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FRIEMNDSHIFE ANMND DUTY

McCoy leaned back in his chair and watched the couple on the
dance floor. It was getting late, but he didn’t regret that he had
accepted Jim Kirk's invitation to accompany him and his girl friend
to the small bar. It was the last day of the two week shore leave
they’'d bsen granted on this small frontier planet. The girl - or
rather, the young woman - Kirk was dancing with was one of ths
passengers they wers to pick up and transport to another planet,

McCoy could tsll that Kirk was happy. This wasn’t one of his
usual shore leave romances; it was something different. Ths night
before, Kirk had told him sagesrly that he’'d found ocut that Eilsen was
ane of the passengers they wsre to take to ths new colony on Tandor
II.

Thare was nothing very particular about Eileen. She was good
looking, but not extraordinarily attractive. Yet Kirk's fFeslings for
this young woman went deeper than any he’d had for a female in a long
time. The dance floor was empty except for Kirk and Eileen. The
lighting of the room was subdusd and the music soft. Whean the song
camg Fimally to am end, Kirk stopped dancing, put an arm arcound
Eileen and led her back over to the table whers McCoy was sitting.

Both starship offigers wore civilian clothes on this last
svening of their shore leave. Hcloy glancsd at his friend and
smiled. Kirk was wearing casual flannel pants and a simple shirt;
he was attention-catoching even without that gold braid shirt of his.

Briefly, McCoy wondered why the younger man had invited him to
come along this night. Sometimes it seemed as if Kirk wanted saome
kind of approval from his frisnd. Mcloy grinmed broadly at them as
the coupls reachad the tabls.

"The two of you make quite a good team. Perhaps you ought to
think about entering the dancing contest we’'ll have on hoard in a
couplse of weeks."

Kirk grinned at his partner and looked deeply into her eyes far
a moment befores answering. "Watch out, Bones - ws Jjust might do
that."

McCoy finished his mint jJulep and looked at Kirk. "It’'s getting
late, Jim. I think it’s time for an old country doctor to turn in."

Gatting up, he grinned. "But remember that Starship Captains need a
few hours of slsep, too. See he gsts some rest, will you, Eilsen?"

She smilsd back at him. "Sure, Doc. I wouldn’t want Jim
exhausted, you know."

Suddenly, she staggered, tried to get a hold on the tables, but
failsd. Kirk caught her just as she Fainted.

McCoy was at her side instantly, and resached for her pulsea.
Kirk looked at him anxiously.

"Wwhat is it, Bones?"

McCoy relsased her wrist., "Her pulse is very Ffast, but that’s
all I can tell right row.”
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Eilsen’s eyss Fluttersd open. "What happened?" shs asked,

"You fainted. How do you feel, Eilsen?" Xirk helped her gently
into a chair,

She took a desp breath. "I’m all right, Jim. I Just got
giddy."

MeCoy looked at her with concsrn. "I think it’'ll be best if you
come along to my apartment. I have my medikit there and 1’1l give

you a gquick check over.®"
"That won’t be necessary, Doc. I fesl finge now."

"Sure you fesl all right, darling?" Kirk asked, caressing her
chaeak.,

She nodded, but McCoy was insistant., "I still think it's bhetier
for me to check hesr aver."

She shook her head, and Kirk looked at his friend. "She'’'s
probably all right, Bomes. 1’11 take her home and see that shs gets
some rast. "

McCoy still looked doubtful, but gave in. "All right, Jim. And
see that you get some rest yoursslf. [’ll see you at the shuttle
terminal tomorrow morning. "

MeCoy wasn’t exactly in the best of moods when he made his way
to the terminal the next morning. Why do shore leaves always have to
be so damn short? he wondersd.

When he arrived at the terminal, Kirk was already waiting fFor
him. Grimning, he greeted his Friend.

"Oid you sleep wsll, Bones?"

“Yeah, I guess so," the doctor grumbled. "But tell me, how do
you always manage to be in a good mood in the morning?"

"You know that’s not always the case, Bones., But I have soms
good news. Eilssn - I mean, the scientists - have been temporarily
assigned to the Enterprise; the establishing of the colony on Tandor
Il has bheen somewhat delaysd. Tha time on the Enterprise will
provide them with some first-hand expsrience of the problems they’ll
be dealing with. We’ll be doing some mapping and patrolling, and
you’rs to give the physicals to the personnel on thas outposts aon the
way. How does that sound to you?"

Kirk’s enthusiasm was contagious. MeCoy Found himself smiling
in rasponse. "Sounds gresat toc me. Some peaceful routins is Just
what the crew needs. Even this two weeks’ shore leave couldn't
possibly make up for all the strain we’'ve been guing through in the
last few months. Where’s Eilesen? I thought you'’d he picking her
up. T

"Sha's just finishing packing. Toilet things, slippers, ths
last of her clothes. We'rs to mest her in about half an hour, Have
you had breakfast yet, Bonss?"

“Nops."
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"All right, then. Let’s go over to the coffse bar and get
something to eat. I'm starving!®

"I het you ars -~ as usual."

They wsre not joined by Eilesen until after they had Finished
their meal. She was carrying a light suitcase; the rast of her
haggage had already been bsamed aboard the Enterprise.

Kirk and Eileen wers engaged in light conversaticon as they
crossed over to the Galilso II. The shuttlecraft had besen completely
overhauled at the terminal as requirsd by Starflest regulations.
MeCoy didn’t care too much about the technical reguirements, but he
was happy that for once he didn’t have to get his moleculss scrambled
by the transporter, since Kirk was taking the shuttle back home. H=
caught himself looking forward to getting back aboard, too., Hell -
yes, he admitted it., The Starship had become a home For him.

"Aren’'t you caming, BonesT" Kirk interrupted his train of
thought.

The Journsy back to the Enterprise was wunaventful. Once back
home, Kirk showed Eileen around. She could tell he was very proud;
this was his home, and he wanted to share it with Eileen.

Mcloy kept them company as they made their way to the bridge.
Here, Kirk introduced Eilsen toc Spock, a task to which hs had besn
locking forward yst wanted to avoid at the same time. But whsn Kirk
looksd at his frisnd, there was only approval and understanding in
tha dark syss.

Kirk smiled at him. "I should be catching up on ship’s
business., Would you care for a game of chess tonight, though,
Spaock?"

Spock nodded. "Yes, Captain.®

Turning to lsave, Kirk said, "I’1l1l be in my cabin, Spock, in
case I'm needad. Could you see Eilssn to her quarters, Bonas?!

"Sure thing, " McCoy said as the turbolift doors closed behind
them.

Eileen had besn assigned to regular quarters becauss she would
be staying on the Enterprise for several weseks at least. She was
sharing with a Junior lisutenant. As she made friends easily, this
didn’t poss any problem, and she was on friendly terms with Angela
Crater right from the hesginning.

She felt very tired. The tour of the ship had been gquite
exhausting, but it had been good to ses Jim in his own environmant.
She had been able to share some of the pride Jim held for his ship
and crew, and Eilleen was grateful that she could spend some time on
the ship which was renowned For its efficiency throughout the
Federation. She had been sxcited when she discoversed that it was the
Enterprisg that was to transport the scientists to Tandor I1.

At that time she didn’t anticipate, of coursa, that she would
Fall in love with the ship’s captain, Kirk had quite a reputation
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goirg, but when Eileen had met him, hs had been completely differsnt
from anything she had imagined.

They had met in a small bar away from the usual amussment
centras. Eileen had recognised Kirk From picturss she had ssen.

Yet she wasn’t quite sure what had started their romance in the
First place., Kirk's handsome face had looked tired amnd drawn. After
soma conversation, Eileen had invited him to Jjoin her for a quiet
evanrning in her apartment. One svening had bhecome every svening for a
Fortnight. Eileen’s chesrful company had helped Xirk to rscgver fram
the immense strain he had been suffering prior to this shers lsave,

Tha Enterprise crew had hecome involved in a civil war on a
planmet where they ware supposed to act as mediators betwesn the two
hostile parties. Several of the senior officers had besan woundsd in
a surprisse attack.

Even though Kirk himss1lf hadn’t been injured, he was completely
exhausted mentally. Spock had heen severely wounded in the raid, and
although he was now well on the road to recovery and back to light
duty, Kirk hadn’t wanted to leave him. Mcloy had practically dragged
Kirk down for shors lsave on medical orders, and as things turned
ogut, he'd done the right thing.

Eileen smiled to harself., Mzloy weas a nice guy. When Jim had
introduced them, she had liked him instantly. The doctor was very
outspoken, and yet he was a gentleman in every sense of the word.
Eileen had been able to sense the warm friendship that existed
betwesn Jim and Mcloy. Ysas, her tims on the Enterprise was going to
be good.

Eileen realised that she had wandersed around her cabkin idly for
the last fifteen minutes. Angsala had gons on duty, but Eileen
decided that she had better use the time to gst settled. She looksd
at the wall chronometer.

McCoy had told her to come down to sickbay For her phusical at
17.00 hours. That left her about an hour toc get her stuff
straightened out,

Some fForty~five minutaes later, Eileen steppad ocut of the
showsr., She changed into a standard coverall for conveniencs., Then
she brushed her hair. She didn’t feel like putting aon any makeup
right now. UWell, she hardly needed any down in sickbay. She was
really tired, too. After the physical she’'d have to doss down for an
hour or two if she wanted to be awake tonight. Jim wouldn’t like it
if she was too sl=epy to talk to himl

Eileen usually dreaded physicals, but this time she fFelt quite
relaxed. In the short time she had known him, Eilsen had alrsady
bagun to trust Mcloy. She realised that she even looksd forward to
chatting with the Doctor. '

She had to wait for a Few minutes when she arrived in sickbay,
as McCoy had been called to an emergency down in Engineering. When
he Finally came through the door, McCoy smiled at her.

"I'm sorry that I had to kemep you waiting. Well, we night as
well get the physical over as fast as we can." Walking over to the
diagnostic bsd, he patted it. "Hop on here, will you?"
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Moloy chatted to her about life on the Enterprise For the next
ten minutes while he was busily taking the readings. Then, switching
of f the monitor above the bed, "All right, one more reading with this
scanner, and then you’'re done."

The scanner he was holding was a more complicated version of the
one he had in his fisld pack. He ran it over her arm,

"I'm taking a few readings on your blood," he explained. "They
used actually toc have to test it in the old days."

Suddenly, MeCoy frownaed and ran the scanmer over Eileen’s arm
again, retaking the rsading. "Hmmm.,.. Well, I think I had bsttaer
take a blood sampls," he said, truying to hide his concern.

Eilean looked at him, somewhat alarmed. "Is something wrong,
Doc?

"No, no, you Just seem to be a bit anaemic, " MeCoy answered in
an attempt to reassure her. "Have you falt ill recently?*

"No, Doc. I told you yesterday, I'm fine." Sha had obviously
calmed down again, yet Mcloy noticed that she looked unusually pale.

"You haven’'t fainted again, have you?"

"No." Then, after a moment, sha added, "Well, to bs hanast, I
have felt dizzy once or twice, but I'm just tired, that’'s all. UWs

had a lot to do, preparing for this trcip.*

"All right." MeCoy walked over to a wall cabinet. Rseturning
with two pills, he said, "1 want you to go straight to your cabin,
take these, and hit the sack. They’ll make sure you get a good
night’'s sleep."

"But Nog, I have a date with Jim - »

"That’ll have to wait. I’11 tell Jim I sent you to bed. He’'ll
understand.”

“But - o

"No ‘buts’, Eilesn. This is a medical order. Follow it, or
1'1l have you confined to sickbay overnight." Grinning, he added,
"You’'re Just as pigheadsd as Jim. Now, lest me taks that blood
sample."

Orzwing the blood was a matter of seconds. Molou’'s Fingers wera
skillaed, and Eileen hardly felt a thing. While she was rolling down
her sleeve, McCoy resturned with a hypa. Pressing it to her arm, he
said, "Hers -~ this ought to maks you feel better. Now, off you go!"

McCoy walked back to his office in a daze,

He had given the vial containing the blood sample to one of the
duty nurses, ordsring her to take it to the lab immediately.

He sat at his desk. There was nothing he could de but wait for
the result. Yet McCoy was alresady sure of what they would find; he
dreaded having his diagnosis conficrmed.
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This Just wasn’t fair. Jim had lost too many people already!

Even though Jim Kirk was known as a womaniser, McCoy knew that
Kirk had been suffering, and sach time he had lost somesone dear, hs
had been hurt just a little mores deep down inside. It wasn’t
obvious, of course; Kirk was Ffunctioning as brilliantly as ever, but
in his position as Chief Medical Officer and also as personal Friend,
Meloy had become acutsly aware of the inner turmoil in his Friend.

The last few months in particular had put enormous prassurs onto
the young man’s shoulders. They had been involved in quite a few
dangerous missions, Just after a short period of time when Kirk had
lost two loved ones; his Indian ‘wife’ and the android Rayna.

Well, in the first caese Kirk hadn't bsen completely himself, yst
he had loved Miramanee deeply, and she had begn bearing his child.
Perhaps the knowledge that her people survived had helped Kick a
little,

In the second case, McCoy had got the Feeling that Kirk had had
some cutside help in coming to terms with his loss., Yet the lossss
remainasd a fact, amnd it wasn’t just thouse recent cases which added to
the strain that Jim had hesen under. For at least one other case,
McCoy fFelt himself directly responsihls.

If he hadn't besn careless with the cordrazine-containing hypo,
Jim wouldn’t have had to go through the nightmarish experienca with
Edith Keeler. Mcloy was aware that blaming himself for what had
happened was illagical. As Spock had pointed out, it had bsen an
accident, and yet...

McCoy had been sxtremely grateful when Kirk had met Eileen. She
seemed to be complementing him just perfectly. And now. ..

The buzzer of his office door was sounding., A young lab
technician entered with a report and a computer tape. HMecCoy
dismissed him, saying, "It’s all right, just put the report on my
desk .

Not until the lab technician had laft did McCoy pick up the
raport and glance over it quickly.

Sighing, hs put the computer tape in a viswer and activated the
viswecrean., After studying the readout, he switched it of £, and than
sat in silance for guite soms timse,

How was he going to tell this nsws to Jim Kirk?

McCoy knsw that it was his duty to inform the Captain if any
crew member - or passenger, for that matter - uwas sericusly ill. Yet
McCoy didn’t have any idea bhow he could Face Jim and tell him that
his girl frisnd was going to dis.

The disease had first besn discovered hy Andorian sciesntists and
had been labelled with a complicated and unpronounceable Andorian
name, but it was wsually referred to as ‘leukasmia ignota’, ‘unknown
leukaemia’, for it did indeed resemble that disesse in its earlier
stages. A lot of reszarch had bsen done, but the scientists hadn’'t
come up with any specific results,

The disease wasn’t contagious, esven though a virus was supposed
to trigger off a resacticn in the beody of the victim. Yet the
scientists had bsen able toc prove that a virus along couldn’t be the
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cause; it aonly affacted pesople who had a certain genetic
predisposition to contract it; thus it was, in essence, a hereditary
dissases.

Only a few dozen casas had become known after the discovery of
the disease, so it could safely be considered very rare -~ but in all
of those few cases it had proved to be fatal.

The doctors working on the ressarch project were sure that oance
the virus triggering off the reaction was identified, it would be
fairly easy to vaccinate against it; but there was no cure.

In scientific languags, it all sounded very simple; Ffirst the
red corpuscles were slowly destroyed, then in the later stages, the
major organs also hecams affectsad,.

Could he dars tell Eileen about it?

MeCoy himself had had to face imminent death by a similar
digseass only a F2u months previously, and ornly by chance had they
discovered that Fabrini miracle cure at the last moment. But there
was nothing in the Fabrini records about unknown leukasmia.

He rzmambered very vividly what he had gons through, and he also
remembered something in Eileen’s psychological profils that made him
decide against telling her.

Eileen was likely to panic when exposed to strain -~ a reason why
she hadn’t been accepted into Starfleet when she applied, a fasw years
previously. Even though she was now working for Starfleset, she was a
civilian scientist, and the chance that she might be saxposed to
danger and strain on a colony was very slight.

Yat this characteristic was somgthing which made Eilssn
different from the women Kirk came across in his sveryday life, and
perhaps it was that which had triggered off his special reaction to
her.

It was almost unthinkahle that Jim should lose her.

