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Bello. and welcomwe to Enlerprise Incidents &,

11’s been & loug time since we printed an issue containing my

sloriesn. Not that there weren't any: these stories - in their
original form - were all written more than ten veaurs ago. Iindeed, 1
could say that they were among the first STAR TREK stories that I
ever wrote, Several of them were written for Janet in the first year
T knew her. They were never printed because -~ even then - I fell

that they were not good enough to submit anywhere.

However, they were sitiingd there doing nothing, and recenily 1T began
ta feel that it might be powrsible to do something with them -
certainly an edit, and in some chrEes 8 rewrite, because the ideas
were all right; it was the lack of writing experience that had left
them flawed. Much of that firsl verslon of 8t least one turned out
to be more of & story ouiline, and the events of the first half page
expanded to ten pagdes.,.

These are noi the only stories ! have from those early days that have

never hbheen printed. One or two are so bad that 1 have no intention
of ever trying to rewrite them ot even reuse the plots, but there are
8 couple that - eventually ~ | hape to get rewritten for inclusion in

ENTERPRISE - LGG ENTRIES; plus one that we intend to incorporate in
VARIATIONS ON A THEME 9, Eventually.

Unfortunately, we’ve had {0 increame the price slightly. Although
our new printer has prices that are guite comparable with what we had
been paying, he is a little dearer than the old one.

We also have a general apology fo make. We 've always felt that the
standard of spelling in our zines was quite high - but it turns out
it wasn’t quite as high as we thought it was. We've had a spelling

program for some time, which did help to cut down on typos., but jusi
8 week or 1lwo ago Janet got a new spelling dictionary for her
computer, and to try it ran through the files of the twe mosi recent
zines ~ E-LE 73 and this one, for which the masters were already
printed. .. and found at leas! &8 dozen mistakes. One of them was &
correct varijant, one was a possible variant, but all but one of the
others were words that either Valerie or I - or both! - had thought
wvere properly spelled. The exception was a typo that had slipped
through.

The question of variant spelling, where there are two possibilities
either of which is correct. is a difficult one, for it can mean that
two writers who have storjies in the same zine can spell the same word
in two different ways; s0o we have decided that from now on, when
faced with any of those words. we’ll stick with one of the choices,
probably the one that is in Janet’'s new spelling program,

As always, we're looking for submissions for inclusion in ENTERPRISE
-~ LOGG ENTRIES or for publication as & single zine, No death of main
characters, K/8 or movie~based stories, please, or stories about
other ships; these are, afier all, ’'The voyages of the Starship
Enterprise.,.."’

Submissions can be sent to

Sheiles Clark or Valerie Piacentini
8§ Craigmill Cottsgdes 20 Ardrossan Road
Strathmartine Saltcoats
by Dundee Ayrshire

8cotland Scotland ///



¢ ABDUCTION @

The shore leave party on Argelius had visited a number of
pleasure housesj; and had lost several of thelr number en route. Now
only Kirk and McCoy were left; and Kirk, free at last from the
encumbering presence of hiep junior officers, was feeling like
enjoying the chief entertainment offered by the planet.

The two officere paused at the entrance to a particulariy
opulent-looking eatablishmant. Bhythmic music pulsed insilde; through
the half-open door they could peae the swirl of colour as a dancer
gyrated, tantalilisingly. A glance passed between them; then by mutual
consent, they moved insids.

They ordered drinks, and sat watching the deancers. Before long,
one of the girls paused in her twirling dance to sway seductively
bafore McCoy. The surgeon glanced almost apologetically at Kirk, who
grinned back.

"Uo on, Bones, enjoy yourmeaelf.®

McCoy rose. The girl caught his hand and led him out. Kirk sat

back, to look over the other girls consideringly. Even theough none
of them had made a move to come to him as yet, he could still invite
one of them to partner him. None of them really tempted him,
however; he wanted someone a little more,... delicate in her approach,
he decided, not one so blatantly suggestive as this dance made these
girla. He remembered & place he had found once before, and a girl
there. ..

Kirk tossed a c¢oiln onto the table, and left unhurriediy.

The various members of the landing party beamed back to the ship
in verying states of intoxication; and because there was & change of
watch midway through the period when the off-duty offilcers were
returning, it was not until Kirk failed to appear on the bridge next
morning that anyone realised that he had not returned.

Spock hesitated for some minutes after Kirk's continued absence
was reported to him. It was unlike the Captain to be late, but Kirk
would not, Bpock knew, appreciate it 1f a search were initiated to
discover that for once Kirk had overslept somewhere on the planet
after a strenucus night; yet an instinct that he trusted told Spock
that there was a more sinister explanation than that for Kirk's
failure to report back to the Enterprise, After thinking about it
carefully, the First COfficer decided to ask McCoy's opinion.

He found the ship's Chief Medical Offilcer locoking siightly the
worse for wear, as 1f he were in need of hls own medication, with
slightly bloodshot eyes and an obvious lack of energy. The surgecn
regardad Spock unenthusiastically, the Vulcan's attitude of buoyant
sobriety clearly offending him. But Spock'’s first words - so
different from the ones McCoy had bean expecting to hear - gquickly
shook the last of the liguor fumes from his mind,

"L.aat nlght, Doctor - when did you last see the Captain?"



THuhe
"The Captain has not returned, but because of pgome carelessness
whean the watcech changed, his absence was not reported to me until this

morning. When did you last gee him?®

McCoy gathered his wiltes together, and gave Spock the requilired
Informaition, adding -

"So I went off with the girl. When I got back to the dance

araea, Jim had gone. I asked if he was still there, and the attendant
sald he'd left, alone, a while before, I didn't think anything c©f
i1t... Spock, you don't think Jim'es in trouble?"

T don't really know what to think, Doctor.®

The man lylng on the filthy bunk regained consciousness to a
throbbing headache. He blinked his eyes open cautiously, wilincing as
the light, dim theough 1t was, deezzled him. He looked round.

He wag in an untidy windowless room 1lit by a bare light bulb.
There was something familliar - yet at the same time utterly
unfamiliar ~ about the unpleasant little room. He looked with
distaste at the rubbilsh littering the floor, his nose wrinkilng in
disgust at the stale, unpleasgant stench that assailed his nostrile.
There were three other bunks in the horrible little room, each as
dirty as the others, all empty. He shouldn®t be here, should he?
Him brow wrinkled In a frown of bewilderment. With a sudden stab of
fear, he realised that he could not remember his own name. Who was
he? Where was he? He looked down at himself with the sudden
convioction that the sight of his ¢lothes might help him to remember.

it didn't. He was wearing an anonymous grey coverall, as dirty
as his surroundings, that he was ilrrationally certaln was not his
normal garb,

He was sitting on the bunk, elbows on his knees, hisg head
regting on hiszs hande, when the door was kKicked open.

Two men stood there. They were dressed similarly, in grey
trousers and dark blue shirts; and onhe held & length of thin knotted
rope in hils hang.

The puzzled man in the dirty coverall stared up at them.
"Where. .. where am I?%

The man with the rope showed hils teeth in a mirthless grin.
"And that's the only guestion you're allowed, buster. You're on
board the Ranger now. I'm Officer Derwent, your boss; and I only
tell you things once. if you're glever, you'll learn fast.
Otherwlse..." He swished the knotted rope meaningfully. "Now -
what'a your name?”

"I'm... I can't remember."™ He sounded astonished.

Parwent strode forward,. He grabbed the chest of the coverall in
one brawny hand, ignoring the lnvoluntary yelp as he caught a fold of
skin a8 well, and yanked the hapless man to his feet. "Don't get

Funny with me, crewmsan."

"I can’t remember... anything.?®
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Derwant pushed him away roughly, scornfully. "Thip one won't be
much use for a while," he growled, glancing at his fellow officer.
"Speaks too grand to be used to working hard. All right, Dummy.
We'll see how much good you are. Gut!"™ . He nodded doorwards with a
sharp gesture.

The man who would now be called Dummy obeyed. There was no
peint in resisting; and outside this unappealing room he might learn
something that would help him remember...

Unhesitating as his cobedience was, 1t seemed that Derwent was
not satisfied with Dummy's speed; for as the man pagssed him, Derwent
struck him across the shoulders ass hard as he could with the Knotted
rope. The unnecessariness and unexpectedness of the blow added to
its effect.

Dummy gasped at the sudden unexpected pain, a hand clenching
involuntarily. The sight of this inciplent rebellion pleased
Perwent; 1t gave him an excuse, little though he needed one, to
exaercise his sadism. The kKnotted rope fell agaln across the new
crewman's shoulders, and agaln and again...

A blow - perhaps it was misjudged - c¢aught Dummy across the
head, causing a sharp paln cut of proportion to the force of the
blow, wicilous as it was. Pummy cowered away, trying to protect his

head, whimpering softly in shock.

The other offlcer caught Derwent's arm after a minute. "That's
encugh, bPerwent - you don't want to kill him - not yet, anyway. dat
our money's worth out of him first!"

lDerwent hesitated.

"All right, Varen," he growled. "Now you, Dummy ~ that's not a
fraction of what you'll get if I ever see the slightest sign of
disobedlence again. Get 1t7?"

Dummy, half-stunned, managed to nod wagkly.

bummy was set to work immediately in the cargo hold of the
Ranger. The work seemed to his dazed, half-awake mind to be totally
unnecessary, but he was set to joln three others who were wearily
moving heavy packing cases. Derwent checked the contents, then set
the four men to restack the huge boxes, which were almost beyond even
the combined strength of the four of them to shift easlly, and
Daerwent's knotted rope was used freely.

Several times it caught Dummy on the head, glashing across the
head wound that he had discovered but could not remember sustaining;
Just as 1t caught the others direct on varicus cuts and sores. Cther
times it fell across thelr bodies, frequently catching already
inflicted brulses, so that movement itself became agonising. Dummy
suffered 1t in silence for a while, but after one particularly
vicious cut he turned on his tormentor, fisgts clenched.

He was stopped by the knotted rope catching him across the face,
a blow that barely missmed his eye. After that, wisdom prevalled
agzaln and he crouched back, trying to protect his head with his
arms. Derwent let the rope fall where 1t would and only stopped when
at last his arm was tired. The other three cowered back too, glad
that they were not the objectas of the sadistic officer's attention,
more than glad of a rest,. When at last the rope ceased to fall,
Dummy's body was an aching mawss. He was given no regplte, however.



They were lashed back to work.

At last they were released, to stumble painfully and wearily
back to the fiithy cabin they shared. Dummy locked round it with
disgust, now apprecilating why 1t was in such a state; its accupantyg,
after being worked as they were, waere in no f£it state to do anything
but collapse on thelr bunks in exhaustion when they stopped work,
But they could at least keep it tidy, surely.

He made an attempt to clean the floor slightly by gathering all
the debris together, but was unable to do moere; when he asked, no-one
knew where he could dispose of it, and he was told, frankly, that
Perwent would not like it 1f he asked anyone else. Bach of them, it
seemed, had made such an attempt on first coming aboard - but it
appeared that the officers on the Ranger wanted to keep the crewmen
living in squalor; 1t kept them dispilirited. The death rate among the
crew was very high; none of them had been aboard more than a few
monthe, and the one who had been there longest was a very sick man
who frequently vomited blood.

"Don't you get any medical attention?” Dummy asked, puzzled, =a
faint memory trying to surface.

The sick man shook hils head.

When mealtime arrived - they were fed only once a day - Dummy
found that for him, there was no mesal. Perwent had ordered that for
the next week, the rebellicus, mutinous Dummy should get no food.

The other offilcers took no part in the ill-treatment of the four
cargo handlers; 1t was no concern of thelrs how Derwent handled his
sactlon. They had theilr own sections to oversee; and while their
treatment of their men was less brutal that Derwaent's, 1t was still
harsh,

As the waek progressed, Dummy, weakened by lack of food combined
with the over hard work, became the subject of more and more beatings
ag he falled to accomplish his workload to Derwent's satisfaction.

He was dimly aware that this brutality was not necassary; that it wasg
the result of & madistic pleszgsure in causing suffering.

Something in him rebelled at the incessant bullying, and only
The realisation that any more deflance on his part would result in
inereasingly severe punishment kept Dummy from attacking his
tormentor. That and the knowledge that the other offilcers would
unhesitatingly support their fellow and that he could not win. His
fellow crewmen - thay could almost be called glaves - would not help;
thelr gplrit was brokan,

By now he had discovered where he was, He was on board a tramp
freighter, one of the freelance ships that was normally owned by its
Captain, and that paid only lip service to Federation laws. Such
ships were difficult to crew -~ Dummy fully sppreciated why - and were
frequently manned by men kidnapped from the back ptreets of general
spacaports, The discovery cheeraed him slightly; surely somaone,
somewhers, Kknew that he was misgsing? But even 1if they did... dig
anyone care enough for him to bother trying to discover where he had
gone? Had he friends or famlly to worry about him?

On board a Starship now many light years away, several people
waere worrying quite considarably. Spock had delayed only a few
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minutes before yilelding to the instinet that told him Jim was 1in
trouble. A thorough sesreh of the town proved blank; the earth might
have cpened up and swallowad the Captain of the Enterprise,. Spock
baegan to consider how to extend the search.

They were handloapped even before they started, however; a man
in the uniform of a Starfleet Capilain was 2 conspicuocus abject, but
Kirk had, for once, been wearling civilian clothes.

An investigation of all means of transport cout of the city
revealed nothing. No gtranger had left the clty by any of these, and
it was unhenrd-of for anyona to laave on foot.

Spock bhaegan to worry about murderp,

Tha ship's entlre Securility section besmed down to make a second
intensive search of the back streets and alleys and the surrounding
countryside, but it revealsd nothing. The crew of the Enterprise
became more and mora edgy; only Spock appeared to remain his normal
calm gelf, hils very calm serving to guieten the anxiety of some of
the crew and irrvitate others. Only in the privacy of his cabin did
he permit himself to relax and no-one seeling bhim then could have
doubted that his worry exceeded that of any three of the others put
together - with the possible exception of McCaoy, who was becoming
mores and more irascilible as hour followed hour with no news.

Jarie of Argelius proved to bs another lrvritant with his quiet,
ineffectual, resigned sympathy. Even Hosea, the Terran who had
replaced the unlamented Hengimt and who didn't know Kirk, was annoyed
by Jaris' reaction.

"My Job's mede ten times herder by attitudes like yoursgsi! Hosea
buret out on the evening of the second day after a particularly
philosophic comment by the Avgelian, "RDammilt, 1f you'd think a bit
more about other people and less about having e good time, your whole
rotten planet would be betiter offl OC.K., you don't have mpuch crime,
but what there is ls foul - and what help do I get to discover the
criminals? No wonder sc many of your crimes sre unsolved! Well,
this one I do mean to zolve,

"Quite apart from snythling slse, have you thought what the
unexplained dissppearance of a Starship Captaln in your main eity
will do to your planet’s relationship with the Federation? Come down
to earth for oneel®

Hogea turned to the Enterprise cfficers. “"There have been
seversl other disappearances over the lasst few months," he
explalined. "Moptly they were locals - one or two were crewmen off

freighters - and I°ve made inguiries, but this planet has a
population of the galaxy's most dedicated defeatists. I've a few
ideas, though, and now I can twist an arm or twej there's a big
difference between a starship captaln and an unskilled general
crawman who 1ls shrugged off by everyons ag & deserter seduced by the
fleshpots of Argelius. I'11 find out what happened, all right."

Hosea was as good as his word. It took him four more days, but
he eventually contacted the Enterprise. Spock called Mceloy in to
hear Hosea's report.

"There are a few lmmigrants living here,"” Hosea began. "They're
mostly dropouts from other worlds. They don’t usually fit in here
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alther - this is a completely hedonistic society but that doesn't
mean that a man can Just lie back and do nothing. Migfits from other
worlds usually find that they can't adjust to a 1ife here elther; by
definition they'll be discontented with the status gquo wherever they
go. However, a lot stay for lack of somewhere better to go. Money
bacomes a bit of a problem after a while for most of them - and
that’s where most of the criminal class comes from. So I'd a fair
ides of where to start looking.

"Your Captain was shanghaied and sold to the Captain‘owher of a
tramp freighter - like the rest of the pecople who've disappeared
racently. I couldn't find cut for certain whioh tramp -~ but the
Ranger left orbit early on the morning Captailn Kirk was repaorted
miesing, so I'd guaess that's your ship.?"

"What was the Ranger's filed destination?" Spock asked.

"There isn't one, sirp. Those tramps are just that; they
intercept a sub~-space message about a mining discovery or a good
grain crop or whatever, and 1f they reckon it's to their advantage,
they divert. All I can tell you is that they left on course four two
saven mark three,?®

"Thank you, Mr Hoses, You have been most helpful. What of the
kidnapperas?"™

"As immigrant Argelians, they are subject to Argelian law,
Commander, Argelian punishments are... vicious - the statute books
haven't been changed 1n centuries; 1t's not been worth the Argeliang!
while to bother, since the natives are basically law-abiding
nowadays, whatever they might have been in the past. These men will
suffer far more than if a Federation court tried them, believe me;
and even in the name of humanity, the Fesderastion cannot intervene.
And frankly, I have no sympathy for them."

The Enterprise swung gracefully cut of orbit on te course four
two seven mark three, and proceeded at Warp six. At this speed, so
much in excess of the fastast any frelghter could manage, the
Starshlp soon overhauled a tramp. It could only be the Ranger.

Spock studied the tramp as she hung in the viewscreen. The
vessel's once beautiful lines were marred by blemishes where
inadequate shielding had permitted tiny meteors to impact and by a
caralessly done repalr that had, in addition, been left unpainted.
It would take very little to destroy this ship entirely. The asight
prepared him somewhat for hig first contact with the Ranger's
personnel.

Asg the Enterprise matched her speed to the freighter's, Spock
glanced back at Uhura.

"Open & channel, Lieutsnant."”
"Halling frequencies open, sir.M

"Spock, commanding the Starship Enterprise, to tramp freighter
Rangar. "™

The face that appeared on the screen was unwashed, unshaved, and
renerally gross. It gave the appearsnce of dissipatlion and
self -indulgence.



"Shira, owner. What the hell diye wante®

"We undepstend you shipped at lesast one new crewman at Argelius,
Mr Shira, and from our information we belleve that he may be one of
our men, who went missing the night before you left. We. ..
requast... permisslon to board you and search for him."

Every eye on the brildge was fixed on the scowling face on the
scraen, and the combined expression of shock - and, yes, fear - that
pagsed across the unpleasgant face was unmisteskable.

Y"What makes ye think yer deserter 1s aboard my ship?" It was
clearly recognipable, even to Spock, as bluster.

"He 1s not a deserter, Mr. SBhirs - we have good reason to
belleve that he was abducted. As for his being aboard your ship, we
have investigsated every other possibllity.™

“I won't have 1t, d'ye hear me? Ye've no right to nosy‘about in
my ship ~%

"If you have nothing teo hide, Mr. Shira. why obJect?"
YIt's a... an Iinfringement of my rights -~ 9

"Even tramp freighters are subjdect to Federation authority,
11t+le though you might 1like 1t, Mr. Shira. Without us you would not
have the freedom of movement that you presently enjoy. I have the
right to insist on boarding you to look for our missing officer.”

“"And 1f I refuse?"

"We do hsave the capacity to disable you while we make our
gearch, Mr. Shira. All we need to do 1s use the ship's phasers to
Btun everyone on board, then we may look for our colleague at our
laeisure.”

Shira cursed, viclently and fluantly.

"Do I take 1t that you have declded to permit us to boarde"™
From a Human, the guestion might have been slightly mocking; from
Spock, it sounded lilke a stralght guestion - although McCoy, present
on the bridge as » matter of course to find out what was happening,
Knowing hils Spock, glanced sharply at him, suspecting sarcasm.

"Yes, damn yel'

Spock went himself, taking McCoy and ten Securlity men. The
guards scattered through the ship 1In pairs, while 8pock and MceCoy
reguested Shira's company asg they also searched,.

Thelr sesarch eventually took them into the cargo area, Packing
cases werse littering the Fflooy untidily in a hopelessly ineffilcient
muddie; a single ill-tempered looking officer was working there,
apparently checking cargo. The Enterprise officers looked round
disapprovingly.

Satiefied that there was no-one elge there, Spock turned to
laave; McCoy heslitated. Something struck him as false here. Then he
realised. In the other areas thsy had seen, there had been one or
two crewmen working dispiritedly, at tasks that meemed unnecessary:
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here, where it seemed necessary to have someone working, there was
no—one. He sald so.

Spock lifted an eysbrow. "Wall, Mr. Shirac"

"Wa're... We're short-handed, Commander. We've no cargo
handlers Just now.,."

"Couldn'*t you put some cof the men doing make-wark in other areas
into herea, st least until the cargo is pafely stowed?" Spock asked.
He looked straight at 8hira, as the tramp's owner atammered
unintelliilgibly, and went on, hig voice colder than McCoy had ever
thought it possible for the Vulcan to sound. "I would be obliged irf
you would stop wasting cur time, Mr, Shira. I do not blame you for
the kidnapping, little though I relish your way of recruiting; but I
do not intend to continue playing games while you pretend that our
migeing friend is not on board. I want him - now. "

Shire paled. The menace in the hitherto urbane officer's voice
was unmistakeable and rendered even more deadly by the fact that
Spock made no threats. Unlike many bulliles, Shira was no coward; but
he knew, without any doubt, that on this occcasion at least, the time
had come to surrendaer.

The four men in the filthy cabin lay on their bunks, surprised
by the unexpected order to knock off and make themselves scarce but
glad of the extra rest,. Even the fact that they had heard a key turn
outside, locking them in, falled to rouse them to curiocsity.

Now, when the key grated in the lock sgain, they sat up wearily,
sure that they were being called back to work... and stared in utter
bewilderment at the blue and red shirts in the doorway.

“Jimi1*" McCoy sprang forward, but before he reached his Captain
he faltered, realilising that Kirk was far from all right. His
axuberant greeting changed instantly to medical concarn; on the lasgt
two steps he whipped ocut his medical scanner and ran i1t over the
Captain, his lips tightening as he interpreted the readings. "Wa'll
Boon have you back on the ship, Jim..."

They alsoc took the three other crewmen; at Shira's objection
Spock told him that 1if he had any complainte, to deliver them
stralght to Starfleet Command. Shira shut up rather quickly, already
worried about what might happen. Little though he cared for the
Federation's laws, he realised that he did need them; he had no wish
to find his ship black~listed so that no Federation planet would give
him trade again, and he had already declded that if necessary he
would throw Derwent to the lions and pass all the blame onte him.

Spock and MecCoy stood, one on aeach side of the slckbay bed,
staring down at Kirk's naked body, horrified by the mass of bruises
on bruises that covered their friend's body. Kirk's eyes were closed
in sedsted gleep.

"Someone has been beating him regularly,” McCoy sald, clinically
impersonal. Y"Someone who knew a failr amount about the Human nervous
and muscular system. See these concentrated patches of brujses. All
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are covering avress where sany movement - walking, lifting, even
getting up &nd sitting down - wlll csuse pain, if ths muscles ave
stralned or bDrulaed. His hody’s goling to be & most uncomfortable
thing teo live in for o few days, even with peinklillers to help him.
In additlion, there's the hesd injury. It's been agygravated some
way. The other thres are in mueh the same conditlon, ” he added
parenthatiosalliy. YAnd one of them has & stomach condition that I may
not be able to cure, 1t's 30 far advenced. But aven 1f all I can do
for him is make his death eesler, 1've accomplished somethlng. I'd
like to get =y hands on the man responsible for sll this," he added,
indicating the bruises.

"The Captalin did not know ue," Spock said, tension noticeable in
hip voice,

MaoCoy noddsd. an suneslsc condition probably caused by the
head injury. With vest it should ilmprove.'

Kirk's eyas blinked open. McCoy smiled down at him. “Easy,
Jim. You're mafe now, You'll be on your fest again in a day or
twe., "

Kirk's lips moved in a faint reasponding smile. He looked on
past MeCoy to Spock, The Vulcan, reslising that something concrete
was needed here to reassure hls friend, permltted himself to smile
Blightly as wall; unnecessarily, had he known., The warmth salresady in
his eyves was 8li the rsssgurance Kirk needed. Even although Kirk
could not recognise tham, he gsould recognise thelr obvious concern.

His eyes moved on round the room. There was & haunting
famlliarity about the place, although he didn't stop to think about
that; what was of more lmmedlate importance was the simple fact that
evarything wsas alean. It all loocked clsan snd - wonder of wonders -
it smelt clean. It wag with 2 strange feeling of physical well-being
caused by the pleasantness of his surroundings that he closed hisg
eyes and slept agaln.

Kirk lay still for a minute when he awoke, delaying opening his
ayas, glad to be awahke. That had been some nightmare!d It had even
left him with a residual headache. A hand caught his, and ha opened
his eayem, surprised.

He was lying Iin sickbay; his Flrst Officer, sitting beside him,
was holding hig hand.

"IBpoack?Y he askaed.

Visible relief passed over the Vulcan's face. "How do you feel,
Captain?®
Kirk made & facs. ap 1f B herd of stampeding buffalo had

charged rlght over me. "

HIT11 eall Dr. MeCoy to gilive you & painkiller.”™ The voice was
qulet and very gentls.

"No, walt. gpoeek... 1 dreamed that I'd been Kidnapped and made
to work on a cargo ship..."

"You didntt dreasm 1t, Jim. It reslly happened,. It took us
almost & weak to find you."™ He took a deep breath. His grip on
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Kirk's hand tightened slightly for a moment, then he released it.
"I'1ll get McCoy - he's checking the other men we rescued from that
hell-ghip. "

Under the peaceful influence of the painkiller, Kirk drifted off
to sleep agaln, lulled by the memory of the warmth in his friends'
ayes.

Of course he had friends to worry about him...




LCON INCIDENT =

"Captaln Leibstein! There's béen an exploslon in the engine'
roomi" The veice from the intercom, urgent but not rpanickaed, rose
above the wailil of the aliarm,

"How perious?®

"Don't know yet, sir, but we're losing power. We'll have to
heave to for & while to check out the damage."

P1'L1 be right down. Mpr, Dawson, come with me."

Tha Captain sand First Offlcer of the U.8.8. Falcon, the starship
recently commisaionsd to replace the Constellation, made thelr way to
the engine room with 8 tired resignation. The Fslcon was still on
her shakedown cruise, and so far practically nothing had gone right.

At first sight, there wap very little dsmage. The engine room
crew, to a man - inciuding personnel who would normally have been off
duty - was chechking out averything, each man doilng a check - or
back-up check ~ of the sguipment he normally handled, despite the
faect that only one componant showed any real sigh of dJamage.

"Anyone hurt, Mr., Lun®®

The Chinese Chilief Englneer sald guletly, "Two men were slightly
injured, Captain. I've sent them to sgilckbay.®

Satlsfled on that score, Leibstein went on. "What caused Li%"

"RDifficult to msay, sip. Thig ls one of the unlts that's given

us most troubkle. It appears that a component here -~ " he indicated a
fused lump of metal Y - short circulted. That csesused a surge of
power to here ~" he Indicated s shattered pilece of metal difficult to
identify as machlnery ¥ - and it couldn't take the Load."

"Any 1idea what caused the short circuit in the firgt placew"

No, sir. I'11 get this replaced and run a few teuts. That
might give us a clue. But sericously, my recommendation now would be
that we abandon the crulse, head stralght beck to Earth and get the
whole thing taken out and replaced. They used to speak about Monday
morning cars a couple of hundred years ago - vehlcles that never pran
properly, no matter how much work was done on them. I think this is
a Monday morning engine,

Leibeteln grunted. "Ifll take that asm a recommendation, Mr.
Lun. Any other damageae?"

"Not as far as we can sew, Captain.,®

“Carry on, then. Call me when you're veady to start the tests,®

Leibsteln turned to leave, the First Officer at his heals, as
Lun began to discennevt the fused unit. They had taken only half a

doeen spteps when the machinery on which the Chief Engineer was
workling blew in & tremendous explosion.
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On the bridge, the Communilcations Officer stiffened 1n agony as
8 surge of power shot through his egquipment, electrocuting him before
1t short-eircuited the board. The helmsman screamed once, and
slumped, dead. Evary offlcer who was touching egquipment died in the
vicloua surge of power that shot through the Falcon then falled,
leaving the ship virtually without power and with most of its
officers and all of its engineers eaxcept the two 1n sickbay, dead.

“Captain," Uhura seid sharply, "I'm picking up what appears to
bhe a distress sgsignal in old Morse code.

"Morse?™ Kirk exclaimed. "That was scrapped years ago."

"7 know, sir. Thisg i just the three letters, 8.0.8., repested
on an autometic slgnal. BEven 1f there was more, though, I doubt I
would be able to understand more than a fraction of it. We had to
isearn the old codes at the Academy, but you do forget things you
never neaed to use."

"Yag, I know. Can you pilnpoint its position?®

"Yeas, sir."

"Give Mr. Sulu the bearings, then. Warp six, Mr. Sulu."

"“Warp six, sie. "

"Mr. Spock. Are there any other Federation vessels known to be
in this area?"

Spock thought for s moment. "The Falcon could be fairly close,
Captein. Har shakedown cruise took her from Earth to Braco,
returning from there to Starbase Fourteen. She should be 1in thise
sector by now,"

¥and that's the only one?"

"The only Federation vessel, Captain.®

"Wall, I shouldn't think a Starshlp would be sending ocut a Morse
S.0.8.%

"1t is possible that 1t could be ancther o©ld asleeper ship, 1lilke
the Botany Bay," Spock suggested.

"Are there any more of those ships unaccounted fore?"

"Therse was no record of the Botany Bay, if you remember,
Captain."

Kirk nodded. "I had forgotten that,”™ he muttered, ever so
8lightly smheepishly.

YHowever, the probabllity is that it 18 an old ship," Spock

continued. "The signal is automatic - most likely the crew ig all
dead."

"I1f that i3 the case.., well, the ship is stlill a hazard to
othaer vessels. Lieutenant Uhura."

"Ave, glpo®
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"The Falecon should be in the ares. Sae 1f you can contact her.
1f she's nearer the slignalling vemssel than we are, Captain Leibstein
can deal with 41t.%

"Aye, sir."” She turned back to the communications board. After
a few minutes, she sald, "I can't railee the Falcon, sip."

Kirk and Spock locked at each other.
"The Falcon?" whispared Kirk. It ian't possible. ™

Two anxlous hours later they moved into sensor range of the
derelict, and discovered that he was wrong.

"Can you raise them yet, Lieutenant?" Kirk asked.

"No, sir. There's just the sutomatic 8.0.8. still being
broadcast. If they could hear us, you'd expect them to do something,
even 1f they Jjust cut transmission."

Kirk glanced at Spock, who nodded.

"I fully agree with Miss Uhurs,™ he said. "The conclusion must
be msde that they have no communications at all, and that whatevaer
happened the survivors have jury-rigged something to transmit the
Morse impulsgses.®

"We'll beam over."™ Kirk flicked on hisg intercom. “"Mr. Scott,
Dr. McCay, meet me in the transporter room immediately. Mr. Sulu,
You have the con. Mr, S8pock - " He headed for the turbolift, the
Vulcan at his heels.

The four men materialised on the bridge of the Falcon. A man in
geilence blue was watching a girl who was working on the wiring behind
the communications panel. He swung round with an exclamation as the
party materialised, and they saw that he was in the medical
department.

The sound made the girl look up from her work. A slanting
aeyvebrow lifted.

"Spockt

"T'Mara,"™ 8pock sald, obviocusly surprised. He recovered himself
ingtantly. "This 18 Captaln Kirk, Chief Engineer Scott and Doctor
MeCoy of the Enterprise." He turned to his crewmates. "Ensign

T'Mara is one of the few Vulcan women in Starfleet.”
T'Mara nodded a combined acknowledgement and greeting.
"This 1is Dr, Ericeson."
"Where is Captain Leibstelin?" Kirk asked,
"Pead, " T'Mara replied,
Dead, Kirk thought. Ppor Axal. He hasn't Llived long encough to

capbain his first commund on active eervice. "Mr. Dawson?" he
continued aloud.
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"Also dead. All the command grade officers were killed,
Captain. As ranking enslign, 1 am acting commanding officer.”

"You? But Starfieet regulations do not accept women - " It was
out before Kirk could staop himself.

Vulcecan though she was, she gave what, in a Human, would have

been ¢alled a rueful smile. “"Captain, there was little alternative.
Captaln Leibstein had a..." Unusually for a Vulcan, she hesitated,
appearing to search for the most appropriate word. Finally, she

managaed, "A ohivalry that forbade him t¢o permit women to do anything
that might endanger them. He had managed to get most of the women
originally sssigned to the Falcon replaced. There were no women
aboard above the rank of ensign. AB a result, it was only men who
were checking the equipment when the accilident happened, and sll the
senior ensigns who survive are women. They all looked to me as the
most zsenior. What else could I have done but take command?"

Kirk had liked Lelbstein at the Academy, but he could remember
him as a male chauvinist who frequently spoke out against having

women 'in the male world of exploration’, and he mentally applauded
the tactful description,. "I'm sorry," ha sald, anxious that she
should not classify him a8 a chauvinist as well. "I didn't mean..."®

He hesitated, unsure of how to continue, and decided to leave the
awkward topilc. "What happened?" He changed the subject back to the
more important gquestion.

"The engines have been giving trouble since we left Earth.
Nothing major, but thay dld need constant readjustment. Finally,
there was an explosgion in the engine room. The Captaln and Mr.
Dawson were checking the damage with Mr. Lun, our Chief Engineer,
when there was a epecond explosion. Everyone in the engine room was
killed, and everyone throughout the ship who was handling instruments
wag electrocuted. Most of the officers were checking thelr
instruments for any damage caused by the first explosion - that's why
the death rate was so high. Secondary life support systems are
working - barely. I managed to Jjuryrig the communications board to
transmit a pulsed distress call - you picked it up?"

Kirk nodded. "How many casgsualties?®

"A hundred and six dead, ancther eighty three injured, gome of
them peverely.," Ericson answered. "There's very little I can do for
them, bar sedation, at the moment. I came to ask Miss T'Mara i1if
there was any chance of getting more powear,"

"Very little," T'Marse replied. "But I'm not an engineer. Mpr,
Scott may be able to help. Measnwhile, Captain Kirk, as acting
commander of the Falcon, I must ask you if it is possible for our
injured to be transferred to the Enterprise."

