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the future to the present.

In the dream, he was on a crowded
shuttlecraft. They had |eft the Stargazer behind-a
hulk, crippled in the encounter with the Ferengi at
Mania Zeta. Some-where ahead-weeks ahead--
was Starbase 81. But there was no trace of the
desperation they'd felt during the battle. No
trace of the sorrow for lost com-rades that had hung
over them like acloud.

Instead, there was an air of optimism. Of
camarade-rie, asthere had been on the ship when it was
whole. He looked around at the faces-familiar
faces. Gilaad Ben Zoma, hisfirst officer,
dark and handsome, confident as ever. Idun Asmund,
hishemsmean, tal and prigingy
beautiful as she bent over the shuttle's controls.
"Pug" Joseph, his security chief, characterigticaly
dert, ready for anything.

And another-aface that he was gladder to see than
al therest. "Jack," he said.

Jack Crusher turned hisway. Heindicated
their surroundings with atilt of hishead. "A little snug
in here, isn't it, Jean-Luc?'

"That'sdl right. It won't be forever."

The other man quirked asmile, brushing aside



alock of dark brown hair. "I guess not.
It1l only seem likeforever."

It was so good to see Jack sitting there. So very
good. "You're out of your mind," someone rasped.

Heturned and saw Phigus Simenon, his
Gndish head of engineering. Asusua, Smenon
was arguing some point of science or philosophy with
Carter Greyhorse, the Stargazer's towering chief
medicd officer.

"If it'sby definition the smallest thing
possible" the Gnalish went on, "how can there be
anything smaler?' Hisruby eyesweredivewith
cunning in hisgray, serpentine visage. "Easy,”
Greyhorse answered, theimpassivity of his
broad features belying the annoyancein his
deep, cul-tured voice. "Y ou takeit and cut it
in haf." Easing hismassive body back into his
seet, heraised hisarms. "Y 0i 1k, you've got
something even smdler.” "Can't be," Smenon
argued. "By definition, remem-ber, it'sthe
smdlest-was

The Gndish was interrupted by Cadwallader, their
dender, girlish communications officer. She placed
her freckled hands on the combatants' shoulders.
"Could you keep it down a bit, fellas? Some of us

aretrying to deep back here, y'’know. Thanks ever



so much." Chuckling, the captain returned his
attention to Jack. "What will you do when you get
back? Take aleavefor awhile?" Hisfriend nodded.
"I want to see Beverly. And my son. He's

probably grown six inchessincel last saw

him." A pause. "Ever think about having a

family, Captan?'

"Y ou know me, Jack. I'd rather be boiled in oil
than dangle ababy on my knee. Scares the-was

Suddenly, he remembered something. It chilled
him, despite the closeness of the quarters. "Jack
... you're not supposed to be here."

"No?You mean | should've taken one of the other
shuttles?' "No." Helicked hislips.

"I mean you're dead. Y ou died sometime ago-long
before we lost the Stargazer.” Jack shrugged. "1 can
goif youlike-by tilde

"No. Don't. | mean--"

But it wastoo late. Hisfriend was moving away from
him, losing himsdlf in the crowd aft of thefood
proces-sor. "Don't go, Jack, it's all
right. | didn't mean to send you away--" That'swhen
Jean-L uc Picard woke up.

Theair in hiscabin was cold on hisskin. He

wiped his brow and felt the perspiration there.



"Damn," he bresthed, Just adream.

Nothing like histortured dreams of Maxia
Zeta, inflicted afew years back by the Ferengi
DaiMon Bok. No, this had been different, but in
itsown way just asfrightening.

Nor did it take a ship's counselor
to figure out why he'd happened to have the dream now.

Beverly Crusher was hafway across sickbay when
she realized she had no ideawhere she was going.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Doctor
Sdar, her Vulcan colleague, watching her from
her office. Crusher could fed an embarrassed
blush climbing up her neck and into her face.

Think, Beverly, think. Y ou were late for-

Suddenly, she snapped her fingers and started walking
again. Ontheway, she glanced at Sdlar.

The Vulcan was dtill watching her. Crusher smiled.
Being Vulcan, Sdar didn't smile back.

Shejust re-turned her attention to her desk
monitor.

Breezing into the examination area, Crusher saw that
Burke was already waiting for her. She nodded by way
of agreeting. "How'sit going?' he asked her.

"Not bad," shetold him. "Careto lie down
for aminute?' Sitting down on the biobed, the

Security officer svung hislegs up and leaned



back until he was directly under the overhead
sensor bank. As Crusher consulted the readings that were
displayed at eyelevd, shefound hersdf remembering
again . .. "Doctor Crusher?'
Snapping out of her reverie, shelooked at
Burke. "Mm?'
"I don't want to rush you, but I'm due to start
ashift in ten minutes”
How long had she been staring at the bio-readings?
Shedidn't dare ask.
The security officer smiled. "Ligten, it's
dl right. | don't blameyou for being alittle
digtracted, Hell, even I'm excited about
al those Stargazer people coming on board-and | don't
even know any of them.”
Crusher took a bregth. "Actualy, | don't
know them either. Except one, of course. Y ou can get
up now--you're asfit asthey come." AsBurke
swiveled into agtting position, helooked a
her. ™Y ou don't know them? But | thought-was
He stopped himsdf short, redizing that he might be
intruding, but the doctor supplied the rest: |
thought your husband served with them.
"I heard about them," Crusher explained

coolly. "But | never met them faceto face”



Burke nodded "Right. Well, thanks. Seeyou
inafew months" "In afew months" she
echoed, as he walked off toward the recelving area.
Leaning against the overhead sensor bank, she
buried her face in the crook of her arm. Damns,
she thought. Why did they have to pick thisship?
Will Riker, sat down at his persona termind,
took a deep breath, and called up the ship's
"vigtor" file
He had been looking forward to thisfor days. And not
because one of hisduties asfirst officer wasto keep
trade of al personnd boarding and disembarking from the
ship. The Enterprise was about to play host
to Starfleet legends-living legends--comand Riker
wanted to know everything there was to know about them. The thousand
and one other matters that had been upping up and demanding
his attention lately would just have to wait awhile. Now,
let's see, hetold himsdlf, scanning thelist of
names on the brief menu. The one he wanted to see
first was at the bottom-of course. He called up the
relevant subfile. Name Morgen. A f iation:
Starfleet: Rank Captain. Homeworld DaaVery
Thefal details of Morgen'scareer in
Starfleet Snce his graduation from the Academy
twenty-one years before came up on- screen.

The record bore out what Riker had heard over



the years about Captain Morgen of the Excdlibur.
That he

was an even-handed leader. That he brought out the best
in hispeople. That he was militarily brilliant,
diplomati-caly adept, and personaly charming.

Not unlike his mentor, Jean-Luc Picard.

Now Morgen was leaving the service that had
bene-fited so much from his presence to discharge another
st of respongbilities-as hereditary leader of the
DaaVit. Hewasreturning to the planet of his
birth to assume the throne in the wake of hisfather's
desth. And bringing with him an honor
guard-seven Starfleet officerswith whom hed
served on the degp-space exploration vessel
Stargazer. It wasaDaaVit cusom for a
returning prince to be surrounded by his closest
companions. And despite the friendships Morgen had
made on the Excalibur, he had sdlected his
fellow officers on the Stargazer to stand by him &t the
corona-tion ceremony. It was quite atribute
to those individuas. And to the esprit de corps that
had characterized Picard's old ship. Chief among the
honor guardsmen was Picard him-sdlf, Morgen's
first captain. The others comprised the remainder of the

vigtors roster. He returned to the menu. Some



of the names were asfamiliar to Riker as Morgen's-Ben
Zoma, for instance, the captain of the Lexington, and
First Officer Asmund of the Charleston. The others
were somewhat lesswell known to him, but their names il
seemed amost magica. Professor Phigus

Simenon. Dr. Carter Greyhorse. Peter
"Pug" Joseph. All of them had been part of the
Stargazer's historica mission-and, just as

important, al had lived totdll thetae.

Riker leaned back in his chair and, not for thefirst
time, wondered what it had been like to serve under the 6

captain in those days-on avess likethe

Stargazer, whose mission carried her into uncharted
spacefor years at atime. And beyond that, what it had
meant to lose that ship, in the Federation'sfirst fateful
brush with the Ferengi.

With dl of Picard's surviving officers
scheduled to board the Enterprise over the next
couple of days, the first officer would never have a better
chanceto find out.

Going to thetop of theligt thistime, he called up
another subfile.

Asmund, Idun....

Captain Mandfidd of the U ss.
Charleston sat on the edge of the snaiah-wood

desk. It was as. uncomfortable asit looked, what with



al the savageiconography carved into it. He
frowned. "ldun,” he said, "if you'd liketo talk

about it. . ." Hisfirgt officer, who had been staring out
the view-port, turned to face him. Shewasa
handsome woman-he couldn't help but notice that.
Tdl and dim and blond, with eyesthe dlusive

color of glacid ice. Deep, dark ... Enough of

that, he told himsdlf. She's your exec, for

godsakes. And even ifshe wasn't, what would she
seein an old warhorse like you?

For thefour hundredth time, he put his
libido aside. After dl, there was something troubling
her. If Asmund needed anyone, it wasn't a
lover. It was afriend.

"l amdl right," shetold him evenly. But
her eyes said that shewaslying.

Hesghed.

For six of the eleven years held been captain of
thisship, Idun Asmund had been his
second-in-command, and a damned good one at that.
Sheld never given him any reason to regret his
having taken her aboard.

But he knew of the doubts people had had about her. After
that terrible incident on the Stargazer ... what wasit?

Two decades ago now? For atime, it had haunted



her. Kept her from advancing through the ranks as quickly
as she should have. And her manner didn't help any.
Brusgue. Icy, even, some had said. But undernesth,
Mansfield had sensed a good officer. Hed
taken a chance on her--and was glad of it ever since.
"I know you," hesaid. "You're nervous. And |
think we both know why."

"No." She folded her arms across her chest.
"l am surprised.” "That Morgen would want you
to bewith him at atimelikethis?' "Yes. After what
happened. . . | don't think he said two
words to me. Then came MaxiaZetaand ...
well, frankly, | thought I'd never seehim
agan."

"Maybethisishisway of making amendsfor al
that. Y ou and your sister were different people-vastly
differ-ent, asit turnsout. Can it be hesfindly
figured that out?' 1dun's eyes blazed
momentarily. "Heis DaaVit. When it comes
to blood feuds. . ."

"He might not be the same person you knew back
then," suggested Mansfield. Helooked at her.
"People can change alot in thirteen years.

Especidly when they've spent hdf of themina
command chair." He cleared histhroat. "Take me,

for ingtance. | wasn't dwaysan iron-willed



dictator, you know."

Idun scowled. "Heis DaaVit. That will not
have changed.” "At least try and go in with an open
mind," he8

pleaded. "Remember--you'll be seeing other
familiar facesaswell. Surely they didnt
al treet you asMorgen did.”

Idun thought about it. "No," she conceded.
" Suppose there are some | would liketo see again.”

"Thereyou go. That'sthe Idun Asmund that

| know." He grunted. "And don't worry about
us. Well just go off and risk our lives somewhere
while you take your grand paid vacation."

Her brows knit. "Captain, | can still decline
this. Hereiswheremy prioritieslie”

"It was ajoke, Idun. Just ajoke."

Sherelaxed again. "Of courseit was," she
noted. He chided himself for joking about duty with her.
When one had been raised by Klingons, one didn't
take such thingslightly. Pug Joseph wasjust where
Erwin expected to find him-dtting by himsdf inthe
corner of the lounge. He does too much of that
lately, the Lexington'sfirst officer told himsaf.
No wonder he's getting into trouble.

As Erwin approached, Joseph turned around.



His expression said that he wanted to be left one.
Then he saw who it was, and his features softened.
"Commander. Towhat do | owethisvisit?' he
asked, grinning. Thefirg officer turned hisresolve
up anotch. There was something about Joseph that made
it very difficult to be stern with him. Maybe it wasthe
man's resem-blance to Erwin's brother's boy, who
hed died in askirmish with the Tholians. After ll,
Joseph had the same close-cropped sandy hair,
the same upturned nose. Or wasit that
no-nonsense attitude, a throwback to the 9
firg rough days of interstdlar flight, that made him
s0 endearing? The qudity that, yearsearlier in histint
on the Stargazer, had earned Joseph the nickname
44Pug[* thorn]?
No matter. Erwin had promised himsdf he
wasn't going to leaveit donethistime. He wouldn't
be doing anybody any good by ignoring the problem.
Thefirg officer pulled up aseat and leaned
closeto Joseph. "I'll tell you what you owethis
vigt to. | just got a subspace message from
my pa Marcus--on the Fear-less?’
Joseph's grin started to fade. "Oh," he said.
"Y ou know what Marcustold me," Erwin went on.
"Don't you?"' The other man nodded. " Something about a

little disagreement, | bet. Onein which hisman got the



worg of it." The grin started to reassart itself. "You
should've seen my night hook, Commander. | haven't
logt athing.”

With an effort, Erwin frowned. "Fighting," he

said, "a your age-- and you a security chief, no

less" He shook hishead disapprovingly. "It's
adisgrace, Pug. It'sgot to stop.” Joseph

looked at him. ™Y ou should've heard what he said about
the Lexington, Sr. About the captain. And
about you. was Erwin gtiffened. He came that close
to asking what the man had said. But he restrained
himsdf. "I don't care what anyone said about anyone
else. We're supposed to be adults,

responsi ble people- not children who start brawling at the
drop of ahat.”

The security chief sghed and looked away. "'|

hear you, Commander." "That's not good enough,” Erwin
told him. "L ook, you're an officer of this
vess. | want you to act like

one." He leaned back and pulled down on the
bottom of histunic. "Isthat clear?"

The security chief saw that Erwin wasnt

kidding. "It'sclear,” he said.

"Good. And you needn't worry-the captain won't

get wind of this. Just as he hasn't gotten wind of the



other reportsI'vereceived.” Thefirgt officer

paused. "But it'sthelast time | cover up for you,
understand? The last time."

Joseph seemed contrite. Reaching over the table
that separated them, Erwin clapped him on the shoulder.
Then he got up and made hisway to the door.

It wasn't easy to keep from looking back, but
he managed. Asthe lounge doors opened and he
emerged into the corridor beyond, he breathed a
sghof relief.

Hed been pretty harsh-maybe harsher than
neces-sary. But thistime, Erwin wasworried Marcus
had made it sound like more than a brief exchange of
haymakers. Considerably more. Of course, the
message in the subspace packet couldn't actudly
come out and say anything; otherwise, it might have come
to the attention of someoneinclined to handleit more
officialy- someone like Captain Ben Zoma. Buit if
Erwin read correctly between the lines, Joseph's
opponent had taken avicious begting. It wasa
miracle the man hadn't pressed charges.

Thefirgt officer shook hishead. "Vicious'
wasn't one of the words he'd ever associated with
Pug Joseph. If things had gotten that far out of
hand, hislittle repri-mand had been long overdue. He

could only hope it would have the desired effect. "I



have the Excalibur on long-range sensor scan,”
reported Worf.

The captain couldn't help but notice the note of
anticipation in the Klingon'svoice.
"Excdlent, Lieuten-ant. Give them our
pogtion.”

"Aye, gr."

Picard took in the bridge with aglance.
Datawas intent on his Ops console; likewise,
Wedey at Conn. Everyone, it seemed, was going
about his businesswith clockwork efficiency. If they
showed any emotion &t all, it was excitement; they were
upbesat about the imminent arriva of their captain's
old comrades. There was no trace of the trepidation
Ficard himsdf wasfeding. Fortunatdly, he had
gotten quite good over the years at keeping hisfedings
under wraps. On the outside, he was his normal
self- composed, focused, in charge. It was only
on theinside that anything was amiss.

The dream of Jack Crusher till haunted him.
Still, after dl thistime.

He remembered the lesson they taught at the
Academy-the one that was supposed to put the |oss of
crewmen in perspective. It sounded as hollow now

asit had then. A starship captain makesa



hundred decisions aday, and agoodly number of them

involve the well-being of part or dl of hiscrew. .

For awhileimmediately afterward, lack's desth had cost
him his confidence-caused him to second-guess himsdif.
And for even longer, it had |eft agaping pain of
loss.

Becausethe victim of hisdecison wasn't just
another crewman. Hewas afriend. And at that stage
in his career, Picard had never before lost afriend.

Certanly, he had lost otherssince. Vigo
and the others 12

at MaxiaZeta. And Tasha-dear, fierce
Tasha. But thefirgt, asthe expression went, wasthe
worst.

Perhaps he should have expected this. With his Star-gazer
officers converging on the Enterprise, wasit any
wonder that Jack was on hismind? Or that his
memories would manifest themsalvesin dreams? And that was
dl right--aslong asit didn't affect him the way
it had once. Aslong asit didn't in any way
jeopardize the safety of those for whom he was now
responsible.

He resolved that it would not. "Captain?' He
turned and looked up at Worf. "Lieutenant?'

"l have aresponse from the Excalibur. It



seemsthat Captain Morgen would prefer to beam over
without any preiminaries.”

Picard smiled tautly, nodded to himself." "That
soundslike Captain Morgen,” he said. "Inform him
that | will attend hisarriva." Worf took a
moment to send the return message. "Done, Sir,"
hesadfindly.

"Thank you, Mr. Worf."

Risng, the captain made for the turbolift. 13

"Admird?" "Yes?'

"The Charleston has arrived, sr. Commander
Asmund is beaming down now."

"Thank you, Mr. Marcos. Please seeto her
wants. I'll be by to meet her shortly."

Vice-Admira Yuri Kuznetsov cursed
softly under hisbreath ashe pulled up hissvim
trunks. Y et another of these Stargazer
aurvivors, he mused. And if shewas anything likethe
first two, it was nothing to look forward to.

Look on the bright sSide, he instructed himself.
It'sonly for another couple of days. Then the
Enterprise comes and takes them all away, and you
never have to put up with them again. Truth betold,
Dr. Greyhorse wasn't so bad. A little too

sarious for Kuznetsov'staste, alittletoo



intellectud. Carrying on aconversation with him waslike
talking to amachine. But from what he understood, these were
persondity defects that ran rampant at

Starfleet Medical.

And if they were disngenuous, they were dso tolerable. It
wasthe Gndish, Simenon, that redlly jump-started
Kuznetsov's reactors. Not only was
he opinionated, self-centered, and domineering ...
he a so brought out the worst in Dr. Greyhorse.

Sncether arrivas, which were dmost smultaneous, the
two had done nothing but butt heads on every subject
in creation. No doubt, at some leve they enjoyed

their bickering. But ligening to it was driving

Kuznetsov up awall-and then some. He grabbed
atowe, closed hislocker, and padded barefoot
acrossthe synthetic tile floor. He could dmost
fed the temperature- controlled water leeching
away hisfrudration. It was hisresponsbility
to entertain Greyhorse and the Gnaish- Starfleet
Command had made that plain enough. They didn't want
anything to go wrong with Captain Morgen'sreturn
to DadV. With the Romulans an active thregt
again, the DaaVit Confederacy wastoo vauable an
aly to take chances with--and if the Star-gazer people were
important to Morgen, that made them important

to the brass back on Earth.



But it was 0600 hours-long before he was scheduled
to go on duty. For alittle while, anyway, he could
relax. As Kuznetsov approached the locker
room exit, he had a premonition. A nagging
something at the back of his consciousness.

Infifteen years of active service,
he had learned never to ignore hisfedings. So it was
with some trepidation that he stepped forward, triggering the
entry mecha-nism. The doors did apart
slently. The pool sprawled before him, itsblue
depthslit from below.

And among the shifting light shadows floated
Phigus Smenon, former chief engineer of the
Stargazer. Notic-+ Kuznetsov's entrance, the
Gndish looked up, hisditted ruby eyes
evincing amusement. "Ah," hesaid. "Admird.

So good to seeyou." Heraised histail out of the

water languidly, then let it submerge again. His

scdy gray body gleamed in the bluish light.

"Caretojoin me?' My God, thought

Kuznetsov. Isthere no escape? Morgen had

served aboard the Stargazer for only nine years, but

it seemed like much more. His presence was such that when
Picard recalled his decades-long foray into deep

space, he could swear that the DaaVit had been



a his, sdefrom thefirg to the last. Apparently,
Morgen felt much the same way, or he would not have
honored his Stargazer crewmates by asking them to be
his honor guards.

But asthe, transporter platform became host to the
DaaVit's reassembling molecules,

Picard wondered how much Morgen had changed in
other respects. conAfter dl, thelast time held
seen him, the DaaVit was dtill ajunior-grade
lieutenant. Now he was a captain-a peer. And more
than that-Morgen was only days away from ruling one
of the Federation's most powerful dlies. Then again, this
prodigious fate had aways been in the cards for the
DaaVit. And he had never tried to gain
specia treatment because ocom it. Nor had helet it
temper his sense of humor-a caugtic wit that was
gpparently typica of hisrace. Ensconcedina
shaft of bluelight, Morgen began to take on

-- shape and substance. Picard recognized the
features-long and angular, with jutting cheekbones

and wide, deepset eyes. Fearsome-looking

by human standards. And his protruding collar and hip
bones only reinforced that impression.

Transporter Chief O'Brien made afina

adjustment to his controls and completed the process.

Morgen's eyes, afiery yellow that contrasted with the



greentint of hisskin, camedive at thesight of

Picard.

"Captain,” hesad.

"Ens--er, Captain Morgen.” Picard

frowned. "For-give me. Old habits

diehard."

"No need for apologies,” said the DaaVit.

Asaways, histone was subdued, amost

congpiratorid. "Not be-tween you and me" Andin
that moment, Picard redlized that nothing had changed about
Morgen-nothing significant, anyway. It waslike

old timesagain. True, thiswas not hisensign standing before
him--but neither wasiit the head of a powerful empire. It
was smply Morgen. Stepping down off the platform,

he extended his hand. Picard grasped it.

"Thisishow you humans greet one
another-isn't it?" "Yes," Picard smiled.
"l am glad to see your yearsin Starfleet have

produced some cultura improvements.” The

DaalVit smiled back, obvioudy delighted.
"Piti-fully few, I'm afrad.”

Picard chuckled. He was tempted to clap his
former officer on the shoulder. "It is good to see you,
Morgen." The DaaVit looked around. "And where

isthefull-dress review appropriate for a



guest of my stature?"
"Indeed,” said Picard, "I have assembled my
officers comthough not here, and not in full dress. Rather,
they await you in our Ten- Forward lounge-an
environment
| thought better suited to your ... er, grave and
forma demeanor.” Morgen looked at him askance.
If hedidn't know the DaaVit so well, he
might have been darmed by the intensity of the scrutiny.
"Do | detect anote of sarcasm, Captain?’
Picard shrugged.- "In dl our yearson the
Stargazer, did you ever once know meto be
sarcadtic?'
"Cometo think of it, no. But then, | wasn't
wearing al those pips on my collar then-and you
were."
Picard grunted. "Strange. | don't
believe | can remem-ber that far back.” He
sraightened histunic and ges-tured in the direction
of theexit. "Come. Let's seeif we cannot
refresh my memory in Ten- Forward. There are some
people there who are eager to meet; you." Morgen inclined
hisheed. "Agreed.”
So much for melanchaly, the captain told himsdlf as
they exited the transporter room with anod

to O'Brien. Seeing the DaaVit seemed to have



cured him of it for the time being. He was even sarting
to ook forward to the remainder of thismission.

"Damn,” said Geordi. "Seemslikejust afew
years ago | was Sitting in command class,

listening to stories about the Stargazer and itsvdiant
crew of deep-space explorers--and before you know it,
they're going to be walking around in these very
corridors, just like regular people. Hell, one of
them'shere dready.”

Walking beside himin thelong, curving corridor,
Worf scowled. "It isaproblem,” he rumbled.

Geordi looked at him. "A problem?’ he

echoed. "How s0?' 19

His companion cleared histhroat. "The dignitary
we have taken aboard--Morgen. Heis....

DadVit." The Klingon appeared to think that that was
explana-tion enough. But Geordi ill didn't

get it. He said so. Worf's scowl deepened.

He turned to the chief engi-neer without breaking
gride.

"The DaaVit," the Klingon explained, "were
the enemies of my people for more than three hundred
years. We have licked each other's blood from our
fingers”

Licked each other's ... his Geordi hoped that



that was just aeafigurative description.

"Shortly after the Federation dlied itsdf with the
Empire, it entered into asmilar arrangement with the
DaaVit Confederacy. . . ."

The Klingon stopped himself asacouple of femde
ensigns approached from the opposite direction. The
women nodded as they went by, and Geordi nodded
back.

Not until the ensgnswerewel out of earshot did
Worf continue- and then only in subdued tones.
"The Em-pire had been wed to the Confederacy without
its consent. Tempers ran high among my people.”
Geordi could only imagine what that waslike. "Inthe
end, however, the Romulan threst induced the
Empireto keepitsdly. And to tolerate its
dly'sdly." Worf grunted. "Since that time,
no Klingon has atacked a DaaVit or
vice versa. But then"-he paused
sgnificantly-"no Klingon has stood
face-to-facewith aDaaVit in that time."

Geordi was garting to see. "Y ou're concerned that when
you see our guest, your inginctswill take over.” The
Klingon looked a him. "My indincts?' He
made a derogatory sound. "'l am talking about his
ingincts."”

Geordi smiled, "But Morgen wasthe captain



of aFederation vessd for six years. Surdly, he
had dedlings with the Klingons at some point.”

"Possibly," conceded Worf "But not
face-to-face."...He paused again. "Y ou must understand
--the DadVit are a barbaric race."

The chief engineer found the choice of words
inter-esting. If the DaaVit were barbaric
by Klingon standards ... "Thereisno telling how he
may react."

Geordi nodded. "And you can't exactly stay
away from him. Not when it'syour job to provide
security for him.”

"Precisdly.”

Cleordi thought for amoment, his excitement about
meeting the Stargaser crew pushed aside for amoment,
"You know," hesad findly, "maybe you do have a
problem.”

Riker looked around Ten-Forward and smiled. There
wasafeding of higory intheair.

Though their group wasasmall one, seated at a
single unobtrusive table near one of the observation
ports, it had drawn the attention of everyonein the
room.

The reunion between Morgen and Captain Picard

had not failed to liveup to Riker's expectations.



The Dasvit was every bit as charming as he had heard,
and ahdll of araconteur to boot. The first officer
--and everyone in the lounge, it seemed--
couldn't help but be enthralled by him.
"Believeme," said Morgen, consdering the
glass of synthehol on the table before him, "1 am
far from eager to leave Sterfieet. | have grown
to love the sarspanning life." Heraised his
eyes, glancing a Riker, Picard, and
findly Troi before continuing. "But my father's passing
has|eft agap in the government that must befilled.
Ascrown prince, it falsto metofill it--and within
the dlotted time, as you are no doubt aware, or the
throne will passto someonedse.”
"Manelin was agood man," observed the captain.
"| was sorry to hear of hisdeath.”
The DaaVit shrugged. "Hewas old. Hewas
in pain. Better that he died when he did, with afew
shreds of dignity left to him, than to drag it out
any further.”
It was a sobering thought. Riker saw Troi's
brow crease dightly, no doubt in empathy with
Morgen'sdiscomfort. "Of course," the DaaVit
went on, "I don't wish to make it seemthat |
am complaining. If one must abandon acaptaincy in

Starfleet, ruling a confederacy of planetsis not



abad dternative."

They dl smiled. But Riker knew that
Morgen's remark wasn't from the heart. He himself
wouldn't have traded placeswith any monarch in the
gdaxy--and hewas only afirg officer. "My
only regret,” said Morgen, "isthat | could not
gpproach DaaVery onthevessd | commanded.

Now, that would have been something." The captain grunted.
"Y es-something dangerous. | haven't forgotten your
descriptions of DaaVit palitics, my friend.
Starfleet knew what it was doing when it offered you the
Enterprisefor your return.”

Morgen smiled athin smile. "Perhgps some

DaaVit take their politicstoo serioudy.

| will concede that much. But the necessity of bringing a
Galaxy-classvess into play. . ."

"The Federation,” said Riker, "vauesyou too

much to take any risks, Sir."

TheDaaVit eyed him. "Vauesmeas
what? A skilled officer in which it hasamassve
investment? Or the ruler of a confederacy whose friendship
isgtrategicaly impor-tant?' " Perhaps both,” the
first officer suggested. "And doesit redly matter?"
the captain asked, cutting into the subtly risng

tenson.



Morgen leaned back in hischair, hisangular
features softening again. "You'reright. It
doesn't matter. No doubt, | should be flattered
that the flagship of the fleet has been deployed for
my homecoming." He consdered hisglassfroma
fresh perspective. "And if, nothing ese" the
DaaVit went on, "this gives me achanceto see
old friends." He gazed meaningfully at Picard.

"It will beareunion of sorts, won't it? Who
knows-maybe the last chance welll al have to be together
agan."

The captain shrugged. "One never knows-though |
would not be surprised.” He met Morgen's gaze.
"All the more reason to enjoy each other's company
whilewe can."

The DaaVit nodded, turning to Riker. "A
wise man, your captain.” Riker chuckled. "We
liketothink s0."

Wedey Crusher made the necessary adjustments on
his control panel, and the Congtitution-class vessd
Lex-ington jumped up two levels of
meagnification on the forward viewscreen. A moment
later, the ship'simage was supplanted by that of its
commanding officer, adark, lanky man with graying
temples.

"Thisis Captain Gilaad Ben Zoma." He



smiled. "Y ou must be Commander Data. | have
heard alot about you-and not just from your captain.”
Wedey turned in his segt to look back at the
command 23
center, where Data was seated in the captain's
chair. The android seemed pleased by the recognition.
"l am Commander Data," hesaid. "Itismy
pleasure to invite you aboard the Enterprise. his
Wedey sudied Ben Zoma carefully. Up
until now, he had met only one person who'd
served with hisfather aboard the Stargazer-- Captain
Picard. And the captain wasn't dwaysthe easiest
person to strike up a conversa-tion with.
But for the next few days, there would be seven other people
who had worked alongside Jack Crusher-and
Captain Ben Zoma, the man on the screen, was
one of them.
Not that it was likely he'd have much of a chance to speak
with any of the visitors. No doubt, they'd all
want to reminisce about old times. Besides, these were
impor-tant people. They probably wouldn't have much time
for him...
"| accept your invitation,” replied Ben
Zoma "Therewill bethree of usatogether.” The man had

an infec-tious charm about him, an affability.



"Oh, and Commander ... If you will humor
me, | would like to surprise Captain Picard. So
it will not be necessary for you to dert him asto our arriva.”

That caught the android off balance. "Thisis most
irregular,” hesad.

"Granted,” said the captain of the Lexington.

"But | would appreciate it nonetheless™” He

paused. "Would you fed better if | couched my
request in the form of an order?Y ou can hardly
disobey the ingtructions of a superior officer--
providing you have no standing ordersto the contrary.”

Datatook amoment to mull it over. "I have
no orders as such, Captain. However-was

"Thenit's stled.”

The android was still perturbed-but he no longer had
any choicein the matter. Ben Zomahad seen
to that. "Asyou wish, Captain” wasdl he could get
OUL.

Interesting guy, Wedey mused. A different
style from Captain Picard's, for sure.

Wed ey assumed the conversation was over, and was
turning his attention back to his Conn board, when he
noticed Ben Zomalooking at him.

He returned the man's gaze-an egrie
fedling, congd-ering people on the viewscreen usudly

ignored anyone outs de the command center.



He'd dmost forgotten he was even visble in some of
these transmissions.

"Andyou," said Ben Zoma, "must be Wedey
Crusher."

The ensign felt the heat ocom embarrassment
climbing into his cheeks. He cursed inwardly.

"Aye, gr."

The captain of the Lexington nodded. "Without
ques-tion, your father'sson.” The skin around his
dark eyes crinkled. "1 ook forward to meeting you
aswdl."

Wed ey sraightened eagerly. His heart was

pounding in his chest, and dl he could think of wasto repesat
hisearlier response: "Aye, sir.”

Then Ben Zomasimage blinked out, and once
agan the ensgn found himsdlf staring at the lines of the
Lexington. Riker happened to be facing the door,
30 he wasthefirst to mark the trio of unfamiliar
faces asthey entered the lounge. He was on the verge
of saying something about them when he observed the gesture
of the dark-skinned man in the lead-afinger planted
verticaly acrosshislips.

Seeing the captain's pips on the man's

collar, Riker kept his mouth shut. Nor did

any of his companions take note asthe



newcomerswound their way among the intervening tables.
It wasn't long before the dark man was directly behind
Picard and Morgen, amischievousgleamin his
eye. He paused there, savoring the moment. Finaly,
he spoke. "Damn. I'd heard the two of you had
aged, but the stories didn't say just how much.”
Asrecognition set in, Picard declined
to turn around immediately. Helooked at Morgen.
"Just remember," hesaid, "it was you who invited
him."

The DaaVit nodded. "In amoment of
insanity," he said, sraightfaced. "Onethat | am
dready beginning toregret.” "Liar,” said Hen Zoma
asthey got up to face him. "Y ou've missed melike
crazy-both of you have." Hetook their hands-first
Picard's, then Morgen's. Riker found himself
amiling. "Y ou haven't changed,” observed Captain
Picard. "Still the same old Gilaad Hen
Zoma."

" 1 can attest to that, "said one of the other
newcomers, stepping up aongside the dark man.
A lieutenant com-mander, Riker noted, though she
didn't look old enough to have comethat far. Her
freckles and touded strawberry-blond hair
gave her agirlish sort of gpped-but not

the air of authority one generally associated with high



rank. "That is, | could attest to it," she amended
with ahint of an Australian accent, "if not for the
fact that Captain Ben Zomais my commanding
officer.”

"Cadwallader," said Picard. He took her
hand. "Still keeping thismadmaninline, | trust?"

She nodded. "It'satough job, but someone's
gottodoit." 26

"Don't makeit sound likeyou do it done," said the
third arrival. A stocky, amost squarish man,
he evi-denced adight limp as he came
closer. " Security is something of an adventure
on the Lexington-to say theleast.”

Riker tried to imagine the Enterprise officers
talking about their captain that way. And to hisface
But then, he knew from experience that not all shipswere
run the same way-and when formality was suspended to a
degree, it didn't necessarily mean that the crew
was any less efficient. It wasjust amatter of each
captain'sindividua style and preference.
Apparently, however, Ben Zomawasn't quite as
liber-al asfirst appearances indicated-because he
dtifled his companions with aglance. Then, turning
back to hisfellow captains, he said.

"Don't listen to Commander Cadwallader-or Mr.



Joseph. They've never had it so good in their

lives"

Joseph-the stocky man--looked sceptical.
The woman just smiled. And not abad smile at that,
Riker mused.

"l am glad you could come,” Morgen said. "All

of you."

"Y ou couldn't have kept us away with phaser
can-nons," said Joseph. "Please,” said

Picard, "pull up achair, won't you? And I
will try to forget that you bullied your way aboard behind
my back." Once they were al seated, Picard

made the introduc-tions. "Commander Riker hereis
my firg officer. Troi isour ship's

counsdor.”

"Something we could have used on the Stargazer,” Ben
Zomapointed out. He smiled at Troi. "Of

course, someone of your beauty would be welcome
anywhere

The Betazoid took the compliment in stride. She
smiled back. "Captain Ben Zoma," Picard

continued, "besides being one of the galaxy's greet
flatterers, was my first exec. We served together for
twenty years, if you can bring yourselves
to believethat." The dark man shook his head. "I can

scarcdy bdieveit mysdf." Picard indicated the



woman who had comeinwith Ben Zoma. "Tricia
Cadwallader. The best damned com-munications
officer acaptain ever had-back in the days when there
were such things as communications officers. Today she'sthe
second officer of the Lexing-ton. was Riker nodded
by way of agreeting. It caught her eye, and for a
moment she lingered on his gaze. Then sheturned
to Trol. "Pleased to meet you," she said.
"Likewise," the ship's counselor replied.

"And lagt-but certainly not leest--" Picard
re-sumed, "security chief Peter Joseph--
though wedl know him as Pug."

The reasoning behind the nickname was sdlf-evident.
Joseph resembled nothing so much as abulldog.

"Thegenuineaticle," the security chief
quipped. "Accept no substitutions.”

There was laughter al around at that, and when it
quieted, Riker took the opportunity to raise his
glass. "I'd like to propose atoast.
To Captain Morgen. May hisreign bealong and
fruitful one

There were sounds of agreement-not only from their own
table, but from anumber of others around them.
"And," added Morgen, "to the former officers of the

Stargazer. May they never forget how fortunate they



were to have served under the legendary Jean-Luc
Pi-card." Asthe othersdrank, Picard
grunted. "Legendary?"' he repeated. "1'm not
old enough to be legendary. his
AsTroi approached the bar, Guinan shook her
head in motherly fashion.
"You're atrooper,” shetold the empath.
Troi smiled. "What do you mean?"'
"What do | mean? Counselor, you've spent the
last five hours listening to Stargazer stories. And
now that the Lexington contingent hasjoined us, you'l
probably bein for another five hours' worth."
Guinan grunted. "In my book, that'sbeing a
trooper."
"Oh, comeon,” Troi sad. "l likeligtening
to those old stories. Apart from their entertainment
vaue, they give meingghtsinto the captain that
I've never had before. | can understand alittle better how
he became the person heis." She glanced at the
table sheld just come from, where Ben Zomawas recalling
someincident involving ashuttle and apair of
Grezalian ambassadors. "Y ou know, it's
funny. | get thefeding that Commander
Riker and mysdlf are being shown off in away--dmost as
if wewerehischildren.” Troi paused thoughtfully. "Which

Isnot so difficult to comprehend, | suppose.



Captain Picard never had any offspring of hisown.
Why shouldn't hethink of usashischildren?' "Actudly,”
Guinan responded, "I think he consdersyou dl
his children-not only you and Commander Riker, but Morgen and the
Stargazer people aswdl. And he's pleased that dl his
children are enjoying an oppor-tunity to get to know one
another." She shrugged. "It just ssemsalittle
barbaric for you to have to force yourself to stay awake."
"1 am not forcing mysdlf to stay awake," the empath
protested. Then, noting the way Guinan's mouth was
curling up at the corners, she added: "Besides, |
can't let the older kids have dl thefun." Guinan
looked past Troi. "Uh-oh. Don't ook
now, but one of the older kidsis hitting the sack."
The counsdlor turned and saw Joseph getting
up from his chair. He said something under his bregth, got
around of laughter for histrouble, and gave the group
an old-fashioned sdute. Then he made hisway
to the exit. When Troi turned back, she looked
thoughtful. "What?' probed Guinan.
The empath raised her eyes. "Mr. Joseph
--Pug, they cdl him. He's not quite as
happy astherest of them. Oh, he seemsto be,
on the outside. But insde, he's-was She paused,

trying to trandate percelved emoation into words comn dways



an easy task. "Bitter,” shesad findly. "About
what?" asked Guinan. Troi shook her head.
"l don't know. I'm not a telepath, remember?
But | can guess.”

Guinan leaned forward over the bar. "I'm
lisgening,” she said. "When the Stargazer set out,” said
the Betazoid, " Joseph was the chief of security.
Cadwallader was ajunior-grade communications
officer, Morgen was an ensign, and Ben Zomawas
thefirg officer. Obvioudy, they've dl moved
up-Morgen and Ben Zomato cap- taincies, and
Cadwallader to lieutenant commander. But Pug is
gtill security chief. No changein rank or
function."

Guinan nodded. "No wonder he's bitter."

"And particularly so toward Cadwallader. From
what | gather, hetook her under hiswing when she
joined the Stargazer. Treated her like akid sgter.”

"And then she grew up and left him in the dugt.”
Sheflicked her finger at atiny piece of napkin
left on her bar. "But then, that must be fairly
common in Starfleet. Not everybody is
moving-up materid."

"No," said the counsdlor. "But that doesn't
makeit any easer on the oneswho are left

behind."



"Mom?"™*

Beverly Crusher jumped at the sound. She
looked up from her desk, saw that it was only
Wedey. Her heart pounding, shetried not to show how
badly he'd startled her.

"Mom, areyou . feding dl right?" asked
Wedey, entering her office. Unlike her, hewas
il in uni-form. She smiled. "Of course I'm
al right. Why shouldn't | be?' He shrugged. "I

heard that Captain Ficard had assem-bled some of

his officersin Ten-Forward. Y ou know-to meet the
Stargazer people. And | knew you weren't on duty, so
... If you're feeling okay, why aren't you there? In
Ten-Forward, | mean, with everybody € se?!

Crusher sat back in her chair. "That'sagood
question, Wes." The boy-she would adwaysthink of him that
way, she couldn't help it-regarded her with alack of
under-gtanding. "l don't get it," hetold her.
"Don't you want to see Dad's old friends?' She
ghrugged. "Yesand no."

Thelack of understanding deepened. "Why the

no part?' The doctor sighed. "Thismay sound

strange, Wes, but I've come to termswith what |
knew of your father. With the Jack Crusher | knew.

And loved. was Another sgh. "'l



don't know if | want any new memories.
Not if they're going to make me start mourning him
al ever agan." Wedey sarted to say something, thought
better of it. "Mom," hewent on findly, "this
isn't like you. Y ou're not the kind of person who
backs off from things." "From mogt things, no.” The
doctor found she couldn't look at him, so she
looked at her desktop monitor instead. She
didn't blame him for being sur-prised &t her.
Totdl thetruth, she was surprised at hersdlf. "From
thisthing. . . | don't know. It'shard
toexplan.”

Silence. An uncomfortable silence--for him, no
doubt, aswell asfor her. But she didn't bresk
it.

Inthe end, it was Wedley who took the
initiative. "1 suppose,” hesad, "you've
got theright to do what you want." Therewas ahint of
pain in hisvoice; maybe someone e se wouldn't have
noticed it, but she did. "If it doesn't bother
Captain Picard, maybeit shouldn't
both-er me either. But | intend to get to know these people-that
is, if they let me.”

Her heart went out to him. "Wes. . ."

"l don't have your memories, Mom. I've

got tofind out dl I can about him. And if it makes



me start missng him again, then I'm willing to pay thet
price."

It hurt to hear him say that. Y ou do what you have
to, Wes. Just forgive meif | don't fed the
sameway, dl right?' The pique cooled alittle
insgde him. Not al at once, but it cooled.

Just like Jack. Slow to hurt, dow to hedl.

Wasn't that one of hisfavorite expressons?

"Look," said Wedey, "l didn't mean
to say dl that. Maybeit'snot my place.”

"Y ou can say anything you want to me, Wes.
Any-thing. was"But it doesn't mean you'll agree
withme."

"It'snot a matter of agreement. It's. . ."

She shook her head ruefully, at alossfor
words.

He came around the desk and took her hand. She
looked up a him. "Try to undergtand,” she said. "'l
will," he assured her. Then heleft, and she drew
up her knees and hugged them as hard as she
could.

hank you for having us" Asmund told
Vice-Admira Kuznetsov. He amiled at
her. "The pleasure was dl mine, Com-mander.”

Walking up ahead of them in the corridor,



Simenon and Greyhorse were at it again, having found

some new subject to work over. Kuznetsov never

thought he would be saying this--not even to himsalf-but he had
grown fond of the engineer and the doctor in comparison

to theway he felt about Idun Asmund. Not that she

was rude, like Simenon. Nor was she annoyingly

intdlectud, like Greyhorse. Far from it--her

comments were Ssmple, down to earth. And certain-ly, she
was wonderful to look at.

But, Strange to say, she seared him--comand had from the
first time he met her. Of course, in the beginning, he
couldn't understand why.

Then held inadvertently walked in on her
exercise sesson. Exerciseindeed. It looked for
al theworld asif shewerefighting for her life-and
enjoying every sec-ond of it.

"Sorry to interrupt, Commander. | didn't know
you werein here. was"That'squite dl right, Sir. | was
amost finished anyway. was She brushed asde a
lock of blond hair, wet with perspiration.

Breathed through her teeth, like. . . likewhat? An
anima?"Er ... those knives. ... they're very
unusud.”

The blades were razor-sharp, the handles
savagely carved. Made of some wood he'd never

seen before-and the workmanship was so intricate, it looked



like the thingswerewrithing in her hands. Y es-they are
unusud. They're Klingon-made. was"Oh. |
see. was Later on, he'd taken a closer ook
at her file, and discovered why she had such an
affinity for things Klingon. Aschildren, she and her twin
sister had been the only survivors of a Federation
colony disaster on the planet AlphaZion. As

luck would haveit, the Klingonsintercepted the
colony's distress cdls and reached it before

Starfleet could-no doubt hoping that there would be
Federation technology there worth raiding.
Apparently, there wasn't. Just a couple of
towheaded five-year- olds, sunken-cheeked and
huddled againgt the dements. Normdly, it would have been
unthinkable for aKlingon to take pity on ahuman.

But after what the Asmund twins had gone through, it was
obviousthat they were made of sterner. stuff than most
Homo sapiens. Their courage was something the
Klingons could not ignore- nor could they
leave them therein the ruins, counting on Starfleet
to arrive before the girls died of starvation or
exposure. The captain of the Klingon vess

packed the humans 36

aboard his ship. He brought them back to his

sster and her husband, who were childless, giving them the



option of keeping them--or disposing of them asthey saw
fit. They kept them-and raised them as klingons.
Ap-parently, the training took, if Asmund's

exercise sesson was any indication. 7wicea
survivor, Kuznetsov had musedupon finishing her
file. First comAlphaZion, and then the Stargazer.
Somehow, he wasn't surprised. But something was till
gnawing at him-gtill bother-+ him. What? For lack of
any other options, he called up her sster's
file-and redlized where he had heard the name Asmund
before. How could he have forgotten? The incident had
brought the Federation this close to losing the DaaVit
asdliesmaybe even sarting awar.

idun had never been linked with what her sster

did, Her date was clean.

But they were twins. Wasit possible that she hadn't
known about her sster's plan? Hadn't even

suspected? That question had kept Kuznetsov up

late the last few nights, And given him

another reason t 0 be scared by her-though in some
waysit was even lessrationa than thefird.

Up ahead, Smenon and Greyhorse turned and
en-tered the transporter room. A moment later

he and Commander Asmund followed themin. The
transporter technician was waiting patiently for

them. She smiled cordidly at Kuznetsov; he



smiled back. Hewondered if hisrelief was

evident in his expresson comthough at this point, he
hardly cared. Theimportant thing wasthat he was
getting rid of them--all of them.

Beverly Crusher had managed to keep to hersdf up
until now, leaving little opportunity for her to run
into the Stargazer people. But she was forced to abandon that
policy when they reached Starbase 81.

After all, she had worked closely with Carter
Greyhorse for most of the year sheld spent at
Starfleet Medical. They'd become more than
colleagues;, they'd become friends. And he'd been
sengtive enough not to bring up more than apassing
reference to her late husband, once he redlized she
didn't want to talk about him. So how could she
snub him now by not attending hisarrival? 1t would have
been worse than bad manners. 1t would have been a
breach of professiona etiquette.

And if there was one thing of which she would not be found
guilty, it wasalack of professondism.

The doctor repeated that to herself as she stood beside
Captain Picard and watched the last of their guests
materiaize. Under O'Brien's expert touch, the
shafts of shimmering light coalesced into flesh and

blood.



Greyhorse waan't difficult to discern from the
other two. Histowering height, black eyes, and
blunt Amerind festures set him apart right away.

And asif that weren't enough, the medica blue of his
uniform stood out in stark contrast to the garb of his
companions.

Crusher stepped forward. "Carter," she said, her
smile coming naturdly.

He clambered down from the platform and took her
hand. Shefdt tiny beside him-she'd forgotten about that.
"Beverly. So good to seeyou." Greyhorse's
voice was as dry as ever, but she knew him better
than to be offended. Degp down, he was awarm,
even affectionate person.

"Good to seeyou,” shetold him.

The captain was exchanging pleassantrieswith the
others. After amoment or two, he turned
to Crusher and touched her arm. "Dr. Beverly
Crusher, my chief medicd officer ... thisis
Commander Idun Astound of the Charleston." The blond
woman had asmall Starfleet-issue pack
dung over one comshoulder--alittle unusud; ship's
stores could reproduce any personal effect a
passenger desired. But then, some effects were more
personal. than others. Asmund extended her hand

and they shook. She had quite agrip.



"Andthis, was said Picard, indicating the third
member of the party, "is Lieutenant Commander
Phigus Simenon, once my chief engineer and
currently an ingtructor at Starfleet
Academy."

"And not dead yet," said the Gndish, "contrary
to popular belief- and the fervent hopes of my
sudents." He smiled, his bright-red serpentine
eyes ditting even more than usua as he extended
his hands palms down-ward. His stooped posture
made it necessary for him to crane his neck to look up
at her-a gesture that would have been awkward, not
to mention painful, for ahuman. Of course, Smenon
was decidedly not human.

Crusher returned the comgreeting as best she could,
ex-tending her handsin the same manner. The
Gnalish seemed to approve, "Not only
beautiful,” hetold the captain, "but
re-spectful aswell.”

"I've been to your world," explained the doctor,
taking the compliment in stride. "It was part of my
training in xenobiology." "I gathered asmuch,” said
Smenon.

"No doubt,” said Ficard, "you'll want to join



others. They'rein our Ten-Forward lounge.”

Helooked at Crusher. "In fact, one might

say they're commandeer-+ the lounge, and have done so for the
last two days."

Greyhorse grunted. " Sounds about right,” he

re-marked. "To thelounge, then," said the Gndish.
"But only on one condition.”

The captain became mock-serious. "And that is?"
"That afterward you take meto your engineering section. And
|eave me there with someone who knows adriver coil from
amagnetic accelerator.” Picard nodded
gravely. "l think we have someone likethat. I'll
seewhat | can do."

The Gnalish harumphed. ™Y ou mock me,
Captain." He appealed to Crusher. "Imagine--
ridiculing someone of my advanced years." The
doctor found hersalf smiling. Perhaps Wedey
wasn't entirely wrong.

Both Simenon and Asmund had heard her last

name, but neither had made the least mention of Jack. And
Simenon seemed like the kind of person sheld like to know
better.

She gtill wasn't about to invite them to her room for a
party. Or, for that matter, join them in Ten-Forward.

Not yet. But she made a promise to herself-and

to Wes-that sheld be alittleless of ahermit.



At Tactica, Worf noted the intercom
activity afrac-tion of asecond before they heard
the voice on the bridge. "Commander?"

It was O'Brien down in Transporter Room
One. Datasat up just alittle bit straighter in the
captain'schair. "Yes, Chief?'

OBrien frowned. "Sorry to disturb you, sir.

It's probably nothing, but ... well, one of our
guests-Commander Asmund-brought aboard some rather
unusud cargo.”

"Can you be more specific?' asked the android. A
pause. "Somekind of knives, gr. | can't
tell you much more about them, except . . . | think
they've got a sort of ceremonia look to them.”
Ancther pause. "'l wouldve said something to the
captain himsaf when he was here, but Commander
Asmund does have top-security clearance, and |
didn't want to embarrass anyone." Worf
grunted. Ceremonia knives? That was unusud.
Datarose and started to circumnavigate the command
center. "Please make your scan availableto the
Tacticd gtation,” hetold O'Brien. "Aye,
ar," came the response,

A fraction of asecond later, theimage

appeared on one of Worf's monitors. And a



fraction of asecond after that, Datawas standing beside
him, looking it over.

The android's brow creased ever so dightly. He
turned to the Klingon. "Y ou are the weapons expert,
Lieuten-ant. Have you ever seen specimens of this
sort?" Indeed he had. Worf nodded. "Mr.
OBrienisright. They are ceremo-nia

knives." Hefrowned as his eyestraced the
familiar serration pattern. "Vingon ceremonid

knives. My brother showed meapair just like them
when hewas on the ship."

Datanodded. "l see. Then that explainsit.”
Worf looked at him. "It does?'

"Certainly. They must have been agift from her
parents.” 41

The security chief's confusion only
deepened. "I do not understand,” he confessed.

Datastared a him. Then comprehension dawned.
"Did you not know that Commander Asmund wasraised in the
Klingon Empire?' He might aswell havetold
Worf that they were headed for the heart of asupernova.
It took the Klingon a moment to recover. "No,"
hesadfindly. "l did net. his

But that would be rectified as soon as his shift on
the bridge was over, and he had a chance to accessthe

necessary information. Worf did not like



mysteries-particularly when they hit so close

to home. Guinan was swabbing down her bar with adamp
towel when Pug Joseph approached her, glass

in hand. He amiled. "We're keeping you busy,

aren't we?'

It was an understatement. Now that the Gnalish and
Dr. Greyhorse had arrived, the party wasredly in
high gear--though the other newcomer, Commander
Asmund, had declined to join them. Guinan
shrugged, returning the smile. "That'swhat I'm
herefor." Joseph placed an elbow on the bar and
leaned over in aconspiratoria sort of way.

"Tdl me" hesad. "Do you have anything amite
stronger than this Ferengi bug-juice?' She looked
a him. "That'sthefirst timel've ever heard
synthehol referred to as Ferengi bug juice. Very
colorful." Her amile degpened. "In any

case, the answer isno. | can offer you a beer,

if you like. But the strongest drink we servein
Ten-Forward is synthehal. Infact, I'm

alittle surprised at the question. | thought synthehol
was the strongest drink served indl ship's
lounges." "Wdll," said Joseph, "that's the way
it's supposed to be-officidly, that is. But,

you'see, we bend therules alittle on the



Lexington. was He indicated Ten-Forward with a
tilt of his head. "Of course, we haven't got
anything nearly thisfancy on our ship. But we

give aman freedom of choice--if you know what

| mean."

Guinan nodded. "1 know exactly what you mean,

Mr. Joseph. But I'm afraid that doesn't

change anything on thisvessd. AslongasI'min
charge of the Ten-Four lounge, there will be nothing harder
than synthehol served here. Keepsthe repair

bills down." She paused. "But how about anice

cream soda? | can whip up one of thoseina

flash-and no one has to be any the wiser."

Joseph scowled. "Y ou're breaking my heart, you
know that?' He held up hisglass.

"Look. | can go back to my quartersand fill this

with the finest Maratekkan bran-dy." Hejerked a
thumb over his shoulder. "But that would mean I'd have
to drink it all done--when some of my closest friends
intheworld are sitting right there." He gave her his
best cherubic look. "Now, normdly, | could see

your point. Hell-you don't want everybody

drinking the good stuff, or what would happenin an
emergency? But under the circumstances- these specid
circumstances--I think even the head of Starfleet

would look the other way and pour me something interesting.”



Guinan sghed. "Y ou're atough man to reason with,
Mr. Joseph." "That'swhet they tdl me," he
sad.

"And | must say, you've got apoint there. You
could smply go to your cabin and drink anything you
wanted" 43

"It takes an astute person to put mattersin
their proper perspective,” he encouraged.

"But it Srikes metha you might want ared
drink alittle too much."

