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ONE LAST WISH FULFILLLD
by
__Karen Hayden

"Checkmate!™

"Congratulations, Captain. © You win, again."

"I'm only able to because I've had a good teacher, Spock."

Captain James Kirk looked across at his Vulcan friend affectionately.
Those words had been said so many times before, but they still held a
special, private significance for the two men. However, the levity
lightened drastically as Jim saw within the dark brown eyes...what?
It couldn't be identified, but there was definitely...something.

"Is there anything wrong, Spock?"

His answer was a straightening of the already ramrod back. "I
am, perhaps, a little,.,.tired, Captain, I have been doing a great
deal of extra research following the recent planet surveys that we have
undertaken. A little meditation within the confines of my cabin will
serve to dissipate the fatigue." He rose to his feet, and stood still,
looking down at his commanding officer. "If you will excuse me, Jim,
I shall see you on duty in the morning."

Jim was uncertain. There was nothing tangible, no proof that
there was something wrong, but.... He oould do nothlng more but nod in
reply. ~ "Thank you for the game, Spock..

But the Vulcan didn't seem to hear hlm He simply turned and left
the recreation room with his face impassive, more Vulcan than he'd been
for a long time.

Bones McCoy entered almost immediately, looking behind him. As
he turned back around, almost stumbling into a table, he noticed Jim
and approached him quickly.

"That was Spock leaving, just then, wasn't it? Or has another
Vulcan beamed aboard that I haven't met yet?"

It took & few seconds for Jim to register Bones' presence, "What?
.+sOh, yes. It was him, I think...."

"Eh....Something wrong?"

"Nothing I can put my finger on...but there is something...He says
he's tired, Bones,"

"Well, even Vulcans tire sometimes, and he has been pushing him-
self pretty hard recently, trying to get those reports finished.,"

"Yes...." Jim's brow furrowed, and he tapped the table irritably
with his finger-tips.

"Look, do you want me to see him? Not that that pointy-eared
Vulcan of ours would tell me anything, but it mlght be worth a try if
you're really worried about him."

"No, Thanks, Bones, but I don't think he's 111 or anything.

And if he's worrled about something, I think he'd come to me with it
eventually. Give him some time." He pulled himself to his feet,
stretching and yawning as he did so. "I think it's time I turned in.
I'11 get vack to you, Bones." He pulled his shirt down, and walked
swiftly from the room,

The blue eyes that watched the Enterprise's Captain leave were

haunted.

His cabin seemed lonely, deserted, empty. It had been a long,
long time since he'd felt so isolated on this ship; even longer since
he'd felt unable to confide in his friend, Jim Kirk, But he knew that
it would do no good. Talk would not help. It would only cause un-
necessary pain. Now...it was too late, for him, for them.

The lamp of meditation flickered in the dimness of the room, and
as the Vulcan moved towards it, he shivered uncontrollably. It had
started already. His hand moved hesitantly to the thermostat - and
stopped on the switch. It would not help him to succumb too soon to

-1 -



the discomfort of the effects of the debility, He moved the switch
by one degree only, and wrapped his- arms, around himself for warmth as
he sank to the floor in his priwate meditation. He would have to be
very careful, in future, to keep himself completely under control,

Jim paced his cabin like a caged animal., He was tired, but found
himself unable to sleep., His worry for his first officer had manifested
itself more fully since leaving the recreation room. There was defin-
itely something wrong with the Vulcan, and he could not rest till he
made sure it was not serious. He had been looking tired for days, now
Jim came to think of it, even listless on occasions, but he'd thought,
as Bones had stated, that it was overwork. Now he wasn't so sure.
Bones had carried out the statutory medical checks on all members of the
landing party after they had returned from each survey, and they'd all
checked out okay. So what? What had happened to Spock since leaving
Addressa 7, their last planet-fall? He reached for the intercom button.
It was probably foolish, but he had to check.

"Kirk to sickbay." As expected, Bones answered immediately.
"Hi, Jim, What can I do for you? Thought you were sleeping?"
"My brain isn't co-operating.” He hesitated slightly. "Have

you finished your analysis of the reports from Addressa 7 yet, Bones?"

"This afternoon, All normal, Why?"

"Nothing unusual? . Are you sure?" _

"Of course! Vhat is it, Jim? S3till worried about Spock?"

"Yeah, a little... Seems I'm worrying about nothing again. See
you in the morning, Bones,"

"Okay. Sleep well! You need iti"

They broke contact and Jim made his way to hlS bed, flnally falling
into a troubled sleep.

Bones looked at the viewscreen in front of hinm for quite a few
minutes: after the image had faded. It always concerned him to see Jim
so wound up about something, especially when it had something to do with
their first officer., Spock was such an enigma that he often had them
all worrying about inconsequential things, But was the worry ground-
less this time, or had Jim actually seen something hidden from everyone
else, an unstipulated fact that he himself hadn't detected? Well, it
was too late to worry about it now. He could do little more than store
the occurrances away for future reference., But he determined that he'd
keep a close eye on his two friends.

Spock was already on the bridge when Jim went on duty next morning.
Not unusual in itself, but Jim was immediately gripped by a sense of
forboding. He nodded cordially at his bridge crew as usual, but instead
of resuming his seat and asking for the normal status report, he proc-
eeded to Spock's station, hands grasped tightly behind his back.

Chekov and Sulu exchanged surprised, confused glances. They
couldn't remember a time when Kirk hadn't asked for that status report
as soon as he had entered the bridge on resumption of a new duty shift.
Something was definitely wrong.

"Anything happening, Mr. Spock?" The statement was casual, non-
commital. The Vulcan looked up from his instruments, looking moment-
arily startled. He hadn't heard his Captain approach, and Jim knew it.
What was wrong with those exquisite ears of his? "Tell ne, Spock
Confide in me - before I go completely mad!™ .

The eyebrows rose as they had so many times before, and Spock
straightened in front of his commanding officer.

"Tell you what, sir? I have nothing to report "

"You know what I mean! Damnit, tell me what's wrong, please'"
Jim deliberately kept his voice low, but Spock had no apparent trouble
hearing him. Was it a false impression that he'd received earlier
when he'd thought that Spock hadn't heard him approach?
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"There is nothing 'wrong', sir. All is well - with ship's status
- and myself." '

Jim wasn't satisfied, but he could do nothing more here on the
bridge. Perhaps later.... No! Definitely later! He stepped down into
the well of the bridge and sat down, and much to the relief of his
helmsman and navigator asked for the delayed report. He was all bus-
iness now.

As Kirk spoke to his men, Spock found himself studying the handsome
profile of the man he'd begun to acknowledge as 'brother'. He found
even that a little difficult for his vision was beginning to blur now,
and it was getting worse each day. It would not take long for the
cloud to fall completely and he would then be shrouded in complete
darkness. Till that moment came he would nurture this sight of his
friend, and revel in it, with no embarrassment,

Jim could see out of the corner of his eye, and he wondered why
Spock was looking at him like that, It was not the time or place to
ask him, but he would find out soon, He was grateful that the present
migsion was proving to be an uneventful cone. At least for the moment
he could spend some time to concentrate on his friend's all-too-evident
predicament.

An hour passed. Routine:, Then, with no apparent reason, Spock
stumbled at his console, He managed to catch himself in time to hide
it from the other crewmembers and, he hoped, his Captain. But there
wasn't much that escaped the notice of Jjames Kirk, especially while on
~duty on his bridge. Spock felt unable to cope with the fact that his
faculties were leaving him, slowly drifting from his grasp. He was
thirsty, too. And there was sweat on his brow... No! This was wrong!
Vulcans do not perspire. He would have to leave the bridge. Holding
tightly to his console behind his back he looked directly at Jim, and
spoke quietly, calculatingly. v

"May I have your permission to leave the bridge, sir? I have some
reports that I have to collect from the laboratories.™

Jim looked at him with barely concealed concern, and answered
immediately. .

"Of course, Spock." He gave the Vulcan a friendly smile and
watched closely as he approached the turbolift. He'd never seen his
Vulcan walk so slowly, so stiffly. As soon as the turbolift doors
closed behind him, Jim pounced on the intercom button., "McCoy, I want
you to take a look at Spock as soon as possible. There is something
very seriocusly wrong!" The words were spoken quietly, but earnestly,
and Bones could detect the open concern. He wasted no time. As he
picked up his medikit, he asked:

"Where is he?"

"The science lab, I'll meet you there!l™ 4

Jim jumped from his seat. "You have the con, Mr. Sulu." He was
gone before the concerned helmsman could acknowledge him,

As James Kirk rode the turbolift down to deck two, cursing its
slowness, he also cursed himself, He should have checked before, done
something as soon as he'd suspected that something was wrong.

The 1ift drew to a halt and he exited quickly. As he strode down
the corridor to the labs he passed surprised crewmembers, They had seen
the worry on his face and obviously wondered what was wrong.

Bones was outside the laboratory, waiting for him. "He's not here,
Jimi" : .
"Where, then?" The man in the golden shirt turned around slowly,
surveying the area, wringing his hands together in helplessness. "His
cabin!?! Come on, Bones. There couldn't be anywhere elsel"

"Wait, Jim!" The shout stopped Kirk in his tracks, but he didn’t
turn back around, just kept staring down the corridor. "Do you really
want to do this alone?" '
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"I won't be alonel"

"You know what I mean., Shouldn't we get some security guards,
extra medics? We don't know what to expect.”

"No, we don't but there is no need for guards. You should know
Spock better than that There's no need, and I won't infringe on his
privacy, when we've got no facts, I respect him too much for that.
And you're the only medic he'll see - you know that. Come on. Hurry!"

He was leading the way towards the turbolift before Bones could
say anythlng further., As they travelled downwards Bones gripped his
friend's arm in an encouraglng gesture of friendship, and hope., Jim
Kirk found himself smlllng in reply.

The door was locked. Locked to even him, Jim Kirk, He reached for
the intercom and buzzer and saw that his hand was shaking,

"Bones, what if it's Pon Farr again?"

Bones was blunt. "Then there's nothing we can do! Come on. Press
the damned thing!" '

There was no reply. Not that they'd really expected one, but they
had hoped. Before a second thought Kirk used his "pass-key" combination,
and the door slid silently back.

Spock was slumped over his desk and they both rushed to his s1de
The Vulcan's head rose slowly and he stared, unseeing, at the two men.
Recognition seemed to dawn very slowly. But finally words did come.

"T must render my...apologies...Captain., I failed you by leaving
the bridge and not returning." '

"Nonsense, Spock. I.only wish ycu had called one of us sooner,
tcld us that something was wrong."

"Wrong, Captain? There is nothing wrong.. I...needed to entertain

. a period of meditation, that is all."

Jim Kirk looked at him long and hard, That explanation was not
holding true with him. He knew Spock far too well, and Spock knew it
himself, Things like that just did not happen. He sank to his knees
beside his friend, placing his arms around in a gesture of support,

"Please tell me, Spock., Confide in me."

The Vulcan pointedly ignored the kneeling human and turned instead
to Bones and spoke very quietly.

"It would be more appropriate, doctor, if the Captain were not
present at this time. No doubt you will require a medical examination
after I have told you what I must, and I request that to be carried
out in this cabin, and...without anyone else's presence."

Jim pulled himself backwards to stare into the Vulcan's face, but
Spock would not meet his eyes. He knew only too well that he had hurt
the human. Bones sinply stared at both men in incredulity. Kirk found
his voice,

"Spockieslees "

"Doctor...." S

"Okay, okay. I think it would be better, Jim." He hesitated,
then added, "For all concerned., Get back to that bridge of yours and
I1'11 contact you later."

Jim dragged himself to his feet, dazed, but nodded in assent. He
left the room quickly, afraid of what he might say in momentary anger.
He felt a deep sense of duty and guilt which seemed to tell him that he
should remain...but he also knew that he must withstand it, and refuse
it - for Spock's sake.

fis the door slid closed behind the Captain, Spock rose unsteadily
to his feet and turned towards his meditation lamp, seeming to draw
strength from it. When he eventually spoke, it was in a voice quieter
and more precise than McCoy had ever heard before.

1 asked,,.Jim...to leave because I have no wish to see him suffer,
and I will ask you to ensure the same thing after I have explained the

situation to you."
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"What do you mean, Spock? BExplain yourself, man!"

"Doctor, please have patience. You have read my reports, made
during the survey I carried out on Addressa 79"

"Of course I have! What is this?" Bones was fast losing the
patience that Spock had requested him to have, The Vulcan gestured him
to sit, and McCoy did so.

, "You recall that I discovered ancient ruins, ruins more ancient
than my tricorder could register at the time?"

"Y-es...." The doctor was growing more cautious, more - worried
by the intensity of the Vulcan's voice.

"I have, since the survey,been able to establish that the ruins
were bullt by a landing party consisting of Vulcans, from the time
before Surak. Primitive, barbaric, murderous, people of my race, yet
so unlike us that we do not speak of them often.... Amidst those ruins
a disease has bred, carried there from their time, held in incubation -
until now. We thought it extinct long ago, but it obviously has pro-
perties that even we Vulcans did not suspect. It is undetectable in
its first stages...detectable only when it is too late.... They left
it there - for me to find," His last words were unusually harshly
delivered and McCoy sat straighter in his chair, and took a deep breath,
afraid of what was going to be said next.

*Spock. What are you trying to say?"

"Doctor McCoy. I have that disease,”

McCoy sank deeper into the depths of his inner self, unsure of what
to do or say. He was stunned, and he felt disbelief forming., But the
total lack of any expression on Spock's face proved the truth in the
Vulcan's words. ]

"What disease, Spock?" The words were gentle, completely devoid
of any of the normal McCoy sarcasm. "What do you mean when you say that
it is undetectable - till it's too late??"

"Doctor, the disease, the great plague of Vulcan, is called the
Skag Maug. It has been extinct for centuries on my planet..,.and there
is NO cure, I will soon die."

Spock had turned to the doctor, calm, seemingly unconcerned by his
revelation., It was inevitable that the characteristic McCoy explosion
was to follow.

"I wish people would leave medicine to me around here! Allow me
to decide if and when you will die, Spock!!" He instantly realised
what he had said and regretted it, but as always it was too late after
his tongue had done its work. All he could do was mumble an apology.

"Apologies are unnecessary...Bones, All I require is a promise,"

"Name it, my friend.®

"Jim must not know until it is absolutely necessary., You must help
me keep it...from him...it must be a...secret...until he hag to know."
Spock turned away once more, allowing the significance of his words to
penetrate the doctor's brain. "“Now you know the truth you can, perhaps,
help my failing sight and hearing by bestowing on me the dubious bene-
fits of your beads and rattles,... I need to remain functional for a
short while more. I need more time,..with Jim...there are things to
be said...." '

The last sentence was whispered, and Bones could barely hear the
tortured words.

", ., .Failing sight..."

"I do not blame you doctor. You know nothing of this disease and
you could not be expected to, The name of the plague lives in our his-
tory, but the symptoms are unknown...to everyone except the Vulcan race.
The cure, ‘oo, has been lost to everyone...., My sight began tc blur
soon after I returned from the planet survey, and I concluded then that
it was, perhaps, the first symptom. It is illogical, but I suspected
that the plague was present, even though I knew nothing of the nature
of the ruins or the planet. But, though inexcrable, it is progressing
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slowly. It -is my hearing which seems to have deteriorated most quickiy."
He hesitated. "I ask you, doctor, to agree to my wishes concerning Jim.
He...could not cope with this... Not yet...."

Bones' professionalism took hold of him, stunned though he was.

"I'1l do as you ask...for now, But I can't promise how long I
can keep your secret, Jim knows you too well to hide a thing like this
from him for long, and he would want to know, Spockl"

wNot yet!ﬂ

"Agreed., But I want you to come to sickbay with me. I have to
believe what you have told me, but I have to try and help you! I can't
just stand by!l®
The Vulcan's eyes softened, affection for his friend clearly evi-
dent., : -
"I understand, doctor, and I will not combat you in this issue...."
McCoy nodded, thankful, and rose unsteadily to his feet, His eyes
were misted, for he knew full well that what Spock had stated was true,
He, of all people, would have researched it all so very carefully, so
thoroughly, and no-matter how much he, Bones McCoy hoped there would
be a mistake, he knew that there would be none. The Bnterprise chief
surgeon was helpless. His suggestion of a medical examination was a
useless, futile gesture, but one he had to make.

He forced his feet forward and placed his shaking hand upon the
lean, stiffened shoulder. "Don't worry, Spock. Jim won't suffer.

I'11 make sure of that. I promise you."
~ Spock nodded his thanks. "One more thing, Spock. I have 1o ask
this."

"Proceed."

"H,..How long?"

"A matter of days only, Bones, There will not be much time for any
of us. Jim and I have shared much over the years, but I regret that we
did not get to know each other better.”

"Spock, my friend. I think we know each other better than either
of us will admit.”

Spock looked away, perhaps afraid of what his face might dlvulge
to the doctor, but then he turned back to meet the penetrating blue
eyes of the Georgian gentleman.

"I trust you, McCoy."

The two men left the austere surroundings side by side.

James Kirk had left the first officer's quarters. in a miasma of
conflicting emotions. He wanted to help, but couldn't. He wanted to
be at Spock's side, but couldn't be. And he felt suddenly inadequate.

The corridor was unwelcome, cold, lonely, despite the fact that
crew was abundant as always. The corridor lights merged into psycha~
delic confusion and he found himself having to stup walking as every-
thing coalesced, putting his one hand against the bulkhead in support.
The other wiped the perspiration from his brow and rubbed his tired
eyes.,

It would do not good to return to the bridge now, What he needed
desperately was privacy, and time to think, He reached for the intercom
button and 2hecked with Sulu that all was well on the bridge, Having
received confirmation that all was most definitely running smoothly, he
headed for the one place on the ship where he could find solace,

It did not take him long to reach the observation deck, and he
revelled in the wonderful feellng of freedom and peace that the sight
of open apace gave to him. - He paced the deck, hands behlnd his back,
and pondered the future. The feeling of forboding that he had felt
on the bridge returned twofold, and he could not help thinking the worst.
Would McCoy find that there was something wrong with their Vulcan that
he could not cure this time? No! Morbidity would help none of them!
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He pulled his commandatorial shoulders erect and proud around him and
strode towards the door, the bridge and 'his' chair his goal,

Uhura turned towards her Captain as he entered his domain once
more, a little surprised to see him unaccompanied by Spock. None of
the bridge crew knew what had transpired since their Captain had left
them an hour before.

"Doctor McCoy has requested that you contact him in 81ckbay, sir,"

Nodding quickly, he moved to the deserted science station as if
it resembled an ironic solution to his turmoil. Sulu, who had stood
up to hand command back over to Kirk, promptly sat down again,

"Kirk here, Bones. What's happened?" :

Bones coughed a little before answering. "I've run some tests and
“there's little else I can do. There's no immediate problem, just a
requirement for observation." It wasn't a lie,

"But there is something wrong with him?"

"He's been overworking, that's all, Those reports he made back
on Addressa 7 needed a lot of extra correlation. You know what he's
like, Jim. I sometimes wonder if he's a workcholic or something.
Anyway, stop worrying. He's . on his way back up now."

"Okay, I'11 take your word for it, Bones, but why the hell did he
agk me to leave? Hell, he didn't ask, he told me. Why?"

Bones was thoughtful, and thankful too, o, for the fact that their
concersation was not on visual. His eyes were again misted for he had
found, as he'd expected to, that there was nothing he could do to help
in any way. He tried his best to sound cheerfully confident, his
normal self as he replied:

"Now would you like to be observed while being medically examined?
I never thought I'd see the day when Spock was modest, but this is the
one. Now cheer up! How about joining me for a drink later?" McCoy
was thinking something very different to what he had spoken, however.
Mentally he was hoping desperately that Jim would accept his offer.
‘Why he did not know. But he knew he needed to talk to him., His wishes
were not answered, though. The reply that came to him was ~

"Thanks Bones, but no thanks. I'm not in a drinking mood, and I
wouldn't be very good company right now. Another time. Thanks for
seeing Spock for me, I'll try and take your advice!"™ The intercom
was closed.

Spock entered the bridge, his presence as tangible as ever,
definitely their Vulean,

"If you don't mind, sir, I would appreciate it if I could resume
my station. Your presence would be much appreciated if it were occupy-
ing your own command chair."

Jim smiled his special smile, welconming Spock back to the bridge,
and pushed his hair back as he stood up.

"Be my guest. Spock?""

" sirf)"

"Oh, never mind, Spock."

The lean figure resumed his seat, a gleam in his eye as he revelled
in the pure joy which he suddenly realised he felt at being able to
tease his friend.

Spock joined his friend in his cabin when their mutual duty shift
had ended., A chess game was their initi~l intention, but Spock seemed
1o be unable to concentrate.