"I was about to suggest i1t. Bones, arrange 1t with Dr.
Ericson. "
"Right, Jim." The two medlcal officers went ocut through the

Jammed -open bridge door that led to the emergency stairs.
"What condition are the engines 1n%" Scott asked.

"In my opinion, unrepalirable," T'Mara answared. "Also 1
consider that there 18 at least a seventy nine point eight percent
chance of another serious explosion within the next sixteen and a
half hours. I could be wrong ~ as I Bald, I am not an engineer."
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"Ii'd like a look at the engine room," Scott said.

"Of course, Mr. Scott." T'Mara sterted towards the amargency
aexit.

Kirk sald seriously, "I think we should transfer all but a
skeleton crew to the Enterprise as soon as possible. It'l] make us a
bit crowded, but under the circumstances it might be best."

The engine room door wag also jammed open, and bore all the
Blignes of having been forced. Not until he saw it did Kirk reslise
fully Just how complete the loss of power was.

inside was a shambles. Kirk and Spock loocked at each other end
then back at the twisted wreckage, Kirk trying not to register the
dark bloodstaina that covered everything and the bodies trapped under
chunks of metal too heavy to 1ift, Scott looked round, acute paln on
his face at the ruin of all this beautiful machinery.

"You're right, Ensign. These engines’'ll naver work again," he
said sadly.

He moved over to what had been a main control board, clambeaering
awkwardly over an unidentifiable component that barred his way,
looked up at a dial that - impossibly - was still giving a reading,
frowned at the figures and tried to move a switeh. "It's all fused

scliq, Anything I try will just precipitate any trouble that's a
brewing."

"You agree there could be another explosion?" Kirk asked.

"Wall, Captain, everything's fused at 'on'," Scott saldg. He
pointed to the dial. "The power is stlill being produced but it can't
get anywherae. It'11l build up for a while, then - " He shrugged.
"That reading’'s a 1ot higher than it should be."™

"Mr. Spocks"

"I think the sooner we begln to transfer the Falcon's crew, the
baetter, Captaln. Now that I have seen the damage, I believe Miss
T'Mara's estimate to be a generous one. An explosion, soon, does
appear likely."

Kirk nodded. "I agree," he said. "Mr. Spock, beam over as soon
as all the injured are transferred. Arrange for the distribuytion of
the Falcon's creaw among ours. Tell Lt. Uhura to notify Starfleet
with the detalls of what we are doing. If the Falcon doesn't
explode, wae'll take her in tow to Starbase Fourteen. Bcotty, there's
nothing you can do here; you go too. I'll stay and help Miss T'Mara
organise the evacuation from this eng."

Spock hesiltatad for a split second before replying. "Yag,
Captain.”

"You sound doubtful, Mr. Spock?"

"You are more important than I, Captain. Would 1t not be better
if T remained with Ensign T'Marat"

"In case of acaclidents? No, Spock. Beam over."
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They decided that 1t would be simpler if the Falcon's crew was
beamed aboard the Enterprise from sickbay, since the transporter was
already locked onte the silickbay for the transfer of the injured -
even although many of them, the lese seriously hurt, had actually
been in thelr own quarters - sickbay had never been designed to deal
with so many casuslties at once. A disaster of this magnitude was -~
or had been - unthinkablsa. Undoubtedly Starfleet's best scilentists
and angineers would spend many sleepless nights trying to discover
Just what had gone wrong...

Thig transfer i going to btake some time, Kirk reflected
uneasily. However, no-one showed any sign of panic, and mentally
Kirk awarded T'Mara full marks for her handling of the crisis.

Mogt of the remaining crew were amssembled in the main rec room.
T'Mara had spoken to them there, making no secret of the imminence of
another explosion, but she had also pointed out that everyone would
ba clear long before the estimated time of 1ts cceocurrence. And
although she used exactly the same logical arguments that he knew
Spock would have done, somehow ghe had put a touch of humour into herp
information that kept anyone from reacting with the irritation Spock
sometimas engenderad. For a fleeting moment, Kirk wondered 1if it wasg
due to the emotional stsbility of being a full-bloodied Vulcan...

For the most part, all he had to do was stand by in silent
support as the crew filled past en route to sickbay. Cnea young
crewman hesitated at the stair leading to the living quarters,
looking more than a little uncertain, and Kirk moved instantly to his
glde.

"You wanted something, Ensign?"
uny, .. Can't we go and get our things, sir?"

"I'm soryvy, Engilign. Look at 1t this way - you can replace your
clothes, but not your l1ifa."

The young ensign still hesitated uncertalnly, and one of the
others stopped as well. "It's not hie clothes he wants, Captailn,
He's from Dorutha, and his pet rachat is in his quarters.™

Dorutha was & colony world, settled by Humana over a century
previously. The first gift a Doruthan aever received was a rachat; an
intelligent little animal that formed an almosmt symbiotic
ralationship with its master - a relationship deeper than any other a
Doruthan was ever likely to sncounter. It was not unknown for a
betrothed couple to split up because thelr rachats reacted adversely
to the proposed union.

Rachats ususlly lived as long as their Human partners and did
not survive them; Kirk could imagine what it would be like for the

young Human to lose his rachat under these circumstances. He looked
at the second man. "You his room-mate?™
"Yas, sir."

"Go with him. Make sure he doean't take any unnecessary
chances." He looked st the ensign. “"Five minutes."

"Yes, glri'" The youngster took off down the steps at a vun, his
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friend close behind him,
Kirk let the file move cn, and waited.

It took & 1ittle longer than the five minutes, but Kirk had
axpected that. He had not reached the ilmpatient stage when the two
ensigns reappeared, the younger one now wearing a fold-over jacket.
A small, pointed, furry head showed in the V.

As the three men headed salong the corridor, the young enslgn
said, "Thank you, sip.,"

slowly the walting queue grew shorter, Kirk begen to feel
borad, Maybe he should have let HSpock stay after all,

Suddenly remembering something important, he turned to T'Mara.

"1'11 go up to the bridge, see if I can retrieve the Log," he
sald, "It mightn't be possible, with the power failure, but we
should try for it. There might be information in it from the
computers that could give a clue to the fault.™

A slight expression of annoyance flickered over the Vulean's
face lfor an instant, and Kirk realised she was annoyed at herself for

forgetting sbout the Log, "1t 1s my duty, as acting captain," ghe saild.
Kirk shook his head. "Your duty 1is to make sure your crew gat
to sBafety,” he sBaid. "I'1ll be as quick as I can."

He was half way to the bridge when the ship shook to another
explowsion. He was flung to the floor; he pleked himselt up, and
carried on.

There was no need to bother about how much damage he did in
retrieving the small buoy that carried the Log ready to be jettisoned
in a4 ship's final momentyg only this buoy couldn't be jettisoned,

for there was nc power available to operate the eject mechanism. He
had to get open the panel that sheltered it - and that ranel also wag
fused shut. He looked round for something to use as a lever.

It was many minutes before the penel ylelded and he retriceved
the buoy. Sucking a brulsed finger, he carried it triumphantly down
the steilr back towards Sickbay.

The ship shook again, but anly slightly ~ clearly a much smaller
exploeogsion thig time. A faint smell reached his nostrils and he
sniffed.

asmoket

The ship was on fire. How many were there gtiil to be
transported? It was lucky that fire hadn't broken out earlier. At
least most of the crew were safa now. A thin wisp of smoke curled
along the corridor as he reached the sickbay door.

inside, he found only T'Maras and a dozen men. FEven as he
entered, six of them shimmered away. The Doruthan - last in the
quaeue - smlled shyly at him, and the rachat's whiskers twitched asg if
it, too, was acknowiedging him.

"i was beginning to wonder if you were all right, Captain,"
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T'Mara admitted.

"Ii’d to break the panel open," Kirk explained. He glanced at
the six men who were still waiting, "These are the last?" He knew
that they were, but something in him demanded confirmation.

"If there 1s anyone else they haven't reported in," T'Mara
sald. "I couldn't pet an accurate count because sevearal men went
ovar with the injured to act as stretcher bearers, and no-one could
tell me how many went. Perhaps we should take time to make a final
check of the ship - ¥

"Too late," Kirk saild. "We're on fire. It would be sulcide to
try. "

The last BixX men began to fade, solidified again, fluctuated two
or three times then vanished. They looked at each cther. What was
wrong with the transporter?

Kirk's communicator bleeped.

"Kirk here."

¥Spock, Captain. A component in the transporter has failled.
Your transport will be delayed until it can be replaced."

"Was the last lot of men all righte?

"Yes, though it was touch and go."

T'Mara touched his arm, and pointed towards the door. Through
it, they could see smoke beginning to f£ill the corridor. A wiap
curled into the room,

"How long will SBcotty be repairing the transporter?"

"Only a few minutes, Captain.?”

"You’d better have McCoy standing by when we beam over. We'lre
on fire and the fumes are getting to ug." He coughed as the acrid
smoke caught at his throat.

"Can you obtain life support unitso”

"Negative. It's getting hard to breath in here - in the
corridor, we wouldn't last ten seconds."

"My, Bceott says five minutes yet, Captain."

"That's too long," T'Mara put in quietly. "I egtimate we will
lose consciliousness wlthin two."

"I've sent for McCoy. But..."™ Hils volce trailed off
uncharacteristically.

T'Mara loocked at Kirk. "Captaln," she said, “"You and 1 do not
know each olher, but we both know Spock. He thinka of us both as his
friends. Can you trust me?"

"I'd trust any Vulcan," Kirk replied, mystified.

She lesaned towards the communicator, "Spock. I'm going te try
Mar’n'a. Be ready for ug,®
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She looked back at Kirk. "It il a special trance," she
axplalned. "I meld my mind to yours, and put us both into a very
deep trance. In that condition, we have a better chance of

surviving."

"Carry on,"™ Kirk seid.

Aboard the Enterprise, Seott waes working furiously.
"Can 1 assist you?" Spock asked.
"No, we'd Just get in each other's way."

MaCoy ceme in then, looking a little annoyed. "What's the
emergency?" he asked. "Erieson and 1 are still trying to get the
injured men settied and treated.®

"The Captaln will need you," Spock replied evenly. "The Falcon
is on fire, and there is a delay in beaming the Captain and Migss
T'Mara over. They will be suffering from smoke polsoning, 1if nothing
worge, "

"Try 1t now, Mr. Spock." Scotty straightened with a grunt.

spock set the transporter cvontrols, operated it. The two 1lnert
bodies materialised, Kirk with his arme round the buocy containing the
Log. Spock strode over to watch McCoy gilving them quick injections.
Then he applied a mind meld to T'Mara. The girl took only a few
moments Lo copen her eyes and sit up.

"I lost him at the third lavel," she said.

Spock lmmediately turned to Kirk, his hand reaching for Kirk's
face, McCoy looked at T'Mara, puzzled, but instinctively deciding
not to disturb Spock,.

"What goes on?' he askaed,

"Mar'n'a," ghe replied. “"A ppeclial trance, so deep that we
cannot come ocut of it ourselvesm. A third person must be present to
draw us back to consclousness. Normally it is only done when all
participants know each each other well, and Captain Kirk and 1 are
strangers toe sach other. I thought that perhaps Spock knew your
Captaln well enough tov compensate for the fact thsat I do not.
However, I lost contact with the Captain at a very deep level. Bpock
iv trying to reach him now. If he canncot, Captein Kirk will
aventually 4die. "

Spock dreaw back. "I canncot quite reach him," he said. He
looked round. "Doctor. 1f you will permit me to Join my mind to
yoeurs, 1 can perhaps use your Human affection for the Captain to
reach him, "

MeCoy didn't hesitate. "Go shead, Spock.!

Ipock reached for hilis face,. MeCoy felt the tendrlls of Spock's

mind curling round hls consciocusness. "Imagine the Captaln is at the
bottom of a deep hola,” Spock saild, YYou are trying te reach down to
him., "

Gpock turned hilis attention back to Kirk. MceCoy could feel
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nothing, but he obeyed Spock, straining his mind to imagine the hole,
straining an imaginary hand down to reach an invisgible cone. He felt®
& hand on his shouldsr - T'Mara, and knew she was helping him.

Nothing happened for what seemed a long time. Then Spock
ralaxed slightly.

"I have him," he said.

A few moments later, Kirk's eyes opened. He looked round.

"We made 1t," he saild.

"Barely,!" Spock replied.

Kirk looked over at T'Mara. "Thank you," he sadd.

"It's Spock you should thank," she asnswered.

"I could have done nothing without Dr. MeCoy,'" Spock said
quietly. McCoy felt the faintest of pressures on his mind, then a

sense of withdrawal... and a momentary feeling of utter loneliness.

"Come on, Jim," he =saild. "Miss T'Mara too. Down to Sickbay. I
want to check you both out.™

Later, satisfied that the Falcon's crew was sBettled in and his
own crew as happy with the arrangements ag possible, Kirk headed for
the recreation room, As he entered, he saw Spock with T'Mara,
Playing chess. He went over to them, trying not to feel hurt - Just
a little; aware that it was logical for Spock to seek the company of
another Vulcan, particulariy one who had told Kirk she was a friend.
They looked up as he joilned them. T'Mara rose,

"Would you like to take my place, Captain?"

"No, Enslgn, finish your game," Kirk salid, foolilshly pleased
that she should think to make such an offer, hoping neiliher of them
realised it.

He watched them for a while. Spdck appeared to be winning.
MeCoy came in, and Jdoined them.

"Everything all vight, Bonesg?"
"Everyone settled," Mcloy replied.

Spock won the game. T'Mara rose again. "Will you have a game
now, Captain?®"™

"You don't want to try for revenge?" Kirk asked.

She shook har head. "I'm not very interested in playing chess,
she said. "I prefer to watch,"

Kirk took her place as Spock began to set out the men. cut of
pure curiosity Kirk asked, "How well do you two know each othere®

For a moment the Vulcans each seemed to be walting for the other
to answer., Then Spock said, "Quite well, Captain. T'Mara 1is my

cousin. "
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Stars are not evenly dimtributed through space. Inside a
dalaxy, there are clusters, which have wore than their fair share of
sung; in other areas, the stars are distributed, If not evenly, &t
least ressonably so; and in the region betwveen spiral arms sters are
few and far betwasen.

The United Federation of Planets, with the Klingon and the
Romulsn Empires barring its route through its home spiral arm, had
for some time been considering trying te expand in the other
direction, acress the space that separsted their territory from the
neighbouring spiral arm, and colonising thers. No matter that it
would take a ship travelling at top warp speed slmost two months to
cross the space between the two spiral arms; the Federation High
Council considered that the distance was well within reasonable
limits.

Starfleet Command, with more experience of space travel than the
members of the High Council {many of whom had never travelled further
ihan was necesssry to attend the various meetings, which were held in
rotation on the different member planets) protested violently about
the unrealistic plans the Hidh Council presented to them.

"Politicians!" Admiral Komack muttered in disgust as he examined
the proposals for expansion.

He read Lhe first two pages of the report with increasing
annoyance, turned to the third, and siammed hizs hand down on the
buzzer to summon his secretary.

She appeared almost instantly. Indeed ~ knowing when he had
started to read the report - she was surprised that he had not
summoned her earlier.

"Set up an immediaie meeting of the senior Command officers. "
“Aye, sirv." Commander Schwarz had served on board the Konge for
some years before an injury had invelided her to a shore posting, and
it freguentily showed in her apsech. She limped back to her desk, and
checked Lbhe computer for the schedules of Komack’s senior colleagues,
then returned to his room in time to catch Bome more uncompl imentary

mutierings.

"Admiral Fitzderald and Vice Admiral Li will not be available
uniii tomorrow morning," Schwarz reported. "Everyone else can be
contavted immediatoly. "

"Tomorrow morning wiil do," Komack growled. "This hag to be a
full meeting. We have to be unasnimous,®

They wvere.

By the next dey Xomsck had had time to read the full document
angd summarise it, although both he snd Schwarz had had to work deep
into the night te do ao.
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Komack reported the details to his colleasgues: and found himself
for once in the unusual and pleasing position of having complete
agreement from them. Although Komack was the senior officer in
Starfleet Command, Admiral Fitzgerald was an ambitious man wvho would,
Komack knew, dearly like to replace him and often disagdreed with
Komack’s suggestions - even when his private opinion was known to
mesh with them. But this time, not even Fitzgerald raised a voice in
disagreement,

The discussion was brief. At the end of it, Komack turned to
the computer where Schwarz was compiling the minutes of the meeting.

"l want a message sent to the High Council,” he Erowled.
"Aye, sir."

Komack paused, breathing deeply as he fought for self control,
gathering hia thoughts.

“"Gentlemen. I have read with interest your proposals for
expansion of the territory controlled by the United Federation of
Planets and I have discussed these proposals with my colleagues at
Starfleet Command. I have been directed by them to bring to your
attention seversl facts,

"The region between the spiral arms has never been explored.
Although that space is almost empty, it is not completely so. We do
not know what dangers might exist there. We therefore believe that
it is necessary toc send ships into the refion to explore the proposed
route thoroughly before any attempt im made to cross it.

"To do this adequately will require money; money that Starfleet
will find impossible to allocate from its present budget .

"If we are to use our resources to investigate totally unknown
space as well a8 continuing to develop our present territory in
addition to maintaining our defence against both the Klingon and
Romulan frontiers, we will certainly require more funding.

"This is a simple matter of arithmetic, gentlemen. The
resources of Starfleet are already spread too thinly. We do not have
enough ships.

"We have only twelve Star Cruisers; the Klingons are known to
have at least double that number of vesssls of comparable type, and
only the Remulans know how many they have.

"Gentlemen of the High Council, you all have the best interests
of your home planets at heart; you all wish to see more money
allocated for the development of those planets. Many of you look at
Starfleet and do not see that we are of immediste use to you, sand
therefore do not consider our buddet to be of great importance. You
forget that we are all that stands between the civilians of your home
planets, and of all your colony worlds, sand invasion by a ruthless
and greedy enemy.

"To explore the space between the apiral arms adequately in the
time you suggest will require the use of all our scout vemmels as
weli as half of our Star Cruisers, This will leave our home
territory serivusly under-defended.

"Gentlemen, we do not say we will not accomplish what you ask.
However, with our present rgsources, we oannpot accomplish what you
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The opinion of Starfleet Command wses, of course, overruled.

Faced with the almost impossibie task of exploring the space
between the spirat arms of the galaxy as well as maintaining a
reasonable presence inside Federation space, Komack finally asesigned
four large survey ships to scout the direct route that would be used
en route to the vnknown stars of the other arm.

Contact was lost with 81l four ships, one after the other.

Urgded on by the High Council’s demands, Komack sent three
elght-man scoutships and iwo four-man scouts into the unknown
regions . Designed as they were to explore possibly hostile
territory, these amaller ships were faster than the larger survey
vessels whose primary function was to produce a reasonably full
report on newly-discovered habitable or exploitable planets whose
presence had been reported by the scout ships. The disadvantage of
using scouts for this mission was that they lacked the sophisticated
scanning capability of the asurvey vessels; their scanners were
capable only of very basic study.

They, too0o, disappeared.

It was impossible to say just when four of the five vessels
venished: but as it happened, Starbase 15 was in direct! communication
with the {fifth when contact was lost,

The Magellan was in the middle of a routine report on one of the
few star systems in the stellar desert between the spiral arms when,
without warningd, s crackle of static intervened, hlotting out the
sigdonal from the ship. The Communications Officer on duty at the time
was a8 highly experienced wan recently invalided out of active Bervice
due to 8 heart condition which, although making it inadvisable for
him to serve sboard a ship, was not severe enough to render him unfit
for a dground posting. Despite his best efforts, he was unable to
break through the static interference; and when it cleared, as
sBuddenly as it had begun, he was unabie to restore contact with Lhe
Mogelian.

starbase 15 immediastely reported back to Stasrfleet Command.

Admiral Komack read the report from Commodore Rosenberd and
passed i1 on to the High Council, requesting additional funding to
repince the minsing ahips, The High Council immediately ordered him
to find out what had happened - at the same ¢ime, ignoring his
request for more money.

When he received the reply, Komack sworo, long and
imagdinatively.

Bamn the High Councii? Here they were, now missing four
vaiuable survey ships and five sBrouts, and the Bigh Council was still
refusing fto sdmit that i{ was asking more of Starflest’s resources
tha! Starfleet had te gdive. in Bll conscience he rould nol send any
more ships inte the ares -~ yet without sending at least one more into
the voi1d he had no way of finding out what had happened to them.
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At the rate they were gdoing, the Klingon/Romulan Alliance would
not need to fight the Federation in order to take it over - the Higa
Council was in the process of handing ¥Federstion space over to the
enemy by lesving it undefended.

He thought thinds over for some time, but in the end he came to
the unavoidable conclusion that he would have to send in one of the
valuable Ster Cruilsers, Although not quite the nearest, the
Enterprise’s crew had the best reputation for resolving impossible
situvations.

He therefore told Bchwarz to prepsare new orders fer the
Enterprise, alongd with what little information was available,
Captain Kirk and his crew had been chosen for the unenviable task of
discovering what had happened to the missing nine versels,

"New orders coming in from Starfleet Command, Captain," Uhura
announced, breaking the smilence that had gripped the bridge for fully
half an hour.

Kirk gave a grunt, half of annoyance, half of relief; the
current mission ~ acting as a taxl service for routine supplies to a
small minlng colony ~ was not rarticulariy interesting, and he was
borad enocugh to welcome a small diversion; but he knew from long
experience that a change of orders like this moat likely indicated
perlious ftrouble.

"Put it on the screen, Lieytenant.™
Komack's face shimmered into view.

"Captain Kirk. Over the past year, a number of ships have been
surveying the space between us and the nelghbouring spiral arm, in
the regilon deslgnated Quadrant 236.69/846X%Z. These ships have all
disappeared without trace. You are ordered to abort your present
mission and investigate these disappearances, All reilevant
information is being transmitted to your computer,

"The Federation High Command is particularly anxicus that thisg
problem 1s resolved as soon asg possible. Komack, Starfleet Command,
out. "

Ag the familiar starfilield reformed, Kirk closed his eyes andg
took & long, deep breath. He counted slowly to ten, then stood
briskly.

"Mr. Chekov, plot a course for Quadrant 236/69/8BlU6X5 and execute
immediately, warp factor alght. You have the con. Mr., Spock, Mr.
SBulu, come with me. Lisutenant Uhura, call Mp. Scott, Dr. McCoy and
Security Chief Baillie to briefing room three immediately. "

"Aye, sir." She spoke to the elosing doors of the turbolift,
gighed, and loockad at Chekov as he moved to the command chailr, his
place and Sulu's belng taken instantly by O'Nelill and Rahada, who,
having caelled reliefs for themeelvaes, left their own, less important,
backup consoles unmanned for the brief time it would take for thosgse
rellefs to arrive. "Whet do you think, Pav?®

"I think the Captain does not like the sound of these orders,®
Chekov replled gloomily. "If several ships have vanished without
trace, we could easily be the next.®W
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Kirk, Spoek and Sulu made thelr silent way to briefing room
thres, Without facts to go on, Spock, of course, would say nothing
unless in direct responss to Kirk; but XKirk was obviocusly deep in
thought. Bulu, after & guick look at both faces, decided that
speculation - at this point - was not called for.

McCoy, having the szhortest distance to go, was already waliing
when they entered the brilefing vroom.

"What's all thisg about, Jim?" he ashked immediately, ignoring the
brooding expression on the Captain's face.

"New orders," Kirk said tersely as he sat. Beaide him, Spock
wasted no time In flicking on the computer socreen and calling up the
information that went with these orders.

The door swished open again, and Scott and Baillile entered
together,

"Captain?" Scott was cleerly sgiltated. "Warp elght? What's
happenedg?® ..

Kirk looked round the table.

"We have a chahge of orders, Scotty." He ran his tingers
through his halip, "Some of this... I've known about gome of this
for a while, It's not quite classified information, but it's not fap
from 1t.

"We all know that the Federation's options for axpansgion are
Blightly limited by the Klingon and Roemulan boundaries. Without an
all-out wer, we're stymled in that direction. Not even the Klingons
or the Romulans wanit war - that's why they formed their Alllance.
They don't trust each other fully even With the Alliance, so you can
guess how edgy they'd be without it. However, 1t seems that they
both trust the Federatlon enough not to bother wilith any sort of
officlal treaty other than the Organian one.

"Yes, I know we don't trust them, but they're not stupid. We -
We - defeated the ship the Romulens sent inte Federation gpace - they
lost face then, and they aren't going to risk that again in a hurry.
As fovr the Klingons ~ they wontt riak ciashing with the Organians
agaln. And neither will we.

"2o the High Council ordered Starfleet Lo axplore in the other
direction; across the steller degert and into the neaxt arm of the
galaxy."

"I'11 bet thay Aldn't give Btarfleet any more money for extra
ghipe., " MeCoy mutterad oynically.

"I wouldn't taka you, Bones,"™ Kirk replliedq. "The High Councill
depends too mueh on the Organian Traaty, and reckoned that they
didn't need to bothar with any defsnsive presence other than the
Congtitution class ships.

"Komack wawm rather more cautious. Starfleet has sent - to the
best of my knowledge - no more than nine ships into that totally
unknown space in the past year, Komack's orders didn't tell us how
many were lnvolived, but I think my information is correct,"
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"That's no' bad for an area where there apren't many atarg,™
Beott conmented.

"Azreed. But that 18 the reason for our chenged orders. All
nine have disappeared.n

spock looked up from the computer read--outl. "You are correct,
Captain. Four survey ships were origilnally sent into the area, and
atter 'hey disappeared, five scout ships were gent in,"

"fhat would be... arcund four hundred and fifty crew?" Mcloy
sounded horrified.

"Approximately, Doctor, The survey shlps each carried a crew of
cne hundred and six; three of the scouts were elght-man, and the
other two were four-man." He looked up. "Eight of the ships

disgappeared without trace; thelr last recorded reports placed them
cloge tTo Quadrant 236/6%9/7846X%, whare the ninth vessel pogsitively
digapreared in the middle of a transmligsion."

"What happened?" Kilirk apked.

HSpock returned his attention to the readout. "There was
extended interference from static, which cut the contact; when the
static cleared, Starbase 15 was unable to restore the communications
1ink with the Magellan.®

There was a short gsilence as his listeners sbesorbed the
inftormation,

"Any further detaila?" Firk asked at last.
"Negative. "

"Komack's not asking much, is he?" McCoy sald drily. "No
information, just the quadrant where one of the shilps disappeared.
Poes he even realise how big one gquadrant ips?"

Kirk ignored the comment asg rhetorical. He looked round the
otherg. "Any suggestiona?®

"Until we actually reach Quadrant 236769 7846X2, T do not believe
go," dpock repliled.

"Unfortunately, 1 think you're right," Kirk growled. "The
detalls concerning the numbepr of ships involved is claagsified, of
course, as well as the reason for thelr presence in that quadrant;
but it won't do any harm to let the crew know wa'lre on a rescue
migglion. Dismissaeg.”

He watched Sulu, Scott, MeCoy and Baillie file out, followed by
Spock; but he was not surprised when Spoek paused and allowed the
door t<¢ wiide shut, turning back towards the table,

"This mission..." Kirk said. "I don't llike the feel of it." He
rubbed the back of hig neck. "Something here is saying, Wetech outti"

"L, too," Spock msaid. "I would be more confident if we knew a
little more about the area involved."

Kirk looked at his First officey, hip eyabrowa lifted, "We've
gone lunto unexplored space before,'" he sald. "It's part of our job
to go 'where no man has gone beforet.™
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"Agreed, Captaln, But in thies case, we are not golng where no
man has gone before, We are going where nine other vessels have
prraceded us - and vanished. "

As the Enterprise slld into the star desert Kirk ordered the
long distance scanners to be put into operation. There was a chance
- vanlshingly small, but still a chance -~ that if one or all of the
missing ships had been destroyed, they had managed to launch
lifepods, There was also the chance that if the ships had exploded,
there would still be detectable traces for the Enterprise’s
sophigtlcated scanners to plek up.

It took almost a month before the ship approached Quadrant
236,69, BU6XZA. They were, of course, unable te travel at warp eight
indefinitely, but even when they slowed down to rest the engines they
never dropped baelow warp six,

Fpace wag almost totally empty. There were a few stars drifting
through the parsecs towards the spiral arm they had Just left -
gravity pulling them - but there was ne trace of either lifepods or
shilip debris.

As the Enterprise glid into the quadrant, Kirk ordered, "Warp
one, Mr., Sulu.®

"Warp one, gir."
"Seanners. anything?"

"There 1s one star system in this guadrant, Captaln," Spock
reported. "A Kl atar with six planets."™

One of the planets was a dwarf hurtling around the sun so closse
that had the sun been more active 1t would have been in danger of
being burned by solar flares, Three were so far from the star that
they could be nothing but balls of ilce. One of the other two was a
gas glant, but the last one was situated nicely in the ecoaphere,
such ag it was; Spock estimated that for such a dim stap the
acogphere was nharrow and itemperaturaes on the planet's surface were
likely to be falply low.

"[f there are surviveors, and they had any warning of what was
happening, they're most likely to be on that planet," Kirk said
thoughtfully. "Mr. Chekov, get course for it. My. Sulu, assume
gtandard orbit when we get there,?

The Enterprise swung into orbilt and bhegan a sensor search.
Almogt immediately, Spock raiged his head.

"Life form pveadings, Captain, Human... Klingon... Andorian...
and otheprs. There are also metallic readings which would corraespohnd
to the wreckage of ships. "

Klingon?%?

"A Klingon base on our back door?" Kirk asked.

"Pogsible,” Spock replied, a doubtful note in his volae, YThare
ig, however, no indication of advanced technology such as I would
expect to fLlnd in such & bave. In addition, the readings indicate a

split into two communities, one much larger than the other - each of
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them congieting of mixed species." He bent over the scanner again.
PCaptaln, there are also some 1lfe form reardings of at leasgt two,
rossibly three, specileg unknown to me."

"tthura, open a channel. Let's pee 1f they have - " He broke
off aw the ship Jolted sharply.

"We're being pulied down, Captaint" 3ulu exclaimed.

M"We have been caught in a gtrong magnetic field," Spock reported
almogt at the same moment. "you could eall it & form of tractor
beam."

Kirk reached to punch the intercom just as it bleeped.

"wWhat's happening, (Captainv®

"We're caught in a sort of tractor beam, Scotty. Give me warp
elght - we'll try to pull away,"

"Ayve, sip.?
"3uluw, try to break orbit."

The ship jerked, pulled away, and jerked again,

"lt's no use, CUaptaln!" came Scotti's volce over the Ilntercom,
"We can reslst the pull for at least forty eight hours, possibly even
a llittle more, but after that.,. After that we'll go down, and

there's nothing I can do about 1it."

"How long could a survey vessel, or a scouit, hold oul agailnst
that pull?" Kirk asked.

"Lurvey or scout? No time at all, Captain. They'd be pulled
down inside - oh, ten minutes at the outside, 1f they had any
warning. Probably a lot less."

"Hmmm. That would seem to explaln what happened to the miagsing
ghips, then. Uhura, send a2 message to Starfleet -~ "

"I can't, sir. Transmigslion 1lg blocked by the magnetic field,
All T can get is static."

"Statiet!”™ Kilirk's eyes blazed. "There's no more doubt about
it. Our missing ships are down there -~ and 1t's up to us to find out
why . Mpr. Spock - can we beam down safely?"

Spock frowned slightly. "No," he sald. "Howeaver, 1 believe
that a shuttlecraft would be able to make planetfall. It would of
course be c¢sasught in the tractor beam and be pulled down more rapidly
than is advisable, but since it is designed to travel through
atmosphere and land, it would not crash. That cannot be ssaid for any
of the other ships that have been pulled down."

"But we would of course be pulled down to wherever the beam is
coming from,"

"Of course.
"Worth 1t. The crews of the crashed ships wouldn't Know what

was happening; I don't say they'd panhile, but they wouldn't be ready
te face an enemy; they'd be too buay trying to minimise the damage as
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they came down. We, on the other hand, will be ready." He pushed
hilig hailr back off his forehead, 2 subconsclous action as he
congclously braced himeelf - mentally - for action.

The intercom bleeped again.
"Wirk here,™

"Scott, Captein. Wa could maybe gain s wee bit morve time by
reversing polesrity on the ship - holding her in orbit by magnetic
repulaion.”

Kirk glanced at Spoock, "What do you think?"

"{t could be dangerous, Captain, Thare are fluctuationsg in the
strangth of tha beam holding us, And if the landing party manages to
cut off the power source of the beam, it would be very dangerous
g8ince there would be no way to warn Mr. HScott of the impending
change,

"I heard that, Captain. It should be possible to compensate.'
"Try 41t," Kirk decided. "I'1ll lesave it up to your judgement

whether it's likely to prove teoe dangerous or not." One constant in
the universe was Scott's unwillingness to do anything that would rigk

damage to the ship -~ or, more accurately, ithe engines. "Now —- Spock,
I'd l1ike to leave your expertise here, to help Scotty defend the
ship, but I'll need you on the gurface. Lt. Uhura, contact Mr.

Baillie and Dr. McCoy and tell them to report to the hangar deck
immedlately. Mr. Baillie is to bring two of hils best security
guards. "

"Ay®, sir." She turned to her console.

Captain headed for the turbaelift, his Firast Officer at hig
heels. A8 he want, he ssld, "You have the con, Mr. Suluy.,"®

"Ave, sirp.™

The 11£%t deor shut, and Sulu glanced over at Chokov. Chekov
shrugged, sgaying nothlng. Suly opened his mouth, then shut it again.

There wasg, after all, nothing he could may that was not already
obvious to the other senlor officars on the bridge. And it would be
ne help to merale to let the Juniors know thaet thaip supericrs had
anything less than compleste confidence in the Captain's ablility to
golve thisz problem.

The landing party met outslde the hanger door. Kirk looked at
the two guarde with Balllie, sBurprised to note that one was female -
well-built, but female.

"My, Bailllie?” he asksd.

Balllie grinned confidently, knowing what was in Kirk's mind.
"Captain, Lieutenant Helmudsdotter hae won the security section's
last elght unarmed combat competitions without any difficulty. In
total, during those compstitions, phe has begen thrown fewer than ten
timaes. Bhe's also securlity’s top marksman, She's the best I've
got, "
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"That's some recommendation," Kirk acknowledged,

"And Lieutenant Kralik was runner-up 1in the last six
competltions," Bajllie finished.

