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Jhen T entered two stories and two poems for the Terracon '7T7 writing
coppetition, the last thing I expected was to win four awards. It was, perhaps,
Just as well that I was sitting ot the front of the hall; I was no sooner
sitting down again thak I was getting up agein...

4 flattering number of people have asked me since when the winning stories
were golng to be printeds so it seemed to we that the best thing I could do
was put out g second issue of Bnterprise Incidents, and put all four entries
into it.

The winning story was 'BEcho's 'Trust'! was runner-up. The winning poem
was 'Love', with 'Medifation' the runner-up. The other stories in the zine -
well, two of them, Bubarcation Leave'! and 'Thanks' were my personzl attempts
at two of ocur newsletter competitions. ‘'Duty Demands' and 'Devil's Spawn'
were written for Janet - readers of the independent sine Zap! will know
exactly what that means. I had hoped to include a HScolty-orientated story oo,
but space ran out.

My-usual thanks go to uy wother for proofreading, Janwt for running-the
zine off, and my various helpers who collate.

I hope you enjoy reading these stories as much as I enjoyed writing them.

November 1977 . \

Non~mewbers of STAG can obtain information on new and forthcoming zines by
sending a SAE or addressed snvelope and IRC 4o

Sheila Clark

6 Craigmill Cottages
Strathmartine
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DUTY DEMANDS...

Captalin Jomes T. Kirk siroightened himself as best he could, heod raised
defiantly despite the sgony of cromped muscles. Beside him, tied $o their
respective posts, were the three surviving members of his landing partys
Lts. Gilmore and Theral, remaining obatinatoly silent, ond Yeomon Kendo, who
wag trying to suppress her pain-filled sobbing. 411 werc naked, their clothes
stripped from them at capiture.

Kirk was glad that his Medical Officer and Science Officer were dead,
both killed ingtently and painlessly in the treacherous attack that had over-
whelmed the landing party; at least they were spored this situation aond he
was spered the torment of condemning them to a slow and agonising death.
Enough that he must hear the three who remained screaming their lives away,
one by one, knowing that at last he also must die in the same woy under the
knives of thesce barbaric people who called themselves civilised, for he would
not - could not = give them the informetion they desired. The temptation to
do so to save the lives of his crow he had suppressed at birth. He could
only hope that they would understand why he hod $o let them die.

The enemy interrogotor waltched him carefully, intently, o glesm of sad-
istic pleasure showing deep in the dork eyes, and Kirk knew thet the being
hoped that he would remain silent so that the information could be tortured
out of him. The thought that 1t would not be clearly did not enter the
being's caleulations and Kirk shivered slightly: +the creature - its sex was
indcterminate, and anyway beings of its race could not be called men -~ was
clearly skilled at its work and probably thoroughly enjoyed its how long
could it extend the torture before its viectim died? His one hope was that
the alien physiology would defeat it and it would accildentally kill them all
quickly. It would be eagiest, too, if the creature sitorted with the womans
brave as she was, she lacked the obstinate courage of the securlty men, and
it would make his duty the more difficult if she started begging him to
speak, so spare them... 28 she surely would if she hod to watch the two men
dying first. :

His hope was unfulfiiled. Llmost cesually, the interrogator selected
Theral. It cut Theral from the pole and lifted him ensily to lie on 2 bench
studded with neils that stood in front of them. Then it lifted & metal
probe and began to prod, almost gently, at various parts of the man's body.
Gentls touch or not, the probe was clearly agonising, for Theral writhed
uncontrollably under 1%, tearing his bock and tied arms open on the nails.
Doon the being had selected what it considered the most sensitive s:obg, and
applisd the probe fo these, in rotation, wore firmly than before. The guard
gould no longer bite hack his screams. Kirk presscd his lips tightly together.
Whatever happened, he could not betray the Federation's scorets...

Therel wag o strong man. It took many hours for him 4o die. When the
body lay, limp and motionless, in a pool of itse own blood, the interrogator
looked a% Kirk expectantly.

"Go to Heli!l" Xirk snarled.

The creature's lips moved in what Kirk's limited experience of this
race told him was a smile, and then it reached for Gilmore.

The girl was openly sobbing now, renlising that her death was inevitoble.
Kirk glanced asgide at her.

"Four lives or the entire Federation," he gaid.
"Teos know, sir," szhe menaged.

Gilmore was lucky. Poerhaps his herrt was weaker than the alien had
expected, for he died quickly, within half an hour. The interrogator looked
quite disappointed as it reeched for the girl.

It examined her body carefully, reellsing that she was physiecally
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different from the previous twe. However, 1t scemed to reach the decision
thot the differences were unimportont, and began to run the probe over her
body.

Her screoms cut through Kirk like a knife. Ee wos more thon ever grate-
ful, now, that his friends were deand. They would have fought to spore him as
much agony as possible, but even they would haove been unable 4o remain silent
under this... What did the probe do, anywoy?

He wns soon to leamm.

Pire shot through his body from the first delicate touch on one nipple.
He wns uncble to prevent the involuntary movement to ¢scape from the biting
agony ond the sharp movement sent the nails on which he was lying teoring
across his flesh. The touch firmed. Lines of fire rodiated from it 1o all
parts of his body. His entire norvous system screomed for escape. The probe
touched him again and he discovered that he had been wroag - not all his
nerves had been alfected the fiwst time. His body moved of its own volition
and the nails tore great gouges across his back and his amms, adding to his
agony. He was rolled on to hisg foce and the probe toucked his lacerated backs
he writhed, tearing open his stomoch and chest., He screomed then, unable to
suffer the agony in silence.

"That are the Federantion's plans?™ The soft voice promised relecse.
"Go to Helli" he gesied, then screomed again...
* K X

He regained consciocusness in sickbay. His body was still sore, but it
was a dull ache that, after the previous agony, wos easily borne. He did not
recognise the doctor who bent over him. No, of course not, he thoughts the
ship must have o new medical officer NOW...

"What happened?" he whispered.

The ship's sensors had searched... scarched until they found him. 3But
it had tsken many hours... Something in the doctor's attitude warned him that
there was bad news too.

"What's wrong?"

"Starfleet... they've ordered a court of enquiry, Captain, because you
lost your landing party."

"But I'd no choice..."

"You'll get the chance to state your case, Captain."

* K ¥

Kirk was still heavily bandaged when the ship reached Starbase, still
under doctor's orders. Despite this he was ordersed to attend the court of
enquiry right away.

It was immedistely obvious that he could expect no sympathy here. He
had lost his landing partys a highly treined Science Officer, excellent
liedical Officer, two top security personnel... and the daughter of a member
of the Tederation Council. The accusing volces battered him, giving him no
chance to speak, to explain, telling him what he could have done, should have
done, all suggesting that he should have surrendered to save his men, told the
aliens what they wanted to know...

"Nol" he cried out at last, cutting in on the babble of angry voices. "I
could not surrender! They were evil ~ I could not tell them. No matter what
they did. My duty was to remain silent, and I did my duty! I regret the
deaths... but better that than the millions who would have died if I had
betrayed the Federation's secretg... M

X% ¥



"Congratulations, Basigo.!

It took a decided effort to bring his attention back from the induced
hallucination and he realised that he was lying on a couch, sensors attached
to his body. Then he remembered. The final psychelogy test... He had known
it would be stiff, but not thig stiff... He found himself hoping that he
would never have to face such a situation in real life even as he realised
that in real 1life he would not be accused of cowardice, of negligence, for
doing his duty.

"You've passed the test, Ensign," the Academy psychologist continued as
he detached the sensors.

"Enslgn James T. Kirk straightened himself as he headed for the door marked
EXIT. He had passed the final test; now he would be assigned to a Starship,
and he could begin ths career that he hoped would one day lead to his occupy~
ing the command chalr in reality, not in dreams.

And if the day ever came when he would have to pay such a price for his
ambition as the one he had just drcamed... why, he would do that %00, with-
out hesitation. He had never expected his chosen career to be easy.

He was smiling contentedly as he left the medical section on his way to
Join the other successful candidates in a celebration drink.
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VULCAN WEDDING

Bonded as children, growing up

As strangers to sach others

Given no opportunity to meeti,

To learn sach other's weaknesses and strengthss
Knowing the distant touch of minds

Tet never knowing the hidden thoughts

That lie within those minds; and never knowing
What moves the other to silent joy, and less
What moves him to sllent sorrow. Never knowing
What things the other likes, finds beautiful,
What ugliness repels him. In that ignorance
We are expected to begin

A 1ife together. There is no divorce.

Yot what if then in helplessness we find

Our natures clash, are not congenial?

He is well knowns; a legend, nows I think

I do not want to be the wmate of such ~

It is encusgh

That I can never hoid a worthwhile place

Ir our society until I am grown oldg

It would be worse

Always to be regarded as an adjunct,

An unimportant creature, while the words

"Her husband iz a legend" echo round.

Ho. I do not wigh to be the wife

Of any legend. Not while any choice

Remaing. There is another man

Whom I know well, although our minds

Have not yet touched; now he, I know

Would be & husband I would want, and he

Wishes to0 wed with me.

The marriage day draws neary the time iz comes
I~ CHALLENGE!

FoW R R WK He e W WK KN H
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EMBARCATION LEAVE

Janmes T. Kirk, newly appointed Captain of the U.3.3. Enterprise, sgat in
hig room at Starbase One trying to reed. It wag the last day of his embarcat-
ion leave; +the last day that he could depend on bheing left alone, and he had
decided to take advantage of it. But to his disappointment, he found that he
couldn't relax. He fidgetted restlessly, too excited to remain still. To be
appointed to a Starship already, after a bare year commanding a Scoutship, was
virtually unheard-of; an honour he fully appreciated, even although in his
more soul-scarching moments he found himself wondering if he really was ready
for such responsibility or if, ones day, his youth and comparative lack of
expericnce would catch up with him. To lose his command becouse of a stupid
misjudgement... no. Starfleet Command considered him capsble, therefore he
mist be capable. Tirmly, he pushed the incipient doubt out of his conscious
thought.

It was impossible to sit still, and ysit... somehow he still did not feel
like company. The thought of the Starbase's well-stocked recrestional lounges
did not appeal cven although he knew he would meet acquaintances there. One
or two were jealous because of his rapid promotion, he knew, and he didn't feel
like being diplomatic. Not even the thought of a drinking scssion with Gary
Kitchell attracted hims he didn't want to Join hAig new. ship nursing a hangover.
If in fact Mitchell was feoling like a drinking session — often he preferred
flirting with the prettiest girls available and while Kirk normally was not
averse from joining him, on this day he didn't feel like that either.

Today he wanted solitude.

He knew, of course, that on thz Enterprise he would inevitably be lonely,
especially at first, until he learned which of his senior officers apart from
Mitchell he could relax with in the kmowledge that they would not take advant-
age. But that was not the same as the desize for alone-ness he was experienc—
ing today. On the ship, solitude would be & rare and therefore extra-precious
commoditys @ ship's Captain could cxpect to be on eall twenty~four hours a
day, even in his off-duty hours, if he had any pretensions to conscientiousness.

A few moments' thought told Kirk what he really wanted to do. He had
already paid a number of visits to the renowned wildlife park that formed part
of the recreational facilities of Starbase One, and each time he had scen some—
thing new., The Federation had gathered here a unique collection of rare end
endangered species, both plant and animal, from a dozen worlds, carcfully sel-
ccted for compatability; ocreatures from many worlds lived together in harmony,
providing a pattern for the intelligent life of those worlds. Protected by a
forgefield from the carniverous species which each lived in an excellent
reconstruction of its native world, this 'walk-about' area covered many acres
where a man in scarch of peasce could find it. PFew bothered; most Starflest
persommel enjoying leave here preferrad to spend their time in the base's bars
and lounges; and so Kirk knew that it was unlikely that he would meet anyone.
If he did, it would in all probability be someone whose mood was in harmony
with his own.

Visitors to the park normally wore neutrally-coloured clothes rather than
uniform, in order to blend better with the background for fear of disturbing
any of the more nervous species living there. Xirk quickly donned an incon-
spicuous brown shirt and $rousers, and headed for the park.

Fo~one ever walked briskly hore. The place demanded a gentle stroll,
with freguent pauses to look at things. Kirk strolled znd peused, and looked,
and slowly started to relax even though his mind still kept returning, of its
own volition, to his new ship and to the short official file he had been #iven
listing his officers. It $0ld him so little - their names, and ranks, their
service career - nothing else. He wished it had been possible to talk to
Chris Pike about them, find out whait they were like as people... but he had
seen Pike for only a few minutes in the Adniral's office, and that only by
courtesy of the Admiral. Thelr appoiniments with him had been consecutive,
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Kirk arriving as Pike was about to leave, snd the Admiral had chosen to let
them meet. 1% had been long enough for an exchange of congratulstions and

good wishes, no more, and Pike was already away from the Starbase before Kirk's
interview with the Admiral was over.

Now Xirk considered their names, alphabeticlly as he had been given then.

Mitchell of course he already knew, joining the ship as Chief Navigator
with Kirk and at Kirk's ‘special request. At least he would have onc friend,
but at the same time he knew - and lnew that Mitchell knew -~ that he must
gtill tread carefully wherc his old friend was concerned. It would be very
easy to favour Mitchell over any of the others, and that, he must not do.

Piper, the Chief Medical Officer, duc to retire shortly. That was a pity
- the ship's surgeon was the one man with whom the Captain could always relax,
since he was not in line of command., Any friendship formed with Piper would
be of short duration and he would have to start over with the new CMO. RBetter
not get too dependent on Piper's friendship.

Scott, Chief Engineer. A long and distinguished coreer in space, he had
been on board the Enterprise since she was launched. Kirk had met engincers
like that before = Scott was probably too wrapped up in his engines to take
much intersst in the people around him.

Spock, serving both as First Officer ard as Science O0fficer. An unusual
combination. He must be an unusual man. Spock too hod been on the Enterprise
for an unusually long time ~ eleven years. Most senior officers applied for
a transfer after several years if they weren't promoted. Perhaps his being
Science Officer accounted for it. Just as few Chief Engineers ever moved up
to Captain, few Science Officers did either. Both groups seemed to prefer
their specialities. Most Capitains had moved up through the ranks without
specialising, getting experience in all branches of service. Kirk himsel? had
served as helmsmen, navigator, communications officer and had also done a short
stint in engineering.

Sulu, Chief Helmsman. Three years' service on the Enterprise. He might
think of moving on soon, especially if the men who were second and third in
comuand of the Enterprise showed no sign of wanting to move up. On the other
hand, if he hed decided to specialise, Sulu was already as high as he could go,
short of applying for third in command elsewhere.

Uhura, Chief Communications Officer. Joined the Enterprise straight from
the Academy with last year's batch of trainees. Young, but must be very
ceapable to be assigned to a Starship and rise to CCO within a year.

Hig mind not really on his surrcundings, Kirk wandered on, barely con-—
scilous of but yet appreciating the myriad sounds and scents of the park., 4
Terran red squirrel scampered across hig path and disappeared behind a tree
from Altair 6. He barely saw it as he wondered which, if any, of his new
officers he would be able to eall 'friend!.

His attention was abruptly recalled by the angry snarl from in front of
him. He stopped dead, freezing into ilmmobility at sight of the long white
teeth of the tiger-cat crouched there, tail-tip twitching spasmodically. How
had that got here? It should be safely held by a forecefiéld in the Barussan
sectlon... Slowly, cautiously, he begen to back away, knowing that to turn
would be fatal. As long as he kept facing it...

But the Barussan tigev-cat was hungry. It had escaped through a faulty
forcefield meny hours before, and had missed a meals none of the denizens of
the park walking area was large erough to provide it with a worthwhile meal.
This two-legged creature, so like the ones who normally fed it, would feed it
now. It began to pad forward.

Attack is the best form of defence, Kirk thought. He glanced round, saw
2 short branch lying there and picked it up with 2 quick movement. Then he
yelied and sprang towards the tiger-cat, stick raised.
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Hunger lent the beast courage. It leaped. At the last moment, Kirk
ducked, and the tiger-cat overshot him. He whirled, to keep facing it, guess-
ing that the same trick wouldn't work twice. But perhaps it wouldn't need o3
someone was cowlng up behind the tiger-cat at a run, a figure wearing dark
grey. But unless the newcomer had a weapon of some kind...

The cat c¢rouched to leap again, its attention fully fixed on Kirk. The
man approaching reached the cat bofore it had time to move and Jumped on to
its back. Kirk immediately moved forward to help, but his assistance wasn't
neededs long fingers found a spot on the creature's neck, and it rolled
over, limp.

Kirk drew a long breath as he looked at his rescuer. A Vulcan, to judge
from the pointed ears and sloping cyebrows.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "That's some trick you've got.M

"A simple nerve pinch," the Vulcan replied. "The animal will be uncon-
scious for .only a few minutes. I suggest that we use those minutes to leave
its wvicinity."

"We must report it," Kirk commented.

"Of course," the Vulcan agreed. As they started off back towards the
base buildings, he continued, "I am surprised that anyone else should be in
the parki.. "

"Especially a Human, eh?" Kirk laughed. "I've been to it several times
during my leave — it's a very restful place... usually."

"Regtful indecd. I have alsc found it mest instructive. There are a
number of species there that I have not had the opportunity to study in their
own enviroxnment.!

"I think there are some that are extinet now on thelr own planets," Kirk
said with regret.

"Four species, to my knowledge,'" the Vulcan agreed.

They finished the walk in silence, neither feeling sny need to break it.
After they had reported the presence of the tiger-cat in the walking area,
Kirk glanced at the Vulcan. He still did not feel like company, and yet the
alien's presence was restful..,

"Would you care to join me for s meal?" he asked diffidently, wondering
how & Vulean would react to such an invitation. Vulcans were normally very
reserved, he knew.

"T would be honoured.!

They went to a quiet part of the base, away from the hubbub of the main
lounges. The Vulcan selected a vegetable dish, and Kirk, recalling then that
Vulcans were vegetarians, rapidly revised his own selection and without much
regret for the steak he had originally plamned to order, chose cheese. The
Vulean glanced at Kirk.

"Permit me to select a drink for us," he murmured.

Tulcans don't drink sicohol, Kirk remembered . "Yes, of course," he said.

The drink, whetn it came, was a dellcate green colour which a Human would
not nommally have considered locked drinkable at all. Xirk sipped it a little
cautiously, then more enthusiastically.

"Wou like it?Y the Vulcan aslked.
"Indeed yes," Kirk replied.

"It is not well-known throughout the Federation," the Vulcan explained,
"although most Starbases carry a small supply for visiting Vulcans. We regard
it much as Humans regard champagne.! :
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"It's better than any champagne I've ever tasted," Kirk replied cheerfully.

"And I can guarantee that no matter how much you drink, it will not give
you a 'hangover', I believe is the expression."

Kirk smiled, "Good."

They spoke quietly over their weal, exchanging thoughts on several sub~
Jeods and finding themselves remarkably in accord. Finally, over coffee, the
Tulcan seemed to sigh.

"I have enjoyed our weal," he said. "Unfortunately, I am due back on
duty shortly, and must go now."

"It's been nice meeting you," Kirk replied. "And thanke again. We'll
maybe wmeet again.

"Indeed, I hope so." The Vulcan inclined his head gracefully, and
walked away.

