ENTERPRISE

INCIDENTS

a STAR TREK 3
fanzine



ENTERPRIBE INCIDENTS 3
stories and poems by

Lorraine Goodison

Frison Planet

Fight

Failbag Blues

otarship Destiny

Hission $0 o Contrary Plenot

g

L Lo DN
PO I e

Lrtwork Roo - Pll, 14 _
Virginia Lee Smith - P26, 29, 41, 43

A& Scdlpress publication

Bditor - Sheila Clark

sssigtent editor — Valeric Piacontini

Typing - Sheila Clark

Proofroading - Valorie Piacontini

Printing - Jenct Querton (and Jomes T,)

Colloting - Frances Abernethy, Lorraine Goodison, Cory King, Hilde YcCabe,
Allison Rooncy

Scolpress — Shella Clark, Valerie Fiscentini, Janct Quarton.

m

Enterprisc Incildents 3, price £1.15 inside the U.X., ie .ut cut Ly Scofpress
end is availoble from

Sheila Clerk

¢ Craigmill Cottages
Strathmosztine

by Dundes

Scotland.

Foreign rates — U.S.h. =~ $6.00 (£2.60) airmsily Australia, £2,75 airmails
Zurope and all countries surface, £1.75 (U.S.h. $4.00)

(2) ScoTpress February 1981 300 covics.

A1l rights are reserved to the writer and artists. Lnyone wishing to reprint
any of the material herein is asked to obtain pommicsion in writing first., It
is understocd that this applies onto to original materinl herein, ond that no
attempt is made to supercede any rights held by Parsmount, MBC, BBC or sny
other holders of copyright in STAR TEEK materisl.




Hello, everyone, and welcome 1o Enterprise Incidents 3 — +the first new zine put
out by Scolpress.

Janct, Valerie and I have one advantage over any other independent group - since
we've already becn putting out zines for STAG for over five years, cveryone knows
wnat sort of zine to expect from usy we hope to combinue putting out the sort
of zine that it seems most people enjoy.

hs most of you know, the first two lssues of Interprise Incidents consisted of
gtories written by me, and originally we did consider that it was 'my' title:
however, when Lorraine ceme up with enough stories to f£ill a zine {and in fact,
I have enough of her stories for another issue) we decided %o use the Enterprise
Incidents title for any zine put out by ScoTpress in which the contents were all
written by the seme person.

Ve plan to have o genzine out in April os well as a novella: I have all the
material for it. Bedlpress will be putting out two different genziness one very
similar in type to Log Entries, and the other including material of s more adult
or controversial nature, although we do not intend producing e zine which would
reguire to be age-rated. Frequency of this zine will of course depend on the
material received.

Llthough we do have material for at least three zines, we are looking for more.
He need stories, and we nesd poetry. Some general artwork wouldn't go amiss
either. We can put out zines without much artiwork -~ and have - bub there's no
denying some good artwork really does sebt off & story. Stories should be about
the Enterprise crew and in character for Gene Roddenmberry's universe, They can
be series orientated or movie orientated, and can also be alterncate universe.

But enough of me. Lorraine's stories lie before you. I hope you enjoy them os
mach as I did.

December 1980
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PRISON PLANET

somewhere high in the purple-leaved trees an unseen bird trilled and carolled
its song to the lilac sky. The bronze~skinned boy at the foot of the trees smiled
as he listened for a brief moment before moving silently on through the thick
forest. The bird-song receded into the background as he concentrated all his
senses on the task of hunting his family's meal. Since his father's death he had
been the sole hunter in his small family group, end he lmew he could not afford o
go vack to the village withoult some kind of meat. A t'chaca, the long-necked leaf-
eater, would be good, or even a fat shoosne - with some of i%s eggs - would be a
£i1lling meal.

The boy came to the edge of a clearing and crouched low in the bushes, ready-
ing his bow. He merged into the purple-black shadows, stili as the stones litter—
ing the forest floor. He could hear animals moving around him, but kept his eyes
on the clearing. Sooner or later, an animal would move across that open space,
and then he would fire.

Long mimutes passed...then the boy blinked, rubbing his eyes in faint
astonishment.

There in the clearing was a shape - no, seven shapes ~ seven vague, sparkling
shapes becoming more solid every socond. IHven as he watched, the shapes changed
from transparent to ovague figures dressed in bright reds, blues and gold. The
figures stood still for a socond, then slowly moved as if coming to life. One of
thewm spoke, and the boy nearly jumped up in his surprise.

He could understand them! He listened in wonder, trying to gucss what some
of the stranger words meant, then, as one of the men moved towards his hiding place,
he back-~tracked and ran fleet as a narcg from the clearing. He made no sound in
hig flight; and doubted if the strangers had seen him, but he could not take the
chancc. He must reach the village and warn Hanathe before it was too late.

Back in the clearing, totally unawars of the youth's departure, Captain James
©, Kirk surveyed the surrounding vegetation with acute amazement. He listened with
half an ear to Spock's report on atmosphere, gravity and life readings, his mind
firxed on the amazing fact that in a region frequented by space vossels, thig plane®
had not been found till now.

The BEnterprise had come on it quite suddenly without warning, & lush purple
planct hanging like a jewel in space where no planet should be. 4 landing party
+ had beoamed down, and now here they were, the first Humens - and Vulean - to sct
foot on this undiscovered paradisc.

Kirk felt tho familiar excitement rising in him cven as he stood. There was
somcthing wonderful about discovering o new planet, something uniques an emotion
he had first felt whon still & child drseming of exploring tho stars. BEach discov—
cry wos new and exciting - it sont the adrenalin racing through his blood. 4 now
world... Of coursc, he himself hadn't rcally been nceded on this first exploration,
but if you couldn't order yoursclf a 1little shore leave, what could you do? - -
Captoin's privilege, after all...

"Readings indicato a small sottlement 2.06 kilometers from here, Captain,™
said Spock, studying the readout on his tricorder. Xirk nodded and savoured the
poace about them. He wondercd if Spock felt the same way when First setting foot
on a now planst. Impossible to tell, of course, for the Vulcan rovealed nothing,
but XKirk had a feeling that somowh\rﬁ under that enquiring, scicentific oxterior
some vory Humen emotions weore appreciating the pesce as much as ho was.

Los% in day-dreams, the Captain suddenly realised his First Officer was
watehing him closely, his cxpression onc of infinite paticnce, and the look a
sclontigt might have when obsmerving the antics of a creature he was studying.
Kirk clcared his throat hastily, rubbing his hands togother and trying to look as
if he'd been contemplating a matter of great urgency.

"Yes, woll ~ uh...did you say a sottlement, Mr. Spock?!
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Spock could not guite conceal the look of satisfaction which momentarily
crossed his faces He raised an eyebrow slightly.

"Affirmative, Captain. It seems fairly primitive, well-populated...and it
ig 2.06 kilometers away.”

"Good," said Kirk briskly. He rubbed his hands agein ~ all the time wonder-
ing why - and looked at Spock. "Right, we'd better head in that dirsction. Call
the others back, will you?

Spock complied, and alwmost at once the five crewmembers - a blologist, three
security men snd a geologist — emerged from the red undergrowth.

"Lending party ready, sir.”

Kirk forced his thoughts bhack to the real reason they were here. Shore
leave, herc I come... He began to speak, and was interrupted by his communicator
blecping. Automatically he took it out and raised the grid. "Kirk here."

His rclaxed mood shattered instantly as Soc3t's alarmed voice shattered the
peace. "Captain, this is Scott! Something is seriously wrong with the Enter-
prise — all systems are overloading! The engines are goin' haywire! Tf it
dozsn't cven out, she'll explodelM

"Scotty, what's happening? Explain!!

he sound of a large cxplosion blasted his eardrums, @ women's soream mixing
with the shouts and moans accompanying the afterblast. Scott's voice cutb in
again, real penlc in his words.

"Pagt o' the main computer bank has just blown up! & fire started in the
cargo lovels, but we canna get to it now! Sir, power levels are dropping fast!
We've only a few minutos leftiM

A cold calm came over Kirk as he listened to the nightmare words. "Get out
of thers, Scotty. Begin Imergency Evacuation Procodure at once."

"iye, sir. I'1l stay =V

"o you won't, Mr. Scott!" snapped Kirk, guessing his engineer's thoughts.
"The ship's had it, and she's not blowing up with you on her! Get down to the
emergency trangporters. That's an order!

A weve of static drowned Scott's reply. Kirk switched off the communicator
reluctantly and looked up to the distant spot in the sky where his ship orbited...

Scott looked up from the silent chair-com and met Sulu's oyes. "You heard
him, Mr. Sulu - initiate Bmergency Lvacusation.”

The helmsman pressed the emergency slarm that would operate cven when the
computer had failed, and nodded to the engineer. "Initiated, sir."

"Phen let's got the hell oot o' here! You too, Uhural

They fled down the emorgency stairs, flames and smoke rising to meet then.
Crewmembers ran swiftly but in orderly fashion towards the 100-pcersonnel trans-
porters which would carry them to the planet below. Scott ignored them, searching
the faces for his best friond.

They ran into McCoy on Deck 7, stubbornly going the wrong way. Scott seized
his arm while Sulu and Uhurs raced on. "Where are you goin', man?"

"Sickbay! There arve patients therc! They need my help..." The Doctor
pulled vainly agesinst his friend's greater strength as the cmergency lights
flickered and failed. Orange flames replaced their cold light.

"ihink, ye fool! Sickbay's on fire - they haven't a chance. They're dead,
end sc arc you if you go back! Come on!M

Self-preservation replaced self-sacrifice, and McCoy reluctantly followed
Boott,
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They tumbled into the room os the ship shook under another explosion. Sulu
was at the controls. He glanced desperaitcly at Scott. "Almost all the power's
gone! T don't know if we have cnough - "

"Get over!M yelled Scott, pushing the helmsmen onto the platform. He ripped
off the cover to the console's inner workings and prayed as he crosssd some conn-
ections fo try ond conjure up more power. He frontically set the controls, hurry-
ing to join the others.

Goodbye, my beauty, he thought as the process began.

With little time to set co-ordinates, the fleeing crew had had to beam down
randomly, but luckily wmost groups hed arrived fairiy close to the originail landing
party's position, and senior officers were already counting heads as the last
grovp beamed down.

Kirk and Scott locked gazes as the tingling died away, and as one they looked
up %o where the dying ship still circled the planet in a failing orbit. The end
cane quickly — an abrupt white~hot glow far up in the viclet atmospherc...and she
vas gons., Thers would be no more last-minute roscues from the Enfterprise. 4
shallow moan rose from the dazod survivors,

Seotty felt unashamned tears prick his eyes, and saw that his Captain Telt
the same sorrow. Kirk placed a hand on his shoulder. "“She was o good ship,
Scotty.t

"hye, sir - tho best."
¥eCoy silently joined them. "Sorry, Jim...Scotty."

Kirk turned to face his friend. "Don't worry, Bones, we'll survive.'" His
eyes met Spock's over MeCoy's shoulder, and the empathy betwesn then communicated
their feelings. The secomds stretched into minutes, and then Spock abruptly
broke the contact. He turned to Uhura, whe - like most of the others - was gtill
staring up at the cnpty sky.

"It. Uhura, did you manage to launch the pod containing all ghip's logs end
relovant information?!

hurd gtiffencd into attention, teers still running dowm her cheeks. "Yes,
sir. I sent it just before...beforz,.."

"Thank you, Lieutenant," Kirk said quietly. Uhura hurriedly moved away,
trying to regain a reasonable amount of contrel. Kirk broke the silence with an
attenyt at his normal confidence. "Well; at least that's been done. Shouldn't be
too long boefore someone roaligses we'lre missing. When we're late for cur rendezvous
the alarms will ring..." ‘

"Wo have to survive till then," said McCoy sourly. "I'11 see if I can find oy
ricdical staff. There's bound to be injuries.”

Kirk watched as he walked towerds another group just srriving from where they
hed londed. Just o question of waiting... He returned hig attenticen to Spock and
Scott. MGentlemen, we hove o lot of people to gnther together...”

in ingtont later, Kirk's forced joviality wavered and disappeared as Spock
silently indicated the for corner of the crowded clearing.

"Vo hnve visitors, Captoin. The local natives, T would think.!

There were approximately thirty te forty men, cach one wearing a loose
mouve kild-like garment reaching to their knees. Their feet were bare, their
braided hair altornately copper ond pale green. Bach held o light, bone~tipped
spears bogether with o bow ond a guiver of arrows.

Howover, it was not the mon who held Kirk's attention but the woman who wos
now moving through the group, the men bowing slightly as she passed. She stood
at least = henod tsnller than the men, dressed in an ankle-iength silver robe. She
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wes thin - perhaps too thin ~ with parchment-white skin stretched tightly over
high checkbones. Her grey cyes held a hauntod look, and her long green hair seemed
lonic and dull. .o -7,

McCoy left his organising =nd moved closer, wotching her closely. She locked
ill, perhaps seriously, and he wordered what disesse was cating at her body.

The woman loft her followers and walked towards Kirk. She inclined her hesd
briefly ftowards Spock and Scott before fixing her cool gaze on Kirk.

"y name is Nanathe. I welcome you to Persni, prison-planet of the Eteran.
I hove your lives here will be longer than is usual on this world.Y

Kirk decided not tc ask how long was 'usualls..

Dr. McCoy clicked his tongue as he surveyed the crowded village sround hinm.
Sverywherc he looked there were Starfleet men and women lying, sitting, crouching
or just standing anywherc they could find space. Silent, capable Pereanians moved
in and out of the strangers, offering food here, administering medicine there.
They hed hed to rely heavily on the native herbal medicines, for nlthough most of
the medicel staff hed managed to seize medical kits, there wos not nearly enough
medication for everyone. Needless to say, every stoge of the treatments was care-
fully tested by McCoy's staff before being administored. Luckily there were fow
serious cases - most of the injuries were burns and scrotches — though one poor
girl had been blinded by & blast frou on exploding panel. Nursc Chepel was with
her, quietly socothing her.

L deep ache filled McCoy's soul as he slowly worked his way into the centre
of the wvillage where he knew Kirk to be. Two hundred and forty eight people
romeinced out of a crew of four hundred and thirty. One hundred end cighty two
had dicd with tho ship. Too little power, too little time... A littlc of every
survivor had died along with those poor unfortunates...

"A hundred and eighty two peonle, Jim," he said, his voice suddenly husky
with unshed tears. Kirk sighed, closing his eyes for a moment.

"I know., It was - o terridble weste, Bones, If I could —

"Tou can't," McCoy interrupted bofors the conversation led to an outburst
9 v
neither could handle at the moment.

"Two hundred and forty eight still live, Doctor," said a quiet voice.

For the first time, McCoy noticed Spock sitting in the darkened corner of the
room, his long frame bent into a chair too small for it. The Dector's righteous
anger bubbled up. "Spock, do you rcalise -~ " He caught himself in time as he met
Spock's gezme. '“You're right. Two hundred and forty eight to fight for,"

Kirk smiled briefly, some relief nervading his sorrow. If his two friends
had agguoed, that would have been just » little too much for him.

He sat ot the Vulecan's side again just as Wanathe came through the curtained
entrence. Her robe secmed to glow in the filtered light of the main room, and
Kirk frowmed as he saw her cyes. Weren't they grey before? Now they scened to be
biuz, cven bluer than MeCoy's.

"y eyes chonge with my moods," Nanothe said, as if she had read his mind.
"It is so with 2ll wy people.!

"Fascinating," murmurcd Spock, =and Kirk grinned., Funny hov that one word
made him feel so much better. He lesned forward as Nanathe sat down opposite them.

"Nonathe, . !

"Quoen Nanathe," the woman'interrupted. Spock's eyebrows lifted o fraction.
Even more fascinating...

"I en sorry, your Highness," Kirk apslogised. "I was not aware of your
Fitle M
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"L gove myself 1t," sho sald snoothly. "Carry on...!

Hore unsure than ever of this strange ruler, Kirk continued. "Queen Nanathe,
you said before that this is a priscn plenet of the...Bieran, if I remember
gorrectly. Can you explain whot you meanth

"Tas it not clear enocugh?" queried Nanathe sharply. She shock her head, 'No
matter.  Since you will remain here the rest of your lives, I should tell you more
about your resting place. Tho Bteran are ny people. Hitera, wy home planct. When
a person commits o crime on Biera, he or she is sont to this planet, where they
live owt thelr lives in primitive squslor.M

MeCoy nearly muttered something about thides being the best sgualor he had ever
seen, but thought better of it. Instead, he tried to work out why Nanathe looked
s0 much healthier now then she had in the clearing. He sat Fforward, a concerned
frown on hig foce. M"Excuse ny 1nterrupt1né, your Majesty, but 1on't this a2 harsh
kind of punishment for one crime?!

Hanathe's eyes flashed in golden eanmusement. "You are not an #teran, Doctor.
Nelther ¢o you understand the crimes involved. There is no roowm for prisons on
Btora, so what better than Peranit? What they do not see, they need not worry over.!

"That seems pretty collous.!
"ie I said before, you arc not an Bteran.!

Spock spoke then, his satonic feotures heightened by ths flickering brands
which dllumineted the house. "Queen Nonathe...if I may ask, what was your orime?"

The women's eyes changed from gold to the fiery red of anger, but her anger
was not dirvcted at Spock. MI protested! I spoke out agoinst the social custonms
of our poople - I dared to sdvoccte change! As you con see, they silenced ny
vokeo quite offectively.,”

Kirk nodded sadly. "I have heard of people being 'disposed of' because of
thelr rovolutionazy views, but banishment to another planct...”

"T still live, Copbtoin," said Nanathe quietly. "I keop my dresms of vengeanhce
close to my heart., One day I #ill leave this 'prison', and then we shall see who
is oxiledli®

Kirk swoellowed, not at all sure how to go on. "I wag coming to that," he
murmured. '"Tour Majesty, within o fow days our people will come looking for us.
Fow, clthough I sympathisc with your plight, we cannot interferc with asnother
raco'e lawg..."

To his surprise, Nanathe only laughed, tossing back her hair. 4s the peals of
leughter continued, the thrcee Starfleot men look.d at each other in astonishment.
Onc minute she wos vengeful, the next...

The merrinent ceased asg suddenly as it had begun. Fansthe's eyes were o
briliiant green when she spoke againe "You cannot leave herc," she said fimmly,
glaring ot Kirk os he made to speak. '"Whoever comes here stoys, end your people
will net find Perani. The computer will stop them.m

Bot h Kirk's and Spock's eycbrows shot up. A coumputer, hers?

His cat-like curiosity thoroughly aroused, Spock begen to ask mors, but Nan-
ethe suddenly rose and left the room, hor gown swirling in & grey clowd behind her,

Hore then o little annoyed with this prima-donna behaviour, Xirk followed, and
fournd her waitling outside for thenm.