Hisexpresson hardened alittle. "Eh? What
d'you mean?' Guinan resumed her swabbing of the bar.
"Just this-that if | had aproblem, | wouldn't keep
it to myself. Especialy when there's someone
willing to hear about it. Maybe even help mewith
it." "Areyou saying thet I'm an alcoholic?' His
eyes blazed. "There are no such people anymore--
haven't been or sometime, in case you hadn't
heard."

"They'rerare, dl right," she agreed. "But they
do pop up occasiondly. Even aboard sarships.”

Joseph's features went taut--so taut they
looked pain-ful. For amoment, Guinan had the
uncomfortable feeling he was going to reach across the bar and

grab her by the front of her garment. But it never



happened. Gradualy, thefury in his eyes cooled.
"Thank you anyway," hetold her, putting his
glassdown onthebar. "l guess!'ll just have

to seek my comfort somewhere dse." She watched
thoughtfully as he left Ten-Forward. Riker, like
everyonedse at thetable, waslistening to Ben
Zomasyarn.

"And then," said Ben Zoma, turning to Troi,

"your captain here had the gall to ask the
Clobatiansif he could drop them of somewhere.”
Troi smiled. "Did heredly?'

Picard shrugged. "It seemed like the only
humane 44

thing to do. Without our help, they would have
frozen to death." Simenon snorted. "Naturadly.

Y ou blew up their shuttlecraft.” "A last

resort,” countered Morgen. "Asyou well know,
Phigus. If the Clobatians had returned
to their mother ship before we returned to the Stargazer . .
.his

"We never would have caught up with them,” finished
Cadwallader. "Exactly right," said

Greyhorse.

"And with the phasersthey'd stolen,” Riker added,
"they would have held the key to our wegpons

technol-ogy.



Morgen nodded approvingly. "Y ou have a better
gp-preciation of the dtuation,” hetold the first
officer, "than some of uswho werethere. his

Picard grunted. "At least someone understands the
subtleties of command.”

Riker chuckled. "Thank you-both of you. But
I'm afraid I'm going to have to take my
gppreciation and understanding and pack them off to the bridge
right now. | believe Mr. Data's shift endsin
afew minutes”

As he stood, Cadwallader got up aswell.

"That remindsme," she said. "I'm supposed
to meet Lieu-tenant Worf-for atour of the
communications sys-tem.”

"Communications?' echoed Greyhorse. "Y ou're
asecond officer now. A generdist.”

Cadwallader winked a him. "Y ou know what, they
say, Doctor. Once a communications officer,
aways acommunications officer.” Shelooked a
Riker. "Y ou did say you were headed for the bridge?
That's where my tour is supposed to begin."

"Then," said thefirgt officer, "it would be my
pleasure to show you theway."

Cadwallader inclined her head. "How gdllant

of you."



"Nice ship you've got here," Cadwallader
remarked as she and Riker stepped out into the
corridor.

He nodded. "Thank you." He paused, trying
to be diplomatic. " Although to be honest, our
communica-tions syslem isn't agreet ded more
advanced than the Lexington's.”

She amiled. "I know. | get akick out of
any system. | wasn't entirely kidding when |
sad | was gtill acommu-nications officer at heart.”

A couple of security officers passed by,
going the other way. Riker acknowledged them with a nod.

"You know," hesaid, "for amoment there, |
thought you weregoing to say "kid." Asin"akid
at heart."" Cadwallader laughed. "That too.
Infact, I'm sure most of them think of me thet
way--as "thekid." | was pretty young when |
beamed aboard the Stargazer. was He glanced at her.
"I know. Nineteen, wasn't it?" She grinned.

"How did-oh. | guess you've been doing your
homework."

Riker smiled back. "I guess| have.

Let's see. Home-town: Sydney,

Augtralia. Graduated from Startleet Academy
with honors. First assgnment asensign onthe

Goddard. After ayear, you came to the Stargazer, where



you served until the MaxiaZetaincident.
Three years as lieutenant jay-gee on the
victory, and another three on the Thomas
Paine-where you distinguished yoursdf by saving your captain's
life on not one, but two occasions. When Captain
Ben Zomawas given command of the Lexington, he
offered you a promotion if you'd come aboard as his
second officer.”

Shelooked at him suspicioudy. "You've
got quite amemory, Commander.”

"Will," hetold her.

Cadwallader laughed. "All right, Will
itis. But tdl me--do you memorizedl your
vigtors biostheway you memorized mine?’ The
turbolift was just ahead. Asthey approached, the
doors opened to accommodate them. They stepped
insde and the doors closed again.

"Main bridge" said Riker.

"Y ou haven't answered my question,” shetold him.
Hereturned her gaze. "The truth?"

She thought about it for amoment. "No."

"Inthat case" hesaid, "yes, | do
memorizethem dl that way." Shelaughed. He
found it infectious, amoment later he was laughing

too.



"You'reavery charming man,” said Cadwallader.
"Some times more than others.”

She eyed him. "Nonsense. | bet you were charming
the day you were born." She looked at the celling.
"Let'ssee...inValdez, Alaska,
wasn't it? Graduated from the Academy with high
honors. Served as ensign on the Zhukov,
lieutenant jay-gee, and later full lieutenant
on the Potemkin. Three years as second officer
on the Y orktown and two more asfirst officer on the
Hood. Most recent assignment, of course, the
Enterprise-where you've become known as one
of the top officersin the fleet. Credited with dmost
single- handedly stopping the Borg invasion.”

Riker's smile broadened moment by moment. "
guess," he said when she wasfinished, "I'm not the
only one around here with agood memo-was

Before he could complete his sentence, the turbolift

doors opened onto the bridge. Worf,

Data, and hdf adozen other officerswerelooking
in their direction. Riker cleared histhroat. He
congdered Cadwallader, who obvioudy enjoyed
having taken him by surprise. "Carry on,
Commander,” hetold her. She nodded. "Aye,

ar.”



And as he made hisway to the captain's chair,

she headed for Tactica-where Worf's replacement

had aready arrived.

V eordi knew hewasalittle early for his

Engineers Mesting, but that wasdl right. It would

give him a, chanceto get histhoughtsin order.

The meetingswere informal, and purposely held as
far away from engineering as possible. Their origind
inspi-ration had been the incident with Broc-with
Barclay. (even now he had to be careful not
to refer to the man by that silly nickname))

Geordi hed redlized that he didn't know some of his
people aswell as he should-hence, aweekly off-duty
coffee get-together, which would give everybody the chance
to let off steam without worrying abut offending a
superior officer. At the Engineer's Mestings,
there was no such thing as rank-everybody was on an
equal footing. Asthe lounge doors opened,
Geordi noticed that there was someone dready insde-a
tal, conr dluring looking woman he was sure

he'd never seen before, wearing a cranberry-red command
tunic. She stood with her back to him, gazing out the
observation port at the streaking stars.

One of the captain's friends, Geordi concluded.

Enter-+ the lounge quietly so as not to disturb her,



he couldn't help but stare a little--and not just because she was
one of the Stargazer people. HEd seldom seen a
woman so well put together.”

What's more, shewas all by hersaf. Seems sort of
londly, he thought.

Or maybe not. Maybe she wanted alittle
solitude. If he'd known in advance that she was

here, he would have changed the location of the mesting. Lord
knows, hetold himsdlf, there are plenty of other

lounges on the Enterprise. Geordi frowned. The

least he could do waswarn her that the lounge was
about to be invaded. Coming alittle closer, he cleared his
throat. No reaction. Maybe she hadn't heard.
Walking the rest of the way across the room, he tapped
her gently on the shoulder.

Before he knew what was happening, he found himsdlf
draped backward over her knee--looking up at

her savagely clawed fingers asthey hovered mere

inches from hisface. Ashe found her eyes, he saw
adeadly hodtility in them-a gleam that under other
circum-stances he might have called murderous.

Quickly, the hodtility died. "Qos, "thewoman

breathed, mortified. Her cheeks burned a bright

red.

QOS?

Lowering her hand, she helped Geordi get back



on hisfeet. "I'm sorry,” shesad. "l
didn't hear you come in. And-was She shook her
head. "Please forgive me."

"Sure" hetold her, grinning-trying
to sdlvage what was|eft of hismachismo. "No
problem. | shouldn't have surprised you like that.”
Smoothing out histunic, he held hisarms out.
"See? Good as new."

Shedidn't grin back. "Theré€'s no excuse
for this. It'sjust that | wastrained, early on,
to--"

"It'sdl right," he assured her. "Redly.”

Heheld out hishand. "Geordi LaForge, chief
enginer.”

She grasped it-more firmly than he expected.
Though after what had just happened, he probably
shouldn't have been surprised. "'Idun Asmund,”
sheresponded. "First officer of the Charleston. One
of your captain's guests.”

"| gathered as much," hetold her. "Y ou don't
normd-ly see too many command uniforms around here."
"No, | don't suppose you do." Just then,

Duffy and DiBias walked in. When they saw
Geordi's companion, they stopped- dead in their

tracks. Apparently, shewas every hit as striking as



hisVISOR had led him to believe. "That'swhét |
wanted to tell you," Geordi explained. "This
place is about to become lousy with engineers. We're
having amesting, sort of-though you'reinvited to it
inif youdlike"" Heglanced at Duffffy and
DiBias. "I'm sure no onewould mind."

"Thank you," said Asmund, "but no. | wasjust
about to be going anyway," shelied.

Geordi shrugged. "Suit yoursdlf. See you around,
then."

She nodded. "Y es. See you around.”

As she crossed the room, neither of the newcomers
could take their eyes off her. "My God," said

DiBias once shewas gone. "Who wasthét,
Commeander?'

"No ranks here," said the engineering chief,
"remem-ber? And asfor who sheis... she'sone
of the Stargazer officers. Y ou know, the bunch serving as
Captain Mor-gen's honor guard.”

Duffy grunted. "Some guys have dl the luck."

"Hey," DiBias chimedin, "I thought al
the captain'sfriends were in Ten-Forward. What's she
doing here?" Geordi shook hishead. "l guess
that's her business,” he said. Suddenly, he saw
those clawed fingers again-hovering like ahunting bird,

ready to tear him apart. Shuddering, he put the image



from hismind. "Come on. Let's get some coffee.”

Beverly tucked one leg underneath her and sat down
on her bed. Opening the, box of audio modules,
she picked one out a random. How long had it been
since sheld listened to Jack's old tapes? A
year? Two? Had she played them at al since
she'd come aboard the Enterprise?

Shelooked at the modulein her hand. Reading the
stardate, she decided that the message was about
sxteen years old-which meant shewould have received it
on. .. where? Delos Four? Y es-Delos
Four. Unbid-den, memories flooded her mind
like gentle rains. Rain. She chuckled. It hadn't
rained more than adozen times during her entire
internship in the Mariadth VValey, though the
Delosans said that it rained there al the time. Of
course, when one was as long-lived as the Delosians
were, and used to placeswhereit didn't rain at
al, adozen timesin four years may have seemed like
"dl thetime"

Her mentor, Dalen Quaice, had called
Deos Four "the hottest, driest placein the
gaaxy." She could see him bent over a
zgphlid- cdf, innoculating it for scale-fever

and complaining about the hedt. "It's unbearable,



Beverly. Have you ever been to Vulcan? No?

Wéll, it's pretty dry there too. But this place

makes aVulcan desert look likearain forest."

And without Jack it had seemed even drier, even
more barren. Taking adeep breath, Beverly,

dipped the tape into the mechanism next to her bed and
walited for Jack's voice to emerge from the speakers.
Wheniit did, she was surprised a how young he
sounded. "Hi, honey. Greetingsfrom the

Stargazer; where we're wrapping up with the Mandrossa
--dtill. It turns out that their negotiation protocols

are alot more complicated than those of other races
we've encountered, even estab-lishing an agendafor
further contact has kept us here for weeks. Inthe

end, though, | think itll beworthit. The

Mandrossa are way ahead of usin genetics, and we
can teach them afew things about immunology. The.
way it looks, both partieswill benefit from the
relaionship. "Unfortunately, spesking of

relationships, this puts off my shore leave awhile
longer. But be patient. | can't wait to see you and

little Wes. By my calculations, he ought to be about up
to my waist now. Just big enough to swing my old
baseball bat--you know, the onel got when | was
akid. Do you think | canteach himto hitinfive

days?1'm certainly going to try.



"Asfor you, my love. .. | havealittle

excursion in mind. Y ou see, Pug Joseph was on
Delos conFour awhile back, and he's been

regaling me lately with-stories about this place he
rented in the mountain. Not necessarily the kind of
soriesyou'd . tell your grandmother, but then, that's
Pug. Anyway, | did someresearch, and it
appears hislove nest is till around. What's

ore, it's supposed to be beautiful there. Seems

like as good away to get reacquainted as any-and
Weswon't missusovernight. Especidly if

he ends up getting a baby brother--or sister-out
of thededl. 53

"Not too much elseto tell you. Cad had a

birthday, Morgen was promoted to lieutenant
jay-gee and--oh, Greyhorse says helll be
glad to answer any questions you have about being adoctor
aboard agtarship. Hismain adviceisto avoid
any vessd that has a Gnalish aboard-his
words, not mine.

"l guessthat'sit. Give my loveto Wesand

I'll see you soon, | hope. | mean, how much
longer can these negotiations go on? We dready hold the
Federation record. Missyou."

Crusher took adeep breath, let it out.



Stopping the tape, she had the mechanism gect it

and replaced it in the box. Then she began putting
hersdf in amore professiona frame of mind. Shewas
duein sckbay in afew minutes. Stopping at

the entrance to the holodeck, Worf turned to the group
that wastrailing behind him.

"This" hesad, "isaholographic
environment smu-lator. Known in the
vernacular as aholodeck.”

The Klingon scowled. Why, he wondered, hasthis
task falen to me? He had asked the captain the
same question acouple of hours earlier.

Because, Mr. Worf,, you have proven to be an
expert guide. Commander Cadwallader said your tour
of the communications system was nothing short of
breathtak-+.

Bresthtaking indeed.

Worf considered his audience. Dr. Greyhorse
and Morgen seemed interested. However, Ben Zoma
was moreintrigued by the shapely technician checking the
disposd unit down the corridor. 54

TheKlingon cleared histhroat. It immediately had the
desired effect, as Ben Zoma's attention was
returned to him. "Sorry," said the captain of the
Lexington. "By al means, carry on,

Lieutenant."



"We have four such facilitieson the
Enterprise, continued Worf, asif hed never
stopped. "All four are on deck eleven. In
addition, there are smaller ver-sions--compersonal
hol odecks-scattered throughout the ship.”

Hetried to avoid the DaaVit's gaze--but
it was not entirely possible. After adl, he
was standing sgquare in the center of the group.

"I have aquestion,” said Greyhorse.

Worf turned to him, relieved--even though he
had to ook up at the man, and he wasn't used
to looking up at people. "Yes, Doctor.” "Isit
true that the holodecks are used for exercise
regimens? Jogging and so forth?!

The Klingon nodded. "They can be. Of course, the
areasin the holodecks are finite. One cannot jog very
far without reaching the wall, However-was

"However," Greyhorseinterrupted, "the
electromag-netic fields that make up the ground
underfoot flow in adirection opposite thet of the
runner's progress-acting as a sort of
treadmill, and giving the runner theillusion thet he
or sheismoving forward."

TheKlingon frowned. "Moreor less, yes."

Obvioudy, the man wasfamiliar with specid



field theory. But then, that was not surprisng. He was
adoctor, and doctors used force fieldsin any
number of procedures.
"But," Greyhorse went on, "what happens
if asecond participant is placed inthe
holodeck--onewho is
gationary? Does the holodeck maintain the
illusion of increasing distance between the stationary observer
and the jogger? And if so, how isthat accomplished?!
Worf grunted. "A good question,” he conceded,
de-spite the brusque manner in which it was posed.
He approached the computer termina built into the
bulk-head. "And onethat is best answered by a
demondgra-tion.”
Seeking ardaively smple environment for
purposes of demonstration, he caled up the
Ander's Planet pro-gram. Ingtantly, the
doors opened on a barren but level stretch of
terrain, ruddy with the orangelight of twin suns.
"Follow me," heingructed, and entered. The
otherstrailed dong behind him, looking around and
murmur-+ gppreciatively, "Ander's
Panet,” concluded Morgen, "in the Beta
Sardonicus system. Correct?"
"Correct,” said Worf without actudly looking

at the DaaVit. "l will need avolunteer-to



serve as Dr. Greyhorse'sjogger.” Ben
Zomaraised hishand. "I'm your man. Neither my
DaaVit friend nor the doctor have stayed in very good
shape, I'm afraid. Old age robs some people of
their motivation."

"And others of their sense,” retorted

Greyhorse. Morgen laughed. "Wheredo |

begin?' asked Ben Zoma

"Right where you are standing,” said Worf. "Buit firg,
let me make an adjustment-so we can dl be
heard, no matter how far you go." He looked up
at the sky.

"Computer-amplify our voices so that we can be
heard throughout the program.”

"Done," said apleasant femaevoice.

Worf turned to Ben Zoma. "All right," he
sad. "You may beginjogging. In any direction.”
With alast ook a Morgen and Greyhorse,

Ben Zoma started off. Slowly, &t little morethan a
brisk walk. And asif they weretruly on Ander's
Panet, he seemed to be getting alittle farther
away with each stop.

Morgen said as much.

"Look back at us," Worf instructed Best

Zoma. "What do you see?' Hisvoice was like thunder.



It seemed to reverberate to the heavens and back,
godlike.

The captain of the Lexington looked back over his
shoulder. "The distance between usisincreasing.”
"Fascinating,” said Greyhorse. "Actudly,”

Worf told him, "itisquitesmple. You

see, theilluson created by the holodeck is made
up of three components. One is the manipulation of
electro-magnetic fields you referred to amoment
ago. Another isthe crestion of actua objects,
using trangporter-ana og matter-converson

technol ogy-though these objects must be smple and
inanimate. Also, there are devicesto smulate
sound, smell, and taste, or dternately

to damp-en those senses. For example, when the
illusory source of the stimulusis appearing

to recede, like Captain Ben Zoma. "But the fourth
and most important component isvisud-a
stereoscopic image comprised of polarized
interference patterns-was "Emitted

by omnidirectiond holo diodes,”" contrib-uted
Greyhorse. "Millions of them, set into the

wals" "Yes" sad the Klingon, again doing his
best to ignore the interruptioncom Apparently, the
doctor's expertise was not limited to field

theory. "The patterns are pro-



grammed to intersect at the lens of the

participant's eye. So whatever he or she sees
appears to be three-dimen-sional. And as one
moves around, the information emitted by the diodes
changes, dtering the view."

"All well and good, Mr. Worf," said the
doctor. "But that doesn't explain how--"
"Thisispretty impressve,” cadled Ben
Zoma, who now seemed to be twenty meters away.
"I'm going to pick up the pace."

And pick up the pace he did. After amoment
or two, hewas sprinting--going al out. But it did

not diminish the veracity of theilluson. From Worf's
point of view, Ben Zomasfigure gradualy
dwindled.

"As| wassaying," the Klingon continued, "the
diodes dictate what one sees. Not only

by creating pure images, but by atering the way one
perceives other e ements. The electromagnetic
fields, for instance. The converted-matter objects.
And, of course, other participants. his

Greyhorse grunted. "I see. The polarized
interference patterns come together to act asalens--
making the moving participant appear farther away

than heor sheredly is"



"Precisdy, Doctor.”

"And if wewereto go running after him," said
Morgen, "the treadmill effect would comeinto play for
ustoo. So we could never close the gap between us
unlesswe put in alot more effort.” "Or
he stopped and alowed usto catch up,” suggested
Greyhorse. Worf confirmed it: "That isthe
generd idea, yes" By then, Ben Zomamust have
tired of testing the holodeck’s capacity for
illusion, because he had turned around and was running
back. To hiscredit, he had yet

to break a swest. His breathing had barely even
acceler-ated. "'l understand,” said Morgen, "that
holodeck pro-grams may be customized. Even
created from scratch.” Thistime, he was addressing
Worf directly. There was no way the Klingon could
help but meet hiseyes.

Worf could fed theindtinctive reaction rising
within him. It took an effort to sifleit-to keep
it from being obvious. "That istrue," said the
Klingon.

Morgen's eyes, bright yellow, narrowed the
dightest bit. "Have you created programs, Mr.
WorP."

Inwardly writhing under the Daadlyit's

scrutiny, Worf nodded. "1 have," he confirmed.



Morgen seemed about to ask something else. But it
never came out. For afraction of asecond longer,
he regarded the Klingon. Then Ben Zomahad
returned from hisrun.

"Whew," he said, wiping hisbrow where afant
sheen of sweat had findly emerged. "Not abad
workout." He turned to Greyhorse. "So?

Satidfied?'

The doctor looked around, nodded. "Yes," he
said. "Quite satisfied." He turned to Worf.
"Thank you for your patience, Lieutenant.”

"It was my pleasure,” said the Klingon. He
looked up at the sky again. "Save program.”

Abruptly, Ander's Planet vanished, leaving
inits place the stark yellow-on-black grid of the
unadorned holodeck. The visitorstook it
in, seemingly asintrigued by the naked space as by the
illuson. Worf dlowed them sometimeto look around.
Then heindicated the door with agesture. "This
way, gentlemen.” 59

As he exited, he thought he. could fedl
Morgen's eyes boring into his back.

What was the question the DaaVit had been about
to pose? In the cavernous engine room of the

Enterprise, Geordi and Simenon stood side



by side, gazing up a the mighty

matter-antimatter core. On the catwalk above
them, engineering personnd went through their daily
diagnogtic routine.

The Gnalish grunted. "Y ou know," he said,
"I've pictured thisathousand timesin my head.

Had to, in order to teach advanced propulsion at the
Academy." He grunted again. "But seeing it up
close... forred-it'sso..."

"Impressive?’ suggested Geordi.

"Disgppointing, wasfinished Smenon. He

regarded the Enterprise's chief engineer. "It
doesn't look awhole ot different from the engine
core on the Stargazer. Bigger, sure. But when you
comedowntoit, awarp driveis sill awarp

drive

Geordi took a second look at hisengine
room--comthe heart and soul of the ship, asfar ashewas
concerned. "l guess,”" he said, "that depends on
your point of view."

Just then, the turbolift doors did apart and

spewed out afamiliar figure. Wedey crossed

the deck as quickly as he could without actudly running and
cameto ahdt infront of the two engineers.
"You'reout of breath, Ensgn,” observed

Smenon."I'm ... late... gir,"



explained Wedey. He turned to Geordi.

"Sorry. Commander Data ... asked meto make a
course change ... a the last minute and-was

The engineering chief put areassuring hand on 60
Wedey'sshoulder. "That'sal right,” he said.

"I'm notified about such things, remember? Besides,
Profes-sor Simenon just arrived himsdlf."

The Gnalish looked at Wed ey askance.

"You're not in ahurry to meet me, areyou?' He

leered at Geordi. "Now, that would be arefreshing
change-ayoung person actudly hurrying to bask in

my presence.”

"Actudly," sad the chief engineer, "Endggn

Crusher here was excited about meeting you. Weren't you,
Wes?' Wedey nodded. 'l have aninterest in
warp engineer-+," hesaid, having findly caught his
breath. "And with dl the work you've donein that field.
Simenon dismissed the ideawith awave of his

scaly hand. "Nothing at al, compared to those who went
before me. My red talent was hands-on engineering.”
Heindicated Geordi with atilt of his head.

"What thisyoung man does. What | used to do,” he
sghed. Theensgn smiled tentetively. He

looked at the Gndish. "Y ou're kidding, Sr-right?



| mean, haf the advancesin the last ten years.

Simenon snorted. "Overrated, |
tell you." Heturned to Geordi. "Listen to me,
Commander LaForge, and listen well. Someday you're
going to be faced with achoicelike | had-a
"promoation,” they cdll it. For the good of the
sarvice" He poked afinger in Geordi's chest.

"Don't doit. Manacle yoursdlf to amonitor.

Stow away. Name of Scaraf-steal aship if you have
to. You hear me?' Geordi smiled. "'l hear

you. But somehow | don't think it's quite as bad as you
makeit out to be." Simenon frowned. "No. Y ou
wouldn't, | suppose. Not until you've been

there" Heturned to Wedey. "And you-what do you
redly want from me?'

The ensign looked helplessfor amoment. Then
Simenon put him out of hismisery. ™Y ou needn't
explan,” hesaid. "Even an old cog like mysdlf can
figureit out." He seemed to ingpect Wed ey with
fresh interest. "Crusher. Asin Jack Crusher.

Y our father, | gather?' The young man nodded.
"Yessr."

"Y ou want to meet someone who served with him-yes?

Tolearn alittle more about him?*

Wedley nodded again. "Not that I'm not fascinated



by your work," he amended quickly, "because | am. But |
guessthat'snot dl I'minterested in.”

The Gndish snorted again. "1'd be

surprised,” he confessed, "if it were any other

way." He eyed the endggn. "Then again, | may not

be the best person to ask. Certainly, | served with

your father-but he was closer with some of the others. Captain
Picard, for instance. And Vigo-though he can't help

you much, having perished in that nasty business at
MaxiaZeta" He paused to think for amoment.

"Of course, there's Ben Zoma--comhe was your father's
immediate superior. Cadwallader, | recall, used

to trade research mono-graphswith him. And he
seemed to joke alot with Pug Joseph . . "

A resigned sort of look had come over

Wedey'sface. Geordi empathized with the young

man's disgppoint-ment. Apparently, hed redly

been looking forward to this opportunity to pump
Simenon for some information.

The Gnalish must have noticed the |ook too,

however. Because he stopped dead in histracks and did
an about-face. "On the other hand,” he said, "1 do
remem-ber afew things about your father. In fact, a
particular incident comestomind. . ."

Wedey amiled.



Without excusing himself, Geordi withdrew and headed
for the nearest unoccupied workstation. He had a
feding that Smenon might be alittle more open with the
endgnif it wasjust thetwo of them.

Besides, he had work to do.

Strange," said Picard. "Asl recal,

Mr. Joseph was dways quite punctud .

Standing on the other side of the battle bridge,

Asmund shrugged. " Something must have held him up.

The captain frowned. "Apparently.” He

looked at hisformer hdm officer, and gestured to the
captain's chair. "Carefor aseat?' he asked.

She shook her head. "No. Thank you." She

looked around. "Actudly, this reminds me more of the
Stargaz-er than anything else.” Picard nodded,
leaning back against one of the periph-eral station
consoles. "'l have remarked on that mysdif, Idun. But
then, that makes sense, doesn't it? When we
separate the battle section from the primary hull,
speed and efficiency are at a premium--just asthey
would be in a deep-space exploration vessd."
He-folded hisarms across his chest. "Thereé'sno
room here for the sort of luxury we enjoy on the
main bridge."

Asmund went over to the Conn position, leaned
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the console, and looked at the empty viewscreen.
"I likethis better,” she said. "Without the
luxuries." Sheran her fingers over the dormant
control panels. "Yes. It fedlsmore comfortable.”
Picard watched her. It seemed that she belonged here
--much as Worf had seemed to belong here, on those
occasions when it had been necessary for him to man the
battle bridge. " And when you separate,” said
Asmund, "the bettle section retains the full
range of ship's capabilities? Wegpons,
propulsion, everything?'
"That's correct,” said the captain. "The
battle section is equipped with both impulse and
warp drive engines, a shield generator, two
photon torpedo launchers, and a complete spread of
phaser banks." "And the saucer section?”
"No warp drive. No photon torpedoes.
But just about everything ese.” Picard sighed. "'l
wonder what Vigo would have said about all this"
Asmund looked back over her shoulder. "He
would have wondered why you needed a primary hull in the
fird place”
The captain nodded. "Or, for that matter, living

quarters.” He smiled at hisown joke.



Idun stared back at him, stony-faced
asever. Picard looked at her. "Idun,” he
sad. "l don't liketo seeyou acting thisway."

"Which way isthat?' she asked softly, turning
back to the console. "Like an outsider,” he said.
"Apart from everyone else." She sighed. "Captain
... | am apart from everyone else." Helooked
at her. "Why do you say that?"

Asmund stood up straight, returned his
gaze. "You know why." He smiled gently.

"ldun, that was twenty years ago. No one holds
that againg you."

"That'swhat Captain Mandfield told me
when | received Morgen'sinvitation. But he--you--
you're wrong. Both of you."

"Morgen invited you to be part of hishonor guard.
Would he have donethat if he intended to shun you?'
"Captain Mandfield said that too. But it'snot just
Morgen. Back at the starbase, Greyhorse was
... | don't know. Different. Not the way he
used to be. Even Smenon was ... distant.

Aloof."

"Hasit occurred to you that you haven't seenthemin
amost adozen years? That they may have changed? That you
may have changed?"

Asmund frowned. " X. . . occurred



tome, yes." "Nor are Smenon and Greyhorse
our two most congenial former comrades. | would not
use them as a barometer of how the rest of usfed
about you." She nodded. "Perhapsnot.” A pauses"With
al duerespect, Captain, I'd liketo talk
about something dse.”

Picard regarded her. He knew that Asmund,

like Worf, could not be pushed. She would obey an
order, if it cameto that. She would go through the motions
--but inside she would resist that much harder. "Asyou
wish," hesadfindly.

Just then the turbolift comdoors opened* Turning

a the sametime, they saw Joseph emerge from the

lift.

He grinned sheepishly. "Hi. Sorry I'm

late." He looked from one of them to the other. "

didn't missanything, did I?' 67

The guided tour completed, Dr. Crusher sat

down at her desk. Sheindicated the three cabins
that comprised the ship'smedical facilities.

"Well," shesaid, "that's what the well-dressed

sickbay iswearing these days. What do you think?"
Greyhorse nodded. He seated himself acrossfrom her.
"Very impressive, Beverly. Not asimpressve

asyour holodecks, but impressive



nonetheess.”" Picking up atricorder lying on
Crusher'sdesk, he put it through its paces. "A
far cry from what we had to put up with on the
Stargazer. We were lucky if both biobeds were
functiond &t the sametime.”
Sheregarded him. "Tempted?"
He looked up from the tricorder. "1 beg your
pardon?' "Y ou know," she said. "To ship out again?'
Greyhorse chuckled dryly. "Beverly, thereis
no sickbay in existence that could tempt meto do that.
Don't be deceived by the fact that | signed onwith a
deep-space exploration ship, where patient care was
my firgt priority. | have aways preferred things to people-which
iswhy Starfleet Medica suitsme so well.
| would rather peer over my morning coffeeat a
computer monitor than have to deal with something that can talk
Crusher looked at him askance. ™Y ou mean you
don't get even alittle twinge now and then? A
desireto push out thefrontiers?' "I am pushing out
thefrontiers. | would think you'd know that, considering you
pushed them out with me for ayear or 0." He shook his
head. "Truth betold, | should have been an
engineer-like my father and brothers."
Now that she thought about it, Crusher

remembered Greyhorse's saying something about a



course in engi-neering a the Academy just before he
switched over
to themedica curriculum, to avoid becoming "just
another Greyhorse family robot.”
"I don't know what kind of engineer you'd have
made," she said. "But you're adamned fine
doctor." He put the tricorder down and met her
gaze. "It isvery kind of you to- say so,
Beverly." Hiseyes narrowed mischievoudy. "And,
| might add, very. discerning aswell. Now, if you
don't mind, could we take in some other part of your
ship?| havethis premonition that if | stay too
long, I'm actualy going to haveto treat some-one.”
Normdly, the gymnasium was quiet at thistime of
day-which was one of the reasons Riker chose this hour to work
out. Hewas a socid enough being in every other aspect of
hislife, but hedd learned something long . ago: If
you came to the gym to shoot the bull, dl you'd end
up exercising was your mouth.
Unfortunately, the gym wasn't as deserted as
he would have preferred. Asthe doorsto the room parted,
he could hear the sound of heavy bresthing, amplified
by the echoing gym walls. Entering, he saw that someone
was on the horizontal bar--someone dender and

femde, her hair bound tight-ly behind her head,



moving too quickly to be easily identified. For a
moment Riker stood there, silently appreciating the
grace with which each intricate maneu-ver was
performed-not to mention the streamlined form that was doing the
performing.

The gymnast, on the other hand, seemed not to have
noticed his presence. Nor was that difficult
to under-stand, given the concentration she must have had
to apply. Thishad to be someone new to the ship, he
told 69

himself. Nobody he knew was capable of those kinds
of moves. As he watched, the woman extended herself
full-length, swung around the bar a couple of times,
and then legpfrogged over it. The momentum shed

built up carried her dmost half the length of the gym
before she landed on amat. A little sumble at the end
marred what otherwise would have been a perfect
routine. Riker had aready begun clapping before he
reglized whom he was clapping for. Then the gymnast
turned around, allittle sartled-and he found himsdlf staring
a TriciaCadwadlader. "Criminy!" she
said, her hand resting on her breast. Y ou could have let
me know you were there!"

He shrugged. " Sorry. | wastoo
dazzled to think straight.” Cadwallader blushed

through her light sprinkling of freckles. "I



wasn't that good. Y ou should have seen me back at the
Academy." Riker tried not to gape at the way

shefilled out her cutout tank suit. What was it

about Starfleet uniforms that made women look like
boys?"If | told you," he began, "that |
cant imagine you performing any more beautifully
anywhere. . . it would probably sound like aline,
wouldnt it?'

She smiled as she thought about it. "1'm not sure.
Why don't you try it?"

He nodded. "All right-I will." He gpproached

her, taking her hand in his, and gazed into her deep
green eyes. "'l can'timagine you looking any more
beautiful anywhere--not a the Academy or anywhere
else"" He hung on to her hand. It was soft and
warm and just the dightest bit damp with perspiration.
"How wasthat?' Caowallader's smile became a
smirk. "Pretty good-

except you got some of the wordswrong. Thefirst time,
you sad 'performing-not "looking.""

Riker feigned confuson. "Did I? | guess
it just came out that way."

Sherolled her eyes. "Now, that,” she
said, taking her hand back with aflourish, "soundslike a

line" Crossing the room, she headed for the towel



rack.

"Listeneg[*thorn] he caled after her, |
wouldn't have to resort to such ploysif you'd have dinner
withme." Hisvoice echoed from wall to wall.

Cadwallader turned around. "Are you asking?'
Riker sraightened. "'I'm asking."

She chuckled. "All right, then. But not tonight. |
have a prior engagement.”

He watched her got to the rack and take down a
towd. 4.0nT[*thorn] "That'sright,”. said
Cadwallader, using the towe to dry her hair.

"And so do you."

Riker didn't understand. It must have been evident
in his expression, because she went on to explain.
"Captain Picard'sfeast,” she said. "Hasn't
hetold you about it?" Riker shook his head. "No,
| don't believe he has" Cadwallader
shrugged. "It'sat 0800 hours. I'm sure he
wouldn't assemble dl his officersand leave you out.”
She paused. "Would he?' "I've been alittle
busy latdy," he said, trying not to sound
defensive. "There's probably amessage
waiting for mein my quarters.”

She towe ed of some more. "Mmm. Probably.
Unless, of course, he meansfor you to take charge

of the bridge then."



Riker couldn't help but smile at the way shewas
baiting him. "I supposethat isa possiblity.”

Singing thetowe over her shoulders,

Cadwallader headed for the doors. As she passed
him, she patted him on the shoulder in acomradely
sort of way.

"It'sdl right," shesaid, tossing the remark a
him offhandedly. "If you missdinner tonight, you'l just
be that much hungrier tomorrow."

Riker watched her go, his smile spreading. He
had afeding hed be hungry tomorrow no matter
what.

"And that," Smenon said, ganding with Wedey ina
corner of engineering, "ishow your father and | held
off aherd of charging thundiaon BetaVarius
Four." Hesmiledin hislizardlike way,
remembering. "If either one of us had panicked and
made for the caves, the other would have been trampled-or
skewered on the beasts horns. And more than
likely, both would have perished. But by standing back
to back, we were able to keep them at bay with our
phasers-at least until my transporter
chief could beam us back up." The Gnalish nodded
proudly. "What's more, we collected the datawe

went down for, aswell asthe tissue samplesfrom which



new thunaliacould be cloned. And, in fact, were
cloned. If you visit the preserveson
Morrison's World, you'll see any number of
thunaliaroaming the plains-even though Beta
Varius Four isnow devoid of complex life
forms”

Wedey shook hishead. "That's great. That's
redly great. Mom never mentioned that story.”

"Y our mother may never have known about it,” Simenon
pointed out. "Wewere dl redtricted asto the
frequency and duration of our subspace messages.
After dl, there were hundreds of us aboard the
Stargazer-dl yearning for families and friends-and the
subspace 72

equipment was occasiondly needed for other matters,
mission communications not the least of them. Asl

recal, your father dways had this. . . well,

interrupted look on his face after a packet went
out. Asthough, given the chance, he would have said alot
more." He harumphed. "Besides, I'm sure he had

more persond things to discuss than an encounter with afew
dozen predators. Bazzid's bones, we
wererisking our lives on adifferent planet each
day." He straightened, redlizing he might have
gotten alittle carried away. "Or so it seemed.,”

he amended. The ensign looked at him. Hed



meant to say some-thing about how terrific and how
patient Simenon had been. But that's not what came
out. What he said was. "Tdll me how my father
died.

That wasthe story he redlly wanted to hear-even if
he hadn't admitted it to himsdlf earlier. That wasthe
holeinside him thet truly needed filling.

Simenon sobered a bit at the request.

"Therésnot much to tell,” he said. He shrugged.
"Besides, you must aready know what happened.”

"Only from my mom. And she didn't have much to go
on. Just the officia report from Starfleet, and
whatever Captain Picard told her when he came
to the house."

The Gndish regarded him for amoment, hisruby
eyeshlinking. Wedey could plainly seethe
reticence in them. Nor wasit difficult to understand.

It was one thing to have to dredge up the memory of a
comrade's death. But to have to share it with that comrade's
son ... "I'll tell youwhat," Smenon said
findly. "Why don't | regale you with that
story on another occasion? | do have that tour to take,
you know." He smirked,

abruptly himsdlf again. "Though you're welcome

to come aong. | wouldn't mind hearing some more about dl



those contributions I've made to warp drive
tech-nology.”

Wes amiled back, putting hisfedings aside
for thetime being. ™Y ou can count on me, gr."

The Gnalish nodded. "Good. That'swhét | like
about you, Ensign Crusher. Y ou've got a healthy
respect for your eders.”

The door beeped. Worf turned at the sound.

Hedid not often entertain guestsin his quarters.

His preference for solitude waswell known, not only
among hisfriends but throughout the entire crew. After dl,
he was surrounded by humans and other races for most
of the day; after hours, he needed time to just be himsdlf. To just
be Klingon.

Beep. He had not imagined it. "Come," he
said. The door opened. If it had been Riker, or
Geordi, or even Wedey, the Klingon would not have
have been al that surprised. They had been here before
On one occasion or another.

It turned out to be none of them. In fact, his
visitor was the last person on the entire
ship that he had expected to come calling on him.

"Doyoumind if | comein?' asked Morgen.
The Klingon had ingtinctively recoiled; he forced
himsdf torelax. "Please" he said, expressing the

rest of theinvitation with agesture.



Hiseyesnever leaving Worf's, the DaaVit
entered. Selecting achair, hefolded himsdlf into it.

Worf sat down on the other end of the room. For a
moment they just stared at each other.

"Y ou must be wondering why I've come,” said
Mor-gen. The Klingon nodded. "I confessto a
certain curios-ity. Morgen grunted. Y ou
Klingons have away with words. From your lips, even a
polite remark soundslike achdlenge.”

Worf shrugged. "Perhapsit isthe way you hear
it." TheDaaVit smiled. "Perhgpsit is. But
then-was

Asbefore, in the holodeck, he seemed to stop
himsdf. To regroup. "How easy itis," sad
Morgen, "to get into awar of words." He leaned
forward. "Especidly when every part of meisrepelled
by you. Hateful of you."

Ingtinctively, Worf prepared himself for an
assault--visudly searching the DaaVit for
conceal ed wegpons, working out waysin which his
posture made him vulnerable.

But in the next moment Morgen leaned back again.
"Yet," hewent on, "l aman officerin
Starfleet-just asyou are. We are sworn to stand side

by side-not rend each other like beasts. If thereisone



thing | have learned in my time among humans, it is
that prejudice- any prejudice-may be put
asde"

Worf knew how hard it wasfor the DaaVit
to express such sentiments. It gained Morgen a
measure of respect in hiseyes-if not affection.

The Klingon cleared histhroat. "Permission
to speak frankly, sir." The DaaVit nodded.
"Speak," he said.

Worf eyed hisvigtor. "I have not dways found the
samething to betrue. At least not in my case.
Once, | was asked to save aRomulan'slife
through an act of

brotherhood. | found | could not." Helicked
hislips. "And | am not sure the outcome would have
been any different if thelifein question werethat of a
DadVit."

Morgen regarded him. "Honesty. |
gppreciate that." He paused. " Perhaps you
misunderstand me, Worf. | am not suggesting
we become finnaicalar. What are the English words
for it? Ah, yes-blood brothers. No, | am not
suggesting that at al. But we need not be enemies
ather." Hetilted hishead. "Y ou areawarrior.
| am awarrior. Surely, there isacommon

ground on which we may meet." Worf gathered himsdlf,



fighting hisindincts. "l ... would. . . likethat,"
he got out.

The DaaVit smiled, though there was no humor
init. "Good. | may even have anideain that
regard.”

"Anidea?' echoed the Klingon.

"Yes. Do you recdl what | asked you inthe
holodeck comif you had created any programs of
your own?' Worf began to see what Morgen was
getting a. "Yes" hesad. "l dorecall.

And | said that | had created some programs.”

"Fit for awarrior, no doubt," said the
DaaVit. "I liketo think so," replied the
Klingon.

"It would be anovelty for aDaaVit and a
Klingon to fight sde by side-instead of againgt each
other." Worf couldn't help but smile at the thought.
Asludicrousasitwas. . dis'...Morethan a
novelty," he de-cided. "It would beeaa
chalenge-one that could only bring honor to dl
involved." He omitted the last part of histhought: if
it works.

Morgen nodded. "I agree. When?' "Tomorrow &t
thistime. | will be off duty.”

"Done. Isthere anything | should bring? A



kayun, perhaps?' 76

"Nothing," said the Klingon. "The holodeck will
provide wegpons." Gracefully, the DaaVit
rosefrom hischair. "1 look forward to it.”

Worf rosetoo. "Asdo I: his

Inclining his head to Sgnify respect--another
gesture that must not have been easy for him-Morgen
took hisleave of hisnew battle- partner.

And the Klingon, watching him go, decided he had
much to think about.

Picard stood, looking down thelong table a his
assembled officers-both past and present. Hewas
glad to note that Idun Asmund was among them,
sested between Ben Zoma and Cadwallader. And
Beverly aswell-though she had been reticent a
firgt, she had apparently managed to overcome that without
any en-couragement from her captain. Heraised his
glass.

"A toadt," he said. "To those who have
served mein such exceptiond fashion.”

"Here, here)" said Riker.

"Jan dunyu," agreed Morgen, voicing the
DaaVit equivaent of Riker's acknowledgment.

Everyone murmured their gpprova and drank-just as
their plates were removed and replaced with their main

courses by a cadre of waiters. Under Guinan's



supervision, of course. The captain assessed his
dinner asit was placed in front of him. The aromawas
exquiste, tantaizing. "Manzakini

Loraina" he said appreciatively. He
looked up a Guinan. "An excdlent
choice" Standing discreetly gpart from the table,
Guinan 79

inclined her heed. "1 knew you'd likeit, gir,"
shetold him. "Thisisan Emmonitedish, is
it not?" asked Data. "That's right,” confirmed
Troi, who was Stting next to him. "One of the many
Emmonite dishes of which the captainisso fond.”
She looked at Picard and smiled. "Nor am |
the only aficionado of Emmonite cuisine,” the
captain reminded her. "It isserved regularly
at Starfleet heedquarters.”

"Isit true," asked Geordi, "that the

Emmonites never heard of pasta before they
joined the Federation?' Picard nodded. "Quite true.
As| understand it, the head of the Emmonite delegation
dined a the home of Admird Mandli-thisbeinga
good fifty years ago, of course, when Mandlli
wasin charge of Starfleet. That night, the
admird'swife served linguini with white clam

sauce, and the ambassador was so taken with it that he



ing sted on bringing the recipe back to hishome
planet.”

"l heard he wanted to bring Mrs. Mandlli

back aswell," said Ben Zoma.

Picard nodded. "He did. But that is another

gtory." Dataconsumed aforkful of the manzakini,
seemed to ponder the experience. He turned
to Guinan. "Very authentic," hesad. "My
complimentsto the chef." Guinan inclined her head again.
"Thank you. The food service unitswill beglad
to hear that."

Joseph looked across the table at the android.
"You eat, Mr. Data?' Datanodded. "It is

not necessary for my surviva. However, | havefound that in
adgtuation such asthisone, it is often distracting

to othersif | do not eat.” "Then you can actualy
taste?" asked Cadwallader. "Yes," replied

the android. "I have therequidite

sensory apparatus. | can even analyzethe
ingredients. The only thing | cannot do is derive
enjoyment from the sensation.” "Too bad,” said
Morgen. "But then, we dl have our limitations.”
"Pardon me," said the Gnalish, addressing

Worf. "But your Manzakini Lorainalooksa

little different from mine. It seemsto bewrithing. his

"Worf ison agpecid diet,” Geordi



jested. Picard gave his chief engineer asidelong
glance. "The lieutenant has: a preference for
Y dingon preparations,” he explained, "though he
seldom gets them, except on specia

occasions. Thisqudifies as such an occason.”
The Klingon looked at Smenon asif hed

been chalenged. "It iscaled blood pie."

He pushed the plate toward the Gndish. "Would you
liketo try some?’

Simenon swalowed. "No, my boy, |
don't think so. | like my food to lie till on my
plate. Y ou know--to at least pretend it's not
dive"

"Actudly," said Greyhorse, "blood pie

isquite nutri-tious." Helooked around at the
surprised expressions disof hiscompanions. "l
didn't say | had eaten it. Just that it was
good for you. That's not acrime, iscomx?'
Laughter. And from Simenon, a crackling that was as
much for Greyhorse's benefit as anything else.

"I have egten it," said Asmund rather abruptly.
The laughter died down.

"And?" asked Morgen.

Asmund regarded him evenly. "It isnot asgood

as stewed gagh. was "Gagh?" asked Geord,



muitilating the word in his attempt to pronounceit.

"Serpent worms," explained Riker. "I've
had occa- 81

sontotry them mysdf. They are quite... filling."
He couldn't help but grimace alittle a the
memory. "Y ou don't appear to have enjoyed them,
Command-er," observed Cadwallader. "It is," said
Worf, "an acquired taste. Much like chicken.”
"Chicken," Simenon remarked, "doesn't try
to eat you asyou are edting it. his

Ben Zomagrunted. "Vigo used to love
something called sturrd. It looked like amound of sand
with pieces of ground glassthrown in for good
measure. And he would down it with haf agalon of
maple syrup.”

"It was not maple syrup,” argued Joseph.

"It only looked like maple syrup.”

"Vigo," said Data, who had been taking in the
conver-sation with equanimity. "He was one of your
colleagues on the Stargazer-one who did not
survivethe bettle at MaxiaZeta."

"That'sright,” said Greyhorse.

"Unfortunately. Vigo was our wegpons officer."

Morgen nodded. "And not just any weapons officer.
He wasthe finest Starfleet has ever seen.”

"I didn't know Starfleet had weapons



officers" said Trai. "Only the deep-space
explorers,” Picard expanded. "It was an

experiment, redly. A separation of the ship'sdefense
functionsfrom its security functions. But don't

let the terminology decelve you-Vigo did alot more
than look after the wegpons systems.” "That'sright,"
said Ben Zoma. Heturned to Dr. Crusher.

"He a'so used to thrash your husband regularly at
sharash'di. was Beverly smiled. "l think |

remember Jack telling me 82

about that. Though as| recall, it wasn't just
Jack he best. It was you too. And afew others.”

Ben Zomalaughed. "Now that you mentionit, |
guess | way oneof thevictims."

"And | aswell," said Cadwallader.

"But Jack was Vigo's regular
partner,” recaled Jo-seph. "I think they used
to play every chancethey got. Asif Jack couldn't
accept defeat-couldn't accept the fact that there was
something he couldn't do.”

"Not that there was any shameinlosngto Vigo,"
Cadwallader interjected. "He was uncanny. A
measter.” "Vigo logt only once," said Ben
Zoma. He seemed to concentrate for amoment, then

shook his head. "Though for thelife of me, | can't



remember who best him."

"It was Gerda," said Asmund. "Gerda begt

him." Suddenly, there was silence in the room.

Asmund turned to Data before he could ask.
"My twin sigter,” she explained. "The onewho
tried to kill Mor-gen.”

Out of the corner of hiseye, Picard saw

Geordi exchange glanceswith Simenon. For
once, the Gnaish had nothing clever to say.

Picard cleared histhroat. The best thing, he

decided, wasto take the remark in stride. To act as

if it were just part of the conversation, and not a complete
bombshdll. But before he could open his mouth, Morgen
beat him to it. "What's that expression you humans
have?"Water under the bridge?™ He shrugged-arather
awkward gesture for aDaaVit. "As
far as1'm concerned, the incident isforgotten.”
Helooked at Asmund. "And forgiven.”

The captain breathed aslent Sgh of relief.

Everyone at the table seemed to loosen up alittle.
Everyone except Asmund. "1 haven't
forgottenit,” shetold Morgen. She looked around
thetable. "Sorry. | hadn't intended to put a
damper on things." She got up. "Excuse me."

"ldun," Picard cdled.

She seemed not to hear him as she waked out of the



room. Ten-Forward was open around the clock. It had
to be. The ship's officers and crew got off duty

at various odd hours, depending on their section and
individua re-sponghilities, and nearly

everyonefdt the urge to unwind in the lounge a one
time or another. And whenever anyone stopped in for a
drink and some conversation, Guinan seemed to be
there-standing a her usud place behind the bar, mixing
drinks and digtributing advicein smal doses.

Of course, that was only an appearance. Guinan

dept like everybody dse.

Well, perhaps not exactly like everybody else.

But shedept. Soit was unusud that she should have
been around during the pre-"dawn" shift when Pug
Joseph swaggered into the lounge. He

didn't look very hedlthy-or very happy. There were
faint dark circlesunder hiseyesand apalor

to hisskin that told Guinan held been drinking more
than synthenol. She smiled and prepared hersdlf.

As sheld expected, he made hisway to the farthest
table from the bar--asmall set-up for two right by an
observation port. When he pulled out achair, the
legs clattered againgt the floor; as he lowered himsdlf
into it, he did so awkwardly. Then he dumped

over the table, turning his head to the observation port-as



if he84
preferred the company of the streaking starsto that of the
crewmen who sat dl around him.
Dunhill wasthe waiter assigned to that area. But
before he went over to take Joseph's order, he
cast aglancein Guinan'sdirection.
She shook her head dowly from sideto side.
Acknowl-edging her sllent ingructions, Dunhill
waited on another tattle, ignoring the
Lexington's security chief. Somehow, though he
wasn't looking in that direction, Joseph managed
to notice. He turned, straightened, and glared at
Guinan through narrowed bloodshot eyes.
Recognizing her cue, she wove her way among the
tables, exchanging greetings with those she
passed, until she reached the place where Joseph
was stting. He sudied her sullenly. She
returned his hard gaze with amore pleasant one.
"May IT" she asked, indicating the empty seat
opposite him. His nogrilsflared. He shrugged.
Taking that as an affirmative response, she
pulled out the chair and sat down. For amoment therewas
only silence between them-a silence strung so tight that
it seemed ligbleto snap at any time. Tiersshe
spoke. "Y ou know," she said, "you're getting to be quite

aregular around here. Aren't there any other parts of the



ship youreinterested in?"

He chuckled. The sound had an edgeto it. "Not that
it'sany of your business" He leaned forward, the
pupils of hiseyeslarger and blacker than they had
aright to be. "And if | were Morgen or Ben
Zomaor-hell, any of the others-you wouldn't be
mentioning that now, would youThat'

"Asamatter of fact," Guinan sad, "I would
be." Joseph sneered, leaning back again. "Ina
pigseye.”

"l don't lie, Mr. Joseph.”

"Uh-huh." Helooked at her. "Where did you
comefrom, anyway?' "Y ou mean what race?' she
asked. "That'sright. What race.” "An
old one," said Guinan. "Old enough to know
aocoholism when we seeit.”

Joseph grunted. "Give me abresk, dl
right? | can hold my liquor.” "No doubt,” she
answered, though she had lots of doubts. "The question
iswhy you would want to." His mouth twisted into something
mean. "l love peoplelikeyou," hetold her.

"Crusaders. They dwaysthink they know you--know al
about you." His voice became menacing. "Y ou don't
know anything about me."

Guinan stood her ground. "I just might know more



than you think." "Like what?'
"Like you're bubbling over with hate. For others,
to an extent--- but most of al, for yoursdlf. Because you
don't like what you've become. Because you think it
couldve been different. And because you believe, inthe
Secret center of yoursdlf, that somehow it'sal your
fault." Seeing him shrink alittle from her, she
softened her voice. "And the acohol isthe only
way you can keep the hate in check. It'sthe only
way you can smile at people and not snarl at them, because if
you let them see what'sinside you, you know you're
going to lose what preciouslittle you do have."
Suddenly, Joseph's face was flushed. It
took him afew seconds to respond, and
when he did, hisvoice wasllittle more than arasp.
"Yourecrazy," hesad.
She shook her head. "No. | just come from avery
old race." Gradualy, Joseph's confusion
dissipated. But it wasn't replaced by anger. Rather,
the man seemed on the verge of tears. "1'm as good
asthey are," he said. "I'm as good as anyone."
"Of courseyou are,” Guinan assured him. "But
now you've got more than a couple- of bad breaks
to deal with. The dcohol has gotten in your way.
Can't: you see? It'slikeajedouslover. It

doesn't just console you--it makes sure you stay just



whereyou are. Beaten. Bitter. If you redly want
to become the kind of person you can be, you're going to have
to face this--and take care of it." Helooked &t the
stars again. Hisface, aportrait of atortured
soul, wasreflected in the transparent barrier that
separated them from the void. "I--1 can't. | just
can't.”

"You can," sheingsted. She sought his eyes, found
them as heturned to her again. "I'll help. You

hear me, Chief? 1 can help you."

For abrief moment it seemed Joseph was going
to take the first step back. And then, with a pathos that
tore at her inner being, he dispounded on the
tabletop. "No," he got out between clenched teeth.
"No. You don't know what I--what it's like.
Just-damnit, just leave me done. Y ou can have your
dinking lounge."

Shooting to hisfeet, he glared. at her one
last time. Then, with dl the dignity he could muster,
he threaded hisway among the tables and | &ft.
Guinan was s0 busy watching him, shedmost
didn't see Dunhill's approach.