Kirk returned to his room, realising as he went that somchow he and the
Vulcan had never got round to exchanging names. Pity. However, the man had
a face it would be easy to recognise. They would surely mect again.

He glept badly that night, tensing up again at the thought of joining his
ship. His ship. The thought sang in his mind. It seemed both too long and
too short a time before he headed for the base's transporter room, wearing
dress wniform. His gear would be beamed up for hims +that was one thing he no
longer needed to worry about.

It secomed that he had no sooner straightensd his shoulders than he was
materialising on board the Enterprise. He looked towards his senior officers,
gathered to meet him, wondering if they were as nervous as he.

Recognition was immediate and mutual. A48 Kirk stared at the tall slim
Vulcan in dress blue, he felt an idiotic grin dawning; and although the calm
face regarding him remsined unaltered, he was sure he saw an asswering gleam
of something that was a combination of welcome and pleasure.

At the same iime, Kirk had the instinctive feeling that to mention last
night just yot would embarrass the Vulcan - and he was unwilling to risk the
friendship that had, he was sure, begun by causing embarrassment. He
gtepped dewn towards his officers.

The Vulcan spoke. "Spock, First Officer, sir., Li.~Commander Scott,
Lt.-Commander Piper, Lit., Sulu, Lt. Uhura. Lt. Mitchell I believe you already
know."

Kirk saw from Mitchell's face that he believed he was the main recipient
of the Captain's broad grin. "Yes, Mr. Spock. Centlemen -~ Miss Uhura."

"She's a great ship, Captain," Mitchell laughed. "You're going to
like her."

Kirk chuockled, glad that Gary had used the more formal address.
Time enough for informality lafer. "Speaks the expert. How long have you
been aboard, Mr., Mitchell?"

"Nearly an hour," Mitchell boasted.

Kirk could have sworn he saw an answering, appreciative gleam in Spock's
eye as he angwered solemnly, "Since Mr. Spock and Mr. Scott have beth served
aboard the Enterprisec for a considerable time, I think you must be right.
Give me your opinion again when you've served eleven yezrs on her."

"Jould you care to see your quarters, sir?" Spock asked.

"Please, Mr. Spock. Gentlemen, Miss Uhura, I'll see you again later."
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As he walked down thoe corridor at Spock's side, Kirk romembered something
that had been sald last night. Here, without anyone $o hear, he could mention
it. "We'll be able to test cach other's chess skill after all, Mr. Spock."

Miouldn't you prefer Mr. Mitchell's company in your off-cuty time,
Captain?” The wvoice was quiet, even, yet it held a note ofes. wistfulness?

"Gary doesn't play chess. Besides, I cnjoyed our conversation last
might. I'd like to talk with you again.”

"T would be honoured, Captain.”
"The name's Jim," Kirk said, hopefully.

The Vulcan hesitated for a moment. "You honour me... Jime For myself
eses Spock is my given name. My family name... since no non-Vulcan can
pronounce it properly, I find it easier not to use it off-world."

Kirk sensed that he had been given a confidence not frequently offered.
"I see ! They turned into the cabin assigned o the Captoin. "Thank you,
Spock -~ for everything.m

They looked at each other, fecling again the affinity thai had touched
them the evening before. Then Kirk said gquietly, "It's going to be a godd
five years."

RN R RF R HRR R R R HH

THOUGHTS ON SHORE LEAVS

To rest is to rest -~

To coase using energys 1o relax,
Recover from the strain

Of steady work and difficult decisions.
And yet my colleagues,

My Human crewmates, seem to find it hard
To let themselves relax,

To them a rest means using encrgy...
I've even heard them say,

"Change is as good as rest," - and certainly
For them it scems to work,

And they recover with amazing speed
From tiredness,

Depression, irritation and ill health.

1 ask myself

If such reaction could be mines

I ask myself

If once, insiead of giftting neditating,

I were to go with them

And share thelr restless seeking of intangibles,
Would I indeed lnow rest?

Or would I find it lacking in the essence
That gives {0 meditation

The power to relax my wmind, and find
Confort from all the strain

Of living with my dual herltage.

I do not kmow. And what is wore,

I am afraid to txy.

e KK e K H W W He R W HRR RN



Solitude

Is not the same as loneliness.
Loneliness is forced upon you, solitude
Is choosing to he apart, alone,

And separéte, in the peaceful knowledge
Mat ne unwelcome presence will intrude.
And yvot...

Once I truly valued sgolitude - or did I?

Was it not that loneliness through choice

MEDITATION

Hurt less than being forced to stand aside, than

Being ignored because I'd alien blocd?
I am still different, still one apart,
Not sharing any of the Joys or sorrows,
The mixed emotions of the Human race.
ind yet...

Almost T understand themg

For I have found a quality I value
Among the Human race.

Among the Human race

I have found fricnds.

HW R KW T KR HK AR KR H
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James T. Eirk breathed a sigh of relief as his cabin door slid shut
behind him. The $ension at the formal dimner had been almost unbear hles
only the two .Vulcans had.sécmed unaware of it, yet it was they who had caused
it. No... not quite they: Kirk was still fuming on Spock's behalf; even
although his Pirst Officer had accepted Sepek's icily formal refusal to
acknowledge his presence with apparcnt equanimity. But Kirk, who knew Spock
g0 well, was sure that his friend was hiding a bitter hurt.

The conversation had come round to cross-breeding in animesl gtrains -
directed there by Sepek so adroitly that no-one could have claimed that it
was deliberate — and he had indicated his disapproval, his utier condemnation,
of such husbandry.

"Only the purs thoroughbred gives the most satisfactory returns,'" he had
said. "Crossbrecding weskens both streains." The inference was more than
plain.

As always on such occasions, McCoy had jumped to Spock's defence.
"Phoroughbreds are often so overbred that they're too delicate to be of full
value., New blood is frequently reguired to improve the sirain. The hybrid
has greater stamina and more relisble a temperament - and often greater
intelligence." His tone just stopped short of being insolent - not that the
eminent Vulcan scientist wag likely to identify his tone as such. Sepek had
refusged to listen.

"It is certain that purc~blocded species provide exactly what is required
of them. It is an orderly process, Overbreeding is due solely to poor
husbandry."

Ls MeCoy opensd his mouth to reply, Kirk had thrown him a warning glance,
and he had subsided unwillingly. The conversation had languished thereaflter,
and the '"party' had broken up soon affer.

Mow Kirk was faced with the problem of getting the man to work with
Spock. How he was golng to do it, since the scientist gazed through the
First Officer as if he didn't exist, Kirk didn't know. Come %o that, why had
Sepek ever accepted the assignment? As a civilian, he could have refused.
Oress could it have been that he had accepted before he knew that Spock was
the Science Officer he had to work with? And had then been unable to find a
logical reason for changing his mind? 3But if so, what did the man have
against Spock? His hybrid blood, an unpleasant whisper speculated.

Morning brought no inspiration, It did, however, bring his First
Officer. On the surface, Spock was his usual imperturbable self, but Kirk
could see below the surface now, and read the almost unnoticesble signs of
tension. The Captain would in any case have spiled a welcome; now, he
expressed his sympathy and the sense of unity that would have embarrassed
Spock unutterably if it had been openly indicated by smiling rather more
warmly than usual.

Spock sank into the indicated chair. It was a measure of his trust in
the Captain that asg he 4id so, he allowed his shoulders to droop fractionally.
Kirk knew then that Spock was very, very disturbed by Sepek's behaviour.

Well, he could try to meke things a little easier for his friend by relieving
him of the necessity of menticoning the subject first.

There was, however, no itactful way of saying it. For a moment, he
searched for wordsy then, afraid that if he delayed any longer, Spock would
have to say it after 2ll, "Do you know why Sepek docsn't like you?" he asked
bluntly.

Spock sighed decply, and shook his head. "Not really, Captain." He made
ne attempt to pretend that Kirk was wrong. "We were children together," Speclk
continued after a short silence. "He did not like me then... but he did not,
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then, ignore my very existence. It would have been easier for me if he had
e.e " His véice trailed off uncharacteristically.

Kirk waited, offering silent sympathy.

"The other boys... they called me an emotional Earther,” Spock said at
last, very quietly. "Sepek... Sepek was their leader. He is slighily older
than I, and at seven ycars of age was stronger than I, at six... so0 when I
tried to prove myself... It was, perhaps, proving their point when I did
something so illogical as try to defeat him physically when it was obviocus
that he was the stronger... " He fcll silont again.

Kirk rose and moved to put a hand on his friend's shoulder. He gripped
firmly, sympathetically. "Sepek perhaps was echoing his parents?! he asked.

Spock considered. "It is possible. There were those who disapproved of
my mother, and thought that my father had acted unwisely by marrying her - even
although, by the time they left Barth for Vulcan, she had learned Vulcan ways
and Vulcan manners. But that is now in the past, Captain. There is a more
important matter to consider; Sepek's refusal to acknowledge my being, when
we are assigned to work together."

"Perhaps his attitude was a kind of test of your Vulcan-ness?" Kirk
suggested.

Spock shook his head. "No, Captain. He meant what he said. He despises
me as a hybrid -~ and he 1s unlikely ever to accept that I can be as efficisnt
in my work as a full-blooded Vulcan. Or evern a full-blooded Fuman.!

"Can you think, then, why he should have accepted the assignment?"

Slowly, Spock shook his head again. "No. He must have known, too, that
the Sclence Officer of the Enterprise is Spock, the despised mongrel — "

MSpock, the best Science Officer in the Fleet," Kirk interrupted, spesking
very gently. "And the only officer in the Fleet who could possibly combine
that position with that of Pirst Officer. Put against Starfleet's judgement -
and my own — I don't think much of Sepek!s."

He knew, by the fractional relaxation of the stiff shoulder still under
his hand, that his words - or, even more, the obvious sincerity behind them -
had comforted Spock. Kirk went on. "If necessary, 1'1l complain to Starfleet
and get him taken off the research — and tell them why." '

"That won't help, Captain," Spock said. "Too many of his fellow scientists
agree with him. Perhaps if I had gone %o the Vulcan Science Academy as my
Tather wished... but I knew that I would meet with hostility there, no less
real for being unvoiced... I decided that it would be less painful being alone
among aliens than being alone among my own people; but of course, the decision
simply confirmed the opinion of those who felt my Human heritage to be a fault."
He fell silent for a moment. "What I did not expect was that among my mother's
people... I would find friends. I had come to believe that friendship was
not for me."

"Hostility," Kirk said. "That hardly conforms to the IDIC concept.m

"Agreed, Captain. 3But even Vulcans can sometimes be cruel in their
attitudes. Sepek... his dislike of me may be personal or instilled by his
parents, as you suggested; he always used his undoubted ability as a leader
to gain support in his... persecution., And his behavicur now is a logical
extension of his behaviour as a child. It is easier for me to ignore, true...
but 1t is net any easier to endure," he added, so softly that Kirk barely
heard him.

There's one big difference," Kirk told him quietly. "Here, he has no-one
to back him up. You said it yourself - here, you're the one with friends."

"Wes, Jim, I know. I was grateful, last night, for your sympathy and



i2

MeCoy's support. Without you both, I would undoubtedly have walked out, and
thus shown him how successful his taunting still was. Knowing I have your
support, I can continue to ignore his attitude. But that does nothing to
gsolve the problem of how to convince him to oco~operate with me in this inves-
tigation. I am loathe to admit defeat, but I very much fear that I will have
to refrain from taking any sort of active part in these investigations."

MNo!" Kirk snapped. "You're more essential than he is. He's the extra,
the outsider, the supernumerary. If we're going to do without. someone, then
we'll do without him!"

"You can't do that, Captain.”
Npy me!” Kirk growled.

"Jim, it could cause untold harm to Vulcan's relationship with the Fed-
eration. Sepek!s family... Not all Vulcans agree that the Federation is a
good thing for our world. Although Sepek is here now, his family is among
the more important of those who would like to see a return to the old days
when Valcan stood alone. And Sepek is not above using his family's influence
if he feels himself slighted.Y

And from those words, Kirk realised that he had been correct. Sepek was
most certainly echoing his parents' views on Spock.

Mfhat sbout the success of the mission?'" he asked. "Isn't that important?!

"Captain, Sepck does have the ability to lead. He ig fully able to
direct matiers."

"He has the ability to lead Vulcansg. What experience has he of Humans?
I know you remember the problems you had in your early days of Command, before
you learned to understand Human reactions. And you had advantages Sepek
doesn't have.!

"The situation will not be guite the same, Captain. He would simply be
directing scientific investization. There would be no danger, no difficult
decisions, nc reason for Human illogic to disagree with him. "

Mirong, Spock. You know what the ship's grapevine's like. TYou've said
yourself that it's almost telepathically swift. I4'll take us three weeks to
get to Lambda Aquariis word of his attitude to you will be all round the crew
before today is outs by tomorrow, there won't be a man aboard who'll be
willing 4o oblige him in any way, or co-operate with him,"

"Mhat is hardly logical, Captain. Why should the crew be unwilling to
work with Sepek?"

"o show him they're on your side. Spock, it isn't just among the senior
officers that you have friends. You're well liked by everyone, you're one of
us - one of the Enterprise family, that an outsider is trying to bully. The
crew will hate him for it. Believe me, I knows after last night, Bones and
I both detest his guts. Bones can avold him. I can't, not entirely, and I'm
going to find it very difficult to be civil to him."

Spock thought for a minute. "It might be possible to compromise,'" he
said at last. "I could perhaps handle the routine shipboard research, making
it look like nothing more than the compilation of the data, while Sepek
handles the ground investigations."

"Yes... yea! It should be possidble to persusde him that what he's -
doing is far wore important than what you're doing, too, and we can persuade
the men to work with him with the appearance of willingness when they think
he's being fooled. "

"L can almost £ind it in wyself 4o feel sympathy for Sepek," Spock said
wryly. "After all, it isn't necessarily his fault - you said yourseif - "

"It is his fault," Kirk retorted. '"He should never have accepted the



1y
assignment when he realised he'd have
to work with you. Or else made up his.
wind that, having accepted it, he would
have to make the best of it, and at
least treat you with courtesy. He may
be a brilliasnt scientist, but he's
behaving like a spoiled brat, not like
a Vulcan at all."

Spock sighed, accepting the
unpalatable truth of Kirk's observatbion.
Sepek's behaviour was, indeed, not
Vulcan at alls it never had been, he
suddenly realised. Whereas his Human
friends' attitude showed all the com-

pagsionate understanding of the diff- R
iculties caused by his mixed blood thatb VA
he would rather have expected from his - #
Vulcan compatriotsys. for it was logical ;’

to assume that a hybrid would have ¢!
problems. He felt the strangely /v ]

those Human friends, as he thought how
right Kirk was. Here, he had friends

to stand beside him, friends who would,
he knew, feel privileged to share thoss
problems. He felt a sudden need to express something of how he felt.

acoustomed woarmth of his affection for W\ % _ A '“f’;p““%

"Thank you, Jim. You always understand.!

It was, as Kirk had foretold, a most uncomfortable three weeks. Sepek
strolled round the ship freely, forever in and out of the laboratories, taking
full advantage of the 'freedom of the ship' that Kirk had, from courtesy,
extended to him when he came aboard. He seemed completely unaware of the -
hogtility directed at him. It took a direct order from Spock, countersigned
by Kirk, to prevent the entire crew sending Sepek to Coventry by the third day.
As 1t was, people avoided hims scientists working on personal research -~ all
nad some pet scheme to occupy their duty hours when the ship was on a routine
long haul between the stars - found an excuse to glip away any time Sepek came
near., Kirk found himself wondering if the scientist was as thick-skinned and
unobseorvant of peoples' attitudes as he appeared, or if he was just passing it
off as Human rudeness that he was too polite to permit himself to notice.

At last the ship swung into orbit round the strange little planet whose
complex and contradictory readings necessitated this high~level scientific
mission. There were dengers herey the star's sole planet circled it at a
disgtance of only fifteen million miles, and while the star was only & dim
orange-reld emitting little more than 3000 degrees Centigrade, barely half of
the heat given out by Sol, and guite low~level radiation, the ship would have
to move away at falrly frequent intewrvals while the shields bled off into the
surrounding space the concentration of both that they absorbed.

Spock assigned his chief assistants, Carstairs and Thong, to work with
Sepek; Kirk privately added to Spock's instructions, telling them that he was
depending on them to make sure that Spock got all the necessary information —
he didn't put it past Sepek to 'forget' to pass on to the ship some of the
cotlected information, keeping it to process himself at his lédisure. Several
Junior scientists made up the landing party. One securiiy guard was included,
for the sole purpose of satisfying the reguirements of the book, since the
planet read bare of animal life and only possessed minimal plant life. And
thig was one of the ancmalies — for it had a breathable atmosphers.

Despite his orders to Carstalrs snd Thong, however, Kirk felt rather
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unhappy about entrusting the ground research solely to Sepekls guidance. He
had every faith in Spock's senior assistants, of course, but... He tried to
persuade himself that he was merely reacting to Sepek's attitude, but he could
not rid himself of the conviction that Sepek was not wholly to be trusted.

Wot wholly. He was too sure of the... innate superiority of Vulcans over all
other races? Kirk wasn't sure. But it was in respouse to thig inner prompiing
that he decided to Jein the landing partys that it gave him an opportunity

to show Sepek the extent of his trust in Spock was something he tried not to
think about, feeling it to be a hase, underhand motive, telling himself that
he was going down primarily to ensure that his men did indeed accept Sepek's
authority.

The planet was an unattractive place. The ground had heen compesed of
rock and sandy soll, but it was now fused together by heat into a smooth
glass~like substance that covered the surface to a depth of several inches.
Below that, the ground's composition could be seen. It seemed as if, some
time in the long distant past, the planet had been exposed to sudden extreme
heat, possibly in the form of a solar flare - even an incipient nova that had
falled to materialise, despite the lack of evidence in the surrounding space
that such an event had occurred — it tekes a long time for the radistion from
a nova to disperse. Long distant — for the glass covered the entire surface
and the little world no longer rotated as it orbited ites primery hut forever
kept the same side turned to its sun. Radiation took gome hest to the dark
gide, bui there was no way they could investigate it without special eguip~
mont - equipment they &id not have becausme the long distance survey that had
brought them here had not shown that it would be needed. The landing party
was to investigate the sunlit henmisphere, while the orbiting Enterprise
garnered data about the far side and investigated ithe single, faint moon that
whirled round its mother worid in an almost unprecedented twenty hours. Hsre
and there the solid sheet of obsidian-like material on the planet was broken
by the unmistakeable crater left by a mefeorite; and it was in those craters
that such plant life asg fhere was grew. They could ‘only speculate on the
digtribution of craters between sunword and dark sides ~ even the ghip's
sensors, excellent though they were, could not detect more than the largest
craters in the pitch-dark obsidian—covered frosted—over world of the sunless
hemisphere.

Arcund their selected camp site mounteins rose, low and erosion-rounded,
with valleys cutting into them, but the sides were smooth and unciimbable.
Most of the research, if not all,
would have to be on this plain
that bordered what could have
been a sea, cons before. For
here, and only here on the entire
planet, they had detected the
existence of ruins buried under

the obsidian that they had to o T : i
bresk by phaser fire before they N T ‘

could erect their tents. Do ST e ‘

Sepek, despite Kirk's doubts,
showed no desire to retain any of
the information they gathered,
transmitting it all to the ship.
The Vulcan scientist knew his job,
Kizrk was forced to admit, although
he still felt that Spock was the
more able, and it wasn't only
loyalty that brought him to that
conclusion. There was a degree
of... mnot uncertainty, exactly,
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but near hesitation before Sepek made hiz decisions, gave his instructions -
a hesitation 3pock never displayed. Kirk noted it to include in the log ~ he
was still determined that he was going t¢ report his opinion of Sepek for the
benefit of Starfleet.

