

"Agraed. Woryf - put all security forces on Yellow Alert,
phagers st on heavy stun.

But there was no reply Ffrom Worf ~ apart Ffrom an audibila grunt,
the Klingon equivalent of a gasp oFf astonishment.

Picard turned to stare at the upper Bridge - and saw what the
rest of the Bridge crew were staring ab, mouths open and eyes wide
in amazement .

Standing next to Worf at her old Security StatZion, dressed in
her old Security Chief wuniform, was Tasha Yar.

The Bridge was deadly silent,. Everybody was stering at Tasha
Yar.

Worf was the first to speak. "Tasha - what are you dolng
there?" he growled.

Picard, though shocked, was in no mood for conversation.
"Security Officer! Set your phasger on stun - but don't fire unless
I order you tol!®

Although Worf was delighted at seeling Tamha again, he
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remenbbared hig primary duty was the sgecurity of the ship. In a
second he had his phaser in his hand, polnted at Tasha - or what

appearaed to be Tasha.

The appearance of Tasha had affected the rest of the Bridge

crew as much, 1f not more so, than Worf and Plcard. REiker had a
gmile on his face, aithough he was extremely worried about what was
soing on. Trol had tears in her ayes. Waesley's mouth was wide open

in astonighment, and Data didan't know whether to smlle or look
perplexed; his expresslon cam=a out more like a frown.

Tagha gspoke nexti,
"what - what's everyone sataring at me for?"

vieard decided to be tactful, in case they were dealing wilith a
superior force. He decided to address !'Tasha'’ directly.

"Exr - hello, Lt. Yar. How do you feel? Tell me what you can
remembexr. "

"I - I'm not sure. I feal a bit strange - numb s8ll over." &She
touched her srm, curious. "7 remember beamlng down toe the planet
with Data and Riker; we confronted that - vile thing that was

holding Deanna hostage... what wag 1t called®?”

rata butted in. Yyou mean Armus, Lieutenant?"
"“"Yag, that wag 1t. 1t refused to let her go, thrzatened us, I
draw my phaser - went to fire - and - " Her face grew more puzzleaed,

~ "aAnd I can't remember anything else. What happened?"
Picard talked slowly, aend very, very carefully.

"vou ware -~ gtunned, Lieutenant,!" Plicard continued. "Luckily
yvour phaser blagt desitroyed the... er, ecreature, and aos you can see,
Deanna is back with us, fine angd well.'"
Tagha turned to look at Deanna; she smiled glassily. Deanna
returned the amile, but she was worriled; somethlng was wrong.
Picard went on - -

"We brought you bhack ta the ship, unconscilous, but you soon
recovereaed In Slckbay. But we're worried asbout these - 'blackouts’
- you'ltve been having recently. Can you tell us what elsge you remember
since then?'" he preszed, fishing for elues to what was goling on.

Tty gorry, slir, I can't remember a thing since the planet.
I'm trying to, but everythilng else is a blank. My mind is... "™ S3She
Ffrowned, eyes cloged. ",... Confused." She paused. "I'1Ll try to
remember. But I'm pleased to see you all again."

She gmiled round the Bridge, at all of them. The crew tried to
amile back at her, with varying degrees of success.

Picard spoke again. "Worf - you can lower your phaser, but
remain alert."

"Weo, gir." Cautiously he lowered his phaser and returned it
to hiz belt; but he kapt his hand closme to it. Worf wasn't taking
any chanceg. His plesasure at seeing Tasha again was muted by his
duty to the ship, his responsibllity for the safety of the crew, and
the fact that thie couldn't possibly be the real Tasha he was sealing




- he had gseen hear die in Sickbay.

Turning baacxk To her, he began to gay, "Tasha, do you remember
- " Hae utopped and grunted for the mecond time in five minutes.
she had vanlshed, as suddenly as she had appeared.

The tension on the hridge was electric. Several minutes had
passed, ond Tasha hadn'it reappeared. Convergatlion had begun among
the Bridge crew, bhDut 1t was muted and strained.

"Riker, bData, Worf, Deanna. Meet log in the briefing rocu,

now., '

Plcard and the four officers lerlt the bBridge, leaving retief
aftficers 1n their places. Waesley Crushar remained in hia trainec
navigator’s pogition at the helmn.

In the briefing roum, they seated themselves arcund the main
tabhlea.

"ALY right, 1'd like your impreszions of whal we just
axpariencaed, and the posguible threat to the ahip. Deanna - you
fivat. Oig you sense anything from Tashs. or whalt appeared to be

Tacha®? "

"Captain - we all kiow that 1t can't possibly be the real Tasha
- her physlcal body died. But the thoughts, the memory I touched
waz Tasha's - confused, {ncomplete, but definitely her memory.

Although gome 'force' seaecmed to be controlling her resgponses, what
wa Jjust axperienced wasg, to a certaln aextent, Tasha."

"In other words," Picard surmised, "what we jugt expevienced
was o 'gshosat'!' with Tasha' s memory cereated and controlled by an
& ¥y ¥

unknown outside agency?®

"Intilil we learn mor:, that'sms azs good a degeription as any."

Latn interrupted. Y"Query, Ceptain -~ a 'ghoesptte”
"Yeq, Data - a non-vorporeal supernatural menilifestation.
"ah, " Data replied, still puszled. "gut I thought suech things

were merely primitive superstition and ignorance, with no concrete
scientific foundation?®

YYep, 1 agree with you, Data, But for the moment, until we get
gsome hard facts, that i3 as good an explanation as any. Riker - any
commentg?"

Riker sat with his head on his hand, stroking his beard
thoughtfully. "We'l're deasling with a total unknown here - so until
we get some solld facts about what's going on, we should assume the
worst. Posglbly these manlfestations and the power logs are the
prelude to a takeover of the ship, a 'softening up' procegsg if you
will., Wa should keep the ship on Yellow Alert and bheef up

Security.™

"Agraed. Worf, maintain the Yellow Alert. Securlty teams to
patrol the ship, minimum of three per team. Phasers on stun, but do
not fire unless physically attacked. Is that clear?"
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"Yeg, sir,” Worft replied, nodding. He stood and left the room,
to implement a shipwide Security search for anything or anyone
unusual. Picard roge to his feet, but remalned leaning on the
briefing table.

"I think that's all for now. Dats, anything to add?®

"Supernatural manifestarion or not, it was most... interesting
to mee Lt. Yar again,” he sald, a faraway look in his eyes. Plicard
could swear he was daydreaming, though he didn't know 1f Data was
capable of such a Hunan emotlonal response; if net, he was a
remarkabie imitator.

“Datal'" Plcard snapped, then lowered his voice. "I meant
anything to help explain or eluclidate our present pradicament," he
nigsed, using Data's own technical style of speaking.

"Oh, morry, sir." His expression changed. "l belleve I was...
'reminiscing'?" He frowned, puzazled.

Well, that onswesrs my quegtion for me, Plcard thought. Riker
laughed out loud. "A very Human emotion, Data.™

Data smiled slightly, acknowladging Rlker's compliment, then
turned sericous once agaln.

"o far 1 have been unable to evaluate a theory for the
manifestation of Tasha. Regarding our lass of warp power, with your
permission, Captain, I zhall go to Engineering and agslat Geordi in
tracking down the power drailn to its destination.™

MEvcellent idea, Data - you're dismiased. Let me kKnow as goon
ag you Find out anythilng. Angd Datat!'" FPicard shouted as Data was
leaving the briefing room. "No reminiscing!" he warned, mogck

seriounaly.

"No, sir. I shall be most... M He searched for the correct
word. "Discraeat?” The door zlid shut behind him, to the sgound of
Riker and Troil, stifling theilr laughter. But Picard wasn't amused.

a1l right, back to your peosts; but keep alert. Deanna, I want
te know the moment you sense anything else, all rightt"

"vea, gilr - at once.'t

The three of them left the briefing lounge, and returned to the
Bridge.

2

In 10-Forward, business wag slow. Only two or three tables
were occupiled; most of the crew were elther working the 'night!'
shift or sleeping in theilr cabins. Guinan had found it strange when
she had come aboasrd the Enterprise that each twenty-four hour period
wag gplit in half and designated as 'day' and 'night' - on her
planet, the days were two Earth weeks long, and sleeping wasg
unheard-of - meditation and deep thought supplied all the relaxation
her mind and body reguired.

During these guiet "night' peridods Guinan usually remained i1n
the bavr, although she did have a cabin she could retire to if she
wished. There were always one opr two people who turned up, even in
the middle of the night; either night shift workers having a short
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sremk, irgomniacs or people who just wanted to talk. Guinan had a
reputation as a good listener - although she wasn't a payehologlat
or Counsgeélor like Deanna Troi, people liked to confide in hewv.

After metaphysics, the study of peopla and their problems was her
favourite subject. A prime example was the young boy, Wesley
rugher. She had helped him to make a cruecial life decigion, namely
whethar to stay on the ship or leave with hisg mother, who had bean
promoted to Head of Starfleet Medical. She hadn't foreced him to go,
or gtay; she had merely pointed out the pros and cons of elther

decipion, and he had made up hils own mind. She never made choices
for other people, that was wrong; she preferred to gulde them Iin the
directior best suited to themn. SBecretly she was pleased Wesley had

stayed with the ship - she could tell it was the right choice for
him, and for the Enterprise; he would make a fine officer some day.
Since that time they had become firm friends, sometimes having
phlleosophical and selentific talks that lasted for hours. But
tonlight Wesley was asleep, and although she was friendly towards the
handful of people in the lounge, she could sense none of them wag
intereated in deep and meaningful discussion, so after gerving them
she returned to her usu=zl place behind the bar, lost in her own
private thoughts and feellngs.

Glancing up from the bar a short while later, she noticed a
hooded figure sitting at one of the far tables over by an
observation window. She was suve she hadn't gseen the figure enter
the lounge, and as nobody else geemed to have noticed, she decided
to go over and find ocut 1if the person wanted anything from the bar,
and also to gatiafy her own Intense curiocsity.

A she got cloger, she realised the figure wasu becoming more
and more famlliar; she hadn't yet seen the face, but the hooded gown
and insignia were instantly recognisable.

"Can I get you anything from the bar?" she asked politely. The
figure turned towards her, and for a brief instant she saw the
distinct features of a middle aged man with white hair, beard and
moustache and a wige and ancient face; 1t was a recognisable face,
that of the person she had originally expected.

Guinan knew that he couldn't posaibly be here, now; she knew
there were strange and powerful forces at work here, but uniike a
Human who would have been terrifilied or awestruck in such a
e#ltuation, she remained perfectly calm, and acceptad it. 8he wasg
already beginning to form some answers to the guestions in her head.

"1 know you weren't expecting me," the figure sald, "but pleage
accept - I am here."

"T already have," Guinan replied. "What 1s 1t you want with
me?"

The ©ld man spoke agaln, in an ancient, wistful voice. "I can

senga you would like to talk with somecone, is that not correct??
"Yes," replied Guinan, enthusiastically.

"I am here to talk with you. What subject would you like to
digecuga?™

Guinan shrugged. "Anything - though I don't guppose we could
start by your telling me who you really are, and where you are
from?"
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vwou will find out, all in good time,"™ the old man replled
ceryptically.
"ALL right. You choose a8 subject for discussion.™

The eyes of the ancient man gleamed with interest and
intelligence. Guinan could senge scomething else - what wasg 1it%? An
intense curicsity, an unguenchable desire to know everything. She
was learning more about her mysterilous viesitor all the time.

After a brief pausge, he answered. "How about ~ metaphysica®"
"Fine. Let’'s begin."

The other people in the lounge had finished thelr drinks and
had left: they were on thelr ocwn. Guinan didn't feel 1in any danger
from her unexpeacted gueat; Jjust a great curioglty and a degire to
talk. They hegan; the talk went slowly at first, but soon plcked
up; within minutes they were discussing theoriea and concepts that
even Guinan, for all her great age .and wisdom, had barely touched on
befcore. Later, during a brief 1ull in the conversation, Guinan
turned and stared out at the srars. When she turned back, her
vigitor had vanliashed, as suddenly as he had arrived.

3

In Sickbay, Dr. Katherine Pulaski was sitting reading at one of
the infoermation consoles. Until an hour ago, things had been pratty
gulet - and then she had received the call from Plieard, telling her
that the whole B8ridge crew had just seen Lt. Natasha Yar - who had
died over a year ago! At firvast she presumed 1t was some sort of
macabre practical Jjoke - but she knew %that although Picard was a
great joker off duty, as Captain he was extremely gserious; and she
knew from his psyche-profile that he would nevar Jjoke about
something like thia.

She had never met Natasha — Tasha -~ Yar, but Beverly Crusher
had told her all about her, ,and she had read the log and medical
reports about her sudden and untimely death at the hands of a
hogtile aliaen creature.

There had been tears in Beverly's eyes as she had recounted the
story to her, about how they brought her to Siakbay and the docton
frantically tried to save her 1llfe - to no availl. The trauma had
heen too great, and although the besat medlical treatment could not
have saved her, Kate could tell that Beverly felt personally
regponsible for her death. Pulasgki knew that Beverly and Tasha Yar
had been good friends; she knew that Yar had been well l1iked by the
rest of the Bridge orew as well, but particulariy by the Kiingon,
Worf. At firast Kate had found thils rather unusual, but Beverly had
+told her that Tasha had been brought up on a remote frontier planet
where government and law had c¢ollapsed, and she had lived by her

wita and her cunning for years before being rescued - the
peychological trauma must have been tremendous, and Pulaskl Knew now
why Worf had become her hest friend ~ they were both outeiders,
tryling to fit in and adapt tc a strange environment. Kate waz sad

that mhe had never met Tasha; she knew that Yar had been one hell of
a good Security Officer, and was still deeply missed on board the
ship; she could tell that they would have been good friends.

After gshe got the call from Plecard, her natural curiosity and
stubborn determinatlon took over. o Kate pulled out all the stops
to try to find out what was golng on. After examining all the
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Bridge crew individually by tricorder, she checked through all their
medical f£iles, but could find nothing wrong with any of them,
physically or mentally. That was just as she had expected; Starship
crewi were carefully chosgen by rigorous physlecal and pasychelogical
tests - the Bridge /,Command crew egpecially. Cnece ghe had cleared
them all, she then began to explore the possibility that they were
a1l suffering from a gullt complex concerning Tasha's death - that
they beliaved themselves responsible and the subsegquent streas
manifesgted itself as a group hallucination. But she soon dropped
that line of engulry - there was just no way they could all have
#een her at the same time; massg hysteria wag not common on
sStarships, and she kKnew the Enterprise RBridge crew was one of the
mosgt gtable in the whole fleet.

Her enquliries had now drawn her to the most likely cause - that
the image of Tasha had been created by some ocutslde agenay. But
what?

Bacteria, a virus - possibly a disease that caused magg
hallucinations and didn't regilster on her tricorder, or an alien
force? The list of possibllitiés waz endlesa. She was now
searching through past medical fililes and records to see 1f anyvthing
s#imltar had been reported in the past.

Wearily, she rubbed her eyes with the knuckles of boeth hands.
S50 far, nothing; she could tell this was going to pe one of those
dayd.

Tapping the page control, she suddenly heard a nolse behind
her. Whirling round, she sgaw & man gltting at the other console,
dresred i1n the uniform of a twenty-gecond century doctor from Alpha
Centauri. She gasped, frightened. No, she thought, 1t can't
pogsibly be him. All this talk of hallucinations was agtarting to
uffect her now ag well. She rubbed her eyes again, hceping the
figure would digsppear; but when she looked agaln, he was still
there.