"Come. I will take you o the computer.”

ith an alwost melodramotic gesture, Nanathe drew back the “himmerin' blue
curtedn draped across the dark rock pessage. '"Enter," she said, "and sce

The threc men passed through the curtain prepared for almost anything but the
‘ prep
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smooth wall of flashing lights and glowing switches which faced them. Alnmost
revercently Spock appronched the alicon machine, his wind autonstically working out
the proboble function of each control. Alien or not, all machines shared universal
origing, cven if the final design was different, and Spock had never yet seen a
computer ke could not decipher.

Kirk smiled as he watched his science officer examine the machine. If Spock
was a Human, he thought, he wouid be jumping up and down with excitement Just oW .
He let the Vulcan savour the possmbllltles of the computer a lititle longer before
saying, "Well, Mr. Spock?!

To Kirk's experienced eyes Spock was as excited as he had ever seen him,
though to the uninitiated he was as poker-faced as ever. "It will take a great
deal of time to study it properly, Captain, but it is obviously the product of a
highly advanced technology.!

"It provides our needs." Nanathe's voice rang out in the high-vaulted cavern,
Her dress clung to her like a second skin as she approached. For one moment Kirk
had the impression it was alive. "It is provider, god, mentor...and keeper," the
queen continued, fixing the machine with a look of loathing.

Kirk walked towards her. "Queen Nanathe, did you or your people build this?"

"Whet - them? TYou are a fool, Captain Kirk! Can you not see it is here to
keep us on our prison? How could we build itV

"iy apologies," Kirk said hastily. "Forgive ignorance.!
g g my

"It is fergiven, as are your insultsz." With those regal words the enigmatic
woman left the cave, leaving the men %o make their own way back through the
tunnel leading to the cave.

"I guess you got a reprieve," grinned lcCoy.

The Captain returned his smile. "With that lady, I count myself lucky. She
must be the most unpredictable woman I've met yeti" He called Spock over from the
side of the computer, noting the reluctance in the way he left his new toy. "Bones
and I are going back to the village," he began, sensing Spock's thoughts were
alrgady miles ahead of him. "Do you want to stay here, maybe find out some things?"

"It would be helpful, Captain," Spock replied gravely. "Therse are a great many
unanswered questions about Perani — I may discover some answers, and also knowledge
which may be useful to us. The computer - M

Kirk couldn't hold back the srin any longer. "Okay, go ahead, Spock. I know
you're dying to tinker with it."

Spock opened his mouth to query his Captain's last statement, and raised an
eyebrow at the chuckling Humans. With proper digniiy he returned to the computer,
immersing himself in the challenge of learning its secrets.

Kirk and McCoy started for the entrance, but McCoy could not resist one last
rejoiner, "Don't play too long," he drawled.

Spock looked up in acute sstonishiment. "Doctor, I never 'play'!?

Captain's Log, Stardate 5930.33.

Two weeks have passed, and there is atill no contact from Starfleet. I
find this puzzling. Li. Uhurs assures me the ship's log was launched
successfully, and as we are situated in the wmiddle of deep space routes,

I would have expected some kind of search by now. We were due %o rendez~
vous with the cruiser Miracle three days after the Enterprise blew up -
but as yet no-one appears to have found either our beacon or Perani. First
Officer Spock has discoversd from the computer that there was previcusly
an invigibility screen of scme sort round the planet before we found it.
Presumably this screen has once again snapped on. If this is so, we can
only hope that whoever finds our beacon does whatever we did o make the
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computer drop its shield. I do not relish the thought of remaining
hore for the rest of my life.

Food and water sre beginning to posc praoblems. An environment in
balance with so few natives cannot cope for long with our increased
demands on it, and already suitable animal life is becoming scarce,

The river which supplies all our water is drying up, but the natives

4o not meen unduly worrled. Perhsps this is n natursl procsss for

this time of year, If help does not arrive socn, I may be Torced to
order my crew to break up into suitable numbers for separate settlements
further from.here. At present the Peranians seem happy enough to let

us remain here.,

Kirk switched off the recorder and looked down at the crowded village. He
could just pick out the ring of securiiy guards patrolling the mix—up of temporary
shelters and permanent houses. Nanathe had told him of dangerous carnivores prone
to attacking the natives at times, so he had ordered a round-the-clock watch., It
gave them something to do anyway. At the foot of the hilleide he sat on were
small rambling caves much like those of the computer. These housed MeCoy's meagre
medical supplies and the swall amount of equipment they had mansged to bhring down,
plus gome of the crew.

Kirk smiled at the thought that some Starfieel officials would say they wers
in direct contravention of the Prime Directive, but survival was survival, where~
ever you wele.

He glanced up as Dr, MeCoy arrived, slightly breathless from climbing the
hill too quickly. The doctor sat down heavily at his side.
Mihere's Spock?!

154411 at that computer, T think," said Kirk with a shrug. MeCoy nodded
wisely and studied the Captain cleosely. L little thinner than he would have
recomnended, but that was to be expected with the necessary rationing of the food
available. A few new worry lines creased Kirk's forehead, and ne had an air of
despondency which was totally unlike him.

"A1l this inactivity isn't good for you,'" the doctor remarked cheerfully.
Eirk reluctantly broke his train of thought and brought his attention back to the
present.

"Youlre right," he murmured. "It leaves we too much time to think."

"About the Enterprisst"

"Sometimes. We had some good times on her, Bones.!

McCoy nodded silent agrsement, unsure whether to let the reminiscences go on
or gut them abruptly with a fim comment. He decided to let it go, as long as
Kirk did not get too caught vy in the 'good old days' and losc touch with the
future, He could not fully know what Kirk felt at the loss of his ship, but he
new his own feelings, and he had an inkling of the kind of link thers had been
between man and machine. Just as long as the mouwentary scrror did nobt grow into

Geprossion. .

Fim, thers will never be another interprise, but there will be other ships.”

L flicker of surprise crossod Kirk's face. "Sure," he said., "But not for me."

"¥hy not?M

"Aw, come on. Can you sce them giving me ancther command after this?"

"hy not?" repeatod McCoy, "Wao'll make them give you one. Hell, I'1l build
hor myselfi®

Kirk's depression lifted at once, He grinned widely. "You're a doctor, not
a ghipbullderi?
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McCoy made his customary grumbics and felt a surge of satisfaction as he saw
his friend's worry evaporate and the shouldsrs 1ift a little. & drip of water
landed on his cheek, snd he frowned at ths gsthering clouds above them. '"It's
gomma rain,!" he saild unnecessarily.

Kirk followed his gaze. ™At Zast, Maybe it'11 help the water situation.
He'll ~ Hey, what's up?"

Across the valley flooar the natives were running wildly towsrds the cawves,
glancing fearfully at the sky as they leaped over obstacles in their haste to
roach shelter. Women seismed their children and ran inte the caves, while hunters
left the forest to join the flight.

"Boy, do they hate getting wet!M

Kirk stood and stared at the darkening sky. "I'm not so sure, Bones. Thers
seoms to be a lot of panic over a little wet..." He reslsed as a man cannoned
into him, stumbling on down the slope. Kirk could almost taste the fear in the
air., He made an instant decision, shouting to those crew members nearby.

"Get under cover, all of youl Run for shelter! HurryiY

The men and women obeyed, slowly at first, but gradually they all joined in
the mad rush, ducking into wherc—ever they could £ind space. Kirk took out his
communicator, alerting the men on patrol.

Yhig is theo Capiain. Get under cover, every one of youl lNever mind the
animals, Mr. Baillie, just find cover! Move!" Thon the two senior officers :
charged down the hillside, reaching the caves just as the hcavens opened.

Life-giving water battercd down on the thirsty earth, missing the people who
peered out from their safe, dry shelters.

Safe, mused Kirk. Safe frowm what?

He glanced round as one of the natives — a man named Micnah -« pushed through
the erowd %ill he reached the front. Kirk made to speak, but Micnah gasped, point-
ing cut into the streaming woter.

"One of your people! He has not found shelteriV

Kirk followed the line of his finger and saw a stumbling figure trying to
run through the wet curtain. A chill shot through him when the man's screams of
agony reached his ears. McoCoy started to move out of the cave, and was pulled
back by Micnah.

"3topi" cried the native, his voice eluost drowned out by the drumming
torrent. "You cannot help. You will die as well if you leave shelter.”

"But he... What is it?v
"The Death Rain.Y

¥cCoy's eyes widenod in horror as he saw the wan fall, his skin red-raw and
blecding. His screams intensified as the rain ate away at his body, but the
horrified watchers could do nothing.

Mheid," Kirk said finally, sickened by the sight. ‘

"It does not touch plants or wood, but it will cat at mon and animal alike,"
Micnah confirmed quietly. "It is hard %o waich, but harder to bear.!

The gcreams died to moans, thon even they ceased. Gradually the acid rain
gtopped, and ths people could lecve thelr havens and walk over to where the man
hed fallen. A1l that remeined was a smouldering heap of sulphur-smelling dust.

Kirk's stomach heaved, and he found he had To look away. MeCoy was at his
back, ecqually sickencd.

"iny idea who it wag?"

"Somconc said Bngign Shore," the doctor said sadly. "It sure looked like
him."




A glender, brown-eyed girl left the group of dnmlookors and approached LcCoy.
"Excusc mo, sir, did you - did you say Bnsign Shore? Robert Shoret"

Wihen licCoy nodded reluctantly, the girl shuddered, tears Flowing from her
tightly—-shut eyes. Kirk watched sadly as McCoy tried to comfort her, then he
left quickly, making for the computer cave.

He was almost there when Spock camo out of the tumnel, his excitoment plain
to soc. He strode quickly towards Kirk. "Captain, I have discoverad something
vory importent! This is not the main compu -~ "

Kirk stared in disbelief abt the ompty landscape before him. Spock was gone.
Before his  vory eyes, the Vulcan had disappeared!

Completely flummoxed, the Captain ran to the spot where he had just scen
Spock, caglting around as if the Vulcan might reapuvear at any minute. The line of
footprints in the red dust stopped abruptly, es if their maker had taken wings,
but the area was empty of 2ll life bar Kirk's own.

He ran to the cave. Perhaps a {ransporter accidentally triggercd off...a
gcrcon of some kind... But the computer only hummed and bleeped as hefore, and
there was no sign of Spock. He walked out into the owen air again, scarccly
noticing Nanathe walking up the narrow path. .

"Spock! Spock, where are you? Answer me! Spock!™
"He cannot hear you, Captain.”

Kirk glared angrily at Nanathe, chafing at the nonchalent tone of her voice.
Suddenly his frustration at his sceming inability to do anything concise came to
a head. .

Mhere is Spock? Did you have something to do with this?!

The woman's eyes changed from green to scarlet. "Do not use that tone of
voice with me, Kirk! Obviously the Bterans have taken Spock, not I, Be thankful
it waz not youlM :
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They stared telefully at cach other for a few & conds, and Kirk had a
distinct impression of power radiating from that frail body. Then the moment was
past; and worry superceded anger.

"Sorry," he said. "I am worried, Quesn Nanathe, that is all... Tell me,
why should the Eterans want Spock?"

L delighted smile touched Nanathe's lips. "He came too close to the truth,
of course. He was too near to finding out the answer to the game."

"Game?" repeated Kirk. "I wasn't aware of a 'game', your Majesty."

Nanathe laughed:. "It is the game of life, Captain. To survive on Perani,
you must play according fto tho rules.”

"ipnd who decides the rulesth

"I do," she said sweetly. "I - and my power.! Before Kirk could as much as
open his mouth, she had vanished as mysteriously as Spock., Kirk stered at the
cmpty air, his thoughts troubled. Just what was Nanathe? That there was more to
her than he had first thoughit was apparcnt, but just how much control did she
have over her 'prison'?

McCoy went through the whole spectrum of disbelief to anger to worry when
Kirk told him what had hapoened. Scotty, who had been with McCoy,when the Captain
arrived, shook his head  and sighed decply. His concerned gaze me¥ Kirk!'s.

"Just whit is goin' on here, Captain?!

"I don't know, Scotty," Kirk sighed. "I wish I did, Tt's like she said, a
game, bub only she knows how to play it. If I didn't know better, I'd say she
was controlling this entire plangt.!

MoCoy looked up from his clasped hands. "Is that so impossible?" He glanced
from Kirk to Scott and back again. "Isn't it possible that this is the real
reason Nanathe was banishod from Btera? Not for speaking out against the estab-
lishmoent, but for something far greater — like misuse of her powergt!

The words sank in, and Kirk slowly nodded. "I've had a feeling sometimes of
controlled energy when she is around,” he murmured. "Your idea would cxplain a
fow things, Bones. Her flat denial of any chance of our loaving, the way she
rarcly tells us anything uscful, Spock's didappearance..."

"But why should she make lr. Spock disappcear?" asked Scotty.

NBeoause he found out too much?" They could practically sce the thoughts
racing through Kirk's head as he paced the narrow room. "She misjudged his apbility
to work things out, so she had to dispose of him before he could tell me. Letts
hope she hasn't disposed of him for good..."

"I don't think so, somchow," gaid licCoy. He shrugged at the querying looks.
"Don't ask me why, just a fooling I have."

Maye," sighed Scotty. "But whit did he find oot that wis sac dangerous %o
her? Did he no' say something, Captain?!

Kirk sat down with a thump at Scotty's questiong he remained silent for a
fow moments, running over the scene in his mind. At length he came up with the
angwur.

"You're right, he did, but I'd forgotten. I was walking to the cave when he
camo out. He said he'd discovered something very importent, then he said, 'This
is not the main compu - '..."

"This is not the main computer!" Scott cried excitedly. "It has tac be!
He was tryin' taec tell ye it's only a woe one, maybe connccted to & central
computari"

"That's it1" oried McCoy, caught up in Scotty's excitement. His face fell

after a f.w scconds. "The trouble is, wherc is the main complex, and what use
would it et
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"Spock thought it important enough,” said Kirk., "That's good enough for me.
Scotty, arc therc any compubter fochnicians or cperstors down heret!

Séotty frowned, scarching his brain. Yilr. Spock kent that since he was head
o' the science lot, but I'1l have a scout round. Thercts bound tac be somsbody."

_ "Good. Once you've found them, get up to the small computer and see if you
can find out anything to give us a clucl!

"hye, sir - I'1l tak' it tae bits if I have taci®
7

"Phanks, Scotiy," grinned Kirk. He walked over %o the entrance. "Meanwhile,
I'li have another word with our enigmatic queen.”

dowever, Fanathe was nowhere to be sean, and the villagers could give no
clue to her whereabouts in the days that followed. Scott and his tcam worked
tirelessly on the computer, but they could not even find a way of turning it off.
There were no clues as to how Spock had onerated it, and no information was
fortheoming. X¥irk had the feeling he was banging his head off a brick wall, and
Nanathe held all the aces.

There was no mors acid rain, bubt neither wag there ordinary water, and things
wore getting worse. A state of lethargy fell over the Enterprisce crew, and no-
thing could shift it.

Four days after Spock had vanished Kirk woke from a restless sleep to find
Sulu shaking him. He =wapidly blinked away the weariness, wondering why the
former helmsman had left his post.

The Oriental looked worried and a little shocked. "Captein Kirk, may I spesk
to you for a moment?!

Kirk pulled himself upright, shivering in the cool night air. "¥hat ig ite"

The young men glanced across at the sleeping figures of McCoy and Scott. "Uh,
would you mind coming with me, sir? I'1l explain in a moment.!

Fecling slightly pussled, Kirk pulled on his shirt and followed Sulu ocut of
the slecping village. The rsason for the ssorcecy came clear as Sulu explained.

"It!'s Mr., Spock, sir. Frceman and I found him wandering in the brush. He's
kind of daged, as if he dousn't rocognise us or know what's going on. We thought
it best you know bufore we brought him in.!

Kirk nedded. If something ssrious was wrong with Spock, the last thing they
needed were the kind of rumours his appesrsnce would oreate. Norale was bad
enough as it was.

Sulu guided him through the rough grass to a slight depression in the ground.
Sitting on its edge were Scourity Guard Froeman and the familiar figure of Spock.
Frecuan jumped up as they approached, dbut there was no sound or movement from Spock.

Consternation growing with his every step, Kirk hurricd to the Vulean's side,
only to be met by a blank, unseeing stare. Kirk looked deeply into the alarmingly
ompty brown eyes. "3peck, can you hear wme? It's Jim ~ Jim KirkJ"

Spock contimied to stare soundlessly at his friend, and nothing Kirk said or
aid would wake him do otherwise.

"Ho's been like that gince we found him, sir," said Freomon, watching his
attompts to communicate with Spock. "He won't talk, won't look at you, won't
GVOIL MOVS el

"Could he be in o trance?" Sulu suggested doubtfully. Xirk shock his haad.

"Ko, I don't think it's that. Freeman, go and get Dr. lieCoy. He's  the
onez we need now.'" He called after the man had gone a Tew yards, "And try not to
wekae anycunci!

"Wos, sirt
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Trecman returned after a feow wminutes
with the doctor, snd Kirk looked beseech-
ingly up at him. "Help him, Bones."

"Mhat! g what I'm here for," McCoy
muttered testily, but he squeezed Kirk's
shoulder lightly before turning to Spock.
fde had brought along what equipment he
had,; and now he thoroughly examined the
Vulecan, who sat like a limp doll the whole
time. MéCoy'e frown grew
deeper as he checked his
instruments, and finally he
turned to Kirk.

"Phygically there's
nothing wrong with him..."

"Nothing wrong?" snapped
Kirk, worry highlighting his
emotions. "Bones, can't you
SeCees"

MeCoy waved his hands.
"Hold on a mimite! I said,
physieally! IListen, will you?"

Suitably chastened, Kirk fell silent, one hand reaching out to touch Spock's.

"He's £it as a fiddle," McCoy continued. "Toc thin, but he always was. No,
whatover happened to him cnly affected his mind."

"Can't you tell what?p"

"Not without & brain scan and a study of its activity, all of which is imp-
ossible down here. L11 I know iz that something hag made him forget ceverything
exccept how to breathe. He just won't - or can't -~ respond to outside stimuli."

"Can he hear ust!
"I don't know for surc. I cexpect so."

Kirk looked at McCoy's worried oxpression and moved ncarer to Spock, speak—
ing direetly to him. The shadowed eyes never waversd from thelr chosen line of
vision.

"Spock, I don't know if you can hear me, but if you can, then listen." He
pausced for o second, still sheken by what was happening. Then ho continued, having
docided what he would do. "We're going to toke you back to the village now, and
Bones will take care of you. 1I'm geing fto find Nanathe, and I'1l moke her tell me
what she's done to you, I promise. Just - just don't give up hope, huh?"