The first results all concerned the ruins. Little remained but the foun-—
dations, but these showed a well-thought—out design. This had once been an
gxtensive settleoment, and the very size of it made the lack of discernable
ruinsg on the rest of the planet alil fthe wore puzzling, for even colonists
settling a new world would not normally begin by building an enormous city.
Bxcept... how had these ruins escaped being fused into the general glass
covering? Was that what had happened to all the other cities of the planet?

In the centre of the ruins wag an open space which they came to use as
their meeting-place to compnre notes as they worked. Therc were no recoghig-
able artifacts, although as Sepek pointed out, they might in fact be seeing
artifacts but not recognising them as such becsuse of their alien appearance.
Bowever; a skeleton 1is a skeleton no matter how alien its owner, and the dis-
covery of the first ones brought them all running, even the bored security
guard, glad of something to ocoupy & few minutes of this interminable stretch
of duty.

The skeletons wers humsnoid, but in no way Human. BEach had a large
cranium tapering to a long, thin nose and mouth; the ribcage was enlarged,
the legs ghort and stumpy. The arms, in contrast, were long and must have
nearly brushed the ground as the beings walked. That they walked upright was
clearly indicated by the sngle of the neck and head. The bones lay undisturbed,
in a remarkable state of preservation for remains the tricorder indicsted were
nearly a million years old. Undoubtedly the glass that protected the planet
had preserved the bones. But, considering the extent of the area covered by
the ruins and the excollent state of preservation of all the skeletons that
they found, there were in fact surprisingly few bodies. Most of thom were
lying in groups, although a few lay singly - a total of only a few hundreds,
in a city that must have been able to scovmmodate millions. The scientists
did not bother %o bresk through the protecting glass to reach most of the
bodies; but simply recorded them through it. But they were left with the
additional question — as with the ruins, why had the bodies not alsoc been
fuged into the layer of glass?

Meanwhile, the Enterprise had been gathering information on the little
satellite. It also had an atmosphers, attenuated now but still breathable -
barely. A landing party going down to it would certainly need envirommental
guitg, Spock decided - or at least breathing masks. It was pitied with meteor
scars, and hed an earth/rock surface completely different to that of its
parent, being completely normal for planetsry compomition; +there was no
obsidian here at all., Here and there were sparse radio-active readings,

almost gone now. One source wag fractionally stronger than the others, but .
still so faint that Spock knew that its half-life was almost gone. The little
world had an iron core, and deposits of iron were fairly wide-spread, but

that metal was so common throughout the galaxy that it held no value for miners
seeking rapid fortunes. Spock recorded the facts, and promptly forgot about
the planctoid, turning his attention to the study of the dark side of %he main
world, and working on the data sent up by the landing parity. If he had never
known before what frustration was, he learned it in those hours as he studied
the reports on items he would never be able to ses,

When it was time for the Enterprise to veer away for several hours to
lose the accumulation of heat and radiation in her shields, Sepek expressed
surprise that Xirk did not return to the ship to supervise the mamoouver. Kirk
stared at him. It was not wholly unexpected, of course, but...



16

"Sir, I have every confidence in my First Officer. He is more than
capable of giving the necessary orvders. In addition, it is valuable exper—
ience for him, as he will almost cerdainly apply for a Capiaincy one day - and
get it." But his thought ran on, unbidden, after I have retired... he won't
leave me. He's never said so, of course... but he's never needed to. We
both know it.

Did Sepek know that Spvock the Science Officer was also First Officer?
Kirk had deliberately not said, hoping for a comment that would tell, but he
got none,

As the Enterprise passed the 1ittle satellite on her way from the planet,
an anclent circuit was triggereds relays, almogt too stiff to move, creaked
shut, sending their message to a machine long buried in dust. A pulsed signal
sped silently down to the planet, failing to activate the warning bell that
had long since disinbegreted into dust, its remains fused into the sheet of
glass that covered the surface. But the pulsed signal bounced backs and on
receipt of it, the wmachine whirred stiffly into performing its function.

When the small red sun was only a pinpoint of light, Spock held the ship
in position until heat and radiation levels were back to nommal. TFor the
first time in a month, the Vulcan relaxed. It was pure self-indulgence, of
course, but he knew he would have liked Kirk to be present, with his aura of
friendship and the never—~failing trust that had done so much to heip Spock's
gelf-confidence over the years. Only the First Officer knew how artificlal
and brittle his Vulcan calm and self-assurance really weres the constant
reagsurance of Kirk's approval and falth had done wmuch for him, so that now
only Spock remembered the unsure moments of near-Human response that he had
shown during Pike's rule and in the early days of Kirk's. He realised fully
now that Sepek and his friends had nearly destroyed him by their behaviour
so0 many years ago: had they realised just what they were doing to him?
Prebably not... yet Sepek, now, was just ag sadistic... and now, as an
aduit, he must know, surely, how cruel he was being. Although he had not
said one word to Spock, Sepek radiated dislike, disapproval, disdain; Spock's
telepathic wmind could not miss it, any more than it could miss McCoy's con~
cealed affection. Only now he had a defence that as a child he had lackeds
the simpie fact that men whom he trusted, trusted and belisved in him.

They needed to remien away for only a short times Spock took the ship
back towards the single planet, and swung back into orbit.

"Lisutenant, contact Captain Kirk and inform him of our return.!

Uhura flicked switchess looked around with a bewildexrment that was not
vet alarm. "There's no response, Mr. Spock.!

"Strange. What about the other members of the landing party?"
M"rying them now, sir... "
"... Enterprise! Thank God you're back, sir!"

Spock recognised fthe volce as that of the security guard. "Repord, Nr.
Mancini."

"Everyone else has disappeared, sir. One woment they were here -~ the
next, they'd all vanished... except for their tricorders and communicators.
But the Ceptain, Mr. Sepek, all the sclentistsg... they've all gonet!

Taking a squad of security men, Spock beamed down to the camp site.

The tents stood in an orderly group, waiting patiently for their occup-~
ants to return to thems but of those occupants, only one stood waiting for
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them. Méncini, the puzzled and frightened security guard who had accompanied
the scientists.

"Report, Mr. Nancini."

The guard looked at Spock as if he had suddenly sprouted horns. "Just
what I told you already, sir," he said., "One minute everyone was there, the
next - they'd all gone. But their tricorders and communicstors are still
there, sir; they didn't disappear like the men.! '

Sure enough, the communicators and tricorders were lying there in a
gcottered cluster as if their owners had simultaneously decided %o drop them
before vanishing.

"Was there any particular rcason for them being in this arza, Hr. Hancini?®

"Not really, Mr. Spock. It's a sort of central area; a kind of clearing
amorrg the ruins. The sclentists have been using it as a meeting place. They
were just gathering to compare notes on what they'd found before we broke off
for a few hours. I was over hery - " he indicated & spot not far from where
they were standing " - as there wasn't any neced for me to go over ~ I didn't
have anything to report.!
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The man was very nervous. Spock could, in part, guess whys the Sccurity
Chief would certainly have a few words to say to one of his men who lost his
Captain and an entire landing party.

Although he had no hope that he would discover anything, Spock swung his
tricorder all round, examining every point of the compnss. He might as well
have saved himself the efforts +the sensor showed sbsolutely blank; there was
no trace of life whatsoever within scanning range.

The search party was despondent as it returned to the ship. While none
of them had been anxious to discover bodies, at least that would have been
something., This puzzling blenk was an enigma that depressed them all more
than the discovery that something unknown had killed the wissing men would
have done. Wone of them was superstitiouss; perhaps it was just as well.

Spock ran the readings from the tricorders that had been left behind, but
this also provided no answers. All of them had been switched off prior to
their bearers heading into the arca that had swallowed them up. It was further
proof, if any had been needed, that whatever had happened had been completely
unexpected.

The Vulcan First Officer turned command over to Scotty, then headed
straight for his quarters, leaving orders that he was not to be disturbed for
anything less than a message in Code Factor Onc -~ unless the missing men
reappeared. This riddle, merely bewildering to his men, was his to solve -
if he could.

Fingers stecpled, Spock submerged his mind into his subconscious, there
to sonsider the facts, fow though they were. He lost all awareness of his
surroundings as he pondered, sinking deeper and decper into a gtate of med-
itation so intense that few Vulcans cover dared it, for it carried the risk of
losing all track of reality and entering a catatonic state where nothing
‘mattered except the subject under consideration, so that the absorbed mind
forgot to sustain the body so dependent on it and the victim died shortiy
thersafter. But for Jim Kirk, Spock was prepared to risk even that.

After the Enterprise left, the landing party continued their research as
usual, for a short time. Then, ag the arbitrary time they had decided on
should be their working day csme to an end, Sepek called them together for a
last comparison of their results. Kirk moved nearer to listeny only Lt.
Mancini remained among the ruins, waiting until they joined him before ret-
urning to camp. There was a feeling of dizziness that lasted for a brisf . -
moment, and the air around them seomed to shimmers then the faint dancing
haze cleared, and they fourd themselves standing in darkensd surroundings.

A huge moon hung in the sky above them, casting a faint light on the
surrounding terrain. They could make out few details. Kirk glanced auto-
matically towards the Vulcan, ready with the accustomed "Evaluation?" even
although he was well aware that tuis Vulcan was not Spock; and the question
wos choked off unasked. Sepek was shaking his head in obvious disbelief, and
Kirk was conscious of a momentary impatience. Spock, nowe..

Kirk shook his own head sharply, reminding himself that in this puzzling
situstion he did not have his Science Officer with him to advise him. He had
a group of able scientists, true, but none had the experience - oy with the
doubtful exception of Sepck, the logical intuition of Spock. Bepek was, in
this situation, a completely unknown quantity. He had the intelligence, the
gseientific ability - but completely lacked experience in facing the entirely
unexpected. Kirk looked around, txying to form his own evaluation, from his
groving breathlessness already awarc of the thinness of this world's atmos-
pherc. There was not the gravity to hold the atmospherz; 1f the apparent age
of the sgystem was anything to go by, they were fortunate that any air at all
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still remained. The air was slowly bleeding away, and in a short time -
geologically spesking -~ the planet would be an airless ball.

So they were no longer on the nmain planet; +they could not be, unless
some sort of time warp had pushed them forwards for eons and the 'moon' was
in fact the almost-dead sun. But Kirk could not accept that: no, while all
probabilities seemed equally remote, the most likely one was that they were
actually on the planct's small satellite. And indeed, this guess was quickly
substantiated ag the moon.in their sky, over the next hours, became gibbous,
then half, then quarter, as 1t shot across towards the horizon. And it was
very cold.

"Thig,... tan't possible!” Bepek gasped.

Kirk couldn't resist the opportunity to get back at Sepek for at least
gome of hisg treatment of Speck. "Illogical, ¢ir," he sald, in SBpock's ezact
intonation. "Since it has happened, it is clearly possible.!

Sepek glanced quickly at him, catching the irony, then apparently decided
to let it go, accepting the stupidity of his ststement, realising that he, the
suparior full-blocded Vulcan, had reacted foolishly. '

"Can you pick up any signs of 1life, gentlemen, or — " Kirk wsnt on.

The question recalled the sclentists' wandering attention, and Carstairs
reached for his $ricorder. "Captain - my tricorder's missingi"

"ot mine... " came in a mubtersd chorus.

With a sinking dread, Kirk reached for his communicator. "Did anyone
retain his communicator?’ he asked, knowing that the answer would be negative.

"Sir — Mancinl isn't hers!" Thong exclaimed.

Now how... ZKirk rubbed his hands over his face tiredly. Then, with an
unfamiliar hopeless feeling, hs turncd to Sepek.

"Vulcans have better night vision than Humans," he said. "Can you see
anything that might account for this, sir?"

Sepek gazed arournd. He could see nothing but rocks and arid soil...
and...

"There is something white over there," he said slowly, indicating. Kirk
headed in that direction, the others ciose behind him, the exertion increasing
their breathlessness.

A group of skeletons grinned mirthlessly up at them, skeletons identical
t0 the ones they had found among the ruins. These ones slso looked as if they
had eimply lain down to gleep but never wakened, a group of at least sevoral
hundred. Some must have been very young - tiny skeletons that lay with a long,
proteciive, many-fingered hand and arm round them. It was mute testimony to
a tragedy long past - even more poignant, somehow, than the ones they had
discovered on the world below.

"Were they brought here the same way we were?'" Kirk said softly. "And if
they were — did they know how they got here®

"hether they were or not, Captein, we are likely to meet with the same fate,
and soon," Sepek said quietly. Kirk glanced at him, aware that it was a very
Spockish statement, but also aware that Spock himself would have qualified it
with "unless... " Unless what? Unless we can discover how to get back,
unless we are found...

Myt Kirk asked bluntly.
"The air is thin," Sepek replied as bluntly. "We - none of us - can
survive the sparcity of oxygen indefinitely. We can manage for a short while,

but lack of sufficient oxygen will kill us. I estimate that you Humans will
be unconscious within ten hours, dead within a further hour. I am accustomed
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t0 a thinner atmosphcre than youy I believe that I may have double the time
that you have. Not more, however."

The EBnterprise would soon be back, Kirl knewj it should not tzke too
lorng for the unwanted heat and radistion to dissipste. But then... Spock
would search, of course, but unless they could find some way of attracting
his attention, the Pirst Officer was unlikely to think of searching the sat-
ellite. After all, how could they have got to 1t? But there was no way...
unless... Kirk looked thoughifully at Sepelk.

"Sir, I know you don't like Spock, but you're both Vulcan and therefore
telepathic. Our only chance of survival ig for you to try to attract his
attention telepathically and let him know ~ " He broke off, for Sepek was
already shaking his head.

"It is not possible, Captain,” he saild matter-of-factly. "It would be a
simple matter 1f there were a full-blooded Vulcan aboard the interprise, but
your Science Officer is only a hybrid and as such lacks the ability to
communicate over a distance.”

"I've seen him communicate over a distance," Kirk said sharply.
"4 distance as great as this?!

"Well, no, but - "

"He camot recelve my thoughts, Captain.t

"He felt the death of the Intrepid - " .

"Over four hundred minds broadcasting together, Captain. A single mind
is vastly different.”

"Sepek, do you honestly think he ean't receive your thoughts - or do you
despise him so much you won't believe he cen? If you didbelieve hard enough,
you'll make yourself right! Or do you simply hate him so much you'd rather
die than be dependent on him?t"

The Vulcan was silent for a moment, then -

"I know he has not the full capacity of a true Vulcan,” he said quietly.
"A4s a child - M

"He's an adult now! An adult with & brilliant mind! There isn'%t another
ran in Starfleet who could combine a Science Officer's dutles with a First
Officer's, but he does and doesn't even consider himself worked to his full
capacity!"

The ability to read minds is innate. Hig ability is minimal,?

"You just won't belicve, will you. You won't believe because you dont!t
want to believe. Well, I belicve in him. Humans don't have much telepathic
ability, and as far as I know I'm almost psi-null, but Spock's melded with me
several times and I beliseve he'll sense ny wind if I concentrate hard enough.
And whem he does ~ will you admit then that he is Vulcan?!

"He will not sense your mind, Captain. He has not the ability."

"I don't care, Sepek. I belicve = and I'm going to try it. Thero's
nothing elase we can do."

The thought that touched Spock's wmind was go faint that for a moment, he
thought he had imagined it; barely a thought 2t all, only s failing echo of
onc. But, faint az it was, the touch was one familiar to him.

*3pockess T need... help.., *

*Jim.ss ¥ He reached out with his mind, groping for the source of the
thought. *Where are you?#
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*Spock,... * It was only a repeat of the previous appeal, and he reached
out further.
#*I hear you, Jim... Where are you?#
*3pock...T#®
*¥lhere are you, Jim7#*
#Help meese *

#Jim!* I+ was a mental shout, pushed from his mind with all the force
of his indomitable will. He strained for a reply, knowing that if there was
none, he had falled his Captain... for the first time. And, also, probably,
the lagt, for there had been the first touch of death in Kirk's desperate
appeal.

¥Moon... Hurry, Spock... No adr... *

With a tremendous effort, Spock pulled his mind back into consciousness.
He was trembling with sheer exhaustion as he reached for the intercom.

"Spock to bridges scan the satellite. I believe the Captain and his
party... to be thers." Then, forced by necessity, he sat back and, breath-
ing steadily, concentrated on regeining a measure of relaxation.

It was several mimutes before the intercom bleeped. "Spock here.!
"We've pinpointed the landing party, sir. Beaming them sboard now.!

"Get Dr. McCoy to the transporbter room," Spock crdered.

When Spock entered the transporter room, McCoy was already giving tri-ox
injections to the Humans in the lending party. The Vulcan ignored Sepck,
the only one who was still fully conscious, and crozsed to KcCoy.

"Doctor?"
"We were in time, Spock, but only just. 4 few more minutes...

Kirk grunted, and stirred. Spock turned to assist the shaken Human %o.
sit up.

"Oh, my head!™ Kirk grosned,

"Headache, Jim?"

"hind how!!

The hypo hissed again. "That should help.!

Kirk grunted his thanks as McCoy turned to Spock. "We' thought you'd
gone crazy," he admitted. "What made you think to try the moon?!

"The Captain told me he was therc."
HHuh?"
Kirk glanced towards Sepek. "iell, sir?" he challenged.

"It would appear... that I wos mistsken," Sepek confessed. He looked
straight at Spock. "You accomplished something I could not have done," he
admitted. "I could not have detected a non-Vulcan's thoughts at that dis—
tance. I have believed all my life that you are less than a true Vulcan. It
appears that you are mors. I ask forglveness for my previous behavicur."

"It is forgotten," Spock said quictly, then added, "I must admit, however,
that there are only two men whose thoughts I could have detected over the
distance." McCoy locked sharply at him, but having said so much, 3pock would
not say more. And at heart, the surgeon was grateful for his reticence.
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"It is 8till more then I could have done," Sepek said. Kirk breathed a
gilent sigh of relief, fesling a hard knot of tension inside him loosen.

"Have you any idea of how you reached the satellite?" Spock asked.
"ianeini!" Xirk exclaimed. "He -~ M
"Ig hers, Captain.n

"Interesting,' Sepek commented . "He was not affected at all by whatever
carried us offe" '

"ot at all," Spock replied.

"Well; sir, I'1ll leave you and Mr. Spock to see if you can work out how
it happened," Kirk said, crossing his mental fingers. The two Vulcans locked
at each other.

"Will you work with me now - after I refused to Nork with you?! Sepek
agked, a little diffidently.

Spock's face lightened. "It is illogical to dwell on what is past,” he
gaid. "I would be honoured to sghare your studies."

They left the ftransporter rcom together, alteady deep in digeussion., Kirk
glanced at McCoy and grinned. "Somehow, I don't think we'll see wuch of Mr.
Spock for the rest of this mission," he said.

MeCoy grinned back. "Probably noi," he agreed. "Does it metter?”