"Mdam?' sadthewaiter. "Yes,
Dunhill?* "Iseverything dl right?'

She sighed. "Not exactly.” Shelooked up



a him. "But thanksfor asking."

The holodeck doors opened.

Morgen nodded approvingly. "l likeit," he
said. Worf grunted. "I thought you would."

Before them loomed the remains of aruined temple,
neither diginctly Klingon nor digtinctly anything
else, but so barbaric- looking that only aKlingon
could have invented them. The sky overhead was the color of
molten lava; the ground was adead gray, pocked with
steaming, smoking holes.

God-statues stared at them, either from the heights
to which they'd been erected or from out of the rubble into which
they'd falen. Therewere bird cries,
savage and srill, though the birds themsdves--a
carrion-egting variety--were not evident. Long
snakelike things dith-ered over the crumbled stones,
hissing asthey went.

Worf indicated the weagpons at their feet.
Knedling, the DaaVit picked up the one that was
meant for him. "A kayun, was said the Klingon.

Morgen ingpected it appreciatively, testing
itsbalance. He looked at Worf. "Very
authentic."

The Klingon shrugged. " There were descriptions of it
inthe library computer. | merely drew onthe

data." He bent and picked up his own wegpon, a



long staff with avicious hook at oneend and a
metdl bal at the other.

"A laksmar," noted Morgen. He stiffened a
little &t thesight. "'l am familiar withit. We are
familiar withit." Worf decided it would bewise
to change the subject.

"This program hastwo levels of
difficulty. | have chosen the second,” he said.

The DaaVit nodded his gpprovd. "Let's
begin.”

O'Brien seldom took advantage of the
holodecks. It wasn't that he had an
aversion to them just that he liked other sorts of
recreation, chief among them being agood, steamy poker
game. Of coursg, it had been different when held
first came on board. The holodecks had been a
novety then, and hed vented hisimagination in them.
Once he'd con-structed apubin old
Dublin, where he'd tossed afew down with his
favorite author-afelow by the name of James
Joyce. Another time held had dinner with the Wee
Folk under the Hill, and let their pipes charm him
to deep. But after awhile the novelty had wore
off. Thefind straw had come when he found himsalf

congtructing poker games in the holodecks-and enjoying



them less than the live games he played with the
ship'sofficers.

When he visited deck eleven these days, it was
grictly tovigt afriend in hisor her quarters, or
to work up aswest in the gym. And when he walked
past the holodeck pands, it was usudly without a
second thought.

Except thistime. On hisway to Crewman
Resnick's gpartment, he'd seen Worf and
Captain Morgen entering holodeck one. And he
knew from speaking to Com-mander La Forge that
Klingonsand DaaVit didn't get
aong. Hell-Worf had been afraid it might
cometo blows. Or worse.

But if they didn't seeeyetoeye. . . what

in blazes were they doing in the holodeck together?

In the end, it was more than curiosity that drove

OBriento find an answer to that question. It was
genuine concern for the DaaVit's welfare--not
to men-tion Worf's. And if hedidn't
exactly fed right checking the computer pand to see
what program they were using, he at least felt
judtified. The pand readout indicated
"Cdighenics-Lt. Worf. Leve

'TW-0O." When he saw that, O'Brien thought he



understood what was going on. Klingons were warriors.
DaaVit werewarriors. Y up --it al made
sense,

Worf wastrying to bridge the cultura gap between
them. If they were human, they'd be playing
billiards. Or Ping-Pong. But since they were who
they were, they were mixing it up with dien monsters
instead.

And Level Two-well, that didn't sound so
good, but it didn't sound so bad either. After all,
Commander Riker had oncetried Level
One- or 0 held said one night around the poker
table. O'Brien went to see hisfriend Resnick with a
clear conscience. HE done his part to ensure peace
and tranquility on the Enterprise.

Responding to the Daadlyit's request that they

begin the exercise, Worf strode ahead into the most
congested part of theruins. Already, he could fed his
ingtincts coming to the fore--his senses becoming sharper, the
firein his blood awakening. Morgen followed, but

at adistance of acouple of meters. A good idea,
the Klingon remarked to himsdlf. When things heated up,
he didn't want thei st to become entangled with one
another. The birds shrieked, eager for freshly

killed mest. The snake-things crawled. High above



them, the heavens rumbled asif with an impending sorm.
Movement. Worf saw it only out of the corner of
hiseye. Hisfirst impulse wasto attack it, to draw
it out. But it was on the DaaVit's flank, not
his. If they were to work together, they would have to trust each
other. Trust each other's perceptions and
abilities
A moment later, Worf was glad that he had
practiced restraint. For if he had gone after the
first hidden assailant, he would have been too
distracted to notice the second--a
powerful, furred being that legpt down a him from one of the
god-monuments. He brought up hisweapon just intime
to absorb the force of the furred one's downstroke.
Recovering, he launched an attack of hisown,
burying his hook deep in his enemy's shoulder. When
the furred onetoreit free, Worf used the other
end to smash himin the face. Asthe furred one sank
to hisknees, unconscious, Worf alowed himsaif
aglimpse of Morgen'scombat. The DaaVit
was exchanging blows with a homed and hair-lesswhite
giant modeled after the Kup'lceti of Alpha
Malachon Four. No problem there, the Klingon
decided.
And whirled in time to face another attacker, who

had sprung from behind aruined dtar. This one was



broader than the first, squatter, with a
black-and-yellow hide and eyes like chips of
obsidian. Shuffling to one side, Worf avoided
hisinitid charge. Then, asthey faced off again, he
caught the being's mace on his staff.

For amoment they grappled, Worf snarling with
effort as hetried to gain the upper hand. He could
smell hisopponent'sfetid breath, hear the
screams of the carrion birds drawn by the scent of
blood. His pulse pounded in his ears,
feeding thefiresinside him. Findly, with amighty
surge, the Klingon thrust his enemy back-in the
process cresating enough space between them to swing his
weapon. The meta ball

caught the being on the sde of the head, spinning him
around, sending him sprawling into one of the stleaming
hellpits. Roaring with pain, he struggled
desperately to climb out of the hole. Inthe end, he
faled.

Worf fdt acry of victory burst from his
throat, piercing aroll of thunder overhead.

Coailing, wary of another enemy, he caught
another glimpse of the DaaVit. Morgen was standing
over not one opponent, but two--his angular face

split by ahuge grin, his sword dripping blood.



When he sensed Worf's scrutiny, he whirled and
returned it. For amoment they stood there, each
fighting the ingtinct to cut the other to pieces. Straining
againg themsdves, measuring passion againg intellect.
Then the battle fury subsided. The moment
pasd. "Excellent,” said the DaaVit. His
yelow eyesglinted. "Better, in fact, than
| had hoped."
Worf acknowledged the compliment with anod.
Abruptly, the scene changed. The
bodies of their enemies were gone--asif they had never
beenthereat all.
Morgen looked a him. "Something else,
WorMore The Klingon shook his head. Thiswas not part of
his program. It should have ended when they struck down the
last attacker.
"Something iswrong,” he said out loud.
He didn't have achanceto elaborate. The
furred one was descending on him as before, whole again.
AsWorf leapt backward, a skull- faced
warrior--arelic of past programs-advanced from
another direction, making hisway around a steaming
hellhole. And athird oppo-nent, a
leathery-skinned, club-wielding Bandaik, was
crawling toward him over adab of stone.

It was happening too quickly. Thiswasn't Level



Two. It was something more difficult.

But he hadn't programmed anything more
difficult. "What's going on?" asked Morgen,

beset by a second group of antagonists. "l
don't know," said the Klingon. But he wasn't about
to risk the Daavit'swell-being by subjecting him
to aprogram too fierce for him. And possibly,
Worf admit-ted, too fierce for him aswell.
"Stop program,” he called to the
compuiter. It had no effect. His enemieswere il
converging on him. "Stop program,” he caled
again. Nothing. Off" to the Sde, Morgen cursed.
Worf heard the clang of colliding blades,
followed by agrunt and another clang. The
Klingon'slips pulled back in fury. Thiswasno
joke. Something had happened to the holodeck. It
wasn't responding. Even as he confronted that
fact, Skullface swung his ax, meaning
to separate Worf's head from his shoulders. The
Klingon ducked, dammed his opponent with the ball
end of hisweapon-then whirled to strike at the oncoming
Banddik.

The blow landed; the Banddik staggered back.
How-ever, the furred one was on top of him now, too

closeto defend againgt. Worf s staff went up,



though not in time to keep the furred on€e's blade from
dashing hisuniform shirt. There was a hot stab of
pain--and the Klingon could fed something warm and wet
trickling down the hard mus-cles of hissolar

plexus. It smelled like blood-- his blood.

Hooking the furred one as he had before, he sent
him sprawling. But before he could turn and face
another adversary, something hit him in the back--hit
him hard. Gritting histeeth againgt the pain,
the Klingon did his best to keep hisfeet. But a
second blow sent him spinning wildly.

The ground rushed up to meet him, and he found himself
at the brink of asteaming hole. A moment later,
Skullface was on top of him, bringing hisax up
for the killing blow--comand Worf had lost his staff when
hefell. Still dazed, he forced himsdf to reach up and
grab hisenemy'sarms.

It worked-but only for amoment. Then hisenemy's
superior leverage began to takeitstall.

As heforced the ax blade down toward the
Klingon'sthroat, Skullface grinned. Behind
him, the furred one and the Bandalik looked on
eegerly, waiting to finish Worf off if
Skullfacefalled....

Unfortunately for O'Brien, Resnick

wasn't home. He called her on the ship's



intercom.

"Youdid invitemeover?' heasked. "l
mean, | wasn't dreaming it, was|?"

Resnick cursed softly. "Sorry,

Miles"" She gpologized profusely for having
drawn an unexpected shift in security-and
forgetting they were supposed to get together.

"l understand," hetold her. "I
guessI'll just haveto find another way to passthe
time"

Making hisway back down the corridor,
O'Brien passed by the holodecks again-and dowed
down. He had nothing e seto do, he thought; a
vist with old James might hit the spot. As
he stopped to see if holodeck one

was still occupied, he noticed that Worf s
program had escdated to Level Three.

"Hmm," he said out loud. Straightening, he
touched hiscommunicator inggnia. "O'Brien
to Commander Riker."

The response was barely asecond in coming.
"Riker here." "O'Brien, Sr. | know thisis
probably none of my business, but | saw
Lieutenant Worf and Captain Mor-gen enter the

holodeck together afew minutes ago-to



participate in the lieutenant's " calisthenics
program. And just now | couldn't help but notice
that the program had been bumped up to Level
Three-was

"Level Three?' Riker exploded. ""'Ilhm
it off, O'Brien! Turn the damned thing off!"

The transporter chief took amoment to recover
from the force of Riker's reaction--but only
amoment. Then he whirled and pressed the abort
program area on the holodeck computer pandl.
Nothing happened. According to the monitor, the program
was dill in progress.

"It's not working, Commander,” said O'Brien. He
tried to terminate the program a second time, but with
no more success. " The program won't abort.”

"Damnit," said thefirgt officer. "Riker
to bridge-was That was dl O'Brien heard for afew
moments. Then the lightswent off inthe vicinity of the
holodecks, and with them the faint hum of the ventilation
system. "O'Brien?' It was Riker again. "Aye,
sr?' "Weve cut power to Deck Eleven. Can
you hear anything from inside the holodeck?"

OBrien ligened. His ssomach tightened.

"Nothing, Commander.”

A muffled curse. "Try to pry the doors

open, Chief. Therell be a security team therein



aminute or two." O'Brien tugged at one of the

doors, knowing full well that he wouldn't be able

to budge it by himsdf-even with the power shut down. Of
course, that didn't stop him from giving it his best

shot.

By the time the security team showed up, he'd
actualy created an opening thesize of a
hand's-breadth. A familiar face loomed before him
as other hands gripped the interl ocking segments of the
doors. "Fern," he said, acknowledging her.

Resnick smiled grimly. "Any ideawhat
happened?’ He shook his head. "Just that
Lieutenant Worf'sin there, and Captain
Morgen aswell. And they're in some kind of
trouble.”

He and Resnick strained along with the rest of the
security team, but they weren't making much
progress. It seemed that the doors had moved about
al they were going to.

"Everybody step back," said Burke, the team
leader. Waiting amoment while O'Brien and the
others com-plied, he plucked his phaser off his
belt, selected a setting, and trained it on one
of the doors. Then he activated the thing.

The blue beam knifed out, vaporizing the



duranium door in amatter of seconds. Asthe
air filled with seam and the smell of something burning,
Burke made hisway through the twisted metal
remains. Resnick wasright on histail. And
O'Brien wasright on hers. With the power off, the
holodeck had reverted to a yellow-on-black
grid. Thereweretwo figuresinsde.

Both bloody, but both still standing--if barely.

Swaying, panting heavily, Worf waved avay
Resnick's offer of help. "Seeto Captain
Morgen," he ordered, hisvoicelittle more than a
rasp.

A couple of security officers approached the
DaaVit. "No," sadd Morgen. "Let me
be." And promptly fell to his knees. Burke
pressed hisingignia. "Sickbay--we need a
traumateam in holodeck one. We've got two
casudties--one Klingon and one DaaVit.

Hurry. his

"But | fed fing," Worf protested.

"I'm happy for you," responded Crusher, using
her tricorder to check the dermaplast patch on the
Klingon's back. It was adhering perfectly--coma
good job, if she said s0 hersdlf. "Ther€sredly no
need for this, Doctor.”

She glanced over her shoulder & Morgen.



"Another sector heard from."

The DaaVit shook his head disapprovingly.
"Whét isit about medical officers?’

"They are excessively cautious,” Worf
observed. "To be sure," agreed the DaaVit.
"10 offense, Doc-tor, but sickbay
istheonething | will not miss about Starfleet.”

Crusher chuckled. "Listen to you two. One would
think you'd been herefor days. It'sbeen only a
couple of hours." Finished with her examination of
Worf's dress-ings, she moved over to Morgen's
biobed.

"A couple of hourstoo many," complained the
DaaVit as the doctor positioned her tricorder
near his

thigh. The gouge there had been deep, but it was
heding nicely, with no sgn of infection. ™Y ou can
see we need no further attention.”

"l can see," she countered, "that you know nothing about
medicine. Or else you choose to ignore what you do
know." She moved the tricorder up to Morgen's
side, where held been badly dashed. " Just because you
fed fine doesn't mean you arefine. Those heding
agents and painkillers and antibiotics take their

toll. The healing agentsin particular-they soak up



nutrients like a sponge, leaving just enough for the body's
other func-tions. A little too much physica

activity and you'll beflat on your backs, wishing

you had enough strength to scratch your nose.”

Worf made aderisive sound. "Y ou
underestimate the Klingon condgtitution,

Doctor." He consdered Morgen. "And perhapsthe
DaaVit condtitution aswell.”

Morgen frowned as Crusher inspected his chest
wounds. "Y our colleague spesks the truth.
DaaVit-and Klingons-are tougher than you may
redize”

Satisfied with Morgen's progress, the
doctor switched off her instrument and closed it up.

"l underestimate nothing,” she said. "Worf should know
that, considering I've been treating him for years now.
True, I've never had to medicate him for wounds like
these-but | think | know afew things about Klingon
biology." She re-placed thetricorder inthe

pocket of her lab coat. "Now, if you wereto say

I've never treated aDaaVit, you'd be quite right.

But I've studied up quite abit on the subject.”

"Reading and doing are two different things,"
Morgen reminded her. "l agree,” Crusher
assured him. "That'swhy | went to 100

the trouble of speaking recently with aDr. Carter



Greyhorse. Y ou know him? Apparently, he's had
some experience treating aDaaVit. Naturaly,

neither of us anticipated any problems, considering the
nature of our misson to DaaV. But he humored

meall thesame." Morgen'seyes

narrowed. He turned to Worf. "It'sa

conspiracy.” The Klingon grunted in assent.

"No doubt." Crusher noted with interest the
relationship that had devel oped between the two. Of
course, she wouldn't dare point it out to them. That would
be the quickest way to destroy it.

Hell of away to get closer, shethought. If the
experience had lasted much longer, it would have killed
them. "Inany case" shesad, "I've got
to go. The captain has called ameeting--you can
imaginewhat it'sabout.” Worf did off his
biobed. "I should be there."

"No way," the doctor told him. ™Y oull
stay right here. That'san order.”

"But | am chief of security. And thisisa
security matter." "1 don't careif you're
the''-she glanced at Morgen--"the hereditary ruler of
DaaV. No oneleavesthissickbay until |
tell them to. Got it?"

Neither Worf nor Morgen answered--at least,



not audibly. But when Crusher |eft sickbay, she
left lone.

Picard wasthe first to enter the lounge. It was
quiet-dmost unnaturally so. Outside, seen through the
obser-vation ports, the stars bore silent
witnessto hiscarefully controlled anxiety. He
crossed the room.

Taking his place a the head of the conferencetable,

gazing at its polished surface, the captain had

an over-wheming sense of dgavu. He could amost
fed the years peding away, the dimensions of the
room shrinking ... faces swimming up a him.
Those of Ben Zoma, Simenon, Greyhorse,

Idun, Pug and-of course -- Jack Crusher

"IsEnsgn Morgen dl right, Doctor?"

"Fine, was said Greyhorse. "Hewasjugt alittle
shaken up. "And Lieutenant Asmund?’ asked
Jack.

Picard could fed 1dun tense a the mention of
her sister-but she gave no other sign of her concern.
"likewise, Captain. Shell liveto stand trid
for the attempt on Morgen'slife. was "Good. |
am glad to hear that she will survive. was He had

to be careful what he said. After dll, it was Gerda



who'd committed the crime-not her twin.

"I've got two men assigned to her night and
day,” reported Joseph. He glanced at
Greyhorse. "The doctor's not pleased
about it, but | told him those were your orders. his

The captain nodded. "Indeed.”

"What about the Klingons?' asked Smenon. "The
Victorious and the Berlin are only hours away, was
responded Ben Zoma. "They'll be escorting the
good ship Tagh'rat to the borders of the Empire, where
it will become an imperial matter. But the word from the
emperor isthat the splinter group will be dedlt with
harshly. After al, he wantsthistreaty as much as
we do. was"What adamned sorry mess,” said
Greyhorse.

"Could have been worse, was said Jack. " She could
have succeeded." "Dwe, was said the Gndish.

Suddenly, Joseph stood. "Sir, was he said,
addressing 102

Picard, "I want to take full
responsibility for what hap-pened If there are
any repercussions-was

"Wewill dl assume respongbility,”
interrupted the captain. The security chief seemed

mute for amoment. He hung his head, and when he



spoke again, it wasin a softer tone. "It'sjust that |

don't know how this could have happened. . ." "dis. .
could have happened,” said avoice outside the lounge.
Drawing himsdf up to hisfull height,

Picard saw Riker entering dongside Data. The
android's brow waswrinkled ever so dightly. "It
does seem highly unlikely,” remarked Data

"What does?" asked the captain.

Both Riker and the android regarded him.

"That what happened in the holodeck could have been
an accident,” said thefirgt officer.

Data nodded as he pulled out the middle seat on
the sde of thetablefacing the stars. "That is

correct, ar. It ispossible that Lieutenant
Worf inadvertently misprogrammed the

holodeck, cdling for aLevel Three scenario
to automaticaly follow Level Two. However,

he could not have inadvertently instructed it to ignore his
command to abort." Seating himsdf, he went on with-out
pause. "The holodeck computer's mortality
falsafeisdesgned to resst such ingructions,
to make them difficult for the user to implement-in
order to avoid just this sort of occurrence.” Riker

sat too--at hisusua place, on Picard's

|eft. "Of course, there could have been a

malfunction-but you know how rare those are. We check



the holodecks on aregular basis. Certainly,
we would have caught on to aflaw that profound.”
Halfway through Data's observation,
Dr. Crusher, Counselor Troi, and Commander
LaForgefiled into the room. Geordi had something
in hishand.
"And even asmplemdfunction,” saidthe
android, "would not account for Chief O'Brien's
inability to end the program from without. That would have
depended on adifferent circuit entirely.”
"In other words," expanded the first officer, "both
circuits would have had to go haywire a once. A
pretty big coincidence." "Yes," confirmed
Data. "Theonly practical explanation
isthat--" " Someone tampered with the holodeck
circuitry,” said LaForge, tossing his burden
on the center of thetable. It did afoot or so on
the smooth surface before findly coming to ahdt. "And
that's exactly what happened.” Ashe, Troi, and
Crusher took their seats, he pointed to the bundle
of wiresand small black boxes. "There'sthe
evidence. Wefound it behind one of the lead panels.”
Picard picked up the bundle and turned it over in
hishands. "L ooksfairly complicated,” he

concluded.



"Itis" sad hischief engineer. "Ingenious, in
fact. And made from parts one might find around the
ship." "Naturdly," said Riker. "A
device like that would have been detected in the
transport process.”

"It appears,” said Troi, "that someone among us
isout to get Morgen. Or Worf. Or both of
them."

The captain fdt amusclein hisjaw beginning
to twitch. He did his best to contral it.

Riker frowned. "Someone was after Morgen once
before. On the Stargazer.”

Beverly turned to the captain. "But that was twenty

years ago. And she was apprehended before she could
carry out her misson-wasn't she?"

Picard nodded. "Gerda Asmund was found
guilty of attempted murder and remanded to the
rehabilitation colony on Anjelica Seven.

She spent eleven years of her life there beforethe
authorities judged her fit to rgoin society.”

He sighed. "Shortly thereafter, shedied ona
freighter en route to AlphaPdemon.: The
ship was passing through ameteor svarm when its
shields sud-denly failed. Gerdawasworking in the

hold; it was punctured, and she was lost with seven



others."

"Her body?' asked Riker. "Never
found," said the captain. "Then she could till be
dive" Geordi concluded. "Not likely," said
Picard. "There were no contain-ment suits missing.
No shuttle craft unaccounted for.” "Still . . ."
Geordi ingsted. Crusher leaned forward.
"Captan ... how much did Idun and Gerda
resemble each other?"

It was achilling thought.

"They wereidentica,” said Picard. "I could
barely tell them apart, except for the fact that

Idun sat a the helm and Gerda at navigation.”
He shook his head. "But what you're suggesting
seemsabit farfetched.” Heregarded Troi.
"Counsdlor ... have you sensed anything to make you
suspect Idun is not who she seems?’ Troi
shook her head. "No, not redlly. Just the sort of
ambiguities one might expect from ahuman
rased by Klingons." She paused. "Though | must
admit, | have had little experience with Idun's sort
of mind. Thereisadiscipline there that keeps mefrom
reading her emo-tionsvery well."

"What about the transporter?' asked Geordi.



"Wouldn't it have arecord of her bio-profile?
One we could match with her records?'

"Inconclusve” ruled Crusher. "I
Gerdaand Idun have the same bio-profile-which has
been known to happen with identical twins-- then we
would have no way of knowing if Gerdabeamed aboard in
her sigter's place.

"They did have the same profile," Picard
noted reluc-tantly. "1 remember that.”

Riker regarded him. "And Idun was at
Starbase 81 long enough for Gerdato make the
switch." Helooked thoughtful, then frowned. "But

| have to agree with the captain. We're looking a
bit far afield- especidly when Idun hersdlf has
amotive."

"Y ou mean revenge?"' asked Troi. "For what
happened to her sster?’ "Make that two motives,”
thefirgt officer anended. "I wasthinking more dong the
lines of her completing Gerdas mission.”
"Completing. . ." Picard began. "To what
purpose, Number One?' "The same purpose as
before," said Riker. "To create arift between the
Federation and the DaaVit. To eiminate any need
for the Klingons to share a confer-ence table with their old
enemies. And with Morgen inheriting the crown of

DadVery, they could hardly have picked a better time



to kill him. Not only would the DaaVit
break tieswith us, they'd be thrown into a state of
internal disarray." The captain shook his head.
"ldun Asmund has served Starfleet with
digtinction for more than two decades. She has never
given anyone any reason to doubt her
loydties™ He straightened in hischair. "When
Gerda made her attempt on Morgen'slife,
| decided that 106

it would be the gravest of injusticesto punish
Idun for her sster's crime--and | have not changed
my mind in that regard. If thereisevidence
to incriminate her, fine. But let us not judge her
on her choice of shling done.”

"All right, then," said Riker. "What about the
oth-ers?' Those at the table exchanged glances. It was
not an easy thing to hold up one'sfellow officers
as murder suspects-particularly when the Stargazer
survivors had become so well liked. And
Picard sympathized; he was no more eager to hear such
accusations than his officers were to voice them.

But someone had committed an act of violence on his
ship. He could not alow that to happen again. " Commander
Riker asked aquestion,” said the cap-tain. "l want

answers" Heturned to Trai first.



"Coun-sdlor?'
The Betazoid sighed. "Mr. Joseph isnot a
happy man, sr. Heishitter-disliusioned.”
"Over hisfailure to advance his career?' said
Picard. Troi nodded. "Apparently.”
"Do you think," asked the captain, "that his
unhappi-ness would manifest itsdf thisway?"
"Itisdifficult to say. | do not think
Joseph resents Morgen in particular. If he
has focused his resentment on anyone, itis
Commander Cadwallader."
"Then again,” sad Riker, "Morgen was below him
once in the chain of command just as Cadwallader was."
"Andwhen oneisirrationd," offered Crusher,
"one may lash out a anyone. his
Troi shook her head. " Joseph is not
irrational-at least, not asfar as| cantell. But

heisangry. At times, extremely angry.”

Riker indicated the mess of wires and black
boxes. "Does he have the knowhow to make something like
this?' "Heisnot an engineer,” said Picard, "if
that's what you mean. But security work doesinvolve
aknowledge of ship'ssystems.”" " Greyhorse has some
technical knowledge," the doc-tor offered. She shrugged.

Obvioudy, shedid not believe



Greyhorse was aviable murder suspect. The
captain couldn't exactly blame her. "What about
Simenon?" asked Data, who had re-mained

dlent amost from the time he sat down. No
surprise, thought Picard. Matters of motivation
were not exactly the android's specidty. "Hewould
certainly havethe expertise,” said Troi. "But

does he have amotive?'

"The Gndish and the DaaVit have never been best
of friends,” Beverly remarked. "I remember Jack
express-+ some misgivings about Morgen and
Simenon sarving together.”

The captain looked & her. It wasthefirg time
she'd brought up Jack's name since the Stargazer
contingent came aboard. "True," hesaid. "On the
other hand, there was never any violence between the two
peoples-thanks to Fede-ration intervention. Nor
did those misgivings ever be-come materid. In
fact, Morgen and Simenon aways had a healthy
respect for each other."

"What about the DaaVit angle?' suggested
Riker. Helooked at Picard. "We know that
Morgen has opposition a home. Would his
political enemiesgo so far asto hirean

assassin?' The captain mulled it over.



"l supposeitispossble” he conceded. "And the
DaaVit are sufficiently spread 108

out among the Federation for any one of our gueststo have
hed contact with them.”

Riker looked to the intercom grid in the ceiling.
"Computer-has anyone in Captain Morgen's
escort been to DaaVery?' The computer responded
ingantly in apleasant fe-mae voice.
"Captain Ben Zoma, Commander Cadwal lader, and
Chief Joseph visited DaaVery one year ago
on the Lexington. his

"Their purpose?’ asked thefirg officer.
"To ddiver medicinesrequested by the DaaVit
gov-ernment.” Picard nodded. Pug on DaaVery,
he thought. How could he help but read into the Situation?
Bitterness often made aman vulnerable. And if the
proper incentive was offered into the bargain ... No.
The captain would not prejudge Joseph any more
than he would Idun. Pug had served him well on
the Stargazer; he deserved better. And yet, he
could not dlow hisfedingsto get intheway of his
duty. Picard cleared histhroat.

"I must say," hetold the others, "itis
extremedy difficult for meto believe that one of
my former officersis cgpable of murder.

| would have trusted any one of them with my



life-exactly as| would trust one of you. was He
consdered the device on the table. "But one cannot
ignore the facts. We have adangerous

individual aboard comand we must find that

individud. Quickly-before he or she can strike

agan.
"I'll organize the security effort,” said
Riker. "WEell have each of them watched around the
clock." "Good, Number One. But be discrest.
Security per-sonnd are not to discuss the matter in
public-not even among themselves." He turned
to Geordi and then to 109
Crusher. "That goesfor engineering and medica
per-sonnel aswdll. | do not wish to put the
assassin on guard.”
Assassin. Theword seemed so out of place here
on the Enterprise. "Counsdor Trol," he
said, addressing the empath in her turn. "Keep an
eyeon our vigtors. Let me know if you sense
any duplicity inthem.”
Troi nodded. "Aye, Sr."
"In some cases, Counselor, you may have
to seek them out. We may not have thetimeto carry ona
passveinvestigation.”

She nodded again.



Picard turned to the ship's doctor. "I trust
Worf will be up and about soon?”’

"| want to kegp him--and Morgen aswell-for
observation overnight. Then they'redl yours. But

| wouldn't ask Worf to take on anything

physicaly strenuous--not for acouple of days
anyway."

That was fine with the captain. What he needed now was
the Klingon's mind-histraining in protecting the
ship and its people from calculated harm.

"Thet will haveto do," hesaid. "When you release him,
send him directly tome."

Crusher promised that she would do that.

Morgen shook his head, stalking from one end of the
captain's ready room to the other. Dr. Crusher

had done a good job; Picard would never have noticed
hisfriend'slimp if he hadn't been looking for it.
"Itisout of the question.”

Sitting behind his desk, the human frowned. "It
isan eminently reasonable request.”

"Not from my point of view."

"l am not asking you to lock yoursdlf in your quarters
--only to make yoursdlf scarce.
TheDaaViteyedhim."And |
categoricdly refuse” "Damnit, Morgen.

Someone has made an attempt on your life. was



"So you'd have me hide from them? Be fearful of them?"
He sneered scornfully. “That isnot the

DaaVit way, my friend. | would have thought you'd know
that by now."

Picard took a deep breeth, let it out. He
hadn't expected this to be easy, had he?

"Of course," said Morgen, "you could order me
confined to quarters. That is certainly your
prerogative." He stopped to face Picard, as
if chdlenging him. "But then, you would bejalling the
next ruler of the DaaVit worlds."

The captain decided againgt picking up the
gauntlet. He wanted mattersto proceed
camly-in an orderly fashion. And arousing
Morgen'sire was the wrong way to do that.
Fortunately, a more subtle tack occurred to him.

"I would never think of it," hetold the

DaaVit. "Not even if you were dill an ensign, and
you crown was twenty years away." That gave
Morgen pause. "That'sright,” hesaid finaly. "You
didn't confine meto quartersthen ether.” Hetilted
his head. "But then, the killer had dready been
caught-hadn't she?' "We didn't know

there weren't other killers aboard.” Picard got

up from behind his desk and came forward to St on the edge



of it. "Not for certain, we didn't. What's more,

there was the matter of a Klingon escape ship to be
reckoned with." He shrugged. "But at thetime | was
concerned with more than your well-being. | was

concerned with your education. It occurred to methat if you
were to become a Starfleet officer, you had to be
treated like one." Morgen nodded. "1'm
grateful.”

"Y ou are quite welcome," said the captain. "And my
trust was rewarded. Starfleet got itself afine
officer." Helooked at the DaaVit. "A
fine captain." A pause. "That is, before you
becameadignitary.”

"l beg your pardon?"' said the DaaVit, his
eyes narrowing. Picard smiled. "Come, Morgen.
Admit it. You are, for dl intents and purposes,
aready theruler of your people. Y ou have left behind your status
as a Starfleet officer-in your own mind, if not
officidly." Hehdd out hishands. ™Y ou don't
believe me? Recdll, if you will, the threat you
made amoment ago.”

The DaaVit regarded him for what seemed a
long time. "No," hesad findly, hislip
curling. "'l was spegking in anger. Gods, the very
thought of being adignitary-it makes my skin

crawl." Helooked away from Picard and



grimaced.
"Why?" asked the human. "Because dignitaries
are notorious for ignoring what we captains know
are best for them? Because they ing st on endangering their
livesfor no good reason?' He nodded. "Y es, you
areright. Those are things of which you could never be accused.”
Morgen's head came up and hiseyeslocked again
with Picard's. At that moment he looked likea
prototypical son of DaaV ery-one whose edges had
never been soft-ened by the Federation. Then, dowly, a
begrudging smile spread acrosshisface. "You area
madter, gr. | salute you." He shook his head
goprecidivedy. "Indl that time | spent
captaining the Excdibur, | never developed that
knack you havefor making apoint.”
"Just aswdll," said Picard. "Then you would have
been completely insufferable-not unlike Ben
Zoma." A best. "You'll cooperate?’ The
Daddlyit's nogrilsflared. "Up to apoint,”
he agreed. "I'll make mysdf ... how did you
put it? Scarce?' "That isindeed how | put
it"
"But if trouble presentsitself, don't expect
meto run. | am dill quite capable of handling mysdlf, you

know." The captain had no doubt of it. "Fair



enough,” hesaid.

Toi waited in the corridor outside the doors
of Com-mander Asmund's gpartment. Insde, she
knew, her presence was being announced by abeeping
sound. Nor could Asmund fail to hear thesignd,;
it was audible in every part of her quarters, and the computer
had con- firmed that she was home,

Of course, the commander could ignore the
beeping-indicating that she didn't want to be
disturbed. Or she could smply say so viaship's
intercom.

The empath was beginning to suspect thefirgt
possibil-ity when the intercom suddenly barked out a
sngleword: "Enter.”

She gathered hersdlf as the doors opened, reveding
one of the apartments set aside for guests. The decor
was moderate and subdued-designed more to avoid
offense than to delight, Sncethe ship'svigitors
had such abroad spectrum of tastesand
preferences.

In specia instances, of course, the apartments were
completely redecorated-usualy
to impress aforeign leader or ambassador with the
Federation's respect for

other ways of life. The captain's guests,

however, had no need of such specia treatment. They



wered| used to Starfleet facilities of one sort

or another.

Troi camein and looked around. No sign of
Asmund. "Commander Asmund?' shecalled

politely.

"Beright with you," came the answer from some-where
deeper in the gpartment.

The empath nodded, mostly to herself, and took a

seat on asmall blue couch. Aboveit wasa
painting-areplicaof Glogterer'sfamous sudy:

"The Molecular Structure of Certain Amino
Acids" Shetook amoment to appreciate the

subtleties of tone and color. And tried not
to reflect on her ambivalence about her misson here.
On one hand, she was doing exactly what shed

amed for when she set out to be aship's counsdlor.
Shewastrying to hdp an individud who was having
problems adjusting to her environment. And Asmund was
certainly having problems. One had only to witness

her departure from dinner the night before to know that. But she
was dso attempting to pin down adanger to the

ship and its occupants. And while thiswas a part of her
job aswell, she was more used to gauging murderous
intent in outsdersthan in fellow officers.

Coming here under the guise of counsglor was, in some



ways, asubterfuge. A deception, if only
by hdf. That didn't sit well with her. Her
nature was to be sincere, honest. What's more, her
effectiveness as a counsel or was based squarely
on those qudities. If she were to obtain someone's
trust, she had to first be confident she was trustworthy.
Y et the threat had been so immediate, the evidence so
solid that there was amurderer on board, that Troi
hadn't protested when the captain asked her
to probe their guests emotions. Nor would she back
down now. "Counsdlor Troi," said Asmund,
bringing her out of her reverie. The woman was standing in the
doorway that led back to her deeping quarters. She
was wearing atight-fitting black jump suit of
Starfleet issue; her hair, till wet from the shower,
was combed straight back. The empath started to her
feet, and Asmund mo-tioned for her not to bother.
"Can| get you anything?' asked the blond
woman. Troi shook her head. "No. Thank
you."
Asmund went over to the apartment's food
processing unit. "1 hope you don't mind,” she
sad, "if | have something mysdlf.” "Not at dl," said
the ship's counsdlor.
With practiced skill Asmund punchedina

seriesof ingructions. A moment later aglass of



thick dark lig-uid appeared on atray, dong
with a couple of cloth nap-kins.

At firg Troi thought it was aKlingon drink.

Then, as Asmund came over and sat on a
graceful highbacked chair, the empath got a
whiff of it.

"Prunejuice" shesad.

The blond woman nodded, tucking back alock
of wet hair that had fallen onto her forehead. "Y ou
should try it sometime.” Taking asip, she set down
the tray and then the glass on the polished black
table that separated them.

"Perhaps | will," the counsdlor agreed, amiling
pleas-antly. Asthey regarded each other, Troi
got the same impres-sions she'd gotten before.
Conflicts, uncertainties. The strain of maintaining
afagade of humanity when her naturd tendency
wasto be Klingon. A mirror-image of Worf,
she noted, and not for the first

time. Onewastrying to reconcile his
Klingon heritage with his human upbringing; the other was
trying to ba-ance her Klingon upbringing with her
human heritage.

There was a strange symmetry there. An amost

poetic juxtaposition of opposites-what the



Betazoid musi-cians of two centuries earlier
would have called aieannen baiannen. Literaly, wind
and water. But Troi had not come here to make esthetic
observa-tions. Probing more deeply, she searched
for the emo-tiond residue that would normally
accompany duplicity in a human-the shades of
feding that would tip her off to Asmund's guilt.

"Tel me, Counsdor," said the blond
woman. "Why are you here?' The empath |ooked her
intheeye. "It isobviousthat you are having some
trouble coping. | was wonder-+-was"If there was
anything you could do to help?' Troi maintained her
composure despite the interrup-tion. " Something like
that. | know how difficult it can betofinaly closea
wound- and then to have it opened again by people and circumstances.”
"Do you, Counsdor?' Her voice was steady,
giving away nothing. "With al due respect, |
doubt it." "Contrary to appearances,” Troi

responded, "I have had my share of heartaches.

My share of loss. Of pain." For a
fleeting moment, she thought of Ian, and her heart
sank. Then she recovered.

Asmund must have noticed her discomfort, because her
attitude changed rather abruptly.

"I did not mean to make this acompetition,” she

sad. "l gpologize." She shrugged. "I have had



this conversartion twice now- once with my present
captain and once with Captain Picard. Both times

| managed to convince

mysdlf that they were right; both times | made an effort
to meet the others hafway. Both times | was
unsuccess-ful." She shook her head. "Then |

redlized that the problem was not theirs, but mine." "What
do you mean?' asked Troi, though she had afairly
good idea. "They may haveforgiven me my association
with Gerda--comb | haven't.” Asmund straightened

in her seat. "How much do you know about Klingon
tradition, Counsdlor?'

"A little," said the empath. "Mostly from my
asociation with Lieutenant Worf."

The other woman stared into her glass. "The
ancient Klingons had alaw that if a person was not
avaladleto betried for hiscrimes, hisshblings

might be held accountable instead.” Her voice
hardened. "Gerdawas my sster. In human
terms, | had an obligation to watch out for her. In
Klingon terms, it was more than an obligation. It was
a7w mir--ablood-bond."

Troi leaned forward. "Are you saying that yourein
someway quilty of your sster's crime? Asif you

had committed it instead of her?' "'l know," said



Asmund. "The Federation doesn't seeit that way.
Neither does the human part of me. Over the years,
| think, my human sdf managed to submergethe
guilt--theimplications of the"Iw mir. was She
frowned. "1 believe, however, that my reunion with
my former comrades has awakened my Klingon sense
of respong- hility."
"And that iswhy you cannot mingle with them? Because they
remind you of the blood-bond?*
"That ismy theory. Evenif no onedsewill
punish mefor Gerdas crime, | will punish
mysdlf." Sheraised her
glassand sipped. "What do you think,
Counsdlor? From aprofessiona standpoint, |
mean?'
It sounded plausible. Troi wasforced to say so.
"As| thought." Asmund put her glassdown again
and smiled grimly. "So you see, Counselor, |
don't need to talk with anyone. I'm quite
capable of diagnosing my own problems.”
The empath tried to frame her words carefully.
"Diag-nosisisonly thefirst step, Commander.
Now that you know there is something wrong, don't you want
to do something about it?* Asmund stared at her. "From a
Klingon point of view, Counsdor, itismy

responsibility to bear thisguilt.” It wasa



difficult stuation. Troi had to concede that. "Would
it hurt," she asked, "if wetalked again?'

Asmund thought about it. "No," she said findly. "I
supposeit wouldn't hurt.”

"Good," said the counsdlor. "Then let's do that.
Asoften asyou like." She returned the other woman's
piercing gaze. "And if | do not hear fromyou, | will
takeit upon mysdf tocal.”

Asmund nodded. "Fair enough.”

Troi rose. "l am glad we had thistalk."
She smiled. The other woman tried to do the same as
shegot to her feet-but in dl fairness, she
wasn't very good at it. Nor did she offer any
further expression of emotion-gratitude or
anything else--as the empath departed. Once out in the
corridor, Troi took adeep breath and
frowned. Again, she had come up hard against
Asmund'swall of sdf- discipline-a
discipline born of hiding her-sdffrom hersdf. Of
course, she had gotten someinsght into the blond
woman by virtue of their conversation-but nothing she could
offer to the captain as an indica-tion of
Asmund'squilt or lack of it. 120

Asfor easing the woman's pain ... perhaps she had

made some headway there. But not as much as she might have



hoped. All indl, an unsatisfying conclusion.
Riker bit hislip asthe doors opened to reves
Cadwallader's quarters. Come on, he told
himsdlf. The sooner you get this over with, the better.
Shewas sitting by the computer termind built into the
bulkhead, wearing her mustard-and-black uniform.
"Hi," shesad. "Hi." Hewas glad she hadn't
changed yet for dinner comparticularly when he saw the
very feminine green shift folded neetly over the
back of achair.
Cadwallader turned and followed his gaze. "Not
very negt," she gpologized, "am 1?1 just can't
help it. Leaving clothesal over ismy vice"
"Trivia. . ." hebegan, but shewas aready up
out of her seat and across the room. Picking up the
dress, she held it before her. Riker could seethat it
was tranducent in places-dl the right places.
"Youlikeit?' sheasked. "I know it's
bad form to show adate your dress before you've got it
on, but--" She shrugged. "What can | say? Mum
never trained me quiteright"
He had known this wouldn't be easy. But he hadn't
expected her to be so damned excited-so
vulner-able.
tfrivia... his

Shereplaced the dresson the chair. "Thisis



appropriate, isn't it? 1 mean, I've never
had dinner in a holodeck. How does one dress
for ameteor ssorm? Or a hot, steaming jungle?"

She stopped short, surprised by the tone of his
voice. "Excuse me. Did | say something
wrong?"

Riker cursed himself inwardly. He hadn't meant
it to belikethis. "No. It'snot your fault. It'sjust
that--" Here came the hard part. "Maybe thisian't
such agood idea."

He might aswdll havetold her hewasa
Romulanin disguise. "l beg your pardon?’ she
sad.

"Y ou know," hetold her, "with both of usbeing
officers. . ." It sounded lame and he knew it.

But what else could he say? Certainly not the truth

--that she was a suspect in an attempted

murder investigation, and that it prevented him from getting
emotiondly involved with her. If heligtened to his

heart instead of his head, if he kept on going the

way hewasgoing ... it would be too easy to let

something dip, something that would help the assas-sin
achieve successthe next time.

Not that he believed Cadwallader was the

assasdin. Far from it. But if Riker let out some



detall of theinvestiga-tion, and she unknowingly
passed it on to the quilty party . .. "Will," she
sad, "there arelots of officerswho have. . .

rel ationships with one another. It'snot asif we're
even serving on the same ship." Shelooked at him

in away that made his heart snk. "Or isthere some
other reason? Perhapsthe bit of differencein our
ages?’

He stedled himsdlf, shook his head. "No other

reason. | likeyou, Tricia. | likeyou alot. But

| just don't fed comfortablewith . . . with what's
happening between us.”

She amiled ruefully. "That'stoo bad,” she
told him. "I thought--- well, never mind what |
thought." Therewasjust the dightest trace of huskiness
in her voice. "'l guess 122

I'll see you around, then, eh? Maybe

inthe gym or something." Riker nodded. "1 wouldn't
be surprised." And before he could fater--before he could
change hismind about the line hed drawn between his
fedlings and his duty-he turned and left the suite.

Even after he was outside in the corridor, the

doorsto Cadwallader's quarters closed behind him,
he could see her expression. The disbelief. The
disappointment. The embarrassment. He fet like

something one would scrape from the bottom of one's



boots.

It was strange. The more time passed without any other
incidents, the more it seemed that the sabotage of the
holodeck had never taken place.

AsPicard looked around the bridge, everything
seemed 0 placid-so orderly. It was difficult
to contem-plate the possibility of violenceinsuch a
Sting. Even the viewscreen, with itsfamiliar
image of stars stretched into taut lines of light,
conspired to creste an illusion of gability.

Of course, Picard knew that thiswas a pitfall
he would have to avoid. As much as he wanted to believe
other-wise, he knew that someone had attempted
to kill Morgen-and perhaps Lieutenant Worf as
wdll.

He could fed the Klingon's presence
at the Tactical sation-like an anchor in aseaof
uncertainty. They hadn't pursued the possibility
that Worf might have been the primary target and not
Morgen. But then, given the presence of the Stargazer
survivors, and thefact that the DaaVit'slife
had been threatened once before ...

Playing devil's advocate for amoment,

Picard asked himsdf if any of hisformer officers

might have areason 123



for wanting Worf dead. Asfar as he knew,
none of them had ever met him before they'd boarded the
Enterprise. And the only onewho had areason
to hate Klingons was Morgen-the very individua who
had shared the secu-rity chief's peril inthe
holodeck. It seemed far more likely that the
DaaVit wasthe intended victim. But just to be
sure, the captain resolved to discussthe
dternative with Commander Riker. And with Worf himsdlf,
naturdly, a a
The captain's thoughts came to an aorupt halt
as hefdt the ship surge violently benesth him.
On the viewscreen there was an accompanying shift--
asthe dashes of starlight shortened up considerably.
"Mr. Data," hesaid, "l gave no order
to accelerate.” The android had stationed himsalf
at the Conn Station for the day to give Solismore
practice a Ops. Hisfingerswere fluttering over
the controls at a quicker than usua pace.
"Nor did | initiate any changein
speed,” said Data. He swiveled in his seat
to face Picard. "Nonetheless, s, we have
accelerated. We are proceeding at warp nine point
ninefive"
The captain shook his head, incredulous. The

Enter-prise's engines weren't supposed to be



capable of propd-ling it that fast-at least, not for more
than afew seconds.

"Areyou cartain?' he asked Data

The android turned back to his console and
checked. "Diagnogtics confirmit, Sr. Unless
the entire computer system has ma functioned, we
aretraveling at arate equd, to five thousand
ninety-four timesthe speed of light.”

Picard fdt adight queasinessin hissomach
asherose

and approached the Conn station. Normally, he
didn't check up on hisbridge

personnd-particularly Data. But there was nothing
normal about this.

Sure enough, the monitor showed that they were
clipping dong at 9.95. The queasiness grew
worse. Could this have anything to do with the attempt on
Morgen'slife?

"How isthis possible?" he asked the android.

"l do not know, Sir." One thing was certain-the ship
could not be dlowed to continue at this speed. Who knew
what it would do to the warp engines? The hull
integrity?"Sow to warp Six again," heingtructed

Solis. "Immediatdy. his

The dark-haired lieutenant looked up at him.



"Captain ... | know this sounds crazy, but the
engines are aready working a warp six. Or at leadt,
what should bewarp six.”

Picard glanced a the viewscreen, asif it could
tell him something his officers couldn't. But it yielded
nothing of value. "Mr. LaForge" he called.
"LaForge here," camethe response.

"Thisisthe captain. I'm up on the bridge."

Picard licked hislips. "Commander, | want you
to check on the warp drive-tell me how fast we
should be going." "Should be?' asked Geordi. "There
seems to be some question as to our speed,” explained the
captain.

"Sir, | just checked the warp drive. | felt

asurge and | wanted to make sure

everythingwasadl right." "And?' Picard prodded.
"Everything seemsto bein order. Asfor how fast
weregoing, . . lef'ssee” The captain could

picture

Geordi checking hisingruments. "That would be warp
gx."- Picard fet histeeth grinding. " Commander,
what would you say if | told you we were traveling

a warp nine point ninefive?' Theintercom

system was silent for amoment. "1'd say that's
impossible," answered the engineering chief. "And

yet," the captain told him, "our externd



sensorsindicate that we are doing just that. Nor is
there any evidence of sensor failure.”

Thistime, Geordi took even longer to react.

"Y ou mean we're exceeding top speed-and our engines
aren't?' Picard managed to keep hisvoicefree

of thefrugra-tion hewasfeding. "That ishow it
appears.”

"I'll beright there," Geordi told him.

The captain grunted. "Thank you, Mister

LaForge." Heturned back to Data. "For thetime
being, Com-mander, | think it would be wise to drop out
of warp dtogether.”

"Aye, gr," replied the android. With

practiced ease, he went through the necessary
routine on his board. However, even after Datawas
finished, Picard could fed the vibration of warp
gpeed in the hull-could see the stregks of light darting
by on the viewscreen.

"What isgoing on?" he asked.

"l cannot say," the android responded. "The warp
drive has been disengaged. Y et our sensors

indicate that we are till proceeding at warp nine
point ninefive"

The captain felt amusclein hisjaw sart

to twitch. With an effort, he controlled it. "Then



we cannot slow down," he concluded. 126

It was not aquestion, but Data answered it anyway.
"That iscorrect, 9r:"

Picard resolved not to panic-not even on the
insde. Geordi would be herein amatter of
moments, he told himself. His chief engineer would shed
somelight onthis.

He had damned well better.

With both warp and impulse engines at rest, it was
ominioudy quiet in engineering. As Geordi entered
ahead of Data, two faces turned
smultaneoudy in hisdirection--those of Phigus
Simenon and Wed ey Crusher.

"Thanksfor being so prompt,” hetold
them. "What's the matter?' asked Wes.

"Must be something serious,” the Gnalish said. Y ou
were up on the bridge for amost an hour."

Geordi nodded. "It's serious dl right. That's
why | wanted the best help | could get.”

He headed for the master Situation monitor and
pulled up a schematic of the sector through which they were
passing. The Enterprise showed up asared blip in
the middle of the diagram. They all came closer
to take alook.

"Youll note," Geordi pointed out, "that

were moving pretty quickly--especidly in light



of the fact that our engines have been turned off."
Data spoke up. "Warp nine point nine
five, to be precise 129
Both Wedey and the Gndish looked at him.
"Yourekidding," said theensign.
"l am not capable of humor,” replied the
android. "Asyou know." "'l assume you've checked
for quirksin the sensor systems," remarked
Simenon. "After dl, we know only what they
tell us." "Checked and rechecked,” the chief
engineer replied. "They'reworking just fine."
"Sowere salling along at warp nine point
ninefive, and without even lifting afinger.”
Wed ey shook hishead, disbdlieving. "Curious,"
agreed the Gnalish.
"Apparently,” Geordi told them, "weve
gotten caught in some sort of subspace
phenomenon. A dip-stream, for lack of amore
precise description. And it's carrying us ahead
againg our will." He paused, looking at the others.
"I don't havetotdl you what this means.”
"Well be at DaaVery in amatter of
hours," said Simenon. "And out into uncharted space
inafew days" "That'sexactly right,” the chief

engineer said. "And from what | understand, there could be



problemsif Morgen'slate for the coronation
ceremony--big prob- lems. After dl, not

everyone on DaaVery isthrilled to see him succeed
to the throne, and they'd love an excuse for denying it
to him. Which iswhy we left ourselves plenty of time
to get himthere.”

"Or s0 you thought," added the Gndish.

"Or so we thought,” Geordi echoed. "And even

at warp factor nine point two--the maximum

gpeed the Enterprise can sustain for any extended
period of time-we're going to be ableto return
to Federation space only one-fourth asfast aswere
leaving it. In other words,

every day out isgoing to mean four days back. So if
we're going to solve this problem, wed better do it
soon-before we find ourselvesin the middle of amgjor
interplanetary incident.”

"Or worse," said Smenon. "We don't know

very much about subspace phenomena, gentlemen-but the
oneswe've observed seem to be quite variable. That
meanswe may continue thisway for awhile-but it ismore
likely we will suddenly be released. Or carried

aong even faster. was He looked at Geordi in
particular, his serpentine eyes ditted. "And then,

of course, thereisafourth possihility.” The

chief engineer nodded. "The nature of the anom-aly



could change dtogether. We could suddenly find ourselvesina
subspace whirl pool-or something even more violent.”
"Themord being to get the hdll off thisroller
coadt-er," the Gndish amplified.
"Preferably, before it hasachanceto do usin.”
Wedey draightened. ™Y ou can count on me," he
told Geordi. LaForge smiled. "I know |
can, Endgn.”
Data had dready pledged hisbest efforts. The
chief engineer turned to Simenon. "And you, Sr?"
The Gnaigh's mouth quirked, "What do you
think?' For abrief moment, Geordli
flashed back on a ques-tion the captain had
asked of him up on the bridge, when nobody else
waslisening: "Commander ... isit poss-blethat thiswas
accomplished by an act of sabotage? That we were
somehow maneuvered into this dipstream you spesk of 7!
At thetime, Geordi had said it was not possible.

And he ill bdieved that. No one-not even the best mind

the Federation-had a good enough grasp of subspace
phenomenato use onein setting atrap.

But whoever the nwas, that individua
couldn't have been too upset about running into the

dipstream. It was a distraction-a complication that could



only work to hisor her advantage. And if the

murderer was Simenon-a possibility the chief

engineer had to congder, even if hefound it

unlikely-he would have every reason not to see their work
proceed smoothly. "I think," Geordi said at

lagt, "that I'm glad to have you on my team.”

TheGndish amiled. "Naturdly.”

Asthe doors parted, Riker entered the apartment.
Morgen was standing in the center of the foreroom, looking a
little too much like a caged beast for thefirst officer's
taste. "I trust," said the DaaVit, "that you're
not here just to check up on me. | could
hardly have complied better with the captain's wishes-much
to the detriment of my disposition.”

"No," Riker assured him, "I'm not here
to check up onyou." "What then?'

"Weve got aproblem. And sinceit may
affect your arrival on DaaVery, Captain
Picard felt you should know about it."

At the mention of hishomeworld, Morgen's atention
turned up anotch. "I'm listening,” he said.

"The Enterprise has run into a subspace
phenome-non," Riker explained. "Something we've
never encoun-tered before.”

"Hasit thrown us off course?" the DaaVit

asked. Thefirst officer shook his head. "No. Our



courseis

unchanged. But the phenomenon has got us
traveling at warp factor nine point nine
five"

Morgen'sforehead ridged over. "What?'

Riker nodded. "I know how it sounds, Sir. But
it'sthetruth.” The DaaVit gestured to one of the
chairs. "Sit, Commander. Please.”

The human conformed to the request. Morgen sat
across from him on arather queer-looking couch-a
stone-and-moss affair which had come from ship's
stores. "Now," the DaaVit told him, "say
that again." Riker spread his hands. He went over the
whole business, leaving nothing out. After dl, it was
Morgen'sright to know-not only asthe next ruler of his
people, but asacaptainin Starfleet. And hisinitial
surprise notwithstanding, the DaaVit seemed
totakeitin stride.