He might as well have shouted at thin air for all the rusponse he got from the
silont Vulcsn. Sceing his friend like that caused a wave of despair to engulf Kirk,
but it was immedistely replaced by a deep, deadly anger. He guve Spock's hand one
last squecze before rising and olimbing out of the hollow,

‘1Jim0 » .'r

Kirk unwillingly looked back at MeCoy'!sseall, but he did not roturn to Spock's
gide. McCoy watched his friend worriedly. He could not ses Kirk's features
clearly in thoedarkness surrounding him, but he did not need to.

"Where are you, going?" ho asked quietly.

Kirk's tone was tight and low, almost menacing. "I told Spock. I'm going to
find Nanathe if I have to squecze hor whersabouts from the villagers."
' McCoy began to speak, but reconsidercd. Instead he nodded once, tightly, well

awar: of what Kirk felt now. The Captain turned on his heel and left, the silver
moonlight playing on his head and shoulders.
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Sulu and Freeman walted for MecCoy %o repack his hypos and scanners, then stood
back while he explained to the unresponsive Vulecan that they were leaving now. Like
a2 dumb automaton Spock stocd -~ and was thrown to the ground as an enormous rumbling
explosion shook the earth beneath their feet.

The shock-waves continued for some mimutes, dying out in intensity until the
ground moved no more. The men cautiocusly climbed to their feet, expecting the
ground to shske sgain any minute. Without 2 word McCoy pulled Bpock up from where
he lay, his mind refusing to assimilate what might have happened.

"What...what was that?" Freeman whispered, stiil badly shaken.

Sulu shook his head, looking back at MceCoy. "It came from the direction of
the village," he said slowly. "Doctor, do you suppose..."

"Tet's find out.”" Brusquely MeCoy pushed past them, Spock in tow., 4As he
pushed through the rough bushes his thoughts were at once fear for the crew's safety
and hatred for Nanathe, whose doing this must certainly be. He did not need to lock
at Bpock to see that blank gaze, and the dark landscape in front seemed terribly
empty. God, if Jim had been caught up in that...

Sitently they walked on, searching in vain for the dark blocks and flickering
lights which had signified the presence of the village befors. The moonlight
showed up huge clouds of dust ard earth slowly settling down, and somewhere in the
forest an animal howled mournfully. Where once had been houses and rough shelters
surrounded by protecting purple and red trees was now a flat plain of chewed socil.

licCoy strode grimly on, his heart leaping at the glad sight of a stocky figure
gtanding ot the edge of the turmoil and ruin. The man spun round at their approach,
one hand automatically reaching %o push back the unruly lock of hair azcross his
forehead. R

”Boﬁes?"
"'he same. Jim...what hanpened?!

L soul-weary sigh esceped Kirk's lips as he tiredly surveyed the deserted
gpace. "An earthqueke...explosion of some kind...the ground just folded in on if-
self, Bverything just...just crumpled up..." His voice died away, and he barely
registered the fact that kicCoy had quickly pressed 2 hypo to his arm before making
him sit down. Then reaction set in, and Kirk guietly shuddered, the grief for all
thet had happened finally coming to @ head. He did not notice Sulu and Freeman
quistly slipping away to look for survivors, nor did he truly register McCoy's
comforting am around his bowed shoulders.

Minutes passed, and he looked up, meeting McCoy's steel-blue gaze. '"Bones,
they're all dead - every one. Scotty, Chapel, Chekov...every last one..."

MceCoy's eyes closed for a brief moment, then he reupcned them, pushing his
grief awey for another time. "I kuow,"

They looked at éach other for a long time, then Kirk seemed to remeomber what
had happened in the Iast hour. The worry in his hazel eyes intensified. ™Spock...
Is he okay®" '

"Same as before," McCoy said flatly, looking over to where Spock sat motion-
lesg, apparently oblivicus to everything.

"Hetd be better off dead."

"Don't be damned stupidi® barked thoe doctor, quenching an urge to shake Kirk.
"let's alive, and when we get off this hell-hole, I'11 meke him betteri

Relief flocded him as he watched Kirk ocope with the sudden loss and rebuild
his composure., By the time Sulu and Freeman returned, he was almost badk to normal.

The two men had brought someone with them, but it was not one of the Enter-
prise crew. The moonlight illuminnted the wman's copper hair, gloncing off his
long nose and full lips. Micnah gravely bowed to the Starship captain, but Kirk
locked instead at Sulu, who shoolk his head at the unspoken question.
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"iic couldn't find any survivors, sir. No sign of the other guurds or any of
the villagers. We met Micnah here coming from the direction of the caves.!

"I was in the computer's cave," Michah explained. "'he noise frightened me
so I hid until it was quiet again. Where are my peoplef!

Kirk could not meet his eyes. "They're all dead, Micnoh. ALl of my crew
were killed too." )

"I grieve with you."

The simple stotemont geve some henrt to Kirk, =nd he and Micnah embraced,
ech knowing the other's pain.

After o moment's silence, the native said, "What will you do, Kirk?"

& wan smile touched Kirk's lips. "I don't know... Mienah, do you know
Nonothe was probebly responsible for this?h

To hig surprise the Peronisn only shrugged. "It is possible. We knew ghe hnd
grent powers when she first came here, but even her magic could not tear down
Perani's invisible bars. She could not even make the compuier work for her."

"Then her story about this being o prison planet is true?" asked McCoy.

Iicnah nodded, "Yes, though for many years no more people have been sent
here. I was born on FPerani, as werc my parents, and only the old ones could
remember Btera. They said 1t was very crowdedy too many psopnle, toc little food.
Wo proferrcd to remain here.!

"But Nenathe doesn't," added McCoy. 4 sudden thought came to him, and he
grabbed Kirk's arm. "Jim, romember what Spock sald about the computers? Suppos-
ing Yanathe knows where the wain one is... She moy be on her way there now!!

"That computer is our only remeining hope of rescuel" Kirk said, thinking
furicusly. "If Fenathe docs something to it, we might be trapped here while she
goes off scot~free. I'm surce that machine holds the key.n

"ifachine?" echoed Micnah, leoking at them with astonishment. "Do you mean
the great contreller in the mountaing?!

YoCoy seized his shoulders. "You krnow where it is? Why didn't you tell us?!

"I did not know you wished to see it. You saw the small one, so why sce the
othar? They cannot be used for snything."

Kirk posed the all-imporitant question. "You sgay Nanathe knew nothing =2bout
the computors before, but what if she somchow got tho knowledge from Spock?!

"Then you mast stop heri! oricd Mienah., "I will guide you.!

Perani. had fow mountadin ranges, its lend surface being curiously flat across
mogt of the globe, but here and there splinters of rock had stubbornly vushed
through the planet's crust, quietly defylng the clements. The largest of these
gscarpnents formed the mountains Micnah had referwed to - great forbidding piles of
stone sitting astride the wmain south continent. Like huge red glents they crossed
tiie horizon, their jagged summite seceming to teer at the gentle sky. Bach morning
the bright young sun rose above them, bringing brief daytime to the land below.
When it rose this morning i4 shone full on the faces of five men steadily walking
towards the distant red cliffs.

They hed left the remains of the village just as the sun rose, carrying what
littlce food and water they had togethor with the medical supplies and tricorders.
Sulu and Freeman still had their phasers, but their power was depleted, and would
not be much use if any large animals came by.

Kirk led now, Micnah close behind. At their backs MoCoy walked by Spock's
side, relieved that at least he did not have to teach the Vulcan how to walk. Some
of Spock's former confusion seemed to have evaporated, and now he walked steadily,
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if & little haphazardly. Sulu came directly “chind them, then Freemsn. No-one
spoke, each lost in his own memoriecs and thoughts.

Kirik strode steadily through the knee-high grass, his gaze fixed on the
mountains so far ahead. When they first started out, his mind had run cireles
round itsclfy; but now it had centred on one decision, and nothing would make him
change 1t. OSomchow he would get them off this planet, if it cost him his life.
hnd, no matiter what, Fanathe would pay for what she had donc to his ship, his crew
—~ and his dernrest friend, She would pay dearly.

kicnah tore his eyes from the resolute gold~shirted back ahead of him and
glanced nervously around him. All his people disliked being so far out in the
empty plains., It was safer in the forests, for none of the far-ranging monsters
could get in there, and there was a comforting closeness about the trees., Out here
wes too open, too far from cover.

He shivored, though the sun was hot on his head; and then his eyes widened in
terror. Wo! 1I% should not be! Trying not to panic, he caught up with Kirl,
pointing in mute fear at the tall, bulky shape ranging across the grassy plains.

"Dangerous?" Kirk agked, trying to gauge how far the animal was from thom.

"I think it is a kermark, a meat-caling creature with poisonous fangs and
claws. If it sees us..." The Peranian did not tell him that the kermark should
not be there at all. Could he be losing control?

leCoy caught up with them, keoping one eye on Spock at the same time. "Some-
thing wrong, Jim?"

pirk indicated the huge creature. "One of our local monsters," he said,
"Point is - has it scen us?!

His question was quickly answered, for as Sulu and Frceman joined thom the
far-of kermark turnhed their way and began loping easily across the plain., Micnsh
was, almost boside himself with fear. He clutched at Kirk's sleeve.

"It sees, it sees! We must run for our lives!"

Kirk needed no second plea. Taking one more glance at the approaching animal,
he shepherded the others on before running himself. He looked ahead to the
aountaing. Thoy were fairly close now; could they reach the rocks in time, and
would it do any good if they did? '

The gap botween the outlying hills and tho men was narrowing, but sc was the
distance between them and the kermark. The animal's long-sighted ayes had spotted
thom for sure now, and it hurricd to cateh its prey.

lMicnah and Sulu had reached the first slopes, and Kirk was thankfully putting
on a last spurt, when he hesrd McCoy call out.

"Spock! Come back, you damned fooll"

Bot quitc believing his oyes, Kirk saw the Vulcan break away and head off in
an entirely new direction ~ fowards the kormark. Instantly, Kirk sped after him,
narrowly missing MoCoy who had alsc vecred after Spock.

"I told him to run," gasped the doctor. "Not try to...break tho...lsnd gpeed
recoxdil

Kirk waved one arm at him, reluctant to slow down or waste breath speaking.
"Go back, Bones! I'1l get him!i!

"Damneds..if you'lle..leave me..." gasped McCoy, stubbornly, but his body
could not take him any further and he had to stop and watch as Kirk tried to
catch Spocke.

The kermark was very ncar now. He could see its huge slavering jaws and
large gragping paws with yellow poisoned claws., The six enommous legs thudded
into the soft earth, and as the long sinuous neck bent down Kirk threw himself at
Spock, pushing him down into the grass,
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The Vulean struggled to rise, but Kirk firmly shoved him down again. He put
his 1lips close to one pointed ecar. "Stay down and don't move a musclel!

Spock obeyed instantly, lying face-down beside Kirk. The Humen could hear
the kermark closc by, but he dared not look to seec what it was doing.

High above their heads the dim-witted beast carcfully surveyed the plains.
Only a moment ago its next meal had been running towards it, another group of the
same kind of cresturc running away. Now they had all disappeared, and nowherc in
the rustling grass could it see them. The kermark shifted uneasily, its feet ~
had it known - narrowly missing Kirk and Spock. Wide nostrils flared, searching
out the unigue smell of the bipeds. They were here somewherce..

4 few yards away a large orange nareg, too terrified to wait any longer, broke
cover, sveeding towards the shelter of its forest home. The kermark's eyes fixed
on it at onces grunting softly, all thoughts of its former prey forgotten, it
moved swiftly after the nareg. It would cateh it easily: it always did.

With a sigh of relief Kirk cautiously stood, watching the kermark's retreating
back end. "iow that's what I call a close shavel!

L totally unresponsive stare met his joking grin, and with ice-cold clarity
Kirk remombered his friend's state of mind. He sobered up instantly, and held out
a hand, "Come on. We'll zo find the others.!

Quictly, like a trusting child, Spock tock the offered hand and docilely
followed Kirk back to wherce MeCoy anxiously walted.

Dr, Leonard McCoy stared disgustedly at the rock face in front of him and
muttored quietly, "Do I have %to climb that?" he asked sadly.

"1Praid so," Kirk told him, smiling at tho doctor's reluctance.

"The computer is at the toy of this cliff, Doctor," Micnoh said seriously.
¥cCoy threw him a disgusted look and scarched the rock for likely handholds. "Here
goes nothing..,. Owit

He glared at the offending rocks and then st his grazed hands, muttering a
few choice profanities. "I'm a doctor, not a..."

"Mountaincer!" Kirk finished with 8Sulu echoing him. DNcCoy grinned sheepishly
and gesburcd at the cliffl.

"Come on then, you know-it-allst!

Somehow they managed the olimb, the same way as they had scaled the mountain-
gide so far, with determination, strongth and perhaps more than their fair share
of luck. Xirk watched Spock anxiously, but the Vulecsn climbed steadily; ignoring
all else around him. McCoy was having a little trouble, but since Sulu had once
taken up mountaincering as yet another hobby, he had enough confidence to guide
the doctor while hanging on himself. TFreeman was coping admirably and, surprisingly
enough, so was Micnah. Kirk glanced ruefully upwards snd wondered for the umpteenth
time why the Etorans hadn't made & pathway to their computer—jailer. If it was to
discourage visitors, they'd done o pretty geood job.

The sun sank lower in tho sky, but the fresh wind which sometimes threatened
to pluck them from the rock showed no signs of abating. By the %ime they reached
the top of the last hurdle, there was a coldness in the wind, and the thin air
revealeod the altitude they had reached. Xirk scrambled over the zdge and looked
around the mountain's summit. A large portion of the red stone had been sliced
away, lesving a smooth, flat platform befors a sheer wall. Therc was no sign of a
cave or anything else which might hold a computer.

Tha souffle of feet told him the others had arrived, ond he spoke without
turning sround. "Well, we're here. Where is it, Micnah?"

No-one snswered, and yet another uncxpected development of Nanathe's game
slapped him in the face as the Peranian walked round him to the mountain wall.
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The copper hair lengthensed, turning slewly to greer as the mants body grew
tall and slim, his shorit kilt changing to a silver robe. The green eyes laughed
at him, and the thin iips twisted intec an expression of contempt. Micnah had boen
Wanathe all the time.

There was a kind of strangled groan from Sulu, but Kirk remained silent,
wotehing Nanathe with narrowed ceyes.

- "Well?" he said menacingly at last. "What plans do you have for us now?"

"fone for you, dear Captain," Nanathe sald smoothly. Bhe lifted a hand %o
encompass the whole platforms "Thank you for escorting me here, together with my
key to frecdom. It saved me a great deal of trouble.™

"Glad to be of asgistance," Kirk said drily. "But what is here, Nanathe?
Itts nothing but a platform on a mountain..."

In answer, Nanathe nonchalantly liftcd one arm. An ingtent later = section of
red stonc melted into nothingness, revealing a passageway brilliantly 1it by glow-
ing yellow stones. The woman smiled at them all, the taste of sweoet success on
her lipg. "I found the main computer long ago," she said sweetly. "I 4id not know
how to use it then. I do new... I shall say goodbye, Cpatain. Your help has been
most usgeful. I shall think of you when I destroy Btera,”

It was then Kirk found he could not move. His feet felt as if they were
embedded in the mountaim rock, and his arms refussd to Lift an inch. He could not
even turn his head to check on the others, though they werc undoubtedly in the same
predicament. Hig eyes shifted back teo Nanathe, and then wildensd as Spock left
MceCoy's side and walked towards the cntrance.

"Wo.. " he groaned. "Wo, Spock, don't go with her! Fight her!™

Hanathe turned back at his ery, her eyes shining with triumph. "You waste
your breath. He will noet hear you." ’

Kirk struggled agoinst the spell, desporaﬁely calling out to Spock, btut both
figures wore gone, swallowed up in the tunnel's glow,

"fhat the hell is shef" muttered Froeman.

cd

i gery powerful lady, Mr. Freeman,! said Kirk angrily, still struggling against
his invisible bonds. The cold wind bit inte him, and he knew none of them could
gurvive a night up here.

"lo," seid Meloy from bohind his left shoulder. "Not that powerful, not any
morg. 't

The Captain automatically tried to fuce him, and found he could not. Instead
he apoke %o the umwnty air before him, concentrating on McCoy's digembedicd words.

"What do you mean by that, Bon:g? ALs far as I cam sec, she's been responsible
for everything that's happened to us hore.t

"Bxactly, and to do that she uses power., I think she's used too much, sprecd
hersolf thin. Haven't you notited, Jim? Do you remember how she looked when we
Tirst saw her? Thin, drawn... I would have bet my last credit that she was
seriously iil.M

"Yet she locked healthy cnough afterwards,"” murmurced Kirk, catching his
drift, "The woy she disapoveared for long periods of time...rccharging her batteries?

"Itts possible. Think of 1t -~ whot if she somehow controls this planet, even
croated the villogers — she must be tired. How long con she control Spock and
Porani ond us?"

Hentally Kirk nodded. "You'roe right. She can only do so much. If we con-
centratce on trying to move, we might just dbreak froc...m

For toen long minutes they still stood motionless, every fibre of their bodies
gtraining to move as the wind hlew stronger, ite icy terdrils working into them.
Lvidently Nanathe measnt them to die of exposure, urable to move from the platform.
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Despair was beginning to grip his hoart, when Kirk thought he felt his right
foot move slightly. Was it working, or just his imogination? He concentrated
even harder, and was rolicved to feel his wholc leg bend casily. A fow scconds
later the leadon feeling draincd from his limbs, and he slowly walked a few stops
forwards. Onc by onc his compenions freed themselves from Nonathe's dying gpeil,
and thoy ron into the mountain tunnel as the wind developed into 2 howling gale.

The tumnel ran smooth and deep, cutting stesply into the heart of the mount-
ain. Xirk, McCoy, Sulu and Froemen ron, swift end silent, olert for the alightest
sound from sheasd. & sharp corner loomod up, end brillicnt light.spilled round its
curve. Kirk cautiously come to 2 halt, signalling the others to stoy back while
he sidled forward.

Round the bend lay the great cavern which housed the central computer, four
whirring, flashing walls, and Nanathe'!s last barrier from frecdom. Spock silently
walked along cach of the walls, exportly gleening information from the barks of
data. Por a moment Kirk could not scec Nenathe, then he noticed her sitting in =
shadowed corner. She looked spent, her festurcs haggerd and drewn in the yellow-
green light. She did not scem to have noticed him, and he Took the chance of
calling to Spock.

"Spock, it's Jim. Don't look round, just listen. Xeop on fighting her
control. Keep on - "

With = scresm of rage Nanathe leaped up, her powsr surging beck to project
again the image of lustrous youth. Her eyes fixed on Spock, w0 had stopped his
work as soon as Kirk spoke. The women drew herself up to her full helght, point~
ing impericusly towards Kirk.