Maybe thers was a mistaks in the computer’s analysis or his own
diagnosis? It was a straw, but MeCoy clutched at it desperatsly.
Just maybe Spock would bs able to prove him wrong; there was nothing
he wished for more,

¥as, he would need the Vulecan's he2lp. He reachsd for the
intercom.

"McCoy to bridge."

"Kirk hers. What is it, Bonas?"

Damn, Jim is still on Jduty’ McCoy was grateful that the contact
was audio only, He knew he wasn’'t up ko Facing Kirk right now. How

could he possibly tell him...? 0Ok, God, I hope I'm wrong/!

"Bones? Is something wrong?" There was concern in Kirk’s
vaoice.

"No." nmMcCoy tried to make his vaicse sound sven. "No, sorry I
kept you waiting. My mind was wandering. Can you spars Spock up
there? I need his advics with some data."
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"Sure, Bones. He isn’t on the hridge but down in the scisnce
labs. I°ll tsll him to stop by your office aonge he’'s Finished

thera. "
"Thanks, Jim.*®

"You'rs welcome." A pauss, then, "You all right, Bones? Want
to see me about anything?®

Shit, why had Jim always to be so perceptive? "No, I'm Fine,
Jim, Just tired, I guesss. 1'll turn in early tonight." He broke
the connection without waiting for an answer, then tried to settle
comfortably in his chair to wait For Spock.

I must have been more tired than I realised, he thought about
half an hour later when hs was startled by his door buzzer. MNust
have fallen asleep. PDidn’t think I could. He straightened somswhat
hefore calling, “"Coms."

Tha Vulcan entaersd. "The Captain told me you neesded my
assistance concerning some data."

"Spock, I want you to prove me wrong, " McCoy said, motioning
towards the computer printout lying on his desk.

Spock raised an eyebrow. "A somswhat unusual request coming
from you, but I shall do my bast."

Tha next few minutes wers spent in silence while Spock went
over, first the computer analysis, then McCoy's hand-writtsn notes.
Finally he lcuked up.

"I cannot Find any fault in the cmmputar 5 intsrpretation or in
your own notaes, Doctor.”

McCoy slammed his Fist hard on his desk. "Damni Damn,
why...?" He broke off, realising that Spock was looking at him
with... what was it? Alarm? Concern?... in his eyes. "Serry, " he

mumbled, slumping back into his chair,
"Doctor, what is wrong? You sasm... disturhed,”

"It’s that thing," McCoy said, indicating the report. ‘"You know
what the data add up to?"

"I believe 1 do, Doctor. The symptoms plus the data calculatsd
by the computsr would indicate it to be a case of what has becoms
known as leukaemia igrnota, a rather rare dissase.”

"Right. Just that, my brilliant Vulcan. I bet you could sven

calculate the exact odds.,. Sorry, Spock. This - I hoped you might
find something wrong with my calculations. It’'s terminal, you know,
and...” He fell silent, locking at Spock helplessly.

"I wunderstand, Doctor. But such things do occur.®

McCoy looked at the Vulcan again, and he saw that rare Flicker
of warmth and understanding in the dark eyes that Spock normally kept
carefully hidden, Somehow the silent message passed bhstueen the two
men, and suddenly McCoy Felt he could at lsast pull himsself together
gnough to Fill Spock in on the details.,

The Vulcan sat listening in silence to the repeated description
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of the symptoms, and Mcloy felt that sharing the knowledges with
someone made it actually sasier to bear. Yet when he came to the
real problem, he found his voice failing him again.

"The psychological profils of ths patient indicates that telling
her about the exact situation might impose a strain on har that she
couldn't deal with., But... But.,.. I’ll have to tell Jim." Ha
hadn't mentioned the name of the patiant yet.

"Doctor, it is part of the Captain’s duty to keep himsslf
informed about the health of the crew. He might bs dismayed by the
knowledge that a crewmember is seriocusly ill, but I do not see any
sgrious problam."

"It's not a crewmember I was talking about, Spock., It’'s
Eileen., Jim’s girl friend.®

McCoy saw Spock stiffen. The next moment the Uulcan mask
slipped back into place. Yet there was a nota of hesitaticor in his
vaice when he spoke. "That... would seem to complicats things."

"Complicate things! You know as well as I do that there is a
certain limit to what a man can endure! I don’t dare tell him."

"Doctor, you will have to tell him eventually. Baesides -~ don’t
you think it would be even more of a shock if he saw her die, and you
hadn’t told him?"

Somahow, McCoy managed to consider this objesctively. He nodded
agraeement.

"Guess you’'re right, Spock.*®
"IF I can be of any help, Doctor - I could...®

"No, " McCoy interjectsd, his professionalism slowly taking over
again. "I’'m the Chief Medical Officer of this ship, and it’'s my task
to inform the Captain. Thanks anyway, Spock.®

The Vulcan nodded acknowledgement, then, sansing MeCoy's neesd
For further reassurance, added, "1 am glad I could he of help,
Doctor. And... let me know if you need any assistance." He turned
and laft the room.

When the doors had closad behind the Vulcan, McCoy sat in
silenca. Of course Spock was right. Jim would have to know. It
wasn’t Jjust bhecause of Starfleet regulations seither; Jim had a right
to be informed as a friend, too, And Eileen; those last few wesks -
or months - she had should be made worth while. It was best if Jim
knew.

Yet McCoy dreaded the moment of telling Kirk. He didn’'t fael
ready for it. Not just yet.

Mcf€oy realised how tired he was, but he knew that slsep wouldn’t
come naturally with the state of mind he was in. He rose with a sigh
and went over to the medicine cabinet. Taking out the glass bottls
containing the red sleeping pills, he shook two out into his palm.

Since he knew that the pills wouldn’'t take long to taks sffect,
MeCoy dacided to go to his cabin and then taks thsm just before going
to bed,
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He chacked with the young doctor on duty on his way out. Thers
ware no emergencies. It loocked as if he was going to get a night of
uninterrupted sleep.

The drug-induced sleep didn’t refresh McCoy.

Twice during the night he wakened from nightmares, and he woks
the next morning with a bad headache. He rose and went into the
hathroom where hae put his head directly under the water spout for a
Few moments. The clear, cold water refreshed him somswhat, and after
he had had a largse mug of steaming black coffse from the food
dispansar, he felt better.

He decided to have brasakfast in one of the rec rooms. Mayghe
thers would be an cpportunity to tell Jim...

He didn’t follow that train of thought. Despite rscogrnising the
necsssity of telling Jim the truth, McCoy still didn’t want to think
of it.

When he was passing XKirk’'s cabin on his way to the turbolift,
McCoy heard Kirk singing, and stopped. Somshow, the door wasn’t
completely closed, and McCoy was able to make out the faint sound of
water running and the Captain singing, as usual rather off-kay.
After a moment, McCoy recognised the song.

", ..8axcavaaaating for a mine, lived a miner, farty-niner, and
his daughter Clementine..."

MeCoy smilaed, but then it struck him why XKirk was singing. Hs
was happy; in love; and he, McCoy, was about to destroy that
happiness. It was soc damn wunfair! They had a right to have thsir
share of happiness too. The dance in two weeks’ tims...

Kirk was at his refrain again. " ... 0Oh my daaaarling
Clemantine, thou art lost and gone forever, dreadful sorry,
Clemgntiiiine."

Lost and gone forever,

The irony of that line struck MecCoy. Not Clemsntinse, but
Eileen. If Jim knsw...

It was at that moment that MelCoy decided he wouldn’t tell Kirk
right away. After all, Eileen’s condition wasn’t that bad at the
moment. He didn’'t need to worry Jim just yet. It would give them a
fFew happy dauys togsther.

McCoy also made up his mind when he was going to give the
draadful nsws to the Captain; it would be after the damnce, That
gava them a Fortnight without the clouds of worry hanging over them -
over Jim, for it would still be better if she did not know, A
Fortnight which would be hard on MzCoy, since — For practical
purposes - he had to bear the knowlsdge along; as a Vulcan, Spock
could remain detached. But he was more than willing to accept that,
if only becausa of his friendship with Kirk.

The next two weeks passsad uneventfully encugh. McCoy didn't see
very much of Kirk during that tims, but that was something he was
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almost glad abhout. Somehow he couldn’t bring himself to face Kirk;
the few timss they had spent together in the mess thers had besn an
air of awkwardness on MeCoy’s part. He was constantly afraid that

his tongue might slip and he would reveal something about Eileen’s

illness. Yes, it was best that Kirk was spending mast of his free

time with Eileen.

MocCoy was glad for their happiness; Kirk had raslaxed visibly,
and that was good. Yet Mcloy dearly missed Kirk's company. Jim Kirck
was the closest friend he had ever had in his whole life, and now
that he didn’t see much of him, he Felt desperately lonely.

With a slight smile, Mcloy thought of the incident in the rec
room a couple of days ago. He had gone of f duty but hadn’t felt
really tired. He had gone to the rec room hoping to find some
campany thers, even someone who would Jjoin him for a drink, but as it
had turned out, the rec room wasn’t very busy, and he had taksn
himsalf off to a corner together with a hottle of Saurian brandy in
grder to drown his sorrows.

He had just downed his second - or was it his third? - glass
when he had felt somebody’'s gaze on him, and looking up he had met
the quietly worried syes of the Enterprise’s First Officer. Mocloy
couldn’t tell now if it was the Vulcan’s slight telepathic ahility
that had made him sense the Aeoctor’s nesd For company and someons to
confide in, or if it was Just part of Spock’'s Human heritage that
causaed him to know that Leonard MelCoy needed his assistancs.

In the end, it didn’t matter. The Vulcan had bsen there,
quietly offering his help. McCoy remembered his words very well,

"Boctor, do you think it’s wisa,...?" Tha sentsnce had bhesn laft
unfinished, but the Vulcan had got his message across pretity well,

Momentarily at a loss as to what to say, the Vulcan had than
asked McCoy whether he cared for a game of chess, Fforgetting that the
Boctor had no more than slsmentary skill in that game., Mooy had
declined, but had challenged Spock to a game of checkers instead,
only to Find himself leosing in lsss than five minutes. First MoCoy
had been frustrated, but then, realising that hg didn't stand a
chance of winning against Spock in any kind of tactical game, he had
asked the Vulcan to play ludo with him,

At First Spock had heen inclined to turn down the Doctor’s
requesht, but then he reallised that this might give Mceloy the
relaxation he so badly needad and agreed to the game. To his
embarrassment, McCoy, who had drunk enough to be slightly tipsy, had
risen and announced loudly that he and Spock were going to play ludo
and that anyone was welcome to join them,

This was something really unusual, and Chekov, Sulu and twe of
theilr friends who had beern playing cards in another corner had joined
them, and a group of spectators soon surcrounded them.

The gasme had lasted nearly two hours, amd by ths time it snded,
McCoy was relaxed — and slightly more drunk, since alcohol (and othar
refrashments) had found their way into the stomachs of the eager
players {(except Spock’s, aof course} in abundancs, Thea Doctor had
argued that they nesded to sustain their strength, and afterwards
Chekov had provided a round of vodka for everyhody in the ropom to
celebrate his victory.

When McCoy, upon making his sxit, had bumped into the wall and
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complained that the door was purposely avading him, Spock decided
that he had better accompany the Doctor to his quarters.

If Kirk had heard abouwt the incident over the ship’s grapevine,
he gave no sign. FProbably he was too busy with his own affairs to
notice.

Anyway, this was the night of the dance sponsorsd by the ship’s
musical society. Mecloy hadn’t been ahbhle to talk his way out af
attending it. He usually dreaded such large scale social occasions,
but since svean Spock had agreed to attend (rumour had it that he
would be giving a special performance on his Uulcan lyrettel), the
ship’'s Chief Medical OfFficsr could hardly chicken out.

Well, at least no dress uniforms wers necassary. This was a
casual style occasion, meaning either standard uniforms or,
preferably, civilian-style clothing, and since he was a civilian at
heart, thers was no doubt which way MeCoy wowld drass.,

When McCoy emerged from his cabin half an hour later, he was
clad in a one-piecs green and yellow Jjumpsuit. Sure, the colours
wars somewhat gawdy, but Meloy liked it this way. It meant a hreak
from the sveryday routine. He remembsred with a slight grin the odd
stares that had met him the first few times he had dressed this uway,
but the crsw had soon grown used to Mcloy’s individualistic style of
of F-duty dress.

He met Uhura at the turbolift. She wore an old African
traditional costume in bright colours. McCoy gave her a brief hug
and a peck on ths cheek bsefore stepping intoc the lift with the words,
"You look great tonight.”

*You, too." Uhura smiled at him., "aAre you antering the contsst
tonight?"

"Entering the contest? Ma? You krnow I don’t like thesa sxotic
fashion dances.®

"Oh, I'm sure we have something for sverybody. Even for you,
lL.eonard.”

The evening was in Full swing when the dance contest was finally
announced. McCoy was seated at a table with Chekov, Scott, and some
of the engineering staff.

Some time earlisr, Kirk had come over to say hello. He wors
Jeans and one of his favourite checkered flannel shirts. He had had
a happy grin on his face, and had clapped McCoy on the shoulder,
thanking him for coming along to the dance - since he knew that McCoy
usually tried to avoid such svents., It was then that Mcloy started
to drink in earnest. Tomorrow was the day when he would have to tell
Jim... Uriginally, has had come to the dance, albeit halfheartedly,
hoping that it would take his mind off things; but when that failed,
he tried to seek refuge in the temporary sblivion of alcoholic
stupor.

When the contest commenced, McCoy suddenly rose and exclaimed,
"1 can outdrink everybody hers. Anyone want to give it a try?"

The words had bheen slurred, but they were clear enough to be
pickad up by the Vulcan’s sars. Spock, who was sitting with soma
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other scisntists at a neighbouring tabls, excused himself, rose and
walked ogver to the Doctor’s table, sensing that McCoy was troubled
again,

He touched McCoy’s elbow. MeCoy half turned, staggered, and
nearly fell. Spock caught and steadied him, then urged him to take a
seat,

Seating himself next to McCou, Spock said, “You ars intaxicated,
Doctor. Perhaps it would bs better if you took a rast."

"Baloney. I feel Just great, I want to -

At that moment Uhura went up onto the podium and raised her hand
for silence. The music stopped and everybody turned to listen.
Uhura flashed a smile in McCoy’s direction and said, "] know there
ars those among you who prefer traditional music, so I havea asksd our
ensembles to prepare a square dance hors concours. Everyhody is
welcome tg Join in.®

The small ensembles started to play and McCoy got up again.
"That's what I want! I want to dance, Spock. C’mon, you be my
partner," he said and tugged the surprised Vulcan along to the dance
floar,

When Spock recovered from his initial surprise, he stopped the
Doctor, taking a Firm grip of his shoulder. “Noctor, excusa me - I'm
afraid I don’t know this dance and I don’t want to join you."

McCoy tried to free himself from the Vulcan’s grasp, and when
Spock let him go, he lost his balance and sat on the floor with a
rather heavy thud. The fall brought him to his senses, and,
sembarrassed, he was aware of several pairs of curious syes turnesd
towards him., He struggled to his feet, cursing under his breath, and
made for the door as stesadily as he could.

He went to sickbay, awars that he had to get that alcohol out of
his system as fast as hs could. When ha reached sickbay, he want
straight to ths bathroom where he was vioclently sick. He smerged
several minutes latar, looking pals but fesling someswhat batter.

Chapel, who was on night duty, returrned from her round through
the ward. ‘"Doctor! Leonard, you look awful. What happened?"

McCoy looked at her and managed a weak smile. "Guess I drank a
bit too much. 1’1l taks an antitoxin and doss down in my office For
half an hour." When he noticed the concerned loock on her face, h=
added, "Really, no nesd to worry. [ brought most of the stuff up,
anyway. ['11 be all right."

Hs went to the medicine cabiret, swallowed tuwo pills, then want
to his office to lie down on ths couch there. After a few minutes,
he drifted off to slsep.

An insistent beep from the intercom woke him about Forty five
minutes later. He rose, grimaced, and switched on the intercom.

"McCoy here, What is it?"
"Medical emergsency in the main rec room.”

"All rcight, I'm on my way."
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MeCoy put on his boots and hurrised into the ward to collect his
med pouch and a field kit, to be prepared for whatsver a2waitsd him in
the rec room. While he got his things ready, he spoke to Chapel.

