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Sufficiently Advanced 

 

PREFACE 

 

Clarke’s Laws: 

1. When a distinguished but elderly scientist states that some-

thing is possible, he is almost certainly right. When he states 

that something is impossible, he is probably wrong. 

2. The only way of discovering the limits of the possible is to 

venture a little way past them into the impossible. 

3. Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable 

from magic. 

 

The Niven Clarke-Corollary Law: 

Any sufficiently rigorously defined magic is indistinguishable 

from technology. 

 

And from Leigh Brackett’s “The Sorcerer of Rhiannon”: 

“Witchcraft to the ignorant… Simple science to the learned.” 

 

 



 





 



 

 

For my sister, Laurie Hartvigsen, 

with thanks for that Christmas present. 

And for Arthur, Larry and Leigh. 

You know? I’ve always believed that… 

And with thanks to Pet Serrano. 

Yeah, my Latin sucks. 
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Chapter One 

A Curious Interview 

“Curious. You seem to have some ability to access the 

control tokens of the universe,” he said. 

Hermione Granger blinked. “Control tokens?” 

“What you might call magic,” Spock said. 

“Ah, yes,” Hermione said, and she cleared her throat 

softly. “I… might… and usually would call it that…” 

Small talk. 

Hermione shook her head. Now that she had him here 

it was proving difficult to talk to him. 

Spock observed the young girl’s discomfort and felt a 

twinge of something; remorse perhaps, or compassion. But 

his gentle pity was a threadbare sheet inadequately trying 

to comfort him against the chill wind of danger. Logic and 

self preservation fought desperately against the deceptive 

calm and bewitching spell of smile and cascading tresses. 

There was danger here; one that was hiding from him, 

avoiding his awareness and analysis; a devil in the details 

hiding behind a quiet conversation. 
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The Vulcan turned away from the distraction of the 

young lady’s tortured smile and touched the stone walls of 

the darkened passageway.  He appeared to be alone with 

the student witch, hiding in some out-of-the-way passage 

out of some necessity on her part for secrecy. The layer of 

dust along the corridor was disturbed by a single set of 

footprints—Miss Granger’s—suggesting to Spock that this 

corridor and these stones were seldom seen. 

“Odd…” Spock observed. 

Hermione realized that she was playing with the hair at 

the side of her head. “Yes, this place is at least that. Odd, I 

mean. They say, ‘if these walls could talk’—and I think 

some of them actually do…” And she was furthering the 

small talk. “But what did you mean by ‘odd,’ Mr. Spock?” 

The Vulcan considered the young brunette. “I was, in 

fact, feeling a presence of ‘mind’ as I touched the stones of 

this wall; as if they held some form of sentience. And then, 

that you should say nearly the same thing is—also—odd.” 

“Been told that, too,” she said with a wince. 

Spock recognized that the girl was nervous and knew 

that helping her feel at ease was essential if he were to ever 

find a solution to the mess he found himself in. 
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“Explain to me again why I am here?” Spock asked. 

Embarrassed, Hermione attempted again the explana-

tion that had twice failed her. “I… sort of… conjured you 

into being.” 

“Interesting,” Spock said. “You used very nearly those 

selfsame words previously. Would you care to elaborate? 

For example, how would you define ‘being’?” 

Hermione winced. “I tried out a new spell I’m learn-

ing. It’s a variation on summoning, except it seems to be 

based more on, well, on conjuring, frankly, and… well; I 

sort of whipped you up, not unlike,” she groaned and con-

tinued headlong, “Ron’s mum making a batch of scones, 

except, that…” she tried to stop, “Mrs. Weasley doesn’t 

use magic to… make scones.” 

The Vulcan measured her with a quiet gaze until the 

girl lifted her eyes to meet his. “Did you,” he asked gently, 

“also create my memories of breakfast this morning?” 

Hermione swallowed hard. “I… I’m sorry?” What was 

it about this fictitious space alien that reminded her so 

much of Professor Snape? He had never seemed anything 

but benevolent on that television show, but now… 

“Young lady,” Spock began, and softened it with the 
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faintest whisper of what might have been a smile. “Miss 

Granger. You seem to have a keen intellect; more than one 

typically found among human teenagers, anyway. May I 

presume to ask that you engage that intellect and that you 

channel it along the avenues of scientific method for a few 

moments?” 