"Wh - what are you doing hereae? How did you get here?" Kate
asked nervously. ! ‘

"I'm sorry 1 startled you - I don't know how I got here. What
s thilis place?"

Kate decided to glve away as little as possible untll she found
out more about what was golng on. "You're on the USS Enterprise,
and I'm Dr. Katherine Pulaski. And I know who you are - or at
least, who you appeaear to be.,”

"Really? And who would you say I am?" the persmon veplied.

When Kate said the name, the man nodded. "Yeg:; that i my name
~ or at least that 1s who I think I am. But I am so confusged. My
mind 1is a blank - I can't remember anything from the past." The man
ffrowned, searching for his memory. Then he looked stralght at
Hate. "But you are familiar to me, and so ilg your name. I'm sure
we'lve met before."

Fagelinated, Kate replied, "Would you mind it I ran a medicsal
scan on youw bon't worry, you won't feel a thing."

"Yez, of course. Go right shead."”

Kate lifted her medical tricorder, switched it on and qulckly
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scanned her mysterious visiltor, absorbing the results as they
appreared on the tiny goreen.

The figure spoke as ghe worked. "A small portion of my memory
hag returned, from waltching you. I believe I am —~ or once was ~ a
doctor like yourself. These congoles and that device you are using
- " he polnted at the tricorder - are very familiar to me,. Would I
e correct in that assumption?”

"Yeg,'" Kate whispered, smiling. "You ware - are - one of the
bast. Would you excuse me for a moment? There ls something very
important I have to do."

The man nodded, smiling.
She leaned over and pressaed the desk intercom.

"Sickbay to the Bridge. This is Pulaski." Before she heard
Piecard's reply, she looked up.

Her vigitor had gone.
i

Down 1in Engineering, Data and Geordl were trylng to solve a
mystery - but due to the serlousness of the situation they weren't
using their Sherlock Holmaes  Nr. Watson perasonas. They knew the
power wasn't leaving the ship, as the inner hull sensors would have
detected such a masgive leak into space, It was definltely being
diverted to some other part of the Enterprise; the problem was
tracking it down. The engineering boards and power relay clrcults
were totally bloecked, or were functioning erratically; Geordil felt
sure somebody or gomething was doing 1t on purpose, to make it
harder for them to solve the problem. As Chilef Engineer, it was his
responsibllity to get the warp engines bhack on line; he was
determined that he would succeed, even 1if 1t wasg the last thing he
add.

Data had told Geordl all about seeing Tasha on the Bridge.
After an initial show of disbelief - "Are you developlng a sense of
humoux, Data%? Recause 1f you are, it's pretty sick!"

"No, seriously, Geordi, I am relaying to you the absolute truth
- remember, I never lie."

"No, I don't supposge you do. But it's still pretty
fantastic... "

"You think so too? T also thought it '"pretty fantastlie' to sea
Tasha agalin."

Geoprdi burst out laughing until tears were streaming down his
face. "No, Data; you don't underatand. I meant 1t was a pretty
FPantastic thing to happen hereae and now. How did the rest of the
Bridge crew take it?"

"They were also most surprlsed. We still haven't discovered
the cause; I believe Dr. Pulaskl 18 working on i1t right now. 1 alao
an at a lossg to explain her appearance; until we amass more facts,
21l our theorles are mere shots 1ln the dark."”

Geordl loocked at Data strangely. Shota in the dark? Where had
he picked up a phrase like that? Ceriainly not Ffrom me, he thought;
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crobably 2PLicard or Riker. "Data, I hate to say this, but you're
becoming more and more Human every day."

"Do you really think so? Why, thank you, Geordit®

Geordi laughed again, even harder than the first time. Data
loocked at him, puzzled, then grinned stupidly.

Once he had racovered, Geordl became more sgseriocug and intent.
"I'm only sorry I wasn't up there on the Hridge with yeou all. I*4
love to have geen Tasha again, no matter what made her appear."

"Yes, Geordid," Data murmured thoughtfully. "It is a great pity
you missed seeing her; I am gorry for you.m

Do you know, Geordl thought, I believe he means i, too. Data
iz more Human than any of ug thoughtb.

Smiling at his android friend, Geordil turned back te the wall
ranel. They both returned to thelr detective work, examining the
engineering boards in great detail. After a few minutes, they were
g0 deeply absorbed in their work that they didn't even sense the
presence behind them.

Pleard was rubbing his temples 1in frustration. The situation
wasn't dangerous, but something very strange was goilng on,and Picard
was determined to get to the bottom of it. The wheole Bridge crew

had aeem the image of Tasha Yar; at first he had thought it was
stresa and tiredness after a long and exhaugting misgsion, but he

doubted that was the cause. Dr. Pulaskil had found nothing wrong
wilth them, go Plcard was now convinced they were dealing with an
outside agency. Ag 1f to confirm his suspicions, Kate had just
contacted him from Sickbay and told him that she too had just had a
tvieltation' - that of Dr. John Suzmann, a famous surgaon from Alpha
Centaurl who had revolutionised the technigque of laser surgery. She

had teld him that Suzmann, or at least the manifestation she saw,
had no memory apart from hls name and the fact that he remembered
being a doctor at one time.

Just like Tasha -~ no memnory.

But what d4id it all mean? Plcard was annoyed; he was aure
there wag only one c¢lue missing, and that when he got it he would
have solved the whole mystery - but for now, it eluded him. Pulaski
had run a tricorder scan on the image, but the readings just didn't
make any sense -~ asg though something were controlling it, affecting
the machine's function.

He didn't like 1it; noet cone bit. And as time was going on, all
they were getting was more gquestlions and no answers. 30 far, these
images hadn't harmed anybody - but who knew what might happen next?
Plcard wasn't taking any chances, and had stepped up the Security
Patrols. He was Impatient to hear the latest word about the
engines, but he knew La Forge would contact him as soon as he
discovered anything. Riker had gone off duty half an hour before,
as the ship didn't appear to be in imminent danger, and he knew his
First Officer was exhausted. Plicard decilded to go to his cabin to
write up his personal log; he left the Bridge, leaving Worf and Lt.
Chang In temporary command.
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Geordl gtudled the englneering boards for several minutes, then
turned to check the engine ocutput levels. He stopped in his tracks,
gstartled, and stared at thelr latest unexpected viegitor, Tapping
Data on the shoulder to attract his attention, Geordl continued to
stare.

Data flrst of all looked at his shoulder, believing something
wag wrong with it and Geordld was merely pointing it out to him.
Finding nothing wrong, he next loocked at Geordil guestioningly, then
turned to see what (Geordl was astaring at. Data was gurprilaed to see
who thelr visitor was. Standing behind them, looking around in awe
and wonder, was Frofessor Moriarty.

He was so Interested in hila strange new surroundings that 1t
wag geveral sgeconds before he addregssed the duo in front of him.

"dGood day, Bherlock Holmes and Dr. Waitson -- or should 1 say
Data and La Forge?"

"You remember us?" Geordil whispered hoavsely.

"Yeg, of course. But where 1s thig? And how did you manage
to bring me here?"

Data hegan to spay, "Thim is the Enterprise's aeng... " But
Geordi cut him ghort. He didn't want Morilarty to khow more than wag
abgolutely necessary about the running and control of the aship. He
had seen what that device Morlarty had buiilt in the holodeck had
done to the vesgael - who knew what might happen 1f he discovered how
to control the engilnes or sffect life supporit? Geordi declded to
lie.

"We'tre - ah - gtill 1n the holodeck. Thig 1s a reconstruction
of one of our shilps of the fleet."

Maoriarty smlled, but hlsg eyes betrayed his disbelief.

"Mr. La Forge - you may be an excellent technician, you make a
pagssahle Dr. Watson, but you are not a very convinceing liar. Your
friend -~ " he nodded at Data - "gives too much away."

Geordl grimaced at Data as 1f to say, 'You've really done 1t
this time?t?

_ Moriarty continued. "Zo thilsg is the engine room of your
vessel? Fagscinating: [ never realised 1t was so vasgt or complex!
You must teach me all about ita workings. What powers it -
elactricity?”

"I'm sorry," Geordl replied, "I can't tell you."
"Can't or won't?" Moriarty sald, susplcious.
U That's for you to decide."

"You forget, Mr.La Forge," Moriarty continued, a hint of anger
in his volce, "that I learn wvery fast. Praetty soon I may not need
yvour assistance." Morlarty's lagt statement chilled Geordl to the
bone. He had seen what the machine Morilarty had built 1ln the engine
room had dong to the gship - who khew what he might be able to do i1f
he gained control of the warp engilnes or life asupport? For the
moment he ramained curious rather than dangerous; but Geordl wasn't
taking any chances,.
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Calling Data aside, he moved out of earshot of the Profesgor
but kept a wary e¢ye on him all the time.

"Data - I want you to distract Moriarty while I call Security.
Wae can't have him loose on the Engineering deck; he may be
dangearous. "

"My thoughts precizely, Geordi - he ism learning more all the
timea. I shall take him to the observation port - will that be
sufficiente®

"Fine, Data - fine. But don't tell him too mueh."
"Do not worry, Geordli - my mouth ig =zhut.?

Gaordl couldn't help laughing at Data'sg misquotation of the
phrase 'my lips are sealed!?. Data s8till had a lot to learn about
language 1if he wanted to become more Human!?

Geordi went over to the nearest wall intercom to contact
Security while Data took Profegsap Moriarty over to the smail
observetion port on the other side of the Engineering deck. Asg he
pressed the button which raised the shield over the window, Data
spoke to the Profegsor.

"Thlig 1=z one of our observation windows, from which wa can
observe the space outside cur vessel.™

A8 the window opened, giving a view of the surrounding
starfilield, Moriarty gasped in amazement. He had never geen so many
starsg; there were thousands upon thousands.

Moriarty gasped. "So I was right," he mseld in an awed
whigper. "You de live inside a vagt vessel, travelling through a
great nothingneas. And the stars - I never khew there were mo

many!t"

"Yes, there are countless numbers of stars and congtellations -
and we have only explored a tiny fraction of the total number. "

"Aaatounding. And you travel from one star to another in this
vagsel?”

"Yas.'" Data knew that this information wouldn't give Moriarty
any more power than he had already - it was only 1f he apked more

detalled juestions about the running of the ship that Data wouyld
poltitely refuse to answer.

"But the distances involved are incomprehensible - even I know
thatt

"Yes, they would appear to be, to someohe of your time. But
this vesssl 1s able to travel fasgter than the speed af light."

"Prevosterous!”™ Moriarty laughed, inecredulously. "Even Jules
Verne nevear dreamed up such fantasy. Naevertheless, I cannot deny
that we do appear to be out in gpace, g0 I wlll accept your
explanation for the time being.™

Data was fascinated that a character from the pages of fiction
had heard of a resl Sclence Filction writer from the nineteenth
century. When he asked him where he had heard of Jules Verne,
Moriarty frowned.
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"] don't knowj; but the name ig familliar to me. My mind is
confused, and my memory not whole; I can remember certaln things
clearly, but there are many bhlanks. Also I know many facts that I
dlidn't previocusly know ~ guch as who Jules Verne was. I algo know
things about thils ship that I didn't know before - and I'm learning
more all the time."

This time it wes Data who wag concerned. Although Moriarty had
great intelligence and understanding, he was grasping concepts that
should be beyond his mentality - and Data was convinced that this
image they were geeing was being produced and controlilied by an
outside force. Data decided to try and get more information out of
the 1lmage.

"Drafeggor Moriarty, there is something ['ve been meaning to
ask you. Can you remember anything since the last time we met? Any
thoughts or mamoriese™

Moriarty paused for a moment and then shook his head.

"No, I am zorry. The lasgt thing I remember is saying goodbye
to you all in the laboratory idn 0ld Londen Town before you - how do
you say? 'Deactivated the program's?"

"Yeg, that ig correct.” But Datas was concentrating on other
things - he was bheginning to formulate a hypothesis about what was
going on. Ever since Tasha had appeared on the Bridge he had
conzldered the possibility, but 1t had appeared to be too unlilkely,
too unbellevable. But now that they had met Profesgsor Moriarty as
wall, Data wasg convinced he was pright. He had to talk to Geordil
urgently; there was no time to waste. "Excuse me for a moment,
Profeasor. I wish to dilscuss something with my colleague."

Leaving Moriarty at the viewpért, Data hurried over to where
Geordi was just finisghing his eall to Security; he had asked for
three armed guards to come to Engilneering to put Moriarty under
regtraint. "T do not think that wilil be necessary, Geordl," Data
gaid as he flicked off the intercom.

"Why not, Datas" Geordl aasked, acurious.

Data proceeded to tell him his theory, briefly. At the end of
it, Geordl said, "Well, it's a long shot, bult you may be right. I
was beginning to think aleng the same lines myself. If you are
right, it'Ll save us a lot of legwork. Ey the way, Data, whera's
Profesgor Moriliarty?"®

"I left him over by the viewport. Why?"

"Well, look for yourself.™

Data turned and looked.

Professor Moriarty had vanished, just as Tasha had done.

"Tha Professor's disappearance only confirmsg my theory,

Geordi. I believe we should contact Captain Picard immediately,
tell him what we suspaect, and ask him to meet us there as sgoon as
posslible. Are you Iin agreement?'"

Geordl nodded, his face grim.
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Wegley entered "10~Forward"™ and took hig usual seat at the
nar. "Hello, Guinan!! he called out eagerly, seelng her over at a
far table, smarving some customers. She smaw him and raised her hand
1in acknowledgement, indlcating that she would be with him just as
soon as she could. Wesley didn't mind walting; he was dying to tell
her about seeing Tasha on the Bridge, but 1t could wailt.

Ha rad grown fond of the strange alien bartender in the last
few monthsg, and enjoyed hig frequent visits to the bar. He didn't

comae to drink; occasgionally to =at, always to talk. Guinan wasg a
great talker, and also an attentive listener - in fact, she was the
best all-round conversationalilst that Wesley had met. Their

digscusmsions rangecd from daily 1llfe aboard the ship to theorieg
concerning the formation of the Universe, and covered just about
everything else in between. It was only when Guinan started talking
about complex philosophiliceal and metaphysical toplca that Wesley got
lost - possgibly such talk was common on her home planet, but Wesley
was convineced that the greatest philogsophers on Earth would hava a
hard job understanding her at times. Fortunately, Guinan was also
an expert at helding her audlence - when she smaw Wesley couldn't
follow her train of thought, she could awiftly change the subject,
raedirecting the rlow of the disgcussion into other areas.

Wesaley came swiftly out of his daydream when he saw that Guinan
had returned to tThe bar. Guinan spoke filrst.

HHello, Weslay. And what can I do for you toeday?™

"1ttg all right - I don't want anything from the bar. Itve
come to talk - I've got some rather interesting newa for you."
"Yag,™ she aald. "I can tell."

Tasha had cropped up in many of thelr previous converasatlons,
o he didn't need to go dnto a tiresome explanatlon of who she was.
Quilckly he told her what had happened. Sha wag very interested in
what he had to say, but ghe didn't appear surprised in the slightest
when ha told her that the whole Brldge crew had Jjust seen somebody
who had bteen dead for over a year. Waepsley had grown accusgtomed to
her apparent lack of reactlion to his stories and tales over the past
few months - nothing seemed to startle her. Perhapsa thisg lack of
cutward reaction was common among her people - Wesley didn't know
for sure. When he had finally finlshed, Guinan dropped her
hombshell.