"You know," hetold Riker, "we had our share
of close calls on the Excalibur. Maybe more
than our share. Somehow, we aways seemed to get out of
them." He smiled as he remembered, the surliness
brought on by his confinement forgotten. "After awhile,
you develop abelief that there's no problem you can't

solve--no trap from which you can't devise an



ecape." Helooked meaningfully a his guest.

"Do you know what | mean?' Thefirst officer nodded.
"Yes, gr. | do."

"Some might cdl that kind of confidenceatragpin

and of itself. And | supposeit could be. But more often,
| think it's an asset. Becauseif you redly

believe you're going to upset the odds, you generally
will." Morgen ran his pam over aclump of moss

on the couch, studied it. "I redly believe were

going to get out of this, Riker." Heraised hishead,
fixing the human with hisydlow eyes. "How

about you?"'

"And that," said Troi, "isour predicament as

| understand it." The rec cabin was empty but for the six
of them--Troi herself, Ben Zoma, Cadwal lader,
Joseph, Greyhorse, and Asmund. The ship's
counsdlor looked from face to face. "Questions?' "'l
take it Simenon isdready involved in solving the
problem," said Greyhorse, hisvoiceimplying

criticism of the idea--which was usudly the case when
he was taking about the Gnalish. "That is

correct,” Troi told him. "Heisworking

closdly with Geordi LaForge."

The doctor added, "Much to Commander La Forge's
delight, no doubt.” That drew amurmur of

laughter; even the empath had to chuckle. Only



Asmund, who sat in the back of the room apart from the
others, seemed less than enter-tained by the remark.
"And Morgen?' asked Cadwallader.

"Commander Riker isdiscussing thiswith him
sepacrately. After dl, there are politica
ramificationsto hislate arrival which will haveto be
dedlt with."

"Isthere anything the rest of us can do?" asked
Asmund. Troi shook her head, noting how the
woman's profes-sionalism had cometo the
fore as soon as she'd heard about the emergency.
Otherwise, she would probably have resisted meeting
with the others.

"Not at the present time," said the counselor.

"But if the Stuation changes, you will, of course, be
notified.” "Have you tried to contact any of our other
ships?' asked Joseph. "The Lexington, for

ingance?'

The empath nodded. "We have sent out
communica-tions beacons. However, aslong aswe
progress at this

speed, no other ship can catch up to us-much less
help us" Ben Zoma, who was Sitting next
to Joseph, clapped his security chief on the

shoulder. "Wel," hesaid, "we dl wanted to know



what was out there. Maybe now we're about to find out.”
Helooked at Troi, hisdark eyesfull of good

cheer. "Don't worry, Counsdlor. We served

on the Stargazer-we're used to blazing new

territory.” Troi wasgrateful for hishepin

keeping his comrades’ spirits up. And for

Greyhorse's as well--though that had not

necessarily been the doctor's purpose.

"If that'sdl,” shesaid, "l should be getting
back up to the bridge.”

No one objected. But as she made her way to the
exit, she found Ben Zomawalking beside her.

She had afeding it was no accident, but they werein
the corridor-out of earshot of the others-before he
confirmed it. "Counsdlor,” he said, looking
straight ahead, "theres a problem- isn't there?|
mean beyond this dipstream phenomenon.”

"A problem?" she echoed.

He turned to her, as serious as she'd ever seen
him. "I've been at thistoo long not to know when
something'swrong. First ocom al, there's an excess
of security officers around-even if they'retrying
their best not to be obvious about it. Second,
Morgen's spent an awful lot of timein his
quarterslately. And third, the holodecks are

suddenly off limits. Now, | don't know what the



othersthink, not having discussed thiswith them. But I'd
be surprised if they weren't alittle suspicious as
wdl."

Troi looked himintheeye. "If you havea
question,” she suggested, "you should take it up with the
captain." She amiled, hating the need to be
evadve. "Even ship's counsglors aren't
privy to everything, you know."

Ben Zomadidn't quite buy her act;
she could tell. But for now, he let the subject
drop. "Very well, then," he said, aglimmer of
humor creeping back into hisvoice. Or wasit
irony?"I'll let you go now. I'm sureyou've
got other dutiesto attend to.”

"Thank you," she answered, and headed for the
turbolift. Picard glanced around the conference table
a Geordi's four-member crissteam. "I'm
afraid | don't understand,” he said. "How will
reversing engines dlow usto escapethisthing?' "It
wont," said Geordi. "But it might dow usdown
--buy sometime."

The captain nodded. "And timeisafactor here,
isn'tit?' He consdered the strategy from all
angles. "What about the stressit would place on the

ship? Will the hull stand up under such circumstances?’



"There's no way of knowing for sure,” said
Simenon. "But my guessisthat the stresswill be
within manage-able limits”

"Plus, we can administer reverse thrust
gradualy,” Wedey advised. "That way, if we
see there's going to be a problem, we can back off."

Picard drummed hisfingerson thetable. "It's
risky." Dataleaned forward dightly.

"Captain, our present pogitionis
characterized by risk aswell.”

Picard looked at the android. "I suppose that
istrue, Commander.” He turned to Geordi again,
his decison made. "Very well, Mr. LaForge.
Wewill giveit atry.

Rising, he tugged down hard on histunic and led
the way out of the observation lounge. Ashetook his
seat in the command center, he saw Data proceed
to Opsand

Wedey to Conn, replacing the personnd who had
been posted there. At the same time, Geordi took
up hisposition at the engineering station..

Since the seats on elther side of the captain'swere
unoccupied, Simenon took one of them-where Riker
usually sat. Y ou don't mind, do you?' he asked
Picard. "After dl, | haveto St somewhere." The

captain dmost smiled. "I thought you hated to be on



the bridge."

"It wasn't such anovelty back then,”
explained the Gndish, dready intent on the
viewscreen.

"Redly," said Ficard. It felt good to have

Simenon beside him again-just like old times. Nor could the
suspicion that had fallen on the Gndlish quite
dampen the captain's confidencein him.

Putting such thoughts aside for the moment, Picard
raised his head and spoke. "Thisisthe captain
gpeaking. Secure dl decks. Inafew
seconds we will be attempting a maneuver which may
toss us about a bit-but not to worry. Theshipis
well under control.” It sounded good. Now they would
see how much truth therewas to it. Picard nodded
to Wedey, who had turned around in his chair to wait
for the captain'ssgnd. Facing forward, the endggn
made the necessary preparations.

"Warp factor one," said the captain.
"Reversethrugt." "Warp factor one,"
Wedey confirmed. "Reverse thrugt.”

"Engage” said Picard.

A shudder went through the ship, but only for a
second. Then it stopped.

"No problemswith hull integrity or ship's



systems," reported Geordi. "But we haven't
dowed down oneiota."

The captain frowned. "Warp factor two,

Mr. Crusher. Engage." Wedey executed the
order. Again, therewas abrief vibration. "Still
nothing,” Geordi said. "No cause for darm, no
changein speed.”

Picard noticed that Simenon was staring
at him. He-turned to face hisformer chief engineer,
and the Gndlish looked down &t his hand on the armrest.
Four of hisscaly gray fingers were extended; his
thumb was folded back: When he looked up again at
the captain, hismeaning was clear. .

"Warp Factor Four,” commanded Picard.
"Warp Factor Four," said Wedey, complying.
Thistime the ship's trembling was more pronounced, and
it lasted longer. But when it was over, the streaks of
garlight on the viewscreen were longer and alittleless
frantic. "Progress," announced Geordi
triumphantly. "Were down to warp nine point
nineone.”

"Which means weve cut our speed by athird,”
said Simenon. He looked at the captain.
"Sorry. It'sthe professor inme." "Quite dl

right,” said Picard. If they had been done, he

would have clapped the Gnalish on the back-as he'd



had occasion to do so many times on the Stargazer, "How
isthe ship holding up?* he asked.

"Congdderable stress on hull integrity,”
Geordi told him. "But we can handleit.”

"Should we try Warp Factor Five?' asked
Wedey. The captain glanced at Simenon's

hand. There were il only four fingers extended.
"I wouldn't recommend it,” called LaForge.
"] think 138

we're on the edge now. And we've dowed down
considerably-why take the risk?"

"Then wewill remain a Warp Four,” Picard
decided: "And Mr. Crusher-do not anticipate.”

The back of the ensign’s neck turned red.
"Acknowl-edged, sir." "All right," said
Geordi. "Weve bought oursalves that time we wanted.
Let'sdo something with it. Data, Crusher,

Professor Simenon-you're with me.”

The Gnalish gave the captain one last ook as

he swept past-alook that said his contribution was
al inaday'swork. Then hewas on hisway to the
turbolift along with Wedey and the android, his
tail switching back and forth over the carpeted deck.
Geordi was leaning on abulkhead, hisarmslocked

across his chest. Helooked at Simenon, Data,



and Wedey in turn. Not the most upbeat bunch,
he remarked to himsdlf. But then, he wasn't fedling
too upbeat himsdf just then. Of them dl, only
Datawas till holding his head erect--and that was only
because he wasn't human enough to know when he was licked.
"Weve been at thisfor hours, and we've got
nothing to show for it," Geordi said. "I'm
opening the floor to any idea,. no matter how
wild. Hell, it doesn't even haveto be an
idearjust a haf- baked notion.”
The otherslooked at him. Simenon grunted.
"I meenit," Geordi sad. "Anything."
Wedey sraightened alittle. "Okay. What if
we sepa-rated-the saucer section from the battle
bridge?' Simenon shook his head. "It wouldn't
help. If we were moving strictly under engine power
and you discon-
nected the saucer, it would drop out of warp. But
sncethewarp field isbeing imposed on us
externdly, the saucer would continue to be dragged dong
with the battle bridge."
The android nodded. "That would be the most likely
result.” "l agree," said Geordi. "All
right--forget separation. How about the shuttles?!
"Samething," responded the Gndish. "They'd

be stuck herejust aswe are.”



"They might proceed more dowly," offered Data,
"because of their lesser mass. Remember, wearenot in
normal space; Newtonian principles may not
hold here."

"Andwhat if they did proceed more dowly?'
asked Simenon. "It would only bea
stop-gap maneuver.” "Besides," said Wes, "none
of them can travel faster than warp one-so whatever
advantage we enjoyed on the way out we'd lose
in spades on the way back." Geordi nodded.

"Even assuming there were enough of them to evacuate the
ship-which there aren't, even including the lifeboat

pods. Next." "Welaunch aprobe," said the

Gndish. "And then we blagt it with photon

torpedoes. Our shields should protect us from any
damage, but the backlash-was Abruptly, he waved
theideaaway. "No. If we wanted to go

backward more forcefully, al wed haveto doisgo
towarpfive"

"That'sright,” said Geordi. "And we've dready
scotched that idea because of the safety factor.”
Data's brow creased. "It may be that we are
approach-+ the problem the wrong way."

"What do you mean?"' asked Wes.

The android looked at him. "We seem to be
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on finding away to dow down. Perhapsit would help
us more to speed up. his

That wasafresh dant. "Go on," said
Geordi. "The dipstream is carrying us forward at
warp nine point ninefive. If wecan
exceed that speed, we might be able to outrun the
phenomenon'sfronta horizon--assuming it has
one-and thereby free ourselves.”

It was almogt childlikein its conception. And yet,
in acommon- sense kind of way, it seemed asif it
could work. Of course, there was arather large practical
problem. "Y ou're talking about the ship traveling in
excess of warp nine point ninefive," Geordi
pointed out. "Weve never donethat before” "Weve
never tried was said Wes.

"Andif Mr. Dataisright about therebeing a
fronta horizon," added Simenon, "it might
take only afraction of asecond to pierceit.”

"Or it could take millennia," the chief engineer
re-minded him. "Yes," the Gnalish conceded. "Or
that. It depends on the magnitude of the phenomenon.
And wherewe arein relation to its boundaries."
Geordi mulledit over. "I usudly liketo givethe
captain more than one option.”

Silence from Dataand Wedey. Smenon



rolled hisfiery red eyebdls at the notion. After

all, it had taken so long to come up with thisplan . .

"Butinthiscase" said LaForge, "l think

I'll make an exception. Standing in the

corridor outside Morgen's door, Crusher was
garting to become alittle concerned. After

al, sheld been there for more than aminute,
waiting to give the DaaVit hisroutine follow-up
exam, and there had been no response to her
presence. Of course, Mor-gen could have been taking
anap- but it seemed unlikely with al that was going
on. Findly, she tapped her communicator.
"Computer-whereis Captain Morgen?'

The reply was nearly ingantaneous. "Captain
Morgen isin the forward lounge on deck

"Thank you," the doctor said out loud. Asshe
headed for the turbalift, she thumped herself on the
head. Dumb, Beverly. Y ou should have checked out
Morgen's whereabouts before you came dl thisway.

Nor could shejust call him viathe intercom
system. If someone were with the DaaVit, they'd
wonder why the ship's doctor wanted to see him.

No, she would have to seek him out in person-and drag



him back to his gpartment only if heweredone. The
turbolift doors opened at Crusher's
approach. She stepped inside.

"Deck seventeen," sheinstructed. "Forward
lounge." Thelift's movement was
imperceptible except for asubtle hum. And since
she hadn't been more than a couple of decks away,
she arrived in amatter of seconds. Asshe
exited, she made aleft and followed the curve
of the corridor. The lounge appeared on her right,
its doors open-not uncommon, if there was nothing
going on insde that would disturb others on the ship.

Voices. One was Morgen's-subdued yet
resonant. The other was femae, human. Not
Troi's, or she would have recognized it. Nor
Asmund's, unlessthings had changed dragtically
since dinner the other night.

Cadwallader's, she decided. And as she entered
the lounge, she saw that she'd guessed correctly.
Ben Zomas

Number Tiwo was sitting acrossasmall table from
the DaaVit, engaging him in agame of
sharash'di.

At Crusher's arriva, they both looked up.
Cadwallader smiled. " Greetings, Doctor.

Fancy meeting you here.”



Beverly smiled back. "1 saw the doors open
and | couldn't resst peeking inside.” She
indicated the game board. "Sharash'di, en?”’

Morgen nodded. "Commander Cadwallader
thought it was high time | |eft that stuffy gpartment you've
given me--and spent sometimein this suffy lounge.”

The doctor wondered about that. Had Cadwallader
lured the DaaVit in here for something other than a
ample diverson? Certainly, the woman didn't
look like the type to go around nating people. But the
captain hadn't omitted anyone when he'd ordered
his former officers watched-and he knew them better
than shedid.

Maybe | should tick around, shetold hersdlf.

For awhile anyway, just in case-

Abruptly, they heard Picard's voice
addressing them over the intercom. All three of them
looked up.

"Asyou know by now," said the captain, "we are
caught in a subspace phenomenon. Wewill be
attempt-+ to escape that phenomenon in afew
moments. Once again, | must ask that al decks be
secured.”...."

Well, Crusher mused, so much for whether | should

stay or go. Picard's announcement had taken that



deci-son out of her hands. Cadwallader gestured
to achair. "Have aseat, Doctor. After | thrash
Captain Morgen, you can have awhack."
Picard sat back in hiscommand chair.
Infront of him, Wedey and Data had once more
taken up their positions 143
at the forward stations. And as before, Geordi was off
to the Sde at the engineering console.
But with Riker and Troi on the bridge,
Simenon was content to take the proverbial
backsest. He now stood next to Worf at
Tactica, no doubt scrutinizing the efficiency
with which the Klingon did hisjob.
"Mr. Crusher," said the captain, "reverse
engines." Wedey carried out the order.
Abruptly, the ship seemed to shoot forward again. The
light streaks on the viewscreen resumed thelr
earlier velocity. "Enginesreversed, sr,” said
theensign. "We are now proceeding forward at warp
four-or at least that's our engine speed.” He
glanced at another monitor. "Our actua speed
iswarp nine point nine five-just asit was before.”
Picard nodded. "Thank you, Mr. Crusher. Go
towarp ninepoint Six." "Aye, sr." Wedey
touched the necessary controls. It had absolutely no

effect on their velocity. The captain knew that



even before Data announced it. "Warp nine point
nine" Picard ingtructed.

Still no change-other than the fact that their
warp drive was laboring as hard asit ever had before.
At this speed, the engineswould hold out for only a
few minutes-then they'd smply turn themsdlves off.

And asthey accelerated beyond warp nine point nine,
their ability to maintain speed would no doubt diminish
accordingly--perhaps to no more than amatter of seconds.
Nonetheless, the captain was inclined to ap-proach his
god by degrees. He refused to play Russian
roulette with in excess of athousand lives. "Nine
point ninethree, Mr. Crusher.” "Nine point
ninethree, Sr." 144

Geordi spoke up: "Estimate one minute and
forty-five seconds until engine
auto-shutdown."

Picard could fed the thrum of the enginesthrough the
deck. "Nine point ninefive," he said.

"Nine point ninefive, ar."

Thevibration in the deck grew worse, joined by a
high-pitched whine. Picard set histeeth againgt it.
They were moving as quickly asthe dipstream now.
Keeping pace with it, as remarkable as that seemed.

He thought he could fed the g-force pressing him



back into his seat. But of course, that was just his mind
playing tricks on him-wasn't it? Or had the

inertid dampersreached ther limit?

"Edtimate auto-shutdown in nine seconds,”

Geordi said over the whine. "It's now or never,

arl”

With an effort, the captain leaned forward. Come
on, Enterprisel "Nine point nine Six, Mr.
Crusher."

"Nine point nine six!" Wedey repested,
unable to keep the excitement out of hisvoice. Nor
did Picard blame him-no Federation vessel had
ever traveled even thisfast under its own power. The
ensign made the necessary adjustments-and holding his
breath, or so it appeared to Picard, pressed the
"enter" key. Suddenly, the bridge was caught in the
grip of chaos. The viewscreen seemed to burst with
blinding light, while the whine became the worst kind
of spine-shivering squed. Wors of dl, the
captain fet himsdf thrust back asif by agiant
hand, crushed into his command chair.

Then, as abruptly asit began, it was over. No
whine, no vibration, no intruson of g-forces. The
viewscreen

was blank, the ship's visua sensors having

apparently overloaded. Picard took a deep



breath, let it out.

Helooked around. "Is everyone all
right?" Everyone was, though some of the bridge officers
seemed to havelogt their footing in that last violent
moment. Geordi was one of them.

"Mr. Crusher," said Picard, risng and
approaching the Conn gtation. En route, he gave his
tunic ashort, effectivetug. "What is our
gtuaion?'

When Wedey turned around, he looked
disappointed. "The warp engines are down, sir. And
we're il moving & warp nine point ninefive."

A bitter thing to swallow. But the captain
accepted it with equanimity. 'l see’ wasadl he
said. "Life-support nodes have switched
to impulse pow-er," Datareported: "However,
lighting and ventilation sysems are experiencing
widespread failures, though none that suggests
imminent danger to the crew.” Picard nodded.
"Thank you, Mr. Data." It occurred to him
to pose another question. Turning to Geordi, he
asked: "Did we achieve warp nine point nine
sx, Commander?'

LaForge shook hishead. "I'm not sure,

gr. We had some insrument malfunctions.”



Picard accepted that too. " See what data you
can collect,” he advised. "Perhaps we can
learn something from this."

"Aye, dr," said the chief engineer. "Just as
soon as | get the engines up and running again.”

The captain turned back to the viewscreen.
Despiteits emptiness, he could seeimagined
gars streaming by al too quickly. Picard sighed.
They had given it their best shot-and failed..

In the lounge on deck seventeen, the only
illumination was supplied by the sarlight that came through the
observation port-and that wasn't much at all.
Howev-er, Crusher's eyes were adjusting to the
darkness, She could now discern her companions from the
shadowy slhouettes of the furniture.

"Whatever our captain did,” said
Cadwallader, "it destroyed more than afew
circuits. Even the emergency lighting's not working.”
"Other parts of the ship may be in better shape,”
Morgen offered. "We should try to reach them.”
"Seemslikeagood idea," said the doctor.

"The doorway isover there, "the DaaVit
announced. Beverly felt him take her by thearm and
usher her toward the exit. "Careful of that chair."
That came from Cadwallader, apparently guided

by Morgen aswell.



"l seeit," said the DaaVit.
"Thanks"

And amoment later they emerged into the corridor.
Windowless, it was even blacker than thelounge.
Crush-er pointed to the left-a pretty usdess
gesture, sheredlized. If she couldn't see her
hand, how could her companions?

"Turnto theleft," shetold them. "Therésa
turbolift afew metersfrom here. On theright just
past the curve.”

"It'sagood thing yourewith us," sad
Cadwallader, "or weld have adevil of atime
trying to-was

Suddenly, the darkness ahead of them exploded in a
burst of fiery red light. Ingtinctively, the
doctor brought her arm up to protect her eyes-but
before she could do even that much, she was wrenched off her
feet by apair of hands and sent flying backward.

A second blast followed thefirgt; thistime there was no
doubt. Someone wasfiring a phaser a them. And
judging from the odor of burning duraniumin the

air, that someone was out for blood.

Morgen cried out, then Cadwallader. Through the
prism of her hot, burning tears, Crusher tried

to seewho it was that had attacked them, and where he was



aming hiswegpon. But it was no use. There
was too much happening and it was happening too quickly;
all she could do was press hersdlf againgt the bulkhead and
cdl for help, and hope that the intercom was working
better than the lighting system.

A third blast-a shriek and acurse, and the

muffled thump of abody hitting the deck. Putting

asde her fear, the doctor crawled in the

direction of the sound, bracing hersdlf for what she might
find. After dl, the beam had pierced the bulkhead.
There was no limit to the havoc it could have worked on a
human body-or aDaaVit, for that matter.

But if she got therein time, she might be able
to help. To gabilize the victim's condition until

he or she could be transported to sickbay.

Never mind the fact that she might beavictim

herself by then. She was a doctor, damn it!

Zzt--

She dropped flat against the deck as another

ruby bolt diced across the corridor-not more than a
foot above her head. By itslight, she saw the

shape of the falen figure before her. Cadwallader.

Crusher couldn't tell how badly the woman was

hurt, but the way shejust lay there wasn't

encouraging. Asthe darkness closed down again, the

doctor snaked forward comfar enough to close her



fingers around Cadwallader's shoulder.

Suddenly, the corridor echoed with distant
voices. Faraway lights cast grotesque
shadows, and Crusher had an al-too-vague
impression of thekiller as he-or she-disappeared around
the curve. Morgen-visible also now-took off in
pursuit, asthe Starfleet captain in him gave
way to the DaaVit hunter. She cdled after him,
to remind him that the killer was till armed and had the
advantage over him. He seemed not to hear.
Turning her attention back to her patient, the
doctor noted gratefully that Cadwallader was il
breathing. Her face was amask of pain and the entire
right side of her tunic was dready crimson, but there was
gtill hopefor her. She tapped her communicator.
"ThisisDr. Crusher. | need atraumateam
on deck seventeen-now. was Stripping off her lab
coat, she tucked it under Cadwallader and up around
her shoulder. Then she pressed down hard, in an
attempt to staunch the flow of blood. The phaser
emission had stabbed right through the woman, and the holein
her back was worse than the entry wound-but with any
luck the weapon had been set on narrow aperture.
Cadwallader moaned, her eye-"lids

fluttering.



Come on, Crusher exhorted inwardly, asthe
security team bounded past her after Morgen and the
assassin. Come on, before she bleedsto death. . .

Asthe captain strode into the specidly blocked
off critical care area, Crusher and Morgen were
there wait-+ for him. Cadwallader, he noted with
somerdief, waswell enough to turn her head abitin
recognition of his approach:

The doctor looked worn out hersdlf, but she
managed asmile. The messagewas clear; intime,
Cadwallader would be dl right. Picard nodded
gratefully to her. Then helooked down at hisformer
communications officer. She was pae--terribly
pale-but her eyes were aswarm and vibrant as ever.
Her hand lay on top of the thermd blanket; he
took it, squeezed it. Cadwallader squeezed
back, surprisng him.

" She's tougher than shelooks," Morgen
observed. The captain grunted his assent,
replacing the woman's hand on the blanket, then
looked up at the DaaVit.. "What happened?’
he asked, the cold, flat calmness of hisvoice
belying the anger that raged ingde him. "Wewere
assaulted in a corridor during the power outage,”
Morgen explained. "A single

assalant witha



phaser. Adjusted to setting S, if the holes
inthe bulkhead are any indication.”

"Setting Sx?' repested Picard. "But-was

"l know," said the DaaVit. "Our killer must
have disabled the communications module in the phaser so it
couldn't talk with the ship's computer.”

"The phaser didn't know it was on the ship,”

Beverly expanded. "So it didn't redtrict itself
to setting five." "Then you recovered the wegpon?”'

"Unfortunately, no," the doctor said. "At
least, not yet. Worf islooking for it now; I'm
just speculating.” The captain frowned. "And you
couldn't tell who it was? Not at al?' Morgen
shook his head. "It was too dark, and we were blinded
by the phaserlight. After the security team scared
him-or her-off, | tried to follow. But as| said,
it was dark. And our assailant knew how to go
quigtly.”

Picard gazed at Cadwallader again. "Y ou say
Mr. Worf isinvestigating?"

Crusher nodded. "He mentioned something about blocking
off the area-so he could keep what happened from becoming
common knowledge."

"l see" the captain said. "'In that

case, I'll be on deck seventeen if you need



me." Helooked down at Cadwallader again,
managing asmile. "Y ou do every-thing the doctor
tellsyou," he advised. "1 want you up and about
intimefor the ceremony on DaaV."
Cadwallader's eyes smiled back at him.

When the call for Picard came up from sickbay,
achill played dong Riker's spine. And when
Dr. Crusher subtly declined to discuss the matter
in public, the first officer's fears were pretty much
confirmed.

There had been another attempt on Morgen's
life. 152

And as before, someone had gotten hurt. But who?
Had the assassin been injured in the course of being
appre-hended? Or was there another victim-maybe
even afadity?

Of course, Deannawas as much in the dark as he
was. She wasn't amindreader-not asa
full-blooded Betazoid would have been. She could
only gauge emotions-and neither the captain's nor
Crusher'sweretdling her anything ingructive.

On the other hand, someone had to look after the ship.
So he and Deanna remained on- the bridge,
griving to remain cam-trying not to exchange
too many worried glances.

In the past, when they werein trouble, Riker had been



ableto take solace in the celestid beauty
captured on the viewscreen. But now, with the starpaths
stretched astaut astightropes-reminders of the
dipstream that was propel ling them toward
who-knew-what--even that op-tion was closed to him.
He amost wished that Geordi's engineering team
hadn't gotten the damned thing work-+ again. It seemed
like years before they heard from Picard. And though his
voicewaswell under control, the nature of his
request only aggravated their misgivings.
"Com-mander Riker. Counsdlor Troi. Avall
yourselves of my ready room, please. | would liketo have a
word with you."

Getting up from the captain's chair, the first
officer escorted the empath to the captain's
private office. Since Picard wasn't
actudly insde, there was no need to wait until their
presence was acknowledged. Instead, they walked right
in. Riker looked up at the intercom grid.
"We'rein your ready room, Sir. What's
happening down there?’

"Nothing good, W. There's been another attack,
asyou probably guessed. A phaser
attack. Cadwallader's been hurt."

Riker fdt histhroat congtrict. "How badly,



ar?' "Shelll recover completely, Dr.
Crusher tellsme-though itll be afew days before
she'sready to leave sickbay. And a couple more than
that before her tissues have fully regenerated.” A
pause. " She was hit with a phaser beam at
Seting-Sx intengty.”

Thefirg officer gritted histeeth. At setting
six, aphaser beam could punch aholein
duranium. Cadwallader was lucky she was even
dive

"Where and when was she attacked?' Deanna Troi
asked. "Deck seventeen,” Picard answered.
"'She was with Morgen and Dr. Crusher, in one of the
lounges, when wetried to outrun the dipstream. The
killer took advantage of the power blackout to try
again. Morgen and Dr. Crusher escaped without
injury, but Cadwallader was not so fortunate.”

Riker bit back hisanger. "Did they get a

look at the assassin?' The captain's sgh was
audible. "They did not. How-ever, Mr. Worf is
engaged in an analysis of the scene now. Perhagps he
will turn up some clues asto the killer'sidentity.
Infact, that iswhere | am headed once
our discussonisover.”

"|sthere anything we can do?' thefirg officer

asked. "Not right now, Number One-you are needed on



thebridge. | just thought you should know what happened.”
"Thank you, r,” Riker said. Picard didn't
reply. Apparently, he had aready started out for
deck seventeen. In the silence, the first officer
turned to the ship's counsdlor.
"Rotten news," she commented:
He nodded. Right about then he should have said something
clever and optimistic-"slver linings' kind of
suff. That would have been characteristic of him.
But somehow, hedidnt fed likeit. All he
could think about was Cadwallader, and how she might have
died without ever knowing why held canceled thair dinner. It
was sort of maudlin-but hell, it wastheway he
felt.
He desperately wanted to see her. To Sit
down at her bedside and explain. But he couldnt.
The captain had |eft specific indructionsthat he
wasto remain on the bridge. . "Will?*
Abruptly, he remembered that Deanna was standing
infront of him. He'd been staring right past her.
"Sorry," hesad. "I'vegot alot on my.
mind."
She smiled-half sadly, hethought. ™Y ou care
for her, don't you?' He started to ask to whom she was

referring--and then stopped himself. Denying something



to Deannawas like denying it to himsdif.

"Yes" hetold her. "l guess| do."

There was atime when he would have felt funny
admitting that to her-atime when their own relation-ship was
too fresh in their minds for them to talk about other
lovers. But things had changed between them--comforthe better,
asfar as he was concerned. "Now | understand,” she said.
"Undergand what?' "The fedings | have been sensing in
you lately. The conblelicts. Aslong as
Cadwallader was a suspect, you had to submerge
your fedingsfor the sake of the investiga-tion.”

He said, "I had to break adate with her. It was
one of the hardest things I've ever done-believeit or
not." "l beieveit," shetold him.

Riker looked at the empath. "Deanna, be
careful out there, dl right? If this could happen
to Cad-wallader . . ."

She put ahand on his shoulder-a gesture of
reassur-ance. "'l amabig girl,” she
told him, grinning. "But thanks dl the same.”

And gently but firmly she steered him toward the

door. Worf turned as the turbolift
doors opened, cursing inwardly. He had
programmed the lift to bypassthis floor until
thelr investigation was over.

Then he saw the captain come out into the corridor,



and he redized that his order had been overridden by one
of thefew individuas on the ship capable of doing
s0. Nor did he have any problem with that-the bypass
would be back in place as soon as the doors closed
behind Picard.

He squared his shoulders as the captain
approached, making hisway through the crowd of security
personnd carefully andyzing the assault from dl
angles. "Sir," sad Worf. Picard gazed with
distaste at the phaser burns on the bulkheads-
samples of which were being taken by Burke and
Resnick. Then heturned his attention to the

Klingon. "At ease, Lieutenant." He took
adeep breath, let it out through his nodtrils.
"Anything to report-beyond the obvious, that is?'

The security chief extracted the phaser from his

belt and handed it over. Picard's eyes narrowed as

he ac-cepted it. 156

"The weapon used in the assault,” Worf
explained, though it was al but unnecessary. "Aswe
suspected, its communications module has
been disabled.” He paused. "Wefounditina
refuse bin about twenty metersforward of here.
Apparently, the assassin did not want to take a

chancethat it would turn up in aroom search-but wasin



too much of ahurry to decomposeit.”

The captain examined the phaser for amoment.
Sowly, hiseyeswidened. "Lieutenant--this
phaser-was Worf nodded. "It is one of ours.

Stolen from the security section.”

Picard regarded him. "How could that have
hap-pened?’ The Klingon looked past him, trying
to contain his shame. "L oyosha: the officer on
duty-was found un-conscious shortly after the
attack. He was drugged-something in hisfood, |
believe. It appears he was edting his dinner when he
passed out. Of coursg, it isonly atheory. We
have secured the remainder of thefood soit can be
tested.”

The captain frowned and returned the phaser.

Worf replaced it on his belt. "Where did
Loyoshas med come from? Thefood service unit
outside Security?"

"Thet isthe most likely possibility," the
Klingon confirmed. "We have secured the unit as
well."

Picard nodded. "Good." He started to walk
aong the corridor, away from the main focus of
activity, in the direction from which the attack had come.
He would, of course, have been ableto tell that from the

phaser sears on the bulkheads. Worf walked



adongwith him, slent at fird.

Findly, the security chief swalowed. "Sir?"
"Yes, Worf." The captain wasn't looking at

him. He was looking back and forth from one end of the
corridor

to the other, apparently trying to satisfy himself as
to some aspect of the attack.

"Sir," said the Klingon, "if thefood service

unit was tampered with, itismy fault. | ingst
on taking full regpongibility for theincident.”

The captain turned to him. He had astrange

look in hiseyes-asif Worf's comment had struck
some kind of chord. "Lieutenant," the older man
sad findly, "we are dedling with someone who has an
extraordinary grasp of thisship's systems.
Consdering the unit's proximity to Security, |
am certain the assassin did not reprogramiit in

person. And if he-was He paused. "Or she
repro-grammed it from afar, | am certain even

Mr. LaForge would be hard pressed
to say how."

Worf scowled. "Nonetheless-was

Picard dismissed theideawith awave of hishand.
"Nonetheless nothing. Y ou have more important thingsto do

than waste time on sAlf-recrimination. Do |



make mysdlf clear?' The Klingon straightened,
fedling appropriately chas-tised. "Aye,
ar," hesad.

"Now take me through this assault asyou've
recon-structed it. And don't leave out any
detalls”

Worf nodded. "Asyou wish."

The critical-care areawas off limitsto dl
nonmedical personnel, with the exception of Picard,
Riker, and Worf. Those were the orders Crusher had
left when sheld goneto her office, in order to more
cosdy andyzethe vitd-sign readings shed
taken from Cadwallader.

Simple. In retrospect, too Smple.

Sheld forgotten that Carter Greyhorse was a
medi-cal officer, and that none of her doctors and
nurses-

who knew only half Cadwallader's story
themselves--would have a reason to keep the high-ranking
visitor out. So when Crusher returned
to criticd care, satisfied that the patient was
safe from any serious complications, there was her former
colleague-hovering massively over
Cadwallader's unconscious form, one huge hand
brushing astray lock of hair o@." her forehead.

Before she could say anything-after dl, what could she



say?-- Greyhorse had sensed her presence and
turned around. She had never seen him display much
emotion. But she saw it now. His eyes blazed beneath
lowered brows. "Damnit," hesaid. "Why didn't
you tell me about this, Beverly?'

Crusher shrugged. "It happened just afew

minutes ago. And we don't normaly bringin
vigtorsto help with patient care.”

He struck the biobed-hard. "When it comes
to Cadwallader, | am not just avigtor. I've

put alot of effort into thiswoman over the years.
When she's hurt, | want to know abouit it."

"I'll take that under advisement,” Crusher
told him, gtiffening under hisbarrage. Then she
remembered the circumstances, and she forced herself
to take agentler approach. "'l know how you fed,
Carter. She'syour friend-was

"She's more than my friend," Greyhorse said.

He glanced back at Cadwallader.

"At Mania, we had taken some direct hits.

Sickbay was amess-firesall over. And

debris-| was pinned under some of it. It was nearly
impossible for meto get out-or for anyone else
togetin." A pause. "Sherefused to leave---

at least until sheknew if | wasdiveor



dead. Cadwallader and Picard and afew others
Stayed behind while the shuttles were taking

off. Findly, she found me-cut mefree of the
wreckage just before sickbay became a bloody
inferno. And with some help hauled me onto the last
shuttle. By then I'd lost consciousness--too much
smokeinhalation." He turned back to Crusher.
"If not for Cadwallader, | would have died a
pretty gridy death.”

"l didn't know," said Crusher.

Greyhorse cleared histhroat, alittle
embarrassed. "Now you do." Hetilted hishead
to indicate the patient. "Phaser burns? Wherein
God's name did she get those?"

Crusher cursed inwardly. Too late, she
looked up at the monitor above the bed, which had a
full display of Cadwallader'stissue
damage. Any doctor worth his salt could tell
the molecular disruption patterns had been
caused by a phaser beam. There was no point in lying.
Greyhorse was good; he would see through any
explanation she could make up. "Come on back
into my office," shetold him. "It'salong
dory."

Geordi shook hishead. "Thisiscrazy.

Absolutely crazy. Asif the dipsiream



wasn't trouble enough!™ Picard'sintercom voice

was ominous. "Keep an eye out in your section,
Commander. If thiskiller of oursisasenterprisng as
he seems, and as adept at en- gineering. . ."

"| get the picture, Captain." "Good.

Picard out."

Geordi regarded Data, who was Sitting on the
other side of the chief engineer's desk. He took
adeep breath, let it out. "It's getting scary,”
hetold the android.

Datalooked apologetic.

"Intdlectudly,” hesaid, "l recognizethe
concept. However, as| am mysdf incapa-ble of
fear, | cannot sharethefeding.”

Geordi grunted. "No need to be sorry about
that. Right now it's important we keep our heads.
No matter who's getting shot at-or sabotaged
in the holodecks."

He regarded Wed ey and Simenon though the
trans-parent wall of hisoffice. They looked as
tired as hefdt-particularly the Gndish. With his
snappy sense of humor and his dien appearance, it
was easy to forget that he was verging on elderly. But a
few days worth of theoretica headbanging had

made him start to look his age-



Onething he knew, at least, wasthat Simenon
hadn't been responsible for the phaser attack.. The
Gndlish had been with him during the power dip and every
moment thereafter. Unless he had an accomplice. . .
"Should we not join the others?' Data prompted.
"They will be wondering what iskeeping us."
"l wasjust thinking," Geordi told him. If there
was more than one person involved in the murder
attempts ... aconspiracy ... Simenon could have
arranged the holodeck incident comand left the phaser
attack to someone else. Maybe the Gnalish was able
to get asignal to his co-conspirator that a
blackout was in the offing, and that it would be agood time
to take another shot at Morgen. Maybe-
"Nah," hesaid out loud. Why look for a
complicated solution when it was mogt likely asolo
operation? It was hard enough to believe one person was
nutty enough to want to kill Morgen-much
lesstwo. "Nah?" echoed the android.
Geordi amiled. "Just discarding atheory,
Data. Noth-+ to be concerned about.” He got up.
"Come on. Maybe we can finish those subspace
fidd caculations before | conk out completely.”
Datalooked at himin that puzzled sort of
way. Hewas doing that less and |ess these days-but the

engineering chief must have hit on acolloquidism



with which the android wasn't yet familiar. "Conk
out,” LaForge repeated. "Asin stop dueto lack
of deep." Asunderstanding registered on hisface,
Data rose too and followed Geordi out of his
office.

Picard had never been more greatful for hisready
room. Right now he needed time. Timeto think. Time
to absorb the sights of Cadwallader stretched out
on abiobed and the corridors of deck seventeen
blackened with phaser fire.

Timeto put asde Worf'singstence on
claming respong bility- which had sounded so much like
Pug's comments twenty years before, after another,
equally horrible occurrence.... In alittlewhile he
would return to his command chair. He would exude
confidence. Hewould inspire others. But not just now.
For amoment at |east he would |lean back and
close his eyes and try to obtain some perspec-tive
on the whole bloody mess. Obvioudy,

Cadwallader was no longer a suspect. The

captain had read enough Dixon Hill storiesto know

that a murderer might injure himsdlf to avoid
suspicion-but Cad had been hurt too badly for

him to believe that. And besides, the phaser had beenin

someone e se's hands; both Beverly and Morgen had



sworntoit. Picard chewed theinside of his cheek,

He couldn't help but fedl that he was overlooking
something. That there was a clue huddling in some dark
corner of hisbrain, waiting only for him to shed some
light onit.

| should know who isdoing this, hetold himsdif. |
was

their captain, for godsakes. | should have some
ingght into them. Indeed, how could he ask Worf or
Will to find the killer when he couldn't? Who knew
Idun and Pug and the others better than Jean-Luc
Picard?

The answer welled up unbidden. Tack. Jack
Crusher knew them better than their captain-better
even than their own mothers, in some cases.

Y es. Jack would have known who was trying to kill
Morgen. People had trusted him with secrets
they en-trusted to no one else. After dl, how could
anyone with that earnest, well-scrubbed farmboy face
be capable of betrayd?

And in auncomfortable way, the captain had been
jedous of that qudlity in hisfriend-hadn't he? Picard
shook hishead. He hadn't thought of that for along
time-hisenvy of Jack Crusher. It had never
gotten in theway of their friendship., certainly. Nor

had Jack ever known about it. But there was something in the



young Jean-L uc Picard-the one-who had taken command
of the Stargazer with some-what |ess assurance than
he'd et on--that yearned to be loved the way
Jack Crusher was loved. Not just re-spected or
admired, but loved.
Intime, of course, he had gotten over that, And
it was precisaly then that he realized hewas
loved-though in adightly different way. People
seemed to have an affection for Jack thefirst timethey
met him. In the captain’s case, love was something
earned over the course of days and months and years.
And who wasto say which kind of love was better?
Certainly not Jean-Luc Picard, for whom
affairs of the heart were il more dark and terrifying in some
re-gpects than the farthest reaches of the unknown.
The captain gazed at the empty chair
opposite him. Ah, Jack ... For amoment
Picard imagined hisfriend sitting on the other sde
of the ready room desk, hislong body folded up
into the most businesslike posture he could manage.
" A problem, Jean-Luc?'
The captain nodded. " A big one, was he
confirmed. "Anything | can help with?*
Picard Sghed. "Thereisakiller on board,

Jack. One of our friends-and he or sheis after



Morgen. his

Jack's features took on amore serious
aspect. "Trying to accomplish what Gerda
couldn't. his

"Exactly. And 1 haven't aclue asto which of
themitis. wasHisfriend nodded grimly. "When you have
problems, you don't fool around. his

"Theré'san answer, Jack. | know thereis.

| just wish | knew whereto find it."

Jack appeared to want to say something-asif he

had the answer to theriddle. Asif he knew who the
killer was. But in the end, he couldn't get it out.
All he could do was shrug. "It'sdl right, was

Picard said.

"Tm sorry, was Jack whispered at last.

"No. was The captain regarded hisfriend,

missing him morethan ever. "Redly. It'sdl right.

his

Suddenly, the chair was empty again, though Picard
wished mightily it were otherwise.

Riker had wanted to come before this, but he couldn't
exactly leave the bridgein the middle of his shift
to pursue persona matters. As he entered

sickbay, he caught sight of Dr. Crusher.

Shewas just emerging from behind the critical-care barrier

--the one that separated Cadwallader's biobed from the



rest of the facility. Noting his presence, Crush-er
regarded him. " Something Iran do for you,
Com-mander?'

"Yes" Riker sad, "thereis" Heindicated
the barrier. "'l was hoping to vist with our guest.”

The doctor frowned dightly. "She's deeping
now. Shereally shouldn't be disturbed.”

Hisfirst impulse wasto protest-but he subdued it,
knowing it wouldn't do him any good. Beverly Crusher
could be pretty stubborn when it came to protecting
her patient'sinterests. Besides, if Cadwallader
needed her deep, who was he to deprive her of it?
His explanation of what had happened the other night
could wait.

"If you need to know anything about what
happened,” Crusher told him, "you can ask me."

It took him asecond or two to figure out
what she was talking about. He shook his head. "No.
Nothing likethat. | just wanted to see how shewas."

Crusher looked at him for amoment-and she seemed
to undergtand. "Oh," she said. "In that case, why
don't you come back alittle later?"

He nodded. "I'll do that." A second thought.
"Would it be okay if | just peeked in on her?’

The doctor thought about it. "1 supposethat | can



dlow that," she decided findly. Therewasatwinkle

in her eyeasshe sadit. Thefirst officer smiled.

"Thank you." And under Crusher's scrutiny, he
advanced to the barrier. Sticking his head around the side
of it, he peered insde. Asthe doctor had informed

him, Cadwallader was adeep. But her face was

turned in hisdirection. Riker sighed. Totdl the

truth, he had expected worse. But it was still something
of ashock to see her lying there wan and wesk- looking,
when she had been spinning around a horizonta bar not
so long ago. "Commander ... 7'

Heturned and saw Crusher standing behind him. "I
know, Doctor. | know." Reluctantly, he
retreated from the barrier. "Perhaps,”" she suggested,

"I could let her know you were asking for her."

"I'd gppreciate that," hetold her.

Asthey walked back toward the center of
sickbay, Crusher looked up at thefirst officer.

"Theré's no need for worry," shesaid. "Actudly,
our patient isdoing quite well."

He nodded. "That's good to hear, Doctor."

But he would continue to worry-and not just about
Cadwallader. There were the rest of the Stargazer-
survivorsto consider aswell....

Data sat in engineering, going over computation after

computation in his positronic brain. He had been



en-gaged in this activity ever snce Geordi had

sent every-one on the crisisteam to bed. "No sense
inkilling oursalves" the chief engineer had said.
"WEélIl be ableto think alittle straighter in the
morning.” Simenon had agreed. Wedey too,
though reluctantly. But Data needed no deep.

So when Geordi and the others|eft for their quarters,
he remained. And hours later he was il there'.
Unfortunately, he hadn't gotten very far. There were
too many variablesin his equations, too many
un-knowns. If only he had a better understanding of
subspace dynamics. . . "Pardon me."

The android turned at the sound and saw Dr.
Crreyhorse standing behind him. The man

shrugged hislarge shoulders. "'l guess everybody's
cdled it quitsfor the evening." "On the contrary,”
Dataresponded, swivedling around in his sedt. "l

am gill here. Therefore, not everybody has caled it
quits." Greyhorse's eyes crinkled dightly

at the corners. "Right you are, Commander. Y our logic
Isimpeccable.” Helooked around. "But everyone
esehascdled it quits-yes?'

"That istrue," Datareplied.

The doctor pulled up achair and sat down

heavily. "Too bad. | was hoping to lend ahand.”



"Inwhat way?" the android asked, curious
now. Greyhorse shrugged again. Y ou know. With this
damned dipstream problem we'veruninto. |
come from along line of engineers, and I've had some
training inthefidd mysdif. | just thought that | might
be of service"

"I see" Datasad. "'l gpologize. |
did not know of your engineering background.”

"It'sdl right. No one does, redlly."

"Areyou familiar with the problem?" the android
asked. "Not exactly." Greyhorse chuckled
dryly. "Or to be more blunt about it, hardly at
al. 1 just know that werecaught upina
subspace phenomenon that's affecting our
veocity."

Datanodded. "Allow meto give you amore
detailed picture” And for the next half hour,
that's just what he did. For the doctor's part, he
listened intently, interrupting only once or
twice when he needed something explained in greater
detail. Toward the end of the briefing, he didn't
interrupt at al-afact which Datatook asa
token of Greyhorse'sincreasing understanding. Asit
turned out, he wasright.

As soon as Data was finished, the man began

to rattle off suggestions. Good onestoo. But they



had al been suggested--and rejected-aready. And of
course, Datawas forced to say so. After awhile
Greyhorse's enthusi-asm began to wind down; he
beganto rundry of idess. "Lord,” hesaid, "l
guess| wasright to gointo

medicine after dl. | wouldn't have made avery good
engineer.” "On the contrary,” the android told him,
"your suggestions were quite good. The fact that they were made
dready isatribute to your ability, not a
condem-nation of it." He saw Greyhorse's
expression take on new life. "Remember,

Doctor, three of the finest engi-neering mindsin the
Federation could not do any better." The man
looked at him. "Three? Who are you exclud-+,
Data-not yoursdf, | trust?"

"l do not consider mysdf highly skilled inthe area
of engineering,” the android explained. "A good
engineer, as| have been told time and again, is one part
knowledge and two partsintuition. | certainly qudify in
terms of knowledge, but intuition is one of my wesk
points.

Greyhorse shook his head. ™Y ou know, Data,
theresintuition and theresintuition. My relives
would fit your great-engineer modd toaT. They're

intuitive as hdl-when it comesto machines, a



least. But put them in aroom with other humansand

they have as much intuition asthe furniture. Same with

me, I'm afraid. | never wanted to be like them,

but . . . wel, you know the saying. The apple

doesnt fdl far from the tree. I'm awhiz when

it comesto dedling with people's bodies. But when it comes
to dealing with their minds-dedling with them as people-I'm a
zero. A robot, was He smiled. 'Y ou, onthe

other hand, appear to be amachine. Y ou believe yoursdlf
to be amachine. But trust me on this, Data.

Y ou're more human-moreintuitive in many

respects-than the entire Greyhorse clan put

together.”

The android found that hard to bdieve. He said so.

"Y ou haven't met the Greyhorse clan,” the
doctor pointed out. "No," Data agreed. "But
| have met you. And you do not seem to belacking in
positive human qudities." The doctor
peered a him from beneath the ridge of his brow.
" Appearances can be deceiving, Commander. Deep down |
am avery uncaring person. Y ou need an example?'
The android didn't quite know what to say. "I'll
giveyou one anyway," Greyhorse offered. He
leaned closer. "1 know about the attack on

TriciaCadwallader. | walked into sickbay



and saw her lying there, and your Dr. Crusher told
methewhole sory."

Datawas surprised, given the captain's
orders to keep the assassination attempts secret.
However, hedidn't interrupt. He merely filed
the information away for future consideration. "I know,"
the doctor continued, "and yet | cannot really say |
feel for Commander Cadwallader. Oh, | am
concerned on aprofessond level--coml have as much
pridein my work asthe next surgeon, and |
hate to see it marred or mucked up. But asfar as
my fedingsfor Cadwallader the
individua-the person with whom | worked closdly for
years and years--| find | have none. Thefact of
her injuriesleavesme cold asclay.”

Data cocked his head as he so often did when
compre-hension duded him. "But what about your efforts
regarding the dipstream?"' he asked. "Did you not
say you cameto help?' Greyhorse waved the
suggestion away with hislarge, mesty hand.
"Sdf-preservation, my friend. Nothing more, nothing
less. If the shipislost or destroyed, so am
[. And | prefer to survive-to return
to Starfleet Medi-

cd, where | can go on with my charade: the humane



and dedicated hedler."

He got up. Datawatched him, trying to make
sense of what the doctor had said.

"Sorry | couldn't be of more help, Commander.

If anything comesto me, I'll let you know." He
paused. "Oh, and ... I'd appreciate it if
you didn't mention my vigit to Professor
Simenon. Hed only mock me. Y ou know, for
overstepping my professona bounds.”

"l understand," the android assured him.

"You see?' Greyhorsesad. "You redly aremore
humen.”

Then heleft.

The cgptain was till Stting in hisready room, il
thinking, when the sound of chimesinterrupted hisreverie.
Someone out on the bridge wanted to see him.
Picard looked to the room's only entrance,
wondered briefly who might be out there. Then,
reluctantly, he straightened in preparation for
whoever it was. "Come," said the captain. The doors
opened. It was Ben Zoma. And he did not look very
happy: "Have asedt,” said Picard.

Hisformer firg officer sat down on the opposite
side of the captain's desk. It was afamiliar
position for both of them; they'd conversed thisway on the

Stargazer hundreds of times. But thisis not the



Stargazer, the captain had to remind himsdlf. And Ben
Zomawas no longer hisexec. What had hislife

been like for the past decade? Could he have changed enough
to become akiller?

"Jean-Luc," began the olive-skinned man,

no longer

hisusud jovid sdf. "l want some
answers. And | want them now." Picard met his
gaze. "What sort of answers, Gilaad?' Ben
Zomaleaned back in hischair. "Whereis
Cadwallader? And don't tell me you

don't know. She doesn't answer my intercom

cals. And when | went to her quarters, there was no
answer there either.” The captain decided to be
truthful-if only upto apoint. "Sheisin
sckbay," he said. Hewatched for hisfriend's
reaction, hoping to discern something that would give away
Ben Zoma's guilt. And at the sametime, hoping
even morefiercely not to. "Sickbay," echoed the
other man, suddenly con-cerned. And asfar as
Picard could tell, the concern was quite genuine. "Is
shedl right? What happened?’

Here camethelie. It didn't exactly
emergetrippingly from hislips.

"During the engine shutdown, emergency life



support short-circuited on deck seventeen,
causing an explosion in the ventilator shaft. An
ar vent blew out; Cad-vallader was in the wrong
place at the wrong time."

It could have happened that way. In fact, Geordi
swore held actually seen an accident just like
it-years ago, back on the Hood. Ben Zoma
nodded, teking it in. "And Cadwallader?!

"She'sfing" said Picard. "Some minor

surgery, that's al. She could probably be up and
about tomorrow, though Dr. Crusher will no doubt
want to keep an eye on her alittle longer.”

Ben Zomanodded again. The skin between his brows
crinkled. "You know," he said, "when you serve under a
man for dmost twenty years, you come to know him pretty
well. Y ou know when he'stired, or frustrated,
or

saddened. Even aman like you, Jean-L uc-one who
hides hisfedingswell." Heleaned forward, not so
much angry as hurt. "And you know when he'slying through
histeeth. Y ou, my friend, arelying through your teeth.”
"Indeed."

"That'sright. As| told your Counsdlor
Troi, theré's something happening on the
Enterprise-something you're not telling us about. The

beefed-up security, the holodecks being out of



order ... and Morgen's sudden inclination toward
solitude. And now Cadwallader." He shook his
head. "Y ou can't tell methat you're not hiding
omething.”

The dtuation dictated that Picard carry onthe
charade-that he continue to suspect Ben Zomaaong
with the others. But hisingtinctstold him otherwise.
And astarship captain, he had learned early onin
his career, had to ultimately follow hisingincts.

Hetook adeep breath. "Y ou are quite
correct,” hetold hisfriend. "l amlying. In
fact, Cadwallader was wounded by a phaser blast.
And Morgen has become ahermit a my
request-after he nearly lost hislifeina
sabotaged holodeck.”

Ben Zomawas silent for asecond. Then he
said: "Details. Please" Picard sketched out
the Situation for him. By the time he was done, the man's
eyes had narrowed to dits. "So you see,” the
captain said, "someoneistrying to kill Morgen.
And morethan likdly, the assassnisone of us.
"dis

Ben Zomafrowned. "l wish | could disagree
with you." A pause. "Do you think it was Idun?"

"Persondly," said Picard, "no. It'stoo



obvious-especialy after the way she has dienated
hersdf from the group. Though | am sure the assassin
would likeusto believe Idunisguilty.”

"Obvious or not, she'sthe only one with aclear
motive," Ben Zoma pointed out. "Revenge for

her sster's death.”

"Commander Riker came up with another one-the
completion of Gerda's misson.”

Muscles rippled benesth the other man's graying
temples. "I hadn't thought of that-but he's

right." Picard shook hishead. "No. | ill think
[dunisinnocent.”

"A hunch?' asked Ben Zoma. "If you like."

"Y ou can't operate on hunches, Jean-L uc.