Hermione gulped, and her eyes dropped. That was the 

problem; scientific method was not exactly her best suit, 

the sciences not being taught as such at Hogwarts. Some-

body Clarke had once said that any sufficiently advanced 

technology was indistinguishable from magic. Hermione 

had wanted to learn Science, believing that it might be an 

important tool in helping her to advance her understanding 

of magic. 

And now, here he was; Science personified, standing 

right in front of her! And now here she was, floundering 

like a boggart with its robe caught on a closet door. She 

had wanted the Vulcan Science Officer from the Starship 

Enterprise, a fictional character from a television show, to 

help her learn Science. But she had not considered the pos-

sibility that Spock, in the role of teacher, might be a little 

intimidating, and that he might not be very lenient. 
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Not unlike Snape, she thought. 

“Yes, Mr. Spock. I will… try, sir.” Her feet and heart 

were both hurting, and standing in a half-hidden hallway 

near the Room of Requirement was increasingly uncom-

fortable. She sat down much like a pupil taking a 

classroom seat on the low wall of a window arch in the 

corridor. 

Spock nodded stiffly. “Very well, then, Miss Granger. 

Your first lesson must, therefore, be to relax. You seem to 

be worried that at any moment I might…” he looked at her 

for effect, “bite your head off.” 

Hermione gulped. 

There, Spock thought. He had gotten her attention. 

“If it will help,” Spock continued, “please consider 

that I am a vegetarian.” 

Hermione blinked. There was a twinkle of something 

that might have been humor in Spock’s eye. Could the in-

famously emotionless Vulcan be telling a joke? The notion 

was as ludicrous as the thoughts of him literally biting her 

head off, but there it was. Hermione couldn’t help a grin 

and she nearly laughed. 

“Other than that,” Spock continued, “I must remind 
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you that you are, at this time, my only hope for returning 

to my home. You must believe, therefore, that I will, out of 

necessity, treat you with the utmost of care and respect. I 

would not, and will not, and may not harm you, Miss 

Granger.” 

Hermione took a deep breath and let it out deliber-

ately, becoming studiously relaxed. “Right,” she said. In 

fact, she hadn’t thought of it, but Mr. Spock did indeed 

need her, and even if that was her own fault she felt confi-

dent that he would not be hostile toward her. 

Because of her apparently incompetent use of the spell 

Apparere Volo from her hiding place inside the Room of 

Requirement, the eminent albeit fictional Vulcan had been 

made flesh and his life was now dependent upon Miss 

Hermione Granger, Sixth Year Witch. But it didn’t help at 

all that Spock didn’t seem to be quite as fictitious as she 

had imagined. 

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir… I shall… try to take some 

comfort in that thought.” But her dry throat betrayed her. 

“I am now trying to engage reasoning and logic.” And her 

inward voice chided her; as much as a teenage girl can, in 

any case! Would he care? This was Spock. Yes, that 
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Spock, she thought. Would he care that there were biologi-

cal reasons why, and times when, a teenage girl was 

mercilessly free of the ravages of logic? 

“Very well,” Spock continued. “The question I had 

posed was more than mere rhetoric: Did you, in fact, create 

me with memories of the breakfast I ate this morning?” 

Hermione stared. “No, sir. The fact is; it is both for-

bidden and impossible to create life.” And then, 

“Magically, I mean!” And she almost laughed, but foot-

noted her remark; “Even if… some might believe 

otherwise.” 

“That, of course, might depend entirely on your defini-

tion of magic, and upon how it relates to technology, or at 

least to biology, Miss Granger.” 

“Yes,” she said. “Makes sense.” 

“Postulate,” the Vulcan requested, and he averted his 

eyes and began pacing, staring beyond the arches along the 

corridor. In truth, standing next to this lovely teenager and 

looking into her eyes had proved disturbing to the austere 

Vulcan in ways that Spock didn’t want to examine himself 

too closely on. 

“If you have, as you seem to imply, conjured me into 
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being, how then is it that I am possessed of memories of 

my breakfast?” 

The question elevated Hermione’s curiosity while at 

the same time it seemed to rattle her teeth. “You are ask-

ing… Are you implying that maybe I did something other 

than conjuring you into being?” 