"¥o," Kirk said. "We were there when he needed us -~ just ag he'll be
there when we need him. After all, isn't that the most importent part of whai
friends are fore"

e Fe e Ho B R e W K N

Commander Spock has never seen much fun
In what the Human crew call recreation.
He's fully cognisent of how it's done -
He lacks the necessary applicationd
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THANKS

The natives were surprisingly sophisticated for the general level of their
culture. They had accepted Federation technology, introduced when the mining
operations were started on their world, with no shock at all, yet thelr own
culture had not suffered in any way. Those of them who worked at the mines,
providing unskilled labour, returned at night to their homes with no apparent
desire to adopt the aliens' ways. '

The time came when the Enterprise cailed at the planet %o let McCoy carry
out the annual physicals for the miners. Since it was so peaceful a world,
Kirk gave permission for shore leave; each watch got twenty—-four hours ~ the
physicals would take four days. The only ones %o misg out would be the unlucky
medical staff who would simply have a day added to their accumulated shore
leave, to be taken on some more auspicious occasion.

Spoclk beamed down with the second party.

Unlike everyone else, however, Spock had no intention of using the time to
relaX... as Humans understood the word. He had heard of the surprising
resilience of the culture, and he plamned to spend his leave in studying it.
Which, to him, would be a rest.

He wandered away from the mining comp, which they were using as 2 beam-
down point — and 'wandered' was the word. He was in no hurry.

There were several natives around; one or two were clearly occupied in
gathering plants. He paused to watch, appreciating their obvious knowledge of
the flora. They knew exactly which plants they wanted, and sclected them un-—
erringly from among others so similar that Spock knew that he would have baen
unable to differentiate without a tricorder, After a few minutes, he moved on.

The further he got from the mines, the more natives he saw. They seemed
to lack curiositys; few of them so much as glanced at the stranger, and those
who did seemed not to notice that he was physically different in any way from
the miners. He stored the fact in the back of his mind to be considered later.

The further he got from the mines, too, he noticed, there was a change in
the way the natives dressed. Where the ones near the mines wore & kind of
sarong made of brightly coloured cloth, there had been a fairly sudden change,
and the cloth sarongs had become grass ones. This data alse he stored away for
later consideration.

His wandering led him to follow the sound of running water. Soon he came
on a river, running cheerfully over rocks, hiccuping over tiny falls, splashing
its banks with a fine spray. He heard shouts and laughter upstream, and moved
that way.

A group of children was playing there. As he approached, he noticed that
the sound of falling water was becoming louder, and realised that they were
employed in the universal game of all young intelligences, playing where it was
dangerous and no doubi forbiddens for they were playing at the base of a very
healthily sized waterfall, swimming close to the falling water and running the
ever-present risk of being beaten under by the force of that same water. He
paused, not wanting to alarm them; and even as he did, the accident fhat any
adult would have foreseen overtook one of the bolder boys. He disappeared under
the falling water. EHis head reappeared for an instant, then vanished again.
Spock hesitated no longer. He ran forward, and dived in.

Once in the pool, he realiscd how utterly foolhardy the children were, for
it was a meelstrom of conflicting currenis that tugged him this way and that
but continually forced him closer to the falling curtain of water. Something
seemed to be constricting his movements tooy he refused $o itake time to dis—
cover what, but swam on. He dived under the surface, trying to see the boy,
but the myriad air bubbles prevented him from seceing snything. Something hit
against him, and clutched at him, snd he realised that, unlikely as it sedmed,
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the boy had been swept against him. He caught the child in a firm grip, and
fought his way back to the surface.

From thers 1t was comparatively easy +o regain the bank. The child was
quite surprisingly calwm, relexing and letting him pull him in to the side. As
they reached it, a child came running, followed by sceveral adults, who slowed
ag they saw that the stranger had things well in hand.

On dry land again, Spock realised what was restricting his movements. His
clothes, unskrinkable though they were meant to be, had already begun to shrink
quite alarmingly; he realised that he would be better to remove his shirt, at
least — it was alreedy beginning o restrict his breathing. A& few words from
an adult, and a child ran off again, and the adult then spoke to the Vulcan.

"Our thanks, stranger. Our children are ever foolhardy, snd require a
fright such as they have just had %o make them realise the true danger of the
river. I regret that your own clothes have been rendered useless by your kinde
nessy something about river water makes all cloth shrink in size. I have sent
my son to get clothing for you.!

"I thank you." Spock already suspected what clothes would be brought, but
there was no guick way 4¢ get back to the Enterprises he would have little
alternative to wearing native clothes.

He was right. The boy brought a grass skirt, but now at least Spock knew
why the natives herc wore grass rather than cloth sarongs. It was a relief to
remove the last part of his tightening clothes, and don the loose, and sur-
prisingly comfortable, grass skirt.

He also felt it would be ungracious on his part 4o refuse the invitation
he was given to visit the natives' village; quite apart from the fact that it
was an unparallelled opportunity to see the culture at root level.

Life in the village was clearly peacefuly the natives operated a simple
way of life that ensured that everyone had everyihing they needed; if one man
had more of anything he required, he gave some to a neighbour. Even as he sat
talking Yo his host, & group of men arrived who were wearing cloth sarongs and
carrying bundles. Thesc they put down in the centre of the village, then they
moved to join the group of villagers sitting talking to Spock. It trenspired
that they were from a nearby village, one far enough away from the river not to
be affected by its peculisr propertics,. and had brought with them & load of
the grass used for weking clothes in this village. There was some talk, a lot
of laughter, and no mention of trade; after about half an hour, the visitors
left. Bpock sgked about ii.

It was simple, nc was toldy this grass was left over from something the
visitors had been doing, and rather than waste it, they had brought it here.
One day, perhaps soon, perhaps next year, they would be giver something beck,
but it didn't matter if it weren'ts things always evened out, and this village
might give something to a third village that in turn paid the debt by giving
gsomething to the men who had just brought the grass.

At last, Spock rose. "I must go," he said. "My friends will be wondering
what has happened to me."

The villagers rose with him. "We will go with you," said his host. So
Spock, despite his protests that it wasn't necessary for them to put themselves
out, found himself being escorted back towards the mining camp.

On the outskirts of the camp, the villagers stopped. The mother of the
boy he had rescued reached up, and put a brightly coloured flower in his hair.
"It is all I can give you," she said. "But we always pay our debts.!

"fou could pay it by helping my friends in the mines," Spock said gently,
knowing now that payment ot third hend was accepted as normal.

She shook her head. "They are not your people," she said. "Your people
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are the ones who ocome from the sky wearing blue, yellow or rcd."

"Then I thank you," he replied. "I know a way of preserving it, and will
keep it in memory of wmy friends here.™

She. smiled, and he realised how much he had pleascd her. The boy came
forward %too; carrying a string of brightly coloured beads. "These arc my good
luck beads," he said. "I would like y-u to have them, with my thanks for
saving me." '

"Thank you," Spock said solemnly, as he lowered his head to let the child
8lip them round his neck.

The father came forward last, carrying something that Spock did not at
first identify. "If ever you are in need of help, blow this," the man said.
"It will summon our gods to your aid.m

Spock stared, fascinated, at the small, but clearly operative, wooden
trumpet. "I will remember," he said. "And I thonk you."

He walked into the camp, head held high, awarc of the stares of the miners
he passed but refusing to let them bother him. His one hope was that McCoy
would not be present anywhere near the transporter room...

But he was there. Spock loarnesd afterwards that a quick radio message had
been sent to the Enterprise, McCoy had heen on the bridge reporting to Kirk
when 1t was received, and he and Xirk had come to meot Spock.

The Vulcan materialised in his na¥ive splendour, to stare with dignity at
his two friends and the gstunned Lt, Kyle.

"Did you... enjoy your leave, Mr. Spoek?! Kirk asked.

"Very much, Captain, and I have amassed an smazing amount of data on the
natives here. Now if you will forgive me, I must change back into uniform, and
take steps to preserve the flower before it wilis,”

"But where did you get i, Spock?" McCoy asked, recovering his voice.

"From a lady, Doctor." He looked at the stunned expression on MeCoy's
face, then, satisfied that he hod made sufficient impact, added, "A respectably
marricd lady." He inclined his head politely, and left, his dignity unimpaired.

Kirk and McCoy stared at each other. "What do you suppose happoned, Jim?"
Kirk grimed. "“He'll tell us when he feels like it, Bones."

"Yeahss. You know, Jim, only Spock could beam up like thet - and get
away with it."

"Oh, I don't know - it's amszing what you can get away with if you do it
with a straight face.!

"And no-once has a face straighter than Spock's."
Kirk grinned. "You know, in a way it reminds me... There was once... "

The closing door cut off his reminiscence. At -the transporter console,
Kyle shrugged philosophically. He would never know 'what happened once'. But
thony; he was used to it; he frequently heard the beginnings of intriguing
conversations. Or, just occasionally, the end of one begun before beam-up.

He sct the controls to meutral, and settled down to continue with the book
currently in his viewer,

W W Fe I W He e N N
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THE DEVIL'S SPAWH

"'y afraid T can't take you down with the landing party, Mr. Spock," Kirk
said seriocusly. "You know the history of this colony - it was originally set
up by adherents of a particularly strict religious sect, and as far as we know,
their descendants are still as narrow in their outlook as thelr forebears. As
a Vulcen, you unforiunately bear a strong rescmblance to the drawings of the
devil that imaginative artists put in early ecclesiastical works. The colony!s
been out of contact for nearly a century - this first re-contact is going to be
tricky enough without compounding the problem with superstitious complications."

Spock said, "Yes, Captain," in his nommal quiet voices but Kirk knew his
friend well, and detected the trace of disappointment. He fully understood the
Vulcan!s regret; although mainly of interest to a sociologist, the conditions
existing on this world were intriguing to any scientist, and Spock had undoubt-
sdly hoped for a chance to study the situation at flrst hand. Kirk truly
regretted having to deny him the opportunity,

Spock!s eyes lightcned momentarily in a half-smile as he silently acknow-
ledged Kirk's silent message of sympathetic apology.

"Be careful, Jim," he said, so quietly that Kirk knew that no-one else in
the seven—man landing party could have heard, for even he barcly did. Then
Spock stepped back, and punched the scontrol to open the hangar dcor. He watched
the seven make thelr way to the Magellan with mixed feclings of envy and concern
~ anvy that they should be able to see the results of what the scout ship that
found the lost colony had estimated to be an errccted culture, worry for their
safety ~ and in particular for the safety of Kirk and FcCoy. He watched the
shuttle doors close; +then he closed the hangar door. Hs took three deep
breaths to steady himself, then headed for the bridge.

Kirk looked round his picked crew. MceCoy, Philips, Lindstrom, Dravo,
Becket and Yeoman Seemar. All good men... well, men, metaphorically spesking.

"Remewber that this colony has been out of touch with the Federation for so
long that it's almost a Prime Directive contact," he reminded them quietly. "Be
very careful what you say - they may have any number of religious observances
that we don't know asbout. Lindstrom, that's your first job - identify as many
ag possible of these observances. Yeomsn, be ag unobtrusive as possible with
your tricorder. Philips, general observations. Dravo, stay with the shuttle-
craft at all times. Keep the door shut if any natives arc about. Becket, don't
take action Lf there's trouble unless it's a wmatter of life or death. We don't
know how they!ll resct to cur instruments, and we don't want to cause bother
unnecessarily.n

There was 2 scattered chorus of "Yes, sir." Kirk looked at MeCoy.

"You and I do the socialisging, Bones," he went on. "Keep an eye open for
any diseascs and so on they may have - you know the drill.m

"Sure, Captain," MeCoy might be cheerfully informal with Kirk under wmost
circumstances, but here, in front of mostly junior officers not of the bridge
crew, he preferred to retain a degree of formality.

The external doors of the hangar slid open, and the Magellan lifted
gracefully and swooped down towards the planet below.

Although they landed in an open space some distance from what sensors
indicated was probably the main town, a curious crowd soon gathered. OCurious -
yet strangely silent; almost apprehensive., Kirk waitched the gathered natives
through the port, an expression of growing puzzlement on his face.

"Opinion, Mr. Lindstrom?"
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"They could simply-be afraid of something uaknown," Lindstrom said doubt-
fully. Kirk nodded, equally doubtfully.

"Let's go and see," he suggested.

Becket opened the door; Kirk stepped out, MoCoy at his heels; the others
followed close behind. Dravo stood in the doorway, curious enough to half
overlook Kirk's order.

"I'm Captain James T. Kirk of +the Starship Enterprise," When there was no
response; Kirk went on, "Who is in change heref"

No-one seemed anxious to reply. Various members of the orowd shrank backy
others looked round, mainly in one direction. Kirk locked over in the same
direction.

A group of horse-like animals was approaching. Their riders wore dark
robes trimmed with silver thread. The robes were hitched up where the men
straddled their beasts, showing that under the loose flowing garments they wore
dark breeches. The crowd shrank slightly further back, leaving the riders
space tc approach.

The beasts came to a halt in front of Kirk. The Captain looked thought—
fully at the riders, his first awareness of them being their smell. They stank
of dirt and stale sweat; and as he looked at them, he realised that their
robes, that from the distance had looked so magnificent, were stained and shiny
with greasy dirt. Their hair was likewise greasy, and hung, long and lank,
over their shoulders, framing their dirt-encrusted faces. They looked -
unattractive, unsavoury specimens, and Xirk felt his flesh creep. A4t least the
members of the crowd were clean, and he wondered why they should accept such
unpleasantness in their rulers. Behind him he heard Mooy mutter, in a pagss-
able imitation of Spock's voice,

"Insanitary, Captain!"

His lips twitched involuntarily. Firmly, he repressed the urge to chuckle,
belped by the need to control the nausea caused by their stench.

"I'm Captain James T. Kirk, of the Starehip Enterprise, representing the
United Federation of Planets, from which your ancestors came," he repeated.
"fho is in charge here?!

One of the riders, who looked even dirtier and more unpleasant than any of
the others — if that were possible - stared down st him with the expression of
a man faced by a hitherto unseen but known tc be highly dangerous species.

"Father Paul, Chief Apostle of God," he replied. His teceth were black
and rotten.

"Tour ancestors colonised this world from Earth over a century ago, Father
Paul," Kirk said. That he might be repecating the obvious, the known fact, was
probable, but he had to establish his right to be there. "o do not know why
contact was lost, but it is only recently that the continued existence of your
colony came to the notice of my superiors. I have been sent %o discover if we
can help you in any way."

Father Paul shook his head decisively. "We require nothing of you oxr any
other heretic," he said shortly.

"Our people think it unethical to leave colonists entirely to their own
resources,”" Kirk said. "There is wmuch that we can do for you. We can give you
improved help for your sick - "

"That is why our ancestors left their home world!" Pather Paul thundered.
"Do you still defy the will of God? Sickness is sent by God to punish sin.
Would you have sinners escape punishment in %his life, to suffer unending
torment in the next?"

Kirk glanced back st McCoy, warning in his eyes. He recognised at once
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that the caution was unnecessary. McCoy clearly understood that this was the
first religious observance they had to treat delicately. His every instinct
warred with his common sense; but he had the experience of Capella, where they
believed that the sick should die, to reinforce his common sense.

Two of the riders, whose clothes were slightly cleaner and less ornately
trimmed, were patrolling the edge of the crowd. Their mounts' feet thudded
uncomfortably close to the feet of the silent, watching populace, and the people
shrank further back. 4 ¢hild who could have been little more than four or five
tripped and fells a heavy hoof thudded dveon on an unprotected leg and the
child screamed in sudden agony.

No—one in the crowd, not even the child's mother, moved to protect the
youngster; Kirk fook a half step forwardy McCoy several mores Dravo, nearer
than any of %he others, with memories of his own child's infancy strong in him,
left the shuttle without a second thought and ran to the child. Before he
could gather the child into his arms he was gtopped by a strong hand gripping
him and a knife-point pricking his throat. Kirk caught McCoy's arm at the
gight, holding him back, even as he turned fiercely on Father Paul.

"That child's hur{!" he exclaimed unnecessarily.

"It ig the will of God," Father Paul intoned sonorously. '"The child must
be punished for hisg secret sins.!

"What sins worth mentioning could a child of that age commit?" McCoy asked
harshly. Momentarily it flashed through Kirk's mind that that was exactly the
gort of question that 3pock would have asked.

"A child is born in sin, and the devil has many lures for even the
youngest."

"That may be good theology, but it's damned inhuman!' McCoy snarled.
"Bones!" Xirk's voice warned urgently.

"Te think of the child's immortal soul. Phyeleal suffering in this
lifgass ¥

Kirk let +the unctious voice wash over him only half heard. He was not a
particularly religious man, but he was devoub enough in his own way, and this
terrible twisted perversion of religlon horrified hims perhaps sven more than
some strict religions, some of them involving human sacrifice, that he had
found on one or two other planets, for these religions had not been a cruel
corruption of one he respected. Crimly he set his teeth and thought of how to
be coneciiiating.

"Your pardon, Father Paul," he said quietly when the impassioned diatribe
at last showed signs of ceasing. '"Our ways are different; to ocur eyes, o
allow such an injury to go unaided is a waste of the possible potential value
of the child to the community.m Ewven as he spoke, he hated hiwmself for his
hypocrisy.

"God knows best," the priest repeated. "And if the child is crippled for
1ife and his possible use to the community lest, it is a sign that we, as a
community, have erred."

There wag no arguing with the man. "I think I understand, Father Paul,"
he said quietly.

The priest looked at him, sensing reservations Kirk forced himself {o
meet the man's eyes, masking the disgust he felt.

"Wou will stay in our guest quartsrs tonight while we tallk," Father Paul
went on. His eyes strayed round the crew, lingering for = woment on the yeo-
man, and Kirk blessed the impulse that had made him order her to wear a special
uniform with a skirt much longer than usual. "Whose wife is she?"
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Uh—-uh, Kirk thought, angry with himself for not fore-
seeing this. He dared noi say she was no-one's wife, he
realised. "Mine," he said steadily.

Father Paul stared at him for a moment them appeared to
accept the statement. '"Come, then.!

There was no offer of mounts for the visitors.
"I want one of my men to remain with our ship," Xirk said.

"It is not necessary. None of our people would risk God's
wrath by touching aught that was not thelir own. Come." 3

Reluctantly, Kirk motioned his men, Drave among the
to follow him, mentally cursing the man for not remaining
out of sight inside the shuttle as he had been oxdered. Not :
that he wholly blamed the man for his humane impulse. He glanced
back towards the child as they weni. The crowd was following them,
careful not to comes too close; they parted as they reached the fallen body,
leaving a dilstance between 1t and themselves as if afraid that close proximity
to it would infect them with the child's sin. No-one seemed to care; and he
was forced to walk away, plty in his heart, helpless to act. How McCoy felt
about it he could only guess.

They were about a2 mile from the city. PFortunately, the horse-beasts did
not have a fast pace and they were able to keep up without too much distress.
There was no attempt at conversation from Father Pauwly he rode ahead, majeste
ically igmoring everyone and everythings the visitors were placed walking
behind him, and his entourage behind that, carefully separating them from the
following crowd.

Kirk's mind wasg in 2 fturmoll as he went. These people were even narrower
and more bigoted in their ocutlook than he had been led to expect — or was it a
case of o narrow and bigoted priesthood holding in subjection by lgnorance and
fear a population that was ready, emotionally and psychologically, for relesasze?
He wiched he could have spoken to some of the crowd...