Not in amatter likethisone."

The captain amiled grimly. "It was ahunch,

Gilaad, that led meto trust you. his

Ben Zoma smiled back. "Good point,” he

sad. Picard recdlled something e se from the meeting in
the observation lounge. " Tl me about your misson
to DaaV. Y ou were with Pug and Cadwallader,
delivering medicines, as| understand it?' The dark
man looked surprised at the seeming non

sequitur. "Yes. Decacyclene. The

DaaVit were hit hard by Marionis syndrome,

avirusthat originated on Marionis Six-was



He stopped as he saw what Picard was getting
at. Y ou want to know if we camein contact with
anyone opposed to Morgen'sreturn. And if they
could have influenced one of us."

"Exadtly.”

Ben Zoma shrugged, hiseyesglazing over ashe
gave the proposition some thought. " There were those who
asked after Morgen-but no one who actually came out
for or againgt him. Not in my presence,
anyway. And asfar asinfluencing the others. . ."

He shook hisheed. "I couldn't vouch for al the
medical personnd-you'd 174

have to ask my chief medica officer about that. But
Cadwallader and Pug hardly left my side
while we were was down there. | doubt anyone could have
tampered with them in any way."

The captain looked at him. "In Pug's
case, it might not take much tampering at al.”

He chose hiswords careful-ly. "Gilaad ... you
seehim on adaily basis. Has his resentment
gone so far that it would make him want to kill?"

Ben Zoma answered without even thinking. "He's
resentful, dl right. And in some ways--smdl
ways-it has affected his performance. Certainly, his

drinking doesn't help in that regard ether. You've



seen how he puts away the synthehol.”
Picard nodded.
"But | would bet my life that Pug has nothing
to do with these murder attempts. Down deep, he's
agentle man. He aways was a gentle man."
The captain sghed. "All true. But someone
has de-sgnson Morgen'slife. And if it's
not you or Cad or Pug . .."
"l know," Ben Zomasaid. "It's
hard to imagine Simenon or Greyhorse
practicing violence. And if Idun isinnocent,
asyou say, that doesn't leave a huge number of
suspects, doesit?' Picard looked at him.
"No. It doesn't.”
Ben Zoma spread hishands. "l wish | could be
of more help, Jean- Luc. | redly do."
For afleeting moment he resembled Picard's
vision of Jack Crusher. The captain blinked.
"That'sdl right," the captain assured him-just as
he had assured Jack. "Eventudly, |
suppose, we will find the person were looking for. |
just hope Morgen survives until then." He
sgquared his shoulders. "'In the mean-
time, Gilaad, not aword of thisto anyone. Not even
Morgen or Cadwallader.”

"You'vegot my word," said Ben Zoma He



stood. "And thank you." Picard was genuninely
confused. "For what?" "For having enough trust in me
to confide dl this." The captain nodded. "Just do me
onefavor." "What'sthat?' asked Ben Zoma.
"Don't turn out to be the murderer." Hisfriend
nodded. "It'saded," he said.

Just then Beverly Crusher's voice came over the
intercom. "Captain Picard?"

"Here, Doctor. One moment, please.” He
looked & Ben Zomameaningfully.

"Y ou want meto leave?' asked the other man.
"l do."

"But | dready know what's going on. And it might
be news about Cad."

"If itis" the captain assured him, "I'll
let you know." Ben Zomafrowned. "All right,"
he sad findly. "It'syour ship. | suppose you can
conduct your investigations any way you like."

Reductantly, the former firgt officer of the
Stargazer got up and left. The ready room
doors closed slently behind him. Looking up,
Picard addressed the intercom grid. " Sorry,
Doctor. | had some company.”

"l understand. Infact, | had some myself afew

momentsago.” "Redly.”



"Yes. Greyhorse.".she took adeep
breath-so deep it was audible over the intercom
system. "Captain, | told him what was going
on. He barged into sickbay and saw Cadwallader
and-and it was pretty, obvious what had
happened to her. At that point it made more sense for
him to know than to have him asking alot of questionsdl
over theship." Picard cursed inwardly.
If he'd been aware of this, he'd never have-
"G
"Doctor ... our friend Greyhorseis not the
only onewho knows. | just let Ben Zomain on
the details mysdif."
For asecond or two, Crusher was silent.
"Well," shesaid, "it seems our secret isno
longer as secret aswewould like" "That muchis
certain. | think it'stime we had another mesting.
I'll see you in the conference loungein ten
minutes”
"Aye, gr."
The captain stood. He could fed matters
getting out of hand. It wastimeto rein themin.
Picard looked around the table--at Riker,
Troi, Worf, and Crusher. "And s0," he said,
" take full responghili-ty for my

decision to confide in Captain Ben Zoma--just as



Dr. Crusher takes responsibility for confiding
in Carter Greyhorse. But | do not want anyone
elselet in on this-not under any circumstances.”
"It's going to get harder and harder to keep it under
wraps," Riker pointed out. "If Ben Zoma
noticed, otherswill too."

Troi nodded. "Ben Zomasaid as
much." "Nonethdess" the captain indsted, "wewill do
everything we can to maintain security. Any questions?’
There were none.

"Very well, then. Let usturn to our
investigation. Counsdlor Troi?'

"Unfortunately,” the empath sad, "I have nothing
of substanceto report. A couple of our
vistors-specificaly Asmund and Joseph- have
problems. But none | could point to asa
prerequisite for murder." Picard turned
to Worf. "Lieutenant--your findings." Worf
scowled. "We andyzed the meal eaten by

Loyoshajust prior to hislosing consciousness. As
we suspected, it was laced with a narcotic that
induces deep. The source of the meal was the food
service unit near Security-which was programmed
toincludethis narcotic in three of Loyosha's

favoritedishes." Helooked at Picard.



"The unit showed no signs of tamper-+, Sir. SO

it must have been reprogrammed from another location-just as
you suggested.”

"Reprogrammed from another location?' Riker
whis-tled softly. "Our n's grasp of
technology gets moreimpressvedl thetime."

Picard grunted. "What about the rest of
your in-quiry?' he asked Worf.

The Klingon's scowl deepened. "I persondly
traced the whereabouts of each visitor a thetime of the
blackout. Morgen and Cadwallader, as we know,
werewith Dr. Crusher. Professor Smenon wasin
engineering with Commanders Dataand La Forge.
Captain Ben Zoma, Dr. Greyhorse,

Commander Asmund, and Chief Joseph werein their
quarters. At leadt, that isthe information recorded by the
compuiter, based on the locations of the suspects’
communicators." "But," Riker reminded them,
"it'sasmple matter to remove one's
communicator. Then one need not worry about being
|ocated-either at the moment of the crime or later
on."

The captain nodded. "But thank you,

Lieutenant. It was worth atry.” He regarded

the others. "Sugges-tions?' No one seemed to have

ay.



"Arewe beaten that easily?' he asked. "Perhaps
we should just concede defeat now and get it over with." That
seemed to shake them up abit.

Picard stood. "I do not care what it takes,"
heinsisted.

"1 want thiswould-be n found.
Before he becomes an assassinin fact. his

He scanned the faces at the table. For amoment
he could have sworn Jack Crusher's was among them.
Then helooked again, and Jack was gone.

Steadying himsdlf, the captain said: "Thismestingis
adjourned." The holodeck doors opened on a
magjestic scarlet forest shot through with long shafts of
golden sunlight. Wedey took astep inside,
applying hisweight to the seemingly mosdike
substance that covered the open spaces between the trees.
It was pringy underfoot-so springy, in fact, that it was
difficult to keep hisbalance. But after afew more
steps, he found the way to negotiate it was to bounce
aongingtead of trying toresst it. The Gndish
wasn't immediately visible, but there seemed to be apath
full of the soringy stuff that cut the forest in two.
Haf waking and haf bouncing, Wedey followed
it, shading his eyes when the sunbeams got in them.

It was till dong the path, windlessand , empty of



anima life. No doubt, his presence had sent
all the earthbound creatures scurrying into the bushes.
But it hadn't done anything to hamper the activity
above him. Smdl flying things darted from branch
to branch, looking carefree and idyllic. They
weren't awhole ot different from the birds
Wedey remembered from his childhood on
Earth-though no Terran bird ever made those
deep-throated sounds, or shed so many feathers asit
flew.
Smiling, the ensgn watched the flight of one
feather asit descended directly in front of him.
It glistened in the sun, dark purple around its stem
and green a itsfringes.
Intrigued, Wedey kndlt to pick it up--comand
drew hishand back quickly as hefdt the prick of
something sharp. Examining hisfinger, he saw abead of
blood at thetip. "If wewereredly on
Gnda," sad avoice, "you would have about twenty
seconds to make peace with your gods.”
Wedey jumped at the sound. Hed been so
intent on the feather, he'd forgotten that he wasn't
aonein the holodeck. Turning, he saw the
Gndish gtting with hisback againgt atreetrunk,
his scarlet robes exactly the same color asthe

foliage. "I didn't mean to scareyou,"



Simenon sad, getting to hisfeet. "It just
occurred to methat you might find alittle background
information interesting. Including what's poisonous and
what's not."

Theensign looked a thefeather ina
fresh light. "It's so pretty. It'shard
to believeit'sharmful.” " Appearances can be
decieving." The Gnalish smoothed out hisrobe.
"Theré's an antidote, of course comb you would haveto have
taken it in advance. Once you've been pricked,

it'stoo late." He shaded his eyes and pointed
to the flying things among the branches overhead. "That's
how they secure their sustenance. They wait until
an animd brushes againg afeather and is
incapacitated by the poison. Then they descend and
pick it apart. Quick workerstoo. Usudly, they can
clean a carcass before the poison shuts down the
victim'sbrain."

It wasn't apretty image. Wedey
shuddered involun-tarily, imagining apath full of
tiny four-legged skeletons. "Of course,”
Sirnenon went on, “the poison doesn't affect
the colunnu-the flyers. They have anatura
immunity toit."

Wedey let go of the feather. He watched it



waft to the mossy ground. "I'm glad,” he said,
"that you decided to leave afew details out of your
program.”
The Gndish grunted. "So am |. Back on
Gnala, | used to have to wear thick boots
to go for awalk in the woods." He picked up the
hem of hisrobe. "Here, | can go au naturd.”
Wedey looked at Simenon's feet. For the
first time, he redlized that the Gnalish was barefoot.
"S0, young man, have you followed mein herefor a
reason? Or just to chat?"'
Wedey amiled, alittle embarrassed.
"Geordi-I mean Commander La Forge--wanted me
to make sure you were al right. Y ou didn't show upin
engineering thismorning.”
"If I wasdl right?' Now it was Simenon's
turn to smile. "He could have found that out over the
intercom. Commander La Forge just wonderswhat I'm
doing in this holodeck when we have a problem
to solve.”
The ensgn nodded. "I guessthat's another way
of puttingit." "And to solve aproblem,” the
Gnalish went on, "we must stand around the master
Stuations monitor, look-+ ominoudy at one
another.”

Wedey winced. "I don't think that's



exactly-was S menon dismissed the notion with awave
of hishand. "It'sal right. Y ou need not defend your
Com-mander LaForge. At hisage, | would

probably have approached it the same

way." Heregarded the endggn. "However, | am

older and wiser now. And | know that the best way

to approach a problem, sometimes, isto forget about it
entirdly.” Heindicated the scarlet forest with a
sweeping gesture. "To play alittle hooky, asyour
Earth expresson goes."

He began to wak down the path. Wedey just
watched him, not knowing exactly what to do. Should he
contin-ue to badger the Gnalish? Or consider his
mission completed and return to engineering?

Suddenly, Simenon turned around. "Well?"
he asked. "Are you coming or not?"

The ensgn hegtated for amoment. "Me?' he
re-peated lamely. The professor snorted. "
don't see anyone else stand-+ there.” What the
hell, thought Wedey. It wouldn't hurt to take a
break- just ashort one.

He started after Simenon. "That's better,” said
the Gnalish. ""Where are we going?"' asked Wes.
"Down to the lake. Where else?' It wasn't very

far. A couple of twistsin the path, and they were there,



the water reflecting the splendor of the treesthat
towered dl around it.

Simenon stopped in thevicinity of asmdl pile

of stones-one which he had gathered some time before,
gpparently, or ese smply programmed into the
scene. Abruptly, without aword to his companion,
he knelt, hisruby eyes darting around until they
fixed on something ameter or so away. Using his
tail to sweep the ground, he brought hisfind closer
to him-and when it was close enough, picked it up with his
fingers

Another stione. The Gndish examined it. But after
asecond or two, he tossed it away. Watching
the whole strange scenario, Wedey couldn't help

but chuckle. It seemed so funny for an Academy
professor to be squat-ting barefoot and scavenging
for rocks. "What are you laughing at?" asked
Simenon, abruptly 184

indignant. "It takestimeto select the right
specimens.” Holding yet another one up at eye

level, heturned it around, ingpecting it from various
angles

"Theright specimens?’ the ensgn echoed. "Right for
what: The Gndish put the sone down in the pile and
began to scrutinize another.

"For skimming, of course.”



Wedey looked a him. "What's skimming?"

That got the Gndigh's attention; he looked
up. "Y ou mean you don't know?"

The ensign shrugged. "Should IT'

Simenon looked a him asif held just eaten
one of therocks. "Should you? Of course you should.
Weren't there any lakes where you grew up?”

Wedley thought abouit it. "l ... | guess so.

But that was when | wasredly young. I've spent alot
of time on garships since my mom joined
Starfleet.”

The Gndish looked alittle sad--or was that the
enggn'simagination?"Y ou mean," hesad, "you've
never skimmed arock? That's absurd! Every young-ster
skimsrocks." He shook his serpentine head.

"Well, well haveto rectify that gap in your
education right now."

He picked up one of the rocks held put in the
pile--asmall round one with oneflat side.

Aligning one of itsedgeswith theinsde of hisscaly
forefinger, Simenon took a couple of steps down

to the edge of the lake, stopping only when the water was
lapping gently at hisbarefeet. Then heleaned his

upper body at afunny, dmost awkward kind of

angle-and sent therock flying with aflick of his



wrigt.

Therock sailed over the water, hopping high

into the 185

ar threetimesbeforeit finaly sank some twenty
meters away. The Gndish turned back
to Wedey, looking quite satisfied with himself.

"That," heingructed, "ishow oneskimsa

rock." He returned to the pile, bent, and picked
up areplacement. Then, draightening again, he
offered it to Wedey. "Caretotry it?"' Theensign
took therock and tried to fit it into the curl of his
forefinger as Simenon had done. The edge cut
painfully into hisskin.

"No," said the Gndish. "Y oure holding it
tootight. Let it rest on the side of your
middle finger." And manipulating Wedey's hand,
he showed him what he meant.

The ensign nodded. That felt better. Trying
to lean as Simenon had, he looked at the
Gndish. "Now | just throw it?" Simenon shook
his head. "Y ou don't just throw it. There's aknack
toit." He pantomimed the procedure with hisown
empty hand. "Y ou see? The bottom of the rock must
be held parallél to the surface of the lake. And when
you release it, you put abackspin on it-so that it

remains sablewhen it hitsthewater."



Wed ey went through the motion acouple of times
until he, felt held gotten the hang
of it. Then he turned toward the lake, drew the
stone back, and flipped it out over the water. It
turned Sdeways asit flew, made aloud
plunk when it hit the lake, and sank like awell,
like astone. The ensign frowned. Simenon sighed.
"| can see we've got some work ahead of us."
Riker had expected to see Beverly Crusher
presiding over sickbay. It was only after he
walked in and saw Dr.

Sdar standing there giving ordersthat herealized
Crusher had gone off duty. A few minutes
ago, he cd culated-the same time his own shift had
ended.

Usualy, hewas on top of little thingslike that. But
right now hewas alittle preoccupied.

Hewaited patiently for Sdar to finish her
other business. When shefindly saw him standing there,
she didn't seem the least bit surprised.
"Commander,” shesad, indining her head dightly
by way of agreeting. "l wastold you might be coming
by.

That caught him alittle off hisguard. "Redly?"

"Yes. Dr. Crusher mentioned it."



"Oh," hesaid. "Right." Boy, heredly was
preoccu-pied, wasn't he? The Vulcan

indicated the barrier behind which Cadwallader's biobed
was Situated. "Y ou wish to see our patient?' He
nodded. "If it's not abad time."

"Actudly," Sdar told him, "itisnot a

bed timeat dl." And without further ado, sheled

him back to the critica-care area, where they stopped
as sheleaned around the barrier. "Commander?' "Mmm?"

"A vigtor for you."

A rustling of the bedcovers. "By dl means” the
patient said, "let himin."

Riker smiled. Cadwallader's voice was

stronger than he had expected it would be.

But Sdar didn't dlow him to go right away.
"Please be brief," she advised. "Her

progressis exemplary, but she looks better
than shefeds. We must help her conserve her
drength.”

"Don't worry," hesaid. "l won't wear

her out" The Vulcan gave him awary look before
departing to attend to her duties. Riker watched her
Qo.

Then he came around the barrier and found

Cadwal lader looking up at him. She was propped

on apillow, her arms entwined across her chest.



Shewasn't as pale as when he saw
her last. But he remembered what Selar had said
about that appearance being deceiving. "Y ou look rather comfortable,”
hetold her. She shrugged. "'l
suppose-consdering | took a phas-er beam not so
long ago. Isn't modern medicine wonder-ful ?!
Helooked into her eyes. They had that old
goarkle. "Listen,” hesaid, "'l promised Dr.
Sdar that I'd stay only amin-was Cadwal lader
frowned. "Bugger Dr. Sdar," shetold him.
"I'm in much better shape than she thinks. Stay
aslong asyoulike." Hiseyesnarrowed in
mock-reproach. "I think Dr. Selar deserves
alittle more respect.”

Cadwallader grunted. "Dr. Sdar
deserves agood pinch." She considered him. "And for that
matter, so do you."

He gave her his best apologetic look. "

know. I'm sorry." "That was alousy thing you did,
Will Riker."

He nodded. "Just try to seeit from my point of
view. At thetime, you were amurder suspect.”

Shelooked a him questioningly. "Y ou didn't redly
think that, did you?'

Riker shook hishead. "No. But | couldn't



take the chance that | waswrong. And even if
you weren't the murderer, | couldn't just come out and tell
you about theinvestigation. Y ou might've given it away
without realiz-+ it--anervouslook at the wrong
time, adip of thetongue. . ." Helet his
voicetrall off. He shrugged.

Suddenly, Cadwallader grinned. ™Y ou look
pretty foolish when you're trying to gpologize-you
know thet?"

Hefegnedinjury. "Thanksalot.”

"Especidly," she added, "when there's no need.

I've had alittle time here to think, you know. And it
didn't take me long to understand why you did what you
did." She put out her hand; hetook it. "So
don't get dl maudlin onme. Y oureforgiven,
asfar asthat goes."

Riker squeezed her hand. "I'm grateful .”

"Beddes" shesad, "you'l have plenty of
opportuni-ty to makeit up to me. That is, after
we catch the murderer and give this subspace
phenomenon thedip. And dodge whatever other
perils pop up in the mean-time.”

He chuckled. ™Y ou sound pretty confident.”

"l am," Cadwallader replied. "But then,

I've looked degth in the eye and lived to tell of

it



Riker rolled his eyes. She laughed softly--just
asheintended. "Y ou know," hetold her, "you're
pretty remarkable, Tricia Cadwallader.”

"Yes" shesad. "l know."

Someone cleared her throat behind him. Even beforethe
first officer turned around, he knew it was Sdlar
standing there. She looked at him, one eyebrow arched
meaningfully, not needing to say aword to make her
message clear.

He turned back to Cadwallader. "Timeto go.

I'll seeyou soon,” he said.

She nodded. "Soon," she echoed-,-showing just the
least bit of doubt, and thereby giving thelieto dl
her brave talk. 189

It waswith that unsettling impression lingering in his
mind that he headed for the exit.

Beverly Crusher flopped down on her bed, bone
tired. Not so much from tending to Cadwallader, though
seeing to the woman's care had kept her in sickbay
for quite along time. After al, that was her job; shewas
prepared for it.

What had really worn her out was the wondering. The
suspicion. And the knowledge that no place on the ship was
redlly safe. If the assassin could make the

holodeck a deathtrap, why not sickbay?



Or engineering? Or the bridge?

Thekiller had known the blackout was coming. Had
been ableto find Morgen at just the right time, under just the
right circumstances. The atempt'sfailure might
have come down to the-only unlooked-for € ement-the
doctor's presence. By being there, Crusher had given
the murderer three targetsingtead of two. And that
might have meant the difference between atimely rescueand a
bloodbath. If she hadn't thought to go looking for the
DaaVit, or if she hadn't arrived before the
blackout ... the assassin might have succeeded. And
DaaVery might have found itself without amonarch. She
couldn't avoid the thought: it still might. They had no more
ideawho the murderer was now than they'd had after the
fiigt incident.

He could even get me here, she mused. Even here
in my own quarters. At any moment she might
turn around and see those phaser beams stabbing at her
again. Or maybe something e se-something equally
deedly.

No. The murderer is after Morgen, she assured
her- 190

sdf. That'swhat dl the evidence suggests.

Alone, you're safe. Before she knew it, shed
taken out the box of tapes. And amoment

later she was rummaging through Jack's recorded



messages again. Seeking security in the sound of his
voice? Maybe. And why not? She had never felt
s0 safe with anyone as she had with her husband. She
selected atape at random--comj as she had before.
And as before, as she read the stardate, she recalled
her circumstances t thetime.

It was the hardest part of her stay in San

Francisco. Still plugging through med schoal. Still
pre-Wes, though many of her friends at the time were either
pregnant or raising young children. And gtill waiting for that
first shore leave, missing Jack terribly.

Maybe not the most rictous timein thelife of

Beverly Crusher. But that didn't mean Jack's
tape would be gloomy aswdll. It dways seemed his
most upbeat messages came when she needed them the
most- asif he'd had a sixth sense about her that
transcended the thousands of light-years separating
them, What the hell. Without giving it another thought,
she popped the tape into the player.

"Hi, Bev. | hopethingsare asexciting
fbr you asthey arefor me."

comCrusher closed her eyes and smiled. Just what
the doctor ordered. "We've just gotten back from
Coryb, the fourth planet in the Gamma

Shdtar system, where we were surveying the



Coryb'thu civilization as a precursor to formal
firgt contact. Up until now, the only surveys

I'd been on were the flora-and-fauna kind--comnever
anything that involved aliving, breathing civilization.
Y ou can't imaginewhét it

was likewalking through their cities, brushing against them,
exchanging smiles with them-and none of them ever
suspecting that you weren't one of them. Kind of eerie
and exhiliarating at the same time. And when-ever it
got more eerie than exhiliarating, therewas Ben
Zomaor Pug or Idun nearby to haul me
back to re- dlity.

"The funniest part was having to wear these
prosthet-icsthat Greyhorse designed for us. The
Coryb'thu are basicdly humanoid, but the middle
part of their faces extend forward into kind of a snout.
The progthetics created the same effect. And they
weren't even dl that uncomfortable. The only problem
isthey take awhileto remove, whichiswhy I'm
till wearing mine as | speak. We cut adeck of
cards to determine the order in which we'd have our faces
restored to us-and | picked the two of diamonds.

Oh, well. Y ou know what they say-lucky in
love, unlucky in prosthesisremoval.
And speaking of love-either that relationship of

Greyhorse's ended as soon asit began, or |



redlly was seeing things. I'll keep you posted on
that."

Greyhorse'srelationship? Beverly shook her

head. There could hardly have been two subjects
farther gpart in her mind than romance and the former
medica officer of the Stargazer. She wondered who the
lucky girl might have been-assuming, of "course,
that it hadn't just been Jack'simagination getting the
best of him. She'd have to ask Carter about it.

"Got to go now. Asyou know, we get only so much
time in these subspace packets. Love you. Miss
you like crazy. And study hard, damn it-someday, |
want to be able to turn around and see you standing there

next to

me

End of tape. Crusher sighed. Hearing Jack's
voice 192

had had the desired effect. Shefelt
better-much bet-ter. Almost safe, in fact.

"There," ssid Smenon. "That'smorelikeit."
Wedey frowned, visudizing theflight of hislast
toss before it sank benesth the surface of the
lake. Two hops-not bad, but not great. The

Gnalish had gotten as many as four without even



trying. "Don't stop to think about it,” Simenon

advised. "Thinking has nothing to do with it. After all,
you're only throwing rocks-your ancestors did that with
brains agood dedl |ess devel oped than yours."

The ensign chuckled and picked up another stone.
Postioning it the way the Gndish had taught him-the
procedure having become second nature by now-he
pulled back and let it fly. One hop, two.

Three.

And it wasn't done yet. With onelast burst of
energy, the stone legpt in ahigh fluid arc-the
rock-skimming equivaent of agrace note.

Four. The ensign turned to Simenon.

"Well?' he asked. The Gndish puckered up his

face and grunted ap. provingly. "Much better,"

he said, sudying Wedey intently. Something changed
in hiseyes, softened.

Wedley hesitated, then decided to say what was
onhismind. It didn't look like hed get a
better opportunity. "Professor? Y ou said you'd
tell me more about my father-about how he died.”
Simenon nodded, cleared histhroat. "I did,
didnt1?Very wdll, then." The
Gndish switched hisscaly, gray tal back and
forth over theforest floor, asif gathering

himsdlf. Then he began. Y ourefamiliar, |



assume, with the problem we encountered?

"The Nens phenomenon,” Westold him. "A
ball of matter and energy thought to haveitsoriginina
specid category of supernova. Very rare, but very
destructive-and dmost impossibleto distinguish from a
rogue comet except at close range.”

"Exactly. Of course, back then we had no
ideaastoitsorigin-and neither did Nens-considering

it wasthe firgt time anyone had ever encountered the bloody
thing. In any casg, it dl but stripped the
Stargazer of her ability to defend hersdlf. Shields
went down. Sensors went down. Weapons went
down. And we started to record an overload in the
starboard warp field generator. Shutting down the
warp drive stabilized the situation, but there was il a
lot of energy cycling through the nacelle. We were
afraid that the generator would just blow up-and whether it
would take the rest of the ship with it was anybody's
guess. Remember, we had no shieds with which
to protect ourselves.

"Unfortunately, we couldn't just separate

into two parts as the Enterprise can. But we

hed to disassociate ourselves from the starboard necelle,
and as quickly as possible. We batted the problem around

until we were ready to chew one another's heads off.



Any moment, we knew, we might be obliterated

in midsentence. Findly, your father came up with a
solution. Someone had to get outside the ship and sever
the nacdle from the rest of the Stargazer. his

Wed ey had gone over this part in his head athousand
times. Going outside, cutting away the nacelle with
phaser rifles, had been the only way. The

Stargazer wasn't set up to fire on itsdf, even

if ship's phasers had been working at thetime. And

to approach the project

through the power transfer tunnelswas unthinkable-they
weretoo full of energy seepage from thewarp fied
generators. "Naturaly,” Smenon said, "your father
volunteered comx was his plan. Others came forward
also-Ben Zoma, Morgen, Asmund, Vigo.

Even Greyhorse. The captain didn't like the

risk involved. Hated it, to tell the truth. But in
the end, he chose ateam of two: your father and Pug
Joseph. Both of them had had experiencein hull
repairs. Both of them knew how to negotiate the
ship's skin. And since the transporters had been
damaged aong with nearly everything else, that
was pretty important--to be able to get to the

nacelles and back again.

"They set out from the airlock nearest their destination

--atiny one, used only in drydock to check the



torpedo-launch mechanism. For us, it served a
different purpose. The worst part was our inability
to track your father and Pug on our sensors. We could
talk to them through their helmet communicators, but that was
about it. And once they got going, therewasn't a
great dedl of conversation-aslittle as possble, in fact.
Just aremark now and then to let us know everything was dl
right.”

The Gnalish snorted. "Anyway, they reached the

nacelle assembly pretty quickly. But it took
forever to cut through it. The Stargazer'stransfer
tunnelsweren't aswide as what you've got here

on the Enterprise-but they weren't pipe cleaners

either. And asyou know, phaser riflescan't sustain a

beam indefinitely. They've got to be giventime
to cool down. So while we waited on the bridge,

strung tight as'Vulcan harpstrings, your father and

Pug hacked away until their limbswere trembling
with the gtrain. 195

"Thetricky part was when they got into the transfer
tunnd. With dl the energy in there dready, the

phaser beam could have stirred it up even more--or had

no effect a al. Mogt likely, we knew, it
was going to be something in between--which iswhy Pug and your

father had been cautioned to approach that juncture



carefully. "For along time after they began that stage
of thework, we heard nothing from them. The captain was as
worried astherest of us. He was about to cdl for a
progress report, when your father's voice was heard
over theintercom: "Werein," hesad. "And
no problemsto spesk of. Just alot of fireworks."
We thought the worst was dll behind us.
"A couple of moments ater, their communicators
went dead. Nothing to worry about, necessarily. In
fact, I'd predicted it would happen, what with
al that energy running out of the assembly. But it was
an ominous thing, that silence. Someone began
to pace-l forget who. Ben Zoma, maybe.
"It went on like that for quiteawhile. Thewaiting, the
pacing. The facesthat looked like they'd been stretched
too tight. Findly, there was no denying it-they'd been
out there too long. Something had happened-something bad.
Picard said as much. He said that someone had to go out and
bring them back. "Asbefore, there were volunteers. But
the captain wouldn't listen. He was determined to keep
the body count down, he said; he was aready
thinking in those terms. Ben Zoma argued with him, but
to no avail. Pulling on asuit, he went after
your father and Pug. "The explosion came sometime
later. | don't remem-ber exactly when. It

felt asif we'd been pummeled by a



giant fist. And when it wasfinished, wedl
stood there, afraid to move-because moving was a step
toward facing the redlity of what had happened:

"The worst possible event hadn't occurred-we
hadn't been destroyed, the ship was till intact. The
ingtruments showed uswhy. It wasn't the generator that
had blown; it was just a pocket of accumulated
energy. And the nacelle was floating free, which was what
we'd wanted al dong.

"But three of our friendswere till out there. At lagt,
Ben Zomagot up from his seat and headed for the
turbolift. | followed. So did Greyhorse,
though he was barking ordersto histraumateam the
wholetime. The others had to Say at their posts.

"We got to the airlock about the sametime as

Greyhorse's people. There were also a couple of

security guards, handpicked by Pug beforehand. They
started to put on containment suits-but before they could get
out of the lock, they saw Picard coming in. And he had

Pug with him-dive.

"The cgptain had found him drifting dlongsdethe
hull, unconscious. There was no way he could have
brought bath Pug and your father in at once-he had
to make a choice, and Pug was closer. Asit was,

he barely managed to get them around the curve of the



ship before the explosion. If held gone after your father
instead, al three of them would have died."

Helooked at Wedey. "The captain went
back for your father, of course, but we al knew it was
too late to help him. Afterward, Pug explained that
the energy build-up had been too much for them, that they
blacked out-first your father, then Pug himsdlf.”

He grunted. "With the nacelle assembly
ripped away, 197

we were able to stagger away onimpulse. Sointhe
end, your father and Pug accomplished everything they set
out to do. The only problem was one of them didn't
liveto seeit."

Wed ey found he had an ache in the back of his
throat. Hetried to swallow it away, found that he
couldn't. The Gndish's eyes narrowed. "Are you
al right, Enggn?'

Wesnodded. "Yes," hesaid findly, hisvoice
huskier than he would have liked. "I'm fine.

Redlly." He bent for another rock,
trying to take hismind off hisfedings. "Let me
seeif | can repest that |ast performance.”

After amoment, he heard Smenon grunt. " Of
course." A pause. "Thetrick isto be
consistent. There, that's agood one-the one to your--"

Abruptly, avoice came out of nowhere.



"Wedey?' Theendgn looked up at the
holodeck'sintercom grid, hidden in theillusion
of scarlet treetops. Oh, no. How long had
he been here? It seemed like only afew minutes,
but Geordi's tone suggested it had been much longer.
Wedey steded himsdlf. "Y es, Commander?
"Whet the devil isgoing on up there? When |
sent you after Professor Simenon, | didn't
expect the two of you to disappear.” The Gndish
snorted derisively and shook his head. Wed ey
tried toignore him. "Sorry, Sr. | guess
[, um ... just lost track of time."
"Lost track of-damn it, Wes! Did you
forget what kind of messweredl in? Maybe
Professor Simenon hasthe option of fiddling
while Rome burns--but you don't, not aslong as
you're wearing that uniform. Under-stood?"
The ensign grimaced. Out of the corner of hiseye
he saw Simenon pick up another
rock. "Aye, Commander.” "Then get down hereon
the double. Y ou can tdl mein person what you found so
enthrdling that you-was
"Geordi wasinterrupted by a high-pitched yelp
that made Wedey whirl in darm. Hisfirst thought was

that the Gnalish had fdlen into the water and was drowning.



Of course, that was unlikely given hisreptilian
anatomy comb that didn't come to mind until moments
leter.

In any case, Smenon wasn't in any
trouble, aguatic or otherwise. He wasjust standing there
with astrange expresson on hisface. A
wide-eyed, open-mouthed sort of expression.
"Wes?Iseverything dl right?' Geordi asked.

The ensgn looked a Simenon. "I think so,"
he replied. Hetilted hishead to get the
Gndidh'sattention. "Itisdl right-isnt it,
Professor?"

Suddenly, Simenon's features broadened into a
smile."Youredamnedright it'sdl right," he
said. Helooked up. "Mr. LaForge-make some
tea. Well betherein aminute”

Wed ey regarded him. "Make sometea?’ he
echoed. "l liketea," said the Gndish. "Who do you
think introduced your captain to Earl
Grey?' He hurried past the ensign on hisway
to the holodeck exit, Wedey fdll in after him.
"But-that sound you made---" Simenon dismissed it.
"I aways make that sound," he shot back over his
shoulder, "when I'm about to save the ship.”

As Riker entered the turbalift, leaving

sckbay behind, he knew that the place where



Cadwallader had been attacked would yield no
physica evidence of what had

taken place there. The curving stretch of

corridor had aready been restored, the
phaser-scarred sections of bulkhead replaced, and the
bloodstains |eeched from the floor covering. But he ill
wanted to seeit again for himsdlf. He had the feding that
if he stood there long enough, if he gave
aufficient thought to the detailsimparted by Morgen and
Dr. Crusher, hewould find an angle that
Worf's security teams had overlooked. At
worgt, hewould fed asif hewere making a
contribution. The ideathat there was akiller aboard
had certainly concerned him before-but Cadwallader's
close call brought the problem closer to home. Now

it was persond.

"Deck seventeen,” he said. Though he couldn't
fed it, the turbolift started to move.

A moment or two later the doors opened. He

stepped out. And saw Ben Zomaknedling in the
middle of the corridor, eyes narrowed, intent on
something in the distance. The captain of the Lexington
looked up as Riker exited the lift. He seemed
surprised-but just alittle. And he made no effort at

al to cover up hisinterest in the place.



For asecond or two they just stared at each other.
Then Ben Zoma cracked asmile. "Fancy
meeting you here, Commander.”

Thefirg officer refrained from smiling back.

"Mindif | ask what youredoing, Sr?"

The older man stood, winced, and massaged the
back of hisneck. "Damn," he said. "There's that
tightness again. The old body's not what it used
to be-though I'll deny it if you tell anyonel
sadthat.”

"Y ou haven't answered my question,” Riker reminded
him. "True," Ben Zomasaid. "That was rude of
me. On the other hand, | think you know why I'm
here. | imagineit's the same reason you're here--
to go over the scene of the crime. To seeif there might
not be something the others overlooked.”

Riker nodded. "How long have you been here?' he
asked. "Just afew minutes™ "And?'

Ben Zomashook hishead. "No brilliant
indghts-unfortunately.” He gazed past Riker.
"Thekiller carne from that direction-morethan likely
was dready wait-+ for Cad and the others when they came
groping for thelift inthe dark." His nogtrilsflared.

"] wish hewere here now. And | wish | had a
phaser too."

Riker regarded him. "Not exactly the kind of



talk Starfleet encouragesin its cgptains.”

"No," agreed Ben Zoma, "it'snot." He
turned back to thefirst officer. "But then, therésno
one around to hear it but the two of us." He cocked his
head. "And if it were Dr. Crusher who'd gotten
hurt, or Counsglor Troi, wouldn't you fed the
sameway?' Riker hesitated.

" "Come now-be honest."

Thefirst officer decided to be as honest as the dark
man had been. "Maybe. But wanting and doing are
two different things." "No argument there,”" Ben
Zomatold him. "Many'sthetime 'l wanted
to take someone's head off and didn't.”

"I'm glad to hear it," Riker remarked.

Wadl," said the Lexington's captain, "l should

going. Cadwallader could probably

use some company. Though I'm sure Dr. Crusher

will be as sugpicious of my intentionsasyou are- ill. his
The younger man shrugged. "The fact that the captain

choseto trust you isamark in your favor. But it

doesn't necessarily mean you're not the killer."
"Absolutdly right," Ben Zomasaid, the

cornersof hiseyescrinkling. "Now | know why

Picard described you theway hedid." While



Riker tried to decipher that last remark, the
captain'sfriend walked past him into the empty
turbolift. Just before the doors closed, he heard
Ben Zoma utter asingleword: "Sickbay."
Onceingdethelift, Ben Zomashook hishead
appre-ciatively. Some officer, that Riker.
Jean-Luc'singtincts had been right five years
earlier, when held offered the man the first officer's
position on the Enterprise.

Hedtill recdled vividly their conversation on
Starbase 52, where the Lexington had put in for
repairs. Ben Zoma had been pleasantly
surprised to find hisformer captain there, awaiting
transportation to his new assgn-ment, and
Picard had ingsted on standing him to afew drinks.

"I tdl you, Gilaad, | never thought | would
find an exec likeyou again. But | think
lightning has managed to Strike twice. was "Who
ishe?'

"HisnameisRiker. Will Riker. Heswith
DeSoto on the Hood." "Yes. | think
I've heard of him. Hisfather'sacivilian
drategist, isn't he? Specidizinginthe
frontier regions?' "That's correct. He'S
one of thetop menin hisfield. 202

And for my money, his son is even better. was



Picard leaned forward. "Y ou know DeSoto-he never
says agood word about anyone unless he absolutely
hasto. And he sngsyoung Riker'spraiseslikea
nightingae. Of course, DeSoto is not happy

about the man leaving- he hateslike hell to lose such
afinefira officer. But he says Riker has

earned the right to choose his own destiny. was"Very
Impressive, Jean-L uc. was Ben Zomashook
hishead. "A Gadaxy- classvessd and a

first-rate exec. What lucky star were you born
under?'

"Y ou know, my friend, | ask that question of mysdlf
sometimes. was 'lt was amoment before Ben Zoma
realized that the turbolift had come to astop. And
another moment before he could wipe the nogtagic grip
off hisface, so whoever entered wouldn't think
he was some sort of imbecile.

Then he saw who was standing there, and he smiled
anyway. "A pleasant surprise,” he said,

"I meant to come seeyou." "Oh?" said the newcomer
as"thelift doors closed again. "Yes. | thought
we should--"

comSuddenly, there was aflash of something metalic.

Too late, Ben Zomarealized what it was.

Before he could prevent it, the knife had dipped between



his ribs and out again. Lord, he thought, I've found the
killer. But not theway | had in mind.

As asecond strike headed for hisface, he
ducked-and the blade hit the turbolift wall

ingtead. Carried forward by the momentum of the attack, his
adversary

fel againgt him and they grappled. Ben Zoma
somehow found the hand that held the knife and managed
to keep it at bay. But he didn't have much time and

he knew it. Already, hissdewas afiery,
gut-wrenching agony as his nerves woke to the damage
inflicted on them. Nor did he dare ook down
to see how much blood he had lost-no doubt, it was
considerable. Putting al his ebbing strength into asingle
uppercut, he managed to stagger the knife's owner
backward. And at the sametime to bellow
at theintercom grid for security.

Unfortunately, his adversary recovered sooner
than Ben Zoma had expected. Thistime he couldn't
avoid the knife dt-and it cut degp into his
shoulder. Gritting histeeth againgt the pain, he
dumped againgt thewall of thelift and kicked
desperately at his attack-er's knee.

By then, however, he was too cold and numb to know
if hisblow did any damage. Thelast thing he

saw was the knife descending yet again. Thelast thing



hefdt wasit plunging into his chest. Worf
estimated that four minutes had gone by. Four
minutes from the time he heard the request for help
until he reached the turbolift on deck
thirty-three. It would have been faster for him
to override the last occupant command and bring the damned
thing up to the bridge comb for some reason the lift
doorswouldn't shut. Half a corridor away,

he'd seen why. There was an arm stretched out across the
threshold-to prevent just the sort of quick attention the
Klingon had had in mind. Cursing out loud, hed

noted the blood on the bare hand.

And now, as he knelt beside the body, he cursed
again. It was Ben Zoma.

The man had been stabbed a half-dozen
times--at least twicein the chest. Nor could Worf
ignore the fact, even in his eagernessto do hisjob and
preserve Ben Zomaslife, that he had seen this

kind of wound before. Very definitely, he had seen it
before. Removing his honor sash and stripping off the
top of hisuniform, Worf wrapped Ben Zoma

tightly in the fabric of the shirt. It would help

to keep the man warm-an important measure,

snce held aready gone into shock. Also, it might

dow down the loss of blood--which had aready been



excessive, judging by the poal of gore onthe
floor of the turbolift.

Placing hisforefinger againgt Ben Zomas neck, the
Klingon fdt for a pulse. There was movement
there-terribly weak, but discernible nonetheless.

"My God!" said avoice.

Worf looked back over his shoulder and saw the
two women, in civilian garb, grimacing at the
sght of Ben Zoma. He couldn't recdl their
names, but he knew they were in one of the science
sections. A moment later two other civilians
approached from the other direction, immediately as stricken
by horror asthe first two. "What's happened?’
cried aman.

"Keep back," the Klingon growled.

"The dtuation isunder contral.” It was only another
moment before Dr. Crusher arrived with amedica team
intow. Making their way through the swelling throng of
onlookers, they lifted Ben Zomaonto a

gurney and moved him into the turbolift.

"Sickbay," Crusher said. At the sametime,
she was taking readings with her tricorder. "Give him
twenty cc's of cordrizene. That ought to keep him
going until we can abilize his condition.” Her
voice betrayed none of the emotion she must have been

feding. 205



But when shelooked up a Worf, her anger was

hard not to miss. "How long," sheaskedina
subdued tone, "isthisgoingto goon?' "ltis
finished," herumbled.

Her brows came together. "What do you mean? Did
you get alook at thekiller?"

He shook his head. "No. But | know who it
is"

A Riker followed Picard out of the turbolift,
the younger man had to hustle to catch up. He had never
seen the captain so intense-so driven.

It hed to be hard on him, thefirst officer thought.

He could only imagine how hard:

If it were anyone else, hewould have
suggested that they stay on the sidelines, commanding
officer or not. In caseslike this one, persona
involvement usudly led to trouble. But Picard
wasn't just anyone. Riker had never once seen him
lose his compaosure, not in the four years and more that
he'd served under the man. He could only trust that the
captain would not make this instance the exception.

Down the corridor, the trio of armed security
person-nel was doing exactly what they'd been
told-remaining-silent and well back from the door

monitor, so that they wouldn't dert anyoneinsde



to their presence. They'd been instructed not to make
any move on their own unlessthekiller tried
to leave. 207

AsRiker and Picard approached from one

direction, Worf approached from the other.
Momentarily, the first officer wondered why the Klingon
was naked from the waist up-and then he remembered
Worf's account of hisdiscovery of Ben Zoma. He
swallowed as he recdled the bloody detalils.

Quickly, wasting no time, the captain pointed
to Worf and to Burke, who'd been in charge up
until now. Then heindicated either Sde of the
door, showing them where he wanted them to position
themselves. Even as he drew out his phaser, the
Klingon looked none too happy about the idea.
"Captain,” he whis-pered, "you cannot go in first-was But
Picard cut him short withasmpleraising of his
hand. "I can," he whispered back, "and | will."
He turned to the door, gathering himsdlf. "Thisismy
respongbility. | should have discharged it sometime

It was aclear admission that held been wrong about
the n'sidentity-and that Riker had been right.
But thefirgt officer derived no satisfaction from the
fact. There were no winnersin this Situation, only

losers. And, unfortunately, Ben Zoma had been



the biggest loser of dl.

While the captain and Worf were engaged in their
exchange, Burke had been working to override the
door's programming with asecurity-level code.
Finished now, he nodded to Picard. "Ready,
ar," he breathed, taking out his phaser. Holding it
closeto him, he pointed it a the celling. Without
hesitation, the captain walked forward, confi-dent that
there would be no beeping insde the apart-ment to serve as
awarning of his approach. Stripped of

any programming ingtructionsto the contrary, the
doors opened to admit him.

Asluck would haveit, the apartment's
occupant was sitting at atable in the center of the
reception room. She barely turned her head as
Picard entered with Riker close behind. Idun
Asmund looked from one to the other of them,
remarkably cam- though she had to know that they were on
to her. Captains and first officersdidn't just march
into their guests' quarters unannounced. "To what do
| owethe honor?' she asked, haf smiling. "You
are charged," Picard responded, hisvoiceflat
and mechanicdl, "with the attempted murder of your
fellow officers. On three separate occasions--

including one just moments ago, when you savagely



attacked Gilaad Ben Zomawith aKlingon
ceremonia knife." The woman's brow creased.
"What are you taking about? | haven't touched my
knivessince | came aboard. If thisisa

joke-was "It'sno joke," said Riker.

Asmund stood. She darted a glance out into the
corridor, where she must have caught sight of Worf
and his security team-because the crease in her brow
deepened, She turned back to the captain, "Sir,
if Ben Zoma's been hurt, | had nothing to do with
it. You must believe that.”

Picard's nogtrilsflared. "I wish | could,

[dun. | truly do. But both Worf and
Dr. Crusher agree-only aKlingon
ceremonia knife could have inflicted wounds such as
Ben Zomasustained. Y ou carried such weapons
onto the Enterprise. And outside of Worf, you
arethe only one here practiced in their use.” A
pause. "What's more, you have no dibi--other than
the computer

record of yourhaving been in your quarters at the
time. But the computer only records the presence of
your communicator,” He scowled-a sincere
expression of hispain and regret. "l have no
choice but to place you under arret.”

She shook her head. ™Y ou're making a



mistake, Cap-tain. If you'l tel me
what'sgoing on, | can-was"Y oull be notified of the
chargesin detail,” said Picard, "onceyou'rein
thebrig." He looked to Riker. "Seetoiit,

Number One. And don't forget to check her for
dispoisons.™

Thefirg officer nodded. "Aye, sr." Worf
had told him how Klingonsimprisoned by their
enemies often chose suicide as an honorable
dternativeto captivity.

"Thank you," Picard sad.

It might not have been plain to anyone
else, but Riker knew how this wastearing the captain
up ingde. Asmund had been part of his crew-just as
he and Troi and Worf were now. No, more than his
crew- hisfamily.

It wasn't easy to confront the fact that a

member of one's family was amurderer. Not under
any circum-stances. As Picard turned to leave,
Asmund gppealed to him. "Captain-thisis

insaneA would never do anything to hurt Ben Zoma
or anyone dse. If anyone knowsthat, it'syou.”

Picard headed for the doorway, appearing not to hear
her. And after he was gone, Worf filled the opening,

glancing meaningfully at Riker. Thefirg officer



nodded.

He turned to Asmund. She stared back at
him, hard. Asif shewerefighting to keep her grip
on emotions so powerful they might rip her gpart.

Momentarily, Riker's heart went out to her. It
wasaZ210

terrible thing to see one who had been Klingon-bred
fighting to maintain her dignity.

Then he remembered what had been doneto Ben
Zoma. And to Cadwallader. And his sympathy for the
woman melted away. "If you please," hetold
her, indicating the exit. With avisible
effort, Asmund collected hersdlf. Then, without
another word, she gave hersdf up to the security
officerswaiting outsde in the corridor.

"Let meget thisgtraight,” the engineering chief
sad. "You think we can skim the Enterprise out of the
dipgtream?’ "In aword,” Simenon answered,

"yes"

They were gathered again around the master Situa-tions
monitor in engineering-Geordi, the Gnaish,

Data, and Wedey. And the ensign wasfinding it
increas-ingly difficult to keep quiet. It was
Simenon'stheory, Smenon'splan. So it
only made sensefor Simenon to explain it. But

Weswas so sure it was going to work that he could fed



himsdf bubbling insde with excitement. "Y ou see" sad
the professor, "I was teaching Wedey how to skim
stones. Y ou know--flat rocks?'

Datalooked puzzled. "I am not familiar
withtheactivity." "That'sdl right," said Wedey.

"You don't redly have to be." The android took the
ensggn'sword for it. "Very wdl," hesad.

"Please proceed, Professor.”

"Anyway," Smenonwenton, "indl my
years on Gnalaand esewhere, I've skimmed
hundreds--maybe even thousands-of stones.

But | never gave much of athought to the principles of
physicsthat governit. After

all, they are so basic, so smple, asto be
taken for granted. The stone's surface and the
water's surface collide; the resulting
exchange of energy between the two objectsimpelsthe
stone upward aswell asforward. In short, it
skips. Its momentum has been diminished some,
thanksto things likefriction and gravity and the energy
absorbed by the water in the collision-but not by much, as
long astwo conditions are satisfied: the angle of
collison must be fairly oblique and the stone must be
relatively flat." Asthe Gnalish paused for

effect, Geordi |eaned for-ward over the monitor



tolook at him. "Professor, thisisdl very

enlightening. But what'sit got to do with-was

Sirnenon stopped him with araising of hisscay

hand. "All in good time, Commander. All in good time."
Hefrowned. "Wherewas I T' "Fairly oblique

and rdaively flat," Wedey reminded him.

"Oh, yes." He punched up a schematic of the
Enter-prise on the monitor screen. "Let's

say thisshipissuch astone. It hasleft our

hand, and is hurtling along pardld to and just abovethe
dipdream.”

"Excuseme,” said Data, "but we areinthe

dipsream comn onit." Simenon snorted.
"Commander, you would never make it as an engineer-or a
Gndlish, for that matter. There are very few precise
andogiesinthislife-particularly when were
talking about something as esoteric as awarpspace
phenomenon.”

Geordi nodded, placing areassuring hand on

Datas shoulder. "It'sdl right, Professor.
Well bear with you."

"My gratitude," the Gndish muttered, "is

boundless. 212

In any case, the Enterpriseishurtling
along, bascdly pardld to the surface-perhaps

skipping every now and then without knowing it, because so little energy



islogt in each collison. However, the collisons

are what serve to keep us on theright path. Now, if
we could somehow change the angle at which we strike the
surface, we might go shooting off in adifferent
direction entirely. If we gpproach it
edge-down, for instance, we might go under the surface-
comwh would put usin acompletely differ-ent medium.
A dower medium just asregular spaceisadower
medium than subspace. Still with me?"

" Still with you," Geordi replied. "Of
course--" "Of course,” the Gnalish interrupted,
"we can't change our position. The dipstream
won't let us--combecause we're dealing with not one
surface, but many. In fact, they're dl about us,
surrounding us-bouncing us back on course with every little
callison, channding usforward. A good

assumption?' "It would appear 0," Data

replied.

"Fine. That leaves us only one other option--
to change the shape of therock. Or, rather, in this case,
the Enterprise. was The android |ooked more puzzled
than ever. "Profes-sor, are you suggesting we

separate the saucer from the battle section--as was
suggested earlier?”

S menon shook hishead. "Not at al. Because



it'snot redlly the ship that presents asurface to the
dipstream.” Geordi snapped hisfingers. "That's
right. It'stheshieldd" "Exactly.” The

Gndish punched some additiond information into the
Stuation monitor, and the sche-métic began to move.
"All we need to do is change the shape of our force
shields-was 213

Finaly, Wedey couldn't stand it any longer.

"Andin effect,” he continued, "well be changing the
shape of therock. Instead of a streamlined

object designed for maxi-mum efficiency in

flight, the dipstream will be con-fronted with an
angled surface front and back."

"Which," Simenon resumed, seemingly without
breaking stride, "should skim us out of the dipstream.
No muss, no fuss. All we havetodois
present opposition to the flow-at precisely the right
angle. One that's obtuse enough to substantialy
change the force vector situation, but not so obtuse
asto placeintolerable stresses on the Enterprise.
was He looked around, with particular attention
to Geordi. "So? What do you think?' The engineering
chief frowned as he consdered theidea "It might
work," hesaid, "and it might not. Even if the theory
issound, we're going to have to find the correct

angle a which to pitch the shields-or we could be so



much subspace debris.”

"lan't the what computer models are for?”"

Wedley asked. For amoment Geordi thought about it
some more. Then hisfrown disspated. "All right," he
decided, starting to input ingtructionsto the Situation
monitor. "L et's see what we can come up with."
Picard frowned as he stood in Beverly Crusher's
office, staring a the opague barrier that separated
critical care from the rest of the medical

facility. The doctor sat across her desk from him,
holding acup of coffeein both hands. She looked
terrible-worn out.

"Jean-Luc?’

He turned to face her.

"Areyou dl right?" she asked.

Henodded. "1 amfine" Then: "What are his
chances?' Crusher took adeep breath, let it out.
"Hard to say. Weve transfused him,
gtabilized him-done everything we could. B. . ."

She shook her head. "He suffered massive
trauma. Lost alot of blood." She looked

down &t her coffee. "Hewasin excdlent hedth
when it happened-that'samark in hisfavor. But |
can't tdl you what the outcome will be."

He had never felt so helpless--so frustrated.



Heisone of my oldest friends. And al 1 can do
iswait. And hope. But not here. He had other
businessto attend to. "Excuse me," hetold

Beverly. "Of course," she said, managing a
gmile. "Don't worry. I'll hold down the
fort."

Asthe captain left her and made hisway through
sickbay, he could see Riker waiting for him at the
entrance-just as he had requested. The first
officer straightened as he noted Picard's
approach. His eyes searched the captain'sface as
he whedled out into the corridor. A moment |ater
Riker used hislong stridesto fall into step beside
him. "Not good," he concluded without even having
to ask.

"Not good,” Picard confirmed. Then, since there was
nothing morethat could really be said on that subject, he
turned to another. "It appears we were mistaken,
Num-ber One-about Morgen being the only target,
| mean. Gilaad Ben Zoma was a one when he was
attacked. And in retrospect, one must wonder if
Cadwallader's shoot-+ was as unintentiona aswe
firgt believed."

Astheturbolift came up on their right, they
turned and headed in. The doors opened as soon as

the mecha-nism's sensor recorded their presence and



closed after they wereinsde. 215

"Bridge," Picard ingtructed. Silently and
without even ahint of motion, thelift began to carry
them upward. "Revenge," the younger man concluded, as
if he had cometo the end of an internaized
diadogue. He turned to the captain. Judging

by Riker's expression, the word had |eft abad
taste in his mouth. "Revenge on everyone
who had anything to do with her Sster's apprehension-and
imprisonment.” He paused thoughtfully. "But talk
about awarped sense of justice. Gerda did what
shedid of her own volition; no oneon the
Stargazer twisted her arm. And once you knew about it
... what else could you do but try to stop her?"