"What is wrong, my friend? Your...mind...is not on the game., And
I*ve noticed today that you keep on watching me,.. Why?" Though Jim's
words were serious, and his intent, toco, he still aimed his familiar
smile at the man opposite him. It brought an unusually poignant
reaction - Spock, too, smiled. "I wish so much that you would do that
more often, Spock. It is not wrong to show your emotion in that way."
Jim placed his hands upon the table, palms upwards. "Now please tell



me, What is wrong?"

Instead of answering the question immediately, Spock placed his
hands too, upon the table, his fingertips touching Jim's, and stared
at them for several seconds. Jim hardly dared to breathe.

"You have always been a very...special...indivi&ual to me, Jim.
Ever since I first saw you, since the time you assumed command of this
vessel, I have felt a strange rapport between us. It cannot be explained,
it simply exists. I can admit that - now. It has grown and strengthened,
has it not?" .

Thoughtful, reticent, Jim simply nodded in reply, smiling again.

"You made me into the...man...lI am, Jim. You helped me see that
to...feel...is not wrong; that to show your affection and friendship
for my fellow man, for you, is a right thing to do. I have accepted
the human half of nme, thanks to you, and that is why I am now able to
say these things to you - and they have waited far too long. I thank
you for helping me to live my life instead of simply existing in it."
He stopped suddenly, and looked at the golden head before him, bowed
in thought. It was not like him to show such emotionalism, but the
time was so short now, and he had delayed so long in saying them, that
he knew they had to be said before it was toou late. He hoped that Jim
would understand without an explanation.

Jim could sense the scrutiny and raised his head to meet the
penetrating eyes. . : .

"I'm not sure why you suddently felt the need to say those things
after all these years, Spock, but I'm overjoyed that you finally found
what you meeded to enable you to say them. It means so much to me to
know that I have been able to help you, if only in a small way. You're
special to me, too,but I think you have always known that.™ The Vulcan
nodded. Jim smiled again, happy to know that the Vulcan could see
beneath what he kept visible for his crew, "I would not be the Captain
I am without you at my side, Spock. You made me what I am!®

"Captain, you are what you are, It takes a special man tc make a
special Captain, and you are that man. I simply provided the medium
which you used to aid you in your decisions and your command life,"

"Used, Spock? A poor choice of words, if I may say so. I would
never use youl" .

"ijgreed, Captain, T did not wish the statement to have that
meaning." o ' :

"I know, And I understand what you were trying to say. I thank
you for always being there, always at my side. You were there in the
beginning, and you'll be there at the end."

3pock's eyes suddenly closed, causing Jim to rush tc his side, his
arms automatically clutching his shoulders., "Spock! What's wrong?
What did I say?" )

Haunted eyes met the hazel ones of the Enterprise Captain, as the
words were whispered in reply. He could not tell Jim that he would not
be there at the end, Not yet. But he had tu say something. "There is
nothing fwrongf,Jim, I assure you. I an simply a little - overwhelmed,
I think the word is - to hear such things said about me. It is illogical
to feel that way, but I do nonetheless. I...thank you." He rose and
locked down at his Captain who remained on his knees in surprise at the
sudden movenment. "If you will excuse me, Jim, I shall retire now,

Thank you for what has been said here today. It was long...overdue,
Thank you, too, for the game, and I apologise for being unable to

complete it." .
"Nonsense, Spock, Another time. There'll be plenty of time.

Goodnight. I'11l see you in the morning.”

As the door closed behind his first officer, Jim found himself
whispering "Sleep well...." And he rubbed his fingertips together,
where Spock had touched them, in a gesture of deep affection,
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It was a few days later that the inexplicable occurred; at least
it was the inexplicable to all but Spock and McCoy. While working in
the science laboratory, carrying out experiments where he was separating
different cultures to examine them more thoroughly, the precise, un~
erring Vulcan, dropped them to the floor. The technicians nearby
stared in astonishment, and the junior science officer, Millotus, who
had been assisting the first officer, backed away. He was totally
wsure of what,to do or say. Such a thing had never happened before!

Finally finding his tongue, Millotus spoke, very quietly, dis-~
‘ciplined.

"Is there anything I can do, Mr. Spock?"

Cold eyes, housed in a face of stone turned on him, and the young
man shivered. :

"Complete the experiment, Lieubtenant, and report to me on comp-
letion., And you will cease to pry!"

The words were delivered forcefully, and as the Vulcan turned to
leave the room, the air became charged with an aura of expectation,
Millotus was unsure of what would happen next, and he remained rooted
to the spot, completely shaken by the reprimand he had received - for
no reason. He was tempted to contact the sickbay, but felt it was not
‘his place to do so, He decided to simply 'keep it to himself* for the
present. He would forever regret that decision,

The impossible had occurred this day. Spock had lost his temper,
had become...emotional, They waited.

But nothing else occurred, The Vulcan placed his arms rigidly at
his side, and walked slowly from the room. If the technicians could
have seen the normally impassive face of their first officer, they
would have seen tears in the dark brown eyes, It was no longer impassive,

Thankfully the corridor was deserted and there was no-one to witness
the emotion which Spock could no longer keep in check, His brilliant
brain waves were confused, frustrated into submismsion. He knew that his
faculties were failing him, that the time was very near now. He would
soou be totally blind, for the contact lenses that Bones had developed
for him no longer helped. And the pain would soon become more than
even his Vulcan will could control., It was time to go to McCoy, and to
tell Jim...but first there was something that had to be done, before
it was too late, A tape to record., As he had listened to Jim's last
orders when his Captain had been lost in the Tholian Web, then this
would be his way of telling Jim of his...feelings...for him. His only
real chance, His last chance,

Only a few hours had passed, and yet by the time the tall man clad
in blue entered Dr. McCoy's office, he was in the throes of convulsive
pain, wracking his entire body, and he actually shivered with its
effect. : ’

Bones was too experienced not to notice the pain which Spock was
valiantly trying to disguise, and rushed instantly to his side, guiding
him to a chair. A painkilling injection hissed against the Vulcan's
arm,

Bones almost choked on the words that had to be said, "It's tine,
then, Spock?"

"affirmative. My faculties are deserting me, I can no longer
function as first officer, and I will not let the efficiency of the
Enterprise suffer due to my debility. I would be gratified if you could
possibly provide me with further...medication...."

Bones cut him off, ™"Spock, you've already been dosed up to those
exquisite eyebrows of yours. I daren't give you anything further, Do
I understand you to be saying that you can no longer control that pain®"

Spock nodded, and shook suddenly as ancther wave of pain took him,

"Then the only alternative now is permanent sedation.”
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"No!" His eyes were wild, and his fist slammed down onto the
desktop, in a gesture so unlike Spock that Bones found himself stepping
backwards in surprise. Seeming to realise what he was displaying,
Spock schooled his features inte the impassive expression of normal,
and said, "I apologise, doctor. I will not require sedation., I will
not require your aid at all for very much longer... I will be able
to sustain control for the length of time I will require to do what
nmust be done.”

"Jim? You want me to tell him, now?"

Spock nodded again., "It would be...better...for him if the inf-
ormation came from you. I regret having to place such a burden upon
your shoulders...Bones,"

"If this is all I can do for you, my friend, then I will do it
gladly. I should have told him before, Spock.... Will you go to bed?
A private room? Please?"

"Very well, doctor, though it matters litile where the inevitable
occurs."

The calm logic, the total acceptance of the situation, shook McCoy
to the very core ¢f his being. He wished that he could school himself
as Spock had done, and thus be able to help his friends more fully in
this great need of theirs. But he wos human, he was McCoy, and he
could not be what he wasg not. Not even now. Not even for them. And
they wouldn't want him to be.

Wordlessly he showed their unique first officer into the private
room he had already prepared, knowing that there would be need of it,
Then, returning to his office, shaking, trembling with reaction, he
thumbed the intercom button.

"Bridge."

"Bridge. Kirk here.,"

"Jim...I...I need to see you. Can you leave the bridge®"

“"Can't it wait till later, Bones?"

"No!" Bones took a deep sigh, and swept his hair back from a brow
that was wet with the perspiration of despair., "Nco, I've waited too
long already.... In your cabin, okay? In five minutes... Please!"™

"Qkay, Bones. Okay. 1I'll be right down." Jim's voice had soft-
ened significantly, and he stared at the intercom with concern. He
broke the crntact, but remained seated., Something was definitely wrong.
His chief surgeon was worried about something.... Well, sitting here
would not give him the answer.

"You have the con, Mr. Sulu, I'll be in my quarters.,"

"Aye, sir,"

Captain James Kirk mounted the bridge steps with alacrity, giving
Uhura a friendly smile as he did sc, and exited.

The cabin door was closed, but Jim could sense that Bones was al-
ready inside ~ and that was definitely not like him. It dilated at his
approach, and he entered quickly. Bones was seated at his desk, a glass
in his hand.

"Hope you don't mind, Jim,..perhaps you'd better join me...and sit
down." He waved the glass in the air,

Dazed, bemused, Jim did as Bones bade, not really thinking why.

It seemed an automatic reaction, somehow, a duplication of something
they'd done often before, But this time? This time it was different.

As he sat opposite the chief surgeon his confusion turned to deep
concern., The deep blue eyes were haunted., No - worse! More than
that...they were cold and lifeless, almost like the stone that sometimes
inhabited the sockets of his Vulcan friend. Realisation suddenly dawned.

"Spock! It's him, isn't it? There's something wrong.... I've
been hearing isolated reports recently about Spock dropping things,
knocking things over. But I've been treating them as unsubstantiated
rumours, thinking that you'd tell me if something truly was wrong.

Were those rumours correct?" Jim had given Bones little time to answer
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his question directly, instead choosing to portray his concern in the
spoken word. Now he was giving Bones the chance to speak, the doctor
felt unable to. He downed a large gulp of the green liquid before

him, then turned the glass slowly around in his hand before downing the
last drop and replying.

"I sometimes wish to God that you weren't so damned perceptive!

I could have done with a few more of these before having to tell you
this...." He was staring at the empty glass, Noticing that the bottle
was out of reach, he reached over for Jim's glass which remained un-
touched before him. Kirk placed his hand on top of Bones', preventing
him from doing so.

"Tell me what?" He remained as calm as possible but his patience
was shortening fast. v A

"Jim, my friend. There is no easy way of saying this.... 1 only
wishes.. Jim, Spock is dying."

The silence was deafening, and Bones squirmed in his chair under
the glare of his oommandlng officer,

"You're drunk! You must be!! That's some sick joke, McCoyin
His angry disbelief echoed around the enclosed space of the cabin, and
Bones clutched his head. He'd expected an outburst, of course, but
hadn't expected to be immediately condemned., Instantly, he rose to
his feet, looking hurt and dejected. He pushed the glass aside, watch-
ing it fall to smash upon the floor.

"I'm as sober as you! If only I could say it was a joke! If only
I didn't have to stand by hopelessly, and watch that...that beautiful
man,..die...."

Kirk, too had risen to his feet. His initial anger seemed to
dissipate immediately as he saw the seriousness, the expression of
despair etched into the other man's face, and he stared at the shattered
glass, unable to meet the blazing eyes.

'If this is true...then my life will be like that glass...shattered
«+odestroyed.’

"And how the hell do you think I feel?"

, Jim had been thinking out loud in his confusion, and had to shake
himself back to reality. He looked at the doctor,pity in his eyes.

"I'm sorry, Bones. So very sorry.... 1 need the truth.,"

Nodding, McCoy paced the room, as if hoping that the movement
would drive away the demon of despair. But it didn't help. It only
served 1o worsen his feeling of frustration, and he sank onto the bhed,
Jim followed him, numbed, disbelieving, not wanting to hear the truth
he knew had to come, but also knowing that he had to hear it.

"It's a disease, Jim...long extinct,,.called the Skag Maug. Spock
«sspicked it up back on addressa T...."

Interposing desperately, Jim asked, "There's a curel! There's got
to be?!" o

"No. No cure. DNot even the Vulcans know of one, All records have
been lost during the passing of infinity... Infinity. A long time.

The infinity of life - and death...." He seemed to pull himself to-
gether again before continuing, "It s undetectable. ..tlll it's too late
veesand I'm totally, completely helpless...."

His voice finally broke and McCoy's head sank into his hands and
the tears freely flowed across his cheeks, It was the first time he'd
alloeed himself to cry over this. The first time he'd allowed himself
to leave the road of professionalism.

Jim sank to his knees beside his friend, surprising himself at his
own acceptance of the facts, now he knew them fully. He knew now of the
truth, that Bones had relayed to him the facts as they were known. The
time had come. The time both he, and Spock, had always dreaded,

Death. An ugly word, for it meant the ultimate separation, and he,
James Kirk, had always feared the day.
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Instead of screaming insanely down the corridors, however, as he'd
dreamt himself doing so many times before, he found himself with his
- arms around Bones, as his own tears began to fall. Each attempted, in
vain, to give comfort to the other. _

Between the sobs Bones talked, confused, erratic, "I should have
seen that something was wrong...when he first got back...,could've done
something...so damned helpless,..,nothing I can do...."

"You couldn't have known, Bones. You just sai. it...it's undet-
ectable - till it's too late...." A sigh racked the young body as the
~truth sank further into his already numbed brain, "Why didn't you tell
me before,..I might have been able to help him... There's nuch to be
said.ees"”

The brilliant blue eyes met the misted hazel ones and their owner's
arms encircled the yellow-clad shoulders,

"It was his wish, Jim, that you didn't know until...the time...was
near, He loves you, Jim...loves you too much to see you suffer.”

Jin's head fell onto the older man's shoulder, mentally acknow-

- ledging what his friend had gone through - for him. Both of them had
suffered, to prevent him suffering. He felt very young all of a sudden,
very vulnerable, very helpless,

Bones felt as if he'd unavoidably been placed intc the role of the
father that Jim had lost, and he found his hand running through the
unruly locks of golden hair, And he felt the need to talk, to reassure
the young man before him that what had been done was for him, because
of him, . ‘

"Spock knows how you feel, Jim. 4And I can see that there is a
great deal more than friendship between the pair of you. I think,
perhaps, Spock has come to replace Sam, to become the brother that you
needed so badly. I've been a bystander for quite a while now...."

Jim looked up then, pained, but Bones continued quickly as the weary
head returned to the shoulder of support. "Don't worry, Jim. I've
liked it that way. I've been so happy for the two of you. To see you
happy, content in each others company, revelling in the life that you
share, that has sustained me through a great deal. And you never shut
me out, I couldn't share what you have - but you were always there if
I needed you. Know that I will be near now when you most need someone;
that I feel even deeper for the,,.,.,loss you will have to face,"

The words had been somewhat inappropriate, but they had also
needed to be said, and Bones couldn't bring himself to regret saying it.

"Where is he, Bones?' The young head slowly rose once more, and
the body had pulled itself upright, shaking with reaction, as Bones
"~ himself had done in sickbay. The question had been inevitable, and it
did not surprise the doctor. He simply whispered, "Sickbay."

Jim wiped the tears of grief from the eyes full of emotion and
pulled his shirt straight before exiting his cabin. He walked like an
0ld man instead of the vibrant Captain that he was.

It seemed to take forever to reach the ship's hospital and when
the doors eventually did beckon him, he found himself hesitating outside
them, steeling himself for the moment that he'd willingly trade the
universe to avoid. Finally, after taking a deep breath, he stepped
through the sterility field and into the medical complex.

Nurse Chapel stepped forward to greet her Captain, but he shook
his head and walked past her, instinctively knowing where to go.
Christine was as oblivious as everyone aboard ship to what was occurr—
ing in the private room.

The door of that private room was painted red for it 'signified the
domain of those in intensive care normally. This, however, wasg not
normal, but the macabre abnormal. Kirk walked through the door and
stood just inside it, allowing his eyes to become accustomed to the
dimmed lighting. The bed was definitely occupied and his heart missed
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a beat as he recognised the elegant ears of his dearest friend, Spock's
breathing was shallow, but regular, and it was obvious that he slept -~
or was, perhaps, in the depths of meditation., Either way he would not
know that there was anyone present for a while. And that was exactly
how Jim wanted i1t - for a while,

James Kirk stood beside the bed, his hands behind his back, lest
he be tempted to touch the perfect face upon the pillow, and disturb
the untroubled 'sleep'. The Vulcan looked so peaceful there; lying,
seemingly oblivious to the fate that awaited him in...how long? Weeks?
Days? ...or perhaps only hours.... He shivered, and looked at the face
and beyond. He could see behind those eyes, in part, into the mind that
was closed to all others. But he was willing himself to be able to
communicate how he felt.

‘ *What am I to do, Spock? My life will end with yours, as surely
as if my heart itself stopped beating....*

He had to fight back the tears as Spock stirred, and the Vulcan's
eyelids slowly opened. He did not turn however. He simply whispered
one word,

1" Jlm R n
- "I'm here, Spock!" Kirk took the hand that lay beside the still,
lean body into his. Spock squeezed it gently.

"McCoy has informed you of the,..situation?®

"Y,..Yes, Spock. I know of it...."

This time the head did turn towards Jim, but as he met the eyes that
dominated the 'alien' face, he realised with a start that they were
sightless. ‘

- "Spock...Y..You're blindl" :

"Do not fret, my friend. I have had prior experience of this part-
icular infringement on my life, Unfortunately, my second eyelid will
not rise this time." Jim shivered as he recalled the incident Spock
was referring to. He had lost his brother on Deneva and had caused
Spock's blindness. Now he was to lose his brother again.... "I can see
you, Jim. As clearly as ever. I always did think you a handsome man...
that smile of yours, and that lock of hair...." He stopped himself in
mid-sentence. Then continued, haltingly. "Forgive me, Jim. It is
not...like me...to reduce myself to emotionalism...and yet, though I
apologise, I do not regret that which I have said."

This time it was Jim who squeezed the hand which he held in his.
"There is nothing 1o regret. I féel so pleased that you can think of
me in that way.... It means an awful lot to me...especially now,..."

"Jim, please do not avoid the subject. The...time...is very near
now. Time is too short for us to be false with one another, and now
is not the time to begin acting like that towards each other, after all
these years,"

Kirk looked deep within the dark eyes. They had always been so
vital, so alive...had always provided the means by which the special
Vulcan had been able to revel in which he 'loved' most - the scientific
and the curious occupations of his 1ife. Now all that was already lost
to him.

"I want to face this, Spock...but how can I? I've always tried
to accept the fact that...death...could claim either of us at any time.
But I'd always hoped it would claim me first. Especially now....

"Hell, I'm sorry. That sounds so damned selfish, so self-centred
teeS0seqs"

"Jim! You must never speak like that of yourself., I...have always
felt the same way. It is fortunate for me that my wish has been
granted,"

"But how can I live without you, Spock? You are mel"™ He sighed
then, "It sounds as though I'm crying out for pity. I'm not, and
yet.... It is I who should be helping you, and instead I'm proclaim-
ing my grief!" :
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"Jim, my friend...my brother..,you're helping me more than you could
ever know, just by being here, just by being you. And please do not
feel the need to apologise. Friends should never feel that need, Real
friends understand, caa feel the other - what they're doing and think-
ing.... I know that you're looking at me and I can see you as I have
so many times before. I know that there is no pity in your eyes, just
that unique affection that you keep for the few, I feel honoured and
privileged to be one o the few in your life. I know that you're think-
ing of all the times we've shared danger - and escaped. We've. always
returned together befcre...,but this time youw will have to return alone.."

James Kirk was crying now. He could stop himself no longer, but
he felt no embarrassment or regret.

"The meld, Spock® Is that how you know?"

, "Mainly, Jim. The meld is powerful between us...and even death
will not break it entirely...does that concern you?"
__ "I've never been so happy, Spock. It's the one morsel of hope that
I have, now."
‘ "I am pleased, It is more than the meld alone, however, 1 said
before, in your cabin, that there was a special rapport between us.
Do you still feel that?" Jim immediately nodded in agreememt. "That
is good. Things will be easier.,.for both of us."

Not sure of what ais Vulcan meant by that, he found himself asking
the one question that Spock, had, in part, been fearing.

"What Spock? What will be easier for us?" :

Spock moved sligh®%ly ~ and groaned. The pain was worse now, and
. the few injections that McCoy still allowed him no longer helped, Jim
moved nearer in suppors. The Vulcan brought his other hand over towards
Jim and wiped the tears from his cheek before holding on to the young
shoulder,

"Before I ask you what I have to ask, I must tell you this. Though
no-one knows the full signs and syl symptoms of this disease, 1 do know that
they will be...unpleasant...."

"It won't affect ae, Spock! I'11 stay at your s1de...through
everything!" ‘

"I know that - but you must allow me to continue, Jim. I must tell
you this to...attempt to explain.... My sight has already left me, my
hearing, too, is impaired. Soon my co-ordination will become affected...
and my speech...."

"But that means...."

"Yes, my perceptive friend., My brain will become affected...long
before the end...."