Suddenly, behind him, he heard a cry of "Bvilti®
"Ryl Y
Mhccursed!!

He stopped and swung round, in time to be struck by a thrown stone. Becket
groped. for his phaser; half-drawn, it was knocked from his hand by a well-
aimed - or luckily aimed - stone. The girl was already on her kness, arms
flung up to protect her head. Kirk reached for his communicator, but before he
could touch it, he was sgtruck down, half stumned, by & blow from behind. As he
struggled to rise agsain, he realised that the crowd had joined the priest's
escort in attacking them, no longer silent, elthexr. The yells of terrified
hatred rose to an ear-splitting crescendo had he was knocked flat again by a
hail of blows that rained viciously down on him. Peet kicked and trampled; in
the melee, as he struggled vainly to protect his head, he was aware only of
noise and pain. Then both faded as he lost consciousness.

Spock glanced anxiously at the chronometer, knowing as he did so that his
sense of time was perfect and that $he Captain was indeed late in reporting in.

"See if you can raise the shuttlecraft, Lieutenant," he ordered.
"Aya, sir... There's no response, Mr. Spock."

Spock's lips tightened, and, not for the first time, he found himself
gilently and futilely cursing the pointed ears and slanting eyebrows that marked
him as alien on so many plenets. If he had looked like a.normal Human, he would
have besen there, with them, not sitting here helplessly wondering what had
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happened to them, completely overlooking the fact that if he had been with them,
he would have been in difficulties too. He realised afresh that friendship is
a two-sdged weapon, infinitely satisfying but alsoe infinitely demanding.

What should he do? What could he do? As Kirk had pointed out, to go down
himgelf would be to ask for trouble and might even compound whatever danger his
friends were in. Yet how could he send down another landing party without more
data? The first group must have done something wrong... how could he order
another group down without warning them what not to do, without breaching the
Prime Directive? Even although these people - presumably - knew of spaceflight
and something of the Federation's technology, they had their beliefs, which
muist not he upsetse.

"ir. Chekov — scan the proposed landing area. Is anyone there?"

".o. Negative, Mr. Spock. The shuttiecraft is there... there is a crowd
of people about halfway between it and +the oity we detected earlier... heading
towards the city... one or two individuals between the crowd and the Magellan
also going in the direction of the city... "

No help there. Possibly the landing pvarty was accompanying the crowd...
though why hadn't Kirk reported on what he was deing? And why hadan't he laft
someone with the shuttlecraft, as he had certainly meant to do? There were
only questions. And each question in turn gave logical rise to other gquestions.

Kirk regeined consciousness slowly, dragging his mind up from merciful
blackness %o pain-filled awareness. Evary fibre of his body ached and his head
throbbed unbearably. He raised his hand to his head and caught his breath as
the movement strained his bruised muscles. The air smelt stale and Ffoul.

tTim."

McCoy's volce, It also quivered with pain and he opencd his eyes...
To utter blackness.

"Bones?"' His voice trembled. Why cculdn't he see?

"How do you feel?"

"Pretty lousy. Where are you, Bones?"

"lying agdinst a wall., I wish they'd left us some light."

Kirk drew a deep breath that might have besn of relief, and winced at the
pain from his trampled ribs. "What about the others?"

"Here, Captain,”

Miere.

"Here. "

HHere .!l

A1l masculine voices. "Yeoman?!

"I tried crawling around to find everyone and couldn'i find her." McCoy
said. "She might not have been put in with us. Or maybe she's in a corner
where I missed her, still unconscious. You got it worse than any of usg, Jim,
but when they first started throwing things at us, she seemed to be the focal
point of their hatred.n

"But why?" Kirk asked blankly. "We didn't do anything."

His head felt a little clearer now. He groped for his communicator, know-
ing as he did so that it would be gone. "We were just walking," he went on.
"None of you did anything else, did you?"

Philips sald slowly, "Yeoman Scemar stopped to pick up something — I didn't
see what. It was as she picked it up that they attacked ug.?



31
Kirk frowned. "That doesn't seem reason enough... unless they thought
she plammed to attack their Father Paul - "

The door crashed open. The light that shone in, dim as it was, hurt their
eyes. Then a torch was carried in. Father Paul strode behind the torch~bearer.
Kirk pushed himself painfully to his feet.

"That iz the reason for this attack?' he asked, fighting to keep his voice
steady.

"You consort with en evil one, azn emissary of the devil." It was less of
an answer than an accusation, indiciment and sentence in one. '"You even claim
the ovil one as your wife - " '

"Vow wait a minute!" Kirk exclaimed.

"There can be no penance for such a sin. I should have seen when you
attempted to claim the injured child - aye, I admit your cumning, for you made
me overlook your evil suggestion then -~ but your succubus betrayed you before
it was too late and you corrupted us. The sentence is death."

"Succoubust" McCoy asked blankly.
"ihat of my yeoman?" Kirk snapped.
"The succubus will be destroyed as befits her demonaic origin."

Pather Paul turned and strode oub, The torch bearer followed himg last
to leave were the guards that gtood just inside the door. The door crashed
shut again.

"Hhat the devil," MoCoy agked, "is a succubus?!

They were left for only a few minutes. Then the guards returned. They
were dragged from the unlit cell with an utter disregard for their bruises and
marched at knifepoint along a dim corridor and into a room which, while still
fairly dim, wag better 1it than the corridor. Torches wers thrust into holders
all round the wallss; a fire glowed redly in the centre of the rcom. Iron bars
lay partly in the fire. Tables and benches stood arcund, all with manaclss at
each end. Three brawny men, stripped to the waist, waited, thelr bodies shining
with sweat. Father Paul sat, several of his escort around him, on a ralsed
chailr overlooking the entire zoom. There was an expression of avid expectaition
on hig face.

The six men were forcibly stripped and fasiened by wrists and ankles to the
benches. Ratchet wheels were operataed; thelr arms and legs were drawn taut,
then the wheels turned once more.

The strain on thelr joints would have besn painful anyways added to their
bruised muscles, it was agonising., All six struggied against any cutery.

The men must already have thelr orders, Kirk realised, as the torturers
advanced on Dravo, McCoy and himsclf. The other three had made no ocbvious
attempt to succour the injured childs +their sins must be accounted iess.

The wheels operating the three racks were tightowned once more. 4 gasp
hisged from Dravels gritted teethy McCoy drew in his breath sharply. Kirk
remained obstinately silent, grimly deteormined that his screams of agony should
not add to the perverted priest's enjoyment yet sotehow knowing that the tort-
urers would not rest until he was scresming.

A1l three torturcrs turned to Kirk. One of them handed the other two a
length of rope. Then, steadily, in unisecn, they brought the ropes down in
vicious blows across his biceps and thigh muscles. Already bruised, strained
against the pull of the rack, the muscles screamed protest at the thudding
torment of the krnotted ropes.

After what scemed an etermity, the steady besting ceased. It gave 1ittle
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Tespite; hig tortured nerves continued to feel the rhythmic blows in sympath=
atic throbbing.

The already familiar, already hated voice of Father Paul spoke. Kirk
heard the words without the meaning penetrating. The torturers moved away Lrom
him, back towards his men.

"Noi" he gasped. "They've done... nothing wrong!"
PThen you admit that you have?' The insidious voice was avid, gloating.
"Wone of us... has done anythin wrong.!"

"By your own customs, perhaps not," purred the voice. "Buit here we do not
condone evily we root it out. Is it not better $o suffer now, in this life, a
few days of pain, than %o endure an eternity of agony?"

"fust religion be a matter of fear... and pain... and hatred?" Kirk
gasped.

"The fear of God - " Father Paul began.
"What about the love of God? Kirk exclaimed fiercely.
"God can only love those who obey Him."

"Surely even an all-powerful God prefers to be obeyed from choice then
from fear"

"Man is sinful. Only fear kecps him from simning... "

Kirk shut his ears to the droning platitudes. There was no reasoning with
this man. His mind lacked any spark of originality, initiative or hupanity .
Pernaps he was what his culture had mede him... perhaps he wes as he would
have been however he had been reared. Only here he oculd exercise his sadistic
narrowmindedness with complete impunity.

& sudden sharp cry of agony roused him abruptly from his pain-filled semi-
consciousness. He struggled to 1ift his head, and saw that the torturers had
turned their atientions to Drave. Sorry as he felt for the man, he was con-
scious of sudden relief that the vietim was not MceCoy... yet. He could not
see what the torturers were doing, and for that he was grateful.

At last Dravo's screams cut off, and he kmew his officer had lost con-
sclousness at least. He swallowed Aryly. What next?

He soon learned. The padding footsteps =mpproached him again. He looked =
at the torturer drawing nearer and noted the red-hot iron in his hond. He
gritted his teeth.

The heat from the iron was unbearable as it was moved closer to hims +then
1t pressed firmly against his chest. He felt it burning into him but stubborn-
Iy refused to utter a sound, strangely grateful for the bonds that, agonising
ag thelr grip was, kept him from moving. At least that sadistic devil would
not get the pleasure, the satisfaction, of seeing him squirm. By the time the
iron was lifted, he thought he would feel its heat and praessure for the rest of
his life - short though he expected that to be.

The iron wos reburned to the fires ths torturer was returning. Now what?

The man placed a flat picce of wood over Kirk's stomach. Something
pricked him, and he realiscd that the wood was studded with gsomething sharp...
nalls? A welght was placed on the wood, and the points pressed dowa. Then the
torturer moved away again, to be roplaced by Pather Paul

"Do you repent your evil?p"
"What evil?* Kirk gasped. "We have done... nothing!"

"You consort with = demon, a succubus from hell," Father Paul snarled.
"She is not even 2 cunning demon - the marik of her evil origins is plain for
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those to sec who have the strength to lock beyond an attractive face."

Just what had *the ycoman done, Kirk wondered. '"Where is my yeoman?' he -
asked, knowing he would not get an answer that meant anything to him.

"She is with those who may yet persuade her to reject her master," Father
Paul said. "But you - think of your own immortal soul, my son. Repent your
agsoclation with the devil's spawnt!

Kirk shook his head. It was a gesture of utter bewilderment, but Fother
Paul chose to take it as a negative. He signed, and the torturer placed snother
weight on the flat wood pricking Kirk's abdomen. Then all three torturers
approached again, wielding their ropes, and Kirk set his teeth once more, det-
ermined to suffer in silence.

The womon, and the man carrying the crippled child, made a slow journey
back towards the city. They dropped further and further behind the crowd.

They saw the sudden uproar, heard the yells of hate and fear, and exchanged
glances. Therc was no need to specks this was an 0ld, old story to them - they
had teken their own part in such mobs in the past. But now, for the first time,
in their lives, they felt direct sympethy for the vietim, for they knew now what
it wos like to suffer themselves. They were God-fearing people who lived ip~-—
oomplete obedience to the Church's teachings what evil could their child have
done? Yet he would never be able to walk properly again, for the leg was sure
to heal crooked, and their son would be marked for life as a simmer God had
chosen to punish directly. He would never be able to lead a normal lifes no
matter where he wen$, he would be shunned, pointed out as an example of a pun~
ished sinner...

They delayed to let the mob move on. With the mood thet had now arisen,
they were liable %o be attacked also because they were helping a punished sinner
- with no-one choosing to remember that the sinner was their own child.

When at last it was certain that the crowd was moving, they followed,
keeping a safe distance. They paused when they reached the place where the
crowd had stopped; +the child was heavy enough for his father 4o nesd a rest
every so often. So 1t was that thoy saw the communicators aond the battered
tricerder. They stared at the artifacts in awes kept ignorant by a power—
hungry priesthood, they still knew legends of their ancesbors' arrival heore,
refugees from a Godless Galaxy. That these were tools that their ancestors khew,
they recaliseds +the woman reached out tentatively and picked up a communicator.
She turned it over and over in her hands, wondering how it workeds and when
they moved on, she took it with her, 2 souvenir of o hope for a betier world in
which children were not condemned as sinners from birth thet had not cven had
time to materialise.

A% last, Spock decided that he could weit no longer for any sign of life
from the landing party. First he sent down & recormaissance party to the des-—
crted shuttle. Their report was wholly negative:; he ordered them to make a
coutious scouting trip towards the city. Before long he received a report on
the finding of a dameged tricorder and six communicators. Six = not seven.
Interesting. Where was the missing commuinicator? Spock set Uhura to call the
missing landing party in the hope of getting an answer,

The woman sitting beside her injured son fingered the alien artifact,
wondering what it was for. Suddenly it began giving out 2 sharp bleeping sound.
Startied, frightened, wondering what she had done to cause this, she Jumped and
dropped the thing. The 1id popped open. Then - horror of horrors - a voice
spoke from it.

"Doctor, what has happened to your pariy?™
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She whimpered in fear. "Hol
Mol I repenti™

"Yeooman?!

UT didn't hurt your servants!
Spare mel"

Spock stared in blank amazement
at tho communications console for
perhaps two scconds, then he reals
ised something of what must have
happened. He punched the command
chair intercom.

"Seeurity detail, mest me in
the transporter room immediately.
Lt. Uhura, pinpoint that signral in
case 1t is cut off helore the trans-
porter room can lock on to it. Mr.
Scott, you have the con."

He was gone before Scotty
could acknowlsdge the order.

The women, stering in terror
at the communicator, too frightensd
to touch it, shrank back with a
gtrangled scresam as the six figures
began to materialise. As they sole
idified, and she saw the pointed
ears and slanting eycbrows of the
,blue~clad figure who stood out if

only because of the different colour
of his shirt, she cowered back, her arms
raised ag if to protect herself.

"God protect me!!

Spock looked helplessly at her for a moment, rocognising her almost
hystorical fear. Normally he would have taken time to try to gain her con-
fidence, but the silence from the landing party made him too anxious for the
safety of his friends for finesse. He caught her hands and pulled them downs
stared inftently into her eyes, willing her to trust him, realising that a mind
meld might terrorise her into insanity.

"We aren’t going to hurt you," he said quietly. BFven as he spoke, the
door opecned, and a man rushed in. He stopped dead at sight of the strangers,
recognising the clothes as bDelng similar %o those worn by the other men ~ the
ones who had shown sympathy for his son. He hesitated at sight of the blue-
clad man with the pointed ecarss the man who turned to him lmmediately.

e mean you no harm," he said guidtly. '"We only want 4o learn what
happened to cur friends."

The man swallowed. 'Friends', the devil said, 'Friends'. UNot 'servants'.
And indeed, his powers must be slight if he did not know what had occurred.

"o don't really know," he said nervously.
"Pell me what you do know... please."

The wan related what had happened, as far as he knew, and added, "We don't
know why. They must still be alive - if they'd been killed, their bodies
would have boeen left."



35
"Then where have they been taken?" Spocik asked, concealing his inmpatience.
"The Church Authorities will have them," the man replied reluctantiv.
"Where will they be held prisoner, then?"

The man hesitated} Spock correctly divining the reason added quietly,
"You can leave here with us, 1if you are afraid of what might happen to you for
helping us, and find 2 home in another Federation world. And in any case, we
will tend your son's leg so that it heals straight.!

"I wills.. take you there."

Spock realised the man's courage with gratitude, "y thanks, sir.”

Spock ordered the woman and the child to be beamed up to the ship, having
first called one of the nurses down to see if the presence of another woman
would help to calm the native's terror and reassure the man of their good faith.
Then the party set off.

Fo-one attempted to molest them as they went. Hany who saw them shrank
back in fear of the devil, and there was no need for the guards to make any
use of their drawn phasgers.

The native guided them fo a large, impressive building. Inpressive - yet
gloomily threatening. The doors, massive and ornotely carved, held Ffirm
against Spock's attempts to open them. He drew his phaser, and calmly burned
his way through.

Their gulde dropped back as they entercd, but followed gamely, almost as
if he was afraid to leave their protection. Life must have indecd been hard
for the man, Spock thought, if he was so ready to trust someone who so closely
resembled the mythical devil he had been taught to dread.

There was nothing to indicate which way to go. Spock kicked open the first
door that they came to. Inside was a diri-encrusted, smelly figure who cowsred
back, muttering superstitiously. Spock ignored the dirt and the smell. For
this man he had no sympathy.

"Where are the off-worlders your colleagues capbured?' Spock asked sternly.

An incoherent gobbling was his only answer. Sppck felt an unaccustomed
rage mix with his accustomed patience for illogic. The rage was direcied mainly
against the culture that could reduce a man to this level, but the hapless
priest bore the brunt of it. Spock lifted him bodily to his feet while the
frightened, but now ilmpressed,native who had led them here watched in fascinated
aWe.

Mifhere are they?' Spock's voice was very soft.

The terrified priest pointed, any resistance that might have been in nig
mind destroyed by the nameless mensce in the Vulcan's voice.

"Take us there." The quiet voice threatened unheard-of punishment for
disobedience. Even the security guards, who well knew the normally gentle
nature of their senior officer, felt the touch of fear, mingled with reiiof
that they were not the recipients of his unvoiced anger.

Spock ook only a second 4o grasp the significance of the scene in front
of him, and three more to reach the three torturers attending 4o Kirk. Two of
them went flying, tossed aside with an eoffortless, slmost casual gesture. The
third tock one look at the cold face of the Vulcan and shrank back.

Until this moment, Spock had not realised that it was Kirk suffering undexr
the priests' toriure. Now, realising, his rage mounted to a level he had not
believed himself capable of. But his face was gentle as he carefully lifted
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the weighted board from Kirk's stomach and tossed it aside. Then with a quick
flick he released the wheel that controiled the rack.

Kirk lay still, unablc to move his arms or legs, but relieved that the
shrain was gone. Two of the guards wmoved forwards to release the otherss; one
of them came to where Spock was gently massaging Kirk's arms.

UMr, Dravo's dead, sir. There's no sign of Yeoman Seemar.”
"They have her... somewhere else," Kirk managed. "Get her!"
Spock nodded. "When you're safe, Captain."

"Noe.w nowiM

"Go on, Spock," gasped a veoice at the Vulgan's shoulder., "I'11 manage to
) ’
see to Jim."

For the first time sinoce entering the torture ohawber, Spock thought con-
sciously of McCoy. The surgeon looked drawn and moved stiffly, but appeared to
be unhurt. "You should be resting also, Doctor."

"Just get us beamed up and then go and get the girl.®

The Vulcan hesitated only a second longer. Sickbay was better equipped to
deal with Kirk's injuries than he... He gave the necessary orders to the ship,
then turned his attention to the priests. It took him only a moment to ident-
ify the leader.

"here is the woman?" he asked coldly.

"She is safe from your influence, demon.'" Father Paul was frightened -
but he was upheld by his beliefs. Bigoted he might be; cruel and sadistic,
enjoying the suffering of those who were deemed heretic by his bigotry; but
st11l he was sincere in his beliefs.

Spock took the few steps that sepatated him from the unappealing man,
barely controlling anr usheard of but almost irresistable lmpulse to send him
flying with one well-placed blow. This single-minded unimaginativeness was
the result of his culture -~ the utter dependency of a basically weak man on an
artificial support. A4 stronger man might be truly devout but remain more
flexible in hie thinking, less inclined to enjoy using force to persuade others
of the rightness of his beliefs. What this wman had, sincere though it might
be, was not religious devotion but slavish dependence.