Wagley couldn't believe what Guinan told him; no wonder she
didn't react to the news about Tasghal

"Rut I've been talking about Tasha for ages - why didn't you
interrupt me earlier to tell me that you had seen somebody as well?"

"Recauge [ was interested in hearing your story; and begides,
vou hever asked me."

Wesley realised she was right. He hsad rushed into the bar and
blurted out the whole story without once asking her 1f anything out
of the ordinary had happened to her; or gilving her a chance to
speak; and Guinan wss too polite to interrupt.
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He ©tlll had a lot to learn about the art of convergatlon -

Guinan had taught him a vealuable lesson, and he was grateful. Maybe
ashe had plannaed 4% all along he thought ~ Guinan was an expert at
such things. Ags well as belng a good conversationalist she was also
a good psychologist - she could feed you informstion or teach you

legsons without your aven being aware of it.

Wesley was amazed. He thought he had begun to understand what
made her tick - but things like this Just proved to him that he
barely knew her at all. Every time he ¢ame to the bar he told her
anocther chapter of his life story - put he didn't even know one page
of hers. It wasn't just that she never talked about her background
~ whenever they spoke, any little thing she did gilve away was 50
trivial or meaningless that he couldn't learn anything from it.

Most of what little Wesley knew about her he picked up from studying
her mannerisms, way of speakling and the thoughts and ideasg she came
up with - and usually her ildeas were 5O Vague, complex or Just plain
weird that he c¢ould learn nothing from them. Wesley likened her to
an mlien chameleon - constantly altering her personality and even
her mind to sult whatever situation she was in. All the different
personalidty traits and confiicting mental thought patterns slimply
made him more confused.

But 1t wasn't only Wesley who had this problem understanding
Guinan - the oniy other person on the shilp who wasg as close to her
as he was was Captaln Plecard - and although he had known Guinan for
many years had told him that he atill knew very little about her.
Although he knew it might take a long time, Wesley was determined
that he weuld come to understand her completely - eventually. Mogt
of the fun was in the finding out anyway - but for the moment she
ramained a great mystery, an unanawerable enigma.

wegley declded that he was more interested in her mysterious
vigtitaor, and he asked Gulnan to tell him exactly what happened and

who she had seen.

"The imeage I saw wasg that of Philosopher Turogah, the greatest
inteliaectual who ever lived."

YWagn't he from your home planet?" Wesley interrupted.

"Yag; but he lived over two hundraed years ago, and I was vary
young when he died."

_ Already Wesley had made a connection between this ilmage and
that of Tashsa; they ware both dead. He didn't know whether it was

important or not, but he filed 1t away in his memory 1in case it
+urnad out to be important.

Guinan's next statement fascinated him as well.

"aAlthough the lmage regsembled Philozopher Turogah, at first it
looked like smomebody else.”

"Wwhate!" Wesley croaked.

mat fipst 1t looked like somebody totally different, somebody L
nad never seen before and didn't recognise. Then the next moment T
was speaking to Turogah."

PHow did the image change?"

"T do not know - 1t only took a sacond. Maybe its mask




slipped.®
*vYou gay it, Guinan - could you gense it was a 1ilfe form?e"
"Oh vag - a hilighly advanced life form or life forms - I

couldn’t well i1f there was cocnly one or a whole lot."
"Did you learn anything else?" Wesley asked, fascinated.

"Apairt from the great intelligence, I could sense something

else; 1t - or they - have a grealt yearning - a need to know or f£ind
ocut something, I don't know what. I losgt the impression shortly
after it changed to resemble Turogah. But these images are gomehow
connected with the over aill purpose. We talked at gome length about
advanced metaphysaical topicg, some of which I barely understood
myself - I could tell that the image understood it all, and was only

trying to gauge the limit of my understanding. it disappeared
shortly afterwards, before I could learn any more; perhaps it
couldn'’t f£ind what it was looking for in me. Who knows?"

IFf anuybody knows, she does, Wesley thought. He found 1t hard
to bhelieve that anyithing could know more about metaphysicas than
Gulnan -~ but in this case something apparently did. All they seemed
to get welre more guestions and no answers.

But Guinan wasn't finished yeat. After pausing for a moment,
she loocked at Wesley, and her large, mysterlous brown eyesg gleamed,
and Wesnle)y could see hidden, untold secrets in her mind.

She spoke.

"Phere 18 something 1 forgot to mention, Wesley - 1t is
something mo unexpected that I didn't consider 1t was relevant at
first. But I now belleve that it iz wvitally important, and could
very well golve this whole puzzle.®

"What 1 1t?" Wesley whigpered excitedly.
But insteasd of telling him, she merely smlled and sald -

#*T don't think I need to tell you, Wesley - you know the answer
vourself. In fact, you've known i1t all along - you Just never
realilised. Just think; the angwer will come to you."

During the entire conversation, Wesley's mind had been working
very fast. trying to figure out what was geoing on. Suddenly 1t all
clicked into place - Guinan <4z right, he thought. I 4di4d know it all
along. I was Just so concerned with the main facts thot I
cuerlooked the minor elements. The key to thig mystery didn't 1ie
with the allen or aliens; the most important fact was the trivial
and simple, though not very obvious, connectilon betweaen the two
images thay had geen.

He smililed at Guinan; she smiled back. He knew he wag right.
What a typical thing for Guinan to do, he thought. She probably
knew the answer was in the back of my mind all along, but instead of
telling me, she helped me to Ffind it by myself.

Thanking her, he left 1lU0~-Forward and headed for the nearest
wall intercom; he had to talk te Geordl and Data urgently. At Llast
were getting somewhere, he thought; the myatery was far from
solved, but at last they had a good lead.
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Wesley dldn't krnow it, but down 1in Engineering Geordi and Data
had already come to Lhe game conclusion.

6

Kiker was lying on the bunk in his cabin, but he couldn't sleep
-~ his mind was too active, trying to work out what wag happening on
board.

Reports had come in from different parts of the ship that
images had been appearing to members of the crew - nohody had been
attacked or injured 1n any way, and the images only lasted for a few
minutes before dilsaprearing agailn. Picard seemed determined teo find
out what was goiling on, and before he had gone off-duty, 1t felt 1lilke
he was taking his frustration out on Riker -~ or maybe I'm just
getiting parancid, he thought. Riker was exhausted; he had been on
Bridge duty for the last 18 hours. But now that he had the c¢hance
to get gome slieep, his brain wouldn't let him ~ his mind was full of
guestions that needed answers, and he knaw hea couldn't rest uatil
they had worked out what was going on.

Suddenly he got the distinet impression that he wasgn't alone in
the roam. Opening hilg eyes, he sat up on his bed. "Lights on," he
ordered. Gradually the room lights came on, until they were at
their full intensity. Although the lights had come on slowly to
give hisg eyes time to adjust, he still blinked &t tTheir intensgity.

Ag his eyes became accustomed to the brightness, he lLookad
sround the room, eyes coming to reat on a figure sitting at his work
deghk.

Oh, no, he thought. Thie can't be happening - it must ba
dream.

But it wasn't. S4tting at hils desk was a beautiful dark-haired
girl in a red dress. The sight of her brought all ithe painful
mamories flocding back; althcocugh 1t had been over a year ago that
the Binars had hijacked the-Enterprise, 1t felt like yesterday.

"What are you dolng here, Mlnuet? Ig 1t really wou?"
She smilied at him. "Hello, William. It's been a long time."

Then she looked around the room, and doubt and uncertalnty
clouded her features, Wwhen she gpoke, her volaiz sounded nervous and
frightenead. "But where are we? This idsn't wheire we met before -
what 1s this place?"

"vYou're 1in my cabin on board the Enterpris«: - that 1s the sghip
on which I serve. Minuet, can you remember any'thing since the last
time we met?"

“he frowned in concentration, biting her lilp.

"No. I - I'm govry, Willilam. I cannot remwember anything since
we last met. How did I get here? I'm go confused... ™

She's Just like Tasha, Riker thought. She ihag Nno memory.
Suddenly he hesitated. No - this cannob posaiblis be her. Ik'e Just
a cheap trick confured up by some alien force for: some unknown
DUrpeIa. Angriliy he got up from the bed and move d across to the
desk where the image of Minuet was silitting.
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"all right!™ he shouted, looking filrst at the image and then
eround tha2 room. "I don't know who you are or what you're trying to
¢o, but I want you to stop playlng with my emotlions and show
yourgaelf -~ your true gelft®

But it was the image of Minuet that spoke.

YYau know whe I am, Willlam -~ I'm Minuet, of course. Who else
could I ba2®

Furisus with the charade, Rlker shouted, "“No you're not - you
couldn’t poasibly be here! Show your real self neow - we're tilred of
the gstage ahow!™

He want to grabh the image's arm, but his hand closed on thin
alr. Minuet had vanished -~ he was alone agailn.

He wap stlll reeling with the sudden shock of sgeelng Minuet
again, but wasg clear-headed enough to remember that the 1mages,
il1ilusions or whatever they were experiencing, could pose a szeprlous
threat to the ship - and asg Flrat Cfflcevr, hilas duty was to protect
the fnterprise and her pecvasonnel. Leaving hils cabin, he walked to
the neareat turbeclift and headed for the Bridge.

Picard dimmed his cabin lights, sat down at his desk, swilteched
on his reading lamp and began to wrlte up his report. Although the
Bridge log kept records of everything that happened on board ship,
ha liked to Keep hig own wriltten account of important events. This
wasn't just in case anything should happen to the ship'as log memory
file, and a gecord account was regulred - 1t was mainly for hlag own
satisfaction. Plcard knew that the chances of the aship's log beilng
degtroyed were negligilble; there were numerous bhackup syestems and
the information was stored on several erage-prof computer disks.
Keeping theé written log was habit to him - ever since his filrst
command, the Stargazer.

Maybe I'm Just old fashioned, he thought. Oor maybe I'm Fjust
old, he added wryly, smililng to himself.

Plecard certeinly felt old - this last surveying misslon had
ttaken a lot out of him; and now with the latest problemsa aboard
ship, he was beginning to feel his age. Perhaps 41t's time I
retired, he thought. Baclk to a nice gquiet Life 4n a little village
outaeide FParis.

But almost as saoen as the thought of leaving the Enterprise
entered hils head, he changed his mind. Ne ~ there was atill so muah
te gee and digcover ocut here - he couldn't leave the ship, not yet
anyway. The lifetime ambiltion of Earth's most famous explorers was
atil1l1 with him ~ the overwhelming desgire to know the unknowable, to
explore the unexplored. The Univerge, aor at least this amall part
of 1t, was stlll a mystery to Man - and ag long as he was able to
command a stérship, Plcard knew he would be out here, in the
vanguard, pushing back the frontier - Just like those old
adventurers did centuries before.

Returning to the pregent, Picard sighed and carried on writing
hils report. Within a few minutes he was deeply engrossed in his
writing. Concentrating on the report, he didn't notlce the two
figures astanding on the other side of the room, hidden in the
shadows . Then, hearing a slight neise, he glanced up and gaw the
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two oubtlined shapes ia the halo cast by the lamp.

HWwho's there? Come on, show yourgelves! Plcard demanded,
sguinting into the darkness.

There was a deathly silence for a moment, and then the two
figures stepped forward inte the light.

Jugt like Geordl, Data, Wesley and Riker before him, Plcard
knew the gource of the ship's problem as scon az his latest 'guests!
showed thelr facesn.

"Wall, I can't sayv I'm pleased to see you, Dixon Hil1l, Pilcard,
or whatever your name is. After the way you tricked us, T think you
deserve what's coming to youll"

It was Cyrus Redblock and Felix Leech. Leech wasg holding s gun
polinted directly at Picard's chast, Picard groaned; not these two

clowng again! Slamming his hands down on the desk 1in anger, Plcard
Jumped to hils feet. :

"iook, I don't know who or what you are - and I'm not talking
abhout these two dime-store bhoodliums you've caonjureaed up. Jugt stop
thiz charade and tell me what you want from us!"

But it waz Redblock who gpoke. "Dime~gtore hoodlums, eh? X
can’'t say I like your ftone of volcel!" It wasg hisg turn to geat
angry. "Stop foolilng around, Picard! You digposed of us real
neatly the last time - I thought I was dead; but we're back now, L
don't know how, and frankly I don't care, You've tricked me ovnce
too often - nobody gets a second chance, Ploard, leasgt of all you.
Thig time you're golng to be the one to die - and T shall enjoy ever
momeant . Au revoilr -~ you were a worthy opponent, but this ls where
yvou bow out. Mr. Leech, you can kill him now."

¥Oh, thank you, Mr. Redblock - I've been lookling forward to
thist"

The gun «ame up, and was aimed stralght at Plicard's head. The
degk lights glinted off the barrel as the petty acriminal pulled the
trigger. Pleard didn't know whether the imagem could kill him, and
he wagn't taking any chances: a second before the gun went off, he
dived down behind hils desk.

The gun shot reverberated around the cabin. Several seconds
pagssed. Picard hadn't been hit, and he hadn't heard the bullet hit
the wall behind hils desk. Cautiously looking over the top, he saw
that the room wag empty.

Although tha images of Redblock and Leech hadn't frightened
him, the thought that the gun and bullets were real and could kKi1ll
him had. He knew they were insubstantilial, harmless - and it was
time to gwiteh them off - at the source.

Bafore he had time to reach the door, the desk intercaom
beeped. Crossing the vroom, he awiteched 1t on.

"picard here.™

"Thig jig Riker, gir. I'm bhack on the Bridze. La Forge and
Data would like to sea you at the maln holodeck computer control,
urgently. Tt would appear that the helodeck ism producing these
images we're seeing - though don't ask me how. "
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Pleasrd interrupted. "1 know, Filirst Officer - I've Just met
some very interesting people.™

"T mat gsomeone rather... interesting... myself, sir," Riker
replied hesitantly.

"All right, Riker - I'm on my way. You have the con."

Plioard wasn't gurprised in the least that Riker had also geen
sn image - there would be some interegting stories to tell when all
thig was over. Switehing off the Iintercom, Pilcard left his cabin,
and set off towards the holodeck.

7

When Wegley made the connection between the appearance of Tasha
Yar angd Philosopher Turogah, 1t seemed so simple that he wondered
how he could have averlooked it.

It was simple, but 1t wasn't obvious - that was the reason.
For the holodeck to be able to project holographile images into other
rartg of the ship seemed to break every physical law in the book and
evaen soma that weren't. Wesley was fasgaclinated to discover what the
alien foroe wasm, and how they had achieved such a feat - and for
what purpocse. When Guinan had teld him to think in 10-Forward, the
anawer had come to him quite quilekly. He auddenly remembered that
Guinan had c¢created a holographic representation of Turogah smeveral
weaksg befoare, in order to have complex discussions with it - Wesley
had thought 1t rather strange, but that was the way she relaxed.
And she had saved the programme. Tasha's image was algo gtill in
the Memory Bank, in the form of her last will and testament, which
she had made before she died - an alien intelligence of gufficient
power and complexity, once it had 'projected' these images, would be
able to make them say or Jdo whatever i1t wanted. But they still
didn't know what they wers dealing with and what it wanted - but at
least they now Knew where to look.