Picard frowned. "There was no other choice. Y ou and

| know that. But to Commander Asmund ... who can say?
It is not easy to accept the death of aloved one, much
lessatwin. Tragedy can do strange thingsto peopl€'s
judgment-make them see villanswhere there are
none"

Riker shook hishead. "And not just tragedy.” The
captain looked a him.

"Sometimes,” thefirg officer explained, "the
desire to protect will do that too. Look at us."

He smiled ruefully. "1 was seeing assassins



everywhere| turned.”

Just then the doors opened and the bridge was re-vealed
to them. Though the command seat was empty, al seemed
to bein order, so they proceeded to the observation
lounge. Once again a set of doors opened for them.

They walked in and saw that everyone who was supposed
to be there was there. With one exception.

The captain turned to Counselor
Troi, who had cho-sen to wait for them by the door.
"Simenon?' heasked. "He'sin enginesring-a
can't-wait kind of meeting,

apparently. Geordi saysthat they may be on
to some-thing." She paused. "Under the circumstances,

I thought I would speak to the professor later-on
my own."

Picard nodded. "I agree, Counselor. You

were correct to let them be." He turned then to those
positioned about the conference table. Morgen, standing by an
observation port and frowning, hisarms crossed over his
chest. Pug, sitting at the table dready, drumming
fingersand looking more than alittle leery.
Greyhorse, waiting stoicaly with his hands locked
behind hisback. "Ah," the doctor said. "At last.
Now, perhaps, we can find out what's going on."

"Indeed,” the captain assured him.

"Please-dl of you-t down." They sat.



Picard and Riker werethe last to push their chairsin.
The captain gazed a the expectant faces of his
former officers. And at Pug Joseph'sin

particular.

"Before | go any further, Pug, | must tdll
you that the others here have an advantage over you-at
least some knowledge of what has transpired. It
was not by my choice that this became the case; it was
dictated by circumstances.”

Joseph shifted in his seat. He seemed more
curious than resentful. "Nonetheless" Picard
went on, "l regret that it was not possibleto let you
in on the secret aswdll. | trust that you will
understand-as a security officer and asafriend.”

He turned to the others. "'l have bad news.
Gilaad Ben Zomawas assaulted just alittle while
ago in aturbalift on deck seventeen. He
isin sckbay now-in critica condition.”

Morgen cursed elaborately.

"My God," Greyhorse whispered. "How
criticd?' The captain regarded him. "Dr.
Crusher saystheresno way of knowing at this
point.” Pug just sat and stared. He seemed log,
unable to connect with what he was hearing.

"On the other hand," Picard added, "we have found



the n. Sheisinthebrig, under guard.”

To Morgen and Greyhorse it wasfairly
obviousto whom hewasreferring. Besides
Cadwallader, Asmund was the only femaein the
DaaVit's escort.

To Pug, however, it was not quite so obvious. The
captain spdledit out: "ldunisthe one
who tried to kill Ben Zorna, Pug. Just as she
tried to kill Morgen and Cadwallader earlier.”

The security officer leaned back heavily in his
charr. Findly, he uttered hisfirst word since

Picard had entered the room: "Why?' He looked
around for help from his Stargazer shipmates. "What the
hell would she want to do that for?"

Picard told him--about the attacks, the
suspicions, everything. By the time he wasfinished,
Joseph's com-plexion 'had darkened to an
angry red.

"But now it isover," the cgptain announced.
"It hurts me that Commander Asmund could have cometo this.
And it hurts me even more that Captain Ben Zoma
isinsuch draits. But at least itisover.”
Greyhorse sat up alittle Sraighter.
"Captain, if therésanything | cando. . ."

Picard shook his head. "Nothing at the moment.

But | will relay your offer to Dr. Crusher."



The DaaVit trained hisferd yellow eyes
on the captain's. | know, Picard responded
slently. Weneed to talk. 218
OBrien scanned Ten-Forward from his vantage
point near one of the observation ports. The place was
buzzing like crazy. "News spreads fast
around here," Eisenberg noted. The transporter
chief nodded, regarding the young man across the table from
him. Hed met Eisenberg only a couple of
weeks before, when the medical technician expressed
an interest in joining O'Brien's notorious poker
enclave. Of course, O'Brien had had to explain
about the length of the waiting list, which waslonger than ten
Enterprises put together.
But a the sametime, held taken aliking to the
felow. Infact, in some ways, Eisenberg
reminded O'Brien of himsdlf at the outset of hisfirst
starship assignment. Eager but unseasoned, and alittle
daunted by the danger-which was considerable at the moment, the
trangporter chief had to admit.
That'swhy O'Brien had made it his persond
mis-sion to lighten the younger man'sload. To help
him forget hisworries, if only for alittlewhile.
And Ten-Forward had seemed like the best place to do

it-until the crowd began to pour in, dl



aflutter with ac-counts of Ben Zoma's discovery

and Asmund's subse-quent arrest. "Fast?"

O'Brien gave out with ashort, sharp laugh. "That's

an understatement if | ever heard one.” He used his

glassto indicate the entirety of thelounge. "On

agood day, you can start arumor on the

bridge at 0800 hours-and it'll reach the last

table in Ten- Forward before you have a chance to close your
mouth."

Eisenberg looked at him alittle skepticaly.

"Redlly." Thetrangporter chief shrugged.
"Well, maybe I'm exaggerating just abit. |
don't get up to the bridge that often, y'’know. But

| think you get theidea."

The med tech took adrink, then put hisglass
down. "1 219

guess everyone'sjust relieved. Can't say |
blame them, either.” He shook hishead. "Can you
imagine? A murderer on board-shooting phasers,
plunging knivesinto people. . ."

"Tampering with holodecks," O'Brien added,
think-+ it sounded a little more benign-aslong as one
|eft out the detalls. "That too. It gives methe
williesjust thinking about it. And for the murderer to turn out
to be one of the captain'sguests ... damn. |

thought they served with him awhile back. | thought they



werehisfriends. his

"They are," the trangporter chief explained.
"A bad apple doesn't make a bad bunch.”

Eisenberg didn't seem to have heard him. "Y ou
know what they say. With friendslike those, who
needs the Romulans?' He sighed. ™Y ou should have
seen that poor Ben Zomafelow. I've never
seen so much blood.” The younger man's gaze grew
distant. O'Brien eyed him mock-serioudy.
"Y'know, Davey, you're arting to depress me.
And that's not easy." The med tech leaned back in his
chair, genuinely repentant. "Sorry."

"Why don't you take a peek at the bright
side? The woman's been caught. She'sin the
brig, where she can't hurt anybody dse” "I
suppose s0," Eisenberg told him. For abrief
mo-ment he seemed content. Then he started to think
again. "But that's not our only problem, isit?' He
glanced out the port, where the stars continued to streak by at
an ungodly speed. "What about that? | heard that this
phenomenon can suddenly change shape-become something
else. And tear us apart like old-fashioned tissue

O'Brien could see he had hiswork cut out for him.



"Y ou could look at it that way-doom and gloom and
al that stuff. Or you could tell yourself that Commander
LaForge and hishdperswill get usout of this-like they
awaysdo. And in the meantime, we have ringside seatsfor the
greatest show inthe galaxy." O'Brien
swung his chair around to face the observa-tion
port and theflat lines of light beyond it. Raising his
glassin atoast, he said: "To warp nine point
ninefive. May she dways be so beautiful.”
Then, without looking to see Eisenberg's reaction
too quickly, hetook agip of his synthenol and
savored it. "Ah," he commented with abravado he
didn't quitefed. "What life'sal about.”
Finaly, he gave his companion asdelong glance.
The younger man was staring a him.
"Join me?' O'Brien asked.
Gradually, Eisenberg lifted hisglass. And
amiled-if only faintly. "When you put it that
way," hesaid, "how can | refuse?’ After everyone
eseleft, it wasjust the two of them. Morgen paced
the length of the observation lounge, looking for dl the
world like a caged beast. And the captain watched, leaning
back against the edge of the conference table, hisarmsfolded
over hischest. "Damn her," the DaalVit
growled. "No--damn me. How could | have brought

her aboard? How?'



"There was no way of predicting this," Picard
told him. "Y ourewrong,” Morgeninssted. "'l
knew | wasinviting trouble-in my heart, |
knew. But | wanted to show her that | could
put the past behind me. | wanted to beforgiving.
Benevolent. All thethings my yearsin Starfleet
taught meto be." He shook his head. "And look
where my benevolence has gotten me. Y our
security officer is endangered. Cadwallader
gets a hole burned through her. And Ben
Zomarbrave, goodhearted Ben Zoma-was
Suddenly, Morgen seemed to erupt-to go mad.
He growled hideoudy at the top of hislungsand
pounded hisfists on the table. Picard'singtinct was
to retreat from the spectacle, but he stood his ground
--reminding himsdlf that the tortured cregture before him was
hisfriend. That he had nothing to fear from him. Still, it was not
easy. He had never seen such an explosion of
DaaVit fury before-and he had no wish to seeit
ever again. Inthe end, Morgen'sfit lasted just a
few seconds. But even when it wasfinished, his chest
il heaved. "'l am sorry you had to seethat,” he
sad.
"Itisdl right," the captaintold him. "We

arefriends. Old friends."



"No," the DaaVit indsted in adeep dow
voice. "It was... ingppropriate.” He
massaged the fingers of hisleft hand. "But even so,
| wasright. | should have listened to my head, not
my heart. | should have known better."

Picard could see no good coming of further
s f-recrimination. He decided to change the
subject. "Will it hurt your ability to ascend to the
throne?' he asked.

The DaaVit looked a him. "What?'

"Being without Ben Zomaand Asmund. Will it
hurt you paliticaly?' If Morgen saw whét the
captain was doing, he didn't object. He thought
for amoment, then shook his head. "It shouldn't.
True, it will make people wonder when | show up witha
smadller escort than that which was announced. But there will
gtill befour of you- yoursdf,

Pug, Cad, and Greyhorse. And four isthe
minimum required by law." He cleared histhroat,
which must have been scoured raw by his outburst.
"Blazes-anyone who hasn't got four friendsin the
whole universeisnt fit torule”

The DadVit began to pace again. But he
seemed under control, contemplative. Almost
caculating, in contrast to thefit of unbridled

emotion Picard had just witnessed. Preferring this



Morgen to the other--comat least for now-the captain
didn't interrupt. "Of course," the DaaVit
sad after alittlewnhile, "the sze of my
escort is one thing-and the circumstancesin which it was
diminished isancther. If the true story gets.
out on DaaVery, it could be embarrassing. Most
embar-rassng.”
The captain shrugged. "Then no one on DaaVery
need know the circumstances.”
Morgen nodded. "Good." His eyes narrowed.
"Now al we haveto dois get there. What about this
ideathat Simenon's had?' Picard shook his head.
"I don't know anything about it-except that Commander
LaForge seemed to think it was promising.”
"Perhaps we should find out, then." A hint of irony
had crept back into his voice. Of amusement,
amost. The captain saw it asagood sign. "Perhaps
we should," he agreed.
A Worf negotiated the corridor that led to the
brig, he asked himsdlf exactly why hed come.
Initidly, he had decided it made sensefor the
chief of security to check up on aprisoner like
Asmund-one who had proved both so brutal and so
resourceful. But by the time he was descending in the

turbolift, he had been honest enough to admit-if



only to himself-- that there was moreto it than that.

He was curious about this female--and had been
gncethe beginning. After dl, she had been
raised on the Klingon homeworld. She had been
exposed early on to the customs and traditions he
had missed- that is, until he sought them out asa
teenager. But hewas dso repelled by her. Shewas an
anomay comne human nor Klingon, but a
strange admixture of the two. Just as Worf himsdlf
was-and that was what made him so uncomfortable. Up
until now, hisrepulson had dominated his
curios-ity. He hadn't exactly avoided
her-he was too busy avoiding M orgen--comb he had
managed to keep busy enough with his dutiesto prevent
any chance meetings.

Then there had been the incident in the holodeck, and
he had had amore compelling reason for shunning the
woman. Aslong as she was a suspect in the murder
attempts, he could not afford to have hisvision clouded with
emotion. What if he carneto respect her? To like
or even admire her? 1t could only have been an
encum-brance in the discharge of hisduty.

And of course, once herealized it was she who had
made the attempts on Morgen and the others,
persond contact had been out of the question. She had

become an adversary, and adeadly one. But now, with



Asmund sequestered in the brig, his curiosty had
cometo the forefront.

Why? Because she had committed a violent crime-more
than one, in fact. And because of the possibility that her
Klingon upbringing, in some way-twisted or
otherwise-had had something to do with it. Hadn't there been
afear deep ingde him, sncethe day he arrived
at the Academy, that the Klingon in him would rise
up at thewrong time-with gridy results? That a
superior would confront him in the heat of an armed
conflict and pay the price? Or that acrewmate
would smply surprise him in the gym-and regret it
for days afterward?

Gradudly, on apurdy rationd leve,
he'd discovered that his fear was unfounded. He'd
learned that he was sufficiently in control to subdue
hisingincts, dysfunc-tiond asthey sometimeswerein
the context of accepted Starfleet behavior. That had
driven hisanxiety into adark corner of hispsyche.

But it hadn't kept it from gnawing at him. Now he
could see the product of hisfear-given flesh and
substance. Given redlity. What was the expression?
There but for fortune ...

It was the redl reason he was coming to see Asmund.

Because he had to determine for himsdlf if her immer-son



in Klingon ways had had any bearing on the murders
sheld attempted. He had to know to what

extent Asmund herself was responsible--and to what
extent it wasthefirein her blood.

Onefina turn of the corridor and the brig came

into view. In accordance with Worf's orders, there were
two gold-shirted security officers-Burke and
Nevins-standing guard outside. Despite the fact

that the facility'sforce field had been activated.
After dl, Asmund had dready proven her ingenuity

in using shipboard technologiesto her advantage.

She might have had the foresight to tamper with the brig-just
as she tampered with the holodeck and the food service
system. It was along shot, given the highly

secure nature of the detention area-but why take
chances? The security officers straightened at his
approach. He acknowledged them with anod. "At
ease," he said. Then, turning to Burke, who wasthe
senior of thetwo, he asked: "Problems?' "None,
Lieutenant. Commander Asmund hasn't said aword

for hours." He paused. "Any luck with the other

knife, Sr?" Indde the detention cell,

Asmund was Sitting by hersdlf, watching the conversation on
the other side of the transparent energy barrier. She

was looking at the Klingon in particular. Worf met

her gaze for amoment, then turned back to Burke.



"No," hetold the man. "No luck.

At leadt, not yet." "'l guessit would be easier

if were made of shrogh, or some other distinctly
Klingon meterid "

"Yes" Worf agreed. "That would have made our
search agood dedl easier.”

But by the end of the sentence, he was no longer looking
at Burke. Once again he was regarding the
prisoner-who had stood up and was approaching the
threshold of her cell.

"Careful, Commander," Burke warned her-not out of
compassion, but becauseit was hisduty. "That barrier hasa
kick toit." "I know," said Asmund, addressing the
human. "1 am familiar with starship security
facilities, thank you.” She turned her gaze
on Worf. "Lieutenant, | would like to have aword with
you." Her eyeswere hooded, her chin held high.

All indl, avery Klingonlike posture.

"l amligening,” he responded. She shook
her head. "Alone." It came out sounding morelikea
demand than arequest. If he hadn't been so
curious about her to begin with, he wouldn't have givenit a
second thought.

But theideaof gaining indght into her motiveswas

andluring one. Too dluring for him to pass up.



"Sr," Burkesad asif hecould
read his superior's thoughts, "the commander isn't your
typica prisoner. | wouldn't adviseit.”

Asmund's mouth twisted up at the corners.

Worf read the scorn in the gesture, calculated

to sting hisKlingon pride. "Are you o frightened of
me," the blond woman asked, "that you dare not face
me even across an energy barrier? Isthat what it's
cometo-Lieutenant?'

He knew what she was up to. He knew that she
was taunting him for areason. But try ashe might,
he couldn't believe she wasin aposition to harm him.
Even if she somehow managed to remove the barrier,
she was unarmed-and he had his phaser. 228

"Leaveus" Worf told his security people, never
taking hiseyesfrom Asmund's.

"But Lieutenant--" began Burke.

"Leave us," repesated the security chief-thistime
alittte moreforcefully.

Burke and Nevins had no choice but to comply.
With obvious reluctance, they withdrew down the
corridor until they disappeared around the bend.

"Ail right,” Worf told the prisoner. "We
areaone." Asmund nodded. "Thank you." Her
gaze seemed to soften abit. "Y ou didn't haveto do

this"



It caught him off guard. Up until then, her
attitude had been haughty--dancing on the edge of
arrogance. Sud-denly, there was atouch of weaknessin
her. A sense of vulnerability no true Klingon
would have permitted himsdf. Wasit an attempt to lull
his suspicions? If so, heresolved, it wouldn't
work. "Agreed," hetold her. "I did not haveto do
it. Now, what isit you wished to speak about?"

Shetook a haf-step toward him. It brought
her dangeroudy closeto the energy field. Y ou were
the one who identified the knife wounds," she said.
"It could only have been you. Correct?'

"Correct."

"And it was your duty to report what you found."
"Correct again." Asmund nodded. "Then you
believel am guilty." Something shifted
uncomfortably in Worf's gut-asif he'd eaten
too many serpent worms. "That isfor others
tojudge.”

"Of courseitis. But what do you believe?'

He shrugged. "1 must believe the evidence." "But
thereisno evidence," sheingsted, her voice

risng an octave. With avisible effort she took
hold of hersdlf again. "Or, rather, whet thereisis

crcumstan-tid "



"| leave the shades of legdlity to the advocate
generd'soffice” hetold her. "My jobis
to see that the ship and her crew are safe.”

"Then do your job. But look beyond the evidence-if
you want to cal it that. Follow your ingtincts.” A
pause. "What do they tdll you? That a Klingon would
have tampered with a holodeck? Or opened fire on
three, unarmed and unsuspecting victims? Or
tarnished aceremonid knife with an enemy'’s
blood?" She struck her chest suddenly and
vicioudy. "l am aKlingon, Lieutenant.
| would not have dishonored my family with such
behavior-evenif | wereinclined to kill someone.”
Thewoman's eyes blazed with acold fire. "My
Sdter tried to kill Morgen-afact it seemsl|
will never live down. But shewasn't acoward. She
didn't do it with sabotage or attacksin the
dark; your fileswill confirm that. Misguided as she
was, Gerdas attempt on Mor-gen'slifewas
in keeping with the Klingon tradition of nation.
| say it again: shedid not act like acoward.”

Thething in Worf's gut began to writhe. He had
to admit it-- Asmund'swords had the ring of truth
to them. "Y ou know I'm telling the truth,

Lieutenant. And you know aso the importance

of one's name-one's honor."



TheKlingon flinched inwardly. Did she know of his
discommendation? Apparently she did. But then, it was
hardly asecret in the Empire. And if
Asmund main-tained any contact at al with the
family that raised her...

"Yes," he said with asmuch dignity aspossible.
"I know of that." "I must clear my name, Worf."

She had dropped the Starfleet title and was using his
given name; the sgnifi. canoe of that choice was not
logt on him. Asmund was calling upon him asa
Klingon might call on another Klingon-asa
warrior might call on another warrior. "l must
find the assassin and bring him to justice. And |
cant do that whileI'm gitting in the brig:"

The security chief's eyes narrowed. "What would
you have me do? Free you?"

Sheregarded him. "Tak to Captain Picard

Make him see-hell listen to you.” Her hands
becamefigts. "I'm not your killer, Worf |
am not the one you're after.”

He looked at her--looked deep into those
strange, blue-shadow eyes- and found he believed
her. "Please," the blond woman said--not like a
warrior thistime, but likeahuman. "Thereis

no one else on this ship who might understand Y ou are



my only hope." Worf took a breath, let it
out. "'l will consder what you've said. Beyond that, |
make no promises.”

"Tdl him| can hdpintheinvedigation." She
came closer, her face only inches from his now.
"Tdl him | can. beof usetoyou.” Asmund
reached out to him. "l can be of use, you kn equals
" She must have reached out just alittle bit too
far-bemuse there was a savage burst of light and the
woman was flung back into her cell.

Worf ressted theimpulseto go in and help her.
The energy barrier worked in both direction; he would have
suffered the same fate. So he could only watch as
Asmund shook off the effects of the forcefield and
pulled herself to her feet. Watch--and gaina
measure of respect for her stamina.

Humans weren't supposed to be able to get up o
quickly after being jolted like that.

Shelooked at him. "That was stupid.”

He agreed. He said so. Then he added: "Mgj
dock SID ghos nagh. was It was aKlingon
saying-in essence, " Good things come to those who wait."

Asmund must have wondered exactly what he
meant. But she nodded. "Tuv nagh. was|
will be patient.

A moment later Worf called for Burke and



headed back to the turbolift. There were no computer
gationsin the corridors of deck thirty-eight-for
security reasons comand he wanted to learn more about
Gerda Asmund's approach to the murder of
Enggn Morgen. "Comein," Morgen told him.
The doorsto the DaaVit's apartment opened and the
Klingon walked in. Their eyes met and locked,
their ingincts taking over for just amoment before they
remembered who they were and the experience they had shared.
"Sorry to bother you,” Worf said.
"Don't be," Morgen assured him. He
indicated a seet. "Please.” The security chief
acknowledged the kindnesswith adight inclination of his
head. He sat.
"What can | do for you?' the DaaVit asked.
Worf frowned. "I need to know about that first attempt
onyour life. The onethat Gerda Asmund staged
twenty years ago." Morgen looked a him.
"Any particular reason?’ "Yes," theKlingon
told him. "But for now | would prefer it remain my
own." The DaaVit consdered the response.
"All right," he 232
sadfindly. "1 will respect that. But
couldn't you have found what you seek in the ship's

computer?'



"No. | tried that, and al | could get wasa
referenceto the crime. No details.”

"What sort of detailswere you looking for?"
"Everything," Worf said. "Asmuch asyou can
re-member.”

Morgen considered it. "L et me see, then."

He leaned back on his couch--a strange
rock-and-moss affair. "'l wasan ensign at the

time. One of my dutieswasto periodicaly check the
shuttle bay operation consoles--in essence, to run

the salf-diagnostic sequences. It was something the
regular shuttle deck personne could have done

eadly enough, but Captain Picard inssted |

learn everything there was to know about a Federation Star-ship.
In retrogpect, not abad idea." Hisbright

yellow eyeslost their focus as he reentered the

past. "That particular day, a crewman named
McDonndl wasin charge of the shuttle deck. A
dow-moving, dow-taking sort of fellow, but oneyou
could dwaysrely on. When | arrived, he was nowhere
to be seen. The deck was empty.” "Therewas only
one crewman on duty?' Worf asked. "That is

correct. The Stargazer wasa

deep-space explorer, remember. Congtellation

class. We didn't carry the same kind of crew

that the Enterprise does. We didn't need to."



The Klingon nodded. " Of course. Please
proceed.” "I called for McDonndll, but there was
no answer. What | should have done at that point was
aert Pug Joseph. But | was young and cocky--and
besides, | didn't expect that there wasredly anything
very wrong. So | took alook around.

"Findly, | found McDonnell. Hewas
stretched out 233

behind one of the shuittles, either dead or
unconscious. Later, | found out he had only

been knocked out. But at thetime | wasn't sure,
50 | rushed to hisside. And as | bent down
to see him, Gerdalegpt down on me from her perch
on top of the shuttle. " She must have hit me

pretty hard. The next thing | knew, there wasthe
taste of blood in my mouth. My vison was blurred
and my earswereringing too loudly for metothink. |
didn't know it was Gerda attacking me. |
wasn't even certain I'd been attacked. | just

knew that something bad had hap-pened, and that | should
try to keep it from happen-+ again.

"Asl tried to get my bearings, |

caught aglimpse of something swinging toward me---
something long and heavy-looking. Justintime, | rolled

away; it missed me. There was another blow, which |



also managed to elude. Gradualy, | came

to redlize that my life wasin jeopardy --and that it was
Gerdawho was jeopardizing it, though | couldn't
understand why.

"By thetime Gerdacame a me again, | had
mede afurther connection with redity: |
recognized the weapon she held in her hands. It was
arikgshastak. What the Federation science
manuas refer to as Klingon ironroot.”

The reference prodded Worf's curiosity.
"Rikgsha?' he repested. Ironroot grew
only on the Klingon homeworld. "Where did she get
it?"

"From the ship's botanica garden,” Morgen
ex-plained. "Gerda brought it aboard when she
signed on with the Stargazer. Apparently, shewas
planning my nation even then--arranging to have a
wespon at hand that need not arouse anyone's
suspicion. After dl, it wasonly along,
skinny garden plant--even if it was 234

capable of breaking someone's skull when placed in
theright hands."

"Actudly," Worf told him, "Klingon
legend isfull of referencesto the rikgjshabeing
used as aweapon. | assureyou,” hesaid, "l

would alow no such plantsin the botanica gardens



of the Enterprise. his
Morgen nodded. "I know. | checked." A
pause. "At any rate, | couldn't avoid
Gerdas attacks forever. That first blow had been a
telling one, and it put me a asevere
disadvantage. Before she was done, she'd broken one
of my armsin two places and cracked a couple of
ribs. But | was able to red-and stagger around long enough
to avoid being killed before help could arrive. And
ariveit did-compliments of dumb luck.
"It seems a crewman named Stroman, a
geologist with abent toward charcoa sketching, had
been doing studies of some of the specimensin the
botanica garden. Noticing that the rikgjshawas
missing-had been vio-lently uprooted, in fact-this
crewman notified Pug Joseph on the
bridge. Picard and Ben Zoma overheard and
wondered about it, and they contacted Gerda. Seeing it
was she who had brought the plant therein the first place,
they thought she might know something abot it.
"Unfortunatdy-for Gerda, not for
me-their call went unanswered. Gerda had |eft
her communicator in her deeping quarters so as not
to be traced to the shuttle deck. She had no idea

that anyone was trying to reach her-nor, | suspect,



would she have cared very much at that particular moment.
"Concerned, Picard queried the computer about her
whereabouits. It told him that she was in her room-even
though she was supposed to be on her way to engineering,
to help calibrate anew navigation system.
"Even more concerned now, the captain had Pug
Joseph digpatch a security team to Gerdals
quarters. At the sametime, Ben Zoma ordered
Cadwallader to conduct an internal sensor search
for Gerdajust to confirm that shewastruly in her room.
Wed had instances of people forgetting their
communicators, and he didn't want the security
team wasting time on awild chase of-what isthe
expresson?' Helooked to Worf for help.
"Goose," the Klingon offered. "A wild
goose chase" "Right. Thank you. After alittle
while-interna sensor searches being the dow thingsthey
are-Cadwallader determined that Gerda was not in her
quartersat al. She was on the shuttle deck-where
neither McDonnd| nor mysdf were responding
to Cad'sintercom calls. Moments later
the captain, Ben Zoma, and Pug burst in and
rescued me-just as Gerda's blows were starting to connect
again." Morgen smiled humorlesdy. "Y ou see what
| mean? Dumb luck. Except for anticipating

Stroman's desire to sketch the rikgjsha, Gerda



did everything right. She picked atime and a place when
| would be rlatively isolated from other
crewpeople. McDonnd | wasthe only onewho
would be around-and he was someone she could easily deal with.
What's more, there was little chance of anyone finding my
body before she made good her escape.” He stopped
himself. "Do you know about that? The escape, | mean?’
The security chief shook his head. "Not very much.
Asl sad, the computer wasfar from helpful.”
"It was magterful-in theory, anyway. The
Tagh'rat-the Klingon splinter group's ship-was
awaiting Gerdas sgna. When shefinished with
me, she needed only to contact her allies and open
aholeinthe
shields-using the shuttle deck's instrumentation.
By the time the hole was recognized and closed
by bridge personnel, the Tagh'rat would have gotten
close enough to snare Gerda in its trangporter beam
and take off."
Worf had to agree. It was agood
plan. If Gerda had been successful in her
assass nation attempt, it would probably have worked.
"l wish," the Dadldlyit said, "That | could have
made Stroman part of my escort. | didn't have

that option, though. He died at MaxiaZeta."



"Too bad,” the Klingon remarked. "Yes. It
is"

Worf let amoment go by before he resumed his
guestioning. "Tell me ... did Gerdatry to take

her life after she was apprehended?’ Morgen looked
a him."l believe shedid.”

The security chief nodded once. "Thank you.
Y ou have been most helpful.”

Picard sat in Geordi's office and
scrutinized the readouts on Geordi's desk

monitor. "Insufficient data," he read.
"That'sright," said the chief engineer. "We can't
congtruct aredly dependable modd for the
professor's theory-we smply don't know enough about
subspace physics.” He sat back in his

chair. "Of course, weve been able to come up with
somerelatively dependable models. But to do that,
we had to make some rather large assumptions.” Touching
agpace on his keypad, he brought up one of the
modelsto which hewasreferring. "Thisisan
example. If dl our assumptionsare

correct, we ought to be home free at
twenty-six degrees. But if were off abit

here or there, we could need as much as thirty-six
degrees.”

The captain looked a him. "However, you il think



the basic theory is sound.”

Geordi nodded.

"And the warp engines are cgpable of bearing that kind of
burden again?"

He nodded again.

Picard gauged his officer's confidence levd.

It was about as high as he'd ever seen it-despite the
trouble with computer modeling. "All right, then,” he
told LaForge. "Let'sgiveit achance.

Geordi leaned forward again. Y ou've got it, Sir.

I'll just need afew minutes down heretofinaize
things." The captain stood. "Take asmuch time asyou
need. | will be up on the bridge." He paused,
gazing in the direction of the master Stuations
monitor, where Simenon, Data, and Wedey were
fiddling with yet anoth-er set of variables. "Commander.
.. how did the pro-fessor take the news?'

Geordi shrugged. "Right in gtride. But then, that's
more or lesswhat | expected of him.

He'snot oneto let hisfedings show-is he?!

Picard shook his head. "No. He's not."
Another pause. "l just wondered.”

Asthe captain and the chief engineer exited La
Forge's office, the crisis team looked up. They

waited for asgn. Geordi gaveit to them.



Thumbs-up.

"It'sabout time," the Gnalish commented. Wedey
probably though the same thing, but he kept his
senti-mentsto himsaf-and wisely so. Hehad alot
of duesto pay before he could get away with
Simenon's brand of antics. Only Data
seemed to take the go-ahead in stride.

Without acomment, Picard left engineering and headed
for the nearest turbalift. Stepping insde, he said:
"Bridge."

In the sllence that followed, he had amoment
to ponder his decision. To wonder if hewas doing the
right thing. He was gill wondering when he emerged from the
lift-only to be confronted by hisKlingon
Security

chief. Judging by the expresson on Worf's
face, there was amatter of more than routine concern on
hismind. And with dl that had occurred on the
Enterpriselatdy, Picard was not eager
to anticipate what it might be.

"Youwishtoseeme," Picard said. It wasn't
aques-tion. The Klingon nodded his massive
head. "Aye, ar." Heindicated the ready
room with hiseyes. "In private, if you don't
mind." "Of course," the captain responded, and

led the way inside. Asthe doors closed behind them,



he took a seat behind his desk. Worf sat down as
well. "All right," Picard said, leaning back.
"| takeit thisisasecurity matter."
TheKlingon hestated. "Yes" hereplied
at lagt. "But perhaps not in the way you mean.”

The captain found his curiosity piqued, but he
de-cided to let Worf proceed at his own pace.
"l amligening,” he said smply. Hischief of
security frowned as he searched for the right words.
"Sir," hebegan at lagt, "I don't believe
Commeander Asmundisthekiller.”

The statement caught Picard off guard. "Not the
killer," he echoed, giving himsdlf timeto recover.
Heleaned forward. "Lieutenant, you yourself
presented the evidence that damned her. Are you now
saying that you were wrong?"

"Not about the knife wounds," Worf explained.
"They were made by a ceremonid blade-|
would stake my life on thefact.” Helicked his
lips. "But | no longer believe that Commander
Asmund was the one who wielded the knife."

Picard regarded him. "And what has occurred
to change your mind?' 241

Worf's brow lowered-a sign of sincerity, of

earnest-ness, Picard had learned over the years.



"Captain, | had occasion to speak with Commander
Asmund. She claimed that she was innocent-no
surprise under the circumstances. But in the process
of defending herself, she made some pointsthat rang
true. About honor--comKlingon honor." Picard
was interested enough to hear more. "Go on,” hesaid. "In
essence, Commander Asmund told me that the
murderer's approaches weren't worthy of a
Klingon-which she considers hersdlf to be. Inthis, | had
to agree. None of the attemptsfit in with the Klingon
tradition of assassination.”

"But we know that some of your people take thet tradition
less serioudy than others,” the captain pointed
out. He had firsthand knowledge of that fact, having been the
intended victim of a dishonorable attempt back on
the Klingon homeworld. "Rue," Worf conceded. "That
iswhy Commander Asmund referred me to the details
of her sgter'scrime. Y ou recall those
details?' "1 do." Picard saw the scene again,
just asit had been presented to him when he and Ben
Zoma rushed onto the shuttle deck: Gerda
swinging the deedly ironroot. Morgen lurching
to avoid the blow, and only barely succeeding. And
McDonndl lying pronein thefore- ground. "They
are not easy to forget.”

"You recall, then, that Gerda Asmund did not



kill the one called McDonnd|-though it would have
been well within her power, and even advisable. A
loose end isaloose end, yet Gerda chose
to avoid unnecessary degth.” The captain nodded. " That
iscorrect." "What ismore, Gerdaused a
simple weapon-as 242

prescribed by Klingon tradition. Usudly a
knifeisthe weapon of choice, but certainly an
ironroot is not out of the question.” "The point being that she
probably could have gotten her hands on a phaser-but
dhose not to."

"Exactly." Worf paused to let the
ggnificance of that Snk in. Then he went on.

"Note also that the na-tion attempt was
carried out by asingle individua-one on one. And
findly, that thefirst blow was not akilling one-giving the
intended victim an opportunity to view
the face of hiskiller, so he would know whom to curse
inthe afterlife” Hisvoice grew weightier.
"Findly, thereisthe matter of the poison.”

The captain couldn't help but wince a the

memory. No one had expected Gerdato have a

ku'thel nodule under her armpit-not even 1dun, who

had shaken off her shock long enough to warn them about a

suicide attempt. Fortunately, Greyhorse



had gotten to Gerdain time.
"Agan," Worf finished, "dl in accordance with
Klingon custom. All honorable"
Indeed. And the crimes committed on the
Enterprise had been anything but honorable--just as
Idun had pointed out. Picard measured one set of
facts againg the other. "What you are saying, then,”
hetold Worf, "isthat since Gerda Asmund
acted according to your code, Idun--as her identical
twin-would have done the same. And because the murder
attempts were conducted dishonorably, by Klingon
standards, they could not have been the work of 1dun. En?"
Worf scowled. "Isit not alogica concluson?'
"Perhaps,” the captain conceded. "And if lesswere a
stake here, | might be inclined to accept it. But we
are deding with life and death; we cannot take the chance
that our logic isflawed." He leaned
back again. "It isno secret that | have been one
of Idun Asmund's staunchest supporters.
Even when some of your fellow officers were ready
to condemn her, | refused to believe them--to judge
her on the basis of her sster's actions. But now.
.." Picard shook hishead. "I cannot release
her. | cannot risk another murder. Y ou may log
your observa-tions for the judge advocate

generd's office, Lieutenant --but the matter is



redly out of my hands. | an sorry."

TheKlingon lifted hischin. "I undersand,” he
sad. Though his disgppointment must have been keen after all
the trouble he had gone to-after what he had deemed the
truth was proven to have no practica vaue-he ill

held hisduty above dl. And his sense of duty

dictated that he accept the captain's decision.
"Nonetheless, | have increased security to the point at
which it stood before Commander Asmund's arrest.”
"Naturdly," Picard agreed. Having received the
captain's blessing, the Klingon rose. On the other
sde of hisdesk, Picard got up aswell. But

one matter was still unresolved. "A question, Worf."
The Klingon, who had just started to turn away from him,
looked back. "Captain?' "Where did you get

dl thisinformation? It isnot avallablein the

ship's computer files. | know-it was by my order that
the detailswere | ft out.”

Of course, they were dtill onfile at Starfleet
Headquar-ters. But he had not wanted the materia
to be availableto curiogty seekers-especidly

snceit might have hampered Idun in her career.

"l spoke with Cgptain Morgen,” the Klingon

an-swered. 244

Picard swalowed his surprise. What had



happened to that fabled hotility between Klingons and
DaaVit?"l see" hesaid. "Carry on,

Lieutenant.”

Worf incdlined hishead dightly. "Aye,
ar"

A moment later the chief of security had
departed, leaving Picard with even more to ponder than
when, he arrived on the bridge. Good God, he

mused. Isit possible that amurderer is till loose
onmy ship?

Guinan stood behind the bar, looked around, and
smiled. Ten-Forward was quiet again. Not redly
quiet, of course; there were murmured conversations and the
tinkling of glasses and the sound of chairsclattering
againg tables. But it was placid in comparison to the rush
of the last severd hours. Commander
Asmund's arrest had raised quite astir. And
understandably so. Asmund wasn't some hogtile
life-form who'd invaded the Enterprise with her

phasers blazing; she was a Starfleet officer who

had walked beside them, even sat down to dinner with
them-dl the while plotting to commit murder in their
midg.

For once, even Guinan had been caught off

guard. Usudly, there was very little that occurred on the

ship that got past her. But neither she nor Troi



nor anyone el se had managed to catch on to the
killer-not until Worf identified her by her
handiwork. It was disconcert-+, to say the lesst.

Asthe doors opened, Guinan glanced in their
direc-tion. It was areflex by now, part of the
routine of running Ten-Forward. Shefelt more
comfortable know-+ who was coming in and who was leaving. And people

liked the ideathat she took note of them; it
made them fed specidl.

Then she saw who had just entered her domain.
Wi, she mused, maybe "specid” isn't quite
theright word in this case. "Hunted" or
"persecuted, was but definitely not "specid. was
It was Pug Joseph. And he'd been drinking again.
She could seeit in the dark, puffy rings under
hiseyesand in thewaxy pallor of hisskin.

For amoment, Pug didn't seem to notice
her-maybe because there were a couple of waiters
obscuring hisview. She watched him scan the area
out by the observa-tion ports, eyes narrowed.
Looking for hisnemes's, she thought: me. Failing
to find her, he smiled and took a couple of steps
toward the nearest concentration of tables. Apparently,
Pug had gotten tired of drinking in hisroom. And

despite hisearlier fallures, he il thought he had



ashot at taking his binge to Ten-Forward.

Then the waiters moved away, and Guinan was
re-veded to him. Asther eyes met and locked, his
expres-son changed-became tense, dmost
hateful.

Stifling hisfury, heturned and waked out of the
lounge. Beverly lay stretched out on her bed, staring
at the ceiling, trying to face the prospect that Ben
Zomawas beyond her help. It wasn't easy. She
had done her best, brought to bear all the medical
technology at her digposal-and he till had less
than afifty-fifty chance.

That irked her. It wasn't asif she had never
lost a patient-every doctor in Starfleet had to desl
with occasond falure. But Ben Zoma
had been her hus-band's friend, his comrade. He had
joked with him,

shared sorrows and triumphswith him. In away,
shefdt that losing Gilaad Ben Zomawould be
letting Jack down. And she desperately didn't
want to do that.

Jack. Thethought of him made her turn to the box
of tapes resting on her commode. She
wanted-needed-to hear hisvoice.com

Opening the box again, Beverly peered insgde. She

longed to hear something upbest, optimidtic, likethelast



one-but after amoment sherealized that she didn't
remember the content of any individua tape very
well. In fact, they were pretty much ablur
to her. It took her afew minutes, but she
eventudly found atape that seemed to fit the bill.
Infact, sheredized with alittle pang of delight,
it was one of the first subspace messages Jack had
ever sent her. She even remembered the messenger who
had brought it-a stocky young woman who took her
duties quite serioudy. She used to check and
double-check Beverly's sgnature against her
records before releasing a tape, no matter how many
she brought-at least until they replaced her with
someone lessmemorable. And it was summer,
wasn't it? Beverly remembered that too, because she
couldn't understand how it could be summer and be so cold.
Of course, sheld never lived in San

Francisco before. Shed never even lived on
Earth before,

But Starfleet's medica collegewasin San
Francisco, and it was the best in the Federation. And
when sheld actualy gotten accepted there, she could
hardly justify staying on Arvada Three, asmuch
as she loved the colony.

So, shortly after her marriage to Jack, they'd



moved to a second- floor apartment in. the shadow of
Startleet headquarters—-which seemed alittle
oppressive a firg.

Later, however, she cameto appreciateit; it
had made her fedl closer to her husband and his work.
And it enabled her to get subspace messages that much
more quickly. Shaking her head, she inserted the tape
into the player. It took asecond or two before
Jack's message came up. "Hi,
sweetheart. Life on the Stargazer is ... how
can | put it? Eventful. For the last couple of
weeks weve been charting a couple of gas
giantson acollison coursein the Beta

Expledar system. The theory wasthat if two
of these gas giants come together with enough force, the
resulting body will be heavy enough for its own gravity
to ingtigate fusion-in other words, for the thing to become a
dar initsownright.

"Widll, it'sno longer atheory. | wish you
could have seeniit. Y ou can't imagine the outpouring of
light ... the sheer magnitude of the spectacle

... | know I'm not very good with words, but | think you
get theidea. It was magnificent.

"On amore mundane note, |'ve made friends
with my firgt Pandrilite-afellow named Vigo,

whao'sin charge of the weapons around here. Don't



worry-he hasn't had any chance to use them yet,

and he probably never will. In any case, he's

trying to teach some of usthis game caled sharash di.
I've never heard of it, but it looks interesting, and
Vigo says|'ve got quite an gptitude for it.

| think he meansfor ahuman-but | just might

surprise him one day. " Fortunately, we've

got agood group on the Stargazer. When you're working
in close quarters, that's pretty important.

Y ou've been hearing about Jean-L uc for along time, of
course, but my respect for him grows each day.
There can't be aman alive better suited to head

up a deep-space exploration. Ben

Zoma's another born leader 248

comthough he's got amuch more low-key approach.
Sometimes | think he'd rather hear agood joke than
eat. And then there's-was Jack's voice was drowned
out by that of Jean-Luc Picard, coming over the
Enterprisgsintercom system: "Thisisthe

captain. Once more we will be attempting to free
ourselves from the subspace anomaly. The maneu-ver
may take sometime and involve afair anount of
turbulence; please take al necessary precautions.”
Reductantly, Beverly switched off the tape

mechanism and got to her feet. She would resume,



she promised hersdlf, once this"maneuver” was over.
Off duty or not, she wasn't about to let
sickbay get bounced around without being there to pick up
the pieces. As Worf approached the brig, the
two security officersfaced him and straightened.
He set them at ease with anod and came to stand before
the force barrier.
Asmund had been sitting on her bunk. She
looked up-and saw immediately that he had nothing in the
way of good newsfor her. "l am sorry,” he
said. "l spoke with the captain on your behaf-was The
womean finished the sentence for him: "But he won't
take the chance.”
Heeyed her. "That is correct.”
She nodded. "1 suppose I'm not surprised.
Asonewho wasraised aKlingon, | hate the
ideaof gtting here, caged, while the one who
arranged it runsloose.” Her eyes blazed with
dark fire. "Thevery idea," she began, her voice
trembling, "the very ideaconsumes me." It took
her afew moments to achieve control again. "But asa

Starflect officer," shesad, "l can't blamethe

captain. | would probably have made the same
decison myf[*thorn] "If you are innocent, it

will comeout in acourt-martiad." Hedid not



expect that to be of much comfort to her now--but what else
could he say?

Asmund grunted. "Tuv nagh?' Wait for
weeks, months, while someone else decides my
fate? And | remain an object of scorn and
loathing? | am not that patient, Lieutenant. But
then, that is not your concern. Y ou have done al you could;
| am grateful.”

Ihrning away from him then, she went hick to her

bunk and sat down. He stood there for amoment,
watching her. Wondering what he would do, how hewould
fed, if hewerein her place. Then he
turned and, with abrief acknowledgment of the officerson
guard, made hisway back to the bridge.

Standing at his engineering console, Geordi scanned
the bridge. Every one of hisfellow officerswasin his
or her place-not to mention Morgen and Simenon, who
had gotten the captain’s permission to witnessthe
maneuver from aposition near the aft Sations.
Getting up from his command chair, Ficard turned
to look at the chief engineer. "Y ou may proceed,
Com-mander.”

"Aye, gr," Geordi answered. Focusing his
attention on his monitor, where the shields were

depicted asaseries of blue lines surrounding the



ship, hetook alast took at such itemsas
environmental resistance, energy consumption, and
field integrity. Satisfied, he tapped in the
fird st of dterations. Immediatdly, the blue-line
configuration began to writhe and change. "Forward
shieldsflattening,” Datareported. "Form-+ a
surface perpendicular to the axis of our

passage.” For Geordi, the information was
redundant. His mon-itor showed him the effect in
somedetail.

"Obverse dressincreasing,” Wedey
announced. 251

The ship quivered momentarily--just asit had when
they'd tried reversing engines. It was agood sign,
LaForgetold himsdf. Unableto keep the
excitement out of hisvoice, Wedey sad:
"We're dowing down, Captain. Warp nine point
ninefour five... warp nine point nine four
zero." Heleaned back. "Stabilizing a nine

point ninefour zero." "Hull integrity?"

Picard snapped. " Stresses are well within
acceptablelimits," Worf replied from
Tacticd.

A very good sign, Geordi noted.

Simenon had been right-shield structure had an

effect on their progress through the dipstream. But



would it have enough of an effect to dump them out of it?
There was only oneway to find out. A second
time, hisfingers skipped nimbly over the console.

"Rear shieldsflattening,” Datainformed them.
A shiver ran through the deck, through the bulkheads. It
was more strident, more noticesble than the one beforeit.
"Obverse stress decreasing,” Wedey declared.
"Accd-erating . . ." He shook his head.
"Back up to warp nine point nine five now."
Worf raised his gaze from his monitor board.
"Stress has intensfied considerably,
ar. Itisasif we were being sandwiched between two
forces™"

Picard looked over his shoulder at his security
chief. "Any danger, Lieutenant?"

"No immediate danger,” the Iflingon advised him.

In his seet at the captain's Sde, Riker
consulted the readouts built into hisarmrest and
frowned. "So far, so good."

Y es, Geordi mused. So far, so good. But the
easy part 252

was over. From here on in, the going would get alot
rougher. With careful precison, heingructed the
computer to tilt both shield surfaces-forward and

rear. Not alot-just ten degrees.- Thistime, the



deck didn't just shudder--it jerked. So badly, in
fact, that LaForge had to grab on to the edges of his
consoleto keep from faling.
Throughit dl, Data's voice was as calm and
matter-of-fact as ever. " Shield surfaces
pitched ten degrees,” he said. Picard let go of
hischair, which hed used to steady himsdf. Straightening
to hisfull height, helooked around. "Migter
Worf?" The Klingon's answer was a second or
twoin coming. "Minima damage, Sr." Another
pause. "No seriousinjuries.
The captain nodded. "Good." He turned
to Wedey. "Veocity? Bearing?'
"No change," theensgn told him.
Picard cast aglancein Geordi'sdirection.
The chief engineer looked back, and awordless
communication passed between them. Continue? Continue.
Adjusting the bluelines on his monitor another
ten degrees, LaForge input the change. And
hung on.
It didn't help. The ship bucked so badly that
he found himsdlf on the floor anyway. And it
didn't op bucking comn compl etely-though the echoes
weren't nearly asviciousasthe origind jolt.
" Shield surfaces-was Data began.

But Worf's cry drowned him out. " Structura



damage 253

to decks twenty-two and twenty-three.
Evacuating af-fected areas and seding off!"

Could have been worse, Geordi mused, lifting
himself up off the carpet. Twenty-two and
twenty-three were engineering decks which were less than
crucid at the moment. And since they were sparsely
populated, it would only take afew moments
to clear them. "Same speed and heading, sir!”

Wedey called out. More importantly,

Geordi noted, the shiddswere maintaining their

shape, despite the forces imposed on them. The

drain on the engines was tremendous, but they were doing
their job-and doing it well. Behind Worf, Morgen was
helping Simenon to hisfeet. The Gnalish had

hit his head on something; he was bleeding. But he
refused to leave the bridge.

LaForgedidn't blame him. Under the
circumstances, he wouldn't have |ft either.

Ashe got another grip on hisconsole,

Geordi ex-changed looks with the captain again.
Picard looked alittle rumpled; he must have falen
aswell. But he seemed no less resol ute than
before. "Decks twenty-two and twenty-three

evacuated,” Worf growled. The captain nodded.



Geordi nodded back.

Turning to hismonitor, the chief engineer
mani pu-lated the shields. Ten degrees more.
That's thirty dt--pretty much an average of
what the models said it would take. On the screen,

it looked like alot. But would it be enough to free them?
Or just enough to tear them apart?

Hecdled out: "Hang on, folks." Then,
bracing him-self, he pressed "enter.”

Idun Asmund hadn't said aword to the
two security officers outsde her cdll snce
they started their shift an 254

hour or so ago. Nor had she spoken to any of the
guards on the shifts before that.

A cool customer. That's how one of them had put

it, thinking she hadn't heard. Well, shedd heard
al right. And though she hadn't corrected the
woman, she was anything but cool. She was hot. She
was seething. Just as any Klingon would have seethed,
pennedinlikean animdl.

Of course, thistimeit was more than her breeding that
made her crave freedom so intensely. She had

ajob to do-ajob that couldn't wait. And she couldn't
doit fromthebrig. It ate a her, that while she

sat, helpless, blood justice went

unsatisfied. But she had long ago learned to contain



her Klingon-bred tendencies to vent emotion. So
well, in fact, that those on the Stargazer and elsewhere
had seen her as some sort of iron maiden-highly
disciplined, highly controlled. A cool customer
indeed She savored the bitter irony of it.

When the captain's announcement came over the
intercom, the goldshirts exchanged brief
remarks. But she remained silent-even though she had
anideaof therisksthey hadto be
incurring. The last set of maneuvers had blacked
out parts of the ship-and they hadn't accomplished athing.
She didn't know much about warpspace engineering, but
she knew this-any serious attempt to escape the
dipstream would place an even greater strain on the
Enterprise. A gtrain that would- put them dl in
jeopardy. If her guards hadn't fully
appreciated that fact, thefirgt jolt gavethem an

inkling of what was to come. She noted the look of darm
that crossed both their faces.

"Huh," one of them muttered-a big man whose

hair, was as pae as hers. Hisfirst namewas
John-sheld overheard that. " The captain wasn't

kidding."

His companion was smaller, dark and bearded; name

unknown. "That'sdl right,” hesaid. "Let'sjust



hopeit doesthetrick."” The second shock was
worse. The blond man was thrown to thefloor. The
dark one managed to keep hisfeet by clutching at the
bulkhead behind him.

And even then, it wasn't over. There were aftershocks
that made the ship tremble unnervingly.

"Damn." John picked himsdf up, despite the
continu-+ disturbances. "What's going on up there?"
The other man just shook his head. He was
looking at thelight that indicated the barrier was il in
effect. Though Asmund couldn't seeit from her
bunk, or indeed from anywherein her cdl, she
gathered that the light was till on. Otherwise, her
guards would have reacted to the fact. But the dark one was
dill scrutinizing it.

"What's the matter?" asked the blond man,
noting the direction in which his colleague was saring.

"| ‘thought | saw thelight flicker."

John conddered it himsdlf. "It's not flickering
now," hesaid. "No. It'snot." He shrugged.

"My imagination, may-be." Heturned to his
companion. " guessthat wasit. My imagination.”

That'swhen thethird jolt came. Actudly, it was
more of an upheava.

Thefloor of her cell came crashing up at

her, and the world went black.



Lifting himsdlf off the deck, Geordi Sraightened
hisVISOR. In the grinding, shifting moment of chaos
that followed hisimplementation of the last shield-shape

dteration, it had falen askew. Along with half
my vertebrae, the engineering chief remarked
inwardly, not-+ the pain that was only now emergingin his
lower back. And both hisknees. And his|eft
wridt.

Hewinced asthe VISOR clicked softly
into place. Must have hit my head too, he
decided. Damn. What amess.

Then, as hisunique variety of vison was restored
to him, heredlized just why he was so sore. Hewas
no longer at the engineering console--he was no longer
anywhere near the engineering console. Their effort
to escape the dipstream had flung him clear over
to the food dispenser--agood thirty feet) Ashe
looked around he saw that other members of the bridge
contingent had been smilarly strewn about. The
captain, Riker, and Troi, for instance, had al
been pitched forward and to the right, so that they were now dusting
themsdves off near the emergency turbolift. Worf was
in front of the command arealinstead of in back of it, and
Wedey had been plastered against the forward

viewscreen-which had gone blank somewhere dong the



line. Neither Morgen nor Simenon wasimmediately
vigble-not until they poked their heads up from behind the
Tacticd gation. The Gnalish muttered a

curse.

Only Datahad somehow managed to remainin his
seat--thougb now that Geordi looked more closdly,
he could see that it had been at the expense of his
control board. The thing was flipped up and
mangled at one end-no doubt, where the android had
gripped it to anchor himself.

Thiskind of stuff wasn't supposed to happen on
aship 257

like the Enterprise, Geordi noted. Not with all
the damping and stabilizing festures built into her.

But then, no spacegoing vessel was designed to do
what they had done.

"Iseveryoneadl right?' Picard asked.

There were some groans, but no serioudy negative
replies. The captain nodded. "Good. Now let's
see where we stand.”

By then LaForge was dready making hisway back to the
aft stations. He was pleasantly surprised to see
that his monitor had fared better than the
viewscreen: it fill showed the blue-lined diagram that
he'd been using to set up each maneuver.

Unfortunately, most of the blue lineswere gone.



"Damage?' Picard demanded, having resumed his
place in the command center.

By then Worf too had returned to his origina
position. "Reports corning in from al decks,
ar. Damageto ship and systemsis consderable.”
He looked up. "Nothing, however, that cannot be
corrected by repair teams.”

"Warp driveisdisabled again," Geordi chimed
in. "But we pretty much expected that. What
shidldsweve got |eft are running on
impulse power."

"Injuries?’ the captain asked.

The Klingon consulted hisboard again.
"Widespread. But so far, none appearsto be
life-threstening.” Picard's forehead wrinkled. "I
would say wewere lucky, under the circumstances.” He
turned to Wedey. "The question ishow lucky.
Migter Crusher?' The ensign hunched over his
monitor and frowned. He shook hishead. "l wish
| could tell you, Sir. But astrogation isdown.”