"Get the intensive care unit ready. And Chris, get me a couple
of headache pills from the medicine cabinet, will you. I’'m starting
a Father of a hangover."

As he was about to leave sickbay, Chapel approached him. He
noticed the hypo in her hand and grimaced., "I’'d prefsr a pill..."

"This is much fFaster, Doctor.”
"Yes, I know, Chris. Go ahsad."

The hypo hissed against his arm, and after a few seconds he
could Fesl its sffects. By the time he reachad the rec room, his
headache was gone.

McCoy took in the scsne at one glance.

The party had broken up. A group of psople was gathered in ths
middle of ths room. Theuy quickly made room for him when he
approached.

Xirk was kneeling over the prorne form of Eileen, who was lying
on the Floor. He was holding her head, as if that alone would help.

McCoy knelt down next to Kirk., He ran a scanner over her. At
least she was only unconscicus, and not comatose as he had initially
feared. He shot the contants of a hype into her arm and then turnad
towards Xirk.

"Jim, let her go. A medical team is on its way with a trolley.”

As he spoke, medics rushed into the room with a gurney. Kirk
began to rise to help get Eileen onto the stretcher, but suddenly let
out a grunt aof pain.

McCoy turned towards him, alarmed. "What is it, Jim?"

"My Foot. I must have twisted it when I tried to break Eileen’s
Fali."

Whils the med techs got Eilesn ocnto the trolley, MeCoy ran his
scanner over Kirk’s ankle. "Seems liks you’ve only sprained it, but
you'’'d bestter come to sickbay to get it X-rayed. 1’ll ask for another
stretcher. "

"No, I can walk."”

With Moloy’s help, Kirk got to his feet, and placing an arm
around McCoy’s shoulder, he managed to hobble down to sickbay.
Thers, McCoy left him inm Chapsl’s care while he himsslf went to get
Eileen safely hooked up on life support.

When McCoy left her about an hour later, her condition was
stable and a life-giving transfusion was dripping into the vein of
her arm. With a last glance at the indicator, McCoy went to see his
other patient.
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He found Kirk sitting on the edge of a bunk, his left ankle
Firmly bandaged. When McCoy entered the room, Chapel rose From the
desk. "Here is the report, Doctor. It’s just a simpls sprain.”

""ll right. Thanks, Chris. I’ll take over. You can go. Good
night.*"

McCoy busied himself over the report. When Chapel had gone,
Kirk started to get up, but when he put his foot on to the ground, a
grunt escaped him again.

McCoy looksd up. "Take that as a lesson. Where the hell do you
think you are going, anygway?"

"I've got to see Eilgen. Can’t you give me samething for the
pain? How is she, anyway?"

"She's aslasp. So there’s nothing you can do right now.®

"But what’'s the mattsr with hsr, Bomnas? She suddenly passad
out.. What happened?"

"Just what you said - she passed gut, She’s all right now. We
can talk about what happened tomorrow... For now, I want you to stay
in sickbay overnight and get some rest.®

“"Why, Bones? You could Fit my boot with an antigrav sole. "

"1 know you would spend the night pacing yowur cabin, and that
wouwldn’'t do your foot any good, even with an antigrav sole. Doun
here, I can keep an aye on you as well as on Eilsen. Now lie back on
that bunk while I get you a cover." Noticing Xirk's frown, he added,
"Doctor’s orders."

Kirk gave a resigned shrug. "0.K, But promiss to tell ms when
Eileen wakes," he said, heginning to pull his wuniform top off.

"Sure., "

MoCoy went over to a wall cabinet to get a light thermal
blanket. It was a promise he could make sasily encugh, Ffor Eileen
was heavily sedated and wouldn’t waken befors morning anyway. He

tossed Kirk the blanket. "Be a good boy and cuddle up under the
covers.”

Kirk wvbeyed without any further protest, but started up when h=
saw Mecloy preparing 2 hypo. '"What is that?

MeCoy placed a gentls but firm hand on Kirk’s bare shouldsr and
pushed him back against the pillow. “Something for the pain in your
ankle." He didn't add that he had also slipped in a tranguilliser.

"Bones, it isn't that bad., I don’t need..."

McCay prsssed the hypo hama. “You were complaining badly snough
a few minutes ago. And who'’s the doctor around here? Now try to
relax." '

Kirk was already heginning to feel the effect of the drug. He
was getting drowsy.

"Bonas, what did you give me? That wasn’t just a painkiller.
I'm dizzy, You promised you would tell me... what’s the... matter...
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with.,.. Eilgan...” His eyes drooped shut.

"Eilmen is fina for the moment. Wa’ll talk in the morning.
Sleep now,® Mcloy said, gently pulling the cover up to his friend’s
shoulders.

When Kirk was tucked up and fast asleep, Mcloy lsft him and
'gettled himselF at his desk, preparing himself for what he knew was
going to be a long night. Sickbay wasn’t crowdsad; theres was only
two other patisnts beside Eilesn and Kirk. That was why McCoy had
relieved Chapel. 5She wasn’t really needed and could probably do with
saome extra slesp. He knew he was going to spend a sleepless night
anyway, so he might as well work on the regular reports to Starfleet
Command which were waiting to be finished.

The hours seemed to drag along endlessly. Mcloy checked on his
patisnts twice, but all were fast aslsep. There weren’t any
complications with Eileen, and on his second round McCoy disconnected
the Finished transfusion tube from her arm. He would probably he
able to release her from sickbay in a day or two.

I+ was Kirk that McCoy was more worried about. How was he going
to take tha nsws that his girl friend was Fatally il1l7? Meoloy got up
to replace the cover Kirk had tossed from the bed in his restless
slumber, for in spite of the sedative McCeoy bhad given him, Kirk'’s
slesp saemed troubled, and his body was covered with cold sweat.
Undoubtedly Kirk was having bad dreams, and McCoy wondsred if he had
done the right thing in giving him the sedative and forcing him to
slesp as worried as he was. Yst he knew that Kirk was going to need
avery hour of sleep he could get now, for he would probably have
trouble sleeping ance he knew what was the matter with Eilesn.

MeCloy took a towel and started to dry of f Kirk'’s sweaty torso
and brow. Though the touch did not rouse him, Kirk stirrsd, and
MeCoy fFelt a lump Forming in his throat when he caught the word,
"Eileen,.." that Kirk was murmuring in his slesep.

He felt halpless.

What couwld he do? He reached for Kirk’s shouldsr and gave it a
gentle sgqueeze. He would have had to give him a knockout drug in
order to keep the worriss from haunting Kirk in his slesp, and that
was something which McCoy did not want to do unless absolutely
necessary .

The touch seemsd to have comforted Kirk’s troubled mind
samewhat. With a low sigh he turned onto his side and gradually
slipped into the realms of deesper and truly relaxing sleap.

McCoy went to check on Eilesn once again., He glanced up at the
indicators., All the readings were steady. Then he reached for
Eileen’s wrist. He trusted this simple method more than all the
technical sgquipmsant., Her pplss was perhaps a bit Fast, but strong
and steady. McCoy let go of her wrist. Thers wasn’'t anything he
could do for her right now. Heg himself was feeling worn out and dog
tired. While he watched Eileen’s peaceful face, he decided that some
hours of slieep wowld do him good, too. 7The monitors wowld waken him
the instant anygthing went wrong with any of his patients, so there
was nothing wrong with taking a nap. He wondered if he would be able
to slesp, but his syes closad almost thse moment his head touchsd the
pillow on the couch in his office.
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McCoy had fallen asleep in the sarly morning hours. He woke
after about four hours of undisturbed slesp., He left his office to
make his rounds through the ward. Everything was still quiet and his
patients wers all asleep. He knew that Eilsen, at lsast, wouldn’t
waken for another couple of hours yet,

Ha went back into the main room and got two mugs of coffes From
the food dispenser when he noticed that Kirk was beginning to stir.
He took one over to Kirk’s bunk and shook him lightly.

Kirk, only half awske, pulled the bhlanket ovsr his hsad and
grumbled, “"Lemme slesap."

MeCoy shook his shoulder a little more strongly. "Come on, Jim,
time to get up. Hers’'s some coffsa.”

Aftaer a moment’'s silence, Kirk pushed back the covers and looked
up at McCoy. "I'm still groggy. What did you give me last night,
Bones®™"

“A sedative, to help you slesp. You wsre sick with worry.”

"Oidn’t I have a right to be? How is Eileen, anyway? Can I sse
har?" Kirk tock a sip from the coffese mug McCoy had given him,
realising it would help him to waken properly.

"She's still asleep. You can look in on her after breakfast.®

"No way, Doctor. I want to ses her right now, and I don’t want
any breakfast."

"All right, Jim, lst’s make a bargain. You go and sse Eilesen
for a minute and then take a shower and hava some breakfast in my
office., We’'ll have a little talk afterwards.,"

Despite McCoy’s attempt to sound cheerful, Kirk noticed the
strain in his friend’s voica, "Agreed. And Bones, [ didn’t mean to
sound the way I Jjust did."

McCoy managed a grin. "It’s 0.X., Jim."

He accompanied Kirk to tha ICU whers Eileen was sleeping. The
sterile atmosphere was always depressing, sven for somecre as used to
it as Meloy. Kirk stood looking down at Eilssn, then sxtended a hand
to stroke her face very gently.

MeCoy falt that the atmosphers was getting to Kirk more than he
was willing to admit. He touched his frisnd’'s slbow lightly.

"Let's go, Jim. You don’t want to waken her, do you?®

Qutsida, he guided Kirk to a chair. The Captain sat down
heavily.

"Bunes, she’s so pale. What’s the mattsr with herc?"

McCoy had hoped to put off the ravelation for a few minutss
longar, but realised that that couldn’t be done. Kirk was
extraordinarily perceptive anyway, and now he had that sixth sense of
a lover which made him even more astute. He fslt instinctively that
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there was something seriously wrong with his beloved, and MecCoy had
no right to keap him in the dark any longer.

"Come on, Jim. We’'ll talk in my offics."

He led Kirk to the couch in his office and for a moment busied
nimself examining and rebandaging Kirk’s ankle. "I*1)1 start you on
some sonic treatment this afternoon. Just take things easy for a Feuw
days, and your ankle will he all right by ths end of the week.®

Kirk looked up at him. "This wasn’t what we came here for,
Bongs, was it?" '

MeCoy still didr’t answer him right away. He crossed to his
desk and got out two glasses and a brandy bottle. Hs then returned
to the couch, and ssated himself hesids Kirk. He fillsd the glasses
ta the brim and handed aone over. Taking a largs swallow from his own
drink, he said, "Drink it, Jim., Yow’'ll need it."

Kirk barely touched his drink. He looked at Mcfloy expectantly.
The DNoctor Finished his drink and put the glass down on the fFloor
before he bhroke the silence. “"ODammit! There’s no =2asy way to give
this to you, Jim. Eileen’s sick — veru sick. No, it’s not cbvious
right now, but..." He stopped and looked at his friend., Kirk hadrn’t
movad an inch. This was going toc be aven harder than hs had
thought. "The condition is known as leukaemia ignota. It’s a very
rare hereditary blood disease. Ws are not sure what causaes it.
Scientists have been at it for ysars. They think thers’'s some kind
of virus involved, but haven’t besn abls to trace it down., Thers's
noc cure, Jim,"

Kirk didn’t answer. McCoy shosk him slightly. "Jim., Jim!*®

Without turning his head, Kirk said, "It had to happen. How
long™"

McCoy had tried to anticipate Kirk's reaction, and had prepared
himself for a lot of things - denial, anger, but not this guiet
acceptance. For a moment he didn’t know what to say, but then he
ramambered Kirk's gquestion.

"I can’t be sure, Jim. Thersa is too little known about the
dissase. Two months, three months, maybe sven half a year, but the
result will he the same. Eileen won’t be in pain until the very last
stages of the disease when it affects the organs., Until then,
transfusions and maybe some of the new Fabrini drugs will sase ths

symptoms. 1'1] ksep searching for a cure, of course, but - " McCoy
stopped and looked at Kirk, He had paled visibly., His facse was
ashen., "Jim, I'm sorry. I wish thers was something I could do."

Suddenly, there was a clatter as the glass Kirk had been holding
broke., He had crushed it in his hands. He didn’t sven seem to Feel
the pain of the glass cutting into his hands. He had begun to sob
guistly., The tears wers running down his face without his uttering a
sound. McCoy didn’t know what to do at first, but aftsr a moment he
gathered Xirk into his arms and rode the spasms out with him,

After a few minutes Kirk quietened dowrn scmewhat. His hands
were still bleeding. Easing him hack onto the cushions of the couch,
McCay said, "Stay hers a mament. 1’11 just go and gst my medikit."
MeCoy knew that he was talking Just for the sake of saying something,
for Xirk wasn’t in any Fit state to go anywhere.
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When McCoy returned with the medikit a few minutes later, Kirk's
Flow of tears had Finally ceased. He was lying back on the couch,
his face and eyes red and his fists tightly clanched.

McCoy came to his side. "Open your hands so I can clean you up,
Jim,

After a moment, Kirk cbeyed. McCoy sprayed a local anaesthetic
onto the badly cut hands. When it had taken effect, he worked
silently over the hands for a fsw minutes, finally ending the
procedurs by applying a spray dressing. He collectsd his instruments
and took a step back. "How does that feel, Jim?"

Kirk looked up at him. “Fsel? I haven’'t got any feeling in my
hands."

"Good. When the local wears off there shouldn’t be anything but
a mild discomfort. It might itch somewhat. Lst me know if it starts
hurting, will youw?®

Thera was a short silence before Kirk spoke. "Bones, why didn’'t
you tsll me something befors this? Why didn’'t she t2ll ma?"

"Eileen doesn’t know." MeCoy filled Kirk in on the detsils of
Eileen’s psychological profile and alsc the rsasons why he had not
infarmed Kirk right away.

Kirk toogk in the neuws silently. After a while, he said, *1
think I aught to be grateful For what you did, but right now I
haven’t any fFeeling laft."

"Sure, Jim. I undsrstand. Is there anygthing 1 can do for youT"
"No., Can I go to my quarters?"
"Cartainly, but you are off duty For the rest of the day."

Kirk got up to leave, but McCoy stopped him. "I wouldn’t go out
into the hall that way, Jim. Why don’t you taks a shower? I°'11 get
your uniform ready."”

Kirk left for sickbay’s bathroom, and McocCoy went to a small wall
cabinet whers he always kspt a spare uniform for Xirk. Somstimes
McCoy wondered why the Captain’s quarters wsren’t designed as a part
of sickbay. Judging from fow often I have Jim as a "guest’ down
here, it would certainly be an advantage, McCoy thought grimly.

When Kirk emerged from the shower ten minutes later, he was clad
in a bath robs and lookad somewhat bettser. He went back into McCoy's
office where he domned his unifarm.

McCoy looked at his friend with some concern and said, "Are you
sure that there is nothing I can do to help you gver this?®

Kirk smiled at him, weakly. "No, Bones. Just don't mention it
any mara."

MeCoy abided by Kirk’s wishes, and so the next fsew weeks passed
as if nothing had been said. Kirk settled back into routine with
remarkahle ease, but Mcloy suspected that there was some trouble
brewing though he couldn't figure out what gave him that idea.
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About ten days aftesr the incident in sickbay, the Enterprise
received naw orders. The sealed tape Kirk recesived in his quarters
read as Follows:

To Captain James T. Kirk, commanding U.5.S. Enterprise:
abandon present mission and procesed to Starbase 8 at top
warp to pick up diplomats for transport to Oruma VI,
Stay thers until DOruma gquestion is settlad.

Kirk dign’'t like the new orders at all, and even Spock admitted
to a certain degrae of apprshension in this case. Druma Ul was a
planet near the Romulan Newtral Z2one, and therefors valuable as an
outpost for the Federation. The Orumans hadn’t reached spaceflight
capability yet, but in face of their important position, Starfleet
had been delighted when part of the ODruman governmant had applied for
membership to the Federation. The only problem was that the opinion
un membership was not unanimous. There was a strong neutralist
movement, and a few even called for joining the Klingon-Romulan
alliance. That was the reason why Starfleet sent a fsw of thesir bhest
diplomats to persuade the reluctant members of the Oruman Planetary
Council that it wowld be in their best interests to Join the
Federation,

Having diplomats aboard always gave Kirk a headache, but this
close to the Neutral 2one it mads him becoms fidgety and short
tempered. The knowledge of Eileen’s illness added to his burdens,
though he tried to ban that thought from his mind.