Jim's mind screared in protest, *No! DNot the ultimate destruction!
Not for Spock! God, ro!* It shouted contempt at whatever deity watched
over them. *Not the cestruction of his logic, his intellect, his reason,
his very will! His very soul will be destroyed. No! Death itself would
be preferable. He could accept that - but not in that way.*

The meld had told Spock what Jim had been thinking, and he placed
his fingers gently upcn the cheek of the grief-wracked human.

' "You understand, Jim. It is difficult for you to accept that fact,
but please derive solace from it. You do understand. And that is so
important - you must understand when I ask you what I must."

Taking a deep breath, Jim spoke very quietly, very carefully.

"Ask Spock, Just ask."

"Jim, my...brother...please allow me dignity, the dignity so imp-
ortant to my race, to ne. Allow me to die now, before I lose all....

I could not contemplaie a life, no matter how short, without my intel-
lect, Do not force me to live longer...than,..now."

"Y,..you want me to...Kill you?!"

"No. Kill me, no. I'm asking you to allow me to die - there is

a difference.”
- 14 -



Jim sank his head onto the side of the bed, shocked, drained, and
Spock placed his hand upon the head - exactly as Bones had done only an
hour before. His thoughts were tangled and confused.

¥Futhanasia...he's asking me to perform euthanasia.... It's not
the easy way out, though - far from it. He's providing a means of
lessening the agony for others...for me. It's his wish to leave us in
this way, so have I the right to stand in his way, to oppose him?...

But can I do i1t?...* Kirk's hand was convulsively clenching, and he
found himself squeezing the Vulcan's hand hard, as if it were the only
way he could prove to himself that the Vulcan was still with him - for
the present at least. *I cannot contemplate a life alcne, and yet I
cannot stand by and see him in pain if ? have the means within my grasp
to prevent it., Terror would be there, too, besides the pain. Yes, even
for him there would be terror. It would rear its head as the faculties

- so important to him continued to fail him. I cannot allow that...can
I?ie*% .
"Jim, I do not want to force your decision, but I must know soon.,
There is not much time."

Their eyes met once more, sightless though Spock's were, and even
though Jim had found himself momentarily contemplating the unified sleep
of eternity, he could instantly see in those eyes that Spock would not
have Jim's death with his, He wouldn't have it - and he couldn't have
it.

Jim found his voice., "Spock, we've faced so much together; we've
been together longer than I can remember, I cannot contemplate us...
not together! McCoy was right. You have come to replace Sam, in fact
you've become more of a brother than even he was., It's hard for me to
have 3o face losing a brother again,..and yet, how can I oppouse you in
this, if it is what you really wanto%

"Do you have to ask?

"No, I know, I think I always have. Deep down I've always known
the way you'd want things to be in a situation such as this. I've just
not been able to face it before. What can I say...." He breathed a
long shuddering sigh., "I answer yes to your request. I promise to do
as you ask...because of you...." :

Strangely, he no longer cried. And yet perhaps it wasn't so strange
‘after all. The need to cry was no longer pregsent because he had prom-
ised to do what Spock most wanted him to, What he most needed now was
strength enough - for both of them - to carry this through.

But his answer wasn't quite enough, There was something else held
within the depths of brown, and that something didn't have to be orally
stated., Jim knew what it was instinctively. Spock was asking him,
begging him not to join him in- eternal darkness. Reassurance was des-
perately needed,

"Spock, my friend, I promise you...to face the future...for you.

I will live my life - and yours! Whatever I do, wherever I go, you will
be there, by my side, as always!"

"That is all I want to know Jim." He smiled then, that beautiful,
meaningful, affectionate smile which he showed to only one men in all
the universe, And Jim found himself responding, despite everything.

He didn't feel depressed or unhappy any longer, for this was what Spock
wanted, this was the way it had to be, for both of them.

Spock could sense his friend's eyes on him, and he luxuriated in
the feeling of pure love which flowed over him. It was unfair in many
respects that a situation like this was the one to cause him to admit
his true feelings, Now was not the time, however. His Captain would
gsoon find out. It will not be long, Jim. You will soon join me. It
is our destiny to be together through all time.*

They squeezed each others hands again, offering the silent agree-
ment, the private pact. It was all the strength Spock had left. He
could do no more.

- 15 -



I'11 be back, Spock...in a moment."
The Vulcan didn't have to ask the human where he was going. It
was what he himself wanted...it would not take long.

Jim walked in a kind of daze. He felt doubt in himself, Would
he be able to carry it through? But in the same instant he realised
that the special love that bound the two of them together would give
him the courage to carry out Spock's last wish.

The outer room was deserted, Bones had obviously arranged every-
thing. The medicine cabinet was unlocked, too, Realisation struck
home, McCoy had known all along what Spock had intended, had known that
he would ask his Captain to carry it out. His supposition was sub-
stantiated by the fact that a hypospray, filled with Neural Paralyser,
stood reddy. An overdose was lethal for Vulcans, but it would be
painless and swift,

_ Kirk looked at the hypospray for several seconds before attempting

to pick it up. When he did attempt it, his hands were shaking so much
that he dropped it to shatter the silence which thickened the air
around him. The sweat dripped from his brow and he bent to retrieve it,
Finally, with it safely held between unsteady fingers he turned back
towards the blood-red door.

Spock continued to stare at the entrance 1o his room, and he sensed
immediately that James Kirk had re-entered.

"I told you once, Jim, after our visit to Omicron Cetl IIT, that
that was the first time in my life that I had been happy. 1 was wrong.
I realise that now. I've been happy ever since I've known you - it's
just that I've never been able to admit it - till now, Come, sit beside
me again." ,

Jim complied, only too pleased to see that Spock wanted 'to delay
the inevitable a little longer. The long, tender fingers once more
. caressed his cheek, ran through his hair, savouring that which was, and
always would be his own., Then the hand dropped suddenly . to pat Jim's
hand in which the hypo lay. It was the final, silent reQueSt, and Jim
knew it. He knew, too, that he couldn't let his friend down, that it
was not the time to think of himself - only Spock. He took a deep,
deep breath and gripped the hypo more tightly before gently pulling his
hand away from the Vulcan's., Placing it gently against the arm, lying
unmoving now, he pressed the plunger home. - It hissed quietly in the
deathly silence, and Jim found himself shivering slightly.

Spock smiled, and raised his hand with the remaining strength he
had left. Jim took it in both his eagerly, and listened to the breath-~
ing of his friend as it began to slow into the rhythm of...sleep. He
whispered four short, sweet words:

"I love you, opock,"

The Vulcan's face was stranyely peaceful. He'd accepted what had
to occur, and was thankful for what Jemes Kirk had done for him. Jim's
face, too, was calm, but within hinm his soul was in torment, But his
eyes never left the face of his dearest friend, He walted for 'the
moment', hardly breathing himself, now, and dreaded it. As he watched,
the dark windows, sightless for so long now, closed, and the breathing
ceagsed, Spock's hanl grew cold in. his,

Jim's body arched in agony and he sat up quickly. "No!" He hugged
the still body and whispered again "I love you, Spock." He felt empty,
alone, as if all others were gone, as if he were the only person left
in the entire universe - in all infinity. His heart felt cold, his mind
numbed and confused. hAnd yet, despite the grief he found himself smil-
ing gently, and ensconced in an aura of happiness as he realised that
he had been able to carry out what Spock had wanted. The very special
Vulcan was at peace now -~ sleeping peacefully, dreaming peacefully,
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free from pain. And he was as dignified in that sleep as he had been
in his unique life., Kirk nestled into the Vulcan's chest, their hands
still entwined.... -

It was there that Bones lMcCoy found them,

M'Benga and Nurse Chapel had accompanied him into the room, but
when Bones saw the embrace before him he said but one word, "Quti"
Shocked, stunned, they could do nothing but obey. Neither knew who the
two bodies upon the bed were, o

McCoy's legs were shaking, and threatening to give out on him at
any moment, but he forced himself forward, knowing thet he would have
to be the one to break the embrace - otherwise it would never be broken.
His hand reached out, hesitantly, and laid upon the young shoulder,

It was not wracked with sobs as Bones had expected it to be and for a
moment he feared that Jim had chosen to join the Vulcan in the eternal
sleep - but no. That was not the way it would be. He knew only too
well, knew Spock tco well.

The head rose slowly until its owner was sitting upright, then it
turned, as if in slow motion, to stare at Bones. There were no tears.
It wasn't entirely sane. McCoy's heart missed several beats,

"B...Bones...I'm glad you came. You knew, didn't you!" It wasn't
a question.

"I knew. He didn't tell me his intentions - but I knew."

hs they spoke, Jim's fingers wandered to the face on~e more, perhaps
attempting to establish the meld once more, perhaps just forming a final
~hysical link before he prised the stiff fingers from his other hand,
as he knew he'd have to. .

"1 want to thank you, Bones. For him, for me...but there aren't
words enocugh.... It was what he wanted, and what I had to do,... S0
long.... SO many years.... S0 many missions.... Must leave you now,
my friend.... Don't want to but I know I must - to keep my promise,..."
- The words were becoming disjointed, and McCoy watched both men anxiously,
fear growing within him., As he watched, Jim brought his one hand down
from the calm,cold face, and broke the death grip. There was a small
crack as the fingers broke,and Jim jumped as he realised what he had
done, Pulling himself suddenly to his feet, bumping into Bones as he
did so, and making him, tco, jump violently, he backed away slightly.
The hazel syes never left the still form.

"TPake care of him for me, Bones.... I'll take him home,..."

Captain Jemes T. Kirk backed even further from the bed ~ and ran.

The observation deck again., Always the place to host the Starship
Captain in.times of distress, or important decisions for which he could
- find no solution. Usually it was the only place upon the ship where he
could find real peace, real tranquility in the face of 'danger'. But
not this time. Not now. Not after...that., Even the beckoning stars
did nothing for his tortured mind or soul. They just seemed to shine
forth and accentuate the fact that one life no longer shone.

*¥Did I do right? Even if that was what he wanted, did I have the
right to do that?¥ Self-doubt was beginning to manifest itself, It
was inevitable, He paced the corridor, his hands held tightly behind
his back. *What have I done?* '

He was thankful that the deck was completely deserted, but as these
thoughts were pulring through his brain a door slid aside at the oppo-
site end of the deck, and a young ensign entered. She exited quickly,
however, when she saw her Captain's face as he turned towards her,

She had never seen such grief -and guilt etched into a man's face before
- and she hoped she'd never see it again. Perhaps she should contact
Mr, Spock? But no. It was not her place to interfere with her Captain.
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I did not wish you to suffer, my friend, and that is why I asked
McCoy not to tell you until the time was near. Give him counsel for
“ he has endured much for us both in the past - and especially now,

He has borne this alone for a number of days, Jim. He is a good man,
and a special friend...... I only wish I could have brought myself
to tell him so. But I hope he is as perceptive as I believe him to
be..." He hesitated again. This time it seemed to be hard for him
to get his breath. Jim shuddered to sce the effort that it took the

" man on the screen to complete the message that was so important to
“him, to both of them. Spock placed his hands at the side of his face,
index fingers together, and looked directly at the screen again,

"And you, Jim? You are the unique man whom I've had the honour
to call friend, whom I've come to know as my brother. You have
integrity, the love of life and your fellow man, the concern for all
which makes the greatest of leaders. You lead your ship, you lead
your life. Those under you would follow you into hell if it was
necessary. 1 am only sorry that I was not given that opportunity for
I would have done so gladly. Instead I can only pledge to look over
you, to watch over you.

I knew that you would agree to what I asked you to do, I knew
before I asked, and it meant a great deal to me to be able to know
that, Thank you for that, also. I would not wish you to grieve for
long, Jim. And do not doubt that you did the right thing. It was
logical for me to...g0...before I became a burden on yourself, and the
ship.

? I want to ask you one final request, my friend. I want you to
enjoy your life and take pleasure in it, as you always have, Life is
its own answer, and you will discover that one day. Accept that fact
~ for both of us. Continue to do alone what we would have done together,
-and know that I am with you. HRevel in it all - and I can lie in peace
as I await you. We will live forever, together, when the times comes,
for a love such as we have does not die with death. Till that tine
‘comes, then live life for both of us.

And remember one thing, James Kirk, I love you."

The veiwscfeen held Spock's image for a few seconds more, then
finally winked out. Jim had remained totally silent throughout, unable
to speak even if he had wanted to. And he hadn't, Those words were

far too precious to be needlessly interrupted.

He pulled himself upright, removing his hand from the viewscreen
where his hand had been caressing the image of his special friend.
He had just heard things that he had begun to think he would never
“hear - and he rejoiced. He rubbed eyes, wet with...what? Grief?
Despair? No. A tear of pure joy had escaped. "Spock had felt as he
himself had, and that knowledge brought joy to his heart that he'd
begun to think he'd never feel.

Jim held the tape very carefully between his fingers. Then
whispered three words as he knelt down, bathed with the gentle light
of the idlomputt, its flicker caressing him as Spock's fingers had.

"I promise, Spock."

¥ ¥ * * * * ¥ ¥ ¥ *
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A PHOMISE KEPT

by

Karen Hayden

The 1ife that I have,

- Is all that I have,
And the life that I have
Is yours.

The love that I have
0f the life that I have,
Is yours and yours and yours.

A sleep I shall have,

A rest I shall have,

Yet death will be but a pause;

For the peace of my years,

In the long, green grass :
Will be yours and yours and yours.

Author unknown.

WK

"ETA at Vulcan, Mr. Sulu."

Sulu's voice was subdued as he answered his commanding officer.
"3.52 days, Sir."

"Very good. You have the con. until further notice,”

None of the bridge crew were surprised to hear such orders, They
had seen little of their Captain since they had received notification
from sickbay of their Firgt Officer's death. It had been a shock to all
of them, They hadn’t known of his illness, but had definitely realised
that something was wrong. And he hed been so conspicuous in his absence.
Now they were beginning to adjust to the fact that that absence was now
permanent, that Mr, Spock was dead. What they could not accept was their
Captain's grief, There had been no details., But none were needed to
clarify the fact that none of them wanted to admit. And as true as the
fact was that Mr. Spock was dead, then equally true was the fact that
half of Captain ¥Kirk was dead also, It was evident to all.

Uhura found her eyes misting aguin as she watched the retreating
back of James Kirk. That back was so straicht, his shoulders held so
high, his head so erect. But she could see past the calm command image
that he portrayed for his crew. OShe could see that his soul was torn,
his heart cracked, his mind numbed. OShe had handled the messages to and
from Admiral Stockden at Starfleet Command. She knew what others didn't.
She knew that Jim Kirk had fousht to obtain permission to return Spock's
body to Vulcan - and she knew full well that if they hadn't received that
permission they would still be 3.52 days away from Vulcan now. If only
she could help., If only she knew the details and reason for Spock's
death she could, perhaps, help her friend and Captain.... But that
could not be, And she knew it.

As soon as the turbolift doors closed behind him, Jim allowed
himself to sag against the bulkhead. It was getting to be more of a
strain every day to enter that bridge., The thrill of sitting in his
command chair was non-existent. The glow was gone from his life., A
special, very significant part of him was gone.
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Was I only three days since his death? In some respects it seemed
as if three centuries had passed,

As the 1ift drew to a halt on deck five, he schooled his features
to meet his crew, and placed his hands behind his back to stop them
shaking. Iils stops were hesitant as they walked along the corridor,
and he noticed several pairs of eyes look in his direction. ‘Vihere
was their Ceptain's confident gait', they seemed to ask. But then they
remembered, and averted those eyes.

As he neared the one special door on the entire ship, locked
against al. but his entry, he slowed his progress. He hadn't entered
that cabin, Spock's cabin, since that evening when he had played the
tape left by Spock. It wasn't that he had felt himself to be an
intruder - that thought had been completely dispelled on that very
visit. He was afraid. Afraid to enter into the Vulcan world aboard
the ship; afraid to feel Spock's presence; afraid to remember too well.
It would take time, And time was short, He would have to prepare
Spock's possessions to hand over to his parents, together with his...
body. No-cae else could do it. He wouldn't allow anyone else to touch
his possesc.ions, to enter into his domain. That room was all that was
left of hir now - in the physical sense, at least, and it was sacred.
He knew thot Spock was always with him end would probably think his
actions illogical - he shivered at the familiar word - but for now he
had to continue with his illogic. Still three days left. Three days
could be ar eternity...or no time at all.

He forced his feet forward. Then stopped again outside his own
cabin as the door dilated before him. That cabin was empty now., There
was nothing there that he needed, or wanted,. Only one place aboard
this ship could give him solace. He retraced his steps, looking long-
ingly again at the door to the Vulcan's cabin as he passed it, and
entered the turbolift.

Doctor Leonard McCoy looked up as $he door opened and tensed as
he saw Jim standing there,... He had dreaded this day. He had known
it would coue and was somewhat surprised that it hadn't come before....
But then he realised that it was not surprising at all., -

He hedn't seen Jim Kirk since that night and had received only
vague rumours of the Captain roaming the decks of his ship at all hours
of the nigl and day - except for the rare snd very short visits he.had
made to the bridge. Captaln Kirk had spent much of the time on the
observation deck - a place that most of the crewmembers now avoided since
the encountor James Kirk had had with a young female ensign there.

Bones felt a stab of gullt that Jim had been coping with their
Pirst Officer's death on his own, but he, Leonard McCoy, had had his
own guilt 14 grief to contend with. And Jim had never made the effort
to come to liim. He did not know that Jim had gone to the sickbay on
there separaite occasions during that three day period and had retreated
each time i fear and trepidation. And that he, too, felt guilt that
he had not ~one to his friend's side.

He stood there now, as tense as Bones was, his hazel eyes glazed,
his hair rvifled., DBones' own brilliant blue eyes misted as he stared
at his friend, once so proud and strong, but nwso...lost.

Using the desk as a much-needed support he pulled himself to his
feet, and gestured Jim into the room, pointing to a seat opposite him,
But Kirk remained immobile. Very quietly he spoke.

"I wa1t to see him, Bones."

The time had come. McCoy's shoulders sagged. Then he nodded,
and approached the doorway to his right that led to the mortuary. He
hesitated t¢ make sure that Jim was following.  He was, slowly, but he
looked as i€ he would collapse at any minute. His face was pale, his
forehead beaded with sweat, his hands clenched tightly. But now was not
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the time to give aid and Bones knew it - the doctor stepped through the
door, - = - ‘
It was in this stark, ¢old, sterile, featureless room that he had
spent over two hours carrying out the mandatory autopsy on his friend,
Though he had dreaded doing it, and had found himself shaking each time

he had hegitated, he had known thet it was something he ggi to do - for
Spock, for Jim, and for himself, None other could have performed such

a task.

i The Vulcan lay upon a table in the exact centre of the room,

Bones had not been able to bring himself to place Spockdn. the cryogenic
chamber, as was normal, but had, instead, lowered the temperature of the
entire room to that which was required, and had left him lying in the
dignified pose that was so very fitting.

Jim froze just inside the doorway, staring at his friend, lying
there as if in state. Spock was in peace now, free from pain, and Jim
found himself having to continually remind himself of that fact,

Bones turned, his heels scraping on the floor and causing a grating
noise . to . reverberate around the room and stir the thin sheet which.
covered the supine form. The hazel eyes were wet now, but the lips
were parted in a smile of pure love. Bones had been so afraid that a
breakdown would occur, bubt instead it proved to be what was most needed
by the grief-filled man.

Suddenly he moved forward, slowly passing Bones, and rcached
hesitantly down to pick up the cold hand - a duplication of an act that
he had performed only three days before., This was the first time he had
looked upon Spock's face since he had run from that room and he was now
revelling in what he was experiencing.

Bones, perceptive as always, left for a few minutes, and returned
with a blanket from sickbay. Silently, he placed it around his young
friend's shoulders as he sat beside the table, and gently squeezed the
yellow clad shoulder in silent understanding. Then he left, closing the
door behind him.

The room was silent. Silent except for the guiet breathing of the
one man still alive in a duo which had no equal in the universe, That
man of grief-wracked breath said no words, for the bord, still strong
‘tetween them, meant there was no need, There would never again be the
‘need for words, for the link would last forever, They would be together,
forever.... They both knew that and believed.

In the link, however, Jim found himself ‘volc1ng' hlS greatest fear
again., Had he made the right decision? He had performed the task as
Spock himself had requested; he had done as he had been asked to do,
in the way he had been asked to do it. But, he realised, he had done
it with few questions and little doubt. The idea of going to Vulcan
for help had never entered his heads; mneither had he thought of going
to the greatest medical minds in the galaxy for advice., He had taken
Spock's word, as Dr, McCoy had done, and they had taken it as fact.

Under normal circumstances he would not have now been questicning that
special Vulcan's words.. But the circumstances were not.,.normal. The
disease might well have affected his logic, his reasoning capacity, much
sooner then he hed anticipated. He might have been wrong and they hadn't
checked!