He swiveled in hischair to face the cagptain. "I
don't know if the maneuver worked or not."

Picard grunted, unable to quite conced his
disap-pointment. " see”

"Therésaway to find out, though,” Geordi



reminded them. "All we haveto doisfind an
observation port.” "Good idea," Simenon said.
And without waiting for anyone elseto agree, he
headed for the observation lounge.

A haf-dozen others moved to follow him--

Morgen, Picard, Riker and Troi. And finaly,

Geordi himsdf. Thelounge doors parted,

revealing the cabin and its conference table. And beyond it, a
generous helping of starlit space.

LaForge smiled. Past those who had entered before
him, he could see that the stars were standing still-no longer
streaks of light, but mere points.

They were out of the dipstream, back in normal
space. And though it wasn't clear yet exactly
wherein norma space, it felt pretty good to be
there.

Simenon was standing in the front of the group. As
Geordi watched, he turned his serpentine head and
looked back at him. And winked. Asif to say we
didit!

Though nobody saw it--not even Simenon-La
Forge winked back. When Asmund regained her
senses there was anause-ating, dull achein the
vicinity of one of her temples. She touched the area
gingerly, winced at the pain even that light contact

provoked, and inspected her fingertips. Blood-and



not alittle of it. But her guards had come through even
worse. The bearded man was out cold, one of his
legstwisted in such away that it had to have been
broken. And the one called John, while conscious,
was gripping hisside and grimac-

ing in anguish. For the moment, he seemed
to have forgotten about his phaser; it was lying on the deck
acouple of feet from where he lay propped against the
bulkhead.

She saw dl thisin darkness, aided only by the
strobe of anaked, fizzling circuit-though she
couldn't a first pinpoint itslocation. Then it dawned
on her. It wasthe onejust to the side of her cell-the
onethat controlled the energy field. Rising from the
floor, she approached the place where the barrier should
have been. Carefully, ever so careful-ly, she reached
out. And watched her hand pass over the threshold,
un-scathed. No flash of light, no energy charge
to make her regret her trespass. No barrier.

No barrier.

Then she looked down and saw that John was
watch-+ her. That he had realized the barrier was down
aswell. Without aword, helaunched himsdf inthe
direction of his phaser. Ignoring the pounding in her

head, Asmund dived for the wegpon too.



Unfortunately for her, he got to it first, managed
toraiseit andfire.

Twigting in mid-air, Asmund somehow euded the
narrow beam of red light. And before the blond man could
take aim again, she grabbed hold of hiswrigt with
both hands.

Knowing what she knew about pressure points, it
waan't difficult to make him scream out and drop
the phaser. But al her facultiesfocused on the
task, she never saw the blow from hisfree hand. It
hit her in the back of the neck, stunning her,
intengfying the spike of painin her temple.

Still, she found the strength to lash out backhanded--
to hit her adversary across the face hard enough to knock
him out. As he dumped beside her, shelaid clam
to the weapon and got to her feet.

The other guard was still unconscious, his breathing
shalow but regular. She passed up the temptation
to look for his phaser aswell, deciding a second
onewould be of only margind vaue-and she had no
timeto waste. At any moment, they might redlize
shewas free and send a security team after her.

Phaser in hand, she took off down the
corridor. Like everyone else on the bridge,

Wedey was gtill shaking hishead over the success of

Professor Smenon'sidea. Theensign



grinned as he watched the Gnalish regale Ficard
with the. third retdling of his stone-skimming exploits
in the holodeck. With Riker and Troi having

departed to oversee repair and relocation efforts, and
Morgen gone aong with them, the captain and
Simenon had the command center dl to themselves.
Suddenly, the professor pointed to Wedey,

and the othersturned hisway aswell. Theensign
felt himsdlf blush as Picard smiled

gppreciatively and nodded; he could just imagine
what Simenon wastelling him. Wonderful boy

you've got there. Couldn't have doneit without him. So
how isit he never skimmed stones before? Who's
responsible for his education anyway?

Swiveling away before his blush became permanent,
Wedley returned his attention to his board. Much
to his surprise, the astrogation function had been
returned to it; that section of the diplay was outlined again
ingreen light.

Touching the appropriate keys, he called up
their 261

position. Ingtantly, the coordinates appeared

on the screen. Hefroze asheredlized the
sgnificance of what he saw. No, hetold

himsdlf. Please say thisign't right. With an effort,



he forced hisfingersto run the system through acom
diagnostic check. There was nothing wrong withiit. It
was functioning perfectly. Swalowing, Wedey
turned again toward the captain. And drew Picard's
attention. Abruptly, the captain stopped
smiling- and came striding down to the Conn station.
"What isit, Mister Crusher?Y ou look
positively green.” Then Picard looked past
him and saw the coordinates. As Wed ey watched,
the musclesin the man'sjaw rip-pled. "Commander
LaForge" the captain caled, hardly raising his
voice. Hiseyesremained fixed on the
astrogartion reedout. "Aye, sr?' Geordi
came down the ramp from the aft sations. " Something
wrong?"'

Picard nodded. "Apparently.”

"What isit?" Simenon asked, risng from his
Seet in the command center.

"Come seefor yoursdlf, Phigus.”

By that time, Geordi had arrived and was beginning
to appreciate the Stuation. He whistled soft and
low. Wedey knew that someone had to come out and say
it. But he waited dutifully for the Gndish
to arrive and curse benegth his breath before he fit words
to the problem.

"We'rein Romulan space”" he



announced-a bit 262

more loudly than held intended. It attracted some
stares from around the bridge.

"Indeed,” Picard said. Then, alittle more
softly. "The question is, what are we going to do about
it?"

Asif sensing that the question was directed toward him,
Geordi looked up. "Captain, theenginesarein

bad shape. And even if we had warp speed, |
don't think I'd want torisk using it."

Picard's eyes narrowed. "Because we might get
our-salves stuck in the dipstream al over again?'
"That'sright, gr." LaForgebit hislip.
"To be safe, welve got to put some distance between
oursalves and the phenomenon. And even at full
impulse, that's going to take sometime. Hours,
anyway." "Atleadt," Smenon chimedin.

Picard frowned at LaForge. "We don't have
time, Commander. There could be a Romulan ship on our
tall a any moment." Hisfrown deegpened. "How
quickly do you think you can give mewarp one?' La
Forge shrugged. "I don't know. A day, afew
hours-it's hard to say, Sir."

"Threehours,”" Picard told him. It

wasn't arequest and it wasn't an order. It was



just astatement of what they needed. Geordi sighed.
"You'd letter excuse me," he said, and headed for the
forward turbolift. Without waiting to be asked,
Smenon fdl in right behind him.
Picard turned to Wedey. "How far arewe from
the Neutrd Zoneat full impuls=?'
Wedey quickly performed the necessary caculations.
"Sixteen hours, thirty-two minutes" he said,
though the captain had moved close enough to the Conn to see
the computations on-screen himsdlf. 263
Picard nodded. "Lay in acourse, Mister
Crusher. When the use of our warp driveis
restored to us, well be that much closer to salvation.”
Sixteen hours, Wedey thought. Therésno
way we can go unnoticed for that long.
Behind him, he heard Lieutenant Worf
grunt-asif in agreement with theensign's
unarticulated analyss. Then the Klingon
spoke. "We have another problem, sr," he said
evenly. Picard turned away from the newly
restored viewscreen to face his security chief.
"Yes, Lieutenant?' Worf's expression was
grim. "Commander Asmund has escaped.”
Picard's eyes narrowed as he absorbed the
informa-tion. "1 see" he said, hisvoice

level and controlled. "And her guards?' "Injured,



but not badly.” The Klingon added: "The brig's
security systems were damaged in the escape from the
dipgream.” "Isshe amed?’

"She hasaphaser, Sr."

He nodded. "And potentid victimsd| over
the ship." The captain frowned. "Go after her,
Worf. Find her." Histonewas decisive,
authoritative-but his eyeswerefull of regret.
"And give her no quarter. Commander Asmundisa
most resourceful individual." Worf nodded,
dready starting to move toward the turbolift. "On my
way, ar."

"Lieutenant . . dis'...com The Klingon stopped.

Picard opened his mouth to say something-but thought
better of it. He shook his head. "Nothing. Just

keep me posted.”

"Aye, gr," said the security chief. But he

knew what the captain had been about to say-something about
not allowing persond fedings and bdiefsto keep one
from doing one's duty. It would have been an unnecessary
instruction; he was glad that Picard had kept it
to himsdf.

Asthe captain turned back to the viewscreen,
Worf entered the turbolift. "Computer,” he

asked, "what isthe location of Commander Idun



Asmund?’

The response was quick and concise. "Commander
Asmund isin alift compartment in the
vicinity of deck eight, primary hull." Worf

sraightened asif held been dapped in the face.

The battle bridge was |ocated on deck eight

of the secondary hull. It would beasmple

maneuver for Asmund to move from one hull to the
next-and if she could rig the holodeck and the food
processor, she could probably gain accessto the

battle bridge aswell. And she could control the

entire ship from there. She was clever. She had fooled
him once, with her protestations of innocence. Shewould
not fool him again.

"Deck eight,” he said, histeeth clenching ashe
prepared himsdlf for the inevitable confrontation.

Had Morgen been more familiar with the layout of a
Gdaxy-class vessd, he might have had some

prior idea of which cabin hewas entering. Asit was,

he was amost as surprised to see the roomful of young
children asthey were to see him. There were about a dozen of them,
peering up a him with eyesfresh from crying. A
couple till had trails of tears on their faces.

A woman who was knedling among them-their teacher,
apparently- looked up a Morgen. "Hello,"

she said, unable to concedl the trepidation in her voice.



It wasn't the first time held evoked that kind of
reaction since he'd set foot on the
Enterprise. Nor wasit difficult to understand, given
theimposing DaaVit physique and the fact that so
few of his people were seen on Federation starships. A
moment |ater, noticing the pipson the
DaaVit's collar, thewoman said, "Oh. You
must be one of Captain Picard's guests.”

"Yes" hetold her. "I'm Captain
Morgen. Iseveryonedl right in here?"

Shenodded. "We'refine." She scanned the
faces of the children. "A little frightened, but fine."

Just asshe said that, alittle girl began sobbing. And
before the woman could comfort the child, alittle boy followed
suit. Smiling, Morgen lowered himself onto his
haunches. "Come on, now," he said, glancing from the
girl to the boy and back again. "If you cry, it's
going to make me gtart crying too. And when | sart
crying, | can't stop.”

Then, before helost their attention, the DaaVit
opened histear ducts and let the clear ssruminside
them flow copioudy down his cheeks.

Ashed intended, it got the children's attention. So
fascinated were they by the sight of histears, they forgot

their own problems. A couple of them even started



giggling. Morgen mugged an expression of sadness,
and they giggled some more. More mugging, more
giggling. Be-forethey knew it, they were laughing out
loud.

The woman shot him alook of gratitude.

He nodded a 267

little and went on with his act-one that had become a
favorite of the children on hisown ship over the years.
Onelittle boy even came over and put hisarm around the
DaaVit. "It'sdl right,” hesad. "There's

nothing to be scared of ."

Morgen turned to him, gtill releasing gresat globby
tears, "Areyou sure?" he asked.

"Uh huh," the child assured him. "Captain

Picard will take care of us. That'swhat my mom
awayssays." Asif on cue, the DaaVit's
communicator beeped. Tapping it out of reflex,

he opened the communi cations channd on hisend.
"Morgen here.”

"ThisisPicard," the captain told him.
"WEeve got a problem-or more accurately,
another problem. Are you aone?' "One second,
please." Standing, the DaaVit winked at the children.
Then heretreated to the other side of the cabin.
"All right. Y ou can go on now."

The captain didn't waste any time. "Asmund



has escaped her cell. She's at large

and she's got a phaser.” Morgen digested the
information. "Acknowledged.” "I want you to return
to your quarters.”

The DaaVit made asound of disgust. "I've

spent enough timein my quarters,” he complained. "More
than enough time. Y our people need my help.”

"My people,” Picard said, "will survive better
without you." Theleve of authority in hisvoice went

up anotch. "You are atarget, Morgen. And as

such, you are adanger to everyone around you." The
DaaVit looked back at the children.

"Report to your quarters, my friend. Or | will have
asecurity team escort you there.”

The DaaVit forced himsdlf to be objective-to
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thewisdom in hisformer cagptain'swords. "Asyou
wish," heanswered findly. "Morgen out.”

He lingered only another second or two-just

long enough to consider thelittle ones and the woman in their
midst. None of them had any ideawhat kind of
dangersthey faced-both from within and without. And that was
probably just aswell.

"Do you haveto go?" alittle girl asked. He nodded.

"I'm afraid so. But thanks. | fed alot



better now that you've cheered medl up.”

Then, before he could entertain any rebellious
second thoughts, he took hisleave of them.

The Klingon in Worf urged him to face Commander
Asmund done-but- the security chief in him
recog-nized he had a greater chance of successif
he caled in backups. In the end, the security
chief won out.

As hereached deck eight, however, none of his
back-ups had arrived. And the Situation didn't
alow for delay. Drawing his phaser, Worf
pressed his back againgt the bulkhead, and quickly but
slently made hisway dongitscurving
surface. At any moment, he knew, he might
come face to face with the fugitive-though given the head
gart she had, it wasfar morelikely she'd aready
gotten into the battle bridge. And that was the reason
for hishagte.

When he did within view of the bridge doors,
he noticed that they were closed. Nor did they show
any sgnsof having been forced. A neet job
indeed. Hed hardly completed the thought when
reinforcements arrived in the forms of Nevinsand
Loyosha. "Isshein there, dissr?' asked
Nevins.

Worf was about to answer in the



affirmative when he redized he was only going on
asuppostion. Turning hisface upward, he

queried the computer as he had ear-lier.
"Computer-what is Commander Asmund's

lo-cation”?"

Again, the answer wasimmediate. "Commander Asmund is
in aturbolift on deck eighteen.”

Worf looked at his security officers. They

looked back. "Deck eighteen?’ Loyosha

echoed.

What was she doing? Trying to forestd| the
inevitable? Worf didn't believe it. Asmund
was too smart to believe she would ude them for long
thisway. Putting himself in her place, the Klingon
conceded he might throw asingle curve a his
pursuers-and the battle bridge would have served him
wdl inthat regard. But deck eighteen? What was

on deck eighteen except living quartersand- He
cursed. If he could locate Asmund, then
Asmund could locate Morgen. Why didn't he
think of that before?" Computer,” he barked, "whereis
Captain Morgen?' "Captain Morgen,” the

computer replied, "isin the educationd facility on

deck eighteen.”

Worf hurtled down the corridor, with



Loyoshaand Nevinsin close pursuit.

"Commander?"

LaForge looked up from hisworkstation, where he'd
been working feverishly to get the warp drive back
online. On the other side of engineering, the
Gndish was standing at an identica workstation,
complementing hisefforts.

"Progress?' Creordi asked hopefully.

Simenon shook hislizardlike head, never taking

eyes off hismonitors. "Not enough. I've still
got along way to go.”

Turning back to his own ingruments, La Forge
gmiled. He was getting to know Simenon pretty
well-he could tell when the professor had something
on hismind. "Then what?' he asked. A pause.

"Tell me about the Romulans™

LaForgewasalittle surprised by the request.
Then he remembered that the Stargazer's famous
twenty-year voyage had taken place during the
Romulans' decades-long period of withdrawal.
Very likely, heredized with abit of ajolt,

Simenon had never even seen a Romulan-except
in tapes, and even those were bound to have been pretty
old.

Nor wasit hard to figure out what had prompted



the Gnaligh's curiosity. When you were snegking through
enemy territory, it was only natural to want
to know alittle about the enemy. " Tl you about them,” the
chief engineer echoed. "Where would you like me to start?'
"Start anywhere," Simenon ingructed.
LaForgesmiled again. "All right. For onething,
their technology has come along way sincetheir
dliance with the Klingons. Their shipsare bigger,
faster, and dead-lier."
"All very comforting,” the Gndish commented. "And of
course," LaForge continued, "no one schemes
better than the Romulans. No one's more
merciless." He thought about the Enterprise's various
encounterswith its Vulcanoid adversaries over the
last few years. And of his persona experiences.
"On the other hand,” he went on, "they're people, with

their own concepts of honor and loyalty, of right and

wrong.
Simenon grunted. "Ah-hah. A ray of
hope. Does that mean they refrain from shooting first and
asking ques- 271
tions never? Isthere achancethey'll believe
our tale of woe and let usgo?’
LaForge shrugged. "Depends on the

exact circum-stances." "In other words, no."



"In other words, it's pretty unlikely."” The
Gnalish sighed. "Sorry | asked.”

Worf couldn't understand it. As he made hisway
down from deck eight in aparald turbalift, his
adver-sary didn't move out into the corridor. In
fact, shedidnt moveat al. Shejust
maintained her postioninthelift. And thelift
maintained its position on deck eighteen. But why?
Had she been hurt in the course of Geordi's
maneuver, or maybein an ensuing meleewith her
guards--comhurt so badly that she'd had only enough
strength to go thisfar, and no farther? Or was she up
to something e se entirdy? Something he had failed
to figure out?

The doors of Worf'slift opened and he
swung out, bresking into arun. Nevins and Loyosha
pelted dong behind him. All of them had their phasers
at theready-just in case. "Computer,” the Klingon
barked one more time. "L ocation of Commander Asmund.”

"Commander Asmund isin aturbolift on
deck eight-een,” the computer confirmed.

Worf'smind raced asfast astherest of him.

Hehad avison of her sanding therein thelift,
doors open, agrim smile on her
face-and then, when she heard him coming, closing the

doors and watching thelook on hisface as she



escaped him. 272

Wasthat it? Was she trying to humiliate him, knowing
hewould lead the search for her?

For what reason? Sheer spite?

Or was she truly mad now-not only
homicida, but out of touch with redlity in other ways
aswdl?

Thistime, when the Klingon arrived to confront the
fugitive, he had plenty of company. Not only
Nevins and Loyosha, but an additiond trio of
security officers approaching from the other end of the
corridor.

Contrary to Worf's premonition, the lift
doorswere closed. Hetook in his people with aglance.

"Phasers on stun. Be prepared for anything.”

Then, careful to keep hiseyes on the doors, he
touched the lift security override pad on the
bulkhead.

Not that he expected the action to accomplish
any-thing. With the technica expertise Asmund had
demon-strated, Worf fully expected that shed
jammed the door-opening mechanism, which would force him
to find an engineer capable of bypassing or
otherwise nullifying her handiwork.

Much to hissurprise, however, the override



worked. The doors opened.

The security officerstensed, training their
wegpons on the interior of the compartment. Asit turned
out, it wasn't necessary. There was no oneinside.

Muittering acurse, Worf took a step
forward-and noticed something on the floor of thelift.
Grunting, hewent in and picked it up. A
communicator. He turned it over in his hand.

Asmund had led him on amerry chase. And he

had been too concerned with more complicated
explanartions for her behavior to consider the
smplest oneof dl.

What was the expression humans used? About
failing to seethe forest for the trees?

Thefugitive had asked the computer for Morgen's
whereabouts and then programmed the lift for that destination--
with a stop on deck four, just to prolong the chase. And
while her communicator was buying her time, shewas
using it to serve her purposes. He should have known
sheld try something like this, the security chief told
himsdlf. He should have known. He scowled. Asmund could
be anywhere on the Enter-prise now. Absolutely
anywhere. He had no choice but to have his people
comb the ship for her, inch by inch. And Morgen ... he
had to contact the DaaVit, dert him to-

"Lieutenant WorMore



The Klingon turned at the sound of hisname. Hewas
alittle startled to see Morgen standing there, casting a
curious eye over the proceedings.

"|s something wrong?' the DaaVit asked
innocently. Worf's scowl deepened. "That," he
growled, "isoneway of putting it." The bleeding from
her temple had stopped, but Asmund's head hurt
mercilesdy. Taking adeep bresth, she leaned
back against the cargo container and tried to put her
thoughtsin order. By now, she thought, they would have found the
communicator in the turbolift. And begun the search
in earnest. But it wastoo late. Avoiding the use
of thelifts completely, she'd found an entrance to the
cargo bays on deck thirty-eight and dipped
ingde.

Fortunately, the bay's manifest had told her
it had the kind of cargo she needed. And the Enterprise
crew had 274

been every hit asefficient asit was reputed to be;
the dolacite containers she sought were dl in their
proper locations. Used extensively these days
to linethe insgdes of warp nacelles,
dolacite was the only substance routindly car-ried
on Federation starshipsthat could foil internal sensor

sysems. By hiding among containersfull of the stuff,



Asmund had effectively rendered hersdf invishble
to the ship'sinterna security systems. She
glanced at the phaser in her lap. Picking it up,
shefdt itsreassuring heft.

Under other circumstances, it might have been a
ligbility to her. After dl, every phaser was hooked in
with the ship's computer-to prevent the use of power
levels at which arandom blast could punch through a
hull wall. And with that kind of hookup, it wasn't
al that difficult to scan the Enterprise for phaser
|ocations--there were only afew dozen of them on
board.

It was certainly alot easier than trying,
to find asingle human bio-profileamong a
mostly-human population of more than athousand
individuas

But the dolacite protected her from that kind of
detection aswell. Which was agood thing. She needed the
phaser. Y ou've bought yourself sometime, she mused.
Y ou'd better put it to good use.

If only her head didn't hurt so much.

All indl, Beverly decided, they'd
been pretty fortu-nate. Not only had
Simenon's strategy gotten them out of the
dipstream, but they had avoided any truly serious

injuries. The worst was a compound fracture of the



leg, suffered by aman named Starros-one of the
security officers whohad been watching Idun
Asmund Nor had 275

sckbay sustained any damage; there wasn't
even atricorder out of place.

Of course, Asmund had escaped in the course
of the beating the ship had taken. And according to Worf, she
was armed with a phaser and dangerous as hell.

But so what? They were aso in Romulan space, in
peril of being blasted to atoms or--if Fate was
kind-merely becoming prisoners of the Empire.

Somewhere dlong the line, the doctor had decided it
wasn't worth getting scared. And so, when the last of
those injured in the attempt to break free of the
dip-stream had been treated, she'd decided
to return to her cabin, and enjoy some much-needed rest.
As so0n as she stepped out of thelift, Beverly
noted the beefed-up security presencein the
vicinity of her door. She asked what it was abouit.

"Lieutenant Worf'sorders" one of the
officerson duty replied. "l see.

Then you've got squads like these by the captain's
quartersaswell? And Commander Riker's?" "In every
occupied resdentia corridor, Doctor.”

Crusher nodded. "Good," shesad. "l wouldn't



want to be singled out for pecid treatment or
anything." The security officer looked at her.

"l beg your par-don?' "Don't mind me," the
doctor told her. "I'm just asserting my right to be

in as much jeopardy as everyone else.”

And whilethe officer tried to decipher her last
state-ment, Crusher walked by her and entered her
gpart-ment. It felt good not to be afraid
anymore.

As she stepped inside, she saw atiny red
light shining at her from her bedroom. It wason the
tape player--coma 276

reminder that the thing was on "pause.” And areminder
aswadll that sheld made a promise to hersdlf about
listening to the end of the tape.

Shelet thelight draw her on. Hell-if she
was going to be space dust before long, shewas at least
going to hear the end of Jack's Sory first.

Without even ordering the lightsto activate, she
sat down on her bed and touched the display marked
"play." Immediately, the tape picked up
whereit had left off.

"comthere's Greyhorse and Pug Joseph and
Simenon, who you've heard about aso, and--hell,

I'd better stop before | read off the whole roster.

Asl said, though, they're agood bunch.”



Crusher sat back againgt her cushions. Maybe
that waswhat had given her this spurt of resolve-the
cumulative effect of hearing Jack's voice these

last few days. Expo-sure to the courage that had-
spurred him to life-and ultimately desth--among the
gars. It was as good an explanation as any.

"And while we're on the subject of

Greyhorse," Jack went on, "it seemsthere's

more to him than meetsthe eye. He comes off pretty
quiet, pretty studious. But the other day, |
think I caught him in acompromising position ...
with Gerda Asmund, of al people. You see, Vigo
and | were-was

Crusher'sfinger darted out and stopped the tape. In
the dark of her bedroom, she could hear the thumping of
her heart againgt her ribs-the sudden urgency of her
breathing. Touching the mechanism's control display
again, she rewound for afew seconds. Then she
played it back again.

"comm to him than meetsthe eye. He
comes off 277

pretty quiet, pretty studious. But the other
day, | think | caught himin acompromising

pogition ... with Gerda Asmund, of &l people. You

see, Vigo and | wererepair-+ to the lounge for a



game of sharash di. We didn't know there was anyone
in there. And aswe camein, we saw Greyhorse

and Gerda sort of-well, sort of moving apart, as

if they'd just been embracing one another. Anyway,

| didn't want to embarassthem, so | just

ignored it, and so did Vigo. We went straight

to the-was

The doctor shut off the machine. She had heard
enough. Oh my god, she thought. Oh my god.

Heart hammering in her chest, she punched her
communicator. Inthedim light heéd come
to prefer, Carter Greyhorse sat in his quarters
and cong dered the Klingon ceremoni-al knife. It
was sheathed almost to the hilt in ablack crust of dried
blood-Ben Zomé's blood.

But not enough of it, apparently; the captain of the
Lexington was il dive. The murderer cursed
softly. He knew now that he should haveinflicted a
few more wounds before he fled. But if held stayed a
little longer to do that, some crewman might have
stumbled onto the scene.

And he couldn't afford to be found out. Not then-and not
now. Therewas ill so very much to do. Turning the knifein
his hand, he admired its crud, cold lines, its
sturdiness. It was agood toal; it had been made

wdl. Aswdl asthe knivesthat Gerda had owned



-- comb then, that was no surprise, considering Gerda
and Idun had gotten them from the same source.

Idun . .. it was strange to see her again, after
al these years. She was even more beautiful than he
remembered 278

just as Gerdawould have been, if sheld lived. It

made him acheto think about thet. If shedd lived ...
Straightening,- he put the thought from hismind. Therewas
no time for sentimentality. He had to think--
to prepare.

What was that line from Robert Frost? "Miles
togobeforeldeep. .. wasHe smiled grimly:

Rising, he crossed the room and dipped the
blood-blackened blade beneath his mattress-pushing it
in just enough so that it couldn't be seen.

Eventudly, he knew, someone would suspect him
and search hisroom. And the knife would be found. But
by then, it would be too late for those who had wronged
Gerda Asmund.

And hewould no longer care what they did to him.
Picard was Sitting in hisready room, reviewing
al hisoptions, when Beverly reached him.

"It's Greyhorse," she said without preamble.
"Greyhorseisthekiller.”

Picard garted. A chill climbed the rungs of



his spine. "How do you know?" he asked.

Crusher's voice was trembling. "One of
Jack's tapes. He and Vigo saw
Greyhorse and Gerda embracing.”
Thecaptainthoughtabit.gerda ... and Greyhorse?
"Henever told me."

But then, he wouldn't have. That was why people had trusted
Jack Crusher. He would sooner have died than
given away aconfidence. "If Gerdaand
Greyhorse were involved-was the doc-tor began.
"Hold, Doctor." Picard didn't wait for the
rest. "Lieu-tenant Worf," he caled out.

"Worf here," carnethereply.

"I want Doctor Greyhorse arrested and
confined to his. quarters. This assignment takes
priority over dl others-including the hunt for
Commander Asmund.”

Picard could imagine the confusion on the Klingon's
face. But to his credit, Worf's
hesitation lasted only amoment. "Aye, Sir.

Worf out."

Picard was slent amoment.

"I thought | knew him, Jean-Luc," Crusher
said. "l worked with him for ayear at Starfleet
Medicd."

She sounded asif she were on the verge of tears.



"I thought | knew him, too," he said. "I thought
| knew them al." When the doors opened on the
cargo deck where Asmund was hidden, thefirst thing she
did was check the power charge on her phaser. Not that
it was at dl necessary-she dready knew how many shotsit
had |eft. But her ingtincts compelled her to make
sure. The second thing she did was move forward
into acrouch. Her legs hurt in anumber of
places-small injuries she must have suffered when she
was thrown about the brig. But she had to endure all that
now just as she had managed to endure the painin her
temple for the last hour or so.

It was disgppointing that they had thought to look for her
here so soon. She hadn't had nearly enough time
to consider what had gone before-to come up with even a
halfway reasonable theory asto who the murderer might
be.

Of course, it wasn't necessarily a
security officer who'd just entered. It could have been a
crewman coming down for supplies, or to make sure
the environmental controls

wereworking. After al, there were certain containers that
carried temperature-sengitive cargo.

But Asmund had to be ready for the worst. She had

to assume that Worf or someone, else had



outguessed her. Asthe doors whispered shut again,

she heard voids. 7Wo of them. Or more. Leaning
forward alittle more, she strove to hear what they were
saying. But they had stopped. Definitely

security, then. A couple of cargo handlerswouldn't
have had any reason to become so quiet. She held
the phaser alittletighter.

Then the silence was broken by the beep of a
commu-nicator. One of the security officers

muttered something beneath his breath. "Bednarik here," she
heard someone say.

"QOur orders have changed,” said the voice on the
intercom. Asmund recognized it immediately as
Worf's. "Changed, Sr?' Bednarik was dtill trying
to speak softly, though it must have been obviousto him that
he'd lost the dement of surprise. "That is

correct,” the Klingon confirmed. "We are no

longer searching for Commander Asmund. Our

new objective is Doctor Carter

Greyhorse"

Greyhorse. Asmund felt her teeth grind
together. "Thebig fella," Bednarik said.

"Precisdly,”" cameWorf'sreply. "You

areto report to deck twenty- four. Greyhorse

has shown himsdlf to be a consummeate technician-he

may decideto strike at the environmental



support equipment.” "Aye, Sr." A beep

signalled the end of the conversa-tion. Aednarik's
companion spoke up for thefirst time since they entered the
cargo deck: "What about Asmund?' Therewasa
pause. "Weforget about her," Bednarik said, "for
now. But if we happen to run across her, I'll

tell you what- I'm going to shoot first and ask
questionslater.” Asmund nodded. She wouldn't have
expected any-thing else. Then the cargo deck

doors opened and closed again, and she was aone. She
relaxed-though not com-pletely. Worf and his
security people had given her what she'd been looking
for-the identity of the murderer. If shejust sat tight,
they would eventudly find Greyhorse and stop him.
But the Klingon in her couldn't accept that asa
solution.

The man had soiled her honor-tried
to kill her comrades. It was her job to ded with
him-no onedses,

Shewould get to him first. She promised hersdlf that.
Carter Greyhorse was on hisway to sickbay.

He had some unfinished businessthere.

Once before, he'd visited sickbay to complete

ajob he'd started. But just when he thought he was

aonewith Cadwallader, just when he was about to dip the



ku'thel pill between her lips, Beverly Crusher had

comein and ruined everything. Thistime, Crusher would not
interrupt. The comput-er had already assured him that she
wasin her quarters. And with the murderer caught-or so
everyone thought comx would be smple enough to smile hisway
into critical care. And pay Ben Zoma back.
Ashewould pay them al back. Each and every one-for
taking from him the only person who'd ever made him
fed anything. Ibrning the corner, he entered the

medical facility. It was crowded with those who had
beeninjuredin

Simenon's maneuver. None very badly, he
saw-which was just aswell. He hated to see innocent people
get hurt; he was, after al, adoctor.

A few stepsin, anurse turned and looked

up a him. She amiled. "Doctor
Greyhorse," she said, recognizing him.

He smiled back in a perfunctory sort of way
and kept going. She had no idea; his expression,
asreserved as ever, hadn't given her aclue.

Critical carewasjust ahead and to theright. The
barrier obscuring the areawas till up, though it was
meaningless now. The murder attempts were common knowledge.
There was nothing left for Picard to hide.

As Greyhorse approached the barrier, he

resolved to be patient. Hislack of successin



finishing off Cadwallader would not make him hurry.
Thiswasadow game, thiskilling-dower than he had
anticipated. But hewould ultimately bethe

winner. All he had to do was keep going and not make
any mistakes. Then he saw that there was no one
attending to Ben Zoma at the moment. My luck is
changing, he thought. I will not need to be patient after
dl.

For amoment, he studied the readings on the

monitor above the bed: Interesting. Ben Zomawas
putting up quite afight. It was agood thing he'd had
the opportuni-ty to come by-and change that. Glancing
around quickly to make sure they were ill alone, he reached
for the ku'thel pill. Fortunately, it left no

traces. Nor wasiit a substance the transporter's
bio-filter was programmed to red-flag.

But then, hed sdlected it on that basis. Working in
the upper echelon of Starfleet Medica gave one

some knowledge of bio- screening systems.

Sitting down in the chair a& Ben Zomas

bedside, he 283

leaned over the patient. To an intruder, it would
gppear asif he were examining him. Ben Zoma's
face was pale and waxy-looking; the only color in

it was where the skin had been irritated by the tubesin



his nogtrils and his mouth.
Gilaad Ben Zoma, thisisfor Gerda
Asmund. For the-Suddenly, Greyhorse heard
sounds of alarm outside the barrier. The ku'thel
pill was poised just above Ben Zoma's parched
lips. He had to do something-he couldn't allow himsalf
to be found like this. Gripped by panic, he thrust the
pill into the man's mouth asfar asit would go.
That'swhen Dr. Sdlar came dashing around the
barrier. Onelook at him was al she needed.
Without breaking stride, she gripped him by the shoulder
and spun him away from Ben Zoma. She knows, he
redlized. The knowledge jolted him. But how? How can she?
And who else knows?
Shortly, they dl would. No matter if he
killed her now as shetried to get the pill
out of Ben Zomasthroat. If shelived, she
would spread the word-assuming it was not spreading already.
And if she died, therewould be witnesses to the fact that
he had done it. Better to escape while he ill
could. Tofollow the steps held outlined for himsdlf if
he should ever be found out. Bolting through the space between the
barrier and the bulkhead, Greyhorse flung himself
through the gathering crowd. Someone tried to grab him by the
wrist; twisting down savagely, he snapped the

man'sgrip and left him screaming.



Then hewas hurtling toward the exit, hismind
locking down like amachine. Which, in the end, was what
he was born to be. Not a man, but amachine. No

more human, in al the ways that mattered, than the
android Data. A machine.

In the corridor, people stopped to look at him. But
that was dl. Obvioudy, no one had warned them about
him. They hadn't heard yet. Taking advantage
of thefact, he headed for the turbalift. A femae
crewman wasin hisway; he hurled her aside.

Once he got to thelift, he knew, it would be
impossible to stop him. His objective was only

two decks away-a matter of moments. Ashe

passed ajoining of the corridors, however, he saw
something out of the corner of hiseye. A flash

of red and black. There was an impact, though he was
too deep into his battle-state by now to fed it,

and he was shoved sideways into the bulkhead on his
right. Recovering, he caught sight of his

attacker's face--recognized the blue eyes,

narrowed in determination. And of course, the beard.
Riker was quick. He got in asolid blow to the

sde of Greyhorse's head-a blow that jarred the

big man but did not stop him. Before the first officer

could follow up on his attack, Greyhorse



retaliated.

First, he snapped Riker's head back with a
well-placed kave'ragh- just as Gerda had
taughteahm. Then, while the smaller man was till
stunned, helifted him off hisfeet by the front of
histunic and flung him hard into the bulkhead.

Before Riker dipped to the deck, Greyhorse was
lunging for the turbolift again. A fraction of a
second later, the doors opened and hewasinside.

"Trangporter room five," he said, breathing
just alittle harder than norma. Removing his
communicator, heflung it on thefloor. Thenthe
doors closed and, though he couldn't fed it, the
lift started to move.

"Ceptain? Thisis Doctor Sdar.”

On the bridge now, Picard glanced at Data
before replying. "Y es, Doctor. What the devil
isgoing on there?' " Apparently, you were right to warn us
about Doctor Greyhorse. He was putting something
in Captain Ben Zomas mouth when | interrupted
him. A pill--poison, | would guess.

Fortunatdly, | was ableto retrieveit.” Picard
swore softly. It had been close. "Whereis
Greyhorse now?" asked the captain. "Were you
ableto detain him?'

A dight pause. "No, Sr. My priority



wasthe sefety of the patient.”
Picard nodded. " Of course. Thank you,
Doctor.” "Wemust stop him, sir,” Data
said. Helooked at the captain. "With what he
knows about ship's systerns-was Before he could finish,
Picard was calling Worf over the intercom.

"Aye, 9r?' theKlingon replied.

"Mister Worf, we have located Doctor
Greyhorse. Hefled sickbay just afew
momentsago.”

TheKlingon grunted. "I'll dispatch ateam
to the area-and limit the turbolifts to security use
only." "Very good," the captain said. He dmost
warned Worf about Greyhorse using his
communicator to lay down afdsetrail--but he
was sure the security chief waswell aware of that
tactic by now.

He stood and turned to Worf s replacement
at Tacti-cal. "Get Commander Riker up here
right away. And---" "Captain?' Picard
responded without turning. "What isit,
Com-mander?' Data seemed to hesitate for just the
smdlest fraction 286

of asecond. "Sir, we have made contact with the

Romulans" Picard turned and faced themain



viewscreen-and his mouth went dry. Before himwas a
Romulan warbird comimmense, powerful. And he
knew without asking that dll its disruptors were trained
on the Enterprise.

Picard stared at the image of the Romulan
warbird. "Open halling frequencies’ he

instructed.

A moment later the screen filled with atypicaly
Romulan visage- findly chisdled, with hooded
eyes and long, pointed ears. The man was seething with
confidence-and why not? By now his scanners would have picked
up the Enterprise's lack of warp drive
activity-not to mention itsinadequate shielding. He

had the Federation ship at a disadvantage and

heknew it.

The only thing he couldn't have divined was the st of
circumgtances that placed the Enterprisein

Romulan territory. But then, he might not have
cared. The fact was they were there. The human decided
to take theinitiative. "1 am Jean-Luc

Picard, captain of the Federation vessl

Enter-prise. Whom do | have the honor of
addressng?'

Hismouth curling into afaint smile, the
Romulan responded. "My nameis Tav. |

command the Reshaara. was The amilefaded. "Y ou are



in Romulan space. Y ou will consurrender your ship
immediady." 289

No givein thisone, Picard observed. No

inclination toward satisfying his curiosity; he's
going to go gtrictly by the book. The captain frowned.
Hedidn't have many tools at his disposa-just the
truth, redly. "We are not here by choice, Commander
Tav. We were brought here by a subspace phenomenon
which we only recently escaped.”

The Romulan's eyes narrowed ever so dightly.
"How intriguing,” he commented. "Our engineerswill no
doubt be fascinated when they have the opportunity
to debrief you. In the meantime, | repedt:
you will surren-der your vessdl. The dternativeis
destruc--" Picard never heard the end of Tav's
threat. Normally, Data's duties at Opswould

have kept him from seeing what happened to the captain.
However, the android had been halfway turned around
in hischair, awaiting indructions, when Picard was
enveloped in the scintillating pillar of light

associated with molecular transport.

A fraction of asecond later the captain was

gone. It was asif held never been therein thefirst
place. There were curses and murmurs of

apprehension from the other officers on the bridge.



Datafound that they were dl looking in hisdirection,
including Dr. Crusher. Of course, hetold

himsdf. | am the ranking officer. They want to know
what to do.

Using his control panel, the android cut into their
link with the Romulan vessdl. On the Reshadra,
it would appear to be atechnical failure. With that
done, Data turned and addressed the bridge
contingent.

"Pleaseremain cam,” he said. "We must not
let the Romulans know that anything has happened
to our

captain; it would only placeusa a
greater tactical disadvantage.”

They understood. A moment later there was no trace
of the confusion that had resulted from Picard's
disap-pearance. Satisfied, Data restored the
video portion of thelink; after al, hedidn't
want the Romulansto think they'd been cut off on
purpose. Lastly, looking straight ahead at the
Romulan called Tav, the android availed himsdlf
of theintercom system: "Commander Riker, please
respond..."

It had been along time since someone had handed
Riker as bad a beating as Greyhorse had. As-

thefirgt officer dowly got to hisfeet, hefound



he hurt in a dozen places. Could've been
worse, he thought. He'd had no idea the doctor
was S0 strong--comthough his size should have been aclue.
"Commander? Areyou dl right?'
He turned and saw Pug Joseph making his
way through a gathering crowd. The man's face waslined
with concern. "Fine," thefirst officer replied, dusting
himsdlf off. He looked about, saw that the woman
Greyhorsc had flung aside was recovering too.
A couple of crewpeople were helping her up. "You
didn't by any chance see what happened to Dr.
Greyhorse, did you?' Joseph's
brows came together. " Greyhorse? He did this
toyou?' Riker nodded. "I'm alittle sunned myself-no
pun intended.” "1 don't get it. What'sthe
matter with him?" Thefirst officer met the other man's
gaze. "Greyhorse is the murderer, Mr.
Joseph.”
Pug just stared at him.
By that time Worf was gpproaching from one end of the
corridor, trailled by a couple of security people.
The Klingon navigated briskly through the clot of
onlookers, his expression one of urgency.
"Hewashere," Riker said. "Unarmed, asfar as

| could tdll." Worf took inthe sceneat a



glance, findly turning back to thefirst officer. "The
turbolift?' he asked. Riker was about to plead
Ignorance when someone in the crowd spoke up:
"Yes. Hewent into thelift."”

"No doubt," Worf said, "before we restricted
access to them.” He had begun to bark out a security
clearance code to open the lift doors, when another
voice cut in-over the intercom. " Commander
Riker-please respond.” It was Data. And though
Riker knew it was an impossibility, the android
sounded ... agitated. He tapped his
communicator. "Riker here”

"We have encountered aproblem,” Datainformed him.
"What sort of problem? Not the Romulans?’

"Aye, sr-theRomulans" Thefirg officer
cursed inwardly.

"But that isnot all, Commander. The captain has
disappeared.” Worf looked at Riker.
"Disappeared?’ he echoed. "That is correct,” the
android said. " Shortly after he established
communications with the Romulan com-mander, he
vanished-in what seemed to be atrans- porter
effect.”

Thefirg officer's mouth went dry. " Speculation,
Data." 292

"We cannot rule out the possibility that the



Romulans have captured him," the android
explained. "But with our shields up, even a
partia strength, it ssemshighly unlikely.”

True. The Romulansdidn't have the
technology to trangport through shields.

Hell-neither did the Federartion. Then, what-his

Like sequenced grippersin aperfect docking
maneu-ver, everything seemed to fdl into place.
Riker's conclu-sion hit him even harder than
Greyhorse had.

"All handdl" thefirgt officer cdled
suddenly-thereby opening the entire intercom system
to hismessage. "Remove your communicators
immediately! | repeat-remove your communicators!”
It took those around him a couple of seconds
to follow hisline of reasoning-but follow they did.
"Greyhorse," Worf spat out, complying with
Riker's order.

"He's gotten hold of atransporter,”

Joseph expanded, complying aso.

"That'sright,”" Riker said, taking off his
communicator and tossing it onto the deck with
everyone e se's. Before his eyes, one of the badges-it
was hard to know whose-shimmered with an unholy radiance and

van-ished. The dght sent ashiver through him. Not a



moment too soon, he reflected. If they'd

waited any longer, one of them would have been
Greyhorse's prisoner. Or worse-

transporter soup.

"Data," he cdled, opening up achannd through
theintercom grid. "I'm coming up to the bridge. Just
stay where you are-don't do or say anything." He
turned to Worf. "Find out what transporter
room Greyhorse has

occupied. Cut off his power, jam hisannular
confine-ment beam--- whatever. Just op him
before he sarts transporting away pieces of the
hull:"

TheKlingon looked at him. "What about the
cap-tain?' Riker frowned. What he was about to say
went directly againgt hisgrain asfirg officer. "If
he'still dive, try to keep him that way. But as
long as Greyhorse has an operative
trangporter in his possession, Captain Picard
isnot the priority.”

Worf looked asif held swallowed something
rancid. But he obeyed, turning and leading his
officers back through the crowd. Riker needed the
nearby turbolift; the Klingon would find another
one. "I'm coming along,” Joseph insisted, faling

in behind the security team. He sounded determined.



Nor did Worf protest. Apparently, he was
willing to accept dl the experienced help he could
get.

Riker turned to thelift and freed it with hisown
clearance code. As the doors opened, he got
ingde. "Bridge," he commanded. And tried
to figure out what in blazes he was going to say to the
Romulans.

One moment, Picard was on the bridge; the

next, he was somewhere else. And before he could
determine exactly where, he felt something hard
smash into his chin. Staggering under the impact, he was
hit asecond time, even harder. And athird.

Findly, hefdl, hislegsrefusng to hold him

up any longer. Ashelay therefighting 0@." the
lurching blackness that was threatening to engulf him, he
fet thefloor start to dide by. Hishead felt

like ablock of stone, but he managed to lift it-to

look around. He saw that hewasin the

trangporter room, being dragged by someone-someone
massive, who had a handful of the captain'stunic

in hisfist. After asecond or two, heredlized
that it was Carter Greyhorse. They were headed for the
trangporter controls. Why? Picard had no

idea. His brain was too duggish-he couldn't seem



to pull histhoughtstogether. But inginc-tively, he
knew that he had to stop the big man from reaching his
destination. Grabbing Greyhorse'swrist and swinging
around at the wai s, he fought off ablack wave of
vertigo and wrapped hislegs around the man's

ankle. Then hetwisted hishipsas hard ashe

could. Caught unawares, the doctor recled

wildly. When Picard twisted a second time, he

toppled dtogether. With an effort; the captain rolled
away, dready antici-pating retaliation.

But-the big man was much faster than he seemed.
Betweenbre he could scrambleto hisfeet,
Greyhorse whirled and kicked himintheribs. The
pain was excruciating. Somehow, Picardcomweath-ered it
and kept hislegs underneath him. But it only made

him an easer target. Putting dl hisweight behind

the blow, Greyhorse legpt and kicked again. it waslike
being hit with a phaser set on heavy stun. The

captain skidded backward across the deck, the breath
knocked out of him. As he wheezed and struggled
tofill hislungs, Greyhorse advanced on him
purposeful-ly. A second time, Picard rolled

in the opposite direction --it was al he could

manage. Lights exploded behind hiseyes; his

pulse thundered in histemples. But he hung on

to consciousness, greedily gulping each painful breeth.



"Y ou're as much afighter asyou ever were," the
doctor said. He sounded asif he were speaking to him
from agreat distance. "But it won't help. Y our
crimes havefindly caught up with you."

And with uncanny ease helifted Picard's
limp form and flung him acrass the room. The captain
felt himsdlf hit the deck, tumble, and finaly come up
hard againgt the base of the console. When it wasdl
over, thetaste of blood was strong in his
mouth. He spat it out, lifted hishead.

Thetransporter platform was being activated again.
Dimly, through the layers of woal in hisbrain, he
realized what Greyhorse might have been up to-and
curling hisfingers over the lip of the control console,
digging his hedsinto the carpet, he dowly dragged
himsdf to hisfest.

Too dow, hetold himsdlf. Too dow. With
each passing second, Greyhorse was destroying
another life.

But as Picard inched up high enough to see his
adversary, he knew that he hadn't been too late
after al. Something had gone wrong for Greyhorse.

He could seeit in the man's eyes-trained on
him now instead of on the controls. They werefierce and

dark, full of unbridled fury. Hislower lip



trembled savagely.

"Damn you!" Greyhorse rasped. He pounded
on the transporter console with hishuge right fist; it
shuddered beneath the blow. "They're on to me! They've
taken off their communicators.”

A wave of relief swept over the captain.

Someone had seen Greyhorse's strategy intime.

The big man reached over the console and took

hold of thefront of Ficard'stunic.
"Y oucom Y ou delayed me, or | would've killed them
al by now-scrambled themintrangit.” Hislip

curled. "1 wanted you to watch, Cap-

tain. | wanted you to see your friends die--that wasthe
worgt thing | could've hoped to do to you." Hisface was
just inchesfrom Picard's. It was a shaman's mask of
pure, writhing hatred. "1 never should have cut it S0
close. | should have scrambled you too, and been done
withit. | just didn't think you'd fight so hard.”
Trembling with rage, Greyhorse let go of the
captain with one hand and started resetting the
trangporter controls. Picard grasped the man's
wrist with both hands, but he couldn't seem to bresk that
mongtrous grip.

"Maybe | can't scramble them, was the doctor
muttered. He looked up, his eyes suddenly

dight. "But | can gill scramble you. wasHe turned



his attention back to the board. "And don't expect
anyone to stop me from outside; | made sure they
couldn't interfere once | got started.” .

Picard believed it. He knew what kind of
technical expertise Greyhorse had
demondrated, in his other attempts at violence.
"Carter,” he gasped, il fighting to get air
into hislungs. He needed time-to get his
strength back. To make the room stop spinning.
"Carter-why?'

The big man sneered a him. "Why?Y ou havethe
gall to ask that- after you andtripped Gerda of her
honor? Of her life?"* The captain shook his
head. "No," he got out. "I only stopped her.

.. fromkilling Morgen. . ."

"Lied!" the doctor cried. With one hand he
pulled Picard hafway up over the transporter
console. His other hand curled into a claw and hovered
just over Picard'sface. "Y ou dishonored her! You
deprived her of her right to suicide! And then you
dishonored me--by 297

making me the ingtrument by which you saved her!"
Spittle clung to the corner of hismouth. "Do you
know how shelooked at me afterward? How she hated

me? For that done you deserved the worst torture |



could devise. But her hatred wasn't the worst of
it--the worst was what happened in that rehab
colony." Hislarge brow rippled painfully with the
memory. "Klingons aren't humans. They're not

meant to be put in cages like beasts--day after day,
month after month. It deprivesthem of everything that
makesthem Klingon . . ." He swalowed hard.
"It changesthem.”

Picard knew it would be no use arguing that rehab
colonies weren't cages. Greyhorse was

mad-truly mad. He felt another surge of
vertigo wash over him and fought to keep himsdlf from
succumbing. "'l saw her after she cameout,” the big
man went on. His upper lip curled back. "She
wasn't the same. She wasn't Gerda. |
wanted to hold her, to help her after al she'd been
through-but shetold meto just go away, to just get the hell
away from her." A sob came up fromdeepin his
massive chest. "She said | was no good for her. That
shed paid for what she'd done, and she didn't want
to be reminded of it."

Another sob, worse than the first. He shook with

it. "I thought that she'd change her mind--get over
it-and we'd be together again. And then . . ." Hiseyes
went blank. "And then she died, and there was nothing

left for me to think about--except what | would do to the



oneswho hurt her."

Past Greyhorse, Picard saw something

happening to the trangporter room doors. They were
glowing in acouple of places-with adistinct pinkish
radiance. Phasers, he realized. Of course.

Security wastrying to burnitsway in.

But he couldn't let Greyhorse know-not
until it wastoo late. Quickly, helooked
avay.

How long would it take for Worf to cut hisway
in? At one of the higher settings, only afew
seconds. But, there was | ess control that way. He
might burn through and hit someone insde-someone like the
captain-so he'd be using alower setting. And how

long then? A minute? Maybe two? Could he
gdl Greyhorse that long?

Asif in responseto Picard's slent question, the
doctor punched in the balance of the transporter's
ingtructions and came around the console-jerking his
captive ong with him. They were headed back to the
platform. And Picard could see that one of the diskswas
live-hungry for an object to transport. The
captain took a second to gather his strength and
tried the same maneuver that had worked before. But thistime

he wastoo dow, or else Greyhorse was ready



for him. Before he could get agood grip on his
tormen-tor's wrist, the doctor stopped and swung
him forward with dl his srength. Unable to sop himsdlf,
Picard tumbled end over end, finaly coming to rest againgt
the base of the transporter grid.
When he looked up, he saw Greyhorse
advancing on him. But behind the doctor, the
phaser glow was getting darker. " Carter," Picard
gasped. "Don't do this. | hated what happened
to Gerda too--comb there was no other way." The big
man stopped, towering over him. He grunted
scornfully. "That'sit," he said. "Go ahead.
Beg." He got down on his haunches, came
closer than he should have. "1 want to hear you beg."
The captain knew he wouldn't have another chance.
Planting hished againgt the Side of the platform to get
hiswhole body into it, he launched ablow at the
center of the doctor'sjaw. It landed more solidly
than he might have hoped, jarring him dl the way
to his shoulder. There was a sound as of cracking ice and
Greyhorsefdl backward. Pressing his
advantage, Picard staggered to hisfeet and made
for the door, where the hot spots were getting angrier
than ever. | can makeit, hetold himsdlf. | can-
Then he fet something grab hisankle, and his

feet went out from under him. He hit the deck and



Greyhorse whipped him around again toward the
trans-porter platform. Owing at the carpet, the
captain managed to stop himsalf short of thelive
disk. But the doctor had other ideas. Again, he
drove abooted foot into Picard'sribs, robbing

him of what sense had been restored to him.
Then, picking the captain up like arag doll, he
took a step backward, preparing to hurl him to his
death. He was stopped short by asound like dl the
banshees of hell asthe doorsto the room burst
open. Greyhorse whirled to see what had happened
and the captain groped for the big man's shoulder, trying
to anchor himsdlf againgt being flung into the transparent
beam. But with what seemed like no effort at all,
Greyhorse lifted him even higher.

Theroom wasfilling with aflood of security
officers, led by Worf. To Picard's surprise,

Pug Joseph was right beside him. They pointed their
phasers, but stopped short of using them on
Greyhorse once they saw the Situation. Numbed,
battered, the captain could only watch.

"Go ahead," cried the doctor. " Shoot me.
And beforell fdl, I'll seetoiit that Picard's

atoms are scattered through the void.”

Worf stuck out ahand to hold his people back.



"Put him down," he said, "and we will talk."
Greyhorse laughed. "What isthereto talk
about? A rehab colony-- maybe the same one where
Gerdalost her soul?' He shook hishead. "I
don't think so."
"Carter," Pug interjected, taking a
step forward. "What are you doing? He was your
captain, for godsakes. Hewas your friend." The
doctor's mouth twisted. "My friend? Then why did
hekill the only person I've ever loved--the
only one who ever made mefed human?' He
glared at Joseph. "'y did you?.. The security
chief shook hishead. "I didn't kill Gerda,
Carter.” "Didn't you?' the doctor asked. "Y ou
stood by like al the others and watched as they took her
away. Y ou-was Picard wasn't quite certain what
happened next. But somehow, it seemed that
Greyhorse was hit from be-hind. The deck rushed
up and hit the captain hard, and amoment later Pug
was knedling at hisside. Twigting hishead, Picard
tried to see what was going on. What he saw was
Greyhorse, crouching like abeast a bay--held
there by afigurein black and gold widding a
phaser. It took the captain a moment to redlize that
the figure was Idun Asmund. She glowered at the

doctor. "Y ou forgot to lock out the other disks,"



shesad. "You remembered everything e se-but you forgot
that."
"Traitor,” he spat out. "How can you sdewith
them? They killed your ssterf”
Asmund's eyes narrowed. Sheraised
the phaser just dightly. Picard saw that it was set
for "kill." Thewoman took acouple of steps
toward Greyhorse.
"Idun," the captain said, "stop and think." With
hisann dung over Pug's shoulder, he got
to hisfeet. "Y ou don't redly want to do this."
Worf wasjust afew feet behind Greyhorse.
He had his phaser in hishand aswdll. Set on
stun, it was pointed at Asmund's breast-but he
seemed unwilling to pressthetrigger. "It's
over," hetold her. Y our name has been
cleansed.”
"No thanksto him," she replied, taking another
step toward the doctor. She was amost close enough now
to reach out and touch him. "He would have stripped me of the
only thing left to me-my honor. Knowing how hard
I'd worked to disassociate mysalf from Gerdas
crime, knowing what it meant to meto be trusted and
respected again . . . he would have obliterated that

without a second thought."”