Eileen had bsen released from sickbay the day after Kirk
himsalFf, and her condition rsmained stable. She was maybe a little
" paler than before, but otherwise Kirk didn’t notice any change, not
aven during the hours they spent together.

McCoy watched over Eileen anxiously., Sometimes he had a dim
faeling that she sensed instinctively that there was something
serious wrong with her despite all his efforts to keep it from her,
The treatment he gave her was indeed very similar to that for a
person with anasmia. He had her put on a special diet and prescribed
a daily exerciss programme., For thes moment she wasn’'t getting worse,
but she wasn’t gstting better, either.

When McCoy heard of their new orders, he smilsd at Xirk, who had
brought the news to him personally.

"Fing - this will give ths crew a chance tp get some mors R &
R, Druma has a lot of untouched wild landscapas, doesn’'t it? Want
to go bear ‘hunting’ again?”

“1I don’t think Eilegen and [ will go down this time, Bones.
Wea’ll just snjoy ocurselves aboard ship as much as we can while we
hang round in orbit."

"Bull., Some clsan mountain air will do Eileen heaps of good,
and you too, For that matter." Kirk had lost weight over the last
Feaw weeks; more than Mcloy liked him to losa. He hadn’t said
anything but he war concerned. When he saw Kirk hasitate, he added,
"1'11 include that in my log as a madical recommsndation, Jim."

Kirk smiled. "All right, Bones, 1'l1l ask Eileen what shea thinks
about it, and if she wants to, we'll go.*

Eilssn was delighted with the proposal, and so they made
praparations for their shors lesave.
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The trip to DNruma was uneventful, yet Xirk was glad when the
Enterprise was safely locksd into orbit and he was rid of the
diplomats.

He went down to sickbay to collect the headache pills which had
bacome an sveryday routine. He was prone to headaches, but recsntly
they had begun to haunt him daily. UWhen he entered sickbay, he found
McCoy busily collecting squipment and putting it all in a large black
shoulder bag.

"Are you expsecting to come across some kind of spidemic on your
shore leave, Bones?' he asked as he downed the pills which McCoy had
wordlessly given him.

"In fact, mo, but I’'ll meed a lot of supplies for Eilesn.”
"Don’t tell me ygou plan te Join us!”

"Sprry about that, Jim., I have to keep an aye on Eilssn
constantly. Her condition has deteriorated somsewhat, and I don’t
want it to get worse any guicker than it has to."

Kirk stood for a momant, fuming silently; he had wanted thesa
days alone with her. Then he recognised that Meloy was right, and
apologised quietly.

"It’'s all right, Jim., Do you think I'll snjoy constantly
watching over a pair of turtle doves?

Kirk managed a grin, and turned to go. "wWell, lst’s try to makse
the best of it. BSo - don’t Forget to bring that nice little bottle
of yours.,"

Eilesn didn’t objsct to the doctor’s presence at all. She had
come to like McCoy and was locking forward to having him for
company . "It will give me somsgrne to talk to, should you decides to
go mountaingering,” she had told Xirk.

Knowing that diplomatic red tape usually took gquite a while to
unwind, they had rented a cabin in the woods at the Foot of tha
mountains., Eileen loved the little cabin and quickly went about
making it as homey as possible.

The days passed pleasantly snough. Occasionally Kirk did go on
excursions of his own, hut most of the time he went hiking together
with Eilesn and McCoy. It was on one of those trips that things took
a turn that neither of the msn had foressen.

They sat ocut on their sxcursion esarly in the morning just after
sunrise, Since they wanted to make it a whole-day trip, Eileen had
prepared a lunch bag for sach of them, and Kirk was carrying their
provisions in a light knapsack. They had decided to Follow the brook
which was flowing near their cabin back to its source. Since there
was a mountain trail leading right along it, McCoy reckoned that the
trip shouldn't be too difFficult even for Eileen,

The day was beautiful.
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MeCaoy trailed somewhat behind and watched Kirk and Eileen, who
wereg walking hand in hand a few yards ahead of him. At the beginning
of their leave, McCoy had been afraid that maybe these expeditions
would be too much of a strain on Eileen but they actually seemed to
be doing her some good, for a little colour had returned to her pale
chaeks and she was getting a nice tan sven though McCoy had noticed
that she had lost some mors weight. He wished that this idyllic
leave could last indefinitely. Even Kirk seemed to be forgetting
some of the worries that were haunting him. McCoy himself could not
forget the burden of his knowledge about Eileen’s condition
completely, and he still occcasionally had a strange fesling that
something was about to happen, but he couldn’t gquits pinpoint the
causa.

Suddenly he became aware of a distant rumbling sound, and he
saw, First, some small pehbles, and then larger rocks, rolling down
the mountain slope at an alarming spessd,

All of a suddaen, sverything sesmed to bes happening in slow
motion as the rumbling changed to a threatening thunder.

"Watch out, Jim!" McCoy heard himsalf call out.

Kirk didn't sassm to move for an stermity, and then Eilsen shoved
him back with a strength Mcloy would not have through her frail body
capable of. She started after him, but she was too lata. The
avalanche hit her full forece and she was huried under a heap of
rocks. Though McCoy was not hit, he was hurled to the ground by the
vibration of the cascads. :

Daspite his years of medical training and experisnce, Meloy had
to Fight down ths panic which was about to seize him. When he had
recovered from his fall, he rushed over to Kirk's side.

The Captain was unconscious, and bleeding from a dsep gash
across his Forehead where a rock had hit him, but his breathing and
pulse were regular., Mcloy glanced gver to the spot whers Eilesn had
been standing. Now she was almost sntirsly buried under the mass of
rocks, only one of her hands protruding.

MeCoy knew there was no way he could get her out of there on his
owrt, He fumbled for his communicator and Finally managed to raise
the ship.

"Moloy to Enterprisa. Emsrgency! ™
It was Spock who answered. "“What happensd, Doctor?"

Mooy was oddly hreathless, and had to make an effFort to get the
words out. "Rockslide... Jim and Eileen... hurt. Gst a3 rascus party
down here. Eileen’s buried undsr rocks."

"I will see to it immediately. Please stand by, Doctor.®

Threa minutes later, Spock and the rescue party he was leading
materialised. The men started removing the rocks from Eileen’s body
immediately. Spock helped them with the largest rocks, than went
pver to McCey whe was kneeling at Kirk'’s side and trying to stop the
bleeding on the Captain’s Forehead.

"How is he, Doctor?" Spock couldn’t entirely hide the anxiety
that crept into his voics.
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"He took a severse blow on the head, otherwise he seems to hs all
right. I don’t want to risk transporting him up to the ship,
though. Will you signal for an aircar, Spock, and inform the local
authorities that we’ll take him to the nearest hospital.r

Spock merely nodded and spoke into his communicator, then went
back to help the men with their task,

It took them almost twenty minutes Lo uncover Eileen’s bedy, and
by the tim=2 McCoy was kneeling beside har, they could hear the hum of
the aircar approaching. Aircars were one of the benafits DOruma had
gained through its contact with the Federation, and the new aircars
wera making it possible to rezach and settle the remote mountain
regions, which up to then had been too far from any road.

Fortunately, there was a ledge large enough for an aircar to
land on near the place where the landslide had occurred.

A doctor from the local hospital had accompanied the driver, and
now MeCoy informed him of the condition of his patients., YThe
Captain over there is unconscious, but apart from pgssible
concussion, I'm sure he’s all right. Bubt the girl - we Just dog her
gutt from under that mass of rocks., She’'s alive - barely. I don’t
want to risk our transporters, Let’'s get them into the car arnd to
the hospital as fast as possible.®

The Enterprise men lifted tha limp forms of their Captain and
his girl friend onto Foldable stretchers and carried them ovar to tha
aircar as quickly as safety would permit. The aircar was of the
largse transporter types, having a platform in the back instead of
saats; it could accommodats the two stretchers easily.

Spock spoke to the driver. "Is your aircar capable of
accommodating five parsonsT"

"Sure, that shouldn’t be any problem”

"Then Or. McCoy will accompany uou to the hespital.* Hes turned
to Meloy, who was already sgqueeszing himself into the back of the
aircar. "1 will contact youw at the hospital later.®

MeCoy nodded acknowledgement, then busied himsslf aover his
patients as the aircar got ready to take of f. When he looked out of
the window, he caught the last shimmer of the Enterprise team bheaming
back aboard.

Saven hours later, Mcloy wiped the sweat from his brow as hs
stood back to look down at Eilsen, who was lying in the intensive
care unit of the local hospital. Modern equipment had besn attached
to the rather ocld-fashionsd hospital beds, but there was also a
confusing besping and humming from some of the older instruments
which were Fulfilling their purpose in spite of their age. Eileen’'s
body was coveresd almost entirely with bandagss.

She had Just been wheeled in from the coperating theatre whare
McCoy had worked over her frantically, although he knew instinctively
that he was fFighting a losing battle. He had done all he could,
laser-knitting broken bones, stopping internal haemorrhages, Finally
cleaning and ssaling the extermnal wounds.

He comnmnected a third transfusion bottle to the tube which had
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been inserted into a vain in Eilsen’'s arm. He looked again at the
monitor panel - another item which had been provided by Starfleet -
over her bed.

All the rsadings on it wers very low - except the pain
indicator.

The chief surgeon of the hospital, who had assisted Mcloy as he
operataed, had left him a small bottle containing a crystal clear
liquid. McCoy had been hesitant about giving Eileen the drug;
morphineg - For that was what thse bottls hasld - still caused
addiction., But none of ths synthetic drugs were seffective. Although
unconscious, Eilasen was still in pain.

McCoy recognised the foolishness of his earlisr hesitation.
With Eileen, the risk of addiction would hardly matter. It uwas
doubtful whether she would sven regain consciousness. At lsast he
could make her comfartabla.

Under normal circumstances, she might have had a minut2 chance
to recover, but her body was weakened by the disease it had been
fighting for too long.

For a moment McCoy had considersd having Full life support
equipment beamed down from the Enterprise, but then decidsd against
it. He bhad done all his oath demanded.

Of course, there was always the irrational hope that a patiasnt
might miraculously recover. McCoy had never given up that belief in
miracles, becauss if he had, Kirk, Spock and a large number of the
Enterprise crew would be dead a dozen times over. Yaet he would not
artificially prolong a lifs which h& krnew was bound to be
extinguished - painfully - very soon.

He Filled a hypo with the morphine, watching the pain indicator
as he injected it. The drug was taking effsct already.

Leaving the hypo on the small table, he turned and left the
room.

Out in the hall, he immediataly spotted the silent fFigure of
Spock, who was sitting on one of the benches that lined the
corridor. With his hands folded in his lap, Spock was a study in
calmness, but McCoy recognised the tensensss of the Yulcan from his
rigid posturs.

The Vulecan’s acute hsaring told him that thers was somehody
coming down the hall., He raised his head, then rose From the bench
when he saw that it was McCoy approaching.

"Doctor?"

McCoy sensed all the anxisty behind that ore word. ‘“ye Finmally
stopped all Eileen’s internal bleeding, but she lost a large amount
of blood; and in her gesneral condition...®

"I know, Doctor." Quist sympathy and support. "I am sure you
have dong all you could." A momsnt of silencs. Then Spock added,
"What about the Captain? The doctor on duty would not let ms sse
him."

McCoy had to smile in spits of his tirsdness., Spock was
haunting the hospital now in the way he haunted sickbay when Kirk was
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"I don’t know, Spock. He was still unconscious when I laft
him. I'm going to look in on him now. Why not coms along?"’

The Uulcan fell into step beside him. "What was the Eaptain’s
condition?®

"Don’t worry, Spock, the injuries aren’t savere. Jim is going
to be as right as rain in a few days."

They met the duty nurse at the door of the private room to which
Kirk had been assigned. She recognised McCoy and gave him the
report.

"Mr. Kirk regained semiconsciousness abowut two hours ago, but he
was very restless and raving, so Or. Higgins prsscribed fivse
milligrams of valium. He is aslsep now."

"Thank you, Nursse," McCoy said. “I1°1}1 stay with him far a
while. I'll call you if I need anything."

Spock and McocCoy entered Kirk’s room. The lighting was on
night-time status, and McCoy took tha chart of F Kirk's hed and went
over to ths lamp, which was positionsd beside the sink. Scanning it
quickly, he told Spock in a low voice, “Just as I told you. His
imjuries aren’t severe. A fsew abrasigns from ths fall he toock, and
some lacerations where he was hit by rock splinters, but they’ll heal
quickly enough. The only seriocus injury is the hlow on the head.
Jim doss have a concussion, and Higgins had ta put in seven stitches
to close the wound. It was bleeding too badly to be sealed. I can
remove the scar later on. Jim might be headachy and dizzy for a day
or two, but otherwise he should be Fine once he’'s slept of f that
stuff they’ve given him.®"

Moloy noted that the strain in the Vulcan’s Face had esasad
somswhat. It was a moment befare he spoka.

"1 am glad that the Captain sustained no serious intures. I
will be beam- "

"Oon’t you think it’s time we stoppsd pretending for arnca? I
know you're as worried as hell about Jim and want to be near him.,
Damn, Jim’s my friend, but you are tus. Now Higgins made the room
next door available for us. It has a connecting door to this room
and contains a couch and a cot. So if you don’'t mind doubling up
with me, you are welcoms tg share it."

Spock hadn’t interrupted, but McCoy was aware of tha struggle
going on inside the Uulcan. It was a moment befors Spock said, "Uesry
wall, Boctor. I will just call the ship and inform them that I will
be spending the night down here, " MeCoy’s ear was trained snough to
pick up the note of gratitude in the Uulcan’s vaice.

The Doctor knew that gratitude was something Spock would
probably never be able to express in words, but the silent
understanding was enough for hoth of them.

Meloy got the scanner from his sver-prasent medical pouch.
Passing it over Kirk’'s body, he said, "He’'ll sleep till morning.
That stuff they’'ve given him is pretty strong.®

"It isn’'t a dangerogus drug?" Concern.
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"No, just a strong tranguilliser, perfectly safe over a short
periocd. It’s besn used on Earth for centuries. Come on, Spock -
iet’s turn in. I'm tired as hell., We can leave the connecting door
open in case Jim wakes."

They made their way over to the connecting door. In the other
room, Spock sat on the cot to make his call to the Enterprisae while
McCoy rummaged about the room, trying to get sattled. He went to
wash his Face with cold water at the sink and eventually ended up by
putting his head completely under the running water. He grabbed a
towel and started rub-drying his facs and hair., Returning to the
couch, he tossed the wet towel onto it caralassly, and sat down.
Spock had finished his call to the ship, and was sitting guistly on
the edge of the cot, his fingers stasspled.

"They've left us a tray with some sandwiches and a thermos with
tea, in case you care for some.”

The Vulcan permittad himself a small smile. "A snack would be
welcome, RDoctor.”

McCoy got wup and pulled the small tabls into the place betusen
the couch and cot. Filling two plastic cups with the hot, steaming
tea, he said, "Here’s a sandwich with egg salad. I guess you can gat
that, huh?"

The meal was shared in companionable silence. Mcloy didn’t
resally fesl hungry, and left his sandwich unfinished. Spock did
Finish his, to McCoy'’s amazement, The two of them sat silently,
sipping their tea.

McCoy placed his empty cup on the table, and looked at Spock.
“You want something to help uyou slesp?"

Spock again gave him ong of his rare smilaes. "In my casa, that
won’'t be necessary. My mind can tell my body to relax whenever
necessary. But what about you?"

"l wish I had that ability. But no drugs for me, either. 1’11
need all my senses in case Jim needs something, Anyway, I'm so tired
I guess I won’t have any trouble Falling asleep.” With those words
McCoy pulled off his boots and lay back on the couch.

He was indeed aslesp in a faw minutes, but his sleep remained
restless. Spock watched him for a few minutes, then got up and went
gver to the side of the couch.

McCoy had said, You are my friend, too. Here was samathing he
could do For his friend.

He sat carefully on ths sdge of the couch so as not to wakan the
Noctor. Then he reached fFor McCoy’s Face and gently placed his
fingsers on tha entry points for the meld. He couldn’t erase memories
and troubles as ha had once dorne For Xirk; with MeCoy he would feel
the need to ask permission for such a thing. But he could sase
McCoy’s burdens somewhat.