The guilt, heaped upon him by his thoughts of grief, caused his
head to fall in weary dejection upon the chest beneath his hand., It
was unmoving, cold. The life-forces were gone now. But the mental forces
were more than alive! Spock's voice was inside his head; his emotions,
too - those kept restrained for so long - they were being released now
even ezsier than Spock had been able to release them near the end of his
life. He needed no more battles in his life to keep his human side in
check. Now he could show himself as he really was! The voice was
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issuing forth its message very vehemently indeed, and it caused Jim to
clutch the Vulcan's hand even tighter in reaction.

¥"Jim, you made a promise to me. You must not gricve so., The
decision was the only one possible for both of us, and you did all you
could have done before making it...as,..Bones did."* There was only
the slightest hesitation over the ‘'nickname' of their mutual friend.
*You asked the questions you should have asked., There is no doubt
in my mind. Please ease the doubt from yours. I love you all the
more because of what you did and we will be together when the time
comes., Till then, keep your promise, Jim., It is important to both
of us...."¥

Then the voice was gone. Jim looked hesitantly around the room,
but there was no-one there. Only one person could have said those words
to him. It hadn't been imagination, or delusion, It had been real
and Jim knew it., It had been Spock's voice! :

Pulling himself upright and looking down at the calm, dignified
face lying upon the white sheet, halowd by the perfect black hair, Jim
felt a surge of happiness within his heart and the grief seemed to
dissipate greatly. A4ll that Spock had said to him near ‘the end', and
on the tape which he now kept so carefully within his cabin, was being
enhanced by what was now happening. Releasing the hand he 'had held
for so long he whispereds

"I can keep the promise now, Spock, and I will!" With that
parting phrase he headed for the door, his head erect and proud once
more, knowing that though he would still grive for his friend, he could
cope with that grief now, and could cope with his life too. He also
knew that he would not need to see Spock again., The face of his friend
was forever implanted upon his mind and could always see it - and he
had his voice, too, now, thanks to that final visit, and the bond,

Now it was time to give Bones the help that he so desperately needed,
as he had promised Spock that he would.

The office was empty and Jim felt panic quickly rising. Then he
realised what it must have cost Bones to have seen his two friends
together again like that. He must have retreated to his cabin with his
grief, unable to face that room, or even sickbay et that time.

The poor doctor had had to withstand it all alone. The death of
Spocks the autopsy; ' the never-ending questions from the crew, He'd
had to withstand all that, just as he'd had to withstand the fact that
Spock was dying and could do nothing to help. All alone, for even his
good friend, Montgomery Scott, could not have helped at that time.-

The only man who could have helped him was wracked by his own breed of
grief and could help no-one. Not even himself.

Jim pulled himself more erect. That is not true now, he told
himself. I can help now, and I will! He had taken too long already.

Turning to ensure that the door had closed securely behind him
he smoothed it gently with his fingertips, a loving smile upon his lips,
Then he resolutely headed for the door, and the turbolift beyond.

He hesitated outside the door of his Chief Surgeon's cabin. It
had been a long time since he'd been in there, Captain James Kirk
took a deep sigh, hefted the bottle under his other arm and knocked.

Bones was surprised enough by the suddenness and unusual mode of
the knock to drag himself to the door and open it. He couldn't keep a
smile from lighting his features when he saw who his caller was.

"Thanks for coming, Jim...means a 1ot to me.” Then hisg face took
on a bemused look. "Why the knock?"

Kirk grinned. "Thought I'd get your curiosity aroused...and it
worked, didn't it!" Then he patted the slender bottle. "Hearly dropped
this, mind! Got a couple of glasses? The pale blue fluid glinted in
the light, and Bones nodded gquickly, moving to his dresser.
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"Just what the doctor ordered! 3it down, Jim. Make yourself
at home." He was trying to provide an aura of enforced cheerfulness,
and Jim appreciated the effort the doctor was making for both of them.
But he also knew that that atmosphere would not last for long., His mind
wandered back to the time when Bones had done this very thing for him
when he had had his command taken from his by the M5 computer. Strange.
The benefits of alcohol were dubious but on such occasions, it was the
only thing that could get the tongue moving in the mode of mental
release, _

Kirk settled into the chair that had been proffered by his friend,
and watched as the doctor spilled some of the liquid and swore quietly
to himself, So characteristic of him...but he had changed. His hair
was greyer. He was...older. Was it the occurrences of the last few
days which had enhanced it - or had he been so preoccupied with Spock's
company in recent months that he had begun to ignore this Georgian
gentleman? No. He knew deep down that that was untrue. Bones had
said himself during the conversation they had had when he had learnt
that Spock was soon to die, that he was happy for his two friends -
grateful that they had found love together that few ever found. The
words came drifting back. *".,..And you never shut me out. I couldn't
share what you have ~ but you were always there if I needed you.,.,."¥

Bones handed him his drink, and broke his chain of thought,

"Penny for them." Jim looked at him for a few seconds then shook
his head. Bones nodded himself, in understanding, and sat beside his
friend. Silence engulfed them like an all-encompassing blanket., Then
“McCoy coughed. '

"H...How long till we gut to Vulcan?" The words were quiet9 spoken
in reverence to their friend - and they had been hard,

"Only three days...not long now.... I..I informed the Ambassador
of..,his death...and he has made arrangements for us to beam directly to
his home." He still couldn't bring himself to 'say 'Spock's death'.
Whenever he thought of it, it was always with the prefix of *he' or 'his'.

And Bones had noticed that once agzin and looked up with pained eyes.
Then something seemed to register with him and he sat forward slightly.

" Us‘?ll

"Of course. You will be coming with...us...won't you?!" Without
waiting for a reply he carried on. "Sarek remembered the time when we
went to Vulcan with Spock,and helped him with the ceremony during his...
Plak Tow,and there is always an open invitation fur both of us there,
You're as great a friend of Spock's as I am - and he wants you there,
wants us both there, as Spock himself would heve," The words were coming
easier for Jim now, but Bones did not look convinced., In fact his words
were slightly mocking as he said:

"Spock did not give me the impression that he wanted me anywhere."

Grief had worked its toll on the surgeon too. It was obvious to
Jim Kirk that he needed reassurance desparately,the same reassurance
that Jim himself had recelved from...other sources, His words were

gentle,
"You should know better than that, Bones. But come with me, and

I will prove it to you. I heave something you must sec¢." He rose quickly,
placing his untouched drink on the table. ' Bones looked sceptical,
unconvinced, but he rose to follow, after draining his drink in one gulp.
James T. Kirk led the way along the corridor to his own cabin, his
aim to play his very precious tapc to his other friend, Bones McCoy.
" He knew Spock would understand, and he didn't doubt that the Vulcan would
consider his decision most logical. He found himself smiling at the
thought, and he directed that smile at Bones., But the moo. of the
Georgian gentleman was broken and instead of returning the smile, he

scowled,
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4s they arrived at the door of Spock's cabin, Bones halted sudd-
enly, and backed across the corridor. Jim went to his side hurriedly,

"What's wrong, Bones?"

He pointed shakily at the door. "I haven't been past here since
seeSince.,.s That®s the first time I've been to my cabin...the first
time I've been past here...since,..." He faltered, choking on his words,

No other explanation was needed. Jim understood exactly. Bones
had evidently ensconced himself in his medical section since their
friend's death, unable to return toc his cabin, unable to face the crew,
having no-.ne to face it with, Kirk mentally chastised himself again
for placing himself in selfish isolation whilst Bones had so desper-
ately needed him. He went to his friend's gide and placed his arm
protectively around the older. man's shoulders, guiding him past the
Vulcan'’s cabin, and into his own.

‘ As always the room seemed to welcome the doctor with ‘open arms'.
Though sparsely furnished it held an atmosphere of friendship and com-
panionship, which, Bones suddenly realised, he had scorely missed. His
eyes wandered aimlessly arcund the room, soaking up the sight of it,
as - Jim went to his safe., Those brilliant blue eyes came to rest upon
Spock’s idlomputt,resting now upon Jim's dresser, and he realised the
gsignificance ¢of it immediately. He had to smile despite himself, The
eyes returned to his young Captain. It was then that he noticed that
the young man held a tape cartridge reverently between his flngers.

"Sit down, Bones,"

As McCoy dld so, Jim doused the room lights to leave them bathed
in the warm glow of the firepot. Then he placed the tape within the
viewer, activating it as he sat across from the doctor, and they both
watched the last taped message of their mutual friend. ,

As Kirk listened to the message again, for the first time since
*that night', he realised how wrong he had been to even think that Spock
had been wrong in his conclusions. And he knew, too, that he had been
wrong to doubt what Spock had told him and promised him. He found his
eyes misting, but held back the tears with great effort, for hig Chief
Surgeon's sake., He did, however, place his fingertips upon the Vulcan's
face for a brief moment, thlnklng.

Bones, too, found thoughts of his own pasging through his mind.
Thoughts. of the conversation he had had with the Vulcan, Spock, when he
had been told of the disease, and the inevitable death. Spock had made
it all too clear then just how much the doctor meant to him as friend
and cclleague, and just how much trust he had in him. And McCoy knew
just how wrong he had been to think that Spock had not cared, He felit
the salty droplets fall down his cheeks as he remembered that, and
realised how much this tape meant to James Kirk, and realised too, that
it meant a great deal to Jim to be able to share it with him now,

. With great difficulty Bones removed his eyes from the screen to
find Jim looking at him. They exchanged a weary smile, both knowing how
much it meant to each of them to hear just what they had meant to their
friend Spock. And seeing Bones' tears fall, Jim found his own etching
a path down his cheeks.

The tape ended, James T. Kirk rose swiftly and went 1o Bones'
side once more. They embraced, each needing the proffered shoulder,

The emotional outlet of the free~flowing tears enabled the grief held
within them to dissipate even more and both men were able to revel in
the love they both felt for their Vulcan - and the love that their
Vulcan had had for them. .

"I wanted to show you, Bones, that Spock did feel, and that you
meant so much to him, though he was never able to show you."

Bones eyes met those of his commanding officer, his features
softening. "He showed me, Jim. In more ways than I could ever describe.
I was just too stubborn and pig-headed to see it and acknowledge it...."
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He choked on his words and savagely brushed the tears from his eyes.
"It's too late now, though, isn't it?! Too late to show him!"

"No, Bones!" KXirk grabbed his arms. "He is here with us still!
His body may have died, but not his spirit. That is Spock, his
‘emotionalt will lives on, and always will! Please remember that,
Bones! He knows!" ‘ ' .

Relief dawned on Bones' face and he visibly cheered.

"Would you help me with something, plcase Bones?" asked James
Kirk., ’

, "Name it." With that simple answer McCoy vas acknowledging the
fact that Jim hed done his utmost to help him, and he now knew that it
was his turn to return the gesture, ' -

"Would you help me pack...3pock's possessions? Please. It has
to be done.,..but I don't think I could do it...alone." It was the
truth. It was the ultimate gesture, that which acknowledged the fact

" that Spock would definitely not return and Jim knew that it would be
a difficult task to perform. It would help both the men to be able to
carry it out together. ' ' - '

Doctor McCoy took a few seconds before he answered, while he
stared at the now blank viewing screen, reflecting on what had occurred.
Then he returned his gaze to Jim, who was standing so expectantly beside
him, s .

"1 would be honoured to help you, my friend, as I would be honoured
to accompany you - and Spock - to Vulcan,"

Their eyes met once more, and Jim found thet he could smile, A
bridge had been crossed, '

"Come on, then. I think now is the time, don't you?"

Bones simply nodded and exited at his friend's side.

_ Leonard McCoy paced outside his Casptain's cabin, then stopped to
reach for the buzzer once more. That made the third time he had tried.
5till no answer. Obviously Jim was not in - but then where was he?

He scowled at a crewman who passed him in embarrassment, and turned to
press the buzzer again, though he knew it would be useless. A voice
behind him made him start.

"looking for me, Boneg?"

Too startled to answer immediately, Bones found his eyes wandering
over the face of the handsome young man before him searchingly. The
hazel eyes shone with life once more, and the instantaneous, friendly
smile was firmly planted upon his lips. His whole stance had changed -
for the better. He was the Captain again!

The man in the green wrap-over shirt placed his hands upon his
hips, balancing lightly on the balls of his feet. "Well, Bones?" He
was teasing now. »

_ Without answering the question, McCoy posed one of his own, "Where
have you been? - I'd like to know what you think you're doing leaving a
man knocking at your door like this when you're not in! It's thoroughly
embarrassing!" Kirk's smile simply broadened, enjoying his friend's
tirade. "No doubt you've forgotten your invitation to me for a lunchtime
drink...."

Another crewman passed them as Jim stood there, feigning surprise
and forgetfulness, and placed his most innocent expression upon his face,
Then he took pity on his friend and gestured the doctor into his cabin.

As the door closed securely behind them, he said, "I've been busy,
Bones. Something I had to do...."

Warning bells sounded in the Chief Surgeon's brain but he forced
himself to ask the question, "What?"

There was no hesitation as Jim replied to him. "I had a duty shift
on the bridge to carry outi"
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The older man's face 1it up with his relieved, happy smile and
clapped a hand enthusiastically onto the green~clad shoulder.

"Sit down, Bones. I'd like to talk."

"Sure...." The doctor settled himself into the chair beside the
desk, his eyes resting on the idlomputt as Jim poured the promised drink,

"Thank you for last night, Bones. You helped me face up to things,
You helped me see things; that there is a lot ashead for us. For him,
too, I've a promise to keep,..." His words slowed down, as he became
momentarily thoughtful. He pulled himself together to continue. "I'd
begun to get self-indulgent in my grief; I began to pity myself,

That was derogatory to Spock's memory, besides being selfish., I aban~-
doned you when you most needed me...and I'm so sorry, It took Spock
himself to show me how wrong I had been!" McCoy made no attempt to
interrupt, knowing that Jim needed to say what he felt necessary, "You
know, Bones, I can hear him at my side! Those confident, sure steps of
his, always 2t my side.,.just as Edith said they would be.,..." Jim
became reticent again as more memories came flooding back, and as Bones
sew the look in his eyes, he judged ithat it was time for him to speak.

"What drew you to the bridge, my friend?"

"Spock...I'm nearest to him there, somehow, and it's where I
- belong. You heard his tape, Bones. He wanted me to carry on, to live
life for the both of us, and to enjoy life. I can't do that by being
withdrawn and refusing to face life. I realise that now. Yesterday made
me see that...and packing his belongings was the...end. And seeing him
like that...." He raised his shoulders high and proud with some effort.
"Nothinz to worry about now, Bones. I'm.,.myself again."

McCoy smiled at his friend, his whole face lighting up with the
pure joy that he felt for his commanding officer now that he had finally
accepted reality. He took a sip of his drink, and Jim did the same,
Their eyes locked across the rim of their glasses,and though no words
were uttered, they both knew that it was a significant gesture, a silent
toast for the future.

. Replacing the glass on the table, Bones rose from his seat, "Well,
must .get back to the grindstone!l™

Jim nodded, smiling again. "Don't go working too hard!"

Bones laughed - then stopped at the door,

"Thank you too, my friend." Then he was gone,

Only half a day before their arrival at the planet Vulcan. Kirk
felt apprehensive about that moment. It would be the final farewell.
ind he didn't want that time to come. But it was alsc the time when his
friend would be able to return to the planet that he had loved sc much,
and for that reason Jim looked forward to it. It was what Spock mogt
wanted, He had promised himself that he would take Spock home, that he
would return his body to the dust from whence he had come, should that
which they had both dreaded ever occur. Now it had occured and the time
was near,

The hazel eyes wandered over his domain, briefly stopping at each
console, checking the status of each - but those eyes remained on the
vacant science console for many minutes, and as each crewmembep noticed
that fact they carefully averted their eyes. In his mind's eye, Kirk
could see the lean, strong body, clad in science blue, carrying out his
duties, as he Lad always done. And as he thought of times gone by, he
felt rather than saw the 'presence' beside him, standing on his right -
as 'he' had done so many times before, supportive, normal. There was a
shadow. And the faint sound of Vulcan breathing. And the aurc of ...
familiarity. He knew it well. Subconsciously, he felt as though he
should look around that.bridge, to check if others could see what he
could, sense what he could. But he could not bring his senses to do as
he bade, could not bring his eyes away from that one spot to his right.
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Then he knew. Realisation gripped him thet it was all genuine. Spock
was there, And he smiled,

"Captain?.....51ir?......" Uhura looked at her Captain with some
concern. He seemed so preoccupied with something - or was it scmeone?

— at his right. It didn't occur to her immediately that it was an absurd
“thought for there was no-one, in fact, standing at his right, When it
did finally occur to her, she realised that it was not absurd at all,

for she could swear that she, too, could see a shadow there, One word
came instantly to mind - Spock! She rubbed her eyes, suddenly afraid

for a reason she couldn't quite define. ‘hen she looked sgain there was
nothing. But there had been...something.... .

"3ir?" She tried again. This time he responded, physically
shaking himself, to turn towards her. There was a shadow of a smile upon
his face, ‘

"Yes, Uhura? Forgive me. My mind was...elsewhere." She responded
tc his smile, knowing exactly where his mind had been.

"He're receiving communication from a Vulcan shuttle, sir, It's
Ambassador Sarek." She kept her voice deliberately gentle, not knowing
what the mention of the name of Spock's father would do to him., But
she was pleasantly surprised, and pleased too, to see no distunrbing
alarm evident on the handsome face. Instead he nodded, as if he'd been
expecting such a notification. ,

"Thank you, Lieutenant, DPlease relay it to0 my gquarters." He rose
0 his feet, and turned to stare once more at the science comsole. Then
he added: "Pleazse ask Doctor McCoy to meet me there. "

"Aye, aye, sir."

As Captain Kirk walked to the turbolift doors, Sulu stepped
smoothly to the command chalr. He was used to command now ~ and this
time it seemed especially significant for all of them. Jim turned around
just as he sat down, and he smiled contentedly to himself, grateful for
such an efficient crew.

Uhura watched the turbolift doors close on her Captain and her
mind wandered back to the day before, ©She had felt an intense sense
of elation then, when she saw Captain James Kirk walk through those very
doors, entering his bridge. He hadn't been dejected, or depressed, or
detached from command as he had been since their First Officer had died.
He had been proud, confident again. He had proved to all present that he
was the Captain of the 'Enterprise', as he would always be, Something
of great significance had occurred the night before, that she knew, and
though she had no idea what that something had been, she praised it.

He had approached his chair, locked directly at Spock's console - and
had smiled! 4 breakthrough had occurred, a bridge had been crossed,
and she knew that he would never have to cross that bridge again,

She, Lieutenant Uhura, communications officer on the bridge of the
USS 'Enterprise!' turned back to her console, a contented smile on her

face,

The image of Ambassador Sarek, dignified as always, was haloed
on the small viewscreen in Jin's quarters. Both the captain and the
ship's senior surgeon were listening earnestly to his words.

"Captain, Doctor. It will be...good to meet you again. Unfort-
uately, she who is my wife was unsble to accompany me. She i1s still
in...mourning.” The earth terms were causing him difficulty, but both
men could see that the Vulcan was making a great effort for their sakes,
It was obvious, that despite the fact that the Ambassador had served on
Barth for a good many years, he still found its terms of bereavement to
be difficulty, particularly when dealing with such a...personal subject.
"Amanda will meet us on our arrival. Please forgive my early arrival.

I understand that it is not according to...procedure, but it has been
so long...since I saw...my son." Jim was finding the uncharacteristic
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hesitation of this man to be unnerving,but it brought home to hinm Jjust
how much Spock's death had affected this man, just how much Spock had
meant to him. Kirk felt a momentary stab of guilt again, but it passed
quickly as he remembered anew the words that Spock had uttered to him.
Jim found himself looking at Bones, and both their eyes misted in
sympathetic unison. The doctor placed an encouraging, supportive hand
upon his arm.

We are honoured...to receive you aboard our ship,3ir. Please
bring your shuttle aboard. We will meet you on the hangar deck."
Then, séemingly on impulse he added: "We've taken good care of him,
Sir.," He didn't know why he had felt the need to say those last six
words, or even if he should have said them, but the reply they received
proved all,

"Thenk you, gentlemen, from the three of us....”

Qutside Kirk's cabin Bones halted. "Jim...I'11l go on back....
‘There are things to be done...."