"I have the ability to draw the information I require from your mind,"
Spock said quietly. "It would, however, be more pleasant if you were to give
me the information voluntarily." He did not say for whom it would be mors
pleasant.

"I defy you!" Father Paul spat.

The native, who had remained unnoticed in the shadows all this 4ime, come
forward. "Sir - the Holy Sisters will have her."

Spock hadn't entirely forgotten the man, but he had dismissed him to the
back of his mind; now he swung round in genuine surprige at the native's
daring, knowing from the expression on Father Paul's face that the man was
right.

"Can you take uws there?!

"Weg, siz.t

They left the priests fastened to the racks, securely but without strain-
ing their limbsy Spock suspected {that they might have some way of communicat~
ing with the 'Holy Sisters', and preferred to minimise the wrisks. With luck,
it would be many hours before the priests were found; let $hem experience for
themselves a little of what it mecant to be a prisoner hers.
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‘ They wasted no time 2t the ornate door of the slightly less impressiwve

building that housed the Holy Sisters, but burnéd it open without delay. The
gtench from the building was no less than from the men'sy the place was as
dirty.

"I would have thought that women would have preferred to keep their surr~
oundings & little cleaner than this," Spock said, his voice showing some
disgust.

The man looked at him, already begiming to understand the gulf between ..
his culture and that of the strangers. "I{'s holy dirt, sir," he sald. "The
priests never wash ~ they say that God wanits them Yo be in a natursl state, and
that to wash off His Roly dirt is a sin.!

"How many priests die when there is illness in the city?" Spock asked
drily;

"Quite a lot," the native answered seriously. "They die to save the
people.t

Spock was saved from trying Lo answers guessing ithat this building would
have the same general plan as the other, he had hezded in the same direction,
and now they found themselves at the door of the torture chamber,

The unfortunate yeoman was fastened to a frame while iwo robed women were
flogging her, Jdke the wen, she had been stripped; her body was a mass of
open wounds. She was meaning steadily, too wesk even to scream.

The priestesses retreated as the devil advanceds and wabched in terror
as his party, including the freed prisoner, faded from their sight.

M'Bengs ordered all of the original landing party, and the child, into
bed, cbgtinately shutting his ears to McCoy's c¢laim that he was all right.
However, he did put McCoy in with Kirk, sepatate from the others, and once his
colleague had gone, McCoy struggled up to go to Kirk on giiff legs.

"You shouldn't, Bones," Kirk said weakly.

"I just want to be satisfied that M'Benga's patched you up properlye..
ves, you'll do," he added at last.

"So lie down again."

"I'11 be better moving... best thing for stiffness. That's all thatts
wrong with wme."

"our arms and legs were gtrained too.!

"I'm all right, Jim.,. I must adwit, though, I'd like to know why they
suddenly decided %o attack us like that.M

"You should be in bed, Doctor," a guiet voice broke in.
"That's right, Spock,” Xirk chuckled. "You chase him back to bed."

KcCoy capitulated ~ at least temporarily. Spock saw him settled, then
turned to his Captain.

He bent over Kirk, his face gentle. "How do you feel, Jim?"

"I'11 be all right." Kirk smiled up at him. "Thanks, Spock. You prob-
ably gave those priests down tlhere the shock of their narrow-minded lives -~
and the fact that you didn't hurt anyone must have made the people think. I
don't really know what to recommend, though... I wish I knew why they turned
on us." He sighed. "Whatever it was, it seems to have been sparked off by
the yeoman, but she didn't do anything that we could sse.V

"As to that, Capisin... I had a word with her. The 'Holy Sisters! tested
her, She didn't understand it, but she could tell me the result. She could
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have told them herself without the ftest. She's left-
handed, Captain,” '

"So?" demanded McCoy. "Hhat!s that supposed to
nean?"

"As T reoall Terran history," Spock said, "during
periods of extreme reiigious fervour, left-handedness
was regarded as evil — a sign of the devil.”

"ind that was why...?" Kirk exclaimed.

"Yes, Captain. I should have remembered
that before you ever went down - but I failed
to asgoclabe the yeoman's lefi{-handedness with
my own appearance as being dangerous. I
apologige.t

"Not your fault, Spock = I should have remem=. ra
: bered too," Kirk said, not wholly truthfully. He
tried Yo move, and winced. Spock carefully eased him into a new position.

"I sent a pilot to retrieve the shuttlecraft," Spock sald.

, "Good." Kirk recognised Spock's desire to turn the conversation fto & less
emotional subject. But he could net resist one last expression of his feelings.

Their eyes mets in Spock's, Kirk saw a reflection of the affection that °
he felt, mirroring the gratitude and affection that Kirk himself felt.

"ou should sleep now, Captain,” Spock said gquileily.

Kirk closed his eyes obedlently. OSpock waited for a moment, glanced across
at McCoy, lifted a hand in a silent gesturs of farewell, and left.

McCoy looked over at Kirk. The Captain seemed to be sleeplng. McCoy
relaxed, and settled down to sleep as well.

He would never tell him, of course, but Spock was a handy devil to have
arom&.a-oaooo-ooe

FR KK K R WK WA N W KK

ENTERPRISE LAMENT

They are all so lonely... the men who love me.

Yet there is nothing I can do to ease their pain,
No balm that I can offer. Ostensibly securs,
Strong, self-possessed, self confidenty and yet
Within, sach one 1s crylng out

For understanding, comforit, reassurance.

This they could give each other; but they will not
Save superficially, for fear of being mocked,

Their caring misconstrued. While I

Cannot give anything of what they scek -

My makers thought I would not need a heart.

Fo e Ho R Je R K W R KRR
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LOVE

Loveesssnsans

b strange word, with wmany meanings;
Illogical, like all {he Human race.
There are go nmany things they mean

By it - and all are alisn to me.

4 passing sexual interesi, quickly gone -
(in attitude unknown to Vulcan-kind) -

L gelfish gragping of a fleeting moment
Of irresponsibility and thoughtlessness -
They call that love.

Husbands and wives have duties %o each other.
She rears his children, fills his life

HWith comforts in exchange, does he

Provide for her, give hsr ssourity -

They call that love.

L child respeots his parenfs - they say iove.
A& parent rears his child, to give

The best upbringing for content and health,

A life of usefulness to the communitys

But they say love.

Brothers and sisters complement each other,
Sharing each other's triumphs and successes,
Helping coach other, learning to co-operate
Since no man who can not is worth respectis

That too is love.

And friendship - what is that?
Respect for one who shares some common interest,
Congenial natures finding satisfaction

Exchanging thoughts, viows, attitudes, opinions...

Illogical., Why should it also be

Concern for safety, worry, sacrifice,

The willingness to die that he might live?

If this was love, then I might understand it -
But

They do not call it love.

Ko Ho Forte e 0 B He JH KN JEN B
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TRUST

It was a huge underground complex. Corridors magzed the arga, corridors
lined with bank after bank of silent, wotionless machinery. Doors opened to
right and left, doors that separated the huse machines 4o reveal enormous
roons filled with other complicatedly incomprehensible machines. In all this
vast mechanical jungle, there was no 1life, no movement,

Dust lay thickly over everything... the dust of millenia. Thers was no
quick way to remove it; it was fortunate that the tricorders worked perfectly
adequately despite the accumulated debris of the centuries during which the
machinegs had walted patlently for their masters $o reactivate them.

But those masters, too, were long gone, and it had been sheer chance that
ted the Bnterprise's landing party to this mechanical graveyard. The planet!s
surface wag dry, parchedy here and there ancient ruins still showed above the
s0il that had long buried most of them, low walls that ercsion had left barely
recognisable as the products of a civilised world. Spock estimated that fully
half a million years had passed since inftelligent life ceased %o exist here,
although simple, primitive forms wight have continued for ten,twenty, fifty
thousand years before the continuing lack of water destroyed them.

This same lack of water had prevented the huge metal doors that closed off
the great cave from the outside world from rusting solid, so that +they opened
sasily cnough to the landing party's investigation. Inside, despite the pass—
ing of the years, some form of ventilation system did seem to be still operate
ives the air, although musty, was fresher than Spock would have gxpected, and
the layers of dust showed clearly that fresh, dust-filled air had been drawn
into the place, at least until recasonably recently.

How the Enterprise's sclentists were exploring avidly, recording data as
fast as their tricorders would work. 4 Federation Study Group would certainly
be assigned here, and gathered data would help to decide who should be included
in ik.

There had been no real reason why Captain Kirk should have accompanied %he
landing party. Scilencse had never been his speciality, although he had, as a
matter of course, studied some sclence at Starfleet Academy and had learned
more as an immediate result of his close friendship with his Science Officer.
His senior officers, however, encourgged him to accompany these trips, well
aware of the strain of command and the way he drove himself, knowing that even
an hour of undemonding landing party participation in circumstances such as
these gave him a rest.

He did put the time Yo some use, however, by watching the performance of
his men - he liked to know the general standard of efficiency at all times, and
implicitly as he trusted Spock's judgement, he still preferred to form his own.
Now he drifted 1dly around, careful not to get in anyone's way, apparently
examining things with idle curiosity.

Spock came round a corner, intent on a report, and dbumped into him. Kirk
gat down with a considerable thump.

"My apologies, Captain." Spock pushed himgclf upright from the console he
had fallen against, and reached down to help Kirk up.

"My own fault," Kirk replied cheerfully. "You're busy, I'm not. I should
have becn paying attention. How's it going?"

"We're progressing extremely well. Another twenty-four hours, and we
should have completed the initial compilation of data for Starflcet.!

MGood." Kirk moved away, absently rubbing his hip. UNot that it was sore,
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exactly -~ but he was pretty sure that he would soon be sporting a huge purple
bruise.

He moved on down the corridor, and soon realised that he had come to an .
arca none of the scientists had yet recchedy the dust lay undisturbed all
around. He stopped, atiracted by one of the machines.

Smeller than any he had so far scen, it looked strangely familiar, although
he was gquite certain that it wos completely unknown 4o him. It consisted of a
large screen, with @ console containing relatively few controls below it. As
he watched, it scemed to him that lights were shining behind the screen, moving
in an ever~changing psttern. He put his hands on the console, leaning closer
to the screen as he attempted to focus on the movement. One hand pressed a
switch.

For a moment, he felt giddys then he straightencd up. He threw a dis—
gusted look at the screen, convinced that something psychodelic in the varying
light rhythms had coused the dizzinsss, and determined not to risk a repetition.
He headed bhack towards the area where the scientists were working, wondering
why this one machine, out of all of them, should apparently still be operating.

The landing party was gathering as he came in sight of them. Ee nodded to
himself, not surprised; they had been here for over ten hours, and he had been
wondering how much longer Speck would keep them down. He moved across to the
Science Officer.

"Packing up, Mr. Spock?!

"The landing perty has been on duty for ten hours, thiity eight minutes,
sir," Bpock replied rather stiffly. Kirk stared a$ him in some surprise; it
wag unlike Spock to answer so defensively, as if he was expecting some objection.

"Yes, of course, Mr. Spock. Carry on." Puzzled, Kirk decided to wait and
sece if anything transpired to explain Spock's unusual response.

The group of scientists headed for the great doorways Spock delayed to
bring up the rear and switch off +the lights they had installed. Xirk half hes-—
itated, then decided not to drop back beside the Vulcan, who quite clearliy was
not, at this moment, desiring his company. Surely... he couldn't be worrying
about having lknocked Kirk down so recently?

Once out of the cave, the landing party began to group ready for beamup.
Only five men moved into positions as Kirk wondered who the sixth should be,
Lt. Carstairs said, "Aren't you coming, sir?" and he realised that, strange as
it seemed, they expected him to return with the first group.

Hore puzzled than ever, he moved into place. He 1lnoked over towards Spock
as the transporter hum began. The Vulcan was looking zlmost contemptuous.

On board the Enterprise, he received a further shock. Kyle saluted - a
piece of routine Kirk had long since dispensed with —~ his face expressionless.
Sheer smazement kept Kirk from responding; +he trmnsporter chief dropped his
hand and remained standing to attention, his face unaltered. He obviously did
not expect a response.

Kirk nodded curtiy. "Carry on, Mr. Kyle." Without waiting for the rest
of the landing party to be beamed up, he turned and strode out of the trans—
porter room.

He made his way to his cabin, where he sank gratefully into the chair at
hig desks then he stiffened. This wes not his chair. He rose again, and
studied it carefully. It lookoed right... but it felt wrong. The subtle
hollows formed by a chair's normal cosupsnt were in the wrong places. Slowly,
he sat down again, remewbering the dizzy spell he had experienced, remembering
a previous occasion when he had felt giddy after materialising after transport—
ation. There was only one possible expianation.
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Somehow — he had yet to discover how —~ he had been transferred to another
universe. Spock's behaviour ~ Kyle's behaviour - suddenly began to make sense.
The Kirk of this universe must be far more of a stickler for discipline and
going by +the book than he was. Kirk shivered involuntarily as he remembered
Spockt's faclal expression while the first group was dematerialising. This
Spock olearily did not regard his Captain with any affection.

And yet that in itself seemed strangely... unlikely. Bven in the sadistic
universe of the E.S.8. Enterprise, Spock had evinced some regard for the
vicioug, scheming intriguer Kirk's counterpart there had been. ILven if thisg
Kirk was a martinet, surely his Pirst Officer must have some feeling for him...
and yet all he had shown was incipient scorn. What was this Kirk like?

He sat thinking for some tims, then sighed. He was beginning to feel
hungry - better go and eat. And the reactions of the rest of the crew to him
might tell him a great deal. He headed for the ness.

Spock was sitting at a table with McCoy, and they were deep in conver—
sation. Picking up hisz tray, he decided %o Jjoin them.

As he crossed the room, Kirk noticed a sigrificant difference in the att-
ituvde of these men to the one he was accustomed to. There was a degree of
snimation in both their faces; here, these men were clearly and openly close
friends.

He was halfway across the room when they became aware of him. DBoth faces
altered instantly, assuming a wooden mask of what could only have heen a false
respect. It brought to his immediate notice that everyone in the room wore a
similar expression. There was clearly no relaxation in this Captain!s presence
and Kirk shivered as he thought how lonely his counterpart must be. There was
an empty table beyonrd Spock and Mcloy, and for a moment he considersd passing
them and going to ity then he chose to follow his original design., He stopped
beside them.

"May I Jein you, gentlemen?t?!

"Certainly, sir," McCoy replied evenly. His face expressed mild surprises
now was that surprise that he should join them, or surprise that he should ask
permissiony

Kirk glanced towards Spock. The Vulcan's eyes were velled as Xirk had not
seem them since the very early days of his service aboard the Hnterprise.

An awlward silence felly neither Spock nor McCoy sesmed to have anything
to say now, but ate steadily. To bresk the silence, Kirk said,

"4 most interesting planet, wouldn't you say, Hr. Spock?"

"Teg, sir. Most interesting." The response was flaty Kirk had fthe sudden
conviction that if he were to say 'It's raining in here', Spock would agree as
autcomatically.

Kirk was now actively regretting joining them. Spock's response had been
polite, nothing moxre; he clearly had no desire to purmuc the wmatter. Or any
other, come to that. Yet this Spock was not an unsociable creature who held
everyone at arm's lengths he had, quite obviously, been enjoying his exchange
with McCoy.

Boilh men had finished eating now, but were walting for the Captain to
Tinish. Kirk suddenly felt sorry for them, forced, from courtesy, to remain
2t the table with a superior officer with whom they clearly had no rapport. He
was certaln now that their own Kirk would probably not have joined them anyway
- at least, not uniess he was clther extremely thick-skimmed or so desperately
lonely that even this masochistic suffering was preferable to sitting alone.

"If you have duties to attend to, don't Iet we keep you, gentlemen," he
sald stiffly.

They glanced at each others Yboth rose.



43
"Thank you, sir, I do have today's results to check," Spock saild politely
and formally.

"I have some reports to finish, sir," McCoy added, cqually formally.
"Bxcuse us, pleage.t

Kirk nodded. He watched almost sadly as they left, then, his appetite
completely gone, turned his attention back ‘o his half-eaten mcal,

Kirk passed a restless night wondering what to do about the situation,
althoagh in fact he knew what he must do. He must go back down again, find
the machine he had been exsmining, and try to re-create the conditions reg-
ponsible for his transfer. FHe was pretty sure he'd depressged s switch on the
consgole ~ but he was not certain, and he certainly didn'+t know which switch...
and from what he remembered, the console, while not so complicated as those of
the other machines, had still a fair nwrber of switches.

should he confide in Spock, he wondered... and then decided against it,
feeling that in all probability he would not be believed. This Spock goclearly
had very little respect for his Captain ~ at least, as a man, whatever he might
think of him as a commanding offlcer. There was so very little time, toos
twenty four hours longer, his own Spock had ssid. After that, there was very
little point in even trying to get backs the other Kirk would no longer be
goywhere near the transfer point.

Surprise showed on.Spock's face when Kirk entered the transporter room;
surprise, masked so rapidly that he would have beon believed had he denied feel-
ing: #t. But Kirlk knew he hed not imagined ity he knew his own Spock's
expressions too well, and this Spock seemed very similar.

"I' ve decided to com= down ajzain Mr, Spock,! Kirk announced with forced
o] H H
cheerfulness.

"Yes, sir." The answer was polite, apparently respectful -~ no-one could
have faulted Spock's tone in any way - and utterly discouraging. It was very
clear to Kirk that he was not welcome, and he wondered if his counterpart was
as sensgitive to these nuances as he. If he were, he must be a miserably
unhappy man... Kirk glanced round the assembled scientists, conscious of a
stiffening in thier attitudes too, and thought he could guess why. They wers
seeing this as an indication that their Captain 4id not trust them to get on
without top supervisleon. The realisation chilled him afresh. This wag not a
happy ship, although it was, in all probability, an extremely efficient one.

Kirk waited until everyone had beamed down and had scattered to continue
their work, then made his way back to the small machine that had caused all the
bother. He examined it carefully.

It looked dead todays ore.. was the one in this universe inoperative?
Was it only the one in his universe that was working? If that was the case, he
night well be trapped here. He faced the prospect with growing unease: while
he could make changes here - or try to - what would his counterpart be doing?
How unhappy would his counterpart be making the crew of that other Enterprise?
And most important - what would that other Kirk be doing to Spock's trust and
friendship?

it was, of course, probable that Spock would realise, as he had realised
when faced with James Kirk of the Tmplre Starship BEnicrprise, that an sxchange
had somehow happened... but on that occasion he had been unable to do anything
except restrain the strangers. This time... 1% seemed to Kirk, faced with the
silent machine, that there would be no escape for him unless Spock found it.
But would Spock, cven if he guessed the truth, realisc that too? Dispiritedly,
Kirk turned away from the machine.

He was about halfway back $o the others when the explosion sent him
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‘gtaggering backwards. Clouds of dust filled the air. He regeined his balance,
pushing himself away from the console that had stopped him from falling, and
plunged forward, choking on the dust, awars.of the smell of burning., His men!
That they were not, in fact, his, never occurred to him.

He nearly bumped into a young scientist who leaned helplessly against a
machine, coughing.

Mhre you hurt?" he snapped.
"I don't know."
The man was clearly in shock. Kirk gripped his arm. "This way."