As ha sntersd the meld, he bscame awars of a sense of welcoma.
Not the same fFeeling of oneness and love as with Kirk, but a warm
welcome nevarthelsss.
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He entered thes daeeper plains of MeCoy’s mind.

Yes, there it was. It was closely akin to a nightmare. MeCoy
seemed to blams himself for the things that had happenad to Eilsen,
Spock had suspected something of the sort, but not the intensity.
There was a vivid picture in MeCoy’s mind of himself, bent aver a
computer readout, searching in vain for a cure For a disease which
dozens of other doctors and scientists had found incurable. Thers
was the painful knowledge of how the disease was very slowly
destroying vital body tissues.

&ll that had taksrn on a nightmarish quality. Meloy wasn’t aware
of it during his waking hours bscause his rational mind rejected such
thoughts, but this subconscious idea haunted him in drasams.

Spock went about his task of rechannelling some of thoss guilt
feslings so that Mcloy would be able to coms to terms with them on
his own.

The dreams. Yes - something ought to be done about the dreams.
Spock searched his mind for something that would give the Doctor
peacse, He came up with a picture of a sunrise at ths edgs of
Vulcan’'s Sas—~a-Shar Desart; the sun rising in an arange and viclst
sky with silver birds sailing on a gentle bresze.

That done, Spock continued probing the doctor’s mind for more
trouble spots. There was the dark arsa of McCoy'’'s shattered
marriags, but that was something best left untouched., He deslved
deeper, but the Feelings he met hare were pleasant. There was a
little blonde girl - no, a young woman - who was loved deeply by
MeCoy, his daughter Joanna. There was his adopted daughter Siggi.
And there was Jim, a close and trusted friend, Far whom MeCoy Falt
very desp concern and affection, and - yas — lovsa,

And thers was also Spock himself - a respected colleague and
Friend., It was a different type of frisndship From that with Jim,
but the affection and care was there, too. No, there was nothing to
set right hers. Yet Spock did not withdraw from Mecloy’s mind
immediately, lingering in those feelings of warmth and friendship for
a moment longer, and Jjust before hs did withdraw, hs lsft McCoy a
messages.

I care too, Bones.

When Mcloy woke in the morning, he found to his cwun surprise
that the sleep had indeed refreshed him.

Spock was still asleep, curled up on the cot. McCoy didn't want
to waken him and got up quietly. He went into the adjicining room,
and saw that Kirk was showing signs of waking up.

McCoy reached the bedside just as Kirk opened his eyes. He
smiled at him.

"Welcome back, Jim.,"
After a moment, Kirk's eyes focusad on Mefloy's face. "Bones?
What happened?" He looked arcund him, "This isn’'t sickbay. Where

am I?"

"You were knocked out by a rock yesterday. We brought you to
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the local hospital.®

"Are we..., We'rs on shore lsave?" The question was somswhat
alarmed. "Bones, I don’t seem to bhe able to remember what happened! "
McCoy noddesd. "Partial amnssia. Nothing to get worried about.

That was a pretty bad blow you took to your head. How do you fesl,
Jim?"

"I’ve got a hesadache. Otherwise I dom’t know. Hungry, 1
guess,"

McCoy produced a hypo from his medikit. "This will take cara of
the headache, and I'm sure we can do something about yaur other
problem as well." He gave Kirk the shot and pressed the call button
on the nightstand. When the drug started to take affect, Kirk pushed
back the covers and started to swing his feet to the ground, but
McCoy placed a Firm hand on his shoulder, halding him back.

"Where are youw going, Jim? You have a concussion and should
stay in bed for the next few days."

Kirk locked up at him a little sheepishly. "I've got to pes. "

"Sorry, Jim, a bottle will have to do. 1°l1 ask the nurse for
one .,

With a resigned shrug, Kirk settled back against the pillows,
There hadn’t bean any questions about Eileen yat. Prabably Jim
didn’t remember. For the moment, that might be just as well, McCoy
thought.,

At that moment the nurse came into the room. "You rang for me,
Doctor? Seeing that Kirk was awake, she added brightly, "Ah, ue’'re
firally awake. How ars we Fesling this morningt

Since Kirk was looking at her in bewilderment, MeCoy answared,

"Yes, I rang for you, Nurse. WMe are fine his morning, and hungry,
and we need a vessel into which to relieve curselves,"

Now it was the nurse’s turn to be bewildered, but after a moment
she broke into a laugh. "I*11l see to it, and I get your message,
Doctor. I hope you are feeling better, Mr. Kirk."

Kirk had overcoms his surprise at the nursse'’'s strange way aof
talking, and grinned back at her. "We ars feeling as well as could
he expected under the present circumstances."

The nurse, glad that Kirk wasn’t annoyad, flashed him a smila.
1’1l see to ‘our’ breakfast and the other needs."

"1'd be delighted if you Joined me - For breakfast, I msan,"
Kirk called after har. When she had left the room, Kirk grinned at
MeCoy. "Nice girl, huh? Do ‘we’ like her?"

MeCoy chuckled. "We had bath bestter watch our step, Jimmy—boy."

The nurse returned some minutes later, wheeling in a cart in
front of her. 0On the top wers two bowls, mugs, and a large urn with
coffee, and from the lower shelf she produced the ‘vessel’ MeCoy had
requested. Placing the porridge bowls aon the nightstand, the nurse
smiled at Kirk.
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"I'm sorry, I can’t Join you in any of your activities right
now, Mr. Kirk. 1 have work to do." She put the vessal in a drawer
of the nightstand, then asked, "You know how to use this?"

Kirk blushed somewhat. "We have similar things in sickbay
aboard ship, and I'm sure Dr. McCoy will provide any additignal
information I need.”

The nurse couldn’t pravent an amused smile twitching the corners
of her mouth. "Push the button on your nightstand if you need
angthing slsse.”

Kirk smiled back. "I will. Thanks.®

When she had put the mugs and urn on the nightstand as well, the
nurse turned to ga. She had hardly left when Xirk reached for the
bowl and spoon. Looking at its contents, he made a face.

"Porridge."

McLoy took his own bowl and grinned. '"What did you sxpsct,
JimPn

"I'd settle for a steak, or even some ham and eggs."

”Ydu're on & light diet. Besides, what’s wrong with porridges?
There'’s some cream and sugar if you want it."

Kirk poursd a large msasure of cream onto his porridge and began
to sat. Noticing that it did not really taste bad, he was finished
with the bowl in less than Five minutes.

After breakfast, McCoy left Kirk to get some of his things from
the ship. By noon, he had settled comfortably in the small room
adjacent to Kirk’'s. Spock, satisfied that XKirk was recovering, had
left to sit in on the diplomatic meeting, as he usually did when he
was not nesded aboard the Enterprise. They had agreed that McCoy
would stay with Kirk wntil he was discharged from hospital, while
Spack rented an apartment to which they would move once Kirk was out
of hospital.

McCoy had lunch with Kirk, and lsft when Kirk dozsd off
peacefully, for though most of the pallor had left Kirk’s fFace he
still needed lots of rest - in spite of his claims to be bhe all
right, and ready to be up and about,

McCoy had just adjourned to his room to get a brief rest
himself, when hae was startled from his nap by a knock on the door.
Sitting up, he called a "Come in" towards the door.

It was Dr. Higgins, the head of the hospital. "Sorry to disturb
you, Len," he said as he sntered. Finding that they wers kindre:d
spirits with their dislike for the ultra—-modern technology, they had
comg to call each other by their first names gquite gasily. "I am
afraid I have some bad nsws for you," he continued. "The girl you
brought in yesterday is dsad.”

There was a moment of silence before Mcloy nodded gquiestly. "1
didn’t really expect her to make it. 1 even think she’'s hastter off
this way, Greg. She was ill with an incurable disease. She didn’'t
suffer, did she, Grsg?"

HND . "
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In fact, Eileen had passed away quietly, not once regaining
consciousness. Her body Functions had simply ceased. OF course they
had tried to pull her back, but her death had been irreversible,

Mcloy was surprised at the calm with which he took the news.
Some small part of him wanted to take on the responsibility fFor
Eileen's death, but another inner voics was whispering, It wesn’t
your fault, Bones, and Mcloy suddenly caught himself thinking of
silver birds sparing on a breezs high up in a beautiful orangs and

viglet sky.

Idly wondering where that thought had suddenly come from, he
turned his attention back to his colleague, who was looking at him
with some concern.

"Are youw all tight, Lsn?"
McCoy smiled., "Yes, I'm Fine., I’ve bheen thinking, I gusss.®
"Understandable. Do you want to perform the autopsy yourself?"

McCoy hesitated for a moment, than nodded., "IF you assist me.
But not today. Can you get it scheduled for tomorrow aftecncon?!

"Sure. o you need anything?"

"No, I'm settled in fFine. Thanks again for letting mes have this
roam. "

Aftear the other doctor had left the room, McCoy lay back to get
a hit more slean.

Having settled Kirk comfortably in his bad with a couple of
boaoks, but so that he could look out of the window onto the scens
below if he wanted to, MeCoy spent the next morning touring the
haspital with Dr. Higgins. After lunch, they performed the
inevitable autopsy on Eileen.

It showsd that the disseass had prograssed sven further than
McCoy had suspescted, and it would have been anly a matter of a fFeuw
wesks before it reached the Fimal stage where Eileen would have beesn
constantly in pain. She had died from the enormous loss of blood and
her weaksned resistance.

Deep down, McCoy felt gratituds that the girl, Jim and he
himsalf had been spared experiencing the suffering accompanying the
Final stage of leukasmia ignota. Somehow he was able to Fight down
the feeling of guilt which was welling up inside him nevertheless;
it always came when he lost one of his patients. For the moment he
was grateful for Kirk’s partial amnesia, becauss this meant that he
could put off the task of giving the bad news toc hig friend fFor a fFeuw
days.

He felt exhausted, and when he Found Kirk fast asleep in his
room, he decided he would take a brief nap himself.

When Kirk woks up, he felt refreshed but also terribly bored.
He had spent half the afterncon reading, and growing tired of the
books McCoy had brought him, pressesd the call button on the
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nightstand. He falt like starting a little Flirtation with one of
the nurses, but as he was about to start paying compliments to the
pretty girl who came to loock after his needs, suddenly Felt he
couldn’t. There was a feeling as if he was being strangled, and a
severe headache started pounding in the back of his head.

He stared at the nurse for several long moments, unable to
speak. If she was startled by this, she didn’t show it; instead she
saild cheerfully, "Wsll, what do you need, Mr. Kirk?"

Kirk was at a loss as to what to say for a moment befors he
pointed to the bottle containing headache pills that McCoy had left
him, and said, "I’ve got a headacha. I rnesd something to wash down a
caouple of those."

The nurse gave him a smile. "I’ll ses to it right away.®

Two minutes later, she rsturned carrying a carafe with orange
Juice which she placed on the nightstand. YAnything slse?"

Xirk shook his head cautiously. "No, thanks.®

When the nurse had left, Kirk downed two of the pills and lay
back against the pillows to wait for them to take effect. Slowly,
the headache shbed away, and after about tuwenty minutes Kirk falt
well enough to try and sit up.

He surveyed the room. It was clean, but not very
attractive—-looking. Hs wanted to explors his surroundings a bit
mors, for some of the equipment looked rather antigue and not like
the standard Starfleet squipment of the hospitals he was used to.

He pushed back the covers and turned to swing his fFeest down to
the floor, For a moment a wave of dizziness swept over him, hut it
passed after he had remained sitting quietly on the edge of the bed
for some minutes. Then he got slowly to his Feet and waited until
another wave of dizziness had passed bhefore he made his way over to
the sink, His legs were a bit shaky but otherwise hs hegan to feel
bhettar,

He studied his appearancs in the mirror. There wers same
scrapes on his cheegks, and, of course, the bandage that covered the
cut on his forshead. McCoy had forbhidden him to take it of f, though
he had complained about the itch it caused. Kirk ran a hand over the
stubble on his chin. He hadn’t had a shave in thres days and was
resclved to do something about it if he could.

Ha bagan searching the room for some kind of razor, Finmally
finding one neatly stored away in a leather pouch in the large wall
cabinet, It took him a moment to Figure ocut how the electric razor
worked, for this one was not equipped with a small pouer pack of its
own but needed to be plugged into a socket. But once this problem
was solved, Kirk was able to manage the razor, and he was Jjust
running his hand over again smooth chin when McCoy entered the room.

Unce McocCoy had recovered from the surprise of seeing Kirk
standing in front of the mirror, he rushed to his sids.

"Didn’t I tell you to stay in bed?"

Kirk lookad at him sheepishly. '"Yes, you did. But... Well, I
got all bored and itchy, and 1 just had to get up.”
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Mcloy took out his scanner and chaecked Kirk over carefully.
"Well, you don’t seem any the worse for it. Feeling all right?"

"Yeah."
"Wot dizzy or giddy?"

"No." Then, sesing the doubt in his friend’s syes, he added,
"Wall... I did feel a bit dizzy when I got up, but I'm Femling Fine
now . "

"S0 much for obeying your kind doctor’s orders, " McCoy
muttered. "But 1 sse you got yourself cleansd up somewbhat. Now hap
back into that hed of yours."

"Baones..."

"No argument, Don’t start overdoing things. You may get up For
an hour or se in the evening when Spock’s hers to keep an eye on
you."

Knowing that he would not be able to make his friend change his
mind, Kirk gave in with a shrug and climbed back under the covers
after McCoy had straightened them out. "Can’t you at lsast taks that
darned bandage of f? 1t’s driving me crazy."

"Wa'll see about that, " McCoy relented. "It needs to be changed
anguway. Now hold still. This might hurt a bit,*

McCoy began to remove the bandage very gently, but Kirk still
winced whan McCoy pulled of F the last layer of gauze from the wound.
Though it was still an ugly red mark on Kirk's forehead, a scab had
Formed on it, and once McCoy had cleaned it thoroughly, he smiled at
Kirk.

"I’11 put some spray-sealing on it, but don’t you start to pesl
that off. The wound is healing nicely. 1’1l be able to taks the
stitchas out in a few days.

"Stitches?"

"Yep. DOr. Higgins had to sesw you up ‘causs the spray dressing
wouldn’t stop the bleeding. You don’t feel headachy any more?

“No. I did a while ago, though. I don’t really know why. I
was starting to flirt with that pretty little nurse, and suddenly my
head started throbhing. I took two of the pills you left me.*

McCoy realised that this headache was turning out to be one of
the symptoms that showed when Kirk was trying to remembsr something
about his accident or somsthing related to Eileen. Apart From that,
Kirk was recovering very fast,

On the fourth day aftsr the accident, Kirk was discharged from
the hospital, and he and McCoy tock an aircar to the apartment Spock
had rented For the three of them, He remembered some parts of their
present mission now, and Spock patiently filled him in on the rest,
being careful not to mention Eileen’s name or angthing connectsd to
her or the accident, becauss McCoy wanted Kirk to remembsr as much as
possible on his own. Spock had once suggested a mind meld to Meloy,
but the Doctor had declined for the time being, since he hoped that
Kirk would bs regaining his full memory as the head injury hsaled.
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Kirk’s wound was healing all right. A week after the accident
MeCoy tock the stitches out. Though it stocd out as a red scar on
Kirk's Forshead, the wound had healed properly. McCoy waould remove
the scar once they were back aboard the ship. Kirk was also
regaining his memory of the things that had happened prior to the
accident - axcept for the memory of Eileen. He got interested in
their present mission again and avan accompanied Spock to watch one
of the diplomatic sessions. UWhen they returned that avening, XKirk
was excited and at the same timse cursing diplomats and red tape. Tha
debats seemed to drag on sndlessly.

"Those debates will take years! 11 fesl lika Jjust leaving all
those diplomats here and guing back to the ship without them," XKirk
said when they had settled in the living room of their apartment.

"I doubt it will take that long, Captain. aAnd leaving tham
wowld be against Starfleet’s orders. The progress report we received
last weekend said that it would probably take about threes more
wesks,"

"This was scheduled to taks not mors than four wesks, and we’vae
been here for threes already.”

"Two wesks and four days, Captain.®

"Well, then, at lsast we could go back to the ship!" As his
health returrned, Kirk was beginning to fFeel restless again., He was
fed up with all the rest he was getting,

McCoy had entered the room and overheard Kirk’s last words.
"Remambar, your shors leave turned into sick lsave, and it’s up to
your doctor to say how long that is supposad to last.®

"Then let’s get our things togethsr and go back to the ship!
I'm dying of boredom down here, and I’'m really feeling fine, Bones."