"Right. Let's get going." Although his own cholce would have
been for an all-male landing party, Kirk was not going to over-rule
the opinlon of & section head, egpeclally one as competent as
Balllie. He turned and led the way briskly to the Columbia.

The shuttlecraft sank qQuickly towards the surface. It was a
controlied descent, however; Kirk's skill as s pPllot, while tested,
was not overstretched, and S8pock, asitting in the co-pllot'as seat,
remained relaxed even although his attention did not waver from the
readinge in front of him.

The landing was not guite as smooth as the descent, however.
They came in rather too fast and bumped as the shuttlecrart touched
down; it rose several feet into the alr and then came down again to
hit the ground fairly hard.

Kralik picked himself up from the floor, rubbing hig rear
ruafully, as Baillle opened the door and Jumped ocut, phaser at the
ready; Helmudsdotter was just behind him, and Kralik, remembering nhis
duty, forgot hisg bruised rear and followad them before any of the
senior officers could move,

There was no sign of anyone.

Kirk, closely followed by Spock and McCoy, Jjolned the security
guards, two of them looking round curiously. Spock's eyes were fixed
on a tricorder.

They were in a big clearing in what could only be called a
wood, Around them were the wrecks of a number of ships.

Kirk frowned as he looked round. "The source of the beam must
be around here gsomewhere..."

"Captain, "

Kirk swung round. The volce was famlliar, but it was not from
one of thelr group.

He Knew the tall filgure who steood there although 1t took him =
second to recognilise him.

"Kang:! e
"Welcome to Tortuga, Captain Kipk."

"Kang, are you - the Klingons - responsible for what's been
happening to our ships?" Kirk demandad.

"No, Kirk, I, too, am a victim, But quickly - come,. While you
stand there, you are in danger."

He beckoned them to follow him out of the clearing and among the
treeg.

As They went, Spock sald gquietly, "There isg a small group of
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life forme about & mile ahsad, Captaln - approximately twenty. Mixed
races ~ I read Humans,... Klingons... Andeoriasns... Tellarites... and
others. ™

"That 1a the group of which I am a member, ! Kang replisd.

"Oh," Kirk loocked at the tall Klingon. "This quadrant is a
long way from Klingon space, Captain Kang ~ you sre still a Captain,
I suppoge?"

YYou could say that," Kang eaid diespiritediy. "My superiors
studied my report on the incident on Betae XIIA; then they studied
yours, They declded, most relugtantly, to give me another chance -
unusual though it was toe do so. A Klingon Captaln who loses his ship
is normally disgraced for life, However, my new command was much
smaller - 1in fact, 1t was a scout ship." His face was expressive of
conflileting emoticons - gratificetion that he had been given another
command, shame that i1t was such an unimportant one.

After a momentary sillence, Kang went on, so qguletly that they
could barely hear him. "Iin addition, my superiors chose to give me a
mission that carrlied - that appsmsared to carvy -~ no opportunity fop
making a mistake, by sending me to investigate this almost empty
space., There wasn't even any reason to send me here - the Klingon
Empire isn't interested in a starlisss void. And then... and then we
were caught in a tractor beam and crashed here.

"fiven 1f 1 should manage to aescape from here, I will never get
anocther command,'

"My report should exonerate you agsain," Kirk ssid. "I don't
know yet what has happened, what 1s causing this ~ but | have every
intention of finding out. 1 do know that no ship smaller than a Star
Cruiser has any chance of avoilding being pulled down by that magnetilc
beam. Even the Enterprise has barely enough power to resist the
pull, and - unless Scotty can pull off s miracle -~ she won't be able
to hold orbit for long."

wang shook hils heaad. You are generous, Captain, but I will not
be given a third chance. It 18 not the Klingon way." He sounded
completely resigned about lt; whatever emotion tinged his volce,
there was no bitternsas. Then he went on, more briskly,

"We do have some idea of what 1ls happening. There are creatures
here who control the trsctor beam. They seem to be able to detact a

ship coming into orbilt, but they don't seem able to tell how long it
will take for thelr tractor besm to pull 1t down. Once 1t landg -~

usually erashes - they come to take the crew prisoner.
"A few of us have managed To sscepe. The c¢reatures haven't
bothered with us - we're not even certaln that they know about us,

though we think that they probably do.®
"wWhat happenss to the prilisocners?"

"Thay are forced to work for the orsaturaes."

kang led them on through the trees untll they resached another,
but much smaller, clesring. A group of people walted there, among
them another two Klingons - Klrk was glad to see that one of them was
Kang’'+ wife Mara; without realisling 1%, he had been ever mso slightly
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worried about her ever since discovering Kang's presence, There waere
two Andorians, five Telluriang, three Tellaritesz, half a dozen Humans
and several allens of species thaet Kirk couldn't recognise; and a
tall girl, recognisable as a2 Mahlian by her blue-tinted gkin and
short blue hair.

It was the Mahlian who stood asg the little group entered the
glade. Zhe moved forward to meet them.

Her Startfleet uniform of scilence blue made her pale skin look
anaemilc, S8he wore a Lieutenant's band, and Kirk wondered at her
confident attitude, since she was clearly ocutranked, by Kang if
nobody else. Yet in spite of her obvious self confldence, there was
a haunted expression deep in her esyes.

"Vanora, this is Captain Kirk of the U.38.2. Enterprige," Kang
sald qguietiy. "Also Mr. Spock, the Scilence Officer, and Dr. MecCoy
who, I see, 18 already at work."

As Indeed he was. His trained eye hsad immediately noticed that
several of the group were clearly injured and, ilgnoring the girl, he
had headed stralght for the nearest of them.

"1 do not know the names of the others," Kang weant on, almost
apologetically.

"Mr. Baillie, Security Chief, and Lieutenants Helmudsdotter and
Kralik." Kirk finished the introduction.

"My greetings,' the Mahlian said gquletly.

Spock was studying her thoughtfully. "I am honoured to meet
you," he said. "I had heard that Mahlians do not readlily leave their
home planet."

"That is correct, Mr. Spock," she replied quietly. "T am the
only one who has ever done so voluntarily. It was not an easy
decision, but I had my reasscons; they were valid ten years ago, and
they are still validg.®

"And you are homesick," Spock said softly.

*Yag," she replied. "I do not doubt that 1 always will be. But
I abide by my choice."

Kirk looked at her, puzzled. In his experience, Starfleet
persconnel were footloose, people who were slow to put down roots;

born explorers - the kind of pecple of whom it had once been sald
that they would always seek to see what was on the other side of the
hill. Te meet one who admitted to being homesick wap akin to meeting

a porpolyge whe was unable to swim.

n the other hand, what Spock had zald was true; as a race,
Mahlians - while welcoming visitors to their home planet - almost
nevey left d1t. Mahlian ambassadors on other planets were mosgtly
hired outworlders; the few native Mahlians who saerved in that
capacity did so only when there were important meetings, and they
remained offworld only as long as was necessary for the meetings to
take place, rapidly returning home and leaving their interests to be
cared ror by thelr employees... who, despite thelr power, had never
betrayed their employers.

"1l have heard that Mahlian women are the enly ones other than
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Vulcans to think logically and unemotionally,” Kirk said.

"True, Captaln," Spock replied basfore Vanora could. "It is moat
refreshing to meet someone else who does think in that manner.”

McCoy, overhearing, called over. "He thinks that's a
comp L iment, "

"It ia a compliment," Vancora replied with a Blight smile, "Tha
oniy differance between my race and the Vulcans is that we admit to
the existence of what you might cell the constructive emotions,
However, we do not let those emotions influence our Judgement, as I
have noticed Humans often do,.%W

McCoy looked disgustedly at hep. "Jim, she's as bad as he igt"
He turned back te his patlient.

Kirk was already impatient with the courtesies. "Vanora, are
you in ehasrge here?" It was the only explanation for her attitude -
and Kang's attltude towardses her,

She answered slowly. "I am the last free survivor of the first
ghip to be trappad here. As such, I am consildered to be the general
leader of this pltifully small group who have ascaped from the
rplrates who trapped us, However, we work a system where each of usg
doesg what he 1s best fitted for,. The simple matter of surviving and
remaining uncaptured means that we co-operate wilithout anything other
than token leadership belng strictly necessary."

"Without a strong leader, you can't possibly last Indefinitely, ™
Kirk sailgd.

She shrugged. "Within certalin limits, I agree," ahe gaid. "r
am handicapped, howsver, in being outranked by sevearal of the others
- Captaln Kang among then. They, on the other hand, have had their

confldence in themsslves damaged by loging thelr ships - aven
although thelr surviving crew members look to them. We have had to
be tolerent and work by co-operatlion, with each small group Ingilde
our bigger one acting sutonomously, I am thought to have the best
kKnowledge of the Tortugsns, therefore I am the general lesder; the
one who has responsivbility for ocur safoty. Mone of us has thought of
the long-term implications of such a mixed group; we have not dared
to. We survive from day to day.W

"We'll see about that," Kirk ssaid, "All right, give me some
background.”" He chose » fallen log and sat on it, looking round.
Mot of the group had dispersed, and were bringing in wood, obviously
windblown, for none of the party had tools and none of the wood
looked as 1f it had been falled.

Vanora followed Kirk's garze, "It getms very cvold at plght,” she
gald quietly.

Rirk nodded; he would net have callsd the temperature
particularly warm even when the gun was shining directly down on
them; now it was sinking, throwing shadows. The tenmperature was
already dropping,

"tight, then," he sald. "lLet's have gsoms facts. You say you
waere on the firest ship to be trapped hers, What ship? How long
ago?” And what happened o the cthers?"

"Survey vessel Discovery,” ghe veplled. "Wa were sent into this
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guadrant..." She hesitaeted, clearly calculating. "Tt would be
eleven months, five days ago in standsrd time; here, nearly fifteen
months, putting the time into seven-day weeks and four-weelk months.
There hadn't been terribly much for us to do - space here 18 pretty
empty - and most of the crew were getting rather bored. Finding this
pPlanet was a welcome break in the monotony.

"We had just entered orbit when we were caught in a tractor

baam. We didn't stand a chance, The communicatlions officer tried to
call the planet, to tell them our ship couldn't land, but he dldn't
get any answer. That's been the pattern since," she added, "No ship
hag managed to communicate with the pirates." She shrugged. HiNe
came down fast - too fast. When we hit, 1t was hard. Only a few of
ug survived the impact. Out of a hundred and six, only eleven
survived, and most of them were hurt; two of ug escaped with nothing
more than brulsing, but everyone else broke one or more bones. There
wag no pattern to the survivals, either," she added. "Six from the

sciences; three from security; and two from command. None of the
medical personnel survived."™

Kirk's eyebrows lifted. "Sickbay 1 the best protected part of
any ship."

"1 wnow, Captain, But nobody ever thought of a starship being

pulled down to the surface - fast - by a tractor beam. When she hit,
poor Discovery crumpled llke paper. A lot of the casualties were
cauged by people beling crushed in the lmpact. If Sickbay wasn't

crushed, 1t was cut off and the people there suffocated or diesd of
thirst.

"1 guessed that the people responsible for the tractor beam
would show up fairiy guickly, and managed to get out. Engign Malre
had the game ldea. We were hardly out when we heard a group of
people comling.

"We knew they wouldn't be friendly; and we thought we'd gstand a
better chance of doing something to help any other survivors from the
outside, go we hlid before the pirates arrived.

"hey did seem rather taken aback by the extent of the damage,
and none of the other ships have hit quite so hard, so they must have
some way of controlling the force of the besam. Anyway, they searched
through the wreckage, and carried off nine prisoners. We couldn't
get close enough to see who they were, but of course we saw the
colour of thelr uniforms.

"We followed the Tortugans. They have a sort of camp - wooden
bulildings, some of them well constructed, others quite roughly built
and litrle more than shelters - and 1if 1t hadn't been for thelr
control of the tractor beam 1'd have thought that they were survivors
from a crash too. They certainly don't look as 1f they're anything
more then a refugee group, but they're totally ruthless."

"Others 1n the neighbourhecod?" Kirk asked.

"None. Just the one camp of them. There are nearly a hundred
in 1t wa haven't been able to get a full count.®

"The tractor beam could have been automatic, and they could have
been pulled down by 1t at some time in the past," Kirk mused. "Then
when they explored and found 1%t, they learned how it worked and usad
it
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"I thought of that,'" Vanora gald. "pgut none of them seem to
have the technological skilill needed to run s space ship. That's what
they use their prigsoners for -- but 111 come to that.

“*T'he next ship to crash was the Veniture,. She didn't hit quite
80 hard. Maire and I had stayed close to the plirates, watching - at
the time, they didn't know we ware there - and knew something wasg
happening; so we went back to the clearing where we crasghed, We Kknew
we wouldn't have long, and managed to get Sheval, Haster and An'rwn
out and under cover before we heard the pirates comlng. They pulled
out another twenty-elght, again moptly injuraed.

"The third ship down was the Star. With his broken arm, Haster
couldn't help, but he stood guard while the cther faur of us got five
of her crew out, including Commander Varden, the first officer. The
rplrates got fifty six theat time.

"The Beagle was next. Only her senlor officers were Human - the
rest «f the crew was Andorlan, Tellarite and Catullan. We only
managed to repcus three that time, though; and we were nearly caught
oursslves. Wea Just couldn't get the Beagle's crew to realise the
danger. The pilrates carried off alghty seven prisoners, That was
when, for the first time, they had any reason to think that some of
us had escaped ~ Tellarites seem totally unable to keep thelr mouths
shut, even when 1t would bea in their best interests.

"After that there were some Federation scouts. But the pirates
were arriving gulcker by then; the last five ships down, we've only
risked sending one person to try to rescue those of the crew who
managed to get out of the ships themselves.

"Mixed in with the Federation ships have been geveral others;
there was Captaln Ksng's, and we rescued all three survivors; and
there have been several strangers." 8She nodded in thelr direction.
"Two races we just dldn't know at all, We haven't been able to
communicate properly wlth them. As far as 1 can make out they're
from the other spiral arm."”

Kirk glanced at Spock when he heard that, wondering how the
Vulcan would resct.

in fact, his rempction was minimal; a slanted eyebrow lifted, but
the Vulcan said nothing.

Vanora want on. “None of us hap proper medical training, and as
you see gome of us ware injured. I have sBome knowledge of Mahlian
healing techniguas, but these are not wholly effective for other
races - the best I cvould do was ease the pain of the injured.?®

Kirk nodded. "MeCoy'as one of the best.?

Yo, I can feel his caring.?

Kirk watched as one of the group 1l1lt a smell fire, then changed
the subject slightly. "You kesep talklng about Tortugsa and
Tortugans. May 1 ask why?"

"1t was Maire who used the name fipst, He gaid that the people
who pulled us down ware plrates and that Tortuga was a pirate
gtronghold, ¥

Kirk had never hesrd of the place, but decided to take 1t on
Truat, "You gald something about them wanting technology?®
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"Yeo. We've watched them as closely as we dare, Captain, and as
far as we can see they have no technology of theirp own except the
tractor beam and some rather nasty hand weapons. But they do seem to
know that technology exists, and they want it. The prisoners have to
work; and from what we've meen, the skilled men are clogely kept.
Only the relatively unskilled priscners have any freedon, and that,
not much, The indjured...'" She gave & hopeless gesture. "At least
there are one or iwo medical staff among the prisoners. But a lot of
the more severely injured died. A sguad of security men - closely
guarded - come out in the mornings to bury whoever hag died during
the night."

"What do the skllled men work at?"

"We don't know. They work indoors; we never see themn. But 1
suspect they may be trying to bulld some sort of ship. The security
guards are taken ocut to the c¢learing every second or third day and
salvage what they can from the wrecks - that's why you didn't see asg
much wreckage as you might have expected. Every now and then they
uncover another body and bury 1it," phe added goftly; then, after a
moment, she carried on briskly. "They take the salvaged bits back to
the camp."

Kirk grunted. "What about the tractor bceam?”
Az far as we Know, Lt oparastes from a bullding close to the

clearing where the ships have all crashed. We haven't been able to
gaet into 1t, "

"But the - er - Tortugans can?"
"Yag, We haven't been able to get close encugh to see how they
manage. Or rather, we dare not go close enough. ™

Kirk glanced at Spock to see his reaction, and notliced instantly
that the Vulcan was looking cold.

"Let's go over to the flre," he suggested. A8 they Joined the
group gathered round the almost imaginary hesat of the small fire,

Kirk noticed that three of the group - Kang, a Human and one of the
unknown aiiens - remained a little way away, watchful. "Guardg?" he
apked,

"Of course," Vanora repliled. "The Tortugans seem to stay
indoors at night, but we daren't assume that they will. We stand

guard In threes for an hour at a time during the night."

"Sensible, " Kirk agreed. He held his hands cut to the fire for
a moment. "You gay that there's only the one group of Tortugang?"

YAs far as we Know," she agreed.

"[f there is only one group of them, the answer seems fairiy
obvious," Spock commented.

"That the pirates themselves are not native to the planete®

Vanora saild. "We did think of that. But someone bullt the power
house, and these beings lack the tachnology. The bulldings in their
camp are similar, of vapying sizes - indeed one of them 1 gqulte

iarge - but look as 1if they had copled the design while lacking the
#kill to do Lt properly. Yet, 1f 1t was not the pirates who bullt
the power houase, who wasg 1t9
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"For we have not found any remains a8 far a8 we've travelled -
not that we have been able to travel far, We have found no other
bulldings, either intact or in ruins,. Just that one. Ne sign of
artifacts, aelther, except the crashed ships.”

"1t is possible thst the power house was bullt many years ago by
a spacefaring race for some purposga, but wap abandoned when that
purpose no longer existed,?” Spock sald. “Parhaps the pull of the
magnetic fleld 1s gven incidental, an scooident and not the msin
reason for whieh which the place was erected. It could have been
abandoned when its builders discovered that it was acting as a
tractor besm."

"In that cas=a, wouldn't they have disconnscted 1t?" Kirk asked.

Hpock nodded. "That would be the logiecsl thing to do,? he
agraead.

Kirk thought for a minute. "If we apsums that the powsr houge
was bullt by somecne alse, where do the... er... Tortugans £it in?"
he asked. "Could they be the survivors of a crash? Of a ship pulled
down by the beam?"

"1 would think not, Captain,” ZBpock put in. "Miss Vanora said
the Digcovery was pulled down very qulckhly; most of the crew were
kiiled. That it seems to have besn the plrates themselves who, in
some manner, managad to moedlfy the strength of the beam so that fewer
crew were killed with sach suncessive crash. If the pirates’ ship
was pulled down, I would have expected it to crash heavily, with
considerable lLoss of 1ifse, Yet thers sare many of them -
comparatively speaking. As if the entire crew of s fairly large ship
had esascaped with their lives.”™

"OLK., let's talk arocund that s little longer," Kirk saild.
"Let's supposa that they are the supvivors of B crash. Oor... could
they be the survivors of an unsuccesasful sttempt to colonise the
planet? Could we supposwm that thay found the power house; activated
the mechanism inside 1t in the hope that 1t was an emergency beacon;
and dilgcovered that it pulled other ships down.”

"l all they wanted was halp, why continue pulling ships down?¥
Baillie asked.

"And why kaep the crews prisoner?” Spock added.

"Wouldn't there be indicaitlons of an atteampt a8t colonisations”
Vanora asked. "There would surely bs rulng - we found none, And
they would have some technology of thelr own, wouldn't they?"

A colony of farmers mightn't," Kirk arpgued. "Thaey would Know
ot the existence of technology - as you said - but how much would
they know of how 1t workad? Phe orew of the Enterorise all know that
the shlp is powared by mebtier/eantimstter anglines, but half of them
couldn’t begin to tell you how the engines work. No - take a group
of farmers deaperate to get homs ageln, discovering the tractor
beam. .."

"Wouldn't it have been sasier to ask for haelp?” Vanora asked.

"They couldn't 1¢f they had no comnmunicationsg Faclilities," Kirk
polnted out, Y"FThen when they dlscovered that the beam mada ships
crash -~ that they had killsd - they could have bosn too aware of what
they had done te ask for anything.?
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"N, Captain,' Vanora said. "You haven't saen them. They're. .,
vieious. They remind me of a little rodent that lives Iin the swamps
on Mahlia. Luckily 41t's vresiricted to the swamps, for 1t kille
indigcriminately, and slaughters far more than 1t needs for food.”

Kirk grunted. "Have you any ldea of their social pattern?! he
agked.

"They seem to operate a simple pecking order, Vanora replied.
"That much we can be sure of. There 1sn't much co-operation between
individuals but a lot of bullying, The guards at the power house are
quite low in the scale - otherwise they wouldn't be there. Such a
meonotonous task ls not for the strong among them. It shows every
time the Tortugen manning the power house 13 changed. The guards
poslitively cringe. The half dozen who operate the place are
definitely among the strong ones - sitrong enocugh that they only have
to show thelr teeth and the guards defer to them. On the other hand,
those gix are very obviously competing with sach other."

"Could these creatures be mentally unbalanced?" MoCoy asked as
he jolned them.

“"Perhapygs, Doctor," Spock =sald. "But there are races where
gtrength 18 still the main source of power, We have an example of
that asmongst us." He indicated the Kiingons, Far from being

ingulted, the two Klingons in the group arcund the filre grinned their
appreclation of the comment.

"How are the injured?" Kirk asked,

"I've done everything for them that I can, down here," McCoy
answered, "One at least won't survive much longer, though, unless I
can get him up to the Enterprise fairly fast. It doesn't help that
they're having to be moved every day," he added, not guite
accuslngly.

"We have no choice, Doctor," Vanora said. "If we gtay too long
In one place, the Tortugans will find us, now that they suspect some
have escaped from the wrecks. T for one do not wish to be captured."

"Then the sooner we deactivate the tractor beam the better,?
Kirk sald decisgively. "Vanora, will you take us to ite"

"Yew, of course," she answeread,

Kirk looked round the group, assessing the eagernegs of the
faces that he could see only dimly in the flickering flames of the

small fire. "Boneos, you'd better stay here - the injured need you."
Hig 1lips pursed. "How many guards at the powelr housgse?"
AN ToN And the operator ilnglide.™

"Right. Spock; Mr. Baillle; Lt. Kralik, Lt. Helmudsdotter.'

"i'm ocoming too, Kirk."

Kirk looked at Kang, realising that more time than he had
thought must have passed if the Klingon had been relieved,. Her
thought he c¢ould guess why Kang was so anxlous to be included, and he
saw no reason why the Klingon should not get a chance to salvage his
pride.

“"Very well."™
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1t was decided that it would be better te wait until dawn befora
making their ralid on the power house, They settled to sleep as best
they could, curled up againgt the chili.

It was 1n a dim half light that the group prepared to leave.
"Good luck," McCoy said quietly. Kirk nodded.

The small party disappesared into the shadows of the forast.

1t was not gquite full light when they came in sight of the
building.

Vancora had led them to the back of it; beyond it, through the
trees, they could just see the shuttlecraft, still standing
apparently as they had left it.

The building was constructed of rough stone, fairly long and the
walls sloped Inward until they met. Kirk psaused for a moment to
admire the skilill and workmanship that had gone into it. Vanora was
correct; this was no crudely constructed bullding, 1t was the work of
someone who knew what he was doing.

There were no windows,

Now that they had reached the power house, Kirk moved Ilnto the
lead, and Vanora stepped back, willing to let him take over ag she
would have been willing to stand down at any time for any of the
wnfflcers senior Yo her, had they been ready to take command.

They slipped round the side of the building, and halted where
they could see the two aliens who guarded it.

Kirk saw instantly what Vanora meant when she described them as
reminding her of a rodent,. They were bilpeds, but thelr faces were
muzzle-like; they gave the Ilmpression of belng a cross between a rat
and a fox, &and Kirk decided that 1f he were asked to give a brief
description of them, he would have to say that they struck him as
having a sly cunnilng; that he would be chary of trusting them as far
as he ceould see them, let alone out of sight.

Compared to the impression that the Tortugans gave, the Klingons
were positively relilable.

"Those beings do not lLook to be of anthropoid origin, " Spook
murmured, o goftly thet Kirk could barely hear him.

""Net all intelligent speciles sere," he pointed ocut,

"No. But most bilped specles that we have encountered are
anthropolid -~ according to the blology of thelr home planetg. ™

Kirk nodded, taking the polnt. Parallel evolution did zseem to
b the norm on most M-class planets, and although the build and
capsbilities of the various 'apes' from each planet varied, they were

all, according to the language of those planets, anthropoid.
"Thet's the case for our spivral arm,' Vanora put 1in. "We can't
say the vame for the other one. At least one of the alien races in

our group 18 vulpine - and the member of thal race who is with us is
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most helpful."
"He doesn't know the Tortugans?" Kirk asked.

"As far as we can tell, no. But we haven't been able to
communicate freely. Wa heve a translator, but even 1t has not been
able to make much sense out of his language."

“YDifferent spiral arm, different bases for communication?" Kirk
suggestad.

"Posslbly," she agreed.

They c¢rouched for some time, watching the two guards. In this
gituation, guarding a building in the middie of nowhere on an
apparently uninhablited planet, two Humans would have sapoken,
exchanged the odd comment; two Vulcans would probably have taken it
in turns to relax and meditate. These two stood carelessly, slightly
¢erouched, one at each side of the doorway - there were noe windows at
the front elther - pointedly lgnoring each other.

There was a shining panel on the upper part of the front wall.
"Vanora - you say there'll be one of them insiden"
"Yes - one of the gstronger ones."

"Spock, how long do you think you'll need to disconnect the
tractor beam so that 1t can't be operated?"

"Tt 18 difficult to may, Captain, without having seen the unit.
Perhaps minutes: perhaps hours."

"all right." Kirk ralsed his phaser. "Phagers on stun. Let's
knoceck these two out.?

fFive phaser beams lsnced towards the two ajiens, struck them. ..
..and nothing happened for fully five seconds.

1t appeared to take the two Tortugans that long to resllse that
something was happening. Then, without even looking towards cach
other, each of them acting ap if completely independently, they
hefted thelr side arms and rushed towards the hiding group.

Kirk made up his mind instantly. "Kang! Balllie! With me!
Everyone else, hidel®

He sprang from hiding and ran, slanting off at an angle.
Baillle followed him instantly, and Kang, to give him his due, only
hesltated for the barest of moments before he, too, followed.

One of the guards shouted, Ag Vanora had sald, the translator
failed to make sense of it. The being for whom 1t was intended
understood it teoo well, however; the hiding group watched as the door
of the bulilding opened, and a third alien appeared in the doorway.

This one seemed to be slightly larger than the twoe guards, but
that could have been a false impression, created by hig more upright
stance.

He watched the two guards pursuling the three fugiltives, and his
lips twigted slightly, giving him an even more ugly expresgion. It
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gave the impression that he did not truast the twe guards to capture
the three men, and indeed 1lts next move proved that, for it too began
to run after them.

"Not very clever,!" Spock commented ss he watched Kirk disappear
among the trees. "Unless there is yet another of those beings in the
building?"

"There never has been more than one,” Vanora replied.

"Come, then." Spock led the way into the bullding. Kralik and
Helmudsdotter paused at the doorway, watchlng for the aliens'
return. inslide thaere was a diffuse light - it was impossible to sgeq
where it ctame from. Vanora followed Bpock to the bench of controls.
The Vulecan glanced at the panel in the ceiling with some interest,
wondering how it worked. Then he turned his attention to the
controls,

They weare almost childishly simple, It took him only a moment
to throw a switch, and then remove a single component.

"Ihat will disable 1t for good," he said softly. He turned to
the door, then turned back and removed a second component. He caught

Vanora's eye. Hingurance,” he said. He could see a touch of
incomprehension in her eyes at this, purely Human, action. A
loglical, pure-blooded Vulcan - or Mahlian - would never have taken

that second part.

Kralik and Helmudsdotter fell in behind them as they left the
power houge, They ducked back among the trees and Spock flicked opeaen
his communicator.

"Spock to Enterprise.n

"Enterprise,. 2ulu here."

"1s the ship all righte®

“Yan, We had a rough few seconds, but things are all right
now."

"br. McCoy is approximately a mile from here with a small Eroup
of our missing personnel, two Klingong and some aliens. Some of them
are injured, and require to be beamed up immediately."

"We'll see to 1it, Mr. Spock. What about you and the Captain<®
And Mr. Baililllie and his crew?"

"We're staying down here for the moment. There are more
survivors, but they are prisocners, We need to investigate further."
"aAye, sir."

"Let me Know when Dr. McoCoy's party has beamed up. "

There wag a short silence, then,

"They've beamed up, slp,"

"We could be in a hazardous situation at any time. Do not try

to contact us. ™ Dontt call us, we'll call you. The old Terran
comment entered hils mind with {rresistable irvelevance.
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"Very well, Mr. Spcck."

"Spock out.

Spcock replacved his communicator. He glanced at the others,
"Stay herea. I wiil be bsck in a few moments."
He turned and walked away. After a few seconds he glanced

round. He could still see the others; he went on a lilittle further.
This time he could not see them. He moved to one side and carefully
buried one of tha twoe components from the tractor beam mechanlsm,
carefully noting landmarks. He might, after all, want to retrieve
i%. Then he moved on and buried the other, That done, he carefully
retracaed hils foutsteaps, Now only he knew where the twoe pleces of the
maechanism were hidden.

It was not that he did not trust the others; but what they did
not know could not be tortured out of them.

As he rejoined them, the third Tortugan reappeared, striding
back towards the power house. It went into the building. A moment
laster they heard a howl of rage. The pirate came out, screaming
almost hysterically. It tried to slam the door, but as a display of
temper It was far from satisfactory, for the door seemed to have a
spring which controlled its action, and it closed ralatively slowly.

The creature strode otff, still gilbbering to ltself.

"Come," Spock breathed. He led his party after the alien.

Kirk, followed by Kang and Baillie, raced through the trees,
leading the aliens away from the power house. Kirk wanted to give
Spock ag much time as possible to sabotage the tractor beam; howevern,
luck failed them, for they ran stralght inte a group ©of the pirates,
and were promptly caught,

The Tortugans who were chasing them caught up with them almost
at once, and the aliens chattered together briefly; s few words
sgemed to be enough to explain to the newcomers what had happened,

Spock hadn't had encugh time!l Kirk struggled wildly, trying to
delay the aliens; the other two were gquick to copy him. They all
recelved several deep cutes from the claw-like nails of theirp captors
before they weoere finally immoblliged.

Une of the creatures bent and begen to lick at the blood running
from the gashes on Kirk's arm. The others neither helped it nor
tried to hinder it,. Kirk sensed that the creature was becomiling
exclted by the taste of the blood, and tried, uselessly, to pull
away . Then the beast bit him.

He felt the teeth sinking deep, tearing at his avrm, and gritted
his own teeth against making any sound, guesnsaling that 1if he did the
alien would become even more blood-crazed.

Surprisingly, one of the cthers intarvened st that peint,
Jabbering fiercely. The creature that had bitten Kirk trled to
speak, prasumably to defend ltself, and was giver no opportunity to
do so. The allen that had stopped it lashed out: parallel cuts
appeared on the culprit's face,. It shrank back, no longer attempting
to speak, and Kirk realised that they had Jjust heen giliven =a
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demonstration of the 'pecking order' Vanora had mentioned.

Kirk opened his mouth to speak, to try to make contact, but just
in time saw Kang's face. The Klingon was mouthing at him, gllently
and seemingly desperately trying to tell him something. He thought
for a moment before realising what Kang meant.

Quiet’ If they treat their own kind like that fFfor speaking,
what will they do to us? He gimply objacts to his inferdor damaging
ug,

Kirk nodded, and Kang relaxed.

The three prisoners were dragged roughly through the trees am
the alien who had interrupted strode back in the direction they had
come from. Kirk saw 1t go, and eould only hope that Spock had had
encugh time to disable the trasctor beam. He wondered 1f they would
be subject to illtreatment again now that the apparent senlor had
gone, but the alliens who were left zeemed to be completely cowed,
They were merely taken to the aliens’ canmp, ungently but not
particularly cruaelly.

The Tortugans' camp was very cloms to a steap, rocky hilleside.
Vanora's comments on it were correct; although made of wood, the
builidings all bore a certain similarity of design to the sBtone-built
power house, and sgseveral of them, partlicularly the largest, were
well-bullt; but the others were crude constructions, looking off
balance and as 1f 1t would not take much to knock them down.

They were taken through an area where men - and women - of
various races were working, pulling apart pieces of twisted
wreckage, Even as they pasped ths workers, a clogely-guarded party
of elight prisoners, of three different racesg - Human, Andorian and
one of the unknown races - brought in a large plece of metal, which
they dumped close to the workers. Then they were hustled away again,
their captors ignoring their very obvious exhaustion.

Kirk stared after them, unable to keep his disgust at the
Tortugans' callous treatment of thelr prisoners from his face;
Baillle's expression matched his Captain's, and even Kang loocked as
if he, too, thought that the pirates were being unnecessarily brutsal.

The piratea hugtled the three of them on, through the camp and
towards the hillside.

There, they gsaw a ceve mouth. They were pushed inte 1it,.

1t was a2 large cave, 11t by a2 diffused light; they could not peae
where 1t came Ffrom. Several pirates were gathered near the entrance,
probably guarding 1t, for there were prisoners working here, too,
bullding what looked like partsz for a space ship. Humans; Andorians;
Tellarites; a Catullan; two Klingons; three or four of the various
allen races that they had slready seen - and several who were
obviously of the seme race as thae plrates themselves, Kirk looked
curicusly at them, noting that these Tortugsan-race prisoners had a
subtly different general sppearance from the pirates. Where the
pirates had & look of cunning, these prisoners of the same race
looked somehow gentler, though how a ratty, foxy face could look
gentle was beyond Kirk'ts comprehenslon; and they had obviously been
at the receiving end of & rreat deal of cruelty, for all of them were

badly marked by the parallel gashes left by the claws of their
captors.
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Now why had the Tortugans imprisoned some cof their own people?
Speculation seemed pointless.

Near the back of the cave, resting on a 'couch'!' of branches and
watching the workers, was a Tortugan who looked altogsther meaner,
more vicilous, than all of the others,. The guards pushed the three
newcomers forward, while, 1t seemed, *tTrying to keep as far from this
king rat as possible,

Strange; to almost any race, it was usually gquite difficult to
tell individuals of other races apart. Thase Tortugans looked
facially ildentical to Kirk - only their stance, which betrayed their
soclial position, made 1t possible to differentiate. But this one did
gstand out; Kirk knew that he would recognise 1t agaln anywhere.