He gathered several more ag he went, and led them in the approximate dire
ection of the huge gates. There, he checked how many there were. Ten., That
meant siz were still in the place — and Spock. He barely remembered that this
was not his friend; that this Vulcan bhad no affection for his Capiain. It
was still Spock...

"Stay out here," Kirk ordered. "I'll call on you if I need you.™

Not noticing the astonished stares, he plunged back into the cavern.
Lluost st once he found three of the missing men groping their way out; fouw
still missing, including Spock. His lips set in a grim line as he remenbered
that he 4id not know what part of the cavern Spock was in. And he had to find
himees

The dust was in no hurry to settle, either, powlder~fine as it was. Kirk
groped his way along the murky passages, barcly able to see. Was 1t his imag-
ination or were the lights they had fitted in the place failing too?

Lhead of him he heard coughing, and a moment later he came on two more of
the scientistse. One was limping badly, helped by the other. Kirk paused.

Do either of you know where Mr. Spock was?' he demanded.

"He was beyond where we were... sir,'" the uninjured man replied. There
seemed to be surprise in his voice, and Kirk suddenly realised that his behav-
iour was not characteristic of his counterpart. In that case, no wonder his
men had little respect for him as a person!

"You're on the right way out," he sald encouragingly, and went on past
them, Then he hesitated.

The smell of bhurning was getting stronger. He looked back. "When you get
out, contact the ship, and have half a dozen men with breathing masks and fire
extinguishers sent down. A&nd FcCoy -~ if Mr. Spock is still alive, he may
require medical attention." He went on without waiting for an answer.

He carrisd on, peering into the gloom, trying not to breathe too desply,
fighting the urge to cough since that, he knew, would only serve to draw more
dugt into his lungs. Then, shead of him, he saw flickering and knew he had
reached the seail of the fire.

Two bodies lay there, pinned down by fallen beams. He stopped at-the
first one. It was the missing scientisty from the gaping wound on his fore-
head, he must have died instantly. Xirk wmoved to the other man - Spock, held
down by a bsam that was slready beginning to burn.

The Vulecan's eyes were closed, and for a moment, Kirk thoughi that he aiso
wags dead. He had to be sure, though, and bent over to touch him. At the touch
Spock opened his eyes and looked up. Surprise showed clearly, even in the dim
iight.

"Are you hurt?!" Kirk asked.

"o, sir, but I am unsble to move." The voice was even, unemotional,
although Spock must have known how close he was to a terrible death.

¥irk stood, and examined the beam. He soon saw how it was jammed, and
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alse that leverage from the top of it would probably shift it relatively
sasily., Unfortunately, the top was burning.

He looked down at the Vulcan. "Be ready to pull yourseif clear," he sald.
Then without hesitotion, he cmught the burning part and pulled.

Pain shot through his hands; he Jgritted his teeth and continued to apply
rressure. The beam shifted slightly; encouraged, he ithrew all his weight
against it. It gave abruptly; a moment later, Spock caught his arm.

"All right, gir - and thank you."
"Let's get out," Kirk repliecd hoarsely.

Together, they sturbled towards the exit. Halfway there, they met the
firves-fighting team, and Kirk hesitated as if to go back.

"Wo, sir," Spock said with unexpected firmness. There was 2 new note of
respect inm hig veice. YYour hands need attention.”

B¢ Spock knew... well, he would have been stupid not to, Kirk realised,

Fregh air had ncver been so welcoms. McCoy, waiting there alone, hurried
over to them, his face questioning.

"Captain Eirk burned his handse," Spock séid guietly.
"Let me see them, sir,m

Unwillingly, Kirk held them out. Both Spock and HeCoy drew in a sharp
breath ag they saw the damsge, and MéECoy reached for a hypo.

In sickbay, where McCoy had hustled him to get his hands properly scen to,
Kirk faced his counterpart's two most senior officers.

"Tou are not Captain Kirk," Spcock gaid abruptly. "Wou resembls him cloge-
ly, but you are not he. Captain Kirk would never have risked his own safety
for me... or for anyone."

Kirk sighed. "I am Captain Kirk," he zeplicd. "But I'm not the Kirk you
know... Hr. Spock, Doctor, what do you know of the theory of parallel
universes?t!

They looked puzzled. "There ig the theoretical possibility that they
exigt... " Spock began.

"They do exist," Kirk replied. "Occasionally a doorway opens between two
universes. When that happens, persomel in those universes can be transposed,
This ig the second time it's happened to me. We also were exploring an under—
ground cavern full of machinery, and I accidentally mansged to activate one of
the machines. Your Kirk may have been doing much the same... ™

"He did wander off on his own," Spock remcwbered.

"And when I materialised in this universe, it was beside a machine similar
to the one I had touched. Personnel in the two universes seem to be the same,
aithough their backgrounds and personal characteristics can vary, and two
people who know each cother in one universe way never have met in ancther because
of the different circumstances. Ag o positive example of these differences -
here, you serve under Captain James Kirk, but you have no liking for hims in
my universe, both Spock and McCoy are my very good friends — my closest friends,
in fact."

"Our Captein won't let anyone like him," MoCoy said. "He secms unable to
trust anyone on a personal level. I don't know why. He's a good enough Cap-
tain... even although I'd say he's afraid of seeming inefficient, which is why
he insists on all the trappings of disecipline, and always goes by the book - "

"Covering up a lack of self-confidence?" Kirk suggested.



46

"I% could be," HMeCoy said. "His perwonality profile deesn't indicate it,
but it could be. You see, now that I'm actually listening to you, I can tell
the difference. Your voice is more... more... "

"More relaxed," Spock supvlied. "More relaxed, and yet more decisive, sir,"
MeCoy nedded. "“That's it exactly."

"on't get too used 4o me," XKirk wavned. "I want to find the doorway back
to my own universe."

"lould you not consider staying here?'" McCoy asked.

"I'm sorry," Kirk said quietly. "Bub you two aren't my Spock and McCoy,
even although you reseuble them closely: and you're used to coping with your
Kirk... they aren't, and I don't like to think how he might be resacting to
them. A4nd what worries me most... If events there today have been the same as
events here, and there was an explosion, whabt happened to my Spock?!

* oK K K K K X K

James Kirk pushed himself upright. What had made him so dizzy? He should
get Dr. Mcloy to check him... but what if McCoy discovered something seriously
wrong with him - or said he did, to get »id of him?

He went slowly back towards the rest of the landing party, his wmind a con—
fused jumble of conflicting thoughts. If he was ill, he should seek medical
help... if he sought medical held, lcCoy might...

A scientist glanced round as the Captain approached, and grinned cheer-
fully. "We're getting on well, sir.!

Startled by the man's unaccustomed friendliness, Kirk nodded. "Good.!
He went on. The party was beginning to gather now, and Kirk approached it.

"We're more than half finished, Captain,! Spock said. '"The men have done
well .Y

"Wegs.es yes, Mr. Spock." The cheerful friendliness in Spock's voilce
utterly confused Kirk. His Firsgt Officer had never sounded so informal... Kirk
was aware of a sudden pang. If only Spock would always be like this! But why
«vo why? What had made him suddenly act so... so amicably?

Indeed, the whole landing party was behaving oddlys there was a... a rel-
axed efficiency about it that was wholly unlike anything he had ever seen be—
fore; but he recognised instantly that it was exactly how he would always like
his ship to run. He watched carefuily, trying tc decide what had caused this.
But ke got no indication as the landing party, its mewbers chattering cheer—
fully, headed for the exit. Spock fell into step beside him.

Spock, wanting his company?! He glanced sideways at the Vulcan, grafeful
that Spock did not seem discouraged by his silence. If only it could always be
like this! he thought again, the memory of utter loneliness vivid in his mind.
Why had Spock never made such a move before? His old dread of betraysl stirred,
and he resolutely pushed it back, felling himself that Vulcans were loyal -
they were, they were known for if. But then he had trusted Gary Mitchell...
and Mitchell had completely betrayed his trust. Darsd he trust asnyone again?

As the party gathered to return to the ship, Kirk realised that, sirange
ag it scemed, they cxpected him to wait until last to beam up. He watched the
first two groups beam up with a new feeling of... of what? Responsibility?

Spock was speaking now.
M... leg all right, Captain?"
iy leg, Mr. Spock? The question confused him.

"You hurt your leg when I bumped into you."
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Spock? Bumped into him?

"Ch - yes, it's all right. I'd forgotten about it." He wag glad to see
that Spock accepied his answer without further question as they moved into pose-
ition to beam up.

Kirk was still wondering aboud Spock'’s gquery when they materialised and he
received his next shock. Xyle, at the transporter console, made no attempt to
salute. Kirk bit back an instinctive order; Kyle's attitude, strange as it
seemed, was in no way disrespectful.

When he left the transporter room, he heasded, azs usual, for the bridge.
There, he found a similar situation. The personnel greeted him with a2 cheer-
ful, respectful informalitys Scott rose sasily but unhurriedly from the command
chalir as Kirk woved forward.

NByerything normal, Captain," Scott symounced.

Why was everyone calling him 'Capitain' instead of 'sir'? What had
haEﬁened? He had to have time to think about this.

"Carry on, Mr. Scott," he said abruptly. He left again, and this time
headed for his cabin.

There, he looked around. Bverything looked noxrmal... He sank into his
chair, reaching for the report he had been preparing befors beaming down. He
would have to add to it...

He glanced over it, reminding himself of what he had written, and found
himself staring blankly ot it before he was halfway through.

THLIS WAS NOT HIS REPORT!

I% was very similar, but the wording was subtly altered. He was still
trying tc make sense out of the situation when the door buszer socunded.

"Come."

The door siid open fto admit Spock. The Vulcan was looking faintly puzzled.
"Yes, Mr. Spockt"

MCaptain, are you sure you are all right?"

"Thy do you ask?" Suspicion and distrust rose involuntarily to Kirk's
mind, overwhelming the momentary plezsure that the apparent concern gave him,
and he spoke sharply.

"Tour behaviour since you rejoined the landing party has been... unusual,
ag if something is worrying you. In the transporter room you locked at Mr. Kyle
as 1f you were angry at something, although you said nothings you visited the
bridge, for no apparent reason other than to check if Mr. Scott was doing his
Job properlys also... Captain, you camnot have forgotten that I bumped into
you. When you left me after it, your leg was clearly paining you."

ihat wag Spock playing at? Was he trying to manoceuver Kirk into a sit-
uation where he could get McCoy to declare ths Captain unfit for duty on the
grounds of a failing memory? Spock had him either way, if he committed himself
to an answers if he admitted to remewbering something that had never happened,
Spock would accuse him of imagining thingss if he insisted that it had never
heppaned — and it had - or even if Spock continued to insist that it had - he
could be accused of forgetfulness. Either way, whether he said yes o no...

"Mr. Spock, awre you trying to get me declared unfit for duty?™ He no
longer even thought of {trusting the Vuleuns +the momentary urge to do 'so swamped
by the fear of betrayal that had irhibited his Felationship with others ever
since Gary Mitchell had deliberately left him to die. Only sheer chance had
saved him, nct the action of anyone who cared for him...

"No, Captain, but the fact that you think I am confirms my belief that you
should see Dr. McCoy.M"
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Mol Tt was an instinctive, almost poanicky negation. MeCoy could have
him declared unfit for duty... unfit for command...

"Captain, I do have the right o insist... and so doces Dr. McCoy." Spock's
voice was colder now, almost as icily formal as usual, the concern gone, and
the change, the reversion to normal, sent o cold shiver up Kirk's back.

“iir. Spock, I assure you I am perfectly all right." In self-defence, his
own voice automatlcally resumed the habitual cold fermality that had so succesgs-
fully kept everyone at orm's length and gave him the 1llusion that his loneli-
ness and apariness were completely voluntary.

Almost, Spock seemed to flinch. His face set in a mask even more than
customarily expressionless, he said, "Sir, I insist that you see Dr. McCoy,
under Starfleet Regulations, paragraph - "

"You always did want my job, didn't you, Commznder?" Kirk broke in bitterly.
YDo you see this as your chance?!

Without walting for a reply, he marched from the cabin, and hesded for
sickbay, sick at heart. For a few moments he had dared to hope that Spock did,
after all, like hims for a few moments he had dared to hope that he need no
longer be so utterly, hurtingly, alone. And now Spock had siammed in hig face
the door that he had apperently opened, leaving Kirk with nothing but the
bitterness of a renewed betrayal. Spock followed him silently.

HeCoy's examination was thoroughs at the end of it, he glaonced from one
man to the other. "You're perfectly fit, Jim - I can't think what's got intd.
Spock.M

Jim??? Kirk's original bewilderment welled up again., No-one had called
him '"Jim' since... since Gary Mitchell.
i

"I am, of course, gratified to know that, sir," Spock said formally.

"Wery well, Mr. Spock." Spock at least hed returned to normal..., bui
what had got into McCoy?

Kirk returned to his cabin. He wos feeling hungry now, but he couldn't
face the crew. Not after the cheerful, casual, "Evening, Captain," from the
lowly ensign he passed on the way. ihat was making them all bhehave like that?
He couldn't be going mad: McCoy would have know. Unless...

Was he golng mad? Had MeCoy lied to Iull him into a false sense of
security?

He sonk into his chalr, rewembering the report, and studied it azain. It
was definitely his - and yet not his.

After a time, bhe put it down, ond moved wearily to his bed. As he did so,
for the first {ime he consciously saw the carving standing on the shelf by
his desk.

FUERE HAD THAT COME FROM?

Trembling, he reached for it and studied it cerefully. It was his - he
couldn't mistake it, for it had been fashioned specizlly for him by that wood—
carver on Rigel... but he hed given it to Sam for a wedding present, and not
even he knew where Sam was now. No-one on the ship even knew that he had a
brother... so how had it got back here???

He sat down agoin, and began to consider Tacts.

First, Spook's initial attitude. Although it hadn't lasted, it had been
friendly to stort with. Secondly, the orew's attitude. Relaxed, disciplined
in spite of it. Thirdly, McCcy's behaviour, informal without taking adventage.
Fourthly, that report, subtly altered., And finally, the carving that shouldn't
have been here but was.

He remembered the dizziness he had suffered down on the planet. Had some—
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thing happened then that caused these changes? Thers was only one way to find
out. He must go back with the landing party tomorrow, and see if he could dige
cover anything. He felt a momentary urge to confide in McCoy, remembering the
surgeon's attitude, or even Spock, remcmbering the Vulcan's seeming concern,
but fear of ridicule killed it. For if something had happened to him, why was
it manifesting itself in uncharacteristic behavicur from everyone else?

Next morning, Spock was quietly, but not coldly, formel when Kirk joined
the landing party. The Captain was half sxpecting Spock to give some indication
that this was unexpected, but the Vulcan seemed to accept it as perfectly ususl.
Kirk added 2 sixth item to the list of his puzzles. '

Once on the surface Kirk did not delay but headed straight for the cave,
the scientists at his heels. Behind him as he went, he heard the transporter
hum ag it anrounced the arrivel of the next group.

Kirk headed in the general direction of the machine he had been examining
the previous day, wishing as he went that he had paid a little more attention
to his surroundingss; yesterday bhe hed simply wendered off, more to pass the
time than because he was really intereosted, not really watching where he was
goings the cold, distent, polidte formality of the scientists he had approached
had disturbed him even more than usual. He had felt so desperatsly unhappy
that he had had to get away from everyone and their subtly insinuated dislike.
At heart he knew that they werc only reflecting his own attitude... but he was
afraid, terrified, of trusting agoin and being betrayed again,

Now he had to try to find o machine whose site he had never actually
known. Soon he realised that he had lost his way in the meze of passages. A
momentary panic threstened hims he forced it down, and moved steadily back
the way he had come, following his own footprints in the dust.

Spock was still trying to meke scnse out of the Captain's strange behaviour.
From the way Kirk had gone with the first group of the landing party, the Vulcan
suspected that he was not yet forgiven for insisting on a medical examination
for the Captain. Spock gave no open indication of trouble, however, despite his
immer hurt. Kirk had gone off on his own again, too - 2 bad sign in the nor—
mally gregariocus Captain. On any other day Spock would have followed, seeking
to help, but on this day he decided to wait.

He moved towards a fresh machine and begen to +take readings. He was
interrupted by a fremendous explosion, sent staggering by the force of the
blasgt.

What had happened? He stumbled forward, choking and coughing in the dust-
filled air, Within moments he had encountered the first of the scientists,
three of them helping a fourth, who wag linping badly.

"What happened?" Spock asked.

"We don't kunow, Mr. Spock. The explosion was beyond ug - in the area we
haven't checked yet, near where the Capiain was yesterday."

A1l right. Get outside arnd contsct the ship. Tell them what happened
and to send down 2 medical team and 2 firefighting squad in environment suits.t

"es, Mr. Spock." The four men moved on. The Vulcan haaded further into
the dusty depths of the cavern.

He saw no-cne else, and could only hope that everyone had been able to
reach the open air. For himself, he had to find out - if he could -~ what had
happened. Flickering flames attractad his zttentions he headed for them.

Then in the dusty haze he saw Kirk, lying pinned down by a long thick bar

of metal. The Captain lay staring fixedly at the flames as they licked closer
and closer to him.
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"Jim!I"  All Kirk's strange behaviour was forgotten. He hadn't thought of
the Captain coming back here, where he had been exploring yesterday; he had
automatically assumed that Kirk would have gone to another part of the cave.
Now, realising his mistake, he hurried forward.

The Captain turned his head to look towards the voice. There was naked
terror in his eyes, a desperate pleading, but he said nothing.  Heididn't want
to die like this, but he was even more afraid of asking for help and being
refused. If he died here, Spock would gain the Captaincy. The Vulcan must
know that. :

Spock checked the metal bar carefully, noting where it was Jjammed. Lever~
age would free it... He caught the end of it furthest from Kirk, ignoring the
pain as the heated metal burned him.

It gave suddenly,.and he gstaggered back. Xirk scrambled to his Ffset as
the Vulecan regained his balance.

"This way!" Spock led the way unerringly. They had not gone far when
they met the sulted figures carrying fire extinguishers. Spock paused long
enough to give them directions, thet continued on his way to the exit, Kirk at
his heels.

Only McCoy was walting for themw, Jjust ouiside the doorway. He took one
look at the browm scorch mark on Kirk's shirt, and asked, "What happened?!

Almost reluctantly, Spock told him, once it became clear that Xirk
intended saying nothing.

"Let's get up to the ship," McCoy said. "I'11 check you both there.!

Spock hesitated for a moment. "The men?!

"1l safoly out." MNcCoy openad his communicatozr.

Kirk was very quiet as they made their way to sickbay. He was still
stunned by the fact that Spock had sacrificed his chance of promotion in order
to save him. It gave him a strange feeling of... warmth? +that somcone should
do something for him... unlike Gary Mitchell, who had been his closest friend,
yet who had deserted him, leaving him to die. Spock had burned his hands, too,
doing it. He should say something... but what do you say to a man who does
not like you but has just saved your life?

"Thank you, Hr. Spock," he began. He hesitated, then with an effort went
on. "Hould you tell me something?"

T T can.”

"Why did you do it? I know you don't like me, and if I'd died you would
have become Captaile.. "

Both men stared blankly at hims +then Spock said quietly, "Who are you?"
Miho - M

"Wou are not Captain Kirk," Unconsciously, he was schoing his counter—
part's words., Kirk secmed to stiffen as Spock continued, "You resemble him
closely, and you have acted your part well cnough, even although some of your
behsviour during the last twenty four hours hag not been characterisiic. How-
ever, you have now made one major mistake."