"A11l Kirk! ¥Kill him nowi!

Spock obeyed, turning to view Kirk with a chilling detachment as he advanced
to do her bidding. Relying on his present advantage of independent thought and
action, Kirk delayed his flight, appealing directly to hig friend.

"DListon to me," he said urgently. '"Do not obey her! Fight it all the way!
Wetll help you. Just don't give in, SpockiV

The Vulesn lunged at him, and Kirk barely menaged to dodge away. Spock was
not as siow as he had thought he would be. The Humen backed slowly away, still
talking in the seme firm, controlled voice.

"Spock, you've been taken over before — you won those times...dont't give up
now! Sho's weskening, she con't hold on to your mind much longer... For our
sokes, for the scke of the Etorans — fight her!"

Concentrating as he was on bresking tho spell, Kirk did not notico he was
ateadily being backed into o corner, He stumbled over o rut in the floor — fell
ageingt a smooth metal panel. A shrick of victory came from Nanathe as she sent
Spock in to kill his captain,.

Degperately, Kirk fought off the rclentless Vulcan, fending off the hands
which rToachod inexorably for his vulnercble throat. He kept on tolking, trying
not to bolicve that his life could ond now. No! Not here, not like this!

k femilisr voice ochoed dully in th ¢ wide chamber. "Spock! For God's sake,
don'tiM

McCoy's panic-stricken cry broke Nanathe's concentration for onc vitel second
and Kirk ssaw o flash of life in the previously blank eyes., At that momoent he knew
for surc Spock was fighting Nanathe's control - and winning.

Nanathe stood in the contre of the cave, her plans in ruins. She looked
fearfully from the approaching men to Spock. Which oncs should she use her pover
ageinst? Which oncs? So weok... Her eyes merged from the groen of power exer—
cisod to the light purple of indecision. Suddenly, before her unbelieving gaze,
a new factor came into play.

Thore was no sound, no unususl light. Only a slight thickening of the air
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ag & figure formed o few feet in front of the computer. It was a man of Nanathe's
own roce, @ tall dignified men dressed in o multi-colourcd robe of chonging hues.
His shadowed eyes alternated from colour to colour constantly, ond as they alighted
on Nanathe they becawms a decp crimson. He pointed o bony finger ot her.

"Nonothe..." The doep voice reverberated round the cave. Nanothe's reply
was weak and freil in comparison, "Kotorak, T..."
-

"You do wrong, Nanatho."

"I do wrong!" For a second she scemed o regoin something of her former glory
then it wes gone, leaving the pathetic wreck she had becowe. "You speok of wrong,
Kotorak!" she spat. "It was you who did wrong. You left me here to diel™

"o all die," Kotorak seid ressonably. "We gave you a planet to live on until
your life was cnded. You could do what you wishod with your powers herc, live as
o princess if you liked. Insteod, you chose to play with lives as you played on
Etera." He turned and bowed to the Storflest men, "I deeply regret what you have
gone through, gentlemen. Thoere was @ malfunction in the computer sorecning system.
Tou should nover have found Perani. No matter, you are safe now,!

"Safe?" shricked Nancthe., "No-one is safe on my planct, Kotoral! T will kill
you allin

They felt the mountain move about thew, dust and pebbles fell from jagged
cracks in the roof, tho wind outside howled and shrieked, asnd the native snimals
of Pereni moved wuncasily in their lairs. Kotorak walted patiently, decp pity and
sorrow in his grave cxpression. The mountain stood still agein, the winds died
down and Nanathe moaned =as she felt her powers draining away. Her eyes widened as
she suddenly felt them return full force; then she realised what it meant.

"The sends run out, sister," Kotorak said quictly. His eyss turncd opaque,
refusing to acknowledge Nanathe's agony.

"it's ceting her up," murmured McCoy. !"Burning out her body."

Hanathe wag a ghattered hog now, her hair gone, her oyes sunken and dull.
Bven as thoy watched her skin shrank, bones jutting obscencly through their wizened
covering. She collapsed on the floor, too far gone even to ask for help.

Unable to stand by any longer, McCoy stepped forward to help, but Kotorak
gtopped him with a gesture.

"Tou can do nothing."

The next instant it was over. Nanathe was dead, killed by her own wild power.
Kirk looked up frow the pitiful remnants of what was once a boautiful woman, and
was just in time to sec Kotorak make a compliceted gesture with his hands. 411 at
once his vision blurred, and a moment-later the cave was ompty save for the
computer and o small pile of grey dust. The winds of’Perani, freed now from Nanathe's
influcnce, crept inte the cave, a small breeze lifting the dust znd scattering it
along the tunnel.

Thud...thud...thud... Dark unconsciousness reluctently let go of his brain,
and he realised he could hear again.

Thud...thud...thod... 4 strange, almost mechanical sound. Rhythmic, soothing
«os His hoartbeat, magnified by the machine above his bed.

Light touched his eyclids, sounds coalesced - awareness reburned. 4 signal
sped faster than light from brain to nerves and muscles. Slovly he opened his oyos.

Kotorak moved over and smiled dovm at the young Human. Kirk frowned, trying
to figure things out. Wasn't ho in sickbay? No, that was impossible, yebt...

He sat up, taklng in thc welcome sight of standard Starflect medical equipment.
A& murse burricd by, and Kirk blinked. No ~ it couldn't be. Nurse Chapel was dead!
He glanced hurriedly around, saw McCoy, Sulu and Freeman rogerding him from three
bods to his left, Spock rogerding him from the bed on his right. They looked at
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each other for a moment, thon Kirk finally found his voice.
"Spock? What is..." His voice trailed off uncertainly and Kotorak laughed.

"I am sorry, Captain Kirk. In your weakened condition, the process of tele-—
porting you to your ship put some strein on you. However, Hurse Chapel assures me
you will rcecover guickly."

"Murse Chaps... My ship?’ He looked incredulously from one to the other, his
brain ag yet unable to take it in., Spock lifted one elegent eyebrow in silent
amusemnent and looked at Kotorak.

"Cotorak, if you would be so kind...?"

The alien smiled again, sitting on one edge of Kirk's bed so that the celours
of his robe scemed to merge with the muted beige of the bed covers. He took a
deep breath, collecting his thoughts. ALt last he spoke, and both Kirk and Spock
could hear the sorrow in his voice.

, "Hanathe was my sister. She was born on Etera, and possessed the powers
which all our people have. I do not know what names you have for them, but there
is very little we cannot do with only a2 thought. From birth we are taught to
control the powers, channcel them for the good of the planct, but with my sister,
somcthing...went wrong,

Nanathe's mind becane warped, and her thoughts alien to our lifestyle and
potentially dangerous. I tried to helr her conguer the madness, but it was no
use. She wanted absolute power over people, and I could not stop her. She - she
killad our parents, attacked the Supreme Leader. From then on she was beyond help.t

He paused; his eye colours settling into o pale, pearly grey. They waited in
silence until he continuved.

"She was too dangerous on Eters, too wilful and unpredictable. We abhor
killing, even of one as dangerous as she, so it was decided to exile her. I chose
this planst. I was the onc who sent her here...m

"So sho's heen here ever since?!" asked Kirk,

¥otorak nodded. "We built the computors - seven subsidiary and one central -
to keep her contained and hide the plamet. Thus others were protected from her
evil, though we could do nothing for the natives she creaited to serve her here.
Unfortunctely the screens failed for o short, vital time, revealing Perani to
your scanncers. L deoply regret the ordealg you have gone through. Y

"Tt wasn't your fault," Kirk assured him. He glanced at Spock, making sure
he was therc, unharmed. Spock nodded slightly as if he had read the Captain's
thoughts, and Kirk turned back to Kotorak with a lighter hesrt., "Kotorals, L...
saw my ship explode, my crew died on. Perani,..Whot...I mean how, did you...?"

"Onee again, I regret what you had to endure. Wanathe wog unlike us in that
ghe would kill without mercy, tut we discovered the malfunciion in time to stop
her. At the time she was still too powerful for us to stop without innocents
being harmed, but we found i% relatively simple to save your orew, making it scem
they had perished - 2 simple matter of teleportation, even with your ship.
Unfortunatsly, to meke Nanathe believe she was still in full control, we had 1o
crcate the images of desth in your minds also. The cxplesion, your crewman's
agonising death -~ all werc illusions, projsctions of our minds.!

Kirk looked af him with a lop-sided grin. "Preity powerful illusions.”

"They had to be. Your pain hed to be real... Howsver, you nesd not worry
about the effects, Captain. ALL memorics of the illusions have beeh erased. Your
crew remembers the planet, but little else. Only you two know the full storys
even your other friends here are not oware of what happened, of what I have been
saying. Bnsign Shore is in excellent health, snd the girl who was apparently
blinded dis at this moment hard at work. It is regrettable we had to go to such
lengths, but we had to wait until Nannthe had used her sirength trying tc control
too much at once. Only then could I come to your aid, Captain. I am sorry.”
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"ou saved my shiwn at the oxpence of your sister's 1ifel" cried Kirk,
disturbed at Kotorsk's humility. "I anyone should apeolégise it should he me.
It was mostly our fault for beaming down there."

"Wevertheless, I apologise. ¥From my hoart..." Koborak stood, bowing deeply
to Kirk and Spock. The air zbout him waversd, thinned, and in an instont he was
gonc, on his way back fo the mysterious Etera.

¥irle lay back on his pillows, suddenly tired. He was golng to have one
whale of a time explazining their two-week disappearance... He closed his eyes
theankfully, opening thew agaln as & peevish volce spoke.

"Whet's going on here? Jim, who was that?!

Kizk groaned, and leooked mutely at Spock. A faint smile touched the corners
of Spock's mouih.

"Shall I explain, Captain?"
"Please do, Mr. Spock.!

As Spock patiently began explaining everything to the confused doctor, Captain
James T Kirk guistly fell asleep.

HHAHH R W R KWK RH
NIGHT

It i night on the Enterprise,
They say night is silents

The only time o ship is at peace,
But I think not.

As I walk the passage on seasoned tread

I fesl her vibrant new life.

The life given to the new-born child that is
Mine. i

My esrs hesr every creak, every hum, every cough
From the bridge to below and beyond,

I pass 2 door,

Hear soft harp tones...

And smile ag I perceive their meaning.

An outside vicwer...
he awesome sight of infitnity.
My soul expards to encompass that wonder,
But in wvain.
I reach inward, and see her in my mind.
My ship, my phoenix, my beauty,
My love.
iike a space-borme- dove she flies the dark majesty
ind only I - only I con fecl her henrt beat this night.

Losat in silent contemplation

T nod to another who

Measurcs his life in thoughts of solitude.
The throb of her imprisoned wildness filis
The walls about me...The wildness I have
Longed for these past years.

Slecp, silent night, for I have returned...
The drcom is ended.

Reality begins.

NGB AR K N RN
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MATLBAG BIUES

"Ouech! You twit, E'1l...1'1L..."

The rost of the sgonised cry was lost in soul-scorching cursing as Lt. Bob
Mearns finally lost ithe fragile hold on his temper. A& few yards away Uhura grinned
and cdged past & pile of bogs romching almost to the mail-room's ceiling.

"Something wrong, Bob?" she agked sweetly. The communications man blushed
slightly, trying not to swear at the pain in his bruised shinbone.

"Um, T didn't realise you were thers. Sorry..."

"It's all right,'" laughed Uhura. "I've heard worse. The Captoin comes out
with some real beauts when he $hinks no-one can hesr. What happened, or dare I ask?"

An anguished expression crossed Mearns' face. "That idiot Robinson dropped
this blasted crate on my leg. £dd to thet the sack he christened me with sarlier
and the anfi-grav unit he wrecked before that, and you will know why I'm swearing."

Uhura nodded sympathetically. "Yes, he is a little ham-handed. Whatever
happoned to the others who were detailed to help?!

Thore was & derisive snort, '"They all slipped off, didn't they... Put down
their names for leave and got away before the Chief spotted it. Xight now they!'re
provably enjoying the delighte of the bose's stripelubs.!

"hww, shome..." cooed Uhura. "Poor litile Robert is left sll alone to help
me sort the mail.n

"I might as well be for =ll the help Robinson is.™

Uhura was about to return %o her bag counting when the size of the afore-
mentioned crate registered fully. She spun back, amazement in her eyes.

"Whot in all the universe is in there®

Mearns lifted his eyes to the ceiling. "I hate to think. It's addressed to
Sulu, so it could be anything from a ten-ton boulder to an Aldeberan winkles—cat.
Bither way, ho oan come colloet it himself. No way am I transporting that up to
deok four.,M

His companion smiled and dutifully returned to her work.

Every time the ship called at a Starbase, mail was dropped off to be forwarded
and waiting bogs were collected, resulting in o transport shuttle service neither
communications nor security looked forwsrd to. It was one huge headache for both
departments, and the longer the Enterprise had been away, the larger the plles of
meils It was amazing, Uburs mused, just how many people still used the age-—old
method of pen and paper to keep in touch. True, Starfleet communication chamncls
could not afford to be imundetod with short endearments, but thers wers still voice
tapes. 1t was also amazing how many people continued to address things wrongly
and sond parcels with insdequate wrappings. There would doubtless be the usual
number of 'dead correspondence! in this loed, and Uhure was not looking forward to
hand~sorting the mail the computer could not make head nor t2il of. She cursed
the luck thaet had lended her this duty. Oh for a nice bridge crisis...

On the edge of her vision a2 burly red-shivted figure was apparent, ond she
kncw who it was before she looked up. Scotiy had been back and forth between
enginecring and the mailroom cver since the first bags arrived, an oanxlous look on
his face. Uhura decided that look was becoming decidedly straincd.

I ken I've asked before," Scotty bugsn defensively, "but is there cnythin'
for we? A parcel, maybe?"

Bofore Uhura could answer, a shout came from Mearns' dircetion. "Parcel
coming ovori!

Even o the communications officer realised what that meant, & large package
seiled over tho growing mound of bags, nestly missing her outstretched hands to
crash noisily on the fiocor.
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"Oh shi- " began Mearns before he spotted Mr. Scott. "...Shucks..." he
finished lamely. '"Hopc therc wos nothing breskeble in there, wie.!

Scotty looked as if he had swallowed one of MeCoy's most potent medicines.
He gulped convulsively, unable to believe his eyes. Slowly he sank to his knoes,
vicking up a dripping, soggy parcel now full of broken glass. He gazed specchlsssly
at it as the unmistakable zromn of Saurian brandy replaced that of dry mailbagw...
Uhura and Mesrns exchanged worried glances, the young man frying to decide what
to sny.

Scotty looked at him, looked ut the parcel, gave a little monn and wandered
from the room in an unbelieving daze. A stunned silence lagted until the corners
of Uhura's mouth begon to curl upwards, accompenied by sn inevitoble giggle. They
lookcd at each other agein and promptly doubled up with laoughter.

"I don't think I've ever seen him so shocked, cven whon the engines nearly
blew up,! spluttered Mearns.

Uhura giggled helplessly, dropping the clipboard in order to hold her middle
ageinst the loughter., It was some time before she found bresth enough to speak.

"Oh dear - I hate to sec & grown cnginecer cry!!
"He can't complain - it wasn't morked fragile.m

Uhurs tried to look storn and reproving. "Even so, you really shouldn't throw
percels. Especially when I'm not ready for them. Let's just hope there are some
technical journals in this lot to console Scotty.”

"Yoah," agreed Mearns. "How zbout some helpers for us, too - think you can
agic them up?! —

"I wish I could."

Bob Mearns looked dolefully at the mountain which was reaching Bverest pro-
vortions., If only they could get somo help, by hook or by crook...if necessary...
The thought sparked an idea in his mind, an idea he liked the more he thought sbout
it. A cunning glint entoroed his eyo.

"Uhura, our worries sre sbout to be solved for good. T am about to procure
ug some hoelp, and there'll be no fear of them running off until this is done, either."

The Bantu woman looked unconvinced, "Unlesgs you can mske some clones, forget
it, chum. No-one will give up their precious leave time gladly."

He waved & finger ot her, grinning from ear to ear. "Don't ask, merely wait
for my rcturn. Within fifteen minutes I wiil have gathered o willing teom to
agsist. Just rest those lovely legs of yours and I will zreturni®

- Bedly shoking her hend, Uhura sat upon the nesr.st bag to do as he suggested.
It wes more than fifteen minutes before he returned, but Uhura didn't care about
that., What took hor attention was the line of six 'voluntecrs' following dolefully
behind the exuberant communicmtions officer.

"I give up," she sald finally. "How did you do it?"

"I prevailtd ontheir sense of duty and honour," was the smug reply.

"He threatened to shop us if we didn't help," Kyle translated sourly.

A% Uhura's uncomprehending stare, Sulu explained fuzrther. "He said he would
accidentally on purposce talk about o few things within the Captain's or Spock's
hearing." :

Ths blackmailler innocently ignorod thoe accusing looks. "Can I help it if my

seourity friend knows sbout cortain overlooked and generally unknown inaidents
which have ¢scaped the Czptain's attontion? Silence has o price, you know."

"If I find out who your scourity fricend is, I'1l..." began Kyle.

Ubura interrupted before bad feelings got out of hand., She smiled brightly,
guiding the extra hands towards the pressing work. They would be & big help, but
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14 would still be several days before cverything was properly sorted and handed out.

Hor oyes fell on an officisl-looking bag which prompted an inward groan.,
Y¥udging Mcerns in the ribs, she wandered over to it. "T bet you ten to & hundred
crodits tast is full of official forms and momos for *the officers, and at least a
guarter of it will be exclusively for our two commonding heroes. I prodict bad
moods for the next weck or so."

"How so?"

"If you haven't secen the Captain after he gets his mail, then take my advice
snd vomoose from sight for o while. Ho detests peperwork, ond he''s going to be
like o bull with & sore head until it is finished with."

Thore was o knowledgesble groan from Sulu's direction, so Meerns made & mental
note of the warning.

"How long do you think this will take?” Sulu asked of Uhura.
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"Years, sugar, years..,'

Tho helmsman let out a hollow moan., "I can see it now... We'll grow old and
die here -~ forsver sorting mail in the afteriife..."

Sulu's morvid prediction seemed to be coming truc, for next day the mail
mountain looked as high as beforc and the weary expressions grew worse with every
bag empticd. Btill, some of the mall was bwing slowly sorted into its appropriate
piles, and while some heaps remained relatively small, others grew at an alarming
rate,

Uhura gazed worriedly at the miniaturc mountain resorved for Kirk. "The
Captain is not going to like this at all..."

"Wever mind, this will cheer him up," said Su lu, waving a coloured envelope
under her nose. Uhura tock one end and breathed deeply. 4 lush, exotic perfume
wafted vast her nostrils.