Spock stopped his pacing and he allowed himself to 

look into Hermione’s eyes, noting with forced detachment 

that they were the same color and shape as the eyes of the 

only two women who had been emotionally important to 

him, and of whom he might have honestly said he had 

loved. He found the sparkle in Hermione’s eyes to be both 

distracting and at the same time comfortably attractive to 

him. He let a part of his mind puzzle over the dichotomy 

while he turned his gaze again to the neutral territory of 

the distant buildings. 

“Presume for a moment that intelligence can neither be 

created nor destroyed,” Spock said. “Actually, there may 

be some indication that a form of intelligence may be cre-

ated artificially; and therefore, please further presume that 

my intelligence is neither artificial nor the accidental by-

product of quantum mechanics.” 
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“Quantum…?” 

“Yes, Miss Granger. If, therefore, you did not create 

my breakfast, Occam’s Razor would then strongly suggest 

that neither did you create me.” 

She stared at the glint of light from a small bead of 

condensation on the rock wall, which was mimicking the 

drop of sweat rolling down her forehead. 

“Your logic is intriguing, Mr. Spock.” And then she 

realized that she might have sounded like she was sucking-

up to the Vulcan. “If I didn’t create you… or said another 

way, if I did not ‘conjure’ you into being, then whatever 

I… did do was not actually creating life, strictly speaking. 

Perhaps I merely brought you here from…” She looked at 

Spock for even the smallest sign to indicate that she might 

be on the right track. 

And she got a smile… from a Vulcan! 

“Very good, Miss Granger. Continue.” 

“Apparere volo had not been the spell I was originally 

trying to use. I had first attempted Animas elicere.” 

“My apologies. I have no foundation in the terms you 

are using.” 

“They’re spells, Mr. Spock. Magic.” 
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“Understood, but if Latin serves, I believe the incanta-

tions you refer to would connote manifesting reality out of 

wishes and dreams. I am necessarily skeptical.” 

Hermione nodded. “Yes, I might guess you would 

have a hard time with that.” 

“Nearly as much of a hard time as I am having with 

the premise that a teenager from Earth could conjure me 

here during a routine atmospheric analysis of Gamma Hy-

dra Four. Except for the fact that I indeed seem to be 

here—and that I further seem to be alive, intact, and ra-

tional—I would not be inclined to believe it.” 

“Having a hard time believing in magic, Mr. Spock?” 

she asked. 

Spock inhaled deeply the smell of springtime on Earth 

wafting through open arches gathering the damp sweat of 

old stone; and he thought he might be some distance from 

Starfleet Academy, and that he might, in fact, not even be 

on the American continent. Northern Europe possibly by 

the young lady’s dialect, but not having been to Europe it 

was impossible to be certain. But the case in point, he had 

to admit, was that wherever he was, it seemed to be real. 

“There are,” he resumed, “control codes, the so-called 
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grand tokens of the universe, which have been observed to 

supersede the simpler laws of gravitation, electrical attrac-

tion and similar ‘magic spells’ of the less-grand sciences. 

But the technology behind the juxtaposition of one quan-

tum state with another…” He shook his head. “That ability 

lies beyond any known technology, and might as well be 

founded in black cats and broomsticks.” 

“My cat is ginger colored,” Hermione offered. Time to 

shut up now, she told herself. “But… you were talking 

about… tokens.” 

Spock shook his head. “I understand that they are real. 

I know next to nothing about them as they lay outside of 

the realm of measurement and scientific analysis. The abil-

ity to create light in a darkened room may be one thing; 

may in fact be a simple issuance of a control token. But 

this…” He looked at the young witch. “The fact that you, 

yourself, do not fully understand the process behind my 

presence is… discouraging.” 

“If I did not create you per se, then my skills in con-

juring and in my use of Apparere volo are…” She searched 

for the right word. “Incomplete,” she said at last. 

“Yes,” Spock agreed. “It is all…” What was it? he 
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wondered. Was it more fascinating or merely interesting? 

“…Disturbing,” he finally said in the same manner 

that Hermione might have expected from the actor on that 

television show to deliver a Spock-like line. 

He was a lot younger than she had expected; he looked 

to be in his early twenties; but he looked slightly different 

as well. Was it his hair? Regardless, it was like seeing an 

old friend; despite his youth and hairstyle, after a moment 

or two there could be no uncertainty, no chance of mistak-

ing him. He was unquestionably Spock. 