The king pirate - for so it had to be ~ glared at them, hissing.

"What position youe"

The voice had the unsasccented quallity that marked it as that
produced by a translatoyr, and Kirk'as eyabrows lifted as he preallised
that the pirates had a translator that was better than any possessed
by the Federation, for the Federation translator had been completely
unsable to make sense out of the allen language.

Kirk hesitated only a fracticon of ma second, watching the
creature's eyes. It was no use trying to dissemble; he would only
suffer for 1t, and pointlessly.

"L am a ship's Captain,” he said quietly.

"Skiils have?"

He shook his head. "An Captain, I must have some knowledge of
all & gship's functions. I have no particular skillis.®

The creature grunted and loocked at Baililie.
"t,f Ou? ”
"Security guard. No skilis."

"Rrrrgh. And you®" It glared at Kang, who glanced first at
Kirk, then at Baillie, back at the creature, and kept his mouth shut,.

"Telli"™ The beast bared 1ts claws, the threat clear,

"Tell him, Kang," Kirk advised. "It's something you Klingons
still have to learn - there'’'s a time when deflance is foolish,
Thesge... balngs... are clearly much stronger than we are." He glared

at Kang, trying to send a message with his eyes. Fiatter them! Bide
our time! Remember we have fFfriends on the outsida!

Reluctantly, Kang mumbled, "[ alpo am a Captaln."”

The plrate relaxed its claws, but with every appearance of
raluctance, They were left Iin no doubt that it would thoroughly
enjoy ripping thelr f£flesh open.

It locked past them at its cringing fellows and snarled - the
tranglator elther failed to cope with the comment or it had been
switched off - and they grabbed the three men and pulled them cut of
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the cave agailn. They were hauled over to the workers who ware
pulling apart the wreckage their fellow prisoners had pulled in.
There was llttle doubt that they were being set to work with the
unskilled prisoners, Kirk could almost admire the single-mindedness
of the Tortugans; they certainly did neot believe in wasting time.

"See?" Kirk muttered to Kang. "lf you'd stayed obstinate, you'd

have been in there yet, belng cut to pleces by those claws. As 1t
ls, you're out here wlthout any more injuries. And you didn't tell
them anything of importance, either, Just your rank ~ and that's one

of the three things any prisoner is expected to reveal."

"1 know, but I don't like it," Kang muttered. "Klilingons never
like having to surrender to anyone. Howaver, 1 admit your advice was
good. "

That's quite a compliment, Kirk thought even as he said, "No
better than yours to me a while ago."

They began to work; but the short planetary day was drawing to a
cloge. Dusk fell quilckly, and when it was too dark for them to seea
properly, the Tortugens herded them to one of the larger buildings.

It was one of the more solid structures. Inside, it proved to
be lined with metal, and the three new prisoners loocked at each
other, startled, in the same diffuse light that they had encountered
in the cave.

This race was Ilndeed a paradox, a mixture of the gurprisingly
gophipticated and the extremely crude.

Twe of the pirates carried in a tub of an unpleasant-gmelling
mash, dumped it in the middle of the floor, and vbacked out. The door
slammed ahut,

The prisoners gathered round the tub. anly extreme hunger could
prerguade anyone Lo eat that mess, Kirk thought.

The food - 1if 1t could be called food - was guickly eaten, and
then the prisoners surrounded the newcomers.

By thie time, the Federation personnel had ragistered Kirk's
rank. "laptain?™ The speaker was a securlty lilieutenant commander.
"what shipe?"

"James T. Kirk, U.8.8. Enterprise," Kirk replied,
There was a confused babble of sound for a monment, then the
gelt-appeinted spokesman went on. "Enterpriue? Startfiecet gend out a

star crulser after us?"

"o course. We couldn't leave the crews of nine ghipsg
unaccounted for.?

Hiz very cheerfulness gseemed to give them hope . "You haventt
crashed. .. have you?"

NG, We were able to maintaln thirust against the tractor beam,
thowugt: #nly Just. We - " ne indiceted Baillie - "game down by
shuttlecralt along with my science officer. By now - with luck - he

has disabled the tractor beam and is wopking on some way to free us
all, Unfortunately, phasers don't work on these creatures.
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He was lInterrupted by an uprcar outgilde. The door was flung
open and two of the pirates entered, glaring around them. They were
followed by kKing rat.

"Prigoner new," he snarled. "Speak you."

Kirk stepped forward. "Yag!

"Sreak you. Who withe

Kirk looked at him, and indicated Kang and Baillie.
""Who other?" The clawsg twitched threateningly.

"My sclence officepr.™

"Where he?"

"I don't know. We were geen and caught. He wasn't."

The pirate lashed out furiously, moving too quickly for Kirk to
dodge, 2lthough he had been erpecting a blow,. Blood ran from the
gashes on his chest, soaking into his ripped shirt.

Kirk stralghtened, glaring at the king rat, although he wmaid
nothing. He was not minded to give ground any further, even although
he realised the stupidity of open reslistance; the pirate dared not
lope face with the others - it would claw him to death if it thought
he was challenglng - or even appearing to challenge - its position,
and while he was wlilling enough to fight to prove his point, should
it be necessary, bare hands ageinst razor-sharp claws were fapr from
even odds.

The kKing rat snarled, then turned abruptly and strode out,
followed by the others. The door clicked shut again.

One of the Federation prisoners pushed forwards. "I'm a
doctor," he pald. "Duffus, from the Beagle." He examined the gashes
acrogs kKirk's chest, and grunted.

"Begt to let them bieed,"” he said. "We've discovered that these
gevhes often become infected, aspecially 1f we stop the blesding
right away. "

Kirk nodded, then looked round the group. "Can you tillk me in
on the slituation here?"

"All we know 1s that the prisoners are split into two groups
the ones who work sutside the cave, bringing in the wreckage {rom our
ships or sorting it into bits, and the ones who work inside the
cave, Heaven only knows whet they do, but all the englneers are in
there. "

"Figures," Kirk saild. "They looked as [P they were building
bits of a ship - using the parts canniballgsed from the wireckaga. ™ He
rubbed the back of hls neck, "Jome of the prisoners in there look as
if they're the same race ss the pirates.” He looked round the blank
faces and reallised that nobody else had realised that. "But they
don't leook as vicious,'" he added.

The prisoners were all very tired: desplte the excltemnenl of
discovering that regcue could be near, they soon gettled down to
sleap.
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Kirk lay down with them, but he was unable to sleep; the gashes
on his chest, where the blocd had finally clotted, were beginning to
ache almest intolerably.
And then he felt a not familiar, but known sensation of
feintness, and realised that Spock had raturned to the Enterprise,
and had turned the ship's phasers on the pirates' encampment,

He regalned consciousness on the Enterprige.

As he blinked his eyes open he realised that McCoy was standing
over him, with Spock on the other side of the bed.

"How do you feel, Jim?" McCoy asked.
"Not too bad. A little stiffe."

"What about those gashes?"

Kirk consideread. "aching a little, but nothing out of the
way," He pushed himself more upright, "Report, Spock."
"The tractor beam was easily disconnected," Spock repliled. Ao

goon as that was done, I contacted the ship and had Dr. MeCoy and the
rest of the escaped personnel beamed aboard.

"The easiest way to retrieve you and the rest of the prisoners,
as well as capturing the pirates, was to stun everyone in the pirate
camp. Howevear, as we gaw, ordinary phasers are ineffective against
these beings. Miss Vanora, Lieutenants Kralilk and Helmudsdotter and
I remained on the planet untll we captured one of tha pirates - "

"Were any of you hurt?" Kirk interrupted.

YNNG, They may be immune to standard phasers, but they are an
susceptible to a neck pinch a3 any other race."

"Of course," Kirk smiled.

"We were able to establish what the difference was in his
nervous system that gave the Tortugens immunity against the rhaser,
and adapted the ship's phasers accordingly. Then we stunned everyone
in the pirates® camp."

"ZFome of the prisoners are the same race as the pirates, " Kirk
sald,

"We suspected that,'" Spock replied. "However, we did not dare
take any chanceas. All members of the Tortugan race are in the brig,

but we Kept the oneas we thought might be prisoners apart from the
others. "

"I'1l know them," Kirk said confidently.
"Are you sure, Jim?" MoCoy asked. "They all look alike to me."

"Cartain, Bones. But then, I only really need to identify one,
don't I?7 He'll be able to identify the others."

"As long as you pick the right one,” McCoy worrlied.

"Bones, 1f when 1t comes to it I'm in any real doubt, all we
need to do is ask the other men who were imprisoned in the cave."
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"That's true." McCoy looked round the cther bheds in bthe proom.
"You're the first to come round, though.,"

"A few minutes more won't make that much difference," Kirk
replied.

He forced himself to his feet, swaying slightly, feeling Just a
little nauseated as a side effect of the unusual stun. Forcing
himself to dgnoere the silckness, he grinned at Spock.

"Come along, Mr. Spock,. We have some prilisoners to free.'

Even though they were unconscious, the members of the Tortugan
race who bhad been prisoners were quite eaglily distinguished. They
had indeed all been correctly identified as different from the main
run of the pilrates,. All were more seriously hurt than any of the
actual pirates, even those ot the pirates who had been disciplined by
stronger oneg, and all that strangely gentler look to them. The
actual pirates, even in unconsciousness, still had a more rat-like
appearance.

Kirk ordered his men to move the 'gentle' Tortugans to proper
guarters, but left a guard with them, with orders to report in
immediately any of them showed signs of regaining consclousness.

Although he was the tirst to regain consciousness, Kirk did not
remaln the only one to do soe for long. He assigned Chekov to listing
the names of the Federation survivors for transmission to Btarfleet;
asslgned Spock to trying to sdapt a translator to cope with the alien
languages; then, giving In t¢ his increasing nausea, he returned to
his quarters with orders that he be contacted immediately one of the
tgood?! Tortugans regained conscliousness.

He lay on his bed feeling increasingly miserable. The
after-effects of a phaser stun were never pleasant, but this time -
probably because of the altered frequencies - they were far more
unpleasant than usual.

He Jjumped when the intercom bleeped for attention, wsat up, and
fumbled the connection cpen.

"Kirk here,"
"Gomez, sir, One of the aliens has regsined consciousnegs.,"
"Oon my way."

He rumbled the connection ¢losed again, aml stood, swaying
slishtlyy. Then he headed for the door.

By the time he reached the room where the 'good! Tortugans ware
sleeping off the effects of the stun, several more of them had
regainaed consciougsness. As Kirk entered the room, he gaw that they
were all looking slightly disorientated, and wondered again at how
different these beings looked from their pirate fellows.

He opened his mouth to mpeak, then hesltated, suddeniy
remembering that Federation translators didn't work with lhese

belngs.

One ot them loocked up, szaw him, and came ovaer to him.
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"Leadar you?'"

Ah, They all had thelr version of a translator, then. That
could be useful.

Ywas, Captaln James Kirk. You are on board the U.8.98.
Enterprise, a star cruiser of the United Federation of Planets. We
have some reagon to belleve that we come from a different ppliral arm
of the galaxy from the one that you do." He wondered if the
translator would cope with the complexities of that, but it seemed
that 1t could.

"Gratiltude. Helpad you us,.,"
"Why were you prisoners too?"

He had to listen very hard to follow the explanation, for the
translator, although 1t could cope, did so presumably following the
rules of grammar of the slien race,

The aliens’ home planet was called H’lsw’rd. Thousands of years
previously, their race hed been hunters, feared by most species on
their home planet, Finally, however, their diet had altered to
include vegetable matter, and with the omniverous diet had come &
more civilised way of life,.

However, very occasionally, individuals were born with the old,
uncontrolled hunger for blood,

1t was difficult to know what to do with those individuals. To
keep them in prison for life seemed unneceasarily brutal, yet how
else to protect everyone else from them?

For lack of any other answer, they had imprisoned these people,
but once manned spaceflight had passed the experimental stage, what
better way of getting rid of them in such a way that they would
bother nobody than take them to an uninhabited planet and leave them
there, to live freely in the way that svited them.

They had been doing this for many years, They had built the
power house on the planet to provide a source of 1ight and heat as
well as the houses of the original camp., What they did not know was
that one of the ¢riminals had mansged to adapt the power source,
producing s magnetic field that was gusranteed to pull down any ship
entering orbhit.

Their ship was tskind a batch of criminals to the planet when
they were caught in the magnetic field and pulled down., The crew
stonod no chance at all againet the brutality of the criminals, who
were led by one of the momt vicious of these throwbacks.

But their ship wes designed to land on the planet. The
criminals were really surprized when later ships crashed,

"Our ships ere mostly designed not to land," Kirk put in.

With luck, they expected this to be the last group of throwbacksn
to be brought here, for they had discovered the reason for the
problemt a genetic fault which could now be predicted through medical
examination of the aduits, and if such & prediction was made, the
couple would be advised either to look elsewhere for their mates or
choose not to have children. Since nobody wanted to breed a
throwback, everyone affected accepted this restriction, Unfortunately,
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sway! and how could they dinable it and leave these unfortunates
here, on a planet where it becams very cold at night?

"We might be able to find ancther planet," Kirk saild slowly.
"But tell me - are thera females smong them?"

"Not, Females affected not. Males oniy."
"What 1is your life span?” Kirk asked.
"Ravolutions fifty."

Around fifty years... and they were all adult. Say another
thirty years at most. "Then there's no problem. We shouidn't have
any trouble finding somewhere for them. Then we'll get you home."

Saying he was going back to his cabin to change, Kirk left the
H'lsw'rdian with Spock, letting the patient Vulcan discover, through
the slow, laboured translations, where lts home planet was; Spock was
perfectly capable of doing that while still working on improving a
translator. His general feeling of malaise had not lessened; if
anything, he felt even worse than he had earlier, when he first
regained consciousness,

He had originally blamed the after-effects of the heavy gtun,
but nobody else seemed to have been affected; man after man had
regalned consciocusness, and all of them seemed to be perfactly fit.
He was the only one feeling sick; and the Tortugan-inflicted injuries
were feeling hot and uncomfortable, particularly the ones on his arm.

Kirk returned to his quarters, intending to have a shower before
he changed. He felt hot and sticky, and felt that a shower might
Just cool him down,

It didn't,

Wearing only a robe, he mat at his desk, toying absently with
the reports that sat on it, unable to summon up the anargy toe do
anything positive with them. Finally, he gave up. He droppred the
robe on the floor begide tis bed, and crawled into 1t.

Probably all he needed was a good sleap.

A yuick check of the H'leww'rdian translator was all that Spock
needed to adapt a2 Federation one to follow the aliaen tongue, and,
with more fluent language, the problems of communicating with the
H'lsw'rdians diminished to almost nothing,

H'lew'rd was close to the edge of the other spiral arm, and ripe
for contact, It was a promising start to the proposed Federation
expanglon programme, for the H'lsw'rdians had explored some of the
syatems clogest to them and could advise them. And the tranglator
now also worked with the other alien races. They, too, were
explorers, and impressed by the apparent ease with which the
Enterprlise crew had overcome the pirates; Spock took the opportunity
to explain to them all the way in which the Federation worked.

The only real problem was Lhe Klingons. Certainly there were
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only the five of them; and Keng seemed convinced that they would be
forever dishonoured by the loss of their ship. Spock did not wholly
trust them, for they would surely be anxious for something, anything,
to redeem themselves in the eyes of their superiors. He ordered a
surreptitiocous guard to be kept on their movements, then went to
Kirk's cabin to report to him.

When he recelved no answer to his buzg, he used hils override and
went in.

Kirk lay in bed, tossing restlessly; thinking that his Captain
was 1ln the throes of a nightmare, Spock put 8 hand on his arm to
waken him, and stiffened as he felt the fever-heat that burned
through the Human. He swung round and punched the intercom.

"Spock to Sickbay. Dr. McCoy, please report immediately to the
Captain's cabin.™

It seemed an age before McCoy arrived, although his time sense
told Spock that it was barely a minute.

"What's wrong?"

"The Captaln is running & fever,'" Spock said. And only he knew
the effort it took to make the statement guletly and evenly.

McCoy checked Kirk qulckly, his expression growlng incressingly
worriled, especially when he saw that the badly mauled arm was
inflamed and awollen.

"How did this happen?" he asked. "His arm wasn't swollen like
this when I checked him out earlier."

"I don't know,' Spock replied, "The injury must have happened
when he drew the Tortugans away from the power house. Perhaps Mr,
Balllie can enlighten us." He reached for the intercom agaln as

McCoy gave the Captaln an antiblotic injection.
"Mr. Balllie, please report to the Captain's cabin.”

"On my way," came the answer. The Securidty Chief arrived as
McCoy, having taken possession of the intercom, was calliing slckbay.

"What happened to the Captain's arm?" Spock aasked.
"His arm was clawed," Ballliie replied. "One of the pirataes

Btarted licking his blood, then bit him. Then ancther one chased it
off before it could do any more damage."

McCoy grunted. "I suppose there could have been an infection on
the claws - " he began.
Spock sald siowly, "Perhaps not. Many of the prisoners were

clawed, but nobody else appears to have had an adverse reaction.
Besidesn, there didn't seem to be any species native to Tortuga to
give rise to harmful bactaria. I Buspect the bite.®

"You could be right.

I will speak to Thir'g - »

"Who?
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"The Captain of the H'lsw'rdiane."

I'Oh R "

Before MeCoy could may anything more, an orderly appeared
wheellng a trolley. Spock helped MeCoy 1ift Kirk ontoe it, and
watched as 1t dissppeared down the corridor.

"Mr. Balllie, a2lmost everyone taken prisoner by the Tortugans
was clawed. Has anyone else complained about their injuries not
healing propariy?"”

"Not to me, sir, but I'Ll ask round."

Spock went off to speak to Th'r's, and Baillie, asm good as his
word, went off to speak to the sgurvivors of the corashed ships. He
gquickly learned that there had been some fatalities - and evary one
was someone who had been bitten. He hurried to tall McdCoy.

Meanwhile, Spock had obtained from Th'r's a sample of saliva,
which he took to McCoy.

Testing gquickly showed that there was a substance in the =aliva
that was poilisonous to Humans, and Spock promptly set to work
searching for a neutralleing agent,.

Mesanwhile, McCoy was busily testing Kirk's blood, sesking to
discover if there was anything in it other than the alien substance
in the saliva to account for his fever - he had a memory of reading
somewhere that a lion's bite c¢ould carry an infection.

He found traces of alien bacteria, but they were far from
active; 1t seemed that they were too alien to survive in the Human
bloodestream.

S0 -~ the poison was the main problem. He wasn't even totally
caertain that it was a poiscon - an allergic substance saemad to be

Just am llkely; pecple tended to think of allergiaes as not being
fatal, but they could be.

Meanwhile, Kirk's temperature was still rising. MoCoy nibbled
his upper 1lip for a moment, then injected a broad-spectrum
antl-histamine.

Then 8pock returned from the lab, carrying a small phial.

"Thig should be effective, boctor," he smaild gulietly.

"Tested?™

"On a leboratory animal," Spock replied. "It worked perfectly.
I cannot of course be certaln that 1t will be ag effective on a
Human, "

"ALlL right." Although he would never admit 1t openiy, Moloy
trusted Spock's Judgement. He took the phial, and injected Kirk.

Nothing happened for what seemed a very long time. At last,
Spock indicated the diagnostic panel.

"Hisg temperature is dropping, bDoctor.™
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They found a planet in snother sclar system that was sultable
for the Tortugans. The Enterprise crew fabricated enough buildings
for them, they were beamed down and left; then the ship headed forp
H'law'rg.

They were half way there when the message from Starfleet, in
response to thelr report on the Tortugans situation, caught up with
them.

"We've to wear our diplomatic hats," Kirk complained from the
bed (in his cabin) where McCoy was insisting that he still spend panrt
of each day. "Frankly, I'd rather be back on Tortugat"

Spock and MeCoy looked at each other.

If Kirk was complaining, he was all right again,. It was a
comforting theught.
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When the transporter malfunctioned - somewhat noisily, and with
a flash that materizlised even on the surface of the planet -
evaryone had returned to the Bhlp except Kirk and Spock.

"Landilng party!" It wasg Scott's voice, slightly panicked.
"Kirk here."

"Are you and Mr, Spock all right, Captain®?®

"Yea, Scotty. Did the last group get back safely?"

"Aye, but it was a close thing. I was gecared you'd been caught
in the backliash."

"No, we hadn't got inte position. How long before it'as
repalired?®

"T dont't know yet, sir. I havena' had a chance to check the
damage. Will I gend down a gshuttlecraft for you?"

Kirk thought about it for a moment. It was an uninhabited
planet; their survey had shown no dangerous animals. if they stayed
rut, 1t would give Spock a few hours' break,

Granted, the Vulcan ate work and always refused shore leave; but
Klrk often felt guilty about it. This would give Spock a short
'leave'!, and he wouldn't even be able to continue gathering data
about the planet, for all the tricorders had already gone back to the
ship.

"No, 1 don't think so, Scotty. We'll go and have a look at
those caves wea spotted just before beam-up. Wa'lil stand by for your
signal every half hour until you're ready for us,"

"aAve, gir. "

Kirk returned his communiestor to his belt with a satlsfaction
that he had some difficulty in hiding.

Spock looked at him quizzically. "You could have asked Mr,
Scott to send down a shuttlecraft. Why are you 8o pleasad about
ptaying herea?"

Kirk grinned wryly. He should have known that he could not hide
his feelings from hisg friend.

He thought gqulckly, but it was not difficult te find an excuse.
"I was Just thinking - 1t's like playing truant. It's the same sort
of feeling that I used to get when I was a kid raiding the
nelghboura' apple trees, Sort of... gulilty, but not gullty enough to
atop. And... well, we didn't have time to check thome caves.
Without Light we won't be able to go deeply into them but it will
give us the chance to see something of them.™

"Without tricorders we won't find out much eilther,"™ Spock
pointeaed out.
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"It'11l be like a good old-fashioned axploration - the uind thare
used T0 be before tricorders were invented,” Kirk insiested.

Spock shrugged mentally, and followsd the Human.

The first thing they discovered was that the walls of the first
cave they entered were glowlng faintly. Spock peered closely at the
rock, then straightened.

"I could wish that we had a tricorder, Captaln,”™ he said, "This
rock may be radloactive. If 8o, expomure could be,.. dangerous.
Certainly it does not have the appearance of a radicactive rock...
but appearances can be deceptive."

"The light will let us get deeper into the cave, " RKirk
sBuggested. "Supposing it 1s radiocactive, Spock - how iong an
axposure can we riske"

Spock hemsitated. "Fossibly an hour or two..." he said slowly.
He, too, was beginning to feel curiocus as to what was baeyond the
limits of immediate visgibility.

"Then let's go into the cave for guarter of an hour - or until
we get to the end of it, of course. Then we csn turn and come bsack.
That'll be within the limits of our check time."

He set off; not unwillingly, Spock followed.

The cave descended slowly, curving slightly. It was nearly five
minutes before they saw anything.

They rounded a fairly sharp bend, and came on a cluster of
stalactites and stalagmites, simost classically shaped, glowing
tranglucently in the dim light,. Kirk paused for a moment in opean
admiration.

"They are beautiful,” Spock agreed, senging his friend's
thoughts.

It took some moments to find a way to pasas them without doing
any damage; then, once past, they continued through the cave. S8ingle
stalactites and stalagmites dotted the tunnel, and here and there the
walls were streaked with sheets of the same limey material, and here
and there ware patches of vegetation that Spock thought ware
lichens, There was nothing as spectacular as the cluster they had
firet seen, but the cave still held a faery beauty.

"If we are to return to the surface in time for our tirst check,
we must turn now," Spock maild at last, reluctance colouring his
voice, He thought he could see more stalactites ahead, in the
distance,

"I suppose so," Kirk agreed. There was no point in being
foolhardy, and they really shouldn't migs a check.

They turned back.

It took only a few minutes for them to realise that they weare
lost. What thaey had thought was = gingle passage turned cut to be
forked and reforked when they tried to retrace their steps. When
they finally came in sight of a particulsrly spectacular stalactite



58
that both men Knew they had not seen befors, Kirk gtopped.
"We're loat,"” he sald bluntly, admitting it openiy.
"Indead, 1 bellieve we are," Spock agreed.

Annoyed with themselves, but not yet worried, they tried to
retrace their steps, but 1t was hopeless. The passages seemed to be
multiplying.

"Thies 18 impossible!"™ Kirk saild after five or six minutes. He
lockeaed rvound, It was impossible to say which was the passage they
had Jjust come down; Jjust behingd them, two passages led off.

The time for their check came and went. Kirk's faint hope that
the Enterprise might somehow pick up the communicator signal through
the rock were unrealised, They could do nothing but blunder on,
hoping that sooner or later they would emerge into open air again.

When they did finally leasve the tunnels, it was to emerge into a
great open space; a huge rock hall, The roof rose sharply to a point
where they could not see 1t; the walls diverged so rapildly that they
were practicelly forming a straight lins. Nelther man could see the
far side of the gresat hall, yet they were still definitely
underground. The glow was brighter here, shining with an unhealthy
biue light.

Spock peered at the rock again.

"It ls definitely radico-asctive here," he sald. "We must get
away, or wa wiil surely die."”

Kirk glanced back into the tunnel, strangely reluctant, now, to
re-aenter it. The very beauty of the ptalactites now seemed somehow
frightening, the shapes that had been so appealing, somehow
threstaning. He took & deep breath, opening his mouth to speak.

"Captain - look!®

Kirk glanced at the Vulcan, then followed hils pointing finger.
Coming towards them were seversal humanold shapes,

As they drew closer, the two Enterprise officers could see that
they had a standard biped shape -~ but their naked bodies were a
palild, unhealthy, colourlese grey-white, and theainr eyellds appeared
to be fused shut. Yet they were making thelr way unerringliy towards
the visitors, as confidently as if they could see. Memories of blind
cave filsh rose from his wubconscious mind, totally falling to
reassure him.

The humanoids stopped, their leader a bare yard from Kirk.
"Welcome, strangers."

At least the tranelator was working. But the voice was thin,
high-pitched, and with a timbre that sent & shiver down Kirk's back.

"We're lost," he said abruptly, polilteness forgotten in Lhe need

toe get cut of this place. "Can you show us a way out, back to the
surface?"
"The surface?"” There was a note of alarm in the thin voice.

"The surfasce 1s death.®
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"Rot to our kind,” Kirk replied. "Your caves are death to us."
The humancids muttered togethsr, their volees scunding like the
twittering of birds, too high-pltched and shrill for the hearing of

eglther man to distinguish words.

Finally the zppokesman turned back to Kirk. "We will take you to

the surface, but we must preparve ourselves firvst. Wa muat cover
ourselves go that the killing radiation of Outside will not touch
e, Come -~ be our guests. Rept yourselves until we are ready."

Kirk hesitated, reluctant o go with them; more than reluctant,
but he realised that 1if they refused, they might find themselves
dagerted by these oddly repulsive cave-dwallers who were their only
rossible Key to escaps from the caves,

The eyeless humanoids led them away from the rock wall and into
the huge cavearn, Thaey mugt have covered at least a mile before they
saw, ahead of them, what looked like a small town; a cluster of huge
blocks of stone, with many of the humanoid forms moving about.

As the party resached the ‘town' the two visitors gaw the belings
clearly. Some were small, obviously children; but Kirk suddenly
found himself wondering if thess creatures were, in fact, mammals
despite the male configuration of the ones who had met them, for
there were others, without male mexual organs, who had no breasts;
and ithen he realised what had perhaps instinctively repulsed him.

None of the cresstures had nipples.

They looked like men - but they were not men.

The visitors were shown into one of the 'houses', These blocks
did not have the blus glow that the rocks of the cavern had, but
windows cut dinto the sides of the block let the light in. Yet these
could not be windows In the usual senge; the humanoids were glghtless

and did not need light,

The humenolds brought in water and a peculiar greylsh-looking
gubstance piled high on a2 stone plate.

"Food?" Kirk asked nervously when they were alone again.

"Probably lichens of =zome kind, " Spock suggeated.

Nelther felt hungry encugh to sample 1t: and although both were
thirsty, they were not inclined to risk drinking the water. if it
came from an undarground spring, which seemed most likely, 1t would
cartainly be lethesl to them.

There wes nothing to sit on but the ground, Slde by side, they
leaned back agalinst one of the walls, walting. Kirk yawned, and
closed his eyesn.

A crachling sound woke hiwm,

He raised his head with 8 jerk, smelling the smoke that curled
wvnder the doosr of his room, Outside, he heasrd the terrified howling
of his dod, and ihen hin mother’s snguished scream.

¥ loesay b

He sltumbled towards ihe door, groping for the handle, then
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snstched hia hend asvay 85 iis heat burned his Tingers.

The smoke was really thick now, and he coughed as it stung his
throat. How could he gzt out?

The windowl

le stagdered and felil, cholkingd, to lie still for & moment, but
he was too obstinate to give up. Be had to reasch the window...

"Jimg"

How did the fireman know hils nsme?

"Fimi" The call came asgain, and this time he managed to answer.
"1'm here,"” he croaked,

Strong armm caught him, He looked up at the adult face
gratefully...

.. and frowned at the sight of the slanting eyebrows and pointed
aBlrg.,

"Jim. "

The urgency in the volece dreagged him from the memory he had
buried beyond resch of consclous recollection and back to the
pregent.

"Spock?"
"You were dreaming, Captain.®

"More like a nightmare,” he muttered. "Somegthing I thought I'd
forgotten long ago. Thanks for waking me." He =zhivered as he
remembered the helplessness..

Several man-—-shapes pattered into the room, They were clutching
what looked like stone knives, and Kirk knew instantly that his first
instinct had been rvight.

The lichens might be their staple dlet - but these creatures
ware flesh-eaters too, and he and Spock were undoubtedly being
regarded an potentilal food.

He whipped out his phager, routinely set to stun, and fired.

The beam was wesak, and falled even as his finger ®till pressed
the button, but it felled their asttackers.

"The radiation must have drained the phasers," Spock suggested.

"Raver mind that nowl Lat'as get out of here. Wae'tll be bhetter
taking our chancees with the caveg.?

They paused at the doorway of the stone block, peering out. It
saemed clear; but a sound made Spock hesitate, and touch Kirk's arm.
They walted.

A ehlld ran past. iv, too, was clutching a knife, and Kirk
realised that, part grown theugh it might be, 1t was probably totally
salf-sufficient, possibly learning from the adulte but unlikely to be
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daependant on &any of thaem.

Onea 1t was out of sight, the two men sllipped out of the *hous.
and begédn to walk gulekly bamek towards the cavern wall, az quietly as
they could. When they werse sbout half wsy, they speeded up to 2 run,

There wayre several openings, and nothing to indicate which, if
any, they had come out of. They hesitated, wondering which cne to
try, when a sound bshind them decided themi the sound of pattering
feet coming eaver clomar.

Kirk glenced back, then plunged into one of the passages.

It teok them upwards falriy guickly, but sounds from below told
them thst theldr pursvers weare following.

The roof lowsred, and thay had to crawl for some yards. A8 they
straightened again, Kirk mutterad, ""Any powsr laft in youy phamer,
Spock??

The Vulean realiped instantly what was Iin Kirk's mind. He drew
his phaser and aimed it at the roof of the low pagsago.

There was Just pufficisnt powar to loosen anough rocks to block
the low tunnel.

"Right ~ come onl?

They scrambled on. Buddenly the passageway forked. Theay
heslitated, Thare seemed to be a movement of aly from the right hand
tunnel; Kirk turned into 1t immedlately.

Within ten yards they knew 1t was blocked by & rock fall. Yat
there was air blowing through the fallen rock; this way must lead to
the cutside.

"We must dlg through the rook, " Spock said guietliy,. He might
have besn suggesting going for s swim on = hot day.

Kirk noddad, although he wes near despalr as he looked at the
fallen rock. His ears sirained, listening for the padding of feet
coming towards them, for he wag sure that the rhasered tunnel would
not gtop those creaturasg for long, They probably knew a way round
it, another pamsage leading to here.

They began shifting the roak, depositing it behind them, using
1t to bloeck the tunnel in an attempt to defend themselves against the
creatures., It war fortunate that it was sll rock, with no soll to
complicate matters. fany of the pleces were relatively small, though
gome were lavrger and 1t took 21l of 8Bpock'as strength to ghift these -
the tunnel was hardiy wide enough for them to work side by side.
Thelr fingers were soon torn and hleeding.

Menories from tha past thet he had long subdued began to run
through Spock?’s head, He tried to lgnore them 83 he worked doggedly
on, his muscles strasining as he haulsad at the rocks that were too
heavy for the Human te attempt. But the memoriles, once roused,
refused to be lgnored,

Singly, as he hed livsed them, the svents he was involuntarily
ramembering had baen basrsble ang vontrollable; but all together thay
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battered at his wind, dralning his control until he began to
understand why, in the grip of hils nightmare, Kirk had been threshing
wildly.

Grimly, he set his lips eand laboured on.

At first Kirk found the hard work keeping hilg mind occupled: but
a8 he got inte & rhythm, the snclesged nature of their surrcundings
began to beat on his mind, recalling the horrible occasion whan, as
an adventurous - over-adventurous - small dboy, he had become trapped
in a narrow drain he had tried to erawl through for & dare. The
memory of his helpless terror fogged his mind,

The drain had not been empty, either, he remembered. There had
been -

A sudden hiss brought back tha childhood memory tenfold.

A colourless snake-like beasgt reared up on its tsill from under
the stone he had Jjust 1ilfted. Kirk, already in the grip of the
memory of terror, dropped the stone and turned as 1f to flee,
completely forgetting that there was nowhere to fles to.

The sound of the stone thudding to the ground caught Spock's
wandering attention. Hae caught Kirk's arm just as the Human began to
move,

"Lhet me go - M

"Jim!" Then, when awarenaess began to return to Kirk's eyes,
Bpoeck continued. "What 1z 1ite"

"Snake..." Klrk managed.

Spock looked down. "There i1s nothing there but rock," he
insisted, not eltogether sure that he wasg speaking the truth and far
from sure whether he was speaking to convince Kirk or only himaeelf.
"You must believe that.?

The higsing sounded again In Kirk's ears, and he strugegied
against Spock's grasp, oblivious of the brulsing grip of the Vulcan's
handsa.

Hysteria? Bpock wondered. Certainly Kirk's reaction wag one of
unthinking terror.

voncern for Kirk shattersd the memories that had been beating on
Spock's mind, and he remembered geseing MeCoy dealing with a
hygterical youngeter whe had proved to be totally unsuited to
Stershlpy life.