"I can’'t certify you Fit for duty yst, Jim."
"Why not?"
"You still suffer from partial amnesia.”

"What? [ can remember most of the stufFF. You said so
yourself .

"Most things. But you still can’t recount all ths details of
how your accident cams about."

"You and I wers in the mountains... in a cabin of some sort. ..
then the landslidas..."

"That'’'s not all there was to it. "

"IfF I try to remsmbar too hard, I get all headachy again. You
know that, Bones."

McCoy nodded, but didn’t say angthing. By ths way Xirk was
rubbing his forehead, he could see that another headache was
begimming to build up.
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"Starting again?" he asked.
Kirk nodded an answer without locking up.

"This has been a pretty long day for you. Why don’t you get
ready to cuddle up under the covers? 1’11 be with you in a Few
minutes to give you something for your headachs.

For a moment Kirk looked as if he was going to argus, but then
he got up slowly and mads his way to his bedroom. After a few
minutes McCoy went to ‘tuck Jim in' as he called it, but there was a
frowun on his face when he returned from Kirk'’s room.

Spock looked at him and, noticing the frown, asksd, "Is the
Captain ail cight?

"He'’s asleep now, but I had to give him a preatty strong
sedative. That headache - did he show any signs of it during tha
day, Spock?"

"No

"You didn’t push on any of the points concerning his apcident or
Eileen in your conversation with Jim, did you?"

"OFf coursae not, Doctor. You told me mot to.®
"Than it’s Just as I feared - Jim doesn’'t want to remembsr.,

Spock looked puzzled. "Doctor, I'm afraid I can’'t gquite follow
you. The Captain is obviously not well yet., How can you say he - 7V

"Oon'’t get me wrong, Spock, I'm not saying that Jim is
cansciously refusing to remember. But thers is a thing about the
Human psyche... The memory of Eilsen is a painful one, so Jim’s
subconscious mind blocks it out., His mind is using the accident as
an excussa, sog to spsak, not to remember Eilgen.”

"But Jim’s hesadaches...?"

"Another one of Nature's protective mechanisms. The knowladge
ahout Eileen is all there in Jim’s subconscicuws, but if he tries to
regach that memory, the hsadache sets in to prevent him from digging
up that particular knowledgs. Frankly, I don’t quite know how I can
break that block."

"I’ve suggested the mind meld hefors.®

"I had hoped that Jim would remember on his own, but if thers’s
an other way, we’'ll have to use it. But kefore we do, I want to try
taking Jim hack to tha cabin. Perhaps that will trigger off the
memory ."

"With a mind meld, I could make things easier fFor him to bear.”

"You mean erase certain painful memories? That’s not the way,
Spock. If we have to use the meld, I want you only to break through
the block - nothing more. "

"Of eowurse, Doctor. I°ll do what you think best. Would you
carsg for a game of chess now?

During the week they had spent together on the planet’'s surface,
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Spock had patiently taught the rules and logic of the game, for
McCoy’s skills in chess had been barsly elementary. Though he still
lost, Mcloy’s skill had improved greatly during the week. So, when
they sat down at the chess table that evening, McCoy grinned at the
Vulcan,

"I'm going to beat you this tims."

And he did.

When Kirk emerged from his bedroom the naxt morning, he looked
much bhettesr.

The breakfast table was already sat, and Kirk ate with a healthy
appetite. When they were finished, Kirk pushed his plats back and
stratched. Looking at his friends, hs said, "So - what are we going
to do today? Going to the diplomatic meeting again, Spock?*

Bafore Spock could answer, McCoy spoke up. "I had planned a
trip to the mountains, There’'s a nice little cabin where we could
spent a day or two.*®

Kirk looked at Spock. "Will you be coming with us?"

Spock nodded agreement. YYaes, Captain. The solituds of ths
mountains will bs gquite restful - for all of us."

Tha trip to the cabin didn’t have the desired effect. Kirk
still didn’t remembar Eilesn. When they enteresd the cabin, for ons
moment it seemed as if Kirk had recognised it. He had logked around,
but then his hand went to his temple, and aftsr a maomant of silence,
he had looked at McCoy and said, "Nice placs,*

McCoy had even tried to push him into remembering by asking him
if the cabin didn’t remind him of something. Kirk’s reaction had
been predictable; a ssvere headache. McCoy blamed himself For
prassing the point, hut he knew it was an attempt he had had to maks.

Now Kirk was tucked up in bed again. McCoy had given him a shot
and prescribad rest. McCoy and Spock were sitting in fFront of the
Fiveplace.

After a period of awkward silence, MocCoy went to the bedroom he
shared with Kirk and returned with a bottle and two glasses. Spock
stiffened slightly in his chair, but to Mcloy it seemed as if he had
Jumped .

"The Captain...?"

"Is aslesp. Relax, Spock. You’rs jumpy as hell. I°'va told Jim
to come down and jein us for a8 quist evening once his headache is
better. "

He filled the glasses and handesd ons gver to Spock. The Uulcan
hesitated, and McCoy said .quietly, "DOrink it, Spock. You look as if
you need it,°

"Doctor ~ [ assure you that my body is psrfectly ahle to
Function without any C2HS0H present in my bloodstream, and therefors
there is nog - "



38

"Dammit, do uou always have to be Mr., Joe Cool? I'm worried
sick about Jim, and yes, you too. Now don't give me that rubbish
that you aren’'t, I know what my eyes tell me! Can’t you be Human
For once?" He broks off and sat down heavily. "Hell, I’'m sorry,
Spock. 1 didn’t mean to ysll at you like this. If only I could keep
my big mouth shut once in a while..."

Spock permitted himself a smile. "I understand, Doctor. I'm
sorry 1 am not able to... to give you the reassurance you nesd.”
Silently, he added, I wish I could help more.

“I'm the one who is doing the apologising, " McCoy said. "Pleass
-~ forgive me that outburst."

"1t was not your First, Doctor. 1 assure ygou, 1 have b2come
quite used to them over the years."

Was McCoy imagining things, or was there a small twitch at the
corners of Spock’s mouth? Befores the Doctor could be sure of what he
had ssen, the expraession vanished, and the Vulcan raised his glass.

"To yowur health, Doctor.™

"To yours — and Jim’s as wsll." McCoy downsed his brandy while
Spock merely sipped at his. McCoy looked at the Vulcan
thoughtfully. The glint in Spock’s eyes was still there. Angd
suddenly, McCoy realised how fond he really was of the alien sitting
in the opposite chair.

And then the words, I care too, Borpes flashed through his mind.
He didn’t know where that thaought had come from, and locked at the
Vulecan, rather startled,

"Doctor, .. 7"

Realising that he had been staring at Spock with his jaw hanging
slightly gpesn, MecCoy hurried to speak. "I was just thinking...
Spock, you’ll have to perform that meld." He was glad to be able to
change the subject.

Spock nodded. "1 know. Do you think Jim will bhe able to
tolarate a meld in spite of his recent concussion?

"Well, the conpussion wasn’t that saverse. Undsr ather
circumstances, [ would probably wait a few more days, but this thing
is causing Jim enough problems as it is, and I think the sooner you
break that block now the better and easier it will be on Jim. He's
going to be troubled enough by it anyway."

"That is ona thing I am concerned about, Doctor. Jim is likely
to take the blame for Eilean’s death onto himself, irrational though
that is. 1 might be able to deal with some of it during the meld if
you give me your permission.”

"Sure, Spock. Do whatever you think best about that. I know
Jim has that tendency you mention."

Like anather person I know, Spock thought. Aloud, he said, "I
wanted your advice, nevertheless, because you said that any
intsrferance with Jim’'s memcries might bs harmful."

"1 was asking uou not to erase any of Jim's memories. He will
have to come to terms with the situation an his own, but if you can
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allaviate ths guilt complex, I certainly won't stand in your way;
it*ll save me a lot of psuychotherapy. Baesides, you probabluy know
more abowut Jim’s state of mind than I do, anyway. When do you want
to attempt the msld?"

"1t will be =asizst when thae Captain is well rested and relaxsd,
ss I think tomorrow morning would be best.”

"Og you want me to give Jim some kind of ralaxant?!

"1 dorm’t think that will he necessary. 711 explain the
procedure to him. It shouldn’t be any problem since we’ve shared a
meld many times bhefore.”

They heard a door opening and clopsing wupstairs. A look of
silent understanding passed between them. Tonight, they would Jjust
enjoy each gcther’s company and friendship.

Kirk came bouncing down the stairs. Taking in the scens, hs
grinned.

"Well, youw to seam to have settled nicsly. I’ve slapt longer
than I intended to. Not much use going For a walk, is there?"

McCoy smiled at him., "You cught to get some Fresh air, and that
goes for your Vulcan friend as well. 5o why dor’¢ you guys go for a
little walk while I get the dinner ready?"

Spock rose from his chair. "A very good idea, Boctor., Jim?"

Kirk’s face was radiant with sxcitesment, and without Further
thought, he slapped the VYulcan on the hack. "O’'mon, Spock - let’'s
take a look around."

Mcloy grinmned. "Don’t go too far. Remember that it’s getting
dark. You don’'t want to get lgst.”

“Thera is no reason for concern, Doctor. I°11 be taking my
tricorder along, so that I will be able to lock on to your readings
arnd find owur way back, and I assure you..."

He had no chancg to finish his sentence bacauss both Kirk and
MeCoy wers roaring with laughter. "Get out of hers! " McCoy Finally
managed to gasp.

MeCoy looked after them as Spock and Kirk made their way to tha
door .,

Jim was happy.

It would be so easy to lsave things as they were, or to ask
Spock to erase the troublesoms memory from the Captain's mind ~ but
McCoy knsw that that wasn’t the way, and he felt sure that with the
help of Spock and himself Kirk would eventually be able to coma to
terms with his loss.

Somehow, it was as if Spock was the ane stahilising factor in
their lives. He was always thers when his help was needed, and
though McCoy knsw that Spock would hardly evar be able to express his
friendship openly, he knew 1t was there. Over the last maonths, his
friendship with the VUulcan had deepened. Spock had tried to help him
through the whole affair about Eileaen as well as he could.
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He could not help Kirk in any way while Eileen was still alive,
for although Spock did understand how close Kirk and Eileen were, the
complicated maze of a Human male/female relationship was mostly
beyond his comprehension, and the thought of it alane held something
embarrassing for him. He had seen Kirk go through many loves, most
of them superficial, a few more serious. He was aware that the
latter usually had a tragic ending.

Kirk had told Mcloy about Spock’s invitation to accompany him to
Vulcan after Edith Keeler’s death, but Spock did not really know how
toc deal with his friend after he had lost his love.

With a shudder, McCoy thought back to the svening in sickbay
when Kirk had come very close to a breakdown. That had been shortly
after MNoCoy had informed him about Eileen’s condition. Kirk had
complained about a severe headache, hut after a shot and half a
hottle of Saurian brandy, he had told McCoy that Eileen had suggested
that they should enter a marriage contract socon.

MeCoy hadn’t told Spock about it, but the Uulcar seemed to sense
McCoy’s mood of despair yst again and had stood quiestly by his side.
Maybe the VUulcan was not able to comprshend the Human definition of
love to the fullest sxtant, as hg had always claimed, but he
certainly knew what loneliness meant, and somstimes McCoy wondered if
he would have been able to bear the burden if Spock had not stood by
him with moral support and quiet friendship.

McCoy had just finished sestting the dinner table whan XKirk and
Spock returnad from their excursion. Kirk was covered with mud, and
laughing, and from the look of Spock’s pants he had had his shars of
whatever kind of fun they had had.

"Oinner ready?" Kirk asked. "I'm starving."

"Captain, I think ws should get ourselves clesaned up First, "
Spock remarked quietly.

"What happened?" McCoy wanted to know,

"There's a cresek a few hundrad yards from hers. Looks like the
ideal place for fishing. And theres are also some willow-like
trees..."

"One af which ths Captain wanted to survey mors closely, and
therefore decided to mount, which turned out to be a rather difficult
task, and - "

"Say it, Spock. I tried to climb ths tree but fFell off and into
the creek, Spock pulled me ocut."

McCoy shook his head, and Kirk was still chuckling while they
ascended the stairs to their bedrooms to shower and change.

It turned ocut to be a guist evening.

After dinner, the three of tham settled in front of the
fireplace, Kirk deciding to sit on the rug, leaning against Spock’s
chair. The conversation was flowing easily, and after a while Spock
left them for a moment to go up to his bhedroom. When he returned, he
was carrying his VUulcan lyrstts and a bottle of the exguisits light
wine Kirk had come to appreciate very much over the years. But MeCoy
was surprised when Spock came back to them with three wine glasses he
had found after rummaging through fhe cabinets.
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"1 thought Vulcans didn’t indulge in alcoghsolic beverages,
Spock™

"As you will recall, Doctor, alcohol doess not affect us in any
way, hut I believe you will find the flavour of this wine quite
pleasing., It’'s alcoholic content is so low that it should not havs
any harmful effects on Humans either, unless drunk in wvery large
guantities.®

MeCoy still looked rather sceptical. Kirk grinned up at him.

"Our Vulcan friand has made a rather long speech. But belisve
me, Bones, I’'ve often shared a glass of that stuff with Spock, and 1
den’t think it bas done ms any harm,” '

MoCoy smiled, and acospted the glass Spock had poured for him.
He was indeed surprised by the gquality of the wine. It was of a pale
green colour and had a fruity flavour to it that made McCoy hand his
glass back to Spock with a request for a refill once he had Finishad
it. He had not thought the ascstic VUulcans capable of producing such
a delightful beverage.

The svening wore on in companiconable silsnce. Spock had begun
to play his lyretts, and when McCoy began to Fael a little
light-headed after his fourth glass of wine, he leaned back in his
chair and started to enjoy the music. The tunes Spock played uwere
beautiful and strangely soothing.

Jim looks totally relaxed, NcCoy thought as he watched through
half-closed eyes. HNore so than any sedative would ever have
accomplished., He would be able to sleep easily that night, which
would be an immense help with the meld in the morning.

A shudder went through Mcloy as he thought of what the morning
would bring. But the music wouldn’t permit such thoughts to linger
in his mind.

Jim Is going to be all right, McCoy thought dreamily as he
allowed himsslf to have caught by the music and seemed to float on
it.

He must have dozed off, for when he opened his syes a whils
later, Spock wasn’t playing any more, but sat in his chair watching
him quietly over steepled fingers. He started to speak, but
something in Spock’s expression hushed him, There was a trace of a
smile on the Vulcan’s lips, and when he looked at Xirk, he saw the
reasan for it. The Captain was still leaning against Spock’'s chair,
but his head had dropped forward and ha was fast asleep with a smile
an his face.

"Is that what you wanted to accomplish with your wine and
music?' McCoy asked in a low voica.

Spack nodded, not completsly masking his feelings as he usually
did. "Jim needs to be relaxsd, and you must admit, Doctor, that soma
of our Vulcan practices are effective.”

McCoy noted the teasing note in the Vulcan’s vaice. Spock, too,
was at ease, and MclCoy didn’t want to destroy that atmosphers by
needling Spock as he usually did, so he merely said, "I can’t deny
that." Then he glanced at his watch. "My God, Spock, it's past
midnight! You don’t intend spending the whole night in that chairc?"
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The problem was solved by itself before Spock could ansuwer,
since MeCoy had unintentionally raised his voice. Kirk woke up.

Ha lookad at his friends somewhat shespishly. "I must havse
dozed off. Scrry."

"Same happensd to me, Jim. No reason to get embarrassed, I
think. Spock’s own fault if ha plays us lullabiss,” Meloy noticed
Spock’s raised eyebrow, and, not sure if the Uulcan realised that he
was being teased, added, "Just kidding, Spock. The music was
beautiful ."

Kirk looked from one to the other. "Well, what do we do now?
What time is it, anyway™

"Slespy-time, Jim. It’'s well past midnight."

"That latse." Kirk glanced out of the window. "Look, the moon.
It’s so much like Earth. UWhat about going Ffor a nice lang walk out
in the moonlight? Or sitting at the side of the creek and watching
silver ripplas on the water?"