Weslay trlied to contact Geordi and Data in Engineering, only to
find that they were already on . theilr way to the main holodeck
computer control on deck 9. They must have had the same Zded, he
thought ag he headed there himself.

When he arrived, he could gee Data removing the main wall panel
which contained the computer controls, as Geordl tried to contact
Picard at the nearest wall intercom,. Geordil nodded to acknowledge
hig arrival, and bata fllled him in on what he was going to deo.
Geordl awltehed off the intercom and came over to them.

"Riker's on the RBridge -~ Plecard's gone to his cabin to write up
hia report. He salid he'll get in touch with him and tell him to
come here ag soon as posgible.™

A moment later, Worf and two armed Security men arrived.
Geordl had called them, just in case they got into trouble. Worf
motioned at hia men to move back, and the three of them stocd at a
safe distance, phasers at the ready.

Within a minute, Picard also arrived. He came over to the
group huddled arcund the wall panel, and asked Data what he thought
the problem was.

"? helieve that the power from the engines 1s bheing channelled
into the memory storage circuits, and the only way to prevent more
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images being preduced is to remove the memory storage chips.”

Data spoke to all of them, not once taking hils eyes from the
panel in front of hiwm, his hands moving very fast wilthin the guts of
the computer. Then he ptopped momentarily.

"T have removed the cover of the memory storage section. With
your permiamsion, Captain, I will now remove the storage chilips.”

"ouite so, Data," PFicard =said. "Does averyone agree?"" Geordil
and Wesley nodded in agreement. "We have a unanimous wverdlot. All
right, Data, carry on."

But bafore Data even had time to remwove one chilp, a booming
valece broke out, a voilce whieh sgeemed to come from everywhere at
once and caused the ship to shake violently.

DO NOT REMOVE THE MEMORY CHIPS - WE FORBID IT!"

Ficard nodded for Data to proceed, and he yanked cut the filiprst
chip. There was a bright flash and explosion, and Datsa was bhlown
across the cowrridor, crashing Inte the opposite wall. He =l1id
gllently to the floor, eyes closed.

"Datat" Geordil shouted, dropping to his friend's side. Wesley
also went to help hilm.

Plcard shouted at the air around him.

"I don't khow who or what you are, but your last actions show N
that you are belligerent and hostlle, and although we prefer the
ways of peaceful contact, we will defend ocurselves 1f you harm any
more of us. Do you understand? You will now let us remove the
memory chipst!"

"NO!!" the volce bhoomed, even louder. "WE WILL NOT ALLOW IT!™
"Sepcurlty Chief!" Picard shouted at Worf. "You will destroy

the memory files on my order!'" He did not want to destroy the
computer, but it seemed the only way to end this filasco.

Worf railsed his phasper, alimed 1t at the wall panel, and
prepared to fire. He looked at Picard, but the Captailn never had
time to give the order.

Suddenly, blocking the way between the Securlty team and the
computer was one of the nightmarish beagts that he and Riker had
fought in the holodeck aseveral weaks befora. Ralsing its horrific
skull~like heasd, 1t let out an ear-splitting roar of defliance and
prepared to lunge at Worf. Although visibly shaken, the Klingon
gtood hils ground.

"Ttr'g all right, Worft!" Plcard shouted. "It'ag only an
1llusion. Fire through itti®

Worf aimed hils phaser at the beast and filred. Nothing
happened; his phaser hadn't worked. The two Security men also tried
to fire, with ldentical resultsa. An ingtant later, the horrific
heasgt vanilished as suddenly as it had appeared.

The booming volee began agaln, but this time it was accompaniled
by a glowing ball of white light which had suddenly popped into
exlstence in the middle of the corridor. It pulsged 1n time to the
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valce, and bobbed up and down with a Life of itg own.

"WE ARE THE AROS,"™ the voice began,. "WE HAVE USED YOUR
HOLOGRAM DEVICE 7¢» RECREATE THESE STORED TRACE IMAGEHS IN ORDER TO
OBSERVE YOUR HUMAMN EMOTIOHNS AND REAQCTIONS, WHICH WE HAVE FOUND MOST
LTLLUMINATING. WE TEMPORARILY DEACTIVATED YOUR WEAPONS TO PREVENT
YOUR DAMAGING THE HOLOGRAM DEVICE. THESE IMAGES WERE MERELY CREATED
FCR THE PURPOSE OF OUR TESTE, AND COULD NOT CAUSE YOU ANY SHERICUS
HARM. WE HAVE COMPLETED OUR TESTS, AND WILL LEAVE YOU NOW; WE THANK
YOU FOR YOUR CO-(QOFERATION. ™

"But you have cauged ug hsaprm!" Plcard anapped. "You have
gseriously injured one of o2ur number, the being known as Data.?
"AH YHES - THE TIN MAN. I BELIDVE YOU WILL FIND THAT HE HAS NOT

BEEN SERIOUSLY HARMED; JUST SLIGHTLY SHOCKED."™

Although the volce wag the game, the tone wag different - and
Picard noticed that *WE' had suddenly changed to 'I1°'. Thaere wasg
something very strange going on here. Frowning in puzzlement, he

turned to see Data belng helped to higp faet by Geordl and Wesley.

"I'm pleased to see that you are uninjured, Data,'" Picasrd sald,
concern in hisg veoice.

"T appear to he undamaged, sir; I recelved approximately 40,000
volts of electrical current, but my clreults managaed to absorb it

without any sericus overloading." Looklng at all of them, Data
continued, "But I belleve 1f any of you received such & shock it
would prove fatal ~ therefore I should be the only one to touch tha

holodeck zontrols."

Geardil butted in, mocock msarcasm in his volce. "There you go
agaln, Data ~ thinking you're superlior to us Humans!"

"In thig respect I am, Geordl - though I do not belleve 1t
makesa me supeviocr -~ Just different,”™ he replied, deadpan. Geordil
dldn't know whether Data was joking or serious.

While Data e2nd Geordl were talking, Plcard's mind was hard at
work. He wasg thinking about the last sentence uttered by the
tAroa'. At firgt he had considered it gtrange that the pronoun had

changed from 'we' to 'I' - but he had discovered something stranger
within the sentence. Referring to Data, the Aros had sald that he
wasn't harmed, Jjust 'slightly s#hocked!. They could have maesnt it

literally -~ but Filcard got the feeling that they /it meant it az a
Joke; and he found 1t very strange that an unknown alien race would
be playing practleal Jokes on them. He wasn't posgitive, not yet,
but he had a hunch about who was behind all this. He decided to
piay that hunch.

Addragging the group as & whole, Plcard spoke.

"Gantlemen, this charvade hasg gone on long enough. I think it'=a
about tims we unmasked our ‘'unknown allen race' to find out who is=
really behlnd this.®

Data, Geordi and Wesley, not following Pilcard's train of
thought, all said "Captain?" 1in chorus.

"1 don't believe wa are dealing with 'The Aros' at all - or any
other unknown alien race Tor that matter. In fact, I believe we
have met thiz particularly obnoxiocus and annoying character several
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Data, Geordi and Wesley all wore puzzled expressions. Instead
of explaining further, Picard turned and addressed the glowlng ball
of energy that was sti1ll floating in the middle of the corridor.

Although he wasn't positive, Pilcard decided to go for broke.
A1l right - the gamae's up. We'tve had enough of your achildish
pranks -~ we know who you are. Stop hilding behind this - " he waved
hig hand at the globe - "mask. If you have any gpine at all, you'll
show yourgelf. Or are you gcared to appear, how that wa've spoiled
vour little geame and shown you up for the charlatan you really
are?" He was Ttryling to goad the presence into sghowlng 1ite true
self; if it was who he thought L1t was, they shouldn't have long to
walt.

He was right.

The booming voelece broke out for the last time. UORERTATINLY, MON
CAPTITAN - IF YOQU DO NOT LIKE THIS FORM, I SHALL APPEAR N THE MANNER
TO WHICH YOU HAVE RBECOME ACCUSTOMED."

There was a biinding, soundless flash and the glowing energy
ball vanlished to be replaced hy a familiar Ffigure dresged in a
Starvlieet Captain's uniform.

"Ag I thought - Q" Plceard roared angrily. Data, Geordi and
Wesley gasped; Worf and the two Security men trlied to fire thelr
phasgers, but they were still uselessg.

They were once agaln at the mercy of the G~-bhelng.
8
¢ was the first to speak; he addresged Plcard directly.

"We meet once again, my dear Captalin Plcard. I can't gay I'm

pleased to see you, but necegsglty is the mother of invention. Now
you mee me 1in my true colours - Starfleet red!"™ Looking down at tThe
uniform he was wearing, Q grimaced. "in fact, I'm lowaring myself

below my true station in 1ife - "

There was another bright flash, and Q was decked out in a
Senior Admiral's unilform. "Thaere ~ that's much better. R.H.I.P.,
Captain!t"

Picard ignored Q's gloating mockery of the Starfleet

hierarchy. *What are you playing at this time?'" he demanded
angrily.
"Tak, tek. Tempar, mon Capltan. vYou could call it excessive

'Q-riogity'; after our last meeting and the Riker debacle, I was in
a mgpot of bother with my feliow Q. in faect, that flasco almost got
me banished to another level of the Q-continuum; only my skills of

negotiation and cunning prevented a disaster of cosmle proportiona.™

Well, I see he hasn't lost his knack for gross ovaerastatemaent,

pleard thought - 1t was just a pility he hadn'’t been banished! "In
other words - " Picard spoke slowly to let the words sink in - "you
pleaded with them to let you have a second chance - you told them

you would be a good little Q@ from now on and they let you off the
hoak?t
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"Ho not mock me, Picard!” Q was angry - angriler than Pilcard
had ever seen him before. "The ways of the Q are as advanced beyond
vour level of consclousness as you are beyond a microscopic
hacterium., We could wipe you out in the blink of an ayalh

"I why don’+t you, then?" Picard mocked. nTe you're so mighty
and all powerful, and we're so pathetic and ignorant as you keep
telling uva, why not just finish us off now? I'11 tell you why -
because you're scared of ug - acared of what we are and what we will
necome, given time - and the rest of the Q would have your hide if
vou harmed us, wouldn't they?

g blustered. "Nonsenge!" But Picard knew he was rlght; he

could tell from Q's reaction. Not even @ could mask the truth.
"After careful consideration, I'tva decided to let you live for the
time being. But do not mock me agailn, or you will feel the wrath of
the Q!"

Plicaprd knew it was all show; @ wouldn't destroy them even 1f he
wanted to. But he thought {1t best nol to antagonisge him too much at
this point. Felgning submigslon, Plicerd said, "] apologlse moat
sincerely, «."

& smiled, deadly calm again. "Gand, that's bettex, Do you see
how much better we get on when we'rs civil to each other?™

Picard wondared 1if @ was schizophrenic - if such a condition
was known amorig his race, he was certainiy e prime example. Or
mayhe they were all like that. Ag an afterthought, he thought 1

hope nobt /!

Q continued. “pg I maid, the other @ allowed me to return, to
continue my tests. The game this time was toc jwmportant for me to
make any errors as before." Picard noticed that he used 'evrrorsa’
rather than 'mistakes' as Q carried on without pausing. "So T
concealed my trus identity until my tesat had run 1ts course. By the
way, Pleard, what did you think of my final coup dtetat - the Aros?
Posgibly my greatest deception ever!"

"N, " Picard replied. "] thought 1t wag childish and stupid,
We are not here to cater to your pathetic whims and fanclea, Q@ -~ we
are interested in contacting real alien 1ife forms, not imaginary
areations canjured up by your slek mindt®!"

"Well, I don't care 1f you didn't 1ike my disguise -~ personally
I thought 1t was a brilliant ideal"™ Q replied haughtily. "Iy
cartainly fooled you for a while," he continued. "Wwhether you lilke
1t or no%, Picard, when I glve the orders - averyhody jumpst"

"No, " Plecard sighed. "You're juast an egotiligtical Jjoker. When
you play your little games, you trick ug into performing, Just like
eircus animals trained to jump through hoops."

@ smiled. "An interesting analogy, Plcard, but not really
accurate. Anyway, back to the matter in hand."

"Yes - why have you returned to bother us again?" Plcard was
intensely curious. "Haven't you learned enough from us yet?"

yag underestimate your pathetle little speclies, Captain. The
Q can always learn something new from you - even if it 1s only your
own weaknegsesg to be used agalnst you latex an." But Plcard could
tell that wasn't the reason for Q's return.
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"TE wag Jjust a simple little test, but quilte important. If you
are ever to reach the level of the Q, and even beyond, there are
sevaeral thingsa that you pathetic gsavages must posseds, as a race.
Two of the mosgt dlmportant are intelligence - and I don't Just moean
the intelligence to build this ship a&and all your other primitive
technology. I'm talking about the intelligence to smee round
problems, to overcome the obstacles in your way uselng your mind -
without having to regort to sclence and technology. Maybe fthe power
of thought would be a more suitable desoeription.”

"And the other?" Plcard demanded.

"Ah, yas -~ the other. The other ig what 1 have returned to
tagt you Ffor - 1t ig closely related to comprehengion and the powenr
of thought - 1n fact, 1t i1s a logical extenslion of 1+t. It is the
power of empathy:; compassion and understandlng, not Jjust for otner
apaecies - but for the Unilverse as a whole.'

"But the Federation ia living proof of what you have Jjust sald,
Qy I.0.T.C. i8 a fact - we live by its philosophy every day. That
iz nothing new to our specles or our alliance."

"Trua, Picard - but you grasgp the mere basgsle fundamentals of
what I am tryling to tell you. We the Q are looking for gomethilng
beyond that - not jugt to Le able to live in peance and undergtanding

with otherg, but the ability to see beyond the physiecal shell toe the
very centre of the being, the 'soul' if you will, and to be able to
guide that being onto the path besat suited for 1t, whether they
realisge it or not."

Picard Pound §'a explanatlon difficult to follow, but he had a

faint l1dea of what the alien was getting at. "Would I be correct in
agsguming that this is what the ¢ are trying to develop 1in us - or
the reason you keep coming back to téest us - to try and find out it

we have the potential for 1te"

"Precisely, Plcard. Untll you evolve theme abililities, the
graeat secrets of the Unilverege, will remain cloged toe you. Once you
have discovered and developed thege skills from within yourself,
nothing will be beyond your grasp. You wilill be on the path to
beccming, gmods youvrselvegi"

"What, »ou mean like you?" Plecard sneerad sarcastically.
"Frankly, I think we would be better off without them, 1f we were to
turn Into something like you.®

Instead of beilng angry, Q@ looked sad and shook hilis bhead.

hat reactlon is typilcal of you, Plcard -~ how little you
undergtandt?

FPicard dgnored him and carried on. "You speak of metaphysilcal
concepts, Q. Besilides - 1t took ums milliong of years te reach whers
we are today - what you talk of could take millennia more!®

wD's eyes gleamed. "Metaphysics to you, maybe -~ buit reallty to
nore advancaed life forms,. The 6 gsee a potentlal within you - that
is why we have let your specles develop naturally, wilthout
interference. To destroy you would be a crime against the Universe
- if you live up to our expectatlons we may declde to adopt you -
rroom you for 'gtardom', so to speak!” Q@ lazughed at hils own Joke.

Plecard couldn't help smiling, the ldea seemed so prepogtercus
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"Te we ever raach the level you speak of, we may actually be
gsuperior to you and might no longer nead ygour help. Have you
congidered that, we!