He released one of Kirk's arms and siapped hias face - hsard.

it worked. Kirk gave s shuddsring gasp of relief, and relaxed,
glumping slightly, fully aware once more aof where they wara.

After a moment, Kirk stralghtened resclutely. "Thankg, Jdpock.?
fle hesltated. "I keep remembesring things... unpleasant thingg,.."

"5¢ do I, Captaln,™ Spock sald gquietiy. "But we must remember -
they are only memorlesn, They are events from the pasti, and they are

past. They cannot affect ug now,
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Kirk turned bsck to the r»ooekfall. "What do you think is causing
igem

“"Uncertain. It could be the radistiont 1t could be a... &
weapon used by the cave-dwsllers to trap thelr prey." He hauled a
large stone from the rockfall and pushed 1t against the barrier they
were buillding.

"You know, that's something of s pugegls,”™ Kirk epaid. He was
taking to keep his mind off hils growing claustrophobia. "The planet
has practically no animals that those creatures could use for food,
and they clesarly don't llke coming to the surface - didn't they call
it 'death’? The obvious food source is lichen or possibly fungus -
yat they seem to bs mest-asters. How do they get theilr meats®

"Parhaps anlmals wander inteo the caves for shelter in ineclement
waather,”" Spock suggested. "Or perheps..."

"Yas?" Klrk askad when Spock made no attempt to finish his
santencea,

"Canniballsm. They may eat their own dead; and... the cave
system is extensive; there may be several groups of them. They could
easily conpider the members of other groups as legitimate prey.?

Kirk shuddered. "I didn't like them when I paw them," he said.
"I think I like the thought of them even less now."

"Captain, remember that that is only speculation,'" Spock
insgisted.

"Yag. But I think you'vre right. Ah - "

Spock pesred past him,. The stone Kirk had just shifted was the
lagt ohe at the top of the rockfall. They were nearly through.

It took only a few minutes to clear enough of the rocks to let
them wriggle through, and they set off along the cave with renewed
optimlem.

"Think they'll manage to follow us?" Kirk asked.

"They undoubtedly know the cave gystem well," Spock saild
thoughtfulliy. "However, this passage was blocked; they may not know
it.w

They hurried on. And then, in his haste, Kirk stumbled over a
loogse stona. He lay still for &2 moment, unwilling to stand, to put
any waight on the stabbing pain in his ankle; then through the rock,
ha felt the vibration of many feet,. He sat up.

"I hesar them," he gaid tightly. He scrambled up, and winced asg
he tried to put his weight on the injured ankle.

Spock slippad an arm around his walet, pulling one of Kirk's
arms round his own shoulders to support the Human, and hurried him
on.

Ahesad of them, tThe dim blue light whitened and intensified.
They had reached the mouth of the cave.

OQuteide, they locked over the ground that they had so recently
been surveying. A shuttlecraft stood there; four security guards and
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2 yellow-clad filigure that Kirk recognised se Sulu were checking
tricordsrs.

"Sulut"

The five figures below them turned, and bagan to run towards
them. Spock, still pupporting most of Kirk's weight, started down
the slight slope that led away #rom the caves.

Tha two parties met about halfway between caveep and
shuttlecraft, Just as the filrst of the cave creatures emerged.

Hwhat -~ @
SBpock glanced back. "Theay're dangesrous,"” he aaid.

Twe of the guards 1ifted Kirk between them despite his protests,
and the group ran for the safety of the shuttlecraft. A8 soon as
they were all in and sitting, Sulu taook off.

Below them, the creatures mllled arocund for some moments, not
knowing where thelr prey had gone; still aware of it, but knowlng
that 1t was retreating rapidly. The sun shone on them, too warm,
burning thelr unaccustomed skin, Afrald, they abandoned the chase
and returned to the walcome coolness of thelr caves.

Bulu reported back te the Enterprise ag the shuttle scared
skywards, and McCoy was waiting when 1t landed and the hangar
repressurised.

"You twoe need kespers,’” he told them as he ran a scanner over
them. "For intelligent men, you can be reslly stupid st times!
Geolng into those cavesn..."

"Actually, Doctor, I suspsect that the cave creatures were aware
of us even when we were on the surface and put the thought of
entering one of the caves into our minds," Spock saild, loyally
agguming squal blame with Kirk.

MeCoy grunted his opinion of that as he stralghtened,

"You're both going to neaed dacontamination, " he sald hluntly.
"And that means 8 couple of daye in sickbay., "

"Boneg ~ W

McCoy glared at him, and he subesided. The doctor nodded, and
turnad to the intercom,.

"Eickbay. I want an ordsrly down heres with a med trolley
lpmedliately., "
"Bones, I can walk - " Kiprk protested.

"do on a trolley and stay in sloekbay two days, or walk and stay
in sickbay four days," McCoy rapliad.

"Bones, that's blackmaili®™

Pyeg,
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Onee in sickbay, MeCoy hustled both into bed. He checked their
readings again, and rsached for a2 hype.

The 1njectionsz given, McCoy put a support bandage round the
twisted ankle.

"Now, go to sleap,” McCoy instructed, knowlng that they had no
option; he had given them both 8 strong sedative.

He waited until a soft gnore broke the silence; then he turned,
and want back to his office to £111 in the inevitable accident
raport.




PHILANTHROPY

Spock and MeCoy halted thelr argument long encugh to acknowledge
Ambassador Beauly's pregence in the corridor, and picked it up agaln
the moment they were past him.

Beauly lookad after them, frowning = little. He had only been
aboard the Enterprise for a matter of hours, but this wes the second
time he had heard the two disagreelng. Forgetting that on a ship the
slize of the Enterprise the Doctor and Firast Officer could venry easlly
svold each other if they wanted teo, he decided that something would
have to be done about it.

For an Ambassador, Beauly wses very dogmatic, and he had the
habit of Jjumping to immedlate, unalterasble conclusions based on first
impressions. His first impression here was that McCoy and Spock
apparently found 1t impossible to sgree; 1t was therefore impossible
for them to work together effectively. From the few words he had
heard, combined with his knowledge o©f Vulcan psychology - which wasg
more limited than he realised - he decided that McCoy must be the
instigator of the guarrel; and without waiting to consult Kirk, or to
see anything of the working relationship between the two men, he
followed the Doctor to Silckbay.

MoCoy glanced up from the tape he had begun to study as Bgauly
entered his office. "Yen, Ambamsador?" he asked. "What can I do for
yous"

Even although at need Beauly could be as devious as the next
begauroccrat, he was not a man who normally wasted words, He believed
in coming stralght to the poilnt whenever possible; and on this
oecaslon it was undoubtedly possible,

"Doctor, in the few hours I have been aboard I have heard you
gquarraelling with Commander Spock on two geparate ovccaglons.”

McCoy stared at the Ambassador, open-mouthed, too smtartled to
say anything,

"It was obvious Lo me," Beauly went on, "that you began those
gquarrels, and that it is itherefore lmpossibie for you and Commander
Spock toe work together in hsrmony. Accordingly, I will make it my
business to recommend that you be transfevrad as soon as possible to
another ship. 1 cannot understand why Captain Kirk has not already
made guch a recommendation. ™

Berfore the stunned MceCoy could recover enough to reply, Beauly
turned aund left.

MceCoy stared blankly at the closed door for pome momants; then,
collecting his scatteored wits, he went in search of Kirk,.

He found the Captaln Iin his guarters, playlng chess with Spock.,
Kirk glanced up as MceCoy entared, and began to smlle a welcome, but

thae smlle quickly faded as he saw the trouble un the surgeon's face.

"Bonest What's wrong?"

"Beauly, Ha heard Spock and me arguing and thinks we were
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serious about 1t. He'w recommending my transfer, he told me.™
"He can’t do that,” Kirk said., “Not if I opposme i1t.%

"I think perhaps he cen, Captain,” Spock put in. "Am an
Ambasgador, he hes & greast desl of influence and I did hear that he
is related through marriages to Admiral Lewls, of Staffing.”

The three men looked &t amoh other.

"I'11l go and have a word with him," Kirk decided.

The Captain waz eway for a very short time. He looked furious
when he returned.

"No use?” Meloy ssked,

"He mcougaed me of wantonly andangering the ship by condoning -
or at the least permlitting ~ thae presence of two officers in the crew
who so dislike sech other that they cannot sgree."

"Perhaps I should be the one to see him, Captain," Spock
Buggented, “According to what Dr. McCoy told me while you ware away,
he 18 being blemed for instigating the ’'quarrel'. That being so, X
am the logical one to tell Mr. Besuly that our efficiency ims not
affected by our ‘'dig-agreements?.,?

"You can try," Kirk said gloomily. P"But I tell you now, he
won't listen. I've naver met such an opinionated, self-satisfied
idiot in my l1ifet"m

Spoek buzzed at Beauly's cabiln door, and on raceiving a reply
from within, he entered.

Beauly loocked & little surprised to see him. "Yes, Mr, Spock?"

“"Ambassador,® Spock began, "I believs you may have reached a
hasty decision regavding Dr. MeCoy. He snad T, contrary to the
impression you appear to have recelved, asre on perfeactly good terms.
Certainly we disagree fregquently, but never sbout anything important
- and wa both derive s considerable amount of anjoyment from these
differences of gpinion.®

"1 am preparaed to admit that you do not appeaar to take offence
at Dr. bMcCoy's attitude,® Beauly pald Blowly, "Ybut then, Vulcans
navar do. My experience is thet Vulcans do not realisge when they are
being deliberately insultesd.?

"Your pardon, Ambassador, but I zm half Terran. I would know 1if
that were the case.®

"Vary well, I can accept that ~ or at least thst it could be
BO. But 1t did seem to me that Dr. McCoy was balng deliberately
insulting ~ so subily, however, that ¥You may not have realised 1t."

"Ambapsador, he was not."

"That 1s the forgiving Vulcan nature, M. SBpock. I am afrsid I
muat hold to ny opinieon. Your efficisncy may not suffer, but McCoy,
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to my mind, clearly does not regard you with friendly eyvesn. Hls
competencs to proceed with his work in an efficient manner must be
susgpect. I feel I muat heold to my original decision, and recommend
to Admiral Lewls that he be transferred as soon as pogsible.”

"Ambassador, we do work well together, Spock ingisted.
"Wulcans do not lie, Dr. McCoy and I are not serlous when we
disagree, any more than two wrestlars ares when they indulge in a
gparring contest,.."

"You, perhaps, are not," Besauly repeated, "but I think you are
mlistaken in your view of his attitude. That will be alli, Mr. Spock,"
he added, seeing thal Bpock was preparing to advance yet another
argyment .

"Yes, gipr.®

Kirk and McCoy were waiting in the corridor for him as he left
the Ambassador's guarters. He looked at them and shook his head.

"He wouldn't listen," he said. “"He thinks I wag defending Dr.
McCoy bacause Vulcans do not take offernce.®

"You tried, Spock," McCoy said, rather dully. "Thanks for
that."

"We nan try letting him see you working together," Kirk
decided. "But from his dogmatic attitude, I don't hold out much hope
of il being succeasful."

For several days thereafiter Spock and MeCoy refrained from
exercising thelr tongues on easch other. Beauly saw them together on
& number of occasions, and remained cbstinately unimpressed.

"1t pays a8 good deal for Commander Spock's patience and good
nature that he permitg Dr. Mcloy to use him like that, " Beauly told
Klrk eventually.

Kirk tried again. "Ambassador, McCoy 1sn’'t using Spook.
Neither is patlence nor good humour necessary. I've kKnown them for
years, silr. Neither of them will admit it cpenly, but they do have
conelderable affectlion for each other. It deoes show - gometimes.
They argue as their way of expressing that affection, and everyone on
the ship knows 1t. Bammit, 1f they really didn't get on together,
would McCoy be so anxious ta stay here? Would Spock want bhim too?

"i'm afraid that's too complieated for me, Captalin,” Beauly
repliled. "Men who are friends do not argue in the terms 1 heard Dre.
McCoy uslng to My. Spock.™

Three days later the Enterprise reached her immediate
destination asnd swung into a standard orbit round a planet which had
been investligated by a Resmesprch vessel some menths previously. The
crew of the Ulysses had reportad the native Acrons a8 belng extremely
nervous and guspiclous of strangers; indesd, they had been unable to
gat near tham. Acron was well off the usual beat of Starflect
vessels; nor was it anywhare neapr Klingon or eaven Romulan influyence.
There was nothing to indicate that the natives knew anything about
other races, yet they wers nervous of strangers. Starfleet falt that
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this fact was unusual enough toe warrant investigation.

Sengora indicated a not very plentiful, well-gcattered,
intelligent humanoid population living at a preo-industrial laevel.
Farming appesred to be the main pursuit,

"We'll beam down," Kirk declded, not surprigingly. As usuazl he
chose Spock and MeCoy to accompany him. Beauly made no secret of the
fact that he considered Kirk's choice injudiciocus; Kirk steod firm.
At lamst, he said,

"Would you care to accompany us, then, Ambassador? You would
then be able to satisfy yourself of the competence of the landing
party. We three work well together, we understand each cther; I
would not choose them otherwise.™

"Very well,” Besuly snapped. "But I warn you, Captain ~ one
sign of 1lnefficiency and 1°'11 have you out of the service for
endangering your command. Does theat make you change your minde"

"Ambassadopr, I have selscted the two men wilith whom [ work best,
and who, in my opinion, work effectively together."

Baesuly merely snorted,.

The landing party materialised in an open, ppargely-wooded
stretch of country. Thay looked round, moving slowly forward ag they
did so.

“"There's a path here, Captain," Spock said.
It was very faint. "How racent is 1t?" Kirk asked.

Spock shook hilis head. "Difficult to may, precissly, Captain.
It way merely be an animal track, of course,"

“But you don't think go.?

"I would say that an animal track would show more obvious sign
of use, Captain.®

"Do we follow 1t7% MoCoy asked.

Kirk nodded. "But cesrefully.”" He glenced up and down the path,
and gestured. "Cholce of direction will have to be arbitrary," he
saiqd, "There®s nothing to indicate which way would be best, Let'tg
go this way." He glanced conglderingly at Baauly. This man was the
weak 1link in their team; not Spook, not McCoy. Where best to place
him so that he could cause the minimum amount of trouble? "Mp,
Spock, you go first; then youy, Bones, Ambassador, if you follow
MeCoy, I'1l bring up the raar.?

They went on in sililence for some distanca, then Spock stopped.
Kirk movad up beside him.

"What is 1it, Spooke®
"A villiage, Captain.”

Ahead of them, Jjust rscognisable as a sattlement, was a cluster
of primitive huts made of woven sticks and reed thatching. The place
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seemed desarted.

"This could be why the track looks unused," Kirk nused. "The
people have left; migrated to another area, perhaps?"

"I disagree, Captain," ESpock put in. "The ares around the hutsg
bears a look of cultivation - primitive, certainly, but
unmistakable. People are unlikely to leave a region bafore they
harveaesgt thely crops."

McCoy nodded. "He's xright, Jim. Unless something scared them
80 much that they just ran.?

"It they were simply frightened away, they would soon return, "
Spock objected.

"Perhaps not," Kirk smsaid slowly. "I know that, logically, once
the cause of their fear was gone, you might expect them to coma
back... but the Captain of the Ulysses reported that the Acrons were
vaery nervous. A race like that might keep on running."

"What could frighten them?" Beauly askaed.
"A rare but very dangercus iife-form? McCoy suggested.

"I would think net, Doctor,?” Spock ssid. "They were reported to
be susplcious of strangers. Humanoid beings, accustomed to a
dangerous native life-form, no matter how rare, would not necaessarlily
be suspicious of another humanoid."

Klirk looked at him,. "Speculation?”

"A possibility that they are familiar with & dangerous alien
humancild - or at least have encountered such a race. We ocursmelveg
avye famlllar with several humancid rsces who are, to apy the least,
unfriendiy.®

Kirk nodded.

"But that doesn't explain why the Acrons, having run, didn't
evantually come baeck," McCoy protested, "They mugt have left here
waaks ago.?” He glanced round the weed~thick rasgages between the
huts.

"1 know, Doctor. I would therefore guspect that this putative
race is extremely dangerous; the natives may have baegun to run, then
all been killed. It may also bg a race we have not before
encountered; we are very near an unaxplored spiral arm, and Lt would
be foolish of us to assume that the Klingons and the Romulans are the
only inimicael species in the gelaxy."

The party moved on slowly, half expecting someocne to spring out
2t them from one of the huts, deperted though they seemed to he,. But
nothing gtirred in the empty settlement, and they reached the other
Blde of it without incident.

Once there, something caught Kirk's attention, and he led the
way through the grass to a barren araa. The vegetation, c¢rushed,
scorcehed by aextreme heat, was just baglnning to sprout again. The
pateh was geveral times larger than the mark left by & shuttlecrart,
Spock turned his tricorder onto 1t.

"What caused 1t, Mr. Spook?" Kirk asked.
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"There arae trescesz of fuel deposits, partially burned," Spock
replied plowly. "This mark was left by some kind of vehicle,
presumably a flying one; whatever kind of engine it hes, it is not
particulariy efficient.®

"Efficient enaough to get arcund in," McCoy commented drily.

"It certainly supporte your theory about a dangerous race,” Kirk
told Spock. PAnd certainly not native to thies planet."

"Indead not," Spock agreed. "There is nothing on this world to
indicate any flight potentiasl.”

"The next gquesticon i3, what makes them dangerous?"

"Slave hunting?™ Baasuly suggested. “"That would explain why
there aren't any of the villagers around; any that diq encape would
be scarad to come back."

"Surely there is a limit to the number of slaves any such
culture raquires?" Spock said doubtfully. "Unless, of course, the
death rate among them 18 very high."

Kirk shook hig head. "That doesn't follow, Spock. Did Vulcan
aeaver have a period when thare was & silave-owning culture?"®

"No. In the distant past..."

Kirk cut in before the Vulcan could elaborate. "Well, Earth
did... and remember that 'Roman' culture we encountered a while
back? Slave-owning cultures nevepr have enough slaves. Posgession of
Blaves 1is a sign of wealth: that was part of the reason why Rome,
back on Earth, sventually fell,. Too many slaves. The cltizens
hadn't enocugh to do. Even their fighting was all done, eventually,

by members of congquered races.,. and the slave population cutnumbered
the free population by... I can’t remembar the axact figures, but it
wag dozens to one... But I think we're entering the realm of
pointless speculation now." He pulled out his communicator. "Kirk

to Enterprise., Is there any sign of machanisation on any part of the
planet's sBurface?"

"Hnnooo, Captain." Uhura soundad douybtful. "There are
indications of another ahip nesrby, but we can't pinpolnt i1t,.
Nothing elsa."

"Any chance that it's & ship on the ground?"

"It's poseible, Captain," Scott's voice ocut in, "but 1if it 18 we
can't give you a position. The readings are fluctuating, fading in
and out, and very faint even at their strongest, More like a mensor
ghost than anything else.V

"Right. If you do losate anything positive, let me know."

"Aya, sir.%

"Kirk out.®

"Is that anothsr track?” McCoy asked, pointing.

"Looks 1like it,” Kirk said, "Let's see where it goes.,"

The went along 1t fairly quickly. After a while it forked,
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three branches leading off it in different directions. All looked
equally unusged.

"Spock, you take that path,” Kirk sald. "Bonen, you take the
middle one. Ambassador, you and I will take the other. Be careful.
Contact each other at the first sign of anything - anything at all.
If you tind nothing within, say, three hours, beam back to the
Enterprise., ™

The others nodded acknowledgement and set off.

Kirk and Beasuly found nothing. Their path led only to the
fields around the village, and after about an hour of wandering
around trying to make sense out of i1ts meandering route from field to
field, getting increasingly annoyed by Beauly's assertive
sBuggestions, none of which appeared to have any positive foundation,
Kirk contacted Spock and McCoy. MaeCoy reported that his path alaso
appearad to be nothing more than access to the flelds, but Spock was
making good time on hiam track, which definitely pBeemed to be golng
somewhere, "Moet probably to another village," he concluded.

"Right, then," Kirk decided. "Bones, bhesm up. Wailt for usg,
then we'll all beam back down to join Spock, Kirk to Enterprise...
Seotty, you have all ocur cocordinates? Beam MoCoy, Beauly and myself
up, then down again st Spock's posiltion. Energise when ready."

It seemed no time at all before they materialimsed in the
trangporter room. McCoy moved back onto the platform to join them,
and they returned to the surface, They materislised beside the
barely-marked track, to find no sign of Spock.

"Zcotty, have you got the coordinates right?"

"Ave, Captailn.®

"RKirk to Spock.M There was no answer.

Kirk and McCoy looked at each other, concern showing c¢learly on
both their faces.

"Could something have attacked him - knocked him out?" Beauly
agked.

"Unlikely," Kirk replied. He looked round,
McCoy moved a few paces, and stopped. "iim. M
"Yeas, Bones?"

As Kirk Joined him MaeCoy bent and picked up Spock's communicator
from where 1t was lying at the side of the track. Beauly jolned
them.

"You may have been right after all," Kirk told the Ambasgador.

"Whoaver - or whatever - 1t wes can't be far away," McCoy said.
"lt's only smeconds since we talked to him. "

"You would think so,” Kirk agreed, "but in that caga, we ghould
ba able to hear something, surely. I ¢can't hear anything..."
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"Could he have been transported away?” Beauly asked.

Kirk looked at the Ambassador. At last he had made a umerful
suggestion.

"Kirk to Enterprise. Any word yet on that unidentified ghip?®
"It could be on the ground qQuite near you," Scott answered.

"Spock'a theory about a hestile race peems pretty well proved, '
Kirk went on. "It also seems a8 1if he's been caught by 1t," he
finished grimly.

"So what are wa walting for?" McCoy said urgently. "If we're
to rescue him.,.."

"Hold on, Bones, 8, We don't know that that 1% what happened -
it's still speculation. b, We don't know where this ship is. And e,
it won't help Spock if we blunder into the same trap."™

ALl right, fhan. Let me gset myself up as a decoy, then you andg
Ambassador Besuly can see what we're up against; and 1f I'm caught
too, expeating it, I might be in quite a good position to help
Spock.”

"I know, Bones," Kirk said sympathetically. "But remember,
Spock may already be dead. It won't help any of us 1if you'vre
killed. It's too bhig a risk,®

"Ian't Spack worth 1t?" McCoy demanded fiercely. Beauly looked
at him sharply.

Before Kirk could reply they became conscious of a sBwaeat, stlicky
smell, then all collapsed unconsclous.

Kirk slowly became aware of lying on something hard, and then of
a steady humming gound. He opened his eyes and looked around.

Beauly and McCoy lay beside him, still unconscious; a few faet
away, Spock was sprawlied limply. They were in a small room with
metallic walls; a grating near the celling looked like part of a
ventilation system; apart from that, the walls locked solid. At a
guess, they were inside the alien ship,.

Kirk scrambled up and bent over Beauly, then MoCay. Both were
stirring, and would not be long in regaining consciocusnesns. He
crogsed to Spock, and rolled him onto his back.

Even his untrained eye could see that seomething was far wrong
with the Vulcan. Spock was breathing heavily, and his face was an
unnatural blueish colour, Kirk crossed back to McCoy and shook him.

"Bones! Wake up, Bonagi®

McCoy grunted and opened unwilling eyes. "IJim. What,.."

"Spoek," Kirk sald tersely. "Something's wrong with him."

McCoy sat up abruptly at that, looking round. As Beauly opened
his eyes McCoy was moving over to Spock. He bent over the Vulcan.
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"Well?" Kirk asked anxiously.

McCoy groped for his medical kit and found it missing. He
reached next for his communicator, and failed to find it either. "It
loocks like some sort of allergy,” he sald, his volce worried. "
can't think of any known Vulcan allergy, but that doesn't mean there
isn't one somewhere. Without instruments I can't even begin to guess
exactly what's wrong - or to trest him. We've got to get him back to
the Enterprise.®

"How?" Kirk asked bluntly. "My communicator'a gone too. And my
phaser. I ean’'t mee a door 1in this place, either."

"1 don't know how," McCoy sald irritably. "But 1f we don't get
him back to the Enterprise, and soon, he'll die. This... allevrgy...
or whatever 1t ila, is affecting his lunge. It's becoming more and
more of an &ffort for him to breathe, and unconscious =28 he is, he'll
soon reach the point where he hasn't the ability to make the effart, "

Kirk bit his 1lip. "Any idea what might have caused 1t2"

MeCoy shook his haad, "Unless whatever we were gassed with. He
must have had a dose of the same stuff. Blood with a copper base is
very rare - the vulcanold species are the only intelligent ones I

Know of with 1it. Higa bleod could have reacted to the g8 in a
different way from the one iron-based blood would. And 1f that's the
cage, his lungs are probably the first place where the resction would
show up.™

He felt for Spock's pulse, adjusting his grip on the Vulcan's

wrist until he found it. "Heartbeat's slowed, too. If I even had my
kit I could give him an anti-histamine injection, The longer I am
getting him treated..." He trailed off, not neading to finish.

"Any possiblility he's managed to put himself into some sort of
trance?"

McCoy shook hisg head again. "His breathing's toe laboured forp
that, Jim. It's not a trance,"

"Wot aven a healing trance??

"No. Bepides, he needs a few saconds to praepare, and he
wouldn*t have had the time. Remember how gulckly we were knocked
out? 1t was almogt instantanceaoug, ™

"That's trueg.”

With startling abruptness a door that had been invigible until
then salld open. Four... cresturesn... entered.

They resembled nothing so much &8 a praying mantie; Beauly, the
diplomat, took an automatic step backwards. They were humanoild, in
that they were bilped and two-armed and stood reasonably erect; but
they had a secondary pair of rudimentary arms culminating in tiny
claws, which looked as 1f they might still be functional when the
creatures fed, Their heads were ingect-like, with two bulbous ayes
set at the sides, shori antannae, no noses and large mouths. They
had no obviocus sars. The actual shape of thelr bodies was difficult
to determine, as they wore lovus leng robes; but from the way they
moved it seemed possible that they had large abdomens protruding
behind - or below - whevre their legs doined thelr bodies. Their arms
ware connacted to theilr bodies at the front of theirp chests, and
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terminated in tentacle-like fingers.

As Kirk moved forward, his attention was drawn back to McCoy.
Tha surgeon was bending over Spock, his mouth covering the Vulcan's.

"Bonas?"

"He's past... making... the effort..." McCoy jerked out as he
worked, gasping out the words ag he drew another deep breath to force
into the Vulcan®s lungs.

Kirk whirled to the aliens. "Youlve got to let us get back to
our ahipt Our friemd is dyingi"

The allens sesmed to communicete with each other, although Kirk
heard nothing save a series of meaninglese clicks. Then one of them
moved forward, holding out a communicator. Kirk snatched it, then
nearly dropped it in his haste to open it.

"Kirk to Enterprise - four to beam up. Have a medical team
standing by."

They were caught in the familiar transporter field,

Once on board the Enterprise McCoy and the walting medical team
rushed 8pock off to Sickbay, leaving Beauly staring after the
whirlwind with an almest stupified expression until Kirk attracted
hie attention.

"I must admit,” the Ambassador sgslid thoughtfully, "that Dr.
McCoy'a reaction to My. Spock'’s condition has surprised me... and yet
it i3 wholly in keeping with what you - and Mr. Spock -~ told me.
Perhaps 1 was wrong after all.,.."

Kirk managed to smile. "“"Yaa, Ambassador, It doaes show -
gometimes." He glanced at the door, wanting to follow, knowing that
duty must come first. "You and T must now consider what to do about

thoge allens down there.,"

Beauly straightened almost defiantly. "T am a fully qualified
Ambassador," he told Kirk, unnecessarily. "It is my duty to return
and attempt to meke contact with them."

"1 fully agree, sir. Theilr readiness to let us go, after they
had captured us, seems to indicate that they started off by thinking
us natives; once they realised we weren't, they prabably wanted to
see what we'd do.'

The two men beamad back to the planet, taking a translator unit,
to materialise in the iittle room they'd laft so short a time
before. The insectlle sliens were walting, looking almost as if they
hadn't moved during the interval. OFf course, Kirk thought, patience
12 a virtue amongst carniverous insascts like the prawying mantis...

Kirk faced the alilens. "I thenk you for permitting us to remove
our friend, May I ask why you captured us? You must have known that

we were not nativesg.®

"We did not know.,." The translated language came over in a
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series of clicks, sounding very unusual; both men found they had to
listen hard in order to follow the alilien speasch. MiYour species all
look slike to uag.®

Well, that figured, Kirk thought; thess aliens all looked alike
to him, too.

"When we examined the small devices you carry, we soon raalised
that you must be representative of a more advanced culture. It took
ug pome time, however, to decide that you must be like us, travellers
from another world,"

"Do you know why the natives are so frightenad of strangers?"
Beauly ssaked.

Kirk's first thought, that that was a stupid question, quickly
faded a2 he reslised that the Ambesssador was right; the allens were
making no threats, had in fact treated them very sympathetically, It
seemad unlikely that they would behave so to one race while praeying
on anothey.

"Wa have been removing them from this Planet and taking them to
anothar world."

"What!" Beauly sounded horrvrified.
Y“We have a reagon. Come, we will show you,"

The two men followed their hosts to another room, where there
was & viegwscreen,. One of the aliens manipulated a control, and
plctures began to form on the scresn.

"Thisg is five years mgo, when wa first srrived."”

The piletures showed s mountain range. High, snow-covered hillg
stood out ¢learly against the BRy; tress climbed half-way up the
glopes, marching in serried ranks.

"Our sensing devices showed inatebllity in this ground. We
walted, and watched."

"Ingtability?" Kirk exclaimed. "Those mountalns look good for a
million yeaprsg!®

"Four years ago,” the insect sgald aevanly,

It was the same range of mountains, but now two of them waere
smoking and red lava was pouring fluldly from one of these, The
trees on its lower slopes were burning, the fire spreading rapldly on
wach slde of the stresm of lavas that was destroying them.

"Three yesrs ago.

It was again the same view; but now it was terribly changed.
Now, at least half the pesaks were showing signes of incilpilent
valeandgm, One of the new volcanocs was throwing out great lumps of
rock; very few trees ware left.

"I'wo years ago.?
It had to be the same scene, Kirk realisad. Had to be. But it

wag s0 altered as to be almost unrecognisable. The whole outline of
the mountaing waes different, ang every mountain there was breathing
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smokea, One wasg almosgt gonaj in ivte plecs was & volesnle cervater, tha
pitiful wreck of a once-proud glsnt. It must have exploded, Kirk
declided. He glanced at the aliens.

"The natives took fright when all this happened?" he surmised.

The insect manipulating the control turned its head in a
swivelling motion to the right. "Thim range of mountainse is in a
deserted vegion. There was noe-one living nearby to flee in alarm.
Thia ies only one of many such avess, For so many veolcanoces to appear
over such a small ares wo guickly, indlicates great instabillity. We
investigated, studiad the planet carefully, and realisad that it is
beginning te disintegrate. We gstimate that it will explode within a
few weeks. Theae are the only intelligent pecple we have found in
twenty years of travelling to the stars; we wanted to save them if we
could.,®

"So you beagan to carvy them aff?w

"Them and thelyr domestic animals. We take them to a planet of a
naerby system. The plane! resembles this one closely, and those we
took there filirst have settled down well., But it 1s becoming
increasingly difficult to catch them. The ones who are left do not
believe us when we try to tell them of the danger, and run from us.”

The two men looked at each other. Fear of inmsecta... of
allens...

"Perhaps we could help," Kirk suggested, "The natives might
listen to us - you say we resemble them sufficiently that you can't
tell us apart.?'

Beauly shook his head. "The crew of the Ulysses couldn't get
near them, remember, Captain? But..." he glanced at the alien, ...
have you ever thought of bringing back some of the ones you have
settled, and getting them to tell the others you mean no harm?"

The alien swivellied its insectile head again, "Do you think it
would be sffective?"

"Well, if they see some of their own people happy and contented,
they might be more inclined to iisten.™

"Where are you takling them?" Kirk asked.

The alien clicked what must have been a get of coordinates, but
it falled to translate. No referents, Kirk realised, Ch wall, fthey
could sort that one out From the ship.

"How long does 1t take??®

"Five of our days to get there," was the doleful reply. "Only
four of our shlpe are available to assist; our home worid is too far

away for ahy further help to resch us in time."

"I'll see if any of our ships are near enocugh to divert,®

Beauly remalned with the allens when Kirk beamed back to the
Enterprise. His filrat thought wae to contact Sickbay.

"MceCoy here.™
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YHow is he, Bonesg?¥

"Breathing." McCoy's volce was carefully controlled. "We've
run tests, but we can't come up with any cause, although
anti-histamine shots did help, and he seems to be throwing off the
effects all right. Don't ask me when he'll regain consciousness,
though, ™

Satisfied, Kirk went to the Bridge. While Chekov checked out
the nearby systems to discover which one was being used for the
resettlement, Kirk contacted Starfleet Command and arranged for the
nasrest Federation vessels to be diverted to help the evacuation.

With the assistance of several of the transplanted Acrons, the
remainder of the evacuation was successfully carried ocut by a mixed
fleet of Federation and alien vessels.

Beauly left with the insectile Jaaniks to provide liason between
them and the Federation, This wae a friendly species worth
cultivating, despilite the initial mistrust the insscts' appearance
engenderad.

"Il am pleased that the Ambassadcor declded not to recommend your
transfer, boctor," Spock told MeCoy some hours after they left the
asterold belt that Acron had become. "! would have... missed... the
entertainment that I derive from the illogical workings of your
mindg. "

McCoy grunted. "I knew I should have jumped at the chance,” he
said. "I might never geot ancother."”
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The planet called Thorsten had besen settled for nearly half a
century. The c¢olony on Thorsten was well established. Its economy
should have been flourishing. It shouvid have been expanding.

Iinstead, it had been [{irst stetic, then feiling, Ffor tvo or
three ysars; now it wes collapning.

Governor Masters was known to have rsached his level of
itnefficiency on Thorsten; he had been a satisfactory enough assistant
governor, but once he was 1in a situstion where he had nobody to pass
the buck to (should 1t prove necessary), he proved to be of an
Lrresolute nature, but he was not incompetent enough to be removed
from office. To be incompetent, B man has to do something, make some
decislions, ugsually wrong, and he did neither. He simply coasted
along, letting events take tThelr course, and for several years they
did so without any trouble,

Then the titanium mines began to show a growing drop in
production.