Jim could see by the doctor's face th:t he wus not looking forward
to meeting Sarek - because of the circumstances. And he was finding it
difficult to cope with the feeling. But Jim could also see that Bones
wanted to spare Jim from being present when they ~ prepared - Spock's
body for his journey. And Kirk felt great sympathy for his friend -
and gratitude too., He acknowledged his gesture with a smile and a nod,
then he turned away and headed for the turbolift, ready for his lonely
journey down to the hangar deck. He knew that Bones would be waiting
for them in his office.

a8 the Enterprise Captain waited for the deck to pressurise his
mind wandered painfully back to the time when he had first met the Vulcan
Ambassador. So much had occurred during that journey to that neutrsl
planetoid of Babel; each separate occurrence holding a special vital
significence for all of them. It had been proven then that Spock and his
father really did feel a great deal for each other, despite the fact
that the Tulcan -ace professed to have no such feelings. But he had also
learnt that Spock loved him.  4and perhaps that love was even deeper
than that he held for his father.... And Spock had refused ‘o admit to
any illogic in the situation. Sarek had subsequently learned of the
situation. He hadn't spoken of it then or since, but he knew all - and
Kirk knew that 21l was accepted by that man. Suddenly he realised thet
he felt no more apprehension at this meeting.

Sarek was approaching him now; proud, regal almost; straight and
tall - and he was dressed in a black robe. Was he observing human trade
ition or did the Vulcans too observe that ancient Darth custom?
*Strange*, he thought. *Never entered my mind before....® ind neither
had he considered how a Vulcan funeral was conducted.... Logically, no
doubt, but.... He suddenly felt very frightened by the thought.

As the Vulcan hmbassador drew level with him, he performed the
now familiar salute of his people, and looked deeply into the familiar
hazel eyes.

"You honour me with your presence, Captain.®

Captain Kirk proudly returned the salutation by performing a
precise half-bow, Then, as he pulled himself erect once more, he looked
into the dark depths of Sarek's eyes and saw the strict emotional bar-
riers slip slowly down to reveal his grief,

"It means much to my wife ard I to have you with us...at thig time..."

Jim disguised his gratified pride by performing another bow as he
- fought back the tears which threatened to break forth, The details of
Spock's death hadn't been-fully explained as yet. Subspace radio had
its limitations, especially when dealing with such a delicate matter.
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Jim began to-wish that Bones was with him, How was he to tell this
maen that he, Jemes Kirk, had ultimately been the instrument of his son's
death?

Fully Vulcan again now, Sarek posed another question. "iand the
doctor?"

Kirk had to cough to clear his throat of the lump which had formed
there, Sarek did not miss it, or its cause. "He is in the sickbay, 5ir.
If you would accompany me there, he is...preparing everything for us...."

L silent nod was his answer, and the journey through the corridors
was made in mutual silence,

, Doctor Leonard icCoy was pacing the length of his office, appre-
hensive tension more than evident, his hands pleced firmly behind his
back. As the door slid aside and Christine Chapel walked in he stopped
abruptly, shock clearly upon his face.

"Chris... What are you doing here? There's no need to come on
duty yet...you know that."’

"I know that, doctor...buti've no - need - to grieve now...." She
coughed quietly and changed the subject. "I just wanted to tell you that
the Captain and...Ambassador Sarek have arrived."

"Yes...show then in would you," He couldn't bring hlmself to say
much more right now, but he resolved to speask to his nurse again later,
and perhaps try to help her. Chapel had been relieved of duty after she
had learnt of Spock's death. Her grief 2t his demise had wracked her
very soul it had seemed, and no amount of counselling or consolation
could help. She had needed privacy and time. Bones couldn't help
wondering whet had happened so suddenly to change all that,

She had exited, and her place at the door had been taken by the
two men she had spoken of. Bones nade a half bow of respect to the
Vulcan Ambassador, a clear sign of the high esteem Bones held for the man.

"Doctor McCoy. It is an honour to meet you again." Bones gestured
for the men to come further into his office as he flushed at the compli-
ment thst had been paid him. He wsnted to tell the ambassador that the
" honour was a mutual one, that he was relieved that he wes able to be
" with them at this tinme. ..that he was sorry.; but no words would escape
his constricted throat.

Sarek looked ot the craggy face of the chief surgeon, understanding
clearly upon his own. Jim found himself smiling in gratitude as he wit-
nessed that unique understanding. The Vulcan spoke.

"I would like to...talk. But there is something far more urgent
that I must do." Sarek's words were gentle and his. companions knew imm-
ediately what he meant. DBones turned to face the door and gestured Sarek
through it. Neither man attempted to follow him im for they both knew his
dire rnieed to be alone with the son who meant so very much to him.

James Kirk suddenly felt very vulnerable, ond he swung around the
office, as if seeking a means of escape from the weight which had suddenly
descended upon him. ~ Bones felt great pity for hlS friend well up within
him and he stepped to his side quickly.

"Go to your cabin, Jim. Sareck will know where to find you when the
time is right."

"Their eyes met, Jim's full of gratitude, Bones' full of under-
standing.  Kirk nudded wiping a hand across a brow that was wet, rubbing
eyes that were so...tired.

"Thank you, Bones."

Nurse Chapel wiped her eyes quickly as she heard the familiar
footsteps of her chief surgeon approach from behind her. She stopped
tidying the cabinet in front of her as he voice, quiet, comforting,
asked:

"Can I help?"
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Without turning, she answered him, duplicative quietitude in her
own hesitant voice. "No-one can help...him, now doctor." She sank into
a nearby chair,

"You're so wrong there, Chris," *A4t least I hope you are - for
someone else's sake as well as your own¥ he added under his breath,

He sat beside her, studying her profile which was haggard now through
lack of sleep. "He did care, you know.... He may not have been able

to show it, but he did care about...a lot of people, and a lot of things.
Remember that...remember him,"

"Oh, I'1l do that. How could I do anything else?" She forced a
weak smile, and looked at him, wiping her tears away with 2 hand that
shook., "That's why I'm here now.... My grief was beginning to eat me
“away. But that's not what he would have wanted, and it does not do
honour to his memory to retreet from - life. So I've decided to carry
on, to go on living. Life won't be the same any more, but I have his
memory...." She broke down again then, and gripped Bones' arm in an
almost desperate plea. "How does the Captain cope? How does he live
with the grief and the hurt, =2nd that terrible loss®"

“ Bones found himself having tc swallow to have to keep his own
threatening tears in check. "Captain Kirk is a unique kind of a man,
Chris, Definitely one of a kind." He briofly remembered another time
he had uttered such workds. Then, he had been talking to & young man
" named Charlie Evans who had begun to almost idolise their special
Captain, Now.... "He has qualities that even I know little of. They
can't be defined in the normal sense, and thet is why he is able to cope
with...this, Those qualities. What he is. Who he is. Spock and he were
closer than...." He hesitated, afraid of saying too much. "Well, you
know what I mean. He's learnt exactly what you have, but he was able %o
learn it a little sooner.... He had to - because he's the Captain.

Don't worry about him. He's going to be alright. It'll take time, but
he'll be okay."

"And you?" The question was unexpected, and Bones felt himself grow
momentarily flustered by it. As Chris noticed the expression on his face,
she spoke again. "I'm sorry, I had no right."

"Don't apologise for caring, Chris. I appreciate theat, more than
you can know." He patted her arm reassuringly. "I'll be alright...."
She smiled at him, relieved, but didn't hear the two words that Bones
had uttered under his breath. "....in time...."

The walk was a long one. The corridors were deserted. His mind
was dwelling in another sphere, that of times past. A smile crept onto
the features of Captain James Kirk, the man with the hair of gold, as the
memories drifted, hung by gossamer threads, suspended from the clouds of
infinity. And then he realised that there was no-one at his side, no
'presence'; that in fact there had been no-one beside him since that
time on the bridge when he had first realised that Spock was there.

It was lonely. And frightening., Alone. Difficult. But then he also
realised that he had been able to continue without 'help'. It had been
Spockt's way of proving to him that he could.

"Captain Kirk, please sit down."

"Thank you, sir."

Sarek stood just inside the door of Jim's cabin, having finally
left his son. It had been a long two hours, and Jim couldn®t help feel-
ing a little envy. Sarek had been with him; he had been alone. But he
chastised himself, almost as scon as the thought formed itself, for
having such reasonable connotations, Sarek had deserved those preecious
few hours, and Jim knew that both the Vulcans appreciated the final
moments left to them., Jim had had his moment....
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After having risen to his feet as soon as the Vulcan had entered,
Jim sank gratefully hack into his chair, This was the moment he had
most dreaded. He was unsure of what Sarek would ssy, or want to be
told, but it was almost inevitable that -the truth would have to be told
now, Sarek had a right to know exactly how his son had died, to receive
the reassurance that Spock had not suffered and had succumbed to eternal
pe~ce free from the pain that would have been inevitable had the disease,
the dreaded Skag Maug, run its course.

The light seemed to reflect from the dark hair, streaked with grey,
of the serene man, dressed as he had been on arrival, in the black rohbe
of mourning. Jim was struck by the strength within this. man who was
holding his grief in control and he fervently hoped that he had hrd that
control when Spock had succumbed.

The expected duologue, however, -did not occur. Ahs Jim's hazel eyes
met the darker ones of the man now sitting opposite him, fully prepared
to tell him what he had to, the Vulcan Ambassador steepled his fingers
béfore hinm and spoke., In the split sscond before the words registered
with him, Kirk suddenly thought of the similarity between the man sitting
there before him, and of his great friend. This man could easily be an
older Spock, and he felt a lump furm in his throat once more as he real-
ised anew that he would never be able to share the aging process of life
with his friend....

’ "Captain Kirk, I believe you hold the intent t¢ tell me something."

Jim straightened. "I should have known that I could hide little
from you, Sir. There is something you must know.... It is difficult for
me to say it...but you have a rlght to know," He took a deep breath.
"Your son...." - :

Sarek interposed skilfully, his ambassadorial skills evident., "I
wanted to be sure thut I was correct in my assumption. You feel you have
to tell me that my son died of somethlng other than the bkag Maug. Am I
correct?™"

Kirk 51ghed in relief; a burden had been removed and he felt more
confident now in the presence of Spock's father. Though he still felt a
semblance of guilt because of his actions, he no longer thought that he
had done wrong. But would Sarek feel the same way?

"You are correct, Sir., May I ask how,..."

"How I know. It is the Vulcan way, Captain, to feel the...need
to die in Jdignity.... Spock discussed the subject with me and explained
how he would want circumstances to transpire. I know enough of this
disease to know that the cessation of its cause is an agonising one.

It is not logical to cause your body to undergo such an amount of suff-
ering when you have the means within your grasp to remove that suffering.”
~ Though the words were precise, calculating, totally Vulcan in their ent-
irety; those words were also gentle. aAnd the eyes betrayed all the
emotion that Sarek had always denied having; the emotion that Amanda,
his wife, Spock's mother, had always known was present., #And Jim could
read the lock in those eyes as if they were an open book. ‘And he was

thankful.
"I know, Captain, what Spock would have wanted to cccur...and I know

that he would have wanted you to be with him and to help him.

My wife and I ore...grateful.,.for the help you gave so freely to
our son. We grieve for the loss to the Universe of such a mang we also
grieve for you, but we also know and are thankful that he suffers no
more."

"I,..am grateful, Sir, for your understanding - and for your accep-
tance of what has happened. And, I too, grieve...." The words were
choked, hesitant.

"We know. I know you well, Captain., My son chose his friend well...,
That is how I knew what was passing through your mind on my entrance."
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James Kirk could find no words. The reaction of Spock's father
was unexpected and he was not sure how to handle it. Pushing himself
to his feet he paced the length of his cabin once - then realised.

"Forgive me, Sir. I...."

"hApologies are unnecessary. Illogical. T understand., It is
illogical too, to feel guilt over an act carried out »t the request of
your best friend. Spock wanted to...sleep...and you helped him as he
wanted you to. I thank you - as Spock does."

Jim stood before this man, he who was supposed to have no emotions,
no ‘feelings' and he silently rejoiced. He recjoiced for knowing Sarek,
and he rejoiced that Spock had had such a men as a father., The tears of
.+»she wasn't sure what...fell, unhindered, with no embarrassment, He
could hold them back no longer, even in his presence - and he reslised
that Barek didn't expect him to.

The older man rose slowly to his feet - and stepped forwards. He
restrained himself from actually touching the young Captain, but his eyes
did the touching that his hands did not, consolative, compassionate,

After a few seconds, Jim turned away once more, wiping the tears
from his eyes. Then he spoke slowly. "It is time, Sir, to begin the
final - arrangements.,"

Sarek nodded in reply.

Doctor McCouy stood waiting for them in his own private domain,

This time his feelings of apprehension had been dispelled by the obvious
understanding and acceptance that Sarek held within his realm., And he
could see thut the tension that had been so evident in Jim's eyes when

"~ last they had seen each other had now completely disappeared, to be
replaced by an inner peace. Whatever Sarek had said to him had obviously
enhanced what Spock had already said to the unique starship Captain.

And Bones was thankful. -

The Vulcan Ambassador automatically directed the Vulcan salute at
the doctor - and Bones returned it, somewhat awkwardly perhaps, but it was
his way of thanking the man, and of the transferring his respect for both
he and his son. A smile touched the corners of the Vulcan's mouth in
response, Jim found himself watching the exchange with his heart swelling
uncontrollably within him. PFinally Kirk spoke.

"Scotty...."

McCoy cut him off. "Scotty has everything under control, Captain,
He is just finalising the details of orbit around...Vulcan,®

"Already?......" The single word had been whispered, but Bones had
heard it, and he nodded slowly, his own regret mirroring that which his
friend was now fceling., Not regret that they had arrived, for it was what
Spock himself had wanted, but regret that this would be the time when they
would take the Vulcan First Officer from 'his® ship for the last time.

Guessing Jim's thoughts,Sarek stepped a little closer in suppordt,
as Bones announced tu them that: "The...preparations have been made.

All is ready."

Both men stepped forward to stand beside the doctor,supportive.

Both 'Enterprise! officers, now clad in dress uniform, looked at each
other briefly. There had been something more than support in Sarek's
gesture, They realised that none of them knew what that something was,
but each felt sincere, overwhelming gratitude for it being there.

As they stood there, the duor in front of them slid silently aside,
and two medics came forward, guiding before them a medtable, upon which
was a glass-topped coffin, Its sides were etched with drawings of the
space around them, stars., And Vulcan symbols, too...and with one name
entwined with Spock's upon the 1lid: JIM. Inside, clearly visible to
them all, lay the still form of Commander Spock, First Officer of the
'Enterprise' and Vulcan. The trio brought themselves to strict attention
in respect and acknowledgement of what this man had been, and, -each deep
in their own thoughts, found themselves with their eyes transfixed upon
his face,
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Spock was dressed now in his dress uniform of science blue, his
hair was combed immaculately, as always, his hands lay gently at his
sides, The IDIC, of which he had always been so proud, was attached to
his tunic, together with his other decorations. He was a proud and
honourable man in every sense of the word; a man to be proud of; a man
to be proud-to have known, Regal, dignified now in death, as he had
been in life, as he had always been. _

Then the full realisation hit Jim Kirk., The full significance of
the two words upon the top of thet coffin, His name and Spock's, ent-
wined there, together, in full view. He knew that Sarek had brought
the coffin with him.... Then he knew. Sarek’'s words to him had been
more than true! He understood even more than he had voiced in the
Captain's cabin. ' Jim found himself looking from Spock's face to his
father's, and Sarek caught the look, knowing immediately why it had been
directed at him. o

"It is what my son most wanted at this time, James. And what my
wife and I were more than pleased to grant him."

Kirk felt his knees go weak, felt his heart peat faster, felt his
.brain go numb. And then he smiled the wonderful smile that only he
possessed. , '

The medics had moved to the duor, leaving the men alone with their
thoughts - and the coffin., Now, Kirk motioned them forward and they toock
their places once more either side of the glass receptacle., As the three
men looked once more into each others eyes, they seemed to form a mutual,
silent azreement to take up positions themselves, either side of, and
behind the transparent vessel.

Standing side by side, Sarek in the middle of the trio, the entour-
age left the haven of the ship's hospital and began to make its way
through the corridors, Those corridors were silent now, devoid of the
sounds which proved it to be alive. Silent in the déepest sign of
respect, Less than alive,

As they passed, each crewmember stood, unbidden, at attention, and
bowed their heads. The same was repeated throughout the ship for Scotty
had ensured that this final journey could be watched by all who wanted
to, relayed via every viewscreen, to all aboard her., And all eyes that
were able to, were, in fact, watching.

Kirk found himself absently noting that each corridor they passed
through seemed even busier than normal - as if every available crewman
had made the supreme effort to be near at this time, to actually be
present to pay their own private tribute, And he felt proud,

Lieutenant Commander Montgomery Scott was standing before the
hangar deck door, and stood at attention and saluted on their arrival,
Jim nodded at him in thanks but found himself unable to summon a smile
to his lips - e¢ven one of encouragement for his dear Scottish friend.
But Scotty understood. He palmed the door open to reveal an honour-guard,
forming an avenue of bowed heads. 8alty moisture leapt unbidden to the
hazel windows, and Kirk found himself looking once more at the peaceful
face lying before him. - Within his mind he whispered: *You were well
loved, my friend, and you will never be forgotten,®

They walked slowly down the aisle of men.

Uhura was crying as she watched the occurrence on the screen before
her, Her duties had prevented her from being present at the hangar deck,
but secretly she was thankful for she knew she would have broken down
completely and would not have helped her commanding officer at all,

Tears fell down her ebony cheeks, her love for her Captain, and her
respect for his First Officer openly apparent to all. There was pain in
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her eyes, for she knew, as everyone did, that this was goodkye. Not an
au revoir this time. There would be no return from this 'mission' for
their special Vulcan. And pain seemed to wrack her soul because of that
very fact - and because she knew what this parting meant to James T. Kirk.

She continued to watch as the entourage boarded the Vulcan shuttle;
she watched as her Captain hesitated at its door, to turn and salute his
men - both those actually present, and those watching via the viewscreens
~ a special gesture of gratitude for what they had done for him and his
companions. And she watched as the door of that shuttle slid silently
forward to block the chasm that had seemingly formed between it and the
ship. R :

Then she turned to the helmsman and navigator who sat so rigidly
concentrative before her and smiled:

"It's nearly time, gentlemen."

At that -jument the intercom came to life and a distinctive Scottish
burr issued from it.

'Right, bridge.... In five seconds, if you please. All is ready
‘down here," , :

"hye, aye, Mr. Scott." The acknowledgement came from Uhura for
the two young men who had control of the great ship within their hands
had much too much on their minds to distract themselves. Timing would
be critical.

As the five seconds finished their course, the two men pressed the
relevant buttons, pushed the levers, to undertake the complex manouvres
that they and Mr., Scott had so painstakingly worked out. Then they sighed
great sighs of relief and allowed themselves to smile at last, as they
felt the ship beneath them do exactly what they had bidden.

The Starship 'Enterprise' was haloed in the viewing screen of the
shuttle and as James Kirk and Leonard McCoy looked lovingly at her -
for themselves, as well as for Spock - they found themselves taking deep
breaths of wonder and supreme awe. Kirk looked quickly at Sarek, at the
control of the vessel. '

"I think you should see this, Sir."

Intrigued, Sarek moved beside them and allewed his features to
soften considerably as he saw the manouvre the ship was carrying out - and
realised its vital significance.

The bow of the ship had tilted forward, very slowly, very gently,
towards the shuttle - towards Spock! And now it was tilting back once
more to its original position, again very slowly, very gently. The
'Enterprise’ had bowed to her First Officer, her own sign of respect for
him. And again Jim felt proud.

McCoy left his side to go to Spock's; Sarek returned to his countrols,
but Kirk found himself almost physically tied to that sight of his ship.
She floated there, surrounded by space, just as the heart was by its peri-
cardium, safe, protected, beautifully vital - and yet she was alsc so
vulnerable. Her hull glinted, almost twinkled in the light of a million
stars, almost as if she were a star herself. And then his eyes wandered
to those stars, suspended in that velvet ocean, and he sighed.

*¥You're ocut there, somewhere, aren't you, Spock! You've seen what
has transpired today. And you know how much you're loved.*

Then, almost as if those thoughts had given him much needed strength,
he found himself able to join Dr. McCoy at Spock's side, There they
remained, silent, retrospective, for the remainder of the short journey.
As they entered the scarlet atmosphere of the strange and beautiful planet
from whence their friend had come, Bones witnessed a shiver convulse the
frame of the man beside him - and he, himself, felt fear for what was to
come.
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The lovely form of Amanda stood waiting for them at their private
shuttle landing area. She, too; was clad in the traditional black of her
homeland, and she stood tearless, in respect fcr her son and her husband.
James Klrk stood hesitantly in the doorway of the craft, watching her,
thlnklng again how remarkable she was, and admlrlng her bravery, As she
walked slowly towards them, the hesitation left him and he found himself
able to descend to meet her.

"Tady Amanda. I am so glad to meet you again...though I Wlsh with
all my heart...that it were under dlfferent...01rcumstances "

"I know how you feel, James - for you feel as I do." There was no
hesitation in her voice, for years living amngrt the disciplines of
Vulcans provided her W1th the requlred control "We understand each other
well,"

"You honour me, ma'am." He bowed to ‘her. Bones came up behind
them and stood for a moment, savouring the scene, then Amanda herself
noticed his arrival and greeted him.