"Phew...pretty overpowering M

"There's more where that came from. Different perfumes each time, too."
Uhura rolied her eyos. "How many?"

Sulu shrugged. "I lost count after a whils.!

"There can't be that meny," Uhura said firmly, but they exchanged a knowing
glance. Whatever was in those letters might just soften the Captain's mood enough
to make life bearable.

"Pirst clasg, Mr. Sulr??
"What else, Ms., Uhura?"

Uhura turned to be met by an anxious young ensign norvously clutching a large
bag as 1f his life depended on it. For a second she asbscently wondered what Mearns
could possibly have blackmailed him with, then remembered it was Robinson. She
assumed her best capable lieutenant expression.

"Can I help you, Bnsign?"

Robinson blinked. Somehow an enquiry from the wondrous Lt. Uhura made his
mouth dry in seconds. It took a while for his brain to begin functioning enough
to produce words.

"Um...Licutenent, sir, this bag is - ah ~ is full of holiday brochures.
Should T give ene to everybody, or..."

"Lot's see," interrupted Uhura. BShe delved into the expansive bag, coming up
with gaudily coloured magazines splattorsd with words which came closc to making
hor lose her famod cool.

Hihat the... "Holiday on Sunny Omicron Ceti III! Relax in pleasant surround—
ings, assured of perfect total peace and happiness throughout your vacation...!
I'11 bvet! Sulu, Bob, come look at thisi P

The two men hurried across, unable to think what could be wrong. Uhura thrust
& brochure at cach of them. "Read thati"

Locks of puzzlement turned to dleLlle and then snger as they cach read the
oright promises.

"Who the hell wrote this?! crizd Sulw.

Uhura was studying the inside and back covers. "T don't know, but whoever it
ig hag somo cheek..." She trailed off, jaw hanging open. "Sulu, you'll never
belicve this. Remomber Cyrano Jones?".

"I have heard, yes," murmured Sulu, who had been temporarily off the ship
during that unfortunate incident. "You don't mean he — "

"Uhuh. I think the Captain had better see these. How they ever got here is
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heyond me."
MThon I don't give overy crowmenber onc?! Robingon asked blandly.

Uhura oyed him suspiciously, dccided he was not trying to be funny. '"No,
gn, you do not," she said coldly. "Now, if you would be so kind as to plck

Enail
that up, we arc going to see Captain Kirk..."

n
HMearns watched them go, then looked arcund him. "Well, looks like we're
gotting on pretty well, huh?"

Sulu, who was determined to rzmain gloomy until his cnforced duty was done,
shrugeed. "You wait. Spock might carry out one of his efficiency checks for
somathing to do."

NTg that bad?" Mearns asked. "I've always been off duty when he's checked
comminications."

Sulu whistled. YThon you are once lucky man. If you think Spock is super-
officiont normally, you wait until he really gets started. If you're not on the
hall then..." He rolled his eyes expressively, making Mearns glance worriedly at
the door. Maybe he had better clear the floor of empty bags and torn labels, just
to be on the safe side, of course.

Kirk squinted through onc cye for a second, then did the same with his other
eye. He followed that by pcering through his spread fingers, but 1t made no diff-
ercnce at all. It was no use, the mound on his desk looked just as formidable and
horrible whichever way he looked at it., 4 hollow groan exprossed his feelings
exactly, and he could only watch numbly as a tendril of packets slowly glid from
thoir precarious perch to join anothor small heap on the floor.

In the silence a small gurgling sound insistently reminded him of his stomach's
noeds. James T. gritted his tecth, knowing full well that if he left it now he
would find hidgelf various impertant things to do until he could honestly tell him-
selT he wag %too tired for paperwork. Still, a medium rare steak would go down
rather wells...

Visions of the varied meonus the computer could provide danced before his eyes,
dissolving his half-hearted determination to carry on working.

Migakling," he muttored, but it didn't stop him from pushing back the chair
and averting his eyes from the pile. Unfortunately, it was not his might. The
door buzzer went just as ho rose. Kirk sat down agein with o slight feeling of
panic.

It was Spock who entered, his expression at its blandest yet. In his hand
was o bendle of letters - mostly pink, Kirk noted. The Vulcan looked over the
overflowing mound as if it was a normal sight in the Capiain's officc. In some
weys it was, the only diffceronce being the all over size.

N4 musber of letters addressed %o you seem to have been mistakenly included
with my ocorrespondence, Ceptain," he explained, holding out the bundle.

Kirk reached Tor it, frowning at the aura of perfume about it. He glanced at
the very feminine envelopes with an expresgion of sbsolute dread. Oh no, not
Aga1in. «

1Tt ig fortunate I noticed them," Spock continued, savouring Kirk's face.

MThoy msy be important .m

"ihat, these? Oh no, not very important really," Kirk said with forced
joviality. "They can wait... Thanks for bringing thom along, just the same, Spock,"

ks ho hurriedly secreted tho offending letters in a drawer he caught a glinpse

of o barely raised cyebrow, but it was down again by the time he lifted his head.,
Hoe coughed politely, determined to change the subject.

Mihoeo I got the usual mountain of wail again, as you can see. I hate Yo
think how long it'll take to get it sorbod."
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"hpproximately threo point nine weeks, I should say," Spock said helpfully,
eyeing the mall. . '

Kirk wondercd sourly if that was a Spock-type Jjoke or not. Ho sincerely
hopod it was. Like Hearns before him, his momentary depression was brightened by
the glimmerings of an idea. His voice took on an air of courag.ous dejection,
which he linked to a hang-dog expression, It really would not be fair, but if
Spock fell for it...

"Yes, I had to cut my shore leave short for this lot. Pity," sighod the down-
trodden Captain: "I'm not complaining, of course — all part of the job, after all
~ but it would be nice to get away from it for a while, sven a few hours. If only
T had someone to soxt it out...m
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He resisted the impulse to sigh again and glanced sideways at Spock. Haybe
he had laid it on a bit thick. Was that o look of pity in the Vulcan's eye? He
walted hopefully as Spock nodded with complete understanding and sympathy.

"It is unfortunate,” Spock murmurcd. He paused for a sscond then continued,
"However, there is a saying that the soonur something is tackled, ithe sooner 1t is
finished. Which rominds me of my own mail. If you will excuse me, gir..."

Kirk ground his teeth together. Spock kad known from the start what he was
up tol That Vulecan was getting too good at reading Humans! As tha door closed,
he glared glumly at the small mountain, wondering for the umpteenth time who had
invented letters and important packets. Whoover it was, if a certain Starship
captain sver gobt hold of him...

A chorus of hecrty guffaws and welfl whistles attracted Uhura's atiention, and
her cors pricked ss she heard Chekov's name mentioned. Bhe glanced up to where
the mon had gathered in a small group, the taller ones pesring over shoulders at
somothing Bob Mcarns held. Uhura put down hoer clipboard and wandered slowly over
to satisfy her curiosity.

"ihere did he get hold of that?" asked Kyle.

lMoarns raised his eycbrows. "I wish I knew... He refuses to give me the
addross, oither."

"Dirty old man..."

Sulu craned his neck, squinting past Kyle's ear., '"Hey, I didn't see that page
properlys Tlick it back. Hwmn. Uh, on second thoughts, never wind that page. 1
don't think I'm old snough..."

Uhura moved guickly up, stending on tiptoe to see past them. "Cen I have a
Look?"

There was a flerry of pages as Mearns hastily closed the magazine. The other
seven looked suitably embarrassed and obashed, and Uhura noted Robinson had turned
an interesting shade of pink.

Undetered by the air of confusion and with characteristic determination,
Uhure cdged closer, glancing curiously at Mearns. "Come on, give me a look too.
Why shoulid you lot have all the fun? Tell me what it is, at least.m

Varying tones of rod and pink had begun to colour Mearns' neck and cheeks, and
for some reason he had developed a close interest in the fleoor. He carcefully held
the magazine just out of Uhura's reach.

"It's nothing much really, Uhura. Just some magazines on - ah - " Ho glanced
desperately st the others for inspiration.

"Biology," blurted Suluw anxiously. UA parcel came untied; we werc just
putting it baek tegether..." Ho finishod uncertainly, knowing full well Uhura
didn't velieve = word of it.

She smiled sweetly, aware of what aspect of "biclogy'! it was. The imp in her
prompted her to ask, "Biology? Humar or alien? Is it both sexes, or just one?"

Sho walted cxpectantly while Mearns spluttered nonsense and the helpors
cxchanged glances. Ls Bob came to the end of his hurried answer Uhura tock pity
on them.

"Tdiots!" she laughed. I know perfecetly will it's 2 '‘men-only! type magazine!
Nothing to be embarrassed sbout — I am past wmy innocent days, you know. Now, would
one of you kind gentlemen holp me with these personal message tapes, or I'1ll nevel-
got them sorited ocut... !

Gradually with the help of the !wvolunteers! the mail room was clesred of its
bvags and boxes, the eagerly awaited mall duly delivered to the impatient customers.
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Overnight the rec room was filled with engrossed letter-readers, some already
composing replies which might take as long again to reach their destinations.

Finally Uhura and Bob lMearns ceremoniously folded and lzid down the last empty
mail bag, both heaving a heart-felt sigh of relief.

MThank God that's finighed,!

"Seconded," murmured Unura. "Poof... There was 2 lot, but at lezst no
wrongly-labelled bags meoant for other ships turned up. I remember the time we got
half of the Hood's wmail - hoo boyl®

Yearns shut his eyes and stretched luxuriousliy. "Ah well, now I can relax.
Uhura, would you care to join me in — M

Through the door a harassed figure came hurrying in, & large, full bag grasped
in each hand. Both lieutenants stzred at Robinson and then at the bags in growing
horror.

"Look what I found next door," hegan Robinson., "I thought they were those
brochures, but they're really for Captoin Stevens of the Columbuse.."

Uhura and Mearns looked silently at each other, then moved as one. Without =a
murmur, they lifted a bag, carefully emptying it over Rebinson's head. Letters
cageaded dowvnwards, a parcel bouncing off the confused linsign's shoulder. The other
bag followed suit, then Lit. Mearns bowed to Uhura.

"Ms. Uhura, would you do me the honour of joining me in the rec room for a
celebration drinkt"

The Bantu woman curtsied delightfully, placing her hand on Mearns' readied arm.
"Sir, I would be honoured to do so."

iiith careful dignity, they departed, leaving Robinson to gaze worriedly after
them. He looked down at Captain Stevens! mail and slowly picked himself out of
the middle of it,

"Oh dear," he murmured. "Uh, Lieutenant, sir..."

HHHH I N K KKK
SPLASHTP DESTINY

You were born to be here,
Ind I at your side.

To explore the heavens,
To reach deep inside...
Thig is your destiny.

You revel in it

Az you move like a dancer
Through its initricate dreams
Lnd know peace =nd harmony
And hope.a

Space 1s your home,

This stership your body,
You embrace lts planets
ind beautiful peoples.
Star child in motioen.

Life and hope,

‘Both are entwined

In your soul, and so
Am I, as companion,
brother and guardian.

You live by your instinct,

I by my laws.

But you have extended my life.
I thank you for that,

For we are as one,

ind you rescued my soul.
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KISSION TO A CONTRARY PLLNET

James Kirk couldn't help smlling 2 little as he astepped from the trangporter
pad, i1l things congidered, there was little else Nogura could have done, but it
was nice to have things straightened out. There had been n few rumblings in
Starfleet Commuond about his 'taking off' with a brand-new Starship, but Kirk had
saved Earth and he let thew kunow it. DPolitely, of course.

Por on instant he wondered at himself. There had been a %time when the use
of hig rank privileges would have been unthinkable, but those days were behind
him. Sure, he had changed, but he preferred to think of those changes as good
ones. Only time would tell, of course.

Lt. Rand received a dagzling grin =8 he left the dark room, and then he was
out in the corridor, sensing the vibrant life in this new Bnterprise. He pondered
over hig instructions as he waited for the turbo-elsvator to arrive. The fact
that he was here on triasl irked comsiderably, but it had taken enough argument to
get the snterprise captaincy at all, never mind ancther mission., There had never
been a case of a Starship castain returning to his shiy after his five-year
mission, even though that captain had returned with his ship and crew almost
intacts an unheard-of thing. Some were not at all sure of his ability o continue
coping with the oonstant stresses inherent in a deep~space voysge, especially after
his time on Harth.

¥irk squared his chin at the memory of their doubtful expressions and the
argumcnts he had used to change those doubts. Hadn't he proved with the V'ger
affair that he was as competent as ever? A man never lost hig sbility to command,
and he would prove that.

"Om, Captain Kirk? Sir?"

Kirk ceme out of his self-congratulabory thoughts and back to reality. He
suddenly renlised thet the 1ift had not arrived yet and there was = nervous young
technician hovering at his side.

"Yeg, Ensignt!

The youth nervously indicated the tightly-closed doors. "ir...turboshait
eight is non-operational at the moment, sir. inor repairs. If you'd like to use
shaft seven..."

Probebly hig first tour of duty, thought Kirk. He smiled.

"Some things never change, BEngign," he sold lightly. "Sven in a new ship.
Thank you."

The ensign watched him stride eway with round eyes and o slightly dagzed
expression before turning back o his assigned task - putting an 'Cut of Ordex!
notice on the door.

Ls luck would have it, Spock was entering the 1ift as Kirk rounded the corner.
The Vulcan kept the doors open until his commanding officer had entered, then
locked quizzically at him. "Bridge, Captain?"

"Bridge, Mr. Spock.”

L5 the 1ift gather speed, Kirk unobitrusively watched Spock, comparing the
Vuloan now to the utteriy different alien who bhad arrived on the Enterprise nine

brief days ago. He seemed much more relaxed, but stronger too. Strong within
himself, Kirk realised. He's come to terms with his dusl personality, ond he's

accepted it.
The shadowed hrown eyes locked in his direction, a faint note of curiosity
sounded in the voice. "Was your meeting with the Board satisfactory, Captain?"

"Wery satisfactory, Mr. Spock," replicd Kirk, unable to hold baeck a grin any
longer. "1 have commond for & trial period only, but it won't "¢ long before
they lese their doubts about my abilities.!

Spock raised one oyebrow, an act which added to Kirk's exubersnce. "I admire
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your confidence," he said coolly.
Kirk only grinned wider. "It's got me this far."

Spock 1lifted the other cyebrow, well aware of the word game they played.
Strange how such an illogical way of speaking could add to one's feeling of
'belonging' . ' '

"Oour first job is to transport an Ambassador to a planet name of CGairm,
Another diplomatic job, it seems," Kirk continued., He made a face. "Light duties
firste. M

"Phey know your tendency to attract trouble," Spock observed drily. The 1ift
doors opened- before Kirk could reply, ond the Captain bounced down the steps to
his chair. 3Spock continued at a more dignified pace to his.

Uhura correctly interpreted her captain's happy expression. "Hew orders, sir?"

"Correct," beamed Kirk. He pushed his chair round, resisting the urge %o spin
it around full circle. "Navigator, compute a course for Starbase 16, and the most
direct route from there to Gairm, Delta Capporum system.m

Mhye, sir."

"dr. Sulu, prepare to leave orbit."

iith her increased warp-drive capacity and brand new engines, the Enterprise
made short work of the journey to the Starbase, and it was not long after their
departure from Barth that Kirk and Spock were waiting patiently as Ambossador
Shondar beamed aboard.

Kirk strajghtened his shoulders as the figure materialised through the sparkl-
ing besm. He had heard before of Maria Shondar, and knew of the many peaceful
misslons credited to her name. If anyone could sort out the troubles on Gairm,
she could. o

Kirk stepped forward to greet his passenger. "“ambassador Shondar, welcome
aboard M

She took his hend in a confident, firm grip. "I'm happy to be here, Captain,
I've heard a great deal cbout your adventures.M

"All good, I hopa.t
"Of coursel"

kmbessador Shondar was & small, middle-aged woman, and she wore and cream and
ornnge outfit, stylishly cut to f£it her slightly plump figure. Long blonde hair
was left to hang down her back, and sparkling brown eyes etched with laughter lines
revealod o sonse of humour uncommon in most diplomats. Above her eyes her cyebrows
arched slightly, en inheritance from Vulcanoid stock generations back irn her family
linc. Bhe looked from Kirk %o the $all Vuleon waiting unobtrusively at his rear.

"Captain?!
"Oh. My apologies...hmbassador Shondar, my sccond-in-commend, Mr. Spock,!

They nodded to each other ond cexchanged pleasantrices, then Kirk claimed the
Ambogsador!s attention sgain., "Ma'am, your quarters arc all ready for you. Would
you like to freshon up, perhaps change, or would you like to see round the ship
first? '

/.

& gleem ceme into Shbndarfs eyé. "I know I sound like a little girl, but
could I see the ship first? I don't often get the chance to tour a completely
cup~to-dete Starship.”

"T understand the foeling," smiled Kirk. "I felt like that when I first
arrived on board. Everything was completely - "

"Bridge;to Captaini™
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MEXCUSE MGewal

They waited while he snswered the urgent call and returncd from the conscle,
shrugging philosophically. "I'm sorry, imbassador, I'm ncceded clsewherc, I will
heve to lesve you in kir. Spock's capable hands., He is an ¢xcellent guide."

Shondar nodded understandingly. "That's all right, Coptain. You're a busy
mon."

"Unfortunately, you'lre right,h grimed Kirk. "I'1l see you again later, I
hope "

"T ghould think you will," replicd Ambassador Shondor, She walted until the
door had cleosed behind Kirk, then turncd to Spock., "Well, Mr. Spock, lead on.
Perhaps on our travels we con discuss our mutual heritage, though 1 think I am
further removed from Vulcan thon you are..."

At 1600 hours, ship's time, Kirk, Spock, NeCoy and Scott met with Ambassador
Shonder to go over the delilcate situation on Gairm. Asg Shondar wont over her
notes it goon bhecams apparent Just how sensitive the situation was.

"The Gairmites are a touchy race, given to frequently changing their minds at
the drop of & hat. They themselves have lost count of the number of international
wars through the ages.

The planet consists of nine separate island states ruled by the High King and
their own representatives in the High Council. &t the moment High King Vorda is
in power, and for the past fifty years has quite happily done business with the
Federation, trading in minverals, ariifacts, general things of that sort.!

" mining company set u business near the capital not so long ago, didn't
it?" asked Kirk.

Shondar nodded. "That's correct. The Centurian Mining Corpcretion, run by
Mr. hndrew Meersham. They mine Pertimite, which Gairm has in plenty. Galrm used
to 4rade with the Klingons, and it's a sign of Vorda's faith that he let the company
onto the planet. hLs you nodoubt know, he changed sides when he inherited the
throne and after a lot of argument monaged to get his own way. UNow we're on the
way to keeping Gairm on the right side of the neutral zone.V

"If I am correct," commented Spock, "o sudden return to dealing with the
Klingons would put a consgiderable strain on the other Federation planets in that
area."