Q smiled knowlngly. "Ah yes - every specles has the same
rrecociousnessg in the beginning. We shall see, Plecard; time will
tellt™

He was gure 1t would.

while the Pilcard,Q canversation was golng on, wWesley, Data and
Geoordl stood in 8 group. ilstening to the exchange. During a Llull
in the conversation., Geordi decided to butt in and ask 9 a gquegtion.

"ow dild you make the hologramg appear outside the holodadck,
and what did you de to the engines?"

@ turned to him and spoke as If to a yocung child. "it was
gquite simple, really. I merely rercuted ypour puny engine powear into
t+he nolodeck mechanism teo supply the energy raqulred, tapped Iinto
the memory fliles. chosae (The holographic images I wantaed, then
hooated the image until I could make them appear anywhere on the
ahip whenever I wanted them. "

rrnt why dldntt you use your O-powaer 1O project the 1images -~
surely ax advanced a belng as yourself could have done that eagily?h

“"Yan, that I8 true; there are several reasons I didn't use my
full power. Firstly, by diverting yvour engine powar 1 slowead your
vesgel encugh to prevent you reachlng your degtination before my
vagts were completed; asecondly. to distract you and give you a
1ittle mystery to solve; and finally so I wouldn't have to reveal my
tpus itdenptity too seoon, which might also have ruined my testsa,
Frankly, you didn't deo too well in solving the mystery - I virtually
gave the answar away mygelfrt

"Maybhe - but I knew it was you that was behind thist!" Plecard
axclalmed.

"rrre ~ hut vou toeok so long to declipher that - a sandbat of
Manark % could probably have done 1t gquickenrt®

Pleard decided to ignore Q's facetlous comment. There weaeras
atill mary important guestions that he wanted answiarad.

"Q, why did you produce thesge images of pecpls we kneaw or
cveated from fliction? What could you possibly learn from us by
making these lmages appear o uge”

Q looked amazed. "You really don't know, Plecard? Why, you
surprilise me. I thought even your pathetically emall mind might be
able to declpher that one."

Picard spaka through gritted teeth, hila anger barely
congtrained, HTuat tell us, Q1" be himsed.

"Ry making these lmages appear to dlifferent members of the
crew, { was merely teating your aemotlonal reactiona and
intelligence. Az I mald before, these are the most important
factors You regulre 1f you are ever to develop Into an advanced life
form. 1 made dAiffeprent lmages appear to dlfferent paople, depending
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on how important or relevant that character wasg to them - that is
why Tasha Yar appeared to you all on the Bridge, and Morlarty to
Data and La Forge in Engilneering. Some, such as Tasha, were to test

emotional response; whereas Morilarty was to teast intellectual
reasoning. If you are ever to reach the level of the Q, we have to
know 1f you are temperamentally, emotlonally and intellectually
sulted to assume the vrole of gods."

"Ta that all? You made us relive painful memorles merely to
learn more about oupr emotions and levels of intelligence? Yet
agaln, @, vou've shown a complete disregard for Human waell-belng;
we'vre no better than laboratory mice to you, to be used and abused

{n any crazy experiment you think up!®” Picard knew he waa over-
reacting to the smituation and that Q dicin't mean them any harm - in
fact, he knew that Q@ wag concernad for thelr future welfare. But he

wanted to make 1t clear that he couldn't just play around with themn
whanaever he felt lilike it.

"o point in leosing your temper, Plecard - it won't make the
glightest blt of diffevenca. I can return to test you whenevear T
feael Like 1t - and there Ls abgolutely nothing you can do to stop
me. "

"Yes, there iz - we could simply refuse to co-operate in your

stupld experiments!™ Picard countered.

"and that 18 why I used the holograms to obtain my results for
me. T knew that 1¢ I appeared in my usual form, you would simply
have got angry and refused to participate - as it wag, you took part
without even being awars that you were being tested. And veoillatl I
obtained the results I regulred with no problem. You all reacted
exactly ag expected!®

Plicard kKnew that Q was right. It didn't matter whetheyr they
co-operated or not; Q could trick and confuae them every time.

PwWall, Captain, are you intervested 1in hearing my resulta?"

Frankiliy, he thought, I'm not bobthered. He decided to remsain
gllent.
"wWell, I'11 tell you anyway. You were a great digappointment

to me; you may have advanced technlcally and physically, but
amotionally and intellectually you are barely out of the Stone Age.
wnen I producad the image of your old Security Officer on the
Bridge, your reactions were typlcal - initial amazement followed by
happiness or confusion."

"and what wag wrong with that?" Picard demanded.

"Oh, nothing, nothing. But not one of you made the emotional/
intellectual connection that what you were experiencing might have
bheen a hologram. You still haven't learned to combine the two; you
were so overwhelmed with emotions that you falled to think clearly -
and that ig why it took you so long to work ouit what was golng on.

I expected that from old macro-head - ™

"The name is Lt. Worf!" The Klingon growled in Q's directlon,
eyes blaring, knuckles white ams he gripped his useless phager more
tightly.

@ dgnored him. "Rut the rest of you were no better. By the
time you had deduced that the holodeck was the gource of the
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probhiem, 1 had given you so0o many clues that a trail of hreaderumbs
couldn't have bean much clearear. L thought you might have sgolved
the mystery duriag your talik in the Briefing Foom, and yet again you
digappolnted oe. All thoge great mlinds working together, and all
JYou could come up wlith was 'Put the shilip on yellow alevt, smearch for
intruders and trace the power leak! -~ Not one of you thought of the
holodeck! At cne point, when you mentioned 'ghosts', I thought you
were golryg to maxe a fundamental breakthrough and disgcover the
angwer - but you never make the connectilon between ths metaphyvsical
and the real world; and the mystery remained a myestery.!"

"RBut even without your help we would have got around te the
holodeck eventuaztly,"Y Pleard protested. "Wwe'tve never experlenced a
hologram manlfestation outwith the boundary of the holodeck hefore -~
until now. such a concept hag been purely hypothetical. How can we
consider such hypoathetical causes before we have digocovered any
conacrete factz to support such an assumption?”

"Exactly, PFPleard; you have ansgwered your own queastiont Untili
yvou learn o make that hypothetical leap, to develop your milnds
beyond thelr presant level, until the hypothetical, the
unbhelievablie, becomes as preal, ag concrete az the physical werld
around you, you will remain mental Iinfanisg. "™

"Humph!" pPiaard snorted. "You're talking about metaphyalcos
g
agalnt™

"Yea.” w's oyes glinted. "Tha wheel turng full cirvcle.™

"By tha way, @, I understand how you created the image of Tasha
Yar - you maeraly accasaed her last wiil and tegtament programme,
that she had made in the eveant of her death. But how did you manage
to produce the holograms of Redblookr and Leech? The last time we
met them, they agtepped ocut of the hoalodeck and faded away; we
thought they were eraged from the programme'’'s memapy. "

Befcore @ had a chance to answer, Data interrupted. "T hellave
T ecan answar that guastion for yeou, Captain, wlthout Q's
anglatancas .M PLoard nodded for him to do go, and Data continued,
"Although the holographic images were destroyed when thay laeft the
halodeck and you later cancelled the programme, you wlll remember
that the computer's memory atorage facility has a bhypsass memory
c¢ircult which retains the code preflx number for every programme
that has ever bhean created. It would have been relatively easy for
a being of Q's mental powera to finrnd this code number and thereby
re-craeate selected porticns of the bLixan Hill programme, aven down
To dndividual characters, ™

Q lcoked pleased with Data. "Well done, tin man; although you
are of noe value to me or my fellow Q, you show greater resgoning and
intelligence than thege pathetic primlitives. Maybe I should ne
atudying yvou rather than them!'"

Data was abecut to say 'Thank you'! to @ ffor the compliment, but
stopped himself in Time. He merely smiled slightly, & pleazed look
on his face. jeordl hissed, "Don't get too bilig-headed, Data -
remember what we're desling wilith here!™ Data'x smile faded and he
noddded at Georadl. gserlous once again.

"Do you mean to say - " Picard spoke evenly, hils face grim -~
"that you re-created Redklock and Lesch for the sole puvrpose of
gearing ma - and to see what [ did in sueh a gituation?”
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"rieard, you are such a dim-witted dullard! Of course -~ they
were formidable characters - 1 simply couldn't resigt such a

confrontationt®

"and you made Le=ch shoot at me?" Plecard roared angrily.

"wag, yes - your fear reaction was mogt fascinating to wataeh,
especially when you ducked down behind your desk - moat funny, in
Puct!™

nant I thought I was going to dliet?

"lNonsengse — Lt was only an i{lluslon. It couldn't do you any
harm: and besldes, 1f you had known the gun wag harmlesa it wauld
rhave ruined my reaults - you wouldn't have reacte:d with fear at
all. Tt waea a fagcinating reaction -~ guite the funniest I've seent"

Pleard looked as if he was going to have a rit. All he managed
to say was, "I didn't know the nullet waa unreal - I could have died
from shock!™

"Nonmense ~ you're here now, alive and well, Ag usual, dear
Captain, yonu over-reacted to =2 perfaectly harmlessa sltuation - it's
the story of your lifer" Picard lapsed into an enrvaged sillence as Q
continued, "And as for Riker - he was an aven bilggrer disappeintment.
When I projected the lmage of hig old holodeck Ltamour, he got
angry! What a savage dimble~bralin he is - he dldn't react at all
properiy."

Picard had calmed down somewhat; though he remainad grim and
tight-lipped. Jugst os well Riker Zsn't here Just now, bhe thought.
Me'd tear & Limb from Limb - that s, 2F @ actually has any Limba at
all?

Pteard began to mull over what Q had djust sald ~ and it
triggered off something in Picard's brain. it waan't much. but at
iast he had something to use agailnst Q.

"Yet again, @, you have shown a complete disregard for this
vesgel and those abosard 1t - all you're interested in is your damn
pllly gameg and tricks! I don't care 1f none of my craw was
physically hurt - yvou're a hazard to our health! And as for your
letest little 'test' - asg you yourself just sald, we didn't react at
all like you expected - and do you know why? Becauge you're so full
of pompous egotistical ideas and theories that you've forgotten what
vou really came here fop in the first place. wWe didn't react as you
expectaed or wanted - becausge you a#t111l don't understand us at alit?

0 was surprised at Pleard's heated attack, and for a second
after the tirade stopped, he looked unsure of himself. Good, Plecard
thought =~ thot's the Ffirst time Ilue ever seen him look like that -
I must have got to him at lost!

It wag the same cld @ that answered, but there wasg an
unexpected edge to his volce. "Nonsense, Plcard. I know you better
than you know yourgelves. You cannot bamboozle me with doubletalk!"

But Picard could sense that deep down he had hit a raw nerve -
was O unsure of hig whole purpaose faor the very first time? Plcard
hoped =80,

When Q next spoka he had seemingly recovered; and he addressaed
all thoge present. "My little test is at an end, dear friends, and




 mhall shortly Do leaving you. ™

Thie statemont was mat by a hearty chorus of "Good!?" from all
thoge prasent, w.th weveral oither expletives thrown in for zood
neagure; rlcard was sure he heard something iIn Klingconesze, but he
couldn't be posliive.

"But - beforae [ go - " Q@ turned once again to Pleard.
"You, Captain, and your Neolithie First OfFficer no longern

Intereat ma. You are too narrow-minded, and although Riker Jdicd show
pome prowize in the past, he 1s alsce trapped in the military

mantality; just anothaer cog in the wheal - no imagination, no
itnaeight, The rest of your Bridge orew are no better - apart from
vour - how do yvaou say -~ '"lCounseloarnt??

"You mean Coungeior Deannag Trolfh

Yasg, She dInterested me greatly at first:; on the Iridge she
displayed a great empathic ability, and she almost managed to reveal
my ddentity too soon. But her mind is clouded with emotions:
although ghe feelsn and understends, she ig awamped by the emotions
nf others; she cannot controel them, cnannel thewn. Therefcere she
alsgo i3 not sgulitable.”

"So you will leave us alone now, for good®? Pilicard sald
hopefully.

"No - I have not finished. Therse <428 one membar of your craw
who atill interestg me greatly; the mind is vagtly complex. almost
mygtileal 1n many respects -- Lt can see beyond the here-and-now to
past and future events, and can agsist and channel the powers of
otherga wlithout then even belng aware of 1t. In fact, the indlvidusal
hag all the personal qualitilesa that I came hera tao find."

"Who 1ig 1t?" Pilcard groaned, realiszing that they hadn't seen
the last of Q.

"Ah, Captain - that would be telling!" O's eves glinted
mischlievoualy. "You wili filnd out scen encught!t

Ficard sighed, fed up and tired. Hluat for once, @, ['d like
te teach you a leragon in zood mannara. It's a pity I can't create
holograma of other Q who would be programmed to come and remove You
trom this gship - for good:!"

@& daughed loudly. "Whriat an interesting conecept, Captain -
that'y the most intelligent ldea you'lve had gince wa first met.
Thare may he hope for you yettt

Although exhausted, Plcard managed a wry smile. He knew there
was hope for himself and for the whole speciles ~ he could sense 1t.
fow Zronitae, he thought; [fve probably learned more Ffrom §'s own
reactionsg than he hasg From us/

"I have one last thing to do before I leave your ship: someone
I must s3peak wilith. So I willl take my leave of you now.

"au revolr, Captalin, untill we meet againt™
Q smiled and then, to Plcard's astonighment, he saluted him?

Although 7 denied Lli, Fleard knew he had made an dmpressicorn on him
at Lagt; whether that wasg good or bad, time would tell.
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¢ suddenly vanished, to be replaced by the glowlng ball of
energy which floated up to the celling and popped and disappeared,
like a bubble bursting.

Picard looked up to see it vanish. BEocholdng Q'as final words, he
muttered, "I'm sure we will, @3 I'm sure we will."
9

Guinan wasn't in the least surprised when the hooded filigure
appaared at the far table for the second time; in fact, she was
expecting hilm. She walked over and sald, "Would you llke something
from the bar thig time?"

The filigure turned 1in its seat, dropping the hood. It wasg the
face that she had gllmpsed before; that of a middle-agaed man with
gstrong, 1lntelligent features and curly brown halr; the face that had
tehanged' to resemble Philosopher Turogah.

"Na, thank you, Guinan. I'd rather speak with you personally.
Plaage glt down."

Guilnan sat oppogite the figure, reating her elbows on the table
and stared into his face. She smiled knowingly. "And what would
vou like to discuse this time, lmitator of Turogah? Advanced
metaphysics, perhaps®” she guestioned, her voice fllled wlth sarcasm
and mocking.

Q repllied gquickly, straight to the point. "No; 1'd prefar a
personal hearxrt-to~-hesart talk. How did you know I wasn't Turogah?"

Guinan smiled even wider. "Possibly the fact that I programmed
that zinulation of him into the holodeck only a few weaks ago -
right down to the rote you are wearing; or the fact that he has heen
dead for over two hundred yearg!' Guinan joked, not once taking her
eyes from Q's face.

¢ wag fascinated. P"you,.knew stralght away that 1t was a
hologram projection?”

"Of courszse; I saw stralght through the image to the one you are
wearing now."

"Image? So you can tell thig is also not my true identity - a
mask to disgulse my true persona?’  was amazed.