Since they had no valld reagon to deprive him of offilce,
Mastlters'® superiors in the Colonisstion OPflce kept pressuring him for
reasong for the lack of contdnuing expansion in the titanium mines,
in the hope that the constant harassment would encourasge him to
reslgn - especlally gince he was nearing retirement age.

Masters, to give him hils due, did make an attempt, as persistent
ag hie rathey essy-goling, vaeclillating nature would permit, to
discoever the reasgscon for the peoor production figures from the mines
that were the maln source of income for the planet, But incompetent
leadership does not encourage conscientiousness among his underlings
unless an ambitious one sees an opportunity to bring his face to the
attentlon of thoge in supreme power; and there was no opportunity for
that on Thorsten, =ince all reports to the Colonisation Office, and
from them to the Federation Council, went through the governor,
Masters' depsrtment heads had become lazy, giving only the appaarance
of brisk efficiency when he was around, knowing that their superior
lacked the drive to do anything positive about 1t 1if indeed he even
noticed thelr negligence.

And then Masters, who for so long had been too lrresclute even
to declde to remove himself from a position that he found unbearably
demanding, finally made a pomitive decision and took early retiral,
driven to it at last by the continuel pressure from his superiors.

The powers that be at the (olonispation OFffice breathed a
collective aidgh of relief and put their hesads together to gelect a
BUCCE3BOY. Thay discussed gualificatlions, this time looking for
someone who had proven experience in colony governorship rather than
an assiptant spplying for promotion.

Atter much thought, the declmion wam make to appoint Roald
Dorcas to the post.

Pasplte a well-deserved reputation for being able ta gt
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satipsfactory work out of a stone, Dorcas had always maintained & good
relationship with the men undey him, He went to Thorsten guite sure
that within a month the planet’'s problems would be at an end; he wasg
convinced that these problems were all the responslbility of the
previcus Governor, whose reputation - or lack of one - had become
well- known throughout diplomatic circles,

He was wrong.
Not only did his arrival fall to improve the sltuation; wilithin =a

vary short time he realised that matters were growlng rapidly worse.
besplte every incentive he vould offer, production of titanium

continued to drop. The miners claimed that they were rroducing
almost as much of the ore as they had ever dona - there wag
digsatisfaction over certain of the working conditions and a work to
rule in operation - but the welght of titanium leaving the mines was

steadlly diminishing.

Hig study of the figures led him to the unwelcome conclusion
that the miners were lying, although he could not understand why they
should. An lnsgpection of the mines showed that the veins of ore were
#tdll rich, Certainly the miners had had some genuine grievances,
none of them particularly major - Masters' vacillation and
unwliilingness to commit himself to any concession that he might have
to justify later were respongible for many of them - but Dorcas
gquickliy managed to resolve most of these and promiseed to look 1intao
the remainder. The work to rule was sugpended. It had made no
difference to the production figures.

Unllike Masters, Dorcas was not afraid to admit that a sltuation
had become 1lmpossiblae, Hls report to the Colonisatilion Qrflce ligted
everything that he had done in an attempt to resolve the problems ss
well as the few things that Mastgrs had managed to suggest, and
finished with a request that =an exparienced negotiator should be sent
to Thorsten in an attempt to discuss the situation wlth the miners’
leaders, for he was still reasonably sure that he had nothing more
than a lsbour dispute to blame for the trouble.

FPerhaps predlictably, the Colonisgation Office reportaed the lack
of progress on Thorsten Lo the Federation Council, which 1in turn
Grdered Starfleet Command to Do Somethiling About 1t.

Starfleet - also predictably - responded in its usual rashion,
by sending in a Starship.

dames T. Kirk scowled {lrritebly as Adwmiral Fitegerald's image
blanked wut, to be replaced by the ever changing shtartield. wWho did
Startleet think he was - S3herlock Holmes? This sltuation needed an
industrial negotilator, pomsibly even ane sikllled in Industrial
#splonage; the slitustion seemed to Kirk te bear ail the halitmarkys of
typlecal commercial sabotage.

vertainly 4t was difficult to think ot any group who would bhe
able to benefit from a feilled federation mining colony; berore a
private group was permitted to take overp any Federation—-funded
project 1t had to pay back all the money the Federation had spent in
developing that venture ag weli ag ghowing that it wap wealthy enough
to do something positive wlith Lt. Few industrial groups, no matter
how sneccegstful, possessed that sort of moneay.

What of ong of the member planets of the Federation? passed
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through Kirk's mind. He ghook hilg heed. The likelihood was
vanishingly small, for the fajlure ©f a Federation undertaking meant
losew to amBll member planats.

He rose abruptly and crossed to the sclence station, "Opinion,
Mr. Spock."™

The Vulcan sheook hims head. "The situation i1s unprecedented," he
sald guietly. “This 18 not a normal industrial dispute, that is
certain; the miners have made no ilmpossible demands, and while they
dlid have certain grievances these would now appear to have been
raectified. It is neot a strike nor, now, a work to rule; the miners
Bay they are working normslly, that the ore is belng produced,
Therefore the problem 1s one outslde the industry - desplte Governor
Dorces's suspicions.®™

Kirk nodded gloomily. "I tend to agree," he muttered. He
slghed. "Jupt what Starfleet Command expects us to do,.,."

Spock glanced at him, the falntest gleam of mischief in his
eyan. "It i3 your own fault, Captailn. You have never yet treailed to
repolve whatever problem Starfleet has assigned to you. 1f you do
not want to be asssigned these impossible mlissions you should
endeavour to fall cccasionally - ™

"And have them think I'm incompetent?" Kirk responded in kind,
his mood involuntarily lightenad by his friend's tessing even
although the Indignation in his voice was only half felgned.

The gleam 1in Bpock's eyve intensified. YThen 1t ia8 a matter ot
pride, Captain? You complain, but you are also proud tc be assigned
these 'Iimpossible misslong'en

"Dammit, Spock - 1" Kirk gave a reslgned shrug. "i{ puppose I
am, " he admitted ruefully. "Not for myself, though..."
"No, not for yourself," Spock sald softly. "it's far the

Enterprise, isn't 1it7 You're really quite proud that Starfleet
automatically thinks of the Enterprise when there ig a difficult tasgk
te be undertaken,"

"Yag. Yes, I am.”" He glanced round the bridge. "l'he best ship
- and the best crew - in the Flest.,™

Ag the Enterprise swung into orblt around Thorsten Kirk swung
the command chalr round to face Uhura.

"Contact the Governor, Lisesutenanit," he ordered.

There was a brief pause, then, "I have Governor Dorcanm, sip.”

*On the maln scraen,’™

The face that shimmered into view loocked tired, slthough Kirk
knew that Dorcas had only taken over his paosition a fow weeks

previously.

"James T. Kirk, commanding the Starship Enterprise, Governor, ™
he Iintroduced himsaslf,

"Captain Kirk. ¥You are most welcome.
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"I understand you’re having some problems, Governor."

"Yeg, Captain. If you would like to beam down we can discuss
them with the filgures in front of us."

"By all means, Governor." He glanced over at Spock. "You have
the co-ordinates, Sclence Officers®

"Yag, sir."

H= stood. "We'll be straight down, sir. Lt. Uhura, contact
Security and tell them that the landing party is to report to the
trangporter room immediately,. Mr. 8Sulu, you have the con. Mr,
Spock - " He headed for the door, the Vulcan at his heels.

The four security guards were already walting in the transporter
room when the Captaln and the Firest Offlicer walked in.

Security duties were normalily undertaken in rotaticen, but
because of the nature of the mission, Kirk had ignored the duty
roster on this occcasion, and selected four highly experienced men to
accompany him. Inexperienced men psometimes made the most elemantary
of mistakes; although they were well trained in both armed and
unarmed combat there were times that 1t seemed that the men and women
who speclalised in security were taught nothing el=se. It never
failed to horrify him when he discovered how little some of the now
crewmembers knew about possible dangers on alilen planets.

The group materialised in Dorcas' office. The Governor began to
move forward to greet them, but paused when he saw that his Vulcan
guest carried a tricorder which he was studying even as he shimmered
into existence.

As the guards scattered to doors and windows, Spock scanned the
roowm carefully with the tricorder, then nodded to Kirk, who was
already wiping swesat from his forehesad.

"It's cleayr, Captain.”

"Clear?" Dorcas asked, puzzled.

"We wished to ensure that there were no communications devices
surreptitiously embeddad in, or on, your furniture, " Spock explained.

"Oh. You mean bugs??h
"Yes, dovernor," Kirk agreed, smiling apologetically.

"I can see why, I think, but do You really bthink it was
nacessary? Who would want to bug my office?"

"Offhand T can't think or anyone, but you never know." tHa
indicated Spock. YMr., Bpock les my First Officer - also,
Ilncldentally, my Science Officer, I've diliscussed this situation with

him., We're agreed that it has te be caused by something more thanpn a
simple labour dippute - ¥

"Captain," Dorcas interrupted wryly, "labour dipputes are geldom
simple, but I am now forced to conour., The miners had some
legitimate grievances, but most of theso were easlily dealt with. Any
that are still ocutstanding sare belng negotlated. There 1is no reascon
for the miners to be disrupting the cutput of titanlum ore. Indeed,

they say they are working full time and producing a full gquote of
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ore.

T don't want to disbelieve them, but the production figuras
hava been diminishing steadily.” He indiceted s wallchart that
showed a steadlly dropping line. “Tha colony was almost
self-supporting when thisg started, Captain, even with Masters'
mlismansgemant. The earliest drop in income wesn't blg enocugh to
throw the colony into the raed, but as it continued... Another six
months like thig and we®ll be showing such a loss that wa'll be right
back to mquare one; Fifty yemnrs away from baeing sslf-supporting.”
Dorcas ran a dlstracted hand through his hair. "T'yve got a good
reputation, Captaln. 111 admit I don't want to lose that. But
thera's more than that; colonists who gsettle & new planet expsct to
have to work hard - 1t can be practically slave labour in the filrst
few years, depending on how much money has been invested in 1t in the
first place, and there was a lot Ilnvested here. I don't want to see
all the heard work of two generations of colonlsts thrown away; I
don't want to sBes the present generation condemhed to nothing but
consgtant hard work st 2 time when they hsave the right to be expecting
an improvement in their stendard of living, lncreased lelsure
time. .. That's ancother reason I don't want to disgbelieve the
miners. I can't see them being willing to lose a higher standard of
living. vyat I have no cholae but to disbelieve them.

"Thare have not been any demands by an outside body, or threats
to any personnel on the planet that I know of. Just this impossible
drop in output.®

Kirk grunted. Dorcas has his priorities right, he decided, as
he saidg,

vGovernor, the Klingons could ba responsilible for guite a
surprising amount of disvruptilon without even letting themselvesz be
B@ean., In their eyes, bankrupting & Federation colony could be a
legltimate move in the powsyr battle between us.,®

Hot B8 1t had bean inglde the office, it was even hotter cut of
doors - a2 sticky, humid heat thet all of them - even Spock, whose
home planet was dry -~ found enervating. Within seconds the Humans
were all gwesating profusely, and Spock, whose metabolism was geared
to presevrving body moisture, found himself wishing that he c¢ould
gweat ~ anything, even the loss of precilous body fluild, that would
relieve the distress of the unpleasant heat would be welcome.

boveas took them to the minesa, where the manager, Karl Unger,
showed them round. Tha men were all hard at work, and watching
them, Kirk decided that the Governor was correct; he did not want to
disbelleve thege man. From the way they wereae working, there was nho
reason for the drop-off In production. Their morals was not good,
which was hardly surprising under the circumstances, but they
responded to Unger's praise, his occasional Jjokse, in a manner that
showed that the mine manager was well lilked.

Yet when lUnger showed them the production figures, calculated
from th3 smount of orae taken from the grading sheds, these lndicated
clearly thaet productlion had fallen guite sharply.

Kirk sgeidid 1ittle untll they got back to Dorcas' office. There,
in the blessed rellef of a mere elghty degrees fahrenhelt, he gseid
slowly, "When was the last shipment eBsnt out?™
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"They go monthly. The last one was three weeks ago."
Kirk turned to the Vulcan,. Mr, Spock - 1'd like you to take
two of the guards and check out the storage araeas heare. Compare

what's there with the figures for the last three weeks that Mr. Unger
showed us. ™

"Yes, sir." Spock looked cover at the guards. "Tadden;
Ponnelly. Come with me."

The three men went out, and Kirk turned his attention back to
Dorcas' records.

He begsan to look cover the records, discussasing them with Dorcas.
They gave him a history of the colony that he found guite
fasclinating, and he was soon deep 1in a study of it. He eventually
ralsed his head from papers showing the first signs of the
incompetance of the unmisased Masters to the realigation that fully

two hours had passged and there was no sign of Spock's party coming
back.

Surprieed - checking the atorage areas should not have taken
half that time - but not yet worried, Kirk reached for his
communicator and flipped 1t open.

"Kirk to Spock. Spock? Come In, Spock."
There wag no reply except a faint crackle of static.

"Sirangeae," Kirk muttered. "Kirk to Tadden... Kirk to
Donnelly..."” His frown deepened when neilther replied.

He glancad over to where the two remaining guards were standing
by the window, gazing out and exchenging spasmodilic conversation.

They looked bored, and in all honesty he could not blame them 1f they
ware.

"Dixont Faglauprt™

The two men jumped, but recovered quickiy, turning with every
eppearance of alertness.

¥Six.™ Fasleur was a maen of few wordsg; Dixon answered for them
both.

"I can't get & reply from the rest of the landing party. We'd
better go to the storage shedg and see 1f they’re all right.
Governor, I'11l call on you again tomorrow; but Ffor the moment I must
check up on my men."

"Yag, of course, Captailn. If there's anything I can do..."

"if there's any trouble, I'11l take you up on that, but I imagine

there's a simple encugh explanation, though offhand I can't think of
ane, !

He nodded & farewell and led the twoe remaining guards from the
eoffice into the intolerahble heat of cutdoors. Even the clouds that

had begun to gather did not chill the air when they passed In frant
of the gun.
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They found the storage ares easily enough. it weaes
cluttered-looking, dirty and with & strangely hopeless appearance of
neglaect - but it was desenrted, To call these bulldings 'sheds' wag

not wholly accurate, for they ware gulte blg, but they were built of
wood and had a not-quite-permanent air - ms if whoever had buyllt them
in the first place had intended to replace them at the first
opportunity with something more durable but had never found the time
to do so,

The three men lcooked inte shed after shed, noting the depreassing
enptiness of mosat of them, but finding ne sign of the missing trio.

At last Kirk called & halt, He scowled round at the
unrespongive buildings as he flicked open his communicator.

"Kirk to Enterprise,®

YEinterprisea. Lt. Uhurs here." Her voice had a background
accompaniment of crackling.

"Lieutenant, has Mr. Spock calied 1in?"
"No, sip."

Kirk hadn't really expected an affirmative. "Ask Mr. Scott to
beam down a full search party - Mr, Spock and two of the guardsg are
missing. Initiate a2 sensor scan - "

"Scott here, sir," the Chilef Engineer's voice interrupted,.
"Sensors arena' working properly - " The signal faded completely for
a moment, replaced by a hiseing crackle, then strengthened, "This
planet has & heavier than usual megnetic fleld and it's disrupting
the signal.™

"Damn. All right, cancel that. But get a search party down.
There's only about an hour of daylight lerft, unfortunately, but I'd
like to make full use of 1t."

YAve, gir."

RKirk replaced the communicastor on his belt. Moments later, he
heard the hum of the transporter as the first group of gecurlty
guards materiaslised.

In the hour before it became too dark to see properly, the
Enterprise's security guards searched the area arcund the grading and
storage sheds as thoroughly as was possible without the help of
tricorders. There was too much static electricity in the alr; i1t
disrupted the tricorders as much as it had the communicator gignal,
and ags the sky darkensed the static interference worsened. Kirk could
feel - or thought he could feel -~ & tingling in his body that
corregponded to the crackling of tha electricity in the air.

finally, reluctently, Kirk gave up for the night. He called the
ship again.

"Landing party ready to beam up, Mpr. Scott.™
"I wouldn't - B¥+%18§&1! - disruption.®
"I didn't quite catch all that, Scotty."

T@REREXHT - working properly, Captain.®



B6
"Captain Kirk.'"

Kirk swung round. Intent on his attempted conversaestion with the
ghip, he had not hesard Doress' approach.

"I wouldn't recommend trying to get back to your ahip now,
Captailn. The magnetic interference isn't impossible for most of the
day, but it gets worse at night - there's a build up of electricity
during the heat of the day. It diagipates during the hours of
darkness. You'll be able to contact the Enterprise again in the
morning. Meanwhile, I cen provide quarters for you all. The huts
that were put up for the building workers are still used from time to
time so they're in good condiltion, and I've a spare room at my own
house where you can stay, Captain.®

Well, that explained why he had been able to communicate with
Dorecms when they arrived without the annoyance of statie crackling
disrupting half of what was being said.

"Thank you, Governor."” He was not happy about the slituation,
but reelised that 1t would be ungracious to complain. He was
beginning to dislike this planet, he reslised, as he wondered why, in
almost fifty years, nobody had thought to include information about
the nightly magnetic disruption of the atmoaphere in the recorded
data for Thorateaen. Probably because most of the centact and loading
of ore wags done esarly in the planet's day. Well, once he returned to
the Enterprise, he would personally see to it that the information
was entered in the data banks.

Kirk saw his men assigned to the currently empty workers'
dormitory Dorcas was offering them. It was at least clean; an air
conditioning system had been switched on, and the hut, while not
exactly cool, already had the worst heat off i1t and, according to the
dovernor, would scon vreach a tolerabls temparaturea. Kirk nodded
politely as Dorcas added, "Thers'll be a mesal ready soon in the mess
- " he indicated a door on the opposite silde of the corridor - "and
there's a common room along there. I think you'll be comfortable
enough. "

Kirk hung beck slightly a2 Dorcas turned tao the door, glancing
at Lt. Gulkin, the ranking member of the search party.

"If you have any problems let me kKnow vight away, " he murmured.
YAve, slir."
Kirk feollowed Dorcas out. In some ways he would have preferrad

to remain with his men, but he reslised that this would be the
perfaect oppertunity to talk over the situation with the Governor in
guaranteed privacy. Despite their failure to find any bugs in
Porcas' offlece, he had become quite suspicious of the security on
Thorgten.

The search was resumed at first light,

€

maeveral hours later a tricorder trace led a pair of sesarchers to
a pile of rubbish in a nerrow alley betwgen two of the sheds.

Tadden's body wes roughly buried amnong the smpty boxes and sacks
of anonymous, mixed waste. The back of his head was smasshed in.
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Lt. Cappeas resched for his communicatoyr,

"Cappas to Captain Kirk.™

"Kirk here.®™

"We'tve found Tadden, sir. He's dead."

"What about Lt. Donnelly and Mr. Spock?"

"No sign as yet, sir. We've only Just found Tadden. About to
resuma the search in this area. We're beside the storage sheds,
gir."

"1'11 be right there."

Kirk paused only long encugh to order all the search parties to
the storsage aresa and call MeCoy down.

Dr., McCoy bent over Tadden's body, scanner busy.

"Killed instantly,"™ he said wilith the professional impersonality
that he assumed at asuch times t0o cover his poprow at the waste of a
young lifea. "He's baen dead at least twenty four haours."

"any other injuries?" Kirk asked.

YNo," McCoy replied. "1 suspect that someone came up behind him
and killied him before he even realised the danger."

"In that case - " Kirk's voice was grim - "the cother two should
be around here to.?®

"We don't know that they were all killed," McCoy protested.

"1f whoever killed Tadden wasg goling to bother with prigoners,
why kill one of them with a blow from behind?" Kirk asked.

"Over here!™ Gulkin called harshly. Kirk moved instantly, McCoy
behind him by barely the second that 1t took him to rise.

bonnally lay at the other end of the pille of rubbish. His skull
hsed also been crushed by a heavy blow.

"He's the same?" Kirk asked unnecessarily as he bent over the
dead man,

McCoy nodded. "Yag., Killed instantly about twenty four hours
ago."

Kirk straightened asnd loocked round. The rest of the men had
resumed the search, but Gulkin was still standing looking down at
Ponnelly's body, the expression on his face showing with brutal
clarity the effort he was having to make to maintain his
8slf-caontrol.

"Lisutenant?" he asked.
He saw Gulkin’e adam's apple bob as the security lieutenant

swallowed before he looked up. "It's just... Dave Donnelly was a
good friand, sir. Even while we were still searching, I'd hoped..."
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"We'll get whoaver killed Donnelly, Lieutenant,” Kirk promised.
He glanced round again. The pile eof rubbieh was belng moved steadilly
to the other end of the alley as the search for the missing Vulcan
continued. '

Behind him he heard McCoy talking, then the hum of the
transporter. A moment later, McCoy Joined him.

"I've sent the bodies up to the ship,” he said. "1 don't think
there’s any naed for an autopsy. The cause of death ip self-
svident.” He fell asilent agein as he watched the rubbish being
shifted.

Even before it had all been moved, i1t was clear that Spock was
not hidden thera.

Kirk ordered the search extended again, not gure whether the
lLack of a Vulcan body was good news or bad. Then he turned and began
to make his way back towards the Governor's office. Dorcas should at
least be informed of this developmant,

A he went, he noticed that the area was strangely gulet,.
Surely there should be someone at work? Even though the mines weare
apparently working at less than half capacity, there should be some
ore to grade and then move to storage.

He rounded a corner, to see a group of four or five men
loitering in the roadway ahead of him. DPespite his belief that there
should be some work to do, there seemed to be no reason for thelr
Presence, and he felt uneasy, not liking the loock of them; there was
an air of watchfulness about them. Heo almost hesitated for s moment,
almost turned back, then changed his mind and strode onwards. There
was no reason to feel nervous; hadn't he just been thinking that
there must be some work for the non-mining men of the colony to do?
If they were not working, it must be because, 1n the present
uncertain economic climate of Thorsten, they were unemployed and
merely looking for some way to pass a few hours, and possibly
ragarded him with some hostility as =& representatlive of the
Federation which had so far failed to produce a solution to the
problems the planet was facing. They might have it in their minds to
rough bhim up a bit, but 1f they did try to start something, he was
confident that his tralning would snable him to defend himsgelsf
wlthout any great effort.

He watched them surreptitliously as he walked briskly towards
them, alert for any hostile move,.

He hed almost reached them when something heavy landed on his
head, and he c¢ollapsed.

Kirk regained conaciocusness to the awarenessg of a throbbing
headache. He opened reluctant eyes, and closed them again hurriedly
as the dim electric light hurt them. He lay for some moments, hoping
that the throbbing in his head would aase, but 1t remained
cbetinately severs, preventing him from thinking clearly.

At last he opened his eyves again, very cautiocusly, and glanced
round the small, filthy and - he nhow raalised - really very dimly 1it
room, meving his head carefully to avoid aggravating the achea.

He rorgot about it, however, when he saw the man who wasg sitting
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baslde hilm, apparantly guarding him. He pushed himseld upright,
grinning foollshly.

"Spocokt ™

His First Officer loocked blankly, unvecognisingly, at him. It
way quite clear that the nams meant nothing to him.

When Spock, with Tadden and Donnelly, lefit Kirk they headed
straight for the storage aresa, They soon left the mine offices and
entered an area which bore 2 slum~like appearance, unlikely though
that seemed in a colony as recent z2 this one. It zeemed more like
part of an ancient clty, hundreds of years old, dscrepit and
desperate for renovation.

The place had an unsavoury atmosphere and sven Spock glanced
round uneaslly as they made their cauticus way through increapingly
litter-strewn straets,; past the grading sheds to the ones where the
graded ore was stored.

Ag he looked round, it seemed to the Vulecan that the area had
been designed for maximum Ilnconveniencs. The sheds were an awkward
slze, too big to be totally efflcient yet, at the same time, not big
ancugh; fully stocked, esch would hold too muych for one freighter but
net encugh for two. The streets between them were too narrow for
sarfety, too; should fire break out in one of the shads the streets
would be ugeless as flrebreaks, The entire area would go up like
tinder.

He knew thsat the ore was taken to be graded, then to ztore, in
wheeled transport; he would have thought that the streets were too
narrow for any wheeled vehlcle to negotiets saslly. Caertainly 1t
would be impossible for two such vehicles to pass.

Speck led the way round & cornsr, and stopped.

A truck, long but narrow, was drawn up at the sntrance of one of
the sheds; several men were busy, loading it with what had to be soma
of the mesgre stock of ovre that was in storage. Although they had
been told that one was not expected for other week, a freilighter must
have arrived unexpectadly.

And yet... He had just left Dorcas, and 1f anyone was told that
8 freighter had avrived, 1t should have been Dorcas. These men had
obvicusly been working for some time. In addition there was
something about them - a furtive guality that attracted Spock's
attention. It was almoest as 1f what they were doing was not
official.

"What are they doing, sir?" Tadden asked softly. "Nohody msald

anything asbout ore beilng moved.”

"1l know, Lieutenant. I belisve that we should check this with
Mr. Dorcas.®

He had his communicator half out when they were jumped from
babhind. Three lron bars were brought down almost simultanecusly.
The twoe Humsans collapsed, both killed instently; Spock glumped to the
ground, unconsgolous.

One cof the attackers growled, "Good work, Mason, Drem," as he
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bant to examine the three bodies.

"These two are finished -~ shove them somewhere out of the way
where they won't bea found too guickly. Bring the Vulcan along - he
gould be a useful hostage." He stralghtened. "Looks like ocur time
here hss about run out. That bastard Dorcas was bad encugh, noseying
in where he wasn't wanted, but now that he's called Starfleet in...
8till, we've done pretty well; this goose has been pretty well
rlucked for the moment, It's sbout time to move on. Wa'll get as
much away as we can while the boys in red are running round loocking
for their pals then 1f we have any trouble getting away ourseaelves we
can use bupter here as a lever.®

"Why not just kill him now, Bosg?" the man called Mason asked
tineasily. "VYulcans have good memories; he'll remember our faces - "

"Mason, a dead hostage ig a useless hostage. We need to keep
him alive until we get away. After that... Well, I never sald we
were going to let him go after we get off planet, did 12"

When the Vulcan regained consclousness and siruggled into a
sitting poslition it was to find himself in & gloomy, dirty room with
three masked, armed men glaring at him. He blinked at them,
asonfused.

"Your name?" one of them snapped.

"I..." He shook hils head, puzzled. "I don't remember."

"What is Dorcas planning?™ There waszs impatience in the rough
volce.

Spock considered the gquestion. "I don't know what you're

talking about," he seaid at last. "Who's Dorcas?"

"I knew 1t was a waste of time bringing him here," muttered one

of the other two. "Kill him now.?®
"No, " The first spesaker held up hils hand. "Vulcang do not lie,
even when 1t would be to their advantage to do mo." He turned his

attention back to Spock. Reaching out, he twisted Spock's head round
to face the light, not bothering to be gentle; he peerad into Spock's

ayes. "Can you remember anything?" he asked, a calculating note in
his voilce.

Spock looked at him. "No," he sald at last. "Who am 1?9 And...

who are you?" Even lacking his memory, instinct told him that he did
not know these men.

The man glanced at the other two. "He's lost his memory.' He
stated the obvious with & gloating satisfaction. "That could be...

Vary... ugeful.” He thought for & minute, then addressed Spock
agaln,

"Your name 18 Vulcan,”™ he said. "Now listen; you were attacked
by a government asgent, for no resson except cruelty. The government
of this colony is corrupt, and we're trying to do somelthing about
it. You c¢ould help usg. WL1ll you help us? We found you lying
uncongeious where you had been left by your attacker. We brought you
here to tend your hurts. In return, will you help ug to destroy this
evlil government and put a new one into power?h"
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Spock continued to look at him; his worde were oddly at variance
with his facial expression and even the tone of his voilce; somewhere
deep in the Vulcan's mind a guestion tried to formulate itself, but
his head ached too much; thinking wasg so much of an effort that it
was eagler not ta think.

He could oniy take the words at thelr face value. There was,
eftaer all, no logilic in lying.

"Yaup," he =said. He hesitated. "What will I call youv?®

"My neme 1s... Ons. That 1i8... Twoj and this other friend is
Three." The Vulcan would never be able to tell the three of them
apart anyway ag long as they kept thelr masks on. (In fact, he
could, for thelr heights were different.) "Raept now. We'll bring in
some food shortly.”

He went out, followed by hie two men, leaving Spock alone.

"Are you $ure® this 1o safe?" asked Mason, the man designated as
Two .,

"Of course it 1ie!"™ laughed Cne. "Wa've got him convinced
already. Think of it - Vulcans are very strong. With a tamed one to
help us losad up we'll get double the stuff away in the time we have
left. The idiots from Starfleet will be too busy locking for their
migsing pals to bether about the missing ore - we'll just have to
make sure we take ore on its way from the mines rather than after
1t's graded. It's a pity, because we'll get a proportion of
low-grade ore among it. Still, even low-grade titenium ore is fairly
valuable, and we'll probably be able to sell it to some hick planet
that doesn't Know the dilifference till they start to work it."m

"And what 1f the Vulcan regsalns hisg memory?" Mason insisted.

"Mason, Mou're a worrier,” the third man said.

"fToo right, I ami"™ Mascn admitted. "It's kept me alive, too,
Prem, and out of a rehasbilitation centre. I'm happy wlith myaelf the
way 1 am, I don't want any shrink poking around inside my skull

telling me what a bad boy I am and how I'1l need to change my ways."

"I don't think there's much risk, and I do think it's worth what
risk there 1=," One sald declisivaely. "Remember - while they're

looking for him in the last place he was known to be, they won't be
looking for us.?”

What SBpock had chanced upon wag the theft of titanium ore.

With the srrival of Governor Dorcas, the man who had introduced
himself to Spock as One had quilckly realised that their days of
carefree larceny on Thorsten were numbered.

He was not particulasvly upset, Despilite the impresaion that he
had carefully given his men, he had been aware for some months that
it was only a matter of time before the insfficlent Masters was
replaced by someone wlth more drive; indeed, if anything he was
surprlsed that the replacement had not arrived earlier.

dread, however, had persuaded him to continue gathering the
titanium ore for as long as popsible and even to extend the range of
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his asctivities. Where they had originally done nothing but rald the
stocks of ore at the grading sheds, Iin the last two or threa weeks he
had taken advantage of the total lack of morale in the colony to

remove much of the ore that had gone into storage to awalt transport,

The interruption they had received when Spock and hils men hadg
appeared had caused ths gang to retreat with their truck not quite
half full. One was determined to make up that half truckful and - if
rossible - collect still anotheyr truckful of ore.

The next day saw the gang idoining the ore trucks being loaded at
the mines, guietly adding their truck to the line of vehicles being
loaded,

"This is the source of the government's power," One told Spock.
"They have a monopoly, and sell 1t at an inflated price. We plan to
Ball it at a proper price and use the moneay to help undermine the
tyrantg."

Spock accepted what he was told. The half thought that had
begun to formulate had gone, apparently beyond recall. He found it
easglest to accept what he was told,

He spent most of the day helping to load ore into a truck, and
whaen 1t was full and driven away helping to losd another, only half
aware that he was working harder than any of the other men, He was
very tired when at last the work was finighed and he was taken back
to the dingy little room that was, apparentliy, home. He was only
half aware of the scund of the doop being locked.

His head still ached, and when he lay deown on the heap of sacksg
that was the only pogsible bed, he discovered that there was a
painful place on the back of it. The aching made it difficult to
concentrate, and he felt quite i111.

He could remember very little, even of what he had been doing
during the day. One half memory did remain; he thought he remembered
One saying that they would tend his hurts, but no-one had done so.
And at the back of his mind was a strangely empty feeling, as 1f
something that should be there wag missing - but he had no idea as to
what it could pogsibly be.

Ag it happened, Spock was given vaery little time to rest.
Barely fifteen minutes had papsed when he heard the grating sound aof
the key turning and the door opened agaein to admit Cne, closely
followed by Three, who was carrying an unconscious man slung over one
ghoulder, SBpock scrambled to his feet; Three strode over to the
sacking bed and dropped his burden ungently onto it.

"Special job for you, Yulcan," One sald, a note in hig voice
speskling of pome emotion that Bpock was completely unable to
identify. "This 18 & government gpy we've Just captured, He has to
be guarded. He's unconscious just now, hut even when he comes round
he shouldn't give you any trouble, If by any chance he does... kill
him, ™

"Ki11%" Something in the empty mind rejected the order.
"Remamber that government men tried to kill you. Remember that

the government is composed of corrupt men. We'd like him alive for
the moment te get informaticon of the government's plans out of him,
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but 1t's not vital; you'll be doing the country & service if ¥ou do
kill him. ¥

One and Threea left, and Spock hesrd the lock grating as the keay
was turned agaln, securing the door. This time it registered.

Why are bthewy locking mse 4in? he wondered, dimly but without any
real interest, as he sank back onto the sacking bed. He looked down
at the unconscilious maen wlthout recognition, but somehow liking the
look of the prisoner. He would not want to kill this man.

With a mental effort that ieft him shaking, Spock decided that
the man did not look like the representative of anything corrupt.
And... he also had hurt his head. It gave 8pock a strange sympathy
for the prisoner as he reached ocut and touched the cut on the
uncongelious man's head very gently, remembering the still untreated
injury on the back of his own head. Was this what his head injury
looked like? An open cut, with the brownish-red of dried blood
surrounding 1t?

Then the captive's eyes cpened, and shut again quickly. Spock
found himself sympathising. The prisoner alec must have an aching
head from the blow thet caused that cut,

After a few moments, the man's eyes opened again, slowly and
carefully, He icoked round.

"Speock!'" he sald,

But the sound meant nothing to the Vulcan.

Kirk looked thoughtfully at his Firat Officer. Thig, then, was
the answer to one guestion; something had happened to make Spock
Torget who and what he was. But what? For a moment he wished McCoy
was there; then, remembering the possible danger of his peogition, he
was glad that the doctor was safe.

"Spoek," he said mgaln, his voice gentle, gaothing, "Don't you
remember me at all? Jim Kirk - your Captaeiln. Your friend."

He began to sit up, to be stopped by the more than usually
impersonal note in the other's voice am he gaid, "You will remain
gtill, tyrant, or - %

"Tyrant?'" Kirk exclaimed, surprise making him Bpeak louder than
he had intended, and winced es his own volece made his aching head
pound. He noticed the Vulcan's eyes cloging momentarilly as an
Involuntary spasm of pain flickered across his face.