MeCaoy remesmbered that not too long ago Kirk had done just that
with Eileen, but hs kept his tongue carefully in check. "You sesem to
be in rather a romantic mood tonight, Jim. But for me, it’s time to
turn in, and I advise you to do the same. Thers'll be othsr nights
with moonlight, and fitter company." MHe grinned at Xirk and got up

From his chair.

Xirk had turned towards the Vulcan., "Spock?”

"Nog, Jim. [ am tirsd too. And for once I agree with Or.
MeCoy., 1t has been a long day for you, too, and you ought to get a
good night’s sleep. There is much ahead of us tomorrow, too.®

Kirk got up too and looked at his friend curiocusly. "What'’s
ahead aof us?"

Spock had bsen busily gsetting his things togsether, He did not
like doing it, but for once he would have to esvade his Captain’s
questions. "It's not important, Captain.®

"You were making it sound pretty important. Come an, Spock, I
want to know what you are up to.”

"Jim, please — I am tired. 1! will explain tomorrow."

Kirk looked a little hurt, but then he smiled. "Promiss?"

"Promised. Good night, Jim."

When Kirk got up from the floor, he swayed slightly.

Spock was already going upstairs to the hedrooms, and Kirk
obviously intended to go after him. McCoy stopped him by placing a

hand on his shoulder. He had noticed a second empty wine bottle.

"How much of this stuff did youw have, Jim?" he asked, indicating
the bottles.

"Huh? 0Oh, the wina. Don’t remember. Spock kept refilling my
glass., It's good, though, isn’t it?"
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"Yeah, but I guess 1’1l have a word about it with Spock
tomorrow. He told me something about not drinking it in large
quantities."

"Bongs, youw're usually the last one to worry abowt how much you
drink when you'ra not on duty. We're on leave, and besides, nobody
is drunk. Spock’s never drunk... you know that." He bsgan to sound
Fuzzy.

"Sure, I know. Now be a good boy, Jim, and go up io gur room.
I1'1l just do the dishes, then I’'ll come on up, tao. I want you to be
in bed whan I’'m done hera, all right?"

"Bores..."

McCoy had to smile. XKirk had had at least one glass too many.
Yet he couldn’t have had much more of the wine than McCoy himself.
Maybe his still weakened condition was responsible for his lowered
tolerance level. No — Spock wasn’t to blame,

The problem was how to get Jim to bed because he abvicusly
didn’t want to turn in Just yet. "Up you go, Jim, or 1’1l tuck ygou
in personally. I’'m sure you wouldn’'t like that."

Kirk gave in with a shrug. Mcloy anticipated further arguments
with his adventurous Captain, but hse found him fast aslasp when he
entered the bedroom they shared. Kirk was still wearing the Vulcan
robe he had changed into after his encounter with the tree, and lay
curled up on the bunk. Obviously, he had Jjust pulled off his sandals
and then fallen asleep as he was.

MzCoy went for a blanket to cover his friend. UWhen he returned,
Kirk had turned his face towards McCoy and a smile played about his
lips., McCoy spread the bhlanket aver the slesping form of his friend
and then gently brushed the unruly lock of hair out of Kirk’s face.
Samehow he felt that things were going to be all right. Spock was a
friend they could trust,

McCoy felt calmer than he had for days as hs wsnt aver to his
own bed and settled down to sleep. In time Kirk would be ahle tao
cope with his loss, for with Spock and himself at his side he wowld
not be lonely. Our Ffriendship bhas pulled us through a lot of tough
situations, and it will do so agaln, MNeCoy thought as he closed his
eyes and drifted of f to sleep.

Kirk woke rested and Feeling good ths next morning, except for a
slight hangover. He took a shower and then dommed one of the light
Vulcan robes Spock had given him. They were very comfortable to wear
around ths house.

The table was already set for breakfast when Kirk came down the
stairs. Spock and Mcloy were obvicusly waliting for him.

"Why didn’t anyone wake me?"

"We retired rather late last night and thought it wise to let
you sleep as long as you needed, Captain.”

Kirk took his seat at ths table and reached for the coffee pot,
but shook his head when Meloy offered him a plate with ham and eggs.
McCoy looked at him with concsrn.,
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"What is it, Jim7? Aren’'t you feeling well?"

"Hangover, Bonas. I guess I drank too much af your wine last
night, Spock. And I think I talked some rubbish. I’'m sorcy.”

"1 should be the one to apologise, Captain. I should have known
that your accident might have lowered your tolerance towards alcohol,
and should have warned youw not to drink too much. Please accapt my
apologiaes.”

"Come on, Spock - this is nothing some of Bomes’ pills won’t set
right in a fsw minutes."

“Orugs won’'t be necessary. If you will parmit, Jim." Spock
placad his fingers in the familiar position for the meld. It was
just a feather-light mind touch, but Kirk felt ths headache beginning
to fads sway. He smiled at the Vulcan,.

"Thanks, Spock.

After hreakfast, Spock steepled his Fingers in front of him and
looked at Kirk. "Jim, I mnesd your permission to enter into a deep
meld with you. HMcloy and 1 agree that it is the only way to help you
conquer the amnesia concerning your accident.®

"Sure, Spock. This is getting pratty annoying to me, so let’'s
get the meld over with as fast as possible.”

"Wery well., ! suggsst we retirs to your room whers you can lis
down." He glanced at the Doctor. "1 don’t know sxactly how long
this will take..."

"“ndarstood, Spock. I won’t disturk youw for... say the next two
hours."

Spock nodded agreement, and he and Kirk went wup the stairs to
the Human’s bedroom.

When Spock had closad the door bshind them, he indicated the
bed. Y"You had better lis down, Jim. This is going to be a3 very dsap
meld, and... Jim, it won’'t be entirely pleasing for you. Your mind
is holding a painful memory from youw, and I will hurt you when I
uncover 1t during ths meld.”

"You’'d never hurit me, Spock." Kirk gave the VUulcan a reassuring
glanceg as he lay back on his bunk,

"No, Jim - 7 won’t hurt you, but the memory will. But gou have
to remember everything connected with the accident... and what
happened before."

"Don't worry, Spock., 1711 live." Kirk pattsd ths bunk besids
him. "Let'’s get on with it."

Spock sat down beside Kirk and his fingers easily found the
points on Kirk's fFace necessary to initiate the contact. Spock met
no resistance here, only warm welcome. He dived deeper and deeper
into Kirk’s mind, relishing as Kirk did the Feeling of oneness.

Then suddenly he came upon an impenstrable wall.

This was the block he had been searching for. He tried pushing
through it, but met resistance. Spock withdrsw somewhat to ‘speak’
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with Kirk throwugh the meld.
Jim, I've found the block in your mind. FPlease don’t push against me.
I’m not resisting, Spock.
I will have to force a way through., Jim, relax as much as you can,

Spock began again to push against the block with all his might.
1t tock a tremendous mental effort to break through the barrier, for
Kirk's mind was almost as strong as Spock’s, and this tims the
subconscious part of it kept fighting Spock; but finally the barrier
did break, and Spock was engulfed in a turmoil of emotions and pain,
It seemed that he hesard Kirk cry.

For a moment Spock's only desirs was to ease his friend’s pain,
but then hs remambered his promise to McCoy not to interfere with
Kirk’'s memories. He withdrew somewhat again.

You remember now what happened, Jim. I’'m sorry that I hurt you.
Silence, then... E£ileen... I should have taken the rocks...
Jim, listen. What happened is not your fault. You know Eileen was dying.

He got no response. Diving desper again, Spock began to ease
the Feelings of guilt. The feelings of loss and grief remained
immansa. After a moment of hesitation, Spock began to initiate the
First stages of healing there, too, by rearranging some of the
thoughts and letting Xirk see some of the logic, too. Mcloy couldn’'t
hlame him for that! He made XKirk understand that Eileen had been
spared a much more painful death.

Thes UYulcan was about to withdraw when he remembersd something
else that might help. Hadn't McCoy said often enough that Jim was
married tp his ship? So Spock combined the memories of Eilsen with
the ship, the happy time they had spent aboard ths ship Kirk loved.
Spock hopad that this would indeed help Kirk. Only time would show.

He made Kirk’s mind drift off to sleep before he finally
withdrew.

When McCoy looked in gn Xirk and Spock about two hours latsr,
the Human was still asleep while the Vulcan was knesling in a corner,
his Fingers stespled and cbviously in meditation. But he opened his
eyes as McCoy entered the room.

McCoy went over to Kirk. He ran his scanner aver him as Spock
said, "He is only aslssp, Doctor.”

MeCoy turned towards the Vulcan, “"How did it go, SpockT Did
Jim remember?"

"1 was ahle to break the mental block, and Jim will ramembsr
everything as it happened." Spock hesitated. "Doctor, Human grief
is something I am not completely Familiar with. The Captain will
neaed ocur help."

"Spock, I think your friendship - gur friendship - will help Jim
if he needs - and wants - our help.”
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Presantly, Xirk began to stir. McCoy was at his side again
immediataly. Kirk’'s =syes were puffy and his pillow still wet with
tears shed during the meld. He drew in a shuddering breath but kept
his eyes closed as if afraid to face reality.

when he did open his eyes, McCoy’s hand rested on his shoulder.
"Jim, I hate to ask you this gquestion but do you rmemhar what
happensd?"

Kirk marsly nodded. "I do."
"ls thars anything I can do for you, Jim?"
"Just leave me alone.

McCoy was hurt by the harsh words, but he hid his emotions
guickly. "Sure, Jim, 1’1l be downstairs if youw rneed me. "

Kirk kept to himself during the days that followed, only
speaking to his companians when absoclutely necessary. On the sescond
evening McCoy asksd him if he wanted to go back to the city, bhecause
he thought that maybe the cabin reminded Kirk too much of Eilesn.
But Kirk shook his head.

"Ng., It’s very guist out here. The brook and the willows...
Sorry, Banes. I need time to think."

1t had been the First time in two days that Kirk had used
McCoy's nickname again. The Doctor felt somewhat ralisved. Tha
atmosphere bscame more reslaxed, but Kirk spent most of his time down
by the hrook.

When his behaviour had not alterad after sbout a week, it was
Spock who raised the question again as he sat in front of the
Fireplace with the doctor. Kirk had retired to bed early, and thsre
was concern in the Vulcan's voice as he looked at McCoy over steepled
fFingers.

"We received notice from Starflset Command today that we are to
leave Druma in a fortnight, whether or not the talks have been
completed by that tima."

"well, then they Finally realised that they can’t havs a
Starship sitting in orbit around a planet For ages Jjust to wait For a
bunch of burszaucrats toc make up their minds one way or another! it’'s
about time somehody rsalised that!"

“That is not my point, Doctor. I am concernaed about thse
Captain’s condition. Will he be fit to assume command at that timg?"

"Jim could assume command of the Enterprise this minuts, Spock.
He's A—-1 again physically. I Jjust wish he would get a bit of
exercise. He's spending tog much time brooding. "

“That is my concsrn, Doctor.”

"Don’t get me wraong, Spock. I don’t think this grief would
affect Jim's ability to command. It's just... Well, he’s spending
too much time trying to analyse his own feelings... hurting himself
with it. But that's part of Jim's nature, Spock."

Spock was definitaly not at ease. He shifted in his chair
uncomfortably, trying in vain to mask his anxiety. "What can uwe...
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What can be done to help him, Doctor?!

“Npt much, I'm afraid. Jim needs something to take his mind off
nis own grief. He needs something to take care of, worry about,
Perhaps getting back to the ship would be the hest thing - but I want
Jim to get a bit more rest; yet he doesn’t seem to bhe getting much
down here. Damn, I don’'t know. It’s just a vicious circle.”

Spock sat silent, obviously lost in thought. Then ha got up,
and fFeeling McCoy’s esyes upon him, said, "Excuse me, Doctor, 1 will
retire for the night.”

MeCoy looked bewildered. "What ars you up to, Spock?!

"ag I said; I am tired and want to rest, Doctor,” Spock replied
mechanically. "I am not ‘up to’® anything else."

McCoy sensed that the Vulcan was trying to hide something from
him, but he only said, "] sas. Goodnight, Spock.”

Spock was even more withdrawn the next day, and McCoy, who
already missed the easy banter with Kirk deeply, bscame acutely awars
just how much he had relied aon the Vulcan’s easing nis loneliness
aver the last few weeks.

Kirk left sarly in the morning for a long hike, as he put it,
and Spock radioced for an aircar to go to the city. McCoy busied
himself araund the houses, but the day seemad to be dragging on
andlassly.

Spock returned in time for dinner in an aircar he had rented,
hut Kirk came bhack very late that evening. McCoy got worried when
Kirk had not arrived back when the sun began to set behind the
mountains, and stood at the door locgking out for his friend.
Suddenly he felt a light touch on his arm. Turning, he found the
Vulecan standing behind him.

"I am sure the Captain is all right, Ooctor. He took a knapsack
with provisions, and he is experienced in mountaineering."

The Uulcan returned to his chair next the fireplace silently,
and after a moment Mcloy followed him, trying to made conversation.

"Will you tell me what you did in town today, Spock? Wsnt to
that darned diplomatic meeting again?"

"I did attend part of it, Doctor., [ also intended to do some
shapping... but I didn’'t find what I wanted.”

McCoy starsd at the VYulcan in silence. Spock and shopping?
This was certainly somsthing new. Well, he had alrsady seen a feuw
new sides to the Vulcan over the past months,

This shopping business didn’t appear to be anything Spock wanted
to talk about, so McCoy remained silent and Jjust filed away this nsw
piece of information.

A very groggy Kirk returned two hours later. McCoy, mediscanner
in hand, hurried to his side as soon as Kirk had set foot over ths
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doorstap.

"you O.K., Jim? You look terrible! Where the hell did you go?
We were worried sick about you! Why didn’t you at least tell us
whers you meant to go?" He broke off his tirade when Kirk lsansd
heavily against the wall, and placing an arm around him, led him
towards a chair.

Spock had risen too. He started towards Kirk, but the Human
emiled at him weakly. "I’'m all right, Spock - Just awfully tired.”

Spaock nodded, and returned to his chair while Kirk Faced McCoy.
"I'm sorry uou were worrisd, Bones, " he said guietly. "This was
something I had to do on my own. I followed the brogk to its sourcs
as... as we set out to do that day... Eileen was hit by those rocks.
You would have tried to stop me. 1 Just had to do it..." Kirk broke
of f, unable to put his irmer turmoil into words.

"1 ynderstand, Jim. 1’11 gs=t you socmething to sat. You must be
starving.”

Kirk shook his head. "No, thanks. Just a shower and my bed.”
"Jim, you’'rs surs you don’t want to talk...?"

Again Kirk dismissed him with a shake of his head. Instead, he
got up and started to go upstairs. Then, sensing MeCoy’s hurt, he
turned.

"] gtill have a lot of thinking to do, Bones — on my own... but
1 appraciate your offer. Sleep well, both of you."

Spock had risen again. “"Jim...7?"

"Spock, I'm 0.X. I’'m going to bed. You don’t want to read me
my bedtime story, do you, Spock?' Without waiting to sae if Spock
would give him an answser, he disappeared into his bedroaom.

McCoy turned when he heard Spock murmuring under his breath.
"Spock? What did you sayT" Has Spock actually talking to himsel?,
or was he speaking to me? MNcloy wondered.

" said I would do it if it helped at all."”

"o what? Ch, I ses ~ the bedtime story." He looked at the
Uulcan. Thers was a trace of a mischievous glint in his eye. "Ars
you pulling my leg now, Spock?!

"Why should I attempt such a thing, Doctor?" It was only a
trace of their usual arguments, but McCoy chuckled, and the
atmosphere in the room lightened.

"Beligve me, Spock, I would do angthing, too, if Jim would let
me help him, but he’'s as pigheaded about it as sver. Well, I guess
that’'s a good sign."

Spock nodded and then startsd towards the stairs, too. "I will
leave fFor the town esarly in the morning, so please excuse me ~ I..."
Thare was a momesnt of hesitation, then Spock smiled briefly.
"Goodnight, Bones."

"1*11 turn in too, Spock." Surprised to find the Vulcan waiting
For him, he hurrisd to join him. Thay climbed up the stairs
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together, in silsnce.,

MeCoy had to swallow the lump in his throat that had formed when
he heard Spock using his nigkname. He thought of the pangs of
Jealousy he had felt over the last f=w days when Spock had seesmead
entirely absorbed in his worry about Kirk’s peacs of mind. No, Spock
had been worrying about him, too. It was mutual.