"Security would have to be stepped up," Kiri mused., "It could cause quite a
lot of repercussions over a fairly wide area.,”

"Bxactly," agreed Shondar. '"The trouble is, Vorixia may not be able to sway
Council ovinion much longer. His son Menon'ar is pushing for change. Recently,
there's been some bother with the miners - general ilgnorance of local custonms,
rowdiness, thet gort of thing, The Gairmites have stood 1t well enough, but a few
waeks ago a group of men desiroyed = shrine.”

"Let me guess," said MeCoy. "They're highly religious too."

"Wery. They worship their ancestors, and this particular shrine belonged to
Vorda's family. That, as far as the Gairmites are concerned, was the last straw.
Ignorance they could accept, but not the desecration of a shrine. There have been
murmurings of driving out the alien devils, and I wouldn't be ot all surprised if
a few Klingon agents haven't been sniffing oul the land.m

"4 ticklish problem in diplomacy, Ambassador," murmured Kirk.

"But not an unsolvable one, I hope," replied the woman.

"o refuse to be intimidated!" cried the young Gairmite, his lime-green crest
rising in anger. "You come here wishing to fool us, to trick us, but we will not
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be taken in by your lies!®

The elderly alien seated behind him blinked his double eyelids impatiently.
Mfenon'ar Neeth Krel, be silenti?

Ls the helr-apparent to Gairm's throne angrily subsided, Vorda secttled himself
further into the hammock-like arrangement thot served ag a seat on Gairm. Ho
locited sideways at the group waiting before him.

"I seek forgiveness for my son's brashness. He knows little of etiquette,
and ignores what he has learned.”

imbassedor Shondar bowed respectfully. "The impulsiveness of the young is
common to all races, High King. There is naught to forgive."

Vorda clicked shut his beok and glanced at Menon'ar. L few seconds passed,
then the youth spoke reluctantly. "You are gencrous in your forgiveness, Ambagsador.
1 hope I am worthy of such generosity."

Seemingly satisfied by this token apology, Vorda locked back to Shondar, and
behind her Kirk and Spock traded looks. It was obvious where Menon'ar's sympathies
lay, and they would have to guard sgainst giving him any smmunition for his
arguments.

To prevent sny awkwardness or misunderstendings with $he difficult Cairmite
lenguage, all four Federation representatives wore small, compeact translators, and
it was into this that Shondar spoke. Vorda listened intently, perceiving her
words in the clicking, gurgling speech of his people.

"High King, we come not to intimidate you or trick you, but to help our people
and yours to understand each other. Thers have been too many unfortunate incidents
in the past. We wish only to smooth out any animosity caused by these insults and
crecte harmony between us again,?

"In truth, I wish it to be so," sighed Vorda, "but sometimes I fear the voice
of trust is not heard by my people, or by yours. Why else do you come in numbers,
in 2 great ship which can destroy our world?!

"iajesty, the snterprise is a itribute from the High Council of the Federation.
She is the finest ship in her fleet, and before all other dubies, she waz sent
herc." hs Vorda digested the meaning of her statement, Shondar pointed at the
three men behind her. "These men are heroes. They have Fought irjustice many
times, ond Tespect the customs and honour of other races.m

The High Xing fixed the heroes with an unnerving stare, then Menon'ar spoke
from his corner. "They arc..."thon a sharp gurgling click the translators could not
deal with. Vorda struck him across the face, sending him reeling.

"Moy your feathers be oilless! Boorish lout, how dare you insult our visitors
thugt!

"I beg forgiveness," Menon'aer muttered sulkily, but his father had had enough.
He camc to his feet, orest raised to its full glory, one withered hand pointing
inperiously down the long hall.

"Begone from my sighti"

The young prince hurried away, his emall, usecless wings twitching against his
brozd feathered back. He disappecred through the main door as Vorda resat, his
crest bobbing up and dovmn in agitation.

"Arbassador, gentlebelngs, my most humble apologies are offered to you," he
sold enxiously. "My son...there can be no excuse for his behaviour.®

"We accept your apology, ond already forget the matter," the Lmbassador assured
hims. VHe is doubtless upset by the desecration of your shrine."

"hh yes.. " Vorda's eyes clouded end the three claws on his right hand flicked
in and out again. ™y shrinc... The leader of the miners, Meco'am, promised most
faithfully to deliver to me the culprits of this most insulting deed. This hes not
boen done.!
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Kirk stepped forward. "High King, I asgure you that when we have spoken with
Moersham, we will find the culprits.”

The alien's double eyelids slid up, and his topaz stare settled on the
Enterprise's capbain. "It would not go well if you did not, Kirr'."

Fiftcen minutes later, a rather disgruﬁtled Lndrew Meersham found himself
giving audience to threc Starship officers and o persistent, if not hard-headed,
hmbogscdor. He sighed, rubbing his chin as he prowled round his office desk.

"Wou menn I have te hand over my men for them to do with as they please because
of some stupid high jinks? Christ, I offered to pay for the damagel

Maria Shondar moved into his path, fixing him with her direct stare., "ir,
Heersham, I 2m sure you must be aware it is not only a mattoer of a demeged shrine,
though that's bad enough. To Vords it's o matter of honour and pride to punish
the descerators of his ancestors' tombs."

Meorsham dodged round her and walked into Spock, who gave him an unfathomable
look as he backed away snd finally sat down. "Yeah," he said. "But who would have
thought a lean-to with & pile of stones and evil-smelling plants was a royal
gshrine?!

"This ig an alien plsnet," Spock pointed out, '"Customs are bound to be
different.m

Kirk sighed and lesned on the desk, his hands gripping the edge. "Meershom,
why don't you give up the men? I don't know whet the local punishment for this
crime is, but I'm sure Lmbasscdor Shondor will be able to ask for leniency, since
it was done out of pure ignorance of the customs.!

M therwise," put in Shondar, "you might not huve mining rights here for much
longer.m
: Meersham drummcd his fingers on the chair arm for & moment, then threw up his
honds in disgust. "Okay. okay, I'1l do it if it will keep the peace.”

"It'11l help, at any rate.”

They left the office in silence, with Meershem's promise that the culprits

would be found and sent to the palace the next day. Kirk glanced at Ambassador
Shondar, who was deep in thought.

"Thet ought to placate Vorda a little,™ he said.

"Let us hope so. Captoin, were you thinking of going back to the ship just
yeiu !

"I there is nothing eclse we cen do," Kirk snswered. "Would you prefer - 2"

Shondar shook her head. '"No, just the opposite. I think I'1ll go on to the
palace, tell Vorda what's happening. If I go myself, he may speak a little easler
sbhout the situation. I think he's frightened of losing his hold over the Council.
With luck, I may be able to quell any doubts he may have about backing us."

Kirk grinned, "It might just work. TYou hove your communicotor?!

She raised on arm to reveal the wrist-band beneath her long sleeves. "All
present snd correct] I'1l call the ship when I want to beom back, Captain. Until
later, gentlemen...! She walked swiftly away, and licCoy took the opportunity %o
teage Kirk o iittle.

"Just your type, eh, Jim?"

"¥ho, we?" Kirk protested. '"Bonos, I may like women who know their own minds,
but I don't go chasing aofter every one who proves she can charm & High King o two.
Besides, she's married!i!

¥cCoy bharrumphed loudly, pleased that their frisndship wos as strong ss before.
The fact that he had “cen pulled willy-nilly from his comfortable civilian life
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ranktlicd o 1ittle even yet, but for now ho was reasonably happy. Perhoaps he would

reconsider his life's route in the neazr futurs, but until then he was Loonard
McCoy, ship's doctor, and that suited him fine.

Like a Well—fitting'glove, Kirk thought as they walked back to the beam-up
point. That's their friendship. Always dependeble, strong... I should have
listoned to Bones then. Why did I throw this away?

He thought back over his years ag chief of Storfleet opersations. They had
bacn ompty years, he realised. Ee had been helf alive, the vibrant, questioning
port of him submerged under planet-side pleasantrices. This wos where he belongeds
in the contrasiing alicnness of Starfleet life where the bitter—sweet taste of
danger was always present.

And what of Spock? What did he think of as they walked togother in the same
close companionship that had held them securs throughout countless trials?

He thought of the pest, and of the future; hig future, on the Enterprise.
He felt more a% pesce now than he had ever been, even after the deeply clesnsing
meditation of Kolinahr., The trials, the doulits...it had all become @ dream which
finally ended when he was given his answer. There was a certoln amount of irony
in the way he hod found tha itxuth. '

"Hey, you! You Captain Kirke"

The harsh voice broke into Spock‘s'though:s, and his hecd lifted as Kirk
halted in enswer to the cnll. He confirmed his identity, his geze stonily cool
and forbidding towards the mincr who had shouted.

A small, wiry man wandered over, looking Kirk up and down with an insoclence
thet spoke of habitual bravado. His breath recked of the local cquivalent of beer,
the source of his sudden courage.

"Thought you were him," he said at last, "I wanna talk to ya. Name%s Norsen
- Kurt Norsen. WHe an' the boys are wonderin' what's goin' on."

"I don't follow you," Kirk murmured, c¢yeing the miners drifiting towards them.

. HNorson spet on the floor, wiped his hands on his trousers. "We heard tho
guys who broke up that shrine are bein' handed over to the Gairmites. What're you
gonna do 'bout itV

"ir. Norsen, I will make sure they are handed over."

"Zat so?" Norsen swaggered closer to Kirk, but gshtopped uncertainly as Spock
moved very slightly forward. He said nothing, but menaged io convey a great deal.
Norsen shuffled back. Kirk folded his zrms and stood with a deceptive calm which
vothered Norsen even more. He looked towards his fellow workers, but found no
gunpori there.

"Uh...we don't want no trouble," he said at last. "It's just..."

"Don't worry, Mr. Norsen,™ Kirk assured him. "The men responsible will be
defended by Ambasgsador Shondar and myself. There will be no trouble.!

"Yeah, Well, thanks," Norsen mumbled, walking uwneasily away, while keeping
an gye on Spock. The other miners drifted away as quickly as they had gathered,
and the Starfleet men left the planst unhindered.

"The local gpokesman, it seems," MeCoy remarked as thoy rounded the corner.

Kirk nodded. M"All mouth and bluster, dbut dangerous just ithe same. Somehow T
don't think the trouble will end with the punishment of these men.!

"Enowing Human nature," said Spock, "I suspect it may Just beo beginning."

The very next day, Meersham kept his promise and - to both the prisoners! and
Kirk's relief -~ Shondar persuaded Vorda to let them off with a light sentence.
This consisted of three Gairmlan years in their squalid prisons and a light whipp-
ing of fifty lashes. When one of thom protested at the sentence, Vorda eyed him




38

critically. "Be glad you receive this lititle, Human. In the old days, offenders
had their feathers shaved off and their wings. cut from thelr shoulders. They were
then blinded... Since you have no wings, the Council wished your hands cut off -
I persuaded them to reduce it to the whipping. You are indecd fortunate.!

The miner subsided rapidiy. Unfortunately, Mr. Meersham 4id not; probably
because he was not under the pilercing gaze of the High King. . .

"Tou said he'd be lenient, Kirk!" he roared, thumping the desk in his anger.
"He was,"” Kirk said pleasantly. '"For a Gairzmite."

"Surcly you realise that in order to live on this planet you must be prepared
to abide by its laws," Spock put in. ‘

Meersham glared at him, "But three years, dammit! That's the equivalent of
ten Barth years! TFour of my best men incarcerated in their dirty little prisons...!

"It was the best Vorda could do,'" Kirk said firmly. Ieersham leaped to his
feet, ready to hit Kirk before he remumbered who he was. Angrily, he sat again,
broathing heavily.

"The mon Wwill be angryes.”

"Then you had better keep thom calm. Mr. Meersham, perhaps you don't realise
Just what is at stake here. If your men anger the Gairmites too much, they may
leave the Federation, and that would have ropercussions all the way across this
sector. The Klingons are just waiting to get a toehold in here again, and if
Vorda says he wants thom, there's nothing we can do. Perhaps it would have been
better if the men had been tried by a Federation court, but that would have
insulted Vorda even more. You ses my point?!

The mine owner grudgingly agreed. 'Okay, I'1ll do my best to calm them down,
tut don't expect too much.!

Kirk breathed a quiet sigh of reiief. "Just stop them from insulting the
natives,” he said. "That's all T ask."

Kirk and Spock left the mine slowly, walking along the busy street outside.
Both noticed the respectful, if wary, looks the Gairmites gave them., The bird-like
poople admired the obvious trappings of wealth displayed by rich merchants and the
like, and to them the crisp, woell-cut uniforms signified a great deal of wealth
behind these strange aliens. Traders watched them hopefully, but they showed no
gign of stopping to examine their wares, so the Gairmites turned their attention
back to their own kind.

"Captain..."

¥irk came to a sudden halt and followed the Vulcan's geme. Across the dusty
road & familiar figure was just loaving s ftailor's shop, swaying slightly as he did
so. His thin, sinewy body was covered in a sult made of venkr, an expensive fabric
made on Galrm for those who could afford it., The tailor waiched from the shop doox
as his customer wandered away, his clawod hand still clutching a wad of money.

Kirk frowned at the sight. "I wouldn't have thought he could afford clothes
iike that.®

"Tt is unlikely," agreed Spock. "A month's pay from the mine would buy only a
metre of venkr, yet Norsen has a complete suit, He is alse drunk, and to become
that intoxicated takes a great deal of money."

"It depends what you're drinking..." Kirk said absently. "However, it may
ve worth finding out whers Mr. Norson got his sudden riches."

It was easy enough to follow bohind Norsen, and the minoer never noticed his
two shadows until he was firmly hustled into an empty doorway., Worriedly, he
looked from onc to the other, his oyes widening as he recognised them. Xirk let
go hig arm and pushed him against thoe door, while Spock loomed silent and foreboding
ovor the unfortunate man.

Mihat..what do you want?"
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Kirk looked at him with an cxpression of complete innocence. "Why, nothing,
Kurt. I can call you Kurt, can't I? We just noticed your fine outfit from
across the street, and wanted to sce it closcr at hand..." He lightly fingered
the neatly-stitched material, standing back to admire the cut. "Fine work, fine
work. Hand~tailored, of coursc. Hust have cost quite a lot."

Norson could not resist o little bragging: He looked down at himself proudly.
"ou bet it did! 2000 kquatas!"

Kirk whistled, shaking his head in wonder. "“2000... Let's see, that must be
90C credits, at least. I never realised miners were paid that much. You must be
favoured, Kurt."

"fog, well, I do have..." Norsen itrailed off asg he realised what he was
gaying. "Er, that...that is... I saved up for it! Tes, that's what I did.
Saved up. Quite casy if you..."

Spock fixed him with an unnerving stare. "Fascinating."

Mih,..what ig?" asked thoe miner, swallowing nerveously. He was rapidly
sohering up.

"he Tfact that you were able fto save so much from what is obviously a low-
paid job. Did your diligence not interferec with your drinking habitst!

¥orson shook his head in bewilderment and Kirk moved in for the kill., "Come
on, Kurt. Are you trying to tell us that a low-grade worker like you saved up
enough money to buy clothes only nobility can afford? Where did that money really
come frome"

"I gavod it, honest I didi" wailed Norsen. "I'm very thrifty that way..."
His knoes bogan to quivor as Spock moved menncingly closer. Kirk turned slightly
away, examining his fingorneils minutely. He spoke in s nonchalent tone as if he
was discussing the weoather. -

"Kurt, you may have noticed Mr. Spock her: is a Vulcan... Now I don't know if
you have met any before, but I'm sure you've heard of thelir grent strength, at the
very leasgt,! .

Norsen nodded furiously, and Spock raised an eyebrow very slightly at his
captain.

HGood," Kirk continued in the same tone. "Did you also know that Vulcans
heve a vory barbaric past? T didn't think so... You sce, Kurt, the point is, as
a Vulcan Mr. Spock knows many ancient techniques used for punishing wrongdoers.

How these can be gquick and painless, or thoy can be the exact opposite. You get
my drift? It's been a long time since Mr. Spock had a chonce to practice...”

"I...I thought Vulcans werc pescefuli" Norsen gulped, trying wosuccesefully
to cdge further away from Spock.

"Tou don't want to believe gverything you hear, Xurt. Whoever told you that?"
"Stopi" Norson shricked. '"Stop, for pity's sake. Don't hurt me, please..."
"There did the money come fromp"

A new fear came into the miner's eyes. "I can't tcll you. They'll find out
and -~ "

Who will find out?" snapped Kirk.

"I don't know for surc. They scnd money...tell me what thoy want donc...
Don't kill wel?

By this time tho miner was almost on his knees, and curious Gairmites were
pausing siightly as they passed, eyelng the three aliens. It was unlikely that
Worgen would say any morc, torn as he was betweon fear of injury now or later, at
another's honds.

Kirk took pity on him and stood aside. '"CGo on, get out of it."

Hesitantly, Norsen edgod past thom and hurried away for the safety of his
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quartera: XKirk watched him go, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "I? sounds as if
somcone is deliberately srying to stir up trouble," he said. '"The Kiingons, for
exannloes .

MIt is likely," Spock agreed. He wag about to go on when Kirk's wrist~com
bleoped demandingly. The Captein answered it at once, and listened with a sinking
‘heart.

"Soott here, sir. Uhura's just intercepted 2 message fTonm Gairm. It's a wos
bit garbled, but by the sound o' it there's a fire at the royal palace!™

hs Kirk replied and switchied off he looked at Spock. "Ambagssador Shondar may
gtill have been visiting Vorda. If either of them is hurt..."

The palace wag surrounded by a milling crowd, and over their heads Kirk and
Spocl could see whisps of grey smoke still emorging from windows. The Enterprise
mon weaved slowly through the curious aliens, but were brought to » halt at the
main gatcs by a royal carriage leaving the palace. T4 stopped ag it rcached them,

B

and Prince Monon'ar glared menacingly from his seat.

"Kipp' 1" he bellowed, ongry ot his inability to pronounce the Human' s name
properiy. "Now you show your true colours, as I knew you would M

Kirk glanced worriédly at Spock, then bowed respectfully. "Your Highrness, I -1

"Do not patronise mel" interrupted the princc. "You and your people have
planncd this from the beginning. You hoped to kill my fathor and myself and take
over our planet, but you have failed! Ve mow have proof of your treachery and L
will stand by no longer."

"Prince Menon'ar..."

HSilence! T hear no mors lies. I o now to the High Council to tell them of
thig deed, We shall belong to the Federation no longeri" The carriage lurched
away beforc Kirk could utter a single word of sclf-defenca.

"He doos not scem to want to listen to reason," observed Spock.