"Doctor McCoy. Thank you for coming."

"T am honoured to be here, ma'am. . It means...ouch to me." His
piercing blue eyes met hers, and she saw within those eyes of hers the
grief that she was holding so valiantly in check -~ and wondered how she
did it, wishing that he, tou, could have that control so that he could
‘better aid his friend. He reached out to her, feeling the need to convey
- his understanding and mutual feelings and gently squeezed her arm. She
patted his hand in thanks,

"Please come with me, gentlemen." She gestured towards the house.
It was early morning and the sun was rising behind the beautiful imposing
building, and it haloed it invitingly. But Jim's eyes filled with pain,
and turned once more towards the shuttle, Both Amanda and Bones knew that
he could not face leaving Spock now, they knew that he was feeling the
inevitable fear of the final departure. -

It was Amanda who took the initiative and stepped to his side, and
Bones surreptitiously stepped nearer to him also.

"He is in safé hands, James. Sarek has certain...duties to be
performed.”" Jim's eyebrows rose in a silent question. "The,...coffin...
must be taken to the Khi'Lahr, ready for the service., One of the most
ancient of the Vulcans traditions, and one which is very important to
my people. As soon as...the receptacle has arrived..." Her voice falt-
ered then and she looked deep into the hazel eyes, asking him to accept
it., Kirk's eyes twinkled in understanding and she was grateful. Though
he hesitated for one minute more, locking at the shuttle, as if seeing
the coffin held within for the last tlme he finally took her hand in his

- and pulled her geéntly up the path.

. Bones smiled - for the first time in a long ti;e, it seemed. It

was nice 1o see these two people together, their mutual need fulfilled,
at least for the time being. He walked happily behind them, knowing that
Jim understood now, that the Vulcan customs had to be carried out, exactly
according to that custom, exactly as Sarek - and Spock too -~ neceded it
to be done.

Spock's family was an important one and he himself had been an
important member of the Vulcan race, an important representative of his
people. It was only natural that his people would want to pay their
final respects to him at the family temple, the KhirLahr,

. The house was as.they remembered it. Austere in a lot of respects,

sparsely furnished, but .also friendly and homely due to hmanda's influence.
And they knew that though Sarek had said little about it, he deeply
appreciated those influences of Earth. Just as the two Enterprise officer's
did now, This house seemed to Hold a touch of sanity in their world which
had seemingly turned into an insane amalgum around them, due to the
circumstances.
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hs Amanda directed them into Sarek's study, its walls so fami-
liarly lined with real books, they heard the shuttle outside rise from
its landing area to head for the distant town of Shi Kahr. As Jim
caught a glimpse of it through the window, he stopped in his tracks,

. shivering. Next time he saw the coffin that was held within that metal
vehicle he knew it would be at the actuel funeral service. He caught
McCoy's concerned gaze and shook his head slightly, conveying to Bones
the message that he would be alright. Then he forced himself forward and
sat beside the lady in their company, fully prepared to do exactly as
she would want them to. Bones took a seat opposide them.

_ Amanda 1mpuls1vely took Jim's hands into hers and looked deep into
his eyes.

"James, I do nct qulto know what I would have done, had you not
been able to be here now...." Then she pulled herself upright, controlling
herself once more., "We must first attend the Khi'Lahr, gentlemen., There,
tribute will be paid to my scn by all of Vulecan. T'Pau will be in attend-
ance, as will all the council members of cur tribes.”

Kirk's face darkened considerably. "All those people..,I hadn't
expected all those pecple...."

"I know how you must feel," She louvked at Bones., "Both of you.
But it is...tradition.,"

"We understand, And I apologise,"

"No need. Apologies are unnecessary between us."  She smiled
gently, but the smile was brief. Her grief was overwhelming. "After the
Khi'Lahr we will return tc the family 'temple', that which the Vulcans
call the Sha'lLoom., There we will be alone, just the four of us, to say
our farewells to he, who means so:much to us all...." Finally her con~
trol broke and her grief overflowed from her hidden soul to run unhindered
down her lovely cheeks.,

Jim looked at the tears, so duplicative of how he felt, then he
reached for her. Gratefully, she hugged him, placing her head upon his
ghoulder and allowed her emotions t¢ run free, for perhaps the first
time since she'd learnt of Spock's death., He hugged her close, car~
essing her hair. Then he buried his face into that hair and cried too,

After many minutes filled only with their sobbing, Jim forced his
head erect and looked across to his friend., The doctor had cried also,
but his tears had been silent, his grief kept in check now. He had cried
himself out on board ship. Now he felt numb and drained. But he found
the will somewhere to form an expression of consideration and under-
standing - and Jim nodded his thanks,

The movements roused hmanda and she raised her head too. Jim kept
his arm protectively around her, but used hisg other hand to wipe away
another tear as it flowed down her cheek., He rubbed the salty droplet
between his fingertips, caressing it, then whispered:

' "Better?": L

"Much better.” She sighed. "Please excuse me. I must...ready
myself...before my husband returns. We will have to leave immediately...."

Riging to her feet, she walked from the room, her head held high,
Neither man felt able toc say anything. They simply reseated themselves
and waited, reflective in their own thoughts. Those thoughts were not
disturbed until they heard the sound they had subconsciously been
dreading - that of the returning shuttle,.

Jim jumped to his feet and walked quickly to the window to watch
it land, his hands wrapped tightly behind his back. Then he turned
desperately towards Bones and the expression on that young face caused

. the doctor to shiver uncontrollably. It was so full of helpless anguish.

McCoy rose to go to his side - but then stopped as he watched that exp-
ression change slowly to one of...hope? Jim's eyes were focussed behind

him, and he turned to see who stood there, Of course - hmanda, She was

dressed once more in black, a regal costume indicative'of the occasion.
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Spock's mother reached up and pulled a vell down around her hair, then
she indicated the door,

"My husband awaits us. Please follow me."™ She walked back out,
her head again held high, there being no indication whatsoever that her
- control had ever been broken. They followed, each man on either side of
her, as they had placed themselves either side of Sarek on board their

ship.

As they stopped momentarily at the door, Jim felt the wind blow
through his hair, ruffling it, causing the familiar lock of hair to fall
over his forehead. And instinctively he pushed it back, Then the wind
seemed to turn into quiet, sweet, soft words, projected at him from one
definitive source, They seemed to say: ¥I am here....* ‘

Kirk turned quickly to MeCoy and hmanda, but it was all too evident
that they hadn't spoken. Relieved at the reassurance that Spock was
obviously giving him through that oh-so~precicus meld, he was able to
pull his shoulders up into the proud pose of the Captaln Kirk, and pro-
ceed as he had hoped he would be able to.

The journey was made in reverent silence, and it seemed to Kirk
that even the shuttle itself seemed tc be making less noise than it had
on their journey from the 'Enterprise' - and even then it had been almost
silent, There was an overwhelming sense of dedicated respect on this
vlanet for its dead, and Jim knew that he wasn't the only one who sensed
it. Bones, tooc, was evidently effected profoundly by.-it.

It was the marked absence of the coffin which seemed to scream out
to them both. This was the first time since his death that Spock had
been so far from them, It was indicative of the future, that Jim knew
all too well, but.... Then he knew alsc that he would be -able to endure
it, thanks to one overpowering factor!

as they slowly circled, preparing to land, Jim was-able to study
the large building below them, which he instinctively knew was their
destination. And, he realised, large was a gross understatement!

The Khi'Lahr was immense. Another sign of the import the Vulcan people
"paid their dead. It stood about three stories high and it was topped by
expansive turrets which were reminiscent of their native planet's medieval
castles. There were no windows, just one enormous door at one side of it.
The sandy-coloured stone was covered in similar etchings, ¢arvings as

that upon the coffin 1id. Both men found themselves completely awestruck
by the immensity and bearing of the structure.

They landed,

_ The immediate area was completely deserted except for the presence
“of six Vulcan youths, who stood, three on either side of the door., Each
held a frame on which were affixed tiny bells, those same devices,
familiar from another time, long ago - that time of Spock's pon farr.
Kirk shivered at the memory. The symbolism of that which the youths held
was different now, of course, but the significance of them was cbviously
very precise. They were not being shaken at all this time; instead each
youth held his individuwal 'frame' out in front of him as Sarek walked

. past them. They made very sure that the bells did not move and they kept
their heads bowed low, their eyes well away from the mourners. To each,
Sarek bowed his own head in acknowledgement.

The Ambassador hadn't spoken at all since his return from this
temple. He had simply greeted his wife wordlessly, their fingers joining
in the traditional way. Their fingers were joined in the same way now.

At first Jim had thought of venturing a question as to procedure -
but had thought better of it. The silence was evidently a rightecus and
reverent one and was mere inappropriate to break it. Their roles would
obviously become clear in time. ‘
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Sarek had reached the door, and as he and his wife waited for it
to be opened, Kirk and McCoy were able to catch up to them. As soon as
they, too, stood before the door, towering above them for twenty feet or
more, it swung open silently and apparently unaided., Before them a domed
room of gigantic proportions met their eyes. It seemed to be constructed
of a ruby-red, rock-like substance, which shone, glistened in the subdued
lighting. Kirk got the vague impression that if he had shouted then,
there would have been no echo, for though there were hundreds of people
present, there was no sound whatsoever — not even breathing it seemed.

4 macabre analogy entered the brain of the Enterprise Captain:
Quiet as the grave.... He suddenly felt faint. Faint from fear and
apprehension. It pervaded his body, his soul, and he couldn't quite
define what there was to fear. But he felt it nonetheless. Looking at
Bones for support; he noticed thst the doctor had also gone white,
ghostly pale, then Bones locked towards him. His eyes were wide, his
brow wet with the sweat of fear. But they both knew that they cculd nct
give much support to each other now. Now was the time for silence, for
reverence, for acceptance of what was about to happen.

Jim lcoked again at the people present. They stood in a circle,
line behind line, until the whole rcom was full to capacity. The circle
was broken in but one place - that directly opposite the door, that
opposite thenm.

Sarek led the way now, his wife one step behind him. McCoy and
Kirk walked slowly behind her, side by side, giving each other the only
support‘they could give. And it was meagre in the extreme under the
circumstances. As they reached the point where they joined the circle,
to complete it, Jim could see what they had, in fact, encircled and real-
iged thet he had known all along. The coffin, exactly as they had last
seen it, lay upon the floor. Jim locked at it longingly knowing that
the man within it was the one man he wanted to see¢ - alive! - again.

He felt the salty sting of tears and closed his eyes quickly. When he
was finally able to open them again, he was able to allow his eyes to
wender over his surroundings.

Upon the floor, quite clearly defined, was an IDIC, marked out,
pure, exactly like that which Spock now wore, Sarek and his companions
stood at the side of the triangle directly opposite the apex; Spock's
coffin was positioned very carefully, exactly as the white jewel would
be., Kirk found himself +taking a deep breath and felt a whole new under—
standing of the Vulcan people swell his breast. He felt even happier
now that he had brought Spock home to such accolade,

Time passed slowly. Nothing happened. No sound, no movement,

It was as if everyone present vwere paying their last respects by per-

forming the mental link the Vulcans prized so highly between themselves
~and the man they had all admired so much., It was as if words and music
were totally unnecessary whilst performing such a tribute to such a man,

Jim could not help looking at the faces opposite him., Paces of
men and women, Vulcans true, every cne cf them, each paying the ultimate
tribute to one who had not been cf true blood of their land. But it
mattered not now. Was that regret on some of those faces? Perhaps they
were the ‘'companions® of Spock's yocuth; +those whe had not understood;
those who had ridiculed him, hurt him, caused him real pain....

Strangely Jim felt no bitterness towards them. They were receiving
their ‘punishment' now. They had been the ones to lose, for they had
spurned the one man in all the universe who would never have an equal;
they had rejected une who had proved himself to be so unique. They had
lost! .

Watching closely, his eyes transfixed now upon the exquisite
pointy ears of his brother, he felt his heart miss a beat as the coffin
was bathed in a silver glow like that of a silver sun. Then it slowly
rose upwards, gently upwards, on an unseen pedestal, until it reached
the dome above.
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It was almost an apotheosis.

There it remained,

As slowly as it had risen, the room emptied. Lach line in turn,
heads bowed, filed towards the door, passing the family of Spock as they
did so. BEach performed the traditional Vulcan salute - but they also
bowed, and Jim and Bones knew that they weren't just simply paying their
respects to Spock's parents, but t¢ them as well.

It took many, many minutes, but finally all had gone - except for
one woman,familiar in her regal bearing, in her dignified demeaner. She
stood, leaning on a great staff of office, staring upwards., Sarek stepped
forwerd towards her, Amanda did not move, except to place a hand on an
arm of each man next to her,

As recognition dawned, Jim whispereds "It's T'Pau.”

Amanda .looked sideways at him and nodded. Then she spoke, for the
first time since leaving the house. There were no tears. Simply a .
dignified respect exhuding from her every pore for her son,

"She has always held a certain...fondness,..for Spock, T'Pau held
my son in high esteem,both as a representative of Vulcan - and as a
person.,... And she grieves now...her age does not help her...."

Her words had been delivered in the quietest of whispers, but Jim

had heard every word, and as he looked et the old woman before them, he
remembered agein the time of Spock's pon farr, s ‘long ago now, or so it
seemed, ,

T'Pau had officiated then, and had upheld the tradition of her land
fully. But he remembered that moment when Spock had knelt before her, and
she had briefly touched his head. It had been a gesture of respect, but
it had also been one of deep affection. Her face had softened considerably
for those few brief moments as she had looked at Spock's bowed head before
her., He couldn't help wondering whether Spock had known of her opinion
of him - and hoped that he had.

Remembering brought that shiver back again - but also an intense
sense of pity for T'Pau of Vulecan. Impulsively, James Kirk walked forward,
as Sarek and T'Pau exchanged the mutual salutation of the Vulcan people.
Amands wasn't surprised and neither was Sarek as he realised that Jim
‘stood at his elbow. Surreptitiously he moved away. He had said what had

been necessary to her,

‘WForgive me, Ma'am,for intruding.” »

The old woman's face turned towards Jim. "Thee causes no intrusion,
James Kirk." Jim's eyebrows rose in surprise. "Yes, I remember thee,
Thee art Spock's friend and Captain. Thee who was prepared to risk all
for him. Thee is remembered very well.” She seemed to sigh then, "It

is a great loss to all who knew him."
"Yes, Ma'am, L4 great loss." He raised his eyes to the coffin high

above them, then returned his gaze to the old woman. "But gt least we
who knew him did have that great fortune. Those who have never done so

will never know their loss." :
T'Pau did not reply immediately. Instead she looked deep into those

exquisite hazel eyes of Captain James T. Kirk - and saw what was there,

Then she whispered:
"3Spock did indeed choose his friends well." She drew herself erect

and turned to the door, as if what she had seen in those eyes had given
her the strength that she had lacked before,

They were alone., Kirk, standing beneath the brilliant light which
still bathed the coffin; Amanda, Sarck and McCoy watching him gquietly.
Then Jim turned, questioning. Sarek realised his unspoken question
immediately.

"Spock is no longer here, James. He awaits our presence at the
Sha'Loom, Come., The Jjourney is short."
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As he watched the proud young starship Captain walk towards him,
Sarek could not help thinking how vulnerable he looked. Almost as Spock
had been as a child.... He had failed in so many respect with his son;
had not given comfort and support where it had been su desperately
needed. Perhaps he could make amends where this man was concerned....
Resolved, he told himself that it was definitely not illogical.

This building was different, entirely so, to that of the Kha'lahr.
Sha'loom was small, welcoming almost in its constructive composition.

It was almost red in colour, as if reflecting all the sunsets of infinity.
and it was surrounded by the beautiful flowers so characterisbtic of
Amanda's influence.

The door stocd open. v

Ambassador Sarek stood to one side of that door, Amanda at his side,
their fingers entwined. :

"Spock is within, gentlemen. He awaits us for the last farewell."

It was an unusually emotional statement to have been made by Sarek
of Vulcan, but then Jim looked into the deep brown eyes, those so like
Spock's; he could see that he had .made it especially for their benefit -
and Amanda's too. And he greatly appreciated that gesture.

Sarek, in turn, could see that gratitude within Jim's own expressive
eyes.

He gently bowed them through the door.

It was cocl within, a pleasant contrast to the hellish heat outside,
The contrast seemed to form a macabre idiiayncrasy, but it seemed irre-
levent under the circumstances and Kirk passed it from his mind. The
roof was low but semi-transparent, and so it gave the impression that it
and its occupants could literally reach for the sky - and the stars
beyond, It gave both the Earthmen a pleasant feeling, as the exchange
of glances and quick smiles told them, This building held a 'nice!
atmosphere, one which gave-them renewed hope and accepbtance for what was
oceurring, . o

The coffin dominated the room this time; a mconument, belittling
the monumental of the universe, It held a man who had no egual, and each
person present knew that above all else. It lay upon a slab of pure
white rock, pitted with eternal age, scarred by the passing of tinme.

That was all the details that the eyes of the beholder could register
for the sight of it brought tears even to the eyes of Sarek, Unhindered
tearss unembarrassed tears; tears of love that they could all show,
now that they were free from protocol and traditicn. Even Sarek, he who
was a Vulcan of Vuleans, found the salty droplets falling from his
haunted eyes, causing the emotion that had been hidden for so long to
issue forth with no shame or label of illogic.

" Az the Ambassador led them to seats, placed close together at the
coffin's side, they each found their fingers hesitating upon its top,
caressing iti Jim found his fingers lingering upun their names, so
clear, so prominent, so meaningful. And he was sure he heard 'his' voice
once more, declaring that he was near.

Fac¢h took their places and the muted sounds,unmistakable, of the
Vulcan herp permeated the air around them. And they all knew, seemingly
instantaneously, that it was Spock himself playing. He was there.

Amanda was seated between Jim and her husband, McCoy sat close
beside Jim. Their positions held a special significance. Yerhaps none
of them knew exactly what, but it was present. Jim could feel Bones'
eyes on him, but he couldn't bring himself to look away, to take his
eyes from Spock's face. The Vulcan seemed even more at peace now that
he was home, now that he had returned., Kirk knew that though the eyes
were closed, they still held their vibrant look on life; he knew that
they would forever shine with hidden light. He also knew that the heart
would still hold within it all that Spock had 'loved'. And he knew that
Spock held the galaxy within his hands. ‘
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Quite suddenly, Kirk realised that the IDIC had beey removed and
wondered why that which Spock had thought so much of had been taken .
But then he realised that it was probably another of the traditions of the
uniquely unusual planet and the concerned furrow disappeared from his brow.
Subconsciously he noticed thet the sound of the music had begun to
fade and as he brought his mind fully back to ‘reality', he felt the
Lady Amanda place her hand upon his arm. He placed his other hand upon
hers and squeezed it gently, knowing how she felt, and understanding then
why she had sat between himself and her husband. She needed to portray
‘her emotions, but she couldn't allow herself to subject Sarek to them.
He was having great difficulty in maintaining the decorum s¢ important
to what and who he was, without added emotionalism.

Sarek could see Jim's eyes upon him, out of the corner of his eye.
But he knew that he dared not meet those penetrating eyes of the starship
Captain else he would lose the little control he was maintaining with
great difficulty. Never before had he felt his emotions so close to the
surface; never before had he 'felt'. He knew it was a sign of just how
much his son had really meant to him; a sign of how much regret he felt
for wasting eighteen precious years of their lives when he had rejected
Spock's choice of career. It had turned out that that choice had been
a logical one after the course of time. ©OSpock had represented his planet
in the best way possible, had made his family and people proud of him,
had upheld all that the principles of IDIC could ever have stood for,
And Sarek was proud. He knew that his own father would disapprove
sreatly but he cared not - now.

James Kirk. Best friend of his son, commanding officer of his son.
A unique man. And one who had made Spock's life in Starfleet a good one.
And he, too, had proved all that IDIC had stood fuor. His relationship
with Spock had been the ultimate combination of diversity. Not illogical.
Not wrong. Not irrelevant. And again he was proud to have Jim present.

With great difficulty he schooled his mind to accept the discipline
of his life once more, to maintain control for a few moments more, until
they could leave this place, until.... :

He shook his head slightly, as if to clear his confused mental
processes, And closed his eyes.

The star amidst the gloom, with Spock held safely within it, was
suddenly bathed in the light of a thousand suns, Jim jumped in surprise
and it was fimanda’s turn to give his hand a squeeze of encouragement.
The 1light wes so brilliant that Jim was forced to close his eyes, though
he hated doing so, hated taking his eyes from Spock for even a minute -
now that the minutes were so few. He forced them open once more tc find
the light greatly subdued. It was fading fast, and he forced his eyes
to see Spock within its aura...but somehow he knew that he would not be
able to. The gesture was a futile cne. Spock would be gone. Almost
blindly he reached for Bones' hand and they held on tightly, all three
of them, forming a triad which contained more love for that one man named
Spock than could justifiably be explained for anyone else. The backs of
the men stiffened in apprehension and even Amanda who knew what to expect,
rnoved closer towards Jim, seeking the support that she so desperately
needed, Gently Jim moved his arm from by her side to lie around her
shoulders, pulling her close, giving her that support.