"Yeag. Do not apk me how I know - I can just sense 1%, Uaually
with my customers I can gee thelr desires and deepeat ambitiona ~
but with you it isg different. I can tell you are very curilous about
the Humang aboard this ship, and the Human race in geneaeral. Therea
is something you need or are trying to get from them, but I cannot
tell what.,"

"Yeg, Guinan; you are gulte correct. That 1 why I creataed the
holograms which appeared to them. But 1 could tell you were
different, superior; that ils why, when I first appeared to you, 1
wag asg [ am now but I wore the image of Turogah. Your mind is so
perceptive that you saw stralght through the image to the one 1 wear
now. Truly remarkable."

Q leanead cloger, axcited and intense. "Tall me, (Guinan, who do
vou really think I ame"
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Guliran's eyas grew wisgtful. "I cannot tell, not precisely.
You have a vaat and complex mind - very powerful and intellilgent,
hut unorthodox, unruly. And you are not alone: I ¢can see other
mindg at work, bayond your awh - some weakaer, some ztronger."

"Your see rather than sgsengse?"” Q pressed.

"It ig Just an ability, difflcult to express in woards." Guinan
ahrugged nonchalantly.

"and where do you think I come from?" & was vary interested
L
now.

"From heyond that whiech is - from another Universe, anathenr
dimension.”

"And that progpect doesn't frighten you?'" Q asked.

Guinan's wiasntful expreassion disappeared, and she stared at &, a
smile on her lips. She sghook her head. "No: I can tell you're
narmlegs., "

Q was astounded that thisg being, though not endowed with great
power a3 ha himself was, could be so incisive and wise. "You are
not from the Harth or its Solar System, and I can tell you are ftarvr
advanced beyond the Humang on this vessel. Why do you serve a race
of witless gavage children?™

Guiran thought carefully about her answer hefore relying. L
woulre referring to the reast of the crew, I do not 'serve' them,
though that term la sometimes used to despcribe my function on board
thieg ship. I prefer to call 1t helping or gulding them in the
directior that is most beneflcial for them and the rest of the
Undiverse, and which will developr thelr potentlial to the full."

"You bhelieve they have potential?"

She looked at him szadly; @ found 1t strangely unnerving. "o
courge - in ways even you do not seem to understand.™
For the first time in hig long existence, Q wasg worrlied. When

Picard hed told him thet he had got it all wrong, that he had
miginterrreted the Humau race right from the start, he had
axperienced a brief moment of doubt that had qulckly passed. But to
hear the same thing from a belng wha 1in many ways might develcop into
something superior to the Q causged him great anxiety.

Doubt began to £flood into him; he had felt unsure of his
purposge before, bhut he wasz beginning to realise that =2ll his games,
all his testa, were really pointless, just a way to gatisgfy his=
intense curiosity, and all he had come up with were some meaninglesgs
angwerga and even more gueations about the enigma that was the Human
condition. Hae needed to retire for a time, to re-think his entire
atrategy, hils whole way of dealing with Humans. He knew it was
going to be complicated, and he knew the other Q weren't going to
like 1t; but it had to be done,. & had to come back again -~ he was
now more curlous about the Human 'problem' than he had ever heen
nefora, and he wazs fascinated by thils beilng known as Gulnan.

2 looked at her. She was staring out at the stars with a
gtrange smilile on her face; he could see mysteries and a vast
intelligence and wisdom hidden behind those dark brown eyes. Could
she read his mind? If she could, she would know that the intense
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curiogity, the need to khow and understand which fuelled the Q,
would bring him back here again to this shilip, to unravel her great
mystery and sacreta, and to tasgt those 'promising' Humans once
agaimn.

"Well, old wise woman," Q addresgsed her directly. Guinan
didn't turn, but her amile widened a fraction. "It 1s time for me
to leave; our discussion has been most ~ 1lluminating."™ He knew 1t
had been more than that - it had astounded him. duinan could gensge
thig, and turned to look at bhim.

"Yem - 1t has been mogt enjoyable. By the way, the next time
we meet, ho dlsgguises,., all rlghie?

"All right. Na disguisea." Q wasg stunned by her boldnesa.

"T ghall say 'au revoilr'!' for now, but not farewell - for T am
sure our paths will cross again.®

With a final guizzical smile, he vanished into thin air.

Guinan turned and gtared back out at the sltarvs. she knew he
would bhe back, and locked forward to hias return.

EPILOGUE
On the Bridge, thingg were returning o normal. Glad to be rid
of & once again ~ how he wished 41t wag For ever! - Picard allowed
himself a wry amile. It had been an eventful day.

t"Well, Riker, hopefully that's the Last we'll see of & for gome
time.”

"I certainly hope o, sir - he's the sort of character you can
arly take 4in small doses. "

"Wery small dogses, Firat Officer," Picard correctaed him.

"Yet 4in some waps, Captoin, his visit did have some beneficial
effects. X

"How so, Riker?!

"Well, I got the chance Lo see somebody I hadn't seen in quite
a while, and we all got to see Tasha again, in o certain sanse.
That can't be a bad thing - 1%'s not often you can actually thanlk
the @ for his actionst"

Picard nodded, wnderstonding. "ouite so, Commander."

Data, at the helm, turned 4in hig seal. T too was most pleased
to aee LE.Yar again, &£ir - 4% was o mest rewarding experience.!” He
turned back to Fface the main wiewscresan.

smiles broke out around the Bridge at his comment.

"We all were, Doata, we all were, " Picard replied. "Set courge
for Starbase 127, warp factor 4.4

"Yes, sirv.”

"Engage.
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The Hacerprise wentb Lo woarp epeed, and headed off to her n
acrenture,

:-'%?@5 == ==
= IT'S OVER

It's over,

Everything's returned to normal,
Sliding back into its usaal place.
HSo am L.

T've always had to fight.

Struggle for everything [tve achlevaed,
And every filghter needs a fortress
Into which to retreat.

Tha Starfleet offilicer and the child
wWho had to mperatceh and claw to survive
Are azspaects of the same pepson,
Distanced only by time,

And time 1s relstlvea.

Even In the haven of thiaz ghip and itn family.
I need my barriera.

They're part of nme;

An essential element in the survival package.

Thank you.
Faor the love. Foar the geantlenass and joy.
I hope you understand.

2

foak ot

1 ¢hoge you, wise yeabt innocent, for your capacity to understand.

"I'1Ll oniy say thrhdis once -
It never happened.?

Sue Meek
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A7 GOORE7E TO 1T ALL

by
Lorraine doodison

Beverly Crusher stared at the message on her viewscrean,
reading and re-reading the words which somehow refused to @nter her
mind past the short-term memory stage. It wasgs like a bolt from the
blue: she couldn't take it in. She might have remalned in her
stunned stupor for hoursg had not a visiltor interrupted the daze.

heverly, do you have a moment? I wanted to ~ " Deanna Troil
paused, frowning glightly at Crugher's air of abgsorption. "Are you

all right?" ahe guestioned.

Dr. Crusher rouged herself, blinking rapldly as she rose from
limbo. "Mmm? Yes. Yeas, I'm... quite all right."

"Igs it bad news?!

"No, Just unexpected. I've been offered & new post."
MOhT" Trolt's eyabrows rogse slightly.

"Head of Starflest Medicine,'" Crusher told her flatly.

Jellght spread acrosgs Trol's expresgive face and spheae advanced

to her friend's side. YReverly, congratulations! What a wonderful
surprise!"™ She paused, tuning in to the conflicting emotions
Beverly Crusher was broadcasting. "You're not happy about it."
Crusher grimaced and shrugged. "I don't know!t It's so
sudden? I've gpent the past +ten minutes staring at the screen. I

raally don't know what to think."

Y"Then be glad for yourself," Trol sald goftly, lightly touching
Crusher's arm. "Ttts a marvellous opportunity.?

"Then why aren't I swinging from the celling, broasdecagsting it
through the ship?"

"[ think you know the ressonsg."

frysher nodded, shaking her head glightly. "Tt's zolng to be A
hig change."

"Have you told Wealeye?"

"Deanna, it's bavrely sunk in! I'1ll... tell him later."

"and the Captain?'

Another shrug, a glance away. "Oh, he probably knows. I can't
gsee Starfleet offering his CMO a post like thisg and not mentlioning

i+, 1"

#g+ill... " pressed Treil, understanding her vreluctance.
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"1 kaow, I know!'" Crusher turned away, vtaking the megsgage tab
from the irvive and sgtaring a2t it ag 1f 1t held the doom of ages.
"Thaere's 3o mich to do... " she murmured. "It'g too sudden. T
can't jugt - ¥

"Yeg youl can," Trol interrupted firmly, moving to where she
could see the doctor's face. "You have to think of what's best for
you."

Doubt was wrltten celaar on Crusher's face as she met Deanna's
Tane. "what 1f I don't know?"

Some elghty minutes passed before Dr. (rusher pushed herself
into going to see Plecard. Her tensgion bullt with every step gshe
took and as she paused outside hig Ready Room she took a deeap
bhraath,.

"Thig is ridiculous," she ochided herszelf, unaware of DLata's
guestloning glance. She heard Picard's voice scknowledging the door
cehime and entered, to be zreeted by an enquiring look as the Captain
glianced up.

"hr. Crusher. What 2zan I do for you?"
At least he's in an amiable nood, she thought irratliownally.

She gestured with the mesgage tab, "I thought you should know -
Itve been offered the post of Head of Starfleet Medicine. ™

Was There a momentary hesitatlon, a glimpse of sgorrow in hia
ayes? She wasn't sure. Deanna was the one for reading people, not
har, and Jean-Lua Pilcard was harder te fathom than moat.

"yall, I won't sgay I'm enamoured at the thought of breaking in

a new CMC, but - " Picard rose, hiag hand outstretched. "Congrat-
nlations, Doector. It's weall deserved."
She vraturned the firm grip, feelling a strange remotenasg. LA

haven't accepted yet."

“"It's n big atep, but I'm gure you'll do well. Does... ah...
does Wesley know?"

"Not yet. ™

Plecard smilad. "Thaen don't let me keep you from breaklng the
news, "

Crusher blinked at the guiet dismisasal - or was ghe heing
over-gengltiva? She opened hey mouth to put words to her Iinnexn
feaelinga, and found she cculd not. "T*1ll... let you knaw when my
leaving cate comas through.'

Picard's eyes strayed to the desk screen and back to her.
"Fine,'" hre sald affably, taking hils seat once more. He watoched her
leave, staring pensively at the closed doors for some time after.

Walling along the corridor, Beverly Crusher found indignation
and digappointment churning inside her. There she wag, all keyed
up, and all she got was "Congratulations" and "It's a bilg gtep". No
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"I'1L miss you" or "o you have to go?"% The empty turbolift
admitted her as hepr anger exploded into verbal expresslon.

"Who the hell doeg he think he is?"

"Floor?" enquired the guiet computer voilce.

"Oh ~ Teck 3 quarters."

A flicker of lizht signalled movement and she slowly brought
her breathing under control. she unclenched her hands, glightly

alarmed at her rpeaction.

"Who the hell do I think I am?" she asked herself softly.
"What dla T expeate"

Something, she angwered herself ruefully. Anything. A =ign
that my leaving will do more than cause a slight hiccup in hds dod Ly
routine.

The lift came to 1ts destinatlon and ghe stepped out, alamplng
down her feelings with practilised eage.

Wegley greeted her news with gomewhat more enthusiasm. BEyves
agog., Jjaw hanging towards the floor, he stared at her ag 1f she had
gomehow metamorphosed into gsomething differvent. Y"Head of ~ Mom,
that'a... thatt'g... I don't know what to say!"

"You might say you're happy for your old mother,!" she told him
WYl Y.

"Of course I am!" Wesley gave her a wide grin, reaching ocut to
graap the hands agahe offered.

A pang of regret gtabbed the doctor. Time was, he would have
thrown his arms about her. When did he become go circumspect, zo...
adult? She held his gaze, putting volce to the direct consequences
af her posting. "It'll mean leaving the Enterprise."

Wesley sobered, seriousness dulling his expressilive face. He
nodded. "I kKnow."

She breathed deeply, plunging into the sea of whys and
wheraefores, wonderirng as she did so why she was justifying her good

fortune. "I've worked towards this a2li my life, Wes. It'll never
come agaln. I know you'll mises being here, but you'd have to leave
gsooner or lalter. On Earth you'll have a better chance to gtudy,
more friende... "

"Don't worry about me, Mom," he ocut in gquiackly. "Did you think

I3 let you go alone?"
Zhe ghook her head, smiling at her man-~child. "Ne, I didnt't."

Wesley's grin returned. He broke thelr contact, grimacing in
apology. "I've gotta go. Clags gtartas in ten minutes.®

His mother nodded, stifling a desire to ruffle his carefully
combed haldr asg he turned to leave. He wag so gerilous sometimes...
With Wesley gone, the room seemed too empty for comfort, and her
thoughtes welgzhed heavily. She headed for Silckbay, where she could
lose herself Iin reports.
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Aftaer the Inltlal reactlion to the news, the shipboard routine
continued much as befare. There were things to be finished, of
course, raeports to be written up, results recorded, files brought up
to date, oHut Dr. drusher found her time filled, preventing her from
dwelling »Hver much on her move.

Initial doubtits were guleckly forgotten with the confirmation of
tha posgting and firm dates to leave the Enterprise. Suddenly there

didn't seaem to be encugh time. She helped Plcard vet the
applications for her position, centering her energies on finding =a
worthy successor. Thaere was no gshortage of experlenced personnel

clamouring to 111 the pregtige post, but one in particular brought
a smlle to Beverly Crushew's Llipsa.

"Katherine Pulaskl." She scanned the detalils on the desk
screen, matching parasonal knowledge with recorded merilt.

FPlicard glanced up, one ayebhrow cocked. "You know hepreh™
Crusher nodded. "Mraram . A real characiter and an excellent
doctor. ™

"Humph. ." The nolse indicated Picard's feelings about
'charactera’. If there was one thing he disliked, i1t was =&
'peragonality' who threatened to disrupt his smoothly-run shilp.

br. Crusher hid her smile and looked pointedly at him. "She 1a
extremely well gualified and an expert in several filelds. She's
aerved on the Hood, the Excalibur and the Berlin."

“"Tends to move about a lot," commented Plcard, transferring his
attentior to hig notes.

"Every one of those captalins was gorry to gee her go," Crusher
continued, trying not to sound too anxious to push Pulagki'lg case.
"There are letters of commendation from all of them." She pauzed,

walting for a reactlon. When none wag fortheoming, she pressed on.
"I'd certainly consider her an ldeal replacement.™

That got the captain'ag attention. He glanced up, an
indefinable expression on hils face. "That's your profesgilonsl
opinian."

"It oas=m. She's my recommendation for CMO."
Picard nodded. Uumm, but we'd better give the others an egual
chance. He looked away, missging the flash of i1rrvitation which

craggsed Crusher's face.

They worked on, pasaing the afternoon in detached profesaslonal
campanionship which left no opportunlty for either to volce thelr
inner feelings about the I1lmminent departure. Crusher bit down on
her feellngs, telling herself she had no right to expect anything.
from Jean--Luc Plcard, much less an acknowledgement of currents she
waan'!'t sure he wasa even aware of,. HBurely he would have saild
somethling by now?