"¥o, more's the pity," Kirk said grimly. '"Let's hopc he cools down before he
docs too much damage. Come on, we'd better find out what's happened.!

Gotting into the palace was not as casy as Kirk thought it would be. As soon
as they entered the large ontrance hall a line of royal guards appeared from no-
where and surroundoed them, weapons levelled at their chests. BSeveral tense mowents
passod, then Vorda's chancellor came up and explained who they werc to the guaxrds,
who then, grudgingly, let them pass.

Woomarr led Kirk end Spock through the smoke~filled corridors to Vordals
private chambers, where the High King walted for his vigitors. In the midst of
cercfully draped cloths and jingling windchimes the aged Gairmite lay in his bed,
blinking irritably at the flustored adminisgtrations of his physician. When Kirk
and Spock ontered, he pushed the doctor away, muttering that he was not a weak
nestling %o be cossetted. hLmbassador Shondar, who sat at Vorda's side, smiled in
welcome to thom, but said nothing.

Vorda sat up os Human and Vulcsn approached and bowed respectfully. 'YCaptain
Kire'! T wished to spesk with you again, but I did not meon it to be in ny
vedchamber! !

"We are both glad to see you ase well, High King," Kirk answered, relieved to
hear no trace of anger in Vorda's voice. "The message we recclved gave no indig-
ation of your welfare."

Vorda tossod his head, raising his crest a little. "I am well enough, though
my Toolish doctor will not beliove me!"

Kirk grimed. "I lkmow a doctor very much like that too, your Majesty "
May wo ask what happened, High King?"' osked Spock.

The crest roce impercentibly higher. "Treachery, Mr. 'ock, most despicable
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treachery! 4 fire was begun deliberatcly in the thronc hall but & short time ago,
and had my son not sgcen the culprit leaving the palace, I would be deadl? He
clicked his beak sharply and lay back, waving a hand at Shondar. "Ambassodor,
you continue, pleasg..."

hmbassador Shondar nodded end carrisd on with the story. "His Majesty and T
wore in a small room noxt to the throne hall, but we didn't know anything until
Prince Menon'!'ar rushed in with the news that a firce had started behind the throne.
Luckily we had enough time to get out, but it was 2 close thing. If he hadn't
seen a miner leaving by a side door and beeor s suspicious, we might both have besn
trapped. There was only one door to that room, and that led into the hall.m®

"4 miner?" echoed Kirk. "That sounds bad .t

"The trouble is, there's proof he did it." Shondar rose and honded Spock a
blackened round object. "That was found wher:e the fire began.t

Kirk looked to Spock for an explanation, and ths Vulcan obliged, "A K7B
localised incinerator, Captain. Occasionally used to burn off pockets of inflamm-
able gas found in pertimite mines. It can be set to @ timing device, which this
one obviously was.m

Now Kirk understood Menon'ar'!s sngry words. This was a deliberate attempt
to harm the High King, and would very likely cure any doubts about leaving the
Federation. The miners would never be accepted on Gairm now,

Vorda pushed himself upright again, absently smoothing down his feathers ag
he did so. He cocked his head at his visitors. "I know what you think, Kirr'.
Heonon'ar goos to speak with the High Council, and I will join him in wishing our
plenst rid of the Federation. I will not.m

411 threo looked in surprise at him. This was not the reaction they had
expectod,

"Majosty?" Shondar said hesitantly.

"T will not deal with the KlingonsiM Vorda cried resolutely. "I distrust
their sly ways, their silent lies... I will not be ruled by such as they! Let
the High Council shriek and moan — my word must be glven to such a decision, and
I will not change my mind. I may agree to the miners going, but I will not
descrt the Federation!”

Kirk's gazme met Shondar's. There woas hope for peacc on Geirm after all, but
would the members of hhe Council accept Vorda's ruling?

hg things turned out, thoy 4id not, but the High King's word was still

absolute, and they could not change planet policy without his consent. Argumeznte
ragod fest and furious in the Council chambers, but Vorda would not be moved. The
Aubassador stood up for the mikers, fighting o losing battle against the hatred
stirred up by the shrine desccration and now by the fire; Councillors called for
the imprisonod men to be execubed at oncc, but thet notion was firmly squashed by
Vorda, and tho men were left to serve their sentences. However, there was no way
Moorsham would be allowed to continue mining on Gairm, and Vorda ruled thet all
excavations should stop immediately. MNeorsham refused.

Both Gairmites and Humans were at loggerheads when the mysterious sabotsurs
struck again, this time at the mining plant.

"There is no pI‘OOf that this was done by the Gairmites,! said Kirk 1ooking
b b4
through the office window at the chaos outside.

"What proof do you need?" cried ieersham. "Dammit, Kirk, it's revenge for
the fire! They want us out of here, and they think blowing up my computer will
do that. They'd better think agein. I sank all my money in this place, and I'm
not giving up now!"

Kirk nodded grimly, able Lo see the mine boss's viewpoint ag well. If he
could just find out who was really behind all this - give both sides some positive
vroof ¢ither way. Relations on Gairm were as bad as could be, and if he didn't
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find Norsen's 'benefactors' s00Me..

Wihere!s Kurt Norsent!

Mecrsham looked up in surprise at the unexpected gquestion. "Norsen? I don't
kmow for sure. Whyt!"

Kirk left the window and crossed the room. "Because a few days ago he was
flashing money around like it was out of fashion. Prom what he told Spock and me,
he was being pald by someone for work other than mining. I'd like to talk to him
agao :l.n-o n

He did not see Meershom's eyes narrow slightly at his words. 8o Norsen had
been ovening his mouth teo much, huh? The mine boss shrugzed carelessly. "Norsen's
a small fish, a nothing., Who would pick on him to do dirty work?!

"Thatts what I want to find out. Where ig he?!

"T111l send one of the men to get him. Excuse Me..+." Meersham left the
office, and Kirk wolked back to the window. The mine's main computer lay directly
across from where he stood, a large area of grey flooring beiween him and the
group of computer experts brought down specially from the Enterprise. Spock was
among them, of course, carefully replecing =z panel he had removed moments before.
Kirk watched him, confident of his ability to have the computer working ngain
within a short time.

The Vulean stood, writing something on the clivboard he held, and Kirk's eyes
shifted to teke in the rest of the group working around and in the wide machine.
Something about one caught his attention, and he ignored Meersham's return to the
office a2g he focused on that shadowy figure. The wan was crouwched in & darkened
corner, his back to Kirk. He moved stealthily, glancing over his shoulder a2s he
edged siowly away from the corner.

Kirk left the window, heading for the door. He crossed the wide floor, his
thoughts going over the furtiveness of the man's movements, that suspicilon of
something wrong., What had he been up to? Even ag the only possible answer came
to the fore, he saw Spock begin to walk towards that deserted corner.

"Spock M

The Vulcen turned in surprise as Kirk strode quickly towerds him, In the dark
corner, something began to glow, lighiing up the area about it. ¥irk broke into
a run, calling to Spock even =g his disbellieving eyes saw the glow flare into
brillisnt orange. His legs carried him the last few feet, then the room exploded
into shards of red light. Something -~ someone - caught him, but his mind contimied
into the black crevasse opening at hig feet...

Daged,; his ears still ringing from the blast, Spock found himself flat on his
back, a hvavy weight sprawled across his chest. He blinked ropidly, trying to
focus his eyes while easing the weight away so he could push himself up. A& few
seconds passed before his eyesight cleared enough for him to see the limp form of
Kirk.

Fearfully Spock edged himself from under Kirk, his eyes taking in the badly-
cut face and torn uniform. There was bloed spatiered over Kirk's side - a gliver
of metal had been hurled by the explosion into his side. Spock slowly ensed the
tor cloth away from the wound and rolled the Captain onto his uninjured side.
Dross of green blood mixed with the red on his uniform, ond Spock suddenly
realised that the side of his feoce was raw and blecding. He dismissed the pain
without another thought.

As if in a dream he heard others run up, their exclamations sourding like so
many mice to his blasted eardrums. A volce replied; calm, stendy - his voice.
He head no idea whot he was saying, for his world hed shrunk to the sight of a pale
white face and a cruelly-torn side. He romembered Jim's ories, the lunge to save
hig friend... Was this how it ended? Had he found pesce only to have it torn
away so abruptly?
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An eternity pessed - or was it only 2 minute? A4 hand firmly gripping his
shoulder. 4 gentle, well~known voicec spesaking to him from somcwhere miles from
wherc he orouched. Jim? No. UWo. McCoy. Only McCoy... Disjointed words
drifted through the hoze.

".e.eghock.ssthere may eI onh@lp e get him on..."

Babbling voices echoed behind the familiar tones. Slight pressure against
his upper arm. Jim's face blurred, ond then the voices followed,

When Spock woke to find himself in the sparklingly clean sickbay, he sighed
resignedly. A part of his mind wondered ot the intricacies of fate which had put
him here twice in so short a time. He said as much to McCoy when the doctor strollaed
over to check his readings.

"Believe me, 1t's 2 situation I wish I could remedy," McCoy said drily, but
his heart wss not really in it. Wot long before, he had operated on Kirk, and
Leonerd MeCoy had been brutally reminded of the contimual dengers in this life.

He felt that until now he had been playing o gesme of 'let's pretend', going through
the motions of a return to his old career. He had forgotten the ever—present
wings of death.

He shook himself from the morbid thoughts and refurned his attention to the
readings above Spock's bed. The Vulcan watched him steadily, undsceived by the
doctor!s jocular mamner.

KeCoy, he thought, has come back to earth with a thump. He raised a mental

eycbrow ot his turn of phrase. Human sayinge were catching.

"Well," McCoy said cheerfully, "you'll live, thonks to my excellent vare and
careful nmurging. You're still recoviring from shock, of course, and you might
find your hearing acting up = little, but that will pass. There zre enough cuts
and bruises to last you a lifetime, but they're ne problem. Twven the mess the
blast made of your face will heal soon. Tell me Lf you have any headaches.”

Spock lifted a hond and gingerly touched the plasti-skin covering one gside of
his face. "Vulcans do not have headaches, Doctor," he said, suddenly weary of the
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conversation. His eyes met McCoy's. "rhe Capteine.Jime.."

"I had to operate, but he's recovering well enough," MeCoy reported non—
comnittingly. He pointed to the patient in question, lying asleep a few beds
away. "He should be coming round soon.!

The ward door opened snd Ambagsador Shondar entered. She raised a quizzical
eyebrow at McCoy as she approached Spock's bed. "Is visiting allowed, Doctor?"

McCoy shrugged. "Sure. He'll be trying to get up in a minute anyway,"

The women smiled and turned her attention to Spock. "I was sorry to hear
whot happened, Mr., Spock. How do you feel?"

"dell enough, hmbassador," Spock replied, igroring the quiset snort from
H H )
McCoy. "How is the situation on Gairmp"

Shondor shool her head %wdly. "Bad. The miners want revenge for the loss of
wages while the computer was out of action, and Heersheam is not trying very hard
to t2ik them out of it. On the other side, Menon'ar is crowing zbout the damage
end is saying it's & sign from his sncestors that the Humens must go. Tempers are
running high down thery, and 21l it needs is one more incident to spark off a riot."

Spock nodded in agreement, then sat up, heedless of the dizziness caused by
the sudden movement.

"Oh no you don't," McCoy said firmly, pushing him b“ck. "Wou will stay in
that bed if I have to strep you downi?

"You may have %o," the Vulcon replied with equal determination, "because I
am gebting up.”!

UNot in my sickbay."
"In yours or anyone clse's, Doctor."

They glared st each other, eyeball to eyeball, then looked round in surprisc
at the stifled laughter from Ambassador!Bhondar's direction. The dignified dip-
lomet giggled like o small nlump schoolgirl, trying in vain to hold back the
leughter.

"Leool'm sorry..." she spluttered at last. "PThis isn't really the time to
lavgh, but you...you looked so funny. Both of you so determined to have his own
way, no matter what. If you could seec yourselves.,.!!

McGoy harumphed loudly and looked back at Spock, whose eycbrows were lost in
his fringe.

"In retrospect, our argument is slightly illogicel, Doctor," the Vulcan said
at length.

McCoy waved him to silence before he could continue. "Spare me the whys and
vwhersforessss At least you'll be out of my woy down there. Let me tell you,
Ambassodor, there is no worse patient in this wniverse than o Vulcan., Bapecially
this Vulcan

Shondar returned his world-weary expression with o knowing grin. "I'11 wait
for you in the corridor, ir. Spock," she said.
3 s P

They watohed her go, then McCoy made to find a medikit. "If you're going to
arzue the toss with Meersham or Vorda, I had better come along."

Spock stopped him with o hand on his wrist. "McCoy, I have only recently
regained my only friends. I would not wish 4o lose both again so soon...perhaps
permenently. It would be better if you were to remoin here with Jim.!

Their eyes met, then the dector nodded understandingly. "Okay...but you be
careful. That exp1031on was pretty close, and it mey still be affecting you.!

"I shall toke all due carc," Spock answered sclemnly.
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Spock gozed steadily about him at the silent mining plant, his stony visage
giving no indication of the momentary disoricentation he had cxperienced after
beeming down. He walked away from the main entrance, awarc of the decressged
sensitivity of his hesring and = light, throbbing pain down one half of his face.
He cculd do nothing about the hearing, dut brief concentration took care of the
pain, ond the stiffness in his limbs would soon pass.

Mentally he made 2 nofte of the time. He had arranged to meet Maria Shondar
at the palace in one hour, wherce he would help her argue the Federation's case
with the High Council. It would be difficult at best, impossible at worst. The
councillors were past persuading.

Ahead end to the left lay Mecrsham's office and the computer block, where a
few technicions werce still repalring the explosion damage. BSpock veered away
from thers, hending for the deserted mine shafts ond funnels. Work could not be
done while the computer wes inopersilve, so there was no-one to stop the Vulcan
o8 e ontered the first levels.

If zsked, he could not have sald exactly why he was in the mine, hut some
instinet had guided him therc and he found ne need to give himself o logical
reason. He would know the answer whonh he saw it.

. The lighting was still on, illuminating the narrow tunnels with a dull
ﬁellow glow which reflected strangely agninst the bright green rock., These first
diggings were played out, but here and therce Spock could see troces of the pert-
imite Mecrshem's men mined. He continued deever into the mine, his thoughts on
the jigsow puzzle their mission to Goirm had become. The shrine, the palace fire,
ihe computer explosion, Norsen's sudden fortune - it all added up to deliberate
trouble-meking which wos succeeding famously. The Klingons were the obvious
suspects, dut their direct intervention was unlikely. It was easicer to bribe men
like Norsen to do their work for thewm, but it would take a lot of money to make
the mincrs throw awoy their jobs. There hod to be more to it than thoty what?

Black on green. Dull ebony running crookedly through the pertimite where
none should be. Spock turned back to the anomaly his subconscious had noted and
examined the minubte veln running nlong the green wall., His mind sifted through
all the possibilities and come up with tirthanum, a rore mineral occasionally
found in pertimite. One finger traced the black line thoughtfully. There had
been no reports of tirthanum here, even though Meersham must know such a find
must be filed at once. Once purified, tirthanum wes = much desired ingroedient in
numerous drugs and ontidotes to rore discoses. It was rarvely found, and all
deposits were only mined by Federstion-ocwned companies. Doctors would pay 2 small
fortune for o minute semple, and black merketsers were always on the lookoui for
fresh supplies.

Amongst o pile of water-worn rubble at the foot of the tunnel wall lay a
Tew recsonnble—sized rock pleces with traces of the black minerzl, and Spock coll-
gcted them into a pile on the floor. It took only a few scconds to contect the
Enterprise and have the rocks benmed up for the geology section to analyse.

The tronsporter offect had barely foded when a phaser beom sliced through
the eir, stunning Spock even os he registered the sounds from behind. Three men
walied forward to surround the unconsciocus Vulcan ~ Meersham ond his two most
trusted men, M'Buto and Kneale.

M!'Buto slipped off Spock's communicabtor, handing it to his boss. "What do
we do with him?"

Moersham's expression hardened. "We con't be sure what he's found out, and
we can't afford any mistakes. No woy am I giving up this close. Take him down
to Level 12."

M!'Buto looked dubiousg.. "You surc cbout that? There'll be awkward guestions.!

WIt1l herdle them," snapped Meersham. '"With the Gairmites being so unfriendly
hig disappearance will be essy to explain sway. Xirk will never know. Just do
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it, M'Buto."” He dropped the wrist-com, carefully grinding it into small pleces
with his heel,

The quict clinical silence of the recovery ward was broken by an almost
incudible sigh, the patient responsible shifting his position and grunting
softly. Duty Nursc Spence noted his movement and briskly checked his condition
before going to the doctor's office.

"Dr., MeCoy, the Captain is coming round now."
Vs

McCoy nodded, put dowm his pen and wont into the ward. He picked up a
prepared glass and strolled across to Kirk's bed. His patient blinked Plearily
up ot him, still dopey from the znaesthetic.

"Bones, I feel terrible. I cen't... What hoppened?"

"Someone set off another bomb. You got in the way," McCoy said briskly.
"Herc, drink this."

The anaesthetic had worn off enough for Kirk to be wary of the secmingly
ihnocent glass. "What is it7"

"Don't be so suspicious. It'1l eclear your head, and it's good for you.
Drink it down like 2 good Captain.!

Kirk downed the liquid in one gulp, lounching into o cousghing fit =5 soon as
it wes down. "Phew!" he spluttered. "It cleors more than your heod! What
poison extroet did you get thot from?™

"If you're gonn: insult me, I'1l leave," MoCoy said solf-righteougly. "That
is your reward for being 2 hero."

Kirk smiled, wondering at the same time obout the injuries he was becoming
awarc of. The drugs dulled the pain, but he could still feel a femilicr numbness
about his side. He would find out morc in 2 minute. Right nov...

¥oCoy sow his concerned glance over the beds ond znticipated the question,
"Spock's okay, thanks to your fool stunt. He got off relatively lightly and is
already back on Gairm trying to smooth things over."

Kirk's eyes widened in joking astonishment, "You let him go? Thot isn't
like you, Bones. You're losing your touch!"

"He' s morc determined since he did thet Kolinahr stuff," keCoy replied.
"Howover, just because he walked out does not mean you can go Just vwhen you feel
like it.®

"Would I do thato"

The intercom interrupted their Tantering, =nd Eceloy kept o medical ey on
Lirk es he answered. It was Chekov enquiring if the Coptain was awake. Kirk was

throwing back the covers even ag lcCoy replied. "Uh, thet devends,.. Is it
important, or can someone ¢lse handle it?"

"Hr. Spock has not reportoed in for over two hours," the security chief
answered, '"Neither has he kept his meeting arrangement with Ambassador Shondar.
She hes scen no sign of him. If the Captain is not well enough I will..."