The coffin had gone. Replacing it was a small, ornate, cubic
container. It, toc, was carved with the same symbols thet covered the
coffin 1id, and it was made of a dark, mahogany-type wood, inlaid with
tiny IDIC's. On it's 1id were the two names of the two men who meant
so much to each other: Jim and Spock,
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The ashes of Commander Spock, Vulcan First Officer of the 'USS
Enterprise', the son of Ambassadcr Sarek and his wife imanda, lay before
them, The physical Spock, the body of the man, was no more. But his
'spirit’, his essence, that which was Spock, was free to live forever -
and Jim knew that he would.

After only a very few seconds, the amezing woman whe was Amanda,
brought herself to her feet and walked serenely to the other side of the
stone altar and placed her hand upon the handle affixed upon the top of
the wooden receptacle. Sarek, in turn, schooled his features once more
and joined his wife, he being at the oppcsite side of the altar to her,
Thus positioned, they lifted that precious vessel between them and walked
from the temple, exiting by another door to that through which they had
entered. ‘

Bones stared, transfixed, numbed, at what had occurred before them.
His hand still held his Captain's ~ and those hands were cold, Finally,
Kirk drew his eyes away to look at his friend, but the normally brilliant
eyes of blue were dimmed, haunted. And moisture-filled. Jim's too were
full of more than grief. That had engulfed them from the very day of
Spock's death. This which overwhelmed them now was almost an emptying
of the soul. Then t they locked at the empty altar stone before them and
knew what must be done, A latln_phrase from the academy sprung to
Jimn's mind as he rose unsteadily to his feets ‘'Non omnis moriar® - 'I
shall not wholly die'! The words gave him renewed hope and he found the
strength within himself to pull his doctor friend gently to his feet and
lead the way from the room, following in the wake of the Vulcan couple -
and Spock.

Before them rose the mountains of this red planet, the range which
seemed to stretch endlessly into infinity across the planet - and beyond,
it seemed., They towered above them, rising forever upwards, glistening
in the sun which was fast setting now. They seemed to symbolise the
fingers of creation reaching for the vast infinitude.

Steps had been carefully carved into that mountainside, rising in
carefully ascending order, Jim wondered what would happen next and felt
a momentary stab of fear once more. Again fear of the unknown.  Again
he locked to his friend for support, knowing only too well that he, too,
felt the same fear, even if he didn't let it show. He realised with a
start that they had, in fact, witnessed the final farewell which Sarek
‘had spoken of., He would never again see that lean form clad in science
blue; could never see those exquisite pointed ears; those upswept
eyebrows; those characteristic pcses of hands behind back, or steepled
in thought. Kirk realised that the primary fear that lay within him was
that of never seeing his friend again....

"Bones! Help me!" The words were barely spoken, but were forceful
in the extreme and they wrenched Bones' heart. The hazel eyes were
focussed now on the Sha'loom, just below them. For a moment,; Jim was
thinking of returning - Bones could see that. Wwith his characteristic
perception, Bones could see the thought passing through Jim's mind....
If he returned Spock may be waiting as he always had been before....
Something had to be said and Bones had to say it.

"Jim, it's real! He's at peace now. We can't have him back, no
matter how hard we wish for them. You must believe it -~ and accept iti"

Kirk's eyes looked once more at McCoy, plezdaing this time, begging.

"How?" Just one word, but it held all the pain that the young body
had endured due to injuries through his short but eventful career - and
more too., There on the hillside, bathed in the stunshine of an alien
land, they hugged each other., Mutual agony was shared. Mutual grief
halved. Then they carried on up the hillside t¢ join the parents of the
man for whom they grieved,
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A plateau spread its way across their level of sight, a plateau
of scarlet, and brown rocks, interspersed with sznd of grey and yellow.
Surrounding them on three sides were high tracts of land, causing an
enclosed area which made them feel completely protected - and strangely
at peace too., The vertical expanse of rock on their right-hand side
looked strangely artificizl in contrast to the rest of their topograph-
ical surroundings and they couldn't hely wondering why. It shone like
wet cobsidian and it, too, had a large IDIC carved deep into its facets,
causing it to lock like a three-dimensional image within another, A
similar altar to that which they had left behind dominated the immediate
area, standing in the exact centre of the plateau. This one, however,
was carved straight out of the rocky floor itself, as if it had heen
here for acons and would remain there, unchanged,for aeons mors, It was
this altar that Sarek and Amandz now approached with distinctive
reverence,

Numbly, Kirk and McCoy followed. They remained at a discreet
distance at first, too stumned to completely register what was about to
heppen. They simply watched as the Vulcan and humen stood, facing each
other, holding the precious receptacle between them, their fingertips
touching gently. .It was a total and complete symbiosis,

Sarek nodded once to his wife. Amanda turned then towards the two
men awaiting their attention.

"James, you would honour my husband and I - and Spock too -if you
would complete the Ker'Hay."

Kirk stcod for a moment, speechless, stunned even more by the
request not sure-of what was expected of him. Then he forced his mind
to register reality again and made himself walk proudly forward,

"I am,,.honoured,.., I will do as you ask of me,,,."

"Place the Ker'Hay upon the yellow slab on top of the altar.
Gently. Vhen thet is done, press your names downwards and stand back."

The instructions were delivered quietly, but preciscly, almost in
a detached air, calmly. Jim nodded once in reply and then reverently
took the Ker'Hay inte his hands. As he did so, Sarek and Amanda backed
away, entrusting their son completely to him.

Behind the stership Captain, the Vulcan parents of their dearest
friend gestured for Bones to come forward and join them, and he did so
gratefully, standing beside them. He had not wanted to stand alone as
the inevitable occurred. He felt fear - and pain too - for his friend

“at having to undertake such a task, but then realised almost in the same
instant that James T.Kirk was feeling singularly honoured and more than
grateful at being allowed to perform the final task of the private
ritualistic funeral. s

The terrain was stony, his hands were shaking, and so he stopped
several times between the spot where he had lifted the Ker'Hay intc his
hands and when he reached the altar-stone. The stone itself seemed to
beckon to him, as if trying to reassure him thet all weuld be alright,
and thet it wes right. He placed the Ker'Hay upon the slab as instructed,
but before pressing down their names as he had been told to do, he
allowed his fingers to run briefly over the receptacle,savouring the last
moment. He had guessed now,what was about to happen,and he knew it was
the ultimate. ;

Finally he pressed the nemes downwards, ever so gently and they
both coalesced, joined into one, into completion, and their act of
joining triggered off other reactions which left him totally stunned.

The right hand side of the plateau, that which had looked so
artificial, slid silently downwnrds to leave an open channel, down which
a gentle breeze of wonderful composition began to blow. The Ker'Hay
cracked intoc four separate and distinct pieces, each side falling down
to reveal a shallow receptacle, within which was...Spock. The physical
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Vulcan., The 'remains' of the 'Enterprise' First Officer, 4nd as they
stood transfixed, a captive tableau of four pecple totally captivated,
each pair of eyes glued to that scene before them, the gentle breeze
caught each individual ash between its phantom fingers and carried them
away, to travel, forever, the world that had been so loved.

Jim watched., Unable to move. Unable tou speak. Unable to even
breathe., He listened to the breeze as it whistled quietly around him,
caressing his hair, his face, and found his thoughts wardering back, as
if carried on that very wind. It was the first time he had allowed
himself to recall the incidents of the past since...that night....

The journey to Babel came instantly to mind. The importance of
the occurrences during that journey nad been unmistabable. He had come
so near to death, but he had recovered tv discover the real love that
Spock held within his Vulcan heart. He had learnt long ago that Spock
thought a great deal of him as a Captain and a man, but the instances
that had led up to the attack upon him by the Orion had seemed to have
instilled in Spock the ability to show just how the respect he had held
for his Captain had inevitably turned t¢ real love, The incident during
Spock's Pon Farr, too. They had fought then, to the death, they had
thought, And Spock had believed him t¢ be dead. When that belief had
been proved false, he had shown such open affection, such relief, that Jim
had actually felt the sting of tears for a brief moment, Spock had risked
all to try and save him when he had been trapped in the Tholian ¥Web, dur-
ing a special interphase; and he had proved his loyalty and devotion
above all else to him, James T. Kirk, when the 'Enterprise’ had been

_controlled by the M5 computer. During thet incident mcst had thought of
the computer as 'Captain' - but not Spock. No, he had proved then to

Jim that he needed him, that they needed cach other. The same had occur-
red numerous times, more times than he could remember, he realised, but
all the incidents during their shared lives had led from one to the other
in wondrous proof of their feelings of one another. And those feelings
were something to feel extreme pride over.

«+.And then he remembered Edith. Spock had told him that she would
have to die and he had begun to feel resentment for his Vulcan,as if he
had been the one to create all of history. But Spock had been right.

She had had to die to save them all, and he had been the only one after-
wards to be able to help him through his inestimiable grief, He hadn't
thought thoat he would ever feel such grief agoin...how wrong he had
been....

The past echoed and re-echced as he remembered and watched and
remembered. And he felt his heart beat with the throb of stronger,
more vibrant life as he suddenly realised that far from it being the
end, it was the beginning., A new existence - but not alone., Never alone,
Not cven now.... The wind .. is Spock.

The Ker'Hay was empty now. It was over,

He turned around to face Spock's parents and his dear friend and
he found he could actually smile.

"Thank you." It was all he could say but it was enough.

Amanda reached out her hand and he took it willingly, thankfully,
and together they all retraced their steps back down the mountain,

Inside the house again, they faced each other in front of the
fire, secure, happy, confident of the future, content. Sarek and Amanda
had changed into more appropriate clothes and now stood hand in hand
before them, all emotional barriers dropped. Though Bones and Jim re-
mained dressed in the dress uniform of protocol and necessity, they felt
an aura of happy euphoria envelope them.
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"James, it meant such a great deal to all of us to have you
here...at this time. We want you to know thzt we both understand what
occurred between yourself and our son et his death - and we are grate-
ful. We now feel that though we have lost a son, we have also gained
one," There was real compassion on Sarek's face as he looked at’ the
young starship Captain before him and as he continued spesking the
corners of his eyes creased in the semblance of a smile. "I hope you
can bring yourself to call this home, You are forever welcome here,"
Then he turned towards Dr. McCoy. "is you are also doctor,®

Bones beamed all over his craggy face in answer to the ambassador's
statement and also because of the pure joy which was so evident upon his
Captain's face. Kirk himself was speechless and hmanda smiled at his
momentary discomfort.

The Vulcan Ambassador then reached into his robe. Whnat he brought
out caused now familiar tears tu form within the hazel depths, Spock's
IDIC lay within Sarek's palm.

"I know you noticed its disappearance, James, It is tradition for
the Vulcans to take their IDIC with them in death...but we allowed Spock
to cause that tradition to be broken. It was whot he most wanted, and
we had to allow it for him, and for you too. Our son wanted you to have
this and asked me to present it to. you...when the time was right. I anm

-more than pleased to be able to do so." '

‘ Jim was nonplussed. He was unable 1o say anything; he was as
dumbfounded as he had been on the mountainside. It was Amanda once more
who gave him the encouragement and support that he so needed, by smiling
her lovely smile at him and nodding gently. He bowed his head. £And Sarek
placed the chain around his neck, allowing the IDIC to fall onto his
chest. It shone there with all the greatness that Spock himself had
possessed and Jim's smlle mirrored that shine,his pride so ev1dent in
his stature and bearing.,

Sarek raised his hand in the Vulcan salute ~ and James T Kirk
duplicated it. Then the Vulcan Ambassador pressed the palm of his hand
to Jim's, salute joining salute, the ritual embrace, formlng the tond

- of the family.

Bones clapped his commanding officer on his back and squeezed his
shoulder, beaming once again. Jim returned his smile with a brilliant
one of his own.

"Thank you, sir..ele..." _

"No need to talk, Jemes. Vie know. There is no need for words
between us now." '

Kirk fingered the IDIC, caressing it, a2s he had the image of Spock
on the viewscreen when he had shown Bones the tape. Then he pulled
himself erect.

"Je must go."

"Yes. We understand. But return soon."

"T will.” Kirk bowed and Sarek returned the bow. 4manda found
herself hugging her 'new' son as she had been unable to do to Spock.
Then they sll performed the traditional salute for one final time.

"Tive Long and Prosper, Sir, Lady Amanda."

It was Sarek who answered for both he and his wife: "Live Long
and Prosper, our son."

The two '"FEnterprisef offiesrs left the room, happy,contented,

Jim led the way immediately into the garden.

"Just one more look, Bones." The young face séemed to plead with
the older man, as if afraid that his final plans Wuuld be denigrated.
But his friend understood.

“T know, Jim. I know."
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The mountains were completely haloed now by the setting sun, that
same sun which had risen on their arrival that morning. Much had
happened in this long day. Those mountains were now more beautiful than
ever. They rose upwards, proudly, honcurably, for the stars.

4nd then the wind blew,

Jim seemed to savour it for a brief moment, then spoke with the
same enthusiasm so characteristic of him. "The wind is Spock! Do you
know that, Bones?!{ The wind is Spock! That wind will forever blow,
and Spock is within it. And he may even reach the stars again...." BHe
became reflective again and Bones had to smile as he saw the expression
upon the handsome face. Then he pressed his arm, very gently.

"The 'Enterprise' is waiting, Jim."

Kirk looked at his Chief Surgeon, then once more at the mountains.
"Yes," He pulled his communicator out from under his shirt, "“Mr.,Scott,
Beam us up, please.,"

And as the transporter beam claimed them, the wind continued to
blow its farewell, As the sparkling ceased, so did the journey of the
wind for the present, as it returned to its 'home' of the distant mountains.

The transporter room was a pleasant sight of familiarity after the
pressures of the day, as was the sight of his Chief FEngineer behind the
conscle. As the Captain surveyed the rcoom, he realised that he had had
to beam straight back aboard his ship. To have stayed on the planet
Vulcan any longer would have caused his control, his belief, and his
acceptance of what had occurred, to shatter completely. In time, he knew,
he would reflect fully on what had happened, and remember clearly, but
now what he needed was his work, his responsibility, his crew, his ship
to keep his mind busy, to stop him thinking.

Scotty smiled a welcome to the two men. :

"Good to see you, Scotty." It had been Bones who had spoken, in
lieu of their Captain., He understood completely what a miasma of emotions
was passing through Jim Kirk's heart and mind.

"The feeling is a mutuwal one, gentlemen.," Scobt lovked at his
Captain, and took a deep breath. “Captain Kirk, we have just received
new orders. I was about to contact you...I held off as long as I could."”
It hurt him to see James Kirk like that, so...dejected. But that
dejection was different to that which had plagued him when he had left
the ship that morning. Scotty wondered how his bearing had been made to
change.... Looking at the men dressed in gold, he knew that the best
thing for him, and the ‘'Enterprise' - his ship, was to get back to fami~
liar routine as soon as possible. Jim was thankful, though he did not
voice that thanks. As soon as Scotty's words fully penetrated his brain,
he became the Captain again, all personal feelings firmly placed aside.

"Thank you, Scotty." His voice was firm, genuine, no hesitation
there at all., Kirk finally stepped down from the platform, hands clenched
at his sides and he slowly walked towards the console. "iand those orders
are?"

"An investigatory mission, sir. Orion pirates are reported to have
attacked a merchant vessel in Quadrant 765. Ve are instructed to proceed
there, investigate, and take whatever action you deem necessary."

Jim sighed. Then he nodded and walked to the intercom on the
transporter console, placing his forearms either side of it, and leaned
on them heavily. "Kirk to bridge."

Sulu answered immediately, barely disguised relief in his voice.

He was obviously glad tc have his commanding officer back. But he was
as efficient as always, after much practice in that centre seat.

"Plot a course to Quadrant...." he loocked briefly at Scotty,

", .. T65. Warp Factor 4,"

"Course already plotted sir." 4fter two seconds he reported, "Laid

in, sir, Warp 4."
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"Very good. Carry on. I'll be up there to relieve you in a few
moments, Mer. Sulu."

"hye, aye, sir." Contact was broken and as Jim headed for the
door, he spoke quietly over his shoulder.

"Back to your engines,Scotty, I'm able t¢ carry on...now,"

The doors cicsed on his rwtreatlng back yleaving Scotty and Bones
to stare at each «ther,

"Is he alright, Leonard?” : .

"It711 take time, Scotty. But he'll be alright. Itts been,..hard
on him,"

“aye.... Aird you?"

The brilliart blue eyes twinkled at his friend., "Scotty,I've
witnessed somethiig - wonderful and beautiful today. I couldn't fail
but be alright! C(ome on." He pointed at the door. "He'll be relying
on us to be near.” He led the way out, his destination the brain of
their special ship, Scotty's the soul.

Captain James T. Kirk was out of dress wniform now, and he felt
more at case, more,..normal, if thet would ever be possible again,
Standing at the tvrbolift doors, he acknowledged the greetings of his
bridge~crew by his charming smile and a slight nod of the golden head.
Then he surveyed 'his' domain., It was as if the sight of it was a drink
to a thirsty man; it provided him with scmething familiar to hold on to,
something that wovld never change.

Chekov stood at the science station, looking at hlS Captain with
a mixture of nervcusness and trepidation upon his young face. Kirk
immediately noticed that look and made a decision., Now would be a good
time to tell him the news that he had for him, He strode over, hands
casually at his sides.

"Mr,Chekov." Another smile of charm and enoouragement was aimed
at him, and the trepidation dissipated.

"Yes, sir,"

"Mr.Chekov, you have alwsys done a good job here., You lecarnt well
from...)r. Spock a1 he always spoke very highly of you." His voice seemed
to eatch in his throat, the hesitation over Spock's name only too evident,
Kirk coughed,and ris hazel windows clouded., Chekov discreetly changed
his position to stand at a stiffer attention. "His recommendation was
that you take his place as Science Officer on his -~ departure, I corro-
borate that recomrzndetion and I am sure Starfleet will also, So I think
you may now considar yourself Science Officer of the starship *Enterprisd.
‘On official notifization from Starfleet your rank will be Lieutenant,"

It was practically the ‘iast thing that Chekov had expected and he
- felt his breath leave his body in a long, relieved sigh. Then he pulled
- himself together es best he could. "T,..Thank you, sir!" He took = deep
breath then. "I will do my utmost to justify Mr....Spock's confidence in
me, sir...."

Kirk nodded at him. "I know you will."™ It was his own vy of
-instilling in the nervous young man that he did have confidence in him.
And he meant it too, though he knew it would take time to adjust to the
new Science Officer on his ship, Kirk placed his hands firmly behind his
back then and stepped down into the well of the bridge, the heart of
operations,and toox his place in the command chair - his-chair,

Chekov remaiaed looking at him for a few seconds more, completely
stunned, knowing taat he could never replace the best Science Officer in
the fleet., But he also knew that to have been given that prestigious
position proved a very great deal, from many points of view., And he vowed
there and then that difficult though his now position was, he would do his
damndest to uphold that confidence that Spock and Captain Kirk had in him,
and to make his Caotain as proud of him as was possible, Resclutely he
turncd to the consnle which was now his.
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"Mr. Sulu. ETA at Quadrant 765%7"

"A.7 hours, sir."

"ind if we went to Warp 59

"Three hours, sir."

"Then do just that." The expression on Captain Kirk's face left
no room for questions,but silence met his orders at first, nonetheless,
But then Sulu acknowledged, and performed his task. Once that had been
completed, he looked up to see his Captain standing at his side,

" Slro n .

Kirk looked at him for a few seconds, then began to speak. His
words were not quiet, for they were meant for all on the bridge to hear,

"Mr, Sulu, from this moment you will undertake the duties of Exec-
utive Officer aboard this ship. I have recommended you for the position
of First Officer, and on official notification from Starfleet that posi-
tion will be permanent. Your new rank will be Lieutenant Commander.®

"is stunned as Chekov had been, he rose slowly to his feet, to
stand to attention as he said: “Aye, aye, sir. Thank you."

"Carry on." Jim's eyes met Bones'. The doctor had been standing
unobtrusively beside the engineering station and had witnessed all that
had occurred. With his eyes he gestured for Jim to copme cvor to him.
Surprisingly, perhaps, Kirk did just that, casuwally, slowly.

McCoy kept his voice low., "Time for g drink, don't you think®"

Kirk looked at him enquiringly. "I haven't been here two minutes,
Bones, I've..,." But his voice petered out slowly as he saw the
expression in his friend's eyes. "Okay, okay, a very quick one, Not
the time - but it will suffice." He strode over to the turbolift doors,
calling over his shoulders: "Mr. Sulu, take over. I'll be in my
quarters if I'm needed." He shot a glance at McCoy. "...And back here
in fifteen minutes.”