Picard, for nisg part, chose sllence becaugse it seemed the
pertinent thing to do. It would be foolisgh to stumble awkwardly
into a situation they had never discussed and he wasg not sure aeven
aexisted. Where waga the genge of digging up unspoken emotions,
probing old wounds?
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He glanced over to her bowaed head, recognising tThe aspark of
attraction her prefencae engandared. He had never allowed that spark
a chance to flame; partly out of respect to Jack (rusher's memovy,
partly because Beverly had never zignalled a wish to develop thelr
ralationghip beyond professional contact. Oh, a certain relaxatlon
had overtaken thalyr first wariness, they could even Joke, but they
were as unaware of each other's needs as the day sphe flrst came on
board. Jackte death was a wall between then, and Wesley the
physical guard of that barrier. Given time, who knew, but time had
run out.

Quppreszing & sigh, Plocard turned his attentlion to hig work.
That, at least, was something he could daal with.

No farewell partias, Crusher had told Trol firmly, knowing the
Counselor would tactfully aspread the news to those concarned. She
could not avoid the medical gtaff send-off, but she managed to keep
1t to a good-humoured incident. As the departure date loomed, she
cloged into herself mora than usual, avoiding those who might make
her raegret her decilsion.

Wasley could not be avoidad.

"Tt?']1] he botter for you,™ she said., stuffing shoes Into a
corner of tha case. Uhaerae ] bs po much o crganise, I won't have
time to see to our new homa proparly.’

"] don't mind, Mom, honegi,?

M1 ratber 1t wag ready for you," Urusher continued,
datarmnlined on har coumrse. "Ittg gmoing te be such an upheaval as it
fw, andg ['LL spend thoe first few weeks Just finding out what 1'm
doing. You'd be on your own, Wesleaey."

"I den't mind. really,'" ha protesteod, torn betwean hils wish to
mo with hig mother and his aelation at being on the Enterprise A
littla longer than expmoected.

"ioknow. " She paused, meeting hisg gagze. "We won't ba apart
for long, Weas. Begides, 1t'1l give wyou a chance to finiash your
prajaectas. '

He noddac, downecmst, and she lteft the case to go to Bidm,
grazping hilg shoulders tightly, Haer eyes sparklaed with unshed tears
ond =he tolid bim. "Il very proud of you, dld you know than®"

L4

T provd of you., Mom,' he galid gravely, a boy growing into

manhood with painful understanding.
"Phat's good to kKnow. Now where did [ put that other case...?"
There was A #mal i group walting to see her off then when the
Enterprige veached Starbasge 102. From there ashe would tranasfer to a
ship heading Earthwards and after that, the new adventure really
bhagan.

Neanna came forward first, her deep dark eyes radiating
underastanding and warmth. "3ood Luck, Beverly,'" she said, claspiling
her friend's hands. Mifappiness 1n all you do.”

That last comment came olose to undoing Crusher’s carefully-
puilt reserve and she embraced Trol awkwardly, reflecting that gha'd
not had much practice at this.
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They parted. and it was the turn of the man walting patiently
to the side, the man who stood behind a mask of well-prepared good
wishes. Thelr eyes met, and Dr. Crusher found herself wilishing she
could aask Deanhns what ghe felt from Picard.

The Captain gtepped forward, genulne warmth in his gmile as he
felded both his hands round hers. "You've only been with us a few
montha, but you'll leave guite a gap. We - I - will miss you,
Baverly."

She gsmliled half-heartedly. Damn you, she thought, why couldn't
vou hawve told me so before now? Would 25 have baen o difficult?

Mom, .. "

Wesley was there, and her chance to gpeak to Picard wasg gone.
Distracted, she gazed fondly at her son. "Don't grow any more, " ahe
warnad hilim, "I want to e able to look you in the eye when you get
te Rarth.®

"It1ll try not to,™ grinned Wesley.
"And be good. Do what you're told.™
"Mom. ..

She smiled. wir1ll wmisgs you.™
"ILicewliga.®

A signal ehirped on the console and the operator reported,
Y"Ready for beam-down, Captain.'

Bevarly Crusher acknawledged Picard’'s glance with a =mall nod.
She lookaed agaein at her son. "Aare Acting Ensigne allowed to give
their mothers a hug goodhyae?"

wWitn a laugh, Wesley flung hils srms around heaerp, As they atood
in the tight embrace, Crusher felt a gtone sink in her soul. Her
eyves gearched for and caught Pilicard's, and ghe sillently passed
regponslinllity for her son’sg well-being on to him.

She reluctantly broke the grip. "Gotta go, Wes.™
He wasms struggling to hold back his tears. "Yeah,.. g'by, Mom."
"Ser you gsoon.,"

&he stepped onto the transporter platform, feeling ag 1f a
chapter in her life had closed forevey. The forcefleld took hold
and her =son's image dissolved before her eyes.

The new Head of Starfleet Medicine had much te do when she
finally arrived at Medlecal HQ, and time passed quiekly, streaming by
in a mish-mash of new faces and mental exhaustion. She barely had
time to think of herself, much less Wesley, but the hologram of him
gtood on her degk next to one of herself and Jack, and every so
often ghe looked at them for comfort.

She wasg i1ll-prepared when s ©¢all came through one fraught,
work-filled afternoon. Agsuming 1t was another doctor bringing to




her attention something she Jdldn't want to know in the first place,
she did not at first register the call.

The name plerced her thoughts, and she frowned at the
operator. "Pardont™

"A call from Ensign Wegley Crusher on board the UIES
Enterprise. Will you accept?"

"Yeg! Vag, of course!'" With impatience bullding she waitad as
the mcreen fuzzed, thaen an achingly familiasr face appeared. "Waea?h

Y"Hi, Mom!?!'"
P"Hi yoursalf. This 1s gulte a surprige.”
Weagley shrugged. "Just thought T'd call. How ig the new Jjob?"

ahe ran a hand through her hair, sniling wearily. "Exhaugsting,
bhut satisfying. You know how 1t 1s - everyone keeps their problams
and grumblieg for the new guy. So - what are you up to? I expected

to hear from you zgoocnar."

Noh.M Wasley's face clouded briefly. "We ~ uh - we got
dalayed."

"rell me gomething new. The day a starshilp runs from A to B
without a detour wlll be a miracle.” She leanad forward, wishing
she could reach across the desk to touch him. It felt so good to
hear {from hilm again. "Can you talk about i, or is 1t classified?®

wWesley reemed doubtful, but after hesitating he explained. Hila
had to help {the Rachallils avstem. You know, where thay've got the
Plagma Plague.®

Dr. Crusher noadded, lgnoring the chlll that ran through her
hones. Ghe'd Known a gstarship waszs diverted to help the Rachallils
problem. but not that it was ths Enterprise. "It worked cut okay?"
she prompted.

Weslaey nodded, they blurted out, "And Deanna was pregnant!”
"What?!

"it wags weilrd! One minute she wasz okay, and the next, she had
a baby, and he grew up real guichk and "

"Wea, " interrupted his mother, "I think thils le something you
ahauld keep for later, huh? How dld you get permission for thig,
anyway'?"

"Oh, Captaln Pilicard pulled a few mtrings," Wesley told her with
blithe disregard for protocol. "And he gsays 'Hi'."

Crusher gubmerged a smile. "T'm sure he does... " she
murmured. She gazed at ner ohilld. "Uo when are you due to leave?
It can't be long now. I think you'll like our new home. It's got &
marvellous view and - " She trailed off, struck by his silence.
Foreboding filied her heaprt. "Wag??

“Mom, 1... " He swallowed, sgquaring his shoulders in
unconscicous imitation of Will Rilker. "i{'m neot coming to Earth," he
admitted in a2 rush. "I'm staying here."




89
"Was, .. "
Weslay plunged on, committed to his confesalon. "I thought
about it a lot and I want to stay on the Enterprisae. Captaln Picard

pays I can and evaryone is going to -

"Hold on, back-track = little," his mother demanded
incredulcusly. "PRicard says you can? Who does he -~ W

"If you agree,™ Weslzy guickily reassured her. "Hae sayae he'll
ablde by your wilishesa.Y

"On o he deoes, does he?"

Wesley anxiocusly watched his mother, walting for her approval.
Hitom? Tt's okay, 1lsn’t 1t% I mean - "

"Wagley, I think that decision's heen made aleveady,™ Crusher
tald him tliredily.

"Huht"

She sighed, stilling the desire to reach out to him. "vYou've
made an adult dealsion, Was. F noursnsae I agree. *id you think I'd
deny you your chance when I've taken mine?!

A wilide smile replaced the anxiety. "rhanks, Mom! I knew you'd
@y that. "

Her smile was wavering bhut she hoped he would noit notice.
"Tr1l see you when you enter the Academy. It*ll just be a little
longer, that's all."

"That's what I figured. duinan zald ~ well, {1t doesn't matter
what ghe saild. Y He pausged, glancing off-scereen at something.
i.isten, Mom - I have to go. I Just wanted to make sure 1t was
okay. "

"Iure, Wes,. Take carve of yourself, and - get in touch agailn

gcon. "

"1 vwill, promise. Bye, Momi™

"Bye. Waes -~ T love you."

The screen Ffuzzed, leaving her doubtful 1if he heard her lagt
waords. Her eyes filled, the paln a physilecal agony. Her fingers
touched the asorean. "Damn... " mhe whigpered, feeling the anger
gzrow within her. wWhat right dild Picard have to take her boy? He'd
taken Jack, did he have ta take Wesmley as well?

She shudderad, deep racking sobs choking her throat. Her handsg
clenched as she atared blindly at the blank screen. "Damn pou,

Jean-Luc," ahe whispered furlously. "lhamn you ta hellt®

And she cried ss she had never cried hefore, screaming ingide
with agonizing, burtful loss.

NN i N
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CRPTREN'S NEIGHTHRRE

There are kids In the corrildors and kilds 1In the 1lifts
Kides on the holo-decks, they're all over the ship

S0 he runs to the Bridge where life is serene

Then he seeg Wesley Crusher and lata out a goeream.

"Tut tut,"” says Doc Crugher {called Bev hy our chanmp)
That's my son you're upsetting, not an ordinary gscamp.
"Oh deart™ says our Captain {attaining hisg throne)
"Can't he play somewhere else, and leave me alona?!

"wetll, I've redesigned the enzines, and redrawn the plansg
And there's nothing on the Bridge that I don't understand.
Force flalds my specialty! I'11L perform any task -

If there's anything you need, gir - you Jjust have to ask!'"

"oh hoyt!! mslghs our bossg as he nurses hig head,

"I think IT11l give up and just go back to bed.™

"Oh no you dont't!Y save our Bev in a storm.

"A headache you have go more tegts I1'11 perform.” G

WIith a gnaah and a gnari and much grinding of teeth

Our captain explodes and leaps out of hisg seat.

"Il've had it to haeapre!" yells cur hero at last.

"Welil, that's more than ['ve hadt" yells Beverly, aghast.

"dad whati" gays our Data -~ "Don't asgk," whispers Worf.
"Oh shit!" gays Will Riker {but Tasha retoris)

"Welli a men's got tao do what any man should;

If the Cartaln needs help then I'm sure I could."®

Thaen up jumps young Crusher gaying, "What's wrong with mef®"

"Now where shall I start?" says the sghip's Number Three.

This sets Will a-giggling, Jean-Luc's not amused; :
Ha has a strong feeling he's being abused.

The Bridge crew are happy, they're all having fun
'T11l1l Bev tellg our hero that Wesley's his son.
The cvrew cive for cover, they spread far and wide
Except pocr old Data - he's nowhere to hidet

"No way! Lr. Crusher can that child be mine.

I know what goes where, and I didn't that time. "
"only Joking,'" trills Beav, "I was just being bad."
Then they all reappear and atart oeslling him Dad.

Enough 18 encugh, our Captain gilives in.

The arew win again, 1t's a terrible sin.

He looksg up at Wes - with a smile he 1ls met -

He mmiles back In protesgt - he'll get them hack yett

Leslaey MaCartney

SouBoo o
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by

Teresa Abbott

They camnsz bthrough time arvi gpace, btheir mind-vcices Joining
across Che woid o assist the one who had called Ffor their haelp.
Gent ly they qguestioned him.

tYou allowed a lie to remaZn uncorrected?! There wag no
censure or reprodach in thedr voices, Jjust a lack of comprehension, a
desire to understand.

The one who had summoned them answered: T did not af the time
percetve it az a lie. The earlier contact had been unsuccaessful,
and 1 did not think 26 necessary o mention 26, Now I am concernad
asz to whethar or net I did the right thing.!

They answered him in unison. 'hetbt us share your past with wou
then, =so that we will know whaoet Lo adiisa. !

Gratefully, he opaned up his mind to them, letéing them share
the memory.

L

Even before he felt the ground smolidify beneath him, he knew
thae transference had gone wrong. There had been disturbing
fluctuations in the energy field, and the damp earth below him was
certainly not what he would have expectad to find at hils intended
degtination.

Opening ais eyves, he todk 1n his surroundings with interest.

He was lying Iin what appeared to be a leafy glade. The
sunlight broka in ghafits through the thick tree cover overhead, but
made little impact on a forest floopr covered in ferns and dense,
mattaed undergrowth. It could have been one of a thousand different
planets In a nundred different galaxies, and he knew tha® There were
not enough cliuesn here to tell him where he was, or aven when he
wag., Reluctantly he admitted to himself that he had been foolhardy
to attempt a c2rogsing 1n his already weakened state. Slowly sitting
up, he glanced around, and sealing no sign of life ran a gulck mental
scan over his bhodily functions.

The results were sufficlent bto unnerve even him a little. Hes
knew he would have to resgt for some time before he would be strong
enough to attempt the Journey azain. Unfortunstaly, this place 4ild
not seem to offer much Iin the way of shelter or sustenance.

Tt wag tnen he saw the chilild.
The boy 3tood in the shadow of a tree not six feel away and
watehead nilm with unconcealed fascination. Their ayeszs met, and for a

Ltong moment naither of them maved.

The adult felt surprise stir withln him, for he had not felt
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the child's presence, and 1t was rare to find such sitrong mental
shielding 1in one 30 young.

The boy was also transfixed by hig unexpected find. Above all
elae by the atranzer's eyes, which although they appeared greay at a
quick glarce, were raally no colour at all 1f you looked clogely for
long enough.

Finally the bdoy broke the sllence. Thee was no fear in hils
voice, Jjust curiosity.

Yihia are you? You are not from this planet."

The stranger attempted a smile. "How do you Know?"

The c¢hild wa: Iindlignant. "Because L have studied all the life
form:s on this pianaet, and you are not one af themwm."

With an eflort the gtranger stood up and faced the bhoy across
the clearing.

"Please do not be afraid of me. I will not harm you. 1 am
jast... a PTravellaer, passing thisg way on a long Journey. A8 you can
aae., 1 have become unwell, and I need to rest. Will you tell me
what place thia 13, and who you are?"

The boy stepped towards him and looked up at him, unatfraid.

"Thie fs the planet Alvira," he answered, "and I am Spock."”

It was growling dark. Or as dark as 1t would ever bhe on this
trei-lunar world. Amanda stood by the window watehling the forest
outaide, and told herself €irmly for the thousandth time that 1t wae
illogical to worpy.

Firstly, the survey party prlor to colonisgation hed gpent
months catalogulng the various life formse, and thera were no
predators.

Secondly, Sarek would never have left them alone were he not
agasured of their nafety. Indeed, 1f she had any worries, she had
only to activate the personal transmitter in the other rocom, and har
husband would be here wlth her in a matter of hours.

Sti1l, she had gpeni many long winter evenings as & cohild
Jistening to stories amt her grandmother's knees. Tales of how, even
on Earth long ago., a child could not alwayvs walk safely salone.