“So, if I did not create you, then I must have some-

how… teleported you, maybe? Transported you across 

space, across time? Maybe even across realities?” 

Spock nodded. “We may indeed have a case of parallel 

universes here. Could you please tell me again how it is 

that you seem to know me?” 

“Know of you, actually,” Hermione said. “But rather 

than telling you all that again… Look, I didn’t invent you. 

I’m not very inventive or imaginative. At least, that’s what 

Ron says. Harry says that’s how I play chess.” 

The Vulcan’s eyebrows rose at the mention of chess. 

Hermione continued. “But rather than telling you that I 
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had just wanted a bit of tutoring in Science…” her voice 

trailed off. Hermione felt miserable. She had used magic 

for selfish reasons; illegal spells to do forbidden things; 

and in doing so she had interfered with and possibly had 

jeopardized the live of another living, breathing being. 

Spock’s life. 

Had she just trapped Mr. Spock in the past, maybe in a 

different reality? 

“Yes?” Spock prompted. 

Hermione shook her head and felt the flare of blush 

rise in her cheeks as her hair swished past them. “I wanted 

to understand Science. Is that so bad?” 

“If you know anything about me, then you might guess 

what my answer to that question would be.” 

It took Hermione a couple of deep, agonizing breaths 

to raise her head from her misery, but when she did and 

when she met his eyes, there was, again, that mild, faint 

whisper of a smile. 

Spock continued. “So, are you more embarrassed that 

you wanted to study Science—although why that should 

be a thing forbidden baffles me—or that you brought me 

here for essentially selfish reasons?” 
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“Both, nearly equally,” she said. 

“You still haven’t explained how you know of me.” 

“That is… the other half of the problem.” 

“Explain?” 

Hermione shook her head. “I’m sorry. It seems to be 

quite difficult for me to come out with it.” 

“An old Vulcan proverb suggests that if a truth should 

become too tortuous, exploring a different one may prove 

sufficiently revealing.” 

“Well,” she began, “in this particular case, the other 

truth may be even more torturous,” she said. “Wait, is it 

tortuous or torturous?” 

“Both, nearly equally,” Spock said. 

“Right, then,” she said, resolved. “I know who you 

are, because you are a television character.” 

“Television,” Spock repeated with a nod. “And this is 

Earth?” 

“Yes.” 

“And what is the year?” 

“Nineteen-ninety-six.” 

Spock nodded. “Was has been a television show called 

Star Trek in this world?” 
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“Yes,” Hermione said. 

“And a certain Gene Roddenberry was the creator of 

that show?” 

“Yes, back in the Sixties.” 

“Very well. That, at least, seems to be a shared reality 

between us. I assure you, Miss Granger, that I am not a 

fictitious being. The television show, Star Trek, is a matter 

of history. I have grown up on Planet Vulcan, as it is called 

in English, and progressed through my career in Star Fleet, 

conscious that my universe has been shaped, in part, by the 

Star Trek entertainment franchise.” 

“You’ve watched Star Trek?” Hermione asked. 

Spock sighed. “Yes, unfortunately. How much I have 

been altered by that observation is uncertain.” 

“Oddly comforting,” Hermione observed. 

“Hmm…” Spock mumbled with a nod and a look of 

concern. “And now comes the more difficult question.” 

“Difficult, Mr. Spock?” 

“Yes. So far, it is still unproven that I am in the same 

universe—the same reality—in which I ate breakfast this 

morning. I now must determine if you are fictional in the 

same way you had believed that I was.” 
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“Erm… Okay. Sorry. You lost me.” 

“The problem is somewhat difficult,” he began. “Miss 

Granger, you present a conundrum. In my universe, you 

are a fictional character, one as fictitious to my reality as 

was that television character Spock whom I must believe I 

only bare a coincidental affinity to.” 

Hermione stared. “Mr. Spock, I assure you that I am 

not a fiction! For what it’s worth, I remember my breakfast 

this morning, too!” 

Spock nodded. “In your world, has there been a series 

of books and movies collectively known as Harry Potter?” 

Hermione gasped. “Harry Potter!” 

The Vulcan waited. “Yes.” 

“Harry Potter is my friend, not a movie!” 

Spock stared. “Strange. Is Joanne Rowling an author?” 

Hermione’s surprise turned into a quirky grin. “Joanne 

Rowling? The Prime Minister of Magic? An author?” 