Pgin? What on earth had heppened to Spock that he would show
pain so openly?

But Spock was looking at him once again with that cold, almost
threatening, expression that forbade liberties; a hostlle stranger.

Fighting the throbbing in his head, Kirk began to spesk, He
spoke of the past; of the years that they bad been together. He
Bpoke ©of the dangers they had faced gilde by slde, of work they had
done together. Spock listened, his face still expressionless, never
taking his eyes off Kilrk's fave,
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No memories stirred in the injured mind... but the veice was
kind and gentle -~ so much more pleasant to hear than the rough, harsh
volices of One and his men. He felt that he wanted to trust this
man... but government men had injured him, and this was a government
man. . . If only he could think!

Kirk's volice eventually faltered to a stop, This waeg getting
him nowhere,.

He closed his eyes again in a futile attempt to ease the
pounding in his head while he wondered what @lse he could do to reach
his friend. At last, without opening his eyes, he salid, "Spock, what
are you trying to accomplish here? You and these otherg?n

"We seek..." Spock hesitated as he fought to remember the lies
OCne had fed to him. "We seek the downfall of a corrupt govevnment,"
he managed at last. Kirk's eyes opened abruptly at that. PIlits

supporters are wicked men who must be stopped before everyone is
destroyed. "

"It's the men you're with who are wlcked," Kirk protested. "The
government is deoing the best it can for everyone in spite of the
selfish actions of these men here."

"You insult my friends, tyrant." The words came automatically,
but to Kirk's ears Spock's voice somehow lacked convietion.

"Ars® thay your friends?" Kirk asked, speaking more gentliy.
"What are you getting out of all this? Anything? What are they
giving you for your efforts? What wlill your reward be? Have they
ever saidew

Spock frowned. "I want nothing," he smaid. "It is enough for
right to defeat tyranny."

"Can you be sure that right will dereat tyranny?" Kirk asked,
"Do you - o&N you - trust them all? How much do you knaow about them,
Spock? How well do you remember them?" '

S8pock looked purzzled. "I..." He hesitated for a long timse. At
last, he said slowly, "I know nothing about them. But they have been
good to me; they brought me here to tend the hurts that a government
egent gave to me, and they have sheltered me, .."

"Can you remember that a government agent hurt yous?"
A long pause. Y"Na. But why should they lie to me? an enamy

must have hurt me, and only friends would help me. That is...
logical. "

"Yes, that would seem to be logical," Kirk agreed. "But Spock,
Humans are often not particularly logical. Hlumans are among the
galaxy's greatest opportunists. Suppose they hurt you thempelvesg -

and when you they discavered that you couldn't remember, pretended
that it was someons else who hurt you, in order to gain your
confildence. You're very strong, Spock. Have they ussad your
gtrengthe"

Slowly, Spock nodded.

"Asked you to do more ithan your share of work, and you still
recovering from an injury?"
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Spock nodded again.
"Would frilenda ask that of you%" Kirk's voice wae very gentle.

There was another long silence while Spock struggled to make his
rebellious brain conslder the guestion.

"No," he said at last.
"I wouldn't ask it of you," Kirk said softly.

Spock tried to consider Kirk's statement, confused by the
confiliceting 'facts' he had been given since he regained consciousness
to a world in which there was no past.

At last, remembering the long monologue of we went... we did...
that the captive has given him, hse agked, "Who are you?"

"Before you were hurt, you knew me well. I'm Jim Kirk. You are
one of my closest friends, Spock - indeed, You are my clogest
friend. And as your friend, I think that You have not recovered from
being hurt, You should be lying down, resting."

He reached over to put a gentie hand on Spock's arm, The VYulcan
stiffened suspiciocusly, and Kirk remained very still. Spock relaxed
slightly.

The Human was irresistably reminded of a dog he had once owned,
when he was still a boy. It had been a stray, and very nervous; i1t
had taken a great deal of convinceing thet nobody would hurt it. But,
ita confidence once gained, it had been so friendly...

He waited, ignoring the throbbing beat inside his head, until
Spock was completely relaxed once more.

"Spock," he sald as gently as he could, "will you let me - your
friend - look at your injury?"

He walted, hardly daring to breathe. He could tell that he hag
made Spock start thinking, hsad made him a little suspiciocus of the
maen who haeld them. He sensed that Spock wanted to trust him, yet was
Bo convinced by the lles he had been told that he was afraid to trust
his own instincts.

After a moment, he smiled at the Vulcan, allowing the very real
affection he felt to show clearly.

Spock continued to hesitate for what seemed an age, then he
grasped Kirk's right hend and heid it firmliy.

"You may look." Ha turned hig head.

With his left hand, Kirk carefully moved aside the blood-matted
hair, struggling to focus with ayas that he now realised were
persisting in trying to see double.

The wound looked naesty, swollen and inflamed. Kirk felt round
it carefully with gentie fingers, He was very aware that the limited
treining in first aldg given te all Starflewet personnel wag completely
inadeguate t¢o permit him to do anythlng useful for thig injury.

"Bonea should see this," he sald. "It needs skilled attention.
It must be very painfuil?" His tone made it a question.
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"Yes," Spock admitted. "And my hesad aches."

Kirk nodded slightly, although Spock couldn't see the gesture,
and, slightly clumslly because he was using only his left hand,
pressed the sides of the wound more firmly. A fair amocunt of
unpleasantliy-coloured pus oorzed from the cut, and Spock drew in his
breath with a2 gasp of pain.

"Sorry," Kirk said. 1t was obviocus now that Spock had forgotten
even pain control along with everything else. "Is there any water?"

Spock had not thought about water since his capture. Evean
injured, his desert-born metabolism required very little liquid. "
don't think so."

Btartled, Kirk asked, "Didn't they give you anything to drink?e"
"NO-"
Sugpicion flared. "What have you had to eat?n

Spock had not thought about eating either - the food promised
him the day before had not appeared - but even without memory,
instinet had controlled him. The body of a Vulcan who was sick or
injured normally rejected food until he had had the cpportunity to
initiate a healing trance. "I have not been hungry."

"That isn't an answer, Spoack. Have they given you any foode"
"NO."

Kirk'a lips sBet in an angry line. He Kept the anger from his
volce however as he said, "I cantt really do anything to clean this
cut up without water." He pressed the swollen sides of the gash
again, and more pus ocozed from 1it.

"Let my hand go, Spock, I need to tear my shirt to get some
¢loth to mop this up.v

Spock hesitated for a moment, then obeayed, Kirk began to worry
at the hem of his shirt, mentally swearing at the obatinacy of the
matarinl as 1t refused to tear. His shirts usually tore far too
easlly, according to Stores.

And then he heard the familiar hum of the transporter.

Ag they materilialised on the transporter pad, still 1in a gsltting

position, Spock swung round. "Where are we?" Then he registered the
presence of two phagser-armed securlty guards as well as two other
men. Anger on hig face, he reached out for Kirk's neck. "Where. ..?
Traitor! You tricked me nicely, tyrant, with your false words of
friendship. But you won’t fool me againt”

Kirk grabbed at hisg arms, desperately holding him off, grateful
- in splte of his concern for his friend - that Spock seemed to have
been slightly weakened by his injury. McCoy leaped forward, waving
the pecurity men back. A hypo hissed; Spock swayed and fell forward
against Kirk, who broke hisg tall, steadying him with gentle hands.

"What caused thaty" McCoy askad. "Oh, my Godti® He groped for
his scamnner and checked the Vilcan's head injury.



97

"He smeems to have lost his memory," Kirk expliained.

MceCoy grunted and glanced towsrdse the control console. "Secotty,
call sickbay for a medical trolley." He looked back at Kirk. "What
about you, Jim?"

"It1l do. Just glve me something for a headsache, and -~ "

"Liayr," McCoy commented without heat. "If you have a headache,
you won't 'do'. Just how did you gt your hesdache, anyway? To say

nothing of that gash." He turned the scenner onto Kirk.

"Wall..." Kirk hassitated, unwilling to let anyone know how
easily he had been caught.

"Someone clouted you over the heoad, rightev

“T... I think so."

"I think s0," McCoy growled as he checked the reading. "iim,
you don't get concussion by accident, You only get concussion
courtesy of a blow on the hesd -~ W

"Which oQuld have been an accident," Kirk offered in a very
small volce, well awsre that the doctor couldn't be fooled. "y

didn't mee anyone.®

"Don't try playing word games, Jim," McCoy saild. "Tadden and
DPonnelly are dead because someone clouted them over the head with
more force than wasg needed just to knock them ocut. You could have

been lying there dead too and then we'd be reporting in for s new
Captain."

"Yeg, [ know," Kirk said gquietly. "Sorry, Bones - I was just...
Just., .. !

"Jim, the only way to keep me from worrying asbout you 1s to make
sure that I've nothing to worry about," McCoy said bluntly.

Kirk looked at him, hesitated, then said, "How did you f£ind ua?"

"it's planet morning, not gquite dawn. The magnetlc interference
is at ite lowest." He glanced over at the Chilef Engineer, "Scotty
tried looking for Vulcan readings - got 'em without too much bother,
too. So we just beamed Spock up along with the Human who was with
him. We had expected 1t to be one of the people who were rasponsible
for hig disappearance; 1t was shesr good luck that it happenad to be
you."

The door aswished open and sn orderly hurried in, pushing a
trolley. MeCoy helped him to 1ift Spock onto it.

"Right, Abrams. I'11 be right behind you."

"Yes, Doctor." aAbrame left as gquickly as was consistant with
giving the patient a swmooth ride.

"You, too, Captaln."” MeCoy offered Kirk his arm. "I'1l1l spare
you the indignity of a ride, but you need time in sickbay. "

"Bones, we've got to let Dorcasg know -~

"I'11 see to that once you'we in bed,” McCoy told him firmly.
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"You can £111 me in as we go.?

"Not that I do know much," Kirk sald ruefully as McCoy steered
him towards the door. He called back, "Well done, Scotty," as the
door cpened, continuing as 1t swished shut behind them. "Ap far as I
can make out, onca the men who captured Spock discovered that he had
lost his memory, they spun him a tale about a corrupt governnment,
that they'd rescued him when he wasg hurt. I'd just begun to convince
him that they were no friends of his and that he could trust me when
you beamed us out.” He shrugged. "Now he geems to think I've...
wall, kidnapped him, wouldn't you may?” He shrugged. "At the same
time, I don't fault Scotty for beaming urp out, Spock's rather
desperately in need of medical sttention.®

"So 1is Captailn James T. Kirk," McCoy told him bluntly.

"Just close the cut and give me something for the headache,
Bones - v

"Uh~uh. No way. You don't fool with concussion, Jim.?"

They turned into sickbay and MeCoy gestured Kirk onto the
examination table. With a resigned sigh, Kirk took his place on 1t.
MeCoy checked the cut with gentle hands, and Kirk winced.

"2till say 1t'11l do?" McCoy growled. Without walting for an
angwer, he closed thae cut.

"Spock's worse hurt than I am,”" Kirk protested with a worried
glance at the bed where Abrams, helped by Nurse Chapel, was settling
Spock,

"Don't try to sidetrack me," McCoy growled. iy I attend to you
first while Chapel's getting Spock into bed and cleaned up a bit
that'll get you out of the way; then I'l1l be free to concentrate on
trying to re-wire the circuits that that Vulcan computer calls a
brain. Now - how bad is your headache?"

Kirk hesitated, then settled for the truth. "Pretty bad.™

"I wouldn't have belleved you if you'd sald anhything elze,"
MeCoy commented drily.

"Give me something for 1it2" Kirk asked. "Pleage?™"
"Sorry, Jim. I can't glve you any medication; not with
concussion. You should know that,"™

Kirk mmde a face, but he did know that McCoy was right. The
doctor watched as the Captaein, vrealising that he was not going to
fool his friend about his condition, closed his eyes. McCoy nedded
to himself, Beelng in Kirk's behaviour a clear indication of how bad
he really felt. He couldn't let Kirk sleep properly - but he gould
let him snateh a brlef nap.

He stood looking down at Kirk for s moment longer before he
turned to the bed where Spock was lying. Hearing the sound of
MeCoy's faet moving away, Kirk opened his eves and watched him,
allowing himself to relsx now that MceCoy was attending to Spock. His
only real worry now was hig First Officer’'s memory - or rather, iack
of one. If the Vulcaen did not regain his memory, his career in
Btarfleet was finlshed... but st least he was alive.
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That'a... something, he reflected as his face twisted 1in grier.
i1f Spock never regained his memory, Kirk would miss him, and miss him
badly, both perscnally and profesgsionally. But at least he would
know that Spock was alive.

Without realising 1it, he drifted inte sleep.

He was wakened about half an hour later. He looked up, seelng

MeCoy's fece peering down at him, end closed his eyes again. it
seemed that he was no sooner asleep than he was wakened again... and
again... and again,

Finally, he woke more fully, to the realisation that the
pounding in his head was fractionally less. He tried to sit up,
realising that he should beam down to see Dorcas. The moment he
moved, however, MeCoy, who was atudying his readings, pounced.

"And where do you think you're golng?" he demanded,.

"I forgot - I have to report to Dorcag - ©

"Not in person you don't," MeCoy told him. "Not tonight. Come
to that, you can't report to him at all yet, "

"What do you mean??
"Forgotten the evening loss of communicationg®
"Eveningso"

"You've catnapped all day, Jim. Communications are at their
worgt right now."

"Oh." He glanced across to the other bed. "Ipocke"

"He's come round, but he's hostile. I've had to use security
regtraintsg, It hasn't helped gncourage him to trust usg.”

"No, I muppose it hasn't. Is he consciocus now?"

McCoy shook his hesd. "l sedated him an hour or so ago, Not

that he was vioclent op anything like that, but he wag obviously
agltated and he needs to rest."

"His head injury?"

"There's no fracture, for what that's worth, and we've got the
cut cleaned up. There was & slight infection, but that's dealt with
too, There's no obvious pressure on the brain te cause the amnesia,
BO... dammit, Jim, there's nothing else 1 can dolt"

"Has he paid mucho?

"Nothing that made sense. Just rambled on about corrupt
governments having to be stopped. What you said he'd been told."

*Mm. I thought I'd got through to him, persuaded him that the

men who told him that weren't to be trusted; obviously I didn't." He
fell silent again, glad that his mind seemed to be working again - at
at least £f1fty percent aefficiency. "When you beamed us up, Scotty

didn't think to send a security detachment to where wa'd been found?®
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"Yep, he did, az 1t happens. When you dldn't give any orders
about it, even he guessed you wsre in a worse state than you were
admitting and that 1t wam up tc him to do gomething. It was just an
empty bullding, a few smcraps of furniture in one or two of the rooms
and no sign that anyone was making 1t any sort of base.?

"rigures. Keap the priscners away from theilir reei base,
somaeplace that could bsg abendonsad at a moment's notice. Pid he tell
bPorcas we'd been found??v

"I think so - you did may something about letting Dorcas know
before 1 got you off to silickbay.™

"Yes, I remember. Bones, how long was I missging?"

"Rapt part of a day mnd a half.”

Kirk thought about that for a moment. I must have been
unconsgclous for quite a while," ha admitted. "The room we were i1n
didn't have any windows - at least, they'd been boarded over - and we

were in artificial light, But I'd have sald -~ guesgssed - that I was
only there for two or three houra.¥

He yawned, already bored with hie scjourn in sickbay. "Any
¢chance of releasing me to my gquartara?"

"NO R "
"Flease, Bones - I'11 behave, I promise - o

“Jim, I've heard that before. You go off with perfectly good
intentions, but someone sees you going into your cabin, the grapevine
gets to work, and half an hour later you're being contacted because
there's soma sort of emergency. And because it's an emergency, you
forget you're off duty, forget you've promised to take things eaB)y,
and you're diving straight in to whatever crisis has developed.
Righte

"Well..." Honesty wouldn’t let Kirk deny the charge, slightly
exaggerated though 1t was.

McCoy grinned at him, "Try to get msome sleep. Proper sleep
this time. "

"More sleep?" Kirk esked, a note of disbelief in his voice.

"The more you sleep the quicker you'll get better," McCoy told
him, then turned and moved back to Spock,. He studied the readings on
the diagnostic panel thoughtfully, before continuing, "On the other
hand, I don't Bee any reason why Spock can't be moved to his
Quarters, a8 long we we leave gomeone with him, Chris Chapel, I
think - he won't have any resson to distrust & woman, The familiar
surroundings might do something for his memory."

"But he was belted over ithe head too!"™ Kirk protested. "He's
loet his memory! Surely he needs to be kept monitoreds"”

"Christine can do that with & medical tricorder. The blggest
Problem wae the lack of immediste attention. That made the head
injury seem worse than 1t actually is."

Kirk looked unconvinced, but McCoy ignored him. He punched his
intercom. "Abrame! Chapel!l
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The orderliy hurried in. "Yes, Dogtor?" he was asking as Chapel
followed him through the door,

"I want a trolley. We're taking Mr. Spock to hig own cabin.®

Abrams hurried cut again. "Nurse, get a8 medical tricorder; keep him
monlitored. I1'11 send in & relief in a couple of hours."
"Yes, Doctor," she sald as Abrams wheeled in a med trolley.

McCoy helped Abrams to 1ift Spock onto the trelley while she
collected a tricorder; then she followsd Abrams out.

McCoy pasused, looklng down at Kirk. "Going to sleep, or do you
want a sedatlive?®

"I'1ll sleep, I'll sleepi”™ Kirk assured him, closing hia eyves,
He gave the Captaln one last susplcious glare, and left hastily, half
running to catch up wlth Chapel and Abrams.

Kirk waited until he heard the doors swish shut, and opened hig
eyes agaln, wishing that it was possible to read his own dlagnostic
Fanel accurately from a sitting position, or even lying with hie head
to the foot of the bed.

How does Bones think I can poasibly sleep with all Ehis going
on? he thought drritably.

It seemed quite clear that the difficulties on Thorsiten were the
resull of a deliberate campalgn; but just what was the motive? Was
it in fact political, aw Spock had been told, or had the criminalis
merely pilcked on a 'reason' that they guessed the logical Vulcan
would accept without question?

No; 4t could hardly be political. No demands of any sort had

been meade. Pollitical agltators were usually very vocal about the
'improvements' they wanted. Usually all that that meant was 'I - or
my leader - should be the boss rather than you',

The miners said that production was still as high as 1t had ever
been; the amount of ore in sitorage was low.

o ~ spomeone must be stealing ore. How they managed to steal 1t
wlthout having been notlced was one mystery. How they got 1t off
planet was another, for he would have expected an unauthorised ship
to be detected.

bid that mean - ooutld that mean - that the leader of the thieves
was an official here? Someone who ctould suppress a raport, ..

Who in the Governor'’s office might that be? He acguitted
Masters and Dorcas, 1f only because the theftsg gpanned the terms in
offlce of both men. It might be possible to clear some of them the
Governor's heads of department for the same reason, but it still left
several of them as suspect.

His eyes felt tired, and he closed them. Almest at once he fell
agleep.

McCoy returned s few minutes laeter. He strode 1n, saying
cheerfully, "Well, that’s got Spoeck - "

He broke oft as he realised that Kirk was asleep. He moved
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quietly to his desk, and sat, starting to bring his notes up to date.

Time passed. McCoy finished updating his notes and began to
read through his latest medical journal. After a while he left his
desk, moved to check Kirk's readings, and, patisfied, returned to his
seat again. He immersed himself once more in a report on now
vaccines.

The intercom bleeped, and he flilicked i1t open.

""McCoy here.™

"Kyle, docter.'" He sounded slightly groggy. "My, Spock beamed
down a few minutes ago - and he took Nurse Chapel with him. He
knocked me out when 1 tried to calil security.™

McCoy muttered a nesr-sillent curse as he made a quick check of
the time. Yes, encugh time had pasgsed for the interference to have

diminished to a safe level. "Do you have his ¢o-ordinates?"

"I'va got the co-~ordinates he besamed down to, but he's not there
now; ha's moved away."

"ALl right, Kyle - I'11l get the bridge sensors on to tracing
him."” He flicked the switceh again. "McCoy to bridge.™

"Bridge. Scott here.®

"Ecotty, Spock’'s managed to beam down toe Thorsten with Chapel.
Can you pick up his readings?™

"No problem, Leonard."”

McCoy closed the channel and rose, crossing to collect a hypo.
"Bones? I heard that.”

McCoy paused beside his patient. "We'll soon pick him up, Jim -

and just as soon as we do, I'11 get him sedated. Then I'11 bring him
back here and this time 1711 Keep him under restraints."

"I'm coming wilith you." Kirk sat up.

"No you're not. Your place 1s in beg - ¢

"Bonea, one of my crew 1ls injured. He might cause injury to
another member of the crew. I'va got te go downl I'm the Captain -
it's my repponsibility.” He gave a wry smile, "You know perfectly
well that Komack won't accept 'injured' as a valid reasson not to Z0
down under those circumstances -~ at leaszt, not without a far more

seriocus injury than I['ve got."

"Jim, you dan't play with concussion.®

"Tell that to Komack.,'

McCoy knew perfectly well that Kirk was quoting higher authority
simply to overrule the medical authority that would otherwlse have
been used to keep him on the ship.

"Jim, that's chesting.”™ But he surrendered. Concussion alone

wap not In fact serlous encugh for him to pull medical rank on the
Captain; 1f they had been in routine flight, he would indeed have
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released Kirk to hig cabin.

Kirk dressed quickly and the two men made thelr way to the
transporter room. OCnce there, Kirk called the bridge.

"Scotty? Any word on 3Spock?"

"Yee, we've got him, Captain. There are a dozen or so Human
readings with him, though. They're moving."

"Right. Feed the co-ordinates to the transporter. We'll follow
on the ground. Kirk to Security."

"Saecurity. LY. Peden here,"

"Ligutenant, I want twenty men for landing party duty, in the
trangporter room in two minutes. I think we've found the group that
killed Tadden and Donnally."

Y"Right away, sir.®

The men arrived inside the two minutes. Kirk glanced round
them, seeing two or three faces he vemembered from the scarch -
includling Gulkin.

"Shouldn't some of you men be back to the end of the dguty
roster?"” he asked, his eves filixed on Guikin.

"Everyone volunteered for extra duty on this one, sir," Qulkin
told him. "We ran up a new roster just for it - names out of & hat -
because everyone wanted a crack at whoever killed ocur men and hurt
Mr. Spock and you."

Kirk looked round at the men. "I... I appreciate your loyalty,"
he told them,. "Now, this is the situation - " He explained what had
happened as concisely as possible. "We want to get those men alive,
and we want to rescue Mr. Spock Bnd Nurse Chapel unhurt, 8a -
phasers on light stun. The ldea is that we stun everyone in the
area; be ready to move 1in as goon as everyone isg uncongeclous.,

"Right, sir," Qulkin ascknowledged, and headed for the
transporter pads, gesturing to the three nearest guards to join him,
Kirk and McCoy for beam down,

They beamed down a short distance from where Spock's Vulecan
readings had been detected, and walted until the rest of the guards
Joined them. As thay wailted, MoCoy smaid softly, "Jim, lLet Lt, Gulkin
lead this one.™

Kirk looked at him. "Bones - "

"You don't fool with concussion, Jim." McCoy was beginning to
tfeel i1like a repeat loop recording. "I'd let you do light duty - wvery
light duty - 1f you were still on the ship, but you're not it for

anything more than that. You elther let Gulkin lead, or I knock you
cut.”

Klrk stared disbelievingly at the phaser McCoy held.
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"I mean i1t, Jim, We can't afford to lose our Captain as well as
our Filrst Officer - and Gulkin ls trained for thig sort of
situation. You're not. ¥You're good at unarmed combat, but it'g not
your Jjob." He saw that Kirk was unconvinced, and added, "You want to
glve Spock the best chance of surviving this, don't you?"

Mutely, Kirk nodded,.

"Then let the trained professional fighter lead."

Kirk took a deep breath, and for a moment McCoy thought that he

was about to object. Instead, he assald guietly, "You're in command,
Lisutenant., "

"Yesy, glr.® If dulkin was aware of the debate he gave no gign
of 1t.

Cnce everyone was down, Gulkin, cluteching a tricorder that he
consulted frequently, gave the signal to advance. The guards fanned
out. Kirk began to move forward, and McCoy grabbed his arm.

"l.et them do their Job, Jdim.,"

Inwardly rebellious, Kirk allowed McCoy to hold him back, not
wholly resigned to the situation but encouraged to accept it by the
renewed throbbing in his head and the glcek feeling that had begun to
accompany 1t.

He could still function, but honesty compelled him to admit that
i1f things got much worge, he would find himself completely unable to
de anythilng with any degree of competence.

He had not had such a gevere migraine for a long time.

The security gusrds advanced eautiously, Guikin's eyves mtill
fixed on his tricorder. When the readings told him that the rgadings
were stationary, he signalled to his men to spread out and surround
the bullding that the men they were following had entered - insofar
as 1t could be surrounded, for one side wag attached to the
naighbouring, derelict bullding. At least, Gulkin assumed 1t to be
derelict, for there were no life readings from i+t.

Moments later his communicator bleepad.
"Gulkin."
"All in place at the back, sip.1"

"Right." Gulkin paused to examine the building. "How's the
back for windowson

"Zeveral at ground level."

"Spldt dnto small groups and each group take a window. o in on
my silgnal.™
The communicator bleeped again. "Anders cutting in. Wa'tre all

get at the gide."

"Windowse"
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"Two. ¥

"Ugm them both; get in as fast as you can." He glanced at the
man with him, lowaring the communicator. "Chang, Hardy - take the
right hand window. Gundorf, Laresen, the left hand one. Prestan,
Sykes, through the door wlith me.™

Without walting for ths muttared ascknowledgementsa, he raised his
communicator again. PALL units - zoi¥

He replaced the communicator on his belt as he ran forward,
steadying the tricorder with one hand as he went, hig two men at his
heals.

The door openad sasily, and he found himeelf in a small
hallway. Seversal doors opasned off 1t, and B flight of wooden gteps
led upwards. The readings had indicated that thelr guarry was up
those stairs, eand he took them two at a time, Preston and Sykes close
behind him. They were half way up when the first of the doors opened
and two more of his men ran through, to follow them. Before GQulkin
reached the top, ths gueards were all on the stairs, having, by virtue
of entering at different points ensured that all the downstalre rooms
were empty and spresad themselves out mo that they were not getting in
each other's way as they headed up the steps.

But Bo many feet on the wooden steps could not avoid making a
groat deal of noilse. It was inevitable that a door on the landing at
the top of the stalir should open and & man come aut.

Sykes gave him no time to filre the phagser that he way holding,
but Telled him wlth & qulck burst of the phaser he was holding ready.

Gulkin hurdied the colliapsing body on hig way inte the roeom -
and stopped short. Behind him, the other guards also stopped as they
raglistered the =acene inslde the room,

Spock lay stlll., accepting the medical attention that he was
given almost without Interest and certainly without trust. It didqg
regleter that One's erstwhile prisoner had been asg good as hig word
about attanding to nis hurts - or at least gatting them sgen to -~ but
he could not forget that the prisonsr had tricked him.

The man who fusged over him had m=ecemed friendly too, even
concerned, but had asked him too meny questions. Doctor though he
appeared to be, he had to be a government spy sent to discover One's
rlang. S0 he prstendsed to be more confuped than he really was even
while he muttered aboutl "corrupt governments” in the taint hope that
the spy could be mede to pes the government's faults.

He nad expeceted to be kept under strict guard, but no; he had
clearly esucceeded in foollng them. They took him out of the area
where his hurts wesre tended and through several corridors to a faixrly
gmall room whera thay put bhim to bed... with only a single woman as
guard!t

Spock could hardly beliszve his good fortune.

It was the work of only a moment to slip out of bed while her
back was turnsd and capiture herp,

She gesred as bs csught her arm. Yy, Spocki" she exclaimead,
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but her voice was weak as she fought to keep from falnting at the
pain of his grasp on her arm; 1t was clear to her that he had
forgotten hisg strength. "You're hurting met"

He relaxed his grip sliightly. "I want to leave this place," he
told hei-. "How do I get back to... to where I came from7"

"Phis L% where you came from, Mr. Spock," she protested.

He ignored her comment, which made no sense to him. YHow do 1
get back?" he repeated. A falnt memory, triggered by the beam-up,
connected. "! must... there 1g a machine...®

"You need to go through the transporter," Chapal said
reluctantly.

"Teke me to 1it."

A8 he forced her to the door, Chapel debated the wisdom of
taking him somewhere other than the transporter room, but she could
not guarantee that there would be someone to help her in any glven
part of the ship, for though the grapevine would have let the whole
crew know that Spock had been retrieved, only a handful knew of his
condition. In addition, he might have amnesia, but he would remember
if she tried to lead him directly back to sickbay, and the alternate
route led past the transporter room.

No she would have to take him to the transporter room, and
hope that Kyle, who did know the situastion, would be guick encugh to
act whuih they walked in.

He weaan't.

Rather, BSpock was too guick for him. Before Kyle could react,
Spock - nerve pinch forgotten had Kknocked him out.

He dragged Chapel cver to the control console, and looked down
at the controls with a puzzled expressilon, It wasg clesr to the Nurse
that he knew he ought to know how these worked, but hilis memory
refused tu co-operate.

"We use this to travel, do we not?" he asked.

Bhe debated lLying, but realised that 1t wouldn't work. "Yeg.

"Set the controls,™ he told her.

"I'm not terribly sure -~ " she began.

"You work here. You know how to set them.™

Fven Chapel realiged that the loglc was suspect, but she decided
not to avgue. S3he could at least set the controls to take them down

to the surface., Then, as she depressed the control levers, she gaid,
"Onto the pads, quickiyv.?

spochkh dragged her with him. They had slmost no time to wait
before the transporter bsam took effect,
They rematerialised on the surtface close to the mines. There

wag a lruck being loaded, supervised by a man that wpock recognilised,
by his general build, as Oneo, The Vulcan promptly crossed to him,
pulling chapel with tHiim.
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Une atared at nim, annoyance on his face,

"I'm soprry, One,” Spock said. "l was captured by government
agents. But ¥°ve broughi back & hostage.™
One turned his attention teo Chepel. An smnesiac prisoner was

one thing, but an alert member of Btarfleet was something else
altogether. He grunted as he recognisad the medical insignia. A
woman - unlikely to be o doctor, his male-dominent mind declded; a
nureea, thaen, But saven a woman could be a danger to him, for even the
stupidest of them wez llkely to be able to identify him.

Irritably, he geastured to his men. Mason scrambled into the
driver'’s peat ©f the truck and began to drive 1t away, while One
pald, "Come," harshly and began 1o walk briskly sway. 2til1l pulling

Chapel, Spock followed him, with the other men close behind.

One took them to an apparently derelicet bullding not too far

from the mines. There had been furnlture in it - onece - but much of
it was now broken. Onc¢e inelde, Spock releaged Chapel and turned to
face Une, suddenly apprehensive. Thera was an ugly loak on the man's

face, and the VYVulcan could not help but compare it with the much
gentler expressions he had seen on the tamces of the 'government
agents' from whom he had so recently escaped.

wWas Lt posgssible that he had made a mimtake?

Would o Ffriend sk that of vyou?... I wouldn't ask it of you...

The words sounded faintly in his mingd.

Just you lLie there and rest. .. The other one, the doctor,
gpeasking Iin gruff tones thsat nevertheless hsd carried - he now
realised - & would-be-hidden caring.

One reached out and grasped Chapel's arm roughly. "You've done

well, Vulcan," he said, but Spock was no longer focled by the fealgned
friendliness.

Yes - he hgd made o mlistake.

"Don't hurit her,” he gald, khowing that alene he was powerless
to defend her sgainst 8o many shemles.

Ona laughad harshly as Chapel tried to pull herself free. He
twisted her arm viclously, and she crised out with the rain.

Spock flung bimmelf forward, but before he could reach One, Drem
snstehed up 2 broken table leg and gtruck at him with 1t. The blow
landed hsavily and Spock crumpled. Chapel tried to pull free to go
to hiwm, her nurse's dnstincts roused, but One hald her easlly.

It wap then theat thae door was flung open and the Enterprise'’'s
sacurlity men burept in.

Gulkin took in the siltuatlion at & glance even as One hsuled
Chapel roughly in front of him as & ghield. He reckoned without
Gulkiniyg pragmatism ~ or perhaps he hsd just forgotten that a phaser
couid be sat to stun. Gulkin fired; Chapel went limp in One's grasp
and the continuing stun beam caught the eriminal. He collapsad, face
down, not guite on top of Chapel,

Seelng thelir leader defeated, the others were quick to
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surrender. When Kirk and McCoy arrived saeconds later, it was to find
everything over.

"Nurse Chapel's Jjust stunned, Doctor," Gulkin reported, "but Mr.
Spock was unconscious when we broke in."

McCoy crossed quickly to the Vulcan, reaching for his scanner as
he went, Kirk close at his hesgls.

"Boneg?"
"He's been knocked out..." McCoy sounded slightly doubtful.

Kirk swung round to the prisoners, wincing as the sudden
movement intensified his headacha. "What happened to him?"

The men looked at each other doubtfully. Finally, one of them
sald, "He was gouing to attack Onea. Drem theire hit him."

Kirk looked at them in disgust and turned back to McCoy. "Get
Spock and Chapel up to the ship, Bones. Gulikin and I will see to
things down here."

Mctoy nodded, crossed to Chapel and lifted her over to beslde
Spock, then spoke intoe his communicator. Moments later the three
shimmeted away.

"Right," Kirk said. "Lisutenant, wea'll take ocur prisonergs to
Governor Dorcas first - he may recognise some of them. Then wae'll
take them back to the Enterprise.®

"Vaes, sie.M

Kirk indicated the still unconsciocus figure on the floor and
addresved the prisoners. "Two of you carry him." Then, when none of
them moved, "You - and you."

The two moved reluctantly, but they moved. A8 they pilcked up
their leader, Kirk saw his face for the first time.

"Unger!"™ he gasped.

Faced with Dorcas, 1t wag not long before a couple of the
prisoners cracked and told the Jovernor where the stoclen ore was
hildden. Much of 1t was indeed still on-planet, hidden in one of the
worked  cut levels of the minews; as mine manager, Unger had been in
the perfect position to khow where these levels were. It transpired
that he had planned to charter s private ship and use 1t to 1ift the
ore when he finally decided to leave.