The strangeness of the forest cutside stlrred deep racial
memorieng, and her consgclous mind could not stop her from waiting, as
ganerations of mothars had hefore her, for the safe raturn of her

child.

Spock had been very 111 for a while. Even now, her heart
contracted painfully withln her, remembering how close her only
child had come to death.

wWhen he had ¥irast been born, she had been warned by the doctors
that such an alien hybrid might not survive, and had mentally
prepared herself Ffor the digsaster of his death.
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over the years, howevery, ahe had watched her son grow tall andg
strong. Now, at ten yrears old, he wasg almost as tall as she was,
and they had 21l become complscent about hisg health and survival.

The virueg on Starbagse 3 had struck without warning. Both she
and Sarek, vislting the bemse on government business, had become
unwall, but hzd soon recovered. Spock, for some reason, had trallen
seriously ill, and for several weeks the doctors had despaired of
hig life. Taking the child back to Vulcan was out of the guestion,
for fear that the long journey might tire and further wsesaken him.

Plnally, when at Lagt Spock seemed a little better, Amanda had
hegged Sarek to get them away from the base, with lts mechanised,
impersonal surroundilngs, instinctively feeling that the chilild needed
to convalesce In dlfferent surroundings.

Sarek had found them Alvira. A falrly recentily discovered
pranet, 1t was within easy reach of the bage, and though not
dasert-like, the climate was warm, and the environment undilsturbed.

There ware geveaeral colonies of scientigtg there, studylng the
litfe forms pricr to full-scale colonilsatlon.

Jarek decilded that with bia son's life at gtake, it was loglaal
to pull a few anbassadorilial sirings.

Aamanda ard Spock were glven the use of a large house in the
forest, wlthilr easy reach of ong of the settlements. The privacy
would ensure that Spock wouldn't be exposgsed to any more infections.
The transmltter meant that they would not have to wobrry about
obtaining supplies or asking for asgilstance 1f necesaary.

The change in atmosphere had indeed helped Spock, ag henr
maternal 1dnstincets had told her 1t would. Within a week the child
was strong encugh to eaxpleore the forest, curicus asg ever about the
new surroundirgas. As 1f aware thsast she needed reaggurance, he would
freguently return, so ashe had no fears for his safety.

roday, however, Spock had left at daybreak, and she had not
geen him at all sinca then.

Just ag she was about to a2mll the settlement, to see 1t anyone
there had sean the chlld, she saw hilm come into the clearing in
front of the house.

3he drew in her breath shiarply in surprise as she saw that
Spock, who wolld rarely let even hig mother touch him, was leading
oalmly by the arm a tall, thin stranger.

Much later that evenling, moether and son gsat alone in front of
the log fire in the main room. The stranger had been so waak that
Amanda bhad barely managed to get him into the bed in the gpsare room
hefore he had seemed instantly asleep.

Spock hacd said only that the visitor was someone ‘pagsling
through', who was in distress and needed thelr help. Confuzed by
her =son's support for the stranger, she had inslisted that they
contact the mettlement and inform them of the unauthorised arrival.
At thils, to her sgsurprize, Spock had become unusually agiltated,
rightly pointing out that Sarek would be annoyed if he thought hisg
pon had mixzed with strangers so soon after his 1llnesag, and might



take them away.

Reluctantly, Amanda allowed hersaelf tcec be awayed by Spock's
animation, and proemised soe would not call the settlement until they
had had the chance to guestion thelr guest.

A Spock turned to leave for his bedroom, Amanda could not
prevent hergself from asking the gquestion that had been bothering her
all evening.

"apoack, how iz 1t that touchlng the siranger (did not trouble
vou 1n any way?h

The boy was thoughtful, consldering the gquestion,
Hig answer only served to increase her anxiety.

Ywhaen I touched him, Mother, I felt nothing fvom him. It wasg
az if he wasn't really thare at all.?

Events the nerxt day Jdid little to alleviate her fears. The
stranger wasg polite and well-mannered, and dld nothlng that wauld
have alarmed her. He drank a& little water but refuged all food.
gaying maerely that he needed to reaest, When gquastioned, he onliy
rapeated what ESpock had salready teld her. He was a Traveller, one
who spent his Life Journeying from one place to thae next, in an
attempt to learn as much as posaible about all things. He meant
them na harm and would not stay for more than a day.

Why, then, did she feel so threatened by hisg prasence?

She analysed her own feelings, and knew that she was not so
patty as to be jealous of the obvious pleasure the stranger and
Srock zot from each other's company.

The twao of them spent many hours talking in the room in which
the Traveller wams resting, and once, with an unexplained shlver of
apprehension, she thought she heard her deadly serious son laugh.

There wag another thing that worried her.

Altrough she belleved she knew all the life forms on the
planet, increagingly she thought she saw ghogts, or phantoms, in the
WO, There wa: no other waord to desoribe them; vague flickerings
out of the corner of her aye. A feeling of being watched. Yet when
zhe turned, thera was never anything there.

At first she Tthought she was sickening again. There was no
mention in the recovrds of any such phenomenan, But the fealings had
heen growing Ly the hour and she could no tonger contaln her unsase.

Hoping that Sarek would not dismiss her fears as illogileal,
Amanda finslly activated the transmltter and called her husband.

The Travelilsr and the boy gat together on the porch. Thelr
conversation had ranged over everyday matters such as mathematios
and computer science, and then onto tales of the more exotle places
in the known universe. They mat now Iin companlionable silence,
content to rest and wateh the darkening forest.




36

Evantually the Traveller stirrved. PPall me," he asked the
child, "why do you shisld your mind o strongly?'

Spock answered without embarcassment.

"It is because of the others in the foreaest. I c¢annot see them
properly. but their mind-voilces confusge my thoughta 1f I allow my
shields to droap. Do you hear them too?M

" course, ! The adult smiled. "l can zea them as well ag
hear them. "

"What are they?'" The boy was curilous.

The Travaeller considered for a moment. "1 think they sre a
very primltive form of energy creature, drawing thelir power from the
linesy of forece in and around the pleanet. They resonate between
matter and ensirgy, and thelr thoughts are immature and contused.
They are gemi-telepatnhic, hut have not yet learned how to
communinate effectively. -

"Phey are the truae native inhabitants of this planet, and in
timea, 1f left alone, they will devalop into a mature, telepathico
speolan. "

"why 18 there no record of them In the gcecientiliste! findings?" £
asked HSpock.

"EFrobably, when the settlers firgt arrived, the creatures wers
afraid and blended 1into the energy flelds around the planet.
Sensors would not detect them therea. Now that they have learned
that the people cceupy a diffeprent realiity and can co-exirt wlth
them, they are coming back to reclalim their home. I doubt whether
most hwnanolds would even bhe aware of theaem. One sueh asg yourselfl,
from a plenet wlth greater mental disciliplines, might notice them.
Dr somaone wWhae had recelived a measgure of menitesl training. Most
would not see or feel anythilng. Will you tell your father about
them whaen he returnst v

HOf course. It is Federation policy not to interfere with
primictive races. but to allow them tao develop 1n thelr own way.
This planet may nead to be evacuated. Ferhaps, ag I am to be a
golaentligt l1ike my father, he will let me help to investigate them."

The Traveller chose his next woerds carefully.

"Have you aver consildered, Spock, that becoming a sclentist 1a
noi the anly avenue open to you? Many people can do experimentsa,
bt there 1w a2 universe to axplore, and maybs your future will lile

other than in thae Laboratory.?

“pock allowed himself a2 :mmall smille.

PYou obvioualy do not know my father. I do not think that he
would ever entertaln guch an ildea.?

The Traveller wag thoughtful. "Perhaps I should speak to your
father before I leave this planet. New that 1 am stronger, there
are matters I must attend to, and in a little while I musgst leave
thig house. Rut tomorrow I will come back and spesmk to your motheatr,
atid maybe gne will allow me to spesk with your father.®

Spocl: wasg gulet. "Must you go? How do I know pou will
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return?"  He ashed the guestion reluctantly, kvnowing it revealed
cmotion unseemly for a vuican child.

The Traveller smiled gently. "I have never yet broken a
promise. 1l give you my word that I will come back. "

Amanda came into the room to f£ind Spock staring cut of the apen
window, but his gaze was on a point far baeyond that of the forest
cutside,

"He'zs gone, then.” An immenge relilef Jogtled with ter
annoyance that the gtranger had not considerved 1t necegsary to thank
her parsonally for theilr hospitaiity.

Lpock turned to face her. "He hag some matters he musgt attend
to. But he will be back tomorrow to speak with you and father.™

"Speak to us about what?" She could not understand the wall of
entagaonilsm that seemed to have Sprung up betwesen them. She axpaected
the boy to say be didn't know, but Spocek merely turned away, and ahe
knew he had done so to avolid telling her a direct lie.

Amanda was Ilmmeasurably glad, then, that ghe had arter all
contacted Sarek. And she knew she would not tell Spock that when
the Traveller returned in the moruning, there would be no-one there
for him to gpeak to.

I'he Travellaer did indeed have matters ta attaend to.

He had recovered sufficlerntly to be able to contemplate
reszuming his Journey. However, hils last experience had made him
wary of making the attempt In anything less than a gtate of perfect
fitnesa. The day's rest had almost done the trick, but for the
final stages of herlling he would need complete privacy.

Yor several hours he made hias way deep into the forest until he
found a place offering the necessary seclusion. Sitting
crogs-legged on the ground he cast around himgelf a protective
anergy =@hleld. Only then did he feel mafe to gink into the deep

trance nacessary to finally perfect the anergy flelds within his
body .,

When, some hours later, he gnappad back to eonsciousness., he
knew immediately that the woman had outsmarted him,

The drone of engines carried clearly through the night air, and
Lhough a stranger to the galaxy, he had no doubts as to the reason
behind the unknown araft'zs arevival.

It would take him too long to get back to the house on foot.
He would have to ask for help at the gettiement, which was nearer.

Pushing through the trees, a part of his mind gtill wrestliedq
with indecision. Did he have the right to go after the boy? The
path he was advocating for the child was a hard, aad maybe lonely,
onea. Yet he could not bear to think of such glfts going to waste in
some dull laboratory. And surely one with suach gspecial gifts as
Spock possessed would find equally gifted friends with whom to share
hisg life's Journay?
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After all, he was not proposing to interfere, but merely to
suggest, to encourage. Sureliy that was within the boundaries of
what he was allowed to da?

Having justified to himself his decision, he realised that
there would be no time, after all, to contact the settlers. The
people there would ask too many quegtiong, and precious minutes
would be lost. Standing on the hillside overlooking the gsettlement,
he realised that most of the 1inhabitants were already asleep.

In a fenced-in enclogure on the edge of the bulldings were
gaveral gurami, primitive horse-like creatures that the sclentliszts
used Ffor transport Iinto the dense forests.

All three moonsg had risen, and the animals seemed to glow
green-gold in the gsemi-darkness. He noticed with relief that one
appearad to be still harnessed. It wag but a matter of minutes to
concentrate his thoughtsa on the mind of that creature, and compel 1t
to Jjump free of the enclosure and come towards him. The concept of
theft dld not exiast in his mind. He knew he wasg only berrowing the
animal and would send it bhack as soon as pogsible.

He rode with haste through the moonlit forest,. There was no
glgn of life save for the ocacasional fluttering of a startled bilrd,
and the continusgl ghirting of the mind-creatures through the trees.

The ¢hild'a mother was obhviougsly more pevrceptivae than he had
given her credit for. She must have guessed, 1f only
subconsciounly, that he had the power to open Spock’'as mind to new
horizons, and acted instinctively to prevent the possibllity of a
future rift in the family.

Ag his mount broke out of the forest into the clearing around
the housme, he Knew Jmmediately that 1t was too late, and that ne had
lozt the chance to influence the boy.

Immansely saddened by the thought that Spock would feel
betrayed, he tried to communicate with the primitive mind ereatures,

to leave a mesgage that he had indeed returned, in case the familywy
should one day come back.

But the creatures, having already swarmed all over the houze in
the Human's absence, elther did not want, or were unable to,
understand him.

He had finally ridden back to the gettlement, defeated, knowing
he had losgt the boy.

H-2EE - A A
Hiz fellow Travellers withdrew and he wag once again alone.

fThat 48 why, when the Human Riker asked me had there been any

previous contacts, I told him no. I had bheen unable bo influence
the parents to encourage their special child, and felt I had
failed. The contact wog unsuccessful.

'TE wos also because of Amandalsg reaction to me that I did not
want Wesley'a mother told of his gifits. It seemed that the maternal
instinct to protect can sometimes stand 4n the way of greatness. !

The spokesmoan Ffor the others answered. tWe have pooled our
Joint knowledpe of this galaxy's history, and Find thaf the one
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calted Spock did indeed Sulfil his destiny. He grew to become o
tegend in hig own time, and with his companions did much o aduvonece
the cause of Zniterstellar exploration.

'tPerhaps there is a force greater than ours that consrols these
things. Who can say why, of all the pleanets in the known galoxies,
your broken Jjourney should have token you to Aluira, on cne of the
Few days that Spock was there. !

The Travelier was dismayed. tThen I must somehow pub the
receord astraight. Lt would be wrong to allow Humanity Lo go on
haliaving that  hodn't tried. What must [ dop!

But the others ware alreacdy withdrawing.

tYowu must find your own answer, ! they replied.

He scannad through Gime and space, gsearching for the solution.
He would have to Ffind someone whose mind he could Znfluence Lo
racord the Aincident. It would have to be somecne whozse words would
be read and rememberad, bub nobt in the game time or place, as the
clues would be too obvicus, and might change hiztory 4F Ffound boo
SOON.

He would leave Just his name, and enough of a descripbtion of
the plonet s thob one who searched wowld F4nd him.

And he would leave o message For Spock, to Eell him Lhat he had
noet broken his word, and had returned os promised.

Having finally settied on the Lime and place. he gatheraed
himgely for yeb another Journey.

ADDENDUM: Entry in computer memory banks, hiastory literatura
division, i1tem ACL0032951/L. Dld 20th century poem: author Waslter
de ia Mare.

"Is there anybody there?"” salid the Travellor,
Knoecking on the moonlit door;

And his horese 1in the sllence champed the grasses
Of the foresmt's ferny floor:

And a bird flew up out of the turret

Above the Traveller's head;

And he smote upon the door again a gecond timeg
"Ig there anybody there?" he saldl.

But no ore descended to the Traveller:

N¢ head from the leaf-fringed sill

Lezanaed over and looked into his grey eyes
Where he gstood perplexed and stilil.

But only &2 host of phantom Lisgteners

That dwelt in the lone house then

Stood listening in the guilet of the moonlight
To thet volice from the world of men:

Stood throngiling the faint moonbeams on the dark atalr
That goes down to the empty hall,

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken

By tThe lonely Traveller's call.

And he felt In hia heart thelr strangeness,
Their stillness answering his aory,
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While his horse moved, cpropping the dark tupf
'Neath the starred and leafy sky.

—Ror.ohe suddenly smote on the door, aven
Louder, and lifted hils head.

"Tell them I came, and ne one angsweared,

That I kept my word," he zaid.

Never the leagt stir made the Listeners,
Though =avery word he spake

Feall echoing through the shadowiness of the gtill house
From the one man left awake:

Aye, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of lron on stone,

And how the gilence gurged softly backwards
wWhaen the plunging hoofs were gone.