Spock frowned mildly and shook his head. “Curious. 

In my universe Harry Potter and Hermione Granger are 

fictional characters, but their fictional lives did, neverthe-

less, have it own not significant impact on history. I find 

myself wishing that I had studied the outcome of the early 
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twenty-first century Harry Potter Witch Trials…” 

“Witch trials…” Hermione gasped. 

“…However, Miss Granger, it would seem that those 

events are from a different universe from this one. Mean-

ing, therefore, that it would seem that I am not in my own 

universe and that we are indeed from realities that are… 

alternate to each other…” Spock’s voice trailed off. 

After a moment, Hermione got up the courage to ask; 

“Mr. Spock, are you all right? You look a little… well, I 

was about to say ‘green’ but… you do look concerned!” 

Spock smiled gently. “I must admit to a certain appre-

hension, Miss Granger.” 

“Yeah…” she said, but it came out as a dismal squeak. 

“Apprehension.” That was certainly what she was feeling. 

After a moment, Spock looked directly at the young 

witch who had summoned him. 

“I am experiencing a feeling of unease for my personal 

welfare. To be frank, I enjoy my life. But the method of 

my return to that reality is outside of my understanding 

that fact is confounding my present ability to reason, 

which in turn is…, unsettling. I am, essentially, afraid.” 

Hermione wanted to tell him not to be afraid, but more 
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truthfully she realized that she needed him to not be afraid. 

If her screw-up was big enough to make a Vulcan nervous 

then what hope did she, herself, have of it being corrected? 

She needed Spock to use his Vulcan training, for him 

to maintain his composure and to use his ability to look at 

things logically to help her figure out a way to get him out 

of this mess she’d made. But what if he wasn’t real? What 

if his mind was a fiction and he possessed no more ability 

to think up a solution than she, herself, could? 

Spock continued. “This Magic we were speaking of—

call it control codes or ‘spells’ or whatever—is outside of 

my world of measurement and analysis.” 

“Intimidating,” Hermione agreed with a nod. 

“Indeed. This may be one of those times when if one is 

not frightened it is simply because they are not sufficiently 

advanced in their understanding.” 

“I think, therefore my knees knock,” she joked. 

Spock honored the young lady with a chuckle. That’s 

something Kirk might have said, he thought. And then he 

sobered. Perhaps an accident has happened on the Enter-

prise, one of which I have no memory, and which has left 

me unconscious and in a dreaming state. He wanted to 
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touch Hermione, to poke her to see if she were real. But 

then he realized that he also wanted to take her into his 

arms, to comfort her, and perhaps even to seek comfort. 

Was that a laugh? Hermione thought. Ron and Harry 

would have had a good laugh at that, but Spock? 

“Mr. Spock. I agree that I didn’t know what I was do-

ing when I conjured you, or summoned you…” She shook 

her head. “I may also be…” stupid, she thought, “ignorant 

of the intricacies of how to get you back home.” 

“Intricacies…” Spock agreed. “Do you believe there is 

a science to your magic?” 

“Do I believe? I though I was making myself a study 

buddy, Mr. Spock. A golem who was good in science and 

could teach me. Bloody hell, I thought you were fictional!” 

She shook her head, miserably. “In the muggle world I 

might have programmed a computer to teach me science, if 

only I knew how to program one…” 

Spock tenderly did not show his dismay over the girl’s 

misunderstanding of computers, but it occurred to him that 

if that was how she expected to accomplish her magic, 

they could both be in a world of trouble. He hoped that her 

understanding of magic far outstripped her misconceptions 
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of data processing equipment. 

“Is magic process-oriented?” Spock asked. 

“Very,” Hermione said. “It’s methodical, predictable, 

and measureable. So—and check my logic on this—does 

not logic suggest that if a spell produces result ‘A’, then 

the reversal of that spell has at least the same chance of 

producing the reversal of ‘A’?” 

Spock nodded. “At the least, it is equally improbable.” 

“A coin toss,” she said. “Despite ignorance of the in-

tricacies—the internal science of a spell, if I’m right—it’s 

still just as likely to work in reverse. Right?” she asked. 

“Yes,” he agreed. “Ignorance is a non-factor in deter-

mining an indeterminate outcome.” 

Hermione tried not to let on that she had felt the breeze 

as that one had zipped by. “By extension, then,” she stood 

and started pacing, “while logic may not support it…” she 

was feeling like she was on a roll, or at least on one of 

Mrs. Weasley’s biscuits, “it may be possible that by at-

tempting to better understand the process, we might better 

determine its outcome?” 

Spock nodded. “We might presume that there exists at 

least the potential that, by attempting to understand the 
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intricacies of your process—the spell that you used—that 

we may increase the probability of a successful outcome.” 

“That’s my thinking,” Hermione said. Then she sighed 

a bit resignedly. “The problem is that most magical spells 

are time-bound; you can’t undo them without making time 

run backwards.” 

“Temporally determinate,” Spock said. “In fact, most 

processes are temporally determinate, magical or other-

wise. The fact that you understand as much speaks highly 

of you. Unfortunately, I find myself wishing that your un-

derstanding made our situation more encouraging. The 

idea that we may need to make time run backwards fails to 

encourage.” 

“I thought that was encouraging,” Hermione said. “We 

can always hope.” 

Spock sighed. “To me, hope is most encouraging when 

it is founded in logic. Your belief that we might somehow 

bolster the odds of my safe return to my own place through 

the scientific study of the immeasurable does not meet my 

personal definition of a logical foundation. While the quest 

of getting me back home is of central importance to me, 

the study of magic would, to most, seem a fool’s errand.” 
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“To most muggles, the idea that magic is real would be 

foolishness. To we who use magic on a daily basis and 

who study it and try to become perfect in it, it is they who 

are the fools. 

“Mr. Spock, I understand your feelings or at least your 

position. I was born to non-magical parents: to muggles,” 

she said, and stopped herself just short of saying; I’m not 

even a half-breed, like you. Was he half Vulcan and half 

human like he was in the television show? 

Hermione went on. “They don’t really get it; my par-

ents… magic…” In fact, they really don’t get me, but at 

least they never forget me. “But there is a certain amount 

of magic in hope, Mr. Spock. You believe in hope, right?” 

Spock considered. “Whether I believe a thing that I do 

not understand is irrelevant. As for hope, in many cases, I 

will acknowledge that hope is often the first overture to 

logic; a speculation upon which we may draw a thesis.” 

“Right,” Hermione said. “Good!” It sounded good, 

anyway. “The way I figure it, is; hope is also the basis of 

magic. As students, we can’t learn magic if we can’t hope 

that a spell is going to work.” 

“Logical,” Spock said, and nodded. 
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“So, maybe, more than ‘bolster the odds of your safe 

return,’ as you had said, maybe we can hope for that return 

more meaningfully?” 

Spock twisted his mouth and exhaled in such a way 

that his breath lifted the fringe of his hair. “I’ve never 

found hope, by itself, to be very comforting.” 

“But you must admit that it is at least as probable that 

by studying magic in a scientific way that we may be able 

to advance our cause as much as we might… screw it up?” 

Spock got the idea that Hermione was trying to cheer 

him up by using counter-logic. The odd thing, he noticed, 

was that it was working. “Neither is that very comforting, 

Miss Granger.” He smiled, deciding to make it a friendly 

taunt, and noticed again how easy it was to verbally spar 

with her. Like Kirk, he thought. “Unfortunately, the Uncer-

tainty Principal would seem to reject you. You are familiar 

with Heisenberg?” 

“Heisenberg can suck my big fat hairy wand!” 

While Spock’s mouth remained emotionless, one of 

his eyebrows shot skyward of its own accord. “Indeed.” 

“I mean, hope is the motivation behind the first step of 

magic,” Hermione said, “and I’d had the idea that it was 
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the same for science. This is about hope, but not irrational 

hope! Is that rational?” 

“Observation and measurement are, by their natures, 

invasive procedures, Miss Granger. You cannot observe a 

thing, because the very act of observing changes your real-

ity—your universe—at the quantum level.” 

“Yes, Heisenberg. I get it. Observation is invasive. But 

Mr. Spock, how do we know how many observed things 

are, in fact, changed by the observation? How do we know 

it? How do we know it’s not just our interpretation of our 

observation that we are misunderstanding?” 

“Mmm…” Spock made a noise that might have almost 

been an agreement. 

“On the other hand,” Hermione continued, “how many 

unseen things are real despite not being observed?” 

“Are you next going to talk about love?” Spock asked. 

Hermione stared, and swallowed. “Love?” 

“Yes,” Spock said with his face studiously blank. 

Hermione, very briefly studied the Vulcan’s dark eyes 

to try determining if he were, perhaps, mocking her. But 

what she saw surprised her. Admiration? Respect? She had 

known Ron Weasley to look at her that way—right before 
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he would make a joke that would utterly and completely 

destroy her impression of respect, or change the subject, or 

usually both. 

“I’ve noticed that humans tend to ascribe many similes 

of the unseen or immeasurable to love.” 

“I have noticed,” Hermione said, carefully, “that some 

things do not appear to be just exactly so, but other things 

may not actually be just exactly as they so appear.” 

Spock nodded agreement. 

“And I…” Hermione began, but then she bit her lip 

and looked away. Darn Mr. Ron Weasley’s hide with a 

big, fat needle! Why did he have to be so… so…! 

Spock could see that the young lady was troubled. He 

had been around humans enough to know that any attempt 

on his part to be dismissive would simply aggravate them. 

“Miss Granger?” 

“Look, I don’t know how much my simple act of be-

lieving a thing might work to make that thing real or true, 

or change it contrary to what I believe.” Emotion was get-

ting the best of her; emotion that defied logic, that waged 

war with reason and scientific method and getting Spock 

home. She shook her head. “Sorry…” she whispered. 
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Spock nodded. “Then, by your assumption, we would 

have nothing to lose by examining your magic spell in 

depth, to possibly… bolster its outcome.” 

Hermione looked up. Spock was agreeing to help her! 

And he was… 

Hermione’s heart thumped very hard as she realized a 

thing she had been ignoring, or perhaps closing her eyes 

to. This Vulcan was attractive, possibly even beautiful, and 

when she actually looked into his eyes instead of avoiding 

them, and when he smiled back with that quiet, subtle grin, 

like he was doing now… 

Spock nodded with an odd twist of his mouth. “Very 

well, Miss Granger. We shall explore the science of your 

magic, that we might have hope in a positive outcome.” 

“Perhaps I might… help?” the last word seemed oddly 

tortured as Professor Snape addressed Vulcan and witch. 

Hermione gasped. “Professor Snape!” 

“Yes,” Snape said. “At least, I was this morning, at… 

breakfast. You will introduce me to our guest.” 

“Oh, er…” Hermione fumbled. “This is Mr. Spock…” 

“I know… who he is,” Snape’s monotone growled. 

“Mr. Spock, this is Professor Severus Snape, our po-
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tions teacher, and a brilliant one, I might add.” 

“Beware of flattery, Miss Granger,” Snape said. “You 

might wreak havoc with the grades of your peers… again. 

Mr. Spock, I presume.” 

“Professor Snape,” the Vulcan said, and saluted him. 

“I bid you peace, and long life.” 

Snape bowed slightly, and to Hermione’s surprise, he 

saluted the Vulcan, fingers separated between the second 

and third. “And to you, Mr. Spock,” Snape said. “Live 

long, and prosper.” 

“Thank you,” Spock said. 

Hermione reminded herself to breathe. Was her arch 

nemesis, Professor Snape, a closet trekkie? She found it 

hard to imagine him even owning a television, much less 

watching it. 

“And now, as to the matter you have been discussing,” 

Snape continued. “It is quite possible that Miss Granger 

may have demonstrated a thing that I have been theorizing 

about with… an acquaintance… for some years now; the 

possibility of one spell manifesting within another, and, in 

this case, both within the domains of a third and possibly a 

fourth magical confluence. Miss Granger, is there any pos-
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sibility you could be wearing a Time Turner?” 

Hermione bowed her head. “Yes, Professor,” and she 

pulled the little clockwork charm from below the neckline 

of her gray jumper. 

If it were possible, Prof. Snape looked even dourer. “I 

had thought that these were all destroyed…” 

Spock came very close to gasping. “May I ask where 

you obtained that?” 

Snape’s eyebrows rose. “You know this device?” 

“Perhaps. May I?” Spock asked. Hermione obediently 

pulled the chain over her head, and Spock examined the 

back of it. “You appear to have a piece of technology that I 

have encountered once before.” 

“The Guardian of Forever?” Hermione asked. 