"Jhat do you mean?"
"You just claimed that I dislike you."
"en't you?! The gquestion was bitter.

Hig hearers both caught the bitterness, and glanced at each other as
Kirk went on. "I know no-one likes me!"
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"Our Captain would never say that," Spock cut in quietly. "Our Captain
knows that we are his friends. So I ask you again - who are you?"

"I'm Captain James T. Kirk," he insisted. "You know that. I've bheen
Captain of the fnterprise for nearly two yecars now, and - "

"That's wrong!" McCoy stopped him. "Captain Kirk has commanded the
Enterprise for nearly three ycars -~ "

"Wait, Doctor," Spock interrupted. "He could be telling the truth."

Both Kirk and McCoy stared at the Vulcan for & moment, then McCoy -
exclaimed, "Yes, of course! An inter-universe exchange!™

Kirk looked at him. "A what?!

"There are many alternative universes," Spock cxplained quietly. '"These
are all comexisting. Occasionally, however, something gocs wrong, and a man
in one universe changes places with his counterpart in another. It would
appear that such an oxchange has occurred in this instance. You are here - and
our Captain is in your universe, wherever that is."

Kirk was silent for a moment as he +ried to assimilste the information.
Then he nodded. "Yes," he said slowly. "It would explain... certain
anomaliecs. M

"Have you any idea of when the exchange might have happencd?! Spock
asked.

"Yesterday ~ in the cave - I felt dizzy. It was after that that cvery-
thing seemeds:i. different.!

"Ther we must return to the cave, if we are to attempt to restore the
proper balance.!

"Fait - " said Kirk, "Must we?"
"I am afraid I do not quite understand, Captain."
T would like... +to remain here.!

"Captain," Spock said quietly, "we want our Jim Kirk back. And you - why
are you unwilling to return to the world you know?"

"Here... hore, you're all fricndly. In my own world, no-onc likes me.
No-one in my world would have tried to save me, back there." His eyes were
Tixed on Spock's hands. "My Spock... does not even respect me. He obeys me
because I am his Captain - nothing else.M

"Are you sure of that?" McCoy asked. "Thig isn't the Pirsttime we've
encountered another universe; the last time - it was a cruel, vicious, blood—
thirsty universe where treachery was normsl - and that Spock, alone of all the
men on his Enterprise, was loyal to Kirk."

For @ moment Kirk remained silent,; thinking. "I..,. +hink I'm sure., He
has never given me reason to believe that he does other than despise me. McCoy,
too. They're in league to have me declared unfit for duty so thatb Spock can
become the Captain.!

"I cammot believe," Spock said slowly, "that any Spock would prefer
Captaincy to his scientific duties, or would be anything less than coupletely
loyal to his commanding officer.!

"I know of Vulcen loyalty," Kirk replied. "But... I seem to be incapable
of inspiring personal loyalty." There was renewed bitterness in his voice.

"Don't you trust your Spock?" McCoy asked, in wonder.

The pain, suppressed so long, surged against Xirk's defencez. "In my
universe... I don't trust anyone. I daren't. I couldn't bear... having my
trust betrayed again. Herc... I believe that I could trust you two, at
leagt .M
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Spock and licCoy looked at eaeh other once meore. Then ¥McCoy said gently,
"Bacause one man let you down, it doesn't wmean that everyone will. M

hnguish showed on Kirk's face. "Do you think I haven't told myself that?
But I can't help it, Doctor. Because it's been proved to me, over and over,
that no-one will do anything for me. No-one likes me enough."

"Lack of trust causes lack of trust," Spock said. M"If you truly believe
that no-one - "

"I trusted Mitchell implicitly, and he left we to die!" Kirk broke in.

"Mitchell," Spock asked. "“Gary Mitchsllf"

"YGS _H'

"itchell... In this universe, Mitchell had a strongly selflish streaks
hunger for power that eventually showed itself," Spock said. "He was trust-
worthy - up to a point. But in the end, he would heve betrayed the Captailn,
the Enterprise, the Federation itself, to gain the power he craved. Yet 1t was
not his fault. The energy barrier at the edge of the Galaxy changed him.- "’

4]

"Energy barrier? Changed him? Not in wy universe."
Mihat did happen in your universe?" McCoy asked gentiy.

For = moment, they thought he wasn't going to answer. Then Kirk said
slowly, "We were on Dimorug... "

He hadn't thought, consciocusly thought, of the incident for years.

As senior lieutenant, he had been in command of the landing party. Sensor
reperts had shown no signs of esdvanced life formss; incipient intelligence only
had been detected. St1xl, the presence of a developing sentient species had
dictated cautiony the Prime Directive was currently belng very strongly
enforced gince a recent unfortunate incident where a pre-saplent race had shown
signs of contamination after an unwary contact some years previously by a
ship's surgeon, who had helped an injured individual, bslieving the being
unintelligent enough t¢ forget gquickly. However, the next survey ship that
passed reported the setting up of an extensive religion baged on misunderstood
healing techniques. It had to be due to the unfortunate doctor's action; and
nothing could he done about it without worse interference.

Kirk's landing party, therefore, knew it had te act with caution. He was
Joined by two scientists, two securiiy guards, and he had teken Mitchell along
as well.

At first everything went well. Several times they saw native crestures
and hid; sensors indicaded the presence nearby of the near-intslligent life
forms, but they had no clue as to which of several species it might be. Under
the circumstances, Kirk preferred to take no chances.

The survey nearsd completions suddenly there was a shrill whistling
sound, a hiss, and a scientist fell, clutching at a small dart eswbedded in his
throat.

"Take cover!" Kirk snapped. As his men scrambled for the dublous shelter
of some rocks, he ran to the fallen scientist. There was nothing he could do.
The man was alresdy dead. Kirk snaitched up the tricorder and turned for
sheiter.

Only the abrupiness of his movement saved hims the dart intended for his
throat hit his skoulder. Fire shot through him. He staggered, still trying to
head for the rocks, sensation rapidly lecving his limbs.

Then he saw Mitchell, looking out from shelter.
MGary!" he gasped, fully expscting his friend to come to his aid.

For answer, Mitchell flicked open his communicator. "Mitchell fto Farragui
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—~ four to beam up." Ag Kirk collapsed, he saw his friend's body breaking into
o shigner of light. The last thing he was aware of wag the triunph on Mitchell's
face. Kirk lay, paralysed, now completely numb, the physical pain only a ialclilo Ny
- but the mental pain was growing, strengthening, as he considered how Mitchell
- Gary Mitehell, his filend, his closest friend - had not only deserted him but
had done so deliberately, knowing that as next senior officer he would now gain
a more important position on the Farragut. Kirk's mind seemed more than usually
active as he lays he remembersd things, little things that of themselves had
meant nothing, but cumulatively... and he realised that Miitchell had never been
his friend. He had pretended friendship so well that Kirk had been completely
focleds Dut Hitchell had only been using him, using a friendship with someone

. of more senilority in order to advance his own cabreer. And now Mitchell clearly
felt he didn't need Kirk sny longeT...

There was a patter of feet and 2 body moved into his line of vision.
Vaguely rat-like, it moved in a soemi-erect position, one paw clutching a dart
ready to throw. It was followed by others. & hunting pack... and he, and the
dead scientist, were clearly their intended meal.

The first one was close encugh now to touch him. It bi%t at his arm. He
fell no pain, but then watched with a horrified fascination as blood ran from
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his arm and the creature chewed on the pilece of flesh it had bitten from him.
The others moved closer. He tried to cry out, to frighten them away, but found
himself wnable to uiter a sound. He couldn't even close his eyes, and knew
that he would have to watch these little horrers eating him alive...

4 hersh squavwking noise sent the rat creatures seattering for cover, utter-
ing shriil squesks clearly identifiable as fear, as a shadow covered the sun.
There was a flapping sound ag something settled on the ground nearby. Kirk
tried desperately to 1ift his head, 1o look, 10 see what was happening, what
had come now, but he couldn't move...

He regained consciousness in zickbay, still paralysed. It ook several
days for the paralysis to wear off. He learned afterwards that only his bleed-
ing arm hed saved him from being declared desd... ard only the Caplain's fear
that leaving two bodies and thelr equipment might sowmchow cause 2 breach of the
Prime Directive had caused him to retrieve both s soon as the sensors showed
thet the semi~intelligent rodents had moved away.

Mitchell came to see him cnece, probobly hoping that he could fool him
againg but Kirk remembered the look on Mitchell's face only too well. He
greeted the man coldly, and the other, realising that he had betrayed himself
ag well as Kirk, did noi press the point. He had transferred away soon after.

But the domage had been done. Kirk had never been sble to frust anyone
on a persgonal level azain., He had learned only too well how eazily he could be
focled by & clever, unscrupulous, ambitious mon...

Lis his voice ceased, Kirk remained staring vacantly inito space, his face
showing clearly the horror that he was re-living. Spock and McCoy zglanced at
each other, the same thought uppermost in both their minds.

They wanted Jim ¥irk =~ their Jam Kirk -~ back. But somehow, could they help
this Kirk... lonely, unhappy, tortured by a horrible memory as he was. Spock
realised the terrible loneliness, for thathed been a facet of his own existence
for almost all his life, but McCoy knew from personal experience the pain of a
betrayed trust... zremembering a period, now long past, when he had been afraid
to trust again...

And yet, how could they help hin? Jere wordg would never serve o over-
come such a ferrible disillusiomments actions were what was needed... and
their actions would only, at best, persuade him to trust them -~ not their
countasrparis. And... would their anxiety to get their own Kirk back utteriy
destroy whatever slim chance this Kirk had of lesrning to trust again?

* R OX A KN X ¥

The three men studied the machine carefully.

"It appears tc be completely inert, sir," Spock said. '"You are certain -
that this was the one - 7V

"Quite certain, Mr. Spock." Kirk locked at it conslderingly. YThe one
major difference is that in my wniverse it looked as if it was working. The
screen — " he pointed " - had moving patterns of light and shadow. Faint -
very faint - but it looked as if it was still working."

"Whereas this one appears inoperable. Interesting.!" Spock pressed a
switch. It remained unmoving.

"I can't help thinking," Kirk said, "that it's the one in my universe that
was responsible for the transfer. If so, I'1l have to depend on them realis—
ing what's happened and trying to get me back.!

Tt

"Lre they likely to rcalise?" McCoy asked.

"T think so. Last time... Spock knew right sway. Certainly the differ—
enced between the universes were more marked on that occasion, but Spock knows
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me better than anyone else in the universe. It might take him an hour or two
~ but he'll know. hnd he'll do something about it."

His companions looked at each other. "It would be very pleasant... if
our Captain trusted us as you do your Spock and McCoy," Spock said quietly.

"Perhaps you can help him," Kirk suggested. "You don't dislike him?"
"o ~ he just won't let us -~ or anyone - like him," McCoy replicd.
"You respect him as a Captain?!

"He goes a lot by the book, but yes -~ he's competent,'" Spock answered.

"Then let him see that. Seek him out ~ be friendly. Never mind if he
brushes you off at first. BSomething must have made him untrusting - you have
to convince him that whatever it was doesn't apply to you, even if it's by
letting him trample all over your feelings. That's not easy for you, I know -
but if you can perscverc... I think you'll find it's worth it."

"If he does come back - we'll try," McCoy promised.

They turned back to the machine again. Kirk poked at the control switches
1d1ly .

"looki!

Kirk and Spock raised their eyes from the panel. WcCoy was staring at
the screen.

Plickering shadows moved on it. Remembering his previous actions, Kirk
leaned forwards he raised his hand to press down on the switches, then paused.

"If this works, and we exchange again... good luck, gentlemen." Firmly,
he leaned on the bhoard.

He staggered dizzilys hands caught him, steadying him. He took a deep
breath, and locked up into two concerned faces. The expressions were suffic-
lently different to tell him all he needed to know.

"hank you, gentlemen. It's good o be home.!

"Welocome home, Jim," McCoy replied warmly. Spock said nothing - but his
eyes were welcoming, and Kirk felt rcnewed sympathy for his lonely counterpart
who had for so long denied himself the warmth that he could have been given by
his own Spock. He would never know, of course... but he hoped that somehow
that other Spock would find the sirength to teach his Kirk how to trust him.

"It's good to be back," he said again.

E I B

Something was wrong! XKirk stared round the empiy blackness with = whime
pering terror, desperately trying to see - something, anything! The transfer
had begun to work... but it had only partially worked. He was no longer in
the alternate universe, but he had not returned to his own universe either.
Why had he listened to the other Spock and McCoy? The trust he had begun to
feel for them faded into oblivion. He had been safe there... but he had
risked this because they had scemed so sure... the pain of betrayal, the
worst of which he had held at bay for so many years by rejeciing all emotional
involvement, surged over him afresh and he caught his breath in a harsh sob as
he fought to control panic.

Wos his counterpart also caught in this linbo of nothingness? He called
out, desperate for Humen contact for the first time for almost longer than he
cared to remember.

"Is anyone there?™
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There was no angwel.

Spock and McCoy had watched with resignation as the Jim Kirk who wag so
different ‘o their own £lickered out of gight, tc¢ be replaced = moment later
by his double. Spock took a step forward, meaning to utter some words of
welcome - he wasn't sure what - but then stopped. Kirk, leaning against the
conscle, stared round blindly, terror on his face.

"Captain?"

But the Captain clearly didn't hear - or see - them., His breathing was
harsh, uneven.

"Ha's almost crying," MeCoy whispered. "Spock -~ what's happensd?"
"The transfer may have left him disorientated.t

"Moot this disorientated, surcely," McCoy protested. "He's not aware of
anything."

"Is anyone there?!" The desperation in Kirk's voice made both men shiver.

"ileCoy and I arc both here, =ir," Spock replicd. There was neo change in
Kirk's tense attitude.

"He doesn't hear you," McCoy said,

Spock nodded. "I suspect that he may be trapped inside his own mind,"
he said.

"He sounds S0... lonely.”

"He probably is," Spock replied, almost sadly. "I can understand, Leonards
I wasg lonely as a child, becouse I was different and the Vulcan boys would not
aceept me. I can understand what 1t is to have no friends.”

"But it's his own faults he's alweys held cveryone at arm's length.!

"Since meeting that other Kirk... I £ind myself wondering why. You seem
to be much the same in both wuniverses, frowm what Jim Kirk saids I seem to be
much the same. So why should he be different?" Spock was looking straight at
Xirk. The Cedtaln was showing increased terror, and Spock realised that unless
they could do something gquickly, Kirk might go mad from the sheer sensory
deprivation of psychological blankness.

McCoy realised it too. M"Can you do anything to reach him, Spock? Would
that wind meld you showed me get through to him?"

Spock hesitated. "It might. It is unethical %o link with someone withe
out their consent -~ "

"He isn't in a state to comsent! If he was, it wouldn't be necegsary!!

"I know. I must fry it, ethical or not. Leonard, if it does not work -
If T am trapped in the lebyrinth of his mind - you will know by my very silence
and my actions, which will parallel his., If it happens, pull me away from hims
hit me until I regain my senses."

McCoy nodded., "I'1l do that.!

Spock took a deep breath. Then he tock the single step that carried him
to Kirk's side, his hands reaching up to Kirk's face.

Kirk stood motionless, staring into the darkness, his eyes straining to
se¢, his ears to hear. Somewhere far away was a soft whispering murmur, like
the sound of branches rustling in the wind or the distant friction of breakers
rushing up a sandy beach. The sound, faint though it was, gave sufficient
reality to the situation to calm him slightly.
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He remained silent now. If he did share this limbo with anyone, they had
not enswered his oalls he would not give them the satisfaction of hearing him
ask again.

Somewhere there must be & way of e¢scape... but where? Now that tho first
shock was over, he could think morc rationally. The Spock and McCoy of the
alternate universe could not know of his predicament unless their own Kirk also
had not returned; he could not depend on their help. His own Spock and HcCoy?
Any of his own crew? Did they even know of the exchange? If they did, did
they know of %he attempt to change vack again? But how could they help him
anyway? Would they even want to? Long ago he had made it so clear, so
horribly clear to everyone that he couldn't trust their offered friendship...
until they had withdrawn the offer. He knew now, too, that he had wanted to
accopt it, could have accepted 1t if they had somehow managed to overlook his
attitule until he had stopped being afraid of them. The thought caused the
suffocoting waves of loneliness to wash over him even deeper, intensifying
the desolation that had been his consgtant companion since Dimorus.

What was that?

A faint light was shining in the darkness. He reached out towards it,
and touched scmething solid.

"Captain... "

"Mr. Spock?!

"Yeg, Captain.”
"Bute.. Dbut how... ?"

L hand gripped Kirk's firmly. "There will be time for explanations later.
Thig way, Captain.! The voice was very gentle. "Trust me, Captain.”

Trust... Could he? He could at least try.

Tt was o long, dark twisting tunnel and Kirk could see only the faint
light o3 he was led along it. But he followed without hesitation, finding i%
sursrisingly easy to trust. Someone - Spock - had actually come to look for
him, and he was carried along on the reassurance of that thought.

The light was brighter in front of thems; suddenly Kirk found himself
out of the blackness, standing in dim light in front of a machine... and
Spock was holding his hand, and McCoy wag standing there too, grinning like
an idiect in unconcealed relief.

Kirk looked from one to the other as Spock released his grip. "ihat
happened ! '

"You know you transferred into snother universe, sir?"
"Weg, Mr. Spock - and I got lost coming back.”

"Not exactly lost, sir. Your body returned - but your mind retreated
into itself, possibly because you were unwilling to leave the other universe."

"How do you know that?t"

"There is a Vulcen technigue - Captain. T was able tc form a telepathic
link with your mind, t¢ lead you back to consclousness. T... rTead several

things there, Captain, that among them. I was not attempting to spy on your
thoughts, sir, and what I learned... will not be divulged to anyone."
"He had to do it, sir," McCoy put in. "Otherwise you'd have gone mad,"
¥irk was silent for & moment as he thought ebout it. Then -~
"lhat was.s. he... like?" He had to ask,

"He was the man you could be, Captain — if you could bring yourself to »
trust us," Spock replied honestly.
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Remembering, Kirk looked down at Spock's hands. "Was there an cxplosion
heret"

"Yos. Your counterpart burned his hands to zave me."

Kirk's face twisted slightly, and with sudden insight Spock knew what must
be said. "I was grateful... Dbut even so, you are my Captain, and I am glad
thatwyou have returnsd.!

Kirk looked straight at hims Spock met his Capizin's eyes directly,
allowing the respect he felt for the other Kirk to show clearly. 4s he had
hoped, Kirk intcrpreted the expression as going with the words. 4 tentative
smile appoared on the Captain's face.

Both men relaxed. There was still a long way to go, and they could guess
that Kirk would need constant reassurance to overcome his uncertainty, esp-
ecially a2t first. But perhaps the way would not be as difficult as they had
feared, for Kirk was clearly willing to mecet them halfway.

Kirk himself knew that it would not be easys the demon of self-doubt
would =till plague him at times, and would have to be overcomes but for the
mcrient, he felt a peace he had not kanown for many years.

Content, strangely happy, he said, "Let's get back to the ship, gentlemern.
There are some chenges I want to make... "
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