
 
PART SIX: The Thread of Respect 
 
 
Meditation 
 
Only in the sanctity of privacy can we find peace. With rest and quiet contemplation we can shoulder our burdens again and move forward. 

 

As I write this, everything I do and say is being tracked. The market knows what I ate for mornmeal even though I did not leave the house. From the 

inventory in my food preservation unit, the market delivery service knows that I used two eggs and a blue-fruit. According to my consumption pattern, 

they know when I’ll use up these products and can plan their delivery with efficiency. The information nets track which articles I read, which services I 

use, whom I contact, which products I buy, what I owe and to whom, where I live, where I work, my education level, my retinal image, my family history 

and its economic status, even the date of my last pon farr – in order to determine when I shall be a potential threat to society. The words I offer here 

are tracked by threat analysts throughout the world. Through electronic signal, my own door betrays when I come and go. 

Not long ago, I watched a young woman’s torment grow until she could bear it no more. She served as a receptionist in my father’s firm. It was her 

duty to welcome each visitor with a smile and a friendly voice. One man mistook her friendly behavior for interest. Each time he visited, he brought her 

little gifts. These she accepted with gratitude as she had been taught to do. He easily learned where she lived and sent her communications expressing 

his love and desire for her. He sent her bigger gifts. Her shame grew when she learned that he was bonded. She returned his gifts and told him to 

contact her no more. He did not listen. He did not respect the feelings of his bondmate or this woman. He continued to violate the privacy of her life 

until I told him to leave, to never return, and not to bother her again. My father was furious. The man was his best customer. The next day, my father 

terminated the receptionist’s employment. 

I do not regret my hard words towards the man or that my actions caused the receptionist to lose her job. The privacy of her feelings and the sanctuary 

of her home and work-life have been restored. She now works as a teacher’s assistant and holds the hands of children. She has peace. 

Today there is very little thought given to the bond between mates.  The old Houses still arrange marriages when their children are young. Although it 

is logical to make such arrangements, for they strengthen the bond between families, if the children are not a good match, the bond will not survive. 

Anger and resentment grow. But they need not. The priests of Seleya can establish a bond between the children with a mind-meld, joining together 

their thoughts so that they mature as one, each secure in the knowledge of the other. If the children are not a good match, disharmony will soon arise 

and the bond should be broken. There is no one to blame. We are all different and have different needs. This is the respect of the child. If the child’s 

needs are considered, as an adult he or she will respect the needs of others. 

 



 
Last night someone threw a stone through my window. Today a workman came to fix it. He was a soldier who had been injured in the war, 
but he could still use his hands. In the beginning, he did not say much, but soon he asked what I thought about the recent elections, and 
we talked of many subjects. He told me of the day someone dented his new groundcar while he had stopped at the market. He took a 
crowbar and smashed the windshield of the vehicle owned by the offender. On the seat he left the message, “Don’t park so close next 
time.” I said nothing and watched him work. He told me of other times when someone had offended him, and I became alarmed at the 
violence within him. But I listened and nodded with understanding. Although I did not agree with his behavior, I gave him my respect. As a 
guest in my house, he could expect my courtesy. Perhaps the next time his vehicle is dented he will say to the other driver, “Please be 
more careful.” Perhaps the other driver will look down with humility and understanding. 
 
There are many who fear the mind-melders and believe the practice to be the ultimate violation of privacy. Their logic is sound but their 
fear is not. The ability to mind-meld is the inheritance of every Vulcan. If practiced, as the priests do, with reverence and courtesy, it is a 
skill that can only deepen the bond among all of us and the creatures with whom we share this planet. There will be no need to guess what 
your pet is trying to say when it howls. You will know if your baby is hungry or in pain when it cries. 
 
But with the development of psychic skills comes a higher level of responsibility. Today the life of the Vulcan must be a sense of universal 
responsibility. A responsibility governed by a new code of privacy. A code of silence. There is too much noise in the world today – noise of 
interference. Interference and probing into one’s marital status, home-life, medical status, sex life, thoughts and remembrances, religion 
and spiritual beliefs, personal space, personal loss, and even into one’s own birth and death. Intrusion into these private matters must be 
restricted. Unless there is great need, a Vulcan must not intrude into such personal matters of another. These are the Silences of which we 
must not speak. Only this way shall we regain our privacy, and with it peace. 
 

Thoughts 
 
The deepest goal of the Vulcan soul is to find the source of sanctity. It can only be reached through discipline, respectful living, and daily 
contemplation. We must leave others the privacy of their minds and lives. Intimacy remains precious only insofar as it is inviolate; invading 
it turns to torment. We must reach out to others courteously and accept their reaching in the same way, with careful hands.1 
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