"I'm all right, Mr. Chekov," Kirk said firmly, pushing past his angIy
friend. '"What's this sbout Spock?"

"Till you get back to bed?" cried HeCoy. "Scotty cen deal with this - he
would heve to 4f you were still under. Now will you —

"Boneg.!

The doctor's mouth snapped shut and he stood with 2rms folded, glaring ot
Kirk's back. The Captain sighed, returncd to the soreen., Chekov continued as
if nothing had happened,

"Three hours ogo, Mr. Spock beamed down to Gairm to spesk to Mr. Meersham.
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He sent up a rock sample soon afterwards, but he did not arrive at the palace as
arronged, and he hos not called us since then. There is no reply from his
communicator, ond it is virtually impossible to troce him on Gaimm because of
intorference from the pertimite.

Kirk digested the information, only partly aware of the growing pain in his
gide., "Chekov, do you know what the sapple consisted of?!

"Wo, sir, but geology will know. Will I have Uhura put you through?"
"Dlease do.M

Momontse later the basset~hound frcee of Lit. Mamnings replaced that of Chekov.
"ou were enquiring sbout the sample sent up by Mr. Spock, Captain?"

"Tes., What was so special about it?"

Meanning's expression became & mixture of disbelief ond execited curiosity as
he replied, MALLl the rocks have troces of tirthanum, sir, which is strange.
There have been no reports  of any traces on Gairm, although tests were carried
out. If Mr, Spock hasg found on unreported source...!

Tt is o possibility, Mr. Mannings," Kirk answered, "Thenk you."

He turned round deecp in thought =and almost bumped into MeCoy. Blue eyes met
hazel,

"Bones, I have to go down.'
The doctor shook his head: "Hot if I can help it."

Kirlkk sighed, Why wouldn't Bones understand? Spock was cobviously in trouble
of some sort, or else why the silence? He haed to be there himself, find out what
wag wrong and piece together the puzzle that was so ncar to rusolving itself. If
Speck had discovered the finel vital picces, he could be in danger from whoever
blew up the computer. Kirk dodged around MeCoy.

"Soock nasnt 4 reported for two hours — it may be becsuse he found out sowe—
thing he wasn't suppos.d te. He may be in danger."

"So might you," MeCoy said stubborniy. "Look, the metal splintoer I took
frop your side a few hours ago wes damn near plercing 2 lung. You have barely
come to, yet already you want to rush off and damn the consequences. I won't let
you risk internal Ttleeding when Scotty end Chekov can go instead.!

Kirk rounded on him with charecteristic determination. "I couldn't sit here
waiting, you know that. Mo motter what you say, I'm golng., If the wound starts
bleeding, that's o rigk I'm willing to tnke. Something is wrong down there, and
I hove to find out what.!

HeCoy stared at him, sighed heavily. "I might have known I was fighting a
losing battle. I don't know why I bothers.. Jusgt hold on 111 T get o kit,
will you?" -

"You don't have to."

"Ii's partly my responzibility for letting Spoek lesve hore," MeCoy told him
wearily. YYou know, he sald he dida't want to lose both of us. I'm not sure we
could stend losging him."

Kirk nodded, gripped his crm lightly, then went for his uniform.

It was a whilo before Spock came rounds & phascr on heovy stun was not
cagily shoken off. The vibrating gongs cesaulting hig ears guictened to the drips
of water they renlly were. After o woment he rolled onto his back and sat up,
testing the rove binding his wrists. It was thin and should have been faoirly
casy to break, but his arms lacked their customery sirength ond he could not snap
the rope.

Lttributing his weakness to the phaser stun, Spock put cside the tosk of
H
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getting free and looked about him insteed. His eyes had adjusted to their limited
night vision, and through the darkness he could make out the rough cut walls clog-
ing in on three sides like o tomb, It looked like a small cave or perhaps the

end of a tunnol left when the seam ren out. Dirty water ran in rivulets down

thas stone, collecting in small puddles on the dirt-strewn floor. In the middle

of onu of the pools = body was sprawled in the cnonymity of death. Spock pushed
it lightly with his foot, but no foul smell arose. Apporently the body had not
been therc long enough to begln decomposing. The men had also been bound, but

ho hod suffered physical abuse before he was left in the dark to die. Bven 50,

he was still recognisable as Kurt Norsen. He had outlived his usefulness.

spock stroined ageinst his bonds again, but they still refused to bresk.
He took o deep breath, intending to stand up, but was overtaken by o choking fit
that left him weoker than before. Waves of nousesn and dizziness washed over him,
then another bout of choking worse than the first. His lungs struggled for air,
tut somehow he mancged to control his breathing long cnough to come to hig feet.
There 4id not secwm to be cnough oir in the ¢6¥S...

shead lay a norrow tunnel barely two men wide. Spock stumbled along it,
his senses reellng. The ground secemed miles away, his legs curiously leaden.
He loboured for every breath: In the distance he could hoar the roaring surge
of his bloed, 2 regular thwsping thot was his heartbeat. Then the tunnel floor
leaped up to meet him and he slid without warning into unconsciousnéss.

Kneale threw open the office door, quiet fear in his eyes. "Mr. Hoorshem!
Kirk's here with a load of his men! If they scarch.,.

"Koep your mouth shuti" ordercd Mecrsham. "Get out of here and keep out
of sight. I'11 deal with Kirk."

He arranged himself at his desk, = prepared look of complete surprise on
his face when Kirk and Ambosscdor Shondar entered. The jovial greeting dicd on
his lips as Vorda and Menon'ar followed them in. One hand adjusted the trans—
lotor ot his throat. "Well, well, quitc a distinguished group, I see... I
cortainly didn't expect to see you here, High King.!

"It is not my wish , you can be surc of that," Vorda angwored sourly. "I
came only at Kirr''s request.!

"knd I thank you for doing so, your Hajesty," Kirk murmured diplomatically.

Dr, McCoy slipped quictliy past Menon'ar, taking up o position behind Meer-
sham. The wine owner eyed the small box in his hand, fought back the compulsion
to domgnd whot he was doing there, and turned on the charm instead,

1

”Well I'm sure you all have 2 good reason for being hers, so I wor't waste
time. Jhau can I do for you, Captain?h

"Hore than you think," Kirk replied. "For o start, where is Spook?"

"I not exactly surc," Meersham said blandly. "He left quite = while ago:
I thought he wag going bac to the Interprise.t

Kirk's cycs narrowed imperceptibly. '"He spoke to you recently?!
"For = while. Sorry I can't help you furthor. Is something wrong?"

"No, not rea 11y...” Kirk told him just as blandly. "Moybe you can help us
in somcthing else, thoug Have eny of your men ever found tirthenum in the
ming !

Mocrshom was taken sback for a second, but recovered qulckly. He made a
protonce of thinking decply about the questlon. "Pixrthanum. .. It ds likely,
but no, Not thot I know of. Has onc of the men been trading illegally in it?
If so, T - ¢

"No, not your men," Kirk assured him, glancing at McCoy as he spoke. A
negetive headshake answorcd him. Mocrsham noticed the look and followod Kirk!s
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gaze to the insignificant box McCoy held. When he looked back, Kirk wag perched

on the desk edge, his eyes intent on Meersham's face. It suddenly seemed
uncomfortably hot and crowded in the office.

Kirk's next question increased the unseen pressure. "Okay, liister, you can
finish with the innocent act! Start telling the truth. Where is Spock?!

"Lefore you waste your breath asny more," put in McCoy, "I ought to tell you
that this little gadget of mine can tell when you lie, Saves a lot of time,
doesn't itp"

Heersham shot him a look of pure hetred, and stared defiantly at Kirk. "So
you've got me. It won't do any good, Kirk. I still won't talk."

Vorda strode majestically forward. "If you do not wish to talk with Kirr!,
I shall take you to my prison werders. They know many interesting ways of
obtaining information without killing +the prisoner.!

"A1l we want is the fruth," szald Kirk. "Tell me now — or later."

The mine owner looked round at the intent faces, decided to give in - for the
moment. "I'11l tell you... The Vulcan waz snooping... We had to =top him somehow,"

"fhere is he?"
"The mine. Level 12. We didn't hurt him, Kirk ~ remember that.”

HoCoy frowned worriedly. The readings did not indicate a lie - but neither
was it the entire truth. His concerned gaze met Kirk's, but there wag still the
gquestion of the tirthanum.

The questions continued, and Meersham quickly admitted finding a seam of the
mineral on Level 13. He seemed eager to tell everything now, which arousged Kirk's
suspicions even morea.

"Fine," said the Enterprise captasin. "Then you won't mind showing us it
after you take us to Spock.M

They left the office, Meersham leading the way with a security man at his
side, Kirk and McCoy behind, and the two Gairmites at the rear. Ambassador Shondar
gxcused herself with the explanation that she rarely saw eye to eye with enclosed
spaces. She watched the party enter the levels, prepared for what might be a long
walt. 3Behind her, the rest of the security men btegen searching for further
evidence, as ordercd previously.

Yo words passed between the men as they sped downwards in the mine elevator.
Spock had explored the tunnels on foot, but this group had a definite destination
in mind. Meersham avoided Kirk's eye, staring angrily at McCoy instead. He
contemplated meking a break for it when the 1ift doors opened, but the guard had
a phaser pressed firmly agsinst his side. He led the way quietly for a short
distence, then came to a halt.

"ihere now?" Kirk asked with thinly-veiled impatience.
lMieersham glanced ingolently at him. "Find out for yourseldf, Captain.”

Kirk stepped forward, rcady to take him apart if necd be, when Moloy gripped
his arm. "It's okay, I have a trace. The tricorder isn't operating one hundred
percent, but I am getting Vulcan readins.™

"Letl's go M

The doctor moved into a badly-lit section of tunnel, watching the tricorder
readings carefully. His eyes widened at one point, and he called back fto the
others. M"Don't come any further. This says thers is an odourlese gas abouil here
-~ pockets of it up ahead. I'11 go on alone. Spock's not far away now,"

Kirk nodded reluctantly. "Ahs you say, Bones. The tunnel ig getting too
narrow anyway. Be careful - if that gas is inflammable and a spark is created..."

Meersham and Menon'ar exchanged looks. The Gairmmite prince edged one hand
towards his waist pouch.
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HeCoy hurried on, trying not to fall as he stumbled across unscen debris.
He could hardly see = thing, but he kept going. The Vulcan readings were stronger,
but so were the gas indications. He had no guarantee he was not breathing the
poisonous fumes at that very moment. 4&n ankle gave way suddenlys; he fell forward
into the dirt. The swimming sensation in his head as he got up made it clear he
was breathing gas, but he had to keep on.

Something he had touched registered in his mind - he reachad out again, mouth
close to the floor to cateh 2 thin current of air coming from the main shaft.
There it was againg soft, rumpled hair, a body lying limply in the dirt,

"Spock! Thank God,..." ‘

He crawled further on, pushed his honds under the Vulcan's arms. The tri-
corder lay forgotten on the tunnel floor as McCoy strained to pull Spock away from
the pocket of gas and back to safety. Halfway there, Kirk joined him, too anxiocus
to wait any longer. Together they carried their friend.

Light seceped into the darkness and MoCoy breathed a sigh of relief. 4 few
minutces more, and he would have Spock up in sickbay.

"denon'ar! NoiM

Kirk expleded into action, throwing himself in a flying tackle as the prince
made to throw & KTB incinerator at the Starfleet men. Vorda, who had scen his
son's swift movement but had been too shocked to move now stood by in ashamed
disbelief as Menon'ar wes disarmed by Kirk and the security guard. Kirk pushed
the alien unceremoniously over to Meersham, trying to ignore the increased pain
in his side where the sudden twisting movement had reopened the wound - he could
not consider that now.

"Gat over there with your friendi®

"Ho's no friend of mine!"™ cried Meersham. He glared at Menon'ar. "You would
have killed me too, and yourself, you son of a ~ f

"Be quiet!™ roared Kirk. In gentler tones, he spoke to McCoy. '"Bones, how
ig he?!

"Can't say for sure," the doctor angwered. "I'm beaming up now, end I want
you in sickbay as soon as you come up.!

ALg the bright dazzle died away Kirk turned to his two prisoners. "I dontt
care if you are a potential High King, Menon'ar, If Spock dies, I'11 hold both
you and Meersham responsible, and then your lives won't be worth livingi"

Behind him, Vorda nodded in quiet approval.

"Captain, I have much to thank you for. If you had not come her:, my unworthy
gson would have achieved his plan to rob me of my throne and give my people to the
Klingonz. When I think of how close he and the miserable Mee'arn were to victory,

I shiver."

"The lure of riches is a powerful thing," said Kirk. "The Klingons would have
given & great deal for a planct rich in tirthanum.!

"Hal They have cut their own throats, for none of my ilk will welcome them
hers," Vorda declared, '"is for Menon'ar, I no longer know of him. I have no son."

"Your punishment is just, High King," said hwbassador Shondar. "Rest assured
Meersham and his accomplices will be dealt with just as severely.™

Vorda nodded contentedly. "I have confidence in Federation justice, else T
would not have given thom to you... Captain Kirr', tell me of ¥r, 'ock. Is he
well?

Kirk smiled broadly. '"He ie, sir, although it was a close thing. He's
alrcady up and about -~ against doctor's orders, I might add."”
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Maind what of your owm injuryt"

A knowing smile spread over Bhondar's face as Kirk repliod, "I% is mend ing,
your Majesty. Dr. lMcCoy hes trected me, and I will be all right."

The High King viewed him shrewdly. "I think...like Mr. 'ock you too go
against doctor's orders! I sympathise with your plight."

"Mhank you."

Vorda nodded slowly, blinking once or twice as he turned agein to Maria

Shondar. '"Ambassador, I thank you also for your help. TYou convinced the High
Council most magnificently.!"

"Tour Majesty is too kind... However, I feel my talents were wasted hero.
Captain Kirk is as good & diplomat as I.M

"Ahi" laughed Vemda, "it is so. I have noticed. Xirr', do you become an
ambassador also?!

Kirk shock his hewd ruefully. M"High King, I have cnough trouble with my
ship, I'11 leave diplomncy to the experts.n

Closeted from the laughter and quiet chatter of the rec room, Coptain end
Firgt Cfficer enjoyed a quiet game of chess in Kirk's quarters — the first in too
many years. An atmosphere of peaceful companionship pervaded the cebin, mingling
with a sense of complete ness both men hed missed in their time apert.

Kirk considered the board carcfully, savouring Spock's company. He lifted
his queen, slowly moving it nearer Spock's bishop. The Vulean made no visible
rcaction.

"Hmmeso You know, I think we didn't do too badly on Goirm. Starflest
Commend certainly can't complain,”

"One would assume so," murmured Spock. "However, the burcaucratic mind
frogquently finds something which is not to its satisfaction.!

"You can't please all of them," Kirk sgreed. Silence fell for a long moment
then he spoke with a faint tonc of puzzlement in his voice. "Spock, that was a
very illogical, Human move you madel!

"It was meant to be," Spock answered blandly. "Your move, I bolicve.!
3 ¥

The captain studied the board again, his mind on other matters. "Do you
know something ~ for the first time in a long, long whilo, I actually feel at
home., I should never have left the Bnterprisec.”

"I cencur. It was the single most illogical thing you have ever donc...
Mate in twout

It was a fow seconds before Kirk's eycs left Spock's and actually looked at
he pleces. The nonplussed oxpression changed to a broad grin. "Well I'1l be -
you sneaky devil! I never even noticed that knight. When did you...7? I have to

concede the goame.”

Phe delight in Spock's face matched his, They smiled, each relaxing in his
new understonding of the other. Iriends - and brothers.

"I won't give this up again," Kirk said gsoftly.
"T wouldn't let you.?
The half—téasing_smilc played about Kirk's lips. "Why, wherc will you be?"

"At your side - as always.m

**%**%**********




INE AIS February 1981

Captain's Log - SAE for price and availability. Sylvia Billings, 49 Southampton Rd.
Far cotton, Northampton, England,

orbit 304 available end of January, £1,50 incl. Also available, reprints of Oxbit
30L (R1.25) 302 (£1.25) and 303 (£1.50)s This is a general ST zine. The Scapegoat,
a onewstory adult ST general zine, £1.50, also available., There are also a number
of K/ zines currently available -~ these include explicit same-sex scenes and will
not knovingly be sold to anyone under 18. These include Duet 1 & 2, The Protege,
Inevitable Love & Replica. Flyers as to content and price are available. GAL to
Doreen Dapinett, Greenacres, Howe Road, Watlington, Oxfordshire, England,

ompanion = issues 2 & 3 available., These are explicit K/S zines; age statement
{over 18) required. Carol Hunterton, 43 01d Bergen Rd, Jersey Clty, NJ 07305, U.S.A.

Galactic Discourse 3 - a genzine from Laurie Huff, 208 W. Crow, Eureks, IL 61530, U.S.A.
Also Precegsional, a novel dealing with lasting changes in the lives of Kirk and
Spock. Addressed envelope and 2 IRCs for infos

Southern Star = a geri'ne which includes material other than ST. Rebecca Hoffman,
205 rine Street, Greer, SC 29651, U.S.A.

gpin Dizzie - a genzine, Issue 4 available, issue 5 due soon. Marilyn Johansen,
11520 Kensington Dr, Eden Prairie, MN 55344, U.S.4.

Grip - a genzine, and Trexindex, a listing of fan writers, their stories and the
zines in which they appeared, from Roberta Rogow, P.0. Box 124, Fair Lawn, NJ o710,
[P

Saurian Brandy Digest - most lssues up to No. 27 avallable., These are mostly genzines,
but there are one or two one-=story issues. Sylvia Stanczyk, 1953 Fast 18th Sireet,
Erie, PA 16510, U.S.4.

Enter=comn - a genzine from Marjorie McKenna, 1068 Bathgate Drive, Ottowa, Ontario
¥1J 818, Canada.

Sun & Shadow = this is a Kirk/spock relationship zine with emphasis on hurt/confort.
Carol Frisbie, 518 S. Abingdon St, arlington, VA 22204, U.S.A.

Nexus - a genzine, Marty Barquinero, EE2 Irongate Apts, Beverly, NJ 11104, U.8.A.

Universal Translator - a newsletter giving info on zines in print and also zines in
the planning stages., Mostly U.S, zines, but there is also a section devoted to
foreign zines, mostly British. £2.00 periissuc from Britaing £1.50 in the States.
This price may no longer be applicable as U,3, postal rates were going up., For info
contact Rose M. Jakubjansky, 39~ 84 48th St, Long Island City, NY 11104, U.S.A.

Please remember to enclose a SAE if writing to enquire about a zine published in
your own country, and an addressed envelope and 2 International Reply Coupons 1if
you are sending abroad.





auIzuey
E MIYHL &VIS

S1IN3IAIONI

3SIHdYI LN