"Yes" Greyhorse agreed. "That and more. For
Gerda. Someone had to remember her-avenge her.”

The musclesin Asmund's jaw worked. Her
eyes narrowed a notch. "Commander,” Worf
entreated, "you have your hon-or. It is
intact. Don't blacken it now. Don't finish the
job he sarted.”

For along moment she stared at her former comrade.
Then, suddenly, she replaced the safety on her
phaser and tossed it to the Klingon. Worf caught it
inmidair.

Greyhorse grinned derisively. "Y our Sster
had more courage. She would have killed me.”

Asmund appraised him, her dark blue eyes
as hard as stone. "No," she decided. "Gerdawas
too honorable to kill amadman.” Without another
word, she walked over to Picard and took his other
am. "Let'sgo," shesad, "Captain.”

Picard looked at her and squeezed the hand that
held his. "Yes," he responded. "By all
means. We have some Romulansto deal with." And as
Worf and his security people surrounded Carter
Greyhorse, the captain let histwo former
officers escort him out of the room. "Y ou are not
Captain Picard,” the Romulan com-mander

observed. Riker stood before the command center, where



Bever-ly Crusher sat on the edge of her seat and

sized up hisadversary. He gill had no idea of how

he was going to get them out of thisone. Clearing his
throat, he said: "1 am Commander

Wil-liam T. Riker, first officer. The captain

has been called away to ded with an emergency.”

That dicited a certain degree of interest from the
Romulan. "An emergency,” he repeated. He

made a derisive sound-loud enough to be heard over the
communications link. " Something more pressing than a
Romuann warbird with its talons around your

throat?' He shook his head. "Y ou take me too

lightly, Command-er. Perhaps | need to remind you where

the true emer-gency lies.”

Looking back at one of his officers, the
Romulan barked an order. Asthe officer complied,
hisfingers dancing over his console, Riker had a
feeling about the kind of reminder the commander had in mind.
And there was no way they could escapeit. Not at
impulse speed. A moment later the bridge of the
Enterprise shud-dered. Thefirgt officer'steeth
ground together; he hated being so helpless. 303
"Shields a elghteen percent," Data

reported. He turned to face Riker. "One more



such assault will result in extensve damageto the
ghip.”

Riker nodded, still staring at the screen-and the
Romulan. He cursed softly. Come
on, Will-think! Do something-before it's too damned
|ate!

The Romulan raised an eyebrow. "Now," he
sad, "will you surrender- or must | incapacitate you
first?" Thefirgt officer'smind raced, but to no
avall. Hewas drawing ablank at theworst
possbletime. Ironic, wasn't it? They couldn't
move fast enough to even give these Romulansarun
for their money, when not too long ago they were bresking every
Speed record in the-

Blazes! That wasit!

Frowning at hisadversary, hesaid: "l can't
hear you, Commander. Y our transmission isjumbled.”

Of coursg, that wasn't the case @t al-Riker
could both see and hear the Romulan much better than
he cared to. But he needed a minute to work on his
idea.

The commander's head titled ever so dightly. He
was trying to decide whether to believe the human or
not-particularly in light of the gpparent glitch that had
occurred earlier. Riker didn't have the luxury of

waiting to see the outcome. Turning toward



Tacticd asif he wanted to know what had
happened to communications, the first officer subtly
drew aforefinger across histhroat-asigna
that Picard had used in the past. It meant cut
transmission.
Recognizing the gesture, the Tacticd officer
complied. Nodding to Riker, hesad: "Done, Sir.”
"Good," thefirg officer told him. He glanced
a the viewscreen, where the Romulan was consulting with
another of his officers. Helooked
skeptical-but at least he wasn't firing on them.
Not yet.
Lifting hiseyesto theintercom grid, Riker
caled on Geordi LaForge.
"Aye, gr," camethe chief engineer's
response "Weve got trouble," Riker
advised. "Romulans. | need warp one-and |
need it now." For amoment Geordi hestated. The
first officer's heart sank. If they couldn't rouse
the warp engines even that much, his plan was usdess.
"Ail righted'[*thorn] LaForge sad findly.
"We can giveit ashot. But I've got to warn
you--we're probably not far enough from the dipstream
yet. Evenif we can get the warp drive

to respond, it's probably only going to get us



stuck in subspace again.”

Riker smiled. "I'm counting onit." He
turned to Wedey. "Heading one four
five mark nine oh, Mr. Crusher. Warp one-on

my order.” "Warp one," the ensgn confirmed,

locking in the new information. Riker looked at the
viewscreen. The Romulan com-mander was glaring at
him, considering his options. He till gppeared confident;
he wouldn't act hagtily. Not unless something changed.
Something like the powering up of the Enterprissswarp
engines. "Got "em going," said Geordi over the
intercom. "But we'd better move quickly-1.
don't know how long they'll last.”

A split second later, the Romulan received
the news. His brow furrowed as he saw the
possibility of hisprey dipping through hisnet. He
whirled to address his weapons officer-- And the

viewscreen reverted to an exterior view of the

Romulan vessel. The enemy had made the
communicartions blackout mutudl.

"Engage,"" shouted Riker, bringing hishand down
for emphasis. Wedey carried out the order.

Thefirg.officer seded himsdf againgt thejolt of the
Romulans’ barrage. A second ticked off.

Anather ... No impact. That could mean only one



thing ... "Proceeding a warp one," Wedey
announced. He made no effort to disguise
the mixture of rdief and uncertainty in his
voice. "At least, that's what the engines are-was
Before he could finish, there was an abrupt surgein
speed. They could hardly help but noticeit. And the
starsireaks on the viewscreen began darting by with
frenetic intengty. "Commander--the Romulans are
giving pursuit,” theman a Tecticd

reported.

Riker nodded. Now, if there was any justice at
dl intheuniverse....

"What'stheir speed?’ he asked.

The Tactica officer was prompt. "Nine

point ninefive, Sr. The same asours.”

"Commander?' It was Geordi.

"It worked," Riker told him. "We're back

inthe dipstream. And so arethey.”

"Whichisjust the way you wanted it."

Geordi had caught on. And judging from the ook
on Dr. Crusher's face--a mixture of
admiration and relief --Geordi wasn't the only
one.

"That wasthe plan,” thefirst officer agreed. Of

course, he'd taken a big chance. They were ill



stting ducksif the warbirds decided to fire.
But by now 306

the Romulans were no doubt discovering they had more
important matters to worry about.

"How'sthe warp drive?" he asked Geordi.

A pause. "Better than | figured it would
be"

"Have we got enough juiceto try your shield
maneu-ver again?' Another pause. "Not yet. Can
you giveme an hour?' Riker said just what the
captain would have said. "Take ahaf. was Geordi
said held see what he could do.

Thefirgt officer returned his attention to the forward
viewscreen. After al, hiswork wasn't over.

"Raise the Romulan commander," hetold the
Tacti-cal officer. Seconds later, his
adversary'sfacefilled the screen again. But thistime
that air of confidence had been replaced with
suspicion. "What have you done?' the Romulan
asked angrily. "I have lured you into atrap,”

Riker explained. "The same one that forced us

into Romulan space. Of course, weve since
discovered away out of it-- which well be employing
shortly.”

The commander's eyes narrowed. "Do not taunt me,

human. | ill have my weaponstrained on you. And



your shieldsare at low power." "True,"

thefirg officer conceded. "But were your only hope
of escape. If you destroy us, you'll never see

your homesagain." He smiled affably. "Sometime
prior to our departure from subspace, well give

you the data you need to follow us."

The Romulan looked incredulous. "Whet kind
of fool do you take mefor? If you truly know a
way out, why would you-shareit with us?' 307

"Because we have no reason to do otherwise. It will
take you some time to decipher the information-and by thetimeyou
do, well be safely out of Romulan
territory.”

The commander mulled the matter over. "Thereisa
way to insure that you do not leave us here. We could
take hostages.”

Riker shook hishead. "I'm afraid not. Any
attempt to board us will force usto try to escape
prematurely. If we succeed or fail, you will be
|eft here done-without the information you need. And if we
fal-wewill be destroyed,” helied. "Again, leaving
you here done, with no inkling of how to extricate
yoursdf."

The commander's mouth became a hard, taut line.

How much did he know about the Federation? About human



attention to such things as honor? About a
poker-faced bluff?

At lagt, he uttered a curse--comone the computer
had trouble trandating-and relented. "We will dlow
you to prepare whatever maneuver you havein mind. At the
dightest hint of treachery, however, | will not
hestate to destroy you."

That wasfine with Riker. He had no intention of being
treacherous. Or, for that matter, even giving the
appear-ance of treachery. In the next moment, the
Romulan'simage blinked out again, to be replaced
by the streaking stars of the dipstream. Thefirgt officer
took a sobering look at them, then remembered that the
Romulanswere only haf his problem.

"Lieutenant Worf," he cdled. "What's
going on down there?' The Klingon's answer wasn't
long in coming. "Dr. Greyhorse has been taken
into custody.”

Riker swallowed. "And the captain?’

Thewordswere hardly out of his mouth when the
turbolift doors opened and Picard emerged. His
face was swollen and bruised, hisuniform wastornin
anumber of places, and there was adecided limp in
hisgait. But hewas dive, damn it--he was
aivel A moment later, Asmund and Joseph

mapped out of thelift aswell. The blond



woman had the look of one who'd just been
exonerated. "The captainison hisway up to the
bridge now," replied the security chief.

"Actudly," thefirg officer reponded, "he's
just ar-rived. Thank you, Mr. Worf."

Out of reflex, Crusher had started out of her
seat-but Picard waved her away. "It'sdl
right,” he said dryly. "I'm much better than |
look."

Riker smiled. As Picard made hisway to the
com-mand center, he said: "It's good to see you,
ar.

The captain nodded stiffly. "Good to see you,
Com-mander. He glanced at the viewscreen and saw
the telltale effects of the dipstream. "Mon
Dieu, was he mut-tered. And turning again to his
next in command, he asked the question with hiseyes. "It was
the only way to escape the Romulans,

Cap-tain.”

"We left them behind?' Picard asked.

Riker straightened. "Not exactly, Sr. They
entered the dipstream behind us.”

And then the strangest thing happened. Slowly,
gradu-aly, agrin spread over the captain's

battered visage. He regarded hisfirst



officer.
"Clever move, Number One." Riker smiled
agan."l try, sr." 309
Picard leaned back in hisready-room chair,
trying to ignore the damage Greyhorse had
inflicted on him. Unfortunatdly, ashismind
cleared, he was becoming that much more aware of the pain. His
former shipmates--Idun and Pug-apparently
intended to wait with him until Dr. Saiar arrived.
Bev-erly Crusher had wanted to stay aswell, but
Picard had assured her again that hisinjuries were not
all that serious, and that she was needed more down in
sickbay. After all, should past proveto be
prologue, shewould have her hands full with
dipstream-exit victims.
That is, hetold himsdlf, if an exitiseven
possible. Thefact that we did it onceisno
assurance we can do it again. No-he stopped himself.
Therewas no point in entertaining morbid thoughts. The
finishlinewasin sight; dl they needed wasalittle
luck and they'd win thisrace.
"Y ou know," Pug said, "there are a couple of things
you gtill haven't told us." He was standing by the
captain's desk, addressing 1dun, who was
halfway across the room gazing into the

captain's aquarium.



The blond woman looked back over her
shoulder. "What'sthat?' "How you knew where
Greyhorse would be holed up. And how you managed
to show up when you did." Picard nodded, reminded that
Idun hadn't finished the story she'd begun in the
turbalift. "Yes," hesad, hiscuriosty
aroused, "how did you accomplish dl that?" She
shrugged, turning to face them. "It redly wasn't
al that difficult. | wastipped off by Commander
Riker'swarning over the intercom-the one that instructed
everyone to remove their communicators. | asked
mysaf why that might be necessary-came up with the fact that the
communicators are used to establish beaming
coordinates-and realized that someone with danger-ous
intentions must have gotten hold of atransporter.”

Pug grunted. "Good thinking."

"Indeed," the cagptain said. "But to beam yoursdf into the
room which. Dr. Greyhorse had taken over-was
Suddenly he stopped, redlizing the implications.

"That'sright,”" Idun told him. "' had to find
another transporter room and stun the operator on
duty. Like-wise, the security officer who came
to provide rein-forcements-no doubt following Mr.

Worf sorders.” There was atinge of

regret in her voice. "In any case, they should



have regained consciousness by now."

Picard frowned. That wasn't exactly the kind
of thing he liked to hear about-eveniif it had been a
prelude to saving hislife. Pug, on the other hand,
shook his head in appreciation. "Beautiful.
And once you had atransporter, you could useit
to trace other transporter activity in the ship.
So when you found something going onin room

one, you just set the controls, stepped on the
platform, and beamed over."

"Yes" Idun sad. "Fortunately,
Greyhorse planned to use the entire platformin
working hisrevenge on us, 0 dl the gationswere
operationa. Which was agood thing, because | couldn't have
beamed over with any assurance of success otherwise.
Having never bcenddon a Galaxy-class ship before,

| would only have been guess-+ at the
coordinates.”" She cast aglance at the captain.
"Of course, Greyhorse might have redlized the
stations were open and locked them down--if he hadn't
been digtracted.” A faint smile took shape on
her lips. "I'm willing to wager you provided more
than asmall distrac-tion."

Picard harumphed. "Not much more, I'm
afrad.” "Dont sdll yourself short,

Captain," Pug told him. "I never thought of



Greyhorse as afighter, but anybody that big. .

. was He l¢ft the conclusion hanging inthe air. "And
if hewas... involved with Gerda," 1dun added,

"he knew how to use his Size to good advantage.
Klingons are taught that at an early age.”

For amoment, her dark blue eyes seemed to lose
their focus; she folded her arms over her chest. Was
she thinking about her sister and the rel ationship Gerda had
kept secret-even from her?"Bethat asit may,"
Picard said, cutting into the sllence, "1--" His
sentiment was interrupted by abeeping at the room's
single entrance.

"Come," heingtructed, expecting Sdar. But as
the doors parted, it was Worf who entered instead.

"Sir," the Klingon said. He acknowledged Pug
and Idun with a couple of brief nods.

"Y ou've atended to Dr. Greyhorse?" the
captain 313

surmised. His discomfort was getting worse-harder
to put aside. "l have," Worf replied. "Asa
precaution againg his escaping from the brig the way
Commander Asmund did"-he shot Idun a
Sdewiselook ashe said this"I've
Stationed additional personnd at the Ste. They have

grappling devicesto secure them againgt



turbu-lence. Also, the brig's redtrictive

barrier has been re-paired and placed on battery
power, so it should not be affected by any damage
to ship'ssystems.”

"Excdlent," Picard told him. "What about
the poss-hility of suicide?'

"I have scanned the doctor's person. He will have
no opportunitiesto take hisown life."

"And my knife?" asked Idun.

Worf turned to her. "It was discovered in his
quarters. It will be necessary to hold it as evidence."

Idun frowned, but she seemed to accept the
necessity. "Turning back to the captain, the
Klingon said: "Our search of Dr. Greyhorse's
quartersaso reveded asmall supply of ku'the
pills. It was one of these that he used in his attempt
to finish Cgptain Ben Zoma." "l see”
Picard responded. However, his attention was starting
to wane asthe pain mounted-particularly in hisside,
where Greyhorse must have fractured arib or two
when he kicked him. Wherein blazes was Seiar?

Coincidentally, his door chose that moment to beep
agan. "Come."

Thistimeit wasthe Vulcan. And she had her
medical tricorder with her, dung by its strap over

one shoulder. Also, what Picard recognized asa



smdl casefull of commonly used drugs.
Snatching achair asshe camein, shepulled it
with her 314

as she gpproached him. "l assume," Selar
sadin avery busnesdiketone, "that the captain would
prefer to be examined in private.”

Picard started to protest to the contrary, but his
guests were dready on their way out.

"Commander Asmund,” he cdled, stopping her in
her tracks. She regarded him.

"Aye, Sr?'

"Thereissomething | would liketo say to you." He
looked to Sdlar. "If you would give usamoment,
Doctor--" "No." Idun shook her head. Her
posture was as siff as ever--but there was an uncharacteristic
vulnerability in her eyes. "Therésno need,
sr. | know. was.

And before he could ins s, she was out the door and on
her way.. Picard sighed. He was glad he had
been wrong about 1dun Asmund. Very glad. He
only hoped that she would findly get what was coming
to her-the friendship and admiration of her
Stargazer colleagues. It was long overdue.

Before he had completed the thought, Selar was running

her tricorder over him and making those dis-couraging



sounds that doctors seemed so good at. Sigh-+, he
submitted to the scrutiny. It was Eisenberg's
turn to monitor Ben Zomawhen the captain's
warning came over the intercom. They would be trying that
maneuver again--the one that had gotten them out of the
dipstream once before. And it would probably shake
them up asmuch asit had thelast time.

That was al right. Sickbay had fared pretty
well once; there was no reason to believe it wouldn't

do so again. 315

As he checked Ben Zomals readouts for the
umpteenth time, he thought about what O'Brien had
told him in Ten-Forward-about "ringside seets' and
"the greatest show inthe gdlaxy.” For alittlewhilethere,
the trans-porter chief had made it seem so

exciting, so heady. But if the Sarswere alittle more
tame next time he visited Ten-Forward,

Eisenberg wouldn't be too upset. And neither, he
expected, would O'Brien-despite his brave

talk and histoaststo "warp nine point nine nine
five"

Completing hisreview of the readouts, the

med tech started around the divider that separated Ben
Zomafrom their other patient -- Cadwallader, no
longer acritical-care case. But before he could

reach the woman's beside, he caught aglimpse of a



couple of cranberry-colored uniforms coming hisway.
Ingtinctively, he turned to see what had occasioned
avigt from the cgptain and hisfirg officer-epecialy
when the maneuver was to take place in amatter of
minutes. Then heredlized that it wasn't Picard

and Riker at al. It was Captain Morgen and
Commander Asmund. And right behind them, Lieutenant
Joseph, and the Gnalish-- Professor

Smenon.

AsMorgen led his companions past the
curiosity-ridden med tech, he saw Cadwallader

get up on her elbows and smile. "Towhat do |

owe the pleasure?’ she asked. "Our fear,"

remarked the professor. "We heard that it was safer
here than anywhere else on the ship.” Cadwallader
chuckled dryly. "You know," shesaid, "l think |
believeyou."

"Dont," Morgentold her. Helaid his

great bony hand 316

on her bed. "I just thought it wastime you received a
vigt from your friends" Heregarded
Asmund. "All of them:" The blond woman

nodded, returning the DaaVit'sgaze. "That's

right. Or at |least, that's the reason he gave me.

Andwhen theruler of the DaaVit Unity summons



you, you don't dare disobey." Morgen laughed and
turned to the patient again. "For the record, it was
actualy more of arequest. was Cadwallader's
smilegot alittle broader. "That's dl right.
Frankly, | don't give adamn why you're
here. I'm just glad that you are.”

"Guttles Maw," the professor spat out.
"What's next? Hugs and kisses al around?’

"What's going on here?' Morgen followed the
voiceto itssource, and saw Dr. Crusher standing
a the threshold of her office. "I thought Commander
Cadwallader might want some familiar faces
about her-particularly now." The DaaVit smiled
charmingly. "Won't you join us?'

Crusher seemed surprised-pleasantly so.
"I'd be ddlighted." Joseph turned to Morgen.
"If it'sdl the sameto you," he asked, "I'd
like to be with Captain Ben Zoma." He glanced a
Cadwallader. "Y ou understand, Cad?' "Of
course” shetold him. "Wait," Asmund said.
She looked at the doctor, indicating with a
jerk of her thumb the divider that hid Ben Zomafrom
view. "Canweremoveit?'

Crusher thought about it for amoment. "1 don't see
why not," shesaid at las.

Simenon snorted. "Thisis getting more sickly



sweet dl thetime." 317

"Hush, you," Cadwalader told him as
Crusher got two burly nursesto movethe
divider aside.

When Ben Zomawas reveded, they dl stared at
him for amoment. Then Joseph went to stand by his bed,
and Asmund aswell. Morgen nodded approvingly.
Old comrades banding together against the tide of
events-no matter where that tide might take them.
Hewas mightily glad he could cal these people his
friends. Then heredlized that it was dmost timefor the
maneuver to begin, and the DaaVit hdldonto a
convenient projection from Cadwallader's biobed.

Thistimethingswerealittle different. On the
down-sde, they didn't have full warp speed
capability. On the upside, they knew what
to expect.

Hunched over his engineering console, Geordi ran
acouple of last- minute checks. Satisfied that
al wasin readiness, he turned to the command
center.

"Ready to go," hetold the captain, who'd been
ganding in front of hischair and looking back at the
chief engineer, waiting patiently for just those words.

Picard looked just dightly the worse for wear--



abig improvement over, his condition alittle more than
half an hour before. Or so Geordi had been
told, and by no less dependable a source than the
first officer himsdlf. Of course, Dr. Saiar's
minigirations had helped the captain regain some of his
form-and achange into anew uniform hadn't hurt either.
"Thank you, Commander,” said Picard. With
per-fect aplomb he sat down in hischair. "You
may com-mence.”

Without further ado, Geordi turned back
to hismoni- 318

tor, where the blue-line representation was once
again in effect. Rather than approach the desired
configuration by stages, as he had before, he went right
to thefina product: two flat surfaces, one
fore and one &ft, each pitched at an angle of
thirty degreesto the ship'slong axis.

After dl, they had no timeto fool around.
Geordi was confident that their current warp
capability would be enough to hold the shiddsin
place for the duration of the maneuver-but maybe not much
longer than that.

For just asecond before he input the change, he
paused to consider the possibility that they had pushed
their luck abit too far-thet thistime the maneuver

wouldn't work, or that they'd be tom apart in the



process. Geordi looked around at the familiar
figureson the bridge-defined in

electromagnetic patternsthat only he and his

VISOR could decipher. Evenin that tiny tick of

time, he was able to consder them one by one: Picard.

Riker. Troi. Worf. Data. Wedey.

Thechief engineer smiled If the maneuver
falled thistime, if they had miscalculated, it had
at least been one hdl of an adventure. Stedling
himsdf, he gave the computer its marching orders.
Idun Asmund studied the face of Gilaad Ben
Zoma. It was gaunt and bloodless, so different from
the hand-some, smiling countenance that had been the man's
trademark. It was painful for her to look at him-but
being atrue Klingon, she forced hersdf to do it any-
way.

After dl, hewas dying. Not quickly, not without a
fight, but he was dying nonetheless. And there might not
319

be too many more opportunitiesto see him while
therewas il breath left in him.

Asmund looked at Pug. He knew also that
Ben Zomawasn't long for thisworld. She could see
itin hiseyes. It occurred to her that Pug might

even fed responsble for what had happened. After



al, hewas a security chief--one of abreed that

would sooner die themsdves than see something happen to their
commanding officers. She sympeathized, feding

responsible aswell. Hadn't it been her knife

that had stabbed Ben Zoma? And wasn't it her

lapse of vigilance that had alowed Greyhorse

to obtain it? Asmund recaled the first time shed

ever seen anyone die. Though she and Gerda had been

too young to understand at the time, her family was
embroiled in afeud with another clan. There had

been threats, then violence. And findly, inthe middle

of the night, two men had brought her father's older

brother into the house. She remembered her mother closing
the door againgt the billowing mists. She saw her father
again as he helped lay hissbling on atable--ashe

tore aside Lenoch's cloak and inspected his

wounds. And shefelt anew the mixed sense of fear

and fascination-the guilt that had taken hold of her as

she and Gerda peeked into the room al

unnoticed by the adults.

Like Ben Zoma, Lenoch had been stabbed over and
over again. Eveninthedimly lit foreroom of her
father's house, even againg the dark hues of Lenoch's
clothing, she had been able to see the blood-alot of
it and in many places. Her father had cursed at the

sight. Therest wasablur. She had avague



impression of being discovered by her mother-of being sent
back to

bed. Not that she and Gerda had been able to deep.
They'dlain awake dl night gazing at each
other, wide blueeyes a-glitter with moonlight,
listening to the gut-tura exchangesin the rooms below
them. Listening and wondering-until the night was
shattered by the sound of a half dozen voices bellowing
al a once. Likethe cry of the taami-wolves that
roamed the hillsback on AlphaZion, but with a
tinge of something digtinctly Klingon. And by that howling,
they knew that Lenoch was deed.

But there was more-wasn't there? Before she and her sister
had been shooed upgtairs, hadn't she seen some-thing
else? Something that Gerda had remarked about once they
were aonein their bedroom? She frowned. It bothered
her that she couldn't remem-ber. Gerdawould have
remembered--but Gerda wasn't around to be
asked. Idun forced herself to concentrate. What was it?
What had they seen? Suddenly, the deck benegth her
feet shuddered and shifted, forcing her to hold on to Ben
Zoma's biobed in order to maintain her balance.

It lasted only a couple of seconds, however.
Idun looked around.

Certainly, thelack of amore violent tremor was



encouraging. But no one was saying anything. At leadt,
not until they recaived officid word.

Thenit came: "Attention, &l decks. Thisis

Captain Picard. We have returned to normal

gpace with minima damage to the warp drive and other
sysems”

There were murmurs of gpprova, sighs of

relief. One doctor dapped another on the

back.

"Please note," the captain's voice

resumed, "that the crissisnot yet over. Our
emergence from the dipstream phenomenon has
deposited us once again in Romulan space.

However, we are much closer to the Neutral Zone
thistime." A pause. "Wewill maintain yelow

dert gatus until we leave Romulan

territory-which, if dl goeswell, should bea

matter of just afew hours. | thank you

al for your cooperation.” Of course, Asmund

thought, there was il the possi-hility of an encounter with
another Romulan ship. But at least it wouldn't be

the Reshaara. It would take Com-mander Tav some
timeto unravel Picard's encrypted directionsfor
emerging from the dipstream. And in the meantime, the
Romulans would get ataste of-- Idun could

fed the blood rushing to her face. A taste ...



That wasit-the thing she couldn't remember. Before their mother
had chased them upstairs, she and Gerda had seen their
father taste Lenoch's wounds!

But why?Why would he do that?

Unless ... he suspected them of being poisoned.

It was adishonorable thing to do in the course of an
assassination. But then, whoever attacked Lenoch
might have been adishonorableindividud.
Suddenly, a connection snapped into place. She
looked down at poor, haggard Ben Zomaand
wondered: what kind of person was Greyhorse?
"Dr. Crusher," she snapped-before sheld even
com-pleted her chain of reasoning.

Crusher rushed over. "What'swrong?' she
asked. "Poison,” Idun said. "'l think Ben
Zomas been poisoned.”

The doctor shook her head. "No.
Greyhorse never got that pill into him. Besides, |
adminigtered the antidote for ku'thei-just in case.”
"I'm not talking about apill," Idun ingsted.
"I'm talking about the knife Ben Zomawas
attacked with."

Crusher's brow creased. "Y ou think there was
poison on the blade?" Idun nodded. "Not enough,

perhaps, to do thejob as quickly as Greyhorse



desred. But in the long run, enough to kill him."
Crusher glanced at her patient-and recognized the
possibility that Asmund wasright. "l don't
suppose you know which poison?* Idun shook her
head. Ku'thel waswidely used, but hardly the only
option. Klingons used anumber of untracesble
toxins. Nor could the doctor administer the
antidote for each and every one-not all at once, or
their interaction would prove asfatd asthe poison
itself. And Ben Zomadidn't have that much time. Both
she and Crusher knew al this. But how could they narrow
it down?

"Idun,” the doctor said, "Greyhorse never
trested aKlingon in hislife. Much of hisknowledge of
Klingon medicine must have come from Gerda"

So the question became: What poison would Gerda have
used? Given what they'd seen the night of

Lenoch's degth, there could be only one answer. the
poison their father had tasted. But what wasit? [dun
bit her lip. Shetried to picture her father again,
dabbing hisfingersin their uncleswound. Lifting the
fingersto his mouth. Hed said aword--hadn't he?
A singleword. "Choc pa, was shetold Crusher.
"Try the antidote for choc pa. 323

The stars outside were back to normal once again.

Guinan was surveying the newly restored



Ten-Forward lounge, such asit was, when the doors
to the place opened and revealed Pug Joseph. As

he had the last time she saw him, he hesitated just
ingde the entrance. Thistime, however, he wasn't
drunk. She noticed that right away. But he looked
off balance, confused, asif held been staring at the
sun for too long.

When he saw her standing behind the bar, he didn't
get angry. Hedidn't turn tail, either. He
walked right up to the bar and confronted her.

"Niceto seeyou agan,” shetold him.

"Sureitis." For awhile, hejust stood there

looking at her. Looking through her, she thought. Then
he spoke up: "Listen, you wereright. I've got a
problem.”

Guinan was genuindy surprised. She

hadn't expected him to come around so quickly.

He smiled, though there was no humor init.
"dlyou didn't expect meto say that, did you?"

She had to be honest. "Frankly, no, |
didn't. What made you change your mind?"

Hewet hislips. "A lot of things,"
Joseph said. "My captain was attacked-nearly
fataly. And agood friend commake that two good friends-were

serioudy injured. All by aman | thought |



knew." He breathed in once, out once. "
didn't know anything! | didn't know where my

. captain-my responsbility-was, or where
he was go-+. | couldn't see the hurt that
Greyhorse was carrying ingde him, the hurt that
twisted and changed him. | wastoo busy getting
soused for anything dse.”

Guinan nodded. So that wasit. Well, it wasn't
the kind of therapy she'd have wished for, but it seemed
to have done the trick. Admitting that a problem existed
was half the battle. But now that he had made the
admission, there was no need for him to torture himsaif.
"Thisisn't the Lexing-ton, was she reminded him as
gently as possible. Y ou're not in charge of
Security on thisship.”

"Doesn't matter," replied
Joseph. "At the least, Ben Zomawas my
captain. My responsibility.” Helooked
down at the bar. "Thelast thing | wanted wasto be the
cause of someone esesdeath.” Hisemphasison
"dsds’ sent achill up her spine. ™Y ou mean
this happened before?’ she asked softly. "That's right.
A long timeago." Heraised his head until their
eyes met. Hiswerelike black holes. "That's what
| carry around inside of me. That'sthe reason |

drink theway | do. Because | killed somebody,



some-body who depended on me." A pause, ashe
wrestled slently with his demons. ™Y ou don't know
what that's like. No one does-except of Pugcom”
His face twisted. "So what do | do? What does
anyone do when he has that hanging around his neck?'
Guinan's heart went out to him. She'd been right
about this one, about his salf-hatred. But like Troi,
sheld thought it was rooted in disappointment--with his
career, with theway hislife had turned out. She
hadn't had any idea how heavy his burden redlly
was.
"You could start,” she said, "by talking abut it."
Joseph shook hishead. "It'snot ared nice
story." His expression suggested that he meant it.
"No problem,” sheinssted. "I hear
dl kinds"
That was all he redly needed-those few words of
invitation. Sowly, painfully, he began to tell
her. what had happened. Normaly, she would have heard
him out-listening ever so carefully, spesking only if
he needed a push to keep going--comuntil he had
purged himsdf of whatever was plaguing him. But thistime was
different. It was wrong. " Stopeg[* thorn] she
said. Joseph looked at her, alittle shocked.

"I'm not the one who should be hearing this."



The man's eyes opened wide. He knew
exactly what she meant. "No," hetold her.
"l can't.”

Guinan smiled her most serene smile--the one
she used only when absolutely necessary. "Y ou can,”
she assured him. "What's more, you haveto. It'sthe
only

way. 9

Beverly wasn't expecting any vigtors, so
she was more than alittle surprised when she saw Pug
Joseph in sickbay, heading in the direction of her
office.

Ashefilled her doorway, the Lexington's
stocky security chief appeared uncomfortable.
Fidgety. Or at least that's how it
seemed to the doctor.

"Pug." She amiled. "Hi. Carefor some
coffee?' 327

He shook his head. "No. Thanks." "How about
asedt, then?' He nodded, pulled the chair out from the
other side of the doctor's desk, and sat. For an
awkward moment or two he just looked at the
floor. When he raised his eyes, they looked . .
. what? Haunted? "How's the captain?' he
asked.

"Fine. Hell beout of bedinno time."



Joseph bobbed his head. "Good." He glanced
fiercely at something on the wdll, and then a something
else on her desk. But not at her- not exactly.

The doctor was acutely aware of soundsthat she
hardly ever heard otherwise ... the murmur of
physi-cians and nurses as they discussed some
minor-injury case ... the hum of an overhead
light fixture that hadn't worked right snce Simenon
sueezed them out of the dipstream ... the sharp
clatter of atricorder asit dropped onto a
tabletop.

And till Joseph looked around, not quite facing hex and
not quite facing away--anger and hurt passng over, his
facein waves. Beverly leaned forward.

"Pug--is something wrong?' He looked directly

at her now, and his mouth became ataut, hard line.
"Y es. Something'swrong," he got out:" He
swallowed. "It's been wrong for along time.”

Shereturned his gaze, not having the least idea
what he was talking about. "I don't understand.”

"No," hesad. "l guessyou wouldn't." He
sighed deeply. "Y ou've heard the story about how
Jack was killed, right? About the problem with the
nacelle, and how we had to go out there and sever it? How

the energy buildup overcame us, and Jack died in



the exploson?' Crusher nodded. "Of course.”

"Well, it didn't exactly happen the way you

heard."

The doctor felt the blood drain from her face.
"What do you mean?" Joseph thrust hischin out. "I

mean, Jack didn't haveto die." He paused.

"It was because of methat he got killed. Because of me.
was Crusher felt asif someone had hit her inthe
stomach. Clutching the armrests of her chair for
support, she stared at Joseph. Watched him

hang his head, watched his shouldersrise once and
sag. "It was hard work cutting through the nacelle
assem-bly," hetold her. Hisvoice was

distant. "We were drenched with sweet

despite the cooling systemsin our suits. And as

hard as we worked, it didn't seem we were making much
progress. Being out there, being so focused on what
you're doing, you losetrack of time. Youfed like
you've been hanging out over the edge forever, your whole
life."And dl thetime, the energy is cyding through the
warp field generator. Building and building,

getting ready to explode. And you don't know when--you
just don't know. Any moment could bethe one." He
shook hishead. "It getsto the point where you believe
you can fed the exploson-the hest, blistering your skin.

And the impact- like someone's taking a hammer to dl



your bones at once. And the shrapnel-the tiny
pieces of hull ripping through you like razors. "We
thought about that. | did. Jack did too--you could
tell by the expression on hisface, by thefeverish
look in hiseyes. Hewas just as scared as | was.

But he didn't panic. Hejust kept at it,
dicing away with his phaser rifle. Taking with the
captain every now and then, putting on ashow of confidence
despite the emptiness comhefdt in hisgut.

"Getting into the transfer tunnel wasthe worst
part. 329

Theworst. We could imagine dl the energy
jumping around ingde. Lightningina
bottle. And yet we were pouring on al that phaser
fire-likelighting agiant fuse. It was crazy.
Weknew that, | wastelling myself that, but we kept
firing a the tunnd asif we weretoo supid
to accept it.

"Suddenly, we werein. We were in and we hadn't
blown up. Jack told the bridge and everyone was
happy. | was happy too. | wasgiggling likea
madman.” A muffled groan. "l think | lost
it then. | used up al my nerve getting into the
transfer tunndl. After that | had nothing

left-nothing. | fired away, | did what | was



supposed to, but it wasn't methat wasdoing it. It
was somebody esg's arms holding therifle,

somebody € se's eyes staring into that mess of tangled
metal and circuitry and hellfire. And after a
while, that someone didn't have the brassto stick
around.”

Heraised his head, looked &t her. If

Crusher had thought his eyes were tortured before, she
knew now that that had been nothing- compared to this.
"At one point Jack was grabbing my arm. He
tried saying something to me, but our communicators were
dead--silenced by dl the energy running wild around
us. And even if they'd been working, |
don't think | would have heard him. | wastoo

rattled by then. Too intent on just getting out of there,
getting back inside the ship. Getting safe. |

let go of my rifle and started back for the hatch. And

| screamed--1 think--for him to do the same thing.
"Hedidn't. He stayed out there, cutting at the
assembly--comtrying to do it by himsdlf. More than
halfway to the hatch, | looked back and saw

him." Joseph's brows came together into atwisted
knot. "I'll never forget it. There hewas,
blasting away like he couldn't stop." Pug's

eyeswent wide. "And the energy lesk from the

nacelle was getting worse. It looked like something



aive, some-thing fierce-like the bloody Angd of

Death or some-thing. But he'd done some damage. It
looked asif he was close to severing the nacelle
entirdly. Maybe with alittle help from me, hewould
have. " Suddenly, without warning, the energy leak began
accelerating-- growing like crazy. It was obviousthat
something was going to blow. But Jack didn't budge.
He kept firing hisrifle, even though you couldn't

even see the phaser beam anymorefor dl the

radiation pounding a him. He must have known how near
he was to accomplishing his misson. And while hewas
trying to blast away the last of the

assembly, | started moving again toward the hatch-
even more out-of-my-head frantic than before. Asfast
as| wasgoing, | should have gotten tangled up in my
grapples. Somehow, | didn't.”

Joseph bent his head again, ran hisfingersthrough his
closdly cropped hair. "Then | saw the

captain coming from the other direction, and | redized
what I'd done. And | knew what the others would

say about me-how | chickened out, how | lost my
nerve. | couldn't stand the thought of that, | couldntt.
So | just went limp, just pretended | was

unconscious. It wasal | could think of.

"I didn't expect him to drag me back. |



thought he'd go after Jack- comaf hisfriend. But | was
closer, | wasasurething. A part of me wanted
toteLhim I didn't need hishelp, that he should

have gone after the other guy to talk some senseinto him.
But then he would have known | was acoward, and he would have
told everyonedse. So | stayed quiet.

"When the energy pocket exploded, we were

sheltered from theimpact. All | saw of the blast was
the radiation from it, and then the nacelle, or what was
left of it,

spiralling off into space. And | knew Jack
was gone. The captain knew it, too; |

could see him-was

Joseph's voice broke and he had to stop.

"Howling," he whigpered, shaking his head from sde
to side. And then alittle stronger, as he drew on some
inner reserve of srength: "Howling on theinside of

his damned face plate, asif it was him that was dying,
and not Jack. But just for asecond or two. Then he
pulled himself together and got meto safety.”

A muttered curse. "That'swhen | told

everyone the story--about how wed blacked out from all
that energy corning out of the transfer tunnel. About how
we'd done our best, but it was just too much for us.”
Now the sobs came, wracking him, shaking the man like

arag doll. "And they believed me," he rasped



angrily. "God help me, how they believed
me"

Crusher sat therein her chair, not sure what
to feel. Should | be angry, she wondered?

Bitter? Should | pity him-or should | pity me?
Slowly, she got up and came around her desk.

Pug wouldn't--or couldn't "look up at her.

He was too ashamed-and not only of the tears that had
to bein hiseyes. He covered hisface with his
sguare, powerful hands.

How long ago was Jack killed in that
accident? It seemed like forever. And Joseph had
been carrying this secret--this burden-al that time.
Until now he proba:bly thought he'd be carrying
itto hisgrave.

Tentatively, she reached out-and placed her hand
on hisshoulder. It waslike arock, clenched againgt the
pain. She could fed it. "It'sal right,” shesad
mechanically. And then sheredized--it was dl right,
wasn't it? Whatever crime this man had committed,
if onecould call it acrime, wasa

long time ago. And he had been her husband's
friend; Jack wouldn't have wanted to see him thisway,
no matter what. She said the words again, with more

convictionthistime: "It'sdl right, Pug. |



forgiveyou."
Joseph looked up &t her, his eyes red-ringed
and swollen. Taking her hand off his shoulder, he
held it againgt his cheek. And shamelesdy cried same
more.
It wasn't redlly Cadwallader's fault that
shewas running afew minutes behind schedule. After
al, they hadn't let her see Ben Zoma until
just alittle while ago, and she hadn't wanted to leave
sickbay before welcom-+ her captain back to theworld
of theliving. Hell, shed have done that much
evenif hed been only her commanding officer-and not
her friend aswell. Nonetheless, she hated like the devil
to be late. Especialy when it came to something as
mysterious as the dinner experience Will Riker had
created for her. Despite her protests, he'd
told her nothing at al of what wasin
store-advising her only to wear "that dress’ hed
seen the evening of their last scheduled gppoint-ment.
Findly, alittle out of breath, she turned the corner and
camein sght of their rendezvous point-the en-trance
to holodeck one. But Riker was nowhere to be seen.
Oh, come on, sheremarked slently, dowing
down as she approached the place. I'm not that
late. And eveniif | were, he owes me one after

the way he-



Abruptly, the doors to the hol odeck opened and
Riker stepped outside. He was wearing afitted
black suit, the kind worn on Earth for formal
occasions. Thefirgt officer smiled and extended his hand
to her.

She looked past him into the holodeck. What she
saw 333

looked like a patch of lush green fir forest, with
shards of deep azure sky showing between the needled
branches. "Don't just stand there," Riker
sad. "Comeonin." Sheturned to him. "Areyou,
um, sure I'm dressed for it?"

He nodded reassuringly. "Y ou couldn't be
dressed more perfectly.” Laying her handin his,
Cadwallader let him draw her into the holodeck.
Asthe doors closed behind her, she got a better
ideaof her surroundings.

They were perched on a steep mountainside-or more
specificaly, on awooded ledge jutting out from a
steep mountaingde. She could see other mountains
al around them-achain stretching in every visble
direc-tion to the horizon. And above them was a
perfect dome of blue heaven, uninterrupted by even
asnglewisp of cloud. It looked like the kind of

place that should have been quite cold, but the sun was hot and



strong, and the trees protected them from the winds.

"Y ou gpprove?’ Riker asked. She nodded.
"Wherearewe?' "Alaska," hetold her. "Not
far fromwherel grew up." Hetapped hisfoot on
the moss-covered ground. "I got achanceto seethis
place only once--comj before | |€ft for the
Academy.”

"Helipod?' she guessed.

"Nope. | climbed up. Took three whole
daysand alot of bruised body parts, but
| madeit.”

Cadwallader looked down into the valey below.
Shewhidled. "And it was just as beautiful as| thought
it would be," hewent on. "Only one problem.

There was nobody to shareit with." 334

She chuckled, amused. "I think | get the
picture. But wasn't this supposed to be adinner
date?'

Riker snapped hisfingers. Suddenly, a
gas-fired sove materidized in front of them.
There were acouple of panson the eking grill. The
aromathat came to Cadwallader was spicy and
fantly fishy. "Smellsgood," shesad. "What
isit?"

"Trout remoulade,” hereplied. "Anold

family rec- ipe”



He snapped hisfingersasecond time, and a
red-and-white checkered tablecloth materidized not far
from the stove. It sported a basket of bread and a
couple of glassesof wine. Thistime,

Cadwadllader actudly laughed. ™Y ou think of
everything, don't you?'

Riker shrugged. "When I'm ingpired.”

Sheturned to him. "And when it getsdark?' she
asked. "What do we do to keep warm?"

"I don't think that will be aproblem,” hetold
her. "Redly? And why isthat?"

He was completely deadpan ashe saidit:

"Youll haveto wait until after dinner to find that out."

Today, there were only two of them at Ben Zoma's
bedside--Troi and Commander Asiiiund. Of
course, the empath had a professiona reason for
remaining there. It was disconcerting to regain consciousness
and find that so much had changed while one was unaware.
Often, aship's counsdor could smooth the
trangition. But not &l Troi's reasonsfor
viditing were of the professond variety. Shedso
liked Ben Zorna. Hell-it was difficult not
to. And to be honest, shefdt alittle guilty for
having had 335

to decaive him when he confronted her that timein the



corridor. She was glad the time had come when she could
drop the pretense and be honest with him.

Just as shewas glad she didn't havetolieto Idun
Asmund anymore. Or to probe her emotionsfor
evi-dence of murderousintent. "How long until
we reach DaaVery?' Ben Zomaasked softly.

With the poison completely neutralized, hewas
considerably stronger than he had been the day before.
He'd even gotten most of his color

back. "Another four days,” Troi told him.

"And that'sat warp nine." Full warp capability

was aluxury shed never take for granted again. Not
after crawling into and halfway through the Romulan
Neutral Zone a warp one.

He thought for amoment, then seemed surprised.
"WEelIl beontime "That'sright,” she said.

"Even with dl that's hap-pened, well be on time,
Thanksto Geordi and his engineering Saff and alittle
help from your friend Simenon.”

Ben Zomasamiled. But amoment later the
smile faded. "It's too bad. About
Greyhorse, | mean.”

She nodded. "We dl fed bad. Perhaps with some
rehabilitation . . ." She shrugged. "One can
only hope." Heturned to Asmund. She

returned his gaze atten-tively.



"Funny," hesad, "isnt it-that the one we were
most eager to pin the problem on ... should be so
ingrumen-tal in the solution. And in saving my life
to boot."
Idun grunted. "Remember Beta
Gritorius Four?" After asecond or two it
carneto him. "So | do. Then were even?' 336
The blond woman shook her head. "Not
a al. It'sjust your turn again to save my
life"
Ben Zoma laughed--comwh turned out to be a bad
move, asit drew the attention of Dr. Selar. The
Vulcan was suddenly standing at the foot of the biobed.
"| think we should be going,” Troi said, rising.
Asmund stood too. "'If we must. But I'll be
back," she told Ben Zoma. The captain of the
Lexington pointed at her with mock-solemnity.
"I'm depending on-it,.. Commander.” Troi grinned
--and not just at Ben Zoma's antics. She saw the
look on ldun Asmund's face, and she knew
that she was happy. For thefirst timein years the woman
fdt asif she belonged.
Onedidn't dways have to be an empath to know what
was going on in peoplée's hearts. And to rgjoice with them.

Worf looked at the entrance to his quarters, where the



adarm was beeping ingstently. "Enter," he said.
Asthe doors opened, Morgen's angular frame
filled thegap. "I hope | am not interrupting
anything," he remarked, hisydlow eyesglinting.
Worf made apoint of not paying excessive
attention to the long, leather-wrapped object tucked
under one of the DaadVit'sarms- though when this
voyage began, he would have been morethan a
littleleery of it. "No;" hereplied evenly. "Not

a dl. Comein." Morgen walked directly
tothechar hesa inlast time. Momentarily, the
Klingon considered placing himself on the other side
oftheearoom, as he had before. Then he thought again and
took a seat much closer to Morgen's --separated
from it by only the width of alow, snaiah-wood
table.

Their eyesmet and locked. Klingon and
DaaVit--though no longer just Klingon and

DaaVit. With ahint of ceremony, Morgen

laid the leather-wrapped object on the table.
"Openit,” heingructed. Hisinflection rendered

it more of arequest than acommand..

Worf picked it up and unwrapped the thing. Before
he was entirdly finished, he saw the curved,
razor-sharp blade. It gleamed even in the subdued

light. The Klingon regarded hisvisitor. "Go



ahead," Morgen said.

Carefully, Worf unwrapped it the rest of the
way. He noted the grim elegance of the wegpon, its
surprising lightness, theintricately woven leather

of its pomme. He nodded appreciatively.

"l only regret,” the DaaVit told him,

"that it could not be areal kayun. But | was

quite pleased with the job your ship's computer did in
fabricating thisone. Youll find it handles

dightly better than the one you gave me when we
participated in your "cdisthenics' program.”

The Klingon looked at him and suppressed a
frown. It was only reasonable to expect that a

DaaVit would make a superior kayun, they were
trained to do so from the age of three. "The hardest part
was convincing your captain to authorize abypass of the
computer's security restric-tions. Asyou know, it
will not create aweagpon without the prior approval of
either the captain or the security chief." Morgen
gmiled. "And | could hardly have asked you-not if |
wanted it to beasurprise.”

Worf rewrapped the kayun and set it down
again. He didn't know what to say. It wasthe first time
in the higtory of the universe that aDaaVit had

ever offered a



Klingon such agift. "l am honored,” he

managed to say at last. "Of courseyou are,”
Morgen quipped. "But you understand-it'sonly a
temporary comthing."

The Klingon'sforehead ridged over.
"Temporary?' he echoed, not understanding at all.

"That'sright," the DaalVit informed him.

"When my coronation isover, I'll beam you back
with areal one." Worf shook hishead. Now he
redly didn't under-stand.

Morgen leaned closer. "Unfortunately, | have
acouple of vacanciesin my escort. Dr.

Crusher has. gracioudy agreed to fill one of
them. | am asking you tofill the other.”

The security chief looked a him. "A

Klingon ...on DaaVery ... That' Morgen
waved aside the objection, "I'm not saying it will be
easy, Lieutenant. Not for you--and not for me. But
I'mwilling if you are.

Worf sat back in hischair. ™Y ou will be
denounced asatraitor. Y our thronewill be

forfat.”

"Doesthat mean you're turning me down?' the
DaaVit asked. The Klingon attempted a

grin. "No," hesaid. "Once again, | am



honored.”

"And perhapsalittle crazy,” Morgen suggested.
Worf nodded. "That aswell."

Asthe holodeck doors opened, Wedley

recognized the scene. It was just as he remembered

it-a scarlet forest sat ablaze wherever a
sunbeam pierced it. The flying things were there too,
hurrying from one overhead branch to another, making their
deep-throated cries and dropping their beautiful,

deadly feathers. 339

Asthe ensign entered, he remembered aso to adjust
for the strange springiness of the turf-and to look for the path
that cut through the woods.

Simenon was just where Wes had expected to find

him. Thistime, however, he was dressed in regulation
Starfleet attire-not the casual robe he'd been
wearing when they last visited this program. As
Wed ey approached, the Gnalish was picking up a
gonefromthe pile. "Greetings," he said without
turning around. Then, pausing-asif savoring the moment
for aslong as he could-he pulled back and let fly.

The stone sailed effortlessy over the bright, placid

water. It skipped once, twice, and then three more
timesin quick successon. Brushing his hands against each

other, Simenon turned to his young companion.



"It'slike piloting ashuttle,” he said. "Once
you'vegot it, you never loseit.” Theensign
smiled. "l guessyoureright." The

professor trained his ruby eyes on him. "Come
to polish your technique?' Wedey shook his head.
"Towishyouluck." Simenon snorted.
"What sort of luck will | need on DaaVery?
Onediplomatic mission ismuch like another." His
tail switched back and forth; his expression eased just
abit. "But thanksfor the thought.” ™Y ou know," said
Wedey, "I'm hoping to get to the Academy one
day. Assoon aspossible, infact." The
Gndishtilted his head as he regarded the human.
"And?' Wedey shrugged. "I don't know. |
guess I'm looking forward to seeing you there.” "'l
see." He bent and picked up another rock,
gp-praisedit. "I should tell you-1'm not the most
popular 340

REUNION fellow in the place. Cadets see
me and run the other way.gg*thorn] “Then they're
not very bright,” the ensgn told him. "'I've dready
attended one of your classes." He glanced at the
pile of flat rocksa Smenon'sfeet. "l
wouldn't mind at dl taking another." The
professor snorted again-more softly thistime. "That's

what you say now. Just wait until exam time.”



Wedey laughed. And after amoment Smenon joined
him. Beverly Crusher smoothed out her dark blue and
black dress uniform and considered hersdlf in the
mirror. She looked fine. But then, her appearance
wasn't the source of her dissatisfaction.

Her door mechanism beeped. The captain, no
doubt. Right on time, asaways, "Comein,” shesaid,
and left her bedroom to meet him in the gpartment's
reception area. Picard wasidly taking in the
furnishingswhen she emerged. He smiled at the
sght of her. "Very becoming,” he said. "Very becoming
indeed. It has been some time since you've worn your
dress uniform, Doctor." She smiled back.
"Thank you. And yes, it has." He held his hands
out, pams up. "All ready?" Crusher nodded.
"l guess 0." The captain regarded her. "Is
something wrong, Bev-erly?' Shesghed. "l just
wish I'd had more timeto prepare for this. Ever since
Morgen asked me: to be part of hisescort, I've

been studying DaaVit culture. But thereés till a

great dedl | don't know." 341

MICHAEL JAN FRIEDMAN "And you are
afraid you wall do something to embar-rass Captain
Morgen-or even jeopardize his ascension to the

throne." "Exactly," Crusher said. Ficard



shook his head. "No need to worry. Unlike you,

i have had timeto veritably immerse mysdf in

DaaVit cusom. And | cantell you there areno

hidden trapsto catch you by surprise.” Shelooked

a him."Youresure?' "I'm sure.

Do you fed better now?' "Asamatter of

fact," shetold him, "I do." Taking aquick

survey of her quarters, Crusher turned and headed

for the door. The captain followed her out. Oncein

the corridor, they headed for the nearest turbolift.
There was aspring in Picard's step that the doctor
hadn't noticed for days. She approved-and not just in
her capacity as chief medicd officer. It was good

to see the man feeling so chipper after dl that had come
before. Maybe his good spirits were contagious, she
mused-because by the time they reached the lift, shefelt
pretty chipper hersdf."Y ou know," she said,

surprising hersdf alittle, "1 was actudly dreading

seeing the people from the Stargazer. was The captain shot her
aglance. "Oh?" "It'strue. | didn't even

want to come out of my quarters.” He grunted. A
moment later, the lift arrived and the doors opened.
They stepped insde. Once they were in the privaecy

of the conveyance, Picard cleared histhroat. "To be
perfectly candid,” hesaid, "l wasalittle

apprehensve mysdf.” Crusher saw himinanew



light. "Y ou were agpprehen-sive? For godsakes,
why?' 342
REUNION Heturned to look at her. "l
thought our visitors would bring back
memories. Matters | hadn't quitelaid to rest.”
And suddenly, she understood. She'd boen so wrapped
up with her own ghogts, she'd forgotten the captain had
some of hisown. "What about now?" she asked. "Now,"
he said thoughtfully, "I am glad | had achance
to seemy old friends again. All of them--living and
dead." Shetook hisarm and squeezed it
affectionately. "1 know the fedling, Jean-Luc.
| know it quite wdl." That was how they emerged from theft
--with her arm tucked into the crook of his. And it was
dtill there when they entered the transporter room, where they

found the others dready waiting for them. 343