But Kirk was tired, and worried about Spock. He pleaded the
after effects of his concusslon te get away from a grateful Dorcas
and a relieved colony, and returned to the ship, where the prisoners
had already been taken.

He went stralght to sickbay, worry about Spock keeping him on
his feet. In the turbolift, he leaned against the wall, grateful for
its gupport, and when the 1ift doors opened he stared at them for
some moments before he registered that he should gat out of the
lift. In the corridor he paused for a moment to orientate himsel?f,
then set off, headed for sickbay.
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McCoy glanced round as he entered, and moved straight cvep to
him.

"Jim, you've been doing too much. Here - onto this badg,.n

Kirk tried to shake his hesd, and the movemaent wag too much.
His body finally rebslled and he doubled over ag his stomach emptied
itself.

His retching had one good effect; it eased his headache
conslderably. When 1t finally eased off, he straightened, feeling
much better.

"Spock?" he asked as McCoy urged him to the bed.

"Just comlng round,"™ McCoy asssured him.

"Doetor? Why am I under restraint?? Spock's volce interrupted
him.

Momentarily forgetting Kirk, McCoy gwung round. "Spock! How
are you fealing?"

"l was under the impression that you preferred to tell me the
current state of my health," Spock replied.

"Spock," Kirk saild,. YHow much can you remembepiy™
"Remember?" Spock fell silent for a moment. "A lorry being
Loaded. .. and then =something hit me from behind."™

"And that's alle"
"Yeﬂ . 7

"Well, you've had quilte a busy time since then, " McCoy told
bhim, "But now isn't the time to discuss 1t." He loocked from one bed
to the othen. "You both need rest - " He broke off, seeing that
Kirk had already fallen asleep. He locoked at Spock, and indicated
thelr sleeping Captain. "He's exhausted, Spock. Just take my word
for it - everything's worked out fine. We'll tell you what happened
- in the morning. For now - you'd be better of a sleep too."

Spock nodded. He lay for a moment smsessing his physical
condition, Yag - he dild require rest,.

Obediently, he closed his eyes and allowed himself to sleep.

McCoy looked from one to the other. Then he turned to call an
orderly to clean the floopr,




JOURNEY FROM BABEL

RFleh relaxed for the first time in & full fortnight.

For a fortnight he had known the terrible diplomatic stralin of
carrylng an explosive group of Ambassadors and their retinues, and
trying to keep the peace between them. His personal view of their
behaviour was unprintable; the only one who seemed to behave
sceording to his status was Sarek -~ and Sarek had spent the major
part of the trip in sickbay. It would have been difficult enocugh 1¢f
he had been fully f£1it, Kirk relflected; but he also spent part of the
Journey in slckbay - though not as long as MeCoy would have liked him
te spend, 1{f he had had his way.

Several factors had combined to force McCoy to release the
Captaln from sickbay. The Ilmportance of the diplomatic mission, for
cone; 1t was essential that the various Ambassadors did not fully
realise how near they had all been to exiinction, In additvion, Kirk
felt - and at heart, MecCoy agreed with him - that since Spock and
Sarek had not spoken as father and son for elghteen vears, it would
be only tactful to give them the opportunity to communicate freely,
and privately. S0 Mcloy agreed to let Kirk leave sickbay after two
days, on condition that he spent very lLittle time on duty, and a
maximum amount of time dn his quarters, preferably In a horizontal
prosition.

But In spite of doing a minimum of work, there had been
congiderable straln on him. The diplomatlic personnel quarrelled like
children, he reflected, and with as little real provication. In his
more charitable moments, he gave them credit for belng sensible
people under working conditions, and tried to convince himself that
the petty quarrelling was caused by their reaction to the difficult
conditions under which they worked. In his more irritable moments,
he declded that they were a bunch of undiseiplined idiots
mapguerading as useful members of scciety.

And although he had been taking things easy, in accordance with
his promise to McCoy, hae wasg feeling very tired. Maybe he had been
doing too much..., except that he wes sure he hadn't. He had felt all
right... well, reasonably all right..., when he had first come out of
sickbay. Hig back had been socore, especilally when he movad unwarily,
but now he felt plain tired. It was an effort to stand up
gtralght... come to that, 1t was an effort to #it up straight.

Oh, well, the last of the Ambassadors were on theilr way down to
Babwl now; the crew wasms due gsome leave now. It would be very
pleasant not to have any responsibllities for a day or two, other
than the routine ones connected wilith the running of the ship; and
even so... Spock would be back on duty in a couple of days, He would
take a lot of welght off Kirk's shoulders.

Uhura turned from the communications congole.
"Message from Starbase 11, Captain.®
"Oh, no," he thought. "Don't saw 46, Don't say bthey're going

to send us out again already without a break." Aloud, he saild, "On
audio, Lieutenant."
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He was right. They w&re ordered out agein, without a break.
They had to make a rapid rendezvous with s survey ship that had found
& supply of a rare drug much 1in demand for the treatment of heart
conditions in certaln races of the Fedavation. A survey vegsel could
not travel nearly sc fast as a Starship; the Enterprise was applgned
te plck up the drug and rush it back to Star Base 11.

"Acknowledge, Lieutenant."

He allowed himself to slump down 1in hip seat for a moment. It
would be a routine encough trip, he reflected; no annoying diplomatic
personnal to complicate matters. No strain. Perhaps he would be
able to rest.

He left Sulu with the con, and made his way slowly to the rec
room, where he got himself & cup of coffae, He debated getting
gomething to eat as well, but dacided that he was not hungry.

He was sitting drinking it, angd wondering just what was wrong
wiith 1t, when McCoy Jjoined him.

"I've just heard from the Vulcan medical authorities that Saraek
will definitely be O.K., Jim. My experimental surgery was fine -~
even with you throwlng the ship about like a... a..." he stopped,
locking closely at Kirk. "Jim, are you feeling all right? You
haven't been overdoing things, have you?"

"I'm fine, Bones, Just a bit tired; too many diplomats, I
rechkon. That lot would have exhausted a statue.'" He yawned. Hltm
thinking of golng to bed now; we've & pendezvous to make, but we
don't leave until morning. How's Spock?™

"Beginning to wonder if you've forgotten he exisgts," MceCoy said
drily. "I'm letting him out of sickbay tomorrow for restricted
duties, same asg you."

Kirk sighed. "Yes, I supposs I have neglected him recently," he
admiltted. "Those blasted diplomats... You too, Bones - I could have
found more time to come and see him if you hadn’t made me promise to
spend so much time on my back. And anyway, I dilidn't want to butt
in."

"An odd five minutes wouldn't have been butting in," McCoy
pointed out.

"Bones, you agreed with me that we should glve him as much time
ag possgible with his fathepr.™

"Yes, I know, but this last couple of days I got the impression

that he'd have liked to... well.., show you off to his fathepr."
H8how, .. ?"
McCoy nadded. "You're hig, Jim. His friend, found without any
parental influence. Unlike his prospective wife, who proved to be so

worthless. Of course he wanted to let his father mee the worth of
the friend he found for himssalf. If I'd had the sense to reallige 1t
guicker, I woulidn®t have let you out of slckbay at all. And don'tt
gay that's a Human rasaction. Spock's Humen enough to want to do
that, even though he might not ever admit it. He'd come up with a
loglcal reason for having you and Sarek soclalising. But that's his
raal reaBon. By letting you out, I prevented you and Sarek from
seeling much of each other; and by staying away 80 much, you Kept
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Sarek from seeing you. Oh, they both realised you had your duties,
and that you were far from well.,. Sarek knows you nearly kllled
yourself pretending you were all right go that Spock would be free to
give the blood for the operation.”

"Meaning that Spock knows too."

"Come on, Jim. You're looking far too tired. I'm goilng to see
you in bed before I leave you,. Ara you sure you've been resting
anoughe"

Kirk got up wearily. "Yas, I've been resting. I'vae been

resting until it's a wonder I haven't put down roots and got gtuck to
the bed."

"Then mayba I'd better get you back into slickbay for a check."

"Bones, give me a break! It's just nervous straln from too many
diplomats.®

"Sure, Dr. Kirk. I'11l let it go for tonight, but 1f you're
8ti1ll as tired tomorrow, I'm having you back in before ¥You can say
"Babel ', 30 take your warning. If you havs been overdoeing i1t, stop
it now."

He wsettled Kirk in bed, walted until the Captain had fallen
agleep then left gqulietly,

Kirk woke next morning feeling unrefreshed. His back was
aching:; his head throbbed. He was having trouble seeing, too
everything was blurred a little, and he definitely had to concentrate
on focussing. In addition, there was a humming sound 1n hig ears.

He was hot, too hot ~ yet he found himself shivering. He had to
Force himself to his feet, and once upright, had to hang onto the bed
to keep from falling.

The Intercom bleeped for attention. He foreced himself over to
it.

"Kirk here.™

"Massage for you from Starfleet Command, Captain," Uhura's voice
came. There was an odd note in her voice, he thought.

"Put 1t through, Lieutenant."

The message was brief... he found himself unable to assimilate
it properly, aware ohly of a deep, cutting grief. His mother... 1t
wag 80 long since he had been home. He hadn't even managed to get
home when Sam died. She had understood... but it didn't make 1t any
casler to bear the fact that he would never see herp again. He
couldn’t even get home for the funeral... that was part of the burden
of Starshlp life, the complete mevarance from home. But the
emotional ties were still there... even though home was now a
beautlful lady who travelled between the stars, and his famlly wag
now a mixed group of men and women for whom he was responsible... and
two brothers who were, 1f anything, even c¢loser to him than Sam had
been. . . lle broke the contact, knowing that the ship's grapevine
would pass the word round almost instantaneously. He would not be
alone in his grief... yet the sympathy of these paeople who were his

family now wouldn't help...
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He was still sitting stering blankly at the empty screen a few
minutes later when Bpock came to his cabin, brought by the news on
the grapevine. Spock didn't bother buzzing... he simply welked in.

He crossed to Kirk and put a gentle hand on his shouldar. Kirk
iocked up at him; the sudden movement made him dizzy, and he sank
inte grateful unconsciousnesa.

Bpock caught him as he fell forward, hies unobserved face showilng
his anxiety. No grilef should have thils effect, surely? Then he felt
Kirk's skin. Its dry, febrile heat alarmed him; he swung Kipk EE )
into his arms and headed for sickbay, his mind & confusion of
emotions.

McCoy glanced up as he ceme in, and started to his feet as he
saw Spock's burden.

"He collapsed as I went in just now, " Spock saild. "He fesls
hot, fevered.®

"Here.,.." McCoy indicated an examination couch, and Spock lald
Kirk gently down onto Lt. McCoy bent over the couch, disgnostie
gcanner bugy. "I noticed last night that he wasn't looking right,
but I put 1t down to Just plain tiredness. He sald himself that he'd
had a surfelt of diplomats this last few days." He ralled Kirk over
gentiy, and turned his esttention to the injury on his back, an injury
that had been closed and healing nicely when he last examined 1t,
four or five days previously. He drew in his bresth sharply as he
saw 1it,

The wound, which had been well on the way to recovery when last
checked, was now an angry rod, glightly swollen and ocozed pus when
McCoy gently pressed the sides of it. McCoy's lips set in a grim
line. He turned away for a hype to take a bload sample, and nearly
colliided with Spock, who was examinling the wound intently.

"Spoek, 1'd get on better if you stayed back a bit. Why don't
you just get back to the bridge, and I'1l1l let you know ss soon as I
have sanything?®

"Doetor, you informed me that the Captain's injury was healing
well, and that he was quite ready to be released from gickbay. You
releaged him whlle keeping me in; which was a totally unnecegsary
proceeding. There was nothing wrong with me. It would have been
more to the point to have relessed me, and kept the Captain in bed."

"Spock, the strain on your body processes because of that drug
was intense. I had to be certalin there were no lesgting effects - 1if
only because you were, 1in effect, a guinea pig for the drug, Jim's
injury waes stralghtforward, and it was healing; it was almost
healeg.”

"Have you been chacking on it svery day, Doctope®

No; there wasn’'t any need to. It was a clean cut. When I last
gsaw 1t, four days ago, it was closed and looking perfectliy healthy.
Now will you stop trying to tell me my Job, and go and do yoursgi®

"Doetor, part of my job is making sure you do yours praoperly.”

"Well, I won't be doing 1t properly if you keep on getting in my
way . "
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Spock turned, almost reluctantly, and headed for the doop.
There, he pausgsed, looking back. "Doctor, I don't knew if you've
hgard yet, but the Captaln has Just recelived a mesgage telling him of
the death of his mother. I do not know 1if the knowledge will make
any slgnificant difference to your treatment of him now, or even i1if
the knowledge will necessitate any difference in the treatment."

"Have you any 1desa how he took the newa?"

"No, Doctor, He collapsed am I went in to see him." Spock
turned and went out without another word.

MeCoy looked after Spock for s moment ags he left. He could only
guess at the intensity of the Vulcan's feelings, but he senped that
Spock was worried, very worriled, both about Kirk's collapse and about
how Kirk would react to the news of his mother's desth. Ag MeCoy
turned back to the still unconscious captain, he was aware of a
parallel worry. The wound had been healing - indeed, had almozt
healead. What had caused this resurgence of infection? And - more
important - Kirk was tired out, weak from the injury and exhsausted
from the worry of trangporting the Babel delegates. In his exhsusted
state, how would he take the news? He had taken hils brother's death
very wall, but he had been lesgs worn then, and in addition nhad had
the problem of solving the Denevan situation and the worry about
Spock to take hisg ming off his losgs. But the death of a parent,..
evan one he hadn't Been for several years...

McCoy resolutely turned his mind from pursuing the useless
speculation of how Kirk would resct, Ha would =soon see. He thought
instead about cleaning cut the wound and trying to discover what it
wag that had infected i1t.

The swelling seemed to be full of pus, so he lanced 1%, and
found that he was right; 1t was a concentration of pus that had
caused the swelling. Once he got that cleaned out, he disinfected
the opened cut and put a dressing over 1it. Then he went to gaet the
pus analysed.

With one of the lab technlclians Bet to work on the analysis,
MeCoy returned to his Captain's side, Kirk lay there unmoving, his
skin flushed, sweating 1n fever. McCoy chewed at his lips as he
checked Kirk’'s temperature, already 103 degreess and rising. Whatever
infection had got into the wound, 1t was pretty potent.

He checked the cut agaln. It was already oozing more pus.

Spock returned to the bridge, hiz mind a confused jumble of
thoughts. He trusted McCoy - the surgeon had saved his life more
than once, and had just saved his father's life in an operation
performed under the most trying cirecumstances - but he had been
carelens wlith Kirk during this mission. He had allowed Kirk out of
glckbay far tovo eariy so that he could perform that same aoperation
and while Spock admitted that he appreciated the action on the part
of both hls friends, he disapproved strongly of the fact that Kipk's
life had been endangered in the process. Then, after Kirk had been
readmitted, McCoy had again let him out too quickly. Now Kirk was
guffering from this new infection,.,.

Sure encugh, the analysis showed a concentration of germs. But
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the permg were of a type previously unknown - there was no recerd of
them In the medical computar.

McCoy's lips tightenead. The Captain was already very 111;
researching an antidote to previocusly unknown germs would take up a
great deal of time thet they could 11l afford. But where c¢ould he
have picked up an infection from unknown Eerms?

Of course! From the Orion. The germs must have entered the
wound when Kirk was gtabbed, but hadn't shown up until now. They had
taken this long to incubate.

Alien germs. They were ajilther completsly harmless op
desperately dangerous. it was hard that Kirk should have fallgn P sy
to the latter when he was already below par.

He pmglgned the techniclang to work on researching a serum fop
the infection, and went baok to Kirk. The Captain, if no better, waa
at least no worae,

McCoy hesitated, then flicked on the intercom.
"MceCoy to bridge.™

"Bridge. Spock here.” The Vulecan's voice was cold,
over-controlied. MeCoy shivered involuntarily, remambering the
unfriendly nature of Spock's last exchange with him.

"The Captain has contracted an infection from what I believe to
e an Orion discesse. L have iniltiated vemesarch to discover B Berum
for 41t. M

"I see. Was there no way to predict the ailmento?

"No, The scanners only show up diseases for which they are
programmed. This is & completely new dibesse. It vould heve been
completely harmlesg -~

"But 1t wesnt't. ™
"No, it wasn't.®

"Docetor, 1if you had kept the Captain in sickbay, you would have
notice the indtial symptoms much sooner, W

"Not necesparily, Spock, I saw him last night, rememberp, Hs
looked tired, nothing more,?

"I1f he had been in sickbay, would you not have realisaed that his
tirvedness wasn't natursls?®

MceCoy stared at the intevoom for a moment without speaking, then
he leaned forward and switched off wlithout raplying.

In the event, the research turned up an sntidote rather faster
than McCoy had darsd to hope for. It wasn't exactly a mirasculous
cure; it took some time to work; but tha fever broke falrly guickly,
even though it took two or three days before Kirk wss well enough %o
be allowed up. And even then, MeCoy kept him in silokbay instesd of
peermitting him o return to hils own guartars, Spock's accumation of
carelessness had made him fasl rather guilty - though he would never
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Unusually, during this time there was no silgn of Spoek. Once he
wag assured that Kirk would recover, he seemed to lose interest; he
neither visited slickbay nor contacted McCoy on the intercom.

McCoy noticed that Kirk was a little restless; he secemed to
spend qulte a lot of time watching the door, fldgeting restlessly and
irritably. McCoy c¢ould only guess that Kirk was looking for the
truant Spock.

There was one other thing that worried MclCoy. Kirk hadn't
mentioned his dead mother... not once. But he was very quiet, Just
restless. McCoy suspected that Kirk was brooding over the two things
-~ Bpock's absence and his mother's death. And Knowing Kirk, he
guessed that Kirk thought that Spock might be... silently accusing
him of neglecting his familily obligations, by remaining away from
him. Yet - what were his family obligetions? He had written his
mother ag regularly as 1t was possible for any Starfleet officer to
do; and now that she was dead, there was nothing, nothing at all,
that he could do. Even the funeral arrangements had bheen made and
carried out by others, of necesaity...

Eventually, on the fifth day, with Kirk well on the way to
rhysical recovery but far from well psychologicsally, McCoy went to
Bee 3pock.

He Found the Vulean in his guarters, gazing abstractedly at an
emplty “lewsoereen. Spock geaemed to be hardly interested in hils
presence.

MeZoy stared at him. "wWhat's wrong, Spaock?"

There was a ghort silence, "Nothing 1is wrong, lDoctor, 1 am
merely medlitating. I would be obliged 1f you would gay what you have
come to wsay qQuickly, and then leave me in peace." Hig voice was as
c¢old and distant as McCoy had ever heard 1t; their friendship, the
many dangers they had shared, might never have happened; 1t waes like
listening to a total gstranger speaking.

"ALlL right, Spock. ['"ve come to you about Jim. Thig may sound
31l1lly to youi but Jim nheeds you. He needs you right now. Just why,
I don't wholly know - and the way you're behaving, I doubst you'll be

any goud to him, But there's something, some reapgon he needs »MOou.
He Keeps on looking for you, and when someone comes 1n to see hilm -

Scotty, Sulu, any of the others - and he sees {1t ian't you, 1 can see
he's diseppointed. Whatevoer he wantg you for, 1t dsn't something 1
can help flm with, or he'd have asked me -~ "

"Perhaps he has learned not to trust you wholly any more,

Boctor. Atter all, you nearly let him dilie recentiy.m The very
calmness and unemotional dellivery of the speech made 1t the more
hurting. "Tell him I will come to see him atfter he is relessed from
Slekbay. I find T do not wish to encounter you." He turned, and

left Me ey wlthout another word, moving through to his gleeping
cabin.

Mcvoy stared at the closed door 1n shoclked gilence,

He let Kirk leave sickbhay the next day, wlthout mentionding to
him the response Spock had made to his appeal. Kirk had enough in
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his mind - he, McCoy, had no intention of adding te his worries.

Spock looked round from the command chair s Kirk entered the
bridge, and rosea.

"Are you quite well, Captain?®

"Yes, thank you, Mr. Spock.” Despite himself, a little of his
hurt at Spock's neglect showed, and he knew Spock was aware of it.

"Did Dr. McCoy not give you my message?"
Kirk shook his head, "What mepsage?®

"I told him to inform you that I would see you after your
relaease from slckhay.®

Kirk looked at him, "What was wrong with goming to see me in
slickbay?"

Spock hesltated. "I would... prefer to tell you in private,
Captain.®

The atmosphere on the bridge was elactric. Everyone knew that
Spock and MeCoy hadn't exactly seen eye to eye over this latest
illness of Kirk's; but no-one knew sny details. It seemed they

weren't goilng to, either,

"Very well, Mr. Spock. Let's go down to my gquarters. Mr. Sulu,
you have the con."

"Aye, alir."®

They want down in silence, In the slevator, Kirk watched
Speock's pet face unhappily. He had enough to feel guililty about,
without heaving to worry about anything else just yet,

In his cabin, Kirk sat, waving Spock into a seat. And walted.

Spock didn't seem to be gquite sure where to start. He locked
uncertainiy at Kirk, who gave him no help, He had enough to think
about without trying to make thinge lses embarrassing for an awkward
First Officer.

At last, Spock said, "I fing it... difficult to... to excuse Dr.
McCoy for nearly letting you die, Captain. He let you out of sickbay
far too early, not just once, but twice - *

"He agreed, very reluctantly, with sy decision, Spock," Kirk out
in. "The first time, I consldered Sarek's life too important to
loge. I had intended to turn command aover to Beocotty as moon asm you
left the bridge, but the emergency arose before I could do that. The
sacond time, there was nothing seriocusly wrong with me; I could well
afford to stay in bed in my guayrteras. You and Sarek were the onas
who were really ill, and needing all McCoy's attention. The germ I
Picked up - that had nothing to do with the other condition."

"Dr, MeCoy should have kept you in glckbay untll he was cartain
that there would be no 11l effects from a wound given by an alian.®

"Spock, are you trying to tell McCoy his job? He took all the
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obviocus precautions and it wasn't his fault they weren't

sufficient.” He forced a smile. "Try {o remember the number of
times he's saved your life... and mine... and your father's, under
the most trylng of clrcumstances. Balance that against one alien

disease he falled to diagnose before it developed, and you don't have
much o criticise him for."

SJpock failed to meet his eyes. "I have tried to,. I find,.. I
would willingly entrust my own life to him.,. my father's life... but
I am wnwllling to entrust your life to him again."™

"Spock, that's not loglcal.?

"1 know. Nor do I know of anyone else who would be aven half as
efficlent. I cannot understand what 1s wrong with me, I should not
feel this way. He has given so many reasons why I shoulid trust him,
yet,.,."

hirk looked at him sympathetically. "You're over-tired, Spock,

That's all." His feeling of loss, temporarily pushed to the back of
his mind, sBuddenly re-emerged with redoubled force. His face twlsgsted
In the Intensity of his grief,.

Spock reached out to him, Kneeling at his side. "Tim! What is
Leen His hands were gentle on his Captain’s shoulders.

hirk allowed the tears to flow, Spock's very gentleness breaking
him. It was the filrst time he had allowed expression of his grief.
He lesned against Spock, who, with instinciive sympathy, 21lld an arm
around Lim and moved the other hand to hold Kirk's head to hig
shoulder-, Kirk relaxed completely, sobbing unrestrainedly. Spock
continued to hold him comfortingly. When at last the racking sobs
ceased, Spock 3till held Kirk to him.,

"1 haven't seen her for so long," Kirk whispered. "I couldn't.
She understood. Like your mother understands, But I know she missed
me, would have llked to see me sometimes...™

"L hnow, Jim. But I am sure she accepted - as my mother
acgepted - that we cannot live our llves am children. The time must
come when the young grow up and want to make their own livas. When
that tlme comes, the mothers worth having let thedr children go... as
vours Jdld, as mine di4. And she Knew fthat the work you are dolng was
- ig - lmportant, not Just for her, not just for your tamily or your
own planet, but for the entire Federatlon, and possibly even for mora
than thal. If there was a price to pay for that... by not seeing
You.,.. | am sure ahe paild It willingly..."

When st last Kirk lifted his head from Spock's shoulder, there
wag a kind of peace In his eyes. The Vulcan relessed him, and they
locked at each other for moment inh a near-embarvagsed silence.

"Thenks, Spock," Kirk gaild guietly. Some of the tensilons seemed
to leave the Vulcan. Ha permitted himself to smile slightly -~ then

wlthout another word, he slumped forward in a dead faint.

Kirk leaped for the intercom. "Kirk to mickbay! Bones, Spock's
Just collapsed in my guartera!"

"On my way." The intercom went dead,

Kirk bent over the unconscious first officer, shifting his limbs
Into a more comfortable position, "Spock... Spock.,.."
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The door slid open. McCoy ran in.

He slithared t¢ a halt at Kirvk's side. "What happansd?" he
asked as he bent over the limp fizure.

"We'd been talking. Then - he just coellapsad,.®
McCoy ran his scanner over Spock, snd frowned.
"What 1s it, Bonesg?®

"That blasted drug. I thought ha was all vight... but there's
something wrong now ~ a delayed action affect, I suppose; thers
wasn't any slgn of marrow malfunetion when I let him out, I'1ll gwear
it by everything I knoew, But there's definite Bigns now of & biond
condition caused by marrow deficliency.”

Kirk stared at him in horrer.

McCoy called sickbay for a stretcher, and rushed Spock back to a
bed there. Kirk went with him. He watched in a grim-faced silence
a8 McCoy gave Spock an injection; then another; and another. After
the thilrd, McCoy glanced up,

“"That should hold him, "™
"How serious is 1it79

"i'm not sure yet, it was what I was afraid of all along... but
he sesmed to have got away with 1t. I don’t know why 1t took so long
to show up.®

"Bones; would it ceause unusual resctions to given situations?"

"It could; with a blood ailment, and a defleiency such as there
is here, the brain could - probably would - be starved of blood... op
at least of nutriments in the blood. The injections I've given him
will be all right for a while; but I'll have to find something for
the marrow deficiency or he’'ll be on injections for the rvest of his
life. ™

Kirk drew a deap breath. "You've got to come up with something,
Bones. I don't care what it takes, you've got tolf

"Jim, do you think I don't know that? He's my friend too,
remember - even though you two are far closer to aach other that I
can evar bhe.¥

"Bones..."

"Don't worry, Jim, I'm not Jerlous.,. at least, not much, and
that only very occasionally - iike whan I want to do somathing for
one of you and can’t... but tha other ohe can.®

Kirk iocoked at him, feeling gullty. It was true that he and
Spock were much closer to sach other than thay were to MeCoy, but he
hadn't realissd that +the Burgson was aware of it. McCoy grinned
reassuringly at him, and turned baock to Spock.

Kirk, somewhat unwillingly, went back to tha byidgea. There wasn
nothing he could do in sickbay; he knew McCoy would let hinm know as
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soon as he had any news, and the rendezvous wag close, He had to be
on the uridge.

They made the rendezvous and exchanged the drug; and met off
again at warp six for Star Base 11, Once on course, Kirk called.
gsickuay agaln.

"Anything, Boneg?"

"Sorry, Jim, not yet, I'11 let you know as soon as I'm able
to, 1 promise."

"{ know, Bones."

Kirk paced restlessly across the brildge; realised that his
restlessness was probably iIinfectious, and left the bridge, turning
command over to S8ulu as he want, He went to hisg guarters, but found
himself unable to concentrate on anything there. He moved out into
the corrvidor again; paused 1In front of 3pock's doop. He hesitated,
then went in,.

He msat at Spock's desk and rested hilis head on his hands, his
elbows propped on the desk. Spock...

in sickbay, McCoy was harrying his technical staf?f. Spock stilll
lay unconsclous; definitely unconsciocus, not in a healing trance.
Every now and then McCoy moved back to check him, and every time
found no change... but the deterioration caused by the deficliency wasg
bound to increase soon. Injections could only do so much, ..

At lLasl one of the technicians came running, holding out a
phial, "This worked on the marrow sample, Poctor," he gasped.

MeCoy grabbed it, fillled a hypo and injected Spock, staring
anxiocusly at the diagnostic board as he did, knowing that it wouldg
take time to work. Bul 1t needed less time that McCoy had feared.
Almost at onee, the blood readings begen to shift to a more normal
level. dpock opened his eyes, and looked up.

"How Jdo you feel, Spocki"

Spock looked at him, considering the question. He raised an
eyebrow; then said, "Surprisingly well, Doctor. What happened?t

"That drug you took to increase blood manufacture in the marrow
had an adverse effect, but 1t took until now to show up."

"[ see.”™ Spock glanced round, made certaln that they were

alone, and went on with an effort. "Dogtor -~ I wish to apologilise for
certain remarks I made recently, I... Kknow that we have every reason
to trust youpr skill..."

"{t's all pight, Spock. Just forget 1t." McCoy turned to the
intercom. "McCoy to bridge. Spock's come round, Jim. Ha'll be all
vright. "

On the bridge, Kirk relaxed aw he heard the note in McCay's
volca, "Thanks, Bones. Tell him - I'm on my way down to see him."

SouBoo




CITY

- A CONCLUSTION

"You deliberately stopped me, Jimt I could have saved herp!? Do
vou know what you just did?" Even in his angry bewilderment, McCoy
bit tack the other words that were in his mind -~ You could have saued
her you were neaerer than 1 was, ffer he could feel the tension in

Kirk's body, and understood that theres waps more haeare than he knew.

And Spock confirmed it as Kirk moved to lean agsinst the wall.
"He hknows, Doctor; he knows.,"

McCoy watched as Kirk slowly straighiened. Behind him, he was
onliy hall aware of the crowd gathered round the Limp body. Hisg
doctor's instinets were touched, but he could ilgnore them; he knew
from the way her body had been flung forward by the truck that Edith
Keeler was certalnly dead, had died instantly. Kirk, however, he
could help - hils anger had passed, leaving only the hewllderment.
Knowing that they would explain, recognising that Kirk was suffering
from shoack, he moved forwavrd.

"Come into the mission, Jim," he said, gently now,
Kirk shook his head. "We mugst get home. The Guardian...?"

"Not yet, Captain," Spock cut in. "Flrst we mugt return to our
room; we must dismantle the apparatus [ constructed, for should
anyone mechanlcally minded discover 1t they might be abhle ta surmise
something of i1ts purpose and cause the premature discovery of
computers. ™

"Yas.,.. you're right, Spock." Kirk gave one last look at the
milling group that split up as an ambulance arrived, then turned
away . "Come on - the gquicker we get 1t done, the better.,"

At they went, Spock dropped a few paces behind Kirpk, pulling
McCoy back, Quickly, softly, he explained the situation.

"fthat time round... didn't 1 try to stop her making such a
migtake?" MeCoy asked.

"You couldn't, I dd4d not tell the Captain, but in the alternate
future T also saw & 1930 newspaper asrticle. The headline wag 'Down
and out dies saving soelial workert. In that future, Doctor, you died

savling her."

"I gee..." McCoy studied Kirk's back. "Somsone had to die in
that place at that moment..,."%

"Yag, Doctor. Your death 1In this time periocd - any of our
deaths - would be unimportant: no-one would be affected. But
hersg,. .. While her death i undoubtedly =a tragedy ~ she has done much
te help others - it saves millions of lives in the future, and
provides for the future welfare of your entire planet - and othar

warlds beyond. The Captain knows that; although he has not yet
accepted the fact. But he will. It was another Command decision: he
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will not let 1t damage his life, any more than any other such
declsion that has sent a man to hisg death hasg done. He would not be
the man he ls 1f he did not feel those deaths; but nelther would he
be the man he 1s 1f he d4id not accept thewm without belng overwhelmed
by guilt."

"YW, MeCoy sald sadly. "T know."

They worked gqulceckly to dismantle the makeshift computer that
Spouck had constiructed with such tlme and effort, piling the valves
and tabes and sockets and swltches and wires, all caraefully separated
from each other, in a corner of the depressing little room. A
collection of radio spares, almoest valueless, .. Kirk and Spock
regumed thelr Starfleet uniforms, carefully retrieved from the
bagement and hildden here, leaving thelr ptolen clothes folded on the
bed.

Spock looked up. "Guardiantn

The deep, remembered volce sounded goftly. "You may return."™ A
faint outline showed beside the wall,

"Come, Doctor,™ Spock said. He and Kirk turned, side by side,
and ran ltuwards the vaguely clrcular shape, and Jumped through 1t.
MeCoy heglitated for a second, sBure that they would cannon Iintoe the
wall - his memorlies of hisg trip through the time portal to here were
tenucus, like the mist that partially obscured the wall behind the
shadowy dhape; then as hilg Criends vanished, he followed.

He was only slightly surprised to f£4ind himself on a desolate
planet, standing besalde Spock with Kirk in front of him, facing
Scotty and Uhurae and Galloway and Mancini; and no more surprised than
his friends to hear that ~ for the rest of the landing party - only
seconds hiad psssed during the days they had spent in 1930,

Kirk sat alone in nhis cabin. He thad never felt so gullty - so
depressed atl an; death he had ever felt responsible for,

e had sent crewmen - and women - to death before during hisg
carear, It was part of hilis command responslibility. But they were
people who had chosen a life of danger; people for whom death was a
familiar companion. Edlith had not chowsen such a life; she had chaosen
a life of gervice to others; & lLife devuoted to helping othara.

Becsuse she had died, muany men would go hungry to bed
tomight. .. No. Not *tonlght'. 'Tondight' was... what? Three
hundred years ago. Tonight - now - millionsg of coloniuts were alive
on pleneils not discovered back then... planets that would atlll be
undivceovered 1f Edlth had lived.

1t Edith had lived,.. he, James T. Kirk, might never have
existed .vitslde the protected radius of the Quardian. Certalnly
Spock would never have been born, for Larth and Vulean would still
nol know ot the other's existenca.

Srock would never have been born. Strange how that thought
bhegan to recincllie him to the fact of Bdith's death. Yes, he had
loved BEdith,.. admired her, rewspected her.., would happily have gpent
the res! ot his Life with her, had 1t veen possible. But Spock would
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navear have been born. Andgd Spock complemented him, compieted him, in
a way that Edith could never have done. Kirk knew no words that
could explain the intensity of his need for Spock's friendship, and
now he did not even try.

tlrk moved to the intercom. "Mr. Spock, report to my gquarters.™
They would speak together, recalling Edith and her goodness...

and In the Vulcan's quliet wisdom and compassion, Kirk knew he would
find peace,.