A glass of Saurian brandy was nestled between his hands before
Bones spoke.

"That was a sudden promotion, wasn't it, Jim?"

"Doctor, I do not think that is within the realms of your duty
as chief surgeon aboard this ship!" There was momentary, inexplicable
anger in Jim's face and Bones was not at all sure what to do. The blue
eyes could not hide his hurt however, and Jim immedistely noticed his
look, He relented. "Hell, I'm sorry, Bones, Don't know why I said that
eeee" He took a deep breath and drank down some of the brandy. "The
decisicn had been made for me, but it was not an arbitrary one. I
-couldn't go against Spock's highest recommendations, even if I%d wanted
to -~ and there was certainly no need tc$" There! He had said 'his' name.
No hesitation., No pain. '"Sulu's appointment was my idea! The ship needs
a First Officer, Sulu is a good man and the only one who could replace..,
him." Kirk downed the rest of the brandy in one gulp and Bones watched
him concernedly, as the Captain rubbed tired eyes, as if trying to clear
his still numbed senses. Then, quite suddenly, he rose to his feet,
pushing. his golden hair back and stretching, "Must be getting back,..
need to. This could be a tough one, knowing the Orions. See you later,
Bones!" He strode to the door as confidently as he had done on the
bridge - but he stopped before it opened, facing it. "I'm sorry for the
outburst...."

Bones stepped quickly to his side,plaeing his hand upon the tense
shoulder. The muscles were tense, stretched to their extreme. "It's
okay. Really. I do understand! And I am herel!"

The Captain of the 'Enterprise' did not turn, but the tenseness
in the muscles lessened congiderably, conveying what Bones needed to know,
And the surgeon knew that his concern was unfounded.
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The 'USS Enterprise' had arrived at the last reported position of
the Orion pirates, but there was no sign of any ships. No debris. No
ionised trails. No residue of any kind. No evidence whatsoever to sub-
stantiate the report that a merchant ship or any other had been attacked
there, despite continuous sensor sweeps by Chekov.

Sulu turned to face his Captain and they both knew that they were
thinking the same thing. A trap!

Kirk acted, "Deflector screens up! Long range sensors on full
operation. ILt, Uhura, monitor all frequencies and inform me immediately
if anything unusual registers!"

"iye, aye, sir." lAcknowledgements from all quart@rs. Peak effi-
ciency as always. Then Chekov spoke.

"There are no ships of a any configuration within a radius of ten
parsecs, sir. There is, however, a planet at the extreme range of
sensors, Unclassified. Totally unknown to us. It is my opinion, sir,
that if the Orions are in this sector, they have to be on that planet."

Kirk looked at his young Science Officer. "igreed." -A moment
passed, the bridge silent, expectant. Then another, Doctor McCoy
entered unnoticed and stood unobtrusively at the side of the turbolift
watching, worried. Finally, Kirk pulled himself higher into his chair,
decisions made;,

"Mr, Sulu,plot a course for that planet. Warp factor one, Bxtrenme
caution." The great vessel slid gracefully onto its new heading-as
bidden, and each member of the bridge compliment took a deep breath,
They each knew. their commanding officer's intentions and feared them.
There was no-one now who could stem the enthusiasm or the impetuousness
of their special Captain and they feared the dangers that awaited him -
now he was alone., Now that Spoeck was gone.

Orbit had been achieved and Chekov was again performing his duties.

"It reads as Class M, sir, but highly unstable. No life-readings,
I think there may be a natural dampening field surrounding it, preventing
the sensors from registering fully. It does not mean that the Orions are
not down there, sir." Kirk continued listening wordlessly, analysing
the information that the young man was providing him with. "The 'fie 14!
may even affect communications if a landing party goes down, sir. Large
deposits of rodinium,."

" A:ﬂy Shlp‘)ll

"None that I can detect. It may be shielded by the planet but I
think that highly unlikely, sir."

Kirk locked reflectively at the viewscreen, allowing the 1nformat10n
to pass through his mind. The planet was framed before him, purple in
colour,with swirling ionised clouds covering much of the land area,

It was the first challenge. The first mission for him, Captain James
Tiberius Kirk, since Spock had...died...... He uncrossed his legs and,
as he pulled himself to his feet, Uhura turned away, unable to face him
as he uttered the inevitable instructions. She couldn't gquite define
why, but she was scared.

"1711 take a landing party down. Uhura ask Rogers -~ minerologist,
and Peters - geologist, to meet me in the transporter room. Alsc a full
security detail.”

"Aye sir." Her voice was choked but it went unnoticed as Sulu began
to speak. "Sir, this might be a trap!"

uTtp well aware of that fact, Mr. Sulu."

"Then I respe ctfully request that I...."

"Request denied!"™ Then his voice scoftened. "Thank you, but this
is my job. Something I must do." He didn't clarify the statement.

"Then at least allow me to accompany you, sirl"

"No. No, you'll be in command here. I'1ll be taking my Science
Officer with me for this one." He turned to Chekov then, who stood expect-
antly beside his console. "Mr. Chekov.,"
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They both walked to the 1lift doors but Kirk hesitated at Uhura's
station. "Lieutenant, I thought I heard Dr, McCoy enter the bridge."

"You did sir... But when we made orbit...he...left...."

Kirk's eyes drew together in thought, but he managed a smile for
the Bantu woman he was so fond of. Then he led the way into the 1ift,

"What in hell's name do you think you're doing®"

Doctor Leonard McCcy stormed into the transporter room, approaching
Jim with a face almost red with fury.

Kirk started, felt anger rise, then forced it back as he realised
the reason for his friend's outburst ~ and understocd. The rest of the
landing party diplomatically began a conversation amongst themselves as
their Captain gently guided his friend to one side of the room. ‘

"Bones, it's okay! If the Orions are down there, then we've got to
get them. And what can happen with an army of security guards?" Bones
looked at the six security men who waited patiently for their Cuptain to
join them. . -

"Not much of an army.... Damn it, it could be a trap and we won't
even be in contact with youil"

Jim couldn't help smiling. "You can certainly get all the details
when you want to, Bones! Stop worryingl"

"But Spock isnft...." He stopped himself, but it had already been
said.

Jim looked at him, his mind alert, but his eyes distant., "Precisely.
Spock isn't here., I know, That's the very reason that this must be done.
This is the first time that I've beamed down without him being at my side,
or waiting for me up here, nearby, since.... Don't you understand, Bonees?
I have to do this!" He looked desperately at his friend, begging for
understanding. "Spock isn't my guardian angel and if I don't do this now,
then I'1l never he able to do anything, If I am to be the Captain again,
then I must face this." o

Bones saw the pleading in the hazel depths. "Then at least let me
come with you! Need a bit of excitement. Business is lousy."

Thet was answered by a firm shake of the golden head. "If I'm to
keep my promise to him, then I must carry on. And I must go down, alone,
to prove to myself...." He couldn't go on, but he finally found the
understanding and acceptance for what he had to do within the blue eyes
of the 'Enterprise' Chief Surgeon. "Well, must be off., Have a drink
ready for me when 1 get back!"™ He jumped up onto the platform to join
his landing party and smiled his wonderful smile. "hnyway. He ig with
me! Energise, Mr. Kyle." '

"Good luck, Jim!" McCoy was determined not t¢ nake the same mis-
take as he had made when Spock had entered the amoeba, near solar system
Gamma. TA! Kirk was able to wave his hand in acknowledgement before the
transporter effect claimed him. The emptiness and silence which seemed
to engulf McCoy caused him to reflect instantly on Jim's last statement.
Kirk believed so deeply that Spock was still at his side. He hoped with
all his heart that Jim was right.

The entire planet has a purplish hue and if it wasn't for the
unfriendly terrain and the constant buffeting that it received by the
congtant tremors, it could almost have been called beautiful. There was
no vegetation and no evidence of habitation, but it was still...welcoming,

The party fanned out, visually examining their uninspiring surr-
oundings.

"Tricorders," Kirk called,

Simultaneously, both the women scientists and Chekov himself,
reported that despite the fact that the tricorders funtioned exactly as
they should, they could achieve no readings, As a precautionary measure,
Jim took out his communicator but received no answer to his calls., They
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were not surprised after the warning that Chekov had given them on board
ship, but the security guard closed in around their commanding officer,
three of them forming a protective triangle arcund his person, Jim noted
it, but said nothing, despite the fact that he disliked the close attenticn.
He registered the fact that the guards were only doing a very good job
under difficult circumstances.

_ "Well, gentlemen. Ladies. We may 2s well investigate the immed-
~iate area. We'll return here in an hour, when the autcmatic beam—up
procedure will be in operation., Keep your eyes open." .

He led the way, as was normal, as they descended the slight slope
in front of them scanning the horizon., The loose sand and shale beneath
their feet and the added hazard of the tremors did not imporve matters
and they lost their footing frequently. One of the women fell and Jim
was at her side in an instant, helping her to her feet,

“Are you alright?" :

"Fine sir. Just winded a little." She held onto him for a moment,
feeling comforted and strengthened by his presence, and they waited for
her to get her breath back. Finally, she pulled herself upright, indi-
cating that she was ready to go on.

"Stick close to one of the security guerds, You too! He indicated
the other girl and then walked on.

Chekov called tc him, excitedly. "Sir! Footprints!"

"Yes." He smiled at the young man's enthusiasm. "They're heading
for those hills.... Well, what have we got to lose?" The decision made,
they headed for the towering turrets of rock about a mile distant.

It didn't take them long to ocover the distance. The going was
easier in the rockier terrain and they could move faster, seemingly
free now from the tremors. The tricorders were capable of basic rec—
ording and the scientists carried out their primary duties of recording
their surroundings as they travelled. This planet would be valuable for
its deposite of rodinium, if for nothing else, and the readings would be
important for future reference.

Nearer the hills the wind blew and Jim's mind was wrenched back to
Vulcan, to what had,..happened there. And he heard 'his' voice again,
It seemed to whisper ¥Take care...®, but he wasn't sure, and his con-
centration was broken by one of the security guards enqguiring what was
WIONg.

7'y fine,... Just fine."™ Pointing to the hills, he said, “"There
are some caves. 1 think they warrant investigation.,”

The scientiste nodded enthusiastically and headed for themflmmed—
iately, leaving their commanding officer to contemplate the wind., A4fter
a few seconds, he grew curious of the unusual structure of those very
hills before him. Surely they weren't condusive to the development of
caves..., Almost on impulse he moved forward, followed discreetly by his
'guards?', tnstinctive curiosity seemed to engulf him and he entered.

A violent explosion engulfed the area, the silence savagely shati-
ering about them and all the members of the landing party threw themselves
to the ground. A4ll except one.

As the choking red dust settled they saw what they most dreaded.
The case entrance into which their Captain had enlered was no more. 1In
its place was a collection of rocks and rubble, the result of a rockfall,
The security guards began to dig at the all-encompassing rocks with their
bare hands, afraid to use their phasers for fear of bringing more rubble
down upon the body of Captain Kirk. Chekov pulled his communicator into
action, almost sure that it would be hopeless, but hoping nonetheless.
His hope was answered, Amidst static and interference, the voice of Mr.

Sulu, First Officer of the Starship 'Enterprise!, issued forth. It was
as if the explosion itself had caused a link to be vitally establlshed
between them and their ship.
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"Sulu. We need an emergency team of medics and technicians right
now! There's been an explosion! It's the Captain.”

On the bridge, Uhura dropped her head into her arms., Her great
fear had been realised....,

Seconds later, Scotty himself had beamed down, accompanied by
McCoy and the rest of their teams, Bones was white. White with fear,
tension.... He blamed himself for what had happened, because he hadn't
been there, and because he hadn't been able to talk his friend out of
beaming down. And he blamed himself again for not being able to save
Spock. He paced back and forth as Scotty feverishly organised his teams
as they began to phaser the bigger boulders cut of the way; then set up
tractor beams to pull the rest of the debris from the cave mouth.

Someone caught a glimpse of command yellow, All operations ceased
and Bones dived in to assess the situation, knowing that undue haste now
could very possibly cost Jim his life - if he wasn't already dead....

He pushed that thought quickly from his mind.

"Careful, Scotty. Be very, very careful. He's right under itin
The instructions were unnecessary, but Bones felt he had to say something.

The rest of the rocks were removed to reveal the form of what had
been a whole and vibrantly alive man. It was barely recognisable as such
now, The face, so handsome, that they knew so well, was bloody from
numerous cuts and grazes; the halr normally golden was red with dust ~
and blood, Most of the command yellow was drenched with red; the legs
were battered pulp.

McCoy swallowed compulsively, desperately trying to control the
nausea he felt but he wasted no time. He administered one rapid inject-—
“ion of cordrazine in an attempt to stabilise the heart-flutter whichhis
tricorder had registered., 4 painkiller would be useless. Then he gently
cradle . the battered head in his arms =s the transporter beam claimed
them, as per Sulu's instructions.

It had been a long, long operation, and now Doctor Leonard McCoy
stood beside his patient as he lay, wmoving, upon the diagnostic bed.
" The lighting was subdued and he couldn't help thinking back to the time
when Spock had lain in a bed just like this one - and had died! To
drag his thoughts away from such morbidity, he allowed his eyes to rest
upon the scanner readings. They were all abnormally low - too low,
Heartbeat was slow, irregular; +the K3 factor indicator registered very

~_high levels of pain, despite the painkilling drugs which Bones had now

administereds; all the other readings were fluctuating wildly. But he
could do no more, Every ounce of his skill, every particle of his will
had been used, seemingly to no avail. Captain James T. Kirk was dying.
The rib-cage had been smashed, the fragments penetrating both

lungs; his liver had been punctured; his spleen had ruptured; there

" had Y“een severe internal haemorrhaging. The injuries had been terrible,
" almost impossibly severe and it was a miracle to Bones that they had
been able to get him out from under the rockfall alive. Now, he had

" done all he could. DNow, it was all up to Jim himself,

And that was what Bones most feared., Jim's superior will to live,
his unique willpower had pulled him through bad injuries before - but
perhaps now he would not fight.... v

I'inally, he }ulled his hand from Jim's. He had been holding it
now for.,.how long? He couldn't remember. Relative time was non-existant
for him, He was too exhausted, both mentally and physically, to remember
anything but that awful sight of his friend amongst the rubble on that

god-forsaken planet. ; o
It had been a trap. Scotty had established that much, All the

caves had been 'booby-trapped',long before they had arrived on the planet.
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The Orions had known that the Federation would receive the hogus message
and they knew tha’ Starfleet could not affort not to send help. They had
not known that th.. 'Enterprise' would be sent, it was just an effective
incident of servicz. Jim Kirk had just been the unfortunate one to have
walked into their trap....

Damn the universe!

Bones forcec himself to leave the bedside, knowing that if he
stayed any longer he would break down completely, He felt so damngd
helpless and inadeguate - just as he had felt when Spock had.... He
shook himself vio zntly. To dwell on that would not help Jim! Wegrily
he entered his of'ice and-sank into the chair facing the door, his head
falling onto his - -ms in despair.,

McCoy remem! :red the words that Spock had left for Jim on his tape:
"We will live forsver, together, when the time comes.™ Jim believed that
above all else. . 1d Bones knew thut it was what Jim wanted most. Would
‘Kirk let himself [0, prevent himself from fighting, so that he could join
Spock in that eternal sleep? McCoy could not help his anguished thoughts
from being uttere’ aloud and they echoed slightly around the small room....

"Oh, God! “’'ve lost one of my dearest friends..., I couldn't
stand los1ng anot. er!.,.."

Suddenly, a idst his frustrated, angered thoughts, he heard some
wordsy words tha’ were being directed at him; words spoken calmly,
quietly, by a voic: oh, so very, very, familiar to him. He shodk his
head, sure that it was his guilt which was creating sounds within his
brain that his co.sciousness could not cope with., But no. There they
were again! He forced his head upright to stare at the doorway before
him, the directio . from whence the words had come. Haloed in that door-
way was Commander Spock, : v

"You will noi lose him, Bones." Thc figure, so0lid in substance -
McCoy was sure of that! - stood there, hands behind back,clad in a dress
uniform of sciencc blue. Exactly like Spock.... It was Spock! He nodded
- at Bones, very ge .ly, then turned -and walked into the ward.

Completely ~junned, Bones found himself unable to méve. It could
not be Spock., Spick was dead! But then he remembered Jim's faith, his
belief that Spock vas always with him and began to beliéve himself. After
all, no-one excey’ Spock could stand like that, or have that familiar
., expression upon h‘ . face, He staggered to the door and looked w1th

) mlsted eyes to whr e he knew the figure had gone.

Spock stood >e51de Jim's still form and an expression of true and
real pain flicker: . over the Vulcan's features. Then he schooled them
and placed his ha: ‘s carefully upon the face of Jim Kirk, ir the familiar
mode of performin: the mind meld. - He loocked up once to nod again at the
doctor,a smile tw uing the corners of his mouth, then he sank into deep
concentration., B. :es simply stcod, transfixed at his office door,
gstunned, a new be ief flowing through his mind. He knew from that
instant that Jim 7 rk would recover and that 21l would be well again.,

He returned to hir office, fearful of disturbing such a private, peace-
ful, poignant scer :.

As he sank cice more into his chair, content that Jim was in good
hands, he began to reflect on his thoughts of a few moments before,
Perhaps Spock had o0ld Jim that he would join his Vulcan when the time
came, and that th:" time would come soon, but looked upon logically,
time did not exis’ in the true sense for Spock now. 'Soon' might mean
for him a time ter years, twenty years or even fifty years distant,

He had wanted Jim o carry on living, enjoying life for the both of them.
Again it was illo: ical for Spock to allow Jim to lose the fight for life
this soon. So he had returned to aid their mutual friend, the surgeon,
when all hope had seemed lost., He had come back to reassure Bones McCoy
and to give Jim. lae will to live by 'physically' performing the mind meld
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so familiar to them all.  Quite suddenly that knowledge seemed to pervade
his very soul, -And Doctor McCoy sighed contentedly.

Minutes ticked by inexorably as Bones listened for the slightest
gound, hesitant to return into the ward again until the mind meld was
completed., It seemed slightly macabre 1o him for a brief instant that a
ghost, for that was what Spock was now, was performing a mental coalition
with his best friend. But the moment passed swiftly. There was nothing
macabre in the situation at all.

A slight moan met his ears and he stiffened. Then he heard the
sound of a muffled sigh. It had to be Jim! Rushing tc¢ the door, he
grasped the door Jjamb firmly to give himself support and locked across
at the bed in which the ‘Enterprise' Captain lay. The hazel windows
were open. He was alone., In two strides, Bones was beside the bed.

M"Bkasy now, Jim. Just lie still. Everything is going to be just
fine." His eyes rogse to the diagnostic panel to find, tc his relief,
that the indicators, though far from normal, had stabilised and risen
considerably. The K3 indicator registered no pain whatsoever and he
mentally thanked Spock for that too. Then the man with the blue eyes
smiled, '

Kirk raised a heavily bandaged arm to rub his eyes. "1 feel like
I've been,.. hit with 2 sledge-hammer...." Those few words caused him to
vant heavily, completely breathless due to the pressure in his chest
caused by the damaged ribcage,

Bones smiled again. "Quite an interesting analogy under the circum—
stances.... We'll talk about it later - now there's going to be a later."
Jim's eyes met his, understending the significance of those words, Then
Bones placed a hand gently upon Jim's arm, "I'll give you something to
make you sleep, You need plenty of rest - and no arguments!" Jim smiled
- wickedly, but then nodded in agreement as he felt the exhaustive reaction
setting in. He knew that full explanations of what had happened to him
could wait, ’

"Okay, Okay! Thanks, Bones.... You did.,.2 good job...228i0..."

"Spock did most of the work, Jim."

Kirk's eyes opened again to meet the blue whirlpools of emotion
beside him. '

L1 Spockon

Bones nodded. "He was here,... I saw him, Jim! I actually saw
him -~ and he even spoke to me. You were right., You always have been."

Without taking his eyes from Bones', Jim spoke again. "And he..,
helped to heal me?"

"YegmsS.... But he also did something much more important, Jim.

He gave you back your will to live," ’
Jin's eyes widened, then his whole face brightened in new under-

standing.
I...understand now." The words were whispered and Zones could
barely hear them, "The promise. My promise...."

"It's been kept, Jin!"

Kirk could say no more. He simply settled himself back, at peace
now, and happy. New contentment enveloped him and a new realisation.
He had kept his word to his dearest friend, his brother. He had a future
ahead of him which would hold as much joy and happiness as the past had
done., It could still be a good life,

Captain James T, Kirk slept peacefully, a smile upon his handsome

face,
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('ith thanks to Sue Stockley for all her 'technical assistance' and
endless encouragement. )
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