I ware too, Bones, came the echo into his mind. Meloy smiled
briefly. Wouwld the Vulcan gver be able to say those words? He
wasn’'t awarsg that Spock had already said them, even though not out
loud, but suddenly it didn’t seem to mattsr any longer. Both men
knew instinctively that the friendship was theres, and that was
enough.

Spock stopped, and McCoy realised that they had rsached the door
of Spock’s bedroom. The Vulcan was locking at him with mild
curiosity.

"Doctor?"
McCoy grinned at him. "Don’t worry, I'm not about to join
you." He saw Spock’s sysehrow rise, and chuckled softly. " *Night,

Spack.”

Beforse the Vulcan had a chance to reply, he made for his own
bedroom and closed the door behind him,

When Mcloy woke the next morning, Spock had already lsft, but
Kirk was still fast asleep, and Mcloy decided to let him sleep on.
It was mid-morning when Kirk fFinally came down to the living room,
McCoy smiled at him.

"Well, Finally awaks, huh? I'll gset you soma breakfast."
"I'm not hungry, Banas," Kirk crwoaked with a hoarse voice.

McCoy became instantly alarmed, and it was than that he noticed
the paleness of Kirk’s face. He led Kirk to a chair by the window,
and, placing a hand on Kirk's hot forshead, shook his hesad.

"You’'re running a fever, Jim. You stay right thsre while I gst
my stuff to look you gver.'

He raturned with his medical pouch a8 mament laterc. Running the
scanner gver Kirk, he asked, "How do you fFsel, Jim? Any pains or
aches somewhers in particular?

Clearing his throat, Kirk answersd. "It's just a sore throat,
but I Ffegl lousy."

McCoy had finished the scan and looked at Kirk, somewhat
relieved. "It’s jJust a cold you’ra coming down with., 1’1l give you
a vitamin shot and something for your throat, but [ want you to stay
in bed today, nevertheless."

MocCoy had half expected to have Kirk mad at him and protesting,
but he got no objection. He helped Kirk back to the bedroom. He saw
that Kirk was settled against the pillows comfortably before he said,
"Wou don’t have to zat if you don’'t want to, but you need planty of
ligquid. Want some grange Juice, Jim?"
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Kirk nodded. He drank thirstily from the glass Mcloy gave him.
The Doctor was slightly worried. Usuwally Kirk was one of the worst
patients when not sericusly ill, but now he submitted to McCoy'’'s
treatment quietly, not even protesting against being given the
shots. Kirk was 2ither fFeeling really unuwell or he was still too
precccuplied about his grief; Mcloy suspected it was the lattsr.

"I can have us beamed back aboard the Entarprise, Jim, if you
want me to. I think you would he more comfortable in sickbay.”

"No, Bones, that wen’t he necessary. I'm fine hers. Baesides...
the air is good." The throat tablets seemed to be helping alresady,
for Kirk’s voice had clearsd noticeahly,

McCoy shrugged. "All right, we’ll stauy. But make sura you get
plenty of rest - say, have you besn climbing trees and managing to
fall in the cgreek again?”

Kirk shogk his head. "Nag."

"Well, you obviously managed to get weat somshow. The legs of
your pants were still damp whan youw came hames last night.n"

Kirk blushed slightly. "1 didm’t Fall intp the cresk. When I
raachad the source of the brook, I was pretty tired and I thought it
would bhe refraeshing to bathe my feet in the water - there’s a pool
whers a spring comes out from under a rock. Well, that’s what I did,
but as I sat there 1 must have lost track of time complastely. I
guess I had my Feet hanging in the water For a pretty long time." He
looked at McCoy sheepishly. "My pants got wet without my noticing
it. You know,., I was thirnking.®

At that moment McCoy almast wished that Kirk couldn’t remember
what had happened, but he was sure that Kirk would come out of ths
reminiscing mood sventually. In a way, it was almost Funny; Ffor the
last few daus McCoy had felt rather useless as Kirk was shutting him
out from his grief, and Spock seemed to be rather preoccupied too.
Now he had Kirk's cold to look after, but didn't relish the idesa too
much .

He reached for the hypo again. "I'll give you somathing to get
your temperature down. It will work faster iF you get some sleep.”

Again Kirk tendsred his arm without any protest, but he winced
slightly as McCoy pressed the hypo home. "That hurt, Bones.,"

"Wall, take it as a good sign, Jim. If you start complaining to
your kind doctor again, he’ll know you’'re feeling better.®

Kirk sank back against the pillows and McCoy pulled the covers
up to his chin. "Get some sleep, Jim. You’ll fesl much better when
you wake up, and I promise you’ll Just get aspirin shouwld any furthser
medication be necassary.”

Kirk smiled at him arnd then chediently turnsed onto his side to
go to sleep as the Doctor had ordered,

McCoy spent most of the day sitting in front of the cold
Fireplace. Kirk’'s illness was not serious, so it was silly that he
should worry, but he was not used to Kirk enduring such an ailment as
an ordinary cold quistly. MNMNcCoy would have felt better if he had had
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Kirk complaining and arguing with him. He hoped that Kirk would soon
snap out of that mood.

He was brought out of his reveris hy the sound of the door
closing, and he realised that it was already getting dark gutside,
Spock made his way over to him,

MeCoy smiled at him wearily. "Have youw besn shopping again,
Spock?"

"Indeed I have, Doctor. UWhere is the Captain?®
"Hg's upstairs -~ in bed with a cold."

A Frown had begun to fForm on Spock’s usually expressionless
face. '"lDon’'t worry, Spock. He's all right, In fact, he could bs up
now if he wanted. I looked in on him a while ago. His temperatures
is down. I ¢old him he could get up, but he pretended to be too
absorbed in a2 book; though I don’t think he could have read it the
way he was holding it - upside down. I guess he’s in one of his
mocds . "

"1s the Captain able to receive visitors?"
"Certainly, Spock. [°ll be glad if you can chesr him wup.®

Suddenly, there was a strange noise fraom the large hasket Spock
was garrying. Mooy stared at the Vulcan in surprise. '"“what have
you got in there, Spock?" he asked, indicating the basket.

The Vulcan blushed slightly. "Something I hopa Jim... The
Captain... will liks."

There was the muffled sound again, and McCoy grew impatient.
"Comg gn, Spock, let me ses what yow've got inside that baskst.!

After ancother momant of hesitation, the Yulcan was about to
speak, but Mcloy, suwuddenly having a bright idea, interrupted him.
“No, yow don’t have to tall ma, Spock. It’s a bunch of tribbles,
right? But you know Jim can’'t stand the sight of a tribble, and
considering - " He was cut short by a deep growl coming from the
basket, a definitely untribblish sound.

McCoy paled visibly. "I guess you’d hetter calm down whatever
you've got in therse hefore your good family doctor gets a nervous
breakdown."

"1 am sorry, Doctor. I did not intend to frighten you. If you
will permit...” He apened the lid of the basket, and at once a largs
black head emerged from the aopening, now uttering small whimpering
noises of canine delight and enthusiastically trying to reach Spock’s
hand with his eagerly slobhhering tongue. Spock set the basket on the
Floor and petted the dog’s head rather awkwardly.

Placing his paws on the rim of ths basket, the dog pushed
himself out of it. His tail wagging eagerly, he made his way over to
the astonished Doctor, whoss Jjaw was working frantically, but as yet
he was not able to voice his surprise. UWhen he fFinally Found that
his vocal cords obeyed him once more, he uttered one werd which
contained a series of guestions.

"Spock?PRM
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The Yulcan loocked somewhat embarrassed. "His name is Tibor, I
saw him at the market today and 1 thought Jim might like him..."

"Crazy as he is, ha’ll love him, but I never thought you
would... Never mind." He locksd down at the dog, which had taken an
interest in McCoy's boots and pants, the seams of which he was
chewing eagerly. Realising what was happening, McCoy bent to remove
his pants from Tihor's mouth.

"Hey, what ars you doing?"

Tibor let go of the pants immediately, starting to lick the
Doctor'’'s face with such fervour that he knocked McCoy aver in the
process. McCoy tried to fight him off, and called to the Vulecan,

"Get this bundle of... affsction of f my back baforse he sats me
slivet®

Spock had to grab the dog by the neck, and lift him physically
of f the Ooctor. McCoy climbed groggily to his faet.

"My Bod, h2 can kill youw with that wsight of hist”

"I was assursd that he is not dangerows. 1 apologisse for his
behavigur. Tibor is young, and lacks the necessary discipline.”

“What do you mean, ‘young’? He’'s not fully grown yat? Sosh,
yes - he's all paws. UWhat breed of dog is he? Some kind of Uruman
mammoth canine?"

"No, Doctor. The man I bought him from assursd me that he is an
Earth import. He is a cross between a Newfoundland dog and a S5t.
Bernard, both of which are known for their faithfulness and

affection.” He hesitated. "Do you think he is not suitable for
Jim?"

"Hell, no." McCoy, who had regained his breath somewhat,
grinned. "“It’'s just... Well, it’s an unusual present, especially
coming from you, It struck me as being a bit... illogical."

"Illogical, Doctor? I assure you my decision was arrived at
through a leogical reasoning process.  Yau yourself said that the
Captain nesded something to take care of, therefore - "

"Ygah, I see. My fawlt, But - gee, I think Jim will love him."

Tibaor was struggling to fres himself from the grip of the
Vulecan. McCoy, not too keen about the possibility of another tongue
wash, smiled. ‘"Look, why don’'t you put him back in the baskst and
take your surprise packet directly up to Jim? If nothing else, it
will divert his mind from his brooding for a while.®

Spock obliged, getting Tibor back into the cantainer after a
considerable struggls, for the dog had obvicusly set his mind to
exploring his surroundings. That task finished, Spock ascended the
stairs to Kirk’s bhedroom with Mcloy trailing behind. But the Ooctor
was at his side again when they approached the door.

Upon opening it, they found the room in semi~-darkness as dusk
was descending rapidly, and Kirk had not turned on his bedside lamp.
McCoy's first thought was that maybe Kirk was asleep, but his acute
senses soon told him that that was not the case.



bR
R dwr/&-w

SR
.

N

¥

~
R

R
W




58
"Jim?"

His gquestion into the darknsss ramained unanswered but a
gquickening of the breathing of the room’s occupant told him that he
had heen heard. With a shrug he turned om the light.

Kirk was still in the same position as when Mcloy had last been
up, with the boogk lying upside down on his lap.

"Now don’t tell me youw’'ve been rsading again. Even your suyss
aren’'t that good."

Kirk smiled at him sheepishly. "No, I’ve haen... daudreaming.®

"Oarkdreaming would he a more appropriate term, " Mcloy snorted.
"Anyway, I have a visitor for you.”

Spock had remained standing in the doorway. When Kirk turned
his head and saw the Uulcan, his face brightened a little., "Spock.
I’m sorry — ¢

"Jim, are you all right? Mcoloy told me you wers ill..." His
voice trailed off.

"Sure, Spock. I’ve got a cold, that’s all, I've been a good
boy and stayed in bed all day. Honest, I feel much better already.”

There was a subdusd bark from the basket, With one swift
movement, Kirk swung his legs out of bed to sit on the side of it.
He looked at his Vulcan friend in puzzlement.

"What was ¢thet, Spock?!

Spock came as close to grinning as he ever would. "Something I
thought youw might like, Captain." With that, he opensd the baskst.

This time, Tihor managed to get out of the basket with & single
lepap. Kirk had risen in surprise. Fogr a moment he stood speechless,
then he got down to his knees and opened his arms for the dog, which
came raomping forward te meet him.,

For tha next ten minutes, Kirk and his new-found friend wers a
tangle of arms, legs and paws upon the floor. Finally, when bhoth
were sufficiently out of breath, Kirk managed to pin his opponant to
the floor and sit up.

"Spock, I don’t know how to thamk you, He's a hesauty. Whers
did you get him?"

*1 got him in tha local markat., He's from Earth, though. His
name is Tibor. Let me help you, Captain.® With a smile, Spock
helped the Captain tao his feet. Kirk let out his breath and sat down
on the edge of the bsd.

McCoy rushed to his side, mediscanner in hand., "Jim, you O.K.7"

Kirk nodded. '"Just out of breath. QGOuit worrying, hboth of youo.
Come on, Spock, don’'t spoil Tibby’'s Funt®

Spock released his hold on the dog’s neck, and Tibor leaped
happily up onto Kirk’s bed. "You should not over-sxert yourself,
Captain," he reprimanded mildly.
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"Don’t worry, Spock, I wen’t. But I'm starving. Bonss, can wse
get something to eat?”

“Me? I don’t know if I can find any puppy biscuits for you, hut
1'11l dig up samsthing." GBGrumbling happily, he left the room, and
after a moment, Spock, Kirk and Tibor Followed suit,

Kirk’'s mood did improve during the days that Followed.
Occasionally he slipped back into the mood of despair, but whensver
he started brooding, his black ‘shadow’ was at his side, and Kirk
could not resist him fFor long.

McCoy had to admit that Spock’s plan worked well indeed. Often
Kirk, the Uulcan and the dog would set out Ffor long hikes in the
morning. McCoy for once did not Fsel left out, because he ssnsed
that Kirk would open up in the quiet company of his Vulcan friend
more =asily than with the more extrovert Human.

On the last evening before their scheduled return to the ship,
the three friends were sharing a guiet evening in front of the Fire,
Spock had produced another bottle of his Vulean wine, and when they
were all settled comfortably in the chairs and an the rug in front of
the fireplsce - For Kirk had decided to join Tibor on the Floar and
was now sitting in his favourite position at the foot of Spock’s
chair - Spock began to tell Mcfoy about the plans Kirk and he had
made. They wanted to spend their next assigned shore leave on
Vulcan, as they hoped that the peace of that planet would help to
grase the last traces of Kirk's grief and guilt,.

MeCoy nodded approvingly after hearing that announcement. "Not
that I like the blasted heat of that planet of yours, Spock, but from
the few things I've seen on my short visits there, I have come to
appreciate the peaceful atmosphere it offers. I'm surae the stay
there will do Jim heaps of good.®

"You are weslcom2 to join us on ocur leave For a more thaorough
introduction to Vulcan culture, Doctor.®

For a moment, McCoy Just stared at him in surprise, then hs

said, "You must be Joking, Spock. What would make you..." He broke
of f and looked at the VYulcan helplessly.

"No, Doctor, I assure you ! am completsly serious. You will
find the atmosphers pleasing, too, 1 assure you. For your time with
us, you will become a member of the Family. Jim has shared this
experience bhefore, and assured me that you will like it. OF course,
you are fres to decline...®

There was a long moment’s silence, for McCoy was unable to
speak. Finally he swallowed hard and said, "1’'1l be glad to come if
will have me." Then, to lighten the atmosphere, he added, "But the
next shore leave is at least three months off, and what will you do
with him?" He indicated Tibor, who was busily chewing ths fFringses of
the rug.

"That’s another reason why we’ll go to Vulcan, " Kirk said.
"Spock suggested that Amanda would be glad to look after him. In
fact, he already sent her a spacegram about it, and she agreed
readily."

McCoy raised a gquestioning syshrow, "But I wundsrstand that shs
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already has a seshlat to taks care af."

"My mother assursd me that she would be glad to have another
Earth creature around the house. My father has hbesen rather busy at
the Vulcan Science Academy lately, and my mother seems to feel
lonely. ©G5he also said that Sawbones would like somsone to play
with."

"Bawhones?"
"Yes." Kirk chuckled. "That sshlat we told you abowut is named

after you - so to speak. Spock agreed that it was a fit name for it,
didn’t you, Spock?™"

McCoy did not wait for Spock’s answer. ‘“You pointed-earsd
rascal, how..." he began his tirade, which was to last for several
minutes.

Spock mersly raised an eyebrow at McCoy’s torrent. When the
Flood of words finally ceased and McCoy leaned back in his chair,
exhausted, he said, “"Your flood of illogic has bsen very gnlightening
~ as usual, Doctor. You and the sehlat do indesd have some gqualities
in commgn, "

Before McCoy had a chance to reply, Kirk rose and put up a hand.

"Gentlemsn, it has heen a long day. Let’'s call it a day; we’ll
have tao get up early tomorrow." As MoCoy and Spock rose too, he
added softly,

"We'll be going homa."
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