“That you know of the Guardian is not surprising, con-

sidering the temporal contamination in your world through 

Star Trek. You are probably thinking of the entity depicted 

in the show, rather than the very real civilization that were 

the collective engineers of this device.” 

“If we are dealing with alternative realities,” Professor 

Snape said, “how can anything be certain?” 

“Very true, Professor,” Spock agreed. 
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Snape mused, “And, Miss Granger, you were doing all 

of this from inside the Room of Requirement?” 

Hermione nodded. “Yes, Professor Snape.” 

Snape closed his eyes briefly and inclined his head 

slightly. “The room and the Time Turner are two of the 

magical confluences. Miss Granger, you had mentioned 

Apparere Volo and Animas elicere. Is there any possibility 

that you might have cast Apparere Volo from within the 

spell Animas elicere?” 

“Within?” 

“Yes, Miss Granger, meaning inside.” 

“I…” Hermione began. “Animas elicere didn’t seem to 

do anything for me, Professor.” 

Snape nodded gravely, and turned to Spock. “It may 

be true that we would do better to teach more of the so-

called pure sciences here, or at very least that we should 

teach computer programming. Mr. Spock, so you have an 

idea of where I’m going with this, Apparere Volo is a ‘se-

milum’—a self-contained incantation that is spoken singly. 

As is the case with most spells, the beginning and end are 

both inclusive and implied. However… 

“Animas elicere, on the other hand, is an ‘operatum’—
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a container; it is opened, its arguments carefully specified 

by the very experienced witch or wizard,” he glared point-

edly at Hermione, “after which the spell is very carefully 

closed; which is one of the several reasons why,” he redi-

rected toward Spock again, “it is not normally taught. It 

can be… dangerous. To a novice, it may appear that the 

spell has done nothing, whereas in truth it has been 

opened. It is… waiting…” 

“Then, it may still be open…” Hermione said. 

“Fascinating,” Spock said. “You seem to be saying 

that your magical ‘spells’ may, in fact, function as a form 

of programming, an access routine into reality.” 

“Mmm,” Snape mused, “yes. I’m afraid computers are 

not… my thing.” But then he nodded his head. “But I am 

inclined to agree with Miss Granger. There may be reason 

to hope that we may succeed in returning you to the duties 

that she so unwittingly interrupted you in.” 

Hermione ducked her head, feeling the sting of shame. 

Spock observed the humiliation, but returned respect 

to Prof. Snape. “I am eager to proceed.” 

Snape nodded conclusively. “We will need Flitwick as 

an expert in Charms, and… Hagrid as an ‘expert’ in the 
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physiology of magic, with his dubious understanding of its 

effects on living things. I should likewise ask if Madam 

Pomfrey can join us. You, Mr. Spock, as a living thing, are 

almost assuredly an active part of the balance, the equa-

tion, of the spell, if I understand my Heisenberg.” 

Spock raised an eyebrow. 

“Mr. Spock?” Hermione asked. “Doing magic?” 

“Not doing magic, Miss Granger. Being,” Snape em-

phasized. “I will summon Flitwick…” 

Snape turned to go, but then he considered a new 

thing. “Miss Granger, I believe your little friend, Mr. Pot-

ter,” he growled the name, “has an invisibility cloak. Mr. 

Spock should find its optical properties worth seeing first-

hand, and you two will need the advantage of stealth to 

fetch Hagrid while drawing as little attention to yourselves 

as possible.” 

“Assuming Harry is free, Professor.” 

“Mr. Potter, in fact, will not be free. He has been dealt 

a ‘Sirius’ blow, emotionally. I predict he will simply let 

you take the cloak. You will invite Hagrid to join us in the 

Room of Requirement in… one hour. Mr. Spock, for your 

own safety, you will wait here for Miss Granger’s return 
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with the cloak, and then please accompany her to Hagrid’s 

shack.” 

“Understood,” Spock said. 

“If Miss Granger were to take the shortcut she proba-

bly knows about, she can have the cloak back here in a 

little less than ten minutes—without using the Time 

Turner.” 

As Snape swirled away, he again thought better of it 

and turned back once more toward Vulcan and witch. 

“You both may wish to consider that the fewer people who 

know about this, the better.” 

“Meaning, don’t invite Ron and Harry,” Hermione 

said. 

“That may be in their best interests, Miss Granger,” 

Snape hinted, menacingly. He let his meaning sink in, and 

then whirled and left. 